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Quinn let out a heavy sigh and reached for the remote, his fingers fumbling over the buttons as he scrolled through the endless channels on the television in their bedroom. He had already watched everything worth watching, leaving him with a feeling of deep boredom and restlessness. Michael was at work, leaving Quinn to fend for himself in terms of entertainment. But after exhausting all of his usual options, he was at a loss for what to do next. The thought of starting a new show seemed daunting—once he got hooked, there would be no stopping until it was finished. And with Michael finally taking a break and being home for a few days, it didn't feel like the right time to dive into a new series.

The only problem was, Michael was still working. Despite the late hour, he was hunched over his computer in his home office, his eyes glued to the screen as he frantically typed away. Quinn could hear the rhythmic click-clack of his keyboard mixed with the faint sound of music playing in the background. They had a last-minute important client, and Michael had taken the lead on the project from home in order to meet their deadline. Quinn had been fine with that initially, as Michael usually wasn't heavily involved in projects despite being the head of their team. But this time it was different. Michael had been holed up in his office all day, muttering about color schemes and design concepts that sounded like a train wreck to Quinn's ears. Purple leopard print, lilies, flamingos, bows, and glitter? Who the hell was this important client, and why were they willing to spend money on something that sounded so atrocious?

Quinn's aversion to flamingos was ingrained in him from a young age. The sudden, shrill vocalizations of the pink birds sent shivers down his spine and made him cringe. Even as a child, his pediatrician's office had been adorned with whimsical flamingo art, but he couldn't bring himself to appreciate it. And now, as an adult, he would never dream of spending precious client money on a piece of art featuring both flamingos and leopard print - it seemed gaudy and overwhelming like a chaotic nightmare come to life. He couldn't complain about Liam working, because he did it to take care of him, but he was worried.

Since Wednesday, Michael has been consumed by this project. Quinn could see the toll it was taking on him, even before he came home from work that afternoon. It seemed like he was working twice as hard because of the client, whoever they were. They kept rejecting all of their design proposals, causing Michael to overexert himself. Quinn didn't know how to help or offer advice without overstepping his boundaries; after all, Michael was older and had more responsibilities. Even though they were both young adults, they were in different stages of life. Quinn couldn't fathom the pressure Michael must be under to please this ‘important’ client, especially since he didn't even know who they were. The thought of a negative outcome weighed heavily on both of their minds.

Michael's face was etched with deep lines of stress and exhaustion, his eyes heavy and drooping. Quinn could see the weight of responsibility weighing heavily on his shoulders, and he wanted to help him in any way he could. With a resigned sigh, Quinn clicked off the television and stood up, deciding that a shower would be a better use of his time than aimlessly flipping through channels. Quinn sighed a little as he looked through his drawers for something to put on. Quinn settled in after a few minutes on a silky pajama tank top and short shorts set that Michael had bought him. It was pastel pink, and it was very lacy, and it made him feel… honestly, kind of beautiful. Michael keeps buying him so many outfits—stuff for every single occasion imaginable—and to Quinn's absolute delight, Michael always managed to pick out stuff that accentuated the parts of him that he liked without drowning out the parts he didn't like. His face was by far his best feature, probably; but he really liked his legs, waist, and hips.

Quinn wanted to look pretty and feminine, and those parts of his body that gave him that were the parts of it, that he was absolutely proud of. His hands were on the smaller side, which he was a bit self-conscious about. His hands were a lot smaller than Michael's, and something about that made butterflies race in his stomach. Quinn walked into the bathroom and turned the knob on the wall up all the way so the bathroom was bright, and he walked forward to the walk-in shower and turned it on, letting the water heat up as he undressed himself and put everything into the hamper.

Once he was finished with that, he hopped into the shower and grabbed his loofah, pouring some of his body wash onto it before he started washing himself. The warm water cascading over his body brought a sense of calm and relaxation, washing away the tension that had built up in his muscles from worrying about Michael's well-being. He washed off quickly and then grabbed his rose-infused shaving cream, spread it liberally onto his legs, and gave his legs and ass a thorough clean shave. Once he was satisfied with that result, he ran his fingers through the hair at the base of his cock with a grump. Michael liked to shave him, and he'd done so, in so many different ways. He enjoyed creating designs in the hair at the base of his cock. One time, he'd shaved everything but a heart, sometimes they were more intricate and took much more time, but he didn't do those frequently, because Quinn would have to grow his hair out long and dense enough for him to do it, and Michael liked the neatly groomed look, and having that area neat was important for Quinn to accentuate his femininity. So Michael seemed to settle on something more convenient lately—just a neat little strip about an inch and a half up and across trimmed just at a quarter inch. It did actually look pretty good, and he liked running his fingers through it. Now Quinn didn't want to let it get too long, so he trimmed it up a bit and cleaned out the edges.

Once he was sufficiently clean and hairless everywhere but just the top of the base of his cock, he got out and stopped in front of the large mirror on the wall and brushed his fingers through his wet hair. His clear skin was still tinted pink from the temperature of the water, and he quickly pulled on his snug, pink satin thongs and then the pajama set over it. After a once-over, he confirmed that he looked pretty enough now. He giggled a little and grabbed his shimmer moisturizer, sitting down on the edge of the clawfoot tub to apply it, once again liberally.

After finishing up and getting dressed in the pastel pink short shorts pajama set, he stepped out of the bathroom and noticed that Michael was still missing from their bed. Concerned, he checked the time; it was well past midnight. He quickly grabbed his mid-thigh length satin robe and wrapped it around his body before exiting the bedroom and making his way through the hallway toward the stairs. Reaching the middle floor, where the living room and kitchen were located, he headed towards the stairway that led up to Michael's office.

He tapped on the door before cautiously peering inside when he received no answer. His eyes fell upon Michael, slumped over his desk in an exhausted state. One arm lay folded over his keyboard, while the other stretched out with a pen still held between his fingers. The two big monitors have already gone into screen-saver mode. Quinn would have been agitated if he couldn't see the steady rise and fall of Michael's back as he breathed. He didn’t exactly know for how long Michael’s been out. "Daddy," Quinn said softly, entering the room and gently placing his hand on Michael's shoulder.

Michael's body jolted awake, his head snapping up with such force that his slightly crooked glasses flew off his face and landed with a clatter on the keyboard of his computer. "Quinn, baby, what’re you doing still up?" Michael asked, his deep voice still rough from sleep. Quinn leaned forward, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear as she smiled down at him.

With a gentle smile, Quinn reached out to softly brush Michael's hair away from his eyes. He let out a tired sigh and fumbled for his glasses, which had fallen askew during his nap. As Quinn picked them up and carefully placed them back on his face, he couldn't help but giggle at Michael’s disheveled state. "Why were you sleeping at your desk?" His voice was filled with worry as he took in the scene before him. Michael shook his mouse and pulled up the mood boards and plans he had been working on before dozing off, the dim light of the computer screen casting shadows across the room. The intricate designs on the glowing screen took a few seconds for Quinn to adjust to as he leaned in closer to get a better look.

Quinn's initial thoughts about the piece of the commission were correct—it looked as atrocious as it sounded. The glitter and pink leopard print were cringe-y enough; why did they have to make it so specific? "I can't get a design that the bastard will accept," Michael said tightly, his eyebrow twitching in annoyance. "We typically handle pieces for businesses, celebrities, and sophisticated pieces of artwork that thousands of hours go into, and I swear to fucking god I've never had such a hard time getting approval for a piece in the last decade I’ve been doing this."

Quinn cocked his head to one side, his eyebrows furrowing in confusion, as he gazed at the garish display before him. "That's because the whole idea is pretty terrible," he said with a bemused tone. "Who actually likes pink leopard print, and why would they pair it with a fucking flamingo?"

Michael let out a frustrated sigh, shrugging his shoulders as if to say who knows and then turning to Quinn. Without hesitation, he reached out and clasped Quinn's wrist in his hand, pulling him forward between his legs. Michael buried his face in Quinn's stomach, letting out a deep sigh as he wrapped his arms tightly around his waist. Quinn couldn't help but laugh at the unexpected affection. "What are you doing?" he asked playfully, running his fingers through Michael's hair.

"I need a refuel," Michael replied, his voice muffled by Quinn's cool satin robe. Quinn nodded understandingly and continued to comb his fingers through Michael's hair, knowing how much it soothed him. After a few minutes of silence, Michael spoke up again. "I don't think I can do this piece," he confessed with a heavy sigh. "I can't make a flamingo not look stupid and cheap on a pink and black background. He wants it realistic but colorful. Glittery, but not cheap?!" Michael vented his frustrations. "The whole idea sounds like something a four-year-old would come up with. How is it so fucking difficult?"

"Have you tried looking at it from a different angle?" Quinn asked, and Michael peered up at him. "Try doing layers. Do the leopard print as the background, and then put lace over it. It'll muffle and mute the bright peppiness of the pink and black, it should help in making it look less gaudy. Over the lace, do a layer of sequin instead of glitter, and smooth out everything with a layer of resin. Maybe you can add that glitter requirement to the resin instead on the actual background." Quinn suggested, and Michael hummed a bit. "Once the layer dries, you can put on a white separation layer that's smaller than the background, and paint a watercolor flamingo outlined in black instead of doing it all in oil colors. That way, its outline is obvious, but the colors don't have to be contained. And, then you can put that flowers in the resin on the same layer; then sand it down so the edges are rounded, and finish it all up by putting a giant black bow on top of it."

"You have a good point. Something like that might work, actually." Michael said, his hand reaching around him to scribble the idea down on a piece of paper on his desk. Quinn slid over out of the way so he could see. "Was something wrong, beautiful?" Michael asked, and Quinn shook his head and stepped forward, putting his hands on Michael's shoulders.

"Nothing." Quinn's response was barely above a whisper, causing Michael to pause and lift his head. He adjusted his glasses and studied Quinn with deep, inquisitive eyes. A slight flush crept up Quinn's cheeks as he averted his gaze, nervously biting his bottom lip. Acting on impulse, Michael rose from his seat and gently placed his hands on Quinn's hips, sending a jolt through Quinn's body as his heart began to race. The warmth of Michael's touch enveloped him, igniting a fire within him that he couldn't deny.

"Am I neglecting my baby, leaving him feeling lonely?" Michael guessed, his brow furrowed in concern. Quinn hesitated, caught between admitting the truth and protecting Michael's feelings. He knew he was a bit of an attention whore, always craving Michael's affections and doting gaze. If Michael stayed home and showered him with attention, Quinn would probably never want to leave the house again. But deep down, he knew that Michael had responsibilities and couldn't always be there for him. A momentary pang of loneliness passed through Quinn's heart, but he quickly pushed it aside. After all, Michael hardly ever made him feel lonely anyway. It was just a passing thought, nothing to worry about. Besides, he understood how important work was for Michael, he was a passionate man, both in life and in bed. And Quinn would never expect Michael to sacrifice it all for him, his passion was one of the things he absolutely loved about Michael.

Quinn denied adamantly, his gaze flicking up at Michael through thick lashes as he nervously nibbled on his lower lip. A hint of an eyebrow raised in response as Michael's hand found its way to the small of Quinn's back, pulling him closer until their chests were pressed together. Quinn's breath caught in his throat and he looked up at Michael with shy admiration.

"My little sweetie," Michael murmured, his tone soft and inquiring. There was a hint of skepticism hidden in the gentle words. Quinn pouted slightly, poking out his bottom lip like a boy. But then Michael's smile softened and he reached out to tenderly stroke Quinn's cheek with his thumb. "I'm sorry for burying myself in work and neglecting you," he confessed softly, sincerity ringing through every word. A surge of warmth flooded through Quinn's body, his heart beating faster at Michael's heartfelt words.

"I'm not upset, I just was worried about you, honestly," Quinn said softly, and Michael pulled away a little to look down into his eyes and brushed his hair out of his eyes. Quinn sucked in a deep breath, arousal beginning to seep through him at the proximity. Michael's eyes were finally focused on him; his attention centered fully on him, and it had Quinn’s heart racing in his chest and arousal flooding through him. His face heated up more, and he felt his shaved cock stiffening inside his satin panties.

"Still. Would you like me to make it up to you, my love?" Michael asked, wrapping his arm tighter around him. Quinn couldn't help but let out a soft, helpless moan when his cock brushed against Michael's hard chest, and he wrapped his arms around Michael's neck and lifted himself up on his tiptoes so that he was a little taller.

"Well," Quinn said breathlessly, biting into his lip for a moment. "I suppose it wouldn't hurt for you to take a break, right?" Quinn asked, and Michael nodded, leaning down to press his lips against Quinn's cheek, and he carefully brushed kisses along his skin, tingles, and warmth trailing into him. Quinn bit his lip and nodded. "Okay, but you're not making anything up to me, got it?" Quinn said sassily, and Michael chuckled, gripped his waist, and lifted him up.

Quinn let out a delighted giggle and pressed his face into the comforting warmth of Michael's neck. He wrapped his arms tightly around Michael's body, feeling safe and at home in his embrace. As they moved, Michael's arm slid down and hooked under Quinn's bottom, effortlessly carrying him through the office and down into the living room. Quinn could feel his cheeks flush with embarrassment as he looked up at Michael through shy eyes, still holding on to his neck for dear life. "You're absolutely adorable, little one," Michael whispered affectionately, before ascending another set of stairs that led to their bedroom. The familiar scent of fresh linen and vanilla filled the air as they entered their private sanctuary.

As Quinn spoke the words, "I love you, Daddy," he leaned forward and pressed a tender kiss to Michael's ear. A soft chuckle escaped Michael's lips as he carried him towards the bed. Setting him down gently, Michael's eyes roamed hungrily over Quinn's body, his deep brown gaze filled with desire. Flushed with a mix of emotions, Quinn sucked in a deep breath as Michael reached for the tie on his robe, pulling it slowly until it came undone. With gentle fingers, he then pushed the satin garment off of Quinn's shoulders, his touch sending shivers down his spine and leaving a trail of tingling sensations on his skin.

Quinn's breath caught in his throat, and he shivered a little, tingles trailing behind his fingertips. The look in Michael's eyes had Quinn's stomach doing somersaults, lust beginning to take over him. The look in Michael's eyes was so full of desire and longing that it made Quinn feel a little lightheaded and warm. Michael's warm hand landed on the back of his neck, slipping into his hair as he used the slight grip to gently lead his head back. Anticipation raced through Quinn as Michael leaned down over him, hyperaware and focused on their close proximity.

"You're so fucking beautiful, Quinn," Michael praised him in an amazed tone as his eyes roamed over him like it was the first time he'd ever seen him. Quinn let out a shaky breath as Michael's lips met his and fire raced through him, an electric current that made him shiver a bit traveling through him as his skin began tingling. Their lips moved together, dizzied breaths escaping Quinn's lips each time they parted for a half-second. He could feel Michael's warmth wrapping around him, lust fogging his mind over as he tangled his fingers into Michael's hair. It was soft and smooth between his fingers, and his heart was hammering in his chest, the sound of his blood rushing in his ears.

Michael felt like gravity, everything in him was drawn towards him, his warm hand sliding around to the small of his back, fingertips slipping beneath the back of his shirt and slowly sliding up his back. Quinn let out a soft moan, unable to help his body trembling slightly beneath his warm and steady hands, his cock twitching in his panties as he clung onto Michael and pulled him closer to him.

His heart was racing, his body yearning for more as he pulled Michael closer, desperate to feel nothing but their bodies intertwined. The intensity of his desire clouded his mind as he broke away from the kiss and whimpered, his fingers tugging on Michael's hair in a plea for more. "Please," he breathed, his legs parting even further as he tried to bring them closer together. The air around them was charged with electricity, each touch igniting sparks that only fueled their desire for one another.

Michael's deep voice purred seductively into his ear, causing shivers to run down his spine. He watched in anticipation as Michael pulled back and swiftly removed Quinn’s satin pajama top, revealing a toned and well-defined chest. Suddenly, he found himself being lifted up and carefully tossed onto the plush bed, his body bouncing slightly upon impact. Gasping in surprise, he propped himself up on his elbows and met Michael's intense gaze. The fabric of his shirt strained against Michael's muscles as he tugged at his tie, the movement becoming more urgent as he discarded the tie onto the bed. In a flurry of movements, Michael began unbuttoning his shirt, revealing more of his chiseled physique beneath.

Once he was shirtless too, he crawled onto the bed and laid down beside him, drawing him into his arms and capturing his lips again, his hand catching the small of his back to hold him closer to him, leading his lips in a kiss as Michael's hand laced through one of his and pressed it down against the bed over his head. For a moment, Michael was only kissing him, his hand clasped in his gently. It was all so gentle, it made his mind fog and his breath race. Anticipation crept through him for when Michael's fingers would eventually touch him harder. Quinn whimpered when Michael's fingers pulled from his, he wanted to clasp his hand back around his but half a heartbeat later, Michael's fingertips pressed against his fingertips. It made Quinn's breath catch, his lips moving more fervently against Michael's. He couldn't stand the thought of pulling away to ask what he was doing, but he didn't really seem to need to when he could steal little gasps of breath in between them.

A shiver ran down Quinn's spine as Michael's warm, gentle fingers traced a path across his palm and down to his wrist. The sensation sent electric sparks through his body, and he could feel the racing beat of his heart in his chest. As Michael continued to explore with his fingertips, tracing up the center of Quinn's forearm, over his shoulder, and along his collarbone, Quinn couldn't help but let out a soft gasp. His body was on fire with anticipation as Michael's touch moved down his breastbone, teasingly grazing over the waistband of his small satin shorts. Every nerve in Quinn's body seemed to be humming with excitement as Michael slipped his hand into his short shorts and lifted him up, gently removing them from his still-trembling form.

Quinn's hands moved down his thighs as Michael removed his own pants, causing him to feel a rush of excitement and heat. The atmosphere between them was intense, almost hazy, and warm. A flush of excitement crept up his neck and spread across his cheeks as he released a shuddery breath when Michael's gaze landed on Quinn's throbbing outline encased in the satin of his panties, causing him to blush even more when Michael's eyes trailed down to it. He could feel the wetness forming in front of the thong against the tip of his cock, but he couldn't recall how he had gotten so aroused under Michael's gentle touch. It was unlike anything he had experienced before. He couldn't recall ever feeling this way before, overwhelmed by pleasure and desire in such a unique way.

Michael teased him, but this felt different somehow, more intimate. It was different, Quinn could tell that just by the look in Michael's eyes, but how? Why did it suddenly feel so hard to breathe? The air was thick and heavy, pressing against his lungs with each breath. Yet, it wasn't unpleasant. In fact, there was a certain comfort in the weight of it, like being wrapped in a warm blanket on a cold night. He felt so shy under his gaze like Michael was looking through him but still somehow at him. He'd never felt so naked in his life, and he wasn't fully undressed yet even.

"You're perfect, baby," Michael murmured as he slotted himself between his legs and caged him down to the bed, his elbows on either side of his head. "I love you so much, muffin," The words seemed so much louder to him than they really were, they jumped out to his lust-fogged brain and captured his attention. A shiver ran through his body as Michael's lips began following the same path his fingers had taken--starting with gentle kisses on the tips of his fingers, then trailing along his palm, up his forearm and shoulder, and finally reaching his collarbone. Each touch ignited a fiery sensation, sending bolts of pleasure coursing through his veins. The heat between them intensified with every brush of skin against skin, creating an intoxicating physical connection that he couldn't get enough of.

It was intoxicating, and Quinn had no idea how to handle it. He was filled with desire, his entire body begging for more. "I-I need you," Quinn gasped softly, his eyes staring up at Michael pleadingly, weakly. He was so aroused that his body felt heavy, and Michael's eyes were like fire as they roamed over his face, and a hand came up to brush his hair out of his eyes as Michael looked down at him.

"You're mesmerizing, Quinn," Michael said, and Quinn let out a little whimper as he pulled away, but he quickly shut up when he felt Michael's fingers slipping into the legs of his snug thong panties and tugging them down over his hips, tossing them over out of the way before his fingers worked the fastenings of his pants and pulled off his pants and boxers. Quinn could've cried from sheer joy when Michael returned, those deep hazel eyes roaming over him hungrily. "Flawless in your beauty and grace," Michael whispered into his ear as he wrapped his arms around him and rolled him slightly so that he was on his side, Michael's hand landing on his lower back before skimming down over the swell of his ass. "I love you, baby," Michael whispered softly into his ear.

"I love you too," Quinn breathed, looking up at him with hooded, arousal-darkened eyes as he felt Michael's thick erection brushing against his hip. Quinn couldn't help but shiver a little, excitement coursing through him. He felt so needy, he hadn't been this close to cumming without even penetration in so long, Every nerve ending in his body was screaming at him for Michael's length immediately inside him. "I need you, Daddy," Quinn whispered, and Michael's eyes darkened as he swallowed and nodded, his fingers brushing against Quinn's hole.

Quinn let out a desperate noise, his body aching with desire, his ‘please please please’ echoing through his head on repeat as he pushed back into Michael's fingers waiting for him. "I'm ready," Quinn said, and Michael chuckled a little as he trailed kisses over his forehead.

"So soon already, beautiful?" Michael asked, and Quinn nodded his head. At this point, he rarely required being fingered--Michael kept toys in him as much as possible, and he fucked him enough that he was nearly always stretched enough to accommodate his size. Quinn nodded and sucked in a deep breath, wrapping his arms around Michael's neck. "Okay baby," Michael murmured and rolled him back onto his back, his hands gripping into his thighs as Quinn hooked his legs over his hips, and watched on bated breath as Michael grabbed the lube off the bedside table and lubricated himself up.

Michael's voice was dripping with lust as he whispered, "So soon, beautiful?" Quinn nodded eagerly, his body already aching for Michael's touch. He no longer needed to be fingered, thanks to the constant use of toys and Michael's skilled fucking that had stretched him to his limits. As Michael rolled him onto his back, Quinn's heart raced in anticipation, his arms wrapping tightly around Michael's neck. With a commanding grip on Quinn's thighs, Michael grabbed the lube off the bedside table, lubricated himself up, and positioned himself between Quinn's legs. Quinn gasped in excitement as he watched Michael prepare to claim him once again.

"Please, I-I wanna feel you inside of me!" Quinn pleaded when he felt the head of Michael's cock pushing against his hole. It caught on the rim for a second as Michael leaned down and pressed their lips together again, tangling their tongues as he slowly started pushing inside of him. Quinn moaned into the kiss, fighting against the urge to push back into his length as he felt his insides slowly stretching around Michael's length. Warmth was quickly filling him up, pleasure seeping through him as Michael pushed in deeper. More and more, until Quinn was trembling and moaning softly as Michael's hips pressed against his ass. "D-Daddy," Quinn stammered, and Michael smiled softly down at him.

"Hmm?" Michael hummed softly, his hands reaching up to unwrap Quinn's arms from his neck, pushing them down against the bed as he laced their fingers together, using the grip as leverage to thrust into him.

"Daddy… fuck," Quinn gasped, his breath hitched as a wave of ecstasy crashed over his body, his back arching in pleasure. Wrapped in Michael's embrace, every inch of his skin was on fire with longing. He needed him, craved him with an unrelenting hunger that consumed his entire being. "Please," he begged, his fingers digging into the flesh on the backs of Michael's hands. "I need you to move, take me completely Daddy." His voice was hoarse with desperation and desire as he surrendered himself fully to this intoxicating moment.

"Of course, sweetheart," Michael's voice was like honey dripping into Quinn's ear, sending shivers down his spine as his teeth sank into the soft flesh of Quinn's neck as he started to grind his hips against him. His hips rolled in a slow, steady rhythm, mimicking the seductive words he spoke. "How do you want it tonight, my love? Slow and sensual?" He asked, his pace matching the words as Quinn whimpered, his hips pushing back into the thrusts. Michael's breath tickled Quinn's neck as he whispered. "Or would you rather I ravish you like the beautiful little doll that you are?" Michael continued, speeding up his movements until he was thrusting into him. Michael unleashed his full force, pounding into Quinn until he was nothing but a moaning mess in his arms, completely lost in waves of intense pleasure. Quinn's eyes rolled back as he let out a loud moan, his fingernails scratching into the back of Michael's head as a wave of pleasure knocked him breathless.

"The s-second please," Quinn pleaded, trying to clear the haze from his mind but it wasn't happening. He loved the way it felt to have Michael inside of him, his body molded to Michael's shape. Liam's length made him feel full, and the way his eyes looked over him had his body burning beneath him. Michael's thrusts were perfectly aimed and timed, each one was sending shockwaves of pleasure through him, and he could barely wade through it. He just wanted to sink into it and let himself float.

Michael's words drip with sinful promise as he growls, "Your wish is my command, honeybun," sending a shiver of anticipation through Quinn's body. With every powerful thrust, Quinn's moans turn into desperate pleas for more as Michael takes him to new heights of ecstasy. Their bodies move in perfect synchronization, fueled by the unbreakable connection between them. As Michael's gaze burns into him, Quinn's heart races, and his skin tingles with desire, unable to resist the primal pull that draws them closer. Each calculated movement drives Quinn wild with pleasure, igniting a fiery explosion of stars behind his closed eyes. Lost in the overwhelming sensations, all Quinn can do is surrender to the consuming passion that consumes them both. Each precisely aimed thrust of Michael's hips had his cock ramming into his prostate, and it had stars dancing behind his eyes. He couldn't think with Michael's eyes on him, all he could focus on was Michael's eyes on his skin, the feeling of Michael inside of him, and the sensations coursing through his body.

Quinn's mind screamed for Michael's attention, his desperate plea echoing through his head. He was consumed by a burning desire to be the sole focus of Michael's gaze, now and for eternity. The thought alone made Quinn's lust-fried mind quiver with anticipation. He craved the feeling of Michael moving inside him, igniting every nerve and filling him with a sense of confidence and power. With each touch, Michael stoked the fire within Quinn, setting his desires ablaze and leaving him consumed by an insatiable hunger.

As Michael's hands stayed locked with his, Quinn felt himself being moved and consumed by waves of intense pleasure. Each thrust sent jolts of electricity pulsing through him, igniting a fire within that he never knew existed. The warmth emanating from their locked bodies was all-encompassing, grounding Quinn in the moment. But it wasn't just physical sensation that had him feeling so overcome. Michael's strength and grip on him sent a surge of heat coursing through his insides. And yet, amidst all the intensity, there was a gentleness to his movements, a controlled power that somehow still managed to teeter on the edge of primal desire. Liam wasn't just fuel for the fire, he was the fire itself--wild, untamable, and irresistible. But in his touch, Quinn found safety and protection, like a warm blanket wrapped around him. He couldn't help but feel warm and fuzzy beneath Liam's passionate embrace.

"F-Fuck," Quinn gasped when Michael changed his angle just a bit, and pleasure burst through his veins and made him feel as if he were floating. "H-Harder, please, Daddy," Quinn pleaded, and Michael smirked down at him, those deep brown eyes so full of desire as they roamed over his face, and fuck he was trembling under his gaze. The appreciation in his eyes made Quinn's heart pound and pride swell in his chest.

"You look so beautiful when you're desperate for me," Michael's voice dripped with raw desire as he leaned back, his hands releasing their tight grip on Quinn. With a carnal hunger in his eyes, Michael shifted his position, hooking his knees over his shoulders and thrusting deeper inside Quinn. The force of it made Quinn moan uncontrollably, feeling like he could choke on the overwhelming pleasure coursing through him. Each movement sent sparks of electricity through his body, igniting a fire that threatened to consume him entirely.

"Holy shit," Quinn cried out, he couldn't contain his surprise, a gasp escaping his lips as Michael's hips surged forward. Waves of pleasure shot through his body, causing him to shudder and tremble. His fingers instinctively gripped onto Michael's broad shoulders, his back arching in response to the increasing speed of the thrusts. His whole being was consumed by intense pleasure, every muscle in his body quivered with delight, and his thighs trembled uncontrollably while his feet dangled over Michael's shoulders like limp ribbons.

Quinn's body trembled with pleasure as he desperately tried to keep up with the movements of his daddy. Moans escaped from his lips uncontrollably, echoing around them and filling the room with a symphony of ecstasy. The headboard violently banged against the wall in sync with their passionate rhythm, but even that was overshadowed by the intensity of Quinn's cries of pleasure. He gasped for air, completely consumed by the mind-numbingly fantastic sensations taking over his body, unable to tear his gaze away from the electrifying experience unfolding before him.

He was powerless, soaring on a wave of pleasure that threatened to consume him. "D-Daddy," Quinn pleaded, his body tensing around Michael as he lost himself in a wave of an orgasm. It ripped through him with a blinding force, obliterating his senses and leaving him gasping for breath. With every shuddering pulse, he clung to Michael desperately, his fingernails digging deep into his flesh. "M-More," Quinn begged, his back arching off the bed in delirious ecstasy, offering himself up to the relentless pounding of Michael's cock. Michael growled and thrust into him with savage force, relentlessly seeking out every nerve ending inside him. As Michael's cock repeatedly struck his prostate from different angles, Quinn was sent spiraling into a dizzying euphoria that left him trembling and speechless.

He was powerless, soaring on a wave of pleasure that threatened to consume him. "D-Daddy," Quinn pleaded, his body tensing around Michael as he lost himself in a wave of an orgasm. It ripped through him with a blinding force, obliterating his senses and leaving him gasping for breath. With every shuddering pulse, he clung to Michael desperately, his fingernails digging deep into his flesh. "M-More," Quinn begged, his back arching off the bed in delirious ecstasy, offering himself up to the relentless pounding of Michael's cock. Michael growled and thrust into him with savage force, relentlessly seeking out every nerve ending inside him. As Michael's cock repeatedly struck his prostate from different angles, Quinn was sent spiraling into a dizzying euphoria that left him trembling and speechless.

The sensation of his cock rubbing between his thighs with each powerful thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through his body. The slickness of his own cum acted as a lubricant, intensifying the sensation and driving him to push up against Michael's muscular abdomen in a desperate attempt for more friction. Even after reaching climax, he remained achingly hard, craving more attention, and praise, from his daddy and anything else from him that would satisfy his insatiable desire. He wanted more, more everything, anything.

"The way your eyes get darker when you get aroused, it drives me wild baby," Michael said huskily into his ear, and Quinn whimpered in response, his body tensing a bit as he tried to pull Michael closer to him. The position didn't really allow it, despite it feeling good, and Quinn whined softly. "Don't worry, I'll give you all the attention you crave, my little sunshine," Michael said.

Warmth spread through Quinn, and he whimpered. "C-Closer," Quinn pleaded, and Michael smiled softly down at him and leaned up off of him, letting his legs fall down off of his shoulders. Quinn cried out when Michael pulled out of him, his arms reaching out for him. "Nooo," whined Quinn.

"Shh, I've got you, baby," Michael said, lifting him up off of the bed. He turned the both of them towards the mirror on the wall, he then pulled Quinn up into his lap and made him turn so that his back was against his chest. As Michael’s big hands slowly grazed over Quinn’s soft femme body, he couldn't help the blush that trailed up his cheeks as he looked over himself in the mirror. The distance between the bed and the mirror gave him a pretty wide view of himself and every reaction he had, but it also meant he could see Michael.

Quinn whimpered when he felt the head of Michael's cock pushing against the rim of his hole, and then he lowered him onto it. "W-Whoa," Quinn gasped, tingles spreading through him, his entire body feeling fuzzy as pleasure knocked into him. He was so full, Michael was hitting his prostate differently, or... something... because it felt so good. It was different, he knew that--he just didn't know how. But it felt amazing. Michael's hand landed on his abdomen and then he was rocking his hips. Quinn moaned, his head falling back against Michael's chest as he started rocking his hips back toward Michael's.

Michael's lips hovered just inches from Quinn's ear, his breath hot and heavy as he whispered, "Close enough?" before sinking his teeth into the sensitive skin of his neck. As Michael's thrusts became more forceful, Quinn could feel every inch of him dragging along his insides, sending waves of intense pleasure through his body. He gripped the sheets tightly as Michael's hands held him in place, one on his chest and the other firmly planted on his lower abdomen, effortlessly lifting and dropping him with powerful ease. Unable to control himself any longer, Quinn lifted his legs and squeezed them together, intending to stimulate his own arousal but instead triggering a fierce orgasm as Michael's length slammed deep inside him.

His body convulsed in a violent release, his orgasm hitting him like a freight train and blinding him with white-hot pleasure. His muscles tensed and his eyes rolled back into his head as he emptied himself onto his thighs and abdomen, the hot liquid coating his skin. Michael's grip on him tightened, his soft whispers a stark contrast to the intense physical sensations coursing through his body. As Michael's hand roamed up his chest, flicking over one of his sensitive nipples, he felt like he was being consumed by an inferno of pure desire. He couldn't help but let out a guttural cry, lost in the overwhelming intensity of the moment. The air around them felt thick with heat, their voices deep and raw with primal need, their touches urgent and insistent as they gave into their most carnal personal desires.

He wasn't even looking directly at Michael anymore, by all rights this should've felt less intimate, but Michael's hands ran over his skin so gently. He could feel Michael's chest against his back, his arm around him, and his hand moving over his nipple. Again and again, pleasure washed over him in waves that made his mind lag out on him. "Daddy," Quinn whimpered softly, meeting his eyes in the mirror.

"Those beautiful little noises are driving me crazy muffin," Michael groaned, biting down into his shoulder a bit as he bounced him on his cock. Quinn couldn't respond, not with each movement of Michael's length inside of him making pleasure course through his body. His movements were driving Quinn to the edge of sanity. The sounds he made were a symphony of agony and ecstasy, each thrust bringing him closer to the brink. Michael's length was pulsing inside of him, his fingers as they started tugging on his nipple and rolling it, the way his dark hair fell into those dark eyes and--fuck, he felt like he was going to explode. "I love that, you're so incredible. You feel so good around me, honeybun." The praise, oh, it was turning him to mush, a frenzy, his mind and body consumed by the desire for this man who had claimed him in every way possible.

He melted back into Michael's chest, resting his head on his shoulder as he watched their bodies moving together in the mirror on bated breath. Every touch felt elevated, his body felt warmer than usual, arousal washing through him in waves, comingling with the pleasure already overflowing out of his body. Everything was simmering just below his skin, his body heating up and his mind blanking out a bit.

"F-Feels sooooo fucking good Daddy," Quinn moaned and groaned, his hands gripping down into the sheets on either side of them, just for something to hold on to. He didn't know where to put his hands, but he didn't want them in his way, seeing what Michael was doing to him.

"Spread your legs, baby boy," Michael directed, his voice deepening from arousal and sending shivers down his spine. Quinn whimpered in confusion, unsure how to position himself, and Michael's hands left him only to grip the backs of his thighs, down by his knees, and he watched with his heart racing in his chest as Michael spread his legs, managing to effortlessly position him up onto his knees with Michael's legs beneath him, and fuck. Fuck. These were positions he'd never tried before, and the sensations kept slightly changing--but only just enough for him to detect the change, not to pinpoint it.

Michael's hands settled on his hips, and Quinn's breath caught in his chest as he lifted him and dropped him back down--and then he was basically being bounced on Michael's length. He was being held into place, he could see his own face as he was being fucked, his eyes watering and his body trembling. His cock was bouncing too, hitting against his abdomen with each movement that sent pleasure echoing through him. Everything faded away except the pleasure—the wonderful pleasure that he was drowning in. He was tingling and hyperaware of each brush of their bodies together; he couldn't think--it was so, so fantastic.

After a few days of being left to his own devices, this was a much-needed recess from his own mind. "Y-You spoil me Daddy," Quinn murmured in a daze as Michael chuckled behind him and pressed a kiss to the back of his neck, his movements barely stalling. Quinn moaned as he met Michael's eyes in the mirror, so much love and admiration in them that it made him feel so warm. Michael was a total softy, he had a way with words that would probably make most people swoon, and in those eyes, Quinn could see the emotions swirling through his eyes even with the pleasure clouding his mind.

"You deserve to be spoiled, baby," Michael said, the gentleness of the tone lulling him, and Quinn whimpered, his thighs trembling. Quinn couldn't understand how Michael managed to keep his tone so steady when he was moving him, when Quinn was pleasured, his voice just failed on him and he stammered and slurred. He was a mess, but Michael was perfect. "Your body deserves to be treated with tenderness," The words made his face heat up, unable to help the moan that fell off his lips.

Michael's intense gaze burned into Quinn's skin, igniting a fire within him that threatened to consume his entire being. His words whispered hotly against Quinn's ear, left a trail of electricity and desire in their wake, searing themselves permanently into his mind. As Michael's hand guided his head back and tilted it to the side, their lips collided in a passionate kiss that sent shivers down Quinn's spine. The overwhelming mix of pleasure and need made Quinn whimper uncontrollably as their tongues danced together in a frenzy of lust. Despite the intensity of the moment, Michael's grip on his hip remained firm, driving Quinn to the edge with each movement and causing his toes to curl in ecstasy as his prostate was repeatedly hit.

All that Quinn cared about as ecstasy flowed through him was Michael's length inside of him, moving and battering his prostate. Michael was warm behind him, he was surrounded by the warmth, and it resonated through him and made him feel so soft and floaty. His erection was throbbing between his legs, and he didn't even think about touching it. The sensations coursing through him had him moaning into the kiss, his lungs burning a little in search of oxygen. Michael pulled back from the kiss and brushed his lips along his cheeks. Quinn's face deepened in color as Michael's dark eyes staring into his made his heart thump. There was something so sensual and pleasurable about the way they seemed to stare right into him. It made his entire body shake, desperation crawling through him. It was mind-boggling to him how Michael could just look at him and turn him into a squirming, desperate mess.

"Y-you make me feel so, sooo good Daddy..." Quinn managed to get out between soft moans and breathless gasps, his head falling back onto Michael's shoulder. He could feel his orgasm getting closer, he was dangling just on the edge. "I'm so close," Quinn whimpered, and Michael leaned down and pressed his forehead to Quinn's.

"You want to cum again for me, beautiful?" honeybun, beautiful, sweetie, baby boy, each name that rolled off of Michael's tongue had him sinking. Quinn nodded his head breathlessly. "Go ahead, make a mess for me, baby." Quinn let out a moan, his eyes rolling back into his head. Michael was touching every inch of him, stretching him, and filling him to the brim. With each rise and drop of his body, Michael's cock was dragging against everything that made Quinn's body quiver. Coupled with the pleasure, were the soft words, the gentle caresses, and the way his eyes never left his – it was all so intimate and warm that he felt a little intoxicated by it.

"Such a good boy, Quinn, Open your legs a little wider, my precious doll," Quinn moaned in response. The pleased tone in Michael's voice resonated through him, and he complied easily, sliding his knees farther apart on the bed.

"S-So big," Quinn panted in a daze as he tried to stifle the moan of pleasure that escaped him when Michael rolled his hips up into him, he trailed his hand up his abdomen and chest, up to his neck, and wrapped his hand around it, squeezing lightly. Quinn gasped, his eyes rolling back as he shuddered in his arms, his mind fogging over. He was sinking into an abyss of pleasure, everything crashing down over him.

"What was that, my sweetie?" Michael asked huskily in his ear, a breathy chuckle leaving his lips as he started bouncing him up and down a little harder. Quinn sank back against his chest, crying out loudly, his body arching back into Michael's as he shuddered. Every thrust jolted him, his body just melting into Michael's touch as he felt the circulation being cut off to his head.

"C-Cumming," Quinn choked, his orgasm crashing down over him as Michael's length bashed into his prostate and sent a tsunami of pleasure washing over him. Michael groaned behind him and thrust up into him deeply, his hands clenching on his hips as warmth flooded through him. He convulsed in Michael's arms, his mind blanking out entirely as the world disappeared around him. The only thing holding him to earth was Michael—he was Quinn's gravity in the moment, and he was floating on cloud nine.

"You look so beautiful as you cum for me, baby," Michael hummed into his ear as he pulled out of him, and Quinn whined when he felt a little bit of cum trickling out of him. As soon as he was lying on the bed, he thoughtlessly rolled himself over onto his stomach and shakily pulled himself up onto his knees, his fingers immediately going to find his hole in an attempt to fill himself. He could feel it, hot and warm inside of him, and he wanted it to stay. 


"Shh, honeybun," Michael purred in his ear as he led his fingers away from his hole. Quinn whimpered in a complaint, but Michael shushed him. Quinn relaxed when he felt Michael's fingers running up beneath the cum and led it back up to his hole, pushing it back inside of him before he felt the cool metal tip of a plug pushing inside of him. When it settled into place, Quinn sank down onto the bed, his eyes hooded as he felt aftershocks of pleasure vibrating beneath his skin. He looked up at Michael and smiled up at him in a daze before his eyes fluttered closed.

Michael pulling away from him made him whine, but he was too tired to do much more than just somewhat vocalize his disapproval. He didn't want Michael to move, he felt so close and connected to him, and he did not like the distance even a little. A few seconds, or a few minutes later, Quinn couldn't really tell, he felt himself being lifted up off of the bed. He couldn't hold back the soft sigh that left his lips as he cuddled up to Michael's neck, his scent washing over his senses. Oh, he was so warm.

As he nestled into the warmth of his daddy’s embrace, a soft, cottony sensation washed over his mind. He held on even tighter, savoring the feeling of safety and comfort that enveloped him. The lines between reality and fantasy blurred as he surrendered to his touch, every sensation merging into one beautiful moment.

***

Sign up for my weekly newsletter  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!


“Did you love this book? Then you should also read:  

The Sissy Trophy Wife !”

[image: ]

Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. In this captivating series, follow the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other. 

As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions. 

Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend. 

With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

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

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .

OEBPS/image_rsrc6F.jpg
SISSY JOEY

YEARNS & EARNS ATTENTION
-y 4





OEBPS/image_rsrc6G.jpg
& HER BLACK
BILLION
HUSBAND






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		
      Femboy Yearns & Earns
      
        		Femboy Yearns & Earns Attention


        		By S(issy) Joey


        		DISCLAIMER:


      


    


    		
      “Did you love this book? Then you should also read:
      
        		ABOUT THE AUTHOR


      


    


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32






