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Chapter 1: The First Time

I just started uni, and like most 18-year-olds, I was broke. So, I applied for a part-time job at a local café nearby. Luckily, I got hired last month. The job’s got decent hours and the vibe with the other staff is great. One co-worker, in particular, stood out—a warm, older woman named Susan. She was one of the partners of the shop and also the head of the café’s service team and took an immediate liking to me. She’d always put me on the counter, handling orders and serving drinks, which was pretty chill.

Susan had this way of always hovering around, making sure I was okay. She’d come over, give me these tight hugs from behind, and constantly adjust my apron whenever it slipped. It became routine.

Last week, she approached me during a shift with a request: “My son’s been feeling a bit lonely lately,” she said. “I was wondering if you’d be willing to hang out with him. I think you two would get along.”

Then she showed me a picture of him. He was huge—broad shoulders, full beard, and tall like a rugby player. The guy practically oozed masculinity. And when I saw that photo, I couldn’t believe she thought I’d be a good match for him. I mean, physically, we were complete opposites. I’ve always had a slim, almost petite build. Some even call me dainty, and the only thing noticeably bigger on me is my ass. I’ve got wide hips, and no matter what I wear, my ass always seems to stick out. With my pale blonde hair falling over my eyes, I get mistaken for a girl now and then, especially when guys approach me from behind. I definitely don’t have the same masculine energy.

“How old is he? He looks a bit older than me,” I asked softly.

“He’s 27, but don’t worry about it, sweetie. I know you’re 18, but boys mature so much slower than girls,” Susan replied with that pleasant smile of hers.

Her answer confused me a little, like she wasn’t quite seeing me as a boy. I mean, I am  a guy, but the way she said it made it seem like she considered me more like a girl. Still, Susan’s been super kind to me ever since I started. She’s looked out for me, and I felt like I owed her something for that.

“I’m free this Saturday, Susan.”

“Fabulous, sweetie! I’ll let him know… and thank you so much, Ridley.”

Saturday morning rolled around, and I woke up a little late. Friday night had been brutal, staying up to finish my coursework. As I lay there, I reached for my phone, scrolling through social media, when a text popped up from an unknown number:

“It’s Teddy. I’ll pick you up at 3pm.”

I figured that must be Susan’s son. She probably gave him my number and told him where I was staying. He must know I live in the uni halls. I got out of bed, stretching, and dragged myself to my ensuite bathroom for a quick shower. After drying off and brushing my hair, I started digging through my wardrobe, trying to find something to wear. But everything was dirty.

Great. On top of everything, I now had laundry to do. I glanced at the clock—2pm. Time was ticking, and I didn’t have enough to do a full load. The best I could manage was a quick wash, just enough for the outfit I’d be wearing. So, I grabbed my tightest white hoodie and jeans and rushed to the laundry room.

I shoved them into the machine, setting it to a quick 30-minute wash. As I waited for it to finish, I thought about how to reply to Teddy’s message. His text was so blunt, almost strange, but I didn’t want to come across as rude. I typed out a few responses, deleting them each time before I settled on:

“Heya Teddy, Lovely to hear from you.

Yeah, 3pm is great!

Ridley.”

I hoped the politeness in my message would prompt him to reply in a similar tone. Just as I sent the text, I heard a loud DING —the washing machine had finished. I opened the door, only to be greeted by a horrifying sight: my white hoodie was now bright pink, along with my underwear and socks. The only thing that survived unscathed were my jeans. Panic set in as I reached deeper into the washing machine and discovered the culprit—a stray pink sock wedged into the corner. Someone must have left it behind by accident. I didn’t have time to wash anything else, so I tossed the pink-stained clothes into the dryer, silently hoping that, somehow, the pink would fade away.

But of course, the dryer only made things worse. The pink was even more vibrant, and my hoodie didn’t even look like it had ever been white. It was now fully, unmistakably pink. Time was slipping away—it was already past 2:45pm—so I grabbed the hoodie and jeans and hurried back to my room to change.

As I put the hoodie on, I noticed something felt off. Not only had the washing machine altered its color, but the fit too. It felt much looser than before, like it had stretched out during the wash. Meanwhile, my jeans felt like they had gone in the opposite direction. They were so tight, they practically clung to my skin, molding to every contour. It was as if I was wearing a second layer of skin. As I zipped them up, I glanced in the mirror, and my eyes widened at the reflection. The jeans gripped my hips and ass so tightly that they gave me an hourglass shape, like I had curves. In fact along with my pink stained hoodie, I looked like a girl; this is not the type of look a friend of Teddy would have I thought to myself. But with no other options and the clock ticking closer to 3pm, I resigned myself to the outfit.

Then my phone vibrated, pulling me back to reality. It was a message from Teddy.

“Outside your uni accommodation.”

Well, I guess he didn’t take the hint about keeping things polite. But I couldn’t keep him waiting—especially not outside the uni halls, where the road was always busy. I quickly typed back:

“Thanks, Teddy. Coming down now. I’ll be the one in the pink hoodie.”

I stepped outside and scanned the street, quickly spotting a tall, muscular guy leaning against a white van. He was dressed in dark cargo pants and a plain black shirt that seemed to stretch over his broad chest and arms. I did a small wave and started walking toward him, my hips unintentionally swaying with every step, thanks to the tightness of my jeans.

“Heya, Teddy. So nice to finally meet you,” I greeted, holding out my hand.

“Likewise, Ridely. My mom wasn’t lying about you,” he growled, taking my hand in his giant, rough grip. His firm handshake engulfed my small hand completely, squeezing just enough to make me wince. I tried to hide it, but I could feel the strength in him, as if he could easily snap my fingers if he wanted to.

“I hope she said good things,” I teased, rubbing my hand after the handshake, trying to soothe the slight sting.

“All good things,” he replied with a grin, opening the passenger door of the van for me.

It was a kind gesture, but one that felt more like something you’d do for a woman on a date than for a guy you were just hanging out with. Still, I brushed the thought aside and climbed into the van. As I stepped up, my foot slipped slightly, and I lost my balance. Before I could fall, I felt a strong hand grab my ass, steadying me in place.

“I got you,” Teddy said, his voice deep and confident as he gently squeezed, helping me regain my footing.

My face flushed with heat, and I quickly straightened up, awkwardly mombling, “Thanks.” I smiled as he gave my ass a quick pat and put me down on the passenger seat. I wanted to tell him that grabbing a guy’s ass was a weird thing to do, but I let it slide—after all, he’d done it to stop me from falling flat on my face. As he shut the van door and walked around to the driver’s side, I took a moment to absorb my surroundings. The van had a strong, earthy musk—like a mix of tools, wood, and dirt. It smelled rugged and intensely masculine. Teddy climbed into the driver’s seat and fired up the engine, which roared to life with a deep growl, and we started moving.

The silence stretched between us for a while until Teddy finally broke it.

“I booked two seats for a romcom at the cinema,” he said, catching me off guard. I hadn’t expected a guy who looked like him to be into chick flicks, but I guess you really can’t judge a book by its cover.

“Oh, that sounds grand,” I replied, still a little surprised. Silence settled again, and it became clear he wasn’t much of a talker. I decided to keep the conversation going, so I awkwardly asked, “So… what do you do?” as if the work van wasn’t an obvious hint.

“I work in construction. Just finished a job earlier today,” Teddy answered, then added, “My mom said you’re in uni studying something like women’s studies or whatever.”

I let out a small laugh. “More on the ‘or whatever’ side. I’m studying English Lit.”

I wasn’t sure why Susan had said that—I was pretty sure I’d told her I was studying literature.

“That pink hoodie looks cute. And so do you,” Teddy said out of nowhere. His words caught me completely off guard, sending a shiver down my spine. I never expected a guy to say something like that to me, especially not someone like Teddy, but there was something about the way he said it that made my body tingle.

Trying to shake off the unexpected compliment, I decided to just be honest.

“Yeah, this was a total mishap. Someone left a pink sock in the washing machine, and it stained my white hoodie,” I chuckled, trying to sound casual, even though my heart was racing a little.

Finally, we arrived at the cinema. I expected to see a lot more people around, but it was almost deserted. The only thing missing was a tumbleweed rolling across the foyer.

“Do you want some popcorn or a Coke?” Teddy asked, his deep voice cutting through the quiet space.

“No thanks, I’m good,” I replied, scrunching my nose. I couldn’t stand cinema popcorn—it was always overpriced and stale. We walked toward the young attendant at the entrance of the screens, but Teddy’s longer stride left me shuffling slightly behind. The tightness of my jeans only made things worse. Teddy must have noticed because he casually reached his arm around my hips, pulling me close to him. The sudden closeness took me by surprise—it wasn’t the kind of distance you’d expect between friends. It felt more like something you’d see between a couple, a trophy wife with her older husband on Rodeo Drive. Before I could say anything, we had already reached the attendant.

Teddy pulled out his phone to show the tickets, keeping his arm firmly around my waist the entire time. The attendant seemed to only acknowledge Teddy, completely ignoring me as they exchanged quick nods. It felt weird, like I wasn’t even part of the conversation, more like a silent tag-along. The way the attendant treated Teddy with that typical “bro” head nod while giving me nothing made me feel small, almost like I wasn’t being seen as another guy.

“Screen 4, mate,” the attendant said, and we walked past him into the cinema.

Inside the pitch-black theater, Teddy guided me to our seats, his hand still on my hip, and as I sat down, the screen lit up with commercials. The place was practically empty, just two couples sitting ahead of us. I glanced at Teddy; he was already absorbed in the previews, leaning back in his seat. I tried to focus, but my mind kept wandering.

The movie started, starring the current “It girl” of Hollywood, your typical girl-next-door type—pretty face, slim figure, and all. Then came the leading man—broad shoulders, tall, and sporting a full beard. I couldn’t help but notice he looked a lot like Teddy.

About an hour into the movie, I was already over it. I shifted in my seat, ready to stretch, when suddenly Teddy moved. I thought he was going to suggest we leave early, but instead, he draped his big arm over my shoulder, pulling me close to him. Before I knew it, my head was resting on his firm chest. His heartbeat felt steady under my ear, and I could hear the rise and fall of his breath. I tilted my head up to see if he was paying attention to me, but his focus was entirely on the screen. He seemed perfectly content, and I didn’t want to break the moment, so I just stayed there, resting against him for the rest of the film.

When the credits finally rolled, Teddy didn’t ask if I enjoyed the movie. Instead, he simply said, “Let’s grab something to eat,” like it wasn’t even a question. We walked out of the cinema, and just like before, I was shuffling a little behind him thanks to my jeans. Without missing a beat, Teddy’s massive hand wrapped around my waist again, his palm resting on my right hip. His grip felt solid, like the back of a chair giving me support as we walked, making me feel anchored.

As we walked, Teddy finally broke the silence. “Did you like the movie?”

I wanted to be honest and say I hated that cringy chick flick, but since he had paid for the tickets, I thought it was best to be polite and lie. “It was wonderful, I really liked the main two leads. They definitely had chemistry,” I fibbed, hoping it would be convincing enough.

“Hmph, figured you’d enjoy that chick flick,” Teddy said, chuckling. “I hated it.”

His bluntness caught me off guard, and I couldn’t help but laugh awkwardly as we continued down the street. Soon, we found ourselves in front of a quaint pub at the end of the road called The Broom’s Inn. Standing at the entrance was a large bald man with tattoos covering every inch of exposed skin, including his shiny head. His massive frame and menacing look made it clear he was the security guard, and I had no doubt his intimidating presence kept any troublemakers at bay.

I instinctively reached into my pocket, ready to pull out my ID as we approached, expecting the usual routine of getting carded. But then, Teddy and the guard locked eyes. Both men were about the same height, but while Teddy had a muscular, athletic build, the security guy was on the heavier side. Still, they both towered over me. Without a word, Teddy gave him the same nod he’d given the cinema attendant earlier. To my surprise, the guard didn’t ask for my ID. Instead, he just gave Teddy a knowing look and waved us through like we were old friends.

I blinked in disbelief as we walked inside. I never got into pubs or clubs without being carded. Guess there are perks to hanging out with someone like Teddy.

The inside of the pub had a cozy, almost rustic atmosphere. Small wooden chairs and tables were scattered around the room, and a smoldering fire in the hearth provided the only light. The dim glow of the fireplace cast flickering shadows over everything, giving the place a warm, intimate vibe. Teddy led us to an empty table near the fire, and in another surprising act of chivalry, he pulled out a chair for me to sit in.

“I’ll go get us something to eat,” he said, waiting for me to sit before heading off to the bar.

As I settled into the chair, I took a moment to scan the room. The place wasn’t crowded, but it had a homely, lived-in feel. Three older men sat at a table in the corner, surrounded by empty pint glasses, engaged in what seemed like a heated debate. Their voices carried over the crackling of the fire, though I couldn’t make out what they were saying. Across from them, an old man with a white beard sat alone, reading a well-worn copy of The Times. He seemed completely absorbed, barely glancing up from his paper.

To my right, at a nearby table, sat an older woman, maybe in her fifties, casually reading a book. She had a soft, approachable face, and when she noticed me looking her way, she glanced up and gave me a warm, knowing smile. I returned the gesture with a shy smile of my own. It was strange, but her presence felt comforting, almost like we shared some kind of unspoken connection. Two kindred soft spirits, quietly existing in a room full of masculine energy, watching the world around us.

Teddy stood at the pub counter, chatting with the bartender, and then pointed in our direction. I assumed it was to let the bartender know where to bring the food. It felt strange, having someone else order for me. I had never experienced that before. It was oddly emasculating, like a shift in control, but I couldn’t deny that there was something oddly comforting in it too—just being taken care of, like I didn’t have to think or decide anything for once. Teddy came back a moment later, holding two glasses in his large hands. One was a pint of Heineken, the deep golden liquid foaming at the top. The other, smaller glass was a half pint filled with a bright red liquid and a white straw. He set the half pint in front of me, then took his seat beside me, lifting his pint in one hand.

“Oh, what’s this?” I asked, peering curiously at the red drink.

“It’s cranberry juice,” he replied, taking a sip of his Heineken, the foam brushing against his upper lip.

“Cranberry juice?” I echoed. “I’ve never had it before. Usually, I go for a pint of Bud Light when I’m at a pub.” It felt strange to not have a beer in front of me, but the vibrant red drink seemed out of place in this pub atmosphere.

Teddy gave me a low chuckle. “I think you’d like it. Bet fruity drinks suit you better.” He flashed a grin that bordered on teasing but felt oddly... endearing.

I took a tentative sip through the straw, and to my surprise, the cranberry juice was absolutely delicious. It was tangy, sweet, refreshing—all at once.

“Wow, that’s actually not half bad,” I admitted, taking another longer sip, realizing how much I enjoyed it. It was different, but in a good way.

Teddy nodded in approval, leaning back in his chair, taking another gulp of his Heineken before he spoke again. “So, my mom mentioned you were a bit lonely these days,” he said, glancing over at me with a serious expression.

I was taken aback by how casually he brought up something so personal, but I decided to roll with it. “Well, it’s not that I’m particularly lonely,” I started, fiddling with the straw in my drink, “it’s more like I haven’t met anyone who I truly connect with, you know? It’s hard to find someone whose spirit matches mine.”

Teddy nodded thoughtfully, his eyes fixed on me as if he was considering something deeper. “Yeah, that’s what’s important,” he agreed, his voice gruff yet soft. “A kindred spirit. That’s what you need in life.”

His words struck a chord with me, and I couldn’t help but nod in agreement. “Exactly. It’s not about just having anyone around, it’s about finding someone who... gets you. Who fits.”

“Exactly,” Teddy continued, his eyes focused as he explained, “See, the way I see it, spirits need to match. Doesn’t matter what a person’s gender is. Some people have masculine spirits, some have feminine spirits. It doesn’t always line up with their body—like, a woman might have a more masculine spirit, and a guy could have a more feminine one. But that’s not what matters. What matters is that two people have opposite spirits that balance each other out. So they make up for what the other lacks.”

I stared at him, processing his words. They were unexpectedly profound, especially coming from a guy like Teddy who I had first pegged as just a typical, macho construction worker. But the way he spoke made me reconsider everything. There was a thoughtfulness, a wisdom behind his words that resonated with me.

“Yeah, that makes sense,” I said quietly, sipping my cranberry juice again. “It’s like yin and yang. Balance.”

Teddy nodded, clearly pleased that I understood. “Exactly. You get it.” He smiled, and for a moment, it felt like we’d connected on a deeper level, far beyond just drinks and casual conversation. There was something more to Teddy—something I hadn’t expected, but found myself drawn to nonetheless.

"That's an interesting way of thinking about it. I hadn't considered that," I nodded. Suddenly, a plate full of food appeared in front of me, and another in front of Teddy. I looked up to see the bartender, who handed me a knife and fork. I thanked him and prepared to tuck into the meal. Glancing down, I noticed my plate held a small grilled chicken breast accompanied by a large serving of salad. It was the type of dish typically associated with a lighter, healthier dinner option, often seen as something you'd serve to women.

On the other hand, Teddy’s plate was a stark contrast. It was loaded with a juicy, medium-rare steak drenched in peppercorn sauce, complete with chunky, crispy chips on the side. It was the kind of hearty meal associated with a man’s dinner. I couldn’t help but feel a little envious—I would’ve preferred the steak, but it was my fault for not specifying earlier.

"Oh, how much was this? I can transfer you my half," I offered, hoping to at least cover my portion since he’d been treating me all evening.

Teddy waved me off with a dismissive hand. "Don’t worry about it. It’s my treat," he replied casually as he sliced into his steak. "So, what’s the plan after uni?" he asked, his attention now shifting to the future as he chewed.

"I haven’t put much thought into it," I admitted, taking a small bite of my chicken. "I’m thinking of going into research, maybe working for a pharmaceutical company or something like that. What about you? Any long-term goals?"

Teddy took a sip of his Heineken before answering. "I want to open my own construction company. Be my own boss," he stated confidently, as if the idea had been settled long ago.

"Being your own boss… that sounds amazing," I agreed, impressed by his ambition.

"Yeah, it’s not for everyone," he remarked, his tone shifting slightly. "But as a man, you know, I like to lead. Leading is a masculine trait. No offense, but it makes sense why someone like you would want to work for someone else."

I blinked, taken aback by his comment. "Wait, what do you mean by that? Why would I take offense?" I asked, trying to hide my growing annoyance.

Teddy continued to slice into his steak, unfazed by my reaction. "I think you’ve got more of a feminine spirit," he said, looking pointedly at my pink hoodie. "You don’t really give off a masculine vibe. I mean, you’re wearing pink," he chuckled. "You let me take you out, treat you, and didn’t say anything when I, you know, touched you in the cinema…"

My face flushed with frustration. "I was just being polite," I interjected, my voice sharp. "I was trying to match your energy, and I already explained what happened with the hoodie!"

Teddy just smirked, unfazed by my rising irritation, and leaned back in his chair, clearly enjoying the situation.

"A man would have stopped me immediately. Set boundaries. It’s cute that you think you’re just being nice, but really, you’ve convinced yourself that every feminine trait you show is just politeness. I think if you fully embraced that feminine side, you’d be a lot happier," Teddy said calmly, like he was stating an obvious fact.

His words should’ve irritated me, should’ve sparked something, but instead, I found myself caught in this strange limbo. A sane man might’ve decked him and stormed out, but today had me questioning things I hadn’t before. Have I spent my whole life pretending to be something I’m not? Trying to fit into a mold of what a man should be, instead of just being… me? Whether that’s more like a man, a woman, or somewhere in between, I wasn’t sure anymore.

"I don’t know how to embrace that side of myself," I admitted, feeling a little more vulnerable than I expected.

Teddy gave me a reassuring look, his voice steady. "Don’t worry. I know exactly how to help with that." He stood up from the table, towering over me for a second. "I’m just gonna take a piss, then I can drive you back to your place."

"Yeah, that’d be grand," I replied, a wave of relief washing over me. It felt like something heavy had been lifted off my shoulders. I finally had the chance to explore who I really was, free from everyone else’s expectations.

As Teddy disappeared toward the bathroom, the older woman who’d been sitting across from us set down her book and gave me a warm smile. "I just wanted to say, love, you two make such a cute couple. Remind me of me and my late husband. He loved his steaks, too."

Couple? I guess Teddy was right about how we must’ve looked to everyone else. Instead of correcting her, I just smiled back. "Thank you."

A few moments later, Teddy returned. "Ready to go?"

"Yeah, of course."

We got into his van, and the drive back to my uni accommodation was quiet. Comfortable, even. Both of us lost in our own thoughts, the hum of the engine filling the space between us. When he parked outside, I found myself not wanting the night to end.

"Well… here we are," he said, glancing over at me.

I hesitated, not ready to let go just yet. "Would you like to come up for a cup of coffee?" I asked, the question hanging in the air, loaded with more than just the offer of a drink.

Teddy grinned, already moving. "A cuppa sounds terrific." He was out of the van and around to my side in seconds, opening the door for me and pulling me up from the seat with that familiar grip around my hip. We walked toward my flat, his arm still wrapped around me like it belonged there.

"So, here’s the place… my room’s this way," I said as I fumbled with the keys, finally opening the door to my uni flat.

"Your roommates around?" he asked, his voice casual but curious.

"I think they’ve gone home for the weekend." We made our way to my room, and I prayed that I had remembered to clean up earlier. "It’s not much, but that’s uni accommodation for you," I laughed nervously, inviting him in.

"It’s cozy," he replied, a smile playing on his lips as he took in the space. "You can sit on the bed. I’ll go grab some decaf… maybe we can put something on Netflix," I rambled, my words almost tripping over each other as I tried to keep the mood light.

But Teddy had something else in mind. He leaned in close, his presence overwhelming in the small room. "I was thinking we could do something else before that," he murmured, his breath warm against my ear, his hand finding its familiar spot on my hip.

Our faces were so close, barely a breath between us. Teddy brought his hand up, fingers brushing lightly against my chin. His hand was massive, easily able to cradle my entire face if he wanted to. I felt small in comparison, yet somehow secure. As his lips inched toward mine, I knew exactly what was coming. Normally, I was the one who initiated kisses, but this time, I was on the receiving end. And it felt… right. I closed my eyes, my lips parting slightly, welcoming him, giving my silent consent.

When his lips finally touched mine, a rush of warmth spread through me, sending tingles all over my body. His kiss was firm, confident, and as it deepened, my body reacted instinctively. My dick sprang to life, rock hard within seconds. I couldn’t remember a time when I’d gotten so hard, so quickly. It felt like it was straining to break free from my pants, desperate for release.

Teddy’s tongue explored my mouth, probing, tasting, claiming. Every kiss sent shivers down my spine, electrifying my skin, making every hair on my body stand on end. I melted into him, giving up control, letting him lead. He set the pace, and I just followed, surrendering to the sensations. The world around me faded away—it was just us.

Then, with a gentle push, Teddy nudged me toward the bed. I fell back onto it, and in one fluid motion, he was on top of me, his body pressing down, lips still locked with mine. We hadn’t broken the kiss once, not for a second. His weight against me was grounding, yet the passion was dizzying. Without even thinking, I spread my legs, instinctively making room for him. That’s when I felt it—his thick erection pressing firmly against my pants.

For a moment, it took me by surprise. But then, a strange sense of pride welled up inside me. I was the one making him hard. The thought made my heart race. Teddy shifted, sliding me slightly up the bed so his cock pressed more directly against my taint. Even with our clothes still on, the pressure was incredible. It was like every nerve in my body was lighting up, pleasure radiating from that spot in waves I’d never experienced before. Goosebumps covered my skin as I realized this was unlocking something in me I hadn’t even known was there.

But then, just as quickly as it started, Teddy pulled away. He leaned back, his arms on either side of my head, holding himself above me like he was about to do push-ups. His muscular frame hovered over me, broad shoulders and arms flexed, looking so undeniably masculine, so dominant. My heart raced with the sudden distance, my body craving the return of his touch. I couldn’t help but wonder—had I done something wrong? Why did he stop?

Teddy's eyes met mine, filled with a gentleness that made my heart race. "You look so beautiful," he murmured, "Can I carry on?" His voice was soft, but I could sense the desire behind it. I wanted to scream “YES,” but all I could do was nod, barely able to keep my composure.

Slowly, Teddy lifted my hoodie, exposing my chest. He gazed down at me, admiring, before saying, "You’ve got fantastic tits," and without hesitation, his head darted down to my left nipple. The sensation of his mouth on me was electrifying. His tongue circled and teased, sending new waves of pleasure through me that I had never experienced before.

For minutes, he alternated between my nipples, his hands exploring, his lips never leaving me for long. I didn’t even realize my hips had started grinding against his thigh, moving instinctively. It was like my body took over, humping Teddy's thick, muscular thigh, desperate for release, mimicking the rhythm of pure need. Every movement pressed me harder against him, and the friction only intensified the pleasure.

Then, he started to kiss lower, his lips traveling down my stomach, stopping at the waistband of my jeans. He looked up at me, silently asking for permission, and I gave him a nod. With practiced ease, he undid my belt and slid my jeans down, leaving just my underwear between him and my throbbing erection. Teddy used his teeth to pull my underwear down, exposing my hard dick.

I wasn’t embarrassed. There was no shame, only lust, as my four-inch erection stood there, fully revealed. Teddy wrapped his hand around it, his grip firm but careful, before lowering his mouth onto me. He took me in completely. The sight of him swallowing my entire length, his mouth wrapped around my dick, sent me into overdrive. All I could see was his lips against my skin, his mouth working magic as he moved his tongue expertly around the head of my cock.

My hands found their way into his hair, gripping, urging him to take more. Every second felt like an endless wave of climax building up, ready to explode. I could barely hold back. "I’m gonna cum," I warned, breathless.

Teddy pulled back just in time, a sly smile on his lips as he let my dick slide out of his mouth, glistening with spit and precum. "Wouldn’t be the first time a girl squirted in my mouth," he said with a wink, sending me over the edge.

The moment he called me a girl, my body responded in ways I hadn’t expected. My cock pulsed with a need I’d never felt before, and when he took me back into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the tip, I lost all control. I came hard, my whole body shaking, as waves of pleasure tore through me. "Teddy… Teddy… Teddy!" I cried out, unable to contain the ecstasy as he swallowed every last drop.

When I finally came down from the high, Teddy pulled away, and I heard him audibly swallow. He looked satisfied, his eyes still locked on me. There was no cum left in me, but I knew what came next. He stood up from the bed, stripping off his shirt and pants, revealing his muscular, hairy body. He was every bit the embodiment of masculinity, raw and powerful. Then, I saw it. His cock was enormous—easily twice the size of mine and as thick as a soda can. It was veiny, pulsating with every beat of his heart, and the sight of it made my breath hitch.

Teddy gripped it in his hand, and for the first time, something made his massive hands look small. He peeled back his foreskin, exposing the large, purple head, and my mouth watered in anticipation. He stood in front of me, close enough that I could smell the musky scent radiating from him. It was intoxicating, pulling me in. His hand rested gently on my head, guiding me toward his cock. I looked up at him, my lips parting instinctively, drool escaping my mouth as I leaned forward to kiss the head of his penis. It was like a silent acknowledgment of his dominance, my way of paying respect to the raw masculinity before me.

Teddy’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure. "Open your mouth and take it deeper, babe. Just relax, let it in," he commanded. His voice was steady, reassuring, and I obeyed without hesitation, taking the tip of his massive cock into my mouth. Teddy’s hands found the back of my head, guiding me as he pushed his length deeper, his cock thrusting in and out of my throat. Each pulse of his cock sent ripples of sensation through my entire body, stirring my dick back to life.

We shifted positions after a while—Teddy sat down on the bed while I knelt in front of him, my head still between his legs. It felt more natural like this, allowing me the space to stroke my own cock while my mouth continued its work on him. His moans fueled me, and my strokes became more deliberate, syncing with the rhythm of my lips around his shaft.

"I'm getting close, babe. Can I give you a facial? I want to cover your face with my cum," Teddy asked, his breath ragged with lust.

I looked up at him, my answer already clear in my eyes, and nodded. In a flash, Teddy rose from the bed, towering over me. He gripped his cock and started jacking himself off right above me, his massive figure casting a shadow as I stroked myself furiously in response. His masculine groan filled the room as he started to cum, thick ropes of hot sperm shooting onto my face. At the same moment, my cock began to leak cum as well, both of us reaching our climax together. I could feel the warmth of his cum spread across my skin, thick and sticky, gluing my eyelids shut.

I stumbled to the ensuite bathroom, wiping away enough cum to open my eyes and assess the damage. Looking in the mirror, I saw my face completely glazed in white. His load had been thick, covering every inch of my face. I cleaned myself off—both my face and my still-dripping cock—before heading back into the room.

Teddy was already dressed, sitting casually on the bed, scrolling through his phone. He looked up as he heard me approach. "That was fantastic, Ridley," he said, flashing me a satisfied grin.

"It takes two to tango," I replied with a smirk, "You were amazing too."

Teddy smiled, standing up and moving toward me. He wrapped his arms around me and gave me a passionate kiss, making my head spin. "I have to head out; I’ve got work early in the morning, babe. But I really want to see you again."

"I want to see you again too," I responded quickly, my heart racing.

"Great, I’ll text you," he said with a wink. "Oh, and you might get more texts from my mom about how to embrace your feminine side." With that, he gave me one last smile and left the room, disappearing out of my flat.

Wait... did he just say his mom would be texting me about becoming more feminine? What did I just get myself into?




Chapter 2: Becoming Femme.

I woke up early on Sunday morning feeling more rested and at peace than I ever had before. For the first time in what felt like forever, I didn’t have to put on that suffocating mask of masculinity. Everything felt lighter, freer. After grabbing a quick bite of toast, I jumped in the shower, letting the warm water wash away the lingering sensations from last night. I had just stepped out and was drying my hair when I heard my phone buzz. My heart skipped a beat, expecting a message from Teddy. With a grin, I padded over to my phone, but to my surprise, it wasn’t from Teddy—it was from his mom, Susan.

“My son was thrilled with you last night. Heard you two had a late night.”

I hesitated for a moment before responding, feeling a slight blush creep up my cheeks. It was strange to know Teddy had shared our intimate moment with his mom, but there was something comforting in her tone.

“Yes. I hope he wasn’t too tired this morning. He was the perfect gentleman last night.”

Not even a few seconds passed before Susan replied again.

“That’s good to hear. Teddy said you two came to an understanding last night. He mentioned you’re interested in expressing your femininity, sweetie. I can help with that, if you want.”

I froze. Teddy had really told her everything. The cat was definitely out of the bag. I could feel a strange thrill coursing through me, knowing I was sharing something so personal with someone so close to him. There was no going back now—though I didn’t want to. I wanted this. Needed this.

“I’d love your help, Susan.”

“Great! I’ll come over to yours, and we can head to the city center to grab everything we need.”

My pulse quickened. Susan wanted to start today. She wanted to take me out shopping! What would people think if they saw us? It was Cali after all, like anyone would give a hoot, but still, I could feel a cocktail of excitement and anxiety bubbling in my stomach as I turned to my wardrobe, searching for something to wear.

Everything looked bland. Dull. My closet, once filled with safe, boring choices—black and navy shirts, straight-cut trousers—now felt like a prison. The thought of putting on those old clothes felt like slipping back into a version of myself I wanted to leave behind. I craved something different, something that would let me feel... feminine.

After rifling through my wardrobe, I pulled out the one piece of clothing that felt like the new me: my oversized pink hoodie from yesterday. I brought it close and inhaled deeply. Teddy’s scent still lingered on it. Wearing it felt comforting like being wrapped in his arms all over again. It made me feel claimed. Special. It told the world I was his.

But I couldn’t just wear a hoodie. I wanted to show off my legs, to feel the air against them, and embrace the thrill of something more daring. I rummaged deeper and found a short white tennis skirt, I had bought for my Steffi Graf Halloween Look last year, (what? I was just a lazy broke student, it was a last-minute thing plus I love her play - wink ) hidden in the back of my closet. I’d bought it on a whim ages ago, never having the courage to wear it outside. But today was different. I slipped it on, the soft fabric brushing against my bare thighs, sending a shiver down my spine.

The feeling was intoxicating—liberating. The hem of the skirt sat high on my thighs, and each swish of the material made me feel exposed in a way that was thrilling, almost naughty. I glanced in the mirror and smiled at the sight. Paired with the oversized pink hoodie, it created a contrast that I loved. The skirt peeked out just below the hoodie, giving the impression that I was barely dressed at all.

It felt... feminine. Cute. Playful. I bit my lip and turned, watching how the skirt flared slightly with every movement. It was nothing like the stiff trousers I was used to. This was flowy, soft, and it hugged my hips just right. I could feel every sway of my hips as I walked, the skirt accentuating my movements, making me more aware of my body. I paired the outfit with my pink ankle socks from yesterday and my basic white sneakers. The entire ensemble made me feel girlish, yet grounded, like I was finally stepping into my own skin.

I took one last look in the mirror. My legs looked longer, more defined. The short skirt gave me a sense of freedom, a lightness that made me want to twirl around in place. I’d never felt this comfortable in my own clothes before. It was more than just wearing something feminine—it was like I was unveiling a hidden side of myself, one that had been tucked away for far too long.

I got a call from Susan saying she was parked outside my university accommodation. My heart thumped nervously as I headed downstairs. There she was, standing beside a bright yellow Beetle, waving enthusiastically when she spotted me. The moment I stepped outside, she closed the distance in an instant, wrapping me in a hug that was both unexpected and all-encompassing. Her embrace was warm, maternal, and had the kind of strength that lifted me off my feet.

"You look so lovely, sweetie," she cooed as she gently set me back down on the pavement, her eyes sparkling with approval.

“Would you like to come up for a cuppa?” I asked, offering to bring her inside.

“I’d love to, dear,” she responded, her smile so genuine and welcoming that it put me instantly at ease.

We took the lift up to my flat, and I led her into my room, feeling a bit self-conscious about how plain and utilitarian everything looked. Susan glanced around, then nodded thoughtfully.

“Looks nice, sweetie, but it could definitely use a woman’s touch. A bit of color wouldn’t hurt,” she suggested, her tone light yet observant.

“Yeah, you’re right, Susan. I’ve been meaning to do something with it, but I honestly don’t know where to start,” I admitted.

“Well, that’s why I’m here. We’ll sort this out together,” she said reassuringly. Then she turned her attention to my wardrobe, her eyebrows raising slightly as she opened the door. “And it seems your closet could use some color too,” she added with a gentle chuckle.

I laughed, feeling a flush creep up my neck. “Funny you mention that—I was thinking the same thing this morning. I’m working on it, promise!”

“Good! Baby steps,” she said warmly. “By the way, do you take sugar in your coffee?”

“Just milk for me, dear,” she replied.

I went to the kitchen and made us both cups of coffee. When I returned to the room, I found Susan sitting on the edge of my bed, a small notepad in her hand. She looked up as I entered, her face glowing with excitement.

“Just jotting down a few ideas for what we’ll need, sweetie,” she explained as I handed her the steaming mug.

“Milk, no sugar,” I said with a smile.

“Ahh, this is lovely,” she said, taking a sip.

“Yeah, there’s something about the first cup that just hits the spot.”

“It’s not just the coffee, dear,” she murmured, a softness in her voice. “It’s this. Us. With Teddy, his father, and his two brothers always at home, I haven’t had a chance to enjoy a girl’s day out in ages.”

She considered me... a girl. My heart fluttered. I didn’t correct her, nor did I want to. It felt strangely right.

We finished our coffee and headed down to her Beetle. As she drove us to the city center, I couldn’t help but feel like this was the start of something special—something transformative. Susan was chatting animatedly, her hands gesturing excitedly as she listed all the places she wanted to take me: boutiques, beauty stores, even a home décor shop.

We pulled up to a fancy mall filled with high-end boutiques, the kind of place where everything is perfectly displayed and comes with eye-watering price tags. The thought of buying anything here made me uncomfortable. I tugged at my hoodie, feeling out of place.

“Um, Susan… I’m not sure I can afford anything in these shops. I was thinking more along the lines of Primark,” I said, voicing my concern.

“Oh, sweetie, don’t worry about it,” she said dismissively. “I’ll be covering everything today. It’s on the family card.”

“No, really, you don’t have to—”

“Nonsense,” she interrupted, giving me a reassuring smile. “I think of you as family now, Ridley. I want to spoil you like the daughter I never had.”

I felt a lump form in my throat. Family. Daughter. Those words hit me harder than I expected. I agreed with what Teddy told me last night—about me having more of a feminine spirit—but being called a daughter, or thought of as a woman, was new. I wasn’t sure I was ready for that yet.

But the way Susan said it—with such warmth and conviction—it made me want to be that person for her, even if just for today.

We got out of the car, and Susan immediately came over, gently taking my hand as we walked towards the entrance of the shops. For anyone passing by, we probably looked like a typical mother and daughter, out for a casual shopping day. The idea of it made my heart swell a little—being seen like this, almost fitting into that role. Susan’s touch was warm and reassuring, grounding me as I felt the butterflies in my stomach.

Our first stop was a clothing store. The vibrant colors and feminine fabrics of the women’s section made me hesitate at the entrance, but Susan didn’t give me a chance to linger. She tugged me along, her smile bright and encouraging.

“Aww hun, trust me. The clothes here will fit you better than anything in the men’s section. Let’s just give it a try,” she said, her voice light and gentle.

She picked up a pink-and-white floral-pattern shift dress, holding it up against me with a playful tilt of her head. “How about this?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

“It’s... a bit much, isn’t it? I don’t know about the floral pattern,” I said nervously, glancing at the soft, delicate flowers that seemed to dance across the fabric. It felt so foreign, yet the softness of it called to me.

“Aww, not much of a girly-girl, huh? Well, just promise me you won’t go for a goth look, sweetie. I’m not sure I can handle that much black in my life,” she teased, her laugh infectious.

I smiled, then my gaze wandered. A deep blue denim belted mini dress caught my eye. It looked more structured, the clean lines offering a balance between feminine and casual. I pulled it off the rack, holding it up for her to see.

“How about this?”

Susan’s face lit up. “That’s lovely! It definitely suits you,” she said, nodding enthusiastically.

With that small boost of confidence, we began weaving through the store, picking out pieces that intrigued us. I found a mustard-striped dress shirt, a light pink and white striped bow-detail shift mini dress, a white satin-front blouse, a pair of blue denim wide-leg jeans, and a few pairs of black and grey jeggings that seemed both practical and subtly stylish. Meanwhile, Susan couldn’t resist grabbing a few items herself for me: a cherry-red twist-neck halter shift dress, a light pink sequin fringe crop top, a deep green textured Bardot top, and a red frill Bardot top.

We soon had our arms full of clothes and headed towards the fitting rooms. An elderly saleswoman was waiting by the entrance, her eyes lighting up as she saw us approach.

“Aww, mother and daughter shopping trip, huh? I used to love doing this with my girl when she was younger,” the attendant said, her gaze warm and approving as she ushered us into a changing room.

“Don’t they grow up so fast?” Susan added, her voice carrying a hint of nostalgia.

I couldn’t believe it. The saleswoman genuinely thought I was Susan’s daughter. I should have felt embarrassed or maybe even corrected her, but instead, a sense of pride bloomed inside me. I fit into this image of us—Susan and I—and for the first time, I didn’t just see it, I felt it.

To my surprise, Susan stepped into the changing room with me and closed the door behind us. I blinked, not expecting her to join me. My confused look must have said it all because she just laughed softly, a hint of mischief in her eyes.

“Sweetie, don’t look so shocked. You’re practically family now, and I want to make sure everything fits you right,” she said matter-of-factly, placing the clothes on the small bench inside.

I glanced at the pile of clothes, then back at her. “You... don’t mind?” I asked hesitantly.

“Not at all. Plus, a second opinion always helps, right?” she winked.

I nodded slowly, feeling a strange mixture of vulnerability and excitement. I slipped off my oversized pink hoodie and white tennis skirt, my breath hitching as I reached for the first dress—the pink-and-white striped one with the bow detail at the waist. I pulled it over my head, the cool, smooth fabric gliding against my skin. It felt... freeing.

As I adjusted the dress, I felt Susan’s hands on my shoulders, her touch gentle as she straightened out the sleeves and fluffed up the bow. “There you go, just like that,” she murmured, stepping back to look at me.

I turned to the mirror. The dress hugged my frame in a way that was surprisingly flattering, the bow cinching at my waist, creating a softer silhouette than I’d ever seen on myself. The pink and white stripes were playful, youthful—qualities I never thought I could express in my appearance.

“Well?” I asked, my voice wavering slightly.

Susan’s smile grew wider. “You look adorable. This dress—it’s you. Light, sweet, and with just a touch of sass,” she said proudly.

I couldn’t help but grin. This moment—being here with Susan, trying on these clothes—felt like a rite of passage, one I’d never imagined for myself. I tried on the other pieces one by one, Susan offering her thoughts and encouragement along the way. Each outfit revealed a different facet of femininity—soft and flowing, structured and chic, or simple and elegant.

It felt like I was shedding layers of an old, constrained identity and stepping into something new and more authentic. Even the way the dresses swirled around my legs or the tops draped over my shoulders sent shivers of delight down my spine. It was like I was reconnecting with a part of me I’d never allowed myself to explore.

By the time we were done, we had a cartful of clothes to take home, and I was filled with a strange mix of gratitude, disbelief, and a thrill of anticipation. Susan looked at me, eyes glistening.

“Today was just the start, sweetie. You’re going to blossom into your own person. I can see it already,” she said, squeezing my hand gently.

I looked at her, feeling a lump in my throat. “Thank you, Susan. For everything.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” she teased. “The best is still to come.”

The cold air inside the changing room hit my body, causing my nipples to get erect and goosebumps to appear all over my chest.

"Aww honey, what I wouldn't give for those hips and that tucked tummy," she said, eyeing me like a piece of meat.

"Thanks...I guess," I laughed.

"Ohhhh are you cold, maybe we should pick up some cotton bras. They should keep you warm."

"I don't know about that. I don't want to wear bras."

"Ohhh just slips, they are more like vests. Not any pushup bras. They will keep your chest warm. Nobody will be able to see that you are wearing them, sweetie. Nothing to worry about."

"Well, if it's like a vest, I'll try it."

Afterward, we made a stop at Forever 21, where we picked up a variety of colorful graphic T-shirts that I could wear to uni throughout the week. Susan spotted a pair of pink denim flare jeans and insisted I try them on. They hugged my curves just right, accentuating my figure in a way that felt surprisingly flattering. I loved them too.

While browsing, a piece of jewelry caught my eye—a delicate gold chain with a small silver butterfly pendant. I’d never worn a necklace before, but something about it drew me in.

“Aww, honey, I think that’s beautiful. It really suits you,” Susan said earnestly. “In a way, you’re like a butterfly yourself. You’ve been living as a caterpillar all your life, and now you’ve just come out of your cocoon, turning into a beautiful butterfly.”

Her words nearly brought me to tears. She nailed it—I was changing, transforming, becoming more comfortable and confident in my own skin. It was as if she saw the real me, even before I could.

Next, we headed over to Bloomingdale’s to pick out some coats and cardigans for the colder months. While there, Susan found a white, skintight mini dress that she was convinced would be my head-turning outfit. She was so enthusiastic about it that I ended up grabbing it along with some Michael Kors platform shoes and a few rings to complete my accessories collection.

After a while, Susan suggested that we split up so I could browse for some casual wear at H&M while she picked up items for my room. I ended up getting a few pieces—some white sweatpants, three different crop tops, and a purple Bardot jumpsuit that felt effortlessly chic. When Susan met up with me again, she was carrying three large shopping bags, all filled to the brim. We made our way back to the car and stowed everything away in the trunk.

“Before we head home, we should stop by Sephora. We need to get some products,” she said as she closed the trunk.

I wasn’t sure what she meant by “products” until we arrived at the store. “Makeup,” I realized, my heart skipping a beat.

“I’m not sure I want to wear makeup,” I mumbled nervously.

“Aww, sweetie, I’m not saying you need to paint on a new face. Just some foundation to cover up any little zits, a touch of blush to add a bit of color to your cheeks, and maybe some nude lipstick to bring out your lovely lips. It’s nothing over the top. Those K-pop boyband members use similar makeup. Trust me, it wouldn’t be weird at all,” she explained with a calm smile.

Susan hadn’t led me astray so far, so I trusted her. We picked out the makeup items and finally left the mall with our arms loaded. By the time we got back to my flat, I was feeling the strain of the day’s events, my body aching from all the walking and trying on clothes.

We began reorganizing my wardrobe. We made two piles—one of clothes to keep and one to donate. Most of my old black T-shirts and worn-out jeans ended up in the donation pile, replaced with the colorful tops, tight jeggings, and new dresses we’d bought. As the piles grew, so did my exhaustion. Susan noticed and placed a hand on my shoulder, giving me a sympathetic look.

“Honey, you look worn out. Why don’t I draw up a nice bath for you to relax?” she suggested softly.

“Aww, I don’t know about that, Susan. I’m not much of a bath person,” I replied hesitantly.

“I wager that’s because you’ve never had a proper girly bath, hun. That’s why I got us some bath bombs from Lush!” She said, her voice filled with excitement as she rummaged through one of the bags, pulling out a few pink bath bombs.

“Really, I’m more of a shower person…”

“Honey, trust me—after one of my special baths, you won’t ever want to take a shower again,” she teased with a laugh, taking my hands and gently tugging me towards the bathroom.

She went to the tub and started to fill it with warm water.

“Strip,” she commanded, her eyes glancing down as she undid the packaging containing a fresh pink bath bomb.

“What!” I exclaimed, completely taken aback by her sudden command.

“You can’t exactly take a bath with your clothes on, hun. Take them off,” she replied with a light-hearted chuckle, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

I hesitated, but considering she’d already seen me in my underwear while we were shopping, this shouldn’t have felt like such a big deal. With a sigh, I turned my back to her and pulled my hoodie over my shoulders. Then, I shimmied out of my tennis blue skirt, letting them drop to the floor around my ankles.

When I turned around again, Susan was already adding the pink bath bomb to the water, her movements calm and deliberate.

“Your panties too, honey. We aren’t going swimming,” she laughed softly, glancing at me expectantly.

I thought she’d step out of the bathroom at this point, but instead, she just leaned casually against the tub, waiting. There was no judgment in her gaze, just a serene patience that made me feel almost comfortable—almost.

“Aww, sweetie, it’s just us girls. No need to be shy,” she murmured. “Would it be easier if I did it for you?” she asked, taking a step closer.

I felt my face flush, but I nodded. Susan’s hands were warm and gentle as she placed them on my hips, sending a shiver through me. Slowly, she began to peel my underwear down, dragging the fabric along my thighs until she was kneeling in front of me. My penis was just inches away from her face, a proximity that made me hold my breath.

She glanced up, her eyes meeting mine with a smile that was more amused than anything else. “Aww, that’s so cute. I can see why my son couldn’t stop talking about you last night. And a little bush like the 80s, I see.”

I almost cringed. It was true that, despite being mostly hairless everywhere else, I had never bothered shaving or trimming down there. It had never seemed necessary, but her comment made me feel self-conscious.

“I could take care of that for you, honey,” she suggested, pulling out a pink razor from her pocket. “I figured you might need one, so I picked it up while we were out.”

"I heard all the boys are obsessed with landing strips," she teased, giving me a playful wink. 


"A landing strip?" I asked, puzzled. 


"Just a little line of hair right above… well, you know," she grinned. "Would you like that?" 


"If it's popular, I guess so," I replied, sounding like I was picking up the latest pop girlie single without much thought.

With careful precision, Susan completely shaved my groin, leaving nothing but a neat, narrow strip of hair just above my small penis. 
"Alright, now let’s get you into the tub, hun," she cooed, guiding me toward a bath filled with warm, pink water.

The bath bomb had completely transformed the once-clear water into a vibrant pink, reminiscent of Pepto Bismol—but with a scent far more pleasing to the nose. Instead of the medicinal smell, the air was filled with notes of fresh roses and soothing lavender. It was undeniably feminine, but I found myself enjoying it. The water temperature was perfect, gently opening up the pores of my skin. The warmth enveloped me in such a way that I almost forgot Susan was even there with me.

"Feels good, doesn’t it, hun?" She asked, satisfaction radiating from her voice. 


"Yes, Susan, this is absolute heaven," I murmured, completely relaxed.

"Well, there’s something I like to do that makes my baths even more relaxing." 


"Oh? What’s that?" 


"Why don’t I just show you, hun?"

Without further explanation, Susan moved her right hand to the top of my head while her left hand slipped down below the water, out of sight. I felt her fingers wrap around my penis, sending a jolt through my body, and I let out a startled yelp. 
"Shhh, hun. It’s all okay. I’m going to show you how to touch yourself like a proper gurl," she whispered softly, her right hand gently stroking my hair in a comforting motion.

With her left hand submerged in the water, Susan slowly pulled back my foreskin, revealing the sensitive head of my penis. Her touch was delicate, almost reverent, and I felt myself beginning to stiffen. In no time, I was standing erect, my little penis pointing straight up. Susan used just two fingers to trace a soft, featherlight path over the head, sliding them up and down with the barest pressure. The sensation sent shivers through me, every movement heightened by her precise, gentle technique.

"This is called rubbing your clitty," she explained. "Special gurls like yourself should only masturbate by rubbing your clitty. Never jack off, or you will end up pulling it off. Do you like it, honey?"

"Yes, Susan, it feels amazing."

"Susan feels so impersonal, honey. Why don't you call me mommy from now on. I think that suits our roles better."

"Mommy???" I gasped in between moans of pleasure.

Susan, or I guess mommy now, started to brush the head of my penis with more pressure, causing me to curl my toes in pleasure.

"I can do that..... Mommy"

"That makes me so happy, sweetie," she said and gave me a big kiss on my forehead. "Now do you want to takeover love."

I nodded and replaced her hand with mine on my clitty and started to rub up and down on the head of my penis.

"I have a little present for you. Now is the perfect time for it," she said and left the bathroom.

I closed my eyes and continued to rub my clitty. Images of Teddy started to enter my mind. Images of his shirtless, rugged body, his muscular, bulky arms, and his gorgeous beard started to run through my head.

"I see that you are enjoying yourself."

I opened my eyes to see Susan—Mommy—now looking over me with a pink object in her arms.

"This is a vibrator," mommy explained.

She brought the vibrator closer to my eyes so I could inspect. It was bright pink with a bulbous end and a pointed end on either side.

Mommy pressed a button, and the vibrator buzzed into life. Then she took the vibrator into the pink water, and it disappeared, blending in with the water. I started to feel the vibrator below my balls.

"This region is known as your perineum. It hides your prostate. Having vibrations down there will make you feel good. The prostate is very special for gurls like yourself. When a man makes love to gurls such as yourself, he will hit the prostate, and that is what will make you feel good. You can use a vibrator over your perineum to stimulate those good feelings," explained mommy.

She smiled and handed me the vibrator.

"Now I am going to leave you to enjoy your bath while I go and tidy your room, honey."

I nodded, and she left the room. I put the vibrator back into my premium with one hand, while with the other I started to rub my clitty. I closed my eyes and went back to dreaming about my lover, Teddy. After a few minutes, I started to climax. This was one of the best climaxes I have ever had. It was so thrilling that I immediately dozed off.

I woke up and noticed that the skin on my hands was all wrinkled, indicating it was time to get out of the bath. I got out of the bath and dried myself with my towel. I usually wrap the towel across my waist, but now it felt wrong. I wrapped the towel across my chest, covering my nipples, and opened the bathroom door.

I was flabbergasted when I opened the bathroom door. Susan, or I guess Mommy, had completely transformed my uni room into one that you would expect to be for a young woman. My bedsheets were changed into light pink ones. Below my bed was a fluffy white rug. My desk was tided and above my desk were two new posters. One of the current pop girls and the other for the current Hollywood it guy.

"Do you like it love?"

"I love it, mommy."

"Good but that's not all, I have another present for you."

"I don't think I can take any more presents mommy."

She pointed to the bed where a grey cotton bra and a grey cotton pantie was lying.

"Why don't you see if that can keep your nipples warm."

I pulled the grey cotton slip over my nipples and the panties over my ass. The cotton slip nestled softly over my nipples, and the panties rested neatly over the curves of my ass.

"I think that looks lovely, hun. I should get going home and start dinner, or the boys will go hungry tonight. I'll see you soon. Maybe we can do another mommy-daughter activity next time." Mommy said and came over and gave me another big hug that lifted me up from the floor.

Then she left. As soon as the door shut behind her, I received a text from Teddy asking me out for a bowling date tomorrow evening. I immediately replied in the affirmative.
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Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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