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Push and Pull



Paul leaned back in his chair, the old leather creaking as he cracked his knuckles and let his gaze wander over the open-plan office. The glow of monitors washed everyone in the same pale, blue-white light, the hum of typing and the faint drone of the printer forming the usual background noise.

But she still stood out.

Quinn.

It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—it was the kind of beauty that seemed to exist in its own orbit, unaffected by anything around her. She carried herself like she knew exactly how much attention she could command, without ever needing to try. Her dark hair was pinned back in a loose twist, a few strands falling free to frame her face, which looked like it had been sketched with deliberate care: sharp cheekbones, a strong jaw softened by the gloss of muted-rose lips, lashes that curled up just enough to make it hard not to notice them.

Her skirt wasn’t tight, but it hugged her hips in passing, the hem brushing her knee when she shifted in her chair. Her blouse was crisp and perfectly fitted, the kind of thing that somehow looked expensive without a visible label.

Paul took a slow sip of coffee, letting the heat linger in his mouth while his eyes tracked the way she leaned forward to read something on her monitor. She had that polished, put-together look that reminded him of women in commercials—women who could walk down a crowded street and have people stepping aside without knowing why.

He told himself he was just appreciating the view. That was harmless, right? It was no different than noticing a nice car in the parking lot, or an expensive watch.

Quinn glanced up. Her eyes met his, steady and unreadable. She didn’t smile, didn’t frown—just held his gaze for a beat, her brow ticking upward in the smallest acknowledgment before she returned to her work.

Paul felt the corner of his mouth pull into a grin. She was playing hard to get.

A few minutes later, he pushed away from his desk, smoothed a hand over his shirt, and strolled toward her station. No need to overthink it. He was better off winging it—he’d always been good at reading people in the moment.

“Morning,” he said, resting a hand casually on the edge of her desk.

She looked up again, fingers pausing over her keyboard. “Morning, Paul.”

“I was just thinking,” he began, dropping his voice into what he thought was an easy, confident tone, “a pretty girl like you shouldn’t have to work so hard. Makes the rest of us look bad.”

Her expression didn’t soften. If anything, her lips curved in the faintest suggestion of a smile—but it wasn’t the kind he was aiming for. She leaned back in her chair, folding her arms.

“Wow,” she said, her voice low but carrying enough to be heard a desk or two away. “That’s… the worst pickup line I’ve heard this year. And I’ve heard some truly awful ones.”

Heat crept up the back of his neck, though he kept his grin in place like armor. “Hey, it’s not a pickup line. I’m just saying—”

“You’re just saying I shouldn’t work hard because I’m pretty?” she interrupted, tilting her head slightly. That one loose strand of hair slid along her cheek, and he found himself watching it for a second too long.

He opened his mouth, closed it again, then gave a small shrug. “It’s a compliment.”

She laughed. Not the polite, clipped chuckle you gave someone you barely knew. This was a full, unfiltered laugh, warm in tone but sharp in meaning. A couple of nearby heads turned. It was the kind of laugh that said she wasn’t laughing with him.

Paul’s grin thinned. “Alright, alright, guess you’re not in the mood.”

“Guess not,” she said, already turning back to her keyboard. “Better luck next time.”

For a second, he stood there, aware of the prickle of other people’s eyes on him. He gave Quinn one last look—her glossy hair catching the light, her shoulders relaxed and poised, her fingers tapping keys as if he’d never been there. Then he forced a smirk and walked back to his desk.

He tried to shake it off. So she didn’t bite. Big deal. But the sting of her laughter stayed with him, sitting heavy in his chest.

She wasn’t even his type anyway. Too polished, too… something.

Still, as he scrolled through his inbox, his mind kept replaying that single raised brow, the curl of her smirk, the slow way her skirt shifted when she crossed her legs.

And the longer he tried not to think about it, the more vivid it became.
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In the breakroom, Paul yanked the coffee pod drawer open with more force than necessary. The plastic rattled in protest, a couple of pods rolling out and clattering to the tile. He crouched, scooped them up, and shoved them back into place a little harder than needed.

Evan, from accounting, sat at the small round table with his phone in hand, hunched over like the rest of the office didn’t exist. He glanced up at the noise, one brow quirking. “Someone wake up on the wrong side of the desk?”

Paul grunted, pulling a fresh pod from the drawer. He shoved it into the machine and jabbed the brew button. “Some people just… can’t take a compliment.”

Evan smirked instantly, like the answer had been obvious before Paul even said it. “Quinn?”

Paul shot him a sharp look. “Yeah. What is her deal? You say one nice thing and she acts like you’ve insulted her mother.”

Evan leaned back, still wearing that knowing half-smile. He spun his phone once on the tabletop before setting it down. “You really don’t know?”

Paul frowned. “Know what?”

“That you dodged a bullet, man.” Evan’s voice was casual, almost lazy. “She’s trans.”

The words hit like a slap—sharp and sudden. “What?” Paul’s voice cracked on the single syllable, and the flush in his neck deepened at the sound of it.

Evan shrugged, as if announcing the weather. “Yeah. Came up when she first got hired. HR sensitivity training and all that. Guess you missed the memo.”

Paul stared at the thin stream of coffee dripping into his cup, the dark swirl catching the fluorescent light in slow motion. The thought caught on something in his mind and wouldn’t let go. He saw her in his head as she’d been earlier: skirt hugging her hips, the muted shine of gloss on her mouth, the way she’d looked right at him like she could read every thought he wasn’t saying.

He cleared his throat, buying time. “I didn’t— I mean, I had no idea.”

“That’s kind of the point, right?” Evan chuckled under his breath. “She’s… convincing.”

Paul didn’t answer. His pulse had picked up in a way he didn’t like, a restless heat pricking beneath his shirt collar. He replayed their exchange at her desk, now filtered through this new piece of information. And yet… nothing about it made her less beautiful. That was the part that bothered him, the part that felt like a splinter under his skin.

He’d been attracted before he knew. That was fact. Hell, even now, the image of her leaning back in her chair with that sly smile was as vivid as ever. But now it came with a mess of conflicting thoughts—confusion, curiosity, and an unease that had more to do with himself than with her.

Evan picked up his phone again, thumbs tapping idly. “Just saying, you should count yourself lucky. Could’ve gotten messy.” He let out a short laugh. “Imagine if you went to bed with her and you didn’t know…”

Paul grabbed his coffee and took a slow sip, the bitterness sitting wrong on his tongue. He wanted to shrug it off, toss out some quick line, but the words wouldn’t form. Instead, he managed a short laugh that didn’t sound like him, muttered something about getting back to work, and left the breakroom.

The office felt quieter as he walked through it, though he knew it wasn’t. His gaze found Quinn almost without his permission. She was leaned slightly to one side in her chair, phone in hand, a faint smile curving her mouth. Her legs were crossed, the hem of her skirt drawn just high enough to reveal the toned line of her thigh.

She didn’t look up. Didn’t acknowledge him.

He told himself that was fine. He wasn’t looking. Not really.

But his eyes lingered a second longer than they should have. And now that he knew, the truth was harder to escape—he wasn’t going to stop.
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The annual company retreat was supposed to be mindless team-building and free food, not a logistical nightmare. Paul had pictured three days of half-hearted workshops where he could zone out without getting caught, long coffee breaks in the lobby, and maybe an early escape to the hotel gym if he timed it right.

Instead, the check-in desk looked like the aftermath of a canceled flight. A line of irritated employees wound toward the reception counter, where the hotel staff were tapping frantically at keyboards. A cluster of HR reps stood to the side, their too-bright smiles stretched thin as they repeated the same placating lines over and over.

Paul set his bag down and rolled his shoulders, the strap leaving a faint ache where it had dug into his neck. The line inched forward at a glacial pace. The scent of brewing coffee from somewhere behind the desk drifted into the lobby, doing little to cut through the low hum of complaints from other guests.

When his turn finally came, the woman behind the desk gave him a quick, distracted smile before turning her attention back to the monitor. Her nails clicked against the keys as she typed. “Paul Reeves… you’re in room 512. And you’ll be sharing with—”

He blinked. “Sharing? No, I booked a room for just me.”

She gave him a look that said she’d had this conversation at least thirty times already today. “We had some… booking issues. You’ll have to share. Trust me, you aren’t the only one this is happening to.”

Before he could ask with who, a voice slipped in from his left—low, smooth, and all too familiar. “Don’t tell me.”

Paul turned, and there was Quinn. Her overnight bag was slung over one shoulder, the strap pressing between her breasts, drawing his gaze for a split second before he yanked it back to her face. The fitted cream sweater she wore hugged her curves without clinging, the soft fabric stopping just above the waistband of sleek black trousers that only seemed to emphasize the length of her legs. Her expression was pure amusement.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Paul muttered.

The hotel clerk smiled apologetically. “You’re both assigned to 512.”

Paul’s gut tightened. “There’s been a mistake—”

Quinn cut in smoothly, not missing a beat. “Yes, the mistake was assuming I’d share a bed with you without at least dinner first.”

Her tone was dry, but there was a glint in her eye that made his skin prickle. He turned to the nearest HR rep, a short woman with a clipboard and a look of exhaustion that could rival his own. “We can’t do this. Can you move one of us?”

The rep sighed, flipping a page on her clipboard. “I’m afraid we’re completely full. The only way to separate you is if another pair volunteers to swap, and so far… no takers.”

Paul glanced at Quinn, who was already smiling that faint, knowing smile that made him want to both glare and look away. “Guess we’re stuck, Reeves,” she said, as if she’d just won something.

He clenched his jaw, picked up his bag, and followed her toward the elevators.

Inside the mirrored box, the air felt warmer than it should. He kept his eyes forward, watching the floor numbers glow one by one, but the reflection in the glass gave him an uninvited view. Quinn leaned casually against the rail, one hip cocked, her bag strap still bisecting her chest. The curve of her body was framed perfectly in the reflection, and even though he told himself not to, his gaze kept flicking back.

When they reached the room, Quinn swiped the key card and pushed the door open. The room was modern and clean, with pale walls, a wide window looking out over the city, and one massive king bed planted right in the middle like the punchline to a bad joke.

Paul dropped his bag at the farthest side. “Alright. Ground rules.”

Quinn arched one perfectly shaped brow. “Oh, this should be good.”

“Stay on your side,” he said, gesturing toward the invisible line down the mattress. “No… whatever.” He made a vague wave with his hand. “And let’s keep the talking to a minimum unless it’s work-related.”

She set her bag on the other side of the bed with deliberate slowness, her movements unhurried. “You’re really worried I’m going to pounce on you in the middle of the night, huh?”

“I’m not—” He cut himself off, feeling his ears heat. “I just think it’s better to keep things… professional.”

Her laugh was soft and low, curling through him in a way that made him wish he hadn’t heard it. “Relax, Reeves. You’re safe. I’m not into men who don’t know how to talk to women without making them roll their eyes.”

The jab was light, almost playful, but the smirk she wore when she said it made him want to argue. Instead, he busied himself with unzipping his bag, telling himself that this—her, the room, the bed—wasn’t going to be a problem.

Even though he already knew it would be.

Paul busied himself with unpacking, folding shirts neatly into drawers and lining his shoes against the wall with unnecessary precision. His mind was not on his clothes. He was too aware of the other presence in the room, the faint scent of her perfume threading through the air. It was warm and floral, undercut with something sharper that hinted she chose it deliberately, the kind of scent meant to be remembered hours later.

When he turned, she was bent over her suitcase, pulling out a silk blouse that caught the lamplight in a soft sheen. The curve of her back and the shape of her hips hit him in a quick, unwelcome wave, making his fingers tighten around the drawer handle. He looked away before his eyes lingered too long.

“Fine,” he muttered, closing the drawer a little harder than he meant to. “Just… let’s not make this more awkward than it already is.”

Quinn straightened, her smile curling at the edges. “Agreed. But you might want to work on your definition of awkward, Reeves. This is nothing compared to what’s coming.”

He was not sure if she meant the retreat schedule or something entirely different. Either way, the way she said it made his pulse jump in spite of himself.

Paul sat on the edge of the bed, phone in hand, pretending to scroll through emails. In truth, his focus kept drifting to her. She moved around the room with an unhurried, deliberate grace, unpacking like she had all the time in the world. Every motion was precise: a blouse folded over the back of the chair, a skirt smoothed before it was laid in the drawer.

Then came the smaller bag. She set it on the dresser and unzipped it to reveal a neatly arranged array of cosmetics: foundation bottles lined like soldiers, compacts that glinted in the lamplight, lipsticks in shades ranging from a discreet nude to a bold, dark red.

Paul told himself not to watch, but his gaze kept drifting back. She picked up a slim black case and set it beside a matching brush roll. Then she withdrew a folded scrap of dark fabric—lace, delicate and almost sheer. It caught the light as she gave it a small shake, revealing the unmistakable cut of lingerie.

His brow twitched before he could stop it. Not quite a scowl, not quite a raised brow, but enough for her to notice.

Her eyes met his in the mirror. “What’s that look for?”

“What look?” He sat straighter, his phone still in his hand as though it might disguise the fact that it was nothing more than a prop.

“That little side-eye.” She turned toward him, holding the lingerie by its straps so the lace swayed slightly. “Something about my underwear offending you?”

He scoffed. “I didn’t say anything.”

“You didn’t have to.” She draped the piece over the back of the chair, unbothered. “It’s written all over your face. The same look you gave me in the office.”

Paul’s mouth tightened. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. And for the record, I’ve never—”

“Found me attractive?” she finished smoothly, her faint smile curling one corner of her mouth. “Right. That’s why you delivered that horrible line the other day.”

“It’s not a line,” he said, heat creeping up the back of his neck. “It was a compliment, but I’m not into you like that. I mean, sure, you’re pretty, but you’re not really my type.” What he meant was that the cock between her legs changed things, but he was not about to say it out loud.

She leaned one hip against the dresser, arms crossing loosely over her chest. “Uh-huh. And yet you’ve been watching me unpack for the last five minutes like it’s a strip show.”

His grip on the phone tightened. “You’re imagining things.”

Quinn’s gaze slid over him slowly, deliberately. “Sure I am.” Her voice dipped half a note, the words warm and unhurried. “The thing is, Paul, you’re terrible at hiding it. You look at me like you don’t want to, and that’s the part that gives you away.”

He swallowed and shifted his weight on the mattress. “You’ve got a real high opinion of yourself.”

“It’s not opinion. It’s observation.” She turned back to her suitcase, slipping the folded lingerie into the drawer with the same careful motion she had given her blouses. “But don’t worry. Your secret’s safe. For now.”

The casual way she said it made his pulse trip. He wanted to bite back, reclaim the upper hand, but the image of that black lace flashed in his mind again, unhelpfully vivid. Against his will, he found himself wondering how it would look wrapped snugly around a hard shaft, how it might feel under his hands.

Quinn shut the drawer and glanced at him over her shoulder, the faintest smirk still on her lips. It was not quite smug, more the kind of knowing look that made it seem as though she had already read the next page of a book he had not realized he was in.

He turned back to his phone, forcing his voice to stay even. “Just stay on your side of the bed.”

Her laugh was quiet but lingered in the air. “Of course, Reeves. But I think you’re the one who would cross the line first.”
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The sound of running water began as a low, steady rush behind the closed bathroom door. Steam curled from beneath the frame, carrying the faint warmth of it into the cooler air of the hotel room. Paul still sat on the edge of the bed, rifling halfheartedly through his overnight bag. He told himself he was just killing time before the evening’s networking mixer, but his eyes kept drifting toward that door without his permission.

A muffled clink of glass against tile reached him—the sound of a bottle being set down. He forced his attention back to the bag, digging for the charger he was sure he had packed.

The zipper caught halfway. He tugged harder, irritated when it stuck again, and gave it another pull until it came free. That was when something in his peripheral vision changed.

The bathroom door had swung open a fraction, the latch clearly not catching when Quinn had gone in.

He did not mean to look. He should have turned away immediately. But his gaze slid to that narrow gap, and the steam within made the scene almost unreal, edges soft and hazy as though he were peering into a dream.

Quinn stood just inside, her back to him at first, water cascading over the smooth curve of her shoulders. She shifted, and the angle gave him more than he was prepared to see.

Her breasts, round and slick, lifted and fell with each slow breath. Water beaded and ran down over her skin in thin, glinting trails, tracing the delicate line of her ribs before sliding to her waist. And below…

His pulse stuttered.

She was hard. Not fully, but enough for the shape of her cock to be unmistakable, the water gliding over it as naturally as over the rest of her.

Paul’s throat went dry. Heat coiled low in his stomach, fast and sharp, and before he could stop it, his body responded. His cock thickened against the denim of his jeans, a slow, insistent ache pressing forward.

The shock of it made his breath catch. He tore his eyes away, snapping his attention back to the charger in his hand as if holding it tightly could erase what he had just seen.

What the hell was wrong with him?

The water stopped a minute later, leaving only the soft hum of the fan behind the door. Paul yanked his bag closed, shoved the charger into the nearest outlet, and pretended to scroll through his phone.

The door opened wider.

Quinn stepped out, wrapped in a white towel that clung to the damp curves of her body. Her hair was darker from the water, hanging heavy around her shoulders, and her bare legs looked even longer against the pale fabric. She moved without hurry, padding barefoot across the carpet toward her side of the bed. The faint scent of her soap—clean, warm, and almost sweet—trailed after her.

“Your turn,” she said lightly, as if they were nothing more than coworkers sharing a space for the weekend.

Paul mumbled something about showering later, keeping his eyes pinned to the glow of his phone screen. The last thing he wanted was for her to notice the lingering heat in his body or the way his pulse refused to settle.

She gave a faint hum in acknowledgment and turned to the dresser. As she pulled out her clothes, the towel loosened slightly, shifting just enough to make his stomach knot again.

He did not look directly at her. He could not. But the image of her in the shower—slick skin, the weight of her breasts, the faint flush across her chest, and the glimpse of what he told himself he was not supposed to want—played in his mind without pause.

And the more he tried to shove it away, the more it settled in, stubborn and vivid.
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The sun was too bright for the hour, and the open field carried the mingled scent of fresh-cut grass and damp soil. Paul squinted against the glare as the HR lead’s voice crackled through a tinny megaphone, her instructions on the obstacle course distorted just enough to be irritating.

He had done a hundred of these at various retreats: rope climbs, balance beams, those ridiculous trust-fall exercises that always felt more awkward than team-building. Even so, his stomach sank when she began to read off the pairs.

“Reeves and… Quinn!”

Paul bit back a groan. He could feel her gaze before he turned his head. Quinn was already walking toward him, wearing black leggings that clung to her like they had been made for her, a fitted tank top that highlighted the lines of her shoulders and waist, and a faint smile that stopped just short of her eyes.

“Try to keep up, Reeves,” she said as they stepped to the starting line.

“I should be saying that to you,” he replied, though even he was not entirely convinced.

The whistle blew, and things went downhill immediately.

The first challenge was a low crawl under a net. Paul went in headfirst, elbows and knees pumping in quick, awkward jerks. He quickly realized Quinn was deliberately taking her time, moving in a smooth, efficient rhythm that somehow managed to be both graceful and infuriating.

“Any slower and they’ll charge us for the extra hour,” he called over his shoulder.

“Any faster and you’ll rip your shirt,” she shot back, her tone light but edged.

Next came the balance beam over a shallow pit. Paul hopped up first, making it halfway before a wobble forced him to spread his arms for balance. Quinn followed close behind, her arms extended in perfect form, a smirk curling her lips when he glanced back. He reached the other side first, but she stepped down without the faintest slip, landing beside him with a little more elegance than he wanted to admit noticing.

They bickered through the rope wall, the tire run, and a clumsy three-legged sprint that ended with them tangled in the grass, both of them breathless and glaring. By the midpoint, their score had sunk near the bottom of the leaderboard.

“You’re terrible at this,” Paul said, still catching his breath.

“You’re bossy,” she countered, brushing a stray strand of hair from her face. “It’s not a good combo.”

Somewhere between the cargo net and the giant inflatable slide, something shifted. Paul stopped barking instructions, and when Quinn suggested a better way to tackle the next obstacle, he actually listened. She stopped rolling her eyes at him and matched his pace instead of deliberately slowing it.

By the time they reached the climbing wall, they had found a surprising rhythm. Paul crouched and gave her a boost, his hands closing firmly around the curve of her thigh before he realized it. Her skin was warm through the thin fabric, and the sensation stayed in his palms longer than it should have. She caught the top edge and pulled herself up with ease, looking down at him with a small grin. “Your turn, hero.”

They were laughing more now, the tension from earlier fraying into something almost playful. Paul realized, with a sudden jolt, that she was actually fun when she was not tearing him apart with words.

The last obstacle was a low tunnel lined with padded mats. They dove in side by side, but halfway through, Quinn’s foot slipped on the slick surface. She tumbled into him, knocking him onto his side.

It was the most cliché move in the book, yet it hit differently. Her body sprawled half across his, her hair falling loose over one shoulder, her face only inches away. The scent of her warm, floral shampoo hit him first, then the press of her chest against his and the solid weight of her thigh draped over his hip.

For a moment, neither of them moved. Her eyes searched his, sharp yet touched with something uncertain, and the space between them seemed to hum. Paul’s heartbeat roared in his ears, his body reacting before his mind could form a coherent thought.

She shifted slightly, her lips parting just enough for him to catch himself wondering—wanting—before she pushed herself off him and slid the rest of the way through the tunnel.

When they emerged into the sunlight, both were flushed. Paul told himself it was from the exercise. Quinn’s smirk had softened, her eyes catching the light in a way that made his chest feel strangely tight.

“Well,” she said, brushing grass from her leggings, “we didn’t win, but we didn’t kill each other. That’s progress.”

He grinned, and this time it felt genuine. “Guess you’re not as bad as I thought.”

Her laugh was low and warm, and for the first time since the retreat began, it was not at his expense. “Careful, Reeves. Keep talking like that and I might think you like me.”

They walked back toward the group together, still trading quiet jabs, but the edge was gone. Beneath it, something else had taken root. It was small, undeniable, and impossible to ignore.
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The hotel room was dim except for the warm amber glow from the bedside lamps. Outside the window, the city rushed past beneath a lavender dusk, headlights streaking like fireflies through the gathering dark. In here, the air felt quieter and heavier, as if the walls were holding the day at bay.

Paul shut the door with a muted click and let his bag drop to the carpet. The soft thump seemed loud in the stillness. He toed off his shoes and exhaled, rolling the tension from his shoulders.

Once they had each settled in, they decided to shower separately and change into something comfortable. Paul kept it simple: a plain black T-shirt and gray sweatpants that hung loose on his hips. Quinn reemerged in loose cotton shorts and an oversized white tee, the hem brushing her upper thighs, the neckline slipping just enough to hint at the slope of one shoulder. The soft fabric hung differently when she moved, catching on the subtle curves beneath.

She claimed her side of the bed, back propped against the headboard, scrolling through her phone. One leg was bent, the other stretched lazily toward the foot of the bed. The lamplight traced the smooth line of her thigh, glinting off her skin in warm highlights before disappearing into the shadow at the hem of her shorts.

Paul tried to keep himself occupied. He plugged his phone into the charger, adjusted the pillows, flipped through the TV channels without settling on anything. But his gaze betrayed him. It kept drifting back, drawn to the easy way she reclined, the flex and shift of muscle when she shifted her weight, the faint twitch of her foot as she scrolled.

He told himself it was just idle looking, nothing more. But something in his chest knew better.

At some point, she must have noticed.

Without glancing away from her phone, she spoke. “You’ve been staring at my legs for the past five minutes.”

Paul’s head came up too fast. “I wasn’t—”

“Funny,” she said, finally lifting her eyes to his. “You didn’t even want to be here, but you’re hard for me right now.”

Heat rushed into his neck and face. “I’m not—” He looked down and immediately wished he hadn’t. The fabric of his sweatpants did nothing to hide the truth pressing against it.

Quinn’s mouth curved into a slow, knowing smile. She set her phone on the nightstand and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. Her bare feet whispered against the carpet as she stood and crossed the short space between them. The air seemed to thicken with each step.

She stopped just close enough for the faint trace of her perfume—warm florals with a sharper, resinous undertone—to drift toward him. Her eyes stayed locked on his, unblinking, holding him still.

“I could make you cum harder than you ever have,” she murmured. Her voice was low and close, the words slipping into him like a warm blade. Something deep in his gut tightened.

Paul’s breath caught. “Quinn…” It was meant to be a warning. Instead, it came out quieter than he wanted, the edge dulled by the heat curling in his chest.

Her smirk deepened, one corner of her mouth tipping upward. “That’s not a no.”

He cleared his throat and tried again. “This isn’t—”

“Let me know when you change your mind,” she interrupted, her tone as casual as if they were talking about the weather. “Because you will.”

She stepped back, reclaiming her side of the bed as if the moment had been nothing more than a passing comment. The mattress dipped slightly under her weight. She picked up her phone again, scrolling without looking at him, though Paul could still feel the ghost of her presence in the space she had just occupied. The quiet confidence in her voice lingered like smoke in his lungs.

He forced his attention toward the television, but the shapes and colors on the screen blurred into nothing.

“My muscles are sore,” she said suddenly, her eyes still on her phone. “I’m going to take a bath.”

“You just took a shower,” Paul pointed out.

“Yep. And now I’m going to take a bath. It’s more relaxing.”

It was not the number of showers or baths she took that bothered him. It was what happened each time she closed that door. The steam curling under the frame. The knowledge of her skin bared on the other side. The chance—unwanted and yet anticipated—that he might see more than he should.

And what unsettled him most was how much he had been hoping he would.

Quinn disappeared into the bathroom with a change of clothes. The quiet click of the door was soft, and the sound of water rushing into the tub followed almost immediately, a low, steady rush that filled the space between heartbeats.

Paul stretched out on his side of the bed, one arm folded behind his head, his gaze on the muted television. The flicker of the images did nothing to pull his mind away from earlier. Her words replayed in his head in perfect clarity, as if she were leaning over him again right now, her voice low and sure. I could make you cum harder than you ever have.

He shifted beneath the blankets, rolling onto his back as if that could shake the thought free. It didn’t. His body was no longer interested in distraction. The image of her standing close, bare thighs in lamplight, the faint trace of her perfume clinging to the air—it had been simmering in him all evening, growing heavier with every passing minute.

His hand found its way under the covers, resting over the front of his sweatpants. The heat there made his pulse skip. He pressed gently at first, just feeling the shape of himself, but the sharp pulse of pleasure that shot up his spine made his grip tighten. The friction through the thin fabric coaxed more heat to the surface. He drew in a slow breath, then another, letting his hand stroke in small, steady movements.

The sound of water splashing in the bathroom seemed to grow louder. He imagined her in there, knees drawn up in the bath, steam rising around her in soft curls. Her hair would be pinned to keep it dry, leaving her neck bare and vulnerable. Her skin would be flushed from the heat, drops of water tracing paths down her chest and stomach, clinging to the rise and fall of her breasts.

He tried to push the image away. It only sharpened, each detail slipping into place until his body ached with it.

The water sounds stopped.

He barely noticed, lost in the rhythm of his hand, the pull tightening low in his belly.

Then the bathroom door opened.

Paul’s heart lurched. He froze as Quinn stepped into the room. Her hair was damp and darker now, clinging to her shoulders in loose strands. A white towel was wrapped loosely at her waist, the edge resting low on one hip as if it might slip with the smallest movement. Her skin glowed faintly in the lamplight, still dewy from the bath.

Her eyes took in the scene in a single sweep—his flushed face, the subtle motion under the covers. One brow lifted in clear amusement. “Really, Reeves?”

The heat in his chest surged higher. “I—” The excuse wouldn’t form.

She crossed the room without hurry, the towel shifting with each step to offer teasing flashes of skin. When she reached the side of the bed, she hooked two fingers into the blanket and pulled it back in one smooth motion.

The air on his skin felt cool after the heat beneath the covers, but it was nothing compared to the jolt of exposure. His cock strained visibly against the front of his sweatpants, the fabric tented and damp with pre-come.

Quinn’s gaze lingered on him before drifting back up to meet his eyes. She slid one hand inside the waistband of his sweats, her fingers curling around him in a confident, unhurried grip.

The first contact drew a sharp breath from his chest, his hips rising toward her palm without thought.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice threaded with quiet satisfaction. Her hand moved with an easy rhythm, slow strokes that sent a hum through every nerve. The heat of her skin against his made the air feel thick, almost heavy.

She watched his face as she worked him, studying each twitch of his mouth and flicker in his eyes. When his breath grew uneven, her smirk deepened. She angled her wrist, her thumb teasing over his tip in a slow, deliberate circle.

Paul tried to find his voice, to tell her to stop, but the words dissolved before they reached his tongue. His body was betraying him completely, sinking deeper into the mattress with every glide of her hand. The pleasure was sharp now, curling tight at the base of his spine.

It built quickly, almost too quickly, and when she pressed her thumb just right, the coil inside him snapped. His hips bucked, a groan breaking free as heat spilled over her fingers. She slowed but didn’t pull away until the tremor in his body faded.

Only then did she release him, withdrawing her hand and adjusting the towel at her waist as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

“See?” she said, her tone light, almost playful. “Told you I could.”

Paul could only stare, his chest rising and falling as his pulse pounded in his ears. He felt stripped bare in more ways than one, and the knowledge of how easily she had unraveled him made his thoughts spin.

Paul was still catching his breath when Quinn turned from the dresser, the towel knotted low at her waist. Damp strands of hair clung to her shoulders, darkened to near black from the water, framing her face in uneven pieces. She regarded him in silence for a moment, her eyes sliding slowly down his body, lingering in a way that felt both deliberate and unreadable. There was amusement there, yes, but also something warmer, heavier.

“You owe me,” she said at last, her tone deceptively casual.

He blinked, caught off guard. “What?”

“I just made you feel better than you’ve ever let yourself admit,” she replied, stepping toward him. “Seems only fair you return the favor.”

Paul pushed up onto his elbows, trying to marshal a response. “That’s… not—”

Quinn closed the space between them by another step, the air tightening with the simple act of her nearness. Her thumbs hooked under the towel’s edge. She held his gaze with a quiet confidence as she let the fabric fall.

It landed on the carpet with a soft whisper.

Paul’s breath stalled. She stood completely bare in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, her skin still faintly dewy from the bath. The smooth swell of her breasts caught the light, tapering down to a flat stomach. And below, the thick weight of her cock hung between her thighs, already stirring toward full hardness as she watched him.

His body went tense, though not with the recoil he expected. His pulse drummed in his ears. Heat gathered low in his stomach, as insistent as it was unwelcome, and the realization made him feel unsteady.

Quinn smiled faintly, as if she knew exactly which thoughts were passing through him. “On your knees, Reeves.”

“I—”

“You’re curious,” she said, cutting him off without raising her voice. She stepped close enough that the warmth of her body reached him. “Too stubborn to admit it, but I promise you’ll like it.” Her head tilted slightly, one corner of her mouth lifting higher.

He hesitated, the silence stretching until it became its own kind of answer. Then his feet found the carpet, and he rose from the bed only to lower himself again—this time kneeling before her.

From here, the view was different. More intimate. More dangerous. The scent of her skin was faint but unmistakable, threaded with the lingering hint of her soap. His gaze flicked up to hers, but her expression was unreadable, her focus steady.

Her fingers threaded lightly through his hair, curling just enough at the base of his skull to guide without forcing. “Good,” she murmured, her voice like a warm hand sliding under his shirt. “Now… open.”

Paul’s breath came shallow, but his mouth parted. She guided him forward until the blunt head of her cock brushed his lips. It was hot and smooth, the weight of it pressing a subtle promise against him.

He hesitated only a heartbeat before his tongue swept over the head, tasting clean skin and the faint salt of arousal. The contact sent an unexpected shiver through him.

“That’s it,” she said softly, her fingers tightening just enough to let him know she liked it. “Take your time.”

He drew back, then leaned in again, easing her farther into his mouth. The rhythm came awkwardly at first, but Quinn’s hand coaxed him into it. A slow pull when she wanted him to retreat, a gentle press when she wanted him to take more.

The sound she made—a low, satisfied hum—slid under his skin.

Heat pooled in him again, surprising him with its persistence. Each word of praise struck like a spark in dry grass. Good… just like that… you’re learning fast. He found himself leaning into her touch, angling to hear her breath hitch, to feel the faint tug of her fingers when he did something she liked.

He pushed deeper, his jaw stretching to take her. Her other hand came up to rest along his cheek, her thumb brushing over his skin as if she were memorizing the shape of him like this. “You look so good like this,” she murmured. “Knew you would.”

Something inside him gave way at that. Whether it was pride or the last bit of resistance he had left, he wasn’t sure.

Her hips moved now in subtle, controlled thrusts, feeding him her heat in steady, unhurried strokes. He closed his eyes, focusing on the wet slide over his tongue, the cadence of her breathing, the warm pulse of her cock in his mouth. Her praise came low and certain. That’s perfect… don’t stop now… you’re doing so well for me.

The shift in her breathing came first, then the tightening in her muscles beneath his hands. She shuddered, her control slipping just enough for her voice to catch. A thick, hot pulse filled his mouth.

Paul swallowed instinctively, the taste coating his tongue and sliding down his throat. It was raw and dirty and exhilarating in a way he had never expected. This wasn’t just cum—it was hers, and that made it feel startlingly intimate.

When she finally let him pull back, his chest was rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths. His lips felt swollen, his face warm. Quinn cupped his jaw, tilting it upward until their eyes met.

“You surprise me, Reeves,” she said, her tone low and warm. “Didn’t think you’d take to this so quickly.”

Paul didn’t answer. He wasn’t sure he could. But the hard length pressing against the front of his sweatpants answered for him.

Her smirk deepened. Her thumb swept slowly along his lower lip, her touch lingering. “We’re not done yet.”

Paul’s knees still pressed into the carpet from where he’d been in front of her, mouth wet, heartbeat too fast. His chest rose and fell as he tried to steady himself, but Quinn’s hand was already in his hair again, fingers curling like she owned the movement.

“Up,” she said, voice low but unmistakable in its authority.

He rose slowly, unsteady, watching as she stepped back toward the bed. She didn’t break eye contact as she sat on the edge, her legs spread slightly, her still-hard cock resting against her thigh. Then she reached for the small toiletries bag she’d unpacked earlier, unzipping it slowly.

Paul knew that bag. He’d seen it spilling with makeup before. Tonight, she pulled something else from it. A small bottle with a glossy black cap.

Her smirk deepened when she caught the flicker of realization in his face. “Lube,” she said simply. “We’re going to need it.”

He swallowed hard, pulse thudding in his ears.

“On the bed,” Quinn ordered, her tone brooking no argument. “All fours.”

He hesitated for just a beat—long enough for the heat in her gaze to sharpen—but then climbed onto the mattress, the sheets cool under his palms. The position felt strange, exposing, his back arched slightly, his face turned away from her. He could feel the air against the thin fabric of his sweatpants, the tension in his muscles wound tight as wire.

Behind him, the sound of the cap clicking open made his stomach flip. The scent of the lube reached him next. It was slick and faintly sweet, almost medicinal beneath it.

She didn’t touch him at first. He felt the bed dip as she knelt behind him, the heat of her body close but not yet against his. Her hands slid along his hips, thumbs pressing lightly into the muscle before tracing up to the waistband of his pants.

“Off,” she said, giving the fabric a small tug.

Paul obeyed, pushing the sweatpants down awkwardly until they were bunched around his knees. The cool air against his bare skin made him tense, his arousal pressing forward, unhidden now.

Quinn’s hands returned, this time gliding over his exposed hips, her nails scraping lightly down the back of his thighs. Then her fingers spread him, just enough to make his breath catch.

“Relax,” she murmured.

He tried, but when the first slick touch of her fingertip pressed against him, his whole body flinched.

“Shh,” she soothed, the other hand stroking lightly up his spine. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

She circled the tight muscle slowly, coating him in the cool glide of lube. The sensation made his stomach clench, unfamiliar but not unpleasant. When she pushed in just the tip of her finger, the heat of her skin contrasting with the slickness, he sucked in a sharp breath.

“That’s it,” she said softly. “Let me in.”

She worked him open with tender but insistent movements—press, withdraw, press again—until he felt the second finger join the first. The stretch was more, but the slow rhythm kept it from overwhelming him. Her other hand had moved lower now, brushing against his own arousal, not stroking, just teasing, keeping every nerve in his body lit.

The mix of sensations—the slick press of her fingers, the weight of her presence behind him, the faintly mocking curve in her voice—made his chest tighten in ways that weren’t entirely physical. He was aware of how exposed he was, how much control he’d given her, and the humiliation of it burned hot in his cheeks even as his body betrayed him, shifting back into her touch.

When she finally withdrew her fingers, the loss made him exhale hard.

“Stay still,” Quinn said, the edge of command sharper now.

He heard her shift on the bed, the faint sound of her hand slicking herself. Then the blunt head of her cock pressed against him, warmer and thicker than her fingers had been.

Paul’s hands fisted in the sheets.

“Breathe,” she reminded him, and then she pushed forward.

The stretch was intense, almost too much, but the slickness and the slow, steady pressure eased it in. Inch by inch, she filled him, her breath coming a little heavier as she did.

When her hips finally pressed flush to him, she paused, one hand gripping his waist. “God, you feel good.”

Paul’s eyes squeezed shut. The fullness was unlike anything he’d felt before—strange, yes, but also electric, heat radiating out from the point where they were joined.

She began to move, slow thrusts at first, letting him adjust. The rhythm built gradually, each forward slide sending a shock up his spine, each withdrawal making him want, despite himself, for her to push back in.

Quinn’s hands roamed over him as she moved. She stroked his back, gripped his hips, and brushed over his arousal just enough to keep him on edge. The praise came in murmured threads, each one winding tighter around him: That’s it… good boy… you take me so well.

The words hit almost as hard as the sensation. He found himself leaning into them, into her, the humiliation blurring into a rush of something dangerously close to need.

Her pace quickened, the slick sounds between them filling the air along with the soft thud of her hips against him. The bed creaked faintly under their weight.

“Touch yourself,” she said suddenly, her tone low but firm.

He obeyed, wrapping his hand around himself. The angle made it awkward, but every thrust from her drove the pleasure higher, tightening the coil in his stomach.

She groaned, a deep sound that vibrated into him. “I want you to cum with me.”

The rhythm built faster, sharper, each stroke hitting something inside him that made his breath break. His own hand moved in time, chasing the edge that was rushing up on him.

When it hit, it was overwhelming. His body clenched around her as he came, shuddering, the sheets clutched tight in his fists. Behind him, she thrust once, twice more, then groaned his name as she followed, filling him with a warmth that made his knees weaken.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. The only sounds were their uneven breaths and the cars racing about in the city outside.

Finally, she eased out of him, her hands gentler now as they slid over his hips. “Lie down,” she said softly, and he collapsed onto his side, chest still heaving.

Quinn stretched out behind him, one arm looping over his waist, pulling him back into her. “Told you,” she murmured into his hair.

Paul didn’t reply. He was too out of breath. But the way his body melted against hers said everything.

They lay tangled together on the bed, limbs loose and heavy, the sheets a chaotic tangle beneath them. The fabric clung damply to their skin in places, still warm from the friction of their bodies. Paul could feel the heat of Quinn’s back against his chest, the slow rise and fall of her breathing syncing with his own. The air felt thick, the kind of quiet that comes after a summer storm—charged, humid, and reluctant to settle.

After a long moment, Quinn shifted. She turned to face him, propping herself on one elbow. Her hair was mussed, strands falling over her cheek, the faint sheen on her skin catching the glow from the bedside lamp. She studied him without speaking at first, her gaze steady, curious in a way that made his chest tighten.

“How do you feel about me now?” she asked, her voice low and unhurried.

Paul blinked, still somewhere between the rush of what had just happened and the slow pull of reality returning. His mind felt thick, his thoughts sluggish, yet the answer rose before he could stop it. “I think… I’m obsessed with you.”

Something shifted in her expression. A flicker of surprise, quickly smoothed into a faint, knowing smile.

He lifted a hand, brushing the backs of his fingers along her jaw before cupping her face fully. The pad of his thumb traced the high curve of her cheekbone, lingering there as he leaned in. His lips met hers, not in a hurried clash but in something deliberate, almost reverent. The kiss sank deep, their mouths fitting together with a connection that felt both inevitable and dangerous.

Her lips were soft at first, then firmer, pressing back into him with growing intent. Her breath was warm against his cheek, her tongue finding his in slow, unhurried strokes that seemed to stretch time. This was different. It wasn’t a challenge or a game. It was a claiming, an acknowledgment of something neither of them had been willing to name until now.

Paul’s hand slid from her face to the smooth line of her neck, his fingers grazing the faint thrum of her pulse. He followed the curve down until his palm found the warm weight of her breast. She made a sound—soft but charged—and the small noise shot straight through him.

He leaned down, pressing another kiss to her lips before moving lower. His mouth brushed the swell of one breast, then closed over her nipple, drawing it into the heat of his mouth. His tongue circled lazily, teasing, savoring the way she arched toward him.

Her fingers found his hair, combing through before curling to keep him close. Encouragement hummed in the quiet between them, her breathing deepening, each inhale and exhale threaded with barely contained need.

He moved to her other breast, sucking lightly before giving it the same slow attention. His free hand kneaded her gently, thumb flicking over the peak as his mouth worked the other. Her body answered him in subtle shifts, a press of her thigh against his hip, a tilt of her chest into his mouth.

Then her hand slid between them, searching with purpose. She found him still half-hard, still sensitive, but swelling quickly under her touch. Her grip was sure and deliberate, stroking him once before her fingers left—and then returned with something else.

She took herself in hand, aligning their shafts so they pressed together from base to tip. The contact made him groan into her skin, the heat and weight of her against him almost dizzying. She wrapped her fingers around both of them, the fit snug, the friction immediate.

The slick glide of their bodies moving together sent a shiver up his spine. He stayed at her chest, lips and tongue teasing each nipple in turn, the faint salt of her skin lingering on his mouth. Every shift of her hand coaxed another groan from him, and he rocked into her grip without thinking.

Her strokes were long and smooth, the pressure perfect. Each time he glanced up, her gaze was locked to his, her pupils blown wide, her lips parted as if she were holding back words.

The pace quickened gradually, their hips moving in sync, the sound of their slick rhythm filling the room along with their breathing. Paul kissed his way back up to her mouth, catching her in another deep kiss that left them both gasping.

The coil of pleasure in his stomach drew tighter, sharper. From the way her grip firmed and her breath caught, he knew she was on the same edge.

They broke the kiss only to breathe, foreheads pressed together, eyes locked. The moment tipped, and they both went with it—shuddering, spilling together in her hand, the heat and wet of it spreading between them. She kept stroking until the last pulses faded, milking every final twitch from them both.

Paul collapsed against her, their chests pressed, the air between them still warm with what they’d just done. He found her mouth again, slower this time, a kiss without urgency but heavy with meaning.

He cupped her face once more, his thumbs brushing along her jaw as if memorizing the shape of it. For the first time since they’d met, her guard seemed to fall completely. Her lips softened under his in a way that spoke not just of desire, but of something deeper—trust, maybe, or the beginning of it.

The silence that followed was full, not empty. It carried their breath, the fading pulse of heat, and the quiet acknowledgment of what had shifted between them. Words would have felt clumsy. So they stayed as they were, tangled in the sheets, looking at each other like there was nowhere else to be.
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The week after the retreat, Paul found himself steering his car into a quiet side street in one of the nicer parts of town. The late summer sun hung low, throwing a gold wash over the parked cars and leafy sidewalks. Window boxes spilled with trailing flowers, and the air had that faint, warm scent of greenery baked all day in the heat.

He spotted Quinn immediately. She was leaning against the low brick wall in front of her building, one ankle crossed over the other, a light jacket draped over a deep green dress. The fabric clung where it should, skimming her curves and baring just enough leg to make his pulse trip. The shade made her skin look richer, warmer, and the easy tilt of her head said she knew exactly how good she looked.

When she saw him, she smiled. A real one—no calculated smirk, no pointed edge. It softened her face in a way he hadn’t expected, and he realized then that he’d missed her more than he would have admitted to himself.

He stepped out of the car, running a quick hand over his shirt like it might matter. “You clean up nice.”

Her gaze swept over him in a slow, deliberate pass, the corners of her mouth curving. “Not bad yourself, Reeves. You might even pass for charming tonight.”

“Only might?”

He held the passenger door open for her, and she slid inside with a small smile, the kind that said she’d noticed the gesture and wasn’t going to let him forget it.

The restaurant he’d chosen wasn’t flashy, but it had intimacy built into every detail—the low lighting, the dark wood, the quiet hum of conversation. The kind of place where the world seemed to narrow to just the table you shared. A small candle flickered between them, casting a warm glow across her features.

She ordered a glass of wine, he stuck with water, and by the time their entrées arrived, the conversation had settled into an easy rhythm. The teasing was still there—she wouldn’t have been Quinn without it—but there were pockets of warmth threaded through.

It was impossible to pretend the attraction wasn’t there anymore. He caught himself leaning forward when she laughed, wanting to close the small distance between them. When she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, he caught the faint scent of her perfume and thought about how it had clung to his skin last week. When their knees bumped under the table, neither of them pulled away.

She told him about her first year at the company, the clients who drove her crazy, and how she still believed the annual retreat was “an HR fever dream with better catering.” He admitted, with a reluctant smile, that she had been the only reason he hadn’t skipped half the events entirely.

Dessert arrived—rich chocolate layered with cream in a small glass. They shared it without comment, passing the spoon back and forth. He watched her lick a smear from her lip, the movement pulling his mind somewhere it probably shouldn’t have gone in the middle of a crowded dining room. He had to clear his throat before speaking.

“So,” he said, leaning back a fraction, “are we going to pretend this is just a friendly dinner?”

Quinn’s eyes glinted in the candlelight. “Do you want it to be just a friendly dinner?”

His head moved in a slow, deliberate shake. “Not even close.”

She set the spoon down with care, leaning forward until her elbows rested on the table. Her gaze locked to his, steady and unflinching. “Good. Because next time we’re in bed, I’m going to make you beg like you’ve never begged before.”

The words hit low, heat curling in his gut before he could mask it. He felt the smile spread across his mouth, slow and certain, as he reached across the table to take her hand. “I can’t wait.”

Her thumb moved over his knuckles, a small, unhurried stroke. “Careful, Reeves. You’re starting to sound like you like me.”

“I do,” he said, without hesitation.

Something in her eyes softened, the sharp edge retreating just enough to let the warmth show through. She gave him a smile that was different from the others she’d thrown him tonight—smaller, almost private.

They lingered over the last of the dessert, the conversation easing into silences that felt comfortable rather than strained. When they finally stepped outside, the night air was warm, carrying the faint scent of flowers from the planters lining the sidewalk.

She looped her arm through his as they walked toward the car, her heels tapping lightly on the pavement. “You know,” she said, glancing up at him from the corner of her eye, “you were a terrible roommate.”

He laughed, the sound unguarded. “Guess I’ll have to work on being a better one.”

Her grin came slow, with the weight of something unspoken behind it. “Oh, I’m counting on it.”

He opened the car door for her again, and as she slid into the seat, she gave him a look—a glint that said tonight wasn’t the whole story. That whatever this thing between them was, it wasn’t cooling off anytime soon.

When he rounded the hood and settled behind the wheel, they were both still smiling. The engine turned over, and as they pulled into the quiet street, she reached across the console for his hand. They didn’t speak for the first few blocks, but the silence was rich, the kind that carried an understanding without needing to name it.

By the time the city lights swallowed them, Paul already knew she had been right. He would beg for her. And the truth was, he wouldn’t mind in the slightest.

Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Blossomed Into a Woman

Her New Girlfriend Wants Me

Pretty When She’s Bad

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

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)


Want New Stories?



Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Stories?



Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Blossomed Into a Woman

Her New Girlfriend Wants Me

Pretty When She’s Bad

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

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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