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CHAPTER ONE









I haven't been in a club like this since I was in college, but not a lot has changed. I look around as I make my way to our table. There are two different bars in here. A selfie station. Lots of women's bathrooms. That's a change, I chuckle to myself. And the lights are better. More vivid. But overall, it's the same thing. A bunch of gay men and straight women. They just all look like babies to me now.

It's not hard to spot Sebastian, even from behind. He's almost twice as wide as the chair and undoubtedly more solid. His long dark hair falls to the shoulders of his black suit. I've known the man for years, and I've never seen him wear anything other than black. But it’s so natural, I can’t imagine any other color on him.

He doesn't take his eyes off the stage when I sit next to him. Instead, he rests his hand on my shoulder. It's his way of telling me hello. And I wish he wouldn't. Every touch, no matter how brief or innocent, makes my heart skip. And it reminds me of what I can never have.

"Have you been here long?" I ask him.

He shakes his head. "Long enough to order you a scotch, but not long enough to drink it myself. What do you think of her?" He points to the woman on the stage.

I look up. The woman is wearing a parka, but the way she's shimmying in it, we all know that it's coming off any second. And when she does rip it off, she thrusts her chest out, making her already large breasts seem even bigger. I stare at them, but I can't figure out if they're real. Just based on the way they bounce in her ice blue bikini top, I think they probably are. But with a good makeup job and better falsies, it's hard to tell anymore. The woman moves around the stage, showing herself off to everyone. Every time she flips her hair, the crowd cheers, and when she squats down with her legs spread wide open, the audience erupts. I just watch with my mouth hanging open. She must really trust her bikini and whatever tape she uses to tuck her boy bits away.

"I think she's pretty. And a really good dancer." I answer his question.

"Yes to both. I've been watching her since she started a little over a year ago. It's remarkable how much she's changed in that time. So much more confident. When she started, it seemed like she was almost embarrassed of herself. Can you imagine being embarrassed of who you are?" He finally turns to me, and his eyes are like black coals in here. They hold my eyes until I can't take anymore and have to look away.

I need to change the subject. "So how's Pepper and Jade coming?"

Sebastian's face lights up. His restaurants aren't his main business, but they're the ones he loves the most. “I have people working around the clock to be sure we’re ready for the opening next weekend. But we’ll make it. And we’re already booked until April.” He pauses, and I'm just about to congratulate him when he bites his lip, and I know there's more. "Unfortunately, there was some family business I was forced to handle personally last week, so that distracted me from tasks at the restaurant. But that's in the past." He brushes his palms like he's rubbing the dirt from them. “Next week, I’ll live at that restaurant until I’m sure it’s ready.”

I know better than to ask anything more about his family business. The first time he mentioned it, I asked what he meant, and his stare was so intense, it felt like I was being stabbed. He never answered me then, and I haven't questioned him since. If he doesn't want to talk about it, I probably don't want to know. “So that means the menu—”

"Will wonders never cease?" One of the performers stops in front of our table and stares at us. "The mighty Sebastian Makris is here with a date? And a cute one at that." She winks at me, and my skin turns to lava. "Should I take a picture to record this occasion?"

"You know what happens to people who try to take compromising photos of me." Sebastian's voice is calm and almost chilly. But he doesn't deny that I'm his date. Does that mean something? It can't. I can't let myself think that it does.

"I know what would happen to you if you tried."

They stare at each other, and I'm starting to worry there might be a problem when Sebastian stands up and throws his arms around the woman. "Lee, my dear, how are you?"

“You know those times where you feel like everything is going your way? Well, they’re going to name those after me. That’s how well I’m doing. So who's the cutie? And why haven't I been introduced yet?”

They both turn to me. Sebastian is still smiling, and I wish it could mean more than it does. "This is Colin, a very good friend to me."

The woman's face lights up at the way he says it, and I want to bury my head in my hands. "It's a pleasure to meet you Colin. Any "very good friend" of Sebastian's is always welcome here." She extends her hand, and I shake it.

“We're not... he didn't mean—”

"So how is that lovely girlfriend of yours?" Sebastian interrupts me before I can clarify that he and I aren't dating.

“Still lovely as ever. She's been begging me for weeks to ask you for reservations at the new restaurant.”

"You know there's always a table for you two once we open. Just say the word."

"I know. But I want to make her work for it." The woman winks at Sebastian, and then pats me on the knee. "I really need to get backstage. You know how these girls are. They're probably fighting over whose curling iron is the biggest. It was great to meet you Colin. I look forward to seeing you around a lot more often. Maybe now Sebastian will stop flirting with my girlfriend."

"She's too gorgeous. I'll never be able to control myself around her." He hugs the woman again and sits back down. “That was Lee,” he tells me. “She and her brother own this club.”

"So is that why you come here? Because you know the owners?" He’s not gay, so I've been curious why he chose this club.

"Not quite. I know the owners because I come here so often."

“Oh.” Does this mean he’s attracted to this type of woman? My heart races.













CHAPTER TWO









I change my mind on each step toward the door. She’s my best friend. But I’ve gone this long without telling her. But I want her to know. And I need her help. When I get to the door, I pause just a second before opening it. I want to do this.

"Hey, Ki."

"Hey, boss man." She tosses her coat on the back of a chair and I roll my eyes. She knows I hate when she calls me that, and that's why she does it. We haven’t thought of each other as boss and secretary for years.

I stand in the doorway between the living room and kitchen. "Want a drink?"

"You still have those pomegranate hard ciders?" she asks.

I take out two glasses and pour the ciders into them. She sips hers. I chug mine. Having a little alcohol buzz will make this easier.

"Whoa, Colin. Are you trying to get wasted in the middle of the day?"

Trying? No. But if it happens, I won't complain. I open another bottle and pour it into my glass.

"So what's up? You invite me over, don't say two words to me, don't even have the Sea Eagles game on, and now you're drinking hard ciders like a nervous sorority girl during rush."

I walk to the living room and sit on the edge of a chair and study the glass in my hands. I swirl it around, watching the red liquid fizz and race around the lip. Maybe I should start by showing her the text. I pull the phone out of my back pocket and swipe to the message. "Read this."



Sebastian: Please remind me to never blindly say yes to someone. Apparently, I'm hosting my family's holiday party next weekend. From this moment forward, I'm telling everyone no whenever they ask me anything.

Me: It won't be that bad.

Sebastian: My mother has already asked me who I'm bringing. She doesn't understand I have no time for anyone new in my life. I'll ask Lee to arrange for a girl from the club to accompany me.

Me: Don't do that. I have a better idea. I’ll take care of everything.





As soon as I sent that text, I knew it was a mistake. I should have texted back right away to tell him I was wrong. That I didn't have a better idea after all. I even had the message typed, but I erased it.

"So, is this why you wanted me to come over? Prince Sebastian is having a party, and... What?" She sighs his name just like she always does to make fun of the way I dote on him.

I look up at her and smile. This is going to work. She and I are going to make sure it works. "And I'm going to be his date."

“Does he know this?”

I shake my head.

She reads through the messages again and raises an eyebrow. “So you're going to be his surprise date? And this is the Prince Sebastian? The straight man you whine about all the time, wishing that he could be gay."

"I don't whine about it." Kiana rolls her eyes but doesn't say anything. "I don't! But there's more to this. Something that you don't know about me."

"Unless you're secretly a woman, I don't see how it's going to help any with this."

My heart skips when she says it. There's no way she knows. I know that she can't. "That's kind of exactly it." I look down before I can see her reaction.

"Yeah, I need a little more than that—I need a lot more than that—to know what you're talking about." She sets the phone on my leg and sits directly across from me.

"I mean, you kinda got it already." I look up at her and smile. She still looks confused though. "I'm trans, but not many people know." In fact, exactly three people know. My sister and two ex-boyfriends. My two exes tried to stay with me after they found out, but it didn't work for any of us.

The confusion on her face is gone, and it's replaced by disbelief now. "You're kidding me."

I shake my head and shrug.

“Wow. This wasn’t what I expected when you asked if I could come over today. So what happens now? What do I call you? Does this mean you’re transitioning? Who else knows?”

“My sister and a couple of exes I never talk to anymore. Now you. I hope it’s okay that I told you.”

“Girl! First things first…” She leans over my chair and wraps her arms around me. “I am so proud of you for this. And honored that you felt safe enough to tell me.” She lets go and I’m sure I see her wipe her eye even though she would never admit if I asked.

“So?”

“So what?” I ask.

“So everything. Name? Transitioning? Does Prince Sebastian know yet?”

I stumble over the word when I try to tell her my name. Somehow that makes this more real. “Sabrina. Uh, I don’t know. And that’s why you’re here.”

Kiana squeals and wraps me in a hug again. “I like Sabrina so much better than Colin. I could always tell you were a Sabrina. I just had a feeling.”

“You very definitely did not.”

She taps the side of my face. “Shush. No arguing. So you want me to help you figure out what to do about work?”

I look down. “I hadn’t really thought that far ahead. I don’t have any plans for work yet. It’s Sebastian that I need help with. What are you doing Saturday? Want to help me with my hair and makeup?”

"Girl..."

“And do you have time to go shopping with me now? I need to pick out a dress for the party.”

“So he does know? And you’re going with him.” Her hands start to move up, and I know she’s going to hug me again, so I stop her.

“Not yet. I’m kind of going to surprise him?” Hearing it out loud makes me wonder if I should do this.

“I don't want to be that person,” she says, “but just because he's straight doesn't mean that he's going to be interested in... someone like you.”

She doesn't have to say it. That's why I never told him about this. For years, I’ve told myself that the reason he’s not attracted to me is because he’s straight. But once he knows the truth, I won’t have that excuse anymore. If he’s still not interested, it will be because of me. “I know. But I have a feeling about this.” Thanks to Friday night, I know the kind of girl he’s interested in.

"Then let's do this. Are you going to go shopping like this, or do you have something different in mind? Let's go see what you have in your closet." She’s practically bouncing with excitement as she pulls me from the chair and herds me toward my bedroom.

Kiana goes right to my closet and throws the doors open. While she swipes clothes back and forth on the rods, I take a bra from my dresser.

"This is it?" she asks.

"What did you expect?"

"Before today, I thought you were a gay man. Now you tell me that you're really a trans woman. Both of those things make me expect a pretty spectacular closet. But my dad’s wardrobe is more interesting than this."

"Sorry. I didn't have time to get the mirrored ball installed before I invited you over. Get a sweater out of there for me, will you?" I slip my t-shirt over my head and wrap the bra around me. When it's hooked in the back, I drop my breast forms into the cups, running my finger over my nipples and wishing I didn't have to stuff my bra before going out.

"A sweater? Seriously? You don't even own a dress."

"That's why we need to go shopping."

She snorts and looks me up and down. The side of her mouth is curled up. I'm just wearing a bra and panties now. "What?" I'm not sure I want to know what she's thinking, but I ask anyway.

“Nothing. Just… you’re kinda hot dressed like that. Here.” She holds out a sweater for me. “At least this is pink and not some boring black or brown.”

"Whatever." Black can be sexy on the right person.

I take the sweater from her and set it on the bed. Then I pull on a pair of jeans and walk to the bathroom. Kiana is behind me and clicks her tongue when she sees my makeup bag. I know what she's thinking. It’s not even half the size of a small pencil case. But I never go out dressed like this, so why do I need a lot of makeup or clothes? She's lucky I have any at all.

I only put on eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick, and when I face Kiana, she pretends to wipe away a tear. “This is why I need you to help me next weekend,” I say.

"You need me to help you today. Do you want me to do it for you?"

I shake my head and kiss her cheek as I walk back to the bedroom. “Not today. This is fine. I don't like heavy makeup.” I slip the v-neck sweater over my head and adjust it so my bra isn't showing. Then I pull my hair up into a bun and look at myself in the mirror. Totally fine. I look just like any other woman shopping for a dress to wear while surprising the man she’s secretly been in love with for the last two years and telling him that she's not really the gay man that he always thought she was. Completely normal and common.













CHAPTER THREE









The store is packed, and there are giant signs everywhere announcing a "Pre-Pre-Black-Friday-Up-to 50%-Off Sale." I work through the dates in my head. This is only the beginning of November, so I think their marketing department might be off a week or two. But I'm apparently the only one who cares. There's at least two women at every rack, but Kiana and I snake our way through them all. She keeps asking me what I'm looking for, but I don't know. What's the perfect dress to wear for both coming out and hitting on your friend? I'll know it when I see it. I hope.

But so far I haven't. Nothing is perfect. Everything is either too formal or too cheap-looking. Too low-cut or too frumpy. Maybe this isn't going to work. Maybe this whole idea was foolish. I sigh as I step away from a rack. The woman who was waiting for me to move smiles at me as she swoops into the space I leave. I look around for Kiana, but I don't see her anywhere.

I wander to the juniors section just in case there’s something there. But it’s twice as crowded as the women’s. Mothers and daughters all fight to find the perfect outfit. But I can tell from a distance that it’s not worth wading into that mess. Either I've moved on and left these styles behind me, or the fashion world has moved on and left me behind. Maybe both.

"There you are!" Kiana almost shouts in my ear, and it makes me jump. "I've been looking all over for you. I think I've got it."

Excitement draws up through my body, but at the same time, I try to tamp down my expectations. I know her, and I know her style. I'm sure this dress is going to be sparkly and shiny and short and cut to show off cleavage that I don't have. I could curse myself for not starting hormones earlier. I turn, and she holds the dress out in front of her.

"You picked this?" I ask her and take a step back. It's a red sweater dress with a cowl neck and three-quarter length sleeves. It is short, but other than that, it’s not like anything she would ever choose.

“It's you. Plain and simple, but with a little surprise underneath that's hidden from the world.” She flips out the bottom of the dress, and I laugh.

"It is me. And I love it. I just can't believe you picked it out. It's not a neon color, and it doesn't light up. Does it play music if I push a button on the chest?"

"Yes. If someone pushes your boob, it'll play a song called Get the Fuck Back Before You Get Your Dick Slapped. Really catchy. It might be plain now, but wait until I accessorize you." The way she says the word accessorize sounds both exciting and threatening. "Oh my God, I don't even know... are your ears pierced?"

I nod and pull out a naked earlobe, like I need to prove it.

"Then yes, girl, we are doing you up all the way. It's called compromise. You get your boring ass dress, and I still get to make you fancy and pretty." She bounces up and down and claps, and now I know that I should be afraid. But I'm not. I'm so excited I feel like someone set me on top of a vibrating washing machine. “First, you have to try it on to make sure it fits.”

Finding a salesperson to let me into a fitting room is a lot easier than I thought it would be. They're all clustered together near a door that probably leads to the backroom. When they see us approaching, their eyes go wide and a couple slip through the door. Kiana and I put on our biggest smiles to reassure the ones who haven't been blessed with superhuman reaction times that we really don't mean any harm. Kiana even holds up the dress as we get closer, like holding out a treat to a frightened dog.

"My girlfriend just needs a fitting room, that's all."

One of the salespeople takes a step toward us and then stops. I hold my hands out to not spook the overstressed girl. She looks from me to Kiana and back again, and the relaxation that passes over her is obvious. It's like someone let just a little air out of a balloon about to burst. “I was so worried you were going to yell at me for not having that dress in an aqua blue tartan plaid size 0.”

"You don't have that?" I ask, and she freezes. "Just kidding. I only need a fitting room so I can try this on, please."

She laughs too long and loud, and I can tell it's the first chance she's had to release any tension all day. "Here you are." She pulls her keys from the lock and nudges the door open. "If you ladies need anything else, just let me know." We don't even have a chance to blink before she disappears.

I step inside and look around. I'm 33 years old, and this is the first time I've been in a women's dressing room. It's very underwhelming. Almost exactly like every men's fitting room I've ever been in. There's no champagne or tray of strawberries. There's no celestial harp music that starts playing as I walk in. The only difference is the smell. There's a faint smell of perfume instead of a faint smell of deodorant and cheap cologne. I inhale and take off my jeans and sweater and slip the dress over my head.

"Well?" Kiana calls out from the other side of the door. "You've been in there so long that girl has probably had three panic attacks by now."

"She probably had those before lunch. And I just got it on." Sort of. I took time to look at myself in the mirrors, turning to see every angle. The dress is so short. But it's exactly what I need for Sebastian. I open the door and stand still so Kiana can see.

"You love it," she says. "Look at the smile on your face. You love it. And damn girl, this is a yes."

I nod my head. This is definitely a yes. The dress clings to me and makes me look like I have curves, but it doesn't expose anything I don't have. Or anything I want to keep hidden.

"If Prince Sebastian doesn't make out with you at this party, then he's not as straight as you think."

Just thinking about him making out with me—or even just touching me in any way other than the way he touches all of his friends—sets my heart off. It's galloping through my chest, and I close my eyes to think about what might happen.

"Oh. My. God. You're worse than Grace was when she suddenly realized Noah was cute." Grace is Kiana's thirteen-year-old daughter, and during the summer she discovered boys. More specifically, she discovered that the neighbor boy was more than just someone she wanted to ride her bike with. "Take that off before you ruin it with your unclean thoughts. We need to go get you some shoes before the only thing they have left is a mismatched pair of size five running cleats."

The shoe department looks like a small nuclear bomb burst earlier. There are boxes and tissue paper and even stray loafers scattered on the floor. We pick our way through the mess and Kiana leads me straight to the boots. She walks by anything I would have picked and instead goes right to a black boot that seems taller than my leg and has a stiletto heel so thin I could probably use it to pick my teeth.

"You've worn heels before, right?"

I run a finger along the boot. "Yes, but does this sliver count as a heel?"

"Do you want Prince Sebastian to notice you?" That's all she needs to say. I want him to do more than notice me, and if these boots will do it, then I'll wear them. "I see those wheels turning. Attagirl. Now let's try on these man-spearers."

Even with our friendliest faces and the lure of candy, it takes a while to coax the battered shoe clerk over to us. But finally we do, and she hauls a box from the back and sets it on the floor at my feet. When she takes the lid off the box, I'm surprised that it's just these boots inside and not a refrigerator. The box is big enough for either.

I slip my feet into the boots and zip them up. They come above my knee. I've never worn boots this high before, so I flex my knee to see if I even can. No matter how sexy the boots are, I can't win over a man if I have to waddle like both my legs are in casts. Once I know I can at least bend my knees, I move to the next problem. Walking on heels that are barely thicker than my knitting needles at home. I blow out a breath and tell Kiana that I want her to have all my belongings when I pass away from either altitude sickness or a fall from such a height that the impact liquifies my internal organs. Then I take a step. And another. And these actually aren't nearly as bad as I thought they would be? They’re just like any other thin heel I've worn.

"So?" I ask Kiana.

"You are going to set off the smoke alarms at this place."













CHAPTER FOUR









“You don't even understand how much I've thought about this all week,” Kiana tells me. “Like too much. I've had dreams about it. Those kinds of dreams. Not about you, no offense, but about doing this to someone else.” She looks around like there might be someone else here. “I mean S-E-X dreams.”

"Yeah, I kinda figured that part out." She smacks my arm. "Maybe you found something in you that you didn't know existed."

"Maybe… But you need to find yourself in that dress soon. We only have an hour and a half until you have to leave. Get those stupid boy clothes off. I can't believe you even wore those today. You'd better hope that's not bad luck."

I look down at what I'm wearing. "It's a sweatshirt and a pair of shorts. It's not really boys or girls." I take them off and fold them over the back of the chair.

“Now those are sexy." She looks down at my red lace panties. "You're planning to go all the way tonight, huh?"

"All the way or bust."

"That's my girl. Now, are you ready for the first surprise?" Kiana warned me all week that she would have several surprises for me. She wouldn't give me even a hint of what they would be.

I bite my lip and look at her. She's my best friend. We love each other. This can't be anything bad, right? "I suppose."

She walks to the couch and roots through her purse. "Close your eyes."

"Ki, come on."

"Close 'em, sister, or you're not going to get it."

"That makes me want to keep them open, but fine." I close my eyes and hear her walk toward me. Then I feel something brush across my hand. It feels like a feather.

"You like that?" she asks.

"That better not be the feather you plucked off some poor pigeon on the way here."

"Open up." She's holding a pair of black tights stretched between her hands. "Put them on." She tosses them to me.

I only planned to wear a pair of knee socks under the boots, but why not? I sit on the edge of the couch, bunch up one leg, and slide it over my foot and up my calf. "Ki? Seriously girl?"

She has a goofy grin across her face when I look up at her. "They're perfect." The sheer black tights are dotted with tiny black hearts all over them. "You're trying to send him a message, right? Well, guys sometimes need things to be obvious, so why not beat him over the head with it to make sure he gets it?"

"In case me wearing a dress and telling him that I've always had a crush on him, isn't obvious enough?"

"It's about layers. You're giving him layer upon layer of hints."

I shrug my shoulders and finish pulling the tights up around my legs. It's not going to hurt. And they are cute. And it is cold. I can always tell myself that I'm just wearing them to keep my legs warm since the dress is so short.

As I'm tugging them into place, Kiana sneaks behind me and pinches my ass. I scream and jump away from her, and she just laughs. "Just getting you ready for what Prince Sebastian is going to do to you tonight." God, I hope. "Now get your boobs and your dress on and come back out here into the kitchen, so I can make you even sexier than you naturally are."

“Which is—”

"Which is extremely sexy! And don't you dare think about disagreeing with that, because I will scientifically prove that you're an imbecile if you do."

I chuckle and walk to my bedroom. The dress and bra are already laying on my bed. I got them out earlier. Every half hour I would walk in here and pull the dress from my closet and just look at it. Wondering how Sebastian will see it. Wondering how he'll see me in it. Finally, I decided to lay it across my bed, so I could see it each time I walked by. Then I spent the rest of the afternoon looking for excuses to walk down to the end of this hallway.

I hook the bra behind me, straighten the inserts in the cups, and then pull the dress on. I've worn it for at least a few minutes every day this week, but none of the times felt like this. I'm beyond butterflies in my stomach. This is a full plague of locusts swarming around in my belly. I try exhaling slowly, but it doesn't work. They all stay put. I close my eyes and picture Sebastian seeing me—the real me—for the first time today, and that quiets my nerves. He's going to love this. He's going to love me. I know he is. I walk back to the kitchen.

Kiana squeals and stamps her feet on the floor when she sees me. If Sebastian gives me even half of that reaction tonight, I'll be ecstatic.

"Sit here." She scoots out the chair beside her. "Ready for surprise number two?"

"Can I think about it for a while?"

"Ouch! You like the tights, don't you?" Her hand is inside a cloth bag. I wait for her to pull it out, but it's obvious that she won't show me what's in there until I answer her.

"Yes Ki. The tights are cute."

"I knew you'd love them. Just like you're gonna love this." She pulls out a box of red nail extensions. "Now, before you say anything, I wear this brand all the time. These things stick like toilet paper on the bottom of your shoe, but when you want them off, you just need to use a little acetone. So wear them tonight and tomorrow and take them off before work Monday. There's nothing sexier than scratching your nails down a man's back while he's railing you."

"That's actually true. Gay or straight. So you just won me over."

She presses each nail against mine, and when she finishes my left hand, I hold it in front of my face and wiggle my fingers. I'm not sure how well I'll be able to function with these, but they are sexy. I wonder what they'll look like wrapped around Sebastian's cock. I wonder what his cock looks like.

"See?" she asks. I quickly drop my hand and think of something else, in case she’s somehow reading my mind.

Once all ten nails are in place, she unzips her bag and spreads it across the table. "Surprise number three. I'm not letting my best friend go out there with just some basic eyeliner and mascara. Not when she's hunting the most dangerous prey of all..."

"Man." I groan out the word and roll my eyes at the obvious joke.

"Man," she says, like I didn't beat her to it. "We're contouring today, bitch. Plus, I just happened to be in a makeup shop the other day, and they just happened to have this red lipstick that is an exact match for your dress. And I just happened to buy it for you since Christmas is coming up. Now sit still and don't even blink unless I give you permission."

Other than one sneeze, which causes Kiana to growl at me, I sit perfectly still for the next thirty minutes while she does my makeup and then my hair. When I'm done, I'm ready to see myself. I'm more than ready to see myself. But when I stand up, Kiana stops me. "Not quite yet. Let me go get your boots first. I don't want you looking until you can see the complete package."

When she comes back, she's carrying my boots and one more bag. I can't see where it's from. "Surprise number four," she says. "A girl's gotta have jewelry." She pulls out a pair of silver chandelier earrings. I’m sure these can't be real diamonds—or else she and I need to talk about why I always buy lunch when we go out—but the light dances off of them just the same.

"Ki..."

“Just try them before you tell me you don’t like them.”

"They're gorgeous." I put them in my ears. They're heavy enough that I notice them every time I move my head, but they aren't so heavy that they distract me.

She sets the boots in front of me, and I step into them and zip them up. It's a lot harder today. I'm trying not to put a run in my tights, and I have nails that feel like they're four inches long. But I finally get them both zipped and Kiana takes my hands and pulls me up from the chair.

"Are you ready for this, girl?"

An hour ago, yes. Five minutes ago, yes. But now, I'm not so sure. It's not like I haven't seen myself before like this. But then it's never been like this. "Tell me what you think first, Ki."

"Are you nervous?"

I nod my head.

"I think you shouldn't be," she says. "I think you could have any man you want at this party tonight. Prince Sebastian or any of his dwarfs. Ready?"

She doesn't give me the chance to answer before she steps out of the way, and I see myself in the mirror. My curled hair is pretty. My makeup is gorgeous. The dress is stunning. The tights and the boots are hot. And I'm sexy as fuck. I cover my mouth and see my nails. With everything else, I'd forgotten them. They're perfect. I jiggle my head to shake the earrings, and they bounce a prism of light at the mirror. If I were a man, I would want to fuck me. If I were a man, I would drool if I saw me.

"You make up pretty good, boss lady."

"Holy shit, Ki..."

She presses against me from behind and wraps her arms around me. I hold her hands in mine. “Go get your Prince, beautiful.”













CHAPTER FIVE











Me: Hey Seb, I'm out front. Can you come meet me? Alone.





I press send and take a deep breath. There are at least ten other cars parked around the fountain in the middle of his driveway. I don't recognize most of them, but I can tell they all cost more than my BMW.

When I see him walk out of the house, my fingers turn white from gripping the steering wheel. This is it. This is everything. I have to force my breaths in and out. My hammering heart won't make room for anything else inside my chest. I know him. I know that he's fine with this. In theory. With other people. But what if he's not fine with me? I close my eyes and try to count the seconds until he gets to my car, but I don't make it past two. My brain stumbles over what comes next, so I just keep repeating two over and over until he's standing outside the window.

He sees me. He's staring right at me. And I'm staring at him. But he's not moving. Is this what it's like to die? Everything around me—the entire world—is stopped. Frozen. And now I'm stuck in some in-between state. My mind refuses to let go, so it holds on to this. I'm going to be haunted for eternity by Sebastian's face looking through my side window. His jaw hanging open. His eyes wide and perfectly round in their shock. I wanted him forever, and now I have him.

But then his jaw closes, and his throat bobs up and down as he swallows. He reaches for the door handle and gets in beside me. His sandalwood scent fills my car instantly, and I wonder how long it will last if I never roll down my windows again.

"Colin?"

"So remember how I said I'd find you a date for today?"

"I do." He draws out the words like they're sticking to his mouth, but he doesn't say any more. I wait for him to realize what he's seeing. Any second... "This was your plan?"

I nod, and he laughs. But it's not an amused laugh.

“You want me to tell my family my friend dressed like a girl so I would have a date?”

I put my hand on his. He doesn't pull away. "Not just dressed like a girl. I am a girl." I watch for any reaction. Good or bad. But there’s nothing. "Seb, remember that club you took me to? Those girls? You know about them, right? You know what makes them different from a lot of other girls?"

He doesn't answer.

"You know what they have between their legs, right? I'm like them."

“You're like them…” I'm not sure if he's questioning me or just repeating my words because he's in shock.

"Seb, I'm transgender." I feel like I’m going to vomit, but if I do, the entire swarm of locust will pour out of me. "I'm like them, but I hid myself from almost everyone."

“Hid yourself…”

"This is me. Who I really am. I'm showing you my true self right now, and the fact that you aren't reacting at all is starting to freak me out. Say something."

"I don't understand."

Thank God. That's something I can work with. That's an opening. “To keep it overly simple, it's like I have the wrong body. I wasn't meant to—”

“I know that, and honestly, I’ve suspected this for a while. I know lots of girls like you, and I’m not blind. But I don't understand why you're here like this today. You know my family is here.”

He… what? I feel like someone poured ice water over me. He’s suspected this? I close my eyes and take a breath. “I’m here as your date.”

“As my date?”

"That's the second part of this. I'm coming out as trans. But I'm also telling you how I feel about you." I run a finger across the back of his hand.

"And that is?"

I need to swallow, but I don't have any saliva left in my mouth. This is the moment when our friendship ends one way or another. Either he's repulsed by me and never wants to see me again, or we explore different levels together. "I like you. A lot. As more than a friend." I dream each night of getting fucked by you. Every time you touch me, my skin welds to yours and it physically hurts me when we have to separate. When I look into your eyes, I see what I want my eternity to look like. But I don’t dare say any of that to him.

"So you’re not just pretending to be my date?"

I shake my head. "I'm attracted to you. I have feelings for you. I want this to be real from both of us. I want... you. I want you." I feel so much better now that it’s out in the open. The cell door is unlocked, and I've walked through it. I might still be trapped inside the prison, but compared to what it was before, it feels like freedom.

"Oh." He pulls his hand away from mine, and I guess that's all the answer I need. “I didn’t suspect that part. Well, they do know I’m expecting someone, so I suppose we should go in.” He opens the car door and gets out like this is the same as every other time he's gotten out of a car. Like nothing changed for him.

"Are you coming?" he asks. "It would look best if we go in together, no?"

Look best. So he just wants this to keep up appearances in front of his family? But it doesn’t matter. I can do that for him. Besides, I look too fucking good to not be seen. I step out, and the cold wind hits me right away and pulls away whatever air I had. I wrap my coat around me, and walk at Sebastian's side as we enter his house.

He stops in the doorway and pulls on my arm. "What should I call you?"

In the excitement of coming out to my friend, telling him I have a crush on him, and then getting not so subtly shot down, I forgot that part. "Sabrina."

Sebastian nods but doesn’t say anything. He just starts walking again, like I’m not even here.

There’s no one to take my coat, so I walk to the coat closet myself. From behind me, I hear him clear his throat and then announce, "Everyone, please meet my date for this evening, Sabrina." I roll my eyes. He doesn’t even realize I haven’t followed him. I don't know how this could have possibly gone worse.

"Coming, baby." Well, I'm going to play this up even if he isn't. I close the closet and hurry across the foyer. "So sorry, sweetie." I kiss him on the cheek. He gasps and takes a step away from me.

"Sabrina, my dear, this is my family." He points to the older woman standing in the center of the room. "This is my mother, Katarina. Then my sister, Sophia." He goes through them all, and there's no way I'll ever remember their names. There are almost 15 cousins here, but I know he's not close to any of them. Not the way he is with his mother and sister.

When he's finished introducing everyone, his mother walks up to me. She has to be less than five feet tall, so she looks up into my eyes. We stare at each other, and everyone else in the room is so quiet I can hear my own breathing. After what seems like an hour, she smiles. "You care for my boy."

It doesn't sound like a question, but I'm afraid to not answer. "I do." Even if he doesn't obviously care for me in the same way.

His mother takes a glass from a small round table and hands it to me. "A toast to Sabrina. The first girl my son has introduced to his family in a very long time. Too long."

She raises her glass and everyone follows suit, clinking their neighbors’ glasses and mumbling "yamas" to each other. I hold the glass to my lips and watch his mother. She drains her drink, so I do too. Next, his sister refills my glass and makes a toast to me. We all drink again. Again I drain my glass. I look over at Sebastian. He’s staring down at the floor.

One of his uncles comes to me now. He fills my tumbler so full that some of the liquor spills over the lip. I'm panicking. Is everyone going to do this? How do they expect me to drink a full glass each time? How do they do it? Maybe I could pretend to not feel well and excuse myself. Maybe Sebastian would be more comfortable if I did. His face is red, and he’s pumping his fist at his side.

After the second uncle, no one else comes up to me, and I mutter a quick thanks under my breath. I'm already light-headed as we break into smaller groups. Katarina and Sophia pin me between them and want to know how Sebastian and I met. Nothing in the story would give them a hint that Sebastian thought I was a man at first, so I tell them the truth, as boring as it is.

I would go to his restaurant at least once a week for lunch. Usually alone. I would see him there each time, and each time I would stare at him until he caught me. One day he walked to my table and asked what book I was reading. I thought he was flirting, so I invited him to join me. After a few minutes, I found out that he really just wanted to know more about the book because he was fascinated by its cover. But we talked for the rest of my lunch anyway. And then again the next time I came in. And the next time. And soon it became an appointment every Thursday at 1pm. Then we started hanging out outside the restaurant. And the more time I spent with him, the more it was clear I had feelings for him.

Just as I say that, I sense him standing behind me. His mother and sister look over my shoulder, and I hope that maybe he'll touch me. Even in some small way. But he doesn't. "Ladies, dinner is ready. Perhaps we can move this conversation to the dining room?"

I turn to look at him, but he's already walking to the next group.

Everyone automatically leaves the seat next to Sebastian open for me, but from the way he slides his chair away—just an inch, but enough to send a message—it’s obvious he wishes they hadn't. The dinner starts with another toast, of course, but this time I only take a sip. Then I see Sebastian drinking his entire glass, and I wonder if I'm suddenly so repugnant to him that he's trying to force me out of his mind. I look away and finish my drink.

I'm not sure how many courses the meal is going to be, but by the time we get to the fourth, it seems like there's not going to be an end. And with each course, comes a different wine. Sometimes with a toast, sometimes not. But each time, Sebastian drinks the full glass, and I’m so furious that I do too.

In the middle of the seventh course, I try to set my fork on the edge of my plate, but I miss and it tumbles to the floor. It seems like it clanks on the floor forever, and I panic, thinking I have to get it before anyone notices. I bend over. Too quickly. I slide off my chair and my head ends up in Sebastian’s lap. He leaps away, and I slink to the floor. Crying. “What’s so wrong with me?” I ask out loud.

I start to crawl under the table. I just want to curl up away from everyone’s gaze. Away from him. But a hand on my shoulder stops me. Even though I can’t focus, I know it’s Sebastian. He’s probably going to throw me out. He’ll never want to see me again after tonight. I look away, but his arms wrap around my waist and lift me to my feet.

"If everyone would please excuse me," Sebastian says, "I believe my Sabrina has had too much to drink, and I should probably escort her to bed."

As he walks me out of the dining room, I try to shake him off. “I’m fine. Just let me leave.” But he pulls me closer to him, and he feels so good next to me, I stop struggling.

When we get to the stairs, he stops, and I realize what he said. “You told them you were taking me to bed.” I can barely understand my own words.

“I did. You’re too drunk to go anywhere else.” He looks up the stairs and then back at me. "I'm sorry if this embarrasses you, Sabrina, but it will make things much easier for both of us."

He scoops his arms under me. I panic when my feet leave the ground. Yelping and throwing my arms around his neck, clinging like I’m going to fall off a cliff if I let go. That’s when I realize I’m not falling. He’s picked me up and is carrying me up the stairs. He takes each step like I'm no more burden than a bag of chips and a soda.

"Sebastian." There’s nothing I want to say. I just want to hear his name come from my mouth while our arms are around each other.

"I'll set you down in just a second, my dear."

No. I don't ever want him to set me down. I squeeze my arms even tighter around his neck. When I feel the mattress under me, I know this is my only chance. I yank as hard as I can. I need to pull him down with me. Beside me. On me. But he doesn’t budge. He simply pries my hands away and stands up.

“I promise I’ll be back very soon, my dear. I need to see our guests off first, but then I will be right back. Promise me you'll be a good girl and stay right here in this bed until then.”

"Sebastian."

"Promise me, Sabrina."

I let my head fall back against the pillow. It's so soft, and it smells just like him. Did he take me to his bedroom? "I promise." My words are half-eaten by the pillow, but he must hear them.

He stands and rests his hand on my waist. "I will be right back."

I'm woken by the bed shifting under me and someone's hand brushing across my forehead. The room is still dark, but there's enough light that I can see Sebastian. I moan and try to lean my head into his hand, but it’s gone before I can.

"How do you feel?"

I close my eyes and roll onto my back. I'm not sure the room will ever stop spinning when I do. But I'm breathing him and feeling his weight push down on the mattress. It pulls me toward him. "Wonderful."

He chuckles. “You should have never tried to keep up with me. I’m over twice your size.”

"Why do you hate me?" I ask.

I can't tell if the bed shifts again or if I just think it does. But I feel his fingers on my arm. He's lying beside me, and his normally fiery black eyes look almost sad.

"I don't hate you."

"You do."

His hand glides up my arm. "Why would you think that?" he asks.

"Because… tonight." I sound and feel like a pouting child. "The way you acted. You don't love me."

"Of course I love you. You're my friend."

I pinch my bottom lip. "Not the way I love you."

His hand freezes on my arm, and I hear him swallow. "Shh, my dear. Don't say that. Drunk people always say things they don't mean."

"I mean it." I move so my body is pressed against his, and I rub my hand over his chest, just a thin black shirt separating his skin from mine. "I love you, Sebastian."

He rolls away from me, and the bed springs back once his weight is off it. “Let's not say any more about this. I don't want you to be embarrassed later by what you're saying. Now, let's get you into something more comfortable for sleeping.”

When he unzips my boot, I look up. He's so careful with the way he unzips and pulls them off of me. Like he doesn’t want to rip my tights by being too rough. The sight of him undressing me is too much. Blood pumps into my dick, and I groan. I need some release, so I rub my thighs together, hoping I can make enough friction against my cock.

"I need you to hold still please, Sabrina." He glides his hands under my dress, and my breath catches. I couldn't move now if I wanted to. His hands slide up to my waist. He doesn't look at my eyes. His gaze just follows his hands up my thighs and hips. "I'm going to take these off you. They're too pretty to ruin. Is that okay?"

I don't know what he's talking about, but I nod my head. He can take anything he wants off me. He can take it all.

When he starts to tug down, I lift my hips to help him. Then I feel my tights sliding down my legs. I'm panting now, and when his fingers brush against me, I whimper. He looks up at me for just a second. His eyes seem apologetic. I try to tell him that he has nothing to apologize for. That I want this as much as he does. But nothing comes out.

When my tights are off, he takes one of my feet in his hands and closes his eyes. His thumbs press into my arch. "Those shoes must have killed your feet. I've never understood why women wear them." He massages it for a minute and then does the same with the other. I scoot lower on the bed, trying to get closer to him. I can't take any more of this. I need him now.

"Careful, my dear. You're going to scoot right off the bed." He lifts me and slides me up toward the headboard. "We really should get you out of that dress, but I don't have anything that would fit you."

I reach for him, but he's just barely out of my grasp. "I don't need to wear anything." I try for him again and manage to grab the hem of his shirt. I pull on it, hoping I can pull him into bed with me, but he doesn't move.

"Hmm, I suppose you could wear one of my shirts. Do you think you can sit up?" He slides his hands under me and boosts me up. I close my eyes to stop the spinning, but that just makes it worse. I reach out for him and wrap my arms around his waist.

He slides my dress up to my underarms, and I feel him unfasten my bra. "I need you to let go of me for just a second, Sabrina. Just long enough for me to get this off of you."

I hear his words, but I don't ever want to let go of him. I bury my face tighter into his chest, but he pulls my arms off of him. I boo when he does, and he chuckles. But then I'm sitting on the bed just wearing a pair of panties, and I realize it was all worth it.

"Seb..."

"I know. You must be cold. I'll be right back with a shirt for you."

"No. Please, Sebastian. Please..." I slip my hands under his shirt, and his stomach is so firm. So unbelievably firm. I look up to his face, but his eyes are closed. It looks like he's in pain, so I knead my hands through his tight muscles, hoping to help him. But the more I do it, the more pain I see on his face.

Finally, he takes a step back. "I can’t, Sabrina. You don't know what you're asking for. I'll be right back with a shirt for you." He turns away, and I collapse backward onto the bed. Why doesn't he want me the way he wants the girls from the club? What makes them so much more special to him?

“Sabrina, sweetie? You need to sit up again. You need to put this on.” He stretches across the bed to grab me, and I notice that he’s shirtless. I’ve never seen him like this before. Each muscle in his stomach and chest bulges, and I want to trace my tongue over all of them.

He lifts my arms over my head one at a time and slips his shirt over them. Then he pulls it around my head and lets it drop. It’s enormous and pools on the bed around me. I reach for him again and hook my fingers in the waistband of his pants.

“Sabrina, you need to lie down so you can sleep this off.”

“I need you.” I slide my hands along his waist, trying to find the button, but he stops me and pulls my hands away.

“You don’t want that.” He unfastens his pants and lets them drop to the floor.

I stare at his boxer briefs, and I’m not sure if I drool. I do want that. I want that more than anything. “Please, Sebastian?”

He crawls into the bed beside me, and I hope that this is it. He’s finally giving me just one chance. I slide over to him, but he rolls so his back is facing me. “You need sleep, my dear.”

I press my body against him and hook an arm around his stomach. He doesn't stop me, so I squeeze tight and close my eyes.













CHAPTER SIX









I don't know where I am when I first wake up. But even before I open my eyes, I smell him. And then feel him against me. And I remember. We're the mirror image of the way we fell asleep. Now, my back is to him, and he's pressed into me with his arm draped over my chest. His cock is poking into my ass. I smile as I grind it.

He moans and pulls me tighter against him. I can tell he's still asleep, so I stop, even though every part of me is screaming to keep going. But I glide a fingernail along his hand and forearm, running it through his dark hairs until his arm twitches and he inhales a sharp breath.

"Mmm, good morning." He nuzzles his mouth in the crook of my neck and I freeze.

"Seb..."

He moans and kisses my neck. Then my collarbone. Then my shoulder. And I feel like I was plunged into the ocean. I try to breathe but I can't. His hand slides up and teases my nipple through my shirt. I look down. Through his shirt. I forgot I had this on.

"Sebastian..."

He sweeps my hair away from my face, and then his whole body goes still.

Neither of us moves. His arm is still wrapped around me. My hand on his. His mouth pressed to my shoulder. And his dick is still pushing into me. It's even harder than it was before he woke up.

“About last night…” I say.

It's like those words are a key that twists in him, and he swings away from me. “I’m so sorry. Nothing happened between us. I promise. And what you said—You had too much to drink, and I know what that does to a person. It's all forgotten now. You don't have to—”

"Seb, stop. I meant everything I said last night." I sit up and spin so I'm facing him. "You're being kind and giving me an easy way out, but I don't want it. I meant it all."

His shoulders rise and fall through his breaths as he stares at me. Then he looks down at the sheet between us, gnawing his lip. “Sabrina, you don't know what you're asking for. I'm a different person…”

I take his hand and pull it up to my face. I lean my cheek against it. His eyes are locked on mine now, and they're burning so dark I swear I can see the smoke swirling in them. "I meant everything."

My heart is beating faster than it ever has, and I really need him to say something. Anything. But he just stares at me. And each minute that goes by increases the pressure building inside me, and I'm sure I can't take much more. "Sebastian?"

He closes his eyes just long enough for him to blow out a breath, and when they reopen, they aren't his eyes anymore. They aren't human. He pushes me down to the bed and crawls on top of me. “If you want me to stop, you just tell me, and I will.” The syllables are a growl more than words. Before I can respond, his mouth covers mine, and his tongue slips inside, stalking mine, twisting around it. And then he bites my lip. I whimper at the flash of pain going through me, but he doesn't stop. He doesn't even notice. He bites harder, and I can taste blood coating my tongue.

I wrap my legs around him and pull him down on top of me. Our cocks hard and clashing with each other. His hands fly off my shoulders and go to his waistband. He hooks his thumbs and yanks down his boxer briefs, the only clothes that he was wearing, and I look under his chest and see it for the first time. There's no air left in the room now. Everything has been displaced, and I'm left gasping. I've never wanted anything as badly as I want his cock.

I take advantage of his arms not holding me down, and I slide along the mattress, trying to get to it—to him—before he changes his mind. Before I wake up and discover this is all just a dream. I'm so close I can feel the heat coming from it, but then he catches his hands under my arms and stops me. He rolls me onto my stomach, and I'm powerless to do anything to stop him. I don't want to stop him.

"I'm going to make you mine."

It's not a question. He's not asking for permission. And he doesn't need it. He's taking me, and I'm willingly giving myself to him. I feel his weight shift to the side and I hear a nightstand drawer slide open. I press my dick into the mattress. He'd better hurry because it's going to burst any second. When his weight shifts back over me, I hear the condom wrapper tearing open. And then the cap to a bottle of lube. And it feels like it's taking too long. Forever.

"Hurry." I pant the word into the pillow under my face, and then I groan as he bites the skin of my shoulder blade. The pain shoots through my body—to my dick—electricity sparking tiny wildfires everywhere along its path.

"You're mine, girl. And I'll do whatever I want with you. Do you understand?"

I nod my head.

"Good girl."

I understand, but my dick doesn't. It is raging. So swollen that I could cry from the pain. I push it down into the mattress again and it aches even more.

My moan is almost a scream when Sebastian enters me. My hole doesn't have time to relax or gradually stretch. His cock explodes it open as he thrusts through. I bite down on the pillow to keep myself from shrieking. From pain. Pleasure. Years of thinking this could never happen. But here I am. With him. Inside me.

"Does my girl want more?"

What a stupid question. What an insanely idiotic thing to ask. I could never get enough of this. I'll always want more. “Yes.”

He curls his fist around my hair and snaps my head back toward him. Tears form in the corners of my eyes from the pain. "I didn't hear you. Does my girl want more?"

Jesus fucking Christ, I want it all. "Yes," I scream.

He pulls my hair back even harder and plunges so deep inside me that his body slaps against mine. I can't help the shriek that flies from my mouth.

He's thrusting now and with each push, he snaps my head back. The tears roll down my cheeks, and I don't even fight to hold in my screams. I can't. I can't fight any of this. Every single inch of my skin is burning.

"I'm going to come." My words are a shout that anyone left in the house can hear. And I don't care if everyone hears them.

"Not yet." His voice sounds like a flat tire rolling over gravel, and he gives my hair another twist.

"Hurry."

He presses into me even faster now, and I know my asshole is torn. I feel the sting with each thrust, and that's what finally does it. Everything my body is feeling roars out through my cock as it shoots its cum onto the sheet below me. I'm shrieking with each breath. In and out. And then Sebastian grunts. And tenses. And pumps into me even harder. His breath is rough and choppy and then he collapses on top of me.

His weight makes it hard to breathe, and I never want him to move.

"Are you okay?" he asks. His mouth is next to my ear, and his breaths are louder than his voice.

I laugh. How could anyone be okay after that? I move my tongue along my bottom lip and can still taste the blood. I feel his bite on my shoulder like his teeth are still there. My scalp is throbbing. And his softening but enormous cock is still shoved in my ass, stretching it beyond its limits. "When can we do this again?"

I turn my head back to look up at him, and he sweeps the back of his hand across my face. It's so soft, I can barely feel it. "My girl." He kisses my cheek.













CHAPTER SEVEN









"You are an asshole. Do you know that? An absolute asshole." Kiana storms into my office. Her coat is on and her purse is still on her shoulder.

I wince at the word asshole. I'm not sure mine will ever be the same. "What did I do?" I grin up at her. I start it as a sarcastic grin just to make her even more mad, but I can't stop it. It spreads clear across my face.

"You bitch! Was it that good? Holy shit, girl, I've never seen you smile like that." She sits in one of the chairs across from my desk. "So?"

I look at the doorway. There's no one there, but I still tremble when she calls me a girl. It's one thing to do it outside the office, but I never know who might hear it here. “It was... oh my God... it was nothing like I expected.”

She looks at me, wanting me to go on, but I think I need to let that sink in because she doesn't get it yet. "Nothing." I draw out each syllable as long as I can without losing my breath. “Come around here.” I flag her around my desk and glance at the door again to make sure that no one is standing there listening or watching us. When she's standing beside me, I pull out my lip. “He did this to me.”

She leans in to look at it, and then her face crunches up. "That motherfucker. Oh, that fucker does not do that to my best friend. No, he does not. Did you call the police? Do you need me to call the police? Do you need me to go to his house and handle this the way I really want to handle it right now? He'd better not even think that he's going to get away with doing that to you."

"Ki!" I jump up and rush to the door. Still no one, so I close it. "Keep your voice down. No one else can hear this."

"Oh, he's gonna hear this. This is not even cool, Bri."

I put my arms on her shoulders, and I can feel her pulse under her skin. "Ki, calm down. It's not what you're thinking. It was hot."

She shakes her head. "Babe, hitting a woman is never hot. I don't care how you feel about him or how he supposedly feels about you. Never."

“He didn't hit me. He bit me.”

Her mouth falls open. "He what?" She pulls my lip out despite my groan of protest and looks more closely at it. “Those teeth marks—”

"Are from him. And girl, you do not even know what that did to me."

Kiana stares at me a minute and then sits on the edge of my desk. “It was hot?”

“Melt-the-flesh-from-my-bones-just-like-in-that-one-movie hot.”

I sit in my chair, and she leans so far forward I’m afraid she’s going to tumble off the desk. “Tell me everything.” Her voice is just a whisper.

“Wait, did you just call me Bri a minute ago?”

She shrugs her shoulders. "I'm trying it out. You're cute, so you need a cute nickname. Ki and Bri, right?"

"Or Bri and Ki."

She winces. “Just doesn't sound as good that way. But enough of that. Tell me all about the hot sexiness.”

I cross my legs to keep everything down there under control while I tell her the entire story. Even the embarrassing drunken fall into his lap.

“Oh my god, my lady parts are gone. They’ve evaporated. He’s a biter?” she asks.

“That’s only half, so you’d better grow some new lady parts for this part.”

“If that were possible, I’m pretty sure you’d be in line before me.”

“Absolutely true. But after the sex—when my body was black and scorched from the general hotness of it all—he called me his girl and then he cleaned us both. I didn’t move. Girl, he cleaned me, brought me a cold water, and then lay next to me and pulled me on top of him. We stayed like that all morning. My head resting on his chest and his hand stroking through my hair, and it felt right. Do you know what I’m saying?”

Kiana holds up her hands. “I’m a single mom who hasn’t dated in years. I obviously don’t. But don’t stop. Let me live vicariously through you.”

“Every once in a while I would twist around to face him and tell him I love him, and he would kiss me. All those little embers inside would flare up again, and I’d have to close my eyes to convince myself that it wasn’t a dream.”

“Sorry,” she interrupts, “but you lost me.”

“Because you can’t close your eyes in a dream. It’s true.”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“Try it sometime.” I say. “But anyway, I don’t know how many times I told him I love him, but it wasn’t nearly enough. I’ve never felt so cared for in my whole life. It was beyond anything that I ever thought it could be.”

Kiana’s tongue is hanging out of her mouth, and she fans herself. “Girl…”

“Yeah.”

She pulls me up from my chair and into a hug. “You deserve all of this, babe. You wanted this for so long and then you went out and took it. You know how much courage it takes to do what you did?”

I shrug and look down.

“I mean, Bri! Look at everything you did. You told me about who you really are. You told Prince Sebastian. Then you told him the way you feel and got him to fuck you so hard that nothing is ever going to compare. And then afterward you lay together cuddling and exchanging ‘I love yous.’ It doesn’t get more perfect than that. So what did it feel like the first time he told you he loves you too?”

I squirm out of her grip and walk to the other side of the desk. “It wasn’t like—”

“Like it had to have melted all your insides, right?”

My stomach drops, and it feels like it wants to be melted right now. “He didn’t really say it. Not like that. But he didn’t have to.”

“Oh. I thought you meant that you both said it, but yeah, he didn’t have to. You could tell, right?”

I nod. “Yeah. Totally.” I mean, the way he held me tells me everything I need to know, right? And the way he kissed me. The way he told me that I was his. And he did tell me that he loves me as a friend. Then he went on to show me a lot more than that. So he didn’t have to say it. Everyone always says showing is better than telling. Right?

“Hey, I should probably actually get out there and get to work, you know?” Kiana walks to the door. “But I can’t tell you enough how happy and proud I am of you.” She squeals and then laughs and opens the door.

I could call him. Just for a minute. I grab my phone, and when I tap the screen, I see a text from him, and I smile. It must have come when I was talking to Ki.



Sebastian: How's my girl this morning?

Me: Hey, baby. I didn’t even hear your text earlier. Sorry. Are you busy? Maybe we can talk?

Sebastian: Sort of busy. I'm standing in the middle of the kitchen while the chef samples dishes for me. Is it important?

Me: No. I was just telling Ki all about how hot and sexy yesterday morning was, and it made me miss you. I just wanted to hear your voice.





He doesn't respond for the longest time, but then I see he's typing. It takes so long that my screen goes dark twice.



Sebastian: Did you tell her everything?

Me: Of course. She's my best friend. She’s happy for me. For us.

Sebastian: Sabrina… You know how private I am.





Is he seriously implying I shouldn’t have told her about this? I don't even know how to respond. Maybe it's different for him. Maybe he doesn't have someone that he can confide in about every little thing that happens, but I have Ki. It’s not like I’m posting it on the internet.



Sebastian: We can talk about this later. Have a wonderful day. I'll think about you every time I see something delicious, which is all the time in my restaurants.





I type "I love you." I even have my thumb over the send button. But should I? He didn't say it to me. The back of my throat tightens. He didn’t say it yesterday, and now he didn't text it. Why didn't he?



Me: Talk later.

















CHAPTER EIGHT











Sebastian: The next few days will be extremely busy for me with the opening. Not sure when I’ll get a chance to talk. Sorry.





I look at my phone and reread the text for at least the hundredth time. I have it memorized. He sent that Tuesday, and now, it's been three days with nothing else from him. Three days when I really wanted to hear his voice. Three days when I wanted to hear him tell me he loves me. Three days when I just wanted to hear that he wasn’t mad at me. But maybe the texts and phone calls that he didn't make are my answer.

Not even work has helped me to take my mind off of things. Wednesday afternoon, I walked into the owner's office, filled with a swirling mix of clinging euphoria from the weekend and a desperate sureness that Sebastian would never speak to me again. She smiled as I came into the room, and I took a seat opposite her across the long black table in the corner of the room. She had two laptops and a tablet in front of her, but she pushed them aside so there was nothing on the table between us. And I told her.

I told her about me. The real me. That I wanted to transition. That I wanted to be Sabrina at work, just like I was going to be in my personal life, too. Kiana had convinced me to do this. She even scheduled this meeting for me. "While you're seizing the days, you might as well seize this one too," she told me. When the owner tilted her head and told me how brave I am to do this and that she and the company would support me any way they could, I felt like I had seized the day. And when I walked out of the office, I was elated. And hollow.

Part of me wanted a fight. I needed a struggle. Something to take my mind off the fact that it had been 24 hours with no word from Sebastian. The man who I opened my soul to and who was letting it sit out. Looking back now, I laugh about it. Just two days ago, I didn't realize that Sebastian would let it rot and that flies and maggots would take the place I wanted for him.

And now I'm trapped in a closed office inside a supportive workplace. With my best friend sitting at a desk just twenty feet away. I look at the flowers people sent me to show their support, and I sneer. I don't need support. I need someone or something to rage against.

I can't even be mad at Sebastian. I know that he's busy. I know how much this opening means to him. He's been working toward this for years, and now it's just a couple of hours away. As friends, I would have never expected to hear from him this week. There would have been no texts or phone calls until tomorrow or maybe even Sunday when he would tell me how everything went, and I would lap up every detail, so proud of what he accomplished.

But we're not friends now, are we?

That all changed the minute he saw me. The minute I told him everything. The minute I took him inside me.

Now we're in strange terrain. There was always plain, flat land around us. Grass and a few trees. A quiet pond. Now we see that we were just in a valley, and there are mountains all around us. We haven't had time to navigate any of them. So how can I be angry that I'm not his first priority?

But I am. Every time I reread his text, I want to cry. From sadness or anger. Both. I wish it could have been something more. Something rude so I could hate him. Or nothing at all. If he hadn't texted at all, then I could convince myself that I'm meaningless to him. I could justify my resentment then. But he didn't even give me that. He left me in this, alone with no signposts and no map to help me find my way either to him or away from him.

At 4:30pm, I'm already packed and waiting to leave. I want to be alone this weekend. No Sebastian. Not even well-meaning Kiana. Just me by myself so I can process everything and work out the direction I need to go. But when my phone vibrates, that plan shatters. I know from the vibration pattern that it's him. And as much as I wish I could be angry and ignore him, I can't. My heart leaps up in my chest, and I don't even think before I reach for my phone.

Sebastian: I hope you're ready...

Me: Ready for what?

A knock at my door makes me jump. It's obviously not Ki. She wouldn't knock. But if it were someone else from work, she would have given me a warning. "Come in?"

A woman pushes the door open just a crack and peeks in. "Sabrina?"

I'm still not used to people calling me that at work, so it startles me. "Yes?"

"I'm Izzy. Sebastian sent me to help you get ready."

So he knew she was just outside my office. "Get me ready for what?"

“The restaurant opening.” I must look confused. “Pepper and Jade? He told me to make sure that you're there and ready by 6:30pm.”

My stomach flips over. He wants me at the opening? Why didn't he say anything? What if I had other plans? What if I don't want to go?

"Is it okay to set up in here?" Izzy asks.

I look around my office like I don't already know every square inch of it. “Um, sure?”

She smiles and then waves to someone outside the door. Izzy picks up two large bags, and then a man follows her in. He's wheeling a giant wood box. I walk over to the door in case they need any help, but neither of them looks at me. They move to the center of the room and start setting up. A small table with some lights, curling irons, what looks like an entire art supply store worth of brushes, and a huge case that I assume must be makeup. The doors of the giant box don't quite line up with each other, and I can see something swaying inside. Clothes?

"This is so exciting!" Kiana dashes through the door and wraps her arms around me.

"So, did you know about this?"

She takes a step back to look at me, and I know from the way her eye is twitching that the answer is yes.

"For how long?" I try to look angry, but she knows me too well.

Suddenly, the floor is more interesting than me. "I should probably leave so Izzy can get started."

"Ki..."

“Since Tuesday?” She has her lips curled into her mouth, and her eyes are wide and turned down at their corners.

I growl. So she's known this whole time? For days, I've been flipping between being angry and sad, between feeling neglected and understanding that he needs to focus on this opening. And I've vented and whined to her. A lot. But she never said a word about this. Not even a hint.

"I'm sorry, babe. When Sebastian told me what he wanted to do, I just thought it sounded so sweet. I figured a few days of you being angry or upset would be worth it for you in the end."

And of course, he had it all planned from the start. That text was probably part of it.

Izzy clears her throat. Everything is set up, and she's waiting for me. I look at Kiana. "We'll finish this later. I still love you." I kiss her on the cheek. "Now get out of here before I shove a makeup brush up someplace that you really don't want it."

She laughs. "Shows you don't know much about me. I'm so desperate, I'd take that brush wherever you wanted to put it."

I shake my head and walk to the table that Izzy has set up. "Sit back and relax," she says. "Enjoy having someone else do this for you for once." I sit in the chair and close my eyes. She starts right away, and as a sponge tugs across my skin, I sigh. How rich would I have to be to have someone do this for me every day? And how can I ever get that rich?

When she's done, she tells me to open my eyes and look into the mirror. I can't believe it. It's so different from my normal makeup. It's so different from the makeup Kiana put on me just last weekend. I'm not just passable or cute. I'm gorgeous.

My eyes are outlined in black, and she blended the black into a shimmering rose gold on my eyelids. The false eyelashes make it all seem even more dramatic. The rest of my face looks natural, but it's flawless. My normal, everyday skin turned into something immaculate. And then my lips. Perfect and pink and if Sebastian doesn't spend the night thinking about them wrapped around his dick, there's something wrong with him.

"What do you think?" Izzy asks.

I snort. Does she have to ask?

"Now let's do your hair and then we can get you dressed."

I lose track of how many bobby pins she weaves through my hair, but when she's done, it's swept onto the top of my head with loose tendrils curling down the sides to frame my face. It looks like something that would be on the painting of a goddess. But it's on me.

When she walks me to the wardrobe, my body is buzzing like I stepped on an electric line. This is already so much more than I have ever dreamed of. I'm not sure I can handle more. When she opens the door and I see the dress, I moan, and I'm sure I hear the electricity crackling around me. The wardrobe is full of different dresses, but there might as well only be one. I don't wait for her. I take it off the rod and hold it out in front of me. It's full-length, sleeveless, and made of a black and gold jacquard. The metallic gold thread almost glows as I move it in the light.

"That would be perfect on you."

I can only nod my head. I just hope it fits. I'm moving in a daze as I take off the pants and blouse that I'm wearing. I can't take my eyes off that dress. I never knew what it meant to fall in love with clothing before, but now I do. Now I can't wait to see that on me.

When I'm stripped to my bra and panties, Izzy unzips the dress and holds it out for me. I lift my leg, and I'm so charged that I step way too high at first, like I'm stepping over a hurdle. But then I put that leg through. And my other. And she pulls it up my legs and my hips and my waist, and I'm holding my breath. Everything about this is so perfect that I don't dare risk the slightest breeze blowing it away. When I hear the zipper slide up my back, I finally exhale.

I go to the mirror right away, even though I don't need to. I already know this dress fits. I already know that there is no dress that could ever possibly look better on me. This is the dress that will ruin all dresses from here on. And when I stand in front of the mirror, I see that I'm right. It's fitted through the top and then flares out into a graceful A until it sweeps just above the floor. I have to fan my face to dry the tears forming in my eyes.

"Lift up your foot." Izzy is below me, but I don't know what she's doing. I don't care. I can't take my eyes off myself. I lift my left foot and she slips a black pump over it. Then my right. "Now you're perfect," she says.

Perfect.

The restaurant is packed. There's a line outside. And my already filled soul overflows with happiness and pride for Sebastian. These people are all here for something that he dreamed and then created. There's a woman just inside the door checking names against the reservation list. When she sees me, she smiles. "Right this way, Miss Hall."

She takes me to a table next to the front window. I feel like I'm on display for anyone walking by, and the way I look, I deserve to be on display tonight. "I'll let Mr. Makris know that you're here." I smile at her, and she walks toward the back of the dining room.

It's not long before Sebastian comes out. Warmth flushes through me as soon as I see him. He's wearing his familiar black suit with a black shirt and tie. As soon as he sees me, his face turns red, and he bites his lip. It reminds me of what he did to me, and my cock gets hard under my dress.

"Sabrina..." I stand, and we embrace each other. For three days, I wondered if I would ever be able to do this again. If I would ever feel his body on mine. And now that I am, I don't ever want to let go. I squeeze tighter. My fingernails try to bite into him through his suit jacket. And I gasp when his hands slide down to my ass. "Do you know what hell this week has been without you?" he asks as he pulls me into him. His dick is hard. It twitches when I press against it. "Do you know how fucking turned on I am?" he whispers into my ear. "I want to rip your panties off right here in front of all these people. I want to throw you on this table and fuck you until you beg me to stop. But I won't stop until I've had enough, and I'm never going to have enough of you, girl."

I whimper. And I forget all about the hell he put me through this week.

"I want to see what's mine." He takes a step back, but his hands cling to me. They trail across my body as they fight to stay. I reach for them. To hold on to them, but I'm too late and they slip away.

His eyes move up and down my body, and he licks his tongue across his lower lip. The look on his face tells me that he wasn't exaggerating about wanting to take me here. I have to look away before I give in to him. "Damn it, Sabrina." Out of the corner of my eye, I see him shake his head.

We sit at the table. Neither one of us looks at the other until we do. Until there's a table between us, like somehow that distance will keep us both safe from what we want to do to the other.

I don't notice the meal. I don't notice the servers bringing course after course. I'm not sure either one of us takes a single bite of the food or a drink of our wines. We just stare at each other like we hadn't seen the other in years. And the last few days have felt like it. Every second was an agony that will need an hour with Sebastian to erase.

Our trance is interrupted by the sound of a vibration. Sebastian clicks away a notification on his watch and then looks up at me and smiles. "There is something I must take care of." He stands, and I want to beg him to not leave me. I never want him to leave my sight again. And when he doesn't move, I wonder if he somehow heard me.

He taps the side of his knife against the glass in his hand, and everyone looks at him. "Ladies and gentlemen, most of you probably know me. Or at least know of my reputation, as unsavory as that may be." Some of the diners laugh. Sebastian smiles at them and then looks at me and winks. "For those of you who don't. I'm Sebastian Makris, and thank you for coming to the grand opening of Pepper and Jade. Chef Bai and I have worked together on this concept for almost two years now, and it fills me with an incredible joy to finally see it become a reality. And that feeling is made even more special by the people who are here with me tonight. Friends. Family. Colleagues." He raises his glass to a different section of the dining room at the mention of each group. “Some of you have been with me for years. And some people here are just being introduced to me for the first time right now. But more than anyone else, the person most responsible for the perfection of this night is the lovely woman whose eyes have mesmerized me for the last hour.”

He turns to me, and I look up at him. Unable to do anything but sit still while my cheeks burn. "Sabrina and I have been friends for several years, and I believe she knows me better than anyone else. But recently—very recently—we became more than simple friends. And it's too early to know where this relationship will take us, but I do know that every minute I'm with her is the happiest and most complete minute of my life. And what I feel for her is beyond any love I've ever felt or even seen described. It's something I have no perfect word for, so I will have to settle for imperfect ones instead. Sabrina, I love you more than I had ever known was possible. You don't just make me a better man. You make me. I'm no one without you. And I am going to spend the rest of my life trying to prove to you I'm worthy of what you give to me."

He holds out his hand, and I take it. As soon as I do, he guides me to my feet and pulls me into him. I don't even have a chance to catch my breath before his lips crash down onto mine. The diners applaud, but in my ears the sound becomes waves breaking around me. I'm drenched and the push and pull threatens to tear me away from solid ground. If I let go, I could be lost forever, and there's nothing I want more. I give up every thought and desire to him, and I know he can sense it because his lips become hotter. His arms wrap my waist. The fingers of his right hand dig into me, hidden from everyone else in the room, and I know I'll soon have five small bruises forming a circle on my left side. And the only thing I can think is that I want them to be bigger. I want him to press harder. And when I bite his lip, he does.

I almost moan in front of the entire dining room. My body surges against him, overtopping him, and when he whimpers, I know he's just as devastated as I am. My body tightens, and if we don't stop right now, I'm going to come in his arms in front of everyone. I pull my mouth away from his. He leans in, chasing me, and I pull back further. Just enough separation to whisper his name. When he hears it, his mouth rumbles against mine. I look up into his eyes. I know. It's exactly how I feel. But we have to. I slip a hand between us, and that breaks the bond. Just for now. But long enough for us each to take a step back.

I hear some of the diners chuckle, and I dip my head, sweeping my hair out of my face. Acting embarrassed for their sakes. Because it's what they expect. But I'll never be embarrassed about what just happened. With my face down, I look up into Sebastian. His eyes are steaming, and I can't wait to feel their heat. "I am yours," I whisper.

"I know," he answers.













EPILOGUE









We barely make it back to his house after leaving the restaurant. We didn't wait for close. We didn't wait for people to leave. After that kiss—after what he did to me—I couldn't wait. And when I looked at him, I knew he felt the same.

He didn't even make the rounds of the restaurant before we left. He couldn't. He could barely walk. And when he did, I had to move in front of him to hide his erection from everyone. His hand pressed on my shoulder, he held me against him. His hard cock jabbing my ass whenever either of us would move. I'm not sure if the walk to the kitchen was more agonizing for him or for me. As soon as he walked through those swinging doors, we both sighed and practically sprinted out the back to his car. He started the car and backed out of his parking spot before he even had his seatbelt on, and I don't think we went less than 50mph until we pulled into his garage.

When we're both out of the car, I run to him and pull him down to me. I'm bent backward over the hot hood, and he's on top of me, even hotter, forcing me against it. He kisses my neck while I run my fingers down his shirt and into his waistband.

"We shouldn't do this here," he breathes against my skin.

"No, we shouldn't." I unclasp his belt and pull it free of the loops. I drop it, and the buckle clanks on the concrete floor.

He covers my hands in his. "Not here."

"Seb..." My body could be on fire, and it would be more comfortable.

"Not here." He jerks me upright, and pulls me into the house. He doesn't stop to close the door. We go up the stairs. Into his bedroom. My body tingles when I see the bed and the memories roar inside me. "You know what this is," he says. "you know what it's going to be like with me. And you still want it."

How could I not? "Of course I do."

He pushes me down on the bed. My head snaps back against the mattress, and he stands at my feet. Towering over me. He pulls his shirt out of his pants, and I writhe, trying to pull my dress up above my waist. "Stop."

I freeze.

"You're not to do anything until I tell you to. Understood?"

I nod.

He kicks out of his shoes and then unfastens his pants. He doesn't let them drop. He slowly lowers them. His eyes locked on mine the whole time. When they're off, he folds them and sets them on the bench at the foot of the bed. Then he does the same with his shirt. Slowly lifting it. Pulling one arm at a time from the sleeves. Then, eyes on me, folding it, and setting it on top of his pants. It takes all of my willpower to not tackle him and rip the underwear off his body, but I don't move. I just watch as he pulls them down. An inch at a time. Both of us staring at each other. And even when his cock is freed—when my mouth waters at the thought of taking him—I can't look away from his eyes.

"Stand."

I push myself off the bed and stand in front of him. His arms circle around my back and he unzips my dress. He drags the fabric down one shoulder, and when he looks at me, I lift my arm free. Then the other. Then he lets it drop to my waist while he unfastens my bra. It drops to the floor, and he bends over me, taking my nipple into his mouth. His tongue works around it while he sucks on it, and it grows hard under his moist heat.

"What is your plan for these?" He replaces his mouth with his fingers. He pinches and rolls both of my nipples, and my back arches, threatening to send me falling back onto the bed.

I try to answer him, but nothing will come out.

When I don't say anything, he clamps them between his fingers, and I yelp. "Answer me."

I'm panting, and the muscles of my jaw are so tight that I can barely move my mouth. "Implants." The word is just a mumble, and I don't know if he can understand until he releases my nipples. A fresh wave of pain passes through them at the sudden release of the pressure.

"I would like that. I would very much like that."

He leans forward and takes my left nipple into his mouth. He kisses it and swirls his tongue around it two times. Then he moves to my right nipple. Kissing and swirling. Then he falls to his knees. He lowers the dress around my waist and hips and legs. He's careful not to damage it. When it's off, he stands up, folds it, and lays it across the bench. Then he takes a step toward me. His hand cups my dick, and I wince, afraid that he's going to squeeze. But he doesn't. He just holds it. The warmth of his hand feeding my erection.

"And what is your plan for this?"

I lick my lips. “I don't know yet.”

He puts his hands on my sides, lowers me to the bed, and kneels in front of me. He kisses my tip and then wraps his lips around it. Sucking and swirling just the tip. I moan and have to move my arms behind me to prop myself up against the bed.

Sebastian pulls away and gives it one last kiss before looking up and sliding onto the bed next to me. "It has its uses."

"It does." I whisper.

"But so does the other option." His hand slips under me, and he snakes a finger up my ass. I gasp at the unexpected entrance. "Another hole for me to play with is always welcome. Do you agree?" He slides his finger in and out of me, and my body moves with it. My breathing is in time to it.

"Yes," I pant out, and right now I want every hole I can have for him. I want him to fill all of me in every way.

He adds a second finger, and I slide backward to force him in even deeper.

"Does my girl like this?"

I can't speak, so I nod my head.

He buries his fingers inside me and holds them there. "I want to look into your eyes while I fuck you this time."

He yanks his fingers from me and pushes me on my back. I spread for him. His hands slide under my knees and he throws my legs up so hard and fast that I think I'm going to roll backward.

"There it is. There's my girl's pussy." He pushes forward and his cock brushes my asshole. I hold my legs up for him, but he knocks my hands away and pins them to the bed. "I want you to struggle. I want you to try to get away from me."

Why would I ever do that? After years of wanting nothing but this, struggling to get away from him is so foreign that I can't even comprehend it. I shake my head.

Before I even see it coming, I feel the sting of his open hand across my cheek. "I didn't ask you a question. Now I want you to try to pull free while I'm fucking you. Do you understand?"

I nod my head.

"Good girl." He leans forward and kisses me and then rests his forehead on mine. "Sabrina," he whispers, "remember, you can always stop this anytime you're uncomfortable. Just tell me if it's too much for you. Promise me you will."

I tilt my head back so I can kiss him. "I will. I promise. Now hold me down and fuck me like you hate me. Please."

A smile spreads across his face. "I love you so fucking much."

His hands slide down my arms to my wrists and he presses all of his weight against them. I try to pull away, but it's useless. And when I feel his cock press against my asshole, I shake my entire body to free myself from him. I might as well try to be free of gravity. There's no way I could ever escape. There's no way I would ever want to. But I still try.

He forces himself into me, and I yell out from the pain. The pain that shoots directly to my cock and fills it so full that it aches. I writhe more, and the more I move, the harder and faster he pushes himself into me. And soon I forget he wants me to try to escape. I can't think of anything except his dick absolutely destroying me.

It drives into me deeper with each thrust, and I swear my heart is timed to it. One beat every time he stabs inside me. One beat every time he pulls out. Beat. Beat. Beat. Over and over, and I'm wailing now. The pain and the pleasure are mixing in my core and there are millions of stars bursting inside me with every movement. With every shot of pain.

"How are you even tighter than last time?" His voice is labored. It sounds like he has to force out every word. And I know that he won’t last long. I know that I'm doing that to him.

I can't answer. I can't take in enough breath to do that and scream out his name over and over. It’s too much for me. All the sensations explode through me and the cum sprays from my cock onto my stomach.

But he keeps pushing into me. Even after his face scrunches closed and his eyes roll back, he keeps pushing. Again and again. But I can feel him slipping inside me now. His cock is softening, and finally he pulls out and collapses beside me. His breaths are so fast and shallow that I'm worried something is wrong. I roll over and rub my hand across his face. And when I do, he smiles at me, and I know that he's fine.

"I was scared you were dying for a second." I roll onto my back.

He chuckles. "There is no way I'd rather go when my time comes."

"You probably tell that to all the girls." I run my finger down his arm until I get to his hand. Then I lace my fingers through his.

"Only you, Sabrina. How have we come so far in just a week?"

I kiss his cheek. "It's been years, Seb. And I've loved you every single one of them. I was just finally brave enough to admit it to you."

"Is it possible I loved you the whole time too and didn't know it?"

I shrug my shoulders, even though I know he can't see it.

“It doesn't matter,” he says. “I’m going to make up for all the time we lost and more. We have the rest of our lives together, Sabrina, and I intend to spend my forever with you.”
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“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.”



 


The idea is ridiculous. No matter how much I need the money, I can’t perform at the club. Not dressed like a woman.



 


I only agree to dress up for him to prove how absurd this is. I want us both to laugh at how foolish I look. But when I brush the makeup on my face and smooth the dress around my body, my heart flutters. Now, we’re standing in his bedroom, just inches apart, and neither of us is laughing.



 


His stare burns through me. His hands slide down my arms and scorch my skin. Isn’t this what I always dreamed of? His fingers. His lips. On me. But I was never dressed like a woman in those fantasies. I never wanted to be his girl. So why can’t I stop thinking about that now?
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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.
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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?

 

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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