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CHAPTER ONE









Someone kicking the sole of my left foot wakes me up.

"You've got ten seconds to convince me not to call the police."

My eyes fly open and my heart races. “No!” He can’t. I can’t let him. No matter what.

My throat is tight when I look around. Everything is still a woken-too-soon blur, and it takes a few seconds to remember where I am. The club. “Please. I’m sorry. I’ll leave right now.” When I can finally focus, I recognize the man standing over me. Of all the people who could have found me, why him?

I don’t know how it’s possible, but it seems like he’s in an even worse mood today than he was last night. He was working behind the bar, and he resented the fact that I only ordered waters. And he resented the fact that I spent the night standing right beside his bar. By the way he kept looking at me all night long, I’m pretty sure he resented the fact that I was even alive.

He huffs and shakes his head. “When someone decides to live out their sleeping beauty fantasies in a booth in my club, sorry doesn’t cut it. And I hate to break it to you princess, but I ain’t no prince charming. Now, you’re down to eight seconds left to tell me what you’re doing here.”

“I’m leaving. I swear.” I check myself to make sure I’m not missing anything. Shirts, shoes, wallet, phone. Then I sit up and slide to the edge of the bench. As soon as I do, his smell hits me—oranges and a bit of pepper. I start breathing out of my mouth to avoid it. “Just please don’t call the police. If you move, I’ll leave.”

I don’t know how it’s possible, but he moves even closer to the booth, to me. He’s almost leaning over me, and the side of the bench has to be digging into his legs.

I sit as tall as I can, and dredge up any courage I have left after yesterday. “In any other circumstance, I would love to sit here and explain and inhale that incredible scent of yours, but right now, I just really want to go. And you don’t have the right to keep me here against my will. That’s kidnapping. Now let me leave, and you’ll never see me again. I promise.”

“Oh, so you do want me to call the police then, and they can decide whether this is kidnapping or trespassing.”

He pulls the phone out of his pocket, and I jerk on his hand, trying to yank the phone away from him. He barely budges, and now there’s a fire in his eyes that wasn’t there before. My life is over if he makes that call. Tears fill my eyes. He and I just stare at each other until I have to look away. I’m going to be sick.

“How did you get in here? I made sure all the doors were locked before I left.”

I realize my hands are still on his even though he’s lowered the phone. It takes all my concentration to peel my fingers off him.

“Were you trying to rob us?”

“Rob you? No! I was just sleeping. That’s all. Please let me go.” I’m sobbing now, and I know that’s the worst thing I can do. But I can’t help it. I pull my knees up tight and wait for what I know is going to happen.

But it doesn’t. Not for five seconds. Or ten. When I look up, he’s still standing there. Just staring at me. But he doesn’t look angry anymore.

“I remember you. You were here by yourself last night. You spent the night in here?”

“Yes.” I choke out the word.

“Let’s start with the easy question then. Why?”

When I feel the bench shake, I look up. He’s sitting on the very end, still a couple of feet away from me, and he’s smiling now. But I learned a long time ago that smiles can be the cruelest things of all.

“Please let me go.” I’m shaking so much I hear the wall vibrate behind me.

“Hey, we’re just talking. Just the two of us. That’s all.” He sets his hand on my knee, and I whimper. “Whoa, it’s okay. Sorry.” He makes a show of lifting his hand away from me.

Maybe I could get away if I threw myself under the table and then ran around him. I try to look at the floor without him noticing. The table is held up by just one center support, so there should be enough room for me to squeeze around it without getting stuck.

“How about this? Tell me your name, just your first name.”

My eyes move to him. He still doesn’t look kind, but he looks softer. Less like he wants to punch me until I spit up blood. But just because that anger is hidden for now doesn’t mean it can’t come back in an instant. A pain shoots from my chest down my right arm.

“I’m Sean,” he says. “My sister and I own this place.” He stares at me, and I know he’s waiting for me to give him my name. “I promise not to call the police if you tell me your name. Does that sound fair?”

There’s a difference between things that sound fair and things that are. But I want to trust him. I’ve known him all of five minutes, and I already want to trust him. What is wrong with me? “I’m Allen.”

“See that wasn’t so hard. It’s good to meet you, Allen. I would shake your hand, but I don’t think you want me to touch you.”

I shake my head so hard it makes my jaw hurt. What I want is for him to get out of the booth and walk away so I can leave and put him and this place behind me. Coming here was obviously a mistake. I should have known better.

“You weren’t drunk last night. You only had water. And you were always looking around. Like you were waiting for someone… or hiding. Did someone do something to you? You’re safe now, so tell me the truth.”

I snort half a laugh. Safe now? I’m nowhere near safe. Not as long as I’m in this town. Or even this state. Maybe I’ll never be safe. I don’t know how far he would go to drag me back. Without warning, my chest tightens, and I can’t breathe. What if he already has me? What if this Sean is a friend of his, and he’s just keeping me here until Cristian shows up?

I hop to my feet and take one step before jumping over Sean. As big as he is, there’s no way he can catch me if I get even just a little head start, and hopefully this will catch him off guard. I just need a couple of steps. Just enough to get me through the front door before he catches up with me. There will be people on the street. I’m sure I can weave around them much better than he can. But I don’t get the chance.

As soon as I leap, he’s on his feet. His arms circle my waist and pull me down. Pull me into him. I push on his chest, but he doesn’t move. Not even an inch. He spins us so the back of my legs are against the bench, and his body is pressing against mine. I feel the sweat drip down the back of my neck, and I know I’ve got maybe one shot left. I stomp down as hard as I can on his foot while I slap his cheek. The way the smack and then his grunt echo around the room, I know I hurt him. And for a split second, his grip lessens. But it’s not enough. As soon as I try to pull away, he slams me into the seat. My head snaps back against the vinyl-covered cushion, and I know what comes next.

I roll off the bench and under the table. I curl my body and tuck my head into my arms. I know the routine at this point. I have to protect everything vital. My organs. My brain. Bruises go away and broken bones heal. I can live with either of those. I have lived with both of them. And I’ll do it again. Why did I come here? Of course he would have connections here. He has connections everywhere.

“That was stupid.” He wipes his hand across his mouth, and I hope that means he’s bleeding. I hope I did at least that much to him. “For someone who doesn’t want me to call the cops on him, you sure are giving me every reason to make that call.”

He sits cross-legged on the floor in front of the booth. And this is twice the look on his face surprises me. Cristian would be furious now. He wouldn’t be sitting there with concern filling his eyes. He would have ripped the table out of the way. He would be kicking me. Not looking at me like he wished he could solve every problem I’ve ever had. I don’t know what to do in this situation, so I hold still. Barely breathing.

“I think you can scratch Olympic hurdler off your dream job list. You ain’t got that in you.” He laughs, and the skin on the sides of his eyes crinkles. His blue eyes turn a shade brighter even in the dim light of the club. “Now are we going to be two adults who are capable of having a calm and peaceful conversation?”

“I’m sorry.” Even to my own ears, my voice is too soft and weak.

“That’s better. That’s an excellent start. I’m sorry too. We didn’t get off on the right foot. But you did kind of break into my club last night.”

“I didn’t break in. I just… hid until everyone was gone.”

“We’re on a merry-go-round, and we keep spinning back to the same spot. Why? Were you hiding from someone?”

He doesn’t know? That means Cristian might not know where I am yet? I let myself exhale, and it feels like I haven’t breathed since he woke me up. I should have planned this better. But I didn’t know when I would get another chance like this one.

“You know I’m a bartender. People tell me everything. Minor to major. I know all about one customer’s foot that swells when he’s on it too long, and I know another customer tried to stick an electric citrus reamer up his ass because he was high and horny.” He pauses for me to laugh, but I don’t. “The point is, I never tell anyone else about these things.”

“You just told me.” I smile a little.

“I did. So now, tell me who or what you were hiding from last night.”

I sit up and rest my back against the bottom seat of the bench. It pushes into me just below my shoulder blades. "If I tell you, will you let me leave?"

Sean tilts his head just a little and pinches his mouth shut. He stares at me for what feels like forever, until I can't take anymore, and I have to break the silence.

"My ex."

The two words are so heavy it feels like they tumble from my mouth and crash to the floor. Sean still doesn't speak, but I'm not going to say anything more unless he asks. I want to tell him as little as possible.

“Did he do something to you here last night? We have cameras all over.”

This is one of the few places he hasn't done something to me. We’ve never been here. Two gay guys going to an LGBTQ bar? That was too embarrassing for him. People there might recognize me. I don't want them knowing about my personal life. I always wondered if he really meant he didn't want people to know about me.

"I came here to get away from him."

The anger is back on Sean's face, and the look frightens me. The blood whooshing in my ears sounds like a river rapids. I back away from him. My butt catches on the sticky floor as I push myself into the corner. "He beats you. And you left him last night." He's not asking. He knows. Maybe part of being a bartender is seeing this happen over and over. I can't be his first. Maybe the first who was stupid enough to hide in the bar all night, thinking I could sneak away unnoticed in the morning. But not his first.

I can't admit it out loud, so I just nod my head. Even that feels like too much. I'm an abused partner. It doesn’t seem real. It's something that happens to other people. Not me. But now I'm sitting here.

"Do you have some place to stay?"

I'm just about to tell him yes—to say that I have family who will take me in—when my head shakes from side to side, cutting off my lie before I even get a chance to say it. As soon as I see the look on his face, I wish I could have just lied. I'm a burden to him now. Something that he thinks he has to take responsibility for. "But I'll find something, so don't worry about me. I have friends. And family."

The last part is true. I do have family. Family that I almost never talk to and see even less often. Family that hasn't cared about me since I was a teenager. All the friends I did have were Cristian's friends, not mine.

Sean stands up and straightens his huge frame. He's so large I wonder how he makes it look so graceful. "Get up. You're coming with me."













CHAPTER TWO









I stand up, and as soon as I do, he walks away like he knows I’m going to follow. "Wait! Where are we going?"

He stops and turns to me. "I'm making two assumptions about you. One, you're the type that's too embarrassed to go to a domestic violence shelter, right? That's too much like admitting you need help."

I look away and pinch my lip between my fingers. “It's not that. It's that I just don't need—”

"And the second assumption is that you're not going to make me regret what I'm about to do." He starts walking toward the back of the club as soon as the words are out of his mouth. His steps are enormous compared to mine, and I have to hurry to catch up with him.

"Well?" I ask.

"Well what?" He stops just long enough to unlock the back door, and that lets me catch up.

The sudden blast of sunlight catches me off guard, and I have to cover my eyes as I follow him outside. I didn't know just how dim it was inside the club until now. I look around. It's bright enough to be mid-morning or even close to noon.

"Get in." He clicks a button and a black pickup truck chirps. It's the only vehicle in the parking lot, and that's good because as huge as it is, I’m not sure there would be room for anything else.

I stop in front of the truck. It looks both brand new and like it's never been washed. "I'm not getting in there until you tell me where we're going. I don't need to go to a shelter."

“You do need to go to a shelter. They're designed to help people in your exact situation. But no. I know you’ll never agree to that.” He gets into the driver’s side of the truck and shuts the door behind him. The sound of the engine startles me.

I walk to the passenger side, but I don't open the door. He's adjusting a setting on the radio and not paying attention to me, so I tap on the window. He motions for me to get in, but I shake my head. We stare at each other for a minute before he finally rolls down the window.

"I mean it. You tell me where we're going or I'm not getting in there with you."

Sean shakes his head and sighs. "Are you always this stubborn?"

"Only when some strange man holds me hostage and then forces me into his truck. I don't care how blue your eyes get when you're abducting someone." And they’re even more blue out here. It's like looking into a tropical sea. If I let myself relax, I could feel the waves rocking me.

"What are you talking about? You know what, never mind. Now I know I’m going to regret this. But I'm taking you to my apartment."

I laugh. I should have known. Men like him are all the same. They trick you into thinking that they might care about you, but all they really want is a quick hookup. And the day after I left my boyfriend? "No thank you. You're hot. I'm sure you can get any guy you want, but I can't do this. Just no." I walk away from the truck.

I don't even make it to the corner of the building when he pulls next to me. The passenger window is still down. "I don't want any guy."

This is the part when he tells me that he fell in love with me instantly, and now he doesn't want any guy except me. I've read the books. I’ve heard the lines. He says that, and then I'm supposed to get in his truck and let him take me to his apartment. In an hour, he’ll have what he wanted, and he’ll kick me out onto the streets. Well, no thanks. I don't care that his truck and his apartment probably smell like him and that that thought is making my cock tingle.

"God damn it. I'm not gay. I don't want any guy. Not you or anyone else."

I stop and take a step toward the truck. Still staying just out of arm's reach, as if he might reach across and grab me. "You're not gay? But didn't you say you own—"

"Me and my sister own it. She's queer. I'm not. Now that you know I don't just want to get a quick fuck from you, will you finally get in? You need a place to stay. I got an extra bedroom. That's all this is."

"That's all?"

"That's all. Now get in before I really do kidnap you."

We spend the short ride in silence. I think he's just the naturally silent type. I'm not, but I'm too embarrassed to say anything to him. I wonder what he thinks of me. Not only am I a trespasser, I'm apparently so egotistical that I think everyone wants to sleep with me.

Sean still doesn't say a word when he stops in front of a brown brick building and gets out. I slide out and look up. It's an old building, but it looks like it's been recently redone. There are black shutters on each window. The windows on the first and second floors have flower boxes hanging from them. The portico at the entrance could have been painted just last week.

I watch as Sean enters his code and then opens the door. It takes me a second to realize that he's holding it open for me. There are mail slots to the right side of the lobby and a staircase to the left. When we're both inside, I stop and look at him.

"Come on. Third floor." He brushes past me and goes up the stairs, taking two at a time like he can't wait to get away from me. And I don't blame him.

He's already standing at the top of the stairs when I round the corner from the second floor. Once he sees that I'm trudging my way up to him, he turns and disappears. I hear a few beeps and then a click just as I step on the last stair. The landing has white walls and oak floors, but it's dark. There's no window here, unlike on the second floor. And there's only one door.

Sean sees me looking around. "Just me up here. I own the whole floor. I like my privacy." Four words that don't shock me at all.

His door opens onto an enormous great room. The oak floors carry into his apartment, and it's almost as dark in here as it is in the landing. On the other side of the room, there's an entire wall of curtains. I want to rush over and open them, but I don't.

He gives me a quick tour. Maybe the quickest tour possible with as many single word sentences as he can get away with.

"Kitchen."

"Living room."

"Bathroom."

"Your bedroom."

"Help yourself to anything you want. Don't have to ask.”

“Questions?"

I'm tongue-tied. It's hard to pick a single question out of all the ones swimming around in my head right now. "Is there a charger I can use for my phone?" I shake my head. That's the one my brain chooses to ask?

He walks to the kitchen island and pulls a cord out of a drawer. "Here."

"Hey, I'm sorry about… well, everything? Sleeping at your club last night. Thinking the worst about you this morning. Thinking that you just wanted me to come here so we could... you know."

"Fuck. We're both adults. We can actually say the word."

"Um yeah, that. But anyway, sorry."

He takes a bottle of soda from the refrigerator, unscrews the top, and swigs from it. I cringe watching him do that. "Don't be. You had a reason for all of that. I need to get back to work now. Gotta get inventory done. I'll be back around six, and I'll bring dinner. Help yourself to anything you want before then."

"Okay. Is there anything you want me to do?"

"Like what?"

I look around again. "Like load the dishwasher or vacuum?" If I didn't believe he was straight before I came up here, I do now. This is definitely a single straight man's apartment. I can tell by the dust bunnies in the corners.

"No. It's good. Unlock your phone." I swipe it open and he takes it from my hands to enter his number. "There. Now call me if you need anything. Got it?"

He doesn't wait for my answer before he heads out the door. Once it's closed behind him, I walk to the curtains and peel one panel back. I shake my head. The whole wall is made of windows, but he has the drapes closed. Well, I'll close them before he gets back, but I’m not going to keep them closed all day. I open them all, and just by doing that, the apartment seems much more cheerful. But that also shows all the dust on everything.
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"What the hell?" His voice is even rougher than this morning. He walks right from the door to the windows and closes the curtains. "And you cleaned?" There's a sneer in his voice that most people reserve for casting judgement on criminals.

"Had you seen this place? Maybe not, since you keep the drapes closed all the time." While he was gone, I may have done a little cleaning around his apartment. It looked like it hadn't been cleaned since Barack Obama was in office.

When he walks to the kitchen, he huffs. "My dishes?"

"I didn't break any of them." I wait until he's looking at me and then roll my eyes. "You have a dishwasher. It’s not that hard to just set them on the rack and push a couple of buttons."

He growls, and I wonder what he would do if I had broken one of them. He prowls around the kitchen now, and I'm not sure if he's looking for things I cleaned or spots that I didn't. I follow along as he moves to the living room and then down to his bedroom. He stops in the doorway, and I get too close. Almost bumping into him. Who stops in the middle of a doorway when they know someone is behind them? I take a breath, ready to tell him off—it's what he would do, and I can be grumpy too when I want to be—but then I take a step back. And another. When I bump into the wall, I slide along it, back to the living room.

That smell. As soon as it filled my nose, I forgot everything I was going to say to him. I forgot that I wanted to talk to him at all. Suddenly, my mind was filled with other thoughts. Other things it wanted to do. Get it together. He's not even gay. Even if he were, I wouldn't just throw myself at him. I don't know him. And what I do know, I don't even like. He's a pompous ass who is apparently mad at me because I cleaned his apartment. For free. I sit on the sofa and close my eyes.

"The base of the toilet?"

My eyelids snap open. I must have fallen asleep for a minute. He's standing just a few feet away and glaring down at me. "What?"

"The base of the toilet."

"Where I'm from, we try to speak in complete sentences. It makes the whole communication thing easier."

"You cleaned." He points behind him but doesn't stop looking at me. Is he really upset because I cleaned his toilet?

“You really are bad at this whole talking thing, aren’t you? Yes, I told you I cleaned.” Panic rolls through my body as soon as I say it. I've gone too far, and I need to apologize. I start to, but he shakes his head and I swallow down the word.

He sighs and moves toward me, sitting next to me on the couch. I know he sees me flinch with his first step, but he doesn't say anything about it. "You didn't have to."

I know he didn't bring me here just to clean the dust bunnies from his bathroom baseboards, but I can’t help it. "It's just a thing I do."

"Clean strangers’ houses?" There's the beginning of a smile on his face, and maybe he doesn't always look like he wants to strangle everyone all the time? When he's not trying to come across as an intimidating ass, he's actually handsome.

"Very funny." I roll my eyes. "I clean when I'm bored." Or when I'm nervous like I was all day. Until he came home. I didn't notice it at the time, but as soon as he walked in, my nervous evaporated away.

"Well, you don't have to. So don't."

It has to be just because I'm so tired, but I decide to push my luck. "You already told me that. But I wanted to do it." I don't even know him. I shouldn't take a chance talking back to him, even if I am just teasing. But I have the feeling that he's actually secure enough to handle it. Unlike Cristian.

“You're tired,” he says. “Wait right here.”

I wonder if it’s my back-to-back-to-back yawns or the fact that I can't keep my eyes more than half open that makes him think that. I don't know how much I really slept last night, but I know it wasn't much. The club closed at two, and then I spent another hour hiding in an old staircase that somehow is even dustier than his TV stand. By the time it was safe for me to come out, I was too on edge to sleep. I just lay on the vinyl bench, staring at my phone until my eyelids started to droop.

"Catch. You can change in your bedroom or the guest bathroom. I didn't look in there. I assume it's cleaned to your satisfaction too, Highness?" He smirks before throwing something black at me. I duck, and it hits against the back cushion. "Good reflexes. Especially for someone who can't keep their eyes open."

I've never had good reflexes. Not good enough.

"That's one of my shirts. It’ll be way too big, and I don’t have any shorts that would fit you. But it's something you can sleep in."

Oh. I hadn't even thought about that. I guess I hadn't really thought about much. Cristian wouldn’t be surprised. I take the shirt down the hall into the guest bedroom and close the door behind me. I'm so exhausted I barely have the energy to peel my jeans and shirt off. I wish I could take a shower, but I know that's too much for me. I'm not sure I could turn the knobs.

Sean's shirt is too big on me. It looks ridiculous. Hanging down to my knees, it looks almost like a dress. A dress with the FireForger band logo splashed across the front of it. I look at myself in the mirror and turn to my left and right, pretending it is a dress. But I stop when I start to imagine what it would be like to wear a dress for Sean.

I'm pretty sure that I've never wanted anything more than I want to lie in this bed and sleep for the next sixteen hours, but my mouth is so dry, my tongue is stuck to its roof. If I don't get a glass of water, I'm afraid it might become permanent, so I walk back to the kitchen.

He's leaning over the stove. "I decided to cook instead of getting takeout—salmon with greens. Sit down. It'll be ready in a little bit." Did something happen in the five minutes I was in the bedroom? Did he hit his head? Does he have a good twin who took his place?

I take a clean glass from the dishwasher and fill it with water. I drink almost the whole thing in one long gulp before refilling it. "Thank you, but is it okay if I just go to bed?"

“Of course it is. You don't need permission to—” He stops mid-sentence and stares at me. His mouth is hanging open. I wonder what I've done. Should I have asked before getting a water? "You... that shirt. Yeah. You need sleep. Go. I'll put your fish in the fridge for later."

I nod my head and pad down the hallway. When I get to the bedroom door, I look back. He's staring at me. The spatula still held out in his hand.













CHAPTER THREE









I shuffle out into the living room. It's so dark in here I wouldn't even know it's morning if I hadn't looked at my phone. The television is on, but Sean isn't paying attention to it. He watches me lumber into the room and then drop on the other end of the sofa. He keeps staring at me, but I'm still too tired to deal with anything from him. I cover my head with my hands and hope that he'll get the hint.

"Get dressed." Guess not. I'm starting to think that he's always on his grump game.

I shake my head. "Good morning to you too."

His jaw muscles tighten and relax over and over and finally he looks away. "Good morning. Now go get dressed." His eyes dart to me for just a fraction of a second before looking away again. "Please."

I have to fight back my gasp. He actually used the P-word? "Can I have at least a couple minutes before you kick me out? Just to wake up?"

"I'm not kicking you out."

I twist so I'm facing him, and he's looking at me again. His eyes drift down my body and then back up to my face. I don't know what his problem is. I'm wearing the shirt that he gave me.

"You can stay as long as you need. But we're leaving in a few minutes."

There's no way I can be ready for whatever he has planned in a few minutes. "I haven't even brushed my teeth. Or showered. I don't even have anything clean to wear."

"That's why we're leaving. You can brush. But don't shower yet. We're going to get your things."

My heart races and then stops, and I'm sure I'm going to die. "You mean to a store so I can get new things?"

His expression doesn't change as he stares at me. While he watches my eyes, pleading with him to tell me that he means he's driving me to a store. But even if he does that, I don't know how much I can afford right now. The only two cards I have are my ID and a debit card for a bank account with less than fifty dollars in it.

"Sorry, Sunbeam. No shopping spree today. We're getting your belongings from wherever you were staying."

I try to breathe. I know I need to. But my throat is so tight that nothing is moving in or out of it. My entire body is shuddering, and I fall to the floor. To my knees. And crawl to him. Grasping both of his legs. Begging him and trying to hold him in place. His hand floats toward my face and cups my cheek, and I know that means he won't do this to me. He can't. I lean into his hand and move my head so his hand slides along my cheek. He cradles my face with his other hand and tilts my head so I'm looking up at him. His face is as soft as I've ever seen it. Maybe I was wrong about him.

"We're going. I want to meet the fucker who made you so afraid."

I fall back onto my heels, away from his touch. I am dead. I see myself from above and watch Sean slide down to the floor with me. His arms go around my chest and pull me into him. My body doesn't move. It doesn't sob. It just falls into him when he pulls on it.

"You're safe with me. It's going to be fine. You're always going to be safe with me." His words are so quiet, but even up here I can still hear them like he was whispering them right to me.

I see my chest puff out with a sudden inhale. Maybe I'm not dead. And then I hear myself, and I know. "No, no, no, no, no. He'll kill me. He said he would."

"Shh... no one is going to kill you."

I laugh so loud it hurts my ears. Sean takes my hand and helps me up. "Come on. I'll help you get ready." With one hand holding mine, he wraps the other around my back and guides me to the bathroom.
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By the time the car rocks to a stop, my head is so full I feel like I'm drowning. I don't know how he found this place. I assume I gave him directions, but I can't remember. I can't remember anything before now. From the corner of my eye, I see Sean looking at me, and I really wish he would hold my hand, or touch my arm, or even just pat me on the shoulder. Something so I could feel his presence.

"Do you see his car?"

I don't want to look around the parking lot because I don't want to see it. There's no way I'll go inside if I do. Sean could insist or even try to force me, but I wouldn't leave his truck.

"Allen?"

I blow out a long breath, and I wish it were winter so it could fog up the windshield and hide me from the world. But it's not. I turn my head. So slowly I can't even tell at first, but then faster. Looking. He's not in his parking spot, and it feels like someone just lifted a bus off of me. But that doesn't mean he isn't parked somewhere else. I keep looking through the parking lot. When I see red, my breath catches, but it's not his. He's not here. Thank God. I shake my head.

"Then let's hurry. For his sake. I don't know what I'd do to him if I saw him."

I walk behind him into the building, looking around me the entire time. Knowing that Cristian will show up any second. When we get to his door—our door—I expect to see him waiting for me. Then I expect to see him behind the door when I push it open. Then I wonder if he'll be in our bedroom.

I've never moved so fast as I yank my clothes from the closet and drawers and throw them into a trash bag. Then I move to the bathroom. Soap, toothbrush, conditioner that he never uses. I leave everything else. I sling my laptop bag over my shoulder stuffed with my computer and Kindle and chargers, and I think I've made it when I hear the door click. Just from that one little noise, I know it's him. Who else could it be? I move between the door and Sean, shielding him from what I know is coming.

"Well, what have we here?" He smiles at me when he walks in, but then his face twists into a snarl when he sees Sean over my shoulder.

My body shivers when I hear his voice, and by the way his lip curls up, I know he sees it. I curse myself for not having more control. For showing him what he does to me. "Cristian, please."

"Please what?" He closes the distance between us—the smile back on his face—and strokes his hand down my hair.

I feel Sean coiling behind me, and I know I need to stop this before he does something he'll regret. I turn around and put my hands on his chest. I want him to look at me, but he doesn't. He glares at Cristian, and I've never seen someone's face so red. "Sean, maybe you should wait outside."

He snorts. "Hell no. I'm not leaving until you do."

“Maybe you should listen to him, Sean,” Cristian sneers. I really should thank you for coming to help him, but this is just between me and Allen."

Sean takes a step to the side, around me, and I push him as hard as I can. It doesn't move him, but it does get him to stop and look at me. "Sean, don't."

"Or do." Cristian laughs. "A man I don’t know assaults me in my own house? I would certainly have the right to defend myself then, wouldn't I? Your new boyfriend doesn't seem very bright. That doesn't surprise me."

"If you think you can land more than one punch on me, go ahead and try. We'll see who's not very bright then. But I think you're too much of a coward for that. Maybe you should run and call the police and let them know how scared you are."

Cristian roars with laughter, and Sean's muscles tighten under my hands. "I don't need to do that." Cristian pulls the handgun from his waistband. I scream and reach for the barrel. "It's okay, little bird. You're safe. The police are here, after all."

I twist my head back to Sean, and he looks like he's waiting to attack Cristian. Gun or not. "Sean, please just go outside. I'll be right out. Won't I, Cristian? You wouldn't make me stay here if I don't want to, would you?" I really hope he lies and says he wouldn’t, even though we both know better.

Cristian stares at Sean for what feels like hours, and I think he's just going to ignore me. But then he looks at me, and the smile returns to his face. "Of course not. You're always free to leave any time. Just like you're free to come back anytime."

"Sean?" I don't turn around to look at him. "Please?"

Sean grunts, and I hear the floor creak under him. "I'm right outside. And this door stays open until you're out with me. Got it?"

"What a very reasonable man your new boyfriend is." Cristian winks at me, and I wish I could gouge out his eye.

I watch Sean as he walks outside, and then I turn back to Cristian. "He's not my boyfriend. Not even a friend. Just someone helping me. And please just let me go, Cristian. We're finished. Please, just let me go."

"You know I don't like it when you lie to me. But no matter. You go have your fun, little bird, but you'll come flapping back. Did you pack your special clothes for him? Are you going to let him see what a dumb sissy slut you are? He’ll never put up with you. Not the way that I do. No one is ever going to love you the way I do."

I tell myself the words aren't true. That he's just saying it to intimidate me and control me. But that doesn't stop me from believing them. I pull the bag onto my shoulder and walk toward the door. I don't let myself look at Cristian or his gun. If this is going to be the end, I don't want to see it coming. But when I walk into the hallway, I hear the door shut behind us. It takes all of my willpower to not sprint down to Sean's truck.













CHAPTER FOUR









"You okay, Sunbeam?" Sean slides behind the steering wheel and spins on the seat so he's facing me.

I've been sitting in the parked truck for over half an hour. He sat with me for a while. Both of us silent. I didn't know what to say. When he asked me if I wanted to go in, I just shook my head. I don't know if he finally grew frustrated with me or just wanted to give me space, but either way, he got out of the truck and set my bags on the curb.

For a second, I imagined that he was already kicking me out. Tired of me, just like Cristian said he would be. But when they were all out of the truck bed, he walked to my side and reached through the open window to put his hands on mine. "Remember what I said earlier? You're always going to be safe with me." I nodded, but still didn't say anything. I appreciated what he was doing, but now, more than ever, I knew it was a lie. Well-intentioned, but still a lie. I'll never be safe with anyone.

“Allen? Let's get you inside. I opened up the curtains just for you.”

He guides me into the building and up the stairs. His hand pressing against my back the whole way, and I wish it could stay there forever. But he drops it as soon as we get into his apartment. "I put your bags in your bedroom. You up to put them away, or do you need help?"

I don't want him seeing my things, so I know I need to answer before he takes it on himself to unpack for me. But I don't say anything.

"You aren't able to believe me right now, but you are safe with me. I won’t let that assface come near you ever again."

I laugh. "I'm not safe anywhere in this town from him." My words are raspy. "Probably nowhere in the state."

"I'll call my lawyer and have her get you a restraining order against him. I was a witness. Any judge anywhere will issue it in a heartbeat."

"Then what? Who enforces it?" I ask.

"He gets anywhere near you, you call 911."

"And the police come? Didn't you pay attention?" I throw my hands up and take a step away from him. He doesn't get it. "He is the police. He's a sergeant. Do you really think any cop in this town will take my word over his? Would any judge even issue a restraining order against him?"

Sean gnaws on his bottom lip. "Then you call me."

"You've already done too much. I should have never gotten you involved. Can I just stay tonight? You won't even notice I'm here." I don't know where I'll go in the morning or how I'll get there with no car, but I'll find something.

"Absolutely not. Not for one night. You're staying here as long as you need. Until you have somewhere safe to move to, that bedroom is your bedroom. And I'm not arguing about it."

"You don’t—”

"I do. I want you here, Allen. I wouldn't say it if I didn't."

He looks so sincere, and I want to believe him. But I've never been able to judge other people. I can't even judge myself. And even if he means it now, he'll get tired of me. I don't have money to pay rent. No one is going to let me live with them for free. Maybe we can work out something, just give me a few more days. Time enough to think of what I need to do next.

“I’ll put my things away. Thank you, Sean. For everything.”

“Anyone would do it.”

“That’s not true. Thank you.”

"You're welcome, Sunbeam." He winks at me, and I turn away.

The bags are all set neatly on the bed. They're still tied shut, so that means he doesn't know what's in them. I dump everything onto the bed and start sorting. Neat stacks for it all until I get it all put away. And it doesn't take long before I have everything cleared off the bed. Everything except what I need. But first I have to shower.

I feel like I have Cristian all over me, and as much as I scrub, I can't get him off. Once the water turns cold, I give up. When I'm dry, I open my bag and lay everything out. Lipstick, eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, blush. I even take out my foundation and concealer. I only have one shot at this, so I have to do it right. I have to stop several times because my nervous breaths fog up the mirror, but finally my face is made up. And it looks great. But I'm not the one who needs to think so.

I crack the door and peek into the hallway. I look several times, and when I'm absolutely sure that it's clear, I dart across into the guest bedroom. My bedroom. I hear Sean calling it that as I cross the threshold, and I wonder what it would be like to have a bedroom of my own. I used to know. Just a couple of years ago, before I met Cristian. There are a lot of things I’ve forgotten since I met him.

Anxiety rolls through me when I see the clothes on the bed, and I feel nauseous. What if he doesn't like this? What if he doesn't like me? I can't give him a choice. This apartment is the only thing keeping me from the streets. I have to make him like me. He has to know how much this means to me.

I pick up the white lace teddy. I've never worn this before. Not even Cristian has seen it. That's the reason I chose it today. I want everything to be brand new and uncontaminated by him. I step into it and pull it up. The lace stretches across my body, holding my penis tucked between my legs, caressing my waist. The thin straps make tiny dips in the skin of my shoulders.

Next, I bunch up one of the stockings and sit on the edge of the bed. My bed? I lift a foot and slip the stocking over its tip, lining the seam up with my toes. Then I slide it up my leg. No matter how many times I do this, there will never be a time when I don't love the feeling of the smooth silky material gliding across my skin, gently kissing me as I pull it up and then clip it into the dangling garters.

I just clip the other stocking in place, when I hear a bang and then Sean cursing. My nausea, that had started to go away, surges back. He's in a bad mood again. I want to give up. I want to curl in the bed and cry against the pillow, but I know that makes things worse. There's no time for that now. That can come later. When I'm finished.

I step into a pair of pink open toe pumps and walk to the mirror. Everything is perfect, except my hair. I toss my black hair over my left shoulder, then my right, then I pull it on top of my head. But it's all the same. I've done each of those looks for Cristian. I wish it didn't remind me of him, but it does.

"Did you fucking fall asleep? I made pizza." Sean’s yell carries like he's standing right beside me, and my body trembles.

I'm more nervous than the first time I dressed for Cristian. We'd just started dating, and I didn't really know him yet—not the way I would eventually. If he didn't like it, I was going to just walk away from him. I wish now that he didn't like it.

I can't just walk away from Sean, though. Not yet. Not until I find something else. I take a couple deep breaths, hoping they'll steady me, and I open the door.

My heels click down the hall, and I'm sure he's going to hear me coming. I need this to be a surprise, but no matter how lightly I step, I know the noise is giving me away. Any second, he's going to peek around the corner and see me. It's easier to say no from a distance. But he never looks. And when I stop in the entrance to the kitchen, his back is to me. There's a pizza sitting on a wooden peel and a bottle of wine with two glasses. Is this for us?

I tip toe behind him and slip my hands around him before he notices me. He gasps like he just fell into a frozen pond. "What are you doing?"

What does he think I'm doing? My body is pressed against his back and my hands have worked under his shirt and are moving along his stomach. I feel the bump of each ab muscle as I run my fingers across him. "I'm saying thank you properly."

"Allen, stop." He turns. My arms are still wrapped around him. He looks down my body. "What is this?"

"I just told you."

"This is what he meant, isn't it? When I was outside the door, I heard him call you—I’m not going to repeat it. I thought he was just lashing out."

I take a step back so he can see me better. "He was. But can we not talk about him, please? This is for you."

"Allen..."

I don't know if he wants to say more, but I stop him with a kiss. I almost fall backward when my lips touch his. It's not like kissing Cristian. Cristian’s lips are cold and hard. Sean's are so full of life that I can almost feel the blood pumping through them. And they send an aching shock through my body and down to my toes.

"If it's okay, I go by Alexis when I'm dressed like this?" I ask his permission between kisses while my hand sweeps across his ass.

"Fucking hell. You should be telling me your name. Not asking me if it's alright." He's kissing me back between his words now.

I drop to my knees and unfasten his jeans. With a yank, I have them around his thighs. Oh my God. I wasn't expecting that. His cock is enormous and so swollen that its head is purple. I hold my mouth so close I can feel the heat rising from it, and I look up at him through my eyelashes. He nods, and I wrap my lips around him. He tastes exactly like he smells, and I try to build up the walls before it pulls me in too far. This is just me showing my appreciation. Nothing more.

But my own cock doesn't get the message. As I move my head up and down his length, using my tongue to trace the veins on the underside of his dick, my cock strains at my teddy. It pulls so hard against its prison that I whimper and have to shift my position. Doing that must be exactly what Sean wanted, because as soon as the sound passes out of me, his fist is coiled in my hair and pulling me toward him. I almost gag as his cock shoves against the back of my throat, but I swallow it down. He's not Cristian. He might understand. But I'm not taking a chance.

It's not long before his cock pulses once in my mouth, and I can taste his salty pre-cum. I start sucking harder now. Moving faster. His fist pushing and pulling me up and down his length. His breath is shallow and louder now. When I look up, I see his head thrown back against the upper cabinets, and I close my eyes, knowing that I'm close now.

"Alexis..."

Hearing him say my name sends a wave through me, and I moan. He's not Cristian. Just those three syllables are enough to tell me that.

"Alexis, I don't know...." His words are barely audible. He's so close to coming. I move faster, trying to push him over the edge before he overthinks this, but then he pulls my head back. I stop and look up at him. His mouth is hanging open, and it looks like he's in pain. "We can't do this."

I lean back on my heels and wait for more. The words that will explain why we can't do something that we both so obviously enjoy. But they don't come. He bends over to pull his pants up and tucks his cock inside them. He doesn't even look at me while he does it. And as soon as he's covered, he steps around me and out of the kitchen.

"Sean, wait."

I stand and follow him, but he's already at the front door. I watch as he takes his truck keys from the dish on the table and walks out. He closes the door behind him. It should shut with a thud, but it's a bare click. It still carries the same finality.













CHAPTER FIVE









Sean doesn't come home the rest of the day. As far as I know, he doesn't come home that night either. When I wake up, the apartment is empty, and everything is just like I left it. I collapse onto the couch, and I can smell him. His scent caught on the leather. Trapped in the cushions. I close my eyes.

Why did I have to do this? Why him? Of all the people... of all the men, it had to be him? The very first guy I met? The grumpiest man I've met in a long time. But also the kindest. He could have called the police when he found me, but he didn't. He could have kicked me out onto the street, but he didn't. Instead, he brought me into his home and gave me a bedroom with no obligations. And what do I do to repay that?

It’s like Cristian told me. I'm just a dumb sissy slut. The first man that comes along and I wear this for him? I look down. I'm still wearing the teddy and stockings. When he stormed out last night, I didn't have the energy to take them off. I went straight into the bedroom and collapsed on top of the bed. I didn't even wash the makeup off my face.

It's not just that I wore this for him. It's that I thought maybe he was different. The way I feel about him. I thought that maybe I... I can't even think it. It's so stupid. It's just because he showed kindness when I'm not used to that. That's all. Nothing more.

When he still isn't home by six, I know I've made a terrible mistake, and I know I have to fix it. I go to the bathroom, intent on taking a shower. But then I think better of it. I wash my face and finally take off last night's makeup, but then I go into his bathroom. I open the shower door and turn on the water so it can come to temperature. Then I step inside. I pour his body wash into my hand and hold it under my nose. Oranges. I want to fall back into the wall and pretend that he's here in the shower with me. That he's lathering me with his soap, but I can't. Doing that is what got me into this trouble with him. He was clear from the beginning that he's not into guys. But I thought maybe he wouldn't think of me that way. I was wrong.

When I'm done drying my hair, I go back to my bedroom. I don't want anything overly nice. Definitely nothing girly. I need to be a man for this. I finally just pick a pair of jeans and a plain grey t-shirt. Boring, but he won't get the wrong impression from it. He won't think I'm flirting or coming on to him.

It's still sunny. I walk down the street toward his club. I go to the rear first and my heart flutters when I see his truck.

There’s no cover tonight, so I walk right in after showing my ID. It takes several seconds for my eyes to adjust to the dimness, but when they do, I see him behind the bar. There aren't many people here tonight, fewer than I expected, even on a Tuesday. I walk right to the bar.

When Sean sees me, he freezes. "Is everything alright?" He doesn't even come over to me to ask, and when I nod my head, he turns away. I watch as he walks to the other bartender. Sean points at me over his shoulder.

She walks over to me, smiling. "What can I get ya, sweetie?"

That's it? He won't even talk to me now? He has to send her over to get my order? "Just a water, I guess." I don’t have money for anything else.

Well, I don't have anywhere I need to be, so I can sit here all night. He has to come over to my side of the bar eventually. But after an hour, he doesn't. I even moved to the other side, and he just made Non-Sean work my side. I throw up my hands when I see him tell her to take over for him. She gives me a sympathetic smile but doesn't argue with him.

I'm still sitting there, refusing to move until he at least comes over so I can apologize, when one of the queens from the performance walks up to me. I don't notice her at first. I'm so focused on him. But when she puts her hand on my shoulder, I jump and she laughs.

"You must be the girl who's causing my brother to slam around bottles like he forgot they’re made of glass. I swear I could hear the clanks over my music when I was up there. I'm Lee, by the way. In case you missed that whole announcement when I went on the stage."

My face feels so hot it could heat the ice in my cup if I hold it too close, and I'm not sure if I'm blushing because she's confronting me or because she called me a girl and that means he must have told her what happened. "I didn't mean to cause any problems. I swear. I just came to apologize, but he won't even get close enough for me to do that."

"You know he's not into boys, right? And thank God because I don't need to compete with him for the guys here. So you'll never get his attention dressed like this." She looks me up and down, her face contorted like I'm covered in mud and haven't bathed in weeks.

"I'll never get his attention, no matter how I'm dressed. I found that out. And that's what I need to apologize for. He was nice enough to take me in, and I... did something I shouldn't have."

"Honey, you sucked his dick. He told me all about it. Between you and me, he hasn't had one of those in so long, I'm surprised he knew what you were even doing. And judging by those lips of yours, I'm guessing he's probably never had one better."

I roll my eyes. Obviously, that's not true.

"Why do you think he's acting like this? Men don't behave this way for a mediocre blow job. He loved it, but he's being stubborn and refusing to admit it."

I'm sure she's wrong about that. Men don't just stop and run away in the middle of a phenomenal blow job. And I should have known by the way he acted. The rude and gruff answers weren't just him being him. He meant them so I would know my place. And I didn't. So this knot heaving up in my stomach is my own fault.

"Come with me." Lee doesn't wait for me to answer before she takes my hand and pulls me along behind her, and I can see now that she and Sean are certainly brother and sister.

She takes me down a hallway and then through a locked door that she has to punch in the code for. I look away as she puts it in. Cristian taught me long ago to make it obvious that I have no interest in learning other people's passcodes. When the door clicks, I look up. It's another hallway, but we're backstage now. There are dressing areas curtained off from each other. She tugs me along to the furthest one. The one closest to the stage and we stop.

"Sit."

I do what she tells me, not sure if I'm in trouble.

"Sean tells me almost everything. So yes, I know about last night. And I know that you dressed up for him. He thinks it's just something you do for fun, but I think it's more than that." She pauses, and my cheeks burn. I don't know if she wants me to answer, so I don't say anything. “Your silence answers that question. So what's your real name?”

This time, I know she expects me to talk, but I'm speechless for a few seconds. I've never heard anyone call it my real name before, but it is, isn't it? "Alexis," I answer when I can finally speak.

"Very pretty. And I am glad to meet you, Alexis. I can't wait to rub my brother's nose in the fact that he was wrong. He always thinks he's so good at reading people."

Oh God, I hope not. I don't want to know what he would think if he could see the real me. The coward who is too scared to do anything. Too scared to even leave her abusive boyfriend. A dumb sissy slut. Cristian's words repeat over and over in my head, and each time I know they're true. I know that's all Sean would see if he could see the real me. He wouldn't see someone interesting that he would want to date.

"What do you normally do for makeup?"

I look up, not sure what she means.

"Close your mouth, honey. We wouldn't want Sean’s dick to accidentally wander in."

We wouldn't?

"Dramatic? Daytime? Fully made-up? Just a hint? Oh girl, don't tell me that you don't usually wear makeup."

"I, uh, I do... But I don't know. Just like... basics, I guess?" I've never talked makeup with anyone before. I don't even know the terminology.

She turns her back to me and opens a case. I swear there are ten drawers, and she pulls them all out one by one. "Spin the chair so you're looking at me. There. Now just go along for the ride and do exactly what I say."

Lee spends the next twenty minutes attacking me with every brush and tube and sponge that she has, and by the end, I'm not sure how I can even look like myself. But when she spins me toward the mirror, I do. I gasp and touch the glass, like that will show me the reflection isn't real. I look more like myself than I ever have. She's standing behind me, and I look up at her in the mirror. She's beaming.

"Well? Go ahead and tell me that I'm an artist. Possibly the greatest of my generation. You know you want to."

“Lee, you are! How—”

“Oh stop, I was kidding. I know how great I am. You don't have to tell me. And how? It's called practice, sweetheart. And if you like this, you need to make sure you get a lot of it because there's no reason you can't do it yourself with a little work. Now stay still. I'm going to do your hair.

When she finishes my hair, she doesn't let me look in the mirror. Instead, she walks me to a wardrobe rack so we can pick out a dress. A bright blue floral maxi dress catches my eye right away, and I pull it from the rack. I hold it against me and call Lee over.

"That one?" she asks, and I nod my head. "That's the most boring dress on that whole rack."

I blush and start to put it back, but then I stop. I want to start making my own decisions. “I think it's cute.”

"God, you're perfect for him, if he could just let himself actually see that." I want to ask her what that means, but it sounds like she's talking to herself and not me. "It is cute. If normal and ordinary are your thing."

I chuckle. No one has ever called me normal and ordinary. Even as a boy, no one ever made that mistake. "This is coming from the woman who decided her low-cut rhinestone-covered gown didn't draw enough attention so she had to glue jewels to her face too."

"Whoa." Lee stops dead, and my heart does too.

"I'm so sorry. Oh my God, I'm so, so sorry! I just meant that... I think I... I didn't mean—”

Her laugh interrupts me. "You've got a little spunk too. I like it! If he doesn't ask you to marry him by the end of the week, then I'm going to have him committed."

"Lee, I appreciate your optimism, but he doesn't think of me like that. And I don't want to be with a man who doesn't. And those jewels on your face are really pretty."

"Oh, I know they are." She takes the dress from my hands and starts to walk back to her dressing area. "Did Sean tell you that we're twins, by the way? So I know him better than he knows himself, and I know he's about to fall off that gigantic cliff of love when he sees you. It's up to him whether he dives into the water or smashes himself on the rocks. Now," she looks at my clothes and sneers again, like she hasn't already had that same reaction at least three times, "get that off, so I can burn it. All of it. I'll be right outside."

She disappears on the other side of the curtain, but I don't move. I can't do this. If I had any doubts about how he felt about me or about what happened last night, the way he's acting around me today has taken them all away. There's no interest there. At least not from him. And I refuse to get into a one-sided relationship. Maybe this is the universe giving me a sign to stay away from men. At least for a while. It's been a long time since I've considered what I had with Cristian to be a relationship, but I did just leave him. It's a mistake to go to someone else so quickly. Dumb sissy slut bouncing from one man to the next.

"You're not stripping. I can tell because once you get that disgustingness off, there will be a chorus of angels. We don't have all night, Alexis. I have to perform again in an hour."

"Lee—”

"No. No talking yourself out of this. You're doing it, and you're going to thank me later. I prefer my thanks to come in the form of earrings or necklaces, but since you're practically going to be my sister-in-law, a hand-written card and annual demonstrations of your undying gratitude will be enough. Now you've got ten seconds to get those God-forsaken not-even-good-enough-to-be-rags-for-cleaning-the-piss-off-the-urinals clothes off your body before I come in there and do it for you."

I laugh despite myself. Twins. I can definitely see it now. I strip to my underwear and slide the clothes under the curtain. Lee clears her throat, and it's obvious it's for my benefit. "Yes?"

"Either you're not wearing underwear and, thus, slightly more interesting than I gave you credit for, or you're forgetting something. Trade."

I don't have time to ask what she means before a pair of panties smacks into my chest. "You could have messed up my hair."

"My aim, like everything about me, is absolutely perfect. Now put them on and toss me your old tighty whities. This is going to be the last time you ever need those."

I wish. I peel off my underwear and drop them over the curtain. Lee gasps dramatically when she sees that they're pink boxer briefs. When I have the panties and then the dress on, I pull back the curtain just enough for her to sneak in. I might as well have shouted to the world that I'm wearing a dress because she rips it open all the way.

"Cute. Very young-divorcee-who-lives-next-door-but-hasn't-quite-learned-to dress-herself-to pick-up-a-man-yet."

"I thought you said it was perfect for him? Should I change?" Damn it, all her talk has given me hope that there might actually be a chance with him. Hope that I need to shred before it turns to heartbreak.

"No, I said you are perfect for him. The fact that you picked a dress so dull it couldn't interest a fly if you smeared honey all over it, proves it." She takes me by the shoulders and I look up into her eyes. They're the same blue as Sean's, and I wonder if hers change with her moods the way his do. Of course, his moods just fall somewhere on the grouchy continuum. "I'm teasing you, and I don't mean a word of it. Except the part about you being perfect because you are perfect. So don't ever doubt yourself. Don't ever doubt that he's going to come around once he gets a strong enough kick in the butt to make him actually realize what you are. And don't ever doubt that you deserve the fucking world. Because you're about to go out there as yourself, and there are too few people who have the courage to ever do that."

I look up and try to blink back the tears that are forming in my eyes.

"Oh, and I meant the part where you owe me your undying gratitude, too. You can show me that by baking a sweet potato pie every Thanksgiving just for me. Sprinkle that big sugar on the top of it. The kind that looks like diamond chips."

I laugh. "I don't even know how to bake."

"Then you'd better get learning. Now let's go show this idiot exactly what he missed out on last night."













CHAPTER SIX









Lee holds my hand in hers all the way to the bar. As we get close, I see Sean look at us. He stares for a few seconds and then his face goes red, and he looks away. He goes to the ice bin and pretends to be busy rearranging the cubes from one side to the other and then back again.

"See? He wouldn't do that if there wasn't something between you two."

I want to believe her, but I think he's acting the exact way I would if I weren't interested and I wanted to avoid someone. He's sending me every signal in the world, telling me to go away. And I should listen. I would listen if it weren't for Lee. She's the one who has me pumped up on this hope.

Lee doesn't bother waiting at the bar to get his attention. She flips up the divider and walks behind the counter with him. The other bartender just smiles at her when she does, and I'm wondering if that's because she's used to Lee doing this or because she just smiles at everything. Maybe it's both.

"Sean." She stops right beside him.

"Lee." He doesn't look up at her.

She leans against the bar with her back to me. "I believe you know Miss Alexis here."

Sean's eyes fly up to me for less than a second before they dive down to look at the ice bin again. "You shouldn't have done that to her."

"Only the hair and makeup. I want to be clear that she picked out her own dress."

His eyes move up to me again. They stay longer this time, and it looks like he wants to say something to me. But he turns to Lee before he can. "I can tell. That's my favorite part."

Lee spins so she's facing me. "What did I tell you?"

The hope that I tried to cap off starts to bubble up around the stopper. Maybe there is a chance after all.

"Can I talk to you privately for just a second?" Sean jerks Lee's arm and yanks her away from the bar.

I stand behind a stool, too nervous to sit, and watch them. They're clearly talking about me. Both of them gesture at me over and over. I can't see Lee's face, but Sean's grows redder the longer they talk. At first I think maybe it's embarrassment. Maybe he's blushing because of something Lee said. But then I realize it's anger. He's getting angry with her. And the way her arms are flying around more furiously, she's just as mad as him. All the hope that had risen up is now spiraling down the drain, and it's pulling my insides down with it.

When Sean looks at me and shakes his head from side to side, I know I'm going to cry. But I'm not going to do it in front of him. Or in front of Lee. She doesn't know her twin brother as well as she thinks she does. As soon as Sean looks away, I sneak off. Around the backside of the bar and behind a wall that shields me from them if they look for me. I'm out the front door in seconds, and I don't look back. Something tells me that neither one of them bothered trying to follow me anyway.

A couple streets away, there's still no sign of them, but I don't take a chance. I duck through an alley and over a few more blocks before I slow down. I'm panting now, and the adrenaline rushing through my body took away whatever urge I had to cry. I sit on a bench to figure out where I am, and I realize that I'm homeless. Just like the night when I left Cristian, only now I can't even hide and spend the night at the club. Sean will check every inch of that place before he closes tonight.

I have to find some place soon. Even wearing a full length maxi dress, a single woman wandering the streets alone after dark would look out of place. People would think I’m either a sex worker or a potential victim. Either way it’s attention I can’t handle. It’s attention that would eventually bring the police. I’m sure he has my name flagged in the system, and the first time anyone runs into me, he'll be notified. I wouldn't get to call anyone else. I would be released to him. And he'll make sure that I can't get away so easily the next time. So no. I have to do whatever it takes. I can't go back to him. No matter the alternative.

I just wish my brother weren't my only alternative. I promised myself I would never talk to him again. Not unless he made the first move. That promise only lasted three years. When he pulls up to the curb, I don't know whether I want to cry or to pick up a loose brick and throw it through his window. Maybe both. But I don't do either. I wave to him and walk up to the passenger side, waiting for him to unlock it. When he does, I slide in and smooth my dress under me.

"So, you’re still doing... that?" He pulls away from the curb before I even have my seatbelt on. He takes off so fast, it jerks me back into the seat.

I understand why he's so disappointed in me. I'm not exactly the big brother that most little boys grow up idealizing. I never taught him to play baseball. We didn't shoot hoops in the driveway until mom finally made us come in. We didn't stay up all night playing video games. But I tried. I read to him when he was young. We went to movies together. I even went to all of his games until he finally demanded that I stop going.

When he was twelve, I came out to everyone at school. It's not like it was a secret. No one was surprised, but I was still ostracized by almost all the boys. Suddenly I went from "just ignore him, he's no one" to "let's push the fag down when he walks past us in the hall." Jacob went to a different school, but that didn't matter.

I still remember the day he came home with a black eye. My stomach sank when I saw him. It was only a few days after I had come out, so I knew he'd gotten into a fight because of me. But he denied it. Then, a week later, he was suspended for fighting with a different student. I wanted to hug him like I used to when he was younger. I wanted to tell him that it was all okay. That he didn't have to fight these people. Not for me or for himself. But he'd stopped talking to me. I was locked out of his room. He wouldn't even look at me when we ate dinners across from each other. And I was dealing with my own problems at school. I didn't need more at home from my family. So I started to ignore him.

For a while, we sort of fell into an uneasy equilibrium, but as I came to terms with who I really was—as the few friends I still had helped me see that I was a transgender girl and not a gay boy—I pushed things at school. I remember thinking, "How much worse can it be if I wear a dress and makeup today?" But I didn't think about Jacob. And when he was suspended again a few days after that, I knew it was because of me. That's when I buried my true self and vowed that I couldn't let it cause problems for him ever again. But now I'm sitting in the passenger seat of his car wearing a dress, and he's driving me to his house so I can spend the night. I've never been anything but a failure as a big brother, and it's continuing tonight.

We barely say seven words to each other on the trip to his house. What is there to talk about? He's made it clear how he feels about me. About who I am. And in return, I've given up on him. It seems so heartless when I think about it, but it's for the best. There's too much damage to both of us. The wounds are still too fresh.

When we turn the last corner, I see a small red sports car parked on the street, and even several houses away, I know. It feels like everything I've ever seen or done presses down on me in that one moment. “Jacob?” I tug on the door handle, but it's locked and my brain isn't functioning enough to work the button to unlock it.

He doesn't answer.

"Jacob! What have you done? What have you done!" I'm sobbing and I pull on his arm, but he yanks it back and pushes me back onto my side of the car. I tug so hard at the door handle that I'm sure it's going to come off. But he still doesn't say anything. Not until the car is parked.

"He told me what happened. As soon as you went missing, he called me and told me everything. I know we haven't gotten along, but I love you and want you to get help. He's going to make sure you get it."

I laugh, and can't stop. My own brother called my ex to come pick me up. The man I'm running away from. The man I was so desperate to avoid that I actually called the brother I want nothing to do with. And they're working together. Of course they would be. For a second, I wonder what lies Cristian told Jacob to get him to do this to me, but it doesn't matter. Jacob was never going to take my side in any conflict. Not anymore.

As soon as Jacob unlocks the doors, I feel mine being pulled open. If I didn't still have the seatbelt on, I might fall out. "Hello, little bird." Black spots swirl in my vision when I hear his voice, and I can't move.

Jacob unlatches my seatbelt and Cristian pulls it off of me and then pulls me from the car. He carries me toward the trunk, where he rests for a minute. He thanks Jacob for calling him and then strokes my hair. I'm pretty sure I hear him call me beautiful. It's dark now, and I wonder if anyone is watching. Does anyone think it's unusual to see a man carry me from one car and set me into another? Maybe if I screamed, someone might do something. But what? If they came to confront us, Cristian would show them his badge and assure them that everything is alright. He's done it so many times before that I even know the exact words he would use. If they called the police, he would do the same thing. Only he would use his we're-all-just-bros voice instead of his official voice. And no cop would ever do anything to him. There's nothing I can do. So I close my eyes and do nothing.













CHAPTER SEVEN









I'm not aware of any time passing at all before Cristian parks the car outside his apartment. He pulls on the parking brake and turns toward me. "I told you that you would come back. I did think the new boyfriend would have lasted longer than four days, though. I guess he's smarter than I gave him credit for."

I don't answer. What can I say? Everything he said is true. When he walks me through the building and to his apartment, he grips my hand so tightly that at first it throbs and then it goes numb. By the time he unlocks the door, I can't even tell if he's still squeezing it or not.

I pause at the door. My body refuses to move inside. I try to force it. I know there's no point in resisting. Resisting just makes him angry. But it still won't move.

"Thinking about running away again?" His voice is soft and calm. He stands in front of me and holds both of his hands up, showing me his palms. "I won't stop you. But where would you go? You were so sure of yourself when you brought him here inside our apartment. But he saw through you. It only took him four days to see the real you. The one that no one else could ever want. I told you, didn't I?"

I nod my head.

"Look at you. At what you're wearing. I put up with that because I love you, but no one else ever will. I bet he took one look at you dressed like this and he kicked you out. Didn't he?"

He's so close to the truth that I wonder if he somehow saw the whole thing. I close my eyes and try to ignore him, but I can't. It just makes me more aware of him. His breathing. His scent. The feel of him as his face leans closer to mine.

"I knew it. You never were the brightest bulb, were you, my little bird? But this is foolish even for you. What man could ever look at you the way you are and love you?" He pauses, and I hold my eyes closed, waiting for him to go on. "Answer me. What man could ever look at you dressed like this and love you?"

"No one." My answer is a breath, but it's enough to satisfy him. I hear his breathing change.

"No. You're still too stupid to know the right answer. Me. I love you despite all this foolishness. And that's why I'm not mad that you tried to leave. You didn't know how good you have it with me. Well, I hope now you do. I hope this experience has taught you a lesson. Now I suggest you get inside this apartment before I do get angry. Neither one of us wants that, do we?"

I shake my head. I try to lift my foot, but it still won't move. And I'm trembling. I know what's going to happen if I don't go inside. It might already be too late. "Please, can you help me?"

"You want me to help you come inside our home? Do you know how pathetic you are? A pathetic little sissy who can't do anything for himself. Is that what you are?"

There was a time I thought I was more than that. But I don't know anymore. Maybe that's all I am. Sean saw the real me and wanted nothing to do with it. I can't blame him for running away from me.

I nod my head, and he lifts me under my arms and pulls me inside. He's laughing and shaking his head as he takes me to a chair and drops me into it. "Be more careful! Don't plop into the furniture like that." I listen to him close the door, and my soul collapses. I'm too broken to even wish I were dead.

"I'm going to bed. You're going to sleep out here tonight. You have to earn the right to come back to our bed. Lucky for you, I'm a very reasonable man."
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I don't bother moving from the chair. I don't bother closing my eyes. I know I'll never sleep. Not tonight or ever. I'm sure of it. But when there's a series of loud knocks on the door, I realize I'm wrong. I look at the clock hanging on the wall—a little after three—and I'm sure I'm dreaming. No one knocks on the door this early. Or ever. In all my years of living here, I don't remember anyone ever knocking. But this person isn't knocking. They're pounding. I swear I can see the frame vibrate around the door.

"Alexis?"

It's just a dream, but my heart still tries to beat out of my chest when I hear his voice. "Sean?" I cry back. Sure that, since it's not real, nothing I do matters. I see Cristian race out of the bedroom. His service pistol is in his hand, and I know this is a nightmare, not a dream. I want to wake up. I scream and throw myself against the back of the chair, but I don’t wake. Cristian rushes to me and smacks me across the face. I tumble to the ground, and my mouth is warm right away, like it's filling with blood. And this nightmare is obviously wrong because it takes longer than that for a mouth to fill with blood. I know.

"You shut your fucking slut mouth." Cristian screams at me, and I laugh. That part is realistic. The real-world Cristian would say something like that. "Think twice before you do anything stupid, boy. I have a weapon and it's drawn." He's talking to Sean now and for a second, I think Sean disappeared. That's what people do in dreams. Just like in real life. But then there's a thud so loud, I cover my head. The wall looks and sounds like it's going to collapse. And I realize that he's trying to break through the door.

"Sean!" I don't know why I yell his name again. It's silly, and I guess that makes sense coming from me. I look up and see Cristian move in slow motion. He takes a step toward the door and angles his body slightly as he raises his pistol. And I know that as soon as the next blow falls against the door, he's going to fire. Even though it's just a dream, I can't let that happen. I jump up and wrap both of my arms around his, pulling down as hard as I can while I fall back to the floor. Just as I do, Sean kicks the door, and it flies open. Just as Cristian pulls free of me, Sean leaps on him.

The two wrestle on the ground. They're only inches away from me at times, and I just watch. I already know what will happen. Cristian will get a shot off. Sean will die. And all my hope will be gone in this nightmare just like in real life.

But it doesn't happen that way. Somehow, Sean takes the gun from Cristian and stands over him, pointing it at him. He backs away, closer to me, and yanks me to my feet. Without looking, he pushes me behind him. I peek around and see Cristian on the floor. Blood is pouring from a cut on his forehead and one of his eyes is starting to swell shut. I laugh. I've been in that position so many times, it's nice to fantasize about it happening to him for once.

"Are you alright?" Sean asks, and for a second I think he's asking Cristian.

"Me? Yeah, I'm great. Ten out of ten. Highly recommend this dream to everyone I know." At least until Cristian finds a way to win. He always wins.

"Alexis, honey, this is real. It isn’t—it doesn't matter." He takes a step closer to Cristian and kicks him in the ribs. Cristian grunts, but he doesn't move. "As for you, you little fuck, Alexis and I are leaving now. And you're never going to bother her or me or cause any problems for us or anyone we love. Do we understand each other?"

Cristian laughs and tries to spit blood at Sean. It mostly just dribbles out of his mouth, and I wonder if his jaw is broken too. I hope so. If I have any say in this, I want every single bone in his body to be broken. All 206 of them. And I want them all to cause him pain so severe he spends the rest of the time writhing in pain until I wake up. I concentrate as hard as I can to make it happen, but nothing changes.

Sean drops a piece of paper onto Cristian’s chest. There's something handwritten on it. "Do you recognize that name?" Sean asks.

Cristian takes it and winces as he holds it up to the one eye he can still see out of. He looks from the paper to Sean's face and back to the paper.

"That man is a very good friend of mine, and he owes me more than one favor. I think you can imagine some of the creative ways he would repay those favors if something were to happen to me or Alexis. So whenever the thought of revenge starts rattling around in that empty little skull of yours, I want you to remember that name. Hell, maybe you should put that paper on your fridge as a constant fucking reminder. If anyone I know so much as gets a suspicious parking ticket, your last moments are going to be spent in an agony that seems like it'll never end. Now, do we understand each other?"

Cristian looks at the paper one more time and his eyes freeze on it. He nods his head.

"Attaboy. Come on, Sunbeam. We're going home."

Sean wraps an arm around me and walks me into the hallway. He tries to pull the door shut behind us, but it just swings open. I look back and get one last glimpse of Cristian before I turn toward the stairs. I know that I'll wake up any minute, and I'll still be there in that chair. The door will be closed and locked. Cristian will be sleeping in our bedroom. And in just a few hours, he'll wake up and punish me for trying to leave him.

When we get to Sean's truck, he opens the door for me and leans across me to buckle me in. I get goosebumps as his body presses against mine, even if it is just for a couple of seconds. Then he walks around the front and sits in the driver's seat. He starts the truck and we back out of the spot, like we're going to the grocery store instead of leaving the scene where he just rescued me. And maybe that is where we're going. I don't know what to expect at this point.

"How is this even happening?" I ask no one in particular.

"How is what happening?"

"This. Why haven't I woken up yet? Why didn't Cristian kill you? Why isn't he chasing us now? Am I going to be stuck in this dream forever?"

He glances at me before turning back to the road. "Do you want to be stuck here forever?"

"With you?"

"With me. Forever." He reaches his hand toward me. I twist and take it in both of my hands.

"Yes."













EPILOGUE









I'm almost too exhausted to climb onto the bar stool. It’s only been three hours, but three hours of constant running back and forth from the kitchen to the bar to the seats and all back again. Now I wish I could curl up on a couch and binge a couple seasons of some show with half-dressed werewolves roaming in packs.

"You're a wimp."

My head is buried in my arms, but I don't need to see to know that it’s Sean. "Nobody asked you."

"When has that stopped me from giving my opinion?"

"Can't I just sleep on your bar in peace for a few minutes?"

I feel him hovering over me, and I know that's my answer. "I need help in the storeroom. Since you seem to have a little free time."

I whimper and lift my head to face him. I make sure that he can see exactly how much I don't want to help him. Or even how much I don't want to get off this bar stool now that I'm finally on it. But he doesn't care.

"Come on." He walks to the far end of the bar, through the bar flap, and then back to get me. He's standing just a couple of feet away, staring at me, and I know if I don't get up, he'll pick me up right here in front of everyone.

As soon as I'm off the stool, he walks away without a word. We make our way through the crowd and into a quiet hallway, away from all the noise. He stops there and waits for me to catch up.

"So your brother was here earlier."

"Yeah? I'm the one who waited on him, so I knew that."

He looks backward at me and rolls his eyes. "And?"

"And that was the definition of 'okay.' He's still working through everything. It's coming."

"You're a better person than I am. I would have never forgiven him for what he did."

"I don't think anyone who knows us would dispute that I'm a better person than you." He stops halfway through entering the code on the storeroom lock and turns to glare at me. I stick my tongue out at him. "But I never said I forgave him."

The lock beeps. He pushes the door open and waits for me to walk in front of him. As soon as I do, he presses me against the wall, and I spin to face him.

"Not yet, but I know you, Sunbeam. You will." His lips press into mine, and as tired as my legs are, it takes all my strength to not melt into a heap on the floor.

I throw my arms around him, as much for support as to pull him even closer to me. “He's my brother. And he thought he was helping me. It’s everything between us that came before that I’m struggling with.”

He slips his tongue between my lips, and tiny sparks shoot down to my cock. “I still think you should have let me beat—”

"Can we talk about my brother some other time?" I squeeze his cock through his jeans, and he groans. "I can think of so many other things you can do with that mouth."

"Like tell you how fucking hot you are in that skirt?" His hand slides under it and teases my dick through my panties.

I fall forward against him and moan into his mouth. "Yeah, like that."

"Or maybe tell you how hard I've been all night seeing you run around my club dressed like that?"

He grinds his cock into me, and I can't take anymore. I drop to my knees and unzip his jeans. My mouth salivates as I get closer to his cock, and my own dick is hard and pressing against my panties now. Sean unfastens his belt and pushes his pants down. They fall around his thighs, and that's all the signal I need. I don't kiss the tip or run my tongue along his underside. I dive in and take it all the way. My head bobbing back and forth. Drool rolling from the corners of my mouth. His cock presses against the back of my throat, and I change my angle so I can take even more of him. And when I do, I can move all the way down him. His hairs tickle against my nose.

Just as I close my eyes and start rocking into a rhythm, Sean takes a step back, and his dick falls away from my mouth. I look up at him, and I think of the night in his kitchen two months ago. It's silly to think of that and worry that he's going to walk away from me again. We've done this more times than I can count. I'm not only living in his apartment now, but I'm sharing a bed with him. I don’t doubt the way he feels about me. And I don't doubt my feelings for him. So why is my heart skipping beats now, thinking that he's going to walk out on me?

He grins as he slides his hands under my arms and lifts me up. "I have a better idea."

He spins me around and lifts my short skirt up over my ass, pressing my shoulders against the wall as he does. I feel him tug on my panties, and then I hear a rip.

"Shit."

“Did you seriously just tear—”

"I'll have Lee get you another pair before you go back to work." He presses his cock against my asshole, and I forget all about my panties or that I'm shoved against the wall of a storeroom that anyone could walk into at any second. All I can think is that I need him inside me.

He runs his cock around my entrance, and I whimper.

"Does my girl want this?"

I nod my head so hard it bangs against the steel wall.

"Do you think you've earned it?"

I shudder. There's no way Sean knows it, but that's something Cristian used to ask me.

"Babe... Alexis..." He takes a step back and his absence feels like someone ripped out a part of me. He runs his fingers down the side of my face so lightly that I can barely feel them. "Are you alright? Do you need me to stop or go slower?"

I've spent the last two months in therapy and will need much more to get over what Cristian did to me. But Sean is not Cristian. The fact that he just stopped to ask if I was okay is proof of that. Cristian wouldn't have noticed my reaction. And even if he did, he wouldn't have cared.

"You're thinking about him, aren't you?"

I nod my head.

"I'll spend the rest of my life making you feel so safe you forget that asshole ever existed. Do you want to stop? Or do you need me to just hold you? Or give you space? Tell me what you need from me, Alexis."

The evenings I spend with Sean's arms wrapped around me are the best times I've ever had. I feel so safe and comfortable and authentic in his arms. He knows exactly who I am. I'm always Alexis to him, and he never asks me to be anyone else. "It's just something he used to say. But you didn't know. What I need is for you to hurry up and finish this job so I can get back to my real but way less pleasurable job."

"Yes, ma'am." His cock slips between my cheeks so quickly that I know he was hoping I would say this. “But if you ever need—”

"I never thought I'd say this, but you talk too much."

He laughs, and I grind back against him, trying to focus him.

“And I know. And I love you for it,” I say as he slips into me and takes my breath away.

"Still less than I love you." He starts out slowly, and I know he's just teasing me. But I refuse to give in and beg. I start humming a song I heard on the radio earlier.

"Are you bored?" He asks. "I'll fix that." He presses his full length into me, and a moan replaces my hum. My body leans forward, and he reaches around my front to grab my cock. He pumps into me, his body slapping against mine, while he runs a finger along my dick.

"Jesus... Sean..." It's like he accelerated from 20 miles per hour to over one hundred, and my body can't catch up. My breath is somewhere behind, trying to find its way back to me.

"I don't hear you humming now."

I couldn't even if I wanted to. All my attention is locked on this. His cock thrusting inside me. Mine pulsing in my panties under his touch. My lungs burning as they try to keep up.

It doesn't take long before I feel the fire roaring into a full blaze inside me, sweeping through my body and destroying everything in its path. I try to hold back, but my dick has a mind of its own and fills my panties with shot after shot of cum. And just when it's extinguished, I feel Sean tense. He groans and his cock pulses in my ass. He's still thrusting, but it's slower now. His energy is spent. We're both burned out and hollow and just want to collapse into each other.

When he slips out of me, I turn and kiss him. His lips are still hot from the firestorm that moved through us. My tongue prods through the ashes as he wraps his arms around me and pulls me tight against him. “You’re the best waitress I ever hired.”

I laugh. “And this job has the best benefits of any I’ve ever had. Now, about those new panties…”
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"Trust me, you'll love this," she says.



 


My heart races when she hands me a pair of black stockings. I stare at her, but she just nods. I sit and slowly pull them up my legs. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Never imagined anything could feel this good. But I stop. I shouldn’t do this. I shouldn’t like this. I’m a man.



 


Then her hands find mine — she kisses me — and I forget all my doubts. My fears are gone. “That’s my girl,” she says.



 


No one has ever called me that, but I nod my head. I am her girl.
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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...



 


It all started with a request — no, an order. “You’re going to work for me.” They never knew it would lead to so much more. They never knew giving up control would change their lives forever. They never knew how much they would love it.







THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

















ALSO BY KENZIE MCKAY









BECOMING ALEXIS

I want to show Sean my secret. I want him to see the real me. But what if everything changes once he does?

 

BEING SABRINA

After years of friendship, it’s time to show him my true self. We both freeze when he sees me. Is either of us ready for what comes next?

 

DISCOVERING SIERRA

Dancing on stage in front of a bunch of guys is one thing, but doing it while dressed like a girl and in heels? That’s totally different.

 

FINDING JASMINE

My heart races as she hands me a pair of black stockings. I’ve never let anyone see this side of me, but when she kisses me, I forget all my doubts.

 

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 GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

 

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.

 

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…

 

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.

 

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 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.

 

THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES

It’s a clinic famous for turning ordinary women into hot trophy wives. But these men are about to find out that not every client started as a woman…
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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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