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Martin found himself staring blankly at his computer screen, the cursor blinking like it had something important to say. It was supposed to be a regular workday, but his mind kept wandering back to the night before. He and his wife had just celebrated their 15th anniversary—fifteen incredible years—and all he could think about was how it all began. The memory of their first intimate encounter, the awkwardness of that moment, and the secret he’d kept from her all these years replayed in his mind.

It had been a weekend when his parents were out of town, and Martin saw it as the perfect chance to invite his girlfriend over. Their college dorms were too cramped, filled with rules and restrictions, but his house—his room—was a sanctuary. It was supposed to be just another casual evening. He had rented Basic Instinct, a movie his friend swore would be perfect for setting the mood, but Martin was just as curious about how his girlfriend might react to it.

As the movie ended and the credits rolled, he noticed something different. She seemed a little more eager, her fingers grazing his as they sat close together on the couch. He took a deep breath and decided it was time to take things to the next level.

“So, uh… wanna see my bedroom?” he asked, trying to keep his voice casual, though his heart was pounding.

“Sure, sure!” she replied, her voice bubbling with excitement.

With a newfound rush of confidence, he led her down the hall to his room. There wasn’t much of a tour—just a quick point toward the bed before he sat down, hoping she’d follow his lead. She looked around and then smiled. “That sure is a bed,” she said, her tone playful, and Martin couldn’t help but grin back. He took it as a green light.

They sat down, and before long, they were kissing—clumsily at first, but with growing passion. Hands started to roam, tentatively at first, then more boldly, as if they were exploring uncharted territory. Martin could hardly believe it—he was actually feeling her breasts through her shirt, and she wasn’t stopping him.

Her hands, meanwhile, were all over him, sliding under his shirt, exploring his chest. The touch of her skin against his made his pulse race, and he took that as a cue to get a little bolder. With shaky hands, he slipped them beneath her shirt, feeling the smooth skin of her stomach and up to her bra. Her breasts were smaller than he had imagined but perfectly formed, perky in a way that made his heart race.

For what felt like ages, Martin reveled in the sensation of her body under his hands, totally lost in the moment. She didn’t seem shy either, her hands drifting lower, teasing the waistband of his pants. That’s when Martin decided it was time to reciprocate. His hand slid down to her thigh, brushing the hem of her skirt, and he hesitated for just a second before pushing upward under the fabric.

It wasn’t until his hand ventured higher that everything changed. Caught up in her own exploration, his girlfriend didn’t notice until Martin’s hand found something unexpected. Instead of the soft skin he was anticipating, he felt something firm—a sizable erection beneath her skirt.

For a brief moment, his brain didn’t register what was happening. He froze, his hand still resting on her stiff cock. Then, in an instant, reality hit him like a freight train, and he yanked his hand back as if it had been burned.

"Umm, Martin..." his girlfriend began, her voice a mix of surprise and uncertainty, her eyes searching his for some kind of reaction. "That, um, that’s a..."

"Yeah, um, yeah it is," Martin stammered, his mind spinning as he tried to process the situation. His mouth went dry.

"Is that going to, uh...?" she started, but stopped midway,

There was an awkward pause, the air thick with tension as they both tried to figure out what came next.

“I really like you, Marty,” she continued, but softly, her voice tender and filled with genuine concern.

“I like you too…” Martin managed to reply, his voice a little shaky, but honest. He did like her—a lot.

For a moment, there was silence, then she tilted her head, a small, playful grin starting to spread across her face. “Okay, so, um...” she said, her tone suddenly lighter, almost mischievous. “How about, for right now, we just forget that happened and, you know, pick up where we left off?”

Martin blinked, surprised by how cool she was being about the whole thing. He felt the tension in his shoulders melt away and smiled back at her, nodding. "Yeah, that sounds—"

Before he could finish, she launched herself at him, wrapping him in a passionate kiss. Her lips were soft, eager, and full of desire, completely pulling him back into the moment. Just like that, the awkwardness evaporated, replaced by the electric excitement of being so close again.

They fell back into their extended makeout session, the intensity growing with each passing second. His hands slid over her body once more, this time more confident, while hers wandered freely across his chest. It was as if they’d silently agreed to ignore the very noticeable ‘elephant in the room’—one that Martin estimated to be about eight inches tall, but for now, neither of them cared.

Her breath hitched as his lips found her neck, and her body pressed against his in a way that made it impossible to ignore what had happened just moments ago. But they didn’t address it. They didn’t need to. They were too caught up in each other, in the heat of the moment, and in the way they just fit together—awkward bumps and all.

For now, it was just them, wrapped in their own little world, their hearts pounding in unison, and the unspoken promise that, whatever came next, they would figure it out together.

***

The next morning, Martin woke up with a head full of thoughts from the night before, the events replaying in his mind over and over. He spent hours sifting through everything, coming to some important realizations. First, he really liked this girl. In fact, he could see himself loving her, and if things were going to move forward, he needed to accept her fully. That included accepting her as she was—her body and all. The idea of her penis becoming part of their future in the bedroom wasn’t something he could avoid, and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it just yet.

Suddenly, an absurd image of himself popped into his head—he was like a character in The Matrix, staring at the red pill, ready to dive into the truth. As goofy as it seemed, the reality was that Martin didn’t just want to know more about this side of her life. He needed to.

This was back in a time before the internet was as easy to navigate as today, so Martin's best bet was the local library. Without hesitation, he grabbed his keys and headed out, arriving at the library he hadn't visited since elementary school. He noted the time—about an hour before closing.

As he walked inside, he realized the old librarian he vaguely remembered had been replaced. The new librarian was a lot younger, probably no more than ten years older than him. And to his surprise, she was really attractive. She had a crisp white blouse tucked neatly into a form-fitting grey blazer, paired with a tight black skirt that hugged her curves. The way the fabric clung to her hips was hard not to notice, but he shook off the distraction. He wasn’t here for that.

Focusing back on his mission, Martin scanned the shelves and found what he was looking for. Consulting the Dewey Decimal System, he headed to the 300s, hoping to find something that could shed light on what he was experiencing. For the next 45 minutes, he rifled through book after book, but nothing seemed to hit the mark. Most of it was either too clinical or just didn’t relate to his situation at all.

As the minutes ticked by, the library emptied out. Before long, it was just him and the librarian left in the quiet space. Martin could feel himself getting frustrated—he was running out of time, and nothing seemed useful. He let out a sigh, skimming through one last book when a soft voice behind him startled him.

“Excuse me, sir?”

Martin spun around, coming face-to-face with the librarian. Up close, she looked even more stunning. The half-rimmed glasses perched on her nose gave her an air of professionalism, but her body told a different story. Her blonde hair was tied back in a neat braid that trailed down the side of her neck, drawing attention to her smooth skin. The blouse she wore clung just enough to hint at the shape beneath, and the tight black skirt hugged her thighs like it was painted on.

For a moment, Martin was caught off guard. He hadn’t expected to find her so distracting. He swallowed, realizing he still hadn’t said anything.

“Yes?” he finally managed, shaking himself out of his daze.

“I noticed you’ve been looking through that section for a while,” she said, her voice warm but professional. “Is there anything I can help you find?”

Her words seemed innocuous enough, but the way her eyes locked onto his made his heart race just a bit faster.

"Ohh, um," he finally managed but it looked like the cat got his tongue. 


"There isn't much time left," the librarian began, "is there anything I can help you with?" 


"It's um... kind of embarrassing." 


"Of course it is," she laughed, "I know what section of the library we’re in. And I assure you, I’m discrete and quite professional about my job. No judgment here, sir." 


"Well, that’s... ahh... good to know," Martin stumbled. "You see, my girlfriend and I got a little close last night, and umm, I could really use more information." 


"Pretty common situation, re—" 


"No, not really," Martin cut her off, sharper than he intended. 


"Ohh?" The librarian raised an eyebrow, her interest piqued.

"She, umm. Oh jeez," Martin fumbled over his words, glancing around to make sure they were still alone. Thankfully, they were. "She has, umm... she..." 


"Surely it can't be that hard to say," the librarian teased, a knowing look flashing in her eyes. She had an inkling of what was coming but was far too entertained by his discomfort to rush it. 


"A penis!" Martin blurted out, exhaling deeply as if the word had been weighing him down. "My girlfriend has a penis." 


"Oh my," the librarian responded, her tone friendly and nonjudgmental, though she couldn't help the slight smile tugging at her lips. "That must have been quite a shock." 


"Yeah, it was," Martin confessed, his shoulders relaxing now that it was out in the open. "I came here to learn more, but I haven't found anything useful." 


"Not down here, no," she replied with a click of her tongue. "This section is more about sexual issues. What you’re looking for is in the 500s—more practical information. We don’t have much time before closing, so I’ll grab what I can for you. Come on, follow me."

The librarian brushed past Martin, her scent—something clean and subtle—lingering in the air. As he followed her through the aisles, Martin couldn't help but notice the sway of her hips in that pencil skirt, the way her rear moved with such controlled grace. Before he could fully process it, she’d already pulled a few books from the shelf and placed them into a nearby cart with practiced ease. Martin couldn’t help but wonder how familiar she was with this section, but the thought quickly slipped away.

"Wow, this is all so helpful," Martin remarked, slightly in awe of how fast she'd gathered the books. 


"It’s what I’m here for," she said with a light laugh. "Kendra, by the way." She held out her hand with a smile. 


"Martin," he replied, shaking her hand. Her touch was warm, firm, and something about the way her eyes lingered on his sent a flicker of something through him.

"Well, Martin," she said, her voice soft but inquisitive, "we still have a little bit of time. If you don’t mind my asking, what are you planning to do with this information?" 


"I’m, uh... I’m not really sure yet," Martin admitted, scratching the back of his neck. "All I know is, if my girlfriend and I do get intimate for real, I want her to have a good experience."

Kendra’s lips curled into a smile as she leaned against the cart, her eyes studying him for a moment. “That’s sweet, Martin. You’re thoughtful, and that’s more than half the battle.” She glanced at the books she'd picked out, then back at him. “It’s good you want to be prepared. Not everyone would be.”

Martin felt a warmth spread through him at her words, though he wasn’t entirely sure if it was her compliment or the way she was looking at him now, with those sharp, intelligent eyes behind her glasses.

“Yeah, I just... I want to do right by her,” he said quietly, though the room felt more intimate than he expected.

"A very mature outlook," Kendra acknowledged, her eyes glinting with amusement. "But what do you think that might look like in practice?" 


"Honestly, I'm not sure. I’m a little worried she might want to, you know, uh, put it in my butt, and I don’t know if I could ever..." Martin trailed off, surprised at how easily the words tumbled out to this total stranger. But there was something about Kendra's calm, reassuring demeanor that made it easier. 


"There are plenty of other ways," Kendra offered, her voice smooth and soothing. 


"Yeah, that’s what I was thinking!" Martin replied, his tone more enthusiastic than he expected. "Maybe with my mouth?" 


"The term you're looking for, sweetheart, is fellatio," Kendra said with a soft laugh. "Though you'd probably be more familiar with blowjob or hummer." Her lighthearted tone put him at ease. 


"Yeah, I guess so," Martin mused, a little grin tugging at his lips. "I’d be giving my girlfriend a blowjob."

"You’d be surprised how common that is, Martin," Kendra replied casually. 


"Really?" 


"Oh yeah," she assured him. "Dickgirls are more common than you think—estimates put it around one to three percent of the female population." 


"Wow." 


"It is surprising, isn’t it?" Kendra smiled knowingly. 


Martin nodded, his mind racing with the new information. 


"So, Martin," Kendra began, her voice turning playful, "when you do give her that blowjob, you want it to be good, right?" 


"Of course. What’s the point of doing it badly?" Martin said, starting to feel more comfortable with the conversation. 


"Exactly! You get it." 


"But it’s probably going to be bad at first, isn’t it?" he asked, sounding a bit discouraged. 


"That’s likely, yes. But it doesn’t have to be. Maybe I can help you out." 


"You can?" 


"Sure can," Kendra replied, her laughter tinkling in the quiet library. "And here's something that’ll probably surprise you—the one to three percent? I’m part of that club too. Crazy odds, huh?" 


"Wait... you’re saying..." Martin’s eyes widened in realization. 


"Yup. I’m saying I could give you some... practical advice," Kendra hinted, her eyes twinkling with amusement. 


"You mean... you’d, like, know what makes someone good at it?" Martin asked, still trying to piece it together. 


"Close, but not quite," Kendra teased. "What I’m really saying is, if you want to get some practice with an experienced teacher—someone who happens to know what she’s talking about—I’m all yours." 


"Whoa," Martin breathed out, absolutely floored. A stunning woman he had just met was offering to let him practice oral on her. If this had happened to him a week ago, he would’ve bolted for the door, but after a full day spent obsessing over the idea of his girlfriend’s body, Martin found himself intrigued. No, more than intrigued—he was genuinely excited. So, instead of bolting, he simply nodded. 


"I’ll be right back," Kendra said with a smile, her excitement barely concealed as she walked briskly to the front of the library to lock the doors. Returning swiftly, she took Martin's hand and practically led him to the back room. She pulled an old leather chair from its place by the desk, spun it around, and sank into it gracefully, crossing her legs slightly. Martin stood awkwardly in front of her, clearly unsure of what to do next.

Kendra, sensing his nervousness, smiled and leaned back in the chair. "So, what do you think your first move should be?" she asked, her voice soft but commanding.

Her question seemed to snap Martin out of his hesitation, and he took a few tentative steps closer until he was standing between her slightly parted legs. Lowering himself to his knees, he looked up at her, waiting for some signal that he was on the right track. 


"Good, good," she purred, her fingers brushing through his hair. "Now, your next move should be finding my penis," she said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "But I suggest getting a little creative with it—makes things more exciting, don’t you think?"

Martin's mind raced as he tried to come up with something more than just reaching for it. After a moment’s thought, he decided to lean in closer, laying his head gently in her lap, the warmth of her thighs radiating through the fabric of her skirt.

"Ohh, that’s very good," Kendra sighed approvingly, the corners of her lips curving into a satisfied smile.

Martin rested his head fully on her right thigh, his face close enough to see the outline of her erection straining against her skirt. With a hesitant but growing sense of curiosity, he brought his hand up and gently caressed the bulge, feeling the intense heat radiating through the thin fabric. He was caught off guard by how warm and solid it felt, even through the material. The sensation sent a surge of unexpected arousal through him, and before he knew it, his fingers were tracing the shape of her cock with growing boldness.

The fabric clung tightly to her, revealing more of her shape as he rubbed her through the skirt. The heat was undeniable, and Martin found himself getting more and more turned on by the feel of her. He pressed his palm more firmly, stroking her length through the soft material for a few minutes before his curiosity demanded more. Slipping his hand under her skirt, his fingers brushed against her lacy panties, feeling just how hard she was—practically straining against the nylon barrier. It didn’t take much effort to slide her panties down, freeing her cock with a sudden bounce.

Now, with the full weight of her erection in his hand, Martin marveled at how hot and rigid she felt. The outline in her skirt sharpened, every detail of her throbbing shaft now visible through the fabric. The veins bulged slightly against the cloth, a sight that sent a shiver of excitement down Martin’s spine. He couldn’t resist any longer. Leaning in, he pressed his lips against her cock, kissing her through the skirt as his hand wrapped around the base, stroking it in slow, measured movements. It reminded him of how he’d touch himself, only now it was her hot, throbbing cock filling his palm.

Kendra let out a soft moan, clearly enjoying the attention, but after a few moments, she spoke. "This is a good start, Martin," she praised, her voice low and sultry. "But I think it’s time we lose this skirt, don’t you?" As she spoke, she lifted her hips slightly, giving him the green light to continue.

Without hesitation, Martin grabbed the waistband of her skirt and slid it up over her hips, pushing it higher until her cock was fully exposed. The moment it was free, her erection snapped upright, and Martin’s breath caught in his throat. He found himself utterly transfixed by the sight—the way her cock stood tall and proud, the skin smooth and glistening with arousal.

“Oh my god, it’s beautiful,” Martin breathed, before his body moved instinctively, and he took the head of Kendra’s cock into his mouth. It was less a thought-out decision and more an immediate response, but he was surprised by how natural it felt, how right it seemed to have her in his mouth. A rush of excitement surged through him, and suddenly he wasn’t just thinking about Kendra—he was thinking about his girlfriend, imagining himself doing the same to her. The thought almost distracted him, but he quickly refocused, feeling the soft yet firm texture of Kendra’s cock against his lips, noting how the veins seemed to press into his mouth just right.

Determined to make this a good experience, Martin pushed further, trying to take more of her shaft in, only to feel the librarian tense slightly.

“Careful there, baby,” Kendra warned gently, “you’re getting a little too eager, and I felt a tiny nick from your teeth.”

Martin immediately pulled back, worry flashing in his eyes. “Oh shit, I’m so sorry!” he blurted, guilt washing over him. “Are you okay? Did I hurt you?”

“I’m fine,” she reassured him, her voice calm and soothing. “It’s nothing major, just a heads-up before it becomes an issue.”

“That makes sense,” Martin nodded, feeling more determined than ever to do better. He glanced back down at her cock, leaning in to press a few playful kisses along its length. “So, how do I fix it? What should I do differently?”

Kendra smiled down at him, clearly appreciating his enthusiasm. “You were trying to take more, right?” Martin nodded. “Well, the trick is to open your mouth a little wider before going deeper. Your lips feel amazing, but you need space to avoid any accidental bites.”

“I can do that,” Martin said, eager to get it right.

“When you go for more,” Kendra explained, “think of it like a gentle gulp of your favorite ice cream, you don't bite your ice cream, you let it slide down, do the same, and let her slide in smoothly.”

Martin nodded again, taking a mental note before slowly returning her cock to his mouth. He followed her advice, parting his lips wider this time, and carefully taking more of her shaft. He added the gulping motion she mentioned, and before he knew it, he had almost half of her length inside.

“That’s it, just like that,” Kendra moaned, her voice full of praise. “Now, pull back a little and do it again.”

Martin followed her instructions, pulling back so only the tip remained between his lips before pushing forward again. Each time he did, he managed to take more, gaining confidence with every motion. After a few more slow, deliberate strokes, he was stunned to realize that he had taken nearly five inches of Kendra’s cock into his mouth.

“You’re a natural sweetie,” Kendra praised him, her voice breathy with pleasure. “I bet you can take it all and give me a kiss right down there at the end.”

Martin, now feeling both excited and determined, nodded slightly around her cock, ready to see just how far he could go.

Martin couldn’t help but feel a surge of pride from Kendra’s praise, but it was the challenge that lit a fire inside him. “I’ll bet you’re right,” he said, pulling off her cock to catch a quick breath. With renewed determination, he gripped the base of her shaft, angling it just right, before plunging down again, taking in the first half with ease. This was the moment where things got serious. Remembering the gulping technique Kendra had taught him, he forced another inch or two into his throat, feeling the pressure build as he stretched his limits.

Six inches in and the finish line was within reach. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, driving him further. Just a little more, maybe two to three more inches, he urged himself, focusing every bit of his concentration on the task at hand. He worked his lips and throat together in perfect sync, inching her deeper until, at long last, his lips made contact with the soft skin of her pubis. He had done it.

The victory, however, was short-lived. The overwhelming sensation of having all of her in his throat meant he had to pull back, gasping for air. He panted heavily, a few coughs escaping him as he adjusted to the new experience.

“I knew you could do it,” Kendra said, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Martin nodded between breaths, a small cough escaping as bile threatened to rise from deep inside his now-seasoned throat. “Uh huh,” he managed, still catching his breath.

“You sure you’re okay, sweetheart?” Kendra asked, though her tone revealed more amusement than concern. She could tell Martin was handling it well, even if it was a bit of a shock to his system.

“I’m alright,” he replied, still a little hoarse.

“As impressive as that was,” Kendra continued, her voice low and teasing, “let me tell you a little secret. Outside of having a throat like yours, the real key to giving great head is persistence.” Martin blinked at her, slightly confused. “Consistent, steady stimulation wins every time, my very promising student.”

A smile crept across Martin’s face. “Glad you think I’m doing well,” he said, clearly pleased with himself.

“Oh, you are,” Kendra assured him, “but that wasn’t just praise—it was an order. After all this buildup, I need you to keep going. I want to cum, and I need you to get me there sweetie.”

"Yes, ma’am," Martin replied with eager enthusiasm, gripping her cock firmly and diving back in with his lips. He started slow, planting a series of wet, eager kisses all along her shaft, savoring the heat radiating off her skin. He worked his way back up to the head, laying a few more soft kisses before taking her back into his mouth, this time swirling his tongue around the sensitive tip. The sensation of her smooth skin, the way her cock twitched slightly under his touch—it was all driving him forward.

Kendra watched him with growing satisfaction. He was doing so well, she thought, almost impressed at how quickly he was picking things up. Sure, he wasn’t tending to her balls, but there’d be time for that lesson later. Right now, he was mastering the basics, taking her deeper into his mouth, moving steadily along her shaft with increasing confidence. His technique was almost perfect, all lips and tongue, no teeth, just as she’d coached him. She couldn’t help but feel a small pang of jealousy at the thought of his girlfriend benefiting from all this training. But then again, she got to break him in first—something she took a surprising amount of pride in.

Her mind snapped back to the present as a wave of pleasure crashed over her. Martin was doing wonders now, working six or seven inches of her cock with his mouth, lips sliding smoothly up and down her shaft, leaving a trail of wet warmth behind. The texture of her cock—the silken skin, the veins beneath—seemed to excite him even more, and his own arousal was becoming apparent. His cock strained against his jeans, but in his submissive haze, Martin didn’t even consider asking for any relief. He was fully focused on pleasing her, and that alone fueled his desire.

As he continued, Martin noticed something. Her cock felt harder, more rigid than before, almost like steel. He instinctively knew what was coming.

"Fuck, Martin, I’m almost there," Kendra gasped, confirming his suspicions.

"Mmm hmm," he hummed around her cock, doubling down on his efforts. The vibration from his hum sent shockwaves through her body, and Kendra shuddered in response. Martin picked up on that right away and began humming more deliberately, each soft sound sending her closer to the edge. He shortened his strokes, focusing all his attention on the first few inches of her cock, using his tongue and lips in unison as the humming continued. The effect was electric. Kendra's body jerked in the chair as her orgasm loomed.

In a split second, her hips bucked, and a guttural grunt escaped her lips as the first surge of cum shot from her cock, hitting the back of Martin's throat with force. Quickly a couple of more shots hit his throat back to back in succession. Caught off guard, Martin felt a tickle deep in his throat, a sensation he wasn’t prepared for. Startled, he pulled away, coughing as Kendra’s hot semen spilled from his mouth, dripping down his chin. He wiped at it instinctively, but the mix of surprise and excitement had him trembling in the aftermath.

Kendra, still panting from the intensity, smiled down at him. “Not bad for your first time, Martin. Not bad at all.”

No matter how well Martin handled the sudden mouthful, one thing was clear: he had triggered something explosive, and now there was no stopping it. With her cock freed from Martin's mouth, Kendra quickly took control, gripping her shaft tightly and stroking herself with determination. The next few bursts of cum shot out like a cannon, the first splattering across the top of Martin's head. Surprised by the odd sensation, he barely had time to react before the third shot hit him square across the bridge of his nose.

As the warm streaks of semen dripped down his face, Martin blinked in surprise, but the momentary shock quickly gave way to excitement. He recovered fast, eagerly wrapping his lips around the tip of her cock again, sucking hungrily as Kendra continued milking the last of her orgasm. Her cock pulsed in his mouth, now oozing slowly, but still delivering a steady stream of cum. Even though the flow had slowed down, Kendra wasn’t quite finished, and Martin soon realized his mouth was filling with quite a generous serving.

Curious, he swirled it around, savoring the taste. To his surprise, he actually enjoyed it—more than he thought he would. After a few moments spent savoring her salty, slightly sweet offering, Martin finally swallowed, the warm liquid sliding down his throat. He licked his lips and grinned as he scooped up a stray drop from the bridge of his nose, slurping it up with satisfaction.

"Enjoy the taste?" Kendra teased, an amused glint in her eye.

"Heh, you could say that," Martin responded with a smirk.

"Lucky is the girl whose boyfriend likes her flavor," Kendra giggled, clearly pleased with his enthusiasm.

"Guess I’ll find out soon enough," Martin replied, wiping his chin.

"When do you see her next?" Kendra asked, leaning back in her chair, still basking in the afterglow.

"I’ll see her at school tomorrow," he answered, "but we probably won’t have any alone time until the weekend. Why?"

"Well," Kendra said, flashing him a mischievous smile, "that gives you five days, buster. If you want, I’ll let you practice after work, anytime."

Martin’s eyes lit up at the offer. "Ohh, absolutely!"

"Great," she nodded approvingly. "We’ll resume tomorrow at four. You did really well for a beginner, but no student of mine is going to pass while neglecting the balls like that."

"Shit, I knew I was forgetting something!" Martin laughed, his face lighting up with realization.

Kendra chuckled along with him, the two sharing a lighthearted moment amidst the intensity of their encounter.

***

Having reached the end of his memory, Martin leaned back in his chair, exhaling a deep, weighted sigh. The vivid recollections of his time with Kendra, the librarian who had trained him so thoroughly, played in his mind like an old movie—one he hadn’t watched in years. He was older now, married to his girlfriend, the very one he had thought of all those years ago as he learned the ropes. She had certainly enjoyed the fruits of his training with Kendra over the years, blissfully unaware of where those talents had originated.

Martin glanced at the wedding band on his finger, feeling a mixture of nostalgia and guilt rise up inside him. His wife was everything he could have hoped for, and their relationship had been nothing short of fulfilling. But now, in his quiet moments, the memories of Kendra had resurfaced, and with them, the question that had been gnawing at him for some time: Had what he done all those years ago been cheating?

It was hard to classify. He’d never hidden his past from his wife, but he hadn’t exactly come clean about the details of his "tutoring" with Kendra either. He’d told her it was youthful exploration, a way to figure out his preferences, but not that Kendra had been the one to mold him into the lover he became. Was it worth confessing after all these years? Or was it better to let the past remain where it belonged—in the recesses of his memory?

Martin mused on the idea of telling her. Would it hurt her? Would she even care? Or had time and the life they’d built together washed away any need for old secrets to come to light? His wife had benefited from that training more times than he could count. She had always praised him for his skill, for knowing exactly how to please her, and he had always accepted those compliments without mentioning the real reason behind his expertise.

"Would it make a difference now?" he whispered to himself, glancing toward the door of his study. He could hear her humming softly in the kitchen, going about her evening routine, completely unaware of the storm brewing in his mind.

In the end, Martin wasn’t sure. Maybe there was no point in dredging up the past after all. Maybe some things were better left unsaid, especially when the life he had built was filled with so much love and happiness. He stood up, shaking off the weight of his thoughts, and made his way toward the door. His wife’s laughter echoed through the house, and as he stepped into the warmth of their shared life, the memories of Kendra faded once more, settling back into the quiet corners of his mind.

Perhaps some secrets were better kept, for the sake of the life they had now.

***
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Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”

[image: ]

Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

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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