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SHIFTING

Beverly Hills Trap House

(Book 4)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always


1

Liz sat in her office, staring at her list of unopened emails, feeling defeated that none of them were from Steven Smith, her former lover. Her first girl, the beautiful Wren.

Several days ago, Liz had finally sent a message to Steven’s work email. She hit the send button in the darkness of the night when she was a bit tipsy and loose, and what a mistake it’d been! Liz knew she shouldn’t have sent the email. She wished more than anything that she could take it back, but that was impossible.

The email was out there, and Steven hadn’t replied. He wanted nothing to do with Liz, and it broke her heart. Liz knew that she’d broken Steven’s heart all those years ago when she cheated on him, but didn’t she deserve a chance to explain herself? Didn’t she deserve a chance to tell Steven how she’d changed?

Liz had been finding it hard to concentrate ever since she woke up the morning after sending the message. She had opened her computer that morning with high hopes that there would be a message from Steven, but there was nothing, and Liz hadn’t been able to think about much else since.

She didn’t care what her girls were up to, even after Raven and Tangerine had caused all that drama. It seemed that they were getting along after being completely humiliated at the party, but Liz wasn’t paying them much attention. She found little energy for anything other than waiting for a message to appear from Steven, yet it never did.

There was one message that had caught her attention, though. The email was a simple message from one of her clients, but it had major implications. It’d been sent by none other than Frank Yan, and he was asking for Cinnamon’s hand.

Liz noticed him go up to Cinnamon at the party and worried that this message would arrive, but it hadn’t until this morning. Frank had already caused a lot of drama by going from Raven to Tangerine, and Liz worried what would happen if he added Cinnamon to the mix.

Frank was a paying customer, and he’d given Liz a lot of money since first hooking up with Raven over a year ago, but could Liz really grant his request? Could she let him go out with yet another one of her girls? Liz didn’t know that she could handle the drama.

It was all too much.

She just wanted to receive a message from Steven and go out on a date with him to beg for his forgiveness. Liz regretted letting all those years pass more than anything, but that wasn’t the case back in the day. She didn’t use to care what Steven thought until one day she tried to find him with no luck.

Liz had a bunch of girls come through her house in the years since, hoping one of them could fill the void that Wren left, but it never worked like that. The girls had clients. They had other people to please, and Liz was nothing more than their boss. Sure, she made great money, and she even had sex with some of the girls, but it wasn’t the same.

Nothing could compare to the love she’d shared with Wren.

Liz wanted to turn back the clock more than anything, but it was impossible, so she tried to look forward, but she’d been a complete mess since finding out that Steven was a manager at a car dealership in San Bernardino, which was only a short drive away from where Liz lived in Beverly Hills.

Liz closed her computer without replying to Frank Yan. She needed to relax her mind before she could open another can of worms. Liz knew that she would let Frank get the girl of his choosing, if Cinnamon agreed, but she also didn’t see how those two hooking up would help the dynamics in the house.

Was the drama even worth the money?

Liz wasn’t sure.

She just wanted Wren.
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Yolanda felt like she was in the stars as Cinnamon emerged from under the sheet. It was the third time Cinnamon had given her a release that night, and Yolanda wasn’t sure she could handle more, but she was definitely in the mood to cuddle.

“Fuck, that felt good, Cinnamon.”

“Yeah, you like how I move my tongue?”

“I love it,” Yolanda said and giggled as she let out another deep breath, feeling like Cinnamon had sucked the life out of her, but she couldn’t think of a better way to spend her energy. Yolanda felt like she was floating among the stars, which made her wonder why she’d waited so long to pay for sex.

“Good,” Cinnamon said as she traced her fingertip along the sheet clinging to Yolanda’s body. “I love pleasuring you.”

Yolanda turned to face Cinnamon, reaching out to cup her hand along Cinnamon’s face, moving closer to kiss her, not at all bothered by where Cinnamon’s mouth had just been. In fact, she kind of enjoyed tasting herself on Cinnamon’s lips.

“Well, it is your job,” Yolanda said with a laugh. “I would hope you enjoy it, considering what I’m paying you.”

Cinnamon laughed lightly with Yolanda, reaching out to push her fingers through Yolanda’s gorgeous brown hair. They stared at each other for a long moment, and Yolanda was all smiles until her face fell into a frown.

“What’s wrong?” Cinnamon asked.

“I don’t know how to say this,” Yolanda said.

“Say what?”

Yolanda’s eyes grew heavier, and Cinnamon worried what might leave her lips. She hoped more than anything that it wasn’t her last time with Yolanda. Cinnamon knew she was just a client, but the woman held a special place in Cinnamon’s heart.

“Yolanda, you’re scaring me. What is it?”

“Promise you won’t get mad?”

“I don’t know. Usually when someone asks that they have bad news.”

“It’s not bad news, per se.”

“What is it then?” Cinnamon asked, pulling away from Yolanda slightly, worried that the woman was about to stab a dagger right into her heart.

“You remember the party last week?”

“How could I forget it?”

“Right,” Yolanda said. “Well, Sparkle and I got to talking.”

Cinnamon’s heart dropped when Yolanda said the words, like she knew right where this conversation was headed, and damn, it made her a little angry! Cinnamon didn’t want to lose her steadiest client.

“That’s nice!” Cinnamon tried her best to sound happy. “What did you and Sparkle talk about?”

“You know,” Yolanda said with a slight grin.

“I don’t know. You’ll have to be more specific,” Cinnamon said as she pulled a few more centimeters away from Yolanda.

Yolanda could see the heartbreak in Cinnamon’s eyes, but she was a customer, and technically, she should be allowed to try both of Liz’s girls who actually liked women.

“Sparkle and I talked about maybe going on a date. She told me that she didn’t want to step on your toes, but Cinnamon, I find her attractive. I’m not saying you and I will never hook up again, but shouldn’t I be able to take Sparkle for a test drive? It’s not like you’ve been faithful to me,” Yolanda said with a laugh.

Cinnamon swallowed, knowing that she couldn’t argue with Yolanda. Liz would have her ass if she did, so she tried her best to mask the heartbreak and remain professional. She didn’t want to get on Liz’s bad side just as more clients were starting to come her way.

“No, it’s totally fine.”

“Are you sure? You didn’t look so happy about it when I first mentioned her name.”

“It was more of a shock than anything. Sparkle is great! I love her. She has a good head on her shoulders,” Cinnamon said, and it was the truth. Sparkle was her favorite girl in the house, but how would she be able to look at her the same after she got Yolanda?

“Yeah,” Yolanda said with a soft expression. “She and I had a great conversation while the other girls were dancing, and I couldn’t believe how sweet she was about not hurting your feelings. I really hope you understand. It’s not personal.”

“No, I know it isn’t.” Cinnamon was telling the truth, but sometimes the logical and emotional sides of her brain weren’t in sync, just like with everyone else. Cinnamon knew she couldn’t expect Yolanda to be exclusive to just her, but how would this affect her relationship with Sparkle?

“I’m glad you understand, Cinnamon.” Yolanda said and moved closer to snuggle up against Cinnamon, wrapping her arm over Cinnamon’s stomach. “I haven’t had that many sexual partners in my life because I’ve been so focused on school and work, so I’m kind of feeling like a horny slut.”

Cinnamon laughed and loosened up a bit, even though she still felt betrayed, but she did a pretty good job of hiding it as she held Yolanda, cuddling her for the next hour or so until Yolanda asked Cinnamon to leave, so she could get to bed for work in the morning.
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Cinnamon was dressed in a suit with a button-up shirt as she scrolled through new listings that’d just hit the market, looking like her old self, yet she felt more detached from her old life than ever. She was tired of pretending that she cared about her real-estate clients, especially when she had so many new ones with Liz. Cinnamon had been on many dates with rich guys and had even slept with a few, adding a lot of money to her savings in the process.

“Solomon, can I have a word with you?” Bret Arthur asked.

Cinnamon’s heart sank, but it wasn’t like she could deny her boss’s request. Bret was an owner at the agency.

“Uh, yeah. Sure,” Cinnamon said in her masculine voice, which felt more and more like a violation to her ears every time she heard it.

Bret waved for Cinnamon to follow him. She stood from her desk, closing her laptop before she followed Bret to his office.

“Is there something wrong, boss?”

“Close the door, Solomon.”

Cinnamon swallowed as she closed the door and sat across from Bret. His brown eyes focused on Cinnamon as she shifted uncomfortably in her chair. She had been on the fence about quitting the agency, and maybe her time had come. She was still trying to decide as she sat there with Bret across the desk.

“So, Solomon, how are you doing?”

“Things are good,” Cinnamon said.

Bret made a sympathetic face, nodding slowly as he continued staring into Cinnamon’s soul. She didn’t know how she could keep up this facade. She didn’t want to give up everything she’d worked for as Poppy’s assistant, but how long could she go on pretending that this work was cutting into her potential at Liz’s?

“Are they?” Bret asked in a suspicious voice.

“Yes,” Cinnamon said with a touch more confidence in her voice, but it was still shaky. All the back and forth between her feminine and masculine identities was getting rather exhausting, and maybe it was starting to show.

“I only ask because you haven’t had nearly as much hustle or urgency lately. I thought you would blossom when Poppy left, and we even gave you some condo listings, but you’ve missed three networking parties now.”

Cinnamon felt faint as she stared at Bret, wondering how she could explain herself, how she could tell him that she was busy in another line of work. One that involved selling her body and not houses, but Liz had strict rules about not sharing too much information with people outside of her circle.

“I know, it’s just—”

“Let me stop you,” Bret said and leaned forward, placing his elbows on the desk. Cinnamon swallowed, feeling smaller than she felt even a few moments before. “Everything isn’t what meets the eye, is it?”

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Cinnamon said. “I’ve been busy is all.”

“Busy doing what, Solomon? Do you know how many people would kill to take your desk, like literally drive a stake through your heart and laugh while they watched you bleed? This is Los Angeles real estate, and we’re one of the top brokerages.”

“I know, Bret. Trust me, this is my dream job.”

“Then why aren’t you acting like it?” Bret asked.

Cinnamon was burning up, but what surprised her more than anything was the lack of anger on Bret’s face. He looked calm and at ease, like there wasn’t a problem in the world, even though he was accusing Cinnamon of being a lazy employee.

“Why are you smiling?” Cinnamon asked.

Bret tried his best to hide the smile, but he was unsuccessful, having to cover his mouth with a hand as he slowly shook his head. He moved his hand and folded his lips when Cinnamon narrowed her eyes.

“It’s nothing.”

“It doesn’t look like nothing,” Cinnamon said.

Bret’s brown eyes lit up as he stared at Solomon, who was wearing one of her nicer suits and a tie. She had her hair parted along one side and pressed down, like she always had it at the office. Bret was looking at her differently though, like he could see through the masculine disguise.

“Fine, you caught me.”

“So, this meeting isn’t about my performance?” Cinnamon asked cautiously.

“Oh, it most certainly is about your performance.”

“What about it? I’ll come to the next work event. I promise,” Cinnamon said, even though all the work events happened at times Liz wanted to line up dates for her. It was all becoming too much to handle, and Cinnamon didn’t know how Poppy did it all.

“It’s more than your absence at the work events, which the other partners have noticed, and you’d better believe the other junior agents are eager to eat you alive. They’ve all talked about how you seem spacey here.”

Cinnamon nodded as she held her hands in her lap, twiddling her thumbs, trying to think of how she could find balance in her life without giving up everything she’d worked for at the agency. It was true that Bret could find her replacement in seconds, but it didn’t seem like he wanted to replace her. Cinnamon honestly didn’t know why he had called her into his office.

“What can I do, Bret?”

Bret chewed on his bottom lip as he stared at Cinnamon, doing that thing with his eyes like he was looking through her, like there was a lot on his mind, and none of it had to do with the condos Cinnamon wasn’t selling. She’d sold one, but she was definitely falling behind the other junior agents, and part of her didn’t care.

“You can start by being honest.”

“I am being honest, Bret! I’ve been busy. My mom has needed a lot of help, and you know she lives in San Pedro, which is—”

“Cut the bullshit, Solomon!”

Cinnamon swallowed, wishing she were back at Liz’s house to swim around in the pool, which was where the other girls probably were, or maybe they were at the country club. Or one of the many other places they could relax when they didn’t have dates. Some of the girls ‘worked’ doing other things, but none of them had to go to the office. None of them had to deal with bosses like Bret.

“I’m not lying, Bret! What do you want me to say?”

Bret stood from his chair and walked around to the other side of the desk. He sat on its edge only a few inches from Cinnamon, and then he leaned down to whisper into Cinnamon’s ear.

“I know about you girls.”

Cinnamon’s body flushed, but she played dumb. “You girls? I’m a boy,” she said.

“Maybe part of the time, but I know what Poppy did for work, and I’m guessing you did too.”

“You mean working here at the office? How would I not know about that work? I was her assistant.”

“Don’t play dumb with me, Solomon.”

Cinnamon swallowed, feeling like she was straddling a thin rope, like she could fall off and into the shark infested waters below if she weren’t careful. She didn’t want to get on Liz’s bad side, but she couldn’t have Bret on her ass either. Maybe it was time she quit.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Bret. The only work I knew of Poppy doing was for this agency.”

Bret growled and leaned closer to Cinnamon’s ear, speaking in a harsh whisper. “I know that she sold her ass for money, but she would never sell it to me. I was hoping things could be different with you, you know, since you’re one of those T-girls now.”

Cinnamon tried to keep her breath steady, hoping that Bret wouldn’t notice all the micromovements firing across her body.

“What’s a T-girl?” Cinnamon asked.

Bret laughed. “Now we both know that you’re playing dumb, and to think I was hoping we could make a deal.”

“A deal?”

“You give me some of you, and I’ll let you take all the time you need away from this office.”

Cinnamon swallowed as she stared at Bret, who was still just a few inches from her, wondering if she could really do this. Could she sleep with her boss without Liz’s permission? Could she really risk her spot in the house for a spot at this agency?

“You aren’t the only partner.”

“Michael and Ida listen to me. We both know that they do, so why don’t you stop playing games and tell me the truth?”

Cinnamon looked into Bret’s eyes to see if he was the one playing games, but he looked serious, like all he wanted was a taste of her bussy, and Cinnamon would be lying if she said she weren’t interested. Bret was easy on the eyes, and if she could keep her job at the agency on hold while she worked for Liz to stack up money, maybe sleeping with Bret wouldn’t be so bad.

“I don’t know what truth you’re expecting from me, Bret, but let’s say I could fulfill your request, how do I know if I can trust you?”

“You’re an ambitious guy, Solomon, and I’d love to have you at the agency, but not until your head is fully in the game. You can keep the condo listings you have now, but the other partners are skeptical about giving you anything else, and the other junior agents probably wouldn’t be too fond of you receiving more listing when they’re the ones who are showing up, you know?”

“It’s okay. I don’t want any other listings,” Cinnamon said.

“What about the other part… about keeping your position at this company.”

Cinnamon grinned as she stood, pressing her lips against Bret’s ear. She used her feminine voice to speak. “We can talk once I get a guarantee that my job is safe during this absence.”

Bret bit his lip, letting a little moan escape his mouth. “Fuck, that’s hot. Do it again.”

“Do what again?” Cinnamon asked in her masculine voice before winking at Bret and walking out of his office. She grabbed her things from her desk and left without another word.


4

The girls were waiting in their shared living room for Liz. She’d called a group meeting, which she almost never did, and she was already five minutes late. The girls hadn’t said much to each other, all looking at each other suspiciously. There’d been a lot of tension ever since Frank said that he wanted Cinnamon and Yolanda said that she wanted Sparkle.

The girls remained silent until Liz walked into the room about three minutes later, even though it felt like much longer. The tension between them was thick, like molasses dripping off a spoon.

“My, my. You girls are tense, aren’t you?”

The girls glanced at each other, looking like they were moments away from becoming uncivil. Liz ignored them and moved toward the empty chair that would give her a view of each girl.

“Thank you all for being here. You know how much I hate meetings, but I figured we couldn’t avoid having this one forever.”

“You’re going to let her have him, aren’t you?” Raven asked. “Wasn’t it bad enough that he went from me to Tangerine?”

“Yeah,” Tangerine echoed. “You can’t let that bitch take my client!”

“Now you know how it feels, stupid ho,” Raven said to Tangerine as she crossed her arms over her chest.

“Hey! None of that! I will not have you girls talking to each other like that,” Liz said.

“Yeah,” Cinnamon interjected. “Plus, you two don’t even know everything. My client asked for Sparkle.”

“Guess you’re getting a taste of your own medicine,” Raven said bitterly.

Sparkle took a deep breath, feeling guilty about Yolanda. The woman was dynamite. A dime. Ten out of ten or whatever they wanted to call an extra sexy, confident, high-power woman, but Sparkle hated this tension in the house. She didn’t want to fight with the other girls.

“I didn’t ask or try to steal Cinnamon’s client in any way, Raven.”

“Whatever,” Raven said.

“Girls!” Liz screamed. She pulled her hands down her face, wondering why she did this to herself. Sure, she got twenty percent of every date the girls had, but was the money even worth it? It wasn’t like Liz needed it. She’d inherited plenty, made plenty more since then, and had marvelous returns in the stock market.

The girls fell silent as Liz stood from her chair and paced the room. They knew she only wanted to make her clients happy, but at what cost to them? Liz took several deep breaths before returning to her chair, trying to find the strength to continue when all she wanted to think about was Wren.

“Look, everyone. I know it’s not ideal when a client asks for a new girl, but we must remain united. We’re stronger together.”

“How do you expect us to stay together when we have to share clients?” Raven asked, pain clear in her voice.

“I’ve told you girls from the beginning that you can’t fall in love because love is dangerous. It’ll only lead to you getting hurt. If you were paying top dollar for sex, wouldn’t you want the option to try someone new? Would you feel like you had to be exclusive to one person?”

None of the girls could agree that they would. They all knew that Liz had a point and that their rich clients would sleep with whomever they wanted. It was their money, and they could spend it how they pleased. They remained silent with guilty looks on their faces.

“That’s what I thought. Girls, it really isn’t personal. The clients always come first. I understand that feelings can get hurt from time to time, and it’s hard to separate sex from emotions, but that’s why you ladies get paid what you do.”

They nodded in agreement, looking at each other with weary eyes, like they wanted to apologize to each other, but none of them would, or at least they wouldn’t be the first one to do so.

“So, what do you say? Can we all get along?” Liz asked.

Cinnamon glanced at Sparkle, who smiled softly. Tangerine and Raven shared a look before turning their attention to Cinnamon. The four of them let the fire free from their bodies, knowing they couldn’t hold it there forever. They couldn’t be spiteful and angry because their rich clients wanted to play with a fresh body.

“Good, girls! Now, why don’t you apologize to each other? We’re much stronger when there is peace between us, don’t you think?”

The girls wanted to protest. They wanted to tell Liz that she was crazy, but they had to swallow their true feelings. They had to accept that their clients could do what they wanted, and there wasn’t much that they could do about it, except leave.

“Yes, Liz. Thank you for coming here to say something,” Sparkle said, garnering looks of hate from the others, but Sparkle was always the first to avoid drama. Every time she went on a date, she was thinking about her dream house in the Sierra Nevada, the one she planned on building once she stacked up a bit more money as one of Liz’s girls.

“You’re welcome, Sparkle. I know Yolanda is looking forward to her date with you immensely.”

“As am I,” Sparkle said.

Raven felt a surge of hate spark within her, but she kept her eyes bright, like she was actually excited to apologize and come together and act like everything was kumbaya.

“Anything else to add before I go girls?”

The girls shook their heads, so Liz stood from where she was sitting. She smoothed out her dress before walking over to the door, glancing over her shoulder at the girls, hoping they were truly ready to move on from the animosity, but Liz could only control so much. She slipped out of the door, leaving them alone.

The tension didn’t immediately return to the room when Liz left, but the girls eyed each other, each wondering about their future in the house, wondering if they could actually trust anyone besides themselves.

“That was something,” Sparkle finally said.

“Yeah,” Cinnamon agreed.

Tangerine said nothing as she got to her feet, curling her blonde hair around a finger as she looked at each of the other girls, no longer feeling like she was on top of the world. It hurt a lot knowing that Cinnamon was going to get one of her regular clients, which made Tangerine realize how badly Raven must have hurt when Frank first asked for her.

“I need to get ready for my date tonight,” Tangerine said and started toward her bedroom.

“Me too,” Raven said and did the same.

Cinnamon and Sparkle shared a look when the other girls closed their bedroom doors, and then they left the living room too. They all understood they had to do what the clients wanted, but that didn’t mean it was easy. That didn’t mean that it didn’t hurt. They only hoped they could keep the pain under wraps and not explode or hurt each other, but nothing was certain when it came to four girls sharing a house.
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Raven was swimming around in the pool several days later. Her schedule was pretty much full, but for whatever reason, she couldn’t get over the pain of losing Frank Yan. Didn’t their time together mean anything to the man? Didn’t he care that it hurt her going from one girl to the next? Raven was so lost in her thoughts that she didn’t even hear Tangerine approach.

“You want some company?” Tangerine asked.

Raven jumped, breaking above the water to look at Tangerine, who was wearing a light coverup over her white two-piece bathing suit. She had her hair down into two pigtail braids.

“Did you braid your hair yourself?” Raven asked as she swam toward the pool edge, placing her elbows on the concrete, which quickly darkened with the water coming off Raven’s glistening skin.

“I did,” Tangerine said with a wide grin. “Do you mind?”

“Help yourself.”

Tangerine sat by Raven, putting her feet and calves into the water. She reached back to prop herself up with her outstretched arms, bending her head back as the sun’s rays shined on her face.

“So, what do you think about Cinnamon going out with Frank?” Tangerine asked as she stared up at the sky with sunglasses covering her eyes.

“I don’t know,” Raven said and rested her head on her crossed arms. Part of her was beyond angry, but she was trying to be understanding. Raven couldn’t even begin to count the amount of people she’d slept with since she last had sex with Frank, yet the pain never fully went away. There was still part of her that thought she deserved to have the man in her life, even if he didn’t pay her a dime.

Raven felt pathetic for even thinking like that, but it was like she could only see the positives when she thought of Frank. The man was far from perfect, and there were times when he would anger her, but their connection was special.

“It’s bullshit if you ask me,” Tangerine said.

“Yeah, but us girls have to roll with the punches.”

“This is the first time I’ve lost a client to another girl.”

“Get used to it. Cinnamon is the new girl on the block. Every new girl steals a few clients.”

“At least Sparkle got one of hers.”

Raven shrugged. “I’m pretty sure Yolanda asked for Sparkle before Cinnamon, but Liz gave her the new-girl discount, so she went with Cinnamon.”

“Yeah, that was the word, wasn’t it?”

Tangerine never paid much attention to the other girls, but that was when she was on top. Now she felt threatened, like the other girls could end up making more money than her if she wasn’t careful, and Tangerine loved being the highest earner.

“You’re worried about Cinnamon, aren’t you?”

“I don’t know. I don’t want to be.”

“I didn’t want to be worried about you,” Raven said with a laugh. “We all see how that ended.”

Tangerine sighed and took off her sunglasses. She didn’t want to talk, so she slid into the water, making a little splash as she fell. Tangerine held her breath and pushed off the wall, swimming several yards under the water before she had to come up for air. She was so tense and confused.

Liz’s house was basically Tangerine’s entire life. She didn’t have a fancy engineering degree or plans about where she wanted to grow old or a back-up real-estate career. When Tangerine really thought about it, she didn’t know what she would do when she outgrew Liz’s house. Tangerine had a decent following online, but could she be an influencer forever?

Raven swam after Tangerine, which made Tangerine swim a bit further, but the pool was only so big. They both got to the shallow end and stood facing each other. Neither felt the same hate they once did when they looked at each other.

“So are you going to beat up Cinnamon or something?”

Tangerine chuckled and shook her head. “No, I’ll try to keep my hands to myself, unless the bitch touches me. That’s a different story.”

“Or until she releases crickets in your room,” Raven teased.

“I apologized for that, Raven!”

“I know,” Raven said with a light laugh. “I’m just messing with you.”

“Well, stop it,” Tangerine said in a low voice. She turned away from Raven and walked over to the stairs that led into the pool. She sat there, ignoring how Raven was swimming over to her, but Tangerine didn’t want to be alone.

“I’ve never seen you like this. You’re usually so confident and bubbly,” Raven said as she got to the stairs. “Cinnamon must have done a number on you, and you thought I was bad.”

“It’s not funny,” Tangerine snapped when Raven chuckled.

“It is, at least a little bit.”

“We were pretty mean to each other, weren’t we?”

“There’s bound to be a little animosity when you have this many girls living in one house,” Raven said.

“I know, but what I’m feeling is about more than the girls.”

“What’s going on?” Raven asked.

They were sitting next to each other on the pool stairs. They’d been at each other pretty much since Tangerine first got asked out by Frank, but Raven didn’t want to hold on to that anger. No man was worth the pain and confusion. He certainly wasn’t concerned about his behavior.

“It’s just… all you other girls have other stuff going on in your lives. Sparkle has plans for when she leaves here, you have a master’s degree, and Cinnamon has that job at the real-estate agency. The only thing I have is a past in porn and some odd jobs, but I never went to college. I never even thought about it.”

“Everyone doesn’t have to go to college.”

“I know,” Tangerine said. She’d grown up around plenty of people who didn’t have a degree, but she wanted more. She didn’t want to look back on these years and wish she’d made different moves. “I don’t want to go to college, but I’m worried I’ll regret not doing more while I’m making all this money.”

Raven felt a little off guard as Tangerine confessed her true feelings to her. They were supposed to be enemies, but all that had gone out of the window when Frank chose Cinnamon and made Tangerine realize that she truly was expendable.

“It’s hard to invest the money we make, but you could buy properties, even in foreign countries. Cash can go a long way at the end of the day.”

“What do I know about foreign countries or real estate? I barely passed high school,” Tangerine confessed. “I always knew that I would have to use my looks to make it, but how long can I realistically do that?”

“Into your forties?” Raven asked optimistically.

“Bitch,” Tangerine said coldly. “We both know that’s a lie, and even if it were true, I wouldn’t be making anything near what I do now by that point.”

Raven scooted closer to Tangerine and wrapped her arm over her former enemy’s shoulder. She pulled Tangerine close, trying to take away the worry, but Raven knew that couldn’t be done overnight.

“If you ever want help applying to schools or have questions about programs, you can always ask me. Don’t feel like you’re alone here. I know we’ve had our differences, but I’d be happy to help you.”

Tangerine smiled softly. “You mean it?”

“Yeah,” Raven said with a nod. She still had her arms draped over Tangerine’s shoulder, and Tangerine relaxed a little, moving closer to Raven. “You’re not the only one who’s thinking about what happens after this. As amazing as Liz’s house is, we can’t plan on making this money forever.”

“Deep down I know that’s true, and I know I’ll just be a washed-up hag if I don’t do something.”

“The first thing you have to do is listen to your inner voice. What do you want to do with your life? It doesn’t have to be anything fancy, just something that will pay the bills and keep you from reaching that last dollar.”

Tangerine nodded, knowing Raven was right, but she had a lot of thinking to do before she could start down any path. “Thank you, Raven. I’m glad we can move past our differences.”

“Me too,” Raven said and gave Tangerine a proper hug, feeling like the woman was now more friend than enemy.


6

Cinnamon was standing by the trunk of her car, double checking her makeup. She had a dark red lip with lipliner, smokey eyes, and a blood red midi dress that went all the way down to her ankles, except it showed lots of leg and cleavage. Her hair was pinned at one side, loose curls flowing down the other side like a waterfall.

“You got this,” Cinnamon said to herself. “It’s just another date.”

Cinnamon closed her compact mirror, slid it into her purse, and adjusted her dress slightly. She was worried that this date with Frank Yan would end in catastrophe, but she had no choice but to proceed. Did Tangerine feel this disgusted with herself when she first went out with Frank?

Logically, Cinnamon knew that she shouldn’t let her emotions dictate her actions, especially when she was making over ten grand in a night, but she couldn’t shake the feelings of guilt that were coursing through her. She steadied her breath as she walked down Sunset Boulevard, taking things one step at a time in her black stilettos.

“Good evening, are you meeting anyone?”

“Yes,” Cinnamon said. “A Mr. Frank Yan.”

“Excellent, your table is ready.”

Cinnamon nodded and followed the host until they were at a table where Frank was sitting. He looked as handsome as ever in the tight-fitting shirt that he was wearing, but Cinnamon still felt wrong being in the same room as him when she knew how much Raven cared about the man.

“Wow, you look amazing,” Frank said and stood. He grabbed Cinnamon’s hand and kissed it gently before pulling out her chair. The smell of his cologne was strong, but it wasn’t overpowering.

“Thank you,” Cinnamon said as she placed the cloth napkin in her lap. The lights in the restaurant were low, and there was a candle flickering at the center of the table.

“I know it’s probably awkward being out with me, but you shouldn’t feel guilty. When money is involved, can there really be love?”

“Spoken like a true player,” Cinnamon said.

Despite her guilt, she loved being out as Cinnamon again. She was still a little shaken from her talk with Bret at the office. She didn’t know what to do but was leaning toward giving him a good time, so that she could be Cinnamon around the clock while keeping her place at the agency safe. All that changing back and forth was exhausting.

“When I saw you at that party, I knew that I had to have you.”

“Is that right?”

“Yes, you’re so sexy, and I like that you don’t have big knockers like Tangerine. If I’m being honest, they were getting a bit old.”

“You prefer a flat chest?”

Frank shrugged. “I prefer new things. I get bored easily.”

“So, you’ll probably move on from me eventually?”

“You say it like it’s a bad thing,” Frank said with a laugh.

Cinnamon chuckled, doing what she could to stay light and breezy. “I guess it’s not the worst thing in the world that you like to try new things.”

“No, it’s not.”

Cinnamon didn’t know whether to hate Frank’s confidence or to find it sexy. Every word he said was dripping with the confidence of a man with endless amounts of money, like he had to power to take over the world if that was what he wanted.

“So, what is it you do, Frank?”

“I import things from China.”

“That makes you enough to pay for the likes of us girls?”

“It makes me more than you could imagine,” Frank said with a devilish grin.

“You must import a lot of stuff.”

“I do.”

Cinnamon was trying to keep a serious face, but Frank wouldn’t stop smiling at her, which made her smile back at him. Damn, she was finding him sexier by the second. She’d come into the restaurant hating the man, but his energy was contagious.

Frank called over the server and ordered a bottle of wine before telling Cinnamon some stories from the importation business. He had horror stories as well as many successful ones. There was no telling what might happen over the Pacific Ocean, but Frank did his best to remain calm.

“How do you manage all that stress?”

“Lots of time in the gym,” Frank said easily.

“Yes, that I can tell.”

“Wait until you see me with my shirt off.”

Cinnamon got a little hot at Frank’s words. She preferred women, but a man like Frank could make Cinnamon do wild things. She could turn into a complete submissive for the right man, and she was wondering if Frank was one of them.

“Oh?”

Frank grinned and unbuttoned one button on his shirt as he stared into Cinnamon’s eyes. She bit her lip and picked up her wine glass to take a sip to steady herself, but Frank’s eyes were relentless. It was like he was undressing her right there, pulling the thin straps of her dress over her shoulders to let it fall to the floor.

“You like this, don’t you?”

“Like what?” Cinnamon asked in a breath.

“How I look at you.”

Cinnamon swallowed, wondering if Frank did this to the other girls. If he did, she could understand why they fell in love. The man was simply dangerous, but Cinnamon knew he didn’t have a heart, or at least not a very big one. Maybe there was a soft spot for his mother or something, but Cinnamon knew a man like Frank could go through women like pieces of bubble gum. They couldn’t keep their flavor forever.

“It’s not so bad.”

“You love it. I bet you want to climb under this table to wrap those sweet painted lips around my cock, don’t you?”

Cinnamon had never had a man speak to her so directly, but now that Frank said something, having his phallus in her mouth wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. She was already imagining herself on her knees between his parted legs, bobbing her lips up and down his shaft, and fuck, it made her own cock throb against the tape that was holding it down.

“Liz told me you have a big one.”

“It’s decent,” Cinnamon said through her shock.

“Eight inches is decent? That sounds pretty fucking big if you ask me. I bet you like having it sucked, don’t you?”

Cinnamon drank her wine, more than a bit shocked by the way Frank was talking to her. She didn’t expect this when she agreed to go out with him, but he was a lot naughtier than her other clients.

“Liz didn’t say anything about doing stuff in public.”

“No, I would never, but nobody can get us in trouble for talking dirty in a restaurant.”

“Does that get you going?”

Frank shrugged. “Just looking at you in that dress has me ready to go, but I’m not a man to filter my thoughts. Life tends to work better if you just say what you want and take it.”

“Is that why you never stick with the same woman?”

“I don’t stick with the same woman because I only live once, so I might as well enjoy as many beauties as I can, wouldn’t you say?”

Cinnamon couldn’t argue with Frank’s logic, but damn, she’d never met a man who was so open about being a player.

“So, if you’re like this, why was Raven so upset when you went from her to Tangerine?”

“Raven, ah. She was different. She and I did have a special connection, but I had to cut ties before I became too attached. It’s not healthy for me to be smitten over one woman. I have too many details to worry about at work.”

“I see,” Cinnamon said. She didn’t want to get into too many details about how Raven had snapped at Tangerine, but at least she was beginning to understand why she’d gone so crazy. Raven usually didn’t care much about the clients, but Frank obviously had a special hold on her.

“Don’t worry about Raven, unless you want to invite her to the party.”

“No, it’s nothing like that.”

“Good. I want to have you all to myself at least once.”

Cinnamon couldn’t help but blush, especially with how Frank’s eyes sparkled in the candlelight as he stared at her. They ate their meals and finished their wine and talked about everything from Los Angeles restaurants to their favorite parks around the city. Frank asked if Cinnamon wanted anything for dessert when the time came, but she shook her head.

“Not unless it’s on your naked body.”

“There’s my girl! Let’s get out of here!”

***

Cinnamon moaned as Frank pressed his lips against her neck, doing exactly as she’d expected, slipping the thin straps of her dress over her shoulders. Frank had an amazing space with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the valley, but Cinnamon couldn’t concentrate on the views as Frank was far too busy disrobing her.

“Your body is so sexy, Cinnamon. Fuck,” Frank said as he pulled down the dress, slowly sinking to his knees as he did.

“Yeah?” Cinnamon asked.

Frank made sounds of agreement as he pressed his lips against her stomach, pushing her dark-red dress all the way to the floor as he did. He moved his lips further south, kissing and kissing until he was pressing his lips against her black panties.

“Fuck!” Cinnamon hollered, letting her head fall back as she placed her hand on Frank’s.

Frank moaned as he kissed her crotch, and then he slipped his fingers into her panties and pulled them all the way down to her ankles.

“Leave on the bra and heels. Everything else has to go, though,” Frank said as Cinnamon kicked her panties and dress to the side. The tape was still covering her dick, but Frank was making quick work of removing the tape. “Let’s see what we have here.”

Cinnamon gasped as Frank kissed her thighs and removed the tape covering her dick, one piece at a time. It wasn’t long before there were only a couple left, and Cinnamon felt tense as Frank rubbed her crotch with his fingers.

“Mmm, you’re already growing.”

“Take off the last pieces of tape.”

“Not yet,” Frank said and got to his feet. He made quick work of removing his button-up shirt and pants and everything else, leaving him naked and hard, and damn, his body looked even better than Cinnamon had expected. “Put my cock in your mouth.”

Cinnamon strained against the tape holding down her dick as she got to her knees. She looked up at Frank as he held the base of his cock and wagged it in front of her face. Cinnamon lifted her hand to grab the base of Frank’s cock, moving her lips closer to his shaft. She opened her mouth and took Frank’s member into her warm hole, closing her lips around his thickness. Cinnamon was bigger, but he was a good size, and his dominance was out of this world.

Frank grabbed the back of Cinnamon’s head and shoved her mouth all the way down his member until she was choking on it. Cinnamon breathed through her mouth as Frank did it over and over again, using her hole like he didn’t have a care in the world about how Cinnamon felt about it.

“That’s right! Take this big cock!”

Cinnamon moaned on Frank’s dick, looking up at him with tears in her eyes, but she was loving it. She enjoyed it even more when Frank pulled out of her mouth and dropped to his knees, turning Cinnamon around to give him direct access to her tight hole.

“You want this dick up your bussy, girl?”

“Give it to me!” Cinnamon begged. Her wig was still on and perfectly placed, and her makeup hadn’t smudged too badly, and she looked so fucking sexy to Frank as he put his dick into place, ready to fill her hole with his seed.

“Fuck yourself with my dick!”

Cinnamon moaned and reached behind her to grab Frank’s freshly lubed cock and guided her hole toward its tip until she was pushing her puckered entrance up against his thick shaft. Frank moaned deeply when he first pushed past Cinnamon’s ring, and then he took complete control.

Frank pushed Cinnamon toward the floor and grabbed her hips, sinking down to the base of his cock, and then he pulled out, slamming right back into her hole. Cinnamon hollered out, but she loved the fucking. Frank pounded her hole with the city lights flickering on the other side of the floor-to-ceiling windows, and Cinnamon felt like she was on top of the world as Frank used her bussy.

“Touch your girly dick! I’m getting close!”

“Yeah?” Cinnamon asked in a breath as she reached between her thighs to release her straining cock.

“Yes! Now! I want you to cum with me.”

Frank moaned and groaned as he fucked Cinnamon hard, going fast and slow until they were both on edge. Cinnamon’s eight inches were hard in her hand, and she couldn’t hold her load another second.

“Fuck!” Cinnamon screamed in a high-pitch, girly voice. “Fuck! I’m cumming!”

“Yeah, girl! Damn! I feel it!” Frank said and smacked Cinnamon’s ass as he pushed deep into her hole. Her walls contracted around his dick, squeezing it. Milking it. Cinnamon screamed and kept stroking her dick as Frank pounded her ass a little more, and then she was cumming a second time the fucking felt so good.

“Fuck! That’s right, girl! Shoot those loads!”

It was only a few seconds later that Frank went still, and a deep moan left his lips. Cinnamon felt him shooting his loads into her ass, painting her walls with his seed.

“Yeah, fill my hole!”

“I’m filling it! I’m fucking filling it!”

Cinnamon moaned and told Frank to keep going, collapsing to the floor when he finally pulled out a minute later, and there was an entire mess to clean up, but neither of them really cared that much. They were too lost in the bliss of their orgasms.

Frank lay by Cinnamon’s side and ran his fingertip along her smooth stomach. “You were amazing, Cinnamon.”

“Does that mean you’ll ask to see me again?”

“I’m thinking so,” Frank said and hugged Cinnamon’s body. Every ounce of guilt she once had had melted away, and it’d been replaced by excitement for her next date with Frank. Cinnamon couldn’t even feel bad if she tried.

It was just business.
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Raven was scrolling through job listings online. None of them paid near what she made by being one of Liz’s girls, but maybe it was about time that she returned to the real world, even though part of her shivered every time she thought about stepping into an office. Raven had always imagined herself as an artist. A creator. She wanted to spend her days in front of a canvas or behind a lens, searching for her next muse.

Raven turned her phone upside-down on the table. She was at a café, sitting outside to enjoy the pleasant weather. She had an iced green tea, picking it up to sip on it slowly, wondering what she should do with her life. Raven was about ready to leave behind her life as a call girl.

As much as Raven loved the money, she loved herself more. She couldn’t stand being hurt by people like Frank Yan, who only thought of the girls as transactional, like rental cars or vacation homes. Raven wanted love. She wanted a man who would stand by her side through the thick and thin.

Raven had a bunch of money in her safe back at the house. Most of it was cash, money she couldn’t deposit into a bank without causing suspicion, but she kept thinking that maybe she should use the cash to buy herself a little condo, maybe outside of Los Angeles and San Francisco.

Coastal California was incredible, but maybe Sparkle had it right by planning to escape to the mountains, where her money would stretch farther, where she might not have to work another day in her life. Raven pictured herself living that life, and she saw herself with a paintbrush in her hand, which was what she wanted more than anything in the world, even a man.

Raven had a master’s degree in engineering, yet she hadn’t taken a single art class since graduating from high school. Her parents refused to pay for anything art related in college. They only wanted Raven to study business, law, or engineering, so that was what she did. She did everything they wanted, and it left her feeling empty.

Raven had her own money now, though. She no longer had to live by her parents’ rules, and it was like she was realizing that for the first time as she sat there in the café, so she grabbed her phone to search for art classes in the area.

There were more classes than Raven could have imagined! There was everything from private lessons to classes at the colleges, and Raven wanted to take one of them. She was tired of putting her dreams on the backburner. She was already twenty-four and wasn’t getting any younger.

Raven wondered how she would actually be with a paintbrush or a sketching pencil, but it was beyond time she found out. Every engineering job she saw made her a touch depressed, yet she felt endless amounts of motivation and excitement as she scrolled through the profiles of art teachers, all wanting a lot less for their time than Raven charged her clients.

Liz wasn’t one to stop the girls from learning or working, as long as they showed up for the dates they agreed to take. Liz didn’t care much about what the girls did as long as they stayed in shape and didn’t get high or drunk before dates, which would be even worse than not showing up at all.

Once they were on a date, all hell could break loose, but Liz expected her girls to present themselves, like they were worth more than the thousands the client spent to get them there.

Raven sent out a few messages to the art teachers, feeling lighter each time she hit send, like she was finally taking some control of her life, like she was finally taking the steps that would get her out from under her parents’ control.

Raven was tired of being a rebel. She wanted more in her life. She wanted to find peace with her past and move toward the future. Maybe she wouldn’t be an artist. Maybe she would. All Raven knew was that she had to try. She had to do something for herself, and taking an art class was a solid first step in the right direction.
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Tension at the house wasn’t as terrible as Cinnamon thought it was going to be when she first went on a date with Frank. Raven was even somewhat pleasant to Cinnamon, which was a complete shock, but her personality had changed since the party where Liz had her dancing in a cage. Tangerine was a touch colder toward Cinnamon, but at least she hadn’t attacked her.

“Are you sure you aren’t angry?” Sparkle asked as she walked by Cinnamon’s side. They were out shopping, as they both needed new clothes, which was basically a constant while living with Liz. She never wanted their clients to see the girls in the same outfit twice.

“No, it’s fine. Yolanda deserves to have a taste of you,” Cinnamon said and reached out to touch Sparkle’s shoulder. Cinnamon was frustrated when she first found out that Yolanda wanted Sparkle, but it was easy to understand why. Sparkle was sexy, confident, and a joy to have around.

“Thank you, Cinnamon. I wouldn’t want to step on your toes. You’ve been the nicest girl to me in the house.”

“I could say the same about you,” Cinnamon said. She reached out to grab Sparkle’s hand, and they held hands. Sparkle and Cinnamon glanced at each other several times as they walked with their fingers intertwined, their golden M necklaces sparkling under the light as they did.

“Do you have any tips for me about how to please Yolanda?”

Cinnamon shrugged. “She’s not a difficult client. She likes getting fucked, which is super hot, but sometimes she likes to take control.”

“I can handle that.”

“Yeah, I’m sure you’ll do fine,” Cinnamon said brightly.

“That’s what I’m hoping.”

“Let’s find you a dress.”

Sparkle nodded and followed Cinnamon into the first store. They looked all around and tried on several options. Sparkle found a red dress that she liked because it hugged her booty well without gathering up too much around the waistline. Cinnamon didn’t find anything, but she’d grown a true soft spot for shopping.

They went to a few more stores, and Cinnamon finally bought something when they got to the shoe store. There was a fabulous pair of pink and white stilettos that she had to have. She also bought some plum suede ankle boots that would look fabulous with a sweater she had. The sweater was also plum, but she would need to find the perfect skirt to complete the outfit, which she would eventually. Cinnamon was always on the lookout for fresh clothes and new combinations.

“What are you going to do with all those clothes you’re accumulating once you leave Liz’s?” Sparkle asked.

“You act like you don’t have a closet full of shit,” Cinnamon said smugly as they walked to the food court.

“Yeah, but you’re adding new pieces every day. Don’t think I don’t notice all those bags you come home with basically every time you walk through the door.”

“Stop keeping tabs on me,” Cinnamon said playfully.

“Once I move out of the house, you won’t hear another word from me,” Sparkle joked.

“Are you thinking of leaving soon?”

Sparkle shrugged. “I almost have enough to live the rest of my life in peace, but a little more couldn’t hurt. I also haven’t even come close to finding a girl who’ll replace me, but maybe Liz will do the hard work for me.”

“You can’t think of anyone?”

“No,” Sparkle said honestly. “I don’t go out much, and when I do, it’s normally with a client. That other night we all went out was a fluke, something that I never do.”

“I’m glad you did,” Cinnamon said. “What would have happened to Raven if we hadn’t found her at that club?”

“Maybe she would have let those guys at UCLA run a train on her,” Sparkle speculated.

“Probably,” Cinnamon agreed and laughed.

The girls arrived at the food court, and they went over to their favorite café to order iced coffees and some sweet treats. Cinnamon got a brownie, and Sparkle got a small slice of cake. They chatted about their favorite discount clothing stores as they waited for their orders, and then they walked over to an empty table.

“So, how was your date with Frank?” Sparkle asked.

Neither Tangerine nor Raven had asked Cinnamon that question, but she didn’t blame them. Cinnamon tried to stay out of the drama and keep her emotions in check, but the man was dangerous. He was beyond charming and knew it.

“It went well.”

“What? What’s with that look on your face?” Sparkle asked.

“I don’t know. It’s just… Frank caught me off guard. I can see why the other girls got so attached to him.”

“He puts on the moves?”

“Yeah, I guess you could say that. It’s not like other guys don’t try to be clever or charming, but with Frank, it’s different. It’s like he doesn’t even have to try.”

“Oh, he must have the player gene.”

“The what?” Cinnamon asked, chuckling.

“You know, the player gene. That little something that makes a person exclusive to nobody but themselves. Those people who can hop from one partner to another without any sense of attachment but all the fun. If you ask me, it’s a gift.”

“I would say so,” Cinnamon said.

“When will you see him again?”

Cinnamon opened her mouth to say something, but someone approaching the table stopped her cold. Cinnamon’s swallowed and turned her attention to the person casting a shadow over her table. It was a guy, probably about twenty-one, and he had the smoothest of skin, but Cinnamon realized he was wearing makeup upon closer inspection.

“Nice blending,” Cinnamon said as she looked up at the guy. “Can I help you?”

“You probably don’t remember me, but I remember you,” the guy said in a sugary sweet voice.

Cinnamon and Sparkle shared a confused look, as the guy was clearly talking to both of them. Neither remembered him, but he was cute. He had brown hair with blonde highlights and darling hazel eyes and a tiny little waistline that would look perfect in a poofy skirt.

“Sorry, you must be mistaken. I’m not sure we know each other,” Cinnamon said softly.

“It’s okay. I don’t expect you to remember me, but you girls made quite a showing during a party I was at the other night. The other girl that was with you really let it all hang out.”

Cinnamon and Sparkle realized the guy was talking about their trip to UCLA, but there were so many people in that house that it was impossible to remember them all.

“Oh, yeah, she’s not with us today. Can we help you with something? Was there a problem?” Cinnamon asked.

“No problem!” the guy said. He was looking more nervous by the second, glancing at the empty chair between Cinnamon and Sparkle like he wanted to sit there but didn’t quite know how to ask. “I… uh.”

“What is it sugar?” Sparkle asked. “We don’t bite.”

“I don’t know. Your friend looked rather feisty.”

Sparkle smiled at the guy, glancing briefly at Cinnamon with concern in her eyes, like the guy might never go away.

“Sorry, handsome, but if you don’t mine, my friend and I were kind of busy,” Sparkle said to the guy.

“Yeah,” Cinnamon echoed. “Thanks for stopping by to say hello, but—”

“Wait! Please,” he said.

Cinnamon looked at Sparkle, and neither of them looked too happy that this stranger was forcing himself upon them, but they were both too polite to tell him to get lost. If he weren’t wearing makeup and looking so adorable, they probably would have, but he was one of them, so they felt obligated to listen.

“Sorry, I don’t know why I’m acting like this. Trust me, I’m normally not such a mess, but you guys were so fabulous the other night, and I’ve been thinking about the three of you ever since.”

“Really?” Cinnamon asked. “What about us?”

“I guess I can’t be upset about having an admirer. Why don’t you sit, though? You’re making us nervous,” Sparkle said.

The guy let out a long breath and ran around to the empty chair, plopping down into it. He glanced at Sparkle and then at Cinnamon, far too giddy to talk. They were both wearing one of those golden M necklaces. Few people knew what they meant, but he did, and he wanted one for himself.

“Sorry, guys. My name is Willie. Willie Behm.”

“Nice to meet you, Willie. I’m Sparkle, and this is my friend, Cinnamon.”

“Those names are freaking adorable,” Willie said as he shook the girls’ hands.

“Thanks,” they said at the same time.

“Your friend was named Raven, right?”

“Yeah, she wasn’t very anonymous, was she?” Sparkle said.

“That’s okay. I’ve never seen someone command a room like she did, though. You should have seen how jealous all the girls at the party were.”

“Oh, we saw!” Cinnamon said, and everyone laughed. Willie seemed more at ease after they shared a bit of laughter, and both of the girls were feminizing him in their minds.

“Do you mind if I get a drink? I wasn’t expecting to stop, but then I saw you two and had to say hello.”

“Sure, we’ll be here.”

Willie smiled, getting up from the table slowly, like he really didn’t want to go, but he needed something to drink, so he went to the counter to order himself an iced latte. Willie was trying to remain calm as he glanced over at the girls and waited for his drink, but they were so fabulous, and he knew they were his ticket into the legendary trap house.

“Is he not the cutest thing in the world?” Cinnamon asked Sparkle when Willie was out of earshot.

“He is, but what do you think he wants?”

“I don’t know. He’s wearing makeup and his clothes are rather feminine, so maybe he wants to be like us?”

“Do you think he could be our replacement?” asked Sparkle.

“Can we both present him for consideration?”

“Yeah, sure. Not until Raven or someone else leaves, but yeah, if Raven doesn’t have anyone in mind we can present someone to Liz ourselves.”

“It’d be nice not being the new girl anymore,” Cinnamon said as she looked at Willie waiting for his drink at the end of the counter. He waved from where he was standing, smiling ear to ear. Cinnamon turned her attention back to Sparkle, who was also grinning.

“Yeah, he’s definitely a candidate,” Sparkle said.

“I would say,” Cinnamon agreed. “Should we tell him?”

“No,” Sparkle said quickly. “For now, the less he knows, the better, but we can give him our phone numbers.”

“Sounds like a plan to me.”

Willie returned to the table with his iced latte. The girls asked him about his life. He was from the area, growing up on Manhattan Beach, so he was clearly from money, but he was still down-to-earth. He told the girls about his favorite skincare routines and the stores he shopped at for makeup.

They all exchanged phone numbers about thirty minutes later, but the girls had to get going. Sparkle had her date with Yolanda later that night, and she wanted to be both physically and mentally prepared.

“Bye, girls. Hopefully we’ll see each other soon,” Willie said and waved after they’d all hugged.

“I’m hoping so,” Cinnamon said.

“Me too. You’re so sweet, Willie.”

“Thanks,” he said. “I try my best to be nice. By the way, I love your shoes.”

Sparkle looked down at her feet. She was wearing a pair of strappy heels with a peekaboo toe. They were black with gold accents to match the dress she was wearing.

“Thank you. Guys don’t usually notice my heels,” Sparkle said.

“I’m not most guys, but I’m guessing you two already figured that out,” he said.

“Yeah, we did. Don’t worry, Willie. We’ll call you,” Cinnamon said and reached out to place her hand on Willie’s shoulder. She could tell that he was a bit anxious about the three of them parting ways, but they had to go. Yolanda wouldn’t be happy if Sparkle was late.

“I hope so,” Willie said.

Sparkle and Cinnamon smiled at him, but they said nothing to avoid getting stuck in another conversation, and then they turned on their heels to head toward the door, agreeing that they liked this Willie guy, even if he was a bit eager.
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Liz was in her office, staring at the single message she’d sent Steven Smith. He had yet to reply, and it was starting to get to her. Over a week had passed since the party and his drunken mistake at night to send the email, and Liz wished more than anything that she could take it back.

She’d had even thought about breaking into Steven’s office at the dealership, but that would only end in with her having a broken heart. There was no way that Steven would consider becoming Wren again if Liz violated his trust now.

Not after what she’d done in the past.

“Why?” Liz hollered at the ceiling and pounded her fists on the desk. “Why? Why did you break his heart?”

Liz screamed and pounded her fists even harder, hating herself more than she had in ages, wishing she had been a decent human when she had the chance. It wasn’t often that a person found love, yet Liz had found it and thrown it all away.

A tear ran down Liz’s cheek as she stared at the photo of Steven from the car dealership’s website. She could still imagine him all dolled up and beautiful. They used to be so thin and fabulous, without a fine line in sight. Liz reached out to touch the screen, running her finger along Steven’s digital face.

Wren’s face.

Her love. The one she lost. Liz dug her nails into the palms of her hands, trying to steady herself, but she felt like a fucking fool. She gave up the best thing she ever had for a man that was probably sitting in jail somewhere. Liz hadn’t heard from Raymond in years, but he was far from a good boy. He used to commit crimes like he was flipping through the channels on a television.

The man had no remorse.

Liz was overflowing with guilt. She couldn’t even concentrate on her business or the girls because every time she was alone with her thoughts for even a second, flashes of the past filled her mind. Moments of regret. Those days and nights that forever changed the course of her life.

Liz had promised herself that she wouldn’t use Steven’s phone number that was listed on the website, but that was before she’d become desperate. That was before she felt like she was falling apart, like she wouldn’t be able to continue unless she heard something from Steven. Liz grabbed her cellphone and typed the numbers from the website into the keypad.

Liz stared at Steven’s number, wondering what she would even say if he answered, but she didn’t think for too long before hitting the green button. Her mind was at war about what she should do, about what was right in this situation, but Liz deserved more than silence, even if she had been wrong in the past.

The phone rang in Liz’s ear. She took deep breaths as it kept ringing and ringing. She was expecting to get a voicemail, but then there was an answer. Steven’s familiar voice filled the void seconds later.

“Hello, this is Steven Smith,” he said and added the name of the dealership at the end of his introduction. “How may I help you today?”

Liz’s lips parted.

“Uh…” There was so much that Liz wanted to say, but Steven hadn’t replied to her email for a reason. He didn’t want to talk to her, and Liz would only be making a fool of herself if she tried to force it, so she hung up the phone as quickly as she’d picked it up, panic racing throughout her body.

Liz threw her phone onto her desk. It slid across the wood and fell to the floor, but Liz didn’t care. She just wanted to forget that she’d even made the call, so she stood and left the room, leaving her phone right where it was.

She ignored her vibrating phone as she slipped through the door, ignoring the fact that it was probably Steven Smith returning her call, knowing that he would hear her voicemail message. Liz groaned when she got to the kitchen, wondering what in the world she’d done.
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Sparkle was wearing the red dress she found that hugged her booty like perfection. She had her hair blown out, cascading all the way down past her breasts. It was mostly her natural hair with some weave thrown in to give her extra length. She’d spent at least two hours in front of the mirror, but at least she knew she looked like perfection.

“There you are!” Yolanda hollered and waved from across the room. She was sitting at a table just through the patio doors with direct views of the ocean. Sparkle could smell the salt in the air as she lifted her hand to wave.

Yolanda stood to give Sparkle a hug. She was wearing a black tent dress with tall, heeled boots. She had on silver jewelry and red lipstick, and she smelled like a field of freshly bloomed flowers. Sparkle loved how tightly Yolanda squeezed when she gave her a hug.

“I hope there hasn’t been any drama between you and Cinnamon since she found out that I wanted to have you for a night.”

“Oh, no! We’re big girls. We actually went shopping together today.”

“That’s wonderful! I was so anxious about causing problems, but I guess I had nothing to worry about, did I?”

“No, Cinnamon and I don’t like the drama. We’re pretty close, as far as the house dynamics go.”

“Amazing,” Yolanda said with a bright smile. “I went ahead and ordered us a bottle of white wine that’ll go perfectly with this wonderful weather.”

“Can’t beat the weather in Los Angeles,” Sparkle said.

“That’s right. Are you from around here?”

“Inglewood,” she said.

Yolanda grinned and asked Sparkle questions about her past. Sparkle smiled as she answered, but she hadn’t spent much time around home ever since she came out as trans. She still talked to some people in her family, but they were always asking for money now that it was clear Sparkle had some, and Sparkle had given all that she wanted to give.

“What about you? Are you from around here?”

“I’ve been in the city since graduating from law school, but I’ve lived in a bunch of different places.”

“Tell me about where you’ve lived,” Sparkle said with a bright smile. They’d already gotten their wine, sipping slowly as they got to know each other. They ordered food as they continued their conversation, words flowing as easily as the wine. They’d gone through two bottles by the time they were ready to leave.

“Shit,” Yolanda said with a laugh after paying the bill. “I’m a bit tipsier than I was expecting to be.”

“Me too,” Sparkle admitted.

“Walk on the beach until we sober up a bit?”

“I’d love that,” Sparkle said.

She and Yolanda headed down to the beach from the restaurant’s patio. The sounds of crashing waves filled the air, and the girls went closer to the shore to put their feet into the spot where the waves were breaking, holding their shoes in their hands.

“We did not wear the right shoes for the beach,” Yolanda said with a laugh.

“No, but I don’t mind holding mine.”

“Me either.” Yolanda’s gaze lingered on Sparkle as she said the words. They were talking about more than the shoes with their eyes, and they’d sobered up a bit after walking up and down the beach, so they returned to their cars.

“So, where should I meet you?”

“I got us a room. I need a break from my house and my computer and everything else I have going on there.”

“Sounds good to me,” Sparkle said.

“I’ll text you the information.” Yolanda pulled out her phone and tapped the screen a few times, and then Sparkle’s phone buzzed. She had all the information about the hotel, so they went their separate ways after one more hug, both excited about what was to come.

***

“You know, Sparkle, I wanted you before I wanted Cinnamon.”

“That was the word around the house,” Sparkle said as she held her lips mere centimeters from Yolanda’s. They were back at the hotel, which had incredible views of the city and an even nicer tub, which they were planning to use once they released a bit of tension.

“You girls talk a lot, don’t you?”

“Maybe I’m a good listener with a sharp memory.”

Yolanda grinned and fell against Sparkle, moaning lightly. Sparkle moved her hand down Yolanda’s back until it was at the top of her ass, but Sparkle kept going until she had a full hand of Yolanda’s cheek, and then she squeezed tightly.

“Yes!” Yolanda said and let her hair fall back.

Sparkle used her other hand to grab the other side of Yolanda’s ass, and then she squeezed both cheeks firmly, spreading them slightly beneath that black tent dress, which was so loose that it would be easy for Sparkle to reach beneath it and really get a grip on that sweet ass of Yolanda’s.

“Mm, Sparkle. Fuck!”

“You like it rough, Yolanda?”

“Yes! Give it to me!”

Sparkle grinned to herself and moved swiftly to put her hands beneath Yolanda’s dress, reaching down until she had a grip on the back of Yolanda’s thighs, and then she lifted the woman into the air. Sparkle could feel her cock hardening beneath the tape and fabric holding it down, but she ignored that and focused all her attention on the sexy Yolanda, walking her over to the bed and throwing her to the mattress.

Yolanda moaned, twisting and turning, but Sparkle only gave her a second to breathe before pulling her to the edge of the bed and throwing her legs into the air. Sparkle grabbed the waistline of Yolanda’s panties and pulled them up her legs until they were over her boots, leaving Yolanda completely bare, but Sparkle loved the sight of her glistening pussy lips.

“Fuck, girl. Did you just come from a wax?”

“Last night. You like?”

Sparkle didn’t even reply. She just dropped her head and pressed her lips against Yolanda’s pussy, making the woman scream and arch her back and thrash a little, but Sparkle was strong. She had a tight hold on Yolanda’s legs and wasn’t letting her go anywhere.

Sparkle ran her tongue along Yolanda’s swollen pussy, touching her lips tenderly, giving Yolanda’s womanhood her complete attention, even though her cock was throbbing, begging for touch. Desperate to feel the inside of those beautiful pussy lips.

“Spank me! I’ve been a naughty girl!”

Sparkle tightened her grip, ignoring Yolanda’s words as she thrusted her tongue in and out of Yolanda’s pussy, giving her a preview of what she was about to get before turning her over to her stomach. Sparkle ran her fingertips along Yolanda’s exposed skin, teasing her as she slowly took off the boots.

Then Sparkle got rough as soon as those boots fell to the floor. She pushed up Yolanda’s dress and smacked her exposed ass with a heavy hand. Yolanda yelped, but her voice was dripping with desire. She even stuck her ass up higher in the air, so Sparkle smacked it a little harder, reminding Yolanda who was in charge.

Yolanda screamed out and shook her ass.

Sparkle grinned to herself as she stared down at Yolanda shaking her ass, begging for more of the spanking, but Sparkle couldn’t ignore her cock forever, so she reached down and gripped between Yolanda’s legs, taking hold of her by her pussy.

“Fuck!” Yolanda gasped as Sparkle slid a finger into her dripping hole. “Fuck me! Please!”

“Take off my dress, and I’ll give you all the dick you want.”

Yolanda went to roll over, but Sparkle had a tight grip on her, and those fingers moving in and out of Yolanda’s pussy had her on edge, like she might cum if Sparkle wasn’t careful, but she needed that dick first. Luckily, Sparkle released her just before the floodgates opened.

Yolanda rolled over to her back and had to take a second to catch her breath before moving to the edge of the bed and falling off of it to her knees. Yolanda pulled off her dress as Sparkle stepped forward, doing the same.

Sparkle had on a white bra and panties, contrasting against her dark skin. “Take off the tape covering my dick,” Sparkle commanded.

Yolanda nodded and realized Sparkle was wearing a pair of crotchless panties as she moved to remove the tape, turned on to no end as she slowly exposed Sparkle’s huge cock, which fit through the hole in her panties perfectly.

“Put it in your mouth.”

Yolanda moaned as she parted her lips and took Sparkle’s feminine shaft into her mouth. Yolanda also loved how Sparkle had a huge set of knockers that were clearly attached to her chest. Yolanda was off in a world of pure bliss as she bobbed her head with her eyes closed, but Sparkle startled her when she reached down and lifted Yolanda by her shoulders, moving her to the bed.

Sparkle threw Yolanda to her back and grabbed her legs, putting them into the air as she put her dick in position.

“You want this dick, girl?”

“Give it to me! Please!”

Sparkle grinned as she pushed her cock into Yolanda’s dripping pussy. Her cock wasn’t as long as Cinnamon’s, but it was thicker, and damn, it felt so amazing stretching Yolanda’s walls. Yolanda screamed out as Sparkle stuffed her, pushing deeper and deeper into her hole.

“Fuck, girl, you’re tight.”

“Yeah?” Yolanda said and squeezed her walls even more tightly, making Sparkle moan, but Sparkle couldn’t lose focus. She was on the job.

“Damn, that feels good, Yolanda.”

“Not as good as this dick,” Yolanda said in a broken whisper, turning her head to the side to let Sparkle fuck her good.

Sparkle moved her hips more quickly, thrusting faster and faster, but she was using all of her cock, and Yolanda screamed out every time that Sparkle pushed deep into her hole. She bit her lip and stared up at Sparkle as the woman beat up her pussy, both getting incredibly close to cumming.

“Fill my hole, baby.”

Sparkle moaned at the sound of Yolanda’s slutty voice and that damn look on her face, like she was a lost angel, like she was off in another world now that she had Sparkle inside of her.

“Fuck yeah, girl! I’m getting close.”

“Flip me over!”

Sparkle pulled out and did what Yolanda said, getting the woman to her hands and knees, spanking her with a firm hand before she pushed deep into Yolanda’s pussy from behind.

Yolanda screamed out, but she quickly took control, fucking herself with Sparkle’s cock as she rubbed her pussy. Sparkle held Yolanda’s hips, letting the woman do what she did, close to an orgasm herself, ready to bust when Yolanda gave the word.

“Yes!” Yolanda hollered, and then it happened. She pushed her pussy all the way down Sparkle’s shaft and held it there as she screamed in a high pitch, releasing all her girly nectar all over Sparkle’s dick.

Sparkle cursed and released, cumming with her girl, filling her hole with all her sticky goo. Yolanda gasped and fell off Sparkle’s cock a second later, collapsing to the bed. Sparkle did the same.

They were both completely spent, but at least they had a luxurious bath to soak in while they came back down to Earth.
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Liz dreaded going to her office. The previous night was a nightmare. Steven returned her call, only once, but Liz knew that he knew she had called, and as much as she wanted to ignore reality, Liz had a business to run, which meant checking emails.

Liz would have preferred to avoid the humiliation of Steven never responding to her, but she couldn’t ignore her life forever. One night had been more than enough, so she turned on her computer and took a deep breath before opening the internet browser.

Yet, to Liz’s surprise, there was a response!

It’d been sent late last night.

Liz ignored all her other emails and opened the one from Steven, her girl. Her Wren. Her heart raced as the screen took a few milliseconds to load. Liz closed her eyes and took a deep breath before she could bring herself to read the words.

No matter what it says, it’ll be okay.

Liz told herself this, even though she knew her heart was on the line. Liz knew that she would be devastated if Steven wanted nothing to do with her, but she had to be ready for that possibility, even if it was the last thing she wanted. After her third or fourth deep breath, Liz finally opened her eyes to read the message.

Hi Liz,

I know that was you that called, and yes, I saw the email you sent. I’m sorry for ignoring it, but you hurt me. I would be lying if I said I still wasn’t hurt, but I would also be lying if I said I didn’t miss you.

Please don’t take this offer as me forgiving you, but maybe it would be best to get together if you’re actually sorry about what you did. I’m free Thursday in the evening if you want to grab a bite somewhere and catch up.

Again, this isn’t a date, but I think we both deserve some closure, so tell me where to meet you, and I’ll be there.

Best,

Steven

Liz read the message several times until she hopped up from her chair and screamed, overjoyed and hopeful. Liz made reservations at a place halfway between their neighborhoods and couldn’t stop twirling in circles at random for the rest of the day.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Shifting. This is the fourth book in the Beverly Hills Trap House series. The fifth book will be the final book of the series! Will the girls get what they want, or will everything blow up in their faces? Check out my Amazon page to find the other books in this series!
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