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Introduction
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“Look kid, I’m gonna be blunt with you, we don't hire twigs as fitness instructors. We’re called Big Boys gym for a reason. We have something open for the Dancing Diva class though.”

As I strolled the streets of San Francisco, I never would have imagined that from being a computer programmer, I would be teaching the Dancing Diva class, sharing my passion for movement and expression with a group of women who enjoyed gyrating their bodies to Britney Spears and Madonna.

With the help of my colleagues from the Big Boys gym, I didn’t only unleash the talent I had for creating choreography, but I also discovered that I had the perfect body for pink tight leggings and sports bra. 


Free Vip Mailing List

[image: ]

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift for You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1
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I sat on the couch in my small San Francisco apartment, staring blankly at the TV. I had just been fired from my job as a computer programmer, and the prospect of being out of work was daunting. My roommate Colby Foster, a hunky blonde finance guy, walked into the room, a beer in hand.

"Hey man, what's up?" he asked, settling into the armchair across from me.

"I got fired," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

He let out a low whistle.

"That's rough, man. What are you gonna do?"

"I don't know," I said, running a hand through my hair.

"I don't have much saved up, and rent is due in a few weeks."

He took a sip of his beer, thinking.
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"Well, you could always come work with me," he said.

"We could use a web designer at the company."

I raised an eyebrow.

"Me? A web designer?" He shrugged.

"Why not? You're always tinkering around with computers anyway."

I chuckled despite myself.

"I don't know, man. I'm not sure I'm cut out for that kind of thing."

He leaned forward, his blue eyes sparkling.

"Come on, Taylor. You're a natural. And who knows, you might even enjoy it."

I hesitated, my mind racing. It was a crazy idea, but I didn't have many other options.

"Okay," I said finally.

"I'll give it a shot."

He grinned, clapping me on the back.

"That's the spirit, man. You're gonna kill it."

As he left the room, I felt a small spark of hope in my chest. Maybe this was exactly what I needed—a chance to try something new, to find a new purpose. And who knew, maybe I'd even discover something about myself along the way.

The next day, I put on my best dress shirt and headed to Colby's company, Sond Financial. As I walked through the sleek glass doors, my nerves were almost overwhelming. This was it—my chance to turn my life around.

I made my way to the front desk, where a perky receptionist greeted me with a smile.

"Hello, welcome to Sond Financial. How can I help you?"

"I'm here to see Colby Foster," I said, trying to keep the tremble out of my voice.

The receptionist checked her computer.

"I'm sorry, he's in a meeting right now. Can I help you with something?"

"I'm here to apply for a web designer position," I said, handing her my resume.
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She scanned it quickly, then looked up at me with a sympathetic expression.

"I'm sorry, we're not currently hiring for that position. But I can take your resume and keep it on file for future reference."

My heart sank. I had been so sure that this was it - my chance to finally find a new path.

"Thank you," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

As I left the building, I felt a deep sense of disappointment wash over me. I had been so sure that this was my chance to turn things around, to finally find a place where I belonged. But once again, I had been rejected.

I walked through the busy city streets, lost in thought. What was I going to do now? I had only a few weeks left before rent was due, and no job prospects in sight.

Lost in thought, I walked the busy streets of San Francisco, unsure of where to turn next. But as I rounded the corner onto Chestnut Street, a sign caught my eye, "Big Boys Gym - Now Hiring Fitness Instructors. No Experience Needed."

My heart leapt. Fitness instructor? It wasn't exactly what I had in mind, but it was a job, and it was something I knew I could do. I walked into the gym, my palms sweaty with nerves.

As I approached the front desk, a burly man with a thick beard looked me up and down.

"Can I help you?" he asked gruffly.

"I saw the sign," I said, pointing to the "Now Hiring" banner.

"I'm interested in the fitness instructor position."

The man looked me over skeptically.

"You got any experience?"

I shook my head.

"No, but I'm a fast learner. Besides, your sign said no experience needed. Don’t worry, I'm passionate about fitness."

The man raised an eyebrow.

"You don't look like much of a fitness nut to me."

I bristled at his comment, but took a deep breath, keeping my composure.

"I may not look the part, but I can assure you, I have the drive and determination to succeed."

He considered me for a moment, then nodded slowly.

“Come back tomorrow, I’ll ask my business partner about it.”


Chapter 2
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The next day, I showed up at Big Boys Gym again, ready to prove myself. As I approached the front desk, the burly man from the day before looked up and scowled.

"Oh, it's you again," he grumbled.

"Look kid, I’m gonna be blunt with you, we don't hire twigs as fitness instructors. We’re called Big Boys gym for a reason."

"I see…" I said, my heart sinking.

"But I was wondering if there might be another position available?"

The man—Marcus Brandt, I now knew, raised an eyebrow.
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"We have something open for the Dancing Diva class."

He snorted.

"You a dancer?"

I swallowed hard, then nodded.

"Yes, I am. I'm very passionate about it."

He looked me up and down skeptically.

"All right, kid. But I'm warning you, our dance instructors are some of the best in the city. You'll have some big shoes to fill."

"I can do it," I said, my voice shaking with nerves.

He shrugged.

"All right then. You’ll start the training tomorrow. We'll see how you do."

As I was leaving the gym, a feeling of dread settled in my stomach. I wasn't a dancer - not really. But I was desperate for the job, and I was willing to do whatever it took to make it work.

Suddenly, I bumped into a tall, broad-shouldered man with blonde hair and chiseled features. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my slim frame.

"How can I help you?" he asked, his voice deep and gruff.

I nodded, feeling self-conscious under his intense gaze.

"This is Josh Lions," Marcus said, clapping the man on the back.

"My business partner."
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Josh grinned, his blue eyes twinkling.

"Nice to meet you, kid. You got a name?"

"Taylor Switch," I said, holding out my hand.

Josh shook it firmly.

"What brings you to Big Boys Gym?"

"I just got hired as a dance instructor," I said, trying to sound confident.

Marcus snorted. "He's a twig, Josh. You think he can teach our clients how to dance?" Josh just grinned.

"I've seen some pretty good dancers who didn't have an ounce of muscle on them. It's all about the rhythm, baby."

I couldn't help but smile at his enthusiasm. Maybe this wasn't such a bad idea after all.

“I’ll show you the class you’ll be teaching.”

Josh led me through the gym to a brightly lit studio at the back of the building. As we stepped inside, I was hit with a wall of sound—thumping bass, synthesized beats, and the unmistakable sound of Britney Spears.

"This is the Dancing Diva class," he said, gesturing to a group of middle-aged women who were gyrating and shimmying to the music.

"Most of our clients are regulars. They come here to sweat and have fun."

I nodded, taking it all in. The women were all shapes and sizes, but they all seemed to be having a great time. At the front of the class was Penny Wright, the current dance instructor. She was tall and willowy, with a sleek blonde hair and a bright smile on her face.

"Hey, Josh!" she called out, waving at us.

"Who's this?"
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"This is Taylor," Josh said, nodding towards me.

"He's our new dance instructor."

Penny's eyes widened in surprise.

"Really? That's great! I've been looking for a replacement, I'm planning on having a baby soon."

She led us over to the side of the room, where she introduced me to some of the clients. They all seemed friendly enough, but I couldn't help feeling a little out of place. I wasn't sure if I was cut out for this kind of thing.

"All right, let's get started!" she called out, clapping her hands.

"Taylor, why don't you observe today? We'll work on some basic moves and get you up to speed."
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I nodded, feeling relieved. As the music kicked back up, I settled back against the wall and watched as the women moved to the beat, their bodies glistening with sweat.

Moments later, as the class wound down, Josh caught my eye and nodded towards the door.

"I'll see you tomorrow, Taylor," he said, clapping me on the back.

"Bring your resume and IDs for the training."

"Hey, you!" Penny called out again, waving me over.

"What do you think?"

"It looks like a lot of fun," I said, trying to play it cool.

She grinned, her eyes sparkling.

"It is! And you'll be great. Just let loose and have fun with it."

I nodded, feeling a surge of confidence. Maybe this was just what I needed, a chance to be someone new, someone who didn’t have to succumb to being underpaid, underappreciated, and overworked by a corporation.

As I gathered my things to leave, I hesitated for a moment before turning back to her.

"Hey, Penny," I said, my voice tentative.

"Do you think it would be okay if I tried some different music and choreography? I have some ideas that I think might be fun and less girly."

She looked at me with a smile, but there was a hint of caution in her eyes.

"Well, the Dancing Diva class really prefers girly pop music and feminine choreography," she said.

"It's what they're used to and what the class is known for.”

I nodded, feeling a little disappointed. I had hoped to make more of an impact, to really put my stamp on the class.

She continued, "I would recommend that you start with our existing material. It's what the clients are used to, and it'll give you a chance to get the hang of things before you try anything new."

She handed me a stack of CDs and DVDs, each one labeled with a date and a song title.

"These are some of my classes from the past few months. You can study them at home and get a sense of what we do."

I thanked her, feeling a sense of resignation settle over me. Maybe this wasn't going to be as easy as I had hoped. But I was determined to make it work to pay my rent.

Besides, I wasn’t planning on doing it for a long time.


Chapter 3
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Later that night, as I walked into our apartment, Colby was sprawled out on the couch with his laptop. He looked up as I entered, a curious expression on his face.

"So, how did it go?" he asked, closing the laptop and sitting up.

"I got the job," I said, grinning.

"I'm going to be a dance instructor."

He looked at me in disbelief.

"You? A dance instructor? That's...unexpected."

I could feel myself bristling a little at his tone.

"What's wrong with that?" I asked, trying to keep my voice even.

"Nothing, nothing," he said quickly, holding up his hands in surrender.

"It's just not what I expected. I mean, I've known you for what, a year now? And I've never seen you dance."

I felt my cheeks flush, and I looked away. It was true, I had never been much of a dancer. But something about this new opportunity had stirred something inside me, something I couldn't quite explain.

"It's a good thing, though," he continued, his voice taking on a teasing tone.

"Maybe you'll finally learn some moves and impress all the ladies."

I rolled my eyes, feeling a smile tug at the corners of my lips.

"Or men, ha ha! I’m gonna teach the Dancing Diva class and the choreography’s pretty feminine," I said, his face puzzled.

"But seriously, I'm excited about it. It'll be a new challenge, a new adventure."

He nodded, looking at me with a mixture of amusement and pride.

"I have no doubt that you'll crush it, Taylor. You always do."

I arrived at the gym early the next day, eager to make a good impression. As I walked in, I saw Marcus and Josh in the weightlifting area, both wearing nothing but tight, skimpy briefs. Their muscles were glistening with sweat, and I couldn't help but feel a little intimidated.
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"Hey there, Taylor!" Marcus called out, giving me a nod of acknowledgement.

"Morning," I said, trying to sound casual.

"You guys always work out in your underwear?"

Josh laughed.

"It's too damn hot in here to wear anything else," he said, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand.

"Hey, Taylor, what do you think? Do we have nice bodies?" Marcus asked, striking a pose.
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I blushed, feeling a little flustered.

"Um, yeah, you both look great," I stammered.

Josh chuckled.

"Come on, Taylor, be honest. Who has the better body?"

I paused for a moment, taking in their sculpted forms.

"Honestly, it's hard to say. You both have impressive physiques," I said diplomatically.

They both laughed, exchanging a knowing glance.

"Thanks, man," Marcus said, patting me on the back.

I couldn't help but feel a little envious of their chiseled bodies, but I also felt a surge of motivation to work towards improving my own fitness, maybe dancing could be a good way to start.

“Show us what you learned from Penny yesterday, we’ll wait for you in the studio.” Marcus followed.

As I put on my aerobics outfit, a grey t-shirt, and shorts, I felt a rush of excitement and nervousness. I walked out of the locker room and met up with them.

"Are you ready?" Josh asked, with a sly smile.

I took a deep breath and hit play on my music. As Gimme More by Britney Spears started to play, I let myself get lost in the rhythm. I moved my body in ways I never thought possible, letting the music guide me.

They watched intently, their eyes fixed on me as I swayed my hips and twirled around the room. I could feel the sweat on my forehead, but I pushed through, determined to make a good impression.

As the song came to an end, I took a bow, feeling both exhausted and exhilarated.

"That was incredible," Marcus said, beaming at me.

"I've never seen someone move like that before," Josh added, nodding in approval.

I couldn't help but smile, feeling a sense of accomplishment wash over me. It was clear that my hard work and dedication had paid off, and I was excited to see where this new path would take me.

As I danced to the beat, swaying my hips and moving my body in a seductive way, I couldn't help but notice the bulges forming in Marcus and Josh's briefs. Despite feeling a bit uncomfortable, I kept on dancing, trying to focus on my moves and not on their physical reactions.

"Damn, Taylor, you're really killing it," Marcus said, his voice low and husky.

"Yeah, I'm impressed," Josh added, his eyes locked on my body.

I blushed a bit, feeling a mix of flattery and unease.

"Thanks, guys. I'm just trying to do my best."

I finished my dance and looked over at Marcus and Josh. They both seemed to be pleased by the performance.

"That was great, Taylor," Marcus said with a grin.

"You definitely have some moves."

"Thanks, guys," I replied, feeling a bit embarrassed but also overwhelmed with their praise.

"You know, I think the Dancing Diva clients might love you," Josh added.

"But they might be more comfortable with an instructor who's more in touch with his feminine side physically."

"I understand," I said, feeling a bit dejected.

"But how?”

"Don't worry," Marcus said, patting me on the back.

"Come with us to the locker room."

I smiled gratefully at him and Josh, feeling a bit better. Even if I wasn't quite right for the Dancing Diva class, at least I had their support.

As I entered the locker room, I noticed a bright pink and purple aerobics outfit laid out on the bench. It was made of a stretchy material that hugged the body in all the right places. The top had a low-cut neckline and a criss-cross back that exposed the shoulders and upper back. The shorts were short and tight, showing off the curve of the hips and the length of the legs.

I felt a bit nervous as I undressed and slipped the outfit on, but also a strange excitement as I looked at myself in the mirror. The bright colors and feminine design made me feel a bit vulnerable, but also surprisingly confident.

I walked out of the locker room, feeling a bit self-conscious as I approached them, but they both gave me a look of approval.

"Damn, Taylor, you look great," Josh said with a grin.

"You might actually have a shot at this job now."

I couldn't help but feel a bit silly in the outfit, but I tried to push that feeling aside and focus on the task at hand. I followed them to the dance studio, feeling the stretchy fabric of the outfit against my skin as I moved.
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As I started to dance, I realized that the outfit wasn't just for show. It allowed me to move more freely, and the way it hugged my body showed off my movements in a way that I never expected. I could feel the energy of the music and the movements flowing through me, and I danced with new confidence and grace that I never knew I had.

Suddenly, Josh changed the music to Olivia Newton John’s Let’s Get Physical, then they joined me at the center.

As the music started playing, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement run through my body. Marcus and Josh started dancing sexily.

We were moving our bodies in sync, and the feeling was incredible. Their hands were all over me, and I could feel their bulges against my skin. It was electric, and I loved every second of it.

I twirled around, my arms extended, and felt Josh's firm grip on my waist, pulling me back in. Marcus moved to the front, his muscles bulging as he took control of the dance. We all knew the routine, but there was something different about this time.

The way our bodies moved together, the way we lost ourselves in the music, created an intimate energy between us. It wasn't sexual, but it was sensual. I felt their breaths on my neck as we moved, the heat of their bodies pressed against mine.

As the song came to an end, we all collapsed onto the ground, panting and sweaty. Marcus reached over and gave my shoulder a squeeze.

"You killed it. You've got some serious moves," he said with a grin.

I felt a rush of pride and happiness wash over me. It was the first time in a long time that I felt confident in myself and my abilities. The dance had brought us closer together, and I knew that this was the start of something new and exciting.





Chapter 4
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As I entered the Dancing Diva class the next day, I felt a rush of excitement and nervousness. Penny was going to see me in a feminine ensemble and it was also my first day teaching aerobics with her. The music was blasting and the energy in the room was electric.

She greeted me with a warm smile.

“Wow, I love that outfit, you look fabulous!”

She then proudly introduced me to the class, getting rid of all the trepidation I had about being seen in a different light. I looked out and saw a group of women of all ages, shapes, and sizes, eagerly awaiting the start of the class. They all looked at me expectantly, and I could feel the weight of their expectations on my shoulders.

But as soon as the first song started, I forgot all about my nerves. The upbeat tempo of the music, the synchronized movements of the class, and the sweat on my forehead—it all felt so exhilarating.

As we danced to songs like "Toxic" by Britney Spears and "I Will Survive" by Gloria Gaynor, I found myself losing myself in the movements. The energy of the room was infectious, and I could feel myself getting lost in the moment.

The women in the class were amazing, they were all so supportive and encouraging, even when I made mistakes. I could feel myself getting stronger and more confident with every passing minute.

And when the class finally came to a close, I was surprised to find myself feeling a sense of sadness. I didn't want it to end. As I said goodbye to the ladies, I knew that I had found my calling, teaching dance was what I was meant to do.

As Penny and I walked out of the studio, she turned to me and said, "You were amazing, Taylor. Just a little more practice and I can fully hand the class to you."
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Suddenly, I felt the vibration of my phone on the kitchen counter, announcing the arrival of a new message. As I checked my phone, I saw that it was Marcus who texted me.

"Hey Taylor, are you busy today?" he asked.

I quickly replied, "No, I don't have anything scheduled for today. Why do you ask?"

His response was quick and direct.

"I thought we could go shopping for some new athleisure wear. Are you up for it?"

I hesitated for a moment, I was yet to receive my first salary from the gym. But then, I thought about how much Marcus and Josh had been helping me yesterday and how much fun we had dancing together.

"Sure, that sounds like fun," I typed back, feeling a spark of excitement in my chest.

I quickly got dressed in the locker room and met Marcus at the gym.

As Marcus drove us to the mall, I couldn't help but feel his gaze on my thighs. It made me feel a little uncomfortable. I pretended not to notice and instead looked out the window, trying to distract myself.

I could sense the tension in the car as he shifted uncomfortably in his seat, adjusting his bulge to control his desire. We didn't talk much during the drive, both lost in keeping ourselves in check.

Eventually, we arrived at the mall and got out of the car. He broke the silence, "Let's focus on shopping and finding the perfect athleisure wear for you."

I nodded, grateful for the distraction from the tension in the car.

As we arrived at the mall, I couldn't help but feel his gaze lingering on my thighs. There was an unspoken tension between us that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

"Let's hit up Lululemon first," he said, leading me towards the store.

"I think you'd look great in their clothes."

I couldn't help but feel a flutter in my stomach at his words. Was he really interested in me, or was I just imagining things? Besides, I’ve never been with a man before. Why was I lost in this mired mess?

We browsed through the store and he helped me pick out a few pieces of athletic wear. As he held up a pair of tight-fitting leggings for me to try on, I couldn't help but notice the way his gaze lingered on my body.

"I think these would look great on you," he said, handing me the leggings.

"Go try them on and let me know what you think."

I headed towards the fitting rooms and slipped on the leggings. They hugged my body in all the right places, making me feel confident and sexy.

As I stepped out of the fitting room, his eyes widened and I could see the lust in them.
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"You look amazing," he said, his voice husky with desire.

"I can't wait to see you dance in these."

I felt my cheeks flush with heat at his words. Was he really attracted to me, or was I just misreading the signals?

As we continued shopping, I couldn't help but feel a growing attraction towards him. There was something about the way he looked at me that made my heart race, and I couldn't shake the feeling that there was more between us than just a professional relationship.

As I browsed through the different racks of activewear, he disappeared into the fitting room to try on some shorts. A few minutes later, he stepped out, sporting a tight pair of shorts that clung to his muscular thighs.

"What do you think, Taylor?" he asked, turning around and flexing his glutes.

I felt my cheeks flush as I tried to control my gaze, taking in the sight of his bare, hairy legs and the bulge that was clearly visible through the fabric.

"They look good," I managed to stammer out, my voice barely above a whisper.

He grinned, clearly enjoying the effect he was having on me.

"You sure? I could try on a few more pairs," he teased, his eyes locked onto mine.
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I could feel the heat rising in my body as I tried to steady myself. "No, these are good," I said, quickly averting my gaze and turning back to the rack of clothes.

As he disappeared back into the fitting room, I took deep breaths, trying to calm my racing heart. I knew I couldn't let my desire get the best of me - I was here to shop for workout clothes, not to give into my attraction to Marcus.

But as he stepped out again, trying on another pair of shorts without any underwear, I found it increasingly difficult to control myself. The sight of his hardening dick was almost too much to bear, and I struggled to keep my eyes on his face as he asked for my opinion once again.

"They look great, Marcus," I said, trying to keep my voice steady despite the tremble in my body.

He smirked, relishing the effect he was having on me.

"You sure you're not just saying that because you like the view?" he joked, gesturing to his penis.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep the desire that was building inside me at bay.

"No, they really do look good," I said, turning away to hide the blush on my face.

As he went to the counter to pay for his new workout shorts, he turned to me and said, "Don't worry about it, Taylor. It's my pleasure to provide the uniform for our employees."

I felt a little guilty but grateful for his generosity.

"Thank you, Marcus. I appreciate it," I said with a smile.

"Actually, while we're out, why don't we grab a steak dinner together? My treat," he said, looking at me with his piercing blue eyes.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling a little nervous but also excited at the prospect of spending more time with him.

"Sure, I'd love that," I replied, trying to hide my enthusiasm.

As we walked out of the store, Marcus put his arm around my shoulder, making me feel a warmth inside that I couldn't deny. We got into his car and headed to the restaurant, making small talk along the way.

Once we arrived, he ordered us each a juicy steak, cooked to perfection, and we continued to talk and enjoy each other's company. I couldn't help but notice the way his muscles flexed under his shirt as he reached for the salt and pepper, sending a shiver down my spine.

As we finished our meal and headed back to the car, he turned to me and said, "You know, Taylor, I'm really glad you joined the gym. It was really getting boring there before you came."

"Ha ha! Did you hire me for entertainment purposes?" I asked.

“I hope not…” he said with sincere eyes.

He drove me to my apartment, the tension between us palpable. As he dropped me off, he leaned in for a goodbye hug, his body pressed against mine, sending a rush of desire through my veins.

"Goodnight, Taylor… I'll see you tomorrow, in those tight pink leggings," he said, his breath hot against my ear.


Chapter 5
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As the next day arrived, Marcus was nowhere to be found. I was a bit upset as I wore the leggings he bought me as promised. Soon after, I was told that he wasn’t present as he was taking care of his car repair shop. As soon as I finished the Dancing Diva class with Penny, Josh handed me a voucher, with a big grin on his face.

"Hey Taylor, I got you a voucher for a skin clinic, I thought we could go together for a treatment."

"Wow, thanks Josh! That's really thoughtful of you," I replied, feeling excited at the prospect of pampering myself.

"I was thinking you could get a waxing, maybe some laser treatments, and some facials. You'll feel like a new person afterwards," he said, patting my back.

I laughed nervously, "I've always wanted to be hairless, but I was too lazy to do it myself."

"Well, now you have no excuse! Let's book an appointment and get you looking like a superstar," he said with enthusiasm.

I nodded, feeling a bit apprehensive but also excited at the prospect of getting some professional skin care.

"Okay, let's do it."

"Great! We'll go together and make a day of it. Maybe grab some late lunch or something afterward," he suggested.

"Sounds like a plan. Thank you, Josh."

"No problem. We gotta take care of ourselves, you know?" he said, giving me a reassuring pat on the back.

As I got into his car, I couldn't help but notice his handsome face and the way his shirt hugged his muscular chest. I tried to focus on the road ahead, but my eyes kept drifting down to the noticeable bulge in his pants. I felt a twinge of excitement, but I quickly dismissed it. I wasn't sure if I was attracted to men yet.

"So, are you ready?" he asked, breaking the silence.

"Yeah, but kind of scared. I heard waxing hurts," I replied, trying to distract myself from my wandering thoughts.

As we drove, I tried my best to keep my eyes off Josh's body and focus on our conversation. But every now and then, I couldn't resist stealing a quick glance at his bulge. I felt conflicted, but at the same time, I couldn't help but feel a sense of curiosity and intrigue.

"A waxing virgin, eh?" he asked, referring to the hair removal process.

"Yes, this is my first time," I replied.

"I'm a little nervous, to be honest."

"Don't worry, it's not that bad," he reassured me with a smile.

"Plus, the end result will be worth it. You'll feel so smooth and clean."

I couldn't help but feel a little embarrassed as we arrived at the clinic, but his kind words put me at ease. As we went in to get an appointment, I couldn't shake the feeling of excitement and curiosity that had been building inside me during the car ride.

As we entered the room, the scent of lavender and tea tree oil wafted through the air. The decor was minimalist, with white walls and natural wood accents. A small table was set up with various waxing supplies and lotions, and a large massage table sat in the center of the room.

I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness as I watched Josh strip down to nothing.
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His huge cock and thick blonde pubic hair were on full display, and I couldn't help but steal glances, feeling a stirring in my own groin. But I quickly reminded myself that I wasn't sure if I liked men yet, and tried to distract myself by focusing on the task at hand.

The male aesthetician entered the room, introducing himself as Carl. He was a tall, muscular man with a warm smile and gentle demeanor. He began applying warm wax to Josh's chest and stomach, carefully smoothing it out with a wooden stick.

"Is this your first time getting waxed?" he asked Josh.

"No, I've done it before," Josh replied, his voice a bit strained as Carl pulled off a strip of hair.

I couldn't help but wince at the sight of the hair being ripped from his skin, but Josh seemed to take it like a champ. I admired his bravery, but also couldn't help but feel a tinge of envy at his ease with his body.

As Carl moved down to Josh's pubic area, I felt a wave of tension wash over me. I tried my best to hide my growing erection, but I could tell that Carl had noticed.

"Don't worry, it's a natural response," Carl said with a kind smile.

"I've seen it plenty of times before."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment, but also a strange sense of relief. It was nice to know that I wasn't the only one feeling aroused in this situation.

As the waxing continued, I found myself caught in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. On one hand, I was excited to finally be getting rid of my body hair and feeling smooth and hairless. But on the other hand, I couldn't help but feel a sense of discomfort and confusion at my own attraction to Josh.

As the session came to a close, I couldn't help but feel grateful for Carl’s professionalism and understanding. And though I was still unsure of my own sexuality, I knew that this experience had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for me.

As I lay down on the table and the waxer began to work on my face, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation. I had always wanted to be hairless, but had never taken the time to do it properly. Now, as the waxer moved down my body, I felt a mix of pleasure and pain as each hair was ripped away.

As the waxer reached my groin, I felt a flutter of nerves in my stomach. I had never been so exposed before, and the thought of someone seeing me like this made me feel vulnerable. But as the waxer continued his work, I began to relax and focus on the sensations.

When he asked for Josh's help to spread my butt cheeks, I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me. I didn't want Josh to see me in such a compromising position, but I also didn't want to spoil the mood. So, I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of the waxer's hands on my skin.

I could feel Josh's gaze on me, and despite my best efforts, I felt my body betray me as I started to get hard. I tried to hide it, but I knew Josh could see everything. It was a strange mix of embarrassment and excitement, and I didn't know how to handle it.

Finally, the waxer finished his work, and I stood up from the table feeling both relieved and aroused. As I turned to leave, I caught Josh's eye, and I could tell that he was just as turned on as I was.

“Guys, I’m late for my appointment, here’s the soothing gel. Can you apply it to each other?”

“S-sure,” Josh said, his voice shaky.

As the waxer left the room, Josh and I looked at each other, feeling a sense of awkwardness. We both knew what we wanted, but neither of us was sure how to make the first move.

"Um, I guess we should help each other with the gel," he said, breaking the silence.

I nodded in agreement, feeling my heart racing as I watched him reach for the bottle of soothing gel. As he squeezed a generous amount into his hands, I couldn't help but notice the way his muscles rippled under his skin. I took the bottle from him and did the same, my hands shaking slightly with anticipation.

As we both began to rub the gel into each other's skin, I felt my body responding to his touch. My skin tingled with pleasure as his strong hands massaged the gel into my chest, down my stomach, and onto my thighs. I let out a small gasp of pleasure as he moved his hands closer and closer to my groin.

His hands moved over every inch of my body, exploring every curve and crevice with a gentle touch. I couldn't help but moan with pleasure as he rubbed the gel onto my buttocks, his fingers tracing the curves of my cheeks.

In turn, I applied the soothing gel to his muscular body, feeling my fingers glide over his broad shoulders, down his chiseled chest, and onto his rippling abs. My hands moved lower, rubbing the gel onto his thighs, and I couldn't help but feel my excitement growing as I got closer and closer to his groin.

As our hands met at his manhood, we both hesitated for a moment, our eyes locked in a heated gaze. But the tension was too much to resist, and soon our hands were working together, massaging the gel into his cock and balls.

As we worked together to apply the gel to every inch of each other's bodies, our touches became more and more intimate, our hands lingering in sensitive areas for just a moment too long. Our breaths came in short gasps as we both struggled to keep our excitement under control, but eventually, our desire took over and we found ourselves touching each other in all places.

I felt his fingers slip between my cheeks, and I let out a moan of pleasure as he rubbed the gel onto my anus. His other hand moved to my throbbing member, and I couldn't help but let out a low growl of pleasure as his fingers wrapped around my shaft.

Our bodies writhed together as we both explored every inch of each other, our desire growing with each passing moment. And as our touches became more and more intimate, I knew that I wanted him as much as he wanted me.

But as the last of the gel was rubbed into our skin, we both pulled away, our bodies still buzzing with excitement. We looked at each other for a moment, unsure of what to say, before finally breaking into a nervous chuckle.

"Uh, thanks for helping me with the gel," he said, his voice slightly shaky.
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I grinned back at him, feeling a sense of relief mixed with disappointment.

"Yeah, no problem. Anytime."

As we both got dressed, I couldn't help but wonder what might have happened if we had given in to our desire. But for now, I was content to enjoy the lingering sensation of his touch on my skin, and to look forward to the next time we might have a chance to explore our desire more fully.


Chapter 6
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Later that night, as I stood in the bathroom of my apartment, admiring my newly hairless body, I couldn't help but feel a sense of euphoria wash over me. My smooth skin felt like silk, and I couldn't believe how pretty I looked without my facial hair.

Just then, Colby walked in, and his eyes lingered on me a little too long.

"You look different," he said, and I could feel the lust in his voice. His eyes never left my body, and I could see the hunger in them. It was like he wanted me right then and there.

“Yeah, I got waxed everything waxed.”

I tried to ignore him and headed to the toilet, but I could see Colby in my peripheral vision, stroking his cock while staring at me. It was too much for me to handle, and just before I turned to him, he quickly excused himself, looking both embarrassed and excited at the same time.

I couldn't believe he was having those feelings, but I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to give in to my desires.

I stood in the shower, the water cascading down my smooth skin, and my thoughts swirling in my mind. I couldn't believe how different I felt after getting rid of all that hair. It was like a new me had emerged, one that was confident and unafraid to show off my body.

As I lathered up with soap, I couldn't help but let my hands wander over my skin, feeling every curve and contour of my newly hairless body. I traced my fingers down my chest, over my abs, and then lower, down to my groin.

I felt my cock stir as my fingers wrapped around it, and I closed my eyes, letting myself get lost in the sensations. It was like I was discovering a new part of myself, one that I had always been too afraid to explore.

As I stroked myself, my mind was filled with images of Josh and Marcus, their hands on my body, their lips on mine. I let out a soft moan as I imagined what it would be like to be with them, to explore all the things I had been too afraid to before.

As my body trembled with pleasure, I couldn't help but feel a sense of liberation wash over me. For the first time in my life, I was embracing my desires, and it felt incredible. I finished myself off, feeling more alive and confident than I ever had before.

Seeing my hairless version made me appreciate the beauty hidden within me. It was exactly why I decided to experiment with how I’d feel right after receiving my first paycheck from the gym three days later.

I couldn't wait to spend my hard-earned cash on some new clothes. As soon as my paycheck hit my account, I rushed to the mall, eager to try on all the dresses, skirts, and blouses I'd been eyeing online.

The first dress I picked up was a bright, flowy sundress in a floral pattern. I couldn't help but twirl around in front of the mirror, feeling the fabric brush against my newly hairless legs. It was like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, and I felt free to be whoever I wanted to be.
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Next, I tried on a sleek black pencil skirt with a white button-down blouse. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel like a powerful, confident woman. I had always been insecure about my height and build, but with the right clothes, I felt like I could conquer the world.

I kept trying on more and more outfits, each one making me feel more alive and vibrant than the last. From flowy maxi dresses to curve-hugging bodycon dresses, I felt like I was discovering a whole new side of myself that I had never known before.

Shortly after, as I walked into the wig store, I was immediately greeted by a friendly assistant who offered to help me find the perfect wig.
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I couldn't help but feel a bit nervous as I had never tried on wigs before, but I also felt a sense of excitement at the thought of transforming myself even further.

She brought out several different wigs, each one more stunning than the last. There were long, luscious locks in shades of blonde, brunette, and red, as well as shorter, edgier cuts in vibrant colors like pink and purple. I tried on each one, gazing at myself in the mirror and feeling a sense of empowerment as I watched myself transform before my own eyes.

As she helped me adjust each wig and find the perfect fit, I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude towards her. She was helping me discover a side of myself that I had always kept hidden away, and for that, I was truly grateful.

"This one will look amazing on you!" she exclaimed, holding up a long, flowing blonde wig.

"I don't know," I hesitated, unsure of myself.

"You have to trust me on this one," she insisted.

"It's perfect for you."

I took a deep breath and nod, letting her place the wig on my head. As she brushed it out and styled it, I couldn’t help but feel like a new woman.
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"Who knew a wig could make such a difference?" I said, smiling at myself in the mirror.

"Girl, you look like a whole different person," she said with a laugh.

"I'm telling you, you're gonna turn heads."

“Girl… that sounds nice, can you say that again?”

“You’re THAT GIRL! Own it!”

I couldn’t help but feel a surge of confidence in her words, and I started trying on more and more wigs. Each one was like a new persona, and I was loving every second of it.

"I feel like I'm living my best life right now," I said, twirling around in a blonde bob.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel a sense of confidence wash over me. This was the real me, the person I had always wanted to be.

Finally, I got the long blonde wig and headed out of the store, excited to play with my new girly things in the privacy of my bedroom.

Suddenly, I passed by the cosmetic store. I couldn't resist taking a peek inside. I had always been curious about makeup, but I didn’t know where to begin. As I stood there, a stunning transgender woman with a name tag that read "Lena" approached me.

"Hey there, honey, what brings you in today?" she asked, flashing a warm smile.

I blushed, feeling a bit nervous about admitting my true intentions.

"Um, I was just curious about makeup, I guess," I said, shrugging.

Her eyes lit up with excitement.

"Oh, honey, you've come to the right place. Let's get you glammed up!" she said, leading me over to a makeup station.

As she applied foundation to my face, I couldn't help but feel self-conscious. But as she worked her magic, blending and contouring, I began to see a transformation happening before my very eyes. When she finished the first look, I was stunned. I looked like a different person, my features more defined and my skin glowing.

"Wow," I said, staring at myself in the mirror.
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"I can't believe how different I look."

She chuckled.

"Honey, you ain't seen nothin' yet. Let's try something a bit more dramatic, shall we?" she said, pulling out a bright red lipstick.

As she applied the bold shade to my lips, I felt a thrill of excitement. This was a side of myself I had never explored before, and I was loving every minute of it. When she finished the final look, a smoky eye with a nude lip, I was completely blown away. I looked like a supermodel.

"Taylor, darling, you are absolutely stunning. Don't you feel amazing?" she said, beaming at me.

I nodded, feeling euphoric.

"I feel like a completely different person," I said, smiling from ear to ear.

She wrapped her arm around my shoulder.

"That's because you are, honey. You're a beautiful, confident woman, and don't let anyone tell you otherwise," she said, giving me a reassuring squeeze.

At that very moment, I knew Lena was someone that I could talk to about my novel feelings, and I knew that I had to have her number.

As she handed me her phone number, a feeling of elation swept over me. I felt as if I had been given a precious gift, something to treasure and cherish.

"Thank you so much, Lena," I said, my voice trembling with excitement.

"I feel like we really connected today, and I can't wait to get to know you better."

She smiled warmly at me, her eyes sparkling with genuine kindness.

"The pleasure is all mine, Taylor," she said.

"You remind me so much of myself."

I felt my heart skip a beat as she spoke those words, my mind racing with the possibilities of what could be. Could this be the beginning of something wonderful? Something magical? I didn't know, but I was eager to find out.

As I said goodbye to her and made my way home, I couldn't help but smile, knowing that I had taken a bold step forward in exploring this new side of myself.

The next day, I called Lena to ask her out for dinner. As I spoke with her, my heart beat faster and faster. Her voice was sweet and melodic, and I felt myself getting lost in the sound of it.

"Hey, Lena," I said, my voice betraying my nervousness.

"Hi, Taylor," she replied.

"How are you?"

"I'm good, thanks. Listen, I was wondering if you'd like to go out to dinner with me tonight?"

There was a brief pause on the other end of the line, and I held my breath, waiting for her answer.

"I'd love to," she said finally, her voice warm and inviting.

I couldn't believe my luck. Lena was so beautiful and kind, and I felt drawn to her in a way that I couldn't explain. As we made plans for the evening, I felt a sense of excitement building within me, and I knew that this was going to be a night that I would never forget.

Later that night, the restaurant I chose was Arturo’s, one of the fanciest in town. I couldn’t afford it but I knew that I had to take her somewhere special. It was dimly lit, with the aroma of delicious food wafting through the air, and a live piano playing in the background.

[image: ]

Lena was wearing a gorgeous blue dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her hair was styled in a classy bun.

As we sat across from each other at the table, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at how beautiful she was. It was like looking at a goddess, a woman who had embraced her femininity and radiated confidence and grace.

But as we talked, she shared her journey of self-discovery and acceptance, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing. She talked about how she had always known she was different, how she had struggled to understand her feelings and come to terms with her identity.

As I listened to her story, I felt a sense of recognition, like I was hearing my own story being told back to me. I shared with her my own struggles, how I had always felt drawn to femininity, how I had never felt like I truly belonged in my own body.

She listened attentively, nodding along as I spoke. And as I finished, she reached across the table and took my hand in hers, a gesture of understanding and support.

"I know how hard it can be," she said softly.

"But know that you're not alone. There are people out there who will love and accept you for who you are, no matter what."

Her words filled me with a sense of hope, a feeling that maybe, just maybe, I could find my own way toward self-acceptance and love.

As we finished our meal, I knew that this was just the beginning of my journey. But I felt grateful to have her by my side, a beacon of light to guide me forward.

Three days later, I woke up feeling a mixture of excitement and nervousness. Today is the day I finally step out as my true self. I had been waiting for this moment for so long, and I couldn't wait to see how it would feel. As I got out of bed, I could already feel my heart pounding in my chest.

I went to the closet and carefully selected the outfit that I had been planning for days. I took a deep breath as I pulled out the padded bra and slipped it on, marveling at the way it gave me curves I never thought I could have.

I carefully tucked my penis between my legs and pulled on a pair of lacy pink panties, feeling a rush of excitement as I realized that I was finally becoming the woman I had always wanted to be.

I applied makeup with precision, blending in foundation, adding just the right amount of blush, and filling in my eyebrows to perfection. I took extra care with my eyes, applying a sultry black eyeliner and a coat of volumizing mascara that made my lashes look longer and fuller.

Finally, I put on my wig, a long blonde mane that cascaded down my back in loose waves. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't believe how beautiful I looked. It was like I was looking at a different person, one who was finally free to be herself.

Soon after, I wore the tight pink leggings that Marcus bought me with a matching sports bra. My body looked amazing, the fabric hugging my curves in all the right places. I ran my hands over my body, feeling the smoothness of my skin and the way the fabric clung to me.

As I stepped out into the world, I could feel the stares of people around me. Some of them looked confused, others looked disgusted, but there were a few who looked at me with admiration and respect. It didn't matter what they thought, though, because I knew that I was finally living my truth.
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Walking down the street on my way to the gym, I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence and pride in my new appearance. The tight pink leggings and sports bra hugged my curves in all the right places, accentuating my toned body and feminine features.

And as I passed by men on the street, I could feel their eyes on me, their gazes lingering on my body with unabashed desire.

At first, I was taken aback by the attention. But then, a sense of empowerment washed over me. For the first time in my life, I was being noticed and appreciated for who I truly am. And I reveled in the attention, feeling like a goddess as I strutted down the street, my hips swaying seductively with each step.

The men's lustful stares only added to my sense of confidence, fueling my desire to embrace my true self and live life on my own terms.

"Hey there, gorgeous," a man called out to me as I passed by, his eyes devouring my body hungrily. I turned to face him, a coy smile spreading across my lips.

"Thank you, handsome," I replied, my voice laced with a hint of playfulness.

"But I'm taken,” I lied. And with that, I turned on my heel and continued on my way, feeling more confident and sexy than ever before.
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I took a deep breath before opening the door of the gym, feeling nervous as I wondered what the reactions of my colleagues would be upon seeing me dressed as a woman. But as soon as I walked in, my anxiety was washed away by the warm welcome of Marcus and Josh. They both had the same look in their eyes that I had seen from other men, one of desire and admiration, but I didn't feel objectified, I felt beautiful.

Marcus, who had always been reserved and quiet, was suddenly bubbly and talkative, complimenting me on my outfit and how it accentuated my curves. Josh, who had always been confident and outgoing, was more subdued and respectful, but his eyes couldn't help but linger on my body. Their reactions filled me with confidence and made me feel like I had made the right decision.

"You look amazing, Taylor," Marcus said, a genuine smile on his face.

"You're rocking those leggings."

Josh nodded in agreement, his eyes still fixated on my body.

"Yeah, you look stunning," he said, his voice low and husky.

I blushed at their compliments, feeling flattered and beautiful.

"Thank you so much, guys," I said, beaming with happiness.

"It means a lot to me."

I took a deep breath, looking at Marcus and Josh with trepidation.

"I have something to tell you both," I said, my voice shaking a little.

"I've been struggling with my identity for a long time, and I've finally come to terms with the fact that I'm transgender. I still want to be called Taylor, but now I'm a woman."

There was a moment of stunned silence as they looked at me, their expressions unreadable. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel the sweat on my palms as I waited for their response.

To my relief, Marcus spoke first.

"Taylor, we don't care what you look like or how you identify. You're our colleague and our friend, and we support you no matter what."

Josh nodded in agreement.

"Yeah, we're open-minded guys. We don't judge people for who they are. You can be whoever you want to be around us."

Tears sprang to my eyes as I realized that I had nothing to fear from my coworkers.

"Thank you," I said, my voice choked with emotion. "It means so much to me to have your support."

From that moment on, working at the gym felt like a whole new experience. I felt like I could truly be myself, wearing the clothes that made me feel comfortable and expressing my femininity in a way that felt natural.

Marcus and Josh were always there to offer a kind word or a smile, and I knew that I had found true allies in the workplace.

As I went through my day-to-day routine, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the chance to live my life as my authentic self. It was a journey that had taken me years to embark upon, but now that I had finally taken that first step, I knew that there was no going back.

For the first time in my life, I felt truly free, and I was excited to see where this new path would take me.


Chapter 7
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A week later, the moment Penny stepped out of the door after saying goodbye to focus on the third trimester of her pregnancy, it was like a dream come true for me. I couldn't believe that I would be teaching the Dancing Diva class on my own, and I was overjoyed to share the new moves and routines that I created.

I took a deep breath and put on my headphones to play Mariah Carey's Touch My Body as the students walked in.
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The music was sultry, and the rhythm of the beat made me feel alive. I moved my body, swayed my hips, and twirled around to the beat. The class looked at me with fascination, almost as if they couldn't believe their eyes.

I could see their eyes following my every move as I started the class. They all looked at me with admiration, and I couldn't help but feel confident and sexy in my tight leggings and sports bra. I started with a warm-up and gradually moved into the routine. The girls were all following my moves, and I could see that they were having fun.

As the music started to build up, I started to feel the energy in the room. The girls were moving more confidently, and I could feel that they were all enjoying themselves. I kept encouraging them to let loose and feel the music.

By the end of the class, I could see that the girls were all sweating, and they had big smiles on their faces. They all came up to me and thanked me for the great class. It was a fulfilling moment for me, knowing that I was able to inspire and empower them through dance.

As I walked out of the gym, I felt a newfound sense of confidence and happiness, knowing that I could make a living while being myself and being respected for what I did. It was a beautiful feeling, and I knew that I had found my true calling in life.

Getting ready to leave the gym locker room after a long day, Marcus approached me with a confident stride. His eyes locked onto mine as he spoke, and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks.

"Hey Taylor, would you like to go out with me this weekend?" he asked, his voice deep and smooth.

I couldn't believe it. The man I had been crushing on was finally asking me out. I felt a mix of nervousness and excitement bubble up inside me.

"Absolutely, I would love to," I said with a smile, feeling my heart flutter in my chest.

He grinned back at me, and I could see the excitement in his eyes.

"Great, how about we meet up on Saturday night? I know a great Italian place not too far from here."

"That sounds perfect," I said, feeling my knees go weak at the thought of spending the evening with him.

As we said our goodbyes, I couldn't help but feel giddy with excitement. Not long after, I knew who to share the good news with.

Later that day, I arrived at the mall, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness as I was about to meet Lena. She was going to help me pick an outfit for my date with Marcus.

As I walked through the mall, I could feel the eyes of passersby on me. I couldn't blame them, I was so hot in my gym clothes. Finally, I saw Lena waiting for me by the fountain in the center of the mall.

She was wearing a stunning blue dress that hugged her curves perfectly, and her hair was styled in a sleek updo. As soon as she saw me, she beamed and ran over to give me a hug.

"Taylor, you look amazing!" she said, admiring my sexy body.

"Thanks to you, Lena," I replied, feeling grateful for her help.

"Let's get started then," she said, leading me towards a nearby clothing store.

Inside the store, she pulled out a variety of outfits for me to try on. We started with a cute pink romper that showed off my legs, paired with strappy heels. It was adorable, but I wasn't sure it was the right vibe for a dinner date.

Next, we tried a flowy blue maxi dress with a slit up the side, which she said brought out the blue in my eyes. It was beautiful, but again, not quite what I was looking for.

Finally, she pulled out a form-fitting white top with lace detailing that hugged my curves in all the right places. I felt confident and sexy in it, and the way her eyes lit up confirmed that it was the perfect choice.

"Taylor, you look incredible in that, just pair it with some cute jeans," she said, "It's perfect for your date with Marcus. Casual, sexy, and not trying too hard, you're going to knock his socks off!"

Finally, date night has arrived. As we walked into the restaurant, I couldn't help but feel nervous. But Marcus sensed my unease and took my hand, giving me a reassuring smile.

"Don't worry, you look amazing. And I'm just happy to be spending time with you," he said.

His words eased my nerves a bit and I found myself smiling back at him. We sat down and he ordered a bottle of wine, his hand still clasping mine across the table.

"So, tell me more about your transition. How's it been for you?" he asked, his voice full of genuine interest.

I took a deep breath and shared with him the ups and downs of my new journey. As I spoke, I noticed how intently he listened, nodding along and asking thoughtful questions. It was such a relief to be with someone who not only accepted me but embraced me fully for who I am.

After dinner, we took a stroll in the park, the city lights twinkling around us. He wrapped his arm around my waist, and I snuggled in closer to him.

"I know we haven't been seeing each other for long, but I feel like I've known you forever," he said, gazing into my eyes.

My heart swelled with warmth at his words.

"I feel the same way," I replied, a smile tugging at the corners of my lips.

As we continued walking, he stopped and pulled me into his arms, gazing deeply into my eyes.

"Taylor, I don't want to rush things, but I just have to tell you that I'm falling for you. Hard."

My heart leaped at his confession, and I felt tears prickling at the corners of my eyes.

"Marcus, I feel the same way. I never thought I could feel this way about a man," I said, my voice thick with emotion.

He wiped away my tears and pulled me in for a kiss, his lips soft and tender against mine. At that moment, I knew I had found someone truly special, someone, who accepted me for exactly who I am… or so I thought.
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As we walked hand in hand, I suddenly noticed a group of guys walking toward us. He let go of my hand as we got closer.

"Hey man, what's up?" one of them greeted.

"Who's this?" he added, gesturing towards me.

I waited for him to introduce me, but he hesitated. My heart sank as he cleared his throat.

"Oh, she’s just a workmate," he said, avoiding eye contact with me.

I felt a lump form in my throat as his friends gave me a weird look. I couldn't believe he was denying me like this.

"A workmate?" one of them repeated, clearly unconvinced.

He shuffled his feet uncomfortably before finally speaking up.

"Yeah, she’s teaching the dance class," he said.

I forced a smile and nodded, trying my best to hide my hurt feelings. We said goodbye to his friends and continued with our date, but the rest of the night felt awkward and strained.

When we finally parted ways, Marcus apologized profusely for his behavior.

"I'm so sorry, Taylor. I didn't mean to…" he said, his eyes filled with regret.

I sighed, feeling a mix of anger and sadness.

"I just don't understand why you couldn't introduce me as your date," I said, my voice trembling.

He took my hand in his and looked at me earnestly.

"It's not that simple, Tay. My friends... they just wouldn't understand," he explained.

I pulled my hand away, feeling frustrated.

"What's there to understand? I'm a woman and you're dating me. It's not rocket science," I retorted.

He looked like he was about to say something else, but I couldn't bear to hear any more excuses. I turned and walked away, my heart heavy with disappointment.

The next Monday, Marcus couldn't keep his eyes off me, and I knew he was sorry. He followed me around the gym like a lost puppy, waiting for the right moment to apologize. I could feel his guilt, and it made me feel wanted. I decided to play hard to get.

"Hey, Taylor," he said, approaching me with a sheepish grin.

"I'm really sorry about what happened the other night. I was a complete jerk."

I rolled my eyes and turned away from him.

"It's fine, Marcus. I'm used to people denying me."

He put his hand on my shoulder, and I could feel the electricity between us.

"No, it's not fine. I should have been honest with my friends and myself. You're an amazing person, and I don't want to lose you."

I shrugged him off and kept walking.

"Thanks for saying that, Marcus, but I don't know if I can trust you."

Later that day, I was changing in the locker room when Josh caught me off guard when he asked me out. I wasn't sure what to say, but I was intrigued. I had been so hurt by Marcus, and I needed something to take my mind off of it. So I decided to take a chance and say yes.

We then met at a trendy bar downtown, and I could feel my nerves starting to kick in as we sat down at the bar. Josh ordered us both a drink, and I took a sip of my cocktail as I tried to relax.

"So, Taylor, why were you crying in the locker room?" he asked me, looking genuinely interested.
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I hesitated for a moment before deciding to open up to him.

"I went on a date with someone, and it didn't go so well. He denied me in front of his friends," I said, my voice cracking slightly as I spoke.

His expression changed to one of concern as he listened to me.

"I'm sorry, Taylor. That's really awful. You deserve better than that," he said, placing a hand on my arm to comfort me.

I felt myself relax a little as we continued to talk, and I started to realize that he was actually a really kind and caring person. We laughed and joked, and I felt myself starting to let loose and have fun.

As the night wore on, Josh and I found ourselves getting closer and closer, and before I knew it, we were sharing a kiss. It felt like a weight had been lifted off of my shoulders, and I was grateful to have found someone who treated me with the respect and kindness I deserved.

Shortly after, we were lost in our own world, and we didn't notice Marcus coming towards us. When he appeared, he looked mad and disappointed.

He started to speak, "I can't believe you would do this to me, Taylor. I knew what I did was wrong but double dating us!? How could you disrespect me like this?"

I felt terrible. I didn't want to hurt anyone's feelings, but I couldn't help but drown the pain of rejection by entertaining interested prospects.

"I'm sorry, Marcus. I didn't mean to hurt you. I didn't know that you had such strong feelings about me. I just wanted to have a good time."

Josh was looking at me with disappointment in his eyes.

"So, the guy you were talking about the other day was Marcus? I thought we had something special. But it seems like you're just using me to make him jealous."

I felt guilty and ashamed. I never wanted to hurt Josh, but I also couldn't deny the feelings I had for Marcus.

"No, Josh. It's not like that. It’s… complicated."

Marcus interrupted me.

"Complicated? You're just leading us both on, Taylor. You can't have your cake and eat it too. You need to make a choice!"

I was caught in the middle of two men, both of whom I cared for deeply. I didn't know what to do or who to choose.

"I don't know what to do, guys. I just need some time to think."

Josh looked at me and said, "Take all the time you need, Taylor. But I won't be waiting around forever!"

As Josh walked away, Marcus grabbed my arm and said, "You know where to find me when you've made your decision. But don't take too long."

I watched as he walked away, feeling torn and confused. I knew that I had to make a choice, but it was a choice that would change everything.

As I arrived home, tears streamed down my face, and I could barely keep myself standing. My whole body was numb, but my heart was aching with a pain that felt unbearable. Colby was doing overtime work on his laptop and as soon as he saw me, he rushed towards me, worriedly asking me what had happened.

I could barely speak, my words coming out in choked sobs. I told him everything that had happened - about Marcus, about Josh, about the dates, and about how it all came crashing down.

He listened to me patiently, holding me close as I cried and cried.

When I was finally able to calm down a little, he sat me down and got me a glass of water. He sat next to me and held my hand, offering me his support and love.

"You know, Taylor, you don't deserve to be treated like this. You're a wonderful person, and anyone would be lucky to have you in their life. You shouldn't let anyone make you feel small or unimportant," he said, his voice filled with sincerity.

I nodded, taking in his words, and feeling a glimmer of hope that maybe things would get better. He always had a way of making things feel less overwhelming, and his presence was like a soothing balm for my battered heart.

"I know it's hard, but you're going to get through this. You're strong, Taylor, and I believe in you," he added, smiling softly at me.

"Thank you, Colby. You're the best friend anyone could ask for," I whispered, leaning my head on his shoulder.

He wrapped his arms around me, holding me close, and I closed my eyes, feeling safe and loved in his embrace.


Chapter 8
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It had been a long week since the night I arrived home drunk and crying. I was still hurting from what happened with Marcus and Josh. They were avoiding me, and I didn't know what to do about it. I tried to focus on my dance class and my work at the gym, but my heart wasn't in it. I felt like I was going through the motions, but not really living.

As I prepared for the Dancing Diva class, I felt a knot in my stomach. I didn't know if I was ready to face my students, to put on a brave face and pretend like everything was okay. But then I remembered why I started teaching dance in the first place. It was my passion, my escape, my joy. And I couldn't let the big boys take that away from me.

I put on my favorite leggings and sports bra, and walked into the studio. The music was blasting, and the girls were already there, stretching and chatting. As I walked over to them, they greeted me with smiles and excitement. I felt a glimmer of happiness in my heart, knowing that I had something to offer, something that made me feel alive.

I started the class with a warm-up routine, and as the girls moved to the beat of the music, I felt my spirits lift. Watching them dance, seeing the joy on their faces, reminded me of why I loved teaching dance. I gave it my all, pushing the girls to be their best selves, encouraging them to let go and have fun.

Moments later, I was alone and all I could do was feel my tears streaming down my face, I felt like the world was closing in on me. But then, like a ray of light, Josh and Marcus walked into the room.
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Without a word, they came over to me, wrapping their strong arms around me in a comforting embrace. Their touch was gentle yet firm, like two pillars of support that I could lean on in times of need. And as they held me, I could feel their warmth and strength, like a soothing balm for my troubled soul.

For a while, we just stood there in silence, the only sound being the soft rustling of our clothes and the gentle swaying of our bodies. And in that silence, I felt a sense of peace that I hadn't felt in a long time.

As the embrace ended, I looked up at Josh and Marcus, feeling a sense of peace and comfort wash over me. They looked back at me with kind, understanding eyes, and then, Josh spoke.

"Taylor, we forgive you," he said softly, and then Marcus added, "And we're willing to share you until you make up your mind on which guy you’d date."

I was taken aback by their words, but as I looked into their eyes, I could see that they were sincere. And with a sense of excitement building in my chest, I nodded, giving them my consent.

As they pulled away from me, I felt a sense of longing in my heart, but that feeling was soon replaced by something else entirely. Slowly, they began to undress me, their hands moving over my body in a way that made my heart race.
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As they kissed me, their lips soft and warm against mine, I could feel their bulges from their shorts pressing against my skin, and it made me feel overwhelmed with desire.

With each passing moment, I felt more and more lost in the passion of the moment, as they explored every inch of my body, their hands and lips driving me wild with pleasure.

As the heat of the moment built, they pulled away from me, their eyes locking with mine as they began to undress for me.

Slowly and deliberately, they began to remove each piece of clothing, their muscles rippling beneath their tight gym clothes. With each layer they removed, I felt my desire for them grow stronger, until it was almost too much to bear.

And as they stood before me, completely undressed, I couldn't help but stare in awe at the sight before me. Their bodies were like works of art, each muscle defined and toned, their cocks standing tall and proud.

With a sense of shyness, I tried to cover my own hard penis, feeling exposed and vulnerable under their intense gaze. But they just smiled at me, their eyes full of love and desire.

And then, they began to move towards me, their bodies glistening with sweat as they leaned in to kiss me once more. As they did, I could feel their pride pressing against my skin, their girth and length making my heart race with excitement.

As I knelt, lost in the heat of the moment, my desire for Marcus and Josh grew stronger with each passing second. And as they grazed their dicks on my face, I couldn't resist the temptation any longer.
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Slowly and sensually, I leaned, taking Marcus's hard cock into my mouth, feeling his girth and length as I wrapped my lips around him. And as I began to suck and lick, I could hear his moans and groans of pleasure, his body writhing beneath my touch.

"God, you're so good at this," Marcus moaned, his hands gripping my hair as I took him deeper into my mouth.

"I can't believe how sexy you look with our cocks in your mouth," Josh added, his own moans of pleasure growing louder with each passing moment.

And as I continued to work them both, switching between their cocks with ease, I felt a sense of pleasure and desire that I had never known before.

"Fuck, Taylor, that feels amazing," Marcus groaned, his body writhing beneath my touch.

"Yeah, suck us both, baby," Josh added, his own pleasure growing stronger with each passing moment.

As I worked them both, I could feel their moans and groans of pleasure growing louder, their bodies writhing beneath my touch as I took them both to the edge of ecstasy.

With each lick and suck, I could feel myself being drawn closer and closer to them, until it was as if we were one. As I continued to work, Marcus spoke up, his voice thick with desire.

"Taylor, can I fuck your ass?" he asked, his hands running over my body in a way that made my heart race with excitement and fear.

I was scared, but at the same time, I was excited beyond belief. With a sense of anticipation building in my chest, I nodded, giving him my consent.

Slowly, Marcus moved and licked my ass before spitting on his dick—his hands running over my body as he positioned himself. And then, with a slow and deliberate thrust, he pushed himself into me, his yearning filling me up in a way that I had never experienced before.

“Ah! Slowly, please,” I begged, enduring the sharp pain from his huge dick.

As he began to move inside of me, I could feel the pleasure building with each passing moment, his girth and length driving me wild with desire. And as he picked up the pace, his own moans of pleasure growing louder, I could feel myself being drawn closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy.
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But then, Josh leaned down beside us, his own hard cock standing tall and proud. And without missing a beat, I took him into my mouth once more, feeling his girth and length as I wrapped my lips around him.

With Marcus behind me and Josh in front of me, I was lost in a world of pleasure and desire, my body writhing beneath their touch as I took them both to the edge of ecstasy.

And as I continued to work them both, my own pleasure growing stronger with each passing moment, I knew that I had found something special.

"Fuck, Taylor, you feel so good," Marcus groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust deeper and harder.

"Yeah, suck me, baby," Josh added, his own moans of pleasure growing louder.

Moments later…

"Can I try fucking you too, Taylor?" he asked, his voice thick with desire.

I was overwhelmed by the sensation of being taken by Marcus, but at the same time, I was excited beyond belief. With a sense of anticipation building in my chest, I nodded, giving him my consent.

And then, Marcus spoke up, his voice thick with desire.

"Try it, it’s so fucking tight," he said, his hands running over my body as he offered it to his business partner.

With a sense of excitement building in my chest, I felt myself being drawn closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy. And as Josh positioned himself behind me, I could feel the pleasure building with each passing moment.

Slowly and deliberately, he pushed himself into me, his cock filling me up, poking my prostate. And as he began to move inside of me, his own moans of pleasure growing louder, I could feel the pleasure building with each passing moment.

With Josh behind me and Marcus in front of me, I was lost in a world of pleasure and desire, my body writhing beneath their touch as they took me to the edge of ecstasy.

"God, you feel amazing," Josh moaned, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust deeper and harder.

“Mmm!” I groaned as I took Marcus in my mouth, feeling like the floodgates of my balls were about to open from the way Josh profusely tickled my g-spot.

“Mmm! Mmm! Mmm!” I let out, as I released a puddle of thick cum on the floor.

As Josh continued to move inside of me, his moans of pleasure growing louder and louder, I could sense that he was about to explode.

And then, with a loud scream…

“I’m gonna cum!” he announced.

With a sense of excitement building in my chest, I braced myself for what was to come.

But then, Marcus spoke up, his voice thick with desire.

"Let's feed her," he suggested, his hands running over my body as he positioned himself in front of me.

With a sense of anticipation building in my chest, I watched as they both began to stroke themselves, their muscles rippling beneath their skin as they brought themselves to the edge of ecstasy.

And then, with a loud moan, they erupted in unison, their hot cum in my mouth and painting my face in a way that left me gasping for air.

“Ahh! Ahh!” they let out in a chorus, sweaty and breathing hard.
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With my face covered in their love, I felt a sense of joy and completeness that I had never known before. Their cocks were still hard, pulsing with desire as we all panted and hissed.

As we lay there on the floor, spent and exhausted, I could feel a sense of joy and contentment washing over me. With Marcus and Josh spooning me on either side, I felt safe and loved in a way that I had never known before.

"You are amazing, Taylor," Marcus whispered, his voice thick with emotion as he held me close.

"Yeah, we are so lucky to have you in our lives," Josh added, his own voice filled with love and affection.

Lost in the heat of the moment, we exchanged words of love and affection, our bodies intertwined in a way that left us feeling complete and fulfilled.

With each passing moment, I could feel the love and affection growing stronger, the bond between us deepening in a way that was almost palpable. And as we continued to hold each other close, lost in the moment, I knew that I had found something special.

"You mean the world to us, Taylor," Marcus whispered, his hands running over my body in a way that left me gasping for air.

"Yeah, we will always be here for you, no matter what," Josh added, his own hands tracing over my skin in a way that left me shivering with desire.

I could feel the warmth of their bodies against mine, the strength of their embrace filling me with a sense of security and contentment.

It was a moment of pure love and affection, a moment that would stay with me forever. And as we continued to hold each other close, I knew that I had found the love and acceptance that I had always been searching for.


Epilogue
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After that incredible experience with Marcus and Josh, my life changed in so many ways. I had found a level of love and acceptance that I had never known before, and it filled me with a sense of joy and contentment that was almost overwhelming.

Over the weeks and months that followed, we continued to be a part of my life in every way, not pressuring me to choose between the two of them as they were more than happy to share. We explored each other in ways that were both thrilling and intense, and with each passing day, our bond grew stronger.

But it wasn't just about the sex. We had found a level of emotional intimacy that was almost unheard of, and it filled me with a sense of joy and contentment that I had never known before.

I moved in with them and saved up for breast augmentation surgery. They took good care of me for a month before using my new breasts whenever they felt like it, and I was happy to feed my big boys with pride and joy.

Together, we explored the world in a way that was both thrilling and intoxicating. We laughed and joked, shared secrets and dreams, and through it all, our love for each other only continued to grow.

Looking back on it now, I know that meeting Marcus and Josh was one of the best things that ever happened to me. They showed me that love and acceptance come in many forms and that sometimes, the best things in life are the ones that you least expect.

Working in the gym not only help me pay rent, but it also paid to unleash my true self.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Let’s Get Physical? In that case, I hope you could check out the bundle The Feminization Bible Volume One.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Office Gurl

Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

Second Feminization Fiction – The First Lady

Wearing pearls, dress suits, and looking the part came easy… but dealing with the scandal of the century with the President was a whole ‘nother story.

Third Feminization Fiction – Barbie Gurl

From her rose-colored glasses, womanhood was sweet as candy, only to find out that it wasn’t as saccharine as she thought it would be. But then again… she’s Barbie *wink*.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Beauty in the Brothel

In an underground T-Girl Brothel lies the dreams of transgender women, only to find out that they were all disillusions. Will her newfound beauty and bravery emancipate her sisters from the harrowing confinement?

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Oh Carol

It was the 8th day before Christmas when she decided to come out as a transgender woman. Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook.

On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings… then shared every detail from cover to cover with her choirmates.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read The Feminization Bible V1


Other Titles
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“I have to save the human race. I’ll do everything, even if it meant unleashing the woman within me.”

Read Sissified In Mars
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies V1
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

Read The Office Gurl
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More

[image: ]

"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

Read Stacey The School Sissy


Author’s Message

[image: ]

Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Let’s Get Physical – Feminized by Big Boys.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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