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Begging for More



Alex had been to house parties before, but never one like this. The place looked like it had been built for excess. It was an off-campus rental where every corner of the living room throbbed with bass, strings of colored lights, and too many bodies packed together. Heat clung to his skin as soon as he stepped inside, a cocktail of perfume, sweat, and anticipation.

He wasn’t the kind of guy who usually stuck around at parties like this. A couple beers, maybe a quick game of pong, then an excuse to leave before the music got too loud and the hookups too obvious. But his college roommate had insisted this one would be different. “Everyone who’s anyone” was going to be here. Alex wasn’t sure he cared about being “anyone,” but he hadn’t wanted to sit in his dorm all night either.

Now he was standing near the entryway, hands stuffed in his pockets, trying not to look as awkward as he felt. His broad shoulders and athletic build gave him a kind of automatic presence; girls glanced his way, but he knew he wasn’t smooth enough to capitalize on it. He was a solid guy, decent-looking, but he’d never had that easy confidence that some guys seemed to wear like cologne.

The living room buzzed with energy. A group of girls in crop tops danced with their arms over their heads, hair flying as though the cramped floor were a club. On the couch, a knot of guys shouted at a video game projected against the wall, the flickering screen flashing across their faces. Someone had turned the dining room table into a makeshift buffet of chips, cans, and a few unlabeled bottles that Alex gave a wide berth.

He wove through the bodies, nodding when someone bumped into him, trying to seem casual. He recognized a few classmates from lectures but couldn’t place their names. Everywhere he looked, someone seemed paired off already. They were either flirting, making out, or groping each other in the hallway. He felt like he’d wandered into a world where everyone knew the script but him.

A girl in a glittery skirt brushed past, catching his eye with a quick smile before disappearing into the kitchen. His stomach tightened, a little bolt of interest, but he didn’t follow. That wasn’t his style. He didn’t chase. Not when he didn’t know what he wanted.

The music swelled, a pop remix rattling through the walls, and Alex decided he already needed a break. This party was too much. He threaded his way toward the back of the house, ducking between a couple making out by the fridge and a group arguing over who had the next round in beer pong. The kitchen was just as crowded, but the air was cooler, and he leaned against the counter for a moment, exhaling.

A girl he vaguely knew, possibly a Heather, offered him a red cup, but he shook his head politely. He wasn’t against drinking, but the sharp tang of spiked soda made his stomach roll. He didn’t need to be tipsy to get through a night. If anything, he wanted his head clear.

The music dipped as a new track started, and Alex was still debating whether to slip out the back door when a familiar voice cut through the noise.

“Alex! You actually came.”

He turned to see his roommate, Connor, grinning like he’d won a bet. A half-empty beer was in his hand, his baseball cap turned backward, and his cheeks already flushed with the kind of confidence Alex knew came from being in his element.

Alex managed a small smile. “Yeah. Didn’t want you giving me shit all week for skipping.”

Connor laughed, slapping him on the shoulder hard enough to make the soda in Alex’s hand slosh. “Man, relax. You need this. Look around—girls everywhere, music, good vibes. This is living.”

Alex nodded, though his gut twisted. “It’s… a lot.”

“Exactly,” Connor said, missing the hesitation completely. “C’mon, I’ll introduce you to some people. You can’t just stand here hugging the counter like a creep.”

Before Alex could answer, Connor had already melted back into the throng, calling hellos to someone across the room. Alex followed a few steps, then let the tide of bodies pull him back toward the edge of the kitchen.

At least Connor knew half the party. That was something.

But it didn’t make Alex feel any less out of place.

That’s when he noticed the staircase. People drifted up and down, though not many. The lights grew dimmer past the second landing, the music a dull throb from below. Alex hesitated. He didn’t want to look like the guy sneaking off to snoop, but he also needed a damn bathroom. Every door downstairs had been locked, and he wasn’t about to wait in line while three drunk guys wrestled over who was next.

So he made his way upstairs.

The noise dropped with each step, leaving only the muffled bass vibrating through the floorboards. A thin strip of light leaked from under a closed door, but otherwise the hallway was hushed. He ran a hand over the railing, feeling the smooth wood beneath his fingertips.

It felt almost like stepping into another world

Downstairs was chaos—sweaty, noisy, a blur of strangers’ laughter. Up here, the air was cooler, calmer, filled with the faint smell of perfume drifting from one of the rooms. It prickled against his senses, sweet and lingering, as if daring him to follow it.

Alex swallowed. He told himself to stay focused. Find a bathroom, take a breath, maybe text his roommate and tell him he was ready to head out. Simple plan.

He passed one door, then another, all closed. No bathroom signs, no clues. His footsteps were muffled against the carpet runner, and he realized just how alone he felt up here. It wasn’t unwelcome. It was a relief, but there was a strange tension in his chest too. Like being on the edge of something without knowing what.

A door creaked open down the hall and two girls emerged, giggling, smoothing their hair before clattering back toward the stairs. Alex stepped aside to let them pass, his gaze drifting toward the room they’d left behind, but it was empty now. Just another bedroom.

He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. Fuck, he needed to pee.

As he reached for the next door handle, the perfume seemed stronger, clinging to him. He hesitated, fingers resting on cool metal, a strange awareness tingling through him.

Alex turned the knob, expecting another locked bathroom. The door gave way beneath his hand, swinging open onto soft lamplight.

At first, he thought the room was empty. Then his eyes caught movement. A figure stood by the dresser.

She was slipping into a dress, silk dangling from her fingers, the fabric shimmering as it slid against her hands. The light caught the sheen of it, pale and liquid, and in that same moment, Alex’s gaze traveled lower.

His brain stalled.

The woman wasn’t covered. Not yet. A bra of delicate black lace hugged the curve of her breasts, almost see-through in the glow. Below it, her stomach was smooth, the faint line of muscle tapering to hips that flared with startling elegance. His eyes moved further before he could stop them—past the waistband of her panties, down to the hard shape straining against the thin fabric.

The sight punched the breath out of him. Lace stretched over the unmistakable bulge of a cock, brazen and unhidden, the taboo of it hitting him faster than reason could catch up. He froze, caught between wanting to look away and being unable to.

The air itself seemed thicker here, heavy with perfume and heat. His gaze traced the shape again, disbelieving. He couldn’t stop staring at the swell pressing against her lace panties, framed by thighs that looked both strong and impossibly soft. Every nerve in his body flared at once, his pulse racing ahead of his thoughts.

She moved, slow and deliberate, as though she hadn’t been startled at all. One leg bent slightly, hips shifting in a way that made the bulge more prominent. Her back arched, and Alex caught the dip of her spine, the smooth line running down to that forbidden detail his body couldn’t stop recognizing.

He swallowed, hard. His palms prickled with sweat.

Then she turned her head toward the mirror, catching his reflection just as he caught hers. Their eyes locked across the glass.

Her eyes were dark, framed in liner. Her lips were painted a deep red. And curling there, pulling at the corner of her mouth, was a smirk.

Not shock. Not outrage. Not modesty.

A smirk that said: I see you. And I know exactly what you’re looking at.

Alex’s throat went dry. His body felt split in two. His mind was screaming wrong room, wrong person, get out, while something heavier curled low in his stomach, undeniable and dangerous. His cock stirred traitorously against his jeans, and panic rose sharp in his chest.

“Shit—sorry,” he blurted, stepping back, fumbling for the knob like it might save him. “I didn’t—sorry.”

She didn’t move to cover herself. The slip of silk still dangled from her hand, forgotten. Her smirk only deepened as if she wanted to see how much longer he’d stare before running.

Alex slammed the door shut, the sound louder than it should have been in the hush of the hallway. He stood frozen, pressed against the wall, his breath jagged. His chest heaved as though he’d sprinted up five flights of stairs.

What the hell had just happened?

He hadn’t only walked in on a half-naked girl. He had seen Mackenzie. He recognized her now, the roommate of the hostess. And he had seen her with lace stretched tight across her cock, her breasts lifted in a bra that left nothing to the imagination, and her body unapologetically framed for his gaze. And she had let him see.

The memory seared into his mind, replaying in unforgiving clarity: the smirk, the lace, the cock pressing bold against silk panties, her eyes catching his in the mirror. His pulse wouldn’t calm down. His skin buzzed, hot with shame, and a hunger that unsettled him.

He dragged in a breath, then another, trying to steady himself. But the more he told himself to forget it, the sharper the memory became. He had seen her. All of her. And his body hadn’t recoiled like it would’ve if he’d seen a man. No, instead it had responded, which confused him to no end. Had it responded to her womanly curves, or to her huge bulge? The confusion swirled in his mind.

His jeans were too tight across his lap. He cursed under his breath, scrubbing a hand over his face.

Back downstairs, the bass thumped on, people shouting over games and music. He forced himself into the kitchen, clutching a soda like it could anchor him. The cold can bit into his palm, but it didn’t clear his head.

He tried to focus on the chatter around him, Guys who argued over cards, girls laughed into each other’s shoulders, but every blink brought Mackenzie back into view. The outline straining her panties. The sharp angle of her smirk. The calm way she hadn’t flinched, hadn’t covered herself, like his shock was exactly what she wanted.

Alex shifted against the counter, his whole body taut. Guilt burned in his chest, but the ache in his jeans told a different truth.

He didn’t just see her. He wanted her.

And that was what terrified him the most.

Alex kept his gaze fixed on the pull tab of his soda, trying to act casual, trying not to think about what he had just seen upstairs.

It didn’t work. Every sip carried the memory with it: Mackenzie smirking at him in the mirror, the brazen outline straining against her panties. His stomach tightened just recalling it, a nervous, guilty knot that pulsed lower every time his mind replayed the image. He’d known Mackenzie existed, but he’d never known that she was trans.

He told himself she’d stay upstairs. That maybe she’d never even mention what happened. That if he kept his head down, he could move past it.

Then she walked in to the kitchen.

Mackenzie didn’t slip through the crowd quietly, she entered like she owned the space, like she had been waiting to see who would notice. Her hair spilled in glossy waves over her shoulders, her slip dress clinging in a way that suggested it had been made just for her. The silk shifted with each step, flashing the long, toned lines of her legs, the subtle sway of her hips.

The kitchen seemed to bend around her. Even in the noise, Alex felt the gravity of her presence tugging him.

He tried to look away, but it was too late. Their eyes met, just for a second, across the counter. That same smirk touched her mouth—sharp, private, like she had a secret and he was part of it.

His stomach flipped. He dropped his gaze immediately, pretending to be fascinated by the half-empty chip bowl. His grip tightened on the soda can until it hissed in protest.

She didn’t let him off so easily.

Mackenzie moved closer, weaving between people, until she passed right by him. She didn’t hurry. She didn’t stumble or laugh like the others. She slowed at the moment their bodies came level, her bare arm brushing against his sleeve with deliberate lightness. The faint scent of her perfume followed, sweet and dangerous, the same he had inhaled in that upstairs room.

Alex’s pulse spiked. He shifted, pressing himself back against the counter as if distance would help, but it only trapped him there, forcing him to feel the heat of her as she slid past.

“Excuse me,” she said softly, voice velvet against the din. Not an apology. More like a test.

He mumbled something that wasn’t quite words. Anything to avoid looking at her again.

Mackenzie paused just long enough for him to know she’d noticed. He could feel her amusement, the way her eyes lingered on his refusal to meet them. She let it hang in the air between them, a subtle power play, before continuing on to the fridge.

Alex’s throat tightened. His body buzzed, equal parts panic and arousal, the confusion eating him alive. He stared at the soda can like it could save him, but all he could think was: she knew he’d been turned on.

And worse—she was enjoying every second of it.
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The patio doors were propped open to bleed some of the heat out of the house, the night air spilling in with a faint chill that cut through the heavy bass. Alex drifted toward the threshold, grateful for the excuse to breathe something other than sweat and perfume.

Outside, a small group had gathered around the string lights strung across the backyard. The bulbs cast a warm glow, softening the edges of everything, giving the night a haze that felt almost intimate.

And there she was. Again. Inescapable it seemed.

Mackenzie leaned against the railing, a drink in hand, her laughter spilling out like it owned the air. Her voice wasn’t shrill or forced like some of the others. Hers was smooth, low, with an easy rhythm that drew people closer. The slip dress clung to her body in the glow, the silk tracing the outline of her curves, and when she shifted her weight, the fabric rode just high enough on her thigh to hint at more.

She was magnetic.

Her friends hovered near, hanging on her words. She told some story Alex couldn’t quite hear over the music, but it didn’t matter. The way she gestured confidently, the way her mouth curled around each word, it all carried the same effortless authority as the smirk she’d given him in the mirror.

Alex meant to simply pass by. He told himself he only wanted a breath of fresh air. But his steps slowed, caught in the orbit of her voice, the pull of her body language. He lingered just beyond the circle of light, half in shadow, pretending to scroll his phone.

His eyes betrayed him. They kept finding her mouth, the line of her throat as she tipped her head back to laugh, the way the silk shifted over her hips when she moved. Every detail replayed what he had already seen upstairs, filling in the gaps with dangerous clarity.

Then her gaze cut across the patio. Straight toward him.

Alex froze, pulse hammering in his ears.

For a heartbeat, she didn’t look away. The corner of her mouth lifted, slow and sly, the kind of smile that didn’t need words to say: I see you staring. Again.

Heat flooded his chest. He glanced down at his phone like it mattered, pretending to scroll nothing, the screen too bright in the dark. His hands felt clumsy. He knew he should walk away, but his legs wouldn’t move.

When he finally looked up again, she had already turned back to her friends, laughing at something one of them said, her glass tipping against her lips. As though the moment hadn’t happened at all.

But it had.

Alex felt it like a brand, seared into him. She had caught him again—lingering, staring, wanting. And instead of being offended, she had smiled.

His chest tightened with confusion, arousal, and something like dread. The shame of it gnawed at him, but underneath that shame, stronger than he wanted to admit, was the memory of her upstairs: the lace, the hard shape pressing against her panties, the way she hadn’t flinched at his intrusion.

He shifted back toward the doorway, retreating before she could catch him again. The music swallowed him as he slipped inside, but the heat in his body didn’t fade. If anything, it sharpened.

Because the truth was undeniable now.

Mackenzie wasn’t just under his skin. She was everywhere—in his chest, in the ache between his thighs, in the part of his brain that wouldn’t stop replaying that smirk in the mirror.

And no matter how much he told himself to let it go, he couldn’t.
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By the time Alex wandered into the game room, the party had shifted gears. The music was still pumping through the walls, but here the vibe was more contained. A group had gathered around a low coffee table cluttered with cards, red cups, and scattered snack wrappers.

“Come on, we need another player,” someone called, waving him over.

Alex hesitated at the edge of the couch, but sitting alone in the corner would only make him look more awkward. He lowered himself onto the floor, cross-legged, pretending interest in the deck being shuffled.

He didn’t realize Mackenzie was at the table until she laughed. That low, smooth voice was just husky enough to curl around his ears. It sent a jolt through him before he even looked up.

She was across from him, perched on the couch like it had been made for her. The slip dress gleamed under the low light, sliding just enough when she shifted her legs to remind him of how it had looked bunched in her hands upstairs. One strap had slipped slightly off her shoulder, and she hadn’t bothered to fix it.

Alex’s stomach clenched. He tried to keep his focus on the cards.

The game started. It was some variation of poker, though the rules seemed loose and half the players were more interested in drinking than strategy. Alex managed a hand or two without drawing attention. But every time he glanced up, his eyes snagged on Mackenzie.

And every time, she was already watching.

It was subtle at first: a raised brow, the twitch of a smile. Then she started leaning into it.

“So, Alex,” she drawled after one round, her voice carrying easily over the chatter, “do you always play this careful, or are you just afraid to lose to me?”

The question landed like a dart. A few people laughed, looking at him expectantly. Heat crawled up his neck.

He shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Guess I just don’t like taking risks.”

Mackenzie’s lips curved. “You don’t like taking risks,” she repeated, like she was tasting the words. “That sounds about right.”

The table chuckled again, but her eyes didn’t leave his. The weight of her gaze pinned him, private and merciless even in the middle of the group.

Alex shifted in his seat, his palms damp. He tried to keep his breathing even, but he could feel his body betraying him, that same restless energy coiling in his gut. He looked down at his cards, anywhere but her.

The next hand, she leaned forward to toss her chips into the pile. The neckline of her dress dipped just enough to flash the curve of lace beneath. Alex’s pulse stuttered. He snapped his gaze back to his hand, but it was too late. Mackenzie caught it.

“Careful,” she murmured, her tone sly, just low enough for him but loud enough to carry. “You keep looking down, people are going to think you’re bluffing.”

Another ripple of laughter spread across the group. Alex forced a tight smile, heat flooding his face.

He knew she wasn’t talking about cards.

The game rolled on, but Alex’s focus was gone. He couldn’t stop stealing glances at her. The way her legs crossed, the slip riding higher on her thigh, the confident curve of her mouth. Every look felt like a risk, like someone might notice. But it was impossible not to.

And Mackenzie noticed every single time.

By the third or fourth round, it had become a game within the game. Alex trying, but failing, to keep his eyes where they belonged. Mackenzie catching him and rewarding his weakness with another teasing remark.

“You’re awfully quiet over there,” she said once, tilting her head. “Losing your edge?”

“Maybe he’s just distracted,” someone else chimed in, laughing.

Mackenzie’s smile sharpened. “Oh, I think that’s it.”

The implication hung heavy in the air, invisible to everyone else but crystal clear to him. His pulse raced, his palms damp against the cards.

He should have left. He should have excused himself, walked away before she pushed him over the edge. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. The heat in her gaze pinned him harder than the weight of the entire group.

By the time someone called the last round, Alex could barely think straight. His pile of chips was gone, his cards forgotten. All that mattered was the smirk curling Mackenzie’s lips as she leaned back against the couch, victorious in more ways than one.

“Well,” she said, stretching languidly, the strap of her dress slipping even lower down her arm. “Looks like I win.”

No one argued.

Her eyes flicked to Alex one last time, deliberate, amused. A message passed between them—you lost more than the hand, and we both know it.

Alex’s throat tightened. He forced a weak smile, gathering himself to stand, desperate for air.

But even as he walked away, he could feel her gaze following him. Hot, smug, unshakable.

The noise thinned as Alex climbed the stairs. He wasn’t sure why he’d come up here again. Maybe just to escape the press of the party. Maybe to breathe without Mackenzie’s voice chasing him from across the room.

The hallway was dim, the bass from below pulsing faintly underfoot. He told himself he’d check his phone, send a quick text, and head back down before anyone noticed. He leaned against the wall by the stairwell, running a hand through his hair, still hot from the game room.

“Funny,” a low voice drawled, close enough to make his pulse jolt. “You keep sneaking off like you think I won’t see you.”

He looked up. Mackenzie was there, emerging from the shadows at the other end of the hallway, the slip dress clinging to her every step. Her heels clicked lightly against the hardwood as she closed the distance, and even in the dim light, her eyes gleamed.

Alex’s throat went dry. “I—I was just—”

“You were just avoiding me,” she finished for him, stopping a few feet away. Her head tilted, that smirk tugging at her mouth again. “You’ve been doing it all night.”

Heat crept up his neck. He shoved his hands into his pockets, gaze skittering away toward the carpet runner. “That’s not—”

“Not what?” she pressed, voice low, almost amused. “Not true? Because I think it is. You can’t even look at me.”

He forced himself to glance up, but the second her eyes caught his, his stomach lurched and he dropped his gaze again.

Mackenzie laughed softly. It wasn’t cruel. It was knowing. “There it is.” She stepped closer, silk brushing against her thighs as the light shifted over her curves. “So tell me, Alex. Is it because I offend you?”

The word landed sharp, daring him to flinch.

She leaned in, her perfume curling into his senses, sweet and dangerous. “Or is it because I make you hard?”

The hallway spun. Alex’s chest heaved, his hands fisting in his pockets. Words tangled on his tongue—denial, excuses, anything—but none of them would come out. His silence was answer enough.

Mackenzie’s smirk deepened. She was so close now he could feel the warmth of her body, the subtle press of the air between them. Her lips hovered near his ear as she whispered, “I think I know which one it is.”

His cock throbbed against his jeans, traitorous and undeniable.

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes again, pinning him with her gaze. “Stop pretending,” she murmured. “We both know what you saw. We both know you can’t stop thinking about it.”

Alex’s pulse thundered. His mouth opened, but no sound came out. The heat in his chest spread lower, heavier, pulling him taut between shame and want.

Mackenzie’s smile softened, but it didn’t lose its edge. “If you’re ready to admit it to yourself…” Her fingers brushed lightly against his arm, tracing down to his wrist, just enough to make his skin prickle. “…follow me.”

She turned without waiting for an answer, her slip dress swaying as she walked down the hall. She didn’t look back, but her stride was commanding, each step a challenge, each sway of silk daring him to keep up.

Alex stood frozen, heart hammering, every thought screaming at him to run. To get out while he still could. But his body betrayed him again. The memory of the hard outline against her panties, the smirk in the mirror—it all rushed back, molten and merciless.

His hand slipped from his pocket. His legs moved before he made the decision.

He followed.

Mackenzie didn’t look back to see if he followed. She didn’t need to. Her hips swayed in quiet confidence as she led him down the hall, her heels clicking against the hardwood. Alex’s pulse roared in his ears, every step heavier than the last, his body moving forward even while his brain screamed that he should stop.

She paused at a door and pushed it open. A soft wash of lamplight spilled across the carpet, throwing shadows against the walls. The scent of her perfume hung in the air, richer in the closed space, wrapping around him the instant he crossed the threshold.

The door clicked shut behind them.

Mackenzie turned, her back against the wood, her gaze sharp and unreadable. “Sit,” she said, tilting her chin toward the bed.

Alex hesitated, but only for a second. His legs moved on instinct, and the next thing he knew, he was lowering himself onto the edge of the mattress. His palms pressed into the blanket, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.

Mackenzie stepped forward, slow and teasing, her slip clinging to every curve. She stopped just close enough for him to smell another layer under her perfume, her knees brushing against his. Then, with a small, knowing smile, she hooked her fingers under the thin straps of her dress.

The fabric slid down her shoulders inch by inch, revealing smooth golden skin. The strap caught at her elbow, and she let it, holding his eyes as the silk pooled at her waist before cascading to the floor.

She stood in front of him in nothing but black lace, her breasts framed in that same bra that left nothing to the imagination, her panties stretched tight across the outline he had been trying to forget all night.

Alex’s throat went dry. His cock strained against his jeans, the ache almost painful. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t.

Mackenzie smirked, sensing every thought crossing his face. “You’re still here,” she murmured, her tone silk and challenge in one. “You must not be too afraid of what you see.”

Her hands moved to her back, unclasping the bra. The straps loosened, sliding forward until the lace fell away, baring her breasts. Her nipples were hard, dusky against her golden skin, the curves soft but proud. She didn’t cover herself. She stood tall, letting him look, daring him to.

Alex’s breath hitched. His fingers dug into the blanket.

Next came the panties. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and tugged them down, slow enough to make his chest seize. The lace stretched, then released, sliding down her thighs until they joined the slip in a small heap on the floor.

Now there was nothing between them.

Her cock jutted forward, half-hard already, framed by the smoothness of her thighs and the flatness of her stomach. The forbidden sight punched through him, hotter and sharper than anything he’d ever imagined. He had wanted to believe what he saw earlier had been a trick of light, a blur. But here, there was no mistaking it.

His body throbbed in answer.

Mackenzie stepped closer, her bare skin brushing his knees, her presence overwhelming. “Look at me,” she said softly.

He did. His gaze dragged up her body—her cock, her stomach, her breasts, her lips curled into that maddening smirk.

Her hand tilted his chin up higher, forcing his eyes to hers. “This is the last chance you get to run,” she said, her voice calm but unyielding. “If you stay, you don’t get to pretend anymore. No half-measures. No excuses. You want me, or you don’t.”

Alex’s chest heaved. His heart pounded so hard it shook him, but there was no denying the truth pressing against his jeans, straining for release. He swallowed, words lost, but the nod came anyway. Small, breathless, but real.

Mackenzie’s smirk deepened. “Good boy.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear, her voice a whisper that slid straight down his spine. “Now let’s see just how hard you really are.”

Alex shivered, his body caught between fear and hunger, but he didn’t move away. He couldn’t. Mackenzie had stripped him down without even touching him, and all that was left was need.

Alex sat stiffly on the edge of the bed, every muscle coiled, every nerve stretched taut. Mackenzie stood in front of him, naked, unapologetic, her body a mix of curves and edges that made his breath catch in his throat. His gaze skated over her breasts, down the flat plane of her stomach, snagging on the thick, throbbing length between her thighs. It made his jeans feel impossibly tight, his arousal undeniable.

Mackenzie smirked, tilting her head as if she could hear the thoughts racing in his head. Then, without warning, her hand slid down, fingers trailing lightly across his thigh. The contact was electric—heat flaring under denim, making his cock twitch violently.

“Mm,” she murmured, her palm settling right over his bulge. She squeezed gently, her eyes fixed on his face. “There it is.”

Alex’s breath hitched. He tried to bite back a sound, but it leaked out anyway. A ragged groan that betrayed everything.

Mackenzie’s smile sharpened. She rubbed the heel of her hand against him, excruciatingly and slow, the friction through his jeans both maddening and not enough. “Tell me,” she whispered, leaning closer. “Do you want this?”

He squeezed his eyes shut, shame rising in his chest. He couldn’t say it. Couldn’t give her that.

Her hand pressed harder, her fingers curling to stroke along the ridge of him. “Alex,” she said, voice firmer now, the command clear. “Say it.”

His eyes flew open, his body shuddering. The words tumbled out before he could stop them. “Yes—fuck, yes, I want it.”

Mackenzie’s smirk softened into something almost triumphant. “Good boy.”

She leaned in and kissed him, her mouth hot and insistent. Alex groaned against her lips, opening for her, their tongues tangling. She tasted like heat and sweetness, like something dangerous he couldn’t resist. Her body pressed closer, her breasts brushing his chest, nipples hard against fabric.

She took his hands, guiding them up her body. “Touch me,” she breathed.

His palms cupped her breasts, the weight of them filling his hands. His thumbs brushed her nipples, and her sigh vibrated into his mouth, making his cock ache harder.

Then Mackenzie shifted his right hand lower. She wrapped his fingers around the thick, hard length jutting from her hips, her cock hot and pulsing in his grip. His whole body jerked at the contact, but instinct took over. His hand tightened, stroking clumsily at first, then firmer, sliding up and down her shaft.

Mackenzie moaned into his mouth, the sound low and husky. It vibrated straight down his spine, making his stomach flip. Alex whimpered without meaning to, the sound small and desperate.

When she pulled back, she was smirking again, her lips wet, her eyes bright with amusement. “You’re blushing,” she teased, dragging her thumb across his cheek. “Trying so hard to hide how much you like this.”

Alex’s face burned. He wanted to deny it, but his hand was still wrapped around her cock, stroking, his body betraying him with every ragged breath.

Mackenzie leaned closer, her voice velvet. “Don’t fight it. Just let it happen.”

Her words sank into him, and something in his chest unraveled. His resistance crumbled, the last bit of denial burning away in the heat of her dominance. All that was left was the need clawing through him, the pulse of his cock straining inside his jeans.

She kissed him again, deeper, her hips rocking subtly into his hand. Then she pulled back, just far enough to meet his eyes. “Take your clothes off,” she said.

Alex froze, his stomach lurching.

Her smirk deepened. “It’s only fair,” she murmured. “I’m naked. You should be too.”

He hesitated, his hands trembling where they gripped the bed. Fear and want battled inside him, each breath harder than the last.

“Alex,” she said firmly, her tone leaving no room for refusal. “Clothes. Off.”

His chest heaved. He nodded slowly, his fingers fumbling with the hem of his shirt. He peeled it over his head, dropping it to the floor. His skin prickled in the cool air, his chest bare under her hungry gaze.

Next came his jeans. He unbuttoned them with shaking hands, tugging them down over his hips. His cock pressed painfully against his boxers, the outline obvious, impossible to hide.

Mackenzie licked her lips. “Go on,” she coaxed.

Alex swallowed hard and hooked his thumbs into his waistband. The boxers slid down, his cock springing free, flushed and hard, precum beading at the tip. His face burned crimson, but he couldn’t stop now. He kicked his clothes aside, sitting bare and exposed on the bed.

Mackenzie’s gaze devoured him. “Good boy,” she murmured. She pushed him gently back against the mattress, then knelt between his thighs.

Alex’s breath caught. His heart hammered as she lowered herself onto her knees, her hair falling forward, her lips curving into a wicked smile.

“Now,” she whispered, her hands bracing on his thighs, “let’s see how sweet you taste.”

Alex’s cock jutted hard and red from his lap. He wanted to cover himself, wanted to pretend he wasn’t sitting here bare in front of Mackenzie, but her presence pinned him in place. She was actually kneeling between his thighs, her hair falling forward, her lips curved in that maddening smirk.

He had never felt so exposed. So vulnerable. And yet, his cock twitched eagerly under her gaze, a bead of precum sliding down the head.

Mackenzie ran her palms up his thighs, spreading them wider, making space for herself. Her touch was firm, possessive, and it sent shivers racing up his spine. She leaned closer, inhaling the scent of his arousal, her breath hot against the sensitive skin of his shaft.

“You’re trembling,” she murmured, her voice velvet and smug. Her hand wrapped around his length, stroking once, daring him to stop her. “Scared? Or excited?”

Alex’s breath hitched. “I—I don’t know.”

Mackenzie’s smirk deepened. “I do.” She leaned forward and licked a slow stripe up the underside of his cock, from base to tip.

Alex groaned, his hips jerking despite himself. The heat of her tongue, the wet glide, the way she lingered at the head to lap at the precum. It was too much, too sudden. His hands clutched at the sheets, knuckles white.

Mackenzie laughed softly against him, the vibration making him gasp. “Sensitive already? We’ve barely started.”

Her lips closed around the head, sucking gently, then harder, until his eyes rolled back. The warmth of her mouth enveloped him, wet and slick, her tongue swirling under the crown as she drew him deeper.

“Fuck,” Alex groaned, his voice raw.

Mackenzie moaned around him, the sound vibrating along his length, making his cock throb against her tongue. She pulled back with a wet pop, stroking him slowly with her fist. “Say it again,” she ordered.

His chest heaved. “F-fuck.”

“That’s better.” She smirked, then swallowed him down again.

Her pace was merciless, alternating between deep, hungry sucks and languid, teasing licks. She looked up at him through her lashes as she worked him, eyes glinting with wicked delight. Every time he tried to steady his breathing, she changed rhythm—faster, deeper, pulling a desperate sound from his throat.

“Please,” he gasped at one point, though he didn’t even know what he was begging for.

Mackenzie pulled back, saliva glistening on her lips, her hand pumping him in slick strokes. “Please, what?” she teased, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip.

Alex’s face burned, his whole body taut with need. “Please… don’t stop.”

Her laugh was low and satisfied. “That’s what I thought.”

She took him back into her mouth, bobbing her head, her tongue working him with relentless precision. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, tugging just enough to make him shudder. His hips bucked upward, helpless, but her grip on his thigh was iron, holding him down.

“Fuck, Mackenzie,” he groaned, his voice breaking. He had never sounded like this; wrecked, desperate, undone.

She hummed in approval, and the vibration sent him spiraling. She sucked harder, sliding him deep until her lips kissed the base of his shaft, her throat flexing around him. Alex cried out, clutching the sheets, his body jerking as he fought not to come too soon.

When she pulled back, strands of spit connected her lips to his cock. Her eyes glittered, her smirk dripping with smugness. “You’re blushing again,” she teased, stroking him lazily. “You like this more than you want to admit.”

He couldn’t deny it. Not with his cock throbbing in her hand, not with the way his entire body begged for release. He nodded helplessly, his voice ragged. “Yes. God, yes.”

Mackenzie rewarded him with another deep suck, her mouth sliding down his length until he hit the back of her throat. She stayed there, swallowing around him, her eyes never leaving his. The sight alone nearly undid him.

His hips trembled, his thighs tensing. “I’m gonna—”

She pulled back just enough to growl around the head, her hand stroking in time with her mouth. “Do it,” she whispered between sucks. “Come for me. Let me taste it.”

The command shattered what little control he had left. His orgasm tore through him, hot and violent, spilling down her throat in thick pulses. He cried out, his hands gripping the sheets so hard his fingers ached.

Mackenzie swallowed every drop, milking him with her mouth, her hand stroking until his cock twitched helplessly against her tongue. Only when he sagged forward, boneless and panting, did she pull back, licking her lips with deliberate satisfaction.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb, her smirk radiant. “Mmm,” she purred. “Better than I imagined.”

Alex buried his face in his hands, his cheeks blazing. He had never felt so exposed, so raw. And yet, beneath the shame, the memory of her mouth, her throat, her command lingered in his body like fire.

Mackenzie tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her eyes. “See?” she whispered. “You didn’t want to leave. You begged.”

Her words sank into him, undeniable, hot as the orgasm still pulsing through his veins. He nodded faintly, lips parted, breath ragged.

Mackenzie smirked again, leaning close enough that her lips brushed his ear. “And you’ll beg for what’s coming next.”

Alex was still catching his breath, sprawled against the sheets, his body trembling from the release she’d forced out of him. His cock lay soft against his thigh, glistening from her mouth, but his heart hadn’t slowed. His skin prickled with heat, every nerve alive, every thought tangled.

Mackenzie rose gracefully from her knees, licking her lips with satisfaction. She climbed onto the bed with him, straddling his hips, her breasts brushing his chest. Her cock was still hard, thick and heavy, leaking against his stomach as she ground against him slowly.

“You liked that,” she murmured, her voice low and smug.

Alex’s face burned, but his body betrayed him with another twitch of arousal. He wanted to deny it, to insist it had been too much, too fast. But the truth spilled from his lips in a shaky whisper. “Yes.”

Her smile deepened, sharp with triumph. “And now,” she said, kissing the corner of his mouth, “you’re going to like this even more.”

She slid off him, pushing at his shoulder until he rolled onto his stomach. His chest pressed into the sheets, his hips raised slightly by her guiding hands. His face burned hot against the pillow as the realization sank in—what she was about to do, what he was about to let her do.

“Mackenzie—” he started, his voice breaking.

“Shh,” she soothed, her hand sliding down his back, firm and possessive. “Don’t fight it. You want this. I can feel it.”

Her palm cupped his ass, kneading gently, spreading him open. Alex groaned into the sheets, torn between panic and the ache blooming low in his stomach. He had never been touched this way, never imagined letting anyone see him so exposed.

And yet, his cock stirred again against the mattress, his hips shifting as if reaching for her touch.

“That’s it,” Mackenzie whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “Good boy. Just relax.”

He shuddered as she pressed a slick finger against his entrance, circling, teasing. The pressure made his breath catch, his body clenching instinctively. She stroked his back, her voice steady. “Breathe. Let me in.”

Her finger slid inside slowly, stretching him, filling him with an unfamiliar ache that made his thighs tense. Alex buried his face in the pillow, groaning, his hands fisting the sheets.

“Feels strange, doesn’t it?” she murmured, curling her finger just right. “But not bad. Not with me.”

His hips bucked helplessly, the sensation sharp and overwhelming. “Oh, God—”

Mackenzie smirked, thrusting her finger deeper, then adding a second. She worked him open with patient, relentless strokes, each press making him gasp louder. The burn gave way to heat, the stretch to an ache that turned into something else entirely. Pleasure sparked deep inside, pleasure he hadn’t known his body was capable of.

His cock hardened again, trapped against the sheets, leaking precum onto the fabric. He moaned into the pillow, trembling, his body surrendering inch by inch.

“You’re ready,” Mackenzie said finally, her voice husky with arousal.

Alex froze, his stomach clenching. He knew what that meant. His body throbbed with equal parts fear and need.

She guided his hips higher, positioning herself behind him. The thick head of her cock pressed against his entrance, slick and insistent. Alex whimpered, his breath sharp, his whole body tense.

“Say it,” she whispered, her lips against his neck. “Tell me you want me inside you.”

“I—I can’t—” His words broke apart.

Her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking firmly, coaxing a moan from his lips. “Yes, you can. Tell me.”

His body shook, caught between the relentless tug on his cock and the blunt pressure at his ass. The truth tore out of him in a desperate cry. “I want it! Please, Mackenzie—fuck me.”

Her moan was low and satisfied. “Good boy.”

She pushed forward, sinking into him inch by inch. Alex gasped, his hands gripping the sheets so hard they burned. The stretch was intense, sharp at first, but her hand stroked his cock in time, dragging his body past the edge of resistance. The pain blurred into pleasure, the fullness overwhelming him.

“Oh my God—” he groaned, his voice breaking into a whimper.

Mackenzie groaned too, her hands gripping his hips, pulling him back onto her length. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” she hissed, her pace slow but relentless. “Taking me so well.”

Every thrust pushed deeper, grinding against the spot that made his vision blur. Alex moaned helplessly, his body rocking back against her in time. The shame, the confusion…they were still there, but drowned now in the tidal wave of sensation.

“You like it,” she whispered, her voice hot at his ear. “Say it.”

His face burned, tears pricking his eyes from the intensity. “I—I like it,” he admitted, the words muffled against the pillow.

Mackenzie thrust harder, faster, her cock sliding slick inside him. “Louder.”

“I like it!” he cried out, his voice breaking into a moan. “God, I love it!”

Her smirk curved against his skin. “That’s what I thought.”

Her pace quickened, her hips slapping against his ass, the sound obscene and wet. Her hand reached under him again, stroking his cock in sync with each thrust. Alex cried out, his body caught between her pounding length and the relentless pump of her fist.

“Beg for it,” Mackenzie commanded, her breath ragged now too. “Beg me to come inside you.”

Alex’s body shuddered, his cock leaking, his orgasm clawing up too fast. He whimpered, the words spilling out broken and desperate. “Please, Mackenzie—fill me, I need it, fuck, please—”

Her moan ripped through the room as her hips drove harder, deeper, her pace almost brutal now. She slammed into him, over and over, until her whole body seized with release.

With a final thrust, she buried herself to the hilt, her cock throbbing inside him as hot spurts filled him deep. Alex cried out, his own orgasm exploding against the sheets, his cock pulsing helplessly in her grip. Cum splattered beneath him, hot and sticky, his body convulsing as wave after wave tore through him.

Mackenzie collapsed over his back, her chest pressing to his shoulders, her lips against his neck. She groaned low, still buried inside him, her release dripping down his thighs.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing, the wet heat of their bodies locked together.

Then Mackenzie nipped at his ear, her voice smug even through exhaustion. “You begged so sweetly for me,” she whispered. “And you loved every second of it.”

Alex’s face burned, his chest heaving. And though shame and confusion twisted inside him, there was no denying the truth anymore.

He had loved it.

Alex collapsed against the sheets, his body trembling, his chest heaving as though he’d run miles. Every nerve felt scorched, every muscle weak. He was aware of the sticky mess beneath him, the lingering ache where Mackenzie had filled him, the deep, molten throb that still pulsed through his body long after release.

He had never felt anything like it.

Mackenzie stayed pressed over him for a long moment, her breath hot against his neck, her body slick against his back. She kissed the damp skin at his shoulder, lazy and unhurried, as though she had all the time in the world.

“Mm,” she murmured, nuzzling against him. “You took me so well.”

Alex groaned softly, burying his face in the sheets. His cheeks burned even though his body was still buzzing with pleasure.

Mackenzie chuckled, the sound low and smug. “Don’t hide from me now. I want to see that blush.”

Reluctantly, he turned his head, meeting her eyes as she shifted beside him. Her smile was both soft and wicked, a blend of affection and triumph. She cupped his cheek with one hand, her thumb brushing lightly over the heat there.

“You’re cute like this,” she said, almost gently. “Broken, messy, and mine.”

Her words sank into him, thick and dangerous. His throat tightened, his chest squeezing with a confusion that was starting to subside. He wanted to argue, to insist he wasn’t hers—but the truth sat heavy in his chest. In this bed, after everything, he couldn’t deny it.

“I…” His voice faltered. “I don’t even know what to say.”

Mackenzie tilted her head, amused. “We both know how you really feel. Words aren’t exactly necessary.” She leaned in and kissed him, slower this time, softer, but no less claiming. Her lips moved against his until his body melted, his resistance dissolving under the simple intimacy of it.

When she pulled back, her smirk returned. “You begged for me. And you liked it. Admit it.”

Alex swallowed, his pulse fluttering. The memory of his own desperate pleas made his stomach twist with embarrassment, but also with heat. He gave the smallest nod, his voice rough. “I did.”

Her eyes glittered. “Good boy.”

She shifted closer, tucking him against her chest. For a moment, it was almost tender, almost ordinary—her fingers stroking through his damp hair, her breathing slowing in sync with his. He let himself sink into it, his body boneless, his mind still reeling.

But Mackenzie didn’t let the silence stay soft for long.

Her hand trailed down his chest, over his stomach, teasing the edge of the mess on his skin. “You know,” she said, her voice light, teasing, “this is just the beginning.”

Alex’s eyes widened. “The… beginning?”

Mackenzie smirked, kissing the corner of his mouth again. “Oh, sweetheart. You don’t think I’m done with you, do you? I’ve barely scratched the surface of what I want.”

His cock gave a weak twitch, spent but not immune to her tone. His chest fluttered with nervous excitement, a knot of fear and hunger all tangled together.

“I don’t…” He shook his head, dazed. “I don’t even know what that means.”

Her smile softened, but the glint in her eyes stayed sharp. “It means I’m going to keep showing you just how much you like this. Every part of it. Every part of me.”

She kissed him again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding into his mouth, claiming him all over again. When she pulled back, she whispered against his lips, “You’re mine now, Alex. And I promise, I’ll make you beg for this again.”

A shiver ran through him, his breath caught between protest and longing. He knew she was right.

And though the thought scared him, it also thrilled him in a way he couldn’t deny.

They dressed themselves, then returned to the party separately. Mackenzie was eager to return to her friends while Alex had needed a moment to let the pain subside.

It was the music that hit him first.

As Alex descended the stairs, the bass rattled the floorboards, voices rising in laughter and half-drunken shouts. The air downstairs felt different now. It was too thick, too loud, like he was stepping into a world that had kept moving without him.

He adjusted his shirt, tugged the hem low to hide any trace of what had just happened upstairs. His hair was mussed, his skin still hot, but he prayed no one would notice. He tried to steady his breathing, to put his face back into the neutral mask he always wore at parties.

Normal. Just be normal.

His roommate spotted him almost immediately, waving him over from the edge of the living room. “There you are! Dude, where’ve you been?” He laughed, clapping Alex on the shoulder. “I thought you bailed on me.”

Alex forced a grin, the sound of his own laugh strange in his ears. “Nah. Just needed some air. Place is packed.”

His roommate nodded, already turning back to the conversation he’d been having with two girls perched on the couch. Alex stood there, nodding along, pretending to listen. The words washed over him without meaning.

Because all he could hear was his own heartbeat, still fast, still raw. All he could feel was the lingering ache in his body, the way his skin remembered Mackenzie’s touch, the way his throat remembered the sound of his own begging.

Nothing about him was the same, no matter how normal he tried to look.

He scanned the room automatically, eyes skimming over the crowd, the drinks, the games, until they caught on her.

Mackenzie.

She was across the room, leaning against the wall like she hadn’t just unraveled him upstairs, her slip dress back in place, her hair glossy, her expression cool. But when her eyes met his, that smirk flickered across her lips again.

Not broad, not obvious. Just enough for him to know.

Heat rose in Alex’s chest, his stomach twisting. He looked away quickly, pretending to be engrossed in whatever his roommate was saying. But the truth pressed hard against his ribs: she had changed him.

Forever.

And though he tried to blend back into the party, to laugh at the right moments and keep his mask in place, the truth clung to him like a secret. Mackenzie had claimed him, marked him in a way no one else could see.

But she knew.

And so did he.
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Alex parked at the curb, fingers drumming against the steering wheel. It had been a week since the party, a week since Mackenzie had turned his world inside out and left him with more questions than answers.

But in that week, between long runs, sleepless nights, and endless replaying of every second in her room, the shame had burned away. What was left wasn’t confusion—it was clarity.

He wanted her.

Not just the way she touched him, not just the smirk that stripped him down to his bones, but her. The way she carried herself like she owned every space she walked into. The way she laughed. The way she looked at him like he was a puzzle she enjoyed solving.

So here he was, pulling up outside her building like it was the most natural thing in the world, though his chest still thrummed with nerves.

The front door swung open, and Mackenzie appeared. Tonight, she wore a short skirt, thigh-high boots, and a cropped jacket that clung to her curves. Her hair framed her face in glossy waves, her lips painted that same deep shade he remembered smeared against his skin.

“Look at you,” she teased as she slid into the passenger seat, crossing her legs with deliberate elegance. “On time, looking nervous, flowers in the backseat… are we going on a real date, Alex?”

He swallowed, heat creeping up his neck. “That was the idea.”

Her smirk widened. “Careful. Keep this up, and I’ll start thinking you actually like me.”

This time, he didn’t look away. He met her eyes, steady, and let a small smile curve his lips. “Maybe I do.”

For the first time since he’d known her, Mackenzie blinked, caught off guard. Then she laughed, low and rich, shaking her head. “Well, well. Someone grew a spine this week.”

Alex chuckled, pulling away from the curb. “More like I finally realized what I want.”

“And what’s that?” she asked, daring him to be open and honest.

He smiled, bashful. “You.”

Mackenzie leaned over and kissed him, long but soft. Alex’s body was already excited for what he hoped would happen later that evening.

They drove in comfortable silence for a while, the radio humming in the background. The city lights flickered across her skin, highlighting her cheekbones, the curve of her mouth. He kept sneaking glances, but not out of shame anymore. Out of something warm and certain blooming in his chest.

“So,” Mackenzie said eventually, her voice lilting with mischief. “Do your friends know you’re taking me out tonight? That the girl you couldn’t even look at last week is now your date?”

Alex smirked, surprising even himself. “Yes, actually. I was too excited not to say something. I only hope I didn’t jinx it.” He looked at her nervously, wondering if at any moment she’d get bored with him and change her mind.

Mackenzie tilted her head, studying him. Then she reached over and rested a hand on his thigh, her nails grazing lightly through the denim. “Are you trying to tell me that you’re actually a sweetheart deep down? Because I could get used to that. I like my men treating me like a queen.”

He glanced at her, grinning now. “And if I told you I plan to worship you like you deserve?”

She laughed again, shaking her head. “God, you’re intoxicating when you’re confident.”

The rest of the drive felt lighter, the tension between them playful instead of fraught. Every tease she threw at him, he volleyed back, meeting her eyes without flinching, no longer drowning in shame.

By the time they pulled into the restaurant lot, Alex realized something had shifted. A week ago, he couldn’t even meet her gaze without crumbling. Now, sitting beside her, he couldn’t look away.

Maybe it wasn’t just attraction anymore. Maybe it was something deeper, something that scared him less than he thought it would.

As he parked, Mackenzie leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear. “Don’t think for a second I’m going to go easy on you, just because you’re buying me dinner.”

Alex turned his head, their eyes locking, their mouths a breath apart. “Good,” he whispered. “I wouldn’t want you any other way.”

For the first time, Mackenzie’s smirk softened into something warmer. She kissed him, quick but lingering, her lipstick smudging against his mouth.

And Alex thought, as he followed her out of the car, that maybe, she could end up being the girl he falls madly in love with.
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Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)
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Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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