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Chapter One









“Oh, it’s you.” She makes sure I can hear the disappointment in her voice when I walk into her room.

“Oh, it’s me.” I make sure she can hear my disappointment, too.

We both giggle.

“So, how’s my favorite patient today?” I smile at her before I unhook the blood pressure cuff from the side of her bed.

“Well, I’m here, so I can’t be that good.”

“Aww sweetie, I know.” I put my hand on the back of hers. “But you’ll be good as new in no time and playing with those cutie pie dogs of yours before you know it.”

Her face lights up. “Did I tell you what happened with Muffin last night?”

“No, what?” I wrap the cuff around her arm and clip the oximeter sensor onto her finger.

“It was her birthday, so Henry bought her a box of puppy cupcakes. Well, she jumped on the counter and ate the entire box the instant he walked out of the room.”

I give an exaggerated gasp. “So bad! Did she get sick?”

“No. An hour later she was begging for more food.”

“She’s gonna get fat if she doesn’t watch that.”

“Oh no, she never gains any weight,” she says. “I wish I was like that.”

“You and me both, girl. If I look at a piece of chocolate cake for too long—”

“It goes right to your waist.”

“Exactly.” We both laugh. “Well, tell Muffin happy birthday for me. Your numbers look good. Can I get you anything while I’m here?”

“No, but can you make sure my favorite nurse is the one who comes in next time?”

“And who’s that?” I already know her answer.

“He’s handsome and funny. You’ll know him when you see him.”

“You forgot charming.”

“Let’s not push it too far.” She grins.

“Oh, okay. I’ll see if I can scrounge him up for next time. See ya in about an hour, Mrs. Orlik. I’ll try to sneak you one of those puddings you like.”

“I guess you are a charmer, after all, Quinton.” I flash her a quick smile as I walk out.

I move behind the nurses’ station and take the first empty chair I find. I still have a couple of patients to check on, but my feet are killing me. If I don’t get off of them for at least a minute, I’m going to give serious thought to chopping them off.

I kick them out in front of me and grab my cell phone. There’s a video I’ve been wanting to watch. I somehow ended up on a mailing list for a casino I’d never even heard of, but every couple of days, they send me a video with tips and tricks. I saw that one came earlier today, but I haven’t had time to watch it yet. Just as I click the link, an alarm sounds. A code blue. I grab the crash cart and race down the hall.

Beth is already doing CPR when I get into the room.

“Whatta we got?” I call out.

“Cardiac arrest. Possibly pulseless or asystole.”

I stick the defibrillator electrodes on him, and Beth stands clear. The machine runs through its diagnostics and advises against a charge.

“Fuck… Go.” I don’t need to tell her. She’s already restarted her compressions. “I need someone in here to intubate!” I yell into the hallway as I throw open a drawer and pull out a syringe preloaded with epinephrine. We’ve rehearsed this so many times, I don’t even give a thought to the dance. My feet and hands just know what to do.

Just as I push it into the IV, two doctors rush in. I give them a quick summary. “Non-shockable. Just administered 1mg epinephrine, 7:53. First dose.”

Then I turn to Beth. Doing compressions is exhausting after just a few minutes. She’s still going strong, but I don’t know how long that will last. “Beth, switch out. I’ll do those. We need a central line started. And someone needs to intubate.”

“I’ve got the line.” In the corner of my eye, I see one doctor pull a kit from the cart. Beth takes one from another drawer when he’s done.

“V-tach. Everyone clear!” The other doctor yells out to us, and we all take a step back. He charges the defibrillator, and I watch as the patient’s body convulses. “Still pulseless.”

I press my hands against the patient’s chest and start pumping up and down. The tightness is already spreading across my shoulders and upper back. I know that in a minute or two, it will become soreness and then fatigue shortly after that. I look around the room to see who can swap with me before that happens.

Beth is directly across from me, ventilating with a bag, and one of the doctors is behind me. He calls out the second dose of epinephrine. A few seconds later, Angel dashes into the room. I nod at her, and she moves to my side without having to be told.

In two more minutes, I pause the compressions so we can check the rhythm. Another defibrillation. Another convulsion. I step back and Angel moves into my spot. Ready to go. But she doesn’t need to.

“Got a pulse.” The doctor standing by the foot of the bed says.

I turn to the monitor. It doesn’t look healthy, but it looks stable. Maybe we did it.

“Let’s get him down for angio, stat.”

Angel wheels the bed from the room, and I let my shoulders droop. Everyone is slumping now that the adrenaline spike has burned away.

I feel a hand on my shoulder, and I turn around. It’s Dr. Ranganathan. “You did great, Quinton.” He turns from me to the others. “All of you did. Great job everyone.”

He keeps his hand on me a little longer than is necessary, and I smile at him. We’ve subtly flirted every time we’ve seen each other for the last year. Neither of us ever makes the next move, though. Too soon, he drops his arm and leaves the room, giving me a wink on the way out.

“You two need to fuck already.”

I jump. I’d forgotten Beth was still in the room with me.

“He couldn’t handle me. I’m too much man for him.”

I laugh and walk out of the room and back to the nurses’ station. I want nothing more than to just collapse into a chair and not move for the next twelve hours, but I go to the refrigerator and grab a butterscotch pudding.

“Look what I found.” I hold the pudding up as I enter Mrs. Orlik’s room. Her eyes light up.

“Mmm, thank you, sir.”

“You’re very welcome, sweetie.”

“Did something happen? I saw a bunch of nurses and doctors run by a little bit ago.”

“Yeah, but don’t worry. It’ll all be fine. Nothing bad ever happens when I’m around. I’m good luck.”













Chapter Two









The man working the door has seen me so many times he lets me right in. It’s like walking into a different world. The air is thick with smoke, and there are flashing neon lights everywhere, working with the sound of jangling coins to keep people mesmerized. And they are. Too enthralled by their machines to notice anyone else.

I walk past the spellbound crowd and through a door to the left. There’s not as much light back here. No neon and no electronic clanging. Once the door closes behind me, there’s only the sound of people concentrating and of cards being slid across the felt tables.

There are two tables a few feet apart. One for Texas hold ‘em, and one for blackjack. Each one has a dealer and standing between the two of them is a pit boss to make sure no one tries anything. I take a chair at the far end of the blackjack table and nod at the dealer, Angelique. I like the nights when she’s here. She smiles as I pull out my wallet and set the money in front of me.

“Only one thousand tonight?”

“For now. I am feeling lucky, though.”

“Fingers crossed.” She takes the cash and slides a stack of chips across the table to me.

I scoot a $50 chip back to her for a tip and then put $100 on the table. Just the minimum bet for now. I want to get a feel for the game before I wager any more.

I play every other game for the next half an hour. I still have $800, and now I have a running count of the cards. It’s time to increase my bets.

I set $300 on the table for the next hand. I end up with a nineteen, and the dealer busts. The following hand is another dealer bust, and I know now’s the time to strike. I pull out my wallet and slide $3000 across to Angelique. She casts me a questioning look, but I just nod my head. She slides me the chips.

In twenty minutes, I’ve almost doubled my money, but I know I can do even better. So I push in $2000 on this hand. When I draw a pair of eights, I take a deep breath. It’s an easy decision. I have to split, but that means I’m in for $4000. Angelique comes to me and stops. Everyone at the table is waiting. I blow out my breath. No matter what happens, I’m still ahead, so I slide in another $2000 and tell her to split. There’s no question this is the right move, but I can still hear the thump of my pulse in my ears.

My first hand draws a seven, so I hit. King. Shit. The second hand draws a nine, and I stand with seventeen. Maybe I can at least break even on this. I watch as Angelique flips her card. Then hits. Then hits again. She ends with twenty, and I fall back in my chair so hard, I feel the front legs come off the floor. Four thousand dollars vanished like it was never there. But the deck is even more in my favor now, so I go all in for my next hand.

I grin as soon as I see the cards. I’m holding eleven versus the dealer’s four. “Can I get credit?”

The pit boss, Joey, walks over and stares at my cards silently for a few seconds. “You wantin’ a double?”

I nod. “You know me. You know I’m good for it.”

“You ain’t never settled up from last time yet, so I don’t know shit.” He looks at me and tilts his head. “Alright. Gonna be 30% interest now. On this, plus everything you owe us from before.”

“30"%? No way. You were charging me 20% before, and that’s already a ripoff.”

He turns his back to me and walks away.

“Fine. 30%. It’s not going to matter. I’ll win it all tonight, plus extra.”

“That’s what they all say.” He chuckles.

I feel like I’m soaring as Angelique slides the chips across to me. Five thousand. I add it to my bet and tell her I’m doubling down. This is the hand that’s going to change my life. Everyone is going to hear about it. Quinton Sprigg using the casino’s own money to make his fortune. I watch as she pulls a card from the shoe and flips it over in front of me. A two. How is that possible? The odds are so low that it never even occurred to me that might happen. I look up at Joey. He’s smiling. It’s never good when he smiles.

I watch as Angelique flips over her card. A nine. She’s holding thirteen now, and I feel myself panting. I’ve got a chance. A good one. There are so many nines and tens still in the deck that she probably has close to a fifty percent chance of drawing one. When she draws a six, I sigh, and it feels like my soul escapes my body with the breath. I’m numb. I’m not really me anymore. Just a shell.

I look at Joey. He’s laughing, and it makes my blood boil. How can he laugh about this? I grind my teeth and do my best to say a friendly goodbye to Angelique. She looks as heartbroken as me.

I push through the door into the main room, and the lights and sounds push back at me. My body stops like it ran into a wall, and I squint my eyes, willing my feet to move.

“Hey! Yo, Springs! Quinton Springs!”

I turn to look for the man mispronouncing my name. He’s small. And dark. Not his skin, but his entire aura. Everything about him is black. I’ve never seen him before.

“Come with me.” He turns like there’s no question whether I’ll follow him. And there isn’t. Nothing good will come of this, but I know these aren’t people that you can just disobey.

“Where are we going?”

He doesn’t bother turning to talk to me. “Boss wants to see you.”

Shit. I’ve never met anyone higher than Joey before, and I don’t want to. “Is it something that you can just tell me? I don’t need to waste his time. If it’s about the money, I’ve got it. Just need a couple days to get to it. That’s all.”

He doesn’t say a word as he unlocks a back door and motions me inside.

To my left there’s a wall of monitors with a man watching them. There are multiple angles on each machine and table. This is something I would expect at a legitimate casino. Not here.

“Quinton, my friend, come in.”

My jaw drops a little when I see him. He’s at least six inches taller than me and his shoulders are so broad, I wouldn’t be surprised if he has to walk sideways through doors. I walk into the office and look around. Everything is a dark brown wood. I would go crazy if I had to work in here.

“I’m Dominic Morneau. Pleased to meet you. Have a seat.” He doesn’t offer to shake my hand. Instead, he walks behind me and shuts the door. “It appears you’ve had a little bad luck tonight.”

My face goes red. “Just a little, but nothing to worry about. I’ve got the money I owe. Like I was telling—”

He holds up a hand to silence me, and I snap my mouth closed.

“I’m not worried about that.” He walks around his desk and sits so he’s just a couple of feet away from me. He leans back and rests against its edge. “I’ve had my eye on you for a while now.”

“You have? So you know me then. You know I’m honest.”

“I know lots about you.” He grabs his waistband with both hands and unzips his pants.

My eyes go wide.

“I know that you like the boys more than the girls.” He reaches inside his fly and pulls out his cock.

I gasp when I see it. It’s already hard and swollen. The dark pink head looks like it’s ready to burst.

“I thought you might be interested in this.”

I can’t take my eyes away. “That?” My mouth salivates just looking at it, and I have to swallow.

“I’ve been pinned in this office all day, watching some sexy-ass women and men come through here. It kinda gets me going a little, if you know what I’m saying. And my hand just isn’t the same as a nice warm mouth like yours. Seeing as we’re practically friends, I thought maybe you could help me out a little.”

I blow out a breath and realize that I accidentally blew it onto his penis. Get ahold of yourself, Quinton. Has it been so long that you’re really just willing to throw yourself at the first cock you see? No matter how much I try to talk myself out of it, the answer is yes.

“We’re just two men who both have needs, right? And you could take care of those needs by wrapping your pretty little lips around my dick here. I know you want it.”

I do. There’s something about this, about him. I haven’t wanted it this badly in a very long time. I drop to my knees in front of him.

“Does that mean you want this?”

I look up at his green eyes. He looks hungry, like he wants to devour me right here. I nod.

“Attaboy.”

I kiss his moist tip and taste the mix of pre-cum and sweat before moving further down his shaft, kissing from the tip to the base and then back again. My own cock is hard now inside my pants, and my breath is already ragged. When I get back to his head, I wrap my lips around it and suck. Gently, for now. I don’t want to give him too much too soon. I look up and see him close his eyes. I do the same.

I squeeze his length with one hand while I move more of him into my mouth. When I get to the ridge separating head from shaft, I run my tongue around it a couple of times, and I hear him moan. Then I move further. Sucking on him the whole time.

There’s no way I could ever take him all into my mouth, and when I feel his head bump into the back of my throat, I stop. I don’t try to take any more. Instead, I work back along his length, moving my tongue around while I pump the rest of him with my hand.

I can’t remember the last time I gave a blowjob to a man like this. It wasn’t a problem to fit every inch of my last boyfriend into my mouth. But this is a challenge. A puzzle. I have to coordinate my tongue and my lips and my hand. They all have to work together to get him off. And when he yanks my hair and pulls me into him, I know I’ve got it.

Before long, his cock grows even tighter, and I suck harder. My hand squeezing and tugging against his shaft while I move my head back and forth. He tenses, and I pull back, teasing my tongue around his head. I feel his first spurt hit my cheek, and I take him into my mouth now. Milking everything he has, drinking it all. When he’s drained, I lean back and look up at him. His eyes are on me. I run a finger along my chin and cheek, smearing his seed across my face, before putting my finger up to my mouth. I make sure he watches my tongue glide across my finger as I clean all of him off of it. When I’m done, I bite my lip and sit back on my heels.

“God damn, Quinton.”

I don’t say a word. I don’t move. I just stare at him.

He walks to the other side of his desk and opens a drawer. I’m still motionless as he comes back around and wipes something across my face. The familiar citrus scent fills my nostrils. A hand wipe. I chuckle silently.

“Be back here Saturday at 8pm. I’m going to put your talents to work.”

My jaw drops open. What does that mean? Does he expect another blowjob? More? No. I won’t. I’m not a sex worker, and I have no interest in becoming one. This was just one time. That’s all. I stand up and walk out of his office without saying a word.













Chapter Three









“Are you sure? I don’t think I take this one.”

“Let me double-check.” I walk back to the computer and scroll through her med list. And it’s not there. I look again, but I still don’t see it. “It’s not on your chart. Let’s take these others for now, hon, and then I’ll go do some investigating on this one. Maybe it’s new.”

I hand her a cup with the pills in it and watch her swallow one at a time. Sometimes, she struggles with her shaky hands, but she never lets me help. When she’s done, she slams the cup down on her tray like it’s an empty shot glass and sticks her tongue out so I can see all the pills are gone. I laugh.

“I’m going to go check on this one, sweetie. Need anything when I come back?”

“If there’s some hot man roaming the halls, maybe you could send him in.”

“I thought Mr. Orlik was out of town until Tuesday.”

“He is. I said a hot man, not my husband.”

“Girl, you’re bad.” I chuckle. “If I see a hot man wandering out there, I’m liable to take him for myself.”

“How about we share?”

“Deal.”

I hear her laugh as I walk to the nurses’ station. I sit down and look through her chart again. There’s no order for this med, so where did it come from? I look through the logs, and I gasp when I see it. This can’t be. There’s no way. I sit there blinking at the screen for several seconds.

It’s this damn game room and Dominic. The closer it gets to Saturday, the more I think about him. Now, he’s almost all I think about. Earlier in the week, I knew I could never go back there. I would find a way to pay what I owe, and that would be it. But now I don’t know. I swear if it weren’t for work and these casino videos that I keep getting, I would totally lose my mind. But if these thoughts are starting to interfere with my work…

“Quin, what’s wrong? You look like you’re about to cry.”

I look up and see Beth on the other side of the desk and blow out a breath. “I almost gave a patient someone else’s medication.”

“Almost? Or you did?”

“Almost. Thank God she noticed it when I handed it to her.”

“Then it’s all fine. Don’t beat yourself up.”

I shake my head. “It’s not fine. What if she didn’t catch it?”

“That’s why we go over their meds with them each time. It’s another safeguard. Don’t look at me like that. Everyone makes mistakes. Even the super nurses like you who just annoy the rest of us because you’re so perfect.” She laughs, but I’m not in the mood.

“Obviously, I’m not perfect. I hope Becca is in a good mood today when I send her the report on this.”

Beth rolls her eyes. “Quin, we all know you’re her favorite. And deservedly so. She’s always in a good mood when it comes to you.”

“She shouldn’t be. Not when I make mistakes like this.” I leave her behind and head toward Mrs. Orlik’s room.

When I get there, I walk in and sit on the chair at her bedside. She smiles when she sees me, but I can’t smile back. I can barely look at her.

“I see you didn’t bring a man in with you.”

“No, not this time. But I did find out about that medicine. I’m the one who messed up. If you wouldn’t have noticed it, I would have never even known.” I don’t know if it’s possible for me to sink any lower in the chair.

“Well, good thing I caught it then.” She laughs.

“I’m so sorry, sweetie. That should have never happened. It’s the kind of mistake that can have terrible consequences.”

She shrugs her shoulders. “But it worked out fine, didn’t it? Life’s too short to worry about all the things that didn’t happen. You’re still the best nurse here, even if you did try to kill me.”

My jaw drops, and she roars with laughter. “Oh my God, don’t joke about that! I feel terrible!”

“Honey, you’re fine. Don’t you dare waste another second feeling bad about this. I forgive you, even though there’s nothing to forgive. Hell, maybe I would have liked that med, anyway. Was it something good?”

“A cholesterol pill.”

“Do you hear yourself? You’re feeling this bad because you almost gave an old woman a cholesterol pill? The way you’re acting, I thought maybe it was heroin or something. Now, get out of here before you make me mad. I don’t put up with wallowing. Never have.”

I stand up and force myself to smile at her.

“You’re still my favorite.” Her eyes twinkle.

“You’re mine too.”
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  *



I feel a drip of sweat run down the back of my neck as I stand outside the white concrete block building Saturday night. There are cameras everywhere, so I’m sure Dominic already knows I’m here. But I can’t bring myself to go inside. Not yet.

I’ve walked back to my car three times already. Each time, I tell myself that I’m going to get in and drive away. But then I come right back. Why am I here? No sane man would ever do this. I should have gotten the money from someone. A loan if I needed to. Then I could make a clean break, but instead, I’m standing out here fighting with myself.

“Hey.”

I scream when I feel a hand on my back. I spin and see that it’s Dominic. Somehow, standing outside makes him look even bigger. His black hair is slicked back and his eyes seem dead even in the well-lit parking lot.

“I don’t have all night.” He grabs my hand, and I feel my knuckles crack under his rough grip as he yanks me toward the door. “Come on.”

I’m only vaguely aware of the usual noises and lights all around me as we walk through the game room and toward the back. When we’re in his office, he closes the door behind us and runs the back of a finger down my cheek. I close my eyes and try to stop my trembling.

“Do you know how long I’ve been watching you? Just waiting for the right moment. But now you’re ready. Have you enjoyed those little videos I’ve been sending you?”

What videos? The only videos I can think of are the ones from the casino newsletter.

“You’re scared of me right now, but just give me some time. I’m not such a bad guy as long as you do exactly what I want. And you don’t have much of a choice in that, do you?”

I look up at him. “What’s this about? What do you want from me?”

He smiles and unzips his pants. They fall to his knees.

His thighs look even more muscular than his shoulders, and I don’t know how that’s possible. I gulp as I trace their lines up to the bulge behind his underwear.

He tugs his briefs down, and as soon as he does, his cock falls free. I bite my lip. Is that why I’m here tonight? Am I that lonely and desperate that I’ll do this just for a taste of him?

“Do you want this?”

Of course not. No. Absolutely not. My head betrays me and nods up and down.

“There’s something you need to do first. Put this on.”

I look up and see him holding a dress. Black and tiny. “You’re joking.”

“No. Take your clothes off and put this on. I even have a sexy pair of panties for you to wear under it.”

My throat goes dry, but my body tingles. I stare for a second, but then I take it. It’s just a dress. What’s wrong with wearing it for him?

“Good girl. I knew you wouldn’t disappoint me. Trust me, you don’t ever want to disappoint me.” The words are even rougher than his hands.

I set the dress on the chair next to me while I take off my clothes. He watches the whole time. His eyes follow my hands while he holds his cock in his.

When my pants and boxers are on the ground, I take a deep breath and reach for the panties he holds out to me. I should be humiliated. My face should be burning and my heart pounding. But it’s not. I’m not. Lots of people wear panties. I pull them up and slip the dress over my head.

It’s tighter than anything I normally wear, so I have to tug it into position, but once I have it in place, I look at him. His hand is working up and down the length of his cock, and his eyes are glued to my body. I stand still. I’m not sure what he wants me to do.

He’s breathing faster now, and there are groans mixed with the pants. I watch as his cock tenses and then his hips pump. His hand is moving even faster. Up and down from his base to the tip of his head. A drop of his pre-cum shakes loose and falls to the floor. It seems like everything is in slow motion as I watch it. When I look up, I see him snarl, and then the cum explodes from his cock. I bite my lip as I watch the thick ropes shoot from him.

When he’s done, he looks up at my face. “You make me so fucking horny looking like that.”

I blush. But it’s not embarrassment. It’s pride?

“I got some shoes for you to go with that dress. I can’t wait to show you to the rest of the boys. They’re gonna love that cute little mouth as much as I do. And I bet your ass is even better.”

Whatever trance I was in snaps when I hear that. My heart stops and I shiver. “No. No, no. I’m not doing that.”

He turns away from the closet and faces me. “Do you think you have a choice?”

“I’ll find some other way to pay you back. Just give me a day or two, and I’ll have it for you. But not this. I won’t do this.”

He walks up to me, and I swear I can feel the floor shake with each of his steps. With his hand on the middle of my chest, he pushes me backward into the wall. Then he keeps pushing, and I wince from the pain.

“You’re not a very bright girl, are you? You’re going to do exactly as I say. I don’t care if you pull every last dime of that money out of your ass right now. This isn’t about that money. This is about all the money you’re going to be bringing to me in the future. Now be a good little girl, and keep your fucking mouth shut unless someone is shoving a cock inside it. We’ll get along just fine as long as you do. Understand?”

I can’t say anything. I can’t even breathe. I just nod my head. He walks back to the closet, and as he does, I silently grab my car keys and then inch to the door until I feel the handle against the palm of my hand. As soon as he bends over, I twist it, and sprint out of the office, away from him.

I don’t even care that I’m barefoot and wearing a dress. I just have to get away. I run through the game room, dodging the people and the slot machines.

I’m almost surprised when I push through the door. I didn’t know if I would make it this far. The guard doesn’t say a word as I fly by him. When I get inside my car, I lock the doors and slam it into drive as soon as I start it. I see him then. He’s standing just outside the door, not chasing me, just shaking his head. I push the accelerator all the way to the floor and my car hesitates for a couple of seconds before it finally takes off. It’s way too slow, but it doesn’t matter. Dominic just waves as I drive past him.













Chapter Four









I can barely see as I step off the elevator into the parking garage. I lean against the cold concrete wall and wipe my eyes, but it’s pointless. Today was the hardest day I’ve ever had as a nurse. Mrs. Orlik was fine. Until she wasn’t. And there was nothing we could do. Nothing worked. In the end, she was all alone, surrounded by nurses and doctors while she gasped for air. Her husband wasn’t even able to make it in time.

I’ll never forget the panic on her face. All I could do was hold her hand while a doctor injected a sedative into her IV. She never regained consciousness after that, but at least she didn’t suffer. Unlike those of us who were there.

I let my back slide down the wall until my butt thuds against the concrete. My sobs are sloppy and echoing through the garage, and I don’t care. What’s the point of all the good days we have if things just end up like this? If we just end up suffering and scared and alone? I wrap my arms around my knees. I never want to come back to this hospital.

“Are you alright?”

I sniff and look up. The woman is standing a few feet away from me. There’s a blue teddy bear in her hand. I force a smile for her sake and nod my head. “Just a really, really rough day. I’ll be fine.”

She studies me, and I can see her debating what to say next. “You know, my baby wouldn’t be here right now if it weren’t for people like you. So, I don’t know if this helps, but maybe just try to remember all the good that you do. I know how easy it is to be overwhelmed by negative things.”

“Thank you, sweetie.” My smile is genuine now, even though the tears are still streaming down my cheeks. “That does help. And I hope for the best for you and your child.”

She steps into the elevator and smiles at me one last time as the doors close. I let my head fall backward against the wall, and I wait for my tears to dry. For now. I know there will be more later, but I just need to get home right now.

I wipe my eyes, cough to clear my throat, and head down the row toward my car. I’m almost there when I hear someone pull up next to me. I don’t pay attention to them other than to move closer to the parked cars so they’ll have plenty of room to go around me. But then something clamps tight around my mouth and nose. I flail my arms, trying to shake free, but I can’t. Whoever it is just clenches his hand even tighter. My heart is roaring in my ears and I can’t breathe, and it’s not long before I don’t have the strength left to fight against him. I collapse as the world goes black.
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My head feels like someone parked a car on top of it, and every little motion I make—the slightest move, even breathing in and out—makes it worse. I don’t dare open my eyes because I know that any light is just going to make it worse. What happened? I’ve never had a hangover nearly as bad as this one. Did someone drug me?

I jump when I hear someone yawn. Who is that? I try to make my brain go back to last night. To whatever bar I was at. To whoever I went home with. But it’s all a blank. I remember… Oh God, Mrs. Orlik. A suffocating weight falls over me, and I groan despite myself.

“Ah, good morning, my dear. Are you waking up? This is, I’m sure, one of the most unpleasant mornings you’ve experienced, but allow me to put you at ease. You are going to be completely fine, and you are most certainly safe. So there is not a single thing for you to worry about.”

I open my eyes and turn my head. The light blinds me for a few seconds, but then I see him. Or rather, I see his eyes. Bright blue and they pierce right through me. I open my mouth to speak, but the movement and the light are too much for my stomach. There’s no warning, just vomit. I’ve never seen so much come out of anyone. And it gushes all over his grey pants and black shoes. He jumps away from my bed, but it’s too late. He’s covered from the knees down. His jaw is hanging open and his eyes are wide. It looks like he’s searching for something to say but coming up empty.

I put my hand over my mouth. Horrified. I look from his face to the floor to his pants. “I am so sorry. Let me help—” I start to roll over, but I have to stop. My stomach threatens another round if my head doesn’t explode first.

“No. You stay right there. I, uh, um, I… I’ll take care of this. Don’t move. I’ll be, uh, I’ll be right back.”

I melt back into the bed and close my eyes again, but then I realize that this isn’t my house. My eyes jerk open, and I look around, forgetting the pain and nausea. The walls are white with a light-colored wood trim that matches the doors. There’s a beige chair against a wall, and I assume windows behind that. The cream curtains are all drawn, so I can’t see outside. But I can tell it’s daytime. There’s light peeking around the sides.

I force myself to sit up in bed. It’s a hospital bed. Did something happen to me? Is that why I feel so miserable? But this doesn’t look like a hospital. There are no monitors, no computer, no hand sanitizer for the caregivers to use when they come in. Everything is spotless, but there’s so much lacking that I can’t imagine how this facility could possibly be accredited.

When I hear the door, I look up and see him walk in. His eyes beam into the room long before him, and I have to force myself to look at anything else. He’s not a large man, but he carries himself with a confidence that I’ve never seen before. Despite the fact that he’s now wearing a white hospital gown.

“So sorry for the delay. I had to make a slight change to my wardrobe.” He smiles, and I think I burst into flames. He’s wearing a hospital gown and mopping the floor while he holds a roll of paper towels pinched under his arm, and I’ve never seen anyone so sexy in my entire life.

As I watch him clean up my mess and then sanitize the floor, I try to speak. I need to ask where I am. I want to ask who he is. But I can’t say a word. I just stare. And when he starts to hum, so quietly that I’m sure he doesn’t mean for me to hear it, my heart flutters. I know the song. It’s one my mom used to sing when she was getting ready in the mornings.

“There. The floor is now as good as new. And you, my dear, are looking so much better than you were just ten minutes ago. Tell me, how do you feel?”

“Where am I?”

“Ah, of course. A most natural question. Let me reiterate that you are perfectly fine and perfectly safe. You are at the Sanderstill Clinic, and we will take excellent care of you—unlike those brutes who brought you here. Dr. Gooding is an absolute artist and one of the most capable people I’ve ever seen. In fact—”

“Where?”

“You’ve probably never heard of us, but everything is fine. This video will answer all of your questions much better than I ever could.”

I watch as he takes a remote from my bedside table and points it toward a television mounted on the wall. Within a few seconds, the screen bursts into color, but he pauses the video.

“Make yourself comfortable, my dear, and watch this. I’ll be right back to answer any other questions that you might have.” He presses play and walks out of the room. Or at least I think he does. I can’t pay attention to anything other than the images flashing across the screen and the low bass rumbling in the background.
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“Knock, knock.”

I look up from my book. “Come in.”

“I hope I’m not disturbing you, my dear.” He’s wearing a black suit today and carrying a vase filled with purple flowers. “I thought you may like these.”

“David, they’re lovely.” I’m beaming, as much as I can. “Thank you so much.”

He sets the vase on my bedside table and then just stands there. Staring at me.

I bite my lip. “What is it? Is something wrong?”

He looks at me for a second more and then turns his head. “I apologize. I certainly did not mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“I’m never uncomfortable around you.” His face turns red, and I wonder if I shouldn’t have said that. “You’re just so sweet and nice and I enjoy spending time…” I’m digging a hole I don’t know if I can get out of, so I just stop.

“Uh, I… you are all those too, and—anyway, it looks like the latest surgery was a success, so congratulations to you for that.”

Congratulations? I giggle. “It was. Thank you. Do you like it?” My breath catches when I ask him. I know his opinion shouldn’t matter to me, but it does. I want him to like it.

“Very much. I, uh, think you’re very pretty, Miss Quinton.”

The room could be filled with butterflies and birds of every color, singing and fluttering, but when I look into his eyes, I don’t notice any of it. “Thank you so much David.” Pretty. He called me pretty. I could float away from this bed and drift out over the palm trees that dot the courtyard. A pretty, human-sized balloon drifting over the world, and I would never want to come back down. Pretty!

“In fact, you’re much too pretty for that old boy name of yours. Your boyfriend back home didn’t tell us what he would like you to be called. Is there a name you prefer?”

It’s like he shot a rifle, and the bullet tore through my papery skin. My helium is rushing out, and I’m plummeting to the ground. I cringe, expecting a thud that never comes. My boyfriend? “I don’t have a boyfriend.” Do I?

His finger grazes across the back of my hand before he jerks it away. “Of course you do. He must care about you very much to send you here to us. Our services are not inexpensive, you see. Not something one would do unless they had very strong feelings for someone.”

It hits me. “Do you mean Dominic? He sent me here? He’s not my…” I close my mouth. If I don’t, I’m going to burst. Anger floods through me, and my face is burning.

“I see that he’s someone you love very much.”

What? “No. Not with what he did… what he wanted to do to me. No.” I ball my fists so tight my knuckles turn white.

I see David’s eyes move from my face to my hands. “Perhaps you don’t wish to speak of this—and if that’s the case, please forgive me for asking—but what did he wish to do to you?”

“I owe him money. A lot. But he said he wasn’t concerned about that because I would make him a lot more in the future.” I shudder when I remember that night. “He told me he wanted to show me to his friends, but I ran away before he could do anything. How did I end up here?”

David furrows his eyebrows and stares at me. Then he smiles. “You’re safe here, my dear. From everyone and everything. So please take this time to consider your name. A lovely lady such as yourself needs an equally lovely name.”

He lifts my hand to his mouth and kisses the back of it, and everything melts away from me. That night. Dominic. The money I owe him. They might as well have happened to someone else. I hold that hand to my chest and vow to never use it again. I’ll seal it in glass so this moment will always be perfectly preserved.

Suddenly, I know what I want my name to be. “Eleanor. Call me Eleanor.”

“Eleanor? I must admit that’s an unconventional choice. Perhaps that’s the name of your grandmother or another relation that you’re fond of?”

I almost snort. I don’t have any family that I’m fond of. Not since mom passed. “It’s a friend’s name. It was. She just lost her battle with cancer, but I want her to live on with me.” The image of Mrs. Orlik lying in the hospital bed, squeezing my hand as her eyes pleaded with me for help, flashes through my mind, and hot tears roll down my cheeks.

My bed sinks as David sits beside me and pulls me into him. One arm is wrapped around my waist while the other strokes my hair. “It’s a beautiful name, and she must have been a very lovely woman to have inspired such devotion from you.”

“She really was.” My voice warbles. I can’t think of any name I’d rather have.

“You’re a very lovely woman too, Eleanor.”

His hand stops and cradles the back of my head, and I wonder if he’s going to kiss me. I look up. He’s just inches away. His warm breath caresses my cheek, and my lips tingle in anticipation.

But he stands up. “I really must be going. Please accept my apologies if I’ve overstayed my welcome or overstepped in any way. It was not my intention.”

“No, David—”

“I will inform Miss Tamara that I’m finished in here. I believe you have more lessons scheduled for this afternoon, so I will leave you to focus on your studies. Please take care, Miss Eleanor.”

I fall back against my pillow and sigh. Maybe this is nothing. All in my imagination. Just some silly schoolgirl crush on him. School boy. I’m not a girl.
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David must have gone right to Tamara’s office after leaving my room because within five minutes, she knocks on my door and walks in.

“Good morning, beautiful.”

That word isn’t right, is it? But it makes me flush with pride to hear her call me that. “Good morning Tamara. How are you today?”

“I’m good. We have a busy day today. Think you’re up for some walking to start out?”

“Sure. Any excuse to get out of this bed.” I swing my legs over the side, but she stops me.

“I mean with these.” She pulls a pair of heels from her bag, and I freeze.

She wants me to wear those? Those are women’s shoes. But they’re cute.

“Is this your first time wearing heels?”

I nod. I think so, isn’t it?

“They always look scary at first, but give it a couple days and you’ll be walking around like you were meant for them.”

I chuckle. I’m sure that will never happen. But that doesn’t mean I can’t try, right? Just to see how they look on my feet and how they feel. “Let’s do it.”

She lifts my feet one at a time and slips a black pump on each. And each shoe makes me inhale as it sends a tingle through my body. I hold my feet out in front of me and just look at them once she’s done.

“What do you think?”

“I love them.”

“Good girl, I knew you would. Now let me help you up.”

For my first few steps, I cling to her like I just fell off a boat and she’s a life preserver. But this isn’t as bad as I feared. I drop my arm from hers and stand for a few seconds to gather myself. She must know what I’m doing because she shuffles back. Then I walk forward. The first step is wobbly. My ankles aren’t quite sure yet what to do. But I walk anyway. All the way across the room to the wall.

Tamara gives me a couple quick and quiet claps. “It’s not even going to take a couple of days for you. You’re gonna be running in these before the day is over. Wanna try the hallway?”

I laugh. “Only if you promise no running.”

I clomp behind her as she leads me out of my room. When I look down the hall, I blow out a breath. I’ve seen it many times before, but it’s never looked so long. It doesn’t matter. I want to do this. And I do. I make it to the end and back. Then again. Each time I walk back toward her, I stare at the smile on her face. That’s my motivation. I’m doing it for that. Not her smile, but the one I know is on my face. I love the way these shoes look and feel.

Over the next couple of weeks, Tamara comes in every day except Sundays, and she drills me on everything from hair to makeup to clothes to shoes to something so simple as the way I sit and stand. And the more time I spend with her, the fewer doubts I have about what I’m doing. It doesn’t seem wrong anymore to do my makeup every morning or to wear heels when I walk out of my room. It seems natural to wear a dress when I go downstairs and meet with the other girls.

Until today.

I’ve just finished my lipstick when Dr. Gooding knocks on my door. “Good morning, Eleanor. I think it’s time for one last surgery. What do you think?”

I run my finger along my jaw and just look at her. “Another surgery?”

“The last one. The one to give you your very own vagina.” Her face is twinkling.

A vagina? Me? I charge across the room and hug her. My entire body feels like it’s vibrating. I squeeze her until she forces her way out of my embrace. But I never want to let her go.

“I’ll take that as an enthusiastic yes.” She chuckles. “I’ll be back this afternoon to talk more about this and let you know what to expect.”

I nod like a bobblehead as she leaves my room. When she’s gone, I have to sit. I’m afraid if I don’t, I might collapse into a trembling heap of excitement as my muscles finally give out. My jaw hurts from grinning so widely. This is what I’ve always wanted. Ever since… when? When was the first time I wanted this?













Chapter Six









I know I’ve wanted it since I got here. But that was just around a month ago. And I remember sometimes thinking about it during the few weeks before I came here. Was that the first time? I was a boy before then. Wasn’t I happy like that?

The more I think about it, the less sure I am. I have no doubt I want it now, but can I really feel that strongly if the first time I thought about it was two months ago? Something’s not right. I need more time to think about this. And space. I need to get away from here, so I can clear my head.

Everyone in the clinic has been so wonderful, but everything they’ve done has been pushing me toward this. The facial surgery, the breast implants, the fat transfers, the lessons on makeup and how to wear a skirt. It’s all been building to this final surgery. I’m sure if I mention my doubts to anyone here, they’ll be understanding and help me through them. But I need to do this on my own.

I go through my closet and drawers and throw the essentials on my bed. Just a few panties and bras, a couple of dresses I really like, two cute pairs of shoes. In the bathroom, I take a bottle of gel, a can of hairspray, a curling iron, and only the makeup I can’t live without. Then back to the bed to cram it all into the largest purse I own.

It’s easier said than done. I fold and roll and squish, but the things won’t fit. Just as I dump them all out on the bed for one more try, there’s a knock at my door. I jump and stand perfectly still. As if they won’t know I’m here as long as I don’t move.

“Miss Eleanor? It’s David. May I come in, please?”

My heart restarts when I hear his voice. What if I talked to him about this? I could tell him everything. Would he understand? Would anyone? Yes, I want more than anything to have a vagina. But I don’t remember how long I’ve wanted it, therefore I don’t know if I want the surgery that I actually really, really, really want. It sounds so ridiculous when I think about it. How could I expect him to understand that? I hurry to tuck everything under my blanket, and then I walk to the door.

I don’t know what it is, but just seeing him calms me. I’m able to breathe when he’s around. He’s not wearing a suit today. Just jeans and a T-shirt. His shirt does nothing to hide the lines of his muscles. And the way his jeans bulge in the front? I wipe the corner of my mouth to make sure that I’m not drooling.

He walks to my bed, and his eyes linger just a fraction of a second too long on it. I wonder if he notices. But then he turns to me and smiles.

“So, if I have been informed correctly, tomorrow is the big day, as people say. You must be so very excited. A jittery ball bouncing around the room, no doubt.”

Yes. Excited, jittery, bouncing around, nervous, scared, unsure. All bundled more tightly than I ever imagined possible. I just nod my head.

“I thought so. And I want to take your mind off of it all. Do you have a swimsuit?”

“A swimsuit?”

“I assumed you do, but perhaps I was wrong. I’m sure I can find one for you though, if you just let me know your size. I could guess, of course, but I’m not nearly as good at that as—”

“I do have one, but I’ve never worn it before.” I’ve never had the opportunity, but I’ve always wanted to.

“Wonderful. Would you be so kind as to indulge me and perhaps put it on and come with me? I thought we may both enjoy a stroll along the beach. The water is breathtaking when the light hits it just so.”

My stomach tightens, and I look at the bed. It’s one of the things I was trying to pack. How do I explain to him that my swimsuit just happens to be on my bed and hidden under my blanket?

“I’m so sorry. I can see that you don’t want to be bothered right now. Forgive me for intruding and for making such an outlandish request of you.”

“David, stop. I would love to go with you. I just need to—”

“Of course. You need a moment to change. I completely understand. Perhaps you could meet me downstairs in ten minutes?”

I walk up to him and put my hand on his chest. It’s like touching a piece of steel. His eyes drop to my hand, and I think he stops breathing. “I’ll be there in nine.”

He’s waiting at the base of the stairs when I take the last step. I’m wearing my pale pink bikini under a black coverup dress with a pair of pink flip-flops. I wanted to wear heels, but I’ll just take them off when I get to the beach anyway. When he takes my hand, I feel a jolt of electricity. I inhale sharply and clutch his hand tighter.

Our joined hands sway between us on the walk to the beach. And the entire time, I tell myself to make this quick. I have to go back to my room and finish packing. But then there’s nowhere else I would rather be than here with him. Maybe I should tell him. The others seem to listen to him. If I could persuade him I need more time, maybe he would convince them. Then I wouldn’t have to hurry away tonight. I wouldn’t have to leave him. He’ll understand. I’ll make him. I just need the right moment.

When we get to the beach, I close my eyes and take everything in. The rolling rumble of the waves. The shifting sand under my feet. The smell of the salt water. I inhale deeply. I haven’t been to the ocean since I was a child. Every year Mom would take me to the eastern shore of Georgia, just north of Florida. I would run around on the sand until I got so tired I would collapse. Then I would fall next to her, and we would both lie there, listening to the waves crashing in slow motion along the shore. Remembering it makes me miss her. I pull David into me and wrap my arms around him. I just want us to stay here like this forever.

“Will you tell me something, my dear Eleanor?”

Right now, I think I would tell him anything.

“Why are your belongings scattered across your bed and hidden under your blanket?”

I go stiff, and he looks down at me. His thumb slides across my forehead, brushing away a stray hair before he tucks it behind my ear.

“Do you intend to leave us? Does this have something to do with the man waiting for you back home? Mr. Morneau. No one would blame you for seeking to run from him. He is a powerful and frightening man, after all. He lied to us when he applied for our services, but I’ve learned much more about him since we last spoke. ”

I pull away from him and drop to the sand. It’s warm against my skin. He sits next to me.

“Are you attracted to him?” His voice is quiet, and he’s looking down.

“No!” The word bursts out louder than I intend. “I gave him a blowjob once, though.”

“Oh.”

“Just once. Never anything more. And that was before I knew what he had planned for me.”

“Eleanor, can you ever forgive me for my lapse? I should have investigated more when he hired us. I should have known better than to just take him at his word without verifying what he said.”

I slide my hand along the sand until it touches him. He doesn’t pull away, so I lace my fingers between his. “There’s nothing to forgive you for. How could you have known he was lying?”

“I should have. I’m so angry when I think about the things he was planning to do to you. The things that I would have helped make possible.”

“David, it’s fine. Someone told me once that life’s too short to worry about all the things that didn’t happen.”

He lays me down and pulls me into him. His arm is draped across my waist, holding me in place. As if I would ever want to leave this spot. I feel his breath against my cheek, and I turn toward him.

“You’re safe with me, Eleanor. I’ll never allow anyone or anything to harm you.”

I nod my head, unsure if I can say anything.
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We lie like that for minutes. His breath teasing me but neither of us moving closer.

“David, can I tell you something?”

“Anything.”

“I don’t know if I want this surgery tomorrow.”

He sits up, and I roll over and stare at the blue sky. He’s going to be disappointed or tell me that I have to have it or remind me how important it is, and I can’t face him while he does that. I know whatever he says is going to be true and will make complete sense logically, but I don’t want to look at it logically.

“Okay.”

I hold my breath, waiting for the rest. “That’s it?”

“What can I say? I’m a man of few words. Do you want me to say more?”

“You aren’t going to try to talk me into it?” I sit up so I’m facing him now.

He takes both of my hands in his and studies my face. “No.”

I laugh. “That’s it?”

“Eleanor, if you aren’t sure you want this surgery, you shouldn’t have this surgery. It seems simple.”

“But I do want the surgery.”

“Then you should have it.”

“But before I came here, I didn’t. At least I don’t think I did. I never thought about it, but now I want it more than anything. Doesn’t that seem strange to you?”

“Eleanor, I want to kiss you.”

“What?”

“May I kiss you?”

Oh. Oh my God, he’s serious. I try to say yes, but I can’t move my jaw. It’s just hanging open, so I move my head up and down.

I watch him watching me as his lips graze softly across mine. Then I close my eyes and put my hands behind his head, pulling him in to me. Suddenly it’s like we’ve both exploded. Our mouths and lips and tongues are mashing against each other, and I twist my fingers into his hair and pull it tight. This kiss is every sun and moon and star, all combined into one giant burst. It’s better than any sex that I’ve ever had, and when I collapse to the sand and pull him down with me, I could be happy if I never have sex again as long as I always have this.

“Before you came here, I didn’t want that,” he says. “I never even knew you existed, but now I want you more than anything. Things change, Eleanor. What we want changes. Just because you didn’t want something before, doesn’t make that desire any less real now.”

I feel like I’m shattering, and a wind would scatter me in every direction. “That was just… you teaching me a lesson? That’s it? Nothing other than—”

“That was me telling you I love you. Something I would have said was impossible two months ago. But now I’m lying on a beach, surrounded by a sparkling blue ocean and palm trees and tropical birds in every color, and I can’t see any of it because I can’t look past you. If I can’t have you, I’ll never be happy for a single second of my life, but if I do have you, I’ll never want anything else.”

“David, I don’t know what to say. You have me. You’ll always have me.”



[image: ]



  *



The next day when I wake up, I see David sitting beside me, and I feel his hand wrapped around mine.

“Wha—”

“Eleanor, you’re awake. Everything went well. Beyond well. The surgery was an absolute success. Dr. Gooding assures me that it’s her finest yet, and I do believe her. She said it’s her gift to us. Are you in pain, my love?”

Did he just call me his love? I smile and let my weight settle back into the bed. I’m his love. I close my eyes.

It’s dark outside when I wake again. David is still sitting next to me, still holding my hand, but he’s asleep. It wasn’t a dream. My entire body feels weightless, and I don’t know if it’s the pain medication or him. But it doesn’t matter.

I don’t know how long I lie motionless, watching him sleep. Watching his chest rise and fall. His lips part now and then. His eyelids flutter. But finally I must move because his eyes jerk open and he turns to me.

“My darling, how do you feel? I must have fallen asleep. I’m sorry. I’m meant to be watching over you.”

“I’ve never felt better.”

“So there’s no pain?”

“There is, but I don’t mind. If it means I can have this, then I’ll take that trade any day. Do you want to come here with me?” I pat the bed beside me.

“I want nothing more, but not while you’re healing. I won’t cause you more pain than you’re already experiencing.”

“You won’t. I want you here. Please?”

“Are you sure?”

“This bed is plenty big for two. Yes, I’m sure.”

His eyes sparkle as he stands and then walks around the bed. He’s gentle, but I still grunt when the shifting mattress moves my legs and the newly formed area between them. He gasps and freezes, but I pull him down with me. I don’t care about the pain. I just need him here next to me. As soon as he’s nestled against me, I fall asleep.
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“Knock, knock. Good morning, Eleanor. How are you feeling—oh, and good morning to you too, David.”

I blink my eyes open and see Dr. Gooding standing at the foot of my bed. Then I feel David’s arm draped over me, and I remember that he spent the night with me. I smile.

“Dr. Gooding, my apologies. I realize this is most inapprop—”

“David, stop. You spent the night with your girlfriend after she had a major surgery. There’s nothing inappropriate about that.”

I blush when she calls me his girlfriend. Is that what I am? Is that what he would call me? Is that what I would call myself?

“You look very pleased this morning, Eleanor. Any pain?”

“Some, but nothing I can’t handle.”

Dr. Gooding reminds me about the pain pump and then examines me the best she can with all of the bandages and wraps and swelling. She then tells me that the next week will be unpleasant at best. But I don’t care. At the end of it, I’ll be complete, and I’m going to have David at my side the whole time.

On the morning of the tenth day, he wakes me with a kiss. My lips quiver under his touch.

“How are you feeling, my love?”

“Waking up like that? I couldn’t feel better. I want that every morning.”

“Then I’ll make sure you have it. Do you feel strong enough to handle the next couple of days without me?”

“Oh.”

“I won’t go if you’re not up to it. I have business I need to handle for the clinic, but you come first. I’ll only go if you give me permission.”

“A couple of days?”

“I’m planning on two. Three at worst.”

“Where are you going?”

“To the States. I don’t really want to say anything more.”

“Oh, of course. Sorry. You just can’t handle the excitement of watching me dilate all day long.”

He leans in until his mouth is next to my ear. “It kills me watching you do that. There’s only one thing I ever want going into your pussy, and it’s not some plastic rod.”

My core is overwhelmed by the heat rushing into it, and if I weren’t a swollen mess down there, I would make him take me now.

“Go ahead. Just promise to be back as soon as you can. And be safe.”

“I will be. I love you, my darling.”

“I love you too.” His lips sweep mine again, and nothing could ever feel better.













Chapter Eight









“I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh? I love surprises. What is it?”

“Come with me.” David takes my hand and walks me up the stairs.

It’s been three months since my surgery, and I’m completely back to normal now. Well, that’s not true because normal never felt like this before. I’m better than normal. I’m not sure how Dr. Gooding does it, but somehow she’s cut the recovery time by more than half of the traditional surgery.

“Are you happy, Eleanor?”

I stop on the stairs, so I can look at him. “What do you mean?”

“Are you happy? With your life. The way everything has turned out?”

Is he trying to tell me he’s not? “Yes?”

“You’re not sure?”

“I’m sure. I’m beyond happy. I never imagined I could feel this contented or loved or at peace.”

He smiles, and I sigh. I know now that he’s not going to drop any bombs on me.

“And waking up to you each morning is more than I could have ever hoped for.”

“I feel the same about you, my love. You’re more than I ever dared to dream of. But promise me you’ll remember your happiness when you see what I’m going to show you.”

“Uh, okay?”

He tugs my hand, and we continue up the stairs. When we get to the top, he turns to the right, and I smile as I remember my time here.

“Where are we going?”

“To your old room. I want you to meet someone.”

“A patient?”

“Remember that trip I took right after your surgery?” We’re outside my old door now. “I was collecting a client. She’s in here.”

“And you want me to see her?” My heart is pounding. Does he make a habit of falling in love with each new client he brings here? Is that what this is about? He wants me to see his new girl?

He doesn’t answer me. He just knocks on the door and then pushes it open. “Miss Celina? Good morning to you. I brought a special guest for you today.”

The woman looks at me and smiles. I introduce myself.

“Good morning, David. Good morning, Nora. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Eleanor. But close enough.” I giggle. I never thought about it before, but I do like the name Nora.

“So,” David turns to me. “Do you recognize anything about Miss Celina?”

I look from her to him and then back again. “Should I? Do we know each other?”

She shrugs her shoulders and giggles.

“Look closely,” David whispers. “As in literature and film, it tends to be the eyes that give it away.”

“I… no, that obviously can’t be. I don’t know. I give up.”

David walks next to the bed and takes the woman’s hand. She smiles up at him, and I’m filled with an instant anger toward her for daring to look at him like that. I shake it away. They’re just being friendly. That’s all.

“Miss Celina, it was wonderful to see you again. You’re making such wonderful progress. It’s taking a little longer than usual, but you’re going to be an absolute heartbreaker when Dr. Gooding finishes with you.”

The woman giggles again, and I look her over one more time. There’s a nagging itch at the back of my mind, but I brush it away. I’m certain that I’ve never seen her before. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Celina.”

David turns to me as soon as the door is closed behind us. “Well?”

I shake my head. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen her before. Not that I remember.”

“You have. She’s my gift to you.”

I feel my eyes go wide, and he chuckles.

“Not in that sense. She doesn’t belong to you. She’s going to be her own woman by the time she’s finished here. But the fact that she’s here is my gift.”

“I’m lost, baby. Sorry, but I still don’t get it.”

“Do you remember why you first came here? The things that man had planned for you?”

I shiver. Other than an occasional nightmare, I haven’t thought about him in a long time.

“I wouldn’t let that stand, Eleanor. I couldn’t. No one will ever threaten the woman I love and get away with it.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying you just met the new and, if I say so myself, very much improved Dominic Morneau.”

“No.”

“I would never lie to you, my love. It’s taken longer than usual with him, given his size, but I believe she’s quite attractive now, don’t you?”

I’m dumbfounded. The eyes. He told me to look at her eyes, and when I did, I saw him. The same man who was going to force me into sexual slavery for him. The same eyes. But sweet and innocent now instead of cold and dark.

“David…”

“I apologize if you don’t approve. Sincerely. But I will not abide any man attempting to do to you what he did. Not as long as it’s in my power to stop him.”

“But to kidnap him?”

“To do the same to him that he did to you. And do you remember what I asked as we walked here? I asked if you’re happy, and you said you are. Miss Celina will be too. She’s adjusting very well to her new life. If given a choice, she would choose it every time just the way you would. Just the way that I will always choose you. Every time.”

I drop my head.

“He was not a good man, Eleanor. This is a second chance for him. A gift so few people ever receive.” He weaves his fingers with mine. “Come in here with me.”

He pulls me into another room. This one is empty.

“Put Miss Celina out of your mind for now. Dr. Gooding gave me some great news this morning after our budget meeting. I thought maybe I could share it with you.”

He guides me to the bed, and I wonder why I need to be sitting for this. When he pushes up my dress and slides my panties down my legs, I understand.

“This is the news?”

“No.” He drops to his knees and buries his face against me.

His tongue swirls around my clit, and I’ve never felt anything so wonderful. My entire body goes weak as a wave of electricity passes through it. I try to twist my hands in his hair and pull him even further into me, but I can’t. I don’t have the strength.

He licks his way lower, along my folds, down to my new entrance, and then back again. I gasp when I feel his finger slide inside me. This isn’t the hard plastic of a dilator.

“David, what—”

“Shh.” He sucks on my nub, trying to pull it into his mouth, and I forget what I was saying. I forgot everything. I fall backward on the bed. My head just misses the side rail, but I don’t think I would have noticed if I had hit it.

As soon as my back hits against the mattress, David moves onto the bed with me. On me. He slides between my legs. “What are you doing?” I ask.

He presses against me, against my—

Oh my God.

I scoot up the bed and look at him. His pants are off now, and his cock is just inches away from me. “We can’t do this.” I put my hands on his chest to hold him in place.

He smiles. “This is the news. The first part of it, at least.” He grabs my wrists and moves them to my sides as he slides up to me. The head of his cock rubs against me, and I writhe under him. “Is this what you want?”

Of course I want this. Every day since my surgery has been agonizing, knowing that I couldn’t have it. Not yet. Not until I was cleared. But now… “I’m scared.” I close my eyes, afraid to look at him. He’s going to think I’m a fool. Or a coward.

“It’s normal to be scared. I’ll be gentle and only do what you want. Just tell me what you want.”

“You know what.”

“But I want to hear you say it.” He teases his cock along me, and I purr.

“I want you inside me.” It feels so strange and right and wonderful and awkward and magical to say it. I want to feel him inside me.

His dick presses against me and then slides in. I whimper and fist the blanket on the bed.

“Does that hurt?”

“Mmm, no. It feels great.”

He moves in further. Just an inch at a time, giving me time to stop him if I need to, but I don’t. When he’s totally inside me, I feel so… full. So complete. This was meant to be. Everything that happened before brought me here for this reason.

He holds himself in me for so long that I think I’m going to go crazy, but then he pulls out. Almost as slow as he pushed in. I growl and clench down on him.

“You’re a hungry girl.”

I release the blanket and move my hands to him. To his back. I claw my nails into his skin. He groans and arches his back. His cock presses further into me, and I dig my nails further into him.

“Eleanor…” He’s thrusting his hips now. Moving in and out of me. Still slow. Still careful. But with each stroke, he moves a little faster. A little more. And I close my eyes. I can’t see anything anyway. The only thing I can focus on is this feeling of him—of my man—moving inside me.

The back of my head is pressing into the mattress and my toes are curled. Each pump makes me moan, and each moan moves closer to a scream. I don’t care that I’m in the middle of the clinic. I don’t care that there could be patients and nurses and doctors walking on the other side of that door. I don’t care about anything other than me and him.

He’s thrusting into me hard now, and each push feeds my orgasm, makes it grow. I try to hold it all in. I don’t want to come yet. But I can’t stop it. It rips from my core through my body, breaking me and leaving me gasping and trembling. And as soon as it moves past me, I feel David tense, and then his cock twitches and pulses. His cum fills me, and I squeeze down on him, milking every drop that I can take until he collapses on top of me.

“You’re so perfect, Eleanor. So absolutely perfect. How was it for you?”

I can’t form any words. I can barely even recognize the ones he just uttered. I push him to the side and roll on top of him. His cock stirs under me as my lips fall on his. I know it’s just gravity pulling me down on him, but it feels like it’s so much more, like neither of us could ever separate now if we wanted to. But I can’t imagine ever wanting to.

“I assume that means you enjoyed yourself.” He chuckles. “Do you want to know the other news?”

“I don’t know if I can handle more than that.”

He puts his arms around me and nuzzles his mouth into the crook of my neck. My breath catches. “Dr. Gooding wants you to work for her. As a nurse. You don’t have to decide right away. Take all the time that you need—”

“Yes.” My grin is so wide I can feel it pulling at my lips. “I would love that. Of course I want to do that.”













Read the Next Book in the Series











CHASING A STAR







            [image: Chasing a Star Cover Image]
          





William has always dreamed of becoming a star. How far is he willing to go to make that his reality?



 


It’s been 3 years since he moved to Hollywood and every audition just brings rejection. They all write him off as soon as they see his height. Sure he’s not 6 feet tall, or even 5’8”, but he just needs one shot to prove what he can do. When he’s finally called back for a second audition, he knows this could be his chance.



 


His stomach twists as he knocks on the door. He can’t blow this. He has to show them what he’s capable of. But his jaw drops when the door opens. Why is the hottest actor in Hollywood standing there? And why does he look like he wants to devour William?



 


How far will William go to land the role of a lifetime and be with the man he fantasizes about at night?
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Want free stories and bonus chapters?

Want to learn about my new releases?

Want a sneak peek of what I'm working on?



 


Join my mailing list!



 


I promise I’ll never spam you or share your email address.



 


When you subscribe, you'll get access to bonus chapters and a full-length story. All for free.



 


Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.
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“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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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.

 

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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