
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Pegging Stories Vol.4

Pegged and sissified 

Victoria Hale



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Disclaimer


[image: ]




This book is intended for adults 18 and older.

It contains consensual erotic themes, including power exchange and sexual exploration between adults.

All characters are fictional.

Any resemblance to real persons or events is coincidental.

This book is meant for entertainment purposes only and does not provide medical, legal, or relationship advice.

Reader discretion is advised.



Copyright––––––––Copyright 2026. All right reserved. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Story 1. The first surrender. Chapter 1. 



[image: ]




Ryan unlocked the apartment door after a long shift at the office, the familiar jingle of keys echoing in the quiet hallway. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a soft click, and let out a slow breath. The space felt welcoming as always, but an undercurrent of expectancy hummed in his chest, born from recent late night whispers and unspoken yearnings. He slipped off his coat and moved toward the bedroom, drawn by the faint sound of pages turning.

The bedroom door stood open, revealing Sarah seated at the small desk in the corner, her blonde hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders as she read from a notebook. She glanced up, her eyes warm and steady, setting the notebook aside. Ryan paused in the doorway, his attention immediately captured by the collection of feminine items arranged on the dresser nearby. A pink lace bra lay folded neatly, its delicate straps crossed over the cups, beside matching panties with subtle floral embroidery. Next to them sat makeup essentials: a slim tube of lipstick in a warm coral tone, a mascara brush still in its case, and a compact of blush powder. The display was intentional, placed where he could not miss it, and the sight sent a initial ripple of curiosity through him, stirring questions about what lay ahead.

He entered the room fully, sitting on the foot of the bed to face her. The items remained in his line of sight, their presence pulling at his thoughts like a gentle tide. The bra's lace edges seemed to whisper of fragility, mirroring the emotional openness he had been contemplating. Ryan felt a spark of vulnerability ignite, the kind that came from considering a side of himself rarely voiced. Sarah leaned back in her chair, her blonde hair catching the light from the window, her posture relaxed yet attentive.

"Welcome home," she said, her voice even and composed. "You look like you have something on your mind." She did not push, simply creating an opening for him to step through. Ryan nodded, his gaze drifting back to the panties, their thin material evoking a sense of exposure that quickened his pulse ever so slightly. It was not fear exactly, but a recognition of the risk in admitting desires that challenged his usual composure.

"I do," he replied, gathering his words carefully. "Our talks lately have stayed with me. About pushing boundaries in our intimacy. I have been thinking about sissification more and more. It is not just a passing idea. It represents a way to embrace vulnerability, to let you guide me into feeling desired in a new form." The mascara on the dresser caught his eye again, its purpose to enhance and define, triggering a deeper layer of introspection. What would it mean to see himself altered, to confront that reflection? The thought heightened his awareness of emotional risk, the potential for true surrender under her direction.

Sarah tilted her head slightly, her blonde hair shifting with the motion. "I am listening. Share what draws you to it." Her guidance was subtle, encouraging without demand, allowing him space to unpack his inner world. Ryan felt the conversation drawing him in, the items serving as silent witnesses. The blush compact now seemed to symbolize the flush of revelation, pushing him toward acknowledging how sissification could affirm his erotic longings without diminishing him.

"It is the transformation aspect," he continued. "In my routine life, I maintain control, structure everything. But with you, I crave the release of that. Sissification feels erotic because it exposes me, makes me reliant on your confidence to navigate it. It is affirming, a choice to be seen fully." His focus returned to the lipstick tube, its sealed form representing the marking of commitment. This glance stirred a shift toward acceptance, the idea no longer abstract but a pathway to intensified connection. The vulnerability grew, layered with a quiet thrill at the dependence it implied on her authority.

She nodded thoughtfully. "That vulnerability can strengthen what we share. I placed those items there to help make it concrete. Does seeing them change anything for you?" Her question was calm, inviting reflection rather than haste. Ryan considered the bra once more, its design meant for support in softness, now evoking a fear of the unknown emotional depths it might uncover. Yet that fear evolved into a budding resolve, the risk transforming into a draw toward her steady presence.

"Seeing them makes it vivid," he admitted. "They represent the step I want to take. The lingerie suggests a physical embodiment of surrender, the makeup a way to externalize it. It intensifies my desire for this exploration." The panties drew his attention anew, their embroidery intricate, symbolizing the detailed care in her preparation. This observation increased his sense of dependence, realizing how her guidance would shape the experience, making the vulnerability feel protected yet profound.

Sarah's expression remained serene, her blonde hair framing a face of quiet assurance. "Clarity is key here. How committed are you to proceeding?" She posed the query directly, ensuring his agency remained central. Ryan felt the weight of the moment, the items collectively amplifying the stakes. The mascara now prompted thoughts of highlighted sensitivity, shifting his internal state toward a sharper anticipation of the affirmation awaiting.

"I am committed," he said, his voice clear. "I consent to the sissification. This is my choice, and I want you to lead it." The words brought a surge of psychological momentum, the confession solidifying his position without erasing the edges of uncertainty. He glanced at the blush again, its powder fine, evoking the subtle changes that would build dependence on her touch and words.

"Good to hear," she responded, her tone affirming without overstepping. "We will approach it deliberately." Ryan's mind swirled with the implications, the decision anchoring him yet leaving room for the unknown. The lipstick stood out differently now, as a tool for expression that would heighten emotional risk in future steps.

As they delved further, Ryan explored another angle. "The erotic pull comes from the trust involved. Letting you transform me affirms our bond in a unique way." His eyes flicked to the bra, its cups curved, triggering a reflection on how such elements could foster deeper acceptance of his desires. The vulnerability deepened, no longer just conceptual but tied to her role.

Sarah listened, her blonde hair still as she absorbed his words. "Trust is the foundation. It allows the affirmation to flourish." Her guidance steered without dominating, keeping the dialogue open. Ryan felt the anticipation build, the items untouched but influential in his processing.

He pressed on. "Admitting this shifts my perspective. It makes the dependence feel empowering, not limiting." The panties reemerged in his view, their lightness contrasting his usual strength, intensifying the sense of chosen exposure. This new meaning pushed him toward recognizing the emotional layers ahead.

"I see that evolution in you," she noted calmly. "It is a positive sign." Ryan's internal world expanded, the confession weaving through his thoughts without settling. The mascara symbolized precision in change, adding to the rising expectancy.

Their exchange continued, Ryan voicing more. "The vulnerability excites me because it is shared with you. Your confidence makes it safe." The blush compact evoked warmth, a metaphor for the glow of affirmed desire, advancing his acceptance incrementally.

Sarah replied evenly. "Safety in exploration is essential. We build from there." Her words reinforced without resolving, leaving his emotions in flux. Ryan sensed the decision's impact, the items still pristine, their potential fueling unrest.

He reflected aloud. "This path feels right, though it brings new risks." The lipstick now represented the sealing of intent, heightening dependence on her authority. The psychological progression left him poised, not peaceful.

As the talk unfolded, Sarah guided with questions. "What aspects concern you most?" Ryan answered, delving into fears that morphed into eagerness. The bra triggered thoughts of enclosure in femininity, sharpening the emotional edge.

"I worry about the depth of exposure," he said. "But that is part of the appeal." The panties suggested intimacy, increasing his reliance on her calm. Anticipation mounted, unresolved.

Sarah nodded. "Concerns are valid. We address them together." Ryan's mind raced, the consent given but the journey's start looming. The mascara evoked focus, amplifying inner tension.

He shared further. "Your role makes it affirming. I choose this vulnerability." The blush symbolized subtle enhancement, pushing toward greater risk without closure.

Their dialogue persisted, each response from Sarah steadying yet stirring. Ryan felt the weight of untouched items, their presence a catalyst for ongoing reflection. The lipstick promised color to his surrender, dependence growing.

As moments passed, he articulated. "Consent feels like a key unlocking more." The bra represented support in change, intensifying anticipation.

Sarah affirmed. "It does unlock potential." Ryan's state remained open, the decision made but emotions churning.

He glanced at the array once last time, each item now a beacon of impending shift. The panties evoked texture of new experiences, the mascara clarity in submission, the blush warmth of exposure, the lipstick voice in silence, the bra structure in yielding. Anticipation sharpened to a fine point, the vulnerability raw and unrelieved, leaving him on the brink without ground.

Ryan stood in the bedroom, the air thick with the weight of their earlier conversation. The feminine items still lay on the dresser, untouched, their presence a constant pull on his attention. He felt the decision from moments ago echoing through him, a conceptual acceptance that now demanded movement toward reality. Sarah rose from her chair, her blonde hair swaying gently as she approached him, her steps measured and purposeful. She stopped close enough that he could sense her calm energy, a stabilizing force amid his swirling thoughts.

"Let us begin," she said softly, her voice carrying the quiet authority he had come to rely on. Ryan nodded, his heart rate picking up as the ritual of transformation edged closer. He glanced at the pink lace bra, its delicate form now symbolizing the first layer of surrender, a garment that would soon envelope him in softness. The thought sent a fresh wave of vulnerability through him, not overwhelming, but insistent, reminding him of the erotic exposure ahead.

Sarah gestured toward his shirt. "Start by undressing. Remove your clothes slowly, piece by piece." Her instructions were clear, guiding without haste. Ryan reached for the buttons on his shirt, his fingers steady despite the internal flutter. As he unfastened the first one, he felt the fabric part, exposing his chest incrementally. The act itself deepened his emotional surrender, each button a small release of control. He thought about how his usual attire represented structure, and shedding it meant stepping into a space where Sarah held the reins.

He slid the shirt off his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. The cool air brushed his skin, heightening his awareness of his body. Sarah watched with composed interest, her blonde hair framing her focused expression. "Good," she murmured. "Now the pants." Ryan complied, unbuckling his belt and lowering the zipper. The sound seemed amplified in the quiet room, underscoring the intimacy of the moment. As he stepped out of his pants, leaving him in just his underwear, he felt the vulnerability intensify, his mind processing the shift from clothed security to bare openness.

Standing there, nearly exposed, Ryan's gaze returned to the items on the dresser. The matching panties caught his eye, their floral embroidery intricate up close, promising a texture that would contrast his skin. Discussing them now felt imminent, the conversation poised to make the sissification more tangible. Sarah stepped to the dresser, picking up the panties carefully, holding them out for him to see without offering them yet. "These are silk blended with lace," she explained. "They will feel light, almost like a second skin, accentuating your form in a feminine way."

Ryan examined them, the material dangling from her fingers. The thought of wearing them stirred a psychological deepening, the erotic affirmation of his desire growing stronger. "They look delicate," he said, his voice reflective. "Wearing something like that would make the surrender feel complete." The discussion anchored the items in his mind, no longer abstract symbols but elements of the transformation he had consented to explore.

Sarah set the panties down and lifted the bra next, turning it in her hands to show the adjustable straps and soft cups. "This bra is designed for comfort, with padding that shapes gently. It will hug you, creating curves where there were none." Her description was factual yet evocative, drawing him further into the emotional layers. Ryan felt his surrender deepen, the vulnerability now tied to the specifics of how these pieces would alter his appearance and sensation. The makeup nearby the blush compact in particular evoked the idea of added color, a visual cue that would reinforce the femininity.

He nodded, processing her words. "It is about more than the look. It is the feeling of being reshaped under your guidance." The ritual of undressing had stripped away physical barriers, and now the discussion peeled back mental ones, making the sissification imminent. Sarah placed the bra back and selected the lipstick, uncapping it briefly to reveal the coral shade before recapping it. "This lipstick is matte, long lasting. A single application will define your lips, bringing attention to expressions of desire."

The sight of the exposed color, even momentarily, triggered a surge in his internal processing. Ryan imagined the pigment on his own lips, a mark of commitment that would heighten the erotic vulnerability. "That shade would soften my features," he observed. "Make the exposure more pronounced." Sarah's calm handling of the items solidified her control, each reveal a step in the deepening surrender.

She moved to the mascara, holding it up. "The wand curves to lift and separate. It will make your eyes more expressive, drawing out the emotions we are building." Ryan felt the anticipation build, the items no longer just observed but discussed in terms that made them feel inevitable. His emotional state shifted further, the undressing having laid the foundation for this checkpoint. "Before we proceed to applying any of this," Sarah said, setting the mascara down, "I need to confirm your consent again. Are you still ready for the sissification?"

Ryan paused, reflecting on the journey so far. The undressing had exposed his body, the discussions his mind, and now this final checkpoint tested his resolve. He felt ready, the vulnerability affirming rather than deterring. "Yes," he replied clearly. "I consent to continuing. I want this transformation." The words reinforced his choice, deepening the emotional surrender without resolving the tension.

Sarah smiled subtly, her blonde hair catching the light as she nodded. "Understood. We are almost there." She gestured to his remaining underwear. "Remove those last." Ryan hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slid them down, stepping out completely bare. The full nudity amplified everything, his skin prickling with awareness. The items on the dresser now seemed closer, their discussion fresh in his mind, making the imminent application feel charged.

He stood there, exposed, as Sarah picked up the eyeshadow palette, opening it to display the soft hues. "These shadows are neutral tones, perfect for a subtle enhancement. They will add depth to your lids, emphasizing the femininity." Ryan absorbed the details, the psychological processing intensifying. The ritual had begun in earnest, his surrender evolving from conceptual to immediate. The blush compact, still closed, represented the final touches that would complete the look, but for now, it remained part of the buildup.

"The palette offers variety," he noted. "Choices that you will make for me." The dependence on her control grew evident, the emotional layers stacking. Sarah closed the palette and set it aside, her movements deliberate. "Exactly. My guidance ensures it feels right." Ryan felt the shift, his readiness solidifying as the transformation loomed.

They continued discussing the items, Sarah lifting the panties again. "Feel the edge here," she said, extending them slightly without handing them over. Ryan reached out, his fingers brushing the lace border lightly. The texture was smooth yet textured, sending a mental preview of enclosure. "It is soft," he said. "Inviting in a way that builds the desire." The touch, brief and non applicative, deepened his surrender, the vulnerability now laced with expectancy.

Sarah nodded, placing them back. "Now the bra clasp," she demonstrated without attaching, showing the hook and eye mechanism. "It fastens securely, providing lift." Ryan watched, his mind envisioning the fit, the emotional processing turning the discussion into a bridge to action. The mascara wand, discussed earlier, now evoked lengthened lashes in his imagination, heightening the imminent change.

As the conversation progressed, Ryan voiced his evolving thoughts. "This undressing and talking about the items makes it real. The surrender feels deeper now." Sarah's control was palpable, her calm demeanor steering the ritual. The lipstick, with its promised definition, symbolized the vocalization of his consent, reaffirmed.

She responded evenly. "Reality brings clarity. Your readiness shows." Ryan felt the emotional depth increase, the final consent checkpoint passed, leaving him poised. The eyeshadow hues lingered in his mind, promising shading that would mirror his internal shifts.

He glanced at the full array once more, each item now imbued with discussed significance. The bra for shape, panties for coverage, lipstick for expression, mascara for emphasis, blush for warmth, eyeshadow for nuance. The ritual had prepared him, undressed and mentally aligned.

Sarah stepped back slightly, her blonde hair settling as she assessed. "You are ready now." Ryan agreed internally, the transformation imminent under her control. The vulnerability peaked without release, the items still untouched but profoundly close, his emotional surrender complete for this stage, anticipation thrumming.

Ryan remained standing in the bedroom, his body fully exposed after the undressing, the air around him charged with the immediacy of what was to follow. Sarah picked up the panties from the dresser, her blonde hair framing her composed face as she held them out to him. "Step into these first," she instructed gently, her voice steady and guiding. Ryan took them from her, feeling the silk lace blend against his fingers, light and smooth. He bent slightly, lifting one foot then the other, pulling the panties up his legs slowly. The fabric glided over his skin, settling into place with a subtle hug that sent an initial shiver through him.

As the panties conformed to his shape, Ryan straightened, adjusting the waistband slightly. The lace edges brushed his thighs, creating a sensation of enclosure that was both foreign and intimate. Psychologically, it marked the beginning of the transformation, the femininity wrapping around him like an affirmation of his consent. He glanced down, noting how the floral embroidery accentuated his form, softening lines he was accustomed to seeing as rigid. The vulnerability deepened, a quiet awareness stirring as he processed the shift from nudity to this adorned state.

Sarah nodded approvingly, reaching for the bra next. "Now the bra. Arms through the straps." She helped guide it over his shoulders, her touch minimal and purposeful, fastening the clasp at his back with ease. Ryan felt the cups settle against his chest, the padding providing a gentle lift that altered his silhouette. He reached up to adjust the straps, pulling them snugger, the motion causing the lace to press lightly into his skin. The weight was unfamiliar, a constant reminder of the sissification taking hold, amplifying his emotional exposure without overwhelming him.

He moved slightly, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, feeling the lingerie move with him. The panties shifted subtly, the silk providing a smooth glide that heightened his sensory awareness. Psychologically, this adaptation phase brought waves of reflection. The bra's support felt like an external embrace, mirroring Sarah's guidance, making him feel desired in this new vulnerability. Each small adjustment reinforced the erotic nature of the surrender, his mind cycling through the implications of embracing this femininity.

Sarah stepped back, assessing with a calm gaze. "It suits you. Now for the makeup." She selected the eyeshadow palette, opening it to reveal the neutral tones. Dipping a small brush into the lightest shade, she leaned in. "Close your eyes." Ryan obeyed, his lids fluttering shut as he felt the soft bristles sweep across them. The application was deliberate, layer by layer, building depth. When he opened his eyes at her prompting, he caught a glimpse in the nearby mirror, the subtle shading making his gaze appear softer, more expressive.

The psychological processing intensified with this visual change. The eyeshadow drew out emotions he had kept internal, now externalized in a way that felt affirming. He blinked, adjusting to the faint weight on his lids, the sensation novel and integrating into his overall transformation. Sarah moved to the mascara next, unscrewing the wand. "Look up." Ryan tilted his head back slightly, feeling the brush coat his lashes, lengthening them stroke by stroke. The process required stillness, deepening his surrender as he trusted her precision.

Once finished, he lowered his gaze, noticing in the mirror how the mascara enhanced his eyes, creating a focal point that amplified the femininity. He turned his head side to side, adjusting to the enhanced definition, the movement causing the bra straps to shift slightly on his shoulders. The combined lingerie and partial makeup created a layered sensation, each element building on the last, elevating his desire through this calm exposure. Internally, he reflected on the vulnerability, how it transformed resistance into acceptance, though not fully resolved.

Sarah picked up the blush compact, clicking it open. "This will add a natural flush." Using a fluffy brush, she dusted the powder onto his cheeks, her motions light and even. Ryan felt the soft tickle, the warmth spreading as the color bloomed on his skin. He touched his face gently afterward, fingers grazing the powdered surface, adjusting to the subtle glow. The blush softened his features further, psychologically reinforcing the erotic affirmation, making him feel seen in a way that heightened intimacy without rushing.

He paced a few steps in the room, the panties and bra moving fluidly with his body. The lace whispered against his skin, a constant sensory input that deepened his adaptation. Turning to face the mirror fully now, Ryan took in the progressing image. The lingerie hugged his form, the makeup beginning to unify the look. He adjusted the bra cups slightly, ensuring comfort, the action stirring thoughts of how this attire symbolized his chosen path. The vulnerability felt more integrated, desire rising as he processed the physical changes mirroring his internal shift.

Sarah selected the lipstick last, twisting it up to expose the coral shade. "Purse your lips." Ryan complied, feeling the creamy texture glide on as she applied it carefully, outlining then filling. The sensation was slick at first, then settling into a matte finish. He pressed his lips together as instructed, distributing the color evenly. In the mirror, the lipstick defined his mouth, adding a pop of femininity that completed the makeup. He smiled tentatively, adjusting to the feel, the expression revealing how the transformation enhanced his features.

Now fully applied, Ryan moved again, walking to the window and back. The lingerie shifted with each step, the panties providing a gentle constraint, the bra offering support. The makeup felt light on his face, yet transformative, each blink reminding him of the mascara, each breath of the blush's warmth. Psychologically, this completion phase brought a surge of reflection. The sissification was no longer imminent but real, elevating his desire through the calm exposure of self. He felt the erotic pull strengthen, vulnerability turning into a source of affirmation under Sarah's gaze.

She watched him adapt, her blonde hair still as she spoke. "Take a moment to feel it all." Ryan nodded, running his hands lightly over the bra's lace, adjusting the fit once more. The texture under his palms reinforced the change, his mind delving into the emotional layers. This was exposure without judgment, a step that heightened connection. He turned in place, feeling the panties conform, the movement integrating the sensations further.

Internally, the processing continued. The eyeshadow added mystery to his eyes, the mascara emphasis, the blush vitality, the lipstick invitation. Combined with the lingerie, it created a holistic transformation, desire building steadily. Ryan felt the calm exposure begin, a state where vulnerability became strength, though the journey's tension remained alive.

He sat on the edge of the bed briefly, then stood again, adjusting to the seated pressure on the panties. The bra's padding compressed slightly, a new sensation that deepened his awareness. Sarah's presence anchored him, her calm authority ensuring the adaptation felt guided. Ryan's thoughts swirled around the affirmation, how each applied item affirmed his choice, elevating the erotic undercurrent.

Pacing once more, he caught his reflection repeatedly, each glance solidifying the change. The makeup held, the lingerie fitted, his body adapting to the femininity. Desire rose, a quiet intensity that promised more, the transformation complete in this phase yet opening doors to further intimacy.

Sarah stepped closer, her voice soft. "You look beautiful." Ryan absorbed the words, feeling the exposure calm yet charged, his psychological state elevated without closure. He adjusted the bra strap one final time, the action a small affirmation of his new form. The room felt smaller, the transformation embedding itself, desire heightened as calm exposure took root.
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Story 1. The first surrender. Chapter 2. 
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Ryan lingered in the bedroom for a moment longer, the lingerie and makeup now an integral part of his presence. The pink lace panties clung gently to his hips, the bra providing a subtle lift that altered how he carried himself. He caught his reflection in the mirror again, the eyeshadow softening his gaze, the mascara lengthening his lashes, the blush adding a warm tint to his cheeks, and the lipstick defining his lips in coral. Each element contributed to the feminized state, a transformation that felt both exposing and affirming. Sarah placed a hand on his shoulder lightly, her touch through the bra strap a guiding signal. "Let us move to the living room. We can continue from there."

He followed her out of the bedroom, each step causing the lace to brush against his skin, a constant reminder of his sissified form. The apartment felt familiar yet charged, the everyday space now a stage for living within this vulnerability. Ryan's mind processed the sensations, the way the panties shifted with his movement, creating a psychological layer of awareness that heightened his desire. It was not just clothing. It was a symbol of surrender, one that deepened his connection to Sarah's authority.

In the living room, Sarah settled on the couch, patting the spot beside her. "Sit with me. We can talk about your day while you adjust." Ryan eased onto the cushion, feeling the bra compress slightly against the backrest, the padding molding to his chest. He crossed his legs carefully, the panties pulling taut, sending a wave of internal reflection. This simple act of sitting, usually mundane, now amplified his feminization, making him acutely aware of how the items reshaped his posture and presence.

Sarah reached over, her fingers tracing the edge of the bra strap lightly, not venturing further. "How does this feel now, in a different room?" Her touch was external, focused on the clothing, a teasing affirmation that built his vulnerability. Ryan felt a stir of emotion, the contact reinforcing the erotic exposure without escalating. "It feels integrated," he replied. "Like the transformation is part of me, not just on me." His thoughts delved deeper, considering how the lace under her fingertips symbolized the trust he placed in her, the sissification affirming his desire to be seen this way.

They began discussing his workday, a daily activity turned intimate through his current state. "Tell me about that meeting you mentioned," Sarah prompted, her hand moving to brush the lace trim of the panties visible at his waistband, a light touch that stayed on the fabric. Ryan shifted slightly, the sensation prompting a psychological unpacking. The touch teased without invading, building affirmation of his vulnerability. "It was routine, but now, thinking back while like this, it contrasts sharply. The control I exert there versus the surrender here." The mascara made his blinks feel more pronounced, as if his eyes expressed the internal conflict resolving into acceptance.

Sarah nodded, her blonde hair catching the evening light filtering through the window. "That contrast can be powerful. Embrace it." Her fingers lingered on the bra's lace cup edge, tracing without pressure, guiding him through the moment. Ryan's mind raced with the implications, the external touch amplifying his dependence on her for this exploration. The blush on his cheeks warmed under her gaze, a physical echo of the emotional flush. Living in this feminized state during conversation made the teasing lived, not abstract.
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