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A PRIVATE PRACTISE

Darren was once the star player on his soccer team, fast, graceful, and confident on and off the pitch, talented enough to earn a place at a prestigious college.  All that was changing though.

While Darren was still gifted, still lithe and graceful on the pitch, his team-mates were beginning to outshine him, larger and stronger, with more raw power to make up for their lack of natural skill, and Darren was beginning to falter, his performance on the pitch suffering.  It was more than that though.  Recently he just felt… out of place, as though something were missing.  Where the other boys on the team were off dating and meeting girls Darren never really felt part of it, always uncomfortable and self-conscious, his confidence dwindling slowly over time, his performance on the pitch suffering until finally he knew that his place at college was in jeopardy.

When Coach Morrison asks to see him after a particularly bad performance Darren knows it’s to tell him the bad news, that he’s off the team, but Coach Morrison has other plans.  Eager to help the young player he’s come to care about, Coach Morrison offers a novel solution to boost Darren’s confidence—do something bold, brave, and out of his comfort zone… perform as a cheerleader.

Confused, and a little nervous, Darren is willing to try anything, especially if it makes Coach Morrison happy.

To his surprise and joy Darren finds he actually enjoys the novel break from soccer, but when Coach Morrison enjoys the performance a little too much he becomes flustered, and suggests that Darren practise alone to boost his confidence.  Darren has other plans though.  He enjoyed performing for his Coach, and enjoyed the throbbing reaction of the older, handsome man, the power he had over him.  Having discovered something new, something bright and joyful and wonderful, feeling more confident and daring than he has in a long time, Darren sets out to explore this new side of him.  Eager to uncover just what this all means for him, and Coach Morrison, anxious to explore their new desires, Darren sets about planning a very private practise...


One

Darren could hear the crowd chanting his name as he was passed the ball, heading up the field with it, tapping it with his feet, but it was all just noise, his thoughts spinning, heart racing.  He glanced up at the score board.  The match was in the closing minutes and they were still one goal down.  One more and it would be a draw, and that would be enough to get them through to the championship—he needed to make this play count.

Yet… he couldn’t focus.

The crowd was cheering for him, his team-mates, his Coach, all of them urging him on, encouraging him, desperate for him to score, to kick the ball at his feet into the back of the net.  There was only one defender and the goalie between him and the point that would secure his team’s place in the finals.  He just needed to make this count… but… his mind was a mess.

Darren had been playing soccer since he was a child, and had loved it, excelled at it, his prowess at the sport earning him a prestigious scholarship at university, but recently he had been drifting, unable to keep his mind on the game.  Something was… wrong.

He felt almost awkward, clumsy, and hyper-aware of himself, how he was moving, the crowd watching him, the other players all focussed on him, young men like him, fit and lean, sprinting to keep up with him as he ran, all of them exhausted like him after almost ninety minutes of pushing themselves.  He was faster though, his lean, light frame running ahead, so that the others could not keep up.  There was only one defender, a tall, massive man, a brooding wall of muscle, between Darren and the goal.

He felt his heart sink.  As good a player as he was could he really make it past him?  Doubt and fear raged.  As a child Darren had been evenly matched with his team and their opponents, but as they had grown older, becoming adults, young men, he had fallen behind.  Though he was still a skilled player, he lacked the raw power and brute force of his team and the players they were facing.

Where the defender was tall, broad, muscular, handsome, Darren was… not those things.  While his team mates and their opponents had grown taller, broader, more masculine, Darren had stayed slim and short, slight.  His years of playing competitive sports had left him lean, athletic, with strong, toned muscles, but he lacked the sheer bulk and force of the other players. 

He was fast, agile, quick, but the other player was almost a wall, blocking his way to the goal.  Darren could hear his team, their fans, cheering for him, but there was that core of insecurity.  He wasn’t like the other players.  He couldn’t compete with them.  Where they were confident, charming, tall and muscular, he had become awkward, clumsy, remaining small, slim, boyish. 

Even beyond the field he couldn’t compete—his friends and team-mates were charismatic, and never short of female attention, while Darren had become shy, almost introverted.  He wasn’t handsome, or charming… he was awkward, and clumsy, shy, and though he’d been called cute, and sweet, even adorable a few times by girls and women, none had ever called him handsome.

How was he meant to compete?  How was me meant to get past the last defender, score, win the team their place in the championship? 

There was a surge of doubt, fear, insecurity.  His heart hammered.  He tried a feint, making to move in one direction, then turning quickly, hoping to pass the defenders but… it failed, his deception seen through.  The defender was on him, taller, stronger, and within moments he’d lost the ball and it was kicked down the field, passed to another player.

Darren had lost his chance.  The chanting, the cheering, it all died.  He turned and watched as the opposition, taking advantage of his faltering, ran the ball down the pitch and… scored.

They’d scored.  They were two goals ahead, with only minutes left.  Darren had lost his team the game.  He was crushed… why was he such a failure?
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“Darren?  Can I have a word?”

Darren looked up as he pulled his shoes on and saw Coach Morrison standing in the door of his small office watching him, smiling.  Darren felt his heart sink.  This was the moment he’d been dreading.

“Sure.  I’ll be right in.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison nodded, still smiling, his expression kind, his soft blue-grey eyes forming care-worn lines at the corners.  He was soft spoken, and gentle, encouraging his players with praise and compliments rather than threat and tirades, and the entire team respected him, looked up to him… figuratively and literally, since Coach Morrison was several inches taller than even the tallest player on the team.

He was broad too, staying in good shape despite coming close to middle age, his short crop of dark auburn curls turning grey around his temples, his dark red beard flecked with grey.  Darren liked him, felt comfortable around him, and it was the knowledge that he’d disappointed Coach Morrison that left him reeling.

Darren slipped on his shoes and tied the laces, the rose slowly to his feet.  He took a deep breath and stepped off towards the Coach’s office, resigned, a pit of hot lead in his gut.  He’d failed, not just himself, or his team, but his Coach…

“You wanted to see me?”  Darren said, standing in the door.

Coach Morrison looked up, smiled again, his expression warm, caring, handsome, and Darren felt himself relax despite what had happened.  As he looked into those blue-grey eyes he felt almost at ease.

Darren wondered for a moment why Coach Morrison’s wife had left such a charming, hard working, kind man.  If had been almost a year since his split, and Darren could still see the hurt in the older man’s eyes when he thought no one was looking, the wounds of betrayal running deep, lasting scars that refused to heal.

He just needed someone to care for him, show him the same kindness and care he showed to everyone around him, just needed to meet the right woman who would see him for the wonderful man he was.  He just needed someone to help mend the wounds he had suffered, and show him kindness, someone who could make him smile, who would make him happy.  That was hard though with the amount of time Coach Morrison spent at work.  After his divorce Coach Morrison had thrown himself into his job, working to help each member of their team achieve their full potential.

All of them except Darren.  The thought that he had failed his Coach stung, worse that just failing himself.

“Come, take a seat.  I think we need to have a good chat.”

Darren bit his bottom lip nervous, worried.  His place at university depended on his scholarship.  Without it he’d not be able to afford to stay and study and, despite not quite fitting in, he enjoyed university, the freedoms it granted him, the few friends he’d made.

He moved into Coach Morrison’s office and approached the desk, a simple table cluttered with papers and forms, a small laptop in the corner.  He sat in the chair Coach Morrison offered him and waited, silently, blushing, belly fluttering with nerves.

Coach Morrison smiled, quiet for a moment.  Something about the way he looked at Darren left him nervous, almost excited, like he was really being seen, studied, noticed—he felt safe, comfortable, which was rare, and at ease.  Darren smiled despite his anxiety, relaxing in Coach Morrison’s calm, soothing presence, the gentle strength of will, his kind confidence, setting him at ease. 

He had such nurturing eyes, and was, despite being closer to Darren’s father’s age than Darren’s, quite handsome and attractive, with strong arms and hands, and a smile that made Darren both nervous and at ease.  In the corners of his smile Darren could still see Coach Morrison’s quiet pain, his hurt.  He was a good man, a kind, charming man—he deserved happiness, joy.  Darren felt an ache in his heart knowing he had failed him.  He wished there were some way he could help the handsome, older man.

“So...”  Coach Morrison said.

This was it.  This was the moment Darren had been dreading.  He was going to be kicked off the team for not being good enough, for being a disappointment, for being a failure, for being too small and weak and useless.  He wanted to cry.

“… I wanted to ask you if you were okay?” 

Darren blinked.  He was silent for a moment.

“I… I’m, yeah I guess.  Yeah.  I’m fine.”  Darren said, stumbling over his words.

Coach Morrison looked at him, his expression thoughtful, concerned.  This was not how Darren had expected it to go.  Even after everything he was still the same kind, generous, thoughtful man.  Darren felt a swelling ache in his chest and he blushed, suddenly warm.

“Are you?  Really?”  Coach Morrison asked.

Darren faltered, flustered, too many emotions to easily deal with.  He wasn’t fine.  He was far from fine, but at the same time he had no idea how to explain how he was feeling, what was wrong with him.  He had no idea what was going on just that nothing felt… right.

Darren opened his mouth to speak, to reply, but no words came.  He blinked in an attempt to hold back tears as his emotions seemed to surge.

“Hey… it’s okay.”  Coach Morrison said.  “Look, I can see you’ve been struggling with stuff and, well, I think maybe I can help.  That is if you’ll let me?”

He wanted to help?  Darren wasn’t kicked off the team?  There was still hope?

Darren smiled, felt a surge of joy, and nodded.  Coach Morrison laughed, softly.

“Great, but… you’ll need to trust me as it might seem a little… unorthodox, but if you’re willing to be brave I think we can get you out of this slump.”

Darren looked up into Coach Morrison’s kind, handsome, caring face.  He could be brave.

“Sure.  I trust you.”  Darren said.

For some reason he really did trust his Coach.
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“I’ve been watching you and… well I think I can see what’s getting to you.”  Coach Morrison said.  “You’re getting too locked up inside your head.  You’re a good player, a great player, but there’s too much thinking going on, and that leads to doubt and anxiety and fear.  You’re too in here...”

Coach Morrison tapped on finger to the side of his head.  Darren nodded, listening.  It was true, he was thinking too much, too many jumbled thoughts, too much self doubt, anxiety, fear, but… how could he fix that?

“And I get it, you’re young, you’re finding out who you are and what you want, there’s a lot going on for you right now.  You’re trying to figure out who you want to be, what you want from life, what makes you happy, what scares you, you’re trying to work out where you fit in, right?”

Darren listened, relaxing.  It was like Coach Morrison knew him, understood what he was going through, and it felt… nice.

“Yeah… I mean… I don’t know.  I just… yeah.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison smiled, laughed, a gentle chuckle, nodding, a kind, reassuring sound.

“I get it, really.  I don’t know just what you’re going through but sometimes we all have those moments when we struggle to understand who we are, what we want, what makes us happy, and it’s not always easy.  Sometimes there are things in our way, things other people put there, and things we put there, blocking ourselves off.  I think… I wonder if that’s the case with you.  I wonder if maybe there are things in your way that are blocking you from accepting what you want.  And that’s the important thing here.  You need to do what makes you happy, do what brings you joy, do what makes you comfortable and confident.”

Darren blushed, smiling, nibbling on his bottom lip.  For so long he’d focussed on the things he was good at, the things people expected of him, soccer, his studies, behaving like the proper young man he was supposed to be, that he had no idea what it was he wanted, or what it was that brought him joy.

“How do I… I don’t know...”  Darren tried to vocalise his thoughts but stuttered, suddenly self-conscious.

Coach Morrison smiled, nodding.

“It’s fine.  I thought you might struggle when under pressure like this.  That why I’ve got a little homework of sorts for you.  I want you to do something for me, something that might seem a bit wild at first, but… I want to push you outside your comfort zone.  I want you to let go and try just being in the moment, do something that gets you out of your head, I want you to stop caring about what others want, what others think, and just… try to focus on what you think, what you feel, what you want and what makes you happy.  Can you do that for me?”

Darren smiled, nodding.  He could do that, and the way Coach Morrison was looking at him he felt like he could do almost anything—safe and cared for, it felt… good.

“Good.” 

Coach Morrison turned and rummaged down the side of his desk and pulled out a large black bag.  He handed it to Darren and it felt light, as though only partially full.

“I want you to go home and open the bag.  There are instructions inside… read them and… just go with it, for me.  Can you do that?”

Darren smiled, nodded.  The kind, soft, caring way his Coach was looking at him, talking to him, the way he seemed to see him, he knew he would do as he was being asked.

“I can do that.”  Darren said.

“Excellent.  Just… do your best, and come see me tomorrow.  We can talk more then okay?”

Darren nodded.  He was almost excited to see what Coach Morrison had given him to help him.
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Darren looked at the contents of the bag laid out on his bed, blushing, flustered, nervous but excited, then looked down at the note in his hands.

Darren,

I know you must be wondering if this is a joke, or a prank, or maybe even a mistake, but its not.

I want you to just trust me and try it.

Wear the clothes I’ve given you and do something wild… do something brave.  Push yourself, don’t worry about what people might think or say.  Don’t worry about what’ s expected of you, just have fun.

Put the outfit on and let go of your inhibitions, just for a moment.  Dance, sing, cheer, shout.  Go wild.  Be bold.  Focus on how it feels to be confident and brave and daring.  Don’t think about it, don’t let your fears or anxieties beat you.  Don’t be afraid to try something new, or to make mistakes... 

If you can do this I know you can get out there and do anything!

Iain

Coach had even signed the note with his first name, a touch that made Darren smile.  It felt intimate, and sincere.  He could do this… in the confines of his room, in private, for his Coach, he could do this.

He put the note down and looked back to the clothes on his bed, a uniform… a cheerleader’s uniform, and he felt a nervous tingle of excitement running through him, a thrill of anticipation.  He could do it…

The outfit was simple enough, a short skirt like the cheerleaders wore, red with white banding around the waist and hem, and a white cropped top with red letting and banding, sleeveless.  There were long white socks, and a pair of red and white sneakers.  That was enough to leave Darren flustered, but it was the last item that made his head spin.

To the side sat a pair of white panties, feminine, girly, intimate.  He was supposed to wear them too.  The though made his head spin.

He would to it though.  He would wear it all.  He would be brave, daring, bold.  For Coach Morrison, to try to fix whatever was wrong with him, to make the kind, nurturing man proud, he would do it, and he couldn’t deny that there was a part of him that was undeniably curious about how it might feel to wear cute, pretty, feminine panties.
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Darren stripped naked and looked down at the clothes, took a deep breath, and picked up the socks first.  Start small.

They felt soft, delicate, smoother than the coarse wool and cotton socks he was used to wearing, and he bunched one up and, before he could chicken out, slipped his foot in.  A shiver ran up his spine and Darren bit his bottom lip, pulling the sock slowly up over his leg, the smooth material caressing his ankle, his calf, his thigh and he pulled it up into place, the long sock running up to his mid thigh, hugging his leg in a distinctly sensual, comforting, feminine manner.

He smiled, a fluttering in his belly, an ache in his cock.  It felt… good.  He forced his doubts and fears aside, focusing on how it felt, trying to be brave, ignoring his doubts, the voices in his head that were always telling him what he should do, what he was expected to do, how he was expected to behave. 

Just this once he was going to be daring and bold and just… embrace the moment.

He took the other sock and bunched up up, slipping his foot in, tugging it up over his leg and into place, both socks soft and sensual, long, running up to mid-thigh.  He pressed his legs together, enjoying how it felt, then turned and looked over the rest of the outfit.

Darren picked up the panties next, feeling them for a moment in his hands, the soft cotton, the snug, skimpy cut.  They were definitely girly, cute and feminine.  He took a deep breath and, his cock throbbing despite the tempest of emotions he was feeling, slipped them over his feet, standing up and tugging them over his legs and into place around his hips and ass.

They were snug, and soft, and felt oddly comfortable, almost right, and Darren blushed and giggled as he looked down at himself, wiggling his hips, enjoying how he looked, how it felt.  His head was spinning but he pushed aside the doubts and fears that tried to niggle at him.

He turned back to the bed and picked up the skirt next.  Trying to remain calm, his heart skipping, an odd sense of joy and excitement building, he slipped it on, pulling it up over his sock clad legs, over his panties, and into place around his hips, the hem brushing his bare thighs as he wiggled, a soft fluttering caress. 

The top came next, the material stretchy, and Darren pulled it up over his head, slipping his arms through the holes, a tingle running along his spine as the short, sleeveless cropped top hugged his chest in a way that was unfamiliar but also exhilarating, his belly left exposed, waist trim, his belly button on display.  Finally he pulled on the sneakers, the shoes oddly girly, matching the outfit.

Finished dressing he took a deep breath.  No one could see him.  No one would know.  He was being brave, trying something new, daring.  He stepped across the bedroom towards his mirror and turned to face his reflections and he… froze.

Darren blushed, giggled, his cock aching in his panties.  He wiggled his hips, rising up on his toes, turning to look at himself, posing.  He looked… sort of… cute.

He smiled, a wellspring of joy that was new and unfamiliar.  The socks made his legs look long, shapely, and the skirt made his butt seem perky, his hips shapely, waist trim.  The top, hugging his chest, made his petite, slim frame seem like a positive, narrow shoulders and slim arms, toned belly, his lithe, athletic frame, round ass, all of it making him seem… almost hot.

He felt good, and he liked how he looked.  For the first time in a long time he though he looked… attractive.

With his head spinning, emotions a mess, Darren remembered the note.  He was supposed to be daring, brave, bold. 

Biting his bottom lip he started to move, wiggling his hips, shaking his butt, dancing, grinning, blushing.  Darren giggled, a fluttering joy in his belly, heart racing.  What would it be like to be a cute cheerleader?  Dancing on the field, the crowd cheering for him?

Darren spun, trying to emulate the cheerleaders he had seen at games.  He spun, watching himself, the way his skirt flared, his thighs and his cute panties exposed, a naughty thrill running through him.  It felt good, liberating, not to care about what people might think, about what they expected, to feel free and happy. 

Darren buzzed, almost dizzy, and as he moved, jumping, trying to emulate the moves of the sexy cheerleaders he had seen, he thought about Coach Morrison.  Why this outfit?  Did he want Darren to dress as a cheerleader because he thought, maybe, that Darren was cute, pretty?  The thought sent a sudden naughty thrill through him, an aching, then, crushing, a sudden rush of shame.

Looking in the mirror Darren suddenly saw himself again, only this time... it was all wrong.

Darren blushed and, as he landed, he tripped, suddenly awkward and aware of just how silly he was being, how silly he looked, how he was letting his imagination run away.  He stumbled, and fell, tumbling over, falling awkwardly onto his bed. 

He was not a cheerleader, and never would be.  He wasn’t pretty, wasn’t cute, and why would anyone, let alone Coach Morrison, want to see him dressed in such a stupid outfit.  He was just awkward and stupid and clumsy and wrong and this had all been a terrible mistake.


Two

Darren knocked on the door, nervous, cheeks hot and pink, and waited.  The gym and changing room were empty after classes and lessons and practise, and he wondered for a moment if perhaps Coach Morrison were out or unavailable.

Perhaps he’d finally met someone who would be nice to him?  The thought made Darren wince slightly, a flush of anger at the thought of someone else getting close to his Coach, someone who would inevitably hurt him again.  He deserved better...

“Come in Darren.”

Coach Morrison’s voice was muffled by the wooden door, but was unmistakable.  Darren sighed, not sure what he was going to say, how he was going to explain it all.

He had done what his Coach had asked him, tried his best to embrace the unorthodox method to try to get him out of his slump, get him feeling better, get him feeling more at ease, less unsettled, less self-conscious and just… wrong.  At first it had, against all of Darren’s expectations, succeeded.  He had been sceptical at first about wearing the cheerleader uniform, the long socks, the skirt and tight cropped top, the panties, even the cute girly sneakers, but he had tried them on and it had felt… almost liberating.

He had looked better than he thought he would, almost cute, and he had felt a sense of joy and freedom at being dressed pretty, even a little sexy, in the privacy of his own room.  He had laughed, and enjoyed the sense of rightness, putting his worries and anxieties aside, not worrying about what others wanted from him or expected from him, had just enjoyed the moment and how it felt to be, just for a moment, feminine, something different to his usual drab, dreary, uncomfortable self.

He had danced, posed, and even performed a few clumsy cheers like he had seen other cheerleaders do, proper cheerleaders, the cute, hot girls that performed at his team’s matches, and that had been where it had all gone wrong.  He had tried to copy other cheerleaders, copy the movement of other girls, pretty, cute, graceful girls, and he… wasn’t like them.

He wasn’t cute, wasn’t pretty, wasn’t graceful.  He had tripped, made a mess of it all, and, seeing himself in the mirror, had been embarrassed, ashamed of his momentary lapse of judgement.  He was clumsy and stupid and ugly, and he had been a fool to go along with Coach Morrison’s suggestion.  How was he going to explain that though?

Darren lifted up the bag with the uniform in it, ready to return it, and pushed open the office door.  There was no way he could continue with Coach Morrison’s plan to help him, and there was no way he could keep playing soccer feeling like he did, performing like he did, which meant… it was all over.  With a heavy heart he stepped in to face his miserable future.  He was a failure.
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“So, how was it?”  Coach Morrison asked as Darren sat, dropping the bag at his feet.

Darren took a deep breath and looked down at his hands resting in his lap.  Coach Morrison had ignored the bag, ignored Darren’s slumped, defeated posture, and remained smiling, positive, encouraging.  How could Darren disappoint him?  He felt crushed.

“Did you do as I asked?  Did you try it on?”

Darren bit his bottom lip, heart racing.  He felt close to tears.  He nodded.

“Good.”  Coach Morrison said.  “I know it must have seemed a little crazy at first, but… I’m really pleased you gave it a go.  It’s important to sometimes do things that scare us, or that seem a little silly, because that’s how we learn and grow.  We can’t be afraid of what people think or might say our whole lives, and we can’t just do what we think other people want us to do, act how they want us to act, because that’s a sure way to be miserable.  Sometimes… well, sometimes you just have to be brave and take risks.”

Darren understood this, accepted it, but… this was different.  For some reason trying on the girly cheerleader outfit had made him feel more vulnerable that he had expected, more exposed, and then, realising he was just a clumsy, ugly boy, that he’d never be a cute, pretty, he had been unable to cope with it all.  He could not do it again, it would be too hard, too painful.

“Are you going to tell me how it was?  How did you find it?  I… I was hoping it would help you feel better but looking at you I’m thinking perhaps something happened.  You know you can talk to me about anything.  You can be open here, if you want, and I’ll listen.”

Darren felt his heart fluttering.  There was so much he wanted to say, but he realised he did not have the words, was unable to even decipher the mystery of his emotion, his internal struggle.  What was wrong with him?

“Darren… you can talk to me if you want.  I want to help you.  That’s why I gave you that bag, because I thought it would help.  It wasn’t a trick or a mean prank or a joke.  I want to help you.  If you want to talk to me you can.”

Darren took a deep breath, struggling for words.  He looked up and saw Coach Morrison watching him, his kind, caring face, gentle eyes.  He’d always been so thoughtful and sincere that Darren felt himself suddenly at ease, relaxing, aware that the handsome, older man opposite him really did want to help him, and he felt seen and heard in away he had not really felt before.

Coach Morrison’s smile spread as he saw Darren relax a little, the worry and fear and pain in his young, beautiful green eyes diminishing.  He waited for Darren to find the strength to speak.

“I… I did what you suggested and… at first it helped, a bit, just… just relaxing and doing something silly and fun and I… it was nice, it made me feel better, made me relax, made me smile, but then… then it just… it went wrong and… I just can’t do it.  I can’t...”

Darren’s words were strained, slow.  Coach Morrison nodded, listening.

“I think I understand.”  He said.  “Could you… could you do one thing for me, before you give up on it?”

Darren blinked, blushing, eyes stinging, biting his bottom lip.

“What?”

“I want you to trust me.”  Coach Morrison said.  “And… I want you to try again, just once more, but… do it here, now, so I can see.  Will you trust me?”

Darren felt a hot flush of emotions.  Shame, embarrassment, fear, anxiety, but also, buried deep, clamouring to be heard, a sense of hope and joy at the thought of wearing the cute outfit again, being seen by the handsome, caring older man in front of him.

He had told himself that he wouldn’t, couldn’t to it again, that it was too painful, too risky, that it was stupid, silly, pointless but… being asked by Coach Morrison, his words kind, genuine, caring, he felt like maybe…

Darren smiled, a timid expression that was fleeting.  He nodded.

“I trust you.”  He said.
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Darren slipped out of Coach Morrison’s office and into the empty changing rooms.  He checked the doors were locked, terrified of being interrupted, discovered, and, finally satisfied it was just him and his Coach, set to changing.

He stripped naked, then slipped on the panties, the long socks, biting his bottom lip and blushing at the rush of sensations and emotions—there was joy, and pleasure, the tingling thrill of soft, girly, feminine material caressing his body, the socks and panties hugging him, making him feel pretty, but there was also fear, and shame, and anxiety, worrying that Coach Morrison was going to see him and laugh, mock him, or take one look and realise his idea had been stupid, and that Darren was ugly, a disappointment and a failure. 

Darren took a deep breath, settling his nerves, then pulled on the skirt, the top, slipped on the shoes, tying the laces with shaking hands.  Once dressed he took a moment to settle himself, checking over his outfit, making sure the skirt was smoothed down, that he looked as good as he could.  There were no mirrors in the changing room so he slipped into the bathroom, taking a long minute to check himself over, fiddling with his hair, turning around to check how he looked in the cute, pretty, feminine cheerleader outfit. 

Darren smiled, giggled, blushing.  Despite his worry, the niggling sense that it was a terrible mistake, that it was all wrong, he was being stupid, made a fool of, he felt… right.  He looked almost… cute, and he felt a swell of happiness, a fluttering of joy.  He posed, trying to look his best, his cutest.  For some reason it felt important that Coach Morrison be impressed with him, find him pretty.

Finally satisfied with how he looked, trembling, nervous, he left the bathroom and made his way to Coach Morrison’s office, moving slowly though the empty changing rooms, his short skirt swaying, hem brushing against his exposed thighs.  His mind wandered and he thought how his team-mates might react to seeing him, moving through the boys changing room dressed like a cute cheerleader.  What would they say, what would they think, what would they do? 

Darren’s blush deepened and beneath the fear and worry, he felt a core of some new emotion simmering, a hope that they might think him hot.  What was happening to him?

He pushed the thoughts away and tried to calm himself.  This was just to help his confidence, to help him get over his slump.  He was just doing what his Coach was asking of him.  It wasn’t like he wanted to be a cute, pretty, girly cheerleader, exciting boys with his body, was it?

He took a deep breath, trying to ignore the ache of his dick in his panties, the thought of Coach Morrison looking at him.  He bit his bottom lip hard, squirming, raised his hand, and knocked on the door.
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“Come in.”  Coach Morrison said, his voice soft, calm, reassuring.

Darren pushed the door open, head down, staring at his feet, and stepped in.  He moved, walking with grace and poise, slowly, carefully, deliberately, not sure why but making an effort to wiggle his hips, his ass, wanting to impress his Coach, the older handsome man who was waiting to see him all dressed up.  He stopped in the middle of the office.  There was a moment of silence.

“Wow...”  Coach Morrison said, a note of awe.

Darren’s blush deepened and he smiled.  Buoyed by Coach Morrison’s reaction he lifted his head and looked up, suddenly hopeful.  He smiled, coy, shy, timid, blushing.  Coach Morrison was staring at him, eyes roaming his body, smiling, eyes wide, a look of… something… a tingle running up Darren’s spine, a rush of pleasure and warmth that made his dick tingle and throb, an aching inside that was new and bright and wonderful.

“You look amazing.”  Coach Morrison said, his voice genuine.

Darren blushed, his heart skipping.  He shifted, feeling happy but embarrassed, flush, part of him wanting to hide, suddenly shy, but another part wanting to be seen, wanting to be admired.  He enjoyed the way the older, handsome man was looking at him, feeling pretty and cute.

“Thank you.”  Darren said, voice soft, quiet.

There was another moment of silence, Coach Morrison looking Darren over, eyes roaming over his legs, his belly, his ass, and Darren could not resist the urge to wiggle, shifting, turning slightly and bending to flash his legs, his butt, stretching to show of his lean, trim, petite figure.

Coach Morrison’s eyes seemed for a moment almost to bulge and he shifted suddenly in his chair, crossing his legs, a pinkness to his cheeks and for a moment Darren thought he saw… was Coach Morrison getting hard looking at him?  The thought thrilled him, making him giggle quietly, though he knew he should have been grossed out, shouldn’t he?

Instead the thought that he was arousing the older, kind, gentle, handsome man made him feel warm, wanted, horny, his dick throbbing in his panties.  Coach Morrison had been withdrawn since his divorce, turning away the advances of female teaching staff, a few parents of students, content to focus on his work, but he was noticing Darren.  Darren smiled at Coach Morrison and struck a pose, wanting to excite him further, head spinning, unable to stop himself.  He had been wrong to think he couldn’t do this, couldn’t wear the pretty outfit, couldn’t be cute.

“I… so… err… you said you felt wrong trying it last night.  Is… is that how you feel now?  Because from where I’m sitting you look… well, you look stunning.”

Darren smiled.  He felt as though he were floating.

“Really?”  He asked.

Coach Morrison could only nod.  Darren giggled.

“I suppose then I could try again.  If you didn’t mind watching me, reassuring me?”  He said.

Coach Morrison was silent, nodded again, unable to take his gaze off Darren in his pretty cheerleader outfit.  Darren smiled, feeling light-headed, suddenly confident, hot, he began to move.

Darren began to sway his hips, shifting his body, emulating the dance moves and cheers he had seen other cheerleaders do, feminine, graceful, sensual.  As he watched Coach Morrison, reading his reaction, his fear, his uncertainty, his worry and anxiety, all of it melted away, vanishing as he saw Coach Morrison’s admiring glances.

He was cute, pretty, feminine, hot, and as he moved he added extra flourishes, wiggling his hips and ass with extra emphasis.  He turned and bent slightly, sticking his butt out towards the older, handsome man who was watching him, staring at his body like a hungry lion, struggling to remain calm. 

Emboldened, Darren bent low, keeping his legs apart, straight, reached down to touch his toes, his short skirt lifting to expose his panties, his pert butt.  He looked back over his shoulder and smiled as he saw Coach Morrison staring at his ass, and Darren felt a tingle run up his spine, a thrill of pleasure, an ache, a longing, feeling wanted, cute, pretty, hot.

“I… I definitely think you’re moving with more confidence.”  Coach Morrison stammered.

Darren smiled.  He stopped his wiggling and straightened up, turning back around to face his Coach.  He smiled, striking a cute pose, feeling light and warm and happy.

“Thank you.”  He said, soft, alluring.  “I… it felt better with you watching.  Your reaction, your compliments, they helped.”

Coach Morrison blushed, shifting in his seat, clearly flustered.  Darren liked the way the older man was squirming, the thrill and sense of power it gave him.  Coach Morrison liked how he looked in the pretty cheerleader outfit, was aroused by him.  Was this his plan all along or was it a surprise for them both?  From Coach Morrison’s reaction, flustered and struggling to remain calm, he guessed the latter.

“I… that’s good.  I think, I definitely think you should continue then, at home, to help you feel more confident and bold.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren grinned, a plan forming.  The thought of wearing the cheerleader outfit again appealed to him, in more ways than he could easily explain, but wearing it alone, in his bedroom, was less appealing than the thought of Coach Morrison watching him. 

“But… if the idea is to make me more confident, surely it’s better if I do it in front of someone.  I mean… it’s easy to do things like this alone, when you know no one will see or know, but it’s another to perform in front of people.  When I’m playing, I have the crowd, so surely an audience for this would help...”  Darren said, sounding sweet and innocent.

“I… I suppose...”  Coach Morrison said.

“So… would you mind if I came back again tomorrow?  It would really help I think to have you watch me.  Your compliments and praise mean so much to me and they make me feel special...”  Darren said.

He giggled, barely able to believe what he was saying, how he was acting.  Dressed as he was, cute, pretty, sexy, watching Coach Morrison squirm, the way he looked at him, it made him feel confident and brazen in a way that felt right.  He wanted more of this.  Wanted to make the older, handsome, muscular man squirm, wanted to excite him.

“I… I suppose that would be okay.  If it’s what you want to do?”  Coach Morrison said.

“It is what I want.”  Darren said, feeling daring, a seductive note to his voice, grinning as he watched Coach Morrison squirming.

“Then… I suppose… tomorrow, for more practise.”

Darren nodded.

“I’ll be wearing my outfit again for you, and I’ll try to practise my moves, so that I’m even more confident.”  Darren said.

That wasn’t all he had in mind.  After Coach Morrison’s reaction today he had something extra that he really wanted to try, and he couldn’t wait to see how Coach Morrison responded to what he was planning.


Three

Darren laid the supplies he had bought out on the bed, making sure he had everything he needed before he began.  As he looked it all over he felt a thrill of fear and excitement run through him. 

Was he really going to do it?  It would be difficult to go back after doing this, after taking this step, and was he really ready to take this leap?  What was happening to him that was even thinking about it, doing this, to impress an older man, the tall, muscular Coach Morrison?

His mind drifted back to the way Coach Morrison had looked at him yesterday evening, watching him as he had been dressed in the cheerleader uniform, wiggling, dancing, showing off his body, and he blushed, giggled.  It had felt good, being seen, feeling cute and pretty, being admired, wanted, the subtle flush of arousal as he had excited the older man.

He wanted more of it and he knew that if he did this he’d get an even better reaction.  Just imagining it made his cock throb.  He didn’t know what was happening to him, if this was all part of Coach Morrison’s plan to help him or a lucky accident, but he didn’t care.  He wanted to feel that special fizzing spark of joy again.

“Just once, to see how it feels won’t hurt.”  Darren said.

He looked down at the array of soaps, lotions, creams, and razors he had bought, pink, scented, feminine, and he felt a tingle run along his spine.  He could not deny that now the thought had entered his head he was curious.

How would it feel to be smooth and soft all over, feminine, sensitive, delicate?  Part of him ached for it, while another, a part of him that felt increasingly distant, resisted.  He wasn’t hurting anyone though, and it was just a bit of fun, to make him feel good, and to make Coach Morrison feel good.

Darren thought of how kind and thoughtful his Coach had always been, generous with his time, caring and nurturing, and the thought of doing this for him, turning him on, offering him this small gift, making him proud, made Darren smile.  The thought of helping Coach Morrison be happy, helping mend the hurt he had suffered made him feel warm, a fluttering joy.  He wanted to do this both for himself and for Coach Morrison, and if he didn’t like it well… hair could always regrow.  What if he did like it though?

Darren blushed, pushing his train of thoughts aside.  He had another meeting with his Coach tonight, a chance to wear the cute cheerleader uniform, a chance to try some of the new, more provocative moves he had been practising, a chance to show off his smooth, soft, feminine body, but first… he had to actually make himself smooth and soft.  He bit his bottom lip, squirming, blushing, and collected the things he had bought, and headed off towards the bathroom to get ready.
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Darren stripped naked and took a moment to calm his nerves, standing and looking at himself in the mirror, the pale familiar reflection somehow different today, as though changed.  He smiled, blushed, and felt a swell of warmth, happiness, almost joy.

He had always been small, thin, lithe and agile, and that had made him a fantastic soccer player, but as he and the other players had grown older, his agility and speed had counted for less.  As the other players had grown taller, bulkier, stronger, he had fallen behind, remaining small, thin, lean, almost petite, with this delicate shoulders and a narrow chest, trim waist.

He had always been self-conscious, and though no one had commented, and his team still admired and complimented his skill and grace, his speed and agility, he was aware that he was different.  It was obvious in how people treated him, the way girls acted around him, as though he were a cute younger brother or friend, but never a serious dating prospect.  Darren hadn’t minded initially, never really interested in girls, focussing on his studies, his training, but as he had grown distant from his friends, all of them drifting away as they had found girl friends, he had begun to realise that he was lonely and missing… something, though he was not quite sure what.

Now though, seeing himself naked in the mirror, after wearing the cute cheerleader outfit, after dancing for Coach Morrison and seeing his reaction, he had his first understanding of what that something was.  The way Coach Morrison had looked at him, squirmed as Darren had danced and posed, obviously excited by him, his body, the way he moved, dressed like a cute cheerleader, it had made Darren feel warm, happy, special, and he wanted more of it.

As he looked at himself he felt happy for the first time in a very long time, happy with his body, relishing his slim, slight, soft frame, his slightly too wide hips, his cute, pert, peachy butt that was almost too full and round, his slim chest and narrow shoulders, his thin arms, full legs toned from years of playing sports.  He wiggled his hips and smiled, his dick throbbing, aching at the thought of what he was going to do, a subtle tingle as he remembered Coach Morrison’s lustful stares.

He was going to make sure that tonight’s performance, his private practise session with his Coach, was even more special.  For the first time he looked at his reflection and he liked what he saw, someone young and pretty, cute, but he could, and would, do better, and the first step was to make himself smooth all over.

[image: ]

Darren rubbed the hair removal cream over his feet, legs, covering his calves, knees, thighs, the caresses gentle and soothing, exciting, the idea that the soft foam would leave him soft and smooth and sensitive, transformed, pretty and feminine and cute exciting him.  He worked up, over his hips and his butt cheeks, over his belly and arms, chest, covering all but the most sensitive parts of his body with the foam.

The air hung with a strong chemical odour, astringent and almost bitter, but he knew it would be worth it.  He would be even prettier when he next put his cheerleader outfit on for Coach Morrison, even sexier, softer, delicate and cute.  Darren giggled, blushing, biting his bottom lip and wiggling his hips as he pictured his Coach’s reaction to seeing him tonight.

Darren let the cream sit for a few minutes, skin tingling, aching to see what he would look like, and then set the shower running, letting it heat before stepping into the flow of water, rinsing his body clean with the girly shower gel he had bought, the scent of flowers and musk, the moisturisers leaving his skin soft, silky.

His hands roamed his body, soft, more tender and exploratory than normal, teasing, palms foamed with soapy lather, slick, slippery, his body so soft and delicate as he washed himself clean.  Darren shivered, a tingle of delight as he touched himself, exploring every inch of his new more feminine body, pretty, cute, sexy.  He felt good, a warm aching inside him, a hot core of pleasure and rightness.  His head was spinning, a jumble of thoughts and emotions, the way he felt, the idea of wearing the cute cheerleader outfit again, wearing it for Coach Morrison, making the older, handsome man excited, using his body to turn him on, make his cock hard.

Darren’s dick throbbed, aching, a swell of arousal.  What was happening to him?  He giggled, pushed the niggling doubts and worries aside.

This is what his Coach had wanted.  To help him, make him more confident and comfortable, and for the first time in a long time Darren was feeling very confident and comfortable, almost… brazen.

He looked down at himself as he rinsed clean and saw himself for the first time and it was as though he had been reborn, transformed, smooth now, soft, feminine, pretty, sexy, and he felt amazing.  There was only the hair in his most sensitive places left—around his now hard and throbbing dick, his balls, along the crack of his butt, under his armpits. 

The thought of making them smooth too, wearing panties on a delicate, soft, feminine body, wearing the pretty skirt and tight top, showing off for Coach Morrison, exciting him, made Darren moan.  There was a fluttering in his belly and something new, a deep desire waking within him, a hunger, a craving that he could not quite describe, but that felt… amazing.

Darren reached out and picked up the shaving foam and the razor.  He was going to be smooth, all over, cute, soft, sensitive, feminine, pretty, and he could not wait to show off for Coach Morrison, could not wait to see the older, handsome man’s reaction to his young, lithe, toned body as he danced for him.
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Darren sat down in his bedroom, dressed in just the white panties and a loose t-shirt, and loaded up his computer.  He squirmed, enjoying the way he felt, the way the panties felt, so much softer now he was smooth, caressing him, cupping his ass and dick, and even his baggy t-shirt felt cuter now, his body smooth and soft after the lotion he had applied, the scent of flowers and sweet fruits, a delicate, girly perfume that made his head spin.

He needed to focus though as he still had much to do.  Darren pressed his thighs together, so smooth and soft, rubbing them against each other as his dick throbbed in his panties, blushing, aching, nibbling on his bottom lip, and loaded up the videos he had found.

They all looked simple enough to follow, with easy basic instructions for beginners.  He could practise a few techniques here, at home, and then repeat them in the changing rooms before his practise session with Coach Morrison.

He started with his hair first, working to get exactly the right style, a cute androgynous mess of curls that was relatively easy to maintain and would not look too out of place while he was out and about.  Once he got that right he moved onto the more complex task of make-up.

Darren had never realised how many different types there were, and in so many colours, so many ways to make the face prettier, softer, cuter, sexier, and now he had learnt a little he knew that he wanted to learn more, try it all out.  He needed to start small though.  As the first video played he looked over the starter sets of make-up and brushes he had bought—a palette of eye-shadows, some mascara and some black eye-liner, a little blush and foundation, and a bright pink lip-stick that he had been drawn to the moment he saw the colour.  Just thinking about painting his lips sent a shiver down his spine, making them bright pink, plump, wet, wearing the cute cheerleader outfit, dancing.

As the video played Darren tried to concentrate, attempting to copy the techniques shown in the video.  He had to stop and clean his face and restart several times, but after a time he managed to get the knack of it, and after a little patience and effort he had managed a look he knew he could repeat easily in the changing rooms with only a little effort.

His eyes were painted with dusky pinks and blacks, sexy, seductive, and his lashes were thick and black, eyes outlined in dark eye-liner, a look that made his eyes seem larger, prettier, brighter, more inviting.  The addition of just a little blush and foundation had softened his face too, making him seem even cuter, a sweet innocence, pretty, feminine.  With the final detail of his painted lips, pink, plump, wet, glossy, kissable, a seductive, wanton pout, he knew he was going to make an impression on his Coach.

Though he knew he could do better with more practise, and better make-up—already Darren was planning on buying more, practising more, refining his technique so he would look even better—he knew that what he had achieved now was perfect for what he had in mind.  He wanted to surprise Coach Morrison and see his reaction, see just how excited he could get him by showing off his body, dancing, wiggling.  Just the though of making the older, kind, handsome man squirm, making him hard left Darren giddy, a thrill buzzing through him, a warm sense of joy knowing that he was sexy.  He almost couldn’t wait for the evening’s practise...


Four

Darren got changed in the empty locker room again, the doors locked, Coach Morrison in his office, waiting for him.  As Darren undressed, making sure he was unobserved, wanting to keep his new improved sexy body a surprise, he thought back to the way Coach Morrison had looked at him when he had arrived, the way his gaze had slid up his legs, over his face, lingering on his ass, hungry, almost ravenous, the way he had squirmed when Darren had made a deliberate point of bending to pick up his bag, wiggling his hips when he walked, the subtle bulge in his trousers, the look of flustered discomfort.

It all made him tingle, his dick throbbing in the panties he was still wearing under his jeans.  The thought of showing off in the cheerleader outfit, of practising his new move, showing off his new body, left him almost breathless, heart racing.  He couldn’t wait to see if he could make Coach Morrison’s cock really hard, and just thinking about it, turning on the tall, strong, handsome muscular man making him almost whimper as he nibbled on his bottom lip.

Would Coach Morrison’s dick get hard as he watched Darren practise?  Would he squirm, excited, aroused by Darren’s soft, slim, svelte body, his subtle curves, his pert, plump ass, his toned, long legs, his pretty face?  Would he like the make-up, the softness, the way Darren had been practising shaking his hips and ass?

The thought of making his Coach happy, offering him joy and pleasure, making him proud, made Darren smile.  He was a kind man, a good man, sweet and handsome, and the idea of helping him find happiness after his hurt, helping him mend his wounded heart, giving him joy, made Darren blush.  Coach Morrison deserved to be happy, to have fun, and the thought that he could be the source of that happiness, that fun, left Darren almost giddy.  How would his Coach react though?

Darren giggled, blushing.  As he pulled on the long socks, the skirt, the tight top, and the trainers he knew there was only one way to find out.

Taking a moment he checked himself in the mirror, fixing his make-up as quickly as he could, aware that Coach Morrison was waiting for him.  He did not want to leave him waiting too long.

Darren applied his foundation, his eye-shadow and mascara, eye-liner, blush, and then, finally, his pink, glossy, bright lipstick.  He checked his reflection and blushed.

In the cheerleader uniform, the long socks, the tiny skirt, the tight top, he looked… hot.  His thighs and belly were exposed, smooth now, soft, feminine, and as he moved and wiggled the skirt flared, showing off his panties, his cute, smooth butt.  With the make-up and his hair styled he looked… like a pretty girl, and he could not help but smile, a fluttering joy in his belly.  He liked how he looked, how pretty he was, how cute, how feminine, how sexy, and he had a sneaking suspicion that Coach Morrison was going to like how he looked too.
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“Come in.” 

The voice was soft, confident, quiet, an audible grin.  Darren shivered at the sound of it, picturing Coach Morrison sat waiting for him, eager to see him, watch him, that handsome, charming smile.

He reached out and turned the door handle, took a deep breath, and pushed the door open, stepped through—he held his head high, shoulders back, back straight, making sure to put one foot in front of the other as he had seen in the videos he had watched, heel to toe, his hips rolling, ass wiggling, wearing the widest grin he had worn in a long time.  His heart was thundering, racing, belly fluttering, cheeks pink, and as he looked across the room to his Coach he felt a swell of relief and joy.

Though he had wanted to do this, not just for Coach Morrison, but for himself, to sate the growing curiosity inside of him, to feel good about himself, to feel pretty and cute and content, there had been part of him that had been worried, perhaps even afraid.  Afraid of Coach Morrison’s reaction, afraid that the older, kind, gentle man that he so admired would laugh at him, mock him, reject him, reject this new, bright, joyful part of himself that Darren had only just discovered.

That was not the case though, and Darren could not help but giggle, blushing slightly, nibbling on his bottom lip and fluttering his eyelashes at the tall, broad, muscular man sat watching him.  From Coach Morrison’s expression it was clear he liked the surprise Darren had planned for him.

“I… you look… I mean...”

Coach Morrison stumbled over his words, flustered, face turning pink, eyes wide.  He shifted in his seat, fidgeting, squirming, and Darren shivered, enjoying the thrill of power he felt, fully aware of the effect he was having on his Coach.

“You don’t like it?  I made a special effort just for you?  I thought it might make our private practise sessions a little more… productive...”  Darren said.

His head was spinning.  Why was he acting like this?  Why was he enjoying it?  He felt hot, sexy, and he spoke with a soft, feminine, seductive voice, brazen, his dick throbbing in his panties, aching for something that he dare not name.

Coach Morrison nodded, momentarily mute.  He smiled, took a deep breath, and managed to compose himself.

“You look… beautiful.”  He said.

Darren felt something in him burst, a well spring of emotions that he had been holding back without even realising.  He blinked, holding back tears, not wanting to ruin his make-up, and smiled, his heart skipping.  That word, beautiful, meant more than he could have ever imagined.  He took a deep breath and giggled.

“I… I suppose I should thank you for such a sweet compliment.”

“Not a compliment, but the truth.  You really are quite beautiful.”

Again that word, but Darren was more composed now, less surprised, it still left him warm and giddy, and he still almost almost burst into tears.  He took several steps forwards, towards his Coach, making sure to wiggle his hips, his ass, enjoying the way Coach Morrison stared at his legs, his smooth thighs, his butt.

“You’re too sweet.”  Darren said.  “But this is a practise after all, and you said you’d help me.  Now, how about I try dancing again, to see if it will boost my confidence.”

Coach Morrison looked up from Darren’s smooth, toned legs, and looked into his eyes.  He grinned, nodded.

“I think a rigorous practise session is definitely in order.”  He said.

The way he spoke sent a thrill up Darren’s spine, and his dick throbbed, hard and aching in his panties.  As Darren began to move, slowly at first, gaining confidence, wiggling his hips, ass, bending to show off his butt to his Coach, he looked down into Coach Morrison’s lap and smiled, pleased to see the subtle but growing bulge of his cock, swelling as he watched Darren’s routine.
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Darren moved, losing himself in the routine he had practised at home, watching himself in the mirror, trying to emulate moves he had watched in videos, cheerleaders, dancers in provocative pop videos, even pole-dancers and exotic dancers.  With his body now smooth it felt almost liberating to let go, to just… be. 

He felt as though he were finally free, for a moment, soft and sensual and happy.  He shook his hips, shifting his feet in time with a beat playing in his head, swaying, grinding, shaking his ass, spinning, watching Coach Morrison for his reaction, enjoying the effect he was having on the older man.  It felt good, being admired, wanted, lusted after.  His dancing and his body were obviously arousing the tall, strong man, making him hard, and Darren wanted to make him harder, wanted to turn him on, make him squirm.

His head was spinning, belly fluttering, so many thoughts and emotions.  What was happening to him?  Where had this new side of his personality come from?  Where had these new desires come from?  Where were they leading him? 

Darren blushed as his mind wandered, new cravings, hungers, the thought of what he might do to get more of a reaction from his Coach, what his Coach might do to him if his teasing became too much.  He bent, keeping his legs straight, wiggling his hips and he lowered his upper body.

His ass was facing towards Coach Morrison and Darren could feel the hem of his short cheerleader skirt lifting, caressing the backs of his smooth thighs, rising higher and higher as he bowed lower, lifting until his panty clad ass was just barely exposed, bending lower, reaching his hands down to touch his toes, panties fully on view.

Darren blushed, the thrill of shame and excitement making his dick throb, hard in his panties.  He shook his butt, looked back between his legs at Coach Morrison, and grinned.

Coach Morrison was staring at his ass, his legs, wide eyed, almost hypnotised by his slim, small, toned body, his smooth thighs in the long socks, his pert, peachy, plump, panty clad ass, so smooth and flawless.  Darren wiggled his butt again and was delighted to see the bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock throb, clearly aroused by him and the way he was moving.

He shifted, rising back to stand straight, twirling, making his skirt flair out, facing forwards towards Coach Morrison, aware that the bulge of his dick in his panties was visible, seeing Coach Morrison stare, fixated, and Darren grinned, blushing.  The older man reaching down to adjust his trousers, uncomfortable with the tightness caused by his growing erection.  Darren stood in one spot and wiggled, lifting his arms high, stretching, showing off his slim frame, taught body, toned belly and full legs, his girlish hips and ass.

His body was hot, a bright fluttery feeling in his belly, an aching for… something.  Darren giggled, feeling hot and bright and happy, filled with joy, this new brazen, flirty, giddy side of his personality leaving him dizzy, almost breathless.  He felt amazing, and seeing the way Coach Morrison was admiring him, his body, watching the way he moved and wiggled and danced, it made him feel cute, pretty, sexy, beautiful.  He felt, for the first time he could really remember, as though he was attractive, wanted, admired.

He let his arms drop, and moved to run his hands over his chest, his smooth belly, the touch so gentle, caressing, body so sensitive and soft now.  His hands slipped lower as he wiggled, watched by Coach Morrison, the fat bulge of his cock growing larger, making Darren’s dick twitch in his panties. 

Darren whimpered, blushing, nibbling on his bottom lip, gaze fixated on the throbbing erection in Coach Morrison’s trousers.  His hands ran over his hips, down over his smooth thighs, then up, wiggling his hips and ass, swaying, dancing as he touched himself.  What would it be like if Coach Morrison touched him like this?  Those strong, firm hands roaming his soft, smooth, dainty body, squeezing, groping...

Darren felt his dick throb at just the thought, a need, a hunger growing within him.  His hands roamed up under his skirt, lifting it, one running round to cup his ass cheek, squeezing, hard, making him gasp, the other running over the cute bulge of his dick, touching himself as Coach Morrison watched.

What was he doing?  Why was he so turned on?  He knew he should stop, that this was too much.  He had never even kissed a girl and yet here he was, dressed like a pretty cheerleader, dancing for his Coach, touching himself in front of him even as Coach Morrison’s cock grew hard in his trousers.  Darren wondered how much fatter and longer it was than his.  How would it feel in his hands compared to his own?  How would it feel to…

“Fuck...”  Coach Morrison whispered.

Darren giggled, a sense of joy and pride at Coach Morrison’s reaction.  He ran his hands over his body, his dick throbbing, tingling, head spinning. 
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“I… you look amazing.”  Coach Morrison said.

He shifted, squirming, fidgeting as he tried to adjust the fat, thick bulge in his trousers.  Darren grinned.  He had made the tall, muscular, handsome older man hard, had made his fat cock erect.  His body, his movements, wearing the sexy cheerleader outfit, he had turned Coach Morrison on, and it felt amazing. 

Darren shivered, nibbling on his bottom lip.  He didn’t know what had happened to him, but he knew he wanted more.

His hands roamed over his panty clad ass, his throbbing dick, imagining Coach Morrison’s hands, larger, stronger, holding him, his small dainty hands caressing Coach Morrison’s fat cock.  His mind was dizzy, heart racing, body hot.  He felt more alive than he could remember feeling.

“But… I think that’s enough...”  Coach Morrison said suddenly.

Darren froze, a sense of dread.  Didn’t he like how he looked, how he danced?  He glanced down and could still see the thick, fat bulge of his hard cock.  He was still aroused so what…

Maybe he had gone too far, too quickly?  Maybe touching himself, the provocative dancing, showing off his smooth, sexy, dainty, slim body, his panties, the cute bulge of his dick, the make-up… maybe it was too much too soon. 

“You’ve done very well, and I’m very proud of you.”  Coach Morrison said, voice wavering slightly.  “But I think you should stop now.”

Darren smirked.  Coach Morrison was clearly flustered and struggling to control himself.  It wasn’t that he didn’t like it, it was more that he liked it too much.

Darren giggled, biting his bottom lip.  He could work with this.

He let his hands slip out from under his skirt and he did his best to seem suddenly bashful and coy, sweet, innocent.  He fluttered his eye-lashes and could not help but feel flattered by the blush to Coach Morrison’s cheek.  Darren didn’t know what had awoken in him, or what was happening, but he knew he could not stop now.

“You liked it though, right?”  He asked.

Coach Morrison coughed to cleat his throat, taking a deep breath, trying to calm himself.  He nodded.

“I… yes.  Very much.  You did very well.  I think this… I think this training has helped, even if it went… or I suppose… even it it did get a little off track there.”

Darren giggled.  So Coach Morrison hadn’t been planning this, and was just as surprised as Darren was by how it had turned out?  He bit his bottom lip hard to stop from giggling as a naughty plan began to form.

“So I did a good job with my make-up, and making my body smooth?”

Coach Morrison nodded, eyes wide, struggling not to stare as Darren wiggled his hips, shaking his ass, flipping the hem of his short skirt to show off more of his soft, smooth thighs.

Coach Morrison looked almost strained, and he shifted, rising to his feet, a wince as he struggled to adjust the fat bulge of his hard cock, though he could do little to hide it.  Darren looked down, stared at it openly, for just a moment, licking his bottom lip suggestively and fluttering his eyelashes again as he looked up, and he giggled as he saw Coach Morrison squirm again.

“I… that is… yes… obviously.  Like I said you are… you are beautiful, but I think its safe to say that the practise has been successful.  You seem much happier and more confident today.”

Darren blushed.  He felt more confident, happier.  Being smooth and soft, wearing make-up, seeing how Coach Morrison was reacting to his body, feeling attractive, desired, it felt good.  He was happier too, for the first time in a long time comfortable in his own skin, his own body, happy with the way he looked, the way he felt, and eager for tomorrow, to explore this new side of himself that left him giddy and full of joy.

“I am, and… that’s all thanks to you.”  Darren said.  “All of this, its all thanks to you.”

He meant it.  Coach Morrison blushed, a short laugh.

“I just wanted to help you be happy, that was all.  You’re… you’re very special.  Seeing you happy is all the thanks I need.”

Darren fluttered his eyelashes and giggled.  He was sure there was more he could do to thank his Coach.

Without answering, without hesitating, he stepped forward, moved across the room with a swagger in his hips, wiggling his ass, short skirt swaying, and moved close to Coach Morrison.  He stood and looked up at him, pressed his body against the taller, older, handsome man, so broad and strong, so masculine, kind, gentle, so much power.  Darren felt his heart skip, small and pretty, a sense of weakness and vulnerability that made his head spin. 

Coach Morrison looked down, blushing, clearly nervous, and Darren pressed his body closer, rising up on his toes.  He could feel the thick bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock against his belly, his cute little dick aching in his panties.  He smiled, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Thank you.”  Darren said again.

Darren lifted his face up to Coach Morrison’s, the pair still, frozen, close, bodies hot, hearts racing.  He moved closer, half closing his eyes, and their lips met.

In an instant Coach Morrison moved.  His hands wrapped around Darren, holding him, strong arms, firm hands, gripping him. 

The kiss became intense, hungry, and Darren melted, letting his Coach take what he wanted from him, kissing him, lips pressed firm, tongue slipping between his lips, into his mouth, and Darren whimpered, drunk on the pleasure of what was happening, a swell of joy and hunger, need, arousal.

Hands roamed down his back, slipping over his skirt, under, up, and roamed over his ass, gripping tight, fondling, squeezing.  Darren moaned into the kiss, pressing his body against the broad, strong, tall body of his Coach, kissing him back, aching for more.

Coach Morrison caressed him, the smooth, pert, toned swell of his ass, hungry, kissing, ravenous, and the world seemed to stand still for a moment so that is was just the two of them, the cute, pretty boy in the cheerleader outfit and his tall, strong, older Coach.

The moment ended though, and Coach Morrison drew back, pulling his lips away even as Darren tried to chase him, rising up on his toes, eager for more, flush and hot.  Coach Morrison released his grip on Darren’s ass and stepped back so that Darren almost fell, suddenly alone, the loss of touch and closeness devastating.

“I… I’m sorry...”  Coach Morrison said.  “I shouldn’t have done that… I… I think that’s enough practise.  If you’re feeling better I think we can leave it there and… again… I’m sorry.”

Coach Morrison’s expression was flustered, struggling.  Darren smiled, heart skipping.  He wanted more, felt the loss keenly, but he could tell from the way Coach Morrison stole another glance at him that it wasn’t rejection.

Coach Morrison wanted him, wanted to touch him, feel him, just as Darren wanted to be touched, felt, wanted to be close to the older, handsome man who had shown him this side of his personality, who had awoken this new, bright, joyful part of him.  He just needed a little push… and Darren just needed to work out where to push him, and how hard. 


Five

It took the best part of the day to find everything Darren needed, and he was left flustered and excited after a day of shopping, the thrill of buying the items he wanted leaving him tingling, cheeks pink.  As he lay his new purchases out on the bed he thought back to the way the girls in the shop had looked at him as he had bought his items and he shivered, nibbling on his bottom lip.  He was sure that at least a couple of them suspected his purchases were for him, a sly, knowing grin, a wink, and he felt a thrill of something that left him almost breathless.

Just a few days ago he could never have even imagined doing something so brave, so brazen, but now, here he was, buying more make-up, more feminine underwear, even sexy heels, and he had Coach Morrison to thank for helping him uncover this new side of himself—and he was definitely going to thank him.  As Darren checked over his new clothes and accessories he felt a swell of joy.  Shopping for the sexy, girly underwear, heels, even the make-up, had felt, beneath the excitement and embarrassment, the buzzing giddiness, almost… right.

For years Darren had put only the most basic effort into buying clothes, never enjoying the process, wearing drab, baggy clothes, not seeing the point in trying to dress well or look nice, since he always felt wrong, but today, buying the things he had bought, it had all left him eager for more.  Seeing the variety of outfits on offer, the clothes, the underwear, the shoes, the make-up and perfume, he wanted to try it all, wanted to look cute and pretty and sexy.

He had been sensible though, only buying a few items, but just seeing them, laid out on his bed, it made him smile.  These were his new clothes, his panties, stockings, suspenders, his sexy pink heels, his pretty pink choker, and his cute push up bra.  He was going to wear these with his new and improved cheerleader outfit, one that no cheerleader could get away with wearing in public, and he was going to be sure to thank Coach Morrison properly for helping him.

[image: ]

Darren waited until classes and practise were over, hiding in the toilet cubicle, getting himself ready.  He knew Coach Morrison always worked late to finish off his notes, working hard to make sure his students and players got the care and attention they needed, and he knew that soon enough it would just be the two of them, which suited him perfectly.

He had thrown himself into his job with even more focus after his divorce, focussing on the needs of his students rather than his own, working to exhaust himself to stop himself feeling, thinking, but Darren had seen the hurt still in his eyes, his still wounded heart.  That was all going to change though.  The way he had looked at Darren, the way he had kissed him, it was all going to change… Darren was going to help Coach Morrison find a new sense of joy, a new happiness.

As Darren sat, waiting, listening to the voices and footsteps fading off, he took a moment to draw a deep breath.  This was it, his moment to turn back and flee.  Coach Morrison never needed to know what he had planned, but once he was there, in the moment, once he set his plan in motion, he knew there’d be no turning back.

If he left now he could go back to how things were, go back to playing soccer, but more confident, just an ordinary boy, put all this behind him.  He could pretend like nothing had happened.  It was just a minor, momentary lapse, a one time thing, dressing up, dancing, just a unique kind of practise to help him be more confident, to be bolder.  He could pretend he hadn’t noticed Coach Morrison’s cock getting hard at the sight of him, could pretend that seeing it hadn’t made his dick throb in his panties.

For second he considered it.  He could throw his new items away.  His plan was madness after all, wasn’t it?

Darren giggled, blushing.  It might be madness, and it might fail, but he knew there was no turning back, not now, not after how far he’d come, not after all he’d learned about himself, not after realising how happy he could feel, how joyful, how blissful he could be.  He wanted to feel sexy, pretty, desired.  There was no way he could go back to being the dreary, boring, unhappy old Darren again.  He was someone new, and though he didn’t know quite who that was just yet, he knew that he could not turn away from it, could not pretend it hadn’t happened.  He had found something that made him happy, that made him feed good about himself, and he was going to embrace it, no matter what.

He wanted to be cute, wanted to be pretty, sexy, hot, wanted to feel desired, wanted to feel that rush he had felt as he had danced for Coach Morrison in the cheerleader outfit, knowing that his moves, his body, his pretty face had excited the older, handsome, muscular man, that he had made him hard, had made his fat, thick cock hard.

Just remembering it made Darren squirm, his dick throbbing.  He fidgeted, mind drifting back to that kiss, the way Coach Morrison’s hands had squeezed his ass, pulling him into him, the hard swell of his prick, his hunger and need, the barely constrained passion.  He wanted more of that, and even if his plan was doomed to fail, he knew he had to try.
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Darren slipped on his stockings, long and white and thin, silky material that clung to his smooth, soft, toned legs, the tops wrapping around his shapely thighs with a hem of pretty lace.  He put on his suspender belt next, white to match his stockings, virginal, almost bridal, and then fastened it around his waist, taking a moment to attach the clasps to the tops of his stockings, tugging them up to sit high on his smooth thighs.  Next he slipped on his pink high heels, closed toe with a strap around the ankle. 

He had practised walking at home, dancing, strutting, and though he was still a little uncertain in them he knew how to stand and move to keep his balance and look his best.  He wiggled his hips, enjoying the way the heels made his legs and ass feel, and he took a moment to look over his legs and hips, his pert, peachy, smooth ass. 

With the stockings on, his legs looked longer, smoother, softer, more feminine, and the way the heels made him stand and move made him feel sexy, his ass fuller, plumper, rounder, pert and soft.  Even his hips seemed a little wider, more feminine, his trim waist and girly figure emphasised by the lace and silk around his hips, the straps connected to his stocking tops.  He wiggled, loving how he looked in just stockings, suspenders, heels, loving how it felt to be smooth, pretty, sexy, hot, eager to see how Coach Morrison would react to seeing him.

Excited, Darren slipped on the bra next, the cups filled with a tiny amount of padding to help lift his chest, but low cut to leave his pink, hard nipples exposed, giving him a girly, feminine chest, his narrow shoulders and slim arms only adding to the appearance.  Finally he slipped on the cheerleader outfit, blushing, a subtle, quiet giggle.

The cheerleader outfit had been the most embarrassing thing to buy, and he had almost chickened out when he had seen the sexy young girl behind the counter at the adult store, a cute, gothy girl with many piercings that made Darren wonder what it would be like to have his ears pierced, or his nose, lips, maybe even tongue or nipples.  Wearing the outfit now though he was very glad he had endured the thrilling humiliation of buying it, the girl smirking as though she knew he was the one who was going to be wearing it—was it really that obvious to everyone else?

The skirt was tiny, the material thin and silky, sexy in a cheap, trashy way, barely long enough to cover his bare ass and dick.  As he moved the skirt flared up, showing off his legs, stockings, suspenders, his smooth butt and shaved dick, and his blush deepening as he imagined Coach Morrison’s reaction when he realised Darren wasn’t wearing panties.

Finally there was the top, a skimpy flimsy piece of tight material that barely covered Darren’s chest, his belly and his lower ribs exposed, tight, the outline of his bra visible, his arms bare, with a slight dip around his neck to show off his collar bones.  Across the top was emblazoned the word BRAT, the word daring and provocative.

The whole outfit was pink and white, far more sexual and revealing that the cheerleader outfit Coach Morrison had suggested Darren wear, and though he had enjoyed wearing that one, and he was almost curious about wearing it again, cheering, the thought of doing that in public at matches exciting him, he enjoyed this one more, enjoyed how liberating it felt to just let go of his inhibitions, his insecurities, his doubts, to embrace this new side of his personality.  It felt good to be brave, confident, brazen, sexy, even slutty, and Darren couldn’t help but squirm and wiggle, his cute, tight ass jiggling as he pictured Coach Morrison’s reaction.

Finally dressed, he took a moment to check the make-up and hair he had been working on while waiting.  It was heavier than the make-up he had worn before, sluttier to match his new, improved outfit, lots of black, heavy, dark eye-liner, full black lashes, heavy pink and black eye-shadow, with thick, glossy, bright pink lipstick—the lipstick giving him the perfect cocksucker pout that made his dick throb, imagining what Coach Morrison might do to those lips.

His look was perfect, and he knew that any more time spent adjusting his outfit or make-up was just delaying what was to come.  He took a deep breath, fixing his resolve.  It was now or never, and Darren desperately wanted to thank his Coach for all he had done.

Exhaling, a sigh of relief, he let go of his doubts, his insecurities.  He was someone new, someone confident, sexy, brazen, seductive.  Grinning, Darren stepped out of the cubicle where he had been hiding, and made his way towards his Coach’s office, heels clicking, hips wiggling, his cute smooth dick hardening beneath his tiny cheerleader skirt.
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Darren paused for a moment, listening to make sure his Coach was alone.  His office was quiet, only the sound of typing.  The moment was perfect.  Fixing himself, a wiggle of his hips, a fluttering of his belly, an aching inside that was only growing stronger, a tight knot just below his belly button, Darren reached out and turned the handle, pushed the door open, and entered.

Darren smiled as Coach Morrison looked up, an expression of pure sweet innocence that was at odds with the brazen sexuality of his make-up and outfit.  He stepped in, wiggling his hips, shaking his ass, strutting, heels clicking, and pushed the door shut behind him. 

Darren blushed, nibbling on his bottom lip as he saw Coach Morrison’s expression, his shock, surprise, wide eyes, the pinkness in his cheeks—he was stunned, yes, but also turned on, and that was just what Darren wanted.  Darren fluttered his eyelashes and stopped just in front of his Coach, wiggling on the spot, standing in his heels with his butt sticking out, a sexy, slutty cheerleader.

“Hi Sir.”  Darren said in his sweetest, most innocent voice.

Coach Morrison blinked, momentarily lost for words.  Darren waited, his dick throbbing under his skirt, glancing down, smirking to see a bulge forming in Coach Morrison’s trousers.

“Darren… I… what are you doing?”  Coach Morrison stuttered, tripping over his words.

Darren smiled, wiggling his hips, delighting in the way Coach Morrison watched him, unable to keep his eyes off his legs, ass.  He giggled, cute, girly, seductive.

“I’ve come for another practise Sir.  I was really hoping you could help me be a better cheerleader, and I’d be willing to do anything you say.”

Coach Morrison’s eyes went wide, face pink.  He shifted in his seat, squirming, flustered, his fat cock swelling.  Darren took a step closer, wiggling his hips, strutting, sexual and brazen, his skirt fluttering against his smooth thighs.

“I… I thought we’d said you didn’t need any more of… well… any more practise…”

“We did.”  Darren said.  “But I want more practise Sir.  I want lots more practise, and I think you want it too.  Or… am I not pretty enough?  Am I not sexy enough?”

Coach Morrison opened his mouth but words failed him for a moment.  As though to emphasise his question, to make clear his intentions, Darren pouted, opening his lips, running his tongue over them, slow, sensual, suggestive, blowing a silent kiss to his Coach.

“I… yes… I mean… you’re very pretty.  You’re beautiful, and special, but… it would be wrong of me to say you were sexy.”

Darren smirked.  He wiggled his hips, reached down to grip the hem of his skirt, lifting it slightly to show off his thighs.

“You know, you helped me learn to be brave, to be bold and confident, to be true to myself.  You helped me discover who I really was, so I just want to thank you.”  Darren said.

“I… you really don’t...”

Darren lifted his skirt higher, turning around to face his ass towards his Coach, looking back over his shoulder, fluttering his eye lashes.  He showed off his thighs, his stockings, suspenders straps, and as his skirt was lifted up his bare, smooth, pert round ass was exposed, and Coach Morrison fell silent.

“I want to Sir.”  Darren said.

He wiggled his hips, shaking his ass, bending slightly to stick it out, grinning as Coach Morrison stared at his ass, awestruck, the fat bulge of his cock a clear indicator of his arousal.  Darren let his skirt drop, turned back round to face his Coach, stepping forward slowly, hips wiggling.

“And I think it’s only fair that you follow your own advice.  Be brave, be daring, do something wild.  Step out of your comfort zone.  Stop caring about what others want, what others think, and focus on what you want.”  Darren said.

Darren smiled, stopped just in front of his Coach, sat in his chair staring up at him, struggling to restrain himself.  Just one tiny push…

“And I think I know just what you want.”  Darren said.


Six

Without another word Darren sank slowly to his knees, moving gracefully, movements beguiling, seductive, maintaining eye contact with Coach Morrison, smiling, fluttering his eye lashes.  Coach Morrison was frozen, silent, watching, flush, squirming, enthralled by the cute, pretty, sexy, slutty cheerleader in front of him.

Darren bit his bottom lip, belly fluttering, head spinning.  Was he really going to do this?  He’d never even kissed a girl.  He was a virgin, inexperienced, and yet here he was, feeling bold, brazen, confident, seducing the tall, broad, handsome older man in front of him and… it felt right, hot and joyful.  He wanted to do this, and seeing the way his Coach was looking at him, eyes wide with lust and desire, he knew he could not stop now, not until he had thanked his Coach properly for all his help.

Darren crawled forward, slowly, on all fours, his ass high, wiggling it in a deliberately exaggerated manner, provocative, smiling as he saw Coach Morrison watching him, eyes glued to his body, the fat bulge of his cock swelling, throbbing, growing hard for him.  As Darren reached Coach Morrison he came up to kneeling, and put his hands on Coach Morrison’s knees.

“Darren… I… you shouldn’t.”

“Am I not sexy?”  Darren said, teasing, already knowing the answer.  “Don’t you want me?  Your own personal slutty little cheerleader?”

Coach Morrison’s lips moved as though to speak, but he was silent, too stunned by the beautiful face looking up at him, the pink, wet, plump glossy lips, and the promises of pleasure they offered.  He nodded, slowly.

“I… yes… but, its not about wanting you or not… this is inappropriate.  Wrong.” 

That word, wrong, sent a thrill down Darren’s spine, a tingle that made his dick throb, hard, beneath his skirt.  He knew it was wrong, seducing his teacher, dressed like a slutty cheerleader with sexy make-up, lingerie, no panties on, but he didn’t care any more.  He didn’t care about what was right and wrong, what other people might think, what other people expected of him, he was happy, for the first time in a long time, truly happy.  He felt good, pretty and hot, sexy, wanted, desired, and he could see from Coach Morrison’s expression that he wanted him too.

They were both adults, though Coach Morrison was older, wiser, taller, more masculine, stronger, a fact that made Darren squirm in excitement.  If they were both happy and consenting then what did it matter what other people thought?  If he wanted to be a slutty, sexy cheerleader for his Coach then who was he hurting?  If he wanted to pleasure his Coach, to thank him with his sexy body, if he wanted to feel that fat, thick, hard cock in his hands, what did it matter what other people might think or say?

“I don’t care about any of that.”  Darren said.  “The only thing I care about is us, here, now.  I want to do this, and I think you want it too, but… if I’m wrong, just say, and I’ll leave.”

Darren smiled, nibbling on his bottom lip, plump and pink and wet.  His gaze drifted down to the fat, thick bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock and his mouth watered.  He ran his hands up his Coach’s thighs, caressing, teasing, looked back up.

“I think you want this though, don’t you?  You want me?  Want me to be your pretty, sexy, slutty cheerleader.  Just say yes.  Just say yes and I’ll be all yours.  Just say yes so I can say thank you for being so sweet to me.”

Coach Morrison took a deep breath, looked down at the sexy cheerleader knelt in front of him, body aching, cock so hard it hurt.  He had tried so hard to resist but it was too much.  It was all too much and his last vestiges of will power crumbled.  He smiled, nodded.

“Yes...”  He whispered.

Darren felt a swell of joy.  Coach Morrison wanted him.
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Darren did not hesitate to act.  He ran his hands higher, over Coach Morrison’s thighs, and rose slowly up, letting his finger trace just barely over the bulge of his fat cock, over his taught stomach, chest, and he stepped forward.  He put a foot on either side of Coach Morrison’s chair, slightly precarious still in his heels, and spread his legs, parting his smooth, soft, toned thighs, his skirt rising up to show off his suspender straps, his cute little dick hard, naked under his skirt, a subtle tent forming.

Coach Morrison reached out and put a hand on either leg, behind Darren’s knees, and ran them slowly up, the touch sensual, tender, hungry, squeezing as he moved up over his thighs.  Darren whimpered and shifted forward, sitting down, sitting on Coach Morrison’s lap, feeling the bulge of his erect cock press against his leg, hot and throbbing.

Coach Morrison’s hands slipped higher, up under Darren’s skirt, and roamed over his hips, slipping round to his pert, smooth, peachy ass, squeezing hard, making Darren gasp.  Darren wrapped his arms around Coach Morrison’s shoulders and leaned forward, pressing his lips to the older man’s, kissing him with hunger and desire, his passion matched equally.

The two embraced, close, bodies pressing together, Coach Morrison’s hands on Darren’s smooth, round ass, Darren’s arms wrapped around his Coach’s neck, fingers entangling in his hair.  Coach Morrison parted his lips, teeth nipping gently at Darren’s bottom lip, his tongue teasing.

Darren opened his mouth willingly, body hot, aching, belly fluttering, hungry for more.  This was only his second kiss and it was… perfect.  His tongue met Coach Morrison’s, the two entangling, wet, hot, deep, and he moaned in bliss, his whole body shivering, dick throbbing.

Coach Morrison’s hands shifted, one running up, over Darren’s hip, back, tracing, light sensual, the other running around, over his thigh, slipping up, under his skirt again, tracing higher until it brushed against the smooth, soft skin of his hard dick, running along the dainty shaft, teasing over the head, wet with a trickle of precum.

Coach Morrison pulled back from the kiss and smiled at Darren, a grin, cheeks flush.

“No panties?  How dirty.  I never knew you were such a slut...”  Coach Morrison said.

The words made Darren shudder, his dick throbbing hard, an aching in his belly, a knot that was tightening.  Coach Morrison wrapped his fingers around Darren’s dick, grasping it easily in his large hand, and stroked, slowly, teasing, making Darren moan.

“Only for you...”  Darren said.  “You helped me… ahh, fuck… helped me… helped me discover who I wanted to be… so it’s your fault really that I’m… fuck yes… such a slut.”

Coach Morrison smiled.  Darren worked his hips, thrusting into Coach Morrison’s grip.

“I suppose I better take responsibility then.”  He said.

Darren nodded, not quite sure what the words meant but the tone of them making it clear that it would be fun.

“Back on your knees then.”  Coach Morrison said.  “It’s time you learnt how to please me like a good slut.”

“Yes Sir.”  Darren said, almost breathless with anticipation.
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Darren knelt on the floor in front of Coach Morrison, looking up at the taller, older man as he stood looming over him.  He felt small, vulnerable, pretty, sexy.  His head was spinning, a tempest of thoughts and emotions, imagining what came next, what came after that, anticipation, nervousness, excitement… but there was no doubt.  He was certain that this was what he wanted, what he had always wanted, needed, but never known, yet still, the unknown almost frightened him.

“Be a good slut for me.”  Coach Morrison whispered.

Darren looked up at the handsome man looming over his, a hand on the back on his head, stroking his hair, gentle but controlling.  Darren fluttered his eyelashes, smiling, and reached his hands up to the buckle of Coach Morrison’s belt.

“Yes Sir.”  He whispered.

With shaking hands Darren unfastened Coach Morrison’s belt, his button, his fly, opening his trousers, eyes dropping to watch the fat, thick, hard bulge of his cock.  He had done that.  He had made it hard, turned his Coach on, because he was sexy, pretty, a naughty cheerleader slut, and knowing that made him blush, happy, a fluttering in his belly.

Darren tugged the trousers open, down, the bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock large, so much larger than his dick, smooth and pretty and hard under his skirt, and as the trousers slipped down they caught for a moment, snagging on the swell of Coach Morrison’ hard prick.  Darren tugged harder and the trousers slipped down, the fat, hard, thick, long cock popping free, almost slapping Darren in the face.

He gasped, frozen in awe and arousal for a moment.  It was massive, throbbing, perfect, and without hesitating he reached out to wrap his small, dainty fingers around it, stroking it softly, experimentally, savouring the sensation, touching a man’s cock for the first time, so thick and hard and long, hard for him, because of him.  Darren’s uncertainty, doubt, fear vanished.

“Fuck...”  Coach Morrison’s voice was a hoarse whisper, lust and pleasure.

Darren smiled, feeling bold, pretty, sexy, slutty, and he gripped Coach Morrison’s cock with both hands, stroking it, teasing up and down, the shaft throbbing hard with the rhythm of his heart.  It was so soft, like velvet, and the head was thick, fat, the slit oozing precum, heavy, and musky with a deep, raw, masculine scent that made Darren’s head spin.

“Your hands feel so good.”

Darren grinned, looked up, pouting, fluttering his eyelashes. 

“I’ve got something that’ll feel even better.”  He said.

He took a deep breath, his heart skipping, nervous, excited.  He looked back down and parted his lips, extending his tongue slightly, and leaned forward. 

Darren lifted Coach Morrison’s cock and pressed his tongue to the base, inhaling deep, the warmth pressing against his lips, and he licked up, slowly, teasing, enjoying the sensation, his first sexual experience and he was on his knees with a fat, hard, perfect cock in his hands.  His tongue worked up, slippery, wet, warm, and worked over the head, lips pressing to the tip, pursed tight.

Coach Morrison moaned, quietly, and Darren pressed on, his lips tight, wet, plump, hot, pressing his head forward so that Coach Morrison’s cock forced them open, the head slipping into his tight, wet mouth, his tongue teasing, lapping, lips closing to suck gently as it slipped deeper.  Coach Morrison’s hand entangled in Darren’s hair, gripping it, a gentle pressure pushing his head lower.

Darren took the fat cock deep, the head just brushing at the back of his throat, then let it slip out, the head just barely held between his lips, sucking hard, tongue teasing on the underside.  He moaned, bliss, joy, feeling sexy, the sound muffled by the fat, hard cock held between his juicy pink lips.

“Fuck that’s good...”  Coach Morrison whispered.  “Such a pretty slut.”

The words were blissful, a swell of joy, and Darren pressed his head down again, working his lips down the throbbing shaft, sucking.  His head bobbed, up and down, tongue lapping, licking, teasing, lips tight, the cock wetted with his spit so that his hands could work faster, slippery, teasing as his mouth worked up and down.

Darren whimpered, drunk on the pleasure, his dick hard under his skirt, a slutty cheerleader on his knees, sucking cock, his mouth full, lips and tongue tingling.  The taste of precum lingered on his tongue, heart skipping, an aching, fluttering knot in his belly.  He felt good, free, floating on a cloud of joy that made his head spin.

He sucked, hard, licking, lapping, taking the cock as deep as he could, letting it just barely enter his throat, suppressing the urge to gag, Coach Morrison’s grip in his hair tightening, his breathy pleasure moans urging Darren on.  His hands moved in time with his lips, his tongue, working to milk more pleasure from his Coach, the moans and throbs teaching him how to pleasure the fat, thick, hard cock.  He opened his lips and looked up, meeting Coach Morrison’s stare, and licked up from the base to the tip, performing like a sexy slut, loving how it felt, his Coach’s reaction.

“You are too perfect...”  Coach Morrison whispered.

Darren never wanted this moment to end, yet… he wanted more.  Slowly he teased his lips up, sucking hard, letting the head slip from his pink, wet lips with an audible pop.  He smiled, looking up, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Then you won’t mind rewarding me.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison smiled.

“What is it my pretty little slut wants?”

Darren took a deep breath.  Was he really ready for this?  His heart skipped, a knot of need deep within him.  He needed this.

“I want you to fuck me...”  He said.
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To emphasise his point Darren rose to his feet, swaying his hips, wiggling his ass, showing off his smooth, slim, sexy body in his slutty cheerleader outfit, and he ran his hands over his arms, down his chest, his belly, over his ass and hips, over his smooth thighs.  Coach Morrison sat mute, grinning, watching, and Darren ran his hands up, slipping over his stocking tops, under his skirt, lifting it.

Coach Morrison’s eyes drifted down, his smile becoming a smirk, and his eyes widened as Darren lifted his skirt fully, showing off his smooth hard dick, cute and feminine compared to the long, thick girthiness of Coach Morrison’s.  He shook his hips, making his dick sway, then turned so that his back, his ass, was facing his Coach, bending slightly, legs straight, curving his back.

In his heels his stocking clad legs looked toned, full, sexy, smooth, and stood as he was his ass stuck out, round and pert and soft, peachy, sexy, inviting.  Darren wiggled and his butt jiggled.  Coach Morrison’s cock throbbed.

“You’re sure?”  He asked.

Darren looked back over his shoulder, nibbling on his bottom lip, eyelashes fluttering.  He smiled, eyes drifting down to Coach Morrison’s fat cock.  It was so long, thick, large, and something inside fluttered at the sight of it, the thought of it filling him, taking him, claiming him, breeding him. 

He nodded, giggling.

“I’m sure.  I want… I want you to be my first.”  He said.

Coach Morrison smiled.  He shifted, rising to his feet, moving forward to run a hand over Darren’s smooth, round ass.  He squeezed, gently.

“I’d be honoured.”  He whispered.

Darren shivered at the touch, so gentle but firm, tender, but demanding, and he watched, eager with anticipation as Coach Morrison began to strip, slipping off his shirt first, baring his broad, toned chest, a subtle attractive softening of fat in the right places but still hard with muscle, his body coarse with masculine hair.

As Coach Morrison slipped his shoes off, his trousers, his pants, Darren felt a thrill, biting his bottom lip hard.  He was terrified, anxious, nervous, but excited.  This was it. 

Coach Morrison wanted him, wanted to touch him, his body, desired him, wanted to fuck him, and Darren felt more content and certain than he could remember feeling.  He was pretty, sexy, cute, beautiful, and he wanted to be his Coach’s slutty cheerleader.

“Go sit on my desk.  I want to enjoy this so I want to go slow, make sure you enjoy this too.  That way hopefully you’ll come back for more.”  Coach Morrison said, grinning.

“So thoughtful.”  Darren said, voice soft, flirtatious. 

He stood up straight and moved, almost skipping, wiggling his hips and butt with his skirt still lifted, and jumped to sit up on Coach Morrison’s desk.  He looked at the older, handsome, muscular man and smiled, then, slowly, spread his legs, wide, fluttering his eye lashes.

“Come get me Sir.”  he said, teasing.
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Coach Morrison did not need to be told twice.  He moved to stand between Darren’s spread legs and leaned in, one hand falling onto Darren’s smooth, soft thigh, caressing the silk of his stocking and his bare skin, the other reaching up to behind his head, fingers tangling with his hair, pulling him in close and the lowered his lips.

Their mouths met and they kissed, both hungry for the other, moaning, shifting to press their bodies against each other.  Darren wiggled, wrapping his legs around Coach Morrison trapping him, and Coach Morrison’s hand crept up over Darren’s thigh, slipping higher, creeping in, down, fingers teasing.

Darren gasped into the kiss, squirming as fingers traced gently along the soft skin of his crack, pressing, and he shifted his hips, spreading his legs wider, offering himself up, gifting Coach Morrison access to his most vulnerable parts, his virgin hole, his tight ass.  A single finger tip tracked over his puckered entrance and pressed, gently, making Darren moan loudly, his smooth dick throbbing in response.

“Fuck...”  He whispered.

Coach Morrison pulled back, looked down, grinning.  Darren stared up at him, eyes heavy lidded with pleasure, lips pouting.

“Don’t stop, please...”  He whined.

Coach Morrison grinned, enjoying the sight in front of him, the power he held over his slutty cheerleader.

“I just need a little help to get you ready for me.  I won’t want to hurt you after all.”  He said.

He released his grip in Darren’s hair and reached to the side of his desk, picking up a bottle of massage oil.  Darren shuddered as Coach Morrison opened it, pouring a generous amount between his legs, over his dick, his thighs.  It was cool and ran down, coating the hand between his legs, oil slipping deeper along his crack, pooling on the desk beneath him.

“That’s better.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren smiled, closing his eyes as a single slippery, oily finger ran over his hole, his tight virgin entrance, and pressed.  With the help of the oil it eased in, slowly, a gentle but insistent pressure.

His hole tightened, unused to the sensations, and he shifted his hips, spreading his legs wider, easing himself forward, wanting more.  He took a deep breath, forced himself to relax, and the finger slipped deeper.  Darren moaned as it oiled his entrance, his inner walls, teasing him, stretching him.  He wiggled, felt a second finger join the first, pressing in, stretching him wider as it slipped past his outer entrance and into the hot, slippery, tight confined of his ass.

The fingers curled, pressing on a knot of pleasure buried deep within Darren, making him gasp and moan, his noises breathy, feminine, whines of pleasure.  He worked his hips, wanting more, body bright with a pleasure that was new and addictive and amazing.

“So tight and hot, such a pretty slut.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren nodded, too lost on the tide of sensations to speak.  The fingers, oily, slippery, began to work in and out of his virgin ass, fucking him, stretching him, preparing him for what was to come, and he was eager for it, wanted more.

“Fuck… yes… more… please… don’t stop...”

Coach Morrison watched as the pretty, sexy, slutty cheerleader writhed on his fingers, hole clenching, slippery and wet now, stretching it.  Darren was beautiful and he ached to be inside him, fucking him, claiming him, cumming inside him.

He worked his fingers deeper, slippery, Darren’s hole so tight and hot, watching him squirm, moaning, drunk on the pleasure.  Coach Morrison slipped his fingers out, slowly, and watched as Darren’s hole was left glistening, wet and oily, gaping slightly.

Darren moaned at the loss, feeling empty, opened his eyes to see Coach Morrison working his slick, oily hand over his fat, thick, hard cock, lubricating it.  He spread his legs as wide as they could go, leaning back onto his elbows to lift his ass up, offering it, offering his hole, his virginity, to the older, handsome, rugged man who loomed over him.

He was a slutty cheerleader and he needed to be fucked.

“Fuck me Sir.”  Darren said, voice breathy, urgent.  “Fill me with your fat cock and make me your slut.”

Coach Morrison smiled, the words urging him on.  He shifted forward, one hand reaching out to grasp Darren’s hip beneath his skirt, the other on his cock, holding it, aiming it.  He leaned in and the fat, thick, slippery head pressed against Darren’s smooth skin, slipped along his crack, teasing him.

Darren whimpered, aching, dick throbbing, aching to be full, fucked.  He shifted his hips, wiggling, inviting Coach Morrison to enter him, trying to capture his cock in his tight hole.  The head of Coach Morrison’s cock slipped over his entrance, then away, making him whine, ache, teasing.

Coach Morrison grinned, pressed forward, shifting, aiming the head of his cock at Darren’s tight, virgin entrance.  Pressure mounted, his grip on the slutty cheerleader’s hip tightening, and Darren’s hole was stretched, opening.

There was pain, his hole forced wider, Coach Morrison’s cock impossibly massive.  For a moment Darren panicked—what if it didn’t fit?  Pain became pleasure.  He shifted, wanting it more than he had ever wanted anything, needing it.  The cock pressed harder, pressure, forcing its way into his tight, slippery, virgin ass.

“Fuck...”  Darren whispered.

He ground his hips down, arching his back, pressing onto Coach Morrison’s cock even as Coach Morrison thrust his hips forward.  The pressure built, his hole stretching, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, his hole opened, the head popping past the outer ring, slipping deep.

Darren moaned, his ass full, full of Coach Morrison’s cock.  Coach Morrison reached with his other hand to grip both of Darren’s hips, holding him, and slipped his cock out, the head tugging at the tight entrance.  He gripped the slutty cheerleader, hands squeezing, and Darren wrapping his legs back around Coach Morrison as he all but collapsed onto the desk, over come, drunk on pleasure, and Coach Morrison pressed forward, slowly, filling his slut. 

Darren gasped, the cock so thick, long, hard, throbbing inside of him.  He was being fucked.  His ass was being fucked, filled.  He was no longer a virgin.  He was a pretty, sexy, beautiful, slutty cheerleader, and he was happy, floating on a cloud of bliss.

“More… please, more...”  He whispered.

Coach Morrison was only to happy to oblige.
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Each thrust knocked the breath from Darren’s lungs, his heart skipping, and each time Coach  Morrison slipped his cock out, the head tugging at his entrance, he felt empty, craving more, the sensation of being full of that fat, thick, long, perfect cock. 

The hands on Darren’s hips slipped up, roaming his body as Coach Morrison worked his cock in and out of his tight, hot, slippery hole, fucking him, teasing him.  Darren worked his hips in time with each thrust, body working on its own to chase the pleasure he was feeling, his smooth dick hard, throbbing, drooling precum.

Hands ran over his belly, his chest, teasing over his nipples.  The cock in his ass was throbbing, thick, fat, long, hot, filling him, thrusting hard, deep, stretching him in the most wonderful, delightful way.

Darren ground his hips, working his butt, riding Coach Morrison’s fat cock, feeling it fucking him, hard, deep, claiming him, breeding him, a dirty, sexy, beautiful cheerleader slut.  He felt free, happy, giddy, heart racing, breath short.  Hands roamed over his body, caressing him, pinning him down.

He shifted, reached down to touch his aching dick, but before his hands could reach it he felt strong fingers grip his wrists, lifting his arms up, pinning them above his head.  He was trapped, pinned down, his ass full of cock, wrists pinned, unable to escape, a slut for his Coach’s pleasure, and it felt right.

“No touching.  I want you to focus on how my cock feels inside that tight hole of yours...”  Coach Morrison said, smiling.

Darren nodded, blushing, looked up at him, fluttering his eye lashes.  He felt small and pretty and safe, sexy, wanted.

“Yes Sir.”  He whispered.

Darren obeyed, and ground his hips, working his ass up and down Coach Morrison’s cock, squeezing it, milking it, riding it.  It felt so good and he looked down, saw where their bodies met, the older man’s cock filling him, fucking him.

Each stroke caused a knot of pleasure to flutter inside his belly, a bright hot joy swelling, building into something immense.  Coach Morrison fucked deep, hard, breathing heavily as he fucked his slut, fucking his cock deep, thick, hot, throbbing.

“Fuck you feel so good.”  He said.

Darren could not speak.  The pleasure was building.  Each thrust made the knot of pleasure in his belly tighten, something impossible and overwhelming blossoming. 

He was pretty, cute, sexy, a slutty cheerleader, getting fucked by a handsome, powerful older man, ass full, tight, slippery, full of cock.  He didn’t know what lay ahead, what his future held, what any of this meant, but he knew that it was better, brighter, for what he had discovered about himself, and he wanted more...

“Yes… harder, fuck me harder Sir, fuck me and make me your slut, make me your pretty slut.”  Darren whispered.  “Make me your sexy, pretty, slutty cheerleader.”

Coach Morrison grinned, pressed his hips forward, hard, deep, fucking Darren’s tight, slippery ass.  His cock was hard, thick, throbbing.  He pressed his body down, pressing Darren onto the top of the desk, and leaned in to kiss his soft, pink, plump lips.

Darren kissed back, working his hips, chasing the tide of pleasure that was threatening to drown him.  He wrapped his legs tight around Coach Morrison’s waist, riding his fat cock, his body aching.

Coach Morrison’s grip on Darren’s wrists tightened, his whole body tensing, cock swelling, throbbing, fucking in and out harder, deeper, fucking Darren with strong, powerful thrusts, stretching his tight hole.  Darren moaned into the kiss, Coach Morrison’s cock engorging, growing even larger, and then, suddenly, gloriously, Coach Morrison was cumming, hard, cumming inside the sexy, slutty cheerleader, the beautiful boy on his desk, fucking his tight, slippery ass, cumming deep inside the sexy, pretty, cute boy who had seduced him.

The sensations, the knowledge of what was happing, his ass being filled with hot, thick, sticky cum, fucked, claimed, sent Darren spiralling over the edge.  The knot of pleasure in his belly unravelled and he came, hard, hole clenching, milking, his smooth, pretty dick throbbing, erupting a thin, wonderful stream of cum.

Coach Morrison thrust deep, holding his thick cock inside Darren, burying it in his tight, slippery hole, and Darren ground his hips down, pulling his Coach in close with his legs, chasing the last vestiges of joy from his climax, milking the last drops of cum from Coach Morrison’s perfect cock.  They kissed, pressing against each other, shivering with bliss.  Slowly, his orgasm subsiding, cock softening slightly, Coach Morrison, moved, releasing Darren’s wrists, learning up to look down at his pretty, sexy slut.  Darren wiggled, his ass still full of cock and cum, relishing in the feeling of it.

“That was amazing.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren nodded, murmured his agreement.

“Thank you.”  Darren said.

The pair were silent for a moment, a shared moment of bliss, the realisation that they had both discovered something special, rare, beautiful.

“You know… as much fun as soccer is, I think I’d rather be your cheerleader.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison grinned.

“Really?”

Darren nodded, fluttering his eyelashes, wiggling his ass.

“I’d happily change teams for you.”  He said.  “But I think I’m going to need lots more practise.”

Coach Morrison laughed, understanding the meaning of Darren’s words.

“I think I can arrange some regular, private tuition for you.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren giggled.  He was already looking forward to it.




THE END


A Thank You From Keary




Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Healslut
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It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


Blackmailed by Brats

Part One




[image: ]

Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.


Confessions: Caught by my Step-brother
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Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would...

Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily.

Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond.

When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling?

When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever. Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother...


Blackmailed: Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll
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Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.

It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!

Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.

As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?


About the Author




Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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