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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

“I wrote a song for you,” Patrick said as he and Sally hung out at his place. He lived in an apartment not far from Sally in downtown Pinecrest, but he had a roommate. His roommate Jesse was currently at work, so he’d invited Sally over to tell her about the song. “It’s still a work in progress.”

Sally twirled a strand of hair around her finger as she stared at Patrick with stars in her eyes. She was quickly becoming his muse and loved every second of it. She sat silently while Patrick strummed his guitar and sang a song about how much he’d fallen in love. Her cheeks reddened. Her heart fluttered. She lay on the ground and stretched her arms above her head, imagining that she was in front of a roaring fire. 

Patrick grunted softly as he watched the woman he loved reach between her legs to cup her crotch. “Need some help?” he asked, still strumming the melody of his song, but he couldn’t focus on singing the words with Sally torturing his eyes with her beauty.

“No, keep singing. I love the lyrics.”

His mind was reeling, but he had to give Sally what she wanted. He returned to singing his song, repeating it from the beginning, but Sally never stopped touching herself. He was dying to drop to the floor to lie by her side.

“I need you.”

“Come to me,” she said and opened her eyes, meeting his gaze in an instant. She was hot all over from touching herself, desperate to feel her man’s hands on her skin. “I need you too.”

Patrick set his guitar to the side and dropped to his knees on the floor. He lay by Sally, pulling her into his arms. She moaned when he pressed his lips against hers. She wrapped her legs over his body as he combed his fingers through her hair. His cock throbbed against the tiny red thong he was wearing beneath his jeans, desperate for Sally to do something with it. He rubbed himself against her. Her moans fell on his ears like honey on a warm biscuit.

“Touch me,” he begged her.

She giggled softly as she turned towards him and reached her hand down his body until it was firmly on his crotch. He throbbed beneath the fabric separating them. “You know what I was thinking?” she asked as she teased him with her touch.

“No,” he said in a breath. “What?”

“That we should buy you some more clothes.”

“Yeah?” His desire for Sally only shot higher. They’d fooled around a few times while he wore things from her closet, but they hadn’t gotten around to doing more. Sally promised that she would help him pick out clothes and stuff, but he didn’t want to rush her, even though he was dying to see what he would look like with a bit of makeup and clothes that fit his frame better than what Sally had in her closet.

“Only if you want,” she said nonchalantly.

“Of course I want that!”

Sally chuckled and pulled Patrick down for another kiss, savoring the taste of his lips. She loved having him in her arms but couldn’t wait to make his dreams come true. She’d been coming to terms with how he would look once he was fully feminized, and she thought she was ready to see his transformation. If this was what he desired, she only wanted to support him in his endeavor. They were going to walk through the wilderness holding hands, hopefully with his guitar slung over his back so that he could sing her pretty songs whenever she needed her spirits lifted.

“What are we going to buy you to wear?” Sally asked when they finally pulled away from each other to catch their breath. “Do you want to wear a bra?”

“I want to wear everything,” he whispered. “I want to be a girl from head to toe.”

“Then that’s what we’re going to do,” Sally said as she ran her fingers through Patrick’s full brown hair. She pictured him with longer hair and a face full of makeup. She was beginning to form an image of what he would look like as a woman, and she quite liked what she saw in her mind. “You’ll need to do something first.”

“Anything.”

She ran the back of her hand along his jawline. “You’ll have to shave this beard you have growing. It’s unacceptable.”

Patrick softened. “Consider it done. I’ll do that now.”

“I’ll have some tea while I wait. Would you like any?”

He shook his head. “I only have the cheap black tea. I hope that’s okay for you.”

It wasn’t, but Sally smiled. “Don’t worry about me. Hurry up and shave.”

“Right away,” he said and raced to the bathroom to make his face as smooth as his legs. Patrick shaved his legs nearly every day, and the rest of his body was perfectly smooth naturally, so he was quite blessed and a perfect candidate for feminization. Sally smiled to herself as she fixed a mug of tea, excited for the day ahead of them. She had no idea how Patrick would react when she finally turned him into a girl.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Patrick’s heart clenched when they pulled into the parking lot of Harborview Mall. His entire being was filled with apprehension. “What if I don’t like how I look?” he asked without lifting his eyes to meet Sally’s. He was far too nervous. He worried if he got out of the car too quickly, he would throw up all over the parking lot.

“If you don’t like it, then we don’t do it again. No big deal.” Patrick finally looked into her eyes. She laced her fingers with his and leaned over the center console to kiss him. Encourage him. “Let’s just have fun with it,” she said brightly.

“I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“Then get out of the car already!”

He watched as she turned away from him and opened her car door to stand outside. She radiated like the sun early in the morning, filling the air with delight. He sighed and got out to join her, thankful that he had a supportive woman to hold his hand on this journey. He wished he were strong enough to wear more than lingerie, but he’d never been able to make that leap. It always seemed just a touch too far, like trying to drive from one cliff to another with nothing but a steep drop to oblivion between.

“Come on. Let’s go!” Sally hooked her arm with Patrick’s and walked them towards the entrance. Harborview Mall was a modern shopping destination between Pinecrest and Seahaven. People from both cities loved the contemporary architecture, airy walkways, indoor gardens, and massive skylights that flood the space with natural light.

“We’ll have to get food at some point,” Sally said when they walked past the food court. “It all smells so delicious!”

“We can go now,” Patrick said eagerly, looking for any excuse to get him out of this shopping trip. He was having second thoughts about buying women’s clothing for himself in such a public place. They would never believe that the purchases were for Sally. She was at least two sizes smaller. Possibly three. “If you’re hungry.”

“No way! We have to go shopping!”

Patrick groaned as Sally pulled him away from the food court. They went to a few stores, but Patrick couldn’t concentrate on the clothing that Sally was pointing out. He was far more focused on the fact that he was in a women’s clothing store in broad daylight picking out clothes to wear.

“I can’t.” The words were so faint they were barely audible, but Patrick was done. He charged toward the exit, gasping for air when he got on the other side. Sally came running up behind him. She placed her hands on his shoulders. “Patrick, what’s wrong?”

“I can’t,” he repeated.

“Don’t give up already.”

“I can’t do this, Sally. Look where we are!”

She turned her head left and right. “So, what? Why do you have to be so afraid of what everyone else thinks? We can buy a few options and try them on at my place, but we have to get something.”

Patrick looked past Sally, wondering if he could go through with this. “I want to, but I don’t know.”

“Trust me,” she said. “It’s going to be fine.”

Her voice was soft, and her eyes sparkled. She didn’t want to push Patrick past his limits, but she knew that he was ready. He’d been dreaming of this moment for ages. It was time that they finally did something about it. “We can do this, Patrick. I’ll be with you every step of the way,” she said and laced her fingers with his.

He nodded, still unsure, but he was ready to step forward with her by his side. “Let’s go.”

She smiled at him as they walked through the mall. They passed several stores, but Sally didn’t want to rush. She wanted to feel something when she saw the store. She was becoming a bit hopeless when they got near the end of the mall, but then they walked past a store called Belle Boutique.

“How about this store?” she asked and gestured at the entrance.

Patrick looked apprehensive. “Fine. Why not?”

“That’s the spirit!”

He groaned as she pulled him toward the store. They stepped inside, and luckily, there weren’t any other shoppers. Two young women were working. One stepped out from behind the counter. She had gorgeous sandy blonde hair pulled up into a ponytail. “Good afternoon. I’m Clara. Looking for something in particular?” she asked Sally.

Sally glanced at Patrick before turning her gaze back to Clara, and it was like she had read her mind before she could even say a word. She glanced at Patrick as a smile curved her lips. “We have items for every shape and size here if you’re looking for someone else.” Clara was barely able to contain her grin as she spoke, which had Patrick feeling utterly humiliated. Was he so obvious?

“Don’t worry,” Clara said and winked at Patrick. “You don’t have to be afraid.” He wanted to scream. Cry. Pound his fists against the floor. He flinched when Clara leaned forward to whisper against his ear. “My boyfriend likes to play dress up too.”

Sally gasped. “Really?”

“Yep, and he actually works across the way at the photography studio.” Clara snickered, covering her mouth. “He would kill me if I told you that, but there’s nothing wrong with a man getting in touch with his feminine side. Why don’t you two go to the dressing room? Jasmine and I will pick out stuff for you to wear.”

“I… I…”

“Come on! This is perfect!” Sally said excitedly as she pulled Patrick toward the dressing room. She couldn’t believe their luck! Not only did they meet an understanding woman, but she was going to be their very own personal shopper!

Patrick’s heart raced as he stepped into the dressing room with Sally. It almost felt like he was in a surreal dream, like he was on the verge of waking up at any moment, but this was real life. Whether he liked it or not.

Clara and Jasmine were snickering on the other side of the door as they flipped through the clothes. Sally was looking at something on her phone, completely and utterly relaxed. He’d been so excited when he was shaving back at the house, but now he was panicked, worried that he was making a huge mistake by letting these ladies find him something cute to wear.

“Knock, knock!” Clara said from the other side. “Ready?”

“Yes!” said Sally.

“No!” said Patrick.

She and Patrick glanced at each other, but Sally ignored him and opened the door for the girls. They each had a heap of clothes draped over their shoulders. “Try these on! There has to be something that’ll look cute on you! We’ll be out here waiting for the reveal,” Clara said and winked. “Why don’t you join us?” she asked and pulled Sally out of the dressing room. “If you want him to really know what it’s like to be a girl, then he has to learn how to get dressed without help,” Clara said with a massive laugh.

“So true,” said Sally. “Good luck.”

Patrick felt utterly humiliated as the girls walked away, presumably to get some cucumber-infused water as he heard Clara suggesting through the door. He glanced at the huge pile of women’s clothing. It only took a few seconds for him to forget about where he was or who he was with when he really started focusing on the clothes. He picked up a pleated miniskirt and ran his fingers over it, imagining the soft fabric beating against his legs in the wind. There were also some heels on the floor for him to try. One pair was white, and the others were black. Both would look so cute with the skirt, but he’d worn a lot of skirts. He needed a dress.

The first dress he tried was far too tight around the waist. It was a gorgeous pink color but showed some of his more unflattering curves. He wasn’t even the biggest guy, but the dress was so tight it made him look like he had fields of stomach rolls. Major no. He tossed it to the side and picked up a red midi dress with a deep cut in the neckline to expose cleavage he wished he had. He found the winner after taking off the red dress. It was a black sleeved dress that stopped just past his crotch. The fabric was loose, so it did a great job of hiding the more masculine edges of his frame, and it went perfectly with the pair of black heels that the ladies had put out for him.

“I think I found it,” he said through the door. He took another look at himself in the mirror wearing the black one shoulder minidress by Simkhai. His face was manly, but his body was all woman. Even without tits, he couldn’t believe how much he already looked like a girl just from wearing a dress. “Should I put on the heels too?”

“Show us the dress first!” said Clara.

“Yeah!” the other girls echoed. “Show us!”

“Fine! I’m coming!” Patrick took a deep breath and stepped out of the dressing room in his black dress. The girls screamed when they saw him and pulled him to a mirror. They dolled him up further with accessories, snickering and giggling as they worked. Patrick wanted to feel embarrassed, but the energy in the room was as light as cotton candy. These girls only wanted to give him what he desired, and he felt pretty damn grateful for that.

“Perfect!” Clara said. The other girls nodded in agreement as they stared at Patrick in womanly attire. “Now put on the heels so we can see how it really looks.”

Patrick nodded and slinked back into the dressing room to slip the heels onto his feet, pausing for a second to savor the moment. His dreams were finally coming true, and it was all thanks to the girls on the other side of the door. Patrick stood once he had on the heels, taking a breath as he gathered his balance. Then he stepped out of the dressing room with his chin held high and his shoulders back, ready to conquer the world as a girl.

The ladies cheered for him when he stepped out of the dressing room, fawning over him in the mirror. They poked and prodded him like he was a runway model in Milan, but Patrick quite enjoyed the attention. He smiled at himself in the mirror as he watched the girls work, and then they all stopped to savor the moment.

“Thank you,” he said, looking at each of them. “You girls have made my dreams come true.”

“Thank you so much. I don’t know what we would have done without you guys,” Sally said and gave them a hug. Patrick was immensely jealous, so he wobbled over in his heels to join, feeling their love, feeling like one of the girls. He couldn’t recall the last time he’d felt this happy, and it was absolutely glorious.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

“Those girls were something else,” Sally said as she and Patrick walked away from Belle Boutique with a bag containing Patrick’s heels and his new dress. “I have another stop for us.”

“You do?” he asked, his voice rising.

“I do,” she said with a sinister smile. “Let’s go.”

Patrick didn’t know it, but the girls had given her the name of a friendly stylist who worked in the strip mall across the road from the mall. She was a friend of Jasmine’s from Belle Boutique and was expecting them for wig shopping and makeup. If Patrick behaved himself, Sally had one last surprise she was eager to give him.

“We’re here already?” Patrick asked when they pulled into the strip mall’s parking lot.

“Yep! Grab the clothes! You’ll need them!”

Patrick groaned but did as he was asked, stepping out of the car with the Belle Boutique bag swinging by his side. He kept his head low as they went to the entrance of the salon and stepped inside. A friendly looking woman with colorful highlights approached. “Are you Patrick and Sally?” she asked.

“That’s us!”

She gave each of them a hug. “It’s so lovely to meet you. My name is Raquel. Follow me,” she waved for them to follow her to a chair. She gestured for Patrick to sit. “Don’t be nervous,” she said after he sat, patting him on the shoulder. “You’re in good hands.”

Sally and Raquel chatted about Belle Boutique and their fabulous collection of clothes as she arranged a plethora of makeup products on the counter. Patrick could hardly keep track of everything she was putting out. He had no idea how he would ever be able to learn how to do makeup, but he was determined. Now that he had stepped into the world of femininity more fully, part of him was ready to embrace it with open arms. The other part was waiting timidly to see how the day went.

“We’re going to give you a simple smoky eye to go with the black dress and heels that you bought.” Raquel explained what she was doing as she worked, but Patrick could hardly follow along. He heard the words foundation, concealer, bronzer, and shadow, but Raquel was working far too fast for him to follow. 

He gasped when he finally opened his eyes, seeing a dolled-up face contrasting against his masculine body.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“It looks good, but…”

“We’re not done yet!” Raquel cut in. “Now it’s time for you to put on those clothes you bought. I’ll pick out a wig for you to try while you get dressed. Want to help?” she asked Sally.

Sally nodded and followed Raquel into a back room while Patrick went to the bathroom to change. He was thankful that they were the only people in the salon. It was a small space with two chairs. Whoever else worked there must have had the day off because their station was untouched.

Patrick put the world out of his mind as he changed into the one shoulder minidress by Simkhai and the three-inch stilettos he’d bought to go with them. Now that his face was feminine, the dress looked absolutely stunning. His hair was the only thing that could change, which made him eager to step out of the bathroom to see just how cute a wig would look on his head.

The girls came out from the backroom just as Patrick returned to his chair. They were giggling and whispering, but Patrick no longer felt embarrassed. He was no longer afraid. His concerns had been replaced with eagerness.

“You ready?” Raquel asked as she held the wig and looked at Patrick through the mirror. “It’s the final piece.”

“I’m ready,” he said.

Raquel smiled at him as she donned the wig on his head, running her fingers through it gently. She used a curling iron to make sure each and every wave was perfect before stepping away to admire her work. “Gorgeous,” she said. “We won’t be able to call you Patrick anymore.”

She laughed, but he had to agree. Now that he was looking at himself with the makeup and wig, Patrick no longer seemed appropriate. “Do you have any ideas?” he asked her, seriousness lacing his voice. “I don’t know what to call myself.”

“What about Patricia?” Sally suggested.

Patrick shook his head. “Too close.”

“Penelope?” asked Raquel.

He shook his head again.

“Penny?” asked Sally.

Patrick paused, kind of loving the sound of Penny. He looked at himself for a long moment, trying the name out in his head, and he knew then that it was a winner. He knew that this moment was meant to be. “Penny,” he said. “I love it!”

The girls cheered and pulled Patrick up from the chair, celebrating his transformation into Penny. They stood against the selfie wall and snapped several pictures. When Patrick and Sally left a little while later after closing out the tab, Patrick couldn’t stop staring at the pictures of himself as a woman.

He was Penny.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“I was thinking we could make one more stop before we go back to Pinecrest,” Sally said after starting her car. “What do you say we go to a drive thru for something to eat? We can have a picnic in the woods.”

“I can’t hike in heels!” Patrick aka Penny screeched. Patrick took a deep breath after realizing the intensity of his tone. “Sorry, I mean I can barely walk on concrete. There’s no way I’ll be able to walk on the trails.”

“It’s okay. You can wear your tennis shoes until we get to the top of the hill. Then you can switch into your heels. How does that sound?”

“Better,” he said. “Let’s get something to eat.”

“That’s more like it,” Sally said and pushed on Patrick’s shoulder before pulling out of the parking space. They stopped for food on their way to the trails outside of Pinecrest, where Sally planned on giving her femboy the ultimate surprise.

***

Penny stared out at the wilderness when they arrived at the trails. She loved hiking, but doing it in a dress? She usually wore jeans and thick socks and her hiking boots, but her tennis shoes would have to suffice. She opened the car door and slipped them on, placing her heels in a cloth bag Sally had in her backseat.

“Ready?” asked Sally.

“As much as I’ll ever be,” said Penny.

“Good! We’re not eating until we get to the top. There’s just something that I need to get from my trunk first.”

“Sure, I’ll be right here.”

Sally skipped around to her trunk and grabbed her final surprise for the day. She couldn’t wait to see Penny’s face when she saw what she’d brought. Penny always went on and on about how much she wanted to feel like a girl, so Sally was going to make sure she got as many girly experiences as possible.

“Ready,” Sally said with a big smile when she stepped around from the trunk with a small bag. Three bags was a lot for them to carry, but they weren’t afraid of a little exercise. They spent the next twenty minutes hiking up the trail to the top of the hill where there was a gorgeous lookout. It wasn’t the most popular lookout in the area, but it was the perfect place for them to have a little privacy.

Penny gasped when they finally made it to the clearing at the top of the hill, dropping her bag with the heels at her feet. “Why don’t you put those on now?” Sally said to her.

“Okay,” Penny said, even though she wanted to shout at Sally for rushing her. She wasn’t anywhere near ready to put on heels after that hike up the hill, but she didn’t want to disappoint her girl and ruin that gorgeous smile on her face, so she sat down to switch from her tennis shoes to her heels.

Sally put out a blanket while Penny switched shoes. “What’s in the other bag?” Penny asked once she had on her heels, struggling a bit to get to her feet.

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Is it something bad?” Concern laced Penny’s voice. “Did you bring me up here to kill me?”

Sally chuckled. “No, not kill you.”

“Then what?” Penny screeched. Fear filled her, coursing from her head to her toes. “Why did you bring me here?”

“I guess you want your dessert first, huh?”

“Oh, it’s dessert?”

“Yep. Why don’t you take a peek inside the bag?”

“Okay,” Penny said brightly as she stepped toward the bag, bending over to pick it up without a care in the world. She was expecting to find a bag of candy inside, so she wasn’t at all prepared when she found a thick, six-inch dildo. “What is this?” she asked in a high voice. “Why did you bring this?”

Sally chuckled. “It’s your dessert, silly. Why else would I have brought it?”

“My dessert? A dildo is not dessert! Not even a little bit!”

“Oh, don’t be afraid. It won’t bite, but you could nibble on it a bit if you wanted.” Penny’s eyes widened. Her ears couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “What? Don’t look at me like that! You’re the one who said you wanted to feel like a girl!”

“Yes, but the clothes and makeup. I love that! Not this!”

Sally placed a hand on her hip. “How do you know you won’t like it? Have you had cock before?”

“No, but—”

“Plus, it’s going to be my cock. Don’t you want to make my cock feel good, Penny?” Sally asked the question seriously, but her face was struggling to match the tone of her voice. “Come on, let’s have a little fun. There’s nothing wrong with having dessert first.”

“But… I… This…” Penny couldn’t complete a thought because deep down she wanted this. She’d been dying to know what it would be like to submit to a dick, and this was her chance. It unnerved her that they were out in the middle of the woods, but they hadn’t seen a single soul since they arrived. “Okay,” she said eventually. “Let’s do it.”

Sally smirked. “Good girl. Now help me put on the strap." She stripped down to her panties and stepped into the belt that held the strap, loving the way Penny stared at it with starry eyes. “Get on your knees, slut. Show me what you can do.”

Penny nodded as she slowly dropped to her knees, looking up at the stiff rod dangling in her face. She’d always dreamed of this moment and was even more excited that there was a gorgeous woman standing above her. “Could you take off your shirt? I’d love to see your tits.”

Sally looked left and right before shrugging. She pulled off her shirt and tossed it to the side, and then she took off her bra. Penny moaned deeply at the sight of Sally’s uncovered torso. Her nipples were hard, and her breasts were perfectly perky. Penny would have them in her mouth by now if she didn’t have something else to entertain.

“Don’t be afraid. Open wide.”

Penny nodded and parted her lips, taking Sally’s cock inch by inch until it was pushing against the back of her throat. She coughed on Sally’s dick, but she fucking loved having it in her mouth. She closed her eyes and lost herself in the movement, reaching around to grab her girl’s ass, choking herself with the thick cock.

“Fuck, you’re one naughty slut.”

“Mhm,” Penny purred on her dick. She felt like a slut, and it was the best feeling in the world. They were out there in the open air, exposed for the world to see. Luckily nobody else was around, but Penny wouldn’t even care if someone watched. She wasn’t embarrassed. She wasn’t ashamed. She was living her best life with the girl of her dreams.

“You want to really be my slut?”

Penny pulled off Sally’s cock and held it in her hand. “Yes,” she said. “Please.”

“Get on your hands and knees.”

Penny glanced over her shoulder. “What are you going to do?”

Sally smirked. “I think you know.”

There was no turning around now. Penny had already come this far. She was going to see this all the way through, so she crawled over to the blanket on all fours. Sally dropped behind her on her knees. She reached into the bag where she’d packed the dildo and pulled out a bottle of lube. She lifted up Penny’s minidress and exposed her tiny black thong.

“Are you hard yet?” she asked and reached between Penny’s legs to touch her stiff, leaky girly dick. “Mmm,” she purred. “You like being used like this?”

“Yes,” she said. “So fucking much.”

“How does this feel?” Sally asked and pushed her hard cock up against Penny’s bussy, making her gasp loudly. “It feels so fucking good,” she said. “I need you to fuck me.”

Sally smirked to herself and picked up the bottle of lube. She lathered her cock with the clear liquid and added some to Penny’s hole, slipping her fingers inside her girl’s warm bussy. “You like getting your hole stretched?”

“Yes,” she purred. “Go slow.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll go nice and slow,” Sally said before adding a bit more lube and another finger. She pushed in and out of her hole as they looked out to the wilderness stretching into the distance. Once Sally had three fingers in her girl, she knew she was ready for her dick. “Take a deep breath.”

Penny did as she was told, sending birds from the trees when a scream erupted from her lips. “Shh,” Sally said and covered Penny’s mouth from behind. “Relax. It’ll feel good soon.”

Penny took a deep breath and cursed into Sally’s hand as she sank deeper into her bussy. It felt so fucking good, even if there was a little pain. She was pushing up against her spot, and the thickness of her dick was stretching her in all the right ways.

“Yeah? You like this cock?”

“Mhm,” she said, her voice muffled.

Sally lifted her hand from Penny’s mouth and placed it on her hips. She thrusted faster now that she’d loosened up, listening to the soft sounds leaving her mouth. She pushed a hand up her dress. Then she ran it down her leg to the edge of her stiletto. She thrusted as she touched her girl, admiring the scene of her on all fours.

Penny reached between her legs to hold her swinging dick. It was rock hard and free beneath the dress. Everything was a blur with Sally’s cock up to the hilt in her ass.

“I won’t last long,” she panted.

“Cum with me,” Sally said and reached into her panties, ready to explode. She dropped her head back and screamed after touching herself for mere seconds. She pushed deep into Penny as she came all over her hand.

Penny cried out as her girl’s cock filled her. She didn’t even have to stroke her dick after Sally pushed against her spot. It throbbed in her hand, shooting stream after stream of cum all over the blanket they’d laid out beneath them.

“Fuck,” Penny cried as she slid off Sally’s cock, lying on her back with her hard dick pointed at the sunny sky. “That was good.”

“Tell me about it,” Sally said and lay by Penny’s side. They were both careful to avoid the big puddle of cum, but neither were concerned about it. They watched the few clouds moving through the sky as they caught their breath, more relaxed than they’d ever been.


STAY CONNECTED

Thank you again for reading Dreamy Melodies. Patrick & Sally still have a bit more to do, so they’ll have at least one more book. Find it in the Harborview collection on Patreon. I’m also thinking about intertwining their friends for more books, but I make no promises. Stay tuned! 

Dreamy Melodies is from the Harborview series, which includes standalone stories featuring the same public settings, recurring background characters, and lots of different couples finding lust or love. There’s no telling who will pop up next! Enjoy!

Explore my website to find everything you need to know about my sweet and steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they are available. Discover stories on Patreon that you won’t find anywhere else. You can also find some of my new books for free on Booksprout before they are released in exchange for a review.

I cherish you for reading ♥ 
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