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Introduction

∞∞∞

“Brad! What are you doing?! Why are you wearing your mother’s negligee?”




The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes.

It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses.

Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

THIS IS AN ILLUSTRATED NOVEL.

IT INCLUDES BEAUTIFUL IMAGES INSIDE. ENJOY!

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains straight transgender love, step love, feminization, transgender transformation, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖   My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Becoming My Mother: Feminized and Loved by Strict Stepdad.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I STOOD IN FRONT OF THE CHURCH, my heart heavy with grief. The funeral had just ended, and a sea of people had gathered to pay their respects to my mother, Lydia. She had been loved by so many, and the number of people who had come to say their goodbyes was overwhelming. I could feel the cool breeze against my skin, carrying the scent of the nearby garden that my mother had loved so much.

A woman with fiery red hair approached me, her eyes filled with sympathy.

"Brad, I'm so sorry for your loss. Your mother was such a wonderful woman," she said, extending her hand for a handshake. I recognized her as one of my mother's coworkers.
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"Thank you," I replied, trying to muster a smile. My black suit felt stiff and uncomfortable, a stark contrast to the usual jeans and t-shirts I wore.

Another person came forward, an older man with a thick beard. "I'm sorry for your loss, Brad. Your mother was an incredible person. She helped me through some tough times when I was struggling with my own loss," he said, his voice cracking with emotion.

"Thank you, sir," I said, my voice barely audible. The sound of people murmuring their condolences and sharing memories of my mother filled the air. The scent of the flowers that adorned the church was almost overwhelming, a constant reminder of her love for nature.

Connor, my stepdad, stood by my side in his dark suit, his face etched with pain. We exchanged glances, and I could see the tears he tried to hold back. Despite the tragedy that had brought us closer, our bond had only grown stronger.

A young woman approached me, her raven hair flowing down her back.

"Hey, Brad, I'm so sorry about your mom. She was amazing. I know you two were really close," she said, touching my arm gently. I recognized her as a friend from school, and her genuine concern warmed my heart.

"Thanks, Sarah," I replied, finally allowing myself to shed a tear.

My senses were on high alert as I continued to receive condolences from the attendees. I could taste the saltiness of my tears and feel the soft fabric of the tissues I used to dab them away. The sound of the organ playing in the background added to the somber atmosphere.

As the crowd thinned, a familiar face caught my eye. It was my biological father, Stanley. He had made the journey from his home in another state to be here. Although he wasn't a constant presence in my life, I knew he cared deeply for me.

"Brad," Stanley said, his voice thick with emotion. "I'm so sorry, son."

I embraced him, feeling his strong arms wrap around me. The scent of sawdust and wood filled my nostrils, a comforting reminder of the carpentry work he did.

"Thanks, Dad," I whispered, grateful for his support.

As the funeral drew to a close, I found myself standing alone in the churchyard, gazing at the gravestone that bore my mother's name. The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over the scene.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the crisp air as I tried to process the whirlwind of emotions I was experiencing. The reality of my mother's passing was still hard to accept, and a part of me still hoped that it was all just a terrible dream. I could hear the sound of leaves rustling in the breeze, a gentle reminder of the landscape that my mother had so passionately loved.

My stepdad joined me, his hands in his pockets as he stood beside me.

"She was a remarkable woman, Brad," he said softly, his eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"I know how much you meant to her."

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

"I just can't believe she's gone, dad. It doesn't feel real."

He put a comforting arm around my shoulders.
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"I know, son. I know. But we'll get through this together. She would want us to be strong for each other."

As we stood there, I thought about my future without my mother. I was about to start my journey as a Landscape Architecture student, and I knew that she would have been so proud of me. My passion for the environment and greenery had been instilled in me by her, and I was determined to honor her memory by following my dreams.

A few days later, my stepdad and I returned to our quiet home. The house felt emptier without her presence, and her absence was a painful reminder of our loss. I retreated to my room, seeking solace in the familiar surroundings.

My easel stood in the corner, surrounded by an array of paints and brushes. I felt a sudden urge to create something, to express the emotions that were overwhelming me. I picked up a brush and began to paint, letting the colors flow onto the canvas.

As I painted, I found myself lost in the process, my grief channeled into each brushstroke. I depicted a serene landscape, filled with vibrant flowers and lush greenery, just like the ones my mother had loved so dearly. It was a tribute to her, a way to keep her memory alive.
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I continued to paint, each stroke of the brush becoming an extension of my soul. The gentle scent of the oil paints filled the room, allowing me to lose myself in my art. Suddenly, my concentration was broken by the faint sound of crying. My heart ached as I recognized the sobs coming from my stepdad. I set my brush down and followed the sound, my concern growing with each step.

As I approached the bedroom, I saw him hugging my mother's negligee, his body wracked with sobs. The sight of him in such a vulnerable state tore at my heart, and I hesitated, unsure if I should interrupt his private moment of grief. But the pain in his cries was too much for me to bear, and I found myself stepping forward.
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"Dad," I said softly, moving closer to him. He looked up, his eyes red and swollen from crying.

"Brad," he whispered, seemingly embarrassed by his outburst.

"I'm so sorry you had to see me like this. I should be setting a good example for you, being strong."

I reached out and embraced him, feeling his trembling body in my arms.

"It's okay, Dad. We're allowed to grieve. We're in this together."

He sniffled and wiped away his tears with the back of his hand.

"You're right, Brad. Thank you."

He cleared his throat and attempted to change the subject.

"I know I'm not much of a cook, but what do you say to pizza for dinner? It's not much, but I think we could both use some comfort food right now."

I smiled through my own tears, grateful for the small moment of normalcy.

"That sounds perfect, Dad."

As we waited for the pizza to arrive, we sat together on the couch, our legs tucked underneath us. The soft fabric of the cushions enveloped us in a warm embrace, as we began to reminisce about the wonderful meals my mother had prepared over the years.

"Do you remember her lasagna?" I asked, my mouth watering at the memory.

"She would spend hours preparing it, layering the noodles and sauce just right. The smell of it baking in the oven always made the house feel so cozy."

He nodded, his eyes lighting up with fondness.

"Yes, that was incredible. But my favorite was her chicken pot pie. She had a way with the crust, so flaky and buttery. When she took it out of the oven, the aroma was just...heavenly."

We continued to share memories of my mother's culinary creations, each dish a testament to her love for us. The sound of the doorbell ringing interrupted our conversation, and we exchanged smiles as we realized our pizza had arrived.

He went to retrieve the pizza while I set the table. I could hear the faint rustle of the pizza box as he carried it into the dining room, and the savory aroma of melted cheese and tomato sauce filled the air.

As we sat down to enjoy our meal, we continued to reminisce about my mother. The laughter and tears that accompanied our memories were a bittersweet reminder of the incredible woman who had touched our lives. Each bite of the pizza seemed to carry the warmth of her love, and I felt grateful for the time we had shared with her.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I awoke with a sense of purpose. Remembering how fondly my stepdad had spoken of my mother's chicken pot pie, I decided to surprise him by attempting to recreate the dish. I knew it would mean a lot to him and hopefully bring some comfort during this difficult time.

I began my search for the recipe by scouring my mother's belongings in the master bedroom. I felt a twinge of sadness as I rifled through her things, each item a reminder of her presence. The scent of her perfume still lingered in the air, a mixture of floral and musky notes that had always felt so familiar and comforting.

Finally, I discovered a small, worn notebook filled with her handwritten recipes. Flipping through the pages, I found the chicken pot pie recipe and felt a surge of excitement. I carefully carried the notebook to the kitchen, determined to honor my mother's culinary legacy.

I spent the morning gathering the necessary ingredients, feeling a sense of connection to my mother as I prepared to recreate one of her most beloved dishes. The sound of pots and pans clanging together filled the kitchen as I began the cooking process.

As I chopped the vegetables and cubed the chicken, I recalled the countless times I had watched my mother prepare this dish. I could still hear the rhythmic sound of her knife against the cutting board and the gentle sizzle of the chicken as it cooked. The memories brought a bittersweet smile to my face.

With the filling prepared, I turned my attention to the crust. I remembered how my mother would always emphasize the importance of keeping the butter cold and not overworking the dough.

Following her instructions, I mixed the ingredients together, feeling the cold butter beneath my fingertips as I worked it into the flour.
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The scent of the vegetables and chicken simmering together filled the kitchen, evoking memories of family dinners and laughter around the table. I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride as I assembled the pie, carefully layering the filling and the crust.

As I slid the pie into the oven, I glanced at the clock, realizing that it was almost lunchtime. I hoped that the surprise would bring a smile to my dad's face and perhaps help to ease some of the pain we were both feeling.

I was tidying up the kitchen when I heard the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs. My stepdad appeared in the doorway, his lab coat dusted with various chemicals and a look of surprise on his face.

"Brad, what are you doing?" he asked, his eyes wide as he took in the scene before him.

"I wanted to surprise you," I replied, a little nervous about how he would react.

"I found Mom's recipe for chicken pot pie and thought I'd try to make it for us."

His eyes welled up with tears, and he smiled warmly at me.

"That's incredibly thoughtful of you, Brad. Thank you."

As we waited for the pie to finish baking, the heat of the kitchen became almost unbearable. He removed his lab coat, revealing a sweat-drenched shirt that clung to his broad shoulders and chest.

He then removed his shirt nonchalantly, but what I noticed was the outline of his fat flaccid penis underneath his tighty whities, sitting proudly between his thick thighs—his dadbod all sweaty, and I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of attraction.

I quickly pushed the thoughts away, reminding myself that he was my stepdad and that I was straight. The feelings I was experiencing were confusing and unsettling, but I tried to focus on the task at hand—serving up the chicken pot pie that I hoped would bring some comfort to us both.
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“I’m just going to take a quick shower. Can’t wait to taste all of that!”

As we enjoyed the chicken pot pie, he couldn't help but compliment my efforts in the kitchen.

"Brad, this is amazing," he said, taking another bite.

"You've really outdone yourself. Your mom would be so proud."

I felt a warm flush spread across my cheeks as I thanked him. As I looked at him, I found myself noticing just how handsome he was in his white wifebeater shirt, his muscular arms on display as he ate. I felt my heart race, but quickly pushed the thoughts out of my head, reminding myself that he was my stepdad and that I was straight.

In an attempt to distract myself from these confusing emotions, I started asking him about environmentally friendly fertilizers and chemicals. I was eager to begin my studies in Landscape Architecture, and I knew that as a pharmaceutical scientist, he would have a wealth of knowledge to share.

He eagerly dove into the topic, explaining various options and methods for sustainable fertilization.

"There are plenty of organic and natural alternatives to traditional chemical fertilizers," he told me, his eyes lighting up with enthusiasm.

"For example, compost, worm castings, and even certain types of seaweed can provide essential nutrients to plants without harming the environment."

I listened intently, fascinated by the information he was sharing. It only fueled my excitement for starting college, even though it was still two months away.

As our conversation continued, I found myself opening up about my fears and anxieties surrounding this new chapter in my life.

"Dad, I'm really nervous about going to college," I admitted.

"I'm not great at making friends, and I'm worried about fitting in."

He reached across the table, taking my hand in his. His touch was warm and comforting, and I felt a surge of affection for him.
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"Brad, you're an amazing, talented young man," he reassured me.

"You'll find your way, and I have no doubt that you'll make friends. Just be yourself, and people will be drawn to you."

His words meant the world to me, and I couldn't help but feel flattered by his unwavering support. The connection between us felt stronger than ever, and I knew that together, we would be able to navigate the challenges of moving on.

As the hours turned into days, my excitement for college grew. I continued to practice my cooking skills, finding solace in the kitchen as I recreated more of my mother's recipes. The sound of sizzling pans and the smell of delicious food wafting through the house became a comforting presence.

My relationship with my stepdad continued to deepen, as we bonded over our shared love for the environment and our memories of my mother.

I found myself increasingly drawn to him, not just as a father figure, but as a man. The feelings I was experiencing were confusing and overwhelming, but I couldn't deny the powerful connection we shared.

One afternoon, I was in my studio, focusing intently on painting a rose. The delicate petals seemed to come alive on the canvas, each brushstroke capturing their fragile beauty. I was so engrossed in my work that I didn't hear my stepdad enter the room.

He stood in the doorway, wearing only his boxer briefs, his curiosity piqued by my hobby.

"This is fascinating, Brad," he said, his voice filled with genuine interest.

"Is it hard?"

I smiled at him, feeling a sense of pride in my work. "It can be challenging at times, but I love it. Would you like to give it a try?"

He hesitated for a moment before nodding, intrigued by the idea. I handed him a brush and some paint, encouraging him to experiment with the medium.

As he began to paint, his inexperience quickly became apparent. He accidentally knocked over a small container of paint, the vibrant color spilling onto his boxers. I couldn't help but laugh at the sight, the tension in the room momentarily dissipating.
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"Here, let me help you with that," I offered, grabbing a cloth to wipe the paint from his briefs—accidentally feeling how girthy his sleeping penis was as I wiped the thick paint off. Suddenly, I found myself standing in front of Connor, my body only inches from his.

I guided his hand, demonstrating the proper technique for applying paint to the canvas. As I did so, I couldn't help but notice the heat radiating from his body, the strength of his muscles evident beneath his skin, and his bulge pressing against my butt. His large hands dwarfed mine, and I found myself entranced by the contrast.

My heart raced as I became acutely aware of the intimacy of the situation. I could feel the warmth of his breath on my neck, the scent of his cologne mingling with the smell of oil paint in the air. The sensations were overwhelming, my attraction to him undeniable.

“You know, you look a lot like your mother,” he said with warm breaths.

Feeling flustered, I quickly excused myself and retreated to the bathroom, desperate for a moment to compose myself. I splashed cold water on my face, my thoughts consumed by the close encounter with my stepdad.

I stared at my reflection in the mirror, trying to make sense of the confusing feelings swirling within me. The intensity of the moment we had just shared had left me breathless, my heart pounding in my chest.

As I stood there, I tried to rationalize my emotions, reminding myself that he was my stepdad and that I was straight. Yet, the undeniable chemistry between us refused to be ignored, leaving me to grapple with my desires.

The sound of running water and the coolness of the tiles beneath my feet provided a temporary distraction, but my thoughts inevitably returned to him. I couldn't shake the image of his strong, muscular body or the warmth of his touch as he guided my hand.

As the minutes ticked by, I knew I couldn't hide in the bathroom forever. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the inevitable return to the studio. I knew that I had to face him and find a way to navigate the complex emotions that had arisen between us.

When I finally emerged from the bathroom, I found him still in the studio, his brow furrowed in concentration as he attempted to paint. The sight of him brought a small smile to my face, despite the turmoil I was experiencing inside.

I approached him slowly, trying to maintain a sense of normalcy.

"How's it going?" I asked, doing my best to keep my voice steady.

He looked up at me, a sheepish grin on his face.

"I'm not sure I have the same talent as you, Brad. But this has been a lot of fun."

I couldn't help but feel touched by his enthusiasm, my heart swelling.

“Let’s do it again,” he said as he massaged my shoulder and exited the room.

In the days that followed, I found my thoughts consumed by how to help my stepdad move on from the pain of losing my mother. I decided that the best way to support him was to take on some of the responsibilities that my mother had once shouldered. I was determined to make his life easier, allowing him to focus on his work while I managed the household.

I began by cooking meals for the two of us, drawing on the skills I'd learned from my mother and my own recent experimentation in the kitchen. The fragrant smells of homemade food once again filled the house, a comforting reminder of the love and care that had always been present in our home.
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"Brad, this is delicious," he would say, his eyes lighting up as he took a bite of the meal I'd prepared.

"You've really come a long way in the kitchen. It’s almost like Lydia’s the one cooking the meals."

My heart swelled with pride at his words, and I felt a sense of fulfillment in being able to provide for him in this way. My hands busied themselves with chopping vegetables and stirring pots, my senses immersed in the sights, sounds, and smells of the kitchen.

In addition to cooking, I took on other chores around the house, including cleaning and laundry. I made sure that his bedroom was always tidy and his clothes freshly washed and folded, the scent of clean laundry a comforting presence in the house.

One day, as I carried a plate of sandwiches and snacks down to his basement lab, I couldn't help but notice the look of relief on his face.

"You have no idea how much I appreciate this, Brad," he told me, a genuine smile lighting up his features.

"I've never been very good with chores, and it's such a relief to have your help."

I felt a surge of happiness at his words, knowing that I was making a difference in his life.

"It's no problem at all, Dad," I replied, my voice filled with warmth.

"I'm happy to help. You just focus on your work, and I'll take care of everything else."

As the weeks went by, our new routine became second nature. I continued to take care of the household duties, reveling in the satisfaction of providing for my stepdad and helping him to heal. We fell into a comfortable rhythm, the lines between parent and child blurred as we navigated this new chapter in our lives.

Through it all, I couldn't help but notice the growing sense of closeness between us. Our conversations deepened, and our bond strengthened, as we leaned on one another for support.

One evening, as I folded laundry in the living room, I glanced up to find him watching me from the doorway.

"Brad, I just wanted to say thank you," he said, his voice filled with gratitude.

"You've really stepped up and taken on so much responsibility. I'm so proud of you."

I felt my cheeks flush at his words, my heart swelling with happiness.

"Thank you, Dad," I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

"I'm just glad I can help."


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

ONE AFTERNOON, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I found myself lingering by my mother's closet. I gently pushed the door open, revealing rows of her neatly hung clothes. As I ran my fingers over the soft fabric, I couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness and longing for her comforting presence.
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My eyes fell upon a pair of delicate stockings, and I felt an unexpected urge to try them on. At first, I hesitated, unsure of what was driving this desire, but eventually, I relented, slipping the stockings over my legs. They felt incredibly soft against my skin, and I was struck by a sense of connection to my mother.

Emboldened, I continued to try on more of her clothes, first a lacy lingerie set, and then a silky negligee. As I stood in front of the mirror, I tucked my blonde bangs behind my ear and felt a wave of emotion wash over me. The resemblance between my mother and me was uncanny, and for a brief moment, it was as if she was alive again.
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Suddenly, the bedroom door opened, and my stepdad stood there, his eyes wide with shock.

"Brad, what are you doing!? Why are you wearing your mother’s negligee?" he asked, his voice wavering with confusion.

"I...I don't know," I stammered, feeling a wave of guilt and embarrassment wash over me. I couldn't find the words to explain the strange compulsion that had driven me to try on my mother's clothes.

He stepped closer to me, his gaze softening.

"I know you miss your mom a lot," he said gently, understanding shining in his eyes.

As he stood before me, I could feel the warmth of his body, and my heart began to race. Our eyes locked, and for a moment, it felt like we were on the verge of a kiss. But then, he seemed to come to his senses, and he quickly pulled away.

"I'm sorry," he whispered, his voice strained with regret. He turned and left the room, leaving me alone with my tangled emotions.

As I stood there, surrounded by my mother's clothes, I couldn't help but feel a sense of confusion and self-doubt. I wondered what had compelled me to try on her clothes in the first place and what my feelings for my stepdad truly meant.

In the days that followed, I tried to put the incident behind me, focusing my energy on helping my stepdad and adjusting to our new life. But every so often, my thoughts would drift back to that afternoon in the bedroom, and I couldn't shake the feeling that something within me had shifted.

One evening at dinner, my stepdad finally broke the silence that had settled between us for days.

"Brad," he began hesitantly, "is everything okay? You've been so quiet lately. Is it because of the clothes?"

I looked down at my plate, feeling a mix of embarrassment and relief.

"Yeah," I admitted softly.

"I'm ashamed of what happened."

He reached across the table and placed his hand over mine.

"There's nothing to be ashamed of, Brad," he said gently.

"You should feel free to wear whatever you want. In fact, I have to admit that I really liked seeing you in your mother's clothes."

I looked up at him in surprise, my heart fluttering at his words.

"You did?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Connor nodded, his eyes warm and understanding.
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"Yes, I did. Would it be okay with you if you wore them more often?"

A smile spread across my face, and I felt a sense of liberation wash over me.

"Yes," I agreed. "I'd be happy to."

And so, over the next few days, I began wearing my mother's clothes more frequently. I reveled in the softness of her silk blouses, the gentle swish of her skirts as I moved, and the way her heels clicked on the floor as I walked.

Each outfit felt like a new discovery, and I loved the way they made me feel—elegant, graceful, and somehow more like myself.
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As I embraced this new aspect of my identity, he and I grew even closer. He would often compliment me on how pretty I looked in my mother's clothes, praising my choice of outfits and the way they flattered my figure. His words filled me with a sense of pride and happiness that I hadn't felt in a long time.

Our evenings together became more intimate, with him often inviting me to sit on his lap as we talked, just as my mother used to do. The warmth of his body and the gentle strength of his arms around me made me feel safe and loved, and I found myself craving these moments of closeness more and more.

One night, as I sat on his lap, he looked down at me and said softly, "You know, you really are beautiful. You have your mother's eyes and her smile. She'd be so proud of you,” he said—clinging to my waist with one hand as he drank his beer from the bottle with the other.

I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes, touched by his words.

"Thank you, Dad," I whispered, leaning into his embrace.

"That means so much to me."

As the days passed, our relationship continued to evolve. The affection and intimacy we shared felt natural and right, and I couldn't help but wonder if this was what my mother had experienced in her relationship with him.

In a way, it felt like I was not only honoring her memory but also forging a new connection with the man who had become my rock and my support.

But despite the joy and closeness I felt with my stepdad, I still struggled with the confusion and uncertainty that had plagued me since the day I first tried on my mother's clothes. As I explored my identity and desires, I found myself questioning not only my relationship with my stepdad but also my understanding of who I was and who I wanted to be.

One day, as I stood in the kitchen making a sandwich, my stepdad came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist. I was wearing one of my mother's favorite dresses, a soft, flowing floral print that made me feel so feminine and pretty.
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He seemed to think so too, as he pressed a gentle kiss on my cheek and complimented my outfit.

"I have something for you," he said, pulling a bottle of pills from his jeans pocket.

"It's a new product from the company—a combination of estrogen and anti-androgen hormones. It could help you have smoother skin, grow breasts, have a bigger butt, and become more feminine overall."

I was surprised and intrigued, and although I was still unsure of my own identity, the thought of looking more like my mother excited me.

"Yes," I agreed, my heart pounding with anticipation. He explained how to take the pills, and I began my journey toward a more feminine appearance.

Over the next few weeks, I noticed changes in my body and emotions. I felt a growing sense of gender euphoria as I embraced my femininity, and I reveled in the subtle shifts in my appearance.

My skin became softer and smoother, and my facial features seemed to grow rounder and more delicate.
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One day, as I ran my fingers over my chest, I felt a thrilling sensation in my nipples, as if they were coming alive for the first time.

Later that night, I found myself alone in my bedroom. I wore my favorite pink pajamas, the soft fabric brushing against my smooth skin as I moved around the room. The scent of my vanilla-scented candles filled the air, and the faint sound of raindrops hitting the windowpane created a soothing atmosphere.

As I stared at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel a pang of dissatisfaction. My appearance had changed significantly, and I felt more confident and beautiful than ever before. However, I realized that my voice didn't quite match my new look, and I decided it was time to do something about it.

I grabbed my laptop and settled onto my bed, the soft sheets enveloping me as I began to search for resources on how to train my voice to sound more feminine. I stumbled upon several YouTube videos, each one offering unique tips and exercises to help develop a more feminine vocal quality.

I started with a video by a renowned vocal coach, who explained the importance of breath support, pitch, and resonance in achieving a more feminine voice. As I listened intently, I practiced the deep breathing exercises she demonstrated, feeling my chest rise and fall with each breath.

Next, I moved on to a video that focused on pitch control. The instructor advised that raising the pitch of one's voice could help create a more feminine sound, and she provided several exercises to help train the vocal cords.

I followed along, humming at different pitches and trying to find the sweet spot that felt both comfortable and feminine.

Another video I found focused on resonance, explaining that a more feminine voice often resonated more in the head rather than the chest.

The instructor suggested practicing speaking in a higher, more nasal tone and then gradually bringing the resonance back down to a more natural-sounding level.

As I continued to watch videos and practice the various exercises, I became more and more determined to improve my voice. I decided to dedicate a portion of my day, every day, to working on my vocal training.

Over the weeks, I diligently practiced my breathing exercises, pitch control, and resonance, gradually noticing improvements in my voice. I would record myself speaking and listen back to the recordings, analyzing the changes and making adjustments as needed.

I experimented with different vocal exercises, incorporating the ones that seemed most effective for me, and I even sought out advice from other transgender individuals who had successfully trained their voices.

As I continued my daily practice, I began to notice a difference in my voice, both in the way it sounded and how it felt when I spoke. The sound became lighter and more feminine, and I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment in my progress.

As my voice changed, my hair also grew into a beautiful blonde bob and I noticed that my breasts were growing even more, slightly filling out the cups of my mother's bras in a way I had never experienced before.

I also found that my body hair seemed to be growing more slowly, and I didn't need to shave as often. This, combined with the other changes, made me feel more and more like the woman I had never thought I wanted to be.

As I continued taking the hormone pills, I found myself feeling increasingly comfortable and happy in my new identity. My stepdad was supportive and loving, always there to offer a kind word or a gentle touch as I navigated the unfamiliar waters of my transition.

Together, we explored my newfound femininity, trying on different outfits and experimenting with makeup and hairstyles. I felt more and more like the person I was meant to be, and I cherished the bond that my stepdad and I shared as we embarked on this journey together.
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But even as I embraced my new identity, I was worried about how others would react to my transition, most especially as the first day of college was looming, and I feared the judgment and misunderstanding that might come my way.

My stepdad, sensing my fears, offered me his unwavering support and encouragement.

"Don't worry," he reassured me.

"I'll always be here for you, no matter what."

Feeling protected and secure with the help of a handsome, masculine, and intelligent man like my stepdad gave me a novel feeling that I briefly wished to never go away.
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Gently, I sat on his lap as we chatted in the living room. I was wearing a soft, lightweight blouse that belonged to my mother and a pair of leggings that hugged my now curvier figure. As we talked, he couldn't help but comment on the beautiful changes he noticed in me.

"I can see that the hormones are really working," he said, his eyes twinkling with excitement.

"Your skin looks so much softer, and your features are becoming more delicate."

I felt a warm flush of pride at his words, grateful for his support and encouragement.

He continued, "By now, you should be experiencing some swelling in your breasts."
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As he said this, his hand slid under my blouse, gently cupping one of my developing breasts—causing me to feel a surge of lust. The sensation was electric, sending a shiver down my spine. Briefly, I hoped he wouldn’t stop. Then his fingers brushed against my sensitive nipple as he tweaked them gently and I couldn't help but let out a soft gasp.

“Ahh,” I let out.

"A—are they sensitive?" he asked—a hint of curiosity and tremble in his voice. At that moment, I could feel the boner from his boxer briefs poking my opening from the thin fabric of the leggings.

I nodded, feeling a mixture of embarrassment and excitement as he squeezed my breast gently. "The effects are really good," he commented, a smile playing on his lips before resting on my back—his cock twitching endlessly.

He cupped my breasts for more than five minutes before our eyes met. I could see the excitement and affection in his gaze but then, he shifted his gears.

"I think it's time we took you shopping for some new clothes for college," he suggested.

"Your mother's clothes are lovely, but they might be a bit too formal for everyday wear."

The idea of going shopping with him filled me with joy, and I bounced on his lap, unable to contain my enthusiasm.

"Yes! I'd love that," I exclaimed, already imagining the cute outfits we could pick out together. He continued playing with my nipples and asking me how they felt while I relished the feeling of his pulsating penis against my ass. At that moment, the hormones have killed my boner but I was feeling different sensations—still filled with lust—begging to escape from inside me, deep inside my hole, but I was too scared to act on it, I didn’t know what to do, and who to do it with.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I woke up feeling excited about our shopping trip. After taking a shower, I decided to style my hair just like my mother used to. I found her heated rollers and carefully wrapped my blonde bob around them, looking forward to the soft curls they would create.

While the rollers worked their magic, I turned my attention to makeup. I started by applying a light layer of foundation, smoothing it over my skin to create an even canvas. Then, I added a touch of blush to the apples of my cheeks, giving them a rosy glow.

Next, I carefully lined my eyes with a soft brown pencil, making them appear larger and more defined. I finished my eye makeup with a sweep of mascara, coating my lashes to add volume and length. Lastly, I applied a subtle pink lipstick, completing my fresh and feminine look.

Feeling more confident, I moved on to selecting my outfit for the day. I chose a pair of my mother's lacy panties and a matching bra, loving the way they hugged my new curves. I slipped on a pair of sheer pantyhose, enjoying the silky sensation against my smooth skin. For my outfit, I decided on a cute, casual dress that would be perfect for strolling through the mall.

Unfortunately, none of my mother's shoes fit me, so I searched for the girliest pair of sneakers I owned. I made a mental note to ask my stepdad to help me find some shoes in my size during our shopping trip.

Finally ready, I entered my stepdad’s bedroom and asked, "How do I look?"

He turned to face me, his eyes lighting up with admiration. He pulled me into a warm embrace, kissing my cheek gently.

"You look perfect, sweetheart," he said, his voice filled with love and pride.

As he looked at me, he suggested, "How about we call you Brandi instead of Brad? It suits you better now."

I couldn't help but smile at the thought of my new name. It felt right, like it was the missing piece of my identity.

"I love it," I agreed, feeling a sense of belonging I hadn't experienced before.

"Thank you, Daddy."

He hugged me tighter, his affection and support filling me with warmth and happiness.

"I love you, Brandi," he said, his voice gentle and sincere.

"I love you too, Daddy," I replied, my heart swelling with gratitude for the man who had been there for me through so much.

Together, we set off for our shopping trip, excited to explore this new chapter in our lives.
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As we strolled through the mall, I felt a newfound confidence in my appearance. I loved the way men looked at me, the way my soft curls bounced with each step, and the way my makeup accentuated my features. My outfit felt like a reflection of my true self, and I couldn't wait to find more clothes that suited my style.

He and I spent hours browsing through different stores, trying on a variety of outfits and shoes. We shared laughter and conversation, our connection deepening as we enjoyed our day together.

As we strolled through the mall, hand in hand, I couldn't help but notice a beautiful pair of red high heels in a store window. I gushed over them, and he noticed my excitement.

"Let's check it out, sweetheart," he suggested, and I eagerly agreed. I had read about this store, Jimmy Choo, and knew their shoes were stunning.

Upon entering the store, I was immediately struck by the opulence and the friendliness of the sales attendants. They kindly offered to help us find the perfect pair and presented us with several options.
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My stepdad helped me try on the shoes like a true gentleman, gently sliding them onto my feet as his strong hands caressed my legs. His handsome face, strong body, and his outfit exuded a sense of elegance and confidence.

I fell in love with three different pairs, but then I caught a glimpse of the price tags—one pair cost $400! I felt guilty and told him that we should check other places, but he wasn't having any of it.

"Brandi, these shoes are perfect for you, and you deserve the best," he said with pride.

"I'm more than happy to buy them for you."

As he confidently paid for all three pairs, I noticed some envious looks from other girls in the store. I clung to his arm, feeling grateful and cherished.

"Thank you, Daddy. I love you. You're the best," I whispered, and he smiled down at me, his eyes full of love.

We continued our shopping trip, with my stepdad treating me like a princess every step of the way. We found beautiful dresses, skirts, and blouses that would suit my new, more feminine wardrobe. The excitement of trying on clothes and seeing the changes in my appearance was exhilarating, and having him there to support me made it even better.

As we navigated the mall, hand in hand, I couldn't help but notice the approving and sometimes envious glances from other shoppers. I felt so proud and happy to be there with my stepdad, who was showering me with love and support.

In one store, we found the most beautiful, delicate lace dress that made me feel like a true princess. The fabric felt soft and light against my skin, and the way it flowed around me as I twirled in the dressing room mirror made me feel like I was floating on air.

"Oh, Brandi, you look absolutely stunning," he said, his eyes lighting up as he saw me in the dress.

"I think we've found a winner."

As we continued our shopping trip, I couldn't help but feel a sense of happiness and contentment I had never experienced before. With each new outfit, accessory, and pair of shoes, I felt more and more like my true self—a confident, beautiful young woman.

And as we left the mall, bags in hand, I knew that I had the love and support of my stepdad by my side. This journey of self-discovery had brought us closer than ever, and I couldn't wait to see what the future held for us.

"Thank you so much for today, Daddy," I said, squeezing his hand.

"I had the most amazing time, and I couldn't have done it without you."

He smiled and squeezed my hand back.

"I love you, Brandi. I'll always be here for you, no matter what."


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I woke up feeling a mix of excitement and anxiety—it was my first day of college. After taking a shower, I started the process of getting ready for the day. I carefully applied my makeup, accentuating my eyes and lips, and styled my hair into loose, soft curls.

I wanted to make a great first impression on my classmates, so I chose a flattering, yet casual outfit—a cute blouse, a flowy skirt, and my favorite pair of red high heels.
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I looked in the mirror, taking a deep breath, and felt a rush of confidence wash over me.

As my stepdad drove me to college, he couldn't hide his worry and excitement for me.

“Remember, if there’s any problem, call me,” he said for the nth time. He leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the cheeks.

“Thanks, Daddy, don’t worry, I’ll be a good girl.”

“You better!” he jested.

Upon arriving at Maplewood University, I took a deep breath and started walking down the hallways, checking my schedule and taking in my new surroundings. I noticed several men casting appreciative glances my way, and some even greeted me with friendly smiles. It was both surprising and flattering.

As I sat down in the library to wait for my first class, a pretty girl approached me with a warm smile.

"Hey, I'm Jessica," she said, extending her hand.

"You must be a freshman. I'm a junior at Maplewood. What's your name?"

"Hi, I'm Brandi," I replied, returning her smile.

"It's my first day here. Nice to meet you, Jessica."

Jessica and I quickly became friends, and she introduced me to her other girlfriend, Amanda. Although both girls were beautiful and initially friendly, I soon noticed that they could be quite mean and judgmental toward other students.

Days went by, and I found it much easier to socialize as "Brandi."

People seemed to be drawn to me, and I received a lot of attention. It was overwhelming but also thrilling, as I had never experienced such popularity before.

One day, after class, Jessica and Amanda invited me to join their sorority, Delta Blu.

"We think you'd be a perfect fit, Brandi," Jessica told me.

"We'd love to have you as a sister."

I hesitated, knowing that this would be a major decision. On one hand, joining the sorority could lead to more friendships and exciting experiences. On the other hand, I was unsure about aligning myself with people who could be so mean-spirited. With a mix of excitement and apprehension, I said I would give it a try.

One evening, I was watching TV with my stepdad, dressed in a cute plaid skirt and a white shirt—channeling my inner Cher Horowitz.

[image: ]

We were both enjoying our time together, but I couldn't help but feel a bit troubled by my recent invitation to join the Delta Blu sorority.

He must have sensed my trepidation because he suddenly tapped his thigh, inviting me to sit on his lap. I hesitated for a moment to burden him with my worries, then smiled and took him up on his offer.
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"Daddy, I was invited to join a sorority today, but I'm scared," I confessed, my voice wavering.

"I'm not sure if they know I wasn't born a girl, and the girls who invited me are kind of mean."

He looked at me with a reassuring smile and said, "Sweetheart, you shouldn't worry about what anyone else thinks. You're a girl, and you're the most beautiful girl in the world. I don't care what anyone says, and you shouldn't either."

I felt a warmth spread through my chest, but I couldn't help but ask, "Really? How beautiful am I?"

He playfully squeezed my face, making me giggle, and said, "You're as beautiful as your mother, Brandi."

Feeling more at ease, I bounced a little on his lap, filled with newfound confidence. His words meant so much to me, and they were exactly what I needed to hear.

As we continued to watch TV, I let his encouragement and love fill me with strength. I knew that, no matter what challenges I faced at college, I could always count on my stepdad to support me and remind me of my worth.

Being on his lap, enveloped by his strong arms, made me feel safe and secure. His bulge poking my butt in my cotton panties added to my comfort, and I reveled in the familiar scent of his cologne.

We laughed and joked together, and I felt incredibly grateful for our bond. With every bounce on his lap and playful squeeze, I was reminded of how much I had grown and changed since becoming "Brandi."

As the night wore on, I decided that I would face my fears and give the sorority a chance. Even if the other girls didn't accept me, I knew that I had my stepdad's love and support to fall back on.

His words continued to echo in my mind, giving me the courage and confidence I needed.

"You're a girl, and you're the most beautiful girl in the world."

And so, as I watched the news with him and relished in feeling his thick boner together that night, the worries about my future in the sorority began to fade. I felt secure in the knowledge that I was loved and supported, and I was ready to face whatever challenges awaited me as Brandi.

One day, I found myself having lunch at a nearby café close to our university. We sat at a cozy table near the window, chatting and laughing over our meals. The aroma of coffee and fresh-baked pastries filled the air as we enjoyed our time together. I wore a cute sundress that day, feeling confident and comfortable in my new life as Brandi.

As we were eating…

"Hi, ladies," a gorgeous hunk said, his voice warm and inviting. "I'm Colt, Jessica's boyfriend. And you must be Brandi! I've heard so much about you. You're even more beautiful in person."

He had a sexy tan from his recent trip to St. Tropez with his family, and I couldn't help but admire his handsome features.

I blushed at his compliment, feeling flattered and a little embarrassed. Jessica, however, seemed annoyed by his attention and quickly intervened.

"Yes, she's Brandi, and we're so excited for her to join our sorority," she said, a forced smile on her face. Amanda, on the other hand, just fiddled with her phone, not really engaging in the conversation.

He smiled at me again, and I couldn't help but return the gesture. As we continued to eat and chat, he asked me about my classes.

"So, Brandi, how are your classes going?" he inquired, genuinely interested.

"Oh, they're going well," I replied, feeling more at ease.

"I'm really enjoying my psychology class, and my art history professor is fantastic."

"That's great," Colt said, nodding.

"I always loved psychology when I took it. Do you have any favorite topics so far?"

Before I could answer, Jessica butted in again, clearly irritated by Colt's interest in me.

"You know, Brandi, we should really get going soon. We have that sorority meeting to attend."

He looked a little disappointed, but he didn't push the issue.

"Of course," he said.

"It was really nice to meet you, Brandi. I hope we can hang out more in the future."

I smiled at him and agreed, looking forward to getting to know him better. As we got up to leave, I couldn't help but feel a mix of emotions—excitement at the prospect of joining the sorority and making new friends, but also a little concern about Jessica's apparent jealousy.

As we walked out of the cafe, I felt the warmth of the sun on my skin and the gentle breeze rustling my sundress.

Later that day, I remember sitting in my art class, feeling excited and inspired as I eagerly awaited the arrival of our professor. The classroom was filled with the smell of paint and the faint sound of students chatting about their work.
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When Mr. Bower, our handsome art professor, entered the room. He was in his early fifties, just like my stepdad, with salt-and-pepper hair and a distinguished air about him. His eyes were a piercing blue, and his strong jawline and broad shoulders only added to his handsome features.

As he began the lesson, his passion for art was evident in every word he spoke.

"Today, class, we'll be discussing the impact of color theory on the overall composition of a piece," he said, his voice rich and engaging.

Throughout the lecture, I found myself captivated by the topic and eager to learn more. I asked him several questions about color theory, and he seemed impressed by my knowledge and enthusiasm.

"Brandi, that's an excellent point about the importance of complementary colors in creating visual balance," he said, a smile of approval on his face.

After class, Mr. Bower asked me to stay behind for a moment. I felt a flutter of nerves, wondering if I had done something wrong. But as I approached his desk, he quickly put me at ease.

"Brandi, I just wanted to tell you how impressed I am with your knowledge of art," he said, his eyes warm and inviting.

"And, if you don't mind me saying, you're quite a beautiful young woman."

I blushed at his compliment and thanked him, feeling a mix of flattery and surprise. He quickly apologized for being forward, explaining that he just couldn't help but express his admiration.

He then told me that if I ever needed anything, I shouldn't hesitate to contact him. He handed me his phone number and asked for mine in return, suggesting that we could paint together sometime or that I could visit his home to see his personal collection of artwork.

The idea of spending more time with Mr. Bower and learning from him thrilled me, and I happily agreed to his invitation. As I left the classroom, my mind buzzed with excitement.

Throughout the day, I replayed our conversation in my head, feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment. I had always loved art, and the fact that someone as knowledgeable and talented as him saw potential in me filled me with joy and motivation.

Later that day, I stood waiting for my stepdad in front of the school. The sun was warm on my face, and I could hear the chatter of other students leaving for the day.

Colt approached me, looking confused.
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"Hey, Brandi, why are you just standing here?" he asked.

"I'm waiting for my stepdad," I replied, trying to sound nonchalant.

"Really? You don't drive?" he seemed genuinely surprised.

I shrugged. "He insists on taking me and picking me up from school. After my mom died, he said he wouldn't be able to handle losing me too."

Before he could respond, my stepdad pulled up to the curb, looking annoyed.

"Brandi, get in the car," he demanded, his voice firm but gentle.

I quickly said goodbye to Colt and climbed into the passenger seat of his car. The familiar scent of his cologne filled the air as I buckled my seatbelt.

"What were you talking about with that boy?" he asked, his eyes fixed on the road.

I hesitated for a moment before answering, "He was just asking why I don't drive."

His grip on the steering wheel tightened.

"You need to be careful with college boys, Brandi. They only want one thing."

"But it's not like that!" I protested, feeling defensive.

"He's Jessica's boyfriend and it’s not like he’d want me after he finds out about my secret."

He didn't seem convinced, and his anger made me feel scared and guilty. I realized that I might have been insensitive, considering how protective he was of me.

"I'm sorry," I murmured, looking down at my hands in my lap.

"I didn't mean to upset you."

He glanced over at me, his eyes softening.

"You have to behave if you want to finish college, Brandi. Don't let distractions like that get in the way of your success."

I nodded, understanding his concern.

"I promise, I'll be careful."

Making a goofy smile, I distracted him to change his mood.

“Haha, you silly girl,” he said before rubbing my thighs.

“You promised to be a good girl, don’t disappoint me.”

We drove the rest of the way home in silence, the tension between us slowly dissipating. As we pulled into the driveway, he turned to me, his expression serious but caring.

"I just want you to be safe and happy, Brandi. That's all I've ever wanted for you."

I smiled at him, feeling grateful for his love and support.

"I know, and I appreciate it more than you can imagine."

He reached over and squeezed my hand gently.

"I love you, Brandi."

"I love you too, Dad," I replied, my heart swelling with affection for the man who had always been there for me, no matter what. With that, we got out of the car and walked into the house together hand-in-hand.

Later that night, I sat on the edge of my bed—my mother’s negligee making me feel beautiful. The delicate lace trim tickled my skin, and I couldn't help but smile at my reflection in the mirror.

As I continued brushing my hair, my stepdad entered the room, wearing only his boxers.

"I'm sorry about earlier, Brandi," he apologized, his voice gentle and sincere.

I turned to look at him, my eyes meeting his. He approached me, sitting down beside me on the edge of my bed. His fingers reached out and started brushing through my hair, the warmth of his touch making me feel safe.
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He continued, "Even if you don't feel like you're all woman, as a man, I know how attractive you are. And a lot of men will take the first chance to sleep with someone as beautiful as you. I'm worried they might break your heart."

I felt a mix of emotions—touched by his concern but also a little embarrassed.

"I promise it won't happen," I reassured him, my voice steady.

"I'm not even thinking about boys. I'm just excited about school and the sorority."

He looked into my eyes, his own filled with relief and love.

"Good," he said, leaning in to place a tender kiss on my forehead. The scent of his aftershave wafted through the air, comforting and familiar.
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"I love you, Brandi. Goodnight."

My heart swelled with love and gratitude for this man who had taken me under his wing and treated me as his own.

"I love you too, Daddy," I whispered, feeling the warmth of his body next to mine.

He got up from the bed, his strong arms stretching as he prepared to leave the room.

"Sleep well, sweetheart," he said, his voice soft and soothing.

"And remember, don’t be naughty."

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I looked back at my reflection in the mirror, my blonde hair now smooth and shiny from the brushing. The negligee hugged my body, making me feel feminine and beautiful.

I thought about my stepdad's words and the love and support he had shown me. It was true—I wasn't thinking about boys, at least not in the way he feared. But his protectiveness made me feel even more loved and secure.

Softly, I reached for my nightstand for my nightly hormones and milk. The feeling of taking estrogen and anti-androgen before sleeping always made me feel like I was nourishing my body with beauty and happiness.

I didn’t feel morning woods and my penis barely get erect, but the growing curiosity of how to address my new feminine libido was starting to creep into me.

As I lay down in my bed, the silky sheets caressing my skin, I wondered how it’d feel for a strong man to take me—lead me, and use my body for his pleasure. Would it ever happen to me? Would anyone be interested in taking my virginity? Would it hurt? I had so many questions.

I closed my eyes, inhaling the lingering scent of my stepdad's aftershave and the familiar aroma of my mom's perfume on the negligee. As sleep began to claim me, I felt more at peace than I had in a long time, secure in the knowledge that I was loved and protected.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, after my classes, Jessica and Amanda led me to the Delta Blu sorority house. I could feel the excitement bubbling up inside me as we approached the beautiful, grand house. We stepped inside, and I was immediately struck by the welcoming atmosphere and the sisterly camaraderie between the members.

Jessica introduced me to the sorority president, Ashley, who was a tall, gorgeous blonde with an infectious smile.

"Welcome to Delta Blu, Brandi," she said, shaking my hand with enthusiasm.

"We're so excited to have you join us!"

As I followed Jessica, Amanda, and Ashley around the house, I couldn't help but observe the strong bond between the sisters. They all seemed so happy, and their laughter filled the air. Most of them were perky, blonde, and beautiful, and I couldn't help but feel a little intimidated by their stunning looks.

"We have five vacant rooms right now," Ashley informed me as we reached the second floor.

"You can choose any one you like."

I hesitated for a moment, then explained, "I'm not allowed sleepovers, actually. My stepdad is quite protective."

The girls exchanged glances, and then Ashley spoke up, "That's completely understandable, Brandi. We'll still make sure you're a part of everything we do here."

Feeling a little relieved, I smiled and thanked her. The girls then started explaining their mission, vision, and the various activities they were involved in. They spoke passionately about charity work, community involvement, and the strong sisterhood they shared.

As the afternoon wore on, I found myself immersed in the warm and friendly atmosphere of the sorority. The girls included me in their conversations, sharing stories and laughing together. I felt a sense of belonging, like I was part of a family I never knew I needed.

"We're so glad you're joining us, Brandi," Jessica said, her eyes shining with sincerity.

"You're going to love it here."

Amanda chimed in, "Absolutely! Delta Blu is like a second family, and we're always here for each other."

As I sat there, surrounded by these amazing women, I couldn't help but feel excited about the future. I knew that joining Delta Blu would open up a whole new world of experiences for me, and I was ready to embrace it wholeheartedly.

At the end of the day, as I left the sorority house with a heart full of happiness and anticipation, I knew I had made the right decision. Delta Blu was going to be a significant part of my college experience, and I couldn't wait to see where this new chapter of my life would take me.

I had barely stepped out of the sorority house when I noticed Colt approaching me. He had a mischievous grin on his face and beckoned me over.

"Hey, Brandi, I want to show you something real quick," he said.

Curious, I followed him as he led me down a deserted hallway lined with lockers. I wondered what he could possibly want to show me, but before I could ask, he suddenly grabbed my wrists and pinned them against a locker. My heart raced as his face drew closer to mine.
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"You're so beautiful, Brandi," he whispered, his eyes locked onto mine. I felt a mix of fear and excitement wash over me. I knew I should resist, but there was something about him that made it difficult.

He began to kiss me passionately, and his hands roamed over my body, making me shudder. I couldn't deny that a part of me was enjoying the attention and the thrill of the moment, but another part of me knew this was wrong.

As his hand slipped under my skirt, I tried to push him away, but my strength was no match for his. Suddenly, he froze, his fingers brushing against the bulge beneath my skirt. His eyes widened in shock as he pulled away, staring at me in disbelief.

"You're...you're a man?" he stammered, disgust creeping into his voice. I felt my face burning with humiliation as I tried to explain, but the words caught in my throat.

I could see the anger and repulsion in his eyes as he let go of me, backing away as if I were something vile. Tears began to well up in my eyes, but I refused to let them fall. I couldn't let my stepdad see me like this.

Without another word, I turned and ran, my heart aching with shame and hurt. I sprinted down the hall, away from Colt and the nightmare that had just unfolded. My breath came in ragged gasps as I desperately tried to hold back my tears.

Once I was far enough away, I allowed myself to cry. The tears flowed freely, and my body shook with sobs as I mourned the loss of my newfound confidence and happiness. I felt like I had been betrayed by my own body, that it had become my enemy.

That evening, I excused myself from dinner with my stepdad, claiming I wasn't feeling well. I couldn't bear to tell him what had happened with Colt—he would be furious.

I retreated to my room and tried to push the memory away, but it was difficult. Despite the terrible experience, the feeling of being kissed and touched had ignited something within me, a yearning I couldn't quite ignore.

The next day, as Jessica, Amanda, and I sat down for lunch in the campus cafe, I couldn't help but feel on edge. I couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong. As we began eating, Jessica shyly asked, "Brandi, is it true that you're not a girl?"

I was taken aback by her question and struggled to find a response. Before I could answer, Jessica continued, "Colt told me that you randomly mentioned it to him."

My face flushed with anger and embarrassment.
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"That's not what happened," I said, my voice shaking. "He cornered me in the hallway, kissed me, and touched me without my permission."

Jessica's face turned red with anger.

"Are you calling my boyfriend a liar?" she demanded, her voice rising.

"No, but it's the truth," I insisted, trying to remain calm.

"He did those things to me."

Jessica slammed her hand on the table, drawing the attention of other students in the cafe.

"You're a liar, Brandi! He would never kiss a sicko like you! How dare you make up something like that about Colt? You're just jealous because he's with me!"

I felt my eyes well up with tears, but I fought to hold them back.

"I'm not lying, Jessica. I swear."

But she didn't believe me. Her voice was filled with venom as she spat out, "You know what? I don't care what you are, man or woman. You're a disgusting snake and a liar, and I don't want anything to do with you anymore."

I stared at her, devastated by her words. I had thought we were becoming friends, but now it seemed I was losing the only people I had connected with at college.

As Jessica and Amanda stormed away from the table, leaving me alone with my thoughts and tears, I couldn't help but feel like everything was falling apart.

My appetite gone, I pushed away my lunch and left the cafe, feeling more alone than ever. It seemed that every step I took forward in this new life led to two steps back.

The following days at school were difficult for me. I felt like a complete loser, walking through the halls without any friends by my side. Men still tried to be friendly with me, but I kept my distance, remembering my stepdad's warning. I couldn't help but realize he was right about Colt; he had been nothing but trouble.

Weeks passed, and I found myself stuck in a lonely routine. I went to class, ate lunch alone, and went home without speaking to anyone outside of my coursework. I couldn't shake the feeling of isolation that had settled over me, and it weighed heavily on my heart.

My outfits during this time were simple and more subdued, reflecting my mood. I wore neutral colors and basic pieces, hoping to blend in and avoid drawing any attention to myself. I didn't have the energy or desire to dress up like I used to. My makeup was minimal, and my once carefully styled hair was often just pulled back into a simple ponytail.

One day, as I walked to my art class, I overheard a couple of girls gossiping about the latest party they had attended. They laughed and chatted, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of envy.

I missed the camaraderie and friendship that I had briefly experienced with Jessica and Amanda. It hurt to know that I had lost that connection.

In my art class, Mr. Bower noticed my downtrodden demeanor and tried to engage me in conversation.

"Brandi, are you alright?" he asked, his brow furrowed with concern.

I forced a smile and replied, "I'm fine, Mr. Bower. Just a little tired."

He studied me for a moment before nodding slowly.

"Well, if you ever need someone to talk to, you know where to find me."

I appreciated his kindness, but I couldn't bring myself to open up to him. I didn't want to burden him with my problems, and I wasn't sure he would understand.

During lunch, I sat by myself in the corner of the cafeteria, picking at my food. I had grown used to the solitude, but it never got any easier. I watched other students laughing and chatting, and I wondered if I would ever find a group of friends who accepted me for who I was.

My days continued like this, an endless loop of loneliness and self-doubt. I tried to focus on my studies and my art, but it was hard to find motivation when I felt so isolated.

I arrived at school that day, feeling a little bit more confident in myself. As I walked through the hallways, I noticed something strange. There were flyers everywhere with my picture on them and a caption that read, "Beware: Brandi's a hot... MAN!" My heart dropped, and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks. Students were staring at me, laughing and whispering to each other, and pointing at the flyers.

I couldn't take it anymore, so I ran to the rooftop to get away from the cruel laughter and judgmental stares. Tears streamed down my face as I tried to catch my breath. I couldn't believe how mean people could be. I thought about how catty women could be, and how I just wanted to fit in and make friends.

As I cried on the rooftop, Mr. Bower, my art professor, came up and saw me. He asked what happened, and I explained everything to him—the flyers, the taunting, and the hurtful comments. He listened carefully, his face full of concern.

He was shocked to find out that I was transgender, and he admitted that he was into girls like me. I could see the change in his demeanor, and it made me feel uncomfortable.

Without thinking things through, he unbuttoned his jacket—revealing his oppressive masculine body.
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He tried to kiss me and took my hand—rubbing it on his crotch and begging me to jerk him off. I immediately pulled away, feeling repulsed and violated.

"I'm not into you like that!" I told him, my voice shaking.

"Please don't do this!"

I couldn't handle the pressure anymore, so I ran away from him and the school. I needed to escape the pain and humiliation. I hopped on the bus, trying to hold back more tears, and headed home.

As the bus rumbled along, I couldn't help but think about everything that had happened. I was so tired of feeling like an outcast and dealing with the cruelty of others. It seemed like every time I tried to be myself and make friends, something went wrong.

I leaned my head against the window, watching the scenery blur past. The wind rustled through the trees outside, and I could smell the fresh air coming through the small crack in the window. I tried to focus on the sounds of the bus—the engine, the tires on the pavement, the chatter of the other passengers—anything to keep my mind off the painful events of the day.

As the bus finally pulled up to my stop, I took a deep breath and prepared myself to face my stepdad. I knew I had to tell him what had happened, but I was scared of how he would react.

When I got home, I found my stepdad in the living room, sitting in his favorite armchair with only his tight white briefs on. He looked up at me, his eyes full of concern.

"Brandi, what's wrong?" he asked, noticing my tear-streaked face and the sadness in my eyes.

I hesitated, unsure of how to begin. Finally, I told him everything—Colt, the flyers, the taunting, Mr. Bower's inappropriate advances. He listened carefully, his face growing angrier with each word I spoke.

After I finished my story, my stepdad hugged me tightly, trying to comfort me.

"I'm so sorry you had to go through all of that," he said softly.

"You don't deserve any of it."


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

“IT'S MY FAULT BABY GIRL, I should’ve protected you more,” my stepdad said before pulling me closer and rubbing my back.
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“Don’t believe what they’re saying, you’re not a man, you’re a beautiful girl. It doesn’t matter if you’re transgender, you’re my stepdaughter and the love of my life.”

Without thinking things through, he started kissing me—his tongue circling mine from the pent-up passion that he’d been hiding from me. At that very moment, I felt bad for not sharing my first kiss with my stepdad and I wasted it with that no-good Colt. My stepdad was the better kisser and I didn’t want it to end.

Suddenly, he started gyrating and rubbing his bulge against my thighs—sending my hormones wild. His strong dadbod and grip felt heavy and made me feel like a real woman.

“I’ll show you how much of a woman you are.”

My mouth gaped wide open—falling into my stepdad’s arms. The next thing I knew, he was licking my neck and squeezing my ass under my skirt.

“Do you like it when I rub myself on you?” he asked with a hot breath.
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“Mmmmmm,” I moaned. My words were feeling weak due to the pleasure.

“You know you’re my stepdaughter, right? He said as he continued rubbing his cock on me.

“Daddy, I know, and I don't care, I still want you,” I told him before he started squeezing my tits under my bra.

“Do you want my cock in you?” he whispered in my ear. Briefly, I thought that it was a no-brainer question.

“Yes Daddy,” I nodded my head.

With both hands, he squeezed my tits and started kissing my lips again. At the same time, he unbuttoned my top and took off my bra.

"Your boobs have really grown from those hormones, baby," he said before squeezing my tits together and sucking them with fervor.

His dick started leaking precum—tickling my thighs and I couldn't wait to know what dick tasted like for the first time. It was extra special as the strong man had always been there for me, and raised me like his own and it was only right to repay his kindness and care.

I wanted to make him feel as loved as he had always made me feel.
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I reached down and took off his briefs, revealing his girthy, pulsating, and long cock. I gasped as my stepdad's huge cock came into full view and the scent of his testosterone filled my nose. He was slightly curved, rock-hard, and throbbing.

"Mmmmm," he moaned as he rubbed my nipples with his fingers.

"Open your mouth," he commanded.

"Yes Daddy," I replied, opening my mouth obediently.

"I'm going to fuck your mouth," he said before sliding his dick inside.

"Mmmmm!" I moaned with excitement. My stepdad's manly taste made me excited and my soft penis soaked my panties.

"You're daddy's dirty stepdaughter, aren't you?" he said as he started thrusting his cock in and out of me while pulling my blonde locks—locking my eyes with his intense stare.

"Ahhh, you're so gorgeous and your mouth is so tight."

He moved his hips forward, going deeper and deeper into my mouth until he hit the back of my throat. I was surprised by how deep he could go.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard and cum inside your ass,” he said, sliding his cock out of my mouth.

I couldn't believe I was deep-throating my stepdad like I was absent of a gag reflex.

"Daddy, I think I'm going to cum," I said.

I reached to his balls and started to massage them as I continued letting him in and out my throat like he had a VIP pass. In response, he grabbed my hair tighter and started relentlessly pounding my throat.

"Mmm, gah!" I moaned before I felt my stepdad's cock twitching.

"Daddy's gonna blow his load in your ass, baby girl."

The girthy, pulsing, and long cock was so powerful that I had to close my eyes.

"Do it, Daddy," I said before I cleaned the rest of his precum off of his cock.

"I'll pull out, baby girl," he said with a comforting look on his face. I trusted my stepdad and just nodded my head to show that I was ready for him.

"I'll be your first, it's only right," he said with a smile.
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He carried me to the master bedroom and took a lubricant from the nightstand drawer. Soon after, he pulled my legs to the edge of the bed and knelt on the floor. With my ankles on his strong shoulders...

"Daddy's going to lick your ass. I love you so much, baby girl," he said before pushing his tongue in and out of me—only to be followed by another plunge of his tongue.

"Daddy, I love it when you lick my ass," I said before I felt my balls tingling. He sank his face and continued licking my ass—n ot minding if my balls flapped against his nose.

"Mmm, baby girl, you taste so good," he said briefly before sinking his face again—letting me feel delightful novel sensations that I didn't want to stop.

"Mmm," I moaned, gazing at my stepdad in amazement.

The pleasure was too much for me to handle and my penis started to harden albeit the amount of hormones I'd been taking.

"Mmm, daddy, I'm cumming," I moaned as I stroked my semi-hard dick.

"Don't touch it baby girl, let it leak on its own," he said as he swatted my hand away from my member.

"Mmm," I moaned loudly as I felt my cockhead expand and a stream of cum shoot out—landing on my tummy.

"Oh, Daddy that felt so good," I told him as I fell on my back and my stepdad continued licking my asshole. Then he moved towards my cock and started sucking it hard, causing my heart to race and feel heavy.

"Now, it's daddy's turn," he said with a grin before taking the bottle of lubricant and leading my hand to jerk his wet dick for him.

"You look so beautiful," he said as I stroked his manhood.

"Thank you, Daddy," I told him.

"I'll fuck you really hard for not listening to me," he said before opening spreading my legs then stroking his wet cock.

"Oh, my god, Daddy, you feel so good," I said as he grazed his mushroom head on my opening.

"I love you so much, baby girl. I'm going to cum inside you, okay?"

"Oh, Daddy, make me feel good," I said before I felt lubricant run down to my asshole through his wet finger stretching me.

"Mmm, Daddy, that’s it," I said with a smile. I was very turned on and couldn't wait to feel his cock inside me.

"Are you ready to feel your first cock?" he asked with a smile.

"Yes Daddy, my first and only," I said in anticipation.

"I'm going to own that ass, baby girl."

My stepdad grabbed my legs and positioned my asshole at the opening of his cock head. I felt the broad mushroom head of his cock applying pressure on my rosebud—forcing it to stretch.

"Oww," I let out a loud moan as I felt a painful sensation. I was initially in pain and it felt odd to have something up my ass.

In response, my stepdad got up and grabbed a pillow, putting it under my back. Soon after, he got back on the edge and put his cock on the opening of my asshole again.

"Mmm," he moaned as I squeezed my face in pain.

It was evident how much he enjoyed it as he inhaled sharply.

"Mmm, fuck yeah. I'm gonna cum in your ass so damn hard, baby girl."

I felt his cock applying pressure once more and I clenched my teeth and tried to relax.

"Relax your ass, baby girl," he said, waiting for me to loosen up before he sank his cock inside me.

"Oh, Daddy, oh my god," I moaned in pain.

"Relax your ass," my stepdad urged.

"Mmm," I moaned with my eyes shut in pain.

My stepdad placed his index finger next to my asshole and started to massage it.

"Mmm," I moaned as I felt his finger rubbing my rosebud.

As soon as I relaxed and felt my stepdad's cock pushing deeper into me, I took a deep breath. The experience was surprisingly scary and erotic at the same time. I could feel how much he wanted to fuck me and how much he loved me. The thought of it drove me crazy and my dick started to get hard again.

It was at that moment that he suddenly thrust his cock inside me again.

"Ahhh," I let out a hoarse cry as I felt the broad mushroom head of his cock pierce my asshole.

"Damn, your ass is so fucking tight. Mmm, Daddy is gonna fill that ass with a huge load, baby girl," he said with a smile.

I felt his hands on my knees as he kept thrusting his cock in and out of me—making my heart race and my penis want to leak again.

He continued pushing his cock in deeper until the head of his cock finally went inside my ass. I felt elated and proud—allowing him to spend my body for his pleasure.

"Mmm," he moaned as he thrust his cock harder inside me and I felt my asshole stretch.

"Your ass is so tight and your ass hole is so hot and silky," he moaned as his cock continued to penetrate me.

"Mmm, Daddy, I want to cum while you fuck me," I said.

"Me too, baby girl. I want you to cum with Daddy."

My stepdad moved towards me and grabbed my arms, putting them over my head on the bed. He continued pushing his cock deeper into me until his cock head reached my prostate.

"Mmm, Daddy! That’s the best!” I told him as he continued pounding my ass.

"That's so fucking hot," he said as he continued fucking me.

"Mmm, Daddy, your cock is so big," I moaned as I felt his cock rubbing my prostate.

"Mmm, baby girl," he moaned as he squeezed my ankles and continued to fuck me.

"Turn around, baby."
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I obeyed my stepdad and bent over like a dog on the edge of the bed. He gave my balls a gentle lick as he stroked his cock with his other hand.

"Mmm, Daddy," I moaned in pleasure when he started massaging my balls.

"Do you like Daddy’s cock?" he asked.

"I love it, Daddy," I moaned as he continued stroking his cock.

"Do you want your first load of cum inside you?" he asked with a grin.

"Yes, Daddy, please cum inside me," I told him.

He picked me up and pushed me onto my back, giving me a kiss on the cheek. I kissed him on the lips as if his mouth was my only source of oxygen then he pushed his cock on my tight asshole.

"Daddy's going to cum inside you. You feel so good, babygirl," he said as he impaled his cock inside me hard.

"Mmm, Daddy, I love it when you fuck me."

I felt his hands on my hips—gripping hard, and to my surprise, he started thrusting his cock even harder.

"Mmm, Daddy," I moaned as I felt him penetrate me even deeper.

I rode his cock—letting it in and out of me like a jackhammer, making the bed move. It was so intense that the room was filled with nothing but the sounds of our wet skin slapping against each other.

"Love this view, baby girl," he said.

My stepdad fucked my ass so hard and I was leaking precum again. The fact that his cock was filling my ass felt so amazing that I couldn't control my dick anymore.

"Daddy, I'm gonna cum," I moaned as he tugged my nipples.

"That's it, baby girl. Cum with Daddy!”

“Ahh! Daddy, ahh!”

As soon as my cum started leaking onto the sheets of the bed, his warm cum started trailing my orifice. I squeezed my hole as hard as I could to ensure that all of him was kept safe inside me.

“Ahh, ahh,” he panted as he collapsed on my back.

“Gah!” he let out once more from releasing the very last drop of orgasm.

“Oh, God, that was really amazing,” he said before spoiling my mouth with wet and warm kisses.

“Daddy, I love you…”
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“Mmm, I love you more, Brandi baby.”


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

AS MY STEPDAD AND I CUDDLED IN BED THAT NIGHT, both spent and exhausted from the love we made, he pulled me closer—his eyes locked into mine.

"Baby," he said softly, "how would you feel about moving into my room? With how close we are now, I think it’s only right."

I couldn't help but feel elated at the idea.

"I'd really like that, Daddy," I responded, smiling for the first time in days.

"It would make me feel safer and more at ease, knowing you're right there with me."

He smiled back, his eyes full of warmth and love.

"I'm glad you like the idea, sweetheart. We'll make it happen."
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The next day, as we sat together at breakfast, he told me that he planned to go to the university and speak with the principal about the way I'd been treated. I immediately felt a sense of panic and begged him not to do it.

"Please, Daddy," I pleaded, "I don't want you to make things worse for me. I'll just do my best to handle it on my own."

His face hardened, his protective instincts kicking in.

"No, Brandi. They need to know that it's not okay to treat you like this. You deserve better, and I won't stand by while they continue to mistreat you."

I could see the determination in his eyes, and I knew that there was no use in arguing with him. I reluctantly agreed, feeling grateful for his support but also worried about the potential backlash.

As soon as we reached the university, he held my hand, and marched to the principal's office together.
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As we waited for the principal, I nervously fidgeted with my hands, unsure of what to expect. He, on the other hand, looked confident and determined.

When we were finally called into the office, the principal greeted us with a polite smile.

"How can I help you?" he asked, his tone cordial but somewhat distant.

My stepdad wasted no time in explaining the situation, detailing the harassment I'd faced, the cruel flyers, and even Mr. Bower's inappropriate behavior. The principal listened intently, his expression growing increasingly concerned as he spoke.

"I'm appalled to hear about these incidents," the principal said once he had finished.

"I can assure you that we take these matters very seriously, and we'll do everything in our power to address them."

My stepdad nodded, his expression firm.

"I expect nothing less. My daughter deserves to feel safe and respected at this school."

The principal promised to investigate the matter thoroughly and to take appropriate action against those responsible. He also offered to provide me with additional support and resources to help me cope with the situation.

As he and I left the office, I felt a mixture of relief and anxiety. It was comforting to know that the school was taking the situation seriously, but I still couldn't shake my fear of further retaliation.

Over the next several weeks, the school took swift action to address the issues I'd faced. The students responsible for the flyers were disciplined, and Mr. Bower was placed on administrative leave pending a full investigation.
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The next morning, I woke up at 5, filled with excitement and determination. I quietly tiptoed out of the bedroom, careful not to wake my stepdad who was still sound asleep. I had secretly saved a cake recipe on my phone, planning to surprise him for his 52nd birthday.

I gathered all the necessary ingredients and equipment and began to follow the recipe step by step. I measured the flour, sugar, and baking powder, and carefully mixed them together in a large bowl.

I cracked the eggs and whisked them with the milk and vanilla extract, before slowly incorporating the wet ingredients into the dry.

As I mixed the batter, I could smell the sweetness of the vanilla and the subtle scent of the eggs. The batter was smooth and velvety, and I poured it into a greased cake pan, smoothing the top with a spatula. I placed the pan in the preheated oven and set the timer, feeling a sense of accomplishment as I watched the cake begin to rise through the oven door.

While the cake baked, I turned my attention to the frosting. I sifted the powdered sugar and mixed it with softened butter, milk, and a splash of vanilla. I struggled a bit to get the consistency just right, but I was determined to make the frosting as smooth and creamy as possible.

The timer went off, signaling that the cake was ready. I carefully took it out of the oven, the warm aroma of freshly baked cake filling the kitchen. I let the cake cool on a wire rack, my anticipation growing by the minute.

Shortly after, I washed my face in the bathroom and fixed my hair then pressed the creases of my mother’s pink satin negligee. My mind was filled with thoughts on whether or not he’d like the cake.

Once my surprise had cooled completely, I began to frost it, carefully spreading the creamy frosting over the top and sides of the cake. It wasn't perfect, but I was proud of my efforts and knew that at the very least, he would appreciate the gesture.

I glanced at the clock and realized it was almost 7 in the morning. It was time to surprise my stepdad. I carefully carried the cake into the bedroom, trying not to drop it or make any noise.

As I entered the room, I began to sing "Happy Birthday" in a soft, gentle voice. He stirred and slowly opened his eyes, his face lighting up with surprise and happiness when he saw me standing there with the cake.
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"Happy Birthday, Daddy!" I exclaimed, my voice full of love and affection.

He sat up, clearly touched by the gesture.

"Oh Brandi, you sweet girl," he said before helping me place the cake on the nightstand and kissing me.

I grinned, feeling proud of my accomplishment.

"I wanted to do something special for you. You've been so supportive and loving, and I wanted to show you how much I appreciate it."

He reached out and pulled me into a warm hug.
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"This is the best birthday surprise I could have asked for. I love you, Brandi. Thank you."

“I love you so much too, Daddy. Now make a wish!”

With closed eyes, I could see the smile on his lips. After blowing out the candle, he scooped some frosting from his finger and licked it.

“Mmm,” he said.

“How was it?”

“You tell me, baby girl,” he said before scooping another and feeding me with his sugar-laced finger.

“Mmm, excellent,” I said.

“It’s too early, come here,” he said before cuddling with me and spooning my ass with his morning wood. As I relished the feeling of his burly chest rubbing against my back and his erection poking me in a myriad of directions, I felt a wash of satisfaction and gratefulness.

Not only did I discover my true self but here was the man who have loved me since I was young and accepted me wholeheartedly, flaws and all. I felt like I was the luckiest girl in the world. Briefly, I hoped that his birthday wish included him and me, staying this way for the rest of our lives.

Life as a college student had its ups and downs, but I found joy in taking care of my stepdad. I felt an immense sense of gratitude for all that he had done for me, and I wanted to repay his kindness by tending to his needs, just like a real woman would.

I made sure that the house was always clean and tidy, and that he had a hot meal waiting for him whenever he finished work. The smell of home-cooked food filled the air, and I took pride in preparing his favorite dishes. He often complimented me on my cooking, and it made me feel accomplished and appreciated.

"Babe, this pot roast is amazing. You've really outdone yourself this time," he said one evening as he took a bite of the tender meat.

[image: ]

"Thank you, Daddy. I'm glad you like it. I wanted to make something special for you," I replied, beaming with pride.

As the days went by, I continued to support him in any way I could. I helped him with his laundry, ensuring that his clothes were always clean and ironed to perfection. The scent of freshly laundered clothes hung in the air as I folded each item, feeling satisfied that I was making a difference in his life.

"Brandi, I don't know what I would do without you. You've taken such good care of me and this house," he said as he buttoned up a crisp, freshly ironed shirt.

"I'm just happy that I can help you, Daddy. You've done so much for me, and it's the least I can do to show my appreciation," I responded, smiling warmly.

My college life was also going well. I had made a few close friends who were understanding of my situation and supportive of my journey. I loved attending my classes, especially art, where I continued to hone my skills and explore my passion for painting.

One afternoon, after my art class, I was working on a painting in my bedroom. I had chosen a beautiful scene of a sunset over the ocean, and the vibrant colors mixed together on my palette, creating a symphony of hues. My stepdad knocked on my door, and I welcomed him in.

"Brandi, this painting is absolutely stunning. You're so talented," he said, his eyes filled with admiration.

"Thank you. I'm really enjoying working on it. It's a nice way to unwind after a long day at school," I replied, feeling grateful for his support and encouragement.

As the weeks turned into months, I found myself thriving in my new role as both a college student, a loving stepdaughter for my stepdad, and someone to make love with to get through the cold lonely nights.

"Brandi, I think I’ve finally moved on from your mother," he said one evening as we sat down to dinner.

"You've made this house feel like a home again, and I'm so grateful to have you in my life."

"Oh, Daddy…"

“Shh,” he said.

“From now on, you’re going to call me your love.”

At that very moment, I finally assumed the role of my mother. I was only once a loving stepdaughter but now, he promoted my role into something more intimate, something that we both deserved.

“To make our relationship official, I want to take you out on a date tomorrow night. What do you say?”

“Oh Da—I mean Connor! I’d love that, I’d love love love that!”

“And I love love love you!” he jested before pulling me closer and spoiling me with a warm kiss.

I was beyond excited when Connor asked me out on an official date. He was determined to evolve from stepdaughter and stepdad to something more, and I couldn't wait to spend the evening with him. I wanted to make sure I looked my best, so I began preparing in the afternoon, giving myself plenty of time to get ready.

As I stood in front of my closet, I decided that I wouldn't wear my mother's clothes this time. I wanted to establish my own identity and feel like a different woman.
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I carefully selected a beautiful, emerald green dress that accentuated my now more feminine figure. The soft fabric felt luxurious against my skin, and I knew it would be the perfect choice for our date.

Next, I focused on my makeup. I spent time perfecting my foundation and concealer, making sure that my complexion looked flawless. I then added a soft, smoky eye and a bold, red lip. The colors brought out the best in my features, and I felt confident and beautiful.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I realized how much my appearance had changed over time. My hair had grown long and luscious, and my body had become more feminine due to the hormones I'd been taking. I felt proud of the woman I was becoming, and I knew that he was proud too.

I decided to wear my hair down, allowing it to cascade in soft waves over my shoulders. The scent of the hair products I used filled the air, and I smiled as I admired the way my hair framed my face.

"Babe, you look absolutely stunning," he said as he entered the room, his eyes wide with admiration.

"Thank you, my love. I'm really looking forward to our date tonight," I replied, feeling my cheeks flush with excitement.

As we prepared to leave, I slipped on a pair of elegant, black heels that added the perfect finishing touch to my outfit. I felt a sense of empowerment as I stood taller in the shoes, and I knew that they would make me feel even more confident on our date.

He offered his arm, and I happily accepted, feeling a flutter of excitement in my stomach as we walked out the door together. I couldn’t wait to go out on a date as the best version of myself and the man of my dreams. The scent of his cologne enveloped me, and I couldn't help but feel even more attracted to him.

“We look so good together,” he complimented—causing me to nod in agreement.

As we drove to the restaurant, I couldn't stop smiling. I felt like I was on cloud nine, and I couldn't wait to see what the evening had in store for us. He and I chatted and laughed throughout the drive, our conversation flowing effortlessly.
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Upon arriving at the restaurant, we were greeted by a friendly hostess who led us to our table. The atmosphere was romantic, with soft lighting and the gentle sound of a piano playing in the background. I couldn't have asked for a more perfect setting for our date.

Throughout dinner, he and I shared stories, reminisced about our time together, and discussed our hopes and dreams for the future. Our connection felt stronger than ever, and I couldn't help but feel grateful for the incredible journey we'd been on together.

"Brandi, I have to say, you look absolutely breathtaking tonight. You make me feel young again," he said, his eyes sparkling with admiration.
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"Thank you, my love, you don’t look bad yourself," I replied, feeling my cheeks grow warm with his compliment.

"I wanted to look my best for you."

As our date continued, I felt more and more connected to him. Our conversations were filled with laughter and genuine emotion, and I couldn't imagine spending my life with anyone else.

Soon after, we left the restaurant. We decided to take a leisurely stroll along the bay, enjoying the romantic moonlit night. The gentle breeze felt soothing against our skin, and the soft sound of waves lapping against the shore created a serene atmosphere.

"Isn't it beautiful out here?" I asked, taking in the breathtaking view of the moon reflecting on the water.

"It really is," he agreed.

"But not as beautiful as you, Brandi."

I felt my cheeks flush with warmth at his compliment, and I couldn't help but smile. We continued to walk, hand in hand, sharing our thoughts and feelings about everything and nothing.

"Love, how do you really feel about dating a woman like me?" I asked hesitantly, seeking reassurance.

He stopped walking and gently cupped my face in his hands.

"Brandi, I've never been happier. I love you for who you are, and I wouldn't change a single thing about you. I didn't raise you to doubt yourself. You're an incredible woman, and I'm so proud of you."

Hearing his words, I felt a wave of happiness and relief wash over me. I knew that I had found someone who truly understood and accepted me for who I was.

"Thank you, my love. Your support means the world to me," I whispered, my eyes filling with tears of gratitude.

As we continued to walk along the bay, the moonlight cast a soft glow on the water, creating a magical ambiance. We stopped at a small, secluded spot where the sound of the waves seemed to grow louder, enveloping us in a peaceful, comforting embrace.

"Babe, I want you to know that you've changed my life in so many ways," he said, his voice filled with emotion.

"I can't imagine my life without you in it."

I looked into his eyes, feeling the depth of his love for me, and I knew that my feelings for him were just as strong.

"Love, I feel the same way. You've been my father, rock, my support, and my best friend. I love you more than words can express."

As our eyes locked, I felt a magnetic pull drawing us closer together. The scent of his cologne and the warmth of his breath on my skin sent shivers down my spine. Our lips met in a tender, passionate kiss, and I felt as if time had stopped, allowing us to fully experience the depth of our love for one another.

The gentle breeze caressed our skin, and the sound of the waves seemed to be cheering us on, as if nature itself was celebrating our love. At that moment, under the moonlight by the bay, I knew that I had found my soulmate in my former stepfather.

Our kiss eventually broke, but the intensity of our connection remained. We continued to walk along the bay, hand in hand, feeling more in love than ever before.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE DRIVE HOME WAS FILLED WITH MORE LAUGHTER AND CONVERSATIONS, as we excitedly discussed our future together. We talked about our dreams, our goals, and our hopes for our life as a couple, and the possibility of getting a dog. The connection between us felt stronger than ever, and I knew that this was only the beginning of our beautiful love story.

Connor and I stepped out of the car, still feeling the sweet connection that had blossomed between us during our date. We walked hand in hand, our hearts full of love and happiness. As we approached the doorstep, we were surprised to find my biological father Stanley, standing there, waiting for us.

"Stanley, what are you doing here?" Connor asked, his voice filled with surprise and confusion.

"I came to see Brad. Is he around?" he asked, his eyes searching for any sign of my former self.

Connor and I exchanged a nervous glance, unsure of how to explain the situation. My father’s gaze shifted back and forth between the two of us before finally landing on me, realization dawning on his face.

"Wait a minute… Brad, is that you?" he stammered, his eyes widening with shock.

"Yes, Dad… it's me. This is the real me," I replied, trying to maintain my composure.

My father’s shock quickly turned to anger as he glared at Connor.

"What did you do to my son you sick fuck!? And why are the two of you together? Did you change him? Did you brainwash him?" he accused, his voice growing louder and more aggressive.

Connor stepped forward to defend himself.

"Stanley, you've got it all wrong. I didn't do anything to Brandi. She made the decision to transition on her own. We love each other, and we're happy!"

But my father was not convinced. His anger boiled over, and he lunged at Connor, fists flying. The two men became embroiled in a heated altercation, their shouts and grunts filling the air.

"Stop it!" I screamed, tears streaming down my face.

"I love being Brandi, and I love Connor more than anything! I'm so sorry, Dad, but this is who I am."

My heartfelt apology and emotional breakdown seemed to have little effect on my father. He disentangled himself from Connor, his face a mix of anger and disbelief.

"I can't believe I drove 18 hours just to witness this mess," he spat, his voice laced with disgust.

"Don't ever contact me again."

With that, he grabbed his bag, stormed off to his car, and drove away, leaving me standing there, sobbing and heartbroken.

The sound of my father’s car tires screeching against the pavement echoed in my ears as I struggled to come to terms with what had just happened. My heart ached at the loss of my relationship with my father, but I knew that I couldn't change who I was just to please him.

Connor wrapped his arms around me, providing comfort and support in my time of need. The warmth of his embrace and the gentle rhythm of his breathing helped to calm my frazzled nerves.

"Brandi, I'm so sorry that happened," he whispered, his voice filled with sympathy and concern.

"It's not your fault, love," I replied, my voice choked with emotion.

We stood there for a while, just holding each other, trying to come to terms with the painful events that had transpired. The night had taken an unexpected and heart-wrenching turn, but I knew that I had to stay strong and continue to embrace my true self.

In the days following the altercation between Connor and my father, I took it upon myself to care for his wounds and bruises. He had fought to protect me and our love, and I felt a deep sense of gratitude and responsibility for his well-being.
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As I gently dabbed at his bruises with a damp cloth, wincing at the dark shades of blue and purple that marred his skin, he looked into my eyes with a soft, loving gaze.

"Thank you, babe," he whispered, his voice filled with appreciation.

"You're taking such good care of me."

"You deserve it, my love," I replied, my heart swelling with love for him.

We continued to exchange sweet nothings as I tended to his injuries. The scent of the antiseptic filled the air, a stark reminder of the pain that he had endured on my behalf. I was determined to help him heal, both physically and emotionally.

As I finished applying a fresh bandage to one of his cuts, he took my hand in his and squeezed it gently.

"Brandi, I want you to know that I will love you forever," he said, his voice filled with emotion.
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"I promise to take care of you and protect you until my last breath, just like you're taking care of me now."

Tears welled up in my eyes as I listened to his heartfelt words.

"I love you too, so so much," I replied, my voice shaking with emotion.

"I can't imagine my life without you in it."

Over the next few weeks, I continued to care for Connor as he slowly recovered from his injuries. We spent our days together, sharing our thoughts, dreams, and hopes for the future. Our bond grew even stronger, and I knew that we could face any challenge life threw our way.

As his bruises faded and his wounds healed, we began to focus on rebuilding our lives together.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

ONE DAY, CONNOR APPROACHED ME WITH A SPARKLE IN HIS EYES. "Brandi, Sylph Pharmaceuticals is having a year-end ceremony to celebrate our achievements, and I'd be honored if you would be my date."

I hesitated, feeling a surge of anxiety.

"But, what if they find out that I'm trans?" I asked, worried about how others might react.

He took my hands in his, looking deep into my eyes.

"Brandi, you have nothing to worry about. You're an amazing woman, and I'm proud to have you by my side. Besides, my colleagues are open-minded and respectful. You'll be welcomed with open arms."

His assurance soothed my fears, and I agreed to join him at the event. Over the next few weeks, I searched high and low for the perfect outfit to wear to the prestigious event. I wanted to look elegant and sophisticated, a fitting companion for him and his esteemed position as a pharmaceutical scientist.

Finally, after much deliberation, I settled on a beautiful floor-length gown in a deep shade of emerald. The dress was made of soft, flowing fabric that hugged my curves and accentuated my femininity. A delicate lace overlay adorned the bodice, adding an extra touch of elegance. I knew it was the perfect choice for the event.

On the day of the ceremony, I took my time getting ready, wanting everything to be just right. I carefully styled my long hair into an elegant updo and applied my makeup with expert precision. My nerves were tingling with anticipation, but I knew that he would be by my side, supporting me every step of the way.

As I slipped on my sparkling silver heels, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The transformation was incredible. I looked every bit the sophisticated woman that I had always dreamed of becoming.

The dress, the hair, the makeup—everything came together in perfect harmony.

He entered our bedroom, looking dashing in his tailored black tuxedo. His eyes widened as he took in my appearance, a smile spreading across his face.

"Brandi, you look absolutely stunning," he said, offering me his arm.

"I'm so proud to have you by my side tonight."
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We arrived at the venue, a luxurious hotel ballroom filled with elegantly dressed attendees. As we walked in, I felt a mixture of pride and anxiety. I was proud to be his date, but I couldn't shake the fear that someone might discover my secret.

Throughout the evening, he introduced me to his colleagues and friends, all of whom were warm and welcoming. They complimented my dress, my hair, and my poise, making me feel like I truly belonged.

As the night wore on, the moment came for him to be honored for his research in medication for safe transitioning of transgender women. He took to the stage, his expression one of humility and pride.
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"I'm honored to receive this recognition for my work," he began, his voice strong and confident.

"But, more importantly, I'm grateful for the opportunity to make a difference in the lives of transgender women. It's my hope that my research will help make their transitions safer and smoother, allowing them to live their lives as their true selves."

I watched from the audience, my heart swelling with love and admiration for the man who had changed my life in so many ways. He was not only my partner, but my hero—a man who used his intellect and compassion to make the world a better place.

As Connor finished his speech, he glanced over at me with a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

"Before I leave the stage, there's one more thing I'd like to do," he announced, turning to face the audience.

"Brandi, would you please come up here?"
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I felt a mixture of surprise and curiosity as I made my way to the stage, my heart pounding in my chest. The room was filled with anticipation, and I could feel hundreds of eyes on me as I climbed the steps and joined him.

He took my hands in his and looked into my eyes, his expression filled with love and tenderness.

"Brandi," he began, "from the moment you’ve decided to live as your true self, I knew that you were an extraordinary woman. Over the years, we've shared laughter, tears, and countless memories. You've taught me the true meaning of love, and I can't imagine my life without you."

A wave of emotion washed over me, and I could feel tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small velvet box. My breath caught in my throat as he opened it, revealing a dazzling diamond ring.

The lights from the chandeliers above seemed to dance across the facets of the gem, casting a brilliant glow on the stage.

"Brandi," he said, his voice filled with emotion, "will you do me the honor of becoming Mrs. Caldwell? Will you marry me and be my partner in love and in life, for as long as we both shall live?"

Tears streamed down my face as I gazed into his eyes, overwhelmed by the depth of my love for him. I could hardly believe that this was happening—that the man who raised me and I adored was asking me to be his wife.

"Yes," I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.

"Yes, Connor, I will marry you. I love you more than words can express, and I can't wait to spend the rest of my life with you."

The room erupted in applause as he slipped the ring onto my finger. We embraced, our hearts overflowing with joy and love, as the audience cheered and whistled in celebration of our happiness.

As we stood there on the stage, basking in the warmth of our love, I realized just how far I had come. I had faced countless challenges and heartbreaks, but through it all, I had found the strength to become the woman I was always meant to be.

In the end, love that was unexpected and taboo, and the love for my genuine self, have conquered all. As I stood on that stage with my fiancé by my side, I knew that nothing could ever tear us apart.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE DAY HAD FINALLY COME—our wedding day. As I stood in front of the mirror, taking in the sight of my reflection, I felt a mixture of excitement and nervous anticipation. My wedding gown hugged my body in all the right places, accentuating my feminine curves. The delicate lace and intricate beading sparkled in the soft light, giving the dress an ethereal quality that took my breath away.

My hair was swept up into an elegant updo, tendrils of soft curls framing my face. My makeup was flawless, highlighting my features and giving my skin a radiant glow. As I stood there, taking in the sight of the woman I had become, I couldn't help but think back to all the challenges I had faced in my journey to becoming Brandi.

The love and support of my stepdad—now my fiancé—Connor had been my guiding light through it all. He had been there for me through every struggle, every heartache, and every triumph. And now, as we prepared to embark on a new chapter in our lives together, I knew that our love would only grow stronger with each passing day.

As I made my way to the wedding venue, my heart fluttered in my chest. The beautiful garden setting was filled with the scent of blooming flowers, their vibrant colors a stunning backdrop for our special day. The sun shone brightly overhead, casting a golden glow on everything it touched.

As I walked down the aisle, the sound of our loved ones' voices filled the air, their smiles and laughter warming my heart. Connor stood at the end of the aisle, his eyes shining with love and pride as he watched me approach. I could see the emotion in his expression, and I knew that this moment was just as special for him as it was for me.

The ceremony was beautiful, filled with heartfelt vows and tender moments that brought tears to our eyes. As we exchanged rings and promised our love to one another, I knew that I had found my soulmate—the person with whom I was meant to spend the rest of my life.
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As the ceremony drew to a close, he had one final surprise in store for me. My heart skipped a beat as I saw my father, Stanley, standing before me, his eyes glistening with unshed tears. I was speechless, overcome with emotion as I realized that Connor had been the one to reach out to him and mend the rift between us.

My father stepped forward, embracing me in a tight hug.

"I'm so sorry, Brandi," he whispered, his voice choked with emotion.

"I was wrong to turn my back on you. You've become an incredible woman, and I couldn't be prouder of you."

As we stood there, wrapped in each other's arms, I knew that this was the beginning of a new chapter in our relationship—one filled with love, forgiveness, and healing.

The reception was a beautiful celebration of our love, filled with laughter, dancing, and the joyous sound of our loved ones' voices. The tables were adorned with elegant floral arrangements, their soft petals and delicate fragrance adding to the magic of the occasion.

As the sun began to set, casting a warm, golden glow over the garden, Connor and I shared our first dance as husband and wife. Our bodies swayed together in perfect harmony, our hearts beating in time with the music as we lost ourselves in the magic of the moment.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Becoming My Mother? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

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

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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

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

Read The Feminization Bible V2


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Other Titles
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“20,000 euros. All you have to do is walk at a charity fashion show as me, Princess Charlotte Delacourt.”

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

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Royally Switched – First-time Feminization and Transgender Romance.

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

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

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

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

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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