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Dedication

Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


YOGA BODY

Conner is stuck in a rut and he’s miserable. When it’s suggested he try yoga to get fit and feel better he’s dismissive. Yoga can’t fix anything, can it?

And then he meets Skye, the hot, tattooed, purple-haired yoga teacher who is nothing like he expected, and Skye, seeing something special in Conner, is determined to give him more than just a hot yoga body.

The moment Conner saw Skye he was captivated. She was nothing like he imagined a yoga teacher to be, and it turned out his first class was not as bad as he feared. After class, Skye and Conner get to talking, and he finds himself opening up to her in ways he never has before. He feels calm in her presence, comfortable and at peace.

Soon he’s taking one-on-one lessons with his hot, purple-haired yoga teacher, and Skye, sensing something in her student, does her best to help him and keep him motivated, even it means using some quite unconventional methods—like teaching him in only her underwear.

As the lessons progress and the methods become even more unconventional, brazen, and exhilarating, Conner begins a journey of self-discovery and passion that sees him transformed. With Skye’s help, Conner lets go of his fears, his worries, and he learns the peace and joy of self-acceptance as she guides him on a journey that sees him slowly becoming softer, prettier, and more feminine.

Conner might have started his journey on the yoga mat, but where it ends is up to him. If only he’s brave enough to take that final leap and open his heart to what his yoga teacher is offering. 


One

“Have you seen the coffee?” I asked. “Someone’s taken the last of it and not bothered to brew any more, again.”

The frustration, irritation, and exhaustion in my voice were clear, and I slammed the doors to the various cupboards in the break room as hard as I dared as I searched for the coffee grounds. It was mid-morning on a Monday but already I’d had enough and the thought of not getting coffee was almost enough to send me into a full-on emotional melt-down.

I hated feeling like that, but it’d been happening more and more recently, spirals of rage and misery and self-loathing triggered by just the smallest things. It was like my emotions and my body were completely out of control, dis-regulated, dysfunctional, and nothing I did seemed to fix it.

“Have you tried the top shelf of the cupboard on the left where it usually is?” Sanjay asked.

I could hear the smile in his tone. He was lucky that he was probably my best friend, even though I was sure I wasn’t his. Out of everyone I worked with I got along with him best and I respected him the most.

“I’ve already looked there.” I said, exasperated. “Look, see…”

As I pulled open the door to the cupboard where the coffee was usually kept, tugging a little too hard in my caffeine-deprived fury, I felt the muscles in my back seize up and there was a sharp, intense, agonizing pain along my spine. I almost collapsed from the intensity of it, and to make matters worse the bag of coffee that I’d been looking for fell off its usual shelf, hitting me on the head, spilling grounds all over me and the floor.

“Fuck…” I muttered through gritted teeth.

“You okay Conner?” Sanjay asked.

I was folded over from pain, struggling to stay on my feet, but thankfully Sanjay was already there, guiding me to one of the chairs in the corner of the room. I struggled to keep my breathing slow and regular, trying to process the stabbing needles of pain that pricked up and down my spine over and over and over.

“I… yeah I just need a moment.” I said.

Today couldn’t have gotten any better.

“Your back again?” Sanjay asked.

I nodded. My back had been playing me up for months, made worse by the stress of everything going on in my life. I knew that my emotions, my stress, my back, and my general sense of misery and apathy are all connected, but that didn’t really help fix anything.

I’d never been particularly happy or cheerful, but I had been, up until almost a year ago, at least content. But then things just changed.
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Leaving college and entering the working world was rough, moving to a new city to take up a job in an industry I’d been excited to work in for most of my life, but the work and the stress and the graft were meant to pay off. Instead, I’d ended up in a too-small apartment, working at a company that didn’t respect me, trapped with co-workers I despised, doing menial work for low pay, and all of that while being forced every day to dress in starchy, stuffy, suits.

I hated suits. The smart trousers, the jackets, the ties, the ironed shirts. They made me feel trapped and caged and itchy in ways that weren’t completely rational and that I didn’t completely understand.

Yet, all of it might have been okay, might have been bearable, had Emily stayed with me. If she’d stayed maybe it would have all been okay?

Emily and I had been together since high school, had gone through college together, had planned to spend our lives together. But then she’d decided that the plans we’d made weren’t for her any more.

I’d been broken since she’d left. I knew I’d never find anyone like her again. She was gorgeous and funny and smart and kind and she loved me. I knew no one else would ever love me. Not like that.

I was too short and scrawny and thin. I wasn’t handsome or rich or any of the things men needed to be to attract someone. So, after she’d left I’d just spiralled further, staring into the abyss that my life was becoming.

Apparently, I wasn’t the same person she’d met. Apparently, I’d changed. Apparently, I was always unhappy, mopey, miserable and angry and sad at the same time. Apparently, she couldn’t take my negativity and my bitterness any more. Was it my fault my life sucked?

She said she wanted to go out and see people and do things and all I wanted to do after work was sit at home and hide. Well, after spending a day as me, after working a day in my job, any sane person would have just wanted to sit indoors and hide away from the world. It wasn’t my fault I was unhappy. Everything was just…

I didn’t have the words to express how I felt. My emotions were caged, buried deep. I just needed to get on with life. It was normal to feel like this every day, right? It was normal to feel so strained and tense and rigid that the slightest thing might shatter you into a thousand pieces and leave you broken with no way to put yourself back together again, right?

“Yeah, my back, again.” I said, exasperated. “My back and everything else wrong with my life.”

If I could have cried I would have. But I didn’t cry. I never cried.

“You need to get that sorted. You’re going to end up doing yourself some serious harm if you keep up like this.”

“And just what am I meant to do? Magically remove all the stress from my life, disappear all the shit I have to deal with constantly? I know I should do something. Everyone keeps telling me to do something, but no one is willing to tell me what? Everything sucks and it just keeps getting worse and now I’ve got coffee grounds in my hair and my back is throbbing.”

I wanted to laugh, scream, anything, but my emotions were bound so tightly into a ball of incomprehensible feelings that I couldn’t do anything. I could feel my heart throbbing, the pounding of blood in my skull. Maybe I was having a heart attack? That’d just be my luck. But then I realised a heart attack might actually be my ticket off the shitty ride that was my life so I felt calmer since it would be just my luck to not be having a heart attack.

“It’s that damn desk.” I muttered. “It’s not fit for humans. My back never used to be this bad.”

My desk was a corner piece, curved, which meant the keyboard and monitor set-up was all wrong for my arms and shoulders, and no matter how I adjusted it I could never get it comfortable. My back and shoulders ached constantly, flaring up so often I couldn’t sleep at night. That and the stress and the constant mess of my emotions had left me physically and mentally wrecked.

Life after college was meant to be a new beginning, the start of the rest of my life. Well, if this was what the rest of my life was going to be like someone else could have it. I was done. I wanted a return or a refund. I wanted to be someone else…

“Have you tried yoga?” Sanjay asked.

I looked up at him to see if he was joking, to see if he was winding me up. That’d be just like him. He had a pretty good sense of humour. It was why we got along so well. It was why I liked him. In that moment though I just felt the urge to slap him. He was being serious.

Like all my problems could just be solved with yoga.
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The building looked plain and unremarkable from the outside, with only a small sign above the door marking it as the right place. I’d not been able to see it from the road, so had half expected to be at the wrong place, but there it was, the yoga studio Sanjay had recommended.

“You have to try it. Seriously.” He’d insisted. “It’s so much more than you think. I mean, sure, you can just treat it as cardio or as stretching or whatever, but if you get a good teacher then it can really help connect your body, heart, and mind. I swear by it.”

It had taken a good ten minutes for the pain in my back to fade enough that I could get up. Coffee and painkillers had helped, Sanjay fetching both of them for me—like I said, he was definitely my favourite person at work, and arguably my best friend since I’d moved cities for work.

However, even though the pain had faded, he’d not given up trying to persuade me to try yoga. Like some girly exercises and stretches were going to help with everything I had going on.

Classes would just be one more thing on my list of things to do, one more thing to fail at, one more thing to make me feel inadequate and useless, and I really didn’t need any more of them. However, Sanjay wouldn’t take no for an answer.

“Seriously, give it a go. At the least, it’ll help with your back, stretch it out and help you build a better core to support yourself, but I think it’ll really help you feel better too. It’s a whole connective experience.”

I tried to shrug him off, but he was persistent. He told me he had the best instructor and he’d helped him get over an old cricket injury, that he’d been sceptical at first too but now it was one of the things that helped keep him sane, and as a bonus it kept him in good shape.

“He?” I’d asked.

The thought of being stuck in a room full of women laughing at me as I failed to do all the odd, strange, and difficult poses was one of the things that put me off. A male instructor though might be different. Maybe it’d be more masculine. That I could maybe cope with.

Plus Sanjay was in excellent shape. He was tall and slim, with light brown skin and dark hair, but he was muscular and toned, and the tight clothes he wore showed off his physique well. I knew I’d never be as tall as him but a little more tone and muscle wouldn’t hurt. And maybe it would help with my back.

I didn’t believe him for a second that it could do anything to help with the chaos storm that was my life, but a few hours a week to fix my back and get buff didn’t sound awful. No more pain in my back would mean I could finally get a good night’s sleep, and that alone would make me feel better.

So, finally, I agreed to try one class. Mostly to get Sanjay to stop bugging me, but also because he had made me curious about it. If it wasn’t just a class of women making me feel awkward and inadequate maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

So, resigned, I headed into the studio. I’d give it one go, but I really didn’t want get my hopes up.


Two

A young, unnervingly attractive blonde girl was sitting at the front desk, and she looked up as I entered. She was exactly the kind of woman I’d expected to find in a yoga studio, pretty, small, slim, with a big smile on her face wearing hippy clothes and lots of beads. She was exactly the kind of woman I wanted to avoid.

“Hi, how can I help you?” She asked.

I explained why I was there. A recommendation from a friend, that I was looking for a specific instructor, Charlie, that my back was playing up and I was a complete beginner just looking to get a little fitter and feel a little better.

She listened, nodding, a big vacant smile across her perfect lips. How could a woman like that understand or empathise with what I was going through? She was gorgeous and happy and her life was probably perfect.

“I’m so sorry.” She said. “Charlie isn’t with us any more.”

My heart sank. The studio was miles out of my way in the other direction to where I lived. It was a wasted trip, wasted time. And worse, I’d foolishly gotten my hopes up. I should have known my life couldn’t get any better.

“Skye is teaching tonight though, and she’s excellent with newbies.” The young blonde said. “If you’d like, I could sign you up for her class? I think she still has spaces.”

I shook my head. Of course the instructor was called Skye. I could almost picture her, another small, slim, elfin blonde woman with a vacant smile, pretty and happy and bubbly.

“No, I’ll be fine. I was recommended Charlie and if he’s not about then I’ll just leave.” I snapped.

Her face fell and she looked almost hurt. As I hefted my gym back over to my other shoulder to ease the ache from carrying the weight of it the pain in my back flared again and I grimaced, grumbling. What could a pretty woman like her know about being hurt? I bet her life was easy. She was young and cute and just hung around all day doing yoga. I bet she had a boyfriend who paid for everything while she just got to float through life without a care or a stress. I could feel my temper and my frustration flaring.

“I tell you what, since I don’t want you to have had a wasted visit and you seem nice, how about we make the first class free, a trial, to see if you get on with Skye’s style of teaching and to see if it fits you. That way you lose nothing by giving it a go and you won’t have come all the way out here for no reason.”

I stalled at that. It was a long way home, and I had come out of my way. A free class didn’t sound too bad. Maybe I could try one…

But then I thought of the instructor called Skye and I imagined being trapped in a room full of pretty, happy, lithe women, all of them laughing as I struggled to keep up with the poses and the exercises. My life was humiliating and miserable enough. I didn’t need to add to it.

“No, really, I…” And then the door at the far end of the room swung open and I stalled, falling silent.
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The woman that stepped out was not small and pretty and blonde. She was nothing like I’d been imagining.

She was tall and slender, toned with obvious curves. She was dressed in tight yoga shorts and a tight gym tank, a matching set, black, patterned with skulls and bones and pagan-looking symbols, with black socks and bright pink trainers.

In her outfit she was showing off a lot of skin, her long toned legs, her belly, her arms, shoulders, the top of her chest, and a large amount of her pale skin was decorated with a remarkable array of tattoos, some even creeping up onto her neck.

Her hair was dyed deep purple, short, shaved on one side, and she had multiple piercings in her face, her ears, lips, nose, eyebrows. Her eyes were brilliant blue, and her naturally beautiful face was accentuated with dark make-up, not too heavy, but still obvious and bold. She looked at me, smiled, and I felt suddenly weak.

“Who’s this?” She said.

“Ah, Skye, we were just talking about you and your class. This is…”

The young, pretty blonde girl, a stark opposite to Skye, looked at me.

“Sorry I didn’t get your name.” She said, smiling.

I couldn’t take my gaze off Skye. She was like no woman I’d ever met before. As she strode across towards me I realised how much taller than me she was, and as toned as she was, with her piercings and tattoos and her bright hair, I felt both suddenly in awe and mesmerized.

She could easily crush me with her thighs—which I figured wouldn’t be a bad way to die—and she was stunning, gorgeous, exotic, and nothing like the woman I’d been expecting. She stopped just in front of me, beaming, and her smile made the entire room seem suddenly brighter.

“Conner.” I squeaked.

“Nice to meet you, Conner.” Skye said. “Class starts in five. Will I see you there?”

I was still for a moment. I didn’t know what to say.

“The offer is still there.” The young blonde said. “First class free so you didn’t waste your time. Try it out and see if it's for you.”

Skye beamed at me.

“Come on. Give it a go. I can promise you, yoga will change your life if you let it.”

I nodded.

“I… yeah… sure.” I said, not quite sure what I was letting myself in for.
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“And breathe.” Skye said.

Breathing was about all I was capable of in that moment.

The class had been more intense and more demanding than I’d expected, but also more fun. I’d felt awkward at first, dressed in my usual gym wear of baggy shorts and an old t-shirt, worn-out gym sneakers, surrounded by fit, attractive women in skin-tight yoga wear, but I’d managed eventually to settle into it.

It helped that Skye was quite so captivating and energetic. She was so full of enthusiasm and joy that I couldn’t help but feel motivated, and soon the rest of the room faded away until I didn’t even notice the many hot women surrounding me.

The hour-long class was full of stretches and poses and positions that were difficult and strenuous, but soon I was enjoying it, relishing the way it opened my chest, encouraged me to breathe, and the satisfying crack and pop of joints and muscles as I eased into it caused me to smile involuntarily. By the end, I was sweating, aching, but I was also buzzing.

“Good job today. You really got into it.” The woman on the mat next to me said.

I smiled at her, not quite sure what I was supposed to say. Was there yoga etiquette? I wasn’t sure, so I just said thanks and returned the compliment.

As the rest of the class began to pack up their mats and collect their things I took a moment to catch my breath and let my heart rate slow. I was going to be sore tomorrow, that much I was sure of.

Around me were a few women who were a lot like I’d been expecting, a lot like the women at the front desk, but the rest of the class, the large majority, were nothing like I’d imagined. There was so much more variety, women of different sizes, ages, shapes, and appearances, some like Skye, heavily tattooed with piercings, while others looked more like school teachers or mothers. Yet, all of them seemed unnervingly friendly and happy, and I’d felt far more welcomed than I’d assumed I’d feel.

Sure, I didn’t feel at ease, but I never felt at ease. Still, no one had laughed or stared or made comments about the awkward lurking guy in the corner, so that was something.

As I took a deep breath I wondered if maybe there was something to yoga? I mean, I’d only done one class and my back did feel a little better and I was smiling. Maybe regular exercise would benefit me. Maybe…
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“You enjoy that?” A voice said.

I looked up, snapped from my reverie, saw Skye standing over me. She was sweaty, her skin glistening, but she looked radiant still. I felt suddenly petrified and didn’t know what to say.

As I stared up at her, she smiled. A few of the women from the class walked past, saying goodbyes. Skye thanked them for coming, said she’d see them next class, then looked back to me. I realised I still hadn’t replied. Skye shifted and sat down at the end of my mat, facing me, cross-legged. Her movements were lithe and graceful and I tried not to stare at her long legs, her taut stomach, the curve of her hips, butt, chest, but I failed.

“Was it fun? The class I mean? Did you enjoy it?” Skye asked again.

She was looking at me intently, as though genuinely interested in my answer. I nodded. Her smile widened and I thought that I could be happy just spending a lifetime making a woman like her smile like that.

“Good. I know the first few times can be tough so I’m glad you got something out of it. I watched you and you seemed a little stiff to start, but once you’d warmed up you seemed to get into the flow better. You looked good though, graceful and… yeah, good.”

There was a catch to her voice, a note of quiet curiosity. The way she looked at me made me feel seen, like she was actually looking at me, focussing on me, listening to me. There was an aura of calmness about her that was comforting.

“But… some of the moves seemed almost painful. You’ve got a bad back?”

I nodded again.

“And that’s why you’re here? Bad back?” She asked.

The way she phrased the question it was like she was genuinely interested. I didn’t know if it was the buzz of the exercise or her, but I felt a spark, and before I knew it I was telling her exactly why I was there, about why Sanjay recommended me the class.

I ended up telling Skye everything about my break-up, my job, the stress and trauma and chaos that was my life. I told her about my back, not sleeping, about how miserable I felt constantly, how unhappy I was. I didn’t know why but suddenly I was telling a woman who was practically a stranger more than I’d ever really told anyone.

It all came pouring out, and by the time I was finished she was looking at me wide-eyed and a little stunned and the studio was empty. It was just the two of us.

“Wow.” She said, chuckling. “That’s a lot of stuff you’re dealing with.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have… I… it was wrong of me to just dump on you like that. I’ll leave and just…”

I went to move, to leave. I wanted to get away, wanted to get out and not come back. I blushed suddenly and there was again the need to feel something, anything, but the emotions wouldn’t come. They were caged too tight, buried too deep.

Skye reached out and grabbed my wrist, stopping me. Her hand was soft and warm, her grip gentle. It was not a demand, more a request, and I paused, turning back to face her.

“Don’t apologise.” She said. “I asked, and sometimes we just need to vent and sometimes yoga can help us unlock things, feelings or thoughts or emotions. It sounds like you’ve got a lot going on, but… I think I can help, with some of it at least.”

I looked at her.

“I do one-on-one work. Focussed on the person, what they need, rather than general classes.”

“I can’t afford that. I…”

“They’re not expensive. Only a little more than this class costs. I do it because I enjoy my work and I want to help people. I think I can help you. At least, I think I can help you help yourself if that makes sense. If you’re interested?”

I looked at her. She was stunning. The thought of spending time alone with her, one-on-one, was both exciting and terrifying.

Yet, the hour-long class had been better than I’d expected. I felt sore and achy, sweaty, but good. And my back did feel better.

Even if it was just a way to get fitter, buffer, and ease the pain in my back it was worth it. And if I got to spend time alone with Skye then surely that was just a bonus.

“So?” She asked, smiling.

I smiled back.

“Sure.” I said. “We can give it a go.”


Three

I arrived early and stood outside the studio waiting, just like Skye had said. I was nervous, and a small voice in my head was telling me just to leave. I could pay whatever fee she demanded for a no-show and get on with my life. It was a stupid idea. There was no point. Yoga wasn’t going to fix anything.

But then I remembered the last class, how good I’d felt afterwards, and I recalled how Skye had sat and listened to me, how easy it had felt to open up to her. Maybe I would get something out of this. Plus, though I’d woken the morning after stiff and sore and aching, I felt less in pain than usual.

And I’d slept better than I had in months. My back was less sore and grumpy, so I could lie down without getting stabbing pains in my spine, and I’d managed three decent nights’ sleep in a row now. All of them after that first class. If one class with Skye did that who knew what miracles a few one-on-one classes could do? It had to be worth trying, right?

Yet old habits died hard. As I waited I felt that familiar urge to just give up and retreat and hide. Exercise wouldn’t fix anything when the one major problem with my life remained. Me.

How was yoga going to fix anything when I was still me?

I took a deep breath and checked my watch. It was still almost ten minutes until I was supposed to meet Skye outside the yoga studio. I could leave now and send her a message, tell her something had come up, pay her what I owed, and then just get on with being miserable.

As I turned to leave I grumbled, not even sure why I’d got my hopes up, why I’d even agreed, why I’d turned up. Maybe it was just the excitement of that first class, being around such a hot woman. I’d let my attraction to her lead me. It was a stupid idea. A woman that beautiful and interesting wouldn’t be interested in an awkward, unexceptional, plain, scrawny man like me.

She probably dated handsome, muscular, tattooed men who played in metal bands or who fought bears or something. Not people like me. So, I turned away and stepped off to head back towards my car to escape before she turned up but then…

Skye rounded the corner ahead of me, strutting towards the studio entrance, and I froze in my tracks. When she saw me she smiled, waved.

“Hey Conner. Glad you made it. I was kinda worried you might not show.” She said.

I blushed. Was I that obvious?

As Skye walked towards me I couldn’t help but admire her. She was in skin-tight yoga pants, patterned with what looked to be zombies, her ass round and magnificent in them, and a tight black sports tank that clung to her breasts, squeezing them and lifting them, exposing her cleavage and her belly, a loose zip-up hoodie worn over the top. She was wearing the same cute pink trainers she’d worn before.

She was carrying a heavy gym bag over one shoulder but she made it look effortless. As she came to stand in front of me I couldn’t help but feel small and in awe.

Next to her, I felt awkward and ridiculous. I was dressed again in my baggy gym shorts and an old t-shirt, tatty and oversized like most of my clothes. I didn’t really care about how I dressed. Clothes were just something to hide my body with in my opinion.

“I… yeah I almost didn’t.” I confessed. “But, I figured give it a go. Can’t hurt, right?”

Skye chuckled.

“Oh by the time I’m done with you today you’ll definitely be feeling a bit of pain, but in a good way. Now, come on, let's get you changed then we can start.”

I blinked.

“I… I am changed.” I said.

I had a gym bag with me, but that just had my street clothes in, jeans and a sweater, as well as some deodorant and a towel. I was already wearing my workout clothes.

Skye looked me up and down. She frowned for a moment.

“Didn’t I say to wear something more suitable?” She asked.

I shook my head. She chuckled, shaking her head in turn.

“Ah, my mistake then. You’ll need better-fitting clothes for what I’ve got planned. One of the reasons you were probably struggling in the last class was what you were wearing. Anything too baggy can just get in the way. There’s a reason I dress like this you know, beyond just looking hot and yoga pants making my ass look amazing.”

As though to emphasise her point Skye wiggled her hips, shaking her butt, and I couldn’t help but glance down. I blushed, pink, suddenly flustered. She was right, her ass did look amazing in yoga pants.

“Not to worry though. I’ve got some spares in my bag. Just follow me and I’ll sort you out.”

With that she moved off towards the door to the studio, urging me to follow. I took a deep breath, not sure what I was letting myself in for, and trailed behind her in her wake. I could smell her soap, her perfume, and I had a perfect view of her magnificent ass.
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“I can’t wear that.” I said.

Skye just chuckled.

“Don’t be daft. They’re just clothes, and they’ll fit. Trust me, working out in those will feel a lot better and it’ll be easier to do a lot of what we’ll be doing today.”

I looked between the clothes Skye was offering me and her face. I searched for a sign she was joking, or that she was setting me up for some sort of prank, but she was deadly serious.

“Go on, go get changed. And no need for shoes either, we’ll be barefoot today.”

She again offered me the bundle of clothes in her hand and I just stared at them for a moment. Could I really wear those?

She was right, my baggy gym clothes had been awkward, but I couldn’t wear what she was offering me. Those were women’s clothes.

My heart was beating hard. Skye was offering me a pair of her old yoga pants, a bold pink and black pattern, and a slim-fitting black vest that though not tight would still be far more revealing and fitted than my baggy t-shirt. Yoga would be easier in them, but there was no way I could put them on. Could I?

“Please?” She said, her voice soft. “I really do think you’ll find it more comfortable, and it’s only going to be you and me here.”

I was still reluctant and I hesitated.

“I tell you what, if you’re worried about feeling silly, I’ll do you a deal. You wear this, and I’ll work out with you in just my underwear.” Skye said.

I looked up from the clothes to her face, looked into her big blue eyes. She was smiling, serious.

“Take these.” She said.

She dropped the clothes into my hands and then proceeded to slip off her trainers and socks. I could only watch, stunned, in awe.

“To prove it I’ll even strip down first.” She said, grinning.

It was like she had no shame. She seemed almost to be enjoying herself.

Skye peeled off her yoga pants first, revealing her long, smooth, toned legs, then her top, her breasts contained only by her small sports bra—with her tight tank off they looked even larger and fuller than they’d seemed at first glance.

As she dropped her clothes into a heap on the floor she stretched, lifting her arms above her head. She was wearing just a small pair of plain black panties and a snug black sports bra. I could see her ass, her belly, her legs, her cleavage.

She was stunning, her flawless skin heavily tattooed, her muscles toned, her curves perfect. I couldn’t help but stare and Skye knew I was staring. She gave a little wiggle as though to tease and motivate me.

“Last chance. Either go get changed now or I’ll get dressed and class is over.” She said, grinning at me.

I giggled, unable to take my eyes off her. She really knew how to motivate me. Maybe this one-on-one yoga wouldn’t be so bad? Sure, I didn’t expect it to solve all my problems, but if they all went like this I’d at least have fun.

“Fine.” I said. “I’ll wear it.”
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It was a strange experience getting dressed into women’s exercise wear, but once I got over the inner voice telling me it was wrong I found the yoga pants and vest were actually a lot more comfortable than what I usually wore to the gym. The pants clung to my legs, but were stretchy enough to let me move and flex and bend, and the vest was fitted so it wouldn't fall down into my face while I was bending over and wouldn’t get in the way of my arms when moving about.

I checked myself in the mirror before stepping out, and I stalled. They were much more fitted than what I usually wore, the way they hugged and squeezed my body almost feminine.

The way the pants squeezed my legs made them look long and shapely, my ass perky, and the vest, snug but flowing, made my torso seem slim and svelte. I blushed, a rush of emotions I pushed quickly away. I felt very self conscious.

Yet, I was there to work out, not look good, I reminded myself, but I pined for the familiar comfort of my baggy gym clothes. Still, the thought of working out with Skye in her underwear forced me out of the changing room, even if I did feel like I just wanted to hide.

“See, it's not that bad, is it?” Skye asked.

I shook my head. She was still in just her bra and panties and she still looked fantastic.

“And it's comfy right?”

I nodded. On that point, I did have to agree.

“Plus, you look far cuter in that than those baggy old gym clothes. You’ve got a good body you know. You should show it off.”

I stalled at that. She thought I looked good in what I was wearing? My cheeks blazed pink.

“Now, ready? Good.”

Skye did not wait for me to reply. My head was still spinning.

“Let’s start with a simple warm-up. Then we can focus on core and legs and glutes. That’ll help support your back and will alleviate the strain.”

I nodded. That made sense.

Soon Skye was guiding me through various stretches, exercises, poses, and movements, and we were both sweating and breathing hard.

The exercises alone would have been hard enough, but given the distraction of watching Skye working out in just her underwear, her perfect, hot body, her serene, beautiful face, it was all I could do not to fall on my ass and maintain my focus on what she was showing me.

Still, as we got into the flow of the lesson I soon found myself enjoying it. It was nice to get my heart rate up—and as Skye guided me through the various movements my heart rate shot up, the thrill of her stepping in to correct me, standing close, pressing her body against mine as she adjusted a foot or a leg or the bend in my waist, the warmth of her skin and the softness of her breasts. Plus the stretches were beginning to really open up my chest, which made my back feel amazing.

The change in clothes really helped too. The tight-fitting leggings were well suited to what we were doing, allowing me to move freely without restriction or fear of exposing myself, and the vest meant I could move gracefully without a tent of loose cotton getting in my way or snagging halfway through a flow.

They felt nice too, hugging my body, and pretty soon I was enjoying myself, smiling, relaxed and happy and sweaty, breathing hard, a buzzing sense of joy. I felt comfortable around Skye, at ease, and soon I’d almost forgotten she was in just her underwear—I say almost, because as hot as she looked there was no way I could ever really forget.

The image of her in her black panties and sports bra, sweaty, stretching, bending, moving, was pretty much burned into my mind forever, and I was very happy with that.
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“That was fantastic.” Skye said as we finished our last movements.

I smiled, laughed. I was feeling good. Really good. Not only did my back feel stretched out but the deep breaths and the hard workout of my core and legs and glutes had helped ground me, allowed me to express some of my frustrations and anger through movement and exertion.

“I… yeah. That felt good. Thanks.”

Skye chuckled, nodded.

“So, more again in a couple of days then?” She said. “I really think we could get somewhere with this. You’re a natural and you look so graceful in some of those movements. Keep this up and in just a few months you’ll feel like a whole new person.”

I smiled.

“That’d be nice.” I said, meaning it.

Skye looked at me for a moment, suddenly almost serious, as though scrutinising me or reading me, and her smile widened as though she liked or appreciated what she saw. I shifted, momentarily awkward under her gaze.

Given how sweaty I was I felt itchy and in need of a shower, and I couldn't help but scratch at my legs, my thighs. It was my only complaint. The yoga pants were very comfy and snug, and they were great for the exercises we’d been doing, but they were really itchy.

“You okay?”

I nodded but kept scratching.

“Just these pants. My thighs are so sweaty now they’re making me itch.”

Skye nodded.

“I saw that. You were struggling at times to focus and hold your pose because of it.”

As she spoke she moved across the room to grab her clothes, pulling them back on, hiding her magnificent body away. I wondered if her working out in just her underwear might become a habit. That certainly would keep me motivated.

I nodded, flustered that she was paying such close attention to me. But then I’d been paying very close attention to her.

“Try shaving your legs and anywhere else you’ve been itching. It’ll help. You’ll still sweat but the hairs won’t get all caught up.”

She spoke so matter-of-factly that I almost thought I’d misheard her. She wanted me to…

“In fact, I’d just say shave everywhere. It feels much better and it’s much cleaner, but that’s just my advice, obviously. It’s not like I’m telling you to do it.” She smiled at me, a glint in her eye.

“Shave?”

She nodded.

“Yeah. Everywhere. Give it a go. I think you’ll see what I mean, and if you don’t like it it'll grow back pretty fast.”

The words floated at the back of my head, snagging on something buried deep in my subconscious. I wanted to dismiss her suggestion as lunacy, but I couldn’t. It kept spinning around and around.

“Oh, and you can keep those clothes. I don’t need them so you’re welcome to have them. Wear them next time. It’ll make the workout easier if you’ve got those on and you’re shaved, plus… you look good in them, and I liked seeing you wearing them.”

Skye smiled at me as she said that, and she winked at me.

She winked at me.

I blushed, head spinning, not quite sure what she meant. My heart had only just slowed down and already it was beating hard and fast again.

“I’ve got to go now though. Another class. But I’ll see you soon, right?” Skye said.

I was too stunned to reply properly, so I just nodded, murmured yes. We had another one-to-one booked in a few days.

She grinned at that and before I could say more she stepped in to give me a big, quick hug, wrapping her arms around me, squeezing me. Her breasts pressed against my chest, soft and squishy and warm, and I couldn’t help but inhale the scent of her sweat, the musk of her body. It was intoxicating. I hugged her back, delighting in how good she felt, how tight she squeezed me, how tall and strong she was.

“Yeah, see you soon.” I muttered.

My body throbbed as she let go of me. Soon couldn’t come soon enough.


Four

“How’s it going then?” Sanjay asked.

I poured myself a coffee, then offered him the pot. He held out his mug and I filled it for him as I pondered his question. How was it going?

“I… yeah not bad. Just the usual though. Work and life. Nothing great but nothing awful.” I said.

My brain was still half asleep and I was on autopilot. It was too early in the morning for deep conversation like ‘how’s it going’.

“I meant the yoga.” Sanjay said. “You went, didn’t you? You said you were going to go.”

The yoga. He was asking about the yoga. I blushed at the word, suddenly hot and flustered, remembering just how it was going.

It was going…

“Well.” I said, hoping to end the conversation quickly.

I couldn’t help but remember the last session, with Skye, working out with her one-on-one. I felt better for it, with pleasant aches in my legs and ass and core, but the memory of the tight-fitting, feminine exercise wear was stuck in the back of my brain.

She was right, it had helped me work out. The yoga pants were much better fitted than my gym shorts, and more comfortable, allowing me to bend and move more freely, and the more fitted vest didn’t get in my way like my baggy cotton t-shirt.

The fabric was softer too, so it didn’t chafe against my skin as I got sweaty, and it was more breathable, so when I did sweat it didn’t cling to me, making me feel damp and gross, but… how was I going to explain that to anyone else?

Just remembering that I’d worked out in a girl’s clothes made me blush. And then there was the memory of Skye. How she had motivated me, how she had stripped off to just her underwear to work out with me so I wouldn’t feel awkward.

It had worked, in a way. It did motivate me, and it had stopped me from thinking about what I was wearing, but it had just made me awkward in a whole new way.

She was so hot, so sexy, that it had been difficult to focus on the workout to start, and I’d ended up very flustered and aroused, struggling not to stare at her amazing body. The memory of it was still burned into my brain. Her body, in all those poses, how remarkably flexible she was.

“Charlie’s good right? He works you hard but once your body gets used to it you’ll feel loads better. Three months with him took my other workouts to the next level, and I still do a lot of the stretches and flows he taught me.” Sanjay said.

“I… Charlie wasn’t there any more. He’s left.”

“What, ah that’s a shame. But… you still went? You still did some?”

“Yeah. A woman named Skye. She was… good.”

Good was an understatement. She was breathtaking. Both physically and in terms of how well she’d read my body. Already I could feel my back pains lessening, and I felt stronger, lighter. Plus I’d slept better than I had in ages.

“Hot?” Sanjay said smiling. “One of the benefits of yoga is like ninety-five of the women you meet are hot. Plus, with a name like Skye, she has to be.”

I smiled at this, and chuckled. Most of the women in my first class had been hot, but Skye had easily been the hottest.

I told him that yes, she was hot, but I did not go into detail. I didn’t tell him that I got to spend an hour with her, one-on-one, with her just in her tiny gym underwear, watching her bend and flow and sweat. I was trying not to think about her too much, not wanting to get distracted, not wanting to become obsessed, but it was difficult when the almost naked image of her was burned into my brain.

“Nice. Well, I’m glad. You look happier this morning too. You’re smiling, so… that’s always an improvement. Keep at it.”

I nodded. I told him I would, that I had another workout session that evening. Sanjay smiled at me and gave me a nod of approval. I didn’t tell him that I spent last night shaving every inch of my body so that my feminine workout clothes would be less itchy.

I still couldn’t believe I’d done it. I still couldn’t believe I’d gone out and bought myself a body razor, shaving foam, and moisturiser, and then spent the best part of two hours shaving every inch of my body from my nose down.

I’d shaved my legs, butt, armpits, chest, belly, and even around my cock and balls. Hell, I’d even shaved my butt crack, since that had been one of the itchiest places while working out, the yoga pants so snug they kept creeping up, hugging my ass tight, lifting it and shaping it in a way that was almost uncomfortable, but not.

At first, it’d felt odd, my skin more sensitive, my body so smooth, and seeing myself as I got out of the shower had been a shock—had my body always looked so slim and svelte and cute—but soon I’d grown used to it, and now I had to admit I almost liked it. It did make my clothes less itchy and scratchy, and it felt nice, as though my body were alive with new, pleasant sensations.

I couldn’t help but wonder how the tight-fitting, feminine exercise wear would feel and I blushed as I realised I was almost looking forward to finding out.
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Skye was waiting for me outside the studio, dressed in small yoga shorts and a sports tank, both bright electric pink, patterned with bats, and she looked stunning. I tried not to picture her in just her underwear, bending, stretching, but failed spectacularly, and I felt my body throb in response to the mental image.

Just seeing her again made my heart skip and I couldn’t help but smile. She waved when she saw me and I waved back, glad to see her.

She was nothing like I’d have expected had someone asked me to imagine a yoga instructor named Skye, but for that, I was glad, because I really liked who she was. Not only was she hot, but she was friendly and charming too, and she wasted no time in herding me in and sending me off to the changing room, though she made sure I’d remembered the clothes she’d given me, her old yoga pants and vest.

She seemed adamant that I wear something suitable for today’s workout.

I half wanted to feign reluctance, in the hopes that she’d work out again in her underwear, but I didn’t want to seem like a complete pervert and put her off working with me. As it was, my back did feel better and I’d had several good nights’ sleep so I really didn’t want to fuck up our working relationship.

“Yeah, I remembered them, washed them too.” I said.

She seemed pleased with that, and I smiled, a warm sense of satisfaction as I headed off to change. I stripped off quickly, not wanting to waste any time, then pulled on the yoga pants and vest, and I felt a hot, fluttering sense of joy as I put them on.

With my body shaved, smooth, sensitive, they really did feel better. They clung to me, silky and sensual, and as I looked at myself in the mirror in the changing rooms I couldn’t help but remark at how good I looked in them.

Sure, the yoga pants and the fitted vest did make my body look kind of girly, but that was just the way they were cut and fitted, right? Still, my legs looked more toned than I remembered, my thighs thicker, and my ass was looking almost perky now, while my waist really had trimmed down. If I kept this up I could end up with a pretty good body.

As I stepped out of the changing room Skye smiled, looking me up and down, nodding. I blushed at her obvious attention.

“They fit you better today. Looks like your hard work is already starting to pay off.” She said.

I muttered thanks, flustered and embarrassed, yet happy. The aches and pains were worth it. Yet, something tickled at the back of my brain.

If Skye’s clothes were fitting me better, did that mean my body was beginning to look more like hers? And… why did that thought make me happy?

“Ready?” Skye said.

I nodded. I was eager to throw myself into exercise and escape the busyness that was my brain. I could put aside everything that was worrying me and stressing me and just focus on feeling connected to my body, stretching, breathing, moving. I could just be.

“We’ll start easy, to warm up. Follow me and say if you’re struggling.” She said.

And we began.
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The start wasn’t easy, but it was certainly easier than what came after. We worked legs, core, and glutes again, focusing on the muscles needed to support a body properly so my back would be under less strain. For the upper body, there were just a few stretches to loosen my muscles up, but as I felt a deep click in my shoulders there was a rush of something close to pleasure and relief.

“You’ll get a few of those as you stretch out and loosen up. Just don’t push too hard. Stretches should never hurt.” Skye said.

I listened to her, nodding. We finished our stretches and then warmed down.

“You did well today. You really were getting into the flow. Plus I noticed you weren’t itching constantly. I take it that means you followed my advice?” Skye said, grinning at me.

I blushed a deep pink as she teased me. Was it that obvious?

“You did, didn’t you? Oh my god, that’s so cool. Doesn’t it feel so much better?” She said. “You can admit it, we’re friends and I’m not going to tell anyone and I’m totally not teasing either. The important thing to me is you being comfortable in your own body. It’s why I do what I do. I want to help people connect mind, body, and heart. There’s no shaming here and no reason to hide. I absolutely only want to help.”

I looked at her and I was plagued with doubts, fears, but I could hear the sincerity in her voice, her expression kind and caring. It made sense too with what she did, how she taught, and how thoughtful she’d been.

I nodded.

“Yeah, I… I shaved, like you said, just to see. I figured if I hated it, it would grow back soon enough so why not try.”

“And how does it feel?” She asked.

She was almost excited, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“Yeah good. I mean… really different, but good. Like you say it itches a lot less while I’m exercising.” I chuckled as I spoke.

What I didn’t say was how much I loved the increased sensitivity, how much more sensual I felt. What I didn’t say was how much I liked how I looked without hair, how soft and cute it made me appear.

“Can I see?” Skye asked.

The question took me by surprise and I just stared blankly, eyes wide.

“Oh go on. Please? I’m curious. And I did let you watch me work out the entire session last time in just my underwear.”

Skye was smiling, playful, but my head was still spinning. I felt hot and giddy but also daring. There was something about her, about being around her, that thrilled me and made me want to impress her, made me feel like I could do anything.

“Legs okay?” I asked.

“Oh absolutely. I fucking love a good pair of legs.”

She was beaming. I laughed, but was still blushing, pink, a sense of embarrassment and shyness that was new and exciting.

Slowly I peeled down my yoga pants, not quite able to look Skye in the eyes, aware she was watching me. As I tugged them down I looked at myself, my pale, smooth, flawless skin. My thighs looked so thick after my workout. I was very glad the vest I was wearing was so long that it covered my underwear, my crotch and my butt.

Eventually, I pulled the pants off completely. Dropping them beside me, and I looked up, saw Skye staring at my legs, biting her bottom lip. She was breathtakingly beautiful.

“You’ve got such good legs. Fuck.” She said.

Her words made me smile. I looked down at my legs and realised they weren’t half bad, though without any hair I couldn’t get over the impression that they looked oddly feminine, though strangely that didn’t bother me as much as I thought it should, but instead it left a warm glow in my gut.

“Turn around and lift up your vest. I want to see your butt too. Pretty please?” Skye said, voice soft and almost flirtatious, batting her eyelashes at me.

I wanted to say no, to refuse, but… I did get to see her workout in her underwear, and strangely I was enjoying her attention and her compliments. So, acting more reluctant than I felt, I turned around and lifted up my vest to show off the back of my thighs and my underwear, my ass.

“What are you wearing? Are those boxers? You can’t wear those under yoga pants. No wonder you were still a little stiff.” Skye said. “But… still, even in baggy underwear like that you still have a great ass.”

I bit my bottom lip, head spinning. I was feeling flustered, confused about what was wrong with my underwear, but flattered that Skye thought I had a good ass.

“I… what about my underwear?” I asked.

“Have you not felt them bunch up and make your yoga pants feel bulky?” Sky asked.

I paused to think about that then nodded. The juxtaposition between how tight and slinky the yoga pants felt and how baggy and coarse my boxers felt was a little odd. And they did bunch up awkwardly, making some of my movements feel clumsy and difficult.

“I can fix that though. Don’t worry. For now, I’m just obsessed with your butt. Even in those ugly boxers, it looks good. Can I feel?”

I blushed, blinking. She wanted to… I nodded without even thinking. The thought of Skye’s hand on my ass thrilled me.

Within seconds I felt movement behind me, Skye suddenly standing in close. I could feel her breath on my neck, could smell the scent of her, could feel the heat of her body, the swell of her soft, large tits pressing into my back, and then…

There was a hand on the back of my thighs, caressing. It was warm and soft and delicate, and it roamed slowly up and it was all I could do not to gasp in delight. I bit down hard on my bottom lip to keep from moaning.

“So smooth and soft. You feel so good.” Skye whispered.

I could barely believe what was happening. Her hand slipped up higher.

“Do you like being smooth? Do you like how it feels? Do you like how it makes your body look?” She asked.

Her hand teased up, slowly, and I could feel my cock hardening in response to her caresses. With my body smooth her touch felt even more intense, a whole new world of sensations that were bright and wonderful.

I nodded, smiling, barely able to believe my luck.

“Are you going to stay smooth?” She asked.

I nodded again. If I was going to keep doing yoga it made sense to stay smooth, right? Plus… I liked being smooth, though I wasn’t ready to admit that to her just yet.

And then her hand rose higher, crept up under the leg of my boxers, cupped my ass. I whimpered, quietly, hoping she didn’t hear.

“Good.” Her voice was soft, sweet, closer, seductive. “I like how you feel, all smooth and soft, and I like how you look.”

She squeezed suddenly, hard, making me yelp, then pulled her hand away. She stepped back and I was left breathing hard, my heart racing.

“I’m glad you like being smooth enough that you’re going to keep it that way. It suits you. Plus, it really will help with your workouts.” She said, suddenly acting as if nothing had happened.

My cock was still hard in my boxers. Flustered, I began to pull my yoga pants up.

“But those boxers need to go. They must feel so uncomfortable!”

I nodded at that, admitting that they did feel a little awkward under the skinny-fit gym wear.

“I have the perfect solution though. Just wait there.”

And with that Skye was gone, heading out to the changing rooms. I was glad for the moment alone, a chance to calm down and collect my thoughts.

Her hand on my ass had felt so good, the touch sensual and erotic, teasing, my skin smooth. It had felt almost like she was fondling me, groping me, but now she was acting as if nothing had happened. What did it mean?
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Before I could work out what it all meant Skye was back. In her hand, she held a small bundle of black cloth.

“You can wear these next time. It’ll be more comfortable.” She said.

She handed me the bundle and I opened it out and I froze.

“These are…”

“Yes, they’re panties.” She said matter-of-factly. “But they’re gym panties, like the ones I worked out in the other day, so really they’re not that different from snug trunks you’d get in the men’s section, just cut a bit higher around the leg and butt—which trust me, with your body, will only look amazing on you.”

I blinked. She wanted me to wear a pair of panties. Skye wanted me to wear a pair of her panties.

“They’re clean too, so it's not like I’m giving you a pair of my worn panties.”

At that, she smiled at me, and I blushed. The thought of wearing her worn, dirty panties sent a thrill down my spine.

“But you can keep them. Just consider them another gift. Like I said, I like helping people, and I think you’ll find they’re pretty comfy.”

She was smiling. I searched her expression for signs that she was teasing me maybe, or taunting me, but there was nothing like that. She seemed utterly genuine.

I looked back to the panties. They really weren’t that different from briefs, just smaller and softer and sexier. I had seen Skye wear a pair just like them the last time we had worked out together.

She had looked amazing in them, lithe and curvaceous and sexy. They were so small and snug on her, showing off her thighs and ass, shaping her butt, and the thought of wearing a similar pair stirred something in me, something I wasn’t sure I was ready to confront.

Yet, what she said made sense. The boxers I was wearing under the yoga pants I had on really had bunched up and they were uncomfortable. A snug, tight-fitting pair of underwear to work out in would help. That they were a woman’s panties, a hot woman’s panties, that Skye had probably worn them before, that they had touched her body, was beside the point, right?

It was just to help me focus on the workout, so I could feel better, right? My heart fluttered.

“So, you’ll wear them for me, right?” Skye asked.

There was almost a hopeful note in her voice.

“I… sure. Yeah, I’ll wear them.” I said.

She had been right about wearing the yoga pants and vest, and she had been right about shaving, so I trusted her to be right about this too. Plus, I was really, really curious about how they might fit me, how they might feel, how they might look.

“Thank you.” She said, grinning at me. “I’ll look forward to seeing you in them in a couple of days.”

The way she said that, the way she smiled at me, reminded me of the way her hand had felt on my ass. But then the expression was gone, and she was back to her usual self so that I almost wondered if I’d imagined it all.

But then, as she ushered me through the changing room, her panties in my hand, telling me she was looking forward to seeing me next time, I felt her hand on my ass again. It lingered there for just a moment, squeezed, once, hard, and then was gone.

“See you in a couple of days Conner.” She said to me.

And she winked. She actually winked, smirking, before heading off, leaving me to get changed, and I was left wondering what any of it meant.

Yet, for all my confusion, I was certain of one thing. I was really beginning to enjoy yoga, and I was definitely looking forward to our next session.


Five

Before the next session with Skye I made sure to shave so that I was as smooth as possible, not wanting to be distracted by itching, but also remembering how she’d complimented me, how she’d said how being smooth and soft suited me.

I wondered if she’d ask to see my legs again, wondered if she’d touch me again, and, not wanting to disappoint her by being hairy or put her off, wanting to impress her as much as possible, I made a special effort to shave the night before.

It was easier the second time, the small amount of stubble I had much easier to shave than the longer hairs I’d had the first time, so that I made a mental note to shave often as that seemed more efficient, plus then I’d always be smooth, and I had to admit I did like how it felt, and how I looked.

After shaving I was curious, and, not wanting to be surprised tomorrow during the workout, I decided to try on the panties she’d given me. They were black, a silky material, so much smaller than my boxers, but still bigger than the kind of exotic lingerie I’d seen in adverts, more practical gym wear than sexy bedroom underwear, which I was glad for—though a thought tickled at the back of my brain… did Skye own underwear like that, and if so how did she look in it, how would it feel to touch her in them?

I blushed at that though, then slipped them on, and the way they slid up my smooth, soft legs, sent a thrill up my spine. As I tugged them into place I couldn’t help but remark at how snug they were, how comfortable.

They held my cock neatly in place, so it wouldn’t bounce around during the work-outs, and the way the cloth cupped and squeezed my ass made it look even perkier than ever, round and full and squeezable.

I remembered how good Skye’s hand had felt on my ass and I blushed. I wondered if she might do that again. I wanted her to do that again.

Questions ticked in my mind. Was she flirting with me or just trying to encourage me? Should I ask her out or was that unprofessional? Why had no one ever told me how comfortable women’s gym wear was?

I looked at myself in the mirror, checking how the panties fit, and I couldn’t help but smile. I looked good.

Already the yoga was paying off. My legs looked lean and toned and thick, my ass round, and my belly was getting slim and trim.

My backache was almost gone too, and my moods had been better thanks to sleeping better. I felt calmer, happier, and more connected to myself. I felt comfortable in my body, and I smiled as I admired how I looked in just the panties.

It was very different to how I’d always thought I should look, but it felt right, like I was finally seeing me. I liked how it felt to be smooth, soft, sensitive. I liked how my body looked without hair, with the help of all the yoga, and with the panties on I looked…

“I’m kinda cute.” I said, grinning.

I took a deep breath and headed to bed. I kept the panties on though. They really were comfy, and I figured I should get used to wearing them so they didn’t distract me too much during my workout.

I couldn’t help but wonder if Skye might ask to see me in them. Part of me hoped so. And part of me wondered if I’d let her.
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The next day’s workout was the hardest yet, and by the time I was done, I was sweating hard, breathing heavily, legs, ass, and core aching.

Still, it was all worth it even if just for the fact that I got to admire Skye in the tiniest, shortest, tightest shorts she’d worn yet, her chest only just covered by a very tight tank stretched taught over her breasts.

“Time for stretches.” Skye said, grinning at me. “Got to keep that back loose.”

I did as she said, following along as she led me through a series of flows to loosen my back muscles. They felt good, and the satisfying click and pop of joints and muscles as I eased into the deep stretches were a welcome reprieve from the deep burn in my lower muscles.

“You looked good today.” Skye said as we finished up. “You’re really getting the hang of it quickly.”

I smiled at her compliment, thanking her.

“I think the clothes help too. It’s a lot easier without my shorts and t-shirt getting in the way.”

Skye nodded.

“It's amazing how much better we feel wearing clothes that suit and fit us. You look a lot comfier in what you’re wearing now, though… you’d suit something a bit brighter. Your complexion and eyes, something bright and more you. I mean, you still look amazing, but I guess I’m saying you deserve to treat yourself. You’ve been working so hard and making amazing progress, so why not reward yourself? Get yourself something new, just for you, in a colour that suits you. You’re welcome to keep those of course, but I just think you’d feel better in something you picked for yourself.”

I listened, nodding. What she said made sense. I did like how the clothes I was wearing fit me, the vest and yoga pants, the panties, but I remained aware that they were Skye’s. She picked them for her. If I were to pick clothes like this for me where would I even start? What colours and styles? Where…

“Oh, and if you are tempted this might help.” Sky said.

She handed me a small slip of paper.

“I get sent these all the time. Discount codes for sportswear. I really like the stuff they sell so they’re a good place to go if you are tempted.”

She was grinning at me. On the leaflet was a picture of a very athletic-looking woman, attractive, but not as stunning as Skye. It was a woman’s clothing store.

“Everything you’re wearing now is from there. Well, everything assuming you’re in those panties I gave you? I did notice you looked more into the flow today.”

I blushed, nodding.

“I… yeah. I’m wearing them.” I said.

“I thought so. You looked a lot more comfortable.” Skye said.

I waited, but she said no more. I’d been half hoping she’d ask to see me in her panties.

“But if you do order from there, I’d suggest some shorts, and maybe a tank instead of a vest. You’ll sweat less as you’ll have more skin exposed, and our workouts are going to get very sweaty now I know how capable you are.”

As I looked at her I nodded. I was in yoga pants and a vest and I was sweating a lot, hot and breathing hard, while she was relatively cool by comparison, just a sheen of perspiration. I knew she was fitter than me, but the fact she was wearing less must have contributed too.

“I’ll remember that.” I said.

She smiled at me, and stared at me for a moment with a glint in her eye that made me squirm.

“Plus, I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t enjoy our sessions more if I got to see more of your body.”

I blushed. Was she flirting with me, teasing me? I couldn’t tell.

“Now come on, sadly it's time to get changed. But same time again in two days?” She said.

I nodded. I was already looking forward to our next session.

As we made our way out of the studio and towards the changing rooms I felt a hand on my ass, gripping me, firm, squeezing. I tried not to react, and the hand lingered.

As I looked over to Skye I caught her staring at me, grinning. My cheeks turned pink as she squeezed harder.

“Your ass is getting good.” She said, chuckling.

My blush deepened.

“And those panties feel good on you too. Wear them again next time. Or… maybe buy yourself some new ones just for you, and surprise me with something exciting. I’d like that.”

And then she was gone. I was left alone to get changed and head off. My head was spinning. Just what was happening?
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My order arrived the day before my next session with Skye and I was glad, because I wanted to surprise her with something new. After all the effort she’d made with me, after all the help and advice, the encouragement, I wanted to give something back. Wearing something nice to impress her seemed like the least I could do.

Yet, I still felt strange about it, conflicted, confused. I’d gone to yoga not expecting anything, just hoping to sort my back out, get rid of the aches and pains, sleep better, and maybe get a bit fitter, but what I’d got was much, much more than that.

Skye had not only helped with my sore back and my fitness, but she’d helped with my moods and my stress too. I was calmer and happier recently, more settled. I felt at ease.

It was like she said. I felt like my mind and body and heart were all finally connecting like they were supposed to, but it wasn’t quite how I’d always thought I should feel.

Was it the changes Skye had suggested? Had they really had that big of an impact?

I was shaved smooth now, and I was enjoying wearing women’s gym wear, yoga pants, panties. I liked how they fit me, how they hugged my body, and I liked what yoga was doing to my body too. My thighs were thicker, my ass rounder, and my waist trimmer. Plus, with all the stretches and the lack of hard work-outs focussed on my upper body, I couldn’t help but feel like my arms and shoulders and chest were trimmer too.

I knew that should have made me feel weird.

I should have hated it. I was a man. I should be big and strong. I should be lifting weights and getting broad and muscular, but… I liked how my body looked, how it felt. I was enjoying the softness, the subtle curves, the slight femininity. I liked that I looked almost like a girl in my gym wear.

And as I tried on my new purchases and checked myself out in the mirror I couldn’t help but smile. Looking at myself I felt joy, a giddy happiness. All the rage and stress and misery seemed to melt away.

Was that just the yoga, or was it something more? Yet I didn’t care about the answers. I was too fascinated by my reflection.

“I look adorable. I said, staring at myself. “Skye’s going to love it.”

And even if she didn’t it didn’t matter, because I loved it. I loved how my new gym clothes fit me. I loved how they felt. For the first time in a long time, I was happy being me.
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I stepped out of the changing room feeling nervous but brave. I looked and felt good, which was what mattered, and I was here to work out, to get fit, not to show off my new clothes, but still, I wanted Skye to be impressed.

The new clothes, a reward for myself, had been her idea after all. And… I liked it when she complimented me. I liked it when she looked at me. I liked it when she touched me.

I could still remember the feeling of her hand on my ass, squeezing. It had been all I could think about recently, that and the time she’d worked out in front of me in just her underwear, and the time she’d asked me to show off my smooth legs to her and she’d groped my ass.

Oh, who was I kidding… I had a massive crush on her, and I was getting kinda obsessed. But it was harmless, and I knew it wouldn’t go anywhere. I just wanted her to notice.

And she did.

“Fuck!” She said as I stepped out. “You look… wow.”

I blushed, smiled, and stopped to pose. I had been worried it was too much, but from her reaction, the tone of her voice and the look on her face, I knew she liked it, that it was perfect.

In the end, I’d chosen a pair of yoga shorts much like the ones Skye seemed to favour, cut to come high up on the thigh, so my soft, smooth legs were on show, and high-waisted, but tight around the butt. The shorts I paired with a gym tank top that hugged my chest so that my belly was exposed, my arms, shoulders, collarbones, and much of my upper chest bare.

I felt good in it, and I liked how it fit me, the tightness of it, the way it let my skin breathe and let me move, but I’d been worried it was too girly. Looking at myself in the mirror I’d almost sent it all back out of fear.

After all my recent workouts the shorts made my thighs look thick and toned, my ass round and full. The shorts squeezed my waist to make it look thinner, and in the tiny, tight gym tank my chest looked narrower than ever, my shoulders scrawny and arms thin, but… I thought it suited me.

And I loved the colour. I’d chosen a sea green, to match my eyes, and I loved how it worked with my skin tone.

In the end, I’d decided to be bold, to be brave, and seeing Skye I was glad I’d made that decision. Her expression was a mask of sheer delight, and the way she looked at me made me feel attractive and hot.

“That looks so good on you!” She gushed. “I thought maybe you’d just come in the stuff I’d given you, which would be fine, obviously, but seeing you… wow… I’m so glad you took my advice. You’re stunning! It fits you so well and it really shows off your body and how good you’re looking from all the work you’re putting in.”

I smiled, blushed, thanked her. I felt shy but also like I wanted her to look at me.

“And… your legs! Fuck. They look so good. I’m so glad you’ve been keeping them smooth because it really shows off how thick and toned they are. Plus… those shorts on your ass are just fire!”

Skye was beaming.

“Turn around. Let me see.” She said.

I did as she said without even thinking, then blushed as I realised I was showing off my ass to the hot, tattooed yoga instructor I had a crush on.

“Fuck. That is one sexy butt!” She said.

I giggled.

“But… are you still wearing my panties or did you get some of your own?”

My blush deepened. I looked back over my shoulder at her.

“I… I ordered some of my own. I figured I might as well, and I need more than one set if I’m going to keep doing yoga.”

What I didn’t say was that I’d ordered six pairs, and that I’d taken to just wearing them now since they were so much more comfortable and they just made me feel better. What I daren’t tell Skye was that I now preferred wearing panties to boxers generally.

“Show me.” She said.

She spoke softly, but there was something in her voice, almost a command, that sent a thrill up my spine. She was smiling, grinning, waiting.

I giggled and did as she said. I leaned over slightly, bending at my waist, curving my back to make my ass stick out, and peeled my yoga shorts down, flashing my ass and the tops of my thighs. I watched as Skye stared at my ass, clad in panties, soft pink, smaller and prettier than the ones she’d given me.

The way she looked at me made me feel hot and dizzy and good. Her eyes were glued to my butt. I’d thought I looked good in the panties when I checked myself out in the mirror—the way they were cut, high in the leg to show off thigh and cheek, snug, creeping into the butt crack to lift the ass and make it look rounder—but seeing her expression was proof that I looked good.

“Fuck… you are full of surprises. I was expecting simple plain gym panties, but those are… sexy. I approve.”

I giggled, slipped my shorts back up, wiggling my ass slightly to show off as I did so. I turned, blushing, and thanked Skye for the compliments.

“Sadly, I think we need to stop with the fashion show though and get on with the workout, what do you say?”

I nodded, agreed. It had been fun to surprise her, but I was beginning to enjoy yoga now, working out with Skye, the ache and the stretch. I liked what it was doing for my body, my mind, my heart, so I didn’t want to let that go.

So, feeling buoyed and smiling, we set to working out together, and I followed along as Skye ran me through a new set of even more intense exercises. Soon my legs and glutes and core were burning, and I was breathing hard, but I knew the hard work would be worth it.
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As it was I was actually very glad for my new clothes as I wasn’t sure I’d have been able to manage all the moves in my baggy shorts and t-shirt—and it seemed so long ago that I’d worn them, even though I knew it wasn’t, almost as though I were becoming someone different, someone new.

The extra skin I had on show too paid off. The workout was hard, so I was sweating and hot by the end, breathing hard. Had I been in the yoga pants and vest I knew I’d have been close to overheating.

As we warmed down with stretches Skye looked at me, grinning, eyeing me up and down obviously. I couldn’t help but blush at her attention, and I even gave a little wiggle to show off, enjoying myself. I felt so much happier.

“Looking good today.” She said. “And that’s not just the new outfit and your hot body. You looked comfortable, and you were smiling more. It was nice to see.”

I smiled wider at that, nodding. It had felt different today, I felt different.

I felt lighter, brighter, and happier. The yoga was more than I ever could have imagined.

“I… yeah, I feel it.” I said. “I feel better, more settled in my body. I think you’ve really helped so thank you.”

“It’s my pleasure, really. Like I said, work like this is why I love my job. Seeing people grow into themselves, helping them on their journeys, it's why I do what I do.”

I felt a swell of gratitude. I’d always figured yoga was dumb and stupid, but… It’d helped me far more than I’d expected. Skye had helped me far more than I’d expected.

“I mean it.” I said. “Thank you.”

Skye blushed. For the first time since I’d met her, she was blushing. It suited her, and she looked even more beautiful than normal, if that were even possible.

“Tell you what, if you really want to thank me, then how about you let me make you dinner.” She said. “It’d be nice to get to know you outside of the studio, and I’d enjoy cooking for you and chatting. If you’re interested?”

I blinked. She was asking if she could make dinner for me?

I nodded without thinking. The thought of spending more time with her was very appealing.

“Yeah, that sounds great. I… I don’t know how that’s me saying thanks, but if you say it is, sure.”

I chuckled, blushing. My head was spinning with so many questions. Was she asking me out as a friend, or as something more? Did she really mean her compliments then? And when she’d asked to see my panties, when she’d grabbed and groped my ass, what had she been trying to tell me? Did she really think I was cute? Was it just friendly or was it more?

“Well then, how about you bring the wine, and you do all the cleaning up, sound fairer?” She asked.

I chuckled at that.

“That definitely sounds fairer.” I said.

“Good. So, what about tomorrow night?” She asked.

I nodded, said I was free, and we arranged a time. Skye gave me her address and her contact details and I entered them into my phone. I couldn’t help but feel flustered as she stood so close to me, taller than me, stunningly beautiful.

I felt small, cute, pretty, and I liked it.

“So, that’s a date then.” She said, grinning at me.

I blinked. A date? Then, suddenly and without warning, Skye grabbed my ass and squeezed, hard, making me yelp in surprise and delight.

“I’ll be looking forward to seeing you, and your fine ass, tomorrow.”

She squeezed again, harder this time, then let go, and I was certain that there was going to be a mark there for at least a few hours. She smiled at me, and I blushed as I looked up at her, head spinning.

“Wear those panties again too.” She said, beaming at me. “I like how they looked on you.”

And with that, she headed off, headed out of the studio, leaving me alone, bewildered, and very, very excited. I had a date with my hot yoga instructor, and she wanted me to wear panties. I had no idea what was happening, but I didn’t care.

I was happy, and I had a date!


Six

My hands were shaking and my belly was tied in knots as I arrived at Skye’s building. I was early, too early to buzz up to her apartment just yet, so I walked twice around her building, enjoying the early evening breeze, taking slow, deep breaths, giving myself a chance to calm, so, by the time I rang her number I was almost calm. Almost, but not quite.

I pressed the button and I saw there was still a small shake in my hands. I was definitely nervous. But who wouldn’t be when faced with a first date with a woman as breathtaking as Skye?

The last thing I wanted to do was fuck this up. Not only was she beautiful, but she was also my yoga teacher, and I’d grown to really, really like our regular one-on-one lessons together. If I messed this up badly there was a chance she’d never teach me again, never want to see me again, which just added to the weight pressing down on me.

It didn’t help that I hadn’t been on a date in ages. So, not only was I nervous, but I was out of practice, and very, very rusty. What was it I was supposed to do on dates again?

My brain whirred, thoughts and memories, trying to piece together some kind of plan so that I wouldn’t make a fool of myself. I still wasn’t certain it was a date, so I figured it was best just to play it cool, and treat the evening like two friends having dinner. If she gave me signals then…

But then I blushed as I remembered the way she’d looked at me during our last lesson, the way she’d grabbed my ass. If those weren’t clear signals then what were?

And then, just as I began to spiral, there was a crackle from the speaker next to me. A voice distorted by wires and worn-out components.

“Hello? Is that you Conner?” It was Skye’s voice, but only just.

“Hi, yeah, it’s me.” I said, and already I was beating myself up for saying the obvious. “It’s Conner. I know I’m a little early but I have wine!”

“Oh wine! Yay! Come on up, dinner is… oh fuck. Just… just come up.”

Skye sounded suddenly flustered and the speaker cut out. The door buzzed and I pushed it, entered, and headed up to her apartment.

When I arrived at her door I found it open, with her standing outside in the hall, black smoke billowing out through the open door behind her. She smiled at me, and then laughed. She looked frazzled.

“I’ve got all the windows open. Give it a moment for the smoke to clear then we can head in.” She said.

I nodded. Even as wired and frantic as she was, she looked gorgeous.

Skye was barefoot, with her feet and toes on display, her hair a cute dishevelled mess, with smears of flour and sauce and soot on her face that made her look even more adorable than normal.

She was dressed in short, black, booty shorts, her long, toned, full legs on display, the shorts cut high to show off just a peak of her perfect ass, and a cropped black vest, a metal or punk band on the front I didn’t know, her belly and her cleavage showing, and from the looks of it, I guessed she wasn’t wearing a bra.

I’d only ever seen her with a sports bra on and I realised now how compressive they were. Before I’d have said her tits were just larger than average for a woman her size—she was tall but lean and toned—but now it was clear they were a lot larger than average, and given how low cut the vest was, and how large the arm-holes were, I was afforded ample view of cleavage and side boob so it was a struggle not to stare.

It didn’t help that her tattoos almost invited me to study her body. She just watched me though, grinning, her eyes sparkling, as though knowing what effect she had on me. As I looked at her she moved, a small wiggle to her body that perfectly showed off her curves, her lean, toned, athletic yoga body. Was that a signal?

“I know it’s not the classic definition of dressing up for a date, but I think I look cute, and it’s more authentically me than some pretty dress or something. And I want you to get to know the authentic me, just like I want to get to know the authentic you.”

She was beaming at me, but there was a pinkness in her cheeks too, as though she were blushing slightly, almost as though… was Skye nervous? Was she nervous about a date with me? The thought boosted me, the idea that she was so excited and keen to spend time with me, that she too was nervous.

It seemed impossible, that someone as radiant and beautiful and gorgeous as her would be nervous around someone as dreary as me but I chose to believe it, even just a little, because it gave me the little bit of confidence I needed.

“You look stunning.” I said, meaning it. “I mean… you’d look stunning in a sack, but… yeah, I like your style. The authentic you is beautiful.”

“Charmer.” Skye said.

But from the way she looked at me, the slight change in her posture and her expression, I could tell that my words had hit the right spot and had reassured her. She shifted, looked back over her shoulder and into her apartment, before looking back to me.

“I think the worst of the smoke is cleared. Want to come in? You can open that wine and tell me more about how stunning I am.”

Again she blushed, batting her eyelashes. Maybe she really was flirting with me?

“Sure.” I said. “I think I can manage that.”

And with that, she turned and walked off, back into her apartment. As she went I noticed her walking on her toes, almost as though she were wearing heels, and as she went her ass swayed and wiggled and I couldn’t help but stare at her ass as I followed behind. But I kinda got the impression she wanted me to stare.
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The smoke turned out to be from dinner. It was ruined.

Skye confessed that she wasn’t really much of a cook, but had wanted to impress me, so had decided to try something more difficult than she’d usually cook, to disastrous consequences. Hearing that she’d wanted to impress me made me want to laugh and shake my head—why would she of all people, as stunningly beautiful and hot as she was, want to impress boring old me? I didn’t though. I just smiled and thanked her for the effort.

Once in her flat, I set about pouring us both wine and then Skye began ordering food before we both began cleaning up. It wasn’t the ideal setting for a first date, but actually, it turned out to be what we both needed.

The ridiculousness of the situation, both of us cleaning Skye’s chaotic kitchen while we drank wine and talked while music played, was relaxing. Plus, her kitchen was small, so I got to be in very close proximity with her while we worked, and given what she was wearing, more than once as I found myself brushing past her did my hand accidentally caresses her thigh, her belly, even once her ass.

I was beginning to think she was getting so close to me deliberately. But I wasn’t about to complain. I was enjoying the closeness, the touches, the flirting.

We talked about everything and nothing, and again I was shocked to find myself being so open with her. I was telling her things I’d never told anyone else, about work, about my breakup, about life and how stressed and unhappy I was. She listened, shared too, talking about how she’d struggled to find herself, and about how yoga had been the thing that had really brought her peace.

“It’s why I got into teaching. It gave me so much, really allowed me to connect to my body and learn to love myself, and I wanted to share that. I think that’s why I’ve enjoyed teaching you too. Seeing you find small moments of peace has been a privilege and a joy.”

I smiled at that, and thanked her. I admitted that I’d not been expecting much from the yoga, but that it had been far more than I could have ever dared hope. I told her a lot of that was down to her amazing teaching though.

“I mean, that first class where you worked out in just your underwear was definitely motivating.” I said, grinning.

We’d both been drinking and had finished almost two bottles of wine by that point. I’d never have said it sober, and even drunk I regretted it pretty much as the words left my mouth. I mean, I meant it, but I knew I shouldn’t have said it.

“Oh, you liked seeing me working out in just my panties and bra?” Skye said.

Her voice was soft, teasing. I blushed, nodded.

“Well, I’ll have to remember that if I ever need to motivate you again, but shall I let you in on a secret?”

I nodded again, waiting.

“I enjoyed it too. The way you kept staring at me. And it was worth it too to get to see you in those yoga pants. Your legs and ass really are amazing.”

I blushed a deeper shade of pink, my chest and throat both hot. Skye stepped in close.

Even with her bare foot and me in my boots she was still taller than me, but I liked it, the soft feminine power of her, the way she was both strong and gentle in equal measure.

“In fact, I’m a little sad I don’t get to see your legs and ass tonight. Those jeans and that t-shirt really don’t show off your assets.” She said.

I’d worn just an ordinary pair of jeans, relatively new and smart though, black, with a dark grey t-shirt worn under a plaid shirt, unbuttoned. Compared to the exercise wear I’d worn to our last session together it was very conservative, but it seemed just like normal men’s wear to me.

“I… I don’t really think gym wear is suitable for a date.” I said, smirking.

“I don’t know, I’d not have complained.” Skye said. “But… it doesn’t need to be gym wear you know. There are other things I’d like to see you in.”

“Like what?” I asked, flirting back.

My heart was beating hard. I’d not eaten since lunch and the food order was taking longer than expected. I was tipsy, but not drunk.

“If you want I could show you?” Skye said. “I mean… we could play a game while we wait for food. You let me dress you up in something I’d like to see you in, and I’ll wear something you’d like to see me in, even if that’s nothing at all.”

Skye’s grin made it clear she was serious. The thought of getting to see her naked made my body throb and my head spin. All I had to do was let her dress me up in something she wanted to see me in?

I’d already kind of done that before. I’d worn gym wear she’d suggested, and I’d enjoyed it in a way. This was just more of the same, right?

So, grinning, I nodded.

“You’re on.” I said.

And Skye’s smile just got wider.
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“Oh, this and this. And this too. And I have to see you in this.” Skye said as she picked clothes out of her wardrobe and her drawers.

“Oh there’s just so much I want to see you in. So many options.”

I sat on the bed with my eyes closed, just as she’d told me, so I had no idea what she was picking out. My heart was racing and I could not help but imagine all the things she might be choosing. Yoga pants, vests, shorts… what kind of colour, how revealing. Just what did she want to see me in?

And at the same time, I was wondering what I wanted to see her in. She looked perfect in her outfit. It was her, but the idea of seeing her in just lingerie, or even naked, was very appealing.

“You can open them now.” She said.

I opened my eyes and blinked, dazzled by the sudden light. Skye was in front of me holding up… not much of anything at all.

“You… you’re serious?” I said, a lump in my throat.

She just nodded, her smile wide, eager and excited.

“You’ve got the legs and ass for it, and given you’re shaved smooth I know it’ll feel amazing. Please? I really, really want to see what you’ll look like.”

I took a deep breath. Could I?

Skye was holding out a pair of black, seamed stockings, a black suspender belt, and a pair of skimpy black panties, along with a pair of black high heels. That was it. Just lingerie. Just lingerie and heels.

“Please…” She was almost pleading

She really did want to see me in it. And… I was kind of curious. The women’s gym wear she’d suggested was really comfortable, and I was shaved smooth. Hell, I was even wearing panties under my jeans since they were so much more comfortable, so was this really that big of a step?

The thought of getting to dress Skye up in turn, or even undress her, was the final motivation I needed. I nodded.

“Okay.” I said, trying to sound less eager than I felt.

What was wrong with me? Why was part of me drawn to the idea of wearing women’s lingerie?

“Right, I’m going to leave you then, and you get dressed. I want a surprise so I’m not going to watch you get changed. I’ll sit and wait in the other room with wine and when you’re done just come out.” Skye said.

“I can’t wait to see how fucking hot you are.” She added.

And with that, she left, leaving me alone with the underwear she’d picked out for me to wear.
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I took a moment to calm myself, to stop myself from shaking, then double-checked the door was shut before I began to strip. Once completely naked, my clothes folded up in the corner, I turned my attention to the lingerie. I’d never worn anything like this before and I wasn’t sure where to start.

The stockings seemed logical though, since they were like socks, so I picked those up first and sat and began to pull them on. What I had not been expecting was how good they would feel against my smooth, soft, sensitive legs.

Shaved as I was they practically slid up my calves and thighs, tight, caressing, teasing me, and my heart almost skipped a beat as I tugged the first one up into place on my upper thigh, the top lacy and pretty and sexy.

It felt, and looked… good. My leg looked long, full, and stunningly feminine. All that yoga really was paying off, and shaving made a significant difference, making me seem softer and sexier, and I was surprised by how much I liked it.

I pulled the second stocking on next, again delighting in how sensual it felt while pulling it on, and when it was in place, the lacy top snug around my thigh, I couldn’t resist the urge to squeeze my thighs together. The sensation sent a thrill along my spine, and my cock throbbed, a fluttering joy, warm and bright, in my belly.

I smiled. Maybe this wasn’t so bad? Maybe it was okay to enjoy this every now and then? It was nice to feel attractive for a change. It was nice to feel pretty, sexy, and if Skye liked it too then…

I could feel the blush in my cheeks, but I needed to focus on getting dressed. I pulled the panties on next, tugging them up over my stocking-clad legs, and pulled them tight over my cock—which was slightly hard by this point—and my ass. They were even skimpier than the gym panties I’d been wearing, and fancier too, decorated with lace and ribbons, cut so high they left almost all of my butt exposed, my bare thighs and hips above my stocking tops on display.

Yet… I loved how different they were to the gym panties I’d been wearing. They weren’t practical, but they were sexy, and I felt hot in them, and the way they fit made my ass and hips, made me, look girlier, prettier. Finally, I pulled on the suspender belt, clipping it around my waist, then fiddling with the straps for a moment to clip them onto my stocking tops.

It took longer than I’d have expected, with the clips proving trickier than they looked at first glance, but I got it eventually and once done I was impressed with the effect. The belt cinched my waist in and my hips, ass, and legs look stunning.

“Wow…” Was all I could manage to whisper.

I looked hot. I couldn’t wait to see Skye’s reaction. Finally dressed I slipped on the heels. They were tricky to stand in and even trickier to walk in, but I took a few steps and managed to find my balance, though I knew I was going to look wobbly and less than elegant.

Taking a deep breath I readied myself to face Skye. I just hoped this wasn’t all some elaborate prank, but she didn’t seem the person to be that cruel or mean-spirited. I could clearly remember her smiling when I’d said yes to her game, and it had seemed very genuine.

I took a moment to check myself in the mirror and I couldn’t help but smile at my reflection. With my body smooth, in lingerie, panties and stockings and suspenders, with heels on, I looked… like a sexy girl.

True, my chest was flat, and I didn’t have any make-up on, but if I’d had a bra on I would have easily passed as a sexy, flat-chested girl dressing up for her boyfriend, or her girlfriend I thought as I remembered it was Skye I was dressing up for. I wondered how I’d look with make-up on, and a bra. I was curious.

As tipsy as I was all my usual reservations were gone, and instead I was just left with a warm glow. I felt… free, and I was happy and smiling. There was a well-spring of joy in my chest that was new.

All the recent yoga had really paid off, and I was so smooth, so pretty, and so cute. It was like the person in the mirror wasn’t me, but someone better, someone I wanted to be. I bit my bottom lip as I stared at myself, squirming, posing, showing off, and I realised I was excited to see Skye’s reaction. Sure, I was nervous too, but more than that, I wanted to show off for her.

So, girding myself, I moved towards the door, opening it a crack.

“Ready for me?” I called out.

“Yes!” Skye called back, clearly eager. “I’m dying of anticipation. Get your cute butt out here and let me see you!”

And I needed no more encouragement than that.
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“Holy shit.”

I’d been nervous, scared it was all a joke, a prank, but Skye’s reaction immediately put me at ease. Even as shy as I felt, seeing the way she looked at me let me know she really did think I looked hot. I mean, I felt hot, felt sexy, but knowing she thought I looked good too meant a lot.

As I stepped into the room, wobbling in my heels, doing my drunken best to look sexy, to shake my ass and hips, Skye shifted to turn and look at me. She broke into a wide grin, and her exclamation of delight and surprise sent a shiver along my spine.

“You look… wow.” Skye was silent for a moment.

I stopped just in front of her and struck a pose that I hoped was sexy. My heart was racing, but I felt kind of good. I’d never have been able to do anything like this sober, or without the yoga sessions I’d been having with her, her gentle encouragement to try new things, but even still I felt fragile and terrified, like I was on the verge of shattering into a thousand pieces or blossoming into something new and bright and beautiful—and it felt like the outcome depended largely on how Skye was going to react.

“You are so beautiful.” Skye said. “I mean… I knew you were sexy, but in that underwear, your smile, you look… radiant.”

I felt my heart swell and I knew I was safe. I wasn’t going to shatter. I could feel myself blossoming. I wasn’t sure what I was going to become, but I knew I was safe with Skye.

“Turn around.” Skye said. “Let me see your ass.”

I did as she said, turning slowly, looking back over my shoulder to her. Her eyes roamed my body and I could almost feel her gaze caressing me like lascivious, greedy hands.

“The food turned up while you were getting dressed, and I was going to say we should eat… but…”

Skye shifted, leaned over to the table to pick up the two wine glasses that were next to the food we’d ordered. She picked them up and rose to her feet, moved towards me, slowly, gracefully.

In my heels, with her barefoot, I was almost as tall as her, but I liked the way she still loomed over me. As she got closer I turned to face her and she offered me a wine glass. I took it, drank, and she watched me, drinking at the same time as me, the pair of us silent, watching each other, waiting for something to happen.

“But…” Skye continued, grinning. “I think I’d rather eat you.”

I blushed, my heart skipped.

“I… I’m happy for you to have a nibble.” I said, batting my eyelashes.

I felt small and cute and pretty. It was a new feeling, but one I never wanted to end.

“If I start nibbling I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop until I’ve devoured all of you.” Skye said, watching me.

I bit my bottom lip. My body was hot, heart racing, belly fluttering. My cock throbbed in my panties.

“I’m willing to risk being devoured by you.” I said.

And that was enough.

“Good.” Skye said.

Skye moved quickly, gracefully, a huntress, a panther, and I was her prey. She stepped in and leaned down, wrapping one arm around me to hold me, and she kissed me, hard, and I melted. I kissed her back, and it was a kiss like nothing I’d experienced before.


Seven

We kissed, hard and long and deep. Skye pushed me back until I was against a wall, and with deft movements she put her wine glass down, then took mine to put it next to hers, never taking her lips from mine.

With our hands free we were really able to devote our attention to each other. Skye lifted one hand to my face, caressing as she kissed me, teeth nipping at my bottom lip, her tongue in my mouth, and her fingers entwined with my hair, tugging, hard, making me gasp. Her lips roamed across my cheek, down my neck, biting, nibbling over my shoulder. Her other hand roamed around to my ass, cupping, squeezing, groping, molesting.

I felt hot and giddy, barely able to believe this was all happening. With my free hands, I began to explore her perfect body. I put my hands to her waist, her taut, toned belly, let one roam up, under her vest, to her tits, cupping her breasts, fondling, teasing her nipples with my fingertips, delighting in how she moaned and writhed. With my other hand, I let it slide down to her ass, cupping the firm swell of her cheeks, pulling her hard into me, demanding more of her.

She ravaged me, and I wanted her to devour me utterly. We kissed and I felt the world spinning around me, more from lust and heady delight than from alcohol.

Skye pulled her lips from my neck and looked into my eyes. I blinked, feeling small and overpowered, but relishing it.

“Fuck… I… I planned on just dinner and talking. I didn’t think… but you just… you bring something out in me.” Skye said. “I just can’t help myself around you.”

I looked up at her and squirmed, wiggling my body against her, doing my best to encourage her. I didn’t want her to help herself.

“I don’t mind.” I said, voice soft, flirty. “I… I like it. I mean… this wasn’t what I was expecting, but then neither were your classes. You just… you bring something out in me too. I feel like I can just relax around you and… and…”

I didn’t have the words.

“You feel like you can be yourself? Your true self?” She asked.

I nodded. That was it.

“Yes…” I whispered.

She smiled.

“Well… I’m really into your true self, but… I’m going to let you choose what happens next. I’d like to take you into my bedroom and get to know you better, let you get to know me better, or we can take a break and eat and calm down, slow down, get to know each other at a more sedate pace. You decide.”

It was an easy decision to make.

“Your bedroom.” I said.

Skye smiled.

Then she kissed me again.
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We stumbled together through to Skye’s bedroom, hands on each other, lips on each other, and as I staggered, walking backwards in my heels, I almost fell. Skye caught me though.

She caught me, lifted me off my feet, and almost threw me backwards onto her bed. I giggled, delighting at how fierce and ferocious she was. She clearly wanted me. I’d never felt so desired, and I loved it.

Skye stood over the bed for a moment, looking down at me, and she was radiant and sexy and beautiful. Her body, in her booty shorts and cut-off vest, was curvaceous and toned, and she was the kind of woman I’d have always assumed was way out of my league. But there she was, standing over me, looking down at my soft, smooth, lingerie-clad body like a starving lioness.

“You put your panties on under your suspenders?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I… yeah. Was I not supposed to?” I asked.

“It’s just easier to take them off if you put them on over your suspenders. Like, if you’re out and you need the toilet, or if someone, like me, wants access to you. But don’t worry. They’re not an expensive pair, so it just means I’ll have to tear them off you.”

And with that, she was on me again. Her hands were on my body, her lips on my lips, and I offered myself up to her, eager for her to devour me whole.

The whole room was spinning, from delight, pleasure, lust, and I lost myself on the tide of sensations and emotions. It was like nothing I’d felt before.

I felt free, wanted, pretty, sexy. I felt like I could let go of everything that had been holding me back, and as I kissed Skye back, my hands exploring her body, I felt giddy from the joy of it.

Her lips kissed over my neck, nails scratching over my skin. She kissed down, over my chest, nipples, scratching, teasing. I writhed, moaned, squirmed.

She kissed down.

Lips teased over the skin just above the waist of my suspender belt.

“You really are so pretty.” Skye said.

The words made me float.

“Pretty and sexy and beautiful.” She said.

“You really think I’m pretty?” I asked.

The words hung in my mind, floating. I shouldn’t like being called pretty I knew, but I did.

“Very. And with my help, I think you can be even prettier. If you want?” She said.

I just nodded.

“Please.”

I wanted her help. I wanted to be prettier. I wanted to be prettier for her, and for me.

“It’d be my pleasure. But first… I want to finish my meal.”

And with that, as though to emphasise her point, Skye lifted one hand to my crotch and she caressed my hard cock through the silk of my panties.

“Are you willing?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Please.” I said again, and I don’t think I’d ever wanted anything more in my life.
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Without another word Skye moved. She gripped my panties by the waist and then pulled, hard. The cloth stretched and there was a moment, a silence, and then the sound of fabric ripping. She was ripping my panties off me.

I felt like a pretty girl in a porno movie about to be claimed, only the one claiming me was Skye, my hot, beautiful, tattooed yoga teacher.

As she ripped, pulling the cloth off my smooth body, I shimmied my hips, helping her get my panties off. She tugged them to the side and then threw them off the bed. I was naked except for my stockings and my suspender belt, but I’d never felt sexier. I was smooth and soft and pretty, and Skye shifted to lie down between my legs, looking up at me as she gripped my cock in her hand and began to stroke.

“I love how smooth you are.” She said. “Will you keep yourself smooth for me?”

I nodded.

“But… you like it too, don’t you?”

I nodded again.

“I do.” I said. “I… I like how it feels. I like how it looks. I… I’m glad you suggested it.”

“You like the pretty gym clothes too don’t you?”

I nodded. I did. I really did.

“And the panties?”

I nodded again, staring into her eyes.

“And you like what you’re wearing now? The stockings, suspenders, panties, heels?”

I continued to nod. I loved how it all felt.

Skye stroked my cock, slowly, teasing. Her palm caressed over the tip, making me shudder.

“Would you like me to make you even prettier? I could do your make-up, dress you up? I… I’d like that, but I think you’d like it too, wouldn’t you?”

I nodded. I didn’t know what was happening, or what it meant, but in that moment my head was filled with images and thoughts and dreams and emotions that made me happier than I could remember feeling.

I wanted to dress up and be pretty, wanted Skye to look at me the way she had looked at me earlier. I wanted her to want me, wanted her to kiss me, wanted her to overpower me and take me.

“Next time.” Skye said. “Next time I’ll dress you up properly and we can see what a pretty girl you are.”

The words hit me like a slap in the face, but instead of pain, there was joy. I didn’t know what to make of it, but before I could question I saw Skye move.

She shifted up, angled my cock, and leaned in to wrap her lips around my hard prick. She stroked, slowly, and began to suck, her mouth hot and wet and tight, and the pleasure washed over me as I thrust deeper.
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Skye sucked hard, working her hands, and she took my cock deep. I watched as my hot, sexy yoga teacher sucked my cock, my body soft and smooth, dressed up in stockings and suspenders. The sight alone was more than I could have dared dream, but the sensations that went along with it were mind-blowing.

She was talented, skilled, and her tongue and lips worked together to tease me. I thrust, fucking her mouth, and she sucked me deep, moaning in pleasure, the sounds of her delight muffled by my cock.

“Fuck… that’s… that’s good…”

She looked up at me, keeping my cock in her mouth, and I saw her eyes sparkle, the joy in her expression. She sucked me deep, taking the head of my cock into her throat, and then pulled her head up, sucking hard with just the tip between her lips, teasing my sensitive crown with her tongue.

Skye worked her mouth up and down, worked her hand, my dick wetted by her spit. The noise of wet slurping filled the room, and I heard her gag several times as she took almost my entire length into her mouth. I thrust, gently, working my dick in and out of the tight seal of her lips. It was heaven. Her mouth was heaven.

She pulled back, held my cock barely in her mouth, lapping, teasing. I thrust, but she had control of me, and she sucked as she pulled her head up and off, my cock leaving her mouth with an audible pop.

“I want more.” She said, staring into my eyes.

She looked almost nervous.

“I… I want you to fuck me. Please?” She said.

I nodded. I’d never wanted anything more.

“I want to go on top though.”

I nodded again.

“Of course.”

The thought of her riding me cowgirl style made my dick throb, wet with her spit, her hand still stroking. She shifted, moved to kneel beside me, watching me, and she began to strip.

She looked shy, timid, nervous, but she had no need to be. I’d never wanted another woman more, and she was gorgeous. As she pulled off her vest I caught my first glimpse of her tits, her perfect breasts, and they were more than I’d imagined, large and pert and perfect.

“You are so sexy.” I whispered.

She smiled, blushing. She bit her bottom lip, shifting, as though anxious.

“Thank you.”

There was a pinkness to her cheeks. She really was shy.

I watched as she lowered her hands to her shorts and peeled them down. She bared her ass, her thighs, and then… I watched as her cock popped free of her panties as she tugged them off.

Her cock. Her hard cock. She had a cock. A cock that was just slightly bigger than mine. I…

“Do you mind?” She asked.

There was a waver in her voice and I knew then why she had been timid and shy and anxious. I shook my head without even hesitating.

“You are beautiful.” I said, meaning it.

“You still want to fuck me?” She asked.

“Please.” I whispered. “I… I want to be inside you. I want you on top of me, riding me. I want to fuck you. Please.”

And that was all she needed to hear.
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Skye wasted no time in climbing on top of me. She straddled my hips, her legs spread on either side of me, and she lowered herself down to grind her ass down against my cock. Her fat, round, perky ass, my spit-wetted cock pressing into the crack. I thrust my hips, trying to find her entrance.

“You are eager.” She said, teasing.

I could see her cock twitching. I wasn’t the only eager one. The sight of her, her body, her beauty, made my cock swell.

“I want you.” I said. “I want you more than I’ve wanted anyone.”

I meant it. She smiled at me and shifted.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

With that, she rose up slightly and reached back, one hand on my chest for balance as she gripped my spit-wetted cock. Angling it up she shifted back, and the head of my cock pressing into warm flesh, pressed against something tight, hot, her ass.

“Fuck…” Her moan was breathy.

She pressed back, holding my hard cock steady. Skye sank down, and I felt her ass stretching, opening, the tip of my cock entering her.

“You feel so good. Fuck… I can’t believe how good you feel.”

She was smiling at me as she spoke, our eyes locked.

I couldn’t take any more. I needed to feel her. I needed to be inside of her. As Skye gripped me, working her hips and ass back, I reached up and gripped her hips, her ass, and I pulled her down onto my cock as I thrust up.

Her hole was tight for a moment, stretching, and then I felt her relax, her ass opening, and I was inside her, filling her, fucking her. She was so hot and tight and I thrust deep, slamming my cock into her ass, my hips slapping against her fat, round butt.

“Fuck… that’s it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard.” Skye moaned.

With my cock inside her she let go of the base of my prick and leaned down to press her body against mine. Fingers tangled in my hair as she kissed me, hard, her bare tits pressing against my chest.

The touch of her body, her lips, lit a fire in me. Her hole clenched, squeezing, and I began to fuck her.

With my hands squeezing her ass tight, delighting in the soft cushion of her flesh, I fucked hard, deep, then pulled out until just the head of my cock was inside her ass, tugging at her entrance. I thrust again, filling her.

We began to rut. Flesh slapping against flesh, my cock fucking deep, her ass clenching down, Skye working her hips and ass to ride me as she kissed me deeply. It was better than anything I’d felt before and I never wanted it to end, but… it felt too good. She felt too good.

“Fuck… you feel… you’re so tight. I can’t hold on for long.” I managed to gasp.

“Then don’t.” She said, grinning at me. “Just cum. Cum in me. I’m close too. You feel so good. Don’t hold back. Cum in me. Please.”

Her words were the last push I needed. I thrust, deep, and Skye pressed her hips and ass down, grinding, her hole clenching down hard. She was hot and tight and beautiful. Her body against mine was soft and warm and I gripped her ass tight as I kissed her and thrust, holding my cock deep.

And then I was cumming.

My cock swelled, growing harder, fatter, longer, throbbing, and I was cumming. I was cumming, hard, inside my hot yoga teacher’s ass, cumming as I felt her squirm and clench and I felt her cock twitch against my belly, a warm trickle of cum as she came too.

We came together, grinding, the joint bliss, and we kissed, hard, each delighting in the other. I giggled suddenly, brightly, overcome with joy and happiness.

Skye broke the kiss and looked at me, then she too began to giggle. We both laughed, squirming, basking in the aftermath of our shared climax, my cock slowly softening inside her well fucked, cum filled hole.

“That was… wow.” I said.

Skye nodded.

“I couldn’t have said it better.” She said, teasing. “But I’m hungry now. Fancy finally getting dinner? It’ll be cold but after that workout, I think we both need the fuel.”

I smiled, nodded.

“As my yoga teacher, I trust your advice.” I said.

She smirked at that, then leaned down to kiss me one more time. Slowly, carefully she shifted, and we untangled ourselves, then set to cleaning up before heading to get food.

After that workout, I was starving.


Eight

The next day passed in a haze. I wasn’t sure what to make of what had happened.

The meal after our tryst had been good, if a little cold, but we’d been cosy and had talked. I’d got dressed again, though Skye had asked me to keep her stockings and suspenders on.

“I like knowing you’re wearing them under your clothes.” She’d said.

So I’d done as she asked. I liked knowing she was thinking of me, and I liked how she looked at me.

We enjoyed each other's company, laughing, talking, and the conversation flowed as easily as the wine. After the food, we cuddled and kissed again, but it was getting late and I had work and Skye had an early yoga class to teach.

“I’ll see you again in a few days though for our session, right?” Skye said.

I nodded. I was already looking forward to it.

“I let you dress me up, so I guess you’ll be working out in just your underwear, right?” I said.

She blushed, shifted, giggled.

“I just let you see me naked, just let you fuck me, and you’re going to hold me to that?” She said.

I nodded.

“Absolutely.” I said, grinning.

She smirked.

“Well, I did offer, so… I guess a deal is a deal.”

We parted ways, and I headed home, headed to bed, and I slept off the wine. When I woke I realised I still had on the suspenders and stockings. I blushed, a swell of shame. Why had I done that? Why had I let her dress me up? Why had I let her see me like that?

What must she think of me? What did I think of myself?

I didn’t know what to think about any of it, and though part of me wanted to call Skye, wanted to ask to see her, so we could talk, the thought of facing her before I had unpicked what had happened did not appeal.

Part of me wanted to stay home, but I knew I needed to keep busy, to keep my mind occupied, so I headed to work, determined to get on with my usual routine. I hoped that would help instil normality. I’d let things go too far.

The gym clothes were bad enough, and the shaving and the panties were possibly a step too far, but they were all for a reason, right? They were to help me work out?

Yet it was more than that. I could feel it.

I didn’t know what Skye had done, or how she was having the effect on me that she was having, but she was doing something to me and I didn’t know how I felt about it. Wearing panties and stockings and suspenders and heels was going too far though.

I was a man. I didn’t do stuff like that. That she had liked me in it was bad enough, that I had liked how I looked in it, how it had felt, was worse. I needed to put a stop to whatever was happening. My backache was gone, so maybe I didn’t need yoga any more.

I could do the stretches at home. I could work out in my room. If I didn’t see Skye again it wouldn’t go any further.

I knew I wanted to see her again, and just the thought of her made my heart skip, but I knew if I did that I’d not be able to resist whatever effect it was she had on me, and that scared me. I didn’t know how far I’d end up going, or who I’d end up becoming.

Something about her, something about me, frightened me. Away from her, I knew who I was, Conner, an ordinary if grumpy and unhappy man, but when I was with her it was like I was someone different, someone else, and that uncertainty frightened me.
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“Fuck’s sake!” I grumbled as I went to pour myself a cup of coffee.

The pot was empty again. Why could no one else fill it up? What kind of savage took the last of the coffee but didn’t bother to brew a fresh pot? What was wrong with people?

“You okay there Conner?” Sanjay asked.

I looked up, grumbling, and just shrugged. Sanjay looked at me for a moment.

“You don’t seem okay.” He said. “The last few weeks you’ve been more cheerful than usual, but today… today you seem off. What’s wrong?”

Yesterday evening had been my yoga session with Skye, the first one-to-one session since our date, that night. I’d wanted to go, but… in the end, I’d stayed away. My fear had kept me away. I hadn’t heard from her and I was too scared to contact her.

Part of me hated myself for having used her, and then ignoring her, but part of me was also terrified of what she meant to me, what she might teach me about myself. I didn’t know if I was ready to face her again, but I didn’t know if I’d ever forgive myself for letting her go, for not giving her, and the life I might have with her, a chance.

I didn’t know what to do. I was a mess.

“Just… just… yeah. I’m fine.”

Sanjay just looked at me. He smiled.

“You are not fine.” He said in the end. “You were just about getting to be fine, and today it’s like it’s all come undone. What happened?”

I stared at him. How was I supposed to explain Skye, what had gone on, what was going on? I didn’t even know who I was any more and I was too scared to question. I’d found someone who saw me, really saw me, and I was running away from them. My life was shit, and it was never going to get any better because the reason it was shit was never going to go away.

Me. I was the problem, and there was no escaping me.

“It’s nothing.” I said.

I was like I wanted to scream and cry at the same time.

“It’s not nothing, but I’m also not going to pry.” He said.

Sanjay was a good person. I regretted snapping at him, but there was also no way I could tell him what was going on.

There was only one person I could talk to, and I was too scared to.

“But I’ll give you some free, unasked-for advice. Whatever it was that was making you happy, whether it was the yoga or something else, you should do whatever you can to keep that in your life. It was good for you. You were happy. You were smiling. Today you are not happy. Whatever has changed, if you can fix it, fix it.” He said.

I stared at him. Was it all really that obvious, even to someone outside of it all?

Was Skye really that special?

But I already knew the answer. Yes. She was.

But what I didn’t know was if I was brave enough to face her, or if I was brave enough to face the person she saw in me.
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“Skye?”

I saw her as she stepped out of the studio, head down moving quickly, her movements heavy. She looked up, turned to face me.

When she saw me she smiled, but that was gone quickly, replaced with anger. I couldn’t blame her. What must she have thought? What must she have thought of me? What had she assumed I thought of her?

I knew I’d hurt her. I just had to hope she would listen.

“I’m sorry.” I said, speaking before she could leave.

“I fucked up. I’m sorry. Can we just… can we talk?”

Skye stopped and stared at me. She looked as though she’d not slept well, but she still looked hot in her yoga wear, and I couldn’t help but remember her body, how it had felt, how it had looked. I couldn’t help but remember how she’d made me feel.

“I was scared. What happened. It wasn’t you. You’re perfect. I… it’s me. I didn’t know what to think about it all and I’m just… I don’t know what it means and I don’t know what to think but I just… I thought if I stayed away from you I could avoid it, but…”

“It’s not me, is it? Avoiding me doesn’t fix anything, does it?” Skye asked.

Her voice was softer and kinder than it had any reason to be.

“It’s you. It’s who you are. And there’s no avoiding yourself.” She said.

I looked at her and I looked into her eyes and I knew she saw me, that she understood. For the first time, I saw someone who understood.

I could feel all the rage and the pain and the fear in me rear up and scream and then evaporate. She saw me. She saw me and there was kindness in her eyes. She saw me and she moved closer. She still wanted to be close to me, despite what she saw, maybe even because of it.

“I… yeah.” I said. “It’s me. I’m broken. I just… I don’t… I see everyone else and they’re happy and I thought maybe I could be. But I can’t. I can’t just be happy like them.”

“No, you can’t.” Skye said. “You can’t be happy like them because you aren’t like them. You’re you. If you want to be happy you need to be happy as you.”

I looked at her. I was scared. I shook my head.

“I… I can’t. You don’t get it. I… I’m just… you can’t understand.”

I wanted to run, but I didn’t know if I was going to run towards her or away from her, so instead I remained frozen. She took a step closer.

“I get it, Conner.” Skye said. “I’m a trans-woman. I get it. I’ve been in a place similar to where you are now. I’ve been through this and I came out the other side better and stronger and happier. You can get through it too. It's not easy, and it’s not a secret recipe to happiness, but you can get through it. You just need to want to.”

I stared at her. It seemed impossible but I wanted so hard for it to be true. Yet, I didn’t want it either. I just wanted it to be easy, like it was for other people.

It was never going to be easy though. Not for me. But maybe that was okay because I could have something better than easy. Maybe I could have…

“I don’t and won’t pretend to know who or what you are, but I can see you. The real you you’ve been keeping hidden your whole life, even from yourself. I can see you even though you’re doing your best to hide. I see you and I like what I see. You’re sweet and beautiful, and I’d like to get close to you. I’m not going to force you to confront anything or admit anything and I’m not going to give you answers. You need to find them on your own. I can help though, maybe, if you let me. I’d like to help you. I’d like to go on dates with you. But I’m not going to force you, and I’m not going to chase you.”

She was talking slowly, softly, sweetly, but there was also steel in her voice.

“I get it’s hard, and I know you’re sorry, but… I’m not going to let you keep hurting me like you did. I can forgive you because I know this is difficult, but I need to know you mean it. And if you do it again I’m not going to wait for you. I’m not going to be there for you to realise you made a mistake if you do it again. There are ways to be happy but you need to let people in. You need to stop putting yourself in a cage that other people made for you. You can be happy if you chose to be, but you need to make that choice.”

I look at her and I can almost feel something in me breaking.

“How?” I ask.

She smiled.

“Come with me. I can show you.”

Skye offered me her hand. I stared at it. I wanted to turn and run, I wanted to stay in place, but I did neither. I took a step towards her and I took her hand. I let her show me.


Nine

“Pick.” Skye said.

She spoke as though I would understand, looked at me as though what she meant was obvious, but I was just confused. I felt raw and alert and frightened. I just wanted her to hug me.

“I don’t understand.” I said.

She just smiled.

“My wardrobe. Pick what you want to wear. Anything. Don’t worry about what I or anyone else will think, and don’t worry about what you’re supposed to wear. Just look through my clothes and pick something you want to wear.”

I looked to the open doors of her wardrobe, the doors she had just opened, and blinked. It was full of clothes. How was I supposed to pick?

“I know they might not fit you perfectly, as I’m a bit taller than you, but apart from height and my little something extra…”

As she spoke she lifted her hands to her tits, hefting them, jiggling them, and I couldn’t help but watch, aroused and bewildered—a very odd mix of emotions.

“… we’re a pretty close match in size. Hell, if you want to try tits too I think I have my old fake ones around from before my surgery. You’re welcome to try them on.”

My head was spinning. Was she suggesting I could try having tits? And why was I so curious about how that would feel?

She’d said we were similar in size apart from height and bust. So… was she saying my ass and thighs and legs were like hers? She was hot, so feminine and lean and stunning. The idea that my body was in any way close to hers thrilled me, and I blushed, squirming.

“I… I don’t know.”

I could feel the doubt and the fear in me rising up, could feel it morphing into that familiar rage and dread and horror. I needed to leave, I needed…

“Please.” Skye said. “Just… do this once, for me. If you hate it, if I’m wrong, you can leave and never see me again. I’ll recommend you a good yoga teacher and you can just move on with your life with the memory of one hot night together. But… I don’t think I’m wrong.”

She smiled at me.

“And I don’t think you think I’m wrong either, do you?”

She waited. I looked back to her wardrobe.

“I can pick anything?”

Skye nodded.

“Anything. And there’s a lot of variety in there. Some stuff is hyper-femme, some more masc, and not all of it is black goth punk either. I bought a lot of clothes while I was working out who I was, who I wanted to be, and I’ve not got rid of any of them yet. And, it turns out, I was saving them for a good reason… you.”

She chuckled, and I smiled. Even as tense as that moment was I couldn’t help but feel drawn to her. She was stunning, and kind, and smart, and sweet, and she was offering me a chance.

“Go on.” Skye said, encouraging. “Pick, and once you’ve got that I can help you with make-up and hair if you’d like. You can choose how far this goes. A make-over, just us, no expectations, no judgements, just you free to experiment and discover.”

I smiled. My hands were shaking, but not just from nervousness and anxiety. There was excitement there too.

I looked at her wardrobe and there was a flash of colour that caught my eye. I stepped forward and began to rummage through her clothes, and I began to pick out my outfit.
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Skye watched, waited with me, and answered any questions I had, but she gave no suggestions, offered no opinions. If I asked her for advice she gave it, but she made it clear that the choices were mine. I had to find my own path.

It would have been easier if she’d picked for me, if she’d just dressed me up, like she had before, picking out my lingerie, heels, adding more to the outfit, a bra, a dress maybe, or a skirt and top, then it would have been her choice. I would have been dressing for her.

As it was she made it clear that now I was dressing for myself. The choices were mine. This was about who I wanted to be, who I was.

And so, it took longer, but the time was not unpleasant. Any time with Skye was not unpleasant. Yet, I was anxious, nervous, worried about making the wrong choice.

Skye though was comforting, reassuring, and she made it easier. When I’d finally chosen everything I wanted to wear, surprising myself with some of the things I’d been drawn to, she offered again to help me with hair and make-up.

I paused. Looked between her and the clothes that were laid out on the bed, my new outfit. The choices I’d decided on in the end were far bolder than I’d have imagined, but I’d tried hard to be honest with myself. I owed it to Skye, and to myself.

Just looking at them now made me smile, a fluttering in my belly, my heart racing. The sight of them, the thought of wearing them, filled me with joy. But wasn’t makeup going too far?

I took a deep breath, looked at Skye. All I saw in her beautiful eyes was kindness and understanding, empathy, sweetness. There was no judgement, just a desire to help me, and I felt small and vulnerable in the face of her generosity.

“Will you help me pick a style?” I said. “I… I don’t know anything about make-up or hair.”

Skye nodded.

“Absolutely. We all start somewhere. I’m happy to do it for you if you’d like, and then, later, if you like it, I can teach you what I know.”

I nodded. I liked that idea. An excuse to spend more time with her, and… if I did end up liking how I looked in make-up I’d want to be able to do it myself.

“Thank you.” I said.

Skye smiled.

“It’s my pleasure.”

And with that, she led me off to the dressing table to do my make-up and my hair for the first time.
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“Now, just these as a final touch and you’re done” Skye said.

She handed me several items of jewellery, a necklace, some clip-on earrings, and a bracelet.

“They’ll go really well with your skin colour and your eyes and with the make-up colours you picked it’ll just add that final touch of wow.” She said, smiling.

I listened to her, took them, and she helped me fit them. I was shaking.

It had taken longer than I’d expected to get everything done, and Skye hadn’t hurried me, but had been patient, insisting we take our time, that we enjoy the process, and that we do it right.

“This might be a one-time thing, and that’s okay because discovering who you really are means trying new things, and not all of those things will suit you. I mean, I went through a pink phase once, can you imagine?”

She’d chuckled at that, a look of faux horror.

“I think you’d look hot in pink.” I’d replied. “But then I think you’d look hot in most things.”

That had made her blush. I loved it when she blushed.

“Flirt!” She’d said. “But, back to you, if this is a one-time thing you want to at least make sure you enjoy it and that you do it properly, right?” She’d said.

That had made sense. So, we had done it properly.

“Done.” I said.

With the jewellery on I was finished. I was finally ready to see. Yet, I was very far from ready. I didn’t know if I’d ever be ready.

“Come on then. The mirror awaits.” Skye said.

She offered me her hand. I paused.

“I don’t know if I can. I…”

“Come on.” She said, gentle but firm. “You can. And I’m with you. Trust me when I say you look amazing.”

I knew she meant it. The way she was looking at me made it obvious she meant it. I blushed, took her hand, and she led me towards the mirror.

I stepped in front of it and…

“See.” Skye said. “You’re stunning, right?”

In the mirror was… was a girl, a young woman. There was no sight of me.

I moved and the girl in the mirror copied me. I giggled. She was me.

I was dressed in a soft summer dress, a pink summer dress, patterned with cherries, low cut to show off my smooth chest, with thin straps to show off my shoulders and arms, my neck, collarbones. The skirt was cut to mid-thigh but loose and free flowing so that as I shifted it moved, caressing my bare legs. If I were to bend over in it I knew I’d flash my panties. I was tempted by the idea of flashing Skye my panties.

Underneath the dress, I was wearing a pair of pretty softer pink panties and a matching bra that was too big for me, since I’d decided not to try the breast forms. Still, the bra gave me the subtle impression of barely there tits, filling out the top of my dress just enough, and I quite liked the look of it, the subtle girly curves of it.

My legs were smooth and long and full, and even in the dress it was obvious I had hips and ass, the hard yoga paying off and paying dividends. I felt hot, fluttery joy swelling up.

Yet it wasn’t the dress or the underwear or my smooth, feminine body that was the main source of joy. It was my face and hair.

Skye had helped fit me with a wig in the same shade as my natural hair, long flowing brown waves that fell to my shoulders, and she’d helped me pick make-up colours to make the most of my green eyes, adding just the basics, eye-shadow, mascara, eyeliner, with a little powder to make my face glow and some lip gloss to make my lips pop.

Yet, the final look was remarkable. I looked like a girl. I was a girl…

I was a girl.

“I’m pretty.” I said, smiling.

I couldn’t contain the joy, couldn’t take my eyes off my reflection.

“More than pretty.” Skye said. “You’re beautiful. Really.”

I felt like crying but didn’t want to ruin my make-up. Not yet anyway. There were more fun ways of ruining my make-up I figured, and I was hoping I might get to try them.

“So you like it?” Skye asked.

I nodded without hesitation. I loved it.

“You’re lucky. You’re so naturally pretty and you have such a perfect body. With a little more exercise, a careful diet, and some hormones, if you wanted, you’d have curves to die for.”

Hormones? I blushed at the thought. Could I really go that far? But the thought of even more curves appealed to me.

“So, and this might be too quick, but… Conner… does that feel right too? Or would you rather something softer? A more neutral name, or maybe more feminine? It’s your choice.”

I stared at my reflection. I knew what felt right, but I wasn’t sure I was brave enough. Yet… Skye had done so much for me. I owed her honesty. I took a deep breath.

“I think… I’m not sure yet, but… now, like this, when I look like this, I… I think Crystal. I like the name Crystal.” I said.

Skye smiled.

“And… I’d like it if you used she, and her. I think… when I’m like this I’m a girl. Maybe not always a girl, or maybe… but… definitely now. Right now I feel like I’m a girl.”

“That’s okay. You can take your time to work it out. There’s no rush.” Skye said.

“But… I just want to say, it’s lovely to meet you, Crystal. You’re a very special girl. A princess.”

The words filled me to bursting. I tore my gaze away from the mirror, turned to face Skye.

She was still in her gym wear, yoga shorts and a tank, tight, clinging to her perfect body, and she was wearing only the barest hint of make-up, yet still, she was radiant. She stood taller than me, and as Crystal, I loved that. I felt like her princess, and she felt like my Queen.

“About that…” I said, blushing.

I bit my bottom lip, fluttered my eyelashes. Skye watched me, and I moved towards her, barefoot, on my toes, wiggling my hips and ass, sensual and smooth and feminine.

“About what?” She asked.

I smirked.

“About me being a special girl.” I said. “I was… I was kind of hoping, maybe, if you think I’m special enough, that… maybe you’d make me a woman.”

Skye looked at me, and her blush deepened. I stepped in close, looked up at her, pressed my body against hers.

I could feel the warmth of her skin. I put my hand on her belly, the bare flesh between her shorts and her tank. I was trembling. Or she was. Or maybe we both were.

“Please.” I said, voice soft. “I… I want you.”

Skye smiled.

“What is it you want princess?” She asked.

I smiled at that.

“Please, my Queen.” I whispered. “Fuck me. Make love to me. Make me a woman. I… I want you inside me.”

Skye was still. I waited, hoping, pining, aching for her.

And then she kissed me.


Ten

Skye’s kiss was fierce and hungry and I offered myself up to it. I kissed her back, just as desperate for her as she was for me.

In that moment all the emotions that I had bottled up for years, all the feelings and the longings and the hopes I’d kept buried deep, all the dreams and wishes I’d never dared admit, came pouring out, and they came pouring out as love and lust and joy. I was a princess, in the arms of my Queen, and it was a perfect first kiss from the fairy-tales of my wildest dreams.

As I felt Skye’s hands on my hips I moaned in delight. She pulled me into her, hard, tight, and I could feel the softness of her, her curves and her strength. She was fierce and passionate and she wanted me just as much as I wanted her.

Her hands roamed down, to my thighs, bare skin, then up under my skirt, to my panty-clad ass. She squeezed, making me gasp in delight. I wiggled into her grip as I kissed her deeply, lips, tongues, teeth.

I put my hands against her, teased them up, to her chest, her breasts, feeling the soft curve of her body. I could feel her hard nipples even through the thick material of her tank.

My body throbbed, shaking, hot, aching. I kissed Skye hard, delighting in how she kissed me back. And then she pulled her lips off mine.

“Fuck! You do things to me.” She said, smiling. “You are… you’re intoxicating.”

I smiled, blushing, batting my eyelashes.

“Thank you.” I whispered.

“I need more of you.” She said.

“Take all you need of me.” I said. “I… everything I have is yours.

I meant it, and Skye knew I meant it.

“Get on the bed. Now.” She said.

Her voice was almost hard, commanding, with a sense of ravenous hunger, an urgency. I did as she said, stepping back, away from her, her hands slipping off my ass. I walked backwards towards the bed, keeping my eyes on her, then sat.

“Ready for me?” Skye said.

I nodded. I watched as she began to peel off her gym-wear, bearing her beautiful body. She pulled off her tank, exposing her tits, her magnificent breasts, then her shorts, exposing her hips, her ass, her cock.

Her beautiful cock.

“Come closer. I want you… I want… I want to taste you first.” I said.

Skye looked at me for a second. Then, without another word, she moved towards me.

Her cock, already half hard, began to swell, swaying with each step, hips and ass wiggling, her tits bouncing. As she got closer I reached out with my hand to grip her shaft, the skin warm and soft, but the meat of it growing harder, throbbing.

“Are you sure?” She asked.

I just nodded, and opened my mouth.
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I leaned forwards as I looked up at Skye, parting my lips slightly, and I kissed the head of her cock. The scent of her was rich, thick, feminine. Her skin was warm velvet.

“Fuck…”

Her pleasured moans were music. I kissed deeper, sucking the tip, and then pressed my head down. The thickness of her prick began to stretch my mouth wider, parting my lips even as I sucked harder.

Her cock entered my tight, hot, wet mouth, and I began to suck her cock.

My head spun, and it felt… good. She was beautiful, sexy, and I felt so much affection for her, owed her so much. I wanted to give her pleasure, wanted to feel her pleasure. I sucked harder, took her deeper, stroked with my hand, teased with my tongue.

Skye moaned, thrust, and I let her fuck my mouth, softly, gently, slowly. I sucked back up, drawing my lips off her prick until just the tip was held there, sucking on it hard, teasing with my tongue, and then I sucked back down.

I worked my head up and down, slurping, wet and sloppy and eager. My hand worked my spit along her shaft, teasing what I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I moaned in bliss as Skye worked her hips to take her pleasure from my lips, tongue, mouth.

“Fuck you feel so good, and you look… you look so sexy.”

I looked up at her as I sucked, sat on the edge of her bed in my pretty pink summer dress. Smooth, soft, dressed up, with make-up and hair, I felt more attractive than I ever had before. I felt sexy, happy, and there was pleasure deeper than just sex.

“Such a good princess for your Queen.” Skye said, beaming.

I nodded, moaning, mumbling my yes, my words garbled by my mouthful of her cock. I sucked harder, deeper, staring up at her. I loved seeing her face, the expressions of her bliss. I loved how she thrust into my mouth, fucking my lips as I teased her with my tongue and hands.

“But I want more than your mouth.” Skye said. “And you want more too, don’t you.”

I nodded without hesitation. I wanted more. Needed more.

“You want me to make you a woman, don’t you?”

I looked up at Skye. I pulled my lips back, sucking hard, letting the head of her cock leave my mouth with an audible pop. Her cock was wet with my spit, hard, throbbing. I was trembling.

“Please.” I said.

“Lie back then.” She said. “And relax. It might hurt to start, but I’ll be gentle, at least… I’ll start gently.”

She smiled at me, and, slowly, I did as she said. I lay back on her bed, eager for my Queen to claim me.

Skye paused to look at me, to admire me, and I squirmed, wiggling, spreading my legs. I wanted to show off for her. I wanted her to look at me, wanted her to see me and admire me and lust after me.

It was a new feeling. Before, I’d have preferred to hide, lights out, under the covers, but now, as Crystal, I wanted to be seen, wanted my Queen to see how pretty I was, how beautiful and sexy. I reached down and began to lift my skirt up, baring my legs, my panties, spreading my legs wider.

My cock was hard, throbbing, my panties damp with precum, and I was trembling. I was a virgin, waiting to be claimed.

“Please. Hurry…” I said.

I needed her. I needed Skye. In that moment all my doubts were gone and I was certain of one thing. I wanted her. I wanted her to make me a woman. I wanted her to claim me as her princess.

Skye needed no further encouragement. She moved, quickly, loomed over me, and I felt her hands on my legs, caressing up to my hips, my panties, gripping them tight before pulling them down and off.

The strength and fire of her movements made my heart flutter.

And then she was on top of me. Her knees nudged my legs as wide as they would go, one arm supporting her weight over me. I looked into her face, her eyes, and I felt her shift.

Something hard and wet and thick pressed at the crack of my ass, easing in, teasing up and down, caressing over my virgin entrance. I shifted, working my hips, chasing the sensation, wanting it, but Skye smiled. She was in control.

“Ready?” She asked.

I nodded. I had never been more ready.

And then Skye slipped her cock along my crack, pressing, and the spit-wetted tip pressed at my virgin hole, pressed in. I moaned, bright giddy sensations, joy, bliss, and worked my hips back.

My entrance stretched, opening, and Skye thrust.
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There was pressure, pain, and pleasure. I felt Skye’s cock filling me, stretching me, and I worked my hips down, spreading my legs wider as she thrust in. My outer entrance gaped and her cock popped past my last defences and she slipped in.

Skye’s cock was inside me. She was inside me. My Queen was fucking me.

“Fuck… oh god…” I moaned.

“Are you okay? I can stop if you…”

“No.” I said, sharply. “Don’t stop. It’s good. More. I want more. I want you inside me. All of you. I want you to fuck me. Please.”

I needed it more than I needed air in that moment. I needed Skye more than I needed air.

She smiled, and did as I said. She thrust forwards, gently, firmly, hips and ass working forwards, and her cock slid deep, filling me, her entire length filling me.

The base of her cock, her belly, hips, pressed against my ass, and I knew that all of her was inside of me. I squirmed, shifting down, wiggling, wanting to feel it all, wanting to feel all of her, clenching. A knot of bliss fluttered deep within me.

“You okay?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Better than okay.” I said.

And I lifted my head up to kiss her, hard. Our lips and tongues met, wet, passionate, and I began to work my hips up and down to ride her cock.

That was all the encouragement Skye needed. She pulled back, slipped her cock out until just the head was inside me, tugging at my entrance, and then thrust, hard.

I gasped in delight, and Skye’s moan of pleasure urged me on. I clenched down, wanting to feel more of her, and worked my ass onto her throbbing cock. We fucked, hard, falling into an urgent rhythm.

“Fuck you feel so good. You’re so fucking hot. I… I could get hooked on you.” Skye said.

“I’m already hooked on you.” I said.

We fucked, harder, faster. I moaned, working my hips, urging Skye to fuck me harder, deeper, faster. She kissed me, her hands roaming my body, slipping up my legs to my hips, ass, gripping me.

She shifted, easing back, then pulled me to the edge of the bed so she could stand between my legs, looking down at me, and fuck me harder, lifting me up, pulling me onto her cock as she filled me, claimed me, bred me.

I was breathing hard, sweating, hot and flustered, a pretty princess being fucked by her powerful, beautiful, radiant Queen. I moaned, gasping, staring up at Skye as she fucked me while I fucked her back.

It was hard and urgent and desperate. We both needed each other, fire and lust and passion, love, desire, fear, pain, loss, sadness, all of it pouring out of us as our bodies and our hearts melded. It poured out of us as joy. Pure, unadulterated joy, all of our emotions transformed into something wonderful by the fire of our love.

“Fuck… I’m… I’m getting close.” Skye said. “You feel so good. You’re so hot. I can’t hold on.”

“Then don’t.” I said. “Cum. Cum in me. Make me yours.”

Skye looked at me and smiled. She nodded.

I could feel it, could feel her cock throbbing, swelling. She was close. I was too.

I worked my hips and ass, riding her cock as best as I could as I lay on my back with Skye standing between my spread legs, gripping me, thrusting into my tight, well-fucked ass.

My belly fluttered with pleasure, and something new and trembling and glorious was building in me. Skye thrust and I felt her cock swell.

“Fuck!”

Skye thrust deep, hard, and held her cock there, inside me. Her grip on my ass tightened and she pulled me hard down onto her cock, her thick prick throbbing, stretching my hole.

And then she was cumming, cumming inside my ass. Skye’s cock was deep inside me and she was cumming, filling me with her seed, breeding me, claiming me as her princess.

My Queen was calming me. I was hers.

I clenched down, grinding on her cock, the joy and the bliss of it, feeling overpowered, loved, pretty, and then it happened. As Skye thrust one last time, her cock throbbing, I felt the knot of bliss inside me unravel. I was cumming, hard, cumming as she came inside me. I was cumming from being fucked.

Skye looked down at me and smiled, breathing hard, and she leaned down and kissed me, collapsing on top of me. The weight of her was a comfort, and I could still feel her cock throbbing inside me, my ass hot and wet and sticky with her cum.

“You are amazing Crystal.” She said.

I smiled.

“I… thank you.” I said. “For everything.”

She smiled at that. Her cock was softening, slipping out of my ass, and I ground down to savour every last moment, clenching down to keep her cum inside me. I was drunk with pleasure and joy.

“Don’t thank me yet princess.” She said. “Because we’re only just beginning.”

And it really was just the beginning. The beginning of a whole new story, the fairy tale of a princess and her Queen, where they both lived happily ever after.


Epilogue

“Will you come on!” Skye said. “We’re going to be late.”

She laughed as she said it, more amused than annoyed.

“A girl needs to look her best.” I said, adding the finishing touches to my hair and make-up.

I was getting pretty good at my make-up now and was almost as skilled as Skye, but my hair was still a challenge. It didn’t help that I’d just had it cut after months of growing it out. It was still what I’d consider short for a woman, but it was longer than I’d ever worn it before, and there was something comforting and affirming about knowing the hair caressing the back of my neck and shoulders was my own.

“You always look your best.” She said, watching me, grinning.

I turned to look at her and I still couldn't get over how lucky I was. She was dressed in a simple black dress and she looked breathtaking, a radiant beauty that captivated me more each day. And she was mine, just as I was her. She had given me so much.

I chuckled.

“You know, if we’re going to be late anyway, how about we just arrive extra late and we take a little extra time to make it worth being late.”

I fluttered my eyelashes at my girlfriend, pouting, letting her know just what I had in mind. From the way she shifted and the look in her eye, I knew I was tempting her. I loved tempting her.

“Stop it!” She said, trying and failing to sound stern. “These people have been dying to meet you so the last thing I need is you tempting me like that. You know how hard I find saying no to you. I’m starting to think my princess is getting spoiled.”

“If I’m getting spoiled, my Queen, how about you come teach me my place? I think I’m due a little punishment.”

I giggled as I said it, meaning it too. I stood up and moved towards Skye with a sway in my hips, and the way she looked at me I knew I was tempting her.

“I mean, if I’m a spoiled princess maybe what I need is a good spanking to teach me a lesson.”

Skye’s gaze lingered on my stocking-clad legs, my hips and ass swaying as I strutted in my heels. I felt sexy, cute, and mischievous.

I had on my favourite set of lingerie, black, stockings, suspenders, panties, and a bra that cupped and lifted by newly blossoming tits—it still felt magical to think I had tits now, and the sensation of my bra caressing my nipples, which were so sensitive now, was electric—and my favourite heels. They reminded me of the first time I’d dressed up for Skye, but they were all mine, bought by me, rather than clothes Skye had lent me or gifted me.

Over the lingerie I was wearing one of my favourite dresses, a short slinky strappy dress in pink, low cut to show off my slight cleavage, and high to flash my legs. I was in the middle of my pink phase, as Skye called it, and I was loving it. I loved how all the pink I wore contrasted with the black Skye wore, me the cute pink princess to my goth punk Queen. I knew I might grow out of it as I learnt more about myself, but right then, pink made me happy, and I loved how the two of us looked together when I wore it.

“Are you going to be like this all night?” Skye said, laughing.

I blushed.

“Maybe?” I said. “But… we could just stay in if you think I’m going to embarrass you.”

I said it in jest, but there was truth in it too. I was worried about the night ahead. Had been fretting about it for weeks.

We were due to meet some of Skye’s closest friends. I’d heard all about them, just as I knew they’d heard all about me, but I’d been putting off meeting them until I was more settled into my new life, my new identity, my new self.

It had taken me a few months to get used to all the changes, to feel out who I was and who I wanted to be, to let the hormones get to work and to feel confident, but I was finally ready. Still, I was nervous.

“You’re going to be amazing.” Skye said. “I know it's scary, but I’m with you, and these are good people. They’re going to love you just as much as I do.”

I looked up at her, smiling, my heart beating fast.

“I love you too.” I said.

Skye smiled and offered me her hand.

“Ready?”

I was as ready as I was ever going to be.
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The night was better than I could have ever imagined. Skye’s friends were, as I should have known, kind and sweet and loving. They’d all heard so much about me, just as I had heard so much about them, and they were all delighted to finally get to meet me.

It was almost like meeting old friends, and soon I was laughing and having fun. It was the kind of evening that would have made me miserable before. I’d have been awkward and clumsy and grumpy, sullen. Now though, as Crystal, I felt free to laugh and chat and just enjoy the company of people who saw me, who accepted me, who accepted us.

I spent the night sat next to Skye, and she made a point to stick close, aware of how nervous I was, and she looked after me, fetching me drinks and wrapping her arm around me, small kisses on the cheek or the shoulder or the neck when the others were talking amongst themselves.

I did my best to behave, but it was hard. It was always hard to behave around Skye. I was obsessed with her. I was in love in a way I’d never been in love before, and I felt loved.

“You two are just sickening, you know that right?” Amber said.

I chuckled. I’d gotten on with Amber the best out of all of Skye’s friends, which surprised me.

I’d recognised her the moment I’d seen her, the pretty blonde receptionist from the yoga studio. The woman I’d met on my first day. I could remember clearly how grumpy and rude I’d been, how harshly I’d judged her. Did she remember that interaction? What did she think of me?

I’d been a different person then. I’d been so caged and angry and unhappy that I’d been full of resentment. I’d resented her because she was everything I wanted to be, but I couldn’t even admit that to myself.

So, our first interaction over drinks had been awkward, but Amber had been so sweet about it. She did remember me, but all she said was how much happier I looked now. She told me I was beautiful, and that she loved my dress. There was no mention of how rude I’d been, no mention that I’d been someone else then. It was like the only person she’d ever known had been Crystal.

I had been so wrong about her. She was sweet and kind and genuine and caring. As we chatted I came to know that she, like everyone, had struggles of her own. When I’d met her I’d been so jealous and envious that all I’d seen was the life I dreamed of, some imagined perfect life.

Her life wasn’t perfect though. It was just a life, full of ups and downs, adventures and misadventures, joys and miseries. As I got to know her I felt like I was getting to know a friend.

“We really are, aren’t we.” Skye said, her voice teasing.

She squeezed me tight then and kissed me hard on the lips. I melted into her as I always melted into her. I knew I’d never be able to get enough of my Queen.

I knew that Amber had been having trouble with her love life. The men who were interested in her were not the kind of men any woman should be dating, and then the few men she’d met who she’d been interested in had either been taken or… had ended up being women.

I’d blushed at that when she’d told me how cute she’d thought I was when she first met me, and how much cuter I was now. She’d joked that she’d never forgive Skye for getting to me first.

“You snooze you lose.” Skye had said, hugging me tight.

Amber sighed as she watched us.

“Seriously, I need to find me a man. Or a woman. Or, you know… a hot couple.”

Amber smiled at Skye and me as she said that, and I blushed, squirming.

“You know, I think I might be able to help with that.” I said.

Skye turned to look at me as I said that.

“Oh you might, might you?” Sky said, chuckling but also a little surprised.

“I mean help her find a man!” I replied, realising how it might have sounded.

The thought of Amber, Skye, and me sharing a bed though did have its appeal. But… I was happy with just my Queen, and I didn’t want to share her.

“There’s a guy I work with.” I said. “Cute, sweet, kind. And he’s into yoga. In fact… he’s the reason I turned up that day. He’s probably the reason I’m here now.”

I recalled the advice Sanjay had given me, to keep what made me happy in my life. I had followed that advice. I was still following it. I was doing everything I could to keep Skye in my life. Skye looked at me. Amber seemed curious.

“Well, if he’s the reason I met you, he sounds pretty cool to me.” Skye said.

“And he’s into yoga?” Amber asked.

I nodded.

“Is he cute?” She asked.

I considered that question for a moment. Skye was watching me, curious, a playful look of jealousy in her eyes. She knew I loved her though.

“Yeah, he’s not my type, but he’s definitely cute. I prefer tall tattooed yoga teachers with more boobs than brains.” I said.

“Hey, I resemble that remark!” Skye said, chuckling, elbowing me lightly in the ribs.

Amber and I laughed along with her.

“If you want, I can try and set you up on a date?”

Amber nodded.

“Sure, why not.” she said.

“Look at you playing cupid.” Skye said, teasing.

I looked at her, smiling, blushing.

“What can I say? You made me fall in love with being in love. I just want to share that feeling.” I said.

Skye looked at me then, and her expression made my heart melt. I kissed her, softly.

“Like I said, sickening.” Amber said, chucking.

And we really were.

It’s hard not to be when you’re that happy.

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 you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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HYPNO MAID
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Ryan is a mess, and his flatmate and her girlfriend have had enough. They need him to be better, or move out.

Desperate, Ryan says he’ll try harder. Luckily for him, the two women know just how to help him clean up his act...

It’s hard living with two attractive women when you’re terminally single. For Ryan, living with Maya and Olivia, it’s even harder. Not only are the two women very hot, but they’re also together, and they’re deeply into each other.

Ryan had thought it would just be him and his friend, Maya, when he moved in, but now her new girlfriend is around all the time, and though Maya is sweet and charming and kind, Olivia is the exact opposite, and Ryan is sick of her picking on him.

Olivia is picking on Ryan for a reason though. Maya and Olivia have had enough of Ryan’s bad habits, his bad attitude, and his mess. So, the pair give him an ultimatum: improve his habits, or move out.

Not wanting to lose his room, his home, Ryan says he’ll try, but admits that his bad habits are hard to break. Hearing that, Olivia offers him help.

Her help is simple enough. Hypnosis while Ryan sleeps, to help him break his bad habits, just like giving up smoking or eating healthier Olivia says. Ryan is sceptical, but soon he starts noticing changes in his behaviour, his routine, and his habits. He doesn’t want to admit it, but maybe Olivia’s suggestion really is helping.

And then a package arrives in the post, and what’s inside changes everything...


CAMERA SHY
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There’s a rumour circulating that Rob’s new neighbour, the hot Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, and Rob needs to know if it’s true.

So he decides to break into her house to find out. After all, what’s the worst that can happen?

Rob and Alex are best friends, and have been for most of their lives. They went through school together, and now they’re at college together. They’re almost inseparable. So when rumours start to circulate that their new neighbour, the beautiful Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, its only natural that the two come up with a plan together to find out the truth.

That plan is simple enough. Rob will break into Ms Scarlet’s home when she’s out and will investigate. Only… the plan doesn’t go as they hoped, and the truth is not what either of them expected. Ms Scarlet is a photographer, and during the break-in Rob manages to break some of her very expensive equipment.

When Ms Scarlet confronts Rob with evidence of his misdeeds, she gives him an ultimatum: work as a model to repay the debt he owes her, or face the consequences of his actions. It seems like a simple enough deal, but what he hadn’t counted on was the kind of modelling Ms Scarlet specialises in.

Soon enough Rob finds himself caught up in a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, and with numerous fans willing to pay to see a lot more of him. As he finds new ways to pay off his debt and begins to enjoy his new modelling career, there’s only one issue.

He never did tell Alex about damaging Ms Scarlet's equipment, and how he was paying off his debt. He just has to hope Alex never finds out, because if he does, who knows what the consequences will be…


ORAL FIXATION
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Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?

Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting…


GETTING TEAMED
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This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?


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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