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CHAPTER ONE



From the instant he steps onto the stage, I can't take my eyes away from him. I barely pay attention to his speech. All my effort is spent in trying to slow down my heart and force myself to take steady breaths.

When he finishes, I spring from my seat before he even waves a hand to the crowd. A few people look at me, and I'm sure they wonder if I'm starting a standing ovation. When I don't clap my hands, they scrunch their faces in confusion. A few stand and applaud anyway, and that spreads through the crowd. Still, I don't do anything except stare at him as he walks to the right. When he goes behind the red curtain, I lose sight of him, and I push my way through the crowd.

Almost everyone here is dressed in business suits. The men in dark greys and blacks. Most of the women too. I snake my way through the forest of dullness, trying to get to the stage door before it's too late. After what seems an eternity, I make it and walk up the few steps of the dark staircase that leads me to the stage. He's still there, talking to a couple of men dressed the same as everyone else here.

He doesn't notice me until I'm just a few feet away from him. When he does, he smiles. "Miss?" He extends his hand, and I shake it.

I give him a few seconds before I say anything. A few seconds to examine me. For the neurons in his brain to fire and illuminate the pathways that have laid unused and dusty for almost 20 years now. I don't take my eyes away from his as I wait for that sudden twitch of recognition, but it doesn't come. Of course he doesn't recognize me. Not when I'm dressed like this.

"I just had to meet you after that wonderful speech," I say. "I'm Sarah." I release his hand and let my eyes move over the rest of his face. His skin is a little rougher than I remember. There are a few lines around his eyes and the corners of his mouth now. Just a couple of grey hairs mixed in at his temples. But every inch of his face melts me just a little more than the last. Just like it did in college.

"Sarah… Have we met?"

My lungs freeze, and I hope I'm wearing enough makeup to hide the red spreading across my cheeks. "I don't believe so."

He shakes his head and looks down for a moment. "Sorry. Of course not. You just looked familiar for a second. Anyway, I'm Phillip—"

"Phillip Hall. I know because—"

He grins, and his green eyes twinkle in the reflection of the stage lights. "Right, you just saw me get introduced, obviously. So you enjoyed my presentation?"

I smile back and shift my weight slightly, sticking my breasts out just a little for him. He takes the bait and lets his eyes drop before lifting them back up to my face. "Well, I did sneak backstage after hearing it, didn't I?"

Phillip chuckles, and it brings back so many memories. So many fantasies. "And you don't have a pitchfork or a torch, unlike most people who hunt me down after a speech."

"I don't want to scare you away. The opposite, in fact." I look him up and down. My gaze drifts from his lips to his broad chest, filling out the black button-down shirt, to his waist and to his crotch. I make sure he sees me lick my lips as I look there. "I was hoping we could talk more about some of your ideas." I look back at his wide eyes and bite my lip.

"Uh, i-is there something specific you have in mind?"

"There is." I rest my palm against his chest, and I can feel his heart beat. Phillip's lips part as he looks down at my hand. "I have something very specific in mind."

"Oh?" He's so short of breath he can barely utter the single syllable.

"I thought maybe we could go up to my room to discuss things further. If that's—"

"Phillip! You old asshole, there you are!" A man's voice explodes louder than a sonic boom, and Phillip and I both gasp and take a sudden step back. "Remember me?"

I look up at the man as he slaps his hand against Phillip's shoulder. Even through the shirt, it makes a loud smack. The man is taller than either of us. And blonde. His hair is slicked up with too much gel, and his grin is too forced.

"Of course, Roger. How could I forget you?" Phillip smiles at him. It's not at all the same easy smile I remember from years ago. "How long's it been? Five years?"

"Too long, my man. Too long." He raises his hand, and Phillip flinches, but this time he just sets it on his shoulder. Then Roger looks at me. "Oh. I'm sorry. I didn't realize."

Phillip takes a step to his right so Roger's hand falls away from his shoulder. "Roger, this is Sarah. She and I were just, uh… Well, we—"

I want to punch this interloper. Instead, I take the folded conference itinerary from my purse, rip off a corner, and write my number on it. "Call me when you're not busy with empty-headed suits," I glare at Roger, who remains oblivious, "and we can address that, um, opportunity."

Phillip looks down at the slip of paper and folds it before the blonde man next to him can read the number. "Absolutely. I look forward to discussing it further."

I wink and walk back down the stairs toward the stage door. My purple heels clicking with each step.


CHAPTER TWO



I slam the phone down so hard I hear it crack. I'm tempted to throw it against the floor-to-ceiling windows. If I didn't know they were shatterproof, I would. The image of the glass breaking into a million pieces and falling like sharp, frozen drops of rain to the street fifty stories below relaxes me for just a second. Just long enough for me to take a breath and lower my pulse before my heart completely gives out. I wouldn't blame it if it did.

I have to talk to Keyvon about this. Not talk. I have to be sure that he and everyone else understand that failures like this have no place at Telesca. I shoot out of my chair so fast that it crashes into the window behind me. Down on the street below, people are going on like they didn't just potentially lose a billion dollar contract.

I pull as hard as I can on my heavy mahogany door, but it's still slow to open. When we remodeled, the designers almost pleaded with me to use modern light woods and glass like all the other offices in the rest of the building. But I didn't want mine to look like everyone else's. I wanted the stability and heft of the old materials and rich reddish brown tones. More importantly, I wanted to feel closed in at work. The same way the tight collars of my button-down shirts slowly strangle me all day. The way the heavy wool suit jacket pulls me down until I finally take it off when I get home. My home which couldn't be more different from this. My real life which is almost the opposite of this. I need the clear demarcation between the two.

As I turn out of my suite and into the main hallway, I pause for half a step and look up. There are two groups of people standing around and just chatting. As my loafers smack down on the matte white tiles, though, they look up and scurry away before I even come close to them. I've spent the last ten years cultivating this kind of respect among my employees. This isn't the typical tech firm with its open, almost non-existent, office policy.

When I get to his office, Keyvon is sitting behind his desk. I don't bother knocking. I don't need to.

"Mr. Carr." He stands and his eyes drift over to the sofa with his jacket draped across its back. "What can I do for you, sir?"

It stings when someone calls me mister or sir. A tiny paper cut, and I curse myself every time for not being calloused to it. But now, I'm glad. I want to be in a bad mood for this. "You mean you don't know why I'm here?" When he shakes his head, I growl out a sigh. "The DOD contract we bid on? The chipsets that we've already started producing?"

He squints his eyes and cocks his head to the side. "Is there something wrong with the proposal?"

I laugh. "There certainly is. Someone underbid us." Not just someone. AMSP. The company that has been a thorn in our side for the last three years. "How the hell does that happen?"

Keyvon rubs his hand across his jaw, and I can hear the skin brush across his stubble. "How did you find out?"

"How do you think I found out? It doesn't matter. The other bid was exactly ten percent lower than ours. That doesn't happen randomly."

"No." He practically falls back into his seat as I sit across from him. "That's too much of a coincidence. So what are we—"

"We're going to do what we have to do. We can't afford to lose this. Not now. Do you know what the shareholders would do to us if we do? I'll handle that part and make sure we don't lose." I haven't gotten here without having more than a few friends inside the government. "What you're going to do is find out exactly what happened."

"Sir?"

That word again. I squeeze a fist until my knuckles turn white. "Find out who leaked our bid and make sure it doesn't happen again."

Just as he nods, my phone vibrates in my pocket, and I pull it out to see the notification.

Unknown: Sarah, I don't know if you remember me. This is Phillip Hall. We spoke after my speech at the Securing Tomorrow conference. Anyway, you gave me your number and told me to get ahold of you next time I was in town. And here I am lol. I've never done anything like this, so I'll just leave the next step to you. If there is a next step. But I hope there is.

I look up and see Keyvon's lips moving, but I can't hear a word he's saying. I nod as I stand up. "Take care of this. I'm trusting you." I don't even look at him before I turn and walk out of his office, staring at my phone screen.

For the second time in less than ten minutes, my heart is racing. Three beats for every step I take down the hall. And now the contract doesn't seem so important. I'm finally getting my chance to show Phillip what he's missed out on all these years. And I know just the dress I'm going to wear for it.


CHAPTER THREE



I close my eyes and smooth my dress when I get out of the car. Not for any wrinkles—I made sure during the ride there were no creases—but to stop the shaking in my hands. It started when the driver turned onto the street, and now it's almost a full tremble. And it's foolish. I've built my own company from nothing. I negotiate multi-billion dollar contracts. And a date is what finally makes me nervous? It's not like I even care about Phillip. He's nothing to me. Just a chance to prove myself right. That's all.

"Sarah?"

My eyelids spring open. It's him, just a few feet away. My heart stops for several seconds, and my chest feels more hollow with each missed beat. This is nothing, I tell myself. Nothing. "Phillip, hello." He's wearing a dark violet three-piece suit with a black tie. His brown hair is swept to one side, just messy enough that I know it took an effort to make it look that casual. I smile as broadly as I can. It comes easy for some reason.

"Wow." He stops three steps away from me and rubs his palm along his jaw as he looks me up and down. My breath catches as I watch the tip of his index finger slip just a sliver of an inch into his mouth. "You look incredible."

I'm wearing a black dress that's even tighter than my skin. It doesn't just show off every curve that the body shapers and padding have given to me; it screams so loudly about them that there's no way anyone can avoid them. I sweep my curled hair back and expose a shoulder to him as I tilt my head just a little and wait for a count of five so he can fully take in everything that I'm showing him. "Thank you. You look very handsome yourself. That is an interesting color."

"I chose it just for you. You were wearing purple heels when I saw you at the conference."

My stomach tenses as I wish for just a second that I would have worn those shoes again today. But I flick my eyes down at the black sandals I'm wearing—straps criss-crossing my feet, around my ankles, and nearly halfway up my calves. So much sexier than a simple pair of pumps. "I remember." The moment is seared into me. Half his face hidden in the shadows, the other half almost too lit by the lights reflecting from the stage. Nothing at all like his face the day he told me he couldn't room with me the next year because he and his girlfriend decided to live together.

"Shall we?"

He holds his arm out, and I just glare at it for a second as I let the anger roar through me and fizzle away. When I'm sure I won't be tempted to crush his arm, I slip mine through and we walk into the restaurant.

Everything inside is so old. An antique wood podium for the host, vintage yellow floral wallpaper covering the walls. Even the chairs at the table seem straight from the 40s. Phillip holds my seat while I sit. As he walks to the other side of the table, I run a finger down the thick ivory-colored tablecloth. Somehow, the fabric even feels old.

"Have you been here before?" he asks and looks around the dining room.

I shake my head and watch the server walk up to our table. She's wearing a black dress that is drawn in so tight around her waist that I'm not sure how she breathes. When she gets closer, I stare at her breasts. They're shaped like missile cones firing from her chest. Between that unnatural bra and what has to be a painful corset, it's a wonder she can walk. I suppose that's the price she pays for working at a 1940s themed restaurant. I hope the tips are worth it.

There is no menu here. We all have the same ten courses. Modern takes on classics from the height of World War II. Mostly that means lots of root vegetables and chicken and pork, cooked in tiny ramekins to mimic casseroles. And then at the end, some dessert that seems like it's equal parts cherry Jello and marshmallow. Somehow it reminds me of what my grandma used to cook for us all the time while tasting completely different and ten times better than anything she ever dreamed of.

When I set down my fork for the last time, and wonder why I ever had the idea of wearing a dress so tight that Phillip can probably watch the "deconstructed porkloaf" pass through me, he leans across the table and takes my hand. A chill runs through me. "I hope you're not too uncomfortable to go down." I stare as he slowly lowers a finger to point under the table.

My mouth floods and my lips part. "Go down? I..." It's what I wanted, isn't it? What this entire night was leading up to. So why am I hesitating? "I—"

"You know about it, right?" His green eyes fix on me, and just when I can't take any more, the side of his mouth curls up. "The club downstairs? My friend who told me about this place said we have to go there. You do dance, don't you?"

I jerk my hand away from his. I know it's not fair to hold it against him, but I'm offended that he dares to ask me. Of course I dance, and if he recognized me, he would know that. I took dance classes for twenty years. Starting when I was eight, and only stopping once I started Telesca. When I no longer had time. And when I convinced myself that a CEO shouldn't make the time for dance, no matter how much they loved it. "It's been a while, but I do. A little."

His smile grows wider and his eyes take on a life that I haven't seen in so long. "Then I suppose we have no choice." He holds his hand out, holding it above the table, palm up, waiting for me to take it.

"But do you?" I ask. The Phillip I knew in college could, and did, trip over a leaf. There's no way he would have ever danced in public, not even alone in the apartment.

"I'm certainly not going to impress anyone, but I've taken a lesson or two." He stands, still holding out his hand for me. "You look surprised. Don't I seem like the type?"

I shake my head and take his hand as I stand up. I have to stop acting like this before he gets suspicious. He can't know who I am. Not yet. "I'm just amazed. Public speaker extraordinaire, finder of hidden restaurants that I've never heard of, and now you're going to show off the Lindy Hop?"

He laughs. "I doubt it, since I have no clue what that is. But maybe you can teach me." He squeezes my hand and turns us toward the back of the restaurant, toward the restrooms. When we get there, there's a third door. Covered in the same wallpaper as the wall, the only thing that marks it as a door is a brass knob jutting out at hip height. Phillip wraps his hand around it, his warm olive skin matching the patinated metal, and looks at me. "Do you think there's some special knock, or do we just go in?"

His left eyebrow is raised, and it's like being back in college. I can't remember how many times he looked away from his textbook with that eyebrow raised as he asked me if I could explain a concept that was puzzling him. I loved studying with him just for that look. Seeing it again makes every drop of blood in my body rush to my cock. I want to push him against the wall right here, and kiss him until he begs me to let him up for air. I want to drag him into the restroom and throw open a stall door—

"Are you okay?" he asks. "You zoned out, and your face went red."

I have to work my mouth up and down a couple of times before I can find enough saliva to speak. "Uh, yeah. It's just... I'd try the knob."

He stares at me a second longer, something other than concern in his eyes. Then he smiles and pushes open the door. "The lady knows what she's doing. Why do I get the feeling that's not unusual for you?" He winks and lets go of my hand as he starts down the stairs.

The stairway is lit in red. It makes me think of emergency lights, and the heavy steel door at the bottom tells me that impression is intentional. It's supposed to look like a bomb shelter, but on the other side of the door, it's another world. There are small round tables around the side of the room, but most of the space is taken by an enormous wooden dance floor. There have to be almost a hundred people on it, and I wonder how that many people know about this place. On the other side of the floor, a stage rises a couple feet. There's a swing band playing. We walked right into the middle of a trumpet solo.

I stare as the man's cheeks puff and then slowly deflate, his three fingers working faster than a typist's. The trumpet bouncing up and down and up and down, beating out the rhythm of the music. "This is incredible."

I don't think I say the words loud enough for Phillip to hear me, but he presses his body against me. Even through the suit, the heat from him is unbearable, and I feel tiny droplets of sweat dotting my forehead. "So very incredible." He whispers, but his mouth is so close to my ear it makes me jump.

His eyes lock on mine when I spin to look at him. I don't know how long we stand staring at each other. Too long. Not nearly long enough. But then we both blink. "So..." Phillip points his thumb toward the dance floor. "You, uh?"

"Yeah." It takes more energy to turn my eyes from him than it does to light the entire city, but I finally do it.

Our hands meld into each others as we go to the dance floor. The other couples here are covered in sweat. Their hair is wet and slicked back, and none of them even gives us a glimpse as we work our way into an opening between them all. It takes only a second before my body finds its rhythm. My feet automatically move with the swinging 4/4 beat of the band. My shoulders sway, and I hold my other hand out for Phillip to take. He stares at me for a moment, then takes it. It takes him longer to start up, an older engine that hasn't been cranked in a while, and I wonder if he really does know how to dance or if that was all false bravado. But then he steps back with his left foot and crosses his right in front of it as he leads me in a circle, and my instinct takes over. Without even thinking, my body knows every step he's going to make, and I mirror them all. We draw out an ever-expanding circle on the floor, our energy picking up with each revolution until it feels like we're whirring around the entire world and could bust free at any second. Just as I think we might, the song ends, and the band goes immediately into a ballad.

I go still, but Phillip pulls me in tight to him and wraps his right arm around my back. His touch makes my shoulders arch and my belly press tight against him. "You're a brilliant dancer," he says.

"Me? You've had more than just a lesson or two."

He shrugs. "Maybe a tad more. There was someone—a girl—who was very special to me once. She loved dance, so I took lessons, hoping to impress her."

My stomach clenches, and heat sweeps through me. I want to pull away from him. I can't stand to be held by him while I think about him learning to dance to impress some other girl. He would have never even thought about doing something like that for me. This is why I have to do this, I remind myself. I have to expose his hypocrisy.

"Hey, this is okay, right?' he asks. "The slow dance?"

He must have felt me go stiff, so I force myself to relax each of my muscles until I can finally breathe again. "Of course. So, was that girl impressed?" I don't really want to know the answer, so it's a relief when he just shrugs his shoulders without saying anything. "Do you wanna..."

"I was just thinking the same thing," he says. "Maybe back to your place?"

"My place? It's not..." There are hundreds of reasons why we can't go back to my place. Too many clues there to who I really am. "It's being painted, so it's a mess. But you have a hotel room, right? What about there?"

"It's not exactly a suite."

"I don't think we need a suite." I drop my hand to his ass and pinch it.

He jumps. "No, I suppose we don't need much more than a—well, anyway, yeah. My room it is."


CHAPTER FOUR



Phillip holds the door to his hotel room open for me, and I walk in ahead of him. When he flicks on the light switch, I look around. There's not much here. A bed, a chair, a small wet bar with a tiny counter. The door to the closet is partially open, so I peek in. There are five or six things hanging neatly and a suitcase tucked in below them.

"It's not really—"

"It's perfect." I grab the lapels of his suit to pull him closer, and he kisses me. It feels like falling off the summit of a mountain. I tumble over rocky ground as gravity pulls harder and harder, ripping me through wisps of grass and brambly bushes. And each bump and whirl leaves me gasping until I'm a quivering, sighing heap at the bottom. And I want nothing more than to climb the top and fall all over again.

When our lips finally part, Phillip rests his forehead against mine. His breath is hot and smells of after dinner coffee. "You don't know how long I've wanted to do that." His words are nothing more than air.

"Not nearly as long as..." I bite down on my lip before I say more, and I close my eyes.

"Not as long as what?" he asks.

I can't tell him that I've wanted this since college. That there were nights I fell asleep just so I could dream of this very moment. Dreams which weren't a tenth as wonderful as the real thing. That for years afterward, every time I would lie in bed with my eyes closed and my hand drifting down toward my cock, I would see him in my mind. I would inhale deeply and almost smell him lying there next to me. I can't tell him any of this. Not yet. Not until I show him what could have been if he had just been open to the possibility of us.

Before I can even open my mouth to lie and explain away what I started to say, his lips press against the side of my jaw and then move down my neck, starting at the side. Working across my pulse point to my center. For a second, a wave of panic flashes over me. My Adam's apple. I've had hair removal, so there's no stubble. But there's still that. His lips brush across it, but they don't stop. They work lower into the hollow at the base of my throat, and I blow out a breath that's both relief and passion.

Phillip puts his hands on my shoulders and walks me backward. One step. Then he slides his lips to my collarbone. Another step, and his lips are at the crook of my neck. Another step. Now the crook on the other side. Now I feel the bed against my thighs, and I wrap my arms around him to keep from falling backward onto it. "We need to do something about this." He speaks into my shoulder, and for a second I don't know what he's talking about. Then I feel his finger slide along the neckline of my dress. My body reacts like his finger is an ice cube. I gasp. Goosebumps spread over me. And under all the padding, I feel my nipples tighten.

"We will." I can't let him get too carried away, or he'll see what I have on under this dress. Everything I wore to give me the curves that his eyes have been outlining all night. I spin us until he's the one pressed against the side of the bed. "But I have something else in mind first."

Now it's my turn for my lips to trace his skin. I mirror his moves, starting at his jaw. The prickly stubble stabs and scrapes against my tender lips. Before I work my way down, though, I run my tongue against him. His skin is salty. I can taste the soapy, woodsy aftershave mixed with what must be the taste of him. My knees go weak, and I slip down his body until he catches me. Now, my nose is planted firmly against the center of his chest. His arms are encircling me, burning into me. I feel his chest rise and we both sigh at the same time. I could stay like this forever. But I can't.

I slide a hand down his front. His stomach is as hard as a bench. In college, he would go to the gym every day while I stayed in our dorm room studying. For a while, he tried to talk me into going with him. But the only thing that interested me in that gym was him, and there's no way I could spend an hour in there staring without him noticing. Finally, the asking became a raised eyebrow after he had changed into shorts and a tank top. A look that was much more tempting to me, but I shook my head every time until he stopped asking. Now, all these years later, he still works out. For a second I imagine him, covered in sweat. His brown hair with a few grey specks matted down. I picture my hand running through it, collecting his moisture like bare feet in dewy grass, and then moving down his body.

I bite the side of my tongue to force myself to focus on the present. Then I lower my hand past his stomach, over his vest, and down to his waistband. I slide my middle finger along its top as I look up at him. His eyes are glazed over, but when he notices me, he looks down. "I want these off of you," I say.

He doesn't say a word as his hands leave me and grasp his belt. It seems like it takes him forever to work it free from the buckle, but at last I hear the leather whispering through the belt loops as he pulls it free. Then the metal buckle clangs softly as it hits the carpet. When I hear the rip of the zipper, I can't help myself. I groan and push him back onto the bed. He falls with a satisfying thwump. I watch him bounce once, and I want to dive onto him. A lioness tackling the prey that she's stalked for so long. But I want to see him first.

I yank his shoes off and tug his pants down his legs while he slips his fingers under the waistband of his black briefs. They move so slow that I'm sure he's just tormenting me. That after all of this, he's going to pull away from me, and I'll be left empty and alone just like before. But this time I'm not giving him the chance. I reach up and hook my fingers under the elastic. I look at him, giving him only a second to object, and when he doesn't, I rip them down.

I think I drop them to the floor beside me. On top of his crumpled pants. But I don't know. I may throw them against the wall. I may walk them to the window and fling them out into the parking lot below. I don't know. I don't know anything outside the beauty of his cock. The shaft curls up just a little toward his belly, and I follow its pulsing blue veins up to the bulging pink head. I've seen my share of dicks. Men who never meant as much to me as Phillip. I've even seen his in my fantasies. But it was never this. Never this thick. Not this long. And it never quivered when I traced the tip of a fingernail across its underside. The quivering was never connected to a stuttering inhale from his mouth.

I wrap my hand around its base and it's like holding onto a uranium rod. Radioactive particles bombard my palm, searing it, leaving me permanently changed. I try to ring my fingers around it, but they won't close. As I squeeze tighter, his pulse beats into my skin. A drum beat growing faster and faster. Louder. Until I'm sure that I hear it in my ears. My pulse matching his. And I lean forward. I just want to inhale. I want to finally know what he smells like. But my body wants more.

When I get close, my tongue lashes out. His body jerks, and then he groans. It's the groan that does it. The masculine roughness sends a tingle through me. A wave of electricity takes me over. I lick along his length. Tasting his salt and warmth, and lubing him. When I've coated every inch of him, I raise my head just an inch and pump my fist up and down his length. Slowly at first, but each tug is a little faster than the one before. In the side of my eye, I can see him gripping the blanket. His knuckles white and red from the force. That's when I wrap my lips around him.

I'm not sure which of us moans. Maybe it's both of us. But I know that nothing has ever felt like this before and nothing ever will. I twirl my tongue around his head while I suck the tiny drops of pre-cum that he offers to me, and I almost collapse. It's like craving a chocolate milkshake your entire life and then finally tasting it. The sugary cream coating your mouth, and the cocoa exploding across your tastebuds. I want to lie here ruined, but I lower my mouth farther.

His taste changes slightly on the different parts of my tongue. The flavors are all the same, but sometimes the salt is at the forefront. Sometimes there's something that reminds me of vanilla. Other times it's his musk that comes forward. Each taste is exactly what I want. Perfect. Until I take more of him and the taste changes, and that new taste becomes even more perfect. I don't stop until his tip bumps into the back of my throat, and even then I wish I could take more. I wish I could take all of him.

I pump my fist faster and then start moving my head up and down. He moans with every breath now. His blazing cock grows even hotter. And it fuels me. My own cock strains at my panties, ready to explode as soon as someone presses the plunger on its detonator. And I'm moaning now. A chorus. A high to his low. Each time, I try to take more of him into me. Each time, he slams into the back of my throat, and it makes my eyes water.

With each stroke, I imagine the two of us. First lying together on the bed, spent after giving each other everything. Then waking up together. Breakfast in bed. Showering. Heading off to work. But knowing that we would come home to each other. Knowing that we would never again go to bed alone because we would always have the other. And that's when it hits me. My eyes aren't watering. I'm crying.

Every single feeling I've ever had for him is falling around me and soaking me until I'm literally overflowing. I jerk my head away and let go of his cock. The room air is freezing against my burning palm. Tonight wasn't supposed to be like this. Phillip lifts himself to his elbows to look up at me, but I have to turn away. I wanted to suck his dick, give him the best blow job he's ever had. Then I would tell him who I really am. I would spit my name at him and tell him that this is what he could have had if he'd just given me the chance. If he would have just let me tell him my truth. But I wasn't supposed to feel like this. I wasn't supposed to be reminded of how much I love him.

"Sarah?"

I'm sobbing now as I stand up. I look around, unsure for a moment where I am. Unsure where the door is. When I finally find it, I hurry to it and wrap my fingers around the handle. But then I freeze. The simple act of turning a door handle is beyond my abilities.

"Sarah, wait. I'm sorry."

The next couple of sobs sound like laughs to me. Maybe they are. He's sorry? Him? This is all my fault. I finally twist. The door pulls open, and I dart through it into the too bright hallway. Past the lobby. Out into the dark.


CHAPTER FIVE



Everything in my office reminds me of him. The brown of the bookshelves lining the wall is almost the same color as his hair. The green bindings of the books scattered on its shelves are just like his eyes. Even the water bottle sitting on my desk. In college, he used to get so mad at me because I always used disposable water bottles instead of the refillable stainless steel bottles he used. I would crinkle the plastic just to see his passion flare. I loved watching the way his eyes got a little smaller, the way his nostrils opened a little wider. I reach out now and squeeze the bottle. The thin plastic cracks and pops and then snaps back into place when I let go. But there's no one to yell at me here. No one who ever looks at me funny when they see me drinking from it.

I close my eyes and let my head fall back against my leather chair. Kicking to the right, I spin myself in a circle, just like on the dance floor Friday night. I push myself faster with each rotation until my brain is sloshing in a whirlpool of cerebrospinal fluid. I want to make myself sick. I want to pass out. So I keep kicking harder and harder. Until there's a knock.

I blow out a breath, and I can hear it pinwheel away from me as I slow down. When my lungs are empty and burning, I open my eyes and grab the edge of my desk. "Come in." My voice doesn't sound nearly as wobbly as it should, but as I watch Keyvon walk to a chair across from me, my head sways.

"Sir? Are you alright?"

"I was." Before you called me that. Before I went back to Phillip's hotel room. Before I decided to see him at that silly conference. I hold tighter to the desk, and I feel the coffee swelling up in my stomach. Splashing at my esophagus, trying to get out. I part my lips and clench my stomach muscles, but it stays put.

Keyvon stares at me. I can tell he's debating if he should press me more. His jaw relaxes when he decides it's none of his business. "Right. Anyway, I'm sure you've seen my emails from the weekend."

I look at the black computer screen. "I haven't checked email since... What are they about?"

He leans in and rests an elbow on his knee as he examines me again. I should have lied and told him that I saw them. Now he knows there's something wrong. I check messages 24/7, no matter what. "It's the defense contract," he says. "The one that—"

"I obviously know which one. Is there something new?"

He clears his throat and shifts back in his chair. "You thought someone leaked our bid, and they did. It came from the legal department."

"Legal?" I grip the desk even tighter, from rage now, not dizziness.

"Yes, sir. We haven't tracked the exact workstation yet. The person obfuscated their IP address. But it went through a server that only that floor has access to."

"So you will know who did it. And soon." I make clear to him that I'm not asking.

"Yes, sir."

"Good." I turn away to let him know that we're done, unless he has something else to bring up. In the corner of my eye, I see him stand and move toward the door. "Keyvon." He freezes halfway across my office and we both turn to look at each other. "Thank you."

His mouth falls open just enough that I notice it, but he doesn't say anything.

"And please stop calling me 'sir.'"

"Oh. What would you like me to call you then?"

Ma'am. It's on the tip of my tongue. And he would call me that with no hesitation. So would most of the other employees here. But I answer to the shareholders, not to anyone inside this building. "Anything but that. How about—"

My phone screen lights up and vibrates against the wood desktop. The screen just says "P," but it makes everything stop. What would Phillip say if I told him the truth now? What would he call me? I stare at the phone, only partly aware that Keyvon is still standing just a few feet away. "I don't care." I wave my hand in the air, brushing Keyvon away. I repeat it over and over to myself as he walks away. I don't care. As my eyes stay frozen to the screen until it finally goes black. I don't care. If I say it enough, maybe it will become true.


CHAPTER SIX



The box is at the back of my closet's top shelf, almost high enough that I need a stepladder to reach it. But not quite. I stare at it once it's in my hands. It's the box my first real shoes came in. The pair I bought when I finally lived on my own. Brown leather clogs with a two-inch cork heel. Thinking about them makes me laugh. Even when I could finally wear anything, after 22 years of hiding myself, I picked a boring shoe. Still afraid to stand out even when it was just for me.

I sit on the edge of the bed, the box on my lap. The company name is embossed across the top, and I run my fingers along the letters. There's something calming about the texture difference between the matte box and the shiny letters. I blow out breath after breath before I finally work up the nerve to even slide my finger along the lip of the lid.

"I can't do this," I say to no one and set the box on the bed as I fall back beside it. I hear the papers inside the box shift as the mattress moves, taunting me, but I just stare at the ceiling for what could be hours, mapping every little imperfect bump under the layers of white paint. When I have it all memorized, I reach for my phone. His text is right there, and I read it for the thousandth time even though I know it by heart now. "Please give me just one more chance."

My hands shake as I type out a reply. Something I've done at least one hundred times. And each time, I erase it and vow to block his number. But I never do. This was supposed to be easy. Triumphant even. This was never part of the plan. I stare at the screen until the white light blurs everything else. Everything except the send button. I press it.

Me: When are you in town again?

"Fuck... fuckfuckfuck!" I slam my phone down, disgusted that I'm so weak. That I care so little about myself that I let him in when I know he's going to hurt me all over again.

My heart skips when I hear my phone vibrate. Just one quick buzz that I know lasts less than a quarter of a second, but that seems to last my entire lifetime. Then another life passes before I pick up the phone to look at it.

P: Thank you for answering. I'm not back until next month, though. Maybe we could talk before then? I could call you, if that's okay?

I set the phone right back down. Is that okay? I don't know. My body is quivering at the chance to hear his voice. The deep rumble he makes as he draws out his vowels when he's thinking of what to say next. The tiny little flip at the end of his sentences when he's excited. I want so desperately to hear those again. But I know what happens. I fooled myself before into believing that I didn't still care. But I do. So what happens when he finds out the truth? When he leaves me again? This time I'll know it's real. I never laid myself out for him before, so I could always say that he didn't reject the real me. But this time he would. Last time hurt. This time would break me.

But what if he doesn't?

A tiny prick of optimism pokes me, and I'm instantly infuriated at it. A splinter burrowing deep into my fingertip. I know I have to rip it out now before the skin grows over it. He'll never be interested once he knows the truth, so it's better to cut him out of my life now. A little hurt instead of the agony of having my insides ripped out.

But what if he doesn't?

Me: I don't know. I guess that's okay.

My phone rings before I can even set it down, and my heart beats so fast that I wonder if I should ignore his call and call for an ambulance instead. On the fourth ring, I press the green button and scrunch my face, pinching my eyes as tight as I can. "Hello?"

"Sarah?"

I jerk upright. Was my voice not good? Did it sound too masculine? "Hi." I focus to make sure that the pitch and resonance are perfect.

"Thanks for agreeing to talk to me."

"You're welcome."

We both go silent, and I know that letting him call was a mistake. Neither of us has anything to say to the other.

"I never meant to offend you or hurt you."

He didn't mean to hurt me? No, I suppose not. He's never meant that. It just happened. "It's fine. This was all my fault. It just brought back memories of a breakup that was…" I let my words trail. What was the breakup? One sided. He never even knew it was a breakup.

"Oh. So you're not angry with me for, uh, something I did?"

I can't help my snort. I want to be angry with him. But I'm discovering that he's not really the one I'm furious with. "I thought I was over him."

He sighs. "I know that feeling too well." He pauses, and neither of us is eager to fill the silence. "Maybe next time I can help you get over him."

Next time? I put my phone on speaker and set it down so I can run my fingers through my hair. This is it. The time to tell him the truth. Tell him that he never really knew me back in college. Only the parts of me that I let him know. The air turns thick, like I'm breathing it through a tightly woven cloth. My chest strains with the extra work.

"I didn't scare you away?" The words just come out. I'm so practiced at hiding myself—changing the subject to get people to look the other way before they see too much of me—that I do it without thinking. Even when I need to tell the truth. I want to hold a pillow over my face and scream until I pass out.

"Sarah, you could never scare me away. Not after every—No. No, you didn't." Phillip blows out a breath, and I can't tell if it's relief or something else.

"So, you're not in town again until next month?" I'm already telling myself I have a month to tell him the truth. Plenty of time. There's no need to do it tonight. The rationalizations are as familiar to me as my childhood home, and they leave me just as empty now as they always have.

He chuckles. "The hectic life of a corporate diversity coach. Always in demand. Not always listened to. Most of the companies just use me as a prop so they can pretend they're trying."

"Why do you do it then?"

"Because it's important. And because if just one executive listens to me, then I can maybe make things better for a handful of people. You know, just because I'm not going to be in town for a while doesn't mean we can't enjoy ourselves before then?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, what are you wearing?" He makes his voice so deep that I can't help but giggle. "I knew it was too much. I went for bass when I should have gone for cello."

"I think your normal voice is just fine." I look down at myself. "Do you want the real answer for what I'm wearing, or should I at least try to make it sexy?"

He purrs. "The real you is plenty sexy for me."

I snort again. He wouldn't say that if he knew the truth. "Okay then, I'm wearing pink sweatpants and a lilac t-shirt that doesn't match them at all. And I think there might be a hole in one of the armpits, but I can't find it right now."

"Wow, you're really leaning into the realism, aren't you?"

I grin. "You did say—"

"And I meant it. You could be wearing a potato sack, and I'd think it's hot. I mean the tv show kind, not the mesh kind you get at the grocery store. Those would be like wearing fishnets from head to toe, and you would... mmm." He moans, and it makes my cock twinge. "I want you to touch yourself, Sarah."

A chill runs through me. He can't really mean that, can he?

"Slip your hand under the waistband of those pink sweats. Under those sexy panties I know you're wearing. I want you to run a finger along yourself."

"I..." I stare at the phone. We're not teenagers.

"Are you doing it?"

What the hell. I slide my hand under my waistband. My dick must have been waiting because as soon as I touch it, it jumps. "I'm doing it." I run a finger along its length, from the tip to the base. Just the simple touch feels incredible.

"Good girl. Now I want you to hold your finger on the most sensitive part, whatever that is for you."

I hold my finger against my tip, right over the hole. My finger and my cock both feel like they're made of fire.

"Press against it." He goes silent for a second, and I can hear him breathe. "A little harder. Good. Now make a small circle while you keep pressing in."

I close my eyes while I draw circle after circle. "This feels so good. Are you touching yourself too?" I don't want to be the only one experiencing this.

"I am. And it feels wonderful. The only way this could be better is if you were here doing it to me."

"Mmm. I wish I could be."

"It'll happen. I've waited this long, for you, I can wait a little longer." His voice is distant, like he's talking to himself more than me.

"It hasn't been that long. Not even a full month since the conference."

He doesn't say anything for a moment. I just hear his breaths, short and loud, and I imagine his hand wrapped around his cock, gliding from the root to the tip and back. "It's been longer than that."

His words are less than a whisper, so I'm not sure I hear him correctly. "What?"

"Did you think I could ever forget you, Sarah... Christopher?"

My blood freezes instantly when he calls me that, and my body becomes a solid block.

"I didn't recognize you right away, but when I did, I couldn't believe it. I thought I'd never see you again. I thought I'd never get a chance."

I swallow, and it moves my entire body. "A chance? For what?"

"For this." He groans. "For what we almost had Friday night. For what I've dreamt of for 18 years."

"What are you saying?"

"For a chance to finally be with you after all this time. I thought I would stop wanting you, but I never did."

"You—"

"Sarah, this is our chance. I know you want it too. We can finally be together."

It's what I've always wanted to hear him say, and it melts the ice that formed inside me. But the heat doesn't stop. It keeps growing. Hotter and hotter. Until everything turns to steam. "You... You fucking asshole. You've wanted me all this time?"

"Since college. I thought dating Janelle would get my mind off you, but it—"

"You wanted me since college but you never said anything?" I can't believe this. Everything I've felt for all these years. All the pain each time I searched his name to see what he was doing. The knife-like agony when I thought about what it would be like to touch him in the way I wanted. "And now you think you can just... what? What exactly do you think you can do? Do you expect me to pretend that the last 18 years haven't happened?" I'm screaming now, and I don't know if he can even understand anything I'm saying.

"Sarah, we can work through this. The important thing is—"

"The important thing is that you fucking destroyed me! I forgave you because I didn't think you knew. But you did. You fucking knew and you still fucking did it anyway."

I hang up before he can say anything else. And before he has a chance to call back, I block his number.


CHAPTER SEVEN



"What do you mean, you still don't know?" Spittle flies from my mouth. Some of it lands on Keyvon's face, but he stands there with no reaction. And that makes me even more angry. "We're a goddamned tech company. This jackass is a lawyer. It should be a no-brainer."

"They hid their network traffic through—"

I hurl my cell phone into my framed diploma hanging on the wall. The phone shatters the glass and knocks the diploma to the floor. Shards scatter across it. Keyvon flinches, sucks in a quick breath, and then pinches his lips tight. A reaction at last. "I don't want to hear it." I lower my voice to a whisper, more rage than words. "Do you understand me? You find this fucker by the end of the day, or I'm holding you responsible. Got it?"

His head bobs a little as he swallows. I can hear it move down his esophagus, past his larynx. "Yes, sir."

"Keyvon..."

"Shit. Sorry. Yes... Just yes. I'll get it done."

"I know you will. Now get the fuck out of here!" I sweep my hand across the desk. My laptop goes flying. Its spin is interrupted for just a flash as it tugs on the power cord, but then the cord gives way and the computer spirals to the floor near the wall. "And call someone to come clean this up."

He scrunches his face as he turns and gives a curt nod on his way out the door.

A couple of minutes later, I hear loud voices outside my office and the creak of my door swinging in. Even though the timing is impossible, I expect to see Keyvon hauling the mole into my office. Instead, I see Phillip, with my assistant holding one of his arms, trying to tug him backward. My throat swells closed when I look at him, and I'm so angry even my scalp is tingling.

"Will you please tell your assistant that I'm twice his size? He's not going to be able to wrestle me out of here."

"What are you doing here?" I ask at the same time my assistant lets go, declaring that he's going to call security. "Eric, it's fine. Go get me a bagel for lunch, please." I want to get him away from the office so he won't overhear anything Phillip and I have to say to each other. Eric looks from me to Phillip and back at me. His eyebrows raise, and I nod my head.

I wait until he's gone and the door is closed behind him. Then I walk around the desk and stand toe to toe with Phillip. "What are you doing here?" I take in a deep breath, intending to puff out my chest. When I do, I realize what a mistake it is to stand so close to him. His vanilla and cypress scent swirls in my lungs. My mind is still a white-hot furnace, wanting to burn everything within a thousand yards, but my body goes limp. My shoulders slouch. My eyes fall down to his chest. He's wearing a faded college t-shirt that's been washed so many times the material is half the thickness it once was. His pecs are as clear through the fabric as they would be if he were wearing nothing. I watch, and they flex with his breaths. "I asked what you're doing here." My voice has lost all its edge. I stop my lungs. If I inhale any more of him, I'll collapse into his arms.

I don't know if he senses my weakness, but he puts his hands on my shoulders and squeezes me, holding me upright. "You know why I'm here."

I shake my head and try to move away from him. I try to get my foot to move. Even to just drag backward, but it doesn't budge. I try to form a fist, but my fingers won't give in.

"Sarah." Hearing that name here makes me gasp, and that just brings more of his woodsy smell. And now my head is spinning. "You haven't answered a single one of my texts. All my calls go straight to voicemail. You—"

"You said you weren't back in town until next month. Was that another lie?" I want to spit the words at him, but they're just a whimpering murmur.

"I cancelled everything and took the first flight here this morning." He hooks a finger under my chin and forces my face up.

My eyes meet his. There are a hundred little sparks in his eyes. I'm so lost in watching them that I don't notice him getting closer until his nose touches mine, and then our lips meet. I can feel each exploding flash running across my pink lips now. Pop pop pop pop all over like carbonation bubbles bursting, tickling. And now there's no hope of not collapsing. I fall against him. His chest is so warm, or I'm so cold. Either way, I want to stay like this forever. I want to ignore our past. I want to forgive him. But I don't.

Pressing against him finally returns my strength, and I push myself away. "You think you can just come in here like this? For what, Phillip? We're over. We never even started. There's nothing here."

He strokes a finger down my cheek. For a second, I let him before I turn away. "You know that's not true, Sarah."

"Don't call me that here."

"It's your name, isn't it? I refuse to use that other one. That's not you."

I snuff as I fall back onto the sofa. The leather crinkles under my weight. "Since when do you know me?"

He sits on the sofa beside me. "I'd like to think I've always known you. I was just too afraid to admit it."

I lose my breath as he brushes his hand across my knee and up the inside of my thigh. I close my eyes and try to think of anything except this. Keyvon, the person leaking our information, the lost contract. It's all meaningless to me right now. "You've never known me." I grasp blindly for his hand, and when I find it, I hold it still. "Do you know how many letters I have at home? Shoved in an old shoebox. Letters that I wrote but never had the courage to give you. Starting in college... All the years since..." Tears start to spill from my eyes, and I pinch them tighter.

"Then you understand," he says. "You know the same fear that I felt. The worries that you might not feel the same way about me that I feel about you. The thoughts that told me I was just imagining the way you would smile at me." He runs a finger along the crease of my lips, and it undoes me. "That stupid little crooked tooth of yours made my stomach flip every time I saw it."

"But you never said anything. Not even a hint."

His finger slides down my jaw and across the starched collar of my button-down shirt. "And I've regretted that every day. Every time I lectured someone about embracing diversity in their organization, I pictured your face, and I cursed myself for being a hypocrite." His finger tickles as it sweeps across my neck. "But since I've met you again, I've realized something."

I want to unbutton my shirt to give him a path to my chest. And even further down. "What's that?" The hot breath bounces right back to me as soon as I speak, and I open my eyes to see Phillip's face just inches from mine. I watch as his lips move to the side of my jaw. I stare at the dark mahogany door across from us. How long has it been since Eric left? 5 seconds? 5 hours? What if he comes back while we're—the electricity that flows through me makes it impossible to think more. My back arches, and I let out a soft moan as I involuntarily press my neck against Phillip's mouth.

"I realized..." The vibration of the syllables elevates everything I'm already feeling, and I know there's no hope of stopping it now, "That I can either live in the past or the present. Not both. And if I continue living in the past, I'll never have you. And I want so very, very much to have you." He works his hand free of mine and slides it up to my cock. Through my pants, he coils his hands around it. And I never understood the pain of longing until this very second.

"Someone could walk in."

"I don't care," he says. "I'd welcome it. I want the world to know." He stops and moves away from me. My body screams. "But I'd rather our first time be with you as yourself. Not like this." He slides a hand down my suit jacket, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to avoid coming right now.

It's only when he pulls his hand away completely, when we aren't touching at all, that I can finally think. "My place?"

He nods.
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As soon as the gate pulls back, I drive us through. There's barely an inch between the matte black steel and the glossy black paint on my car, but I can't wait any longer. Phillip's hands kept finding my body on the 10-minute ride that seemed to take a decade, but I kept pushing them away. When I feel his warmth on me, there's no room for anything else. Not steering wheels or brake pedals or roads. We would have wound up wrapped around a pole or flipped in a ditch. And then we would never have been able to do this.

As soon as I'm in the garage, I slam the car into park. It shudders and throws us both forward. My seatbelt is already off, so I bounce against the steering wheel, but I use the momentum to hurdle the center console and straddle Phillip's lap.

"That looked rehearsed. You must do this with all the guys." He laughs, but it turns into a gasp as I bite his neck.

I pull back until his skin is stretched taut, and then I let go. If this was a cartoon, there would be a loud boing and a snap. "Never. I've been saving it for you."

"What else have you been saving for me?" He opens his car door, and the rush of humid air slaps me in the face. Then he slips his hands under my ass and lifts me as he slides out of the car. I wrap my arms tight around his neck and as soon as I can, I twist my legs around his waist. "I can't wait another second."

"Me either." He carries me to the door, and I bounce with every step. I give him the code before I plunge my mouth back into the crook of his neck. I kiss it gently this time, and I can feel his skin quiver under my lips.

It takes him three attempts, but the lock finally beeps and he pushes the door open. I think he tries to close it behind us. I'm not sure. I don't care. I'm just focused on us and the way too many layers of clothes between us. "Go right. All the way to the end." I tell him as I start to lift his shirt. I can only raise it to his arms, but it's enough for me to slip my hands under. To touch him. His hairs tickle my palms as I run them over him. Then I just hold them pressed to his skin. His muscles flex in a different pattern with each step. Left then right then left again. A rhythm that I want to learn. A beat I want to dance to. But just as I play my fingers across his abs, I feel the mattress sink under my ass.

"What should we, uh..." He looks around the bedroom. There are three walls of floor to ceiling glass that look out on the traditional English-style gardens of the lawn.

"Give me a minute?" I untangle myself from him, and he slides his hands away from my ass. "So I can slip into something less comfortable, but more me?"

He stares at me, and for a moment, I wonder if he's going to say no. It looks like it takes all of his willpower to not attack me right now. I know exactly what he's going through. But then he takes a step backward and looks out one of the windows. "One minute? I don't know if I can hold out any longer than that."

I graze my fingers along the front of his pants as I walk past him to the dresser. He's so hard it has to be uncomfortable. "Maybe two minutes. But no more than that." He lets out a groan that sounds like it could be from a dog who's been hit by a car. "I promise it'll be worth it."

"I have no doubt that you'll be worth it, even if you make me wait a year. But please don't make me wait a year."

"If I'm longer than two minutes, I'm going to dissolve into a pile of no-longer-sentient goo, so don't worry." I slide open the dresser drawer and root around for a second before finding what I want. I look over my shoulder, and even though Phillip isn't watching, I still tuck it tight against me as I sprint toward the bathroom.

As soon as the door closes behind me, I pull my hair out of the tight man bun I wear for work. I try to shake it out the best I can, but no matter what I do, it's a mess. There's no time to style it. So I rip out of my clothes, stripping down just to the black lace panties I wore to work today. I hurry and slip my arms into the straps of the purple bra. The small breasts I have from hormones do little to fill the cups. If I was going out, I would pad them, but I don't want anything unnecessary between my nipples and Phillip today.

When that's on, I sit on the edge of the tub and unfurl the black stockings. I've never worn this pair. They're still balled tightly, just waiting for a special occasion. None could ever be more special than this. My hands are shaking as I pull the silky material over my feet and up my legs. Even with the nervous energy pouring through me, the slippery nylon makes me tingle as I run a hand up my legs. I'll never get used to this feeling.

"It feels like it's been a week." Phillip's voice is shaky and desperate.

It feels so much longer than that. I don't say a word. I just tiptoe to the door. When my hand wraps around the handle, I hold a breath for four counts and then silently blow it out as I twist. He's standing just on the other side. The more the door opens, the wider his eyes grow until at last I'm sure his eyelids can't move any further.

He stares at me with his mouth open and eyes looking like they could pop free. "You... fuck me."

I giggle. "That's the plan." I put my palm against his chest. His heartbeat thumps against my skin as I push him backward to the bed. "Down, boy." He looks confused for a split second, but I don't hesitate. I push him backward onto the mattress. He bounces, and then I'm on top of him, tearing at his jeans. The closer I get to freeing him, the more my cock groans. Just as I get him unzipped, I have to stop and grind myself against him before my dick mutinies. Sated for the minute, I yank his jeans down, and it's my turn to go wide-eyed. "That... that's..." going to go inside me? Without ripping me apart?

He must know what I'm thinking because he chuckles. "You have lube, right?"

I nod. It's in a drawer less than a foot from me, but I can't look away. I can't stop watching his pulsating heart beats in the veins on his dick. I can't stop moving my eyes up and down its length. And without even knowing it, my hand wraps around it, and I move it up and down.

"That lube? Before you rub my skin raw." Phillip puts one hand over the top of mine and the other on the side of my cheek, and it forces me to look up at him. "You are so incredibly beautiful, even with no makeup. I can't wait to make you scream."

A chill runs through me, and I roll to the side to grab the lube. I can't wait either. I squirt some into my palm. Probably too much. But when I look again at his cock, I wonder if there could ever be enough. I breathe on it a couple of times to warm it, but then I lose my patience and slap my palm against him. Rubbing up and down on him makes me as hard as if I was doing it to myself, and a moan escapes my lips.

"Not yet, girl." He reaches between my legs and squeezes me. "You don't get to come yet. Not until I'm inside you." Before I know what he's doing, he puts his hands on my hips and rolls me over to the side. Then I feel him press down on me. His weight pushes my chest into the bed. He spreads my cheeks and holds his cock at my entrance, but then he stops.

I wriggle backward against him, but he still doesn't move. "What are you waiting for?"

He brushes my hair aside and kisses the back of my neck, working his way down my spine. By the time he's to the small of my back, I can't take any more. Every nerve in my body has maxed out and they're ready to pop like overloaded breakers.

"I just wanted to make you squirm," he teases.

"You fucking asshole."

"Yes ma'am."

I gasp as he slips inside me. For the first couple of inches, I just feel incredibly full, but then there are twinges of pain as my ass, already stretched as far as it can, is forced even wider to accept him. "Phillip," I moan his name.

"Does it hurt?"

Yes, but it's the most incredible pain I've ever felt. A braid of pain and pleasure, and if I tried to untwist them, they would both fall apart. But I'm afraid if I tell him any of this, he would pull out and insist that we stop. And there's no way I can ever stop now until we're both so exhausted we can't move. "It feels... I've never... oh my God... never felt anything like it. More?" It comes out as a question, and I realize that I'm asking myself, not him. And the answer is as obvious as the bed under me. "More. Please, Phillip. I need it all."

He growls and pushes further into me. I can feel my intestines rearranging themselves around him. My stomach being pushed aside. My lungs crowded out of all their breath. Or so it seems as I try to suck in air. At last he bottoms out against me, and we lie like that. He lets me acclimate before he pulls out just a little and then rams into me. Then a little more, and rams back. More, and another thrust. And the pain and pleasure aren't braided anymore. They're the same thing. The air and the wind. There isn't one without the other.

Each push inside me feels like it goes deeper than the one before. And each time, I raise my ass to meet him, to take more of him. And my cock presses so hard into the mattress below me that I swear there's going to be a hole when we're done. Just when it's on the brink of exploding, I hear myself. I'm shrieking his name over and over and over. And my throat is scratchy. I probably won't be able to talk tomorrow, but even if I can never talk again, it's worth it.

I close my eyes and let myself release. My hips buck. And just as they do, I feel Phillip's bucking too. He grunts with each thrust now, like each one takes all the energy he has, until finally he falls on top of me, and I feel him slip out of me. A second later, his warm cum rolls down my ass. The sheets are ruined. I'm ruined, and I've never felt this wonderful before.


EPILOGUE


The sand almost burns my feet as I walk to the back of Phillip's chair. He jumps a little when I reach around him and tease a finger across his chest. Then in a movement so quick I don't even have time to brace myself, he yanks me around him, and I find myself on his lap. My back pressed against his chest.

He wraps a hand around me and rolls one of my nipples between his thumb and index finger. "Getting these might just be the best thing that we've ever done." It sends a burning sensation right to my cock, and I grind my ass against him. Somehow he's already hard.

"We?" I twist so I'm straddling him instead of sitting on his lap. The sun heats my back as I move my breasts just inches from his face.

His dark sunglasses hide his eyes, but his lips quirk up into a smile. "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" he asks.

"That I should have gotten even larger implants? I don't think so." I giggle.

He leans forward and kisses me through the thin pink fabric of my bikini top. "These are perfect. I wouldn't change a thing." He sucks on my nipple, and I have to close my mouth to keep from moaning. " I had something else in mind."

I gasp as his hand cups around my tucked dick, and letting him take me right here is suddenly the most tempting thing in the world. A fix for climate change? A forty-seven course dessert tasting menu? I would turn them down to feel him inside me right now. "Aren't you exhausted yet?"

"I could go 24/7 with you."

I giggle and scoot down so our mouths are even. "Me too, but we're in the middle of a beach right now."

"What's the point of owning half the island if we can't fuck anywhere we want?"

I kiss him, replaying the board meeting where I announced my retirement. So many men in dark suits sitting around a glass-top table, and their jaws all dropped at once. The company was my baby, and I wanted to stay with it. But there was something I wanted even more. Two things. I rock my hips back and forth, and Phillip's cock rubs against mine. He groans, and I can't help my smile, knowing the power I have over him.

The board would have never supported me if I told them I wanted to remain CEO while I transitioned. They would have called it a PR disaster, and even though my first instinct is to say "fuck you" to anyone who would have a problem with it, they wouldn't have been wrong. Even in the best of times, the head of a major technology contractor transitioning would have created waves, but in this climate, it would have been a tsunami. Conservative lawmakers probably would have blocked us from ever receiving another government contract. I loved the company too much to ever let that happen. Especially when there was someone just as capable of running it successfully as I had.

It took some arm twisting, but the board finally approved Keyvon as my replacement. It helped when I told them the exaggerated story of how he single-handedly traced a mole in our legal department. But even without that, it was obvious that he's the right man for the job. Just as it was obvious that I'm not.

I scratch a long, lilac nail across Phillip's chest, just hard enough to make his sunburned skin tingle, then I kiss along the line that blooms in my wake. "We have dinner reservations in an hour." I protest, but it’s clear where my heart is.

"You're can't tell me this doesn't sound much more appetizing."

"But Chef Rincon promised us that chocolate cake tonight. The one with the—" I squeal as he leaps up from the lounge chair, lifting me with him.

"We'll have it delivered."

I hang on to his neck while he unties the knots at the side of my hips holding my bikini bottom on. When it falls away, my cock springs up. The cool ocean breeze awakens it at the same time the tropical sun burns into the pale flesh of my ass. "I suppose we could. And I think I could find something else to nibble on in the meantime." I slip my hand under the waistband of his shorts and scrape a nail across his balls. He stiffens so much that he almost drops me. "But inside. Not here."

He carries me into our house, but we only make it as far as the sofa before he sets me down. I can tell from the look on his face that Chef Rincon's cake is going to be the furthest thing from my mind tonight.
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All his life, Alex has been told that being gay is a sin. But he's sure he's not gay, despite his mixed-up feelings. He knows he just needs a little help to straighten himself out. When he spots an online listing for Gay to Straight Conversion Therapy, his curiosity overwhelms him. Could this be the answer he's been looking for?

At the first session, the therapist insists that being gay is perfectly fine. And Alex agrees. Fine for other people. But he's not gay. Not really. Finally, the therapist agrees to help, but he warns Alex that this help might be different than what he expects. But the therapist promises no one will ever think of Alex as a gay man again.

As the days go by, Alex changes. The more he transforms, the more he uncovers the secrets he's hidden even from himself. Each step makes him more comfortable with his soul and body, for the first time in his life.

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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Sometimes we hide our authentic selves so deep that it takes another person to show us who we really are. This bundle contains 5 stories of people who discovered that person—and then, discovered themselves. Five stories of secret transgender women who found that special someone to bring their true beauty to the surface.

Contains:

Hiding

Teaching the Professor

The Best Woman

Another Chance

Only on Weekends

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE
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8 Transgender Romance books that have never been published in any other collection!

Sometimes there's more to us than we let on. A secret self that we hide from the rest of the world.

Sometimes, though, a person sneaks past our defenses and sees the real us. And they show us that we don't have to mask ourselves. We can expose our secret and finally live the life we've always dreamed of.

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE


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

[image: QR Code for Mailing List]


Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.


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.

ANOTHER CHANCE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I've been in love with him for years, but I've always hidden it. Just like I've hidden my true self. But when I hear he's coming to my town, I know this is my chance.

BECOMING WOMEN: 20 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

TWENTY of Kenzie's top books.

Get every story from The Injected Series, The Girls Series, The Trophy Clinic Series, and The Club Series.

THE BEST WOMAN: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I planned to never see him again. And I didn't. For ten years. Until I ended up standing next to him at my best friend's wedding.

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.

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

The therapist promises Alex that no one will think of him as a gay man again. And once all the changes are finished, Alex will be a brand new person.

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

Sometimes someone sneaks past our defenses and sees the real us. They show us that we can finally live the life we've always dreamed of.

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…

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic, but now I know better. I should walk away. But this is my only chance, and I have to take it. No matter what.

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 A DRESS: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

There's no way a dress can ever change the way he thinks of me. Not unless it's magic…

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.

NOT A NANNY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Everything is changing. My clothes, my body… the way Logan looks at me. But no matter what changes, his feelings never will. Will they?

NOT HER TYPE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I know that Emily is the one for me, but she always tells me I'm not her type. With a little magical help, that might be about to change.

ONLY ON WEEKENDS: A TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING STORY

Put on makeup and a dress and dance for some drunk guys? It sounds simple. But standing in front of the crowd, I know there's no way I can do this.

PARTNER TRACK: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Mason's path has always been clear—to make partner at a big law firm. But he's about to become a partner in a way he's never imagined.

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

For years, Carter and Maya exchanged letters. But there was a secret that could tear them apart. Maya was really a boy named Max.

THE PERFECT GIRL

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

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE

This bundle contains 5 stories of secret transgender women who found that special someone to bring their true beauty to the surface.

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

THE PSYCHIC: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I've known something was wrong for years, but it's not until I visit a psychic that I find out everything I know is about to end.

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.

SUBSTITUTE TEACHER: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

The other teachers joke that there's something magical about this classroom. That it helps you find your soulmate. Well, unless it can transform me into a woman, it won't work for me.

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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