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CHAPTER ONE



I zip my boots up and walk across the room. The four-inch heels click each step on the hardwood floors, and each click makes my smile just a little larger. In the mirror, I can see her. The person I want to be. Should be. It's just a simple black dress that falls to the middle of my thighs, showing a little leg above the knee-high boots. I run my fingers through my shoulder-length blonde hair and check my makeup one more time. The black eyeliner outlining my eye tightly. The red lipstick popping in the sunlight that's streaming through the window. Perfect. I take my purse from the closet and toss my wallet inside, hoping I won't have to use my ID.

I've been doing this for years—every Sunday—and I've never been discovered yet. Not even close, but there's still always that flutter in my stomach as I walk down the stairs. That nervous tension as I open the door to the garage. That skipped beat as I start the car and back out into the driveway.

This is my one chance each week to be myself. Every other day, I have to pretend to be him—Anthony Bienke, computer scientist and owner of a company that is just a few hurdles away from making it big. But on Sundays I get to be my true self—an ordinary woman just out running errands on her one day off. Today, that just means going to the grocery store. But it's a grocery store on the other side of town. As sure as I am that no one would recognize me, I don't shop within ten miles of home or the office. I've never liked taking chances. Especially unnecessary ones.

The store is even smaller than it looked online, what we would call a bodega back in New York, but I don't need much. A few bell peppers. Some rice. A box of miniature strawberry bundt cakes that I saw on the way to the checkout and couldn't resist. I'd decided a couple of weeks ago to cut back on the added sugars I eat. So much for that.

Most importantly, there aren't many people inside. A couple of workers. A man with a baby. And me. I'm able to avoid them all until I checkout. My heart is in my throat as I set my things on the counter. What if the cashier says something? What if she just looks too long, and I know that she knows? But she doesn't even look up at me. When she slides my bags under the plexiglass divider, I take them and hurry from the store, blowing out a long breath as the door swings shut behind me.

I'm not even two minutes away from the store when it happens. I see the black SUV darting through traffic behind me. But they're so far away and I'm turning on the next street, so I don’t think anything of them. Not until they pull beside me.

I grip the wheel so tight I can feel my pulse thumping in my fingers. This is a narrow road. Are they really going to pass me here? But they don't. They stay beside me for a couple of seconds—just long enough for me to look over.

The passenger is wearing a black ski mask. He nods to the dark-haired driver, who takes a quick glance at me before accelerating just enough so his back door is even with the front of my car. Then he cuts the steering wheel and the SUV veers into me.

I slam on the brakes but still have to jerk the steering wheel to the right to avoid them. When I hear the crunch of metal, I close my eyes and put all my weight on the brake pedal, but it's not enough. My car slides and slides, but at last it stops. My head whips forward, and I snap open my eyes. The SUV is so far down the road now that I'll never get a license plate.

At least I'm okay. I tell myself over and over as I force my shaky breaths. When I can finally control my muscles, I look around. My car is in a grassy strip of land just beside the road. There's a huge oak tree at the back of my car, and I know without looking that I scraped against it. What the hell was that? I peel my fingers from the steering wheel just to slam a fist into it.

Just as my fist hits the steering wheel, I hear the thud of a car door behind me. My eyes dart to the rearview mirror, and my panic really begins. There's a man running up to my side of the car.


CHAPTER TWO



"Miss, are you okay?"

Fuck, fuck, fuck. He's at my door before I can even think of what to do, so I just stare straight ahead, my window still up, and pretend I can't hear him. But then he starts knocking on the window. And when I still don't turn to him, he pulls open the door. Damn the doors for unlocking automatically.

I still don't look at him until he puts his hand on my shoulder. If I weren't so focused on his every move, I might not even notice his touch at first. It's so light. But I do, and it feels like I've fallen into an icy pond. "Are you okay? Miss?"

I try to blow out a breath, but nothing comes out. I turn my head toward him and nod, keeping my face down, staring at his hand. Peeks of dark hair poke under the cuff of his white sleeve. A button-down shirt? On Sunday afternoon? Please don't let him be one of those religious people who spends all day in church and then ignore the messages of love and acceptance when it comes to queer people.

"Do you need me to call an ambulance? One of us certainly needs to call the police."

"No!" The thought of someone else coming, someone who will need to see my identification, terrifies the word out of me. "Fine... I... I... fine." God, I can't even put two words together. There's no way that he's going to believe me. When he doesn't say anything, I look up at him. Just a quick glance at first. But it's not enough, and I have to look back.

His curly brown hair is just long enough that it falls over his thick eyebrows as he looks down at me. It looks like he hasn't shaved since Friday, so he's not a religious person. Or at least not someone who takes it seriously. The top two buttons of his shirt are undone, and I wish I could get a glimpse of his chest hair through the opening, but I can't. What does it matter? I just need to convince him I'm fine so I can leave.

"Honestly, I'm okay. It just scared me for a second. That's all."

His lip tugs up and shows a little of his teeth underneath. They're so white they could be lit from within. "You say that, but you don't seem fine. We should get you checked out."

I shake my head so forcefully that it makes me lightheaded. "Thank you, but absolutely not. I'm good. I just need to… Uh… Thank you, though." I try to press the car's start button, but my hand is shaking so badly that I can't. What's wrong with me? I try again and end up on the other side of it this time.

His hand moves from my shoulder to my right forearm, and he forces it down to my lap. His touch is an ice cube on my skin, and he's so close I can smell his soap and vanilla scent. He smells like he just got out of the shower. "I've had pretty extensive first aid training, and I think you're in shock. If you won't allow me to call the paramedics, then you'll at least let me drive you home. Let's get this seatbelt off you." He leans in even further, and just as I hear the seatbelt click and unlatch, his rough stubbled cheek brushes lightly against my lips. I gasp.

He takes my hand and leads me out of the car and onto the shoulder of the highway. With every movement, I scream at myself that I should stop, but I can't. My mind is hovering just above me, just out of reach, and I can't control my body. There could be a truck barreling toward us, and I wouldn't be able to move out of the way.

"Look at you." I didn't think it was possible to be colder than I already was, but I was wrong. This is it. This is when he notices that I'm not really a woman, at least not in the way that he thinks of. And what happens now that he knows? "You're trembling, and if I weren't holding you, you wouldn't be able to stand."

If he wasn't holding me, I would be able to think.

"Nice and slow. Come on." He walks me back to the passenger side of his car, black and shining and massive. The interior is dark red leather, and even before I get in, I know it probably cost more than my house.

When he lets go of me to open the door, I take a step away. "I can't do this. I just need a minute to gather myself. Then I'll be able to drive."

He laughs, and for a second his dark eyes look light brown. "That's not happening. There's no way I'm leaving you here. Get in. I'll go back and get your purse."

I look around like something could save me. Like I could run away from him. But there's nothing around. Nothing except the tree. I cringe when I see the scraped bark and drop onto the seat, not able to stand any longer. It's not until my butt hits the leather that I realize I didn't smooth my dress under me. I look up at his face, and his eyes are staring at my partially uncovered ass. I hurriedly tug my dress down.

"Right, uh... I'll be right back. And don't worry about the car. I know a guy. I'll have him tow it and see what he can do."

He knows a guy? I hope it's not the same person who works on his car if it ever breaks down because there's no way I can afford him. I watch the man jog up to my car and reach in. When he comes back out, he's carrying my purse, my groceries, and he has an enormous smile on his face. Seeing it kicks my heart up even faster. Like there could ever be anything between us. I spit the thought at myself with all the venom I deserve. So stupid.

"What's your address?" He puts it into his map and pulls away from the curb. Leaving my car, and any chance of safety I had, behind.

The ride home is mostly quiet. He tries to make small talk, but I can barely speak. My brain just screams at me over and over that I'm letting a strange man drive me home. While I'm wearing a dress. Idiot! And if I would have paid more attention when I was driving, I wouldn't even be in this mess. I should have stayed away from that SUV. But could I? I'm sure the driver hit me on purpose. But that doesn't make any sense.

"I don't even know your name," he says after a few minutes of silence.

I don't answer him right away. Not until I feel the hair rise on the back of my neck from his stare. And then I can barely choke out a tiny and scared "Monica" and hope that he won't ask anything more. That he won't finally realize my voice doesn't sound quite right.

In the corner of my vision, I see him smile. That smile again! "That's a pretty name."

I should ask him what his name is. I should have done that before I ever got into the car with him. But I can't. The more we know about each other, the worse this is going to get. It's best for him to just be a stranger who is helping a woman in need. Knowing his name would automatically make it more. And making it more would make it dangerous.

Even before he pulls into my driveway, I have my seatbelt off, my keys gripped between my fingers, and my hand on the door handle. I'm ready to charge out of the car and into my house as soon as he slows enough that I won't tumble out. But before I get a chance, he puts his hand on my knee, and every muscle in my body loses the ability to process the signals from my brain.

"I know what this must sound like, but I think you're special. I know you're special." He slides his pinky just a little up my thigh, and I can't breathe. "I need to see you again."

My jaw drops open.

"Please, Monica. Saturday night. I'll pick you up at seven."


CHAPTER THREE



There's no way I can do this. No way. None. I put the lipstick back in my makeup bag and stare into the mirror. All week long I haven't been able to think of anything except this. Except him. The way his hand felt. The way he looked at me when he pleaded for me to say yes. His eyes catching mine and not letting go.

I haven't gotten any work done all week. It was so bad that Rebecca asked me yesterday if I was alright. Four days of just sitting in my office when my employees are used to me wandering around, helping them and giving them guidance for where I want their projects to go.

And what could I say to her or any of them? Not the truth. Not that some man rescued me and then insisted I go out with him. Not that I was foolish enough to tell him yes. I sit on the edge of the bed, and if my face weren't made up, I would bury it in my hands. What am I doing?

Getting ready for a date. Just any other woman, about to head downstairs and wait for a man to pick her up for their first date. Who wouldn't be nervous? But the fluttering butterflies in my stomach aren't butterflies. They're an entire colony of bats, beating and flapping and clawing. And I'm not just any other woman, am I? Most women wouldn't stare at their jaw and wonder if it would give them away. Most women wouldn't double check the tuck of their penis to make sure that it's not going to spring free. But then, most women wouldn't have hidden themselves away for years. Too afraid to let anyone get close.

What if he gets too close?

I blow out a breath and go downstairs, sitting in a chair by the window so I can see when he pulls up. I look at my phone. It's been nine minutes since he texted—"Very much looking forward to this. Be there in 10"—and I've spent the whole time reading the words over and over. He's looking forward to it, so that has to be good. But he doesn't say he's excited. And did he text while he was driving? Is he one of those people? Does he normally leave off the period at the end of a text, or did he just forget it here? I'm reading it again, when I see the black blur in the corner of my vision. My heart sputters and threatens to give out as his car pulls into my driveway.

I want to dash and throw open the door, and at the same time, I want to scurry upstairs and hide under my bed. Instead of either, I sit frozen. His text comes. "Just pulled in." And then I hear his door close. It's the same solid thud I heard on the highway five days ago. And the same panic surges through my body. I force long slow breaths from my body, counting each one while I wait. One... two... three.... There are footsteps on the wood porch.... Four.... Three knocks. Soft but loud enough that I could hear them if I was still upstairs.... Five... six... seven.... Has it been long enough? I don't want to seem as excited and eager as I am. But I don't want to seem as hesitant and nervous as I am either.

I stand and smooth the skirt of my dress down around my ass and thighs. This is it. It takes only six steps to get to the door. One more breath, and I pull it open. I forget to smile, but as soon as I see him, it happens automatically. He's wearing a navy button-down with dark grey slacks. His shirt is the same color as my dress. Just like the other day, the top two buttons are undone, and I instantly wonder what I would see if I unbuttoned the rest. I have to force my hands to stay at my sides so I don't find out.

"You're gorgeous."

It takes me a few seconds to process his words, but as soon as I do, I feel the heat burning my cheeks. No one has ever called me that before. But then, not many people have ever seen me like this.

I try to force my lips down into something between "beaming" and "baring one's teeth like a madwoman," but I'm not very successful. "Thank you," I say. "We match."

He looks me over and then looks down at his shirt. "A very happy accident. But you wear the color so much better than I do." He smiles even wider, and my legs go weak. "I think you're perfect as you are, but do you still need a moment to finish up?"

"A moment?" I look around and curse myself for not being ready when I answered the door. "Um, yes. A moment. Sorry." I spin like an idiot and go to the closet for my jacket.

As I pull the coat from the hanger, he's next to me. "Allow me." He takes it from my hands and holds it out, and for a heartbeat, I'm confused. Then I understand. I've never had someone hold my coat for me before. I slip into it, and then grab my clutch, sliding my hand through the wrist strap.

I turn toward him, and he's smiling at me, his hand cupped on the side of his jaw. "Dennis," he says. My stomach drops. Is he guessing that my name is really Dennis? I shake my head and open my mouth to respond, but what is there to say? No, I'm not Dennis, but I am Anthony. Is there a difference between those two? "My name." He chuckles. "Dennis Townsend."

"Oh." Oh my God, I never asked him his name. Not when he drove me home. Not when we exchanged numbers. Not when he texted me during the week. He must think I'm so selfish that I don't care. Whatever interest he might have had is surely gone now. Maybe he's just waiting for me to let him off the hook. "Look, we don't—"

"We're going to be just in time." He rests his hand on my elbow and gives me just the slightest direction toward the door. As soon as he touches me, I forget everything except him. Except the catapulting cartwheels in my core. And I let him lead me outside.

The air is the milky purple between day and night, and I know it's dark enough that my neighbors could never see that the woman sliding into the car is actually me. But I still keep my head down and hurry in as Dennis holds the door for me.

The restaurant is in the middle of the recently gentrified south side of downtown. It's the kind of place I've seen mentioned online but never imagined I would be going to. Not until my company makes it big. And never on the arm of a man like this. As we pull up out front, the valet, dressed in all black, rushes to the side of the car, opens my door, and takes my hand as I step out. Each step befuddles me, and I simply follow his lead like a clueless actress walking across the stage in a daze. Before I have a chance to make a fool of myself, Dennis is at my side, twisting his arm through mine, and leaning in so close that his breath tickles the side of my neck. "You look anxious. Don't be. Everyone here will take one look at you and wonder how I'm lucky enough to have someone so beautiful on my arm. And I wonder that myself." His lips brush against my earlobe, sending my silver chandelier earring swaying and forcing the air from my lungs.

Dennis escorts me through the door. The maitre d' simply looks at him and then shows us to our table, set for two in a quiet and dark corner of the room. I say a quick and silent thank you when I see it.

"So, do you come here often?" I ask once he's seated across from me.

He chuckles. "Now, the lady decides to try out her pickup lines?" He leans in, and his eyes bore into mine. "You've already hooked me, my dear. You just need to reel me in. And that dress is doing half the work for you." His gaze drifts down and then back up to my eyes, and my face burns. I'm not sure if it's because of embarrassment or lust.

I want to cover my face and hide from his stare, but I hold my hands against the top of the table. "I just meant because he knew you. The host guy. At the front. You didn't have to give him your name."

"Are you judging someone for not asking my name?" He's poking fun of me, but his broad grin lets me know exactly the spirit he intends. "I have been here a few times, yes. Mostly for business. And never with someone like you."

My body bolts upright in my seat as his toe slips up my shin. We've been here barely two minutes, and he's already slipped his shoe off and is running his foot along my leg. "I... uh..." I have to take a drink, but even that doesn't wet my dry mouth enough to allow me to speak. When his foot gets to my knee, I slide my chair backward so he can't get any closer.

The right side of his mouth curls up as I do. "You want to make me earn it. I appreciate that." He slides his tongue along his lower lip. "But before this night is over, I'll have you begging for it."

My hands fly up to my face, and this time I don't fight it. There's no way I can do this. The blood roars in my ears. No way. Not even aware of what I'm doing, I stand up and look around. The ladies' room. I need to find the ladies' room. No. The exit. I can't stay. I'll tell him I'm sick. I'll just sneak away. Something. There has to be a backdoor by the restrooms. There always is. At least in the places I'm used to eating at. I hold my thumb above my shoulder—the long, pink press-on nail pointing to the hallway toward the rear—and turn back to him. But he's not there.

"I always get what I want, my dear." I jump. He's beside me. So close that I feel like I'm standing next to a fireplace. So close his voice sounds like it's coming from inside me. "And since I first saw you, there's been nothing I've wanted more." He traces his fingertips down the side of my body and around to my ass. "And I know you're scared. I know you're thinking you should leave. But I know that you want me just as much as I want you. Your eyes give you away."

I know he's just trying to say that he can see my feelings in my eyes, but my mind immediately latches to the words give you away. My heart stops, and I'm sure I'm going to be sick. I practically run toward the restroom, not even thinking as I push open the door and go into the nearest stall. I sit on the toilet without lifting my dress, and I can only hope that it was dry before I came in. What am I going to do? There's no way I can stay now. I'll just have to tell him that I'm not ready. Or that he's wrong, and I'm not interested. My cock tingles, protesting, pointing out just how very interested I am. But I can't think about that now. This has to stop. I quiet myself, holding myself still, and count forty heartbeats. I can do this. I've got this. I've got this.

My heels clack on white marble floors. Fifteen steps to the door. I pull it open. And he's there. Fuck. "Monica, forgive me? I can be very forward when I want something. Too forward. I pushed too far, and I'm sorry." His face is soft, and his eyes are wide and comfortable. And I want nothing more than to let him have me, but there's no way I ever can.

"Dennis... I'm the one who's sorry. I just can't. Thank you for everything, but I can't." I have to blink away the tears threatening to build in the corners of my eyes. This is the first date I've been on in years. And how did that one turn out? Nothing but pain. "But thank you. Sincerely, thank you."

"Monica..." His thumb traces down my cheek and below my lip. "You don't have to be scared with me. We'll go at your pace. However fast or slow you need to take it." He wouldn't say that if he knew what I was scared of.

I want nothing more than to give in. To just feel one night of being normal. One night where I can pretend that a man is attracted to the real me. But that would just make my eventual heartbreak even worse. I shake my head.

"If this is about your secret," he whispers, "I already know. And I don't care what you have between your legs."

The blood drains from my head, and if Dennis wasn't so quick to catch me, I would be on the floor.


CHAPTER FOUR



My body has to decide between breathing, pumping blood, or staying upright. It can only do one. But the one it chooses is crying. Tears just start flooding from my eyes. So many and so fast that I can feel them dripping into my mouth and onto the shoulder of Dennis's shirt, and I can't do anything to stop them.

"Hey, it's alright," a voice that sounds like Dennis whispers to me. "Monica, listen to me. You're fine. I'm not going anywhere. This really doesn't matter to me. I swear. Monica..."

But it does matter. It matters more than anything else. I open my mouth to tell him how much this matters, but I can only gasp in an enormous and loud sobbing breath before my head collapses back on his shoulder. Dennis's arms shift around me, and he pulls me tight against him. He's warm, like a blanket wrapped around me in bed. And I wish so much that I could be there now. Safe at home. Safely away from him.

"Is she okay?" My body goes rigid at the sound of the new voice. A little higher than Dennis's but still unmistakably a man. "Do you need us to call anyone?"

"She's fine." The bass of Dennis's voice rumbles against me. "Got some bad news. I just need to get her home. Could you have the valet bring my car around to this door, please?" I know it's phrased like a question, but there's nothing questioning about it. He expects the man to do what he says. And the man does. He mutters a quick "absolutely" before leaving. He doesn't even get the valet ticket from Dennis.

How does everyone here know him? "Who..." I want to ask him who he is, but I can't get anything more than that one syllable out.

"He's one of the servers. Now come on." Dennis guides me toward the back door. 24 shuffling steps and then he pushes the door. It clicks and thunks and opens onto a dark alley. My heart comes back to life and races. A man who just admitted that he knows my secret is taking me out here. In the dark. In the quiet. But then his car pulls up, and I relax a little.

He and the valet help me into the car. I don't look up from my lap until I hear the driver's side door shut. But as soon as I look at him, I can't take my eyes away. He's staring at me. His eyebrows knitted together, and his head tilted just a little. Enough that I think this would be the perfect angle to kiss him. He starts to lower his hand to mine but then pulls it back. "Are you okay to go home?" he asks, and I nod.

Neither of us says a word during the ride. The radio isn't even on. But the space is filled with the sounds of our breaths and the pumping beats of my heart. There are several times that he looks over at me, and his lips part just a little like he's going to say something. But each time, I turn away and look out the window before he has a chance. Whatever it is, I don't want to hear it.

But when we pull into my driveway, he takes my hand before I can open my car door, let alone run into my house and hide forever. "There's not a single part of me that thinks of you as anything other than a beautiful woman, Monica. Because that's what you are. That's why I asked you out. That's why I was so ecstatic when you said yes."

I snort. I don't know why he's keeping up the lie at this point, but I know that he can't mean any of this. My life has been filled with people who pretend to love me. Men who say they're attracted to me. Until they find out who I really am. Then every single one of them shows me who they really are. Maybe he's too polite to just disappear on me yet, but it'll happen.

"You don't have to go through the motions. I appreciate it, but I'd rather just put this behind me. I already know what happens now."

His lip coils like a snake. "You do? Then tell me."

The blood rises to my cheeks. Is he really challenging me? "As soon as I get out of this car, you'll blow out the longest sigh of relief in your entire life. You'll drive away thinking that you dodged an entire magazine worth of bullets, and then you'll never think of me again except when you see some woman who might just be a little too masc—"

He leans across the armrest and kisses me, weaving his hand into my hair and tightening it in his fist so I can't pull away if I want to. His lips work against mine, and the fire that was engulfing my cheeks is spreading down to my core. My dick tightens, and I twist my mouth away from his. I have to stop this before I go too far. "What the hell was that?"

"Did you know that was coming? Did you know that I've thought about this all week? About kissing you. About running my fingers up your leg." I gasp as his hand slides under my dress, and I fumble for the door handle, finally finding it and almost tumbling out onto the concrete.

"You don't mean any of this." I take three steps away from the car, but freeze when he opens his door. I can only stare as he walks around the front and comes up to me. He puts his hands on my upper arms and his look burns.

"I mean it all, Monica. Everything I've said, and all the things I've only thought." His eyes trail down my body and he runs his tongue across his lip. "What I want right now is for us to go inside your house so I can show you exactly how much I mean this."

"I-I... we can't."

He presses his body up to mine, and his erection pokes through into my belly. "Why can't we? Give me one good reason why I can't show you exactly the way I feel."

My dick struggles to break free from my underwear as it comes to life. I try to pull back, but his arms are wrapped too tightly around me. There has to be some reason why we can't do this. Something. But the bells chiming in my brain drown out every thought except "do it," repeating over and over.

"I didn't think you could. Now I want you to be a good girl and unlock that door, and we'll both go inside together. That is what you want, isn't it?"

I nod. I shouldn't want this, but I do. He lets go of me, and I dig for my house key inside my purse. There's only a credit card, concealer, lipstick, and a set of keys in here. I should be able to find them right away. But my hand is shaking so much that I can barely reach into the purse at all.

Dennis laughs. "Would you like me to get them?" he asks. I hand the purse to him, and in less than two seconds, he's holding the keys in his hand. "This one?" I nod as he holds up the right key. With his free hand, he takes mine, and we walk up the steps to the front door.

As soon as we're inside, I press him against the wall and kiss him. This time I open for him, and our tongues dance across each other. His hands wrap around me and drop to my ass, and mine fall to his front. His cock is so hard it has to hurt. I loop my fingers through his belt and drag him to the sofa and push him down. He bounces once on the cushions and just stares at me. I can tell from the look on his face that he expected to be in charge, and maybe any other night of my life, he could have been. But something I never knew existed has become freed inside me.

"Take your pants off." I growl the words as I drop to my knees in front of him. While he unfastens his belt and then the pants, I work on his shoes. Untying them and pulling them from his feet. He stands to shimmy the pants down his legs, and I yank them off and just stare at his cock. It climbs away from the nest of curly black hair at its base. Rising higher than any dick I've ever seen. The head is an angry purple-red, and it looks like it could erupt at any second. I hold a finger up to his base and flick it.

He gasps. "What the fuck?"

I don't bother answering him, I just lower my mouth over his head, and I can feel his thighs quiver as my tongue circles around the swollen ring separating his head from the shaft. I take him deeper inside me, and as I lower myself on him, his scent gets stronger. The same soap and vanilla, but there's something new today. Something musky, and I moan as soon as I smell it.

"Jesus Christ, Monica." He puts both of his hands on the back of my head, and the pressure it sends through me drives me down deeper until I've taken all of him that I can. His head collides with the back of my throat. My eyes water, and I have to fight back the gag, and I know that I want this.

I move up and down on him again and again. Always swirling my tongue around his head. Always dragging it along his length when I pull back. Always sucking so hard that my cheeks pull inward and my jaw gets sore. But I move faster. And he groans and growls. And when he pulls on my hair, I know that he's close. I scrape my teeth across the top of his cock, and that sends him over the edge. He explodes into my mouth. It's been so long since I've tasted a man's cum that I forgot the complex flavors. The saltiness, the bitterness, the tiny bit of sweetness that is almost overwhelmed by everything else. I drink it all down like a woman who hasn't had a drink in years. And I haven't. Even when he's done, I lick around his shaft and suck out every last drop.

"That was phenomenal." He slips his hands under my arms and lifts me onto him like I weigh less than a bag of groceries. "You are phenomenal." He presses his mouth into the side of my neck, and his hand slides under my dress. This time, I don't try to get away as his fingers move up my thigh, stroking me through my panties. "Let me return the favor."

His fingers hook along the edge of my underwear, and he pulls them to the side. My cock wants to scream "yes" as the fresh cool air hits it, but I stop him. "Can we just sit like this for a while instead?"

He pauses and looks at me, but then he laces his fingers through mine and pulls both our hands to his lap. "Of course. Anything you want." I lean my head against his shoulder and close my eyes. I feel both of our hearts beating where our chests are pressed together. The rapid thump-thumps almost in sync with each other.


CHAPTER FIVE



I smile when the shaking bed wakes me and I wait for his hands to find my body, but instead I feel the other side of the mattress lift up like someone took a weight off it. Or like he got up. I look at my phone. It's just 5:30am. Still pitch black outside. "What are you doing?" I ask.

"Oh." I'm not looking at him, but I can sense that he freezes at my question. "I didn't mean to wake you. I have to go."

My stomach sinks, and any remnant of sleepiness falls away with it. He was going to sneak away in the middle of the night? "I don't even get breakfast with you?"

He sighs. "I'm so sorry. Something came up." His soft footfalls lead him to my side of the bed, where he leans over and kisses my cheek. "I'm not the kind of guy who usually just leaves like this. I swear. But it's work."

"On a Saturday night?"

"Technically, Sunday morning," he chuckles, but we both know it's not funny. "And yes. I promise I'll make it up to you. Please don't judge me based on this. Not when there are so many better things that you could judge me on." He nibbles on my earlobe, and I moan despite myself. "I'll call you. I mean it."

And as I listen to the steps he takes out of my bedroom, I'm sure that I'll never hear from him again.

[image: ]


By Thursday morning, I've mostly forgotten about Dennis. Mostly. Except for every day when I wake up. And every night when I go to bed. And at least twenty times per day when I check my phone to make sure I didn't miss a call or text from him. Other than that, I've forced myself to move on. But he shatters all the progress I've made when he shows up at my office door.

I gasp when I look up and see him. A literal gasp that anyone within fifteen feet of my office can hear. What is he doing here? What should I do? I decide I need to play it cool, like we've never met before. Because in a very real way, we haven't. "Um, hi, what can I do for you?" Maybe he doesn't even know that it's me.

When his smile overtakes his face, I know better. "Can I come in?" He holds out his hands. Brown paper sacks in each one.

"What—" He cocks an eyebrow and cuts me off. "Uh, sure. Yeah." I stand up and walk around the desk, glancing through the interior window to see if anyone is lurking outside my office. No one is. Thank God.

He shuts the door as soon as he's in my office and sets the bags on my desk. That's when the smell hits me. "We missed out on breakfast the other day. I thought I'd make it up to you." He motions to the bags, and I can't help but inhale deeply. It smells wonderful. "I don't know what you like. Yet. So I got everything."

"Breakfast? Here?" I look out the window one more time and when I'm sure there's no one to see us, I pull closed the blinds. I've never used them once since we moved into this space. Always thought it was elitist for an owner to cut themself off from their employees, but now, I'm glad I can. "You can't be here. People will see you."

"People did see me. There was a black-haired woman wearing a gold dress out there when I came in. I waved at her. So what?"

My heart rate has to be over one hundred as I sit in one of the two chairs facing my desk. "People here don't know about... me."

Dennis shrugs as he takes the seat next to me and wraps my hand in his. Just his touch forces me to blow out a long breath that pulls some of the tension from my body. "They won't care. Besides, what's scandalous about two colleagues having a meeting?"

"Is that a blueberry muffin?" My salivating mouth washes away the rest of my tension. He holds it out for me, just inches from my face. When he presses it to my lips, I take a bite. Some of the crunchy crumb topping tumbles down the front of my shirt, but I don't care. "Oh my God."

"Blueberry orange. The woman working the counter said it was her favorite." Dennis turns the muffin and takes a bite right next to mine. "Oh wow. This is incredible."

"It certainly is. What else did you buy? The whole shop?" I lean forward to peek into the bag closest to me.

He chuckles and takes the bag, unpacking it all across my desk and then doing the same with the other. When he's finished, every inch is covered with plastic and cardboard and styrofoam containers. "I may have gone to a couple of places. Try this one next. If I could eat this every day without gaining one hundred pounds, I would." He pops the lid on a container and pulls out a sandwich. "Scrambled egg with avocado, feta, and spicy bacon jam on focaccia. But I swear there's crack in it too."

He holds it up to my mouth again, but I lean back. "Are you planning to just keep feeding me?" I laugh.

"That depends. Do you like it when I do?" He swipes his thumb across the corner of my mouth and then kisses the tip of it. "Muffin crumb."

My body is a furnace, and I want to strip the clothes off him and take him right here. Instead, I take a bite of the sandwich that he's holding out for me. As soon as I do, he takes a bite too. We chew with our eyes locked onto each other until I can't take anymore. I moan. "Holy shit, Dennis."

"Right?"

"How am I supposed to work after this? This sandwich is all I'm going to think about all day."

He pretends to look hurt. "Only the sandwich?"

Before I can respond, he kisses me, and the feeling of his lips on mine might be the only thing better than this sandwich. No one has ever brought me breakfast before. No one has ever even showed up at my work for any reason. And my mind spins with thoughts that maybe there could be someone out there who loves me for me. Maybe Dennis could be the one. I imagine mornings filled with breakfasts, random flower deliveries showing up at my office, going home to—I pull away from him. "Wait. How do you know where I work?"

The side of his lip curls up. "I have ways of finding out things."

"You have ways?"

The curl turns into a smile. "Would you rather talk about that or finish this sandwich while it's still warm?" He takes another bite and then holds it out for me. I give in. There will be time later to ask how he found out. But for now, there's this sandwich.

We spend the next half hour trying everything that he brought in. Waffles and sausages and vegan bacon and a chocolate-chili oatmeal that we both spit out as soon as we taste it. And then his phone buzzes, and he takes one look at it before declaring that he has to leave.

I walk him out of my office and to the main doors, where he stops and stares at me. "I'm out of town this weekend. But maybe next week we can do something again?" He bites the corner of his lip like he's afraid I might actually say no.

"I'd like that. I'll text you?"

He puts his hand on my shoulder and nods, just starting to lean in before he takes a look around and then backs away suddenly. "One day you won't mind showing other people."

I glance to my left and see Rebecca. She's sitting at her desk and it looks like she's busy with something else. But her chair is turned in our direction, so I have no doubt that she is watching us out of the corner of her eye.

Dennis slaps my shoulder twice and then holds his hand out to shake mine. "I think this was a productive meeting, and I look forward to your call." Once we're done shaking, he walks through the double doors and doesn't look back as he crosses the parking lot.

"What was that about?" Rebecca is suddenly behind me. Her voice is loud and excited.

I shrug. "Just a business meeting. Nothing special." I start to walk around her and back to my office to clean up the evidence that it was more than that.

"With him? Dennis Townsend?" How does she know his name? And why does she say it like I should know who he is?

"Yep." I don't turn back to her. I just go into my office, shut the door, and search his name.


CHAPTER SIX



"Sir, he's in meetings all day. I'm sorry. He's a very busy man." Anyone calling me sir always makes me wince, but the way this man says it—so smugly behind his desk, like he's looking down at me even though I'm standing over him—makes it that much worse.

But I'm not letting some underpaid wannabe, who takes himself way more seriously than anyone else does, keep me away. "That's fine. I'll wait." Before he can respond, I sit in one of the back leather chairs lining the waiting room.

"Sir, he's unavailable all day today. You can't just see him without an appointment. Sir?"

I pull the phone from my pocket and ignore the man's frustrated and almost angry tone.

Me: Hey, I'm in the waiting area outside your office. Steven Stick-Up-My-Ass is about to have a heart attack because I don't have an appointment. But can I see you?

Almost as soon as I send it, the three dots start dancing below my message. Then they keep dancing. Even more. Finally, he replies.

Dennis: Love to see you! On a call. 5 minutes. Ignore Brandon. He be like that.

I chuckle and look up at the man who is apparently Brandon. He's not looking at me directly, but he's not hiding the fact that he's glowering at me from the side of his eyes. He be like that, indeed.

Not even a couple of minutes later, Dennis's door cracks open, and I look up. His smile is huge as he pulls the door open. I stand and take three steps toward him when he holds up a finger to stop me. "Brandon," Dennis puts his arm on the back of the receptionist's chair, "this is Anthony. He is allowed to visit me anytime, no matter what I'm doing."

They both turn to look at me. Brandon mutters a "yes sir," but he still looks like he wishes he could murder me. I'll remember to send him a candle and a box of cookies to smooth things over. Dennis, however, looks like he wants to eat me. And that look gives me goosebumps.

"Paybacks for my surprise visit to you?" Dennis asks as he ushers me into his office and closes the door behind us.

As soon as it latches, I throw my arms around his neck and kiss him. "You could have told me who you are."

"I did tell you." He chuckles and slides his hands down to my ass, jiggling the cheeks before cupping them. His hands make me want to melt. "It’s not my fault that you're literally the only person in America who doesn't recognize either my name or my face."

My cheeks burn. As soon as I read the first article about him, I felt like an idiot. I'm definitely not the most online person in the world. I stay away from social media, and almost all of my free time is spent researching for work. But even I recognized him as soon as I saw his name and picture in context. "Sorry. I forgot to renew my subscription to Corporate 100, so I guess I just overlooked you." I stick my tongue out at him.

"Corporate 100? Have I fallen that far? Last I saw, I was one of 'The Top 4 under 44.' I guess I have been a little distracted recently." He pinches my ass and winks before sitting down and pulling me onto his lap. "So, to what do I owe the absolute privilege of seeing you today? Not that I'm complaining. I'd love for visits like this to became a regular occurrence."

I slide my hand down the front of his dark grey shirt. It's so smooth and silky I'm sure it cost more than one of my car payments. "Maybe, if you're a good boy."

He catches my hand just as I get close to his waist and pulls it to his mouth, kissing the back of it. "I don't know if I can promise that." He presses my hand to his cheek. "No one has ever thought of me as a good boy."

"They must not see the real you the way I do then."

I try to kiss him, but he squirms, and my lips land against his cheek. "What if you're the one who doesn't see the real me?" He takes a deep breath and closes his eyes. "Monica, I'm not—"

There are two quick beeps from his desk. "Mr. Townsend. I'm sorry, but you're already ten minutes late." It's Brandon's voice, and he doesn't sound sorry at all.

"Shit." Dennis spits out the word. "I have to take care of this. Can I see you tonight?" He shifts, and I know it's a cue for me to stand up so he can do whatever he needs to do.

"My place at eight?" I let my finger trail down his arm before stepping away from him. Losing contact with him feels like walking into a freezer.

"Eight. And Monica, I…" He stares at me, pinching his lip between his thumb and index finger, while I wait for him to finish. "It can wait. I'll see you tonight." He swipes open his tablet and seems lost right away.

"See you then." I don't know if he ever looks up at me as I walk out of his office because I don't look back. Is this what it's like to date one of the top executives in the country?

Are we dating? My heart flutters, and I forget all about my disappointment as I wonder if we are. It feels like we might be. Oh my God, I think we are!

I don't try to hide my smile from Brandon. Whatever his problem with me, he's going to have to get over it. I'm dating his boss. Dating! I want to skip through the lobby. Dancing and twirling to the sound of chirping birds that only I can hear. But I freeze as soon as I see the man standing at Brandon's desk.

"You..." Black spots dance around in my eyes, and my stomach feels like it's been filled with cold lead.

"Anthony, this is Mr. Willis, head of security." Brandon sneers at me. "I called him earlier when it seemed you may cause a scene."

Him? The head of security for Dennis's company? That can't be a coincidence. But why?

I don't remember getting in the elevator. Or taking it back to the first floor. The next thing I know, I'm walking through the crowded main lobby. The sound of everyone's murmurings rings in my ears. The man who ran me off the road... The man who caused Dennis to come to my rescue... That man is Dennis's head of security?


CHAPTER SEVEN



I don't go back to work. I can't. I drive home, turn all the locks and shut all the curtains, like that will make a difference. But the light in here is thick and milky now, and that seems right. I fall backward onto the couch. Its arm bashes and then presses into my back, but I barely notice it. I barely notice anything other than that face. How could I ever forget the man who ran me off the road? And then Dennis just happened to be there within a minute? How was I stupid enough to believe that it was all just chance? Just some cosmic accident that brought him right there, right then. Right when I was at my most vulnerable.

"I'm so fucking dumb to have fallen for it!" I scream at myself. Everything Dennis has ever done, every single thing has been fake. It's all been a ploy to... to what? I'm so blind I still can't see it even when it's right in front of me. How could I be so foolish to think that he would have been interested in me? Even when I found out who he really is, I still thought that maybe he could feel the same way about me that I feel about him.

But he tried to warn me today, didn't he? When he told me that I don't see the real him. That was him holding a giant red flag, and I should have run screaming away. But I thought he was just being humble. I thought it was sweet. Idiot! At least I see it now. Before he can get whatever it is that he wants from me. Before I fall any deeper for him than I already have.

I lie across the sofa and hold the pillow to my face so not even the empty room can see me sob.
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It's a few minutes past eight when he knocks on the door. I jump at first. I'd forgotten he was coming. As soon as I realized I needed to cut him from my life, I thought it would magically be over. It would be so much easier if I didn't have to know that he was right outside. If I didn't have to hear his voice calling to me from the other side of a wall. Just plaster and insulation and blue vinyl siding separating the two of us. But there's so much more than that between us.

"Monica?"

I don't answer, and a minute later, my phone rings. I hurry to silence it, but it's too late. He had to have heard it on the other side of the door. I hold my breath and wait for him to do something. The ticking of the clock on the wall is almost unbearable as it sweeps through 12 sets of 5. Then again. Then finally, my phone buzzes in my hand.

Dennis: You're mad at me, and knowing me, I'm sure I deserve it. But can I please come in to talk about it?

What is there to talk about? I set the phone face down across my chest and stare at the door. I try my best to will him away, but when the phone vibrates again, I know it didn't work.

Dennis: Please. You're the only woman I've ever begged, but I'm begging you to please talk this through with me. Whatever happened. I'm literally on my knees.

I roll my eyes, but then he sends me a picture of himself on my porch, on his knees in front of my door.

"Monica!"

My breath catches. He's loud enough that the neighbors can hear him, and I have to stop him before he makes a scene. "Go away! I know what you did!" Maybe not all of it, but I know that he's not the type of person I want to spend any more time with.

But he doesn't go away. He just bellows my name again, even louder than before. "Damn you!" I scream as I walk to the door. I only open it an inch. Just enough to see that he's still on his knees. I think at first that his eyes are twinkling, but then I realize he's starting to cry and it makes me even more angry. "You do not get to be the one who cries about this! You are not the victim here!"

"You're right, and I'm sorry." He crawls two steps toward the door. He could easily push it open and come in despite my protests, but he doesn't. "Please, let's talk about this. Please..." His face is so flat. It looks like there are no muscles. Just drooping skin. I walk away but leave the door open for him to push through.

I walk to the kitchen sink and don't turn around, not even when I hear the door close. "You ran me off the fucking road! You could have killed me!"

"I... I'm sorry." He sounds like he's three houses away instead of right behind me.

"And for what? What are you after?" I slam a glass down into the sink and shards fly all over.

"You..."

I wish I would have thrown the glass at him instead of wasting it. "My what?"

"Just you. And you were safe the whole time. That's why he did—"

"I was safe the whole time?" I pick up a piece of glass and hurl it at him. It misses and clanks against the wall, but he doesn't duck. His eyes are on the floor, and I'm not sure he even saw it. "Nothing about being run off the road is safe. Why would you do that to me?"

He slumps down and looks like he's just inches from the ground. "I'm not a good person."

"That is super fucking obvious to me now."

"And I never apologize for who I am or what I do. But this time I am. I fucked up beyond belief. I just had to meet you. Just once because I knew that we were perfect for each other."

I toss my hands up and stomp around him back to the living room. "That's your excuse? What, you couldn't just send me flowers? Call me like an actual fucking adult fucking human fucking being? Who does this? And how did you even know me? Did we meet before?"

"Would you have let me get to know the real you if I asked you out normally? Or would you have kept her hidden the way you have your entire life? I thought this was the only way I could see your true self."

"You knew about that before? How?"

He stands and starts to walk over to me, but as soon as he sees the look on my face, he drops to his knees again and crawls closer. "My company thought about buying your company. So we did our due diligence on it. And on you."

The room goes cold and starts spinning, and I fall backward, into a chair that I didn't know was there. "Me? That? But..."

"You've hidden it very well. And I'm sure no one else would have ever found it, but my team is the best. And you registered as Monica for a campus LGBTQ group in undergrad."

The Queercapellas. It had to be that. The stupidest name for a singing group ever, and I didn't even stick with it for a month. "This can't be." I hide my head in my hands.

"I'm sorry, Monica. My team just included that as a single line in the report, but when I read it, I had to know more. And then that became needing to meet you. And meeting you became falling for you."

I snort. How can he claim to have fallen for me when everything about this has been fake? Did he buy out the restaurant on our first date? Were those all actors? Did he have his people get all those breakfast foods? He probably never had any of them before that day. I throw my head back against the chair and stare up at the ceiling.

I look down to find Dennis in front of me, my hand in his. He's squeezing my index finger. "Whoa, you're bleeding."

There's a wet red trail running from my finger down my palm, and I don't care. I flick my hand to get him away. Crimson drops fall to the carpet as I do.

He takes my finger to his mouth and kisses it. "I don't think it's bad enough for stitches, but let's get you cleaned up." He tugs gently on my arm, but I don't budge.

"It's fine."

"It will be once you're bandaged. Now up."

I try to force myself further down into the chair, but he pulls harder until I'm on my feet. "Just leave. I don't want you here." I try my best to sound resolute. I try my best to sound like I actually mean it. But I don't think I convince either of us.

"Let me take care of you." He pulls me toward the sink like he's a dog at the end of a leash. The water stings, but he holds my hand under the stream anyway, only pulling away long enough to see if the bleeding has stopped. "Where do you keep your bandages?"

"Dennis, I'm fine. I don't..." Don't want you here? Don't want your help with this? "Bathroom closet. Top shelf."

"Keep this under the water until I get back." He spins away from me and darts down the hall like I'm going to bleed to death if he doesn't hurry. Once he's out of sight, I stare down at the jagged pink line. The cut isn't deep. I can't see any other tissue in the cleft, only the skin spread open.

"I think this is long enough." I call out to him before turning off the water, and then I turn around and lean against the counter. Its edge pushes into the bottom of my back.

He shakes his head as he comes around the corner. "You might have a piece of glass in there, and that will hurt if the wound closes over it."

"I don't."

"You might." He holds my hand to his face and examines it.

"Dennis, I don't."

"I don't know how I'll ever get you to forgive me." His gaze moves from my finger to my eyes. "But I'll find a way. I love you, and I'm never letting go of you."

"You need to let go, and soon. You're cutting off my circulation." He's squeezing my finger so tight that my cut has gone from throbbing to burning.

He doesn't say a word as he lets go and then wraps the bandage around it, pressing the gauze pad against the wound. When he's done, he just looks at me. He's probably waiting for me to tell him to leave. And I'm waiting for the same thing. So why aren't I saying it?

"You love me?" I ask. My brain slowly comes to the realization that he just casually threw that out at me.

Dennis chuckles and hops up on the counter beside me. He pulls me to him and his legs wrap around my waist. "I love you."

And despite everything that he's done to me—the fact that our complete relationship is built on a giant and dangerous manipulation—my heart flutters when he says it, and I can't pull in a breath.

"I know you don't feel the same, and that's okay. I'll settle for you not wanting to kill me." He uses his legs to pull me closer to him and he leans forward to kiss me, but I twist away.

"Why do you have to be like this?"

His head drops, and he releases me from the grip of his legs. "I'm an asshole."

"A huge asshole." I lift his chin with my finger and kiss him. He's motionless at first, but then his arms find their way around me, and pull me in. I feel his cock press against me. "An infuriating asshole."

"I'm the worst."

My hands slide down his shirt to his pants. I unfasten them and rip them down his legs. "It's impossible to be worse than you." His cock is already enormous, but when I close my hand around it, I feel even more blood surge into it.

He slips his hands under my waistband, but I stop him. "Not that," I say. "And not like this. Not for our first time." I take his hand and pull him through the house and up the stairs to my bedroom. I can't keep my eyes off his cock as it bounces with each step that we take. And when we stop, I lean forward and kiss its tip. "Be a good boy and behave." I whisper to it before I push Dennis onto the bed.

I walk to my dresser. I'm not going to bother with anything fancy tonight. Not at this point. But I need something. I tear my clothes off and toss them against the wall. They can burn as far as I care. I don't need them now.

When I pull the drawer open, I run my fingers over my panties. So many colors. So many silky fabrics that I can wait to wear for him, but I don't want to put on a pair just to take them off again as soon as I cross the room. So I skip them altogether. What I need right now is something simpler. Something with better access. I pull out a pink satin nightie. This will be perfect.

I look over my shoulder and see that Dennis is watching me. His legs are spread, and his cock is rising up from their junction. I raise an eyebrow, and he nods. So I turn around, sticking my ass out just a little for him as I lift my arms above my head and let the nightie fall down over me. The thin straps catch on my shoulders and the smooth, slick fabric glides down my chest and belly—each inch it moves sends tingles through me—until it stops just below my ass. Just below my cock. I spin and face Dennis, and he bites his lip as soon as he sees me.

"Is this what you wanted to see tonight?" I ask. He's biting his bottom lip so hard that it's white. "There are condoms and lube in that drawer." I point at the bottom of the nightstand.

Dennis flips to his stomach and lets out a groan as his cock presses down into the mattress. "These condoms expire later this year."

I take it from his hand and rip open the package. "Guess we've got a lot of fucking to do, then." I roll him over and tickle my fingernail down his cock before rolling the condom down its length.

He uncaps the bottle of lube, squirts it into his hand and then tosses the bottle aside. "I guess we do." With his free hand, he grabs me around the waist and pulls me down onto the bed. "You don't know how much I want this." He works his hand over his cock and the lube squishes with each stroke.

I groan and roll up onto my hands and knees. "I think I have a very good idea." I lean back, spreading my ass to tease him, but he's already behind me. One arm circles my waist while he presses against my hole. He's gentle at first. Pushing just a little and shifting into a better position, but then he thrusts into me, and it's like every single part of me opens up to him at once. My mouth, my eyes, my lungs, my heart. Everything expands and takes him into me.

"God damn it, girl."

I can only moan in response. My head is smashed into a pillow as he rams himself into me over and over. My asshole stings as his cock stretches it to the limit, and somehow that pain just makes this pleasure so much more intense.

With each slapping thrust, I get closer to forgiving him for what he did to me. Closer, but still not close. But right now, I don't care about any of that. I just care about him. Inside me. Making me his. And each push toward that cliff, each building breath, and each zap of electricity that flows directly from him into my core takes me closer to that.

"Fuck, I'm about to explode." His words are clipped.

"You'd better not." I struggle against my own lungs to get the words out. "Not yet. Not... until... I... Oh God." I can't take any more. Every muscle in my body clenches, and I hear Dennis grunt as I tighten around him. Then they all release into the same burst, and I collapse forward onto the bed. His thrusts still rocking me until his cock pulses and his pumps get even more furious. And then they slow, and he falls on top of me.

For a few seconds, I can't breathe, and I'm not sure if it's because of his weight or because the orgasm shredded my internal organs. But with a gasp, I'm able to pull air in again, and he lifts off me for just a second to blow out a breath. It's barely enough room, but I'm able to twist so I'm looking up into him. Into his dark eyes that are swirling with flame now.

"I do love you," I say. "Despite it all."

His lips press down over my mouth, and I press my short fingernails into his back, forcing him tighter to me.


EPILOGUE


"Not gonna lie, little lady. I was skeptical when I came in here this morning." I want so much to be able to roll my eyes at his casual sexism, but I can't afford to make him mad. Not now. "But after what you just showed us, I'm a believer." Instead of shaking my hand, he pats me on the shoulder and walks away. His two other executives flank him as they head to the parking lot.

I flinch when I feel a set of arms wrap around me, but then I lean back, letting Dennis nuzzle his mouth against the side of my neck. "In the history of comebacks, I'd say that has to be right up there toward the top."

"It's not a comeback. It's not like—"

"That was so great, Moni." Rebecca beams at me. "I watched Sanders face the whole meeting, and I could tell the instant you won him over. So, what are we doing to celebrate our first enormously gigantically huge client?" She looks from me to Dennis.

"Yes, how are we going to celebrate this?" Dennis bites my earlobe, and I feel my earring swinging back and forth.

I shake my head. "They haven't signed anything yet. So no party until then. The only thing I feel like doing right now is collapsing into a chair anyway."

"Oh. Right." Rebecca takes my elbow as Dennis moves to my side and slips an arm around my back. The two of them walk me the 33 steps back to my office like I'm not capable of doing it myself. But it feels good to have both of them at my side. Especially after that meeting, even if I won't let us celebrate this deal just yet.

In my office, Dennis holds the pillow under me while Rebecca guides me down. It's been 6 weeks since my surgery, but even the simple things still take so much out of me. The doctor hasn't even officially cleared me to go back to work yet, but she doesn't have to know about this. Besides, it's not like I could just skip the biggest meeting in the history of my company so I could lie in bed all day. I've done too much of that already.

"Does it hurt? Do you need any pain meds?" Dennis stands beside Rebecca, and the look of concern on his face melts me. "Was it too much? Maybe you shouldn't have done this. Not yet."

"Stop. I'm fine. Just weak. Beck, can you go make sure the databases are updating properly? Please. I want to make sure everything is perfect since we're this close."

She gives me a half salute. "Yes, ma'am. And you seriously need to think about going home. I've got everything under control here."

"I know you do." I smile at her before turning to Dennis. "And you, mister. You're going to be unemployed if you keep spending all of your time with me. "He has been my absolute angel for the last six weeks. Even before. He spent hours online researching the surgery and then preparing checklists to make sure I would have everything I need. And since they wheeled me out of the operating room, he's barely left my side. He tells me over and over to not worry about him. He has plenty of sick time built up, and his company has a generous leave policy. But there's only so much generosity they can extend before they start to get frustrated that the man charged with running a multi-billion-dollar corporation is spending his days playing nurse instead.

"It would just be one more title for me," he says. "America's Hottest Unemployed CEO."

I growl as I grab his belt and pull him closer. "You're America's hottest anything you want to be." I cup my hand under his balls, and his cock stirs under his pants.

He takes my hand in his and steps back, leaning against my desk. "Now, now. Be a good girl. You don't get to try out your new parts for another month." I groan. Like I'm not already counting down every day until I'm finally cleared to take him inside me the way I've dreamed of since I first met him. "And don't worry about me. My fiancee is about to become wealthy, so I can just sit at home and be sexy all day while she earns enough money for both of us. I can picture it now, lounging by the pool in my tiny white swim briefs, drinking mojitos, and waiting for my sugar momma to come home and use me."

He runs his middle finger up and down my hand as he says it, and I close my eyes and imagine him wearing nothing but a puny pair of swim briefs. "You're not helping me to be a good girl."

"I never said I was a good influence."

I pull him closer, and he bends over me. His lips find mine, and my hand goes back to his cock. Just because we can't use my parts yet, doesn't mean that we can't use his. "Where would I be without you?" Still living as a man with parts that make me sick to even think about. Still hiding in the closet. Still alone.

As we come up for air, I grin at the engagement ring on my finger. Everything was so different just sixteen months ago. It seems almost like a different life. One that's unimaginable to me now.

"Rebecca was right." He whispers and kisses my forehead. "We should go home."

"Do you want to go home for my sake, or for yours?" I give his dick a light squeeze, and he squirms under my touch.

"Mmm, can't it be for both?"


TEACHING THE PROFESSOR


TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION
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What am I doing? I know better than to get involved with a student… And I learned the hard way to never admit my secret.

Once I see her in my class, I can't think of anything but her. The way her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders. The way she bites her pink lip when she looks up at me. I know it's wrong, but that just makes me want it more. And when she asks me on a date, I'm powerless.

After my divorce, I swore I would never tell anyone my secret. But somehow she knows. Now, she's standing at the foot of the bed, telling me to dress for her. And if I'm a good girl, she promises to show me her secret too.

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION


WANT FREE STORIES?
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Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and two full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.
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SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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Paige knows it's the perfect gift for her best friend Gabe. A subscription to a self-help book club that promises to transform its clients into brand new people.

When the first book comes, Gabe assumes it's a joke. But he's hooked as soon as he reads the first paragraph. And when he feels more confident the next day at work, he wonders if maybe there is something to it after all.

As he reads more and more, he doesn't realize just how much he's changing. Not when he starts to wear blouses to work. Not when he starts answering to Gabby. Not even when he and Paige start to have feelings for each other.

SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION


TRANSFORMED: MAGIC BUNDLE


TRANSFORMED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE
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This bundle contains 8 MAGICAL FEMINIZATION books that have never been published in any other collection!

The men in these stories never knew that magic was real. And they certainly never imagined how it could change their lives forever.

TRANSFORMED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE


MORE BY KENZIE MCKAY


ACCIDENTALLY ME: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Sundays are Anthony's day to be the woman he hides from everyone else. When he's forced off the side of the road, though, everything changes.

ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

Nothing ever fits Grayson, so when he finds a tailor that promises to work magic on his new suit, he just has to give him a try.

THE CLUB BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Club series. It's just an LGBT club. But for these men, it becomes so much more. It's a way of finding their true selves.

FOREVER MADDIE

Matthew needs a new administrative assistant to replace the one he just fired. He doesn’t realize he’s the perfect woman for the job.

THE GIRLFRIEND RING: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic. Not until my best friend put on that ring.

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls series. One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

HER DRESS

No one else is here, so when I see the dress hanging in the closet, I have to try it on. Who would ever find out?

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

HIDING: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Being forced into witness protection could be Henry's chance at a new life—a life as Jessica. But that's only if the mafia doesn't find him.

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

He's my best friend. We love each other. How hard can it be to convince mom and dad that we're actually in love… And that he's a girl.

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

THE PERFECT GIRL

Sometimes a change of scenery can make our dreams come true. Even if it’s in a way we never imagined.

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Parker knew life would change when she came out as trans. But she never expected an arranged marriage.

A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Jordan thinks living and working with Brian will be the hardest part of his new job. But when he opens his suitcase, he discovers something he never expected…

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

THE RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

When he hands me that little pink bag, I should refuse. I definitely shouldn't reach into it… I definitely shouldn't wear what's inside…

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

It's the perfect gift: A subscription to a self-help book club that promises to transform its clients into brand new people.

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION

I know better than to get involved with a student… And I learned the hard way to never admit my secret.

TRANSFORMED: 8-BOOK MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

The men in these stories never knew that magic was real. And they certainly never imagined how it could change their lives forever.

THE TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Trophy Clinic series. The clinic is famous for transforming everyday women into gorgeous trophy wives. But these men are about to discover a secret — not every happy client started life as a woman.

WRONG CABIN: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Evan is at rock bottom and has to get away. But a trip to his family’s cabin turns out to be so much more than he expects.
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ABOUT ME

I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.

Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Point your smartphone camera

at the QR code to open my signup page.
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