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Chapter One









My hand is shaking when Jeffrey takes it. We’re standing in front of a restaurant that his family has rented for tonight. An entire restaurant for five people. My feet refuse to move any closer to the door.

“I don’t think I can do it. I know I can’t.” The world is spinning, and I wait for the ground to drop away any second.

“Baby, you’re going to be brilliant.” He gives me a quick kiss, but I barely feel it with all of my trembling. “Slow breaths.”

“Why are we doing this?”

“You know why. This was your plan, but if you’re not comfortable, we can go back to the car. We don’t have to do it.”

I drop my eyes and don’t say anything. It seemed like a good idea at the time, but now that I’m standing here—wearing a dress and makeup with only a door separating me from his family—I feel ridiculous.

“Ethan... Erin, you’re lovely. So much more than I imagined. That makeup artist is brilliant. No one will suspect a thing. But just say the word, and we’ll leave.”

I sigh and look at him. “No. We’re doing this.”

Walking into an empty restaurant is strange. It’s quieter than I ever imagined. So quiet I hear my heart beating. When I see his family, it stops.

His mom, dad, and sister are sitting at a table. When they notice us, they all stare. Their expressions frozen. His sister is the first to move. She’s wearing a sleeveless red dress. The skirt bellows around her as she walks toward us. Jeffrey has already warned me about her.

“Jeffrey.” She gives him a quick glance before turning to me. “This must be the mysterious Erin.” She leans forward and kisses my cheeks. “So wonderful to finally meet you. That’s such a pretty dress.”

I look down at my blue dress as if I don’t know what I’m wearing. “Thank you. You must be Michelle. It’s great to meet you, too.”

She turns back to her parents who have walked up behind her. “Well, I guess she does exist after all. Maybe I was wrong. I would have bet my whole inheritance that he was gay.”

The blood rushes to my face, and my mouth falls open.

“Michelle, honey, that’s enough. Don’t say such wicked things. Just thank the Lord above you were wrong about that.” The woman gives a shiver, as if being gay is the most horrific thing she can imagine. And from what Jeffrey has told me, it is. “Now Jeffrey, don’t be rude. Introduce us to this lovely woman.”

His face lights up. “Mom, Dad, this is Erin, the love of my life, the bright star that lights—”

“Must you be so dramatic?” His mom rolls her eyes. “No wonder everyone thinks you’re a deviant.” She smiles as she takes my hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Erin. Now, come. The chef is ready to present the first course.”

Mr. Davis doesn’t say a word. He just smiles and then turns to follow his wife back to the table.

As soon as we’re all in our seats, the servers set the appetizers in front of us. They lift the glass domes in unison and smoke pours away from the dishes.

“So, how did you two meet?” Michelle glares at me, and I’m not sure if I’ve ever felt more examined. I try to hold her gaze, but I have to look away.

“Uh, I work at a non-profit that helps veterans with medical bills, and Jeffrey organized a fundraiser for us. We met that evening.”

“Two star-struck lovers seeing each other across the room for the first time?”

Jeffrey chuckles.

“Not quite. It was a date auction. I made the winning bid for your brother.”

“I’m surprised he let a woman bid on him.”

“Michelle! Your brother is not one of those people.” Her mother hisses at her from across the table, and Jeffrey squeezes my hand.

“You’re going to tell me you didn’t suspect it too?” Michelle is clearly just trying to provoke her mother at this point.

“Enough! Not another word from you about that. We can all see now that he’s not, so don’t let those disgusting thoughts enter your head ever again.” His mom looks at me and smiles. I try to return it, but I just want to slap her.

“Mom, you and dad are the only ones who think it’s disgusting. I think he should love whoever he wants to love.”

Mrs. Davis glowers at Michelle until the younger woman finally looks down.

For the next two hours, the servers bring dish after dish. I sit quietly most of that time. The less I speak the better. I want them to forget that I’m even here. And they all do. Except Michelle.

Every few minutes, I catch her studying me, her eyes squinted and her head just barely tilted. My stomach churns each time. When she smiles and looks away, though, I tell myself I’m just being paranoid. The way Jeffrey described her, I expected a demon with glowing, red skin and long, black fangs. It’s no wonder I think the worst.

After the fourteenth course and the twentieth time I catch Michelle leering at me, Mrs. Davis pushes her chair back and stands up. Her husband follows her lead. “Thomas and I really should be going. Erin, you’re an absolute dear. It was delightful to meet you, and I look forward to seeing you many more times in the future.”

I smile. “I look forward to it too.” I hope the lie isn’t too obvious.

“You’re assuming that she’s not just some actress Jeffrey hired so you would think he’s straight.” Michelle’s chair squeals on the tile floor as she pushes it back.

I gasp. Spots are dancing in front of my eyes, and my jaw is hanging open but I’m powerless to close it.

“Michelle, apologize to the woman right now.” Mrs. Davis’s face is as red as the raspberries in the second dessert course.

Michelle cocks her head almost completely to the side and her lips curl up. “I’m sorry.”

Mrs. Davis grabs her by the arm and yanks her from the table. My eyes don’t leave them as they walk out the door and into the parking lot. Even when the door closes, I can’t look away.

“Don’t let her get to you. She’s always been jealous of me. That’s all.”

“She knows.” The tears are welling in my eyes.

“No she doesn’t. If she knew, she wouldn’t have said anything. She’d save that to blackmail me. She only plays her cards like that when she’s bluffing.”

I hold my hands out in front of me. They’re trembling, and I can’t get them to stop. “That the most stressful thing I’ve ever done.”

“But you did it. And it worked. My parents love you.”

“That was them loving me? They acted like I wasn’t even here.”

“That’s exactly what you want from my family. Trust me.” He leans forward and kisses me. “Come on. I have an idea.” He takes my hands and pulls me up from the chair.

“What are you doing?”

“You’ll see.”

He leads me down the hallway toward the restrooms. The end of the hall is dark, lit only by the red emergency exit sign above the back door.

“Jeffrey…”

“I can’t take it anymore. Do you know how fucking hard I was all dinner long? Every time I looked at you, I thought my cock was going to explode.”

“You…like this?” I motion my hands down my body.

He laughs. “I never expected it, but my boyfriend wearing a dress is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh. Uh, then maybe we should head home too, and I can help take care of your little problem.”

“Little problem?”

“Okay, your enormous, more than I could ever dream of, problem.”

“That’s better. But I can’t wait that long.” He drops to his knees and pulls me toward him. His head disappears under my dress, and I feel him yank the panties down my legs.

“Jeffrey, we can’t! Not here—” I gasp as I feel his lips around my cock. I want to stop him, to tell him we can’t do this. But I can’t speak. I fall back against the wall. The only communication is through my panting.

I moan when his tongue swirls around me, and I have to bite my lip to keep quiet when his head plunges down on me. He moves faster, and I thrust my hips at him. It feels like he’s going to rip the dress right off me, so I pull up the skirt to give him more room. I close my eyes and slam my head back against the wall.

As much as I try to stay quiet, I can’t. Tiny whimpers escape my mouth as my cock pulses and then spurts into his mouth. I start to slide down the wall, but catch myself. I have to grab the metal bar across the door to hold myself up.

“Well, that was quite the show.”

I spin to look down the hall. Michelle is standing there with her cell phone pointing at us.

“I knew my brother would never date a real woman.”

“Michelle,” Jeffrey jumps to his feet and rushes down the hall toward her. “It’s not like that. She is… I mean, I swear. Erin is a woman.”

Michelle holds her cell phone up and shakes it. “That lovely cock between her legs suggests otherwise. And I have it all recorded right here.”

Jeffrey lunges for the phone, but she jerks it away from him.

“It’s already uploaded to my cloud account, you idiot. Now, what should I do with the video?”

“You wouldn’t dare.” Jeffrey sounds like he could murder her.

I fall to the floor. Tears are pouring from my eyes.

“I don’t know what I would dare. It depends on you, brother. So who is he, really?”

My jaw is hanging open, and I’m gasping for air. I knew this would happen. I knew it.

Jeffrey runs back to me when he sees me on the ground. His arms go around me, but he doesn’t try to lift me up. He just kneels on the floor next to me. “It’s okay, baby. Don’t worry. Just breathe. I love you, and I’m right here.” He strokes the side of my face, and I look up at him. My tears blur everything.

“How touching. At least it’s someone you care about. I suppose that makes it a little better. But I doubt mom and dad would see the distinction. Bye-bye trust fund. They wouldn’t give their little queer son a dime of their money.”

“Michelle, please.” Jeffrey’s voice cracks. “Please don’t tell them.”

“I might, I might not. I haven’t decided yet. Toodles, brother. It was nice to meet the real you, Erin.”













Chapter Two









“What are we going to do? What is she going to do?” I’m shaking so badly I can’t open the door. I hand the keys to Jeffrey.

“I don’t know.” He unlocks it and pushes it open for me. “But it’s going to be okay. We’ll be okay, no matter what.”

“But the trust fund.”

“I’ll figure something out. But it’s not important. If I don’t get it, I don’t get it.”

I can’t believe what he’s saying. “It’s 100 million dollars. You can’t just throw that away. Especially not for me.”

He pulls me into him, and I almost lose my balance. He has to wrap his arms around my waist to keep me upright. “You’re the only one I would throw that away for.”

I wrap my arms around him, but just shake my head. I know how he is when he gets in these moods. He insists that love will always win. But sometimes it doesn’t. Especially when you’re going up against a family that is not only one of the richest in America but also one that is filled with enthusiastic homophobes. These people aren’t shy about their bigotry.

“Let’s go out. After a few drinks, we’ll forget all about my sister.”

He must be planning on some powerful drinks. “I don’t know.”

“Come on. It’ll do you good. And you’ll have fun. You’re too hot to stay in tonight.”

“As Erin? Absolutely not. Jeffrey, you are insane? This was just one time. Erin is done. She’s dead. No more.” Plus, these heels are mangling my feet. I just want some fuzzy socks and comfy slippers.

“Erin doesn’t have to be dead.” He kisses me, and I want to melt. But I’m not going to give in. I twist my head away.

“No. This was it. Plus, I really don’t feel like going out. Tonight was a lot for me, and I just want to crash. Preferably in your arms while watching a cheesy movie? Please?” I pout my lips and bat my eyelashes at him.

“You know I can’t resist your charms.”

I giggle, and it feels good to laugh.

“Popcorn?” he asks.

“Of course. Gimme a few minutes to get all this off.”

Before I take another step, I reach down and slip off my heels. My feet instantly feel better. I pad upstairs, unzipping the dress as I walk. When it’s off, I peel off my underwear and slip into a pair of boxers and an old T-shirt. I stop in front of the mirror. Even almost four hours later, my makeup is still perfect. It would be pretty on a woman. Not me.

As I toss the makeup remover wipe into the trash, I smell the popcorn, and I take a deep breath. It smells just like a movie theater. Freshly popped and with a jug of butter poured on it.

I hurry downstairs and dive onto the couch just as Jeffrey turns off the kitchen light. He walks out carrying an enormous blue bowl, and I drool as soon as I see it. The fourteen-course tasting menu we had earlier can’t compete with good old-fashioned popcorn. Jeffrey sits beside me and takes the remote from the end table. I cuddle against him.

We’re just halfway through the movie when my phone chimes.

“They have nerve disturbing us right as we’re getting to the good part. The dog is just about to jump on her, and then she’ll find out that it’s really her boss she’s been messaging this whole time.”

“Hey, don’t tell me! You’ve seen this before?” I grab my phone, and I go cold when I see the name on the screen.

“No, but it’s kinda obvious what they’re setting up here. Who texted?”

“What? Oh, uh, pause this for me, will you? I need to run upstairs.” I push the blanket off me and head to the stairs, my phone gripped tightly in my hand.

“Who is it?”

“No one. Nothing important. I’ll be right back.”

When I get to our bedroom, I stop and look at the screen again.



Michelle: Don’t tell Jeffrey. Read this in private…





I unlock my phone to see the rest.



Michelle: Meet me tomorrow for lunch. 12:30pm. Come as Erin, and do not tell Jeffrey about this.





I sit on the edge of the bed. My heart is racing. This can’t be good. She’s going to tell me to stop seeing Jeffrey. And I will if it means he’ll get his inheritance. I won’t keep him from that. Before I delete her message, I copy the address of the restaurant into my notes app.

The tears are pooling in the corners of my eyes now. I look up and try to blink them back, but I can’t. I just fall back on the bed and they fall with me. After a couple of minutes, I hear Jeffrey on the stairs. I sit up, wiping my eyes and sniffling, hoping that he won’t notice anything.

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I had to pee and didn’t want to dirty the downstairs bathroom since we just cleaned it.”

He squints at me. “Mmm-hmm. And you had to sit on the bed because…?”

I fake a laugh. “Those heels really did a number on my feet. I needed to sit for a minute before heading back downstairs. You ready to watch the scene that you already spoiled for me?”

“Who texted?”

“No one. Just spam. I won a free iPhone. Yay me, I guess.”

“Hmm. You know you can tell me anything, right?”

I nod and move past him and down the stairs. If I try to talk, I’ll start sobbing.
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  *



The next morning, I stare at Jeffrey and silently growl. He goes to the gym every Saturday morning. Except today. Today, he’s sipping coffee in his pajamas while he reads a book. And it looks like he never wants to leave. But I’m running out of time.

I don’t know what Michelle meant when she told me to come as Erin. The dress from last night is the only piece of women’s clothes that I own, and I can’t wear that to a restaurant on a Saturday afternoon. So I have a pair of skinny jeans and a sweater picked out for today. I’ll wear it with makeup and the heels. If Mr. Leisurely Saturday Morning leaves. Makeup is going to be hard enough in our bathroom mirror. There’s no way I can do it in the car without looking like a clown.

At 11:15, I decide I have to do something. “Hey, do you feel like doing me an enormous favor?”

“Maybe. What?”

“Run to the coffee shop and get me a latte.”

He looks up from his book, and his gaze moves from my face to the coffee mug in my hand. “Serious or joking? You’ve already had at least a couple this morning, haven’t you?”

I set my mug down. I’ve had five so far this morning, and between the caffeine and my nervousness, my insides are a jumbled, bouncing mess. “Serious. These aren’t the same. I want one of those ones where they line the cup with chocolate syrup.”

“And you don’t want to go yourself?”

“Please?”

His eyes go back to his book, but he doesn’t answer. After a few seconds, he folds the corner of the page and stands up.

I give him a short kiss. “Thank you, sweetie.”

He smiles as he grabs his keys. “The things I do for you.”

And the thing I’m about to do for you.

I watch his car back out of the driveway, then I sprint upstairs. The coffee shop is ten minutes each way. If I just pull my hair back in a ponytail, that should be enough time. I hope.

Twenty-two minutes later, I’m in my car and pulling away from our house. I go the back way through our neighborhood so he won’t see me when he comes back. I’m so sick, I want to pull over and throw up.

Halfway to the restaurant, I get a text. It’s Jeffrey. He’s probably mad, and I can’t blame him. When I park, I finally read it.



The Future Mr. Ethan Williams: I hope you were kidnapped.

The Future Mr. Ethan Williams: Okay, I don’t really hope that. But where are you?

Me: Sorry I couldn’t answer. I was driving. Had to run to the store real quick. I’ll be back shortly. Love you so much! *kiss emoji*

The Future Mr. Ethan Williams: For real??? It better be for something important. Guess I’ll just have to eat this cranberry pomegranate bar I bought for you…





I close my eyes and groan. I love those. The real pieces of fruit mixed in the shortbread, the cream cheese icing, the sweet cranberry glaze drizzled over the top. But even that doesn’t sound good to me right now.



The Future Mr. Ethan Williams: Love you too, btw. pink heart emoji





I shiver when I get out of the car, so I pull my coat tighter. But my palms go slick with sweat when I see Michelle. She’s sitting in the corner, and she smiles as I walk toward her.

“Erin, you came.” She embraces me and kisses my cheeks.

I try to do the same, but I can’t get my mouth to move. When she releases me, I fall into my chair and stare at the top of the table.

“So last night was… something, wasn’t it?”

“Uh, yeah. About that—”

“You look nervous. Don’t be.” She smiles, and it looks almost sweet. “Tell me a little more about your relationship with my brother.”

“Um, like what?”

“Well, it’s cliche to ask if you love each other, but how do you two feel about each other? Where is your relationship right now?”

“Well, I mean, we really do love each other. We’ve dated for three years and lived together for a little over a year now.”

She looks surprised. “That long? Have you two made any plans for the future? Is there a future for you two?”

I hide my trembling hands in my lap. “I don’t know. I hope so, but I guess that depends on you.”

“Me?”

Now, I know the innocent look on her face is just an act. “Are you going to tell your parents?”

“I haven’t decided.” She leans in, and her finger traces her collarbone and then dips toward her cleavage. For a split second, I wonder if she’s going to kiss me. “What will you do if I tell them?”

Be absolutely and forever shattered. “I can’t keep him from his trust fund. I’ll end things with him. I’ll have to.”

“So you’re only interested in him for the money. If he doesn’t get it, you’ll leave him?”

“What? No! I would leave so he can get his money. I won’t let him throw that away for me.” A tear rolls down my cheek, and I close my eyes, trying to block the rest. Some escape anyway.

She leans back. “That’s a shame. I would have liked you better if it was just about the money. At least we’d have something in common then.”

“We both love your brother.”

She snickers. “I’m not going to tell them.”

My breath catches, but there’s no way I heard that right. “You…”

“I won’t tell them. In fact, I’ll do what I can so this will never be a problem for you two.”

“Thank you! Oh my God, thank you! Thank you!” My voice is so loud that I’m sure others are looking at us, but I can’t be any quieter.

“Do you really think I’m such an evil person that I would stand in the way of love? And don’t get me started on this stupid morality clause in our trust funds.”

I move around the table and wrap her in my arms. “Thank you so much. I’m so relieved. I’m going to go tell Jeffrey right now.”

When I get to the door of the restaurant, I turn back and wave. She smiles. Jeffrey was wrong about her. Maybe this can mend their relationship.













Chapter Three









“Baby, are you here?” I burst into the room so fast, the door slams against the wall. “Baby?”

“What’s wrong?”

Over the kitchen island, I see Jeffrey leap from his chair and rush toward me. It’s only seconds before his hands are on my arms.

“Are you alright?”

I can’t hold back my smile. It breaks over my face. “I’m better than alright. You will be too once I tell you the news.”

“What is it?” He takes a step back. “And this? I thought you said no more Erin.”

I take his hand. “That’s part of it, too. Guess who I just met with.”

“I don’t have a clue. Can I get a hint?”

“You grew up with her, and you’ve always told me she’s evil.”

The color drains from his face. “Michelle. Did you… run into her at the store?”

“I lied about shopping. I’m so sorry, honey, but I had to. And it was worth it. She wanted to meet, and she told me not to tell you.”

“And you thought that was a good idea?”

“I know, I know. But what if she’s not as bad as you think?”

He snorts.

“No, listen, she’s not going to tell your parents. She’s going to help us.”

“Then you didn’t meet with the right Michelle.”

“Jeffrey, isn’t this great?”

He turns away. “Why?”

“Because it means you can get your trust fund next year.”

“No, I mean, why isn’t she telling my parents? Why would she ever offer to help?”

“She doesn’t like that stupid clause anymore than we do. And maybe she’s just changed?”

“No. She didn’t just change.”

I toss my hands up. “Jeffrey, who cares why she’s doing it? We don’t have to worry about her, and that’s great news. Doesn’t that make you happy?”

He stares out the kitchen window and then looks back at me, finally grinning. “You’re right. I’ll worry about her later. For now, this is the second best news I could ever get.” He lifts me and spins me in his arms.

I giggle. “Only the second best?”

“You agreeing to marry me would be better.”

“Oh. Well, someday—”

He drops to one knee. My mouth falls open and I take a step back. My butt presses against the edge of the sink. He has to be joking, right?

“Ethan Timothy Williams, will you marry me?”

“Are you—oh my God.”

“This is the point when you say yes. I hope. Even though I don’t have a ring for you yet.”

My tears are falling onto the floor as I nod my head. “Yes. Absolutely, yes.” I drop to my knees and kiss him, and he pulls me into him. Our lips and tongues move together, and I’m not sure anymore which belongs to him and which belongs to me. Maybe there isn’t a difference. He kisses down my chin to my neck.

I gasp as he yanks my sweater up and takes one of my nipples into his mouth. His warm, wet lips kiss around and pull it into him. The wave of pleasure rolls from my chest to my cock, and it throbs. I never knew my nipples could be so sensitive, but I want more than this. My cock needs more than this.

I pull the waistband of his pants as far down as I can reach, and he takes them from there. His mouth still sucks on my nipple as I take his cock in my hand. It’s electric under my touch, and the tiny shocks run through my body. I snarl. My hand slides up and down his length. He whimpers. I’m squeezing too tight. Too hard. I know it’ll irritate the sensitive skin if I keep doing this, but I can’t stop. Jeffrey Davis is going to be mine. My husband. My forever.

The thought frees me, and I release his cock and pull him onto the floor with me. Onto his stomach. I shimmy out of my jeans and panties and twist so I’m behind him. My dick slaps at his crack now.

“Is this what you want?”

He nods his head.

“Tell me. Tell me you want this.”

“Ethan, please. I want to feel you inside me.”

My tip is wet with pre-cum when I slide it into him. He clenches his muscles around me, and my head rolls back. I can already feel the orgasm building. My breaths are shallow, and each thrust brings a throaty exhale. The warmth of his ass around my cock is driving me crazy, and I’m going to explode if I don’t control myself.

“Fuck, Jeffrey.”

I pump harder into him. The slaps of our skin reverberate off the kitchen cabinets and mix with my grunts and his moans.

When I feel myself pushing against the edge, I hold back. It takes all of my will, but I can’t come yet. Not until he’s ready. I reach around and put my hand on his dick. I’m rough on his skin again, and I don’t care. Neither does he. His cock pulses, and he lets out a long, low moan. That’s when I lose it and pump inside him. My cum filling him. I buck my hips wildly now. I’m a pure animal as I make him mine.

When my cock is finally spent, I slip out of his ass and collapse onto the floor beside him. My mouth finds his, and I suck on his lower lip.

“That was so fucking intense, Ethan.”

My entire body rumbles. “You’ve got a lifetime of that ahead of you.”













Chapter Four









I’m at work Monday when Michelle texts me. My palms sweat as soon as I see her name. Did she change her mind? I want to ignore it. I don’t want bad news here in the office. But what if she gets mad because I don’t answer her right away? I wish the preview gave some clue, but it’s just a gibberish web address that I don’t recognize.

I set the phone face down on my desk and sigh. There are thirteen new requests for assistance that came in over the weekend. I open the first one, but I only make it halfway before I pick up my phone and open the message. I can’t wait any longer.



Michelle: You’ve gotta check out this video. Too cute! You’ll need earbuds. And watch it by yourself before you show anyone else.





The thumbnail is a picture of a cat facing off with a goat. I grunt. I hate cat videos. Michelle hardly seems like the type to send them to people, so I wonder if it’s really something else. I put my earbuds in, and press play…

I shake my head. That’s it? It’s a video of a cat slapping a goat over and over. That’s what I had to check out? What do I even say in response to that? Thanks for thinking of me, but I don’t like cats and don’t think they’re cute? Oh, and you don’t have to send me any more? Like them or not, I can’t tell her that. I wouldn’t even if she didn’t hold my life in her hands.



Michelle: So? Did you watch it yet?

Me: OMG yes! That was so adorable!!! heart emoji heart emoji heart emoji

Michelle: smiling emoji I’m glad you liked it. Does Erin want to go out for drinks Friday evening?

Me: Of course! And you’d better keep the cat videos coming before then too! Don’t be all one-and-done.

Michelle: Challenge accepted! You’ll be sick of these videos by the time I’m done. Haha.

Me: Never! cat emoji





I gasp when I see the time in the top corner of my phone screen. The afternoon has flown by. I didn’t get even one application processed. I grab my bag and head toward the door, chuckling when I think again about that video.
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  *



I smooth my skirt under me as I sit on the barstool. The bartender’s eyes linger on my chest, and I just smile. If he knew that was all breast forms and glue, I doubt he’d be so interested. When his eyes finally make it to mine, I smile and order a Malibu sunset. I take a sip and turn to look out over the room.

This place is packed. Mostly college students, but some older people, too. There’s a bachelorette party in the corner, and they’re already screaming in laughter every couple of minutes.

“Hey, girl.”

I jump when I feel the hand on my shoulder.

“Just me.” Michelle laughs.

I exhale as I hug her. “God, you scared me half to death.”

“You look great. I’m glad you decided to let Erin come tonight.”

“Of course. I’ve been looking forward to it. She needs to get out more.”

I ordered these clothes and the breast forms the evening she asked me to go out with her. When they came, I waited until Jeffrey was asleep and then snuck to the downstairs bathroom to put them on. My pulse raced when I saw myself in the mirror. I gave myself the best sexy poses I could dream of. But when I heard a noise, I ripped the clothes off and hurried back upstairs. Jeffrey was still asleep. I slid in next to him, careful to not shake the bed too much, and stared at the ceiling. I didn’t sleep that night. I was too excited.

“I have something I want to show you. I’ll text it.” Michelle grabs my arm and pulls me to an empty booth against the wall. “Do you have earbuds with you?”

I nod and pull them out of my purse as my phone chimes.

“I think this is the best one yet.” She’s sitting on the edge of her seat and her eyes are wide. “Watch it.”

I stick the earbuds into my ears and swipe open my phone. “Another video?” I smile across the table and press play…

“Hey… Hey. So what did you think?” Michelle takes the phone out of my hand.

“About what?”

“That video.”

I open my mouth to speak, but nothing comes out. What video? I shrug my shoulders.

“Didn’t I send it to you?” She pulls her phone from her pocket and scrolls through it. “Nope, guess not. It’s just a cute cat video. I’ll send it to you later.”

“You’d better! I love cute cat videos.”

“Promise. Now, come on.” She takes my hand and pulls me toward the area people are using as a dance floor. There have to be a hundred people all crammed into a space the size of my living room. There’s not enough room to dance, so they’re all just bobbing and bumping into each other.

I stop, and Michelle turns around with a huge smile across her face.

“Don’t you want to dance?”

Of course not. I don’t dance. Especially not dressed like this. I’m wearing heels, for God’s sake. I stand still and just look at the people in front of me.

“Come on.” Michelle tugs on my hand again. “Not even a little part of you wants to join in?”

It could be fun. Maybe I should try it just for a bit and see. I blow out a breath. “Maybe just for a song or two, but that’s it.”

“Attagirl.”

I smile as she yanks me forward.

The men crowd around us almost immediately, and someone bumps into me from behind. Just a little nudge, almost. I assume it’s accidental, but then he puts his hand on my hip and grinds himself into my ass. My body goes stiff. I can’t let some strange guy dance with me. Especially not while I’m dressed like this. I turn around, and as soon as he sees me, he smiles and moves in tighter. I sway just a bit to the music. Why can’t I do this? I look around at all the women here dancing with men. They’re all doing it, so why can’t I? I move my body in time with his. Left and right. And he presses against me. Is that...? I back away a little. Just so I don’t feel what I think I felt. But he closes the gap, and now, I’m sure I feel it.

“I have a boyfriend.”

“That’s okay.” He keeps dancing.

“Nothing is going to happen with this.” I point my finger at his crotch.

He gives me a thumbs up as he drops down, squatting in front of me. His ass is shaking from side to side. Then he puts both of his hands on my hips and pulls himself up, sliding against me like a snake slithering up a tree. I can’t help myself. A tingle runs through my body.

We end up dancing together for so long that my calves and thighs throb. When I can’t take any more, I put my hand on his shoulder and kiss his cheek. “That was fun. Thank you. But I need a break.”

He smiles, nods, and turns around, moving to the next single woman that he finds.

As I squeeze through the mass of people, I see Michelle already on the edge of the crowd. I sneak behind her and put my hand on the small of her back. She jumps.

“Paybacks.” I laugh.

“You’re done already? It looked like you were having fun.”

“I was.” I smile. “That was Kordle. Or at least I think that’s what he said.”

“Well, whoever it was, you hit it off.”

I shake my head. “He was just fun to dance with. I can never get Jeffrey to dance.”

“That doesn’t surprise me. He needs to treat you better if he wants to hang on to you.”

“No. Your brother is the best. I wouldn’t change a single thing about him.”

She rolls her eyes, and we head back to the still-empty booth along the wall.

“There’s nothing wrong with having a little fun with someone else, you know. It’s not like you and Jeffrey are married.”

I blush.

She slides next to me on the bench and presses her hand against my belly. “What if it wasn’t with a man?”

I look up at her. Her face is just inches from mine.

“I’m really good at keeping secrets.” Her hand slides down my stomach and then brushes against my cock.

I lose my breath.

She slips under my dress and cups my balls.

“Michelle…” The word barely comes out.

She massages me through my panties. I squirm to get away, but now her other arm is holding me in place.

She leans forward and kisses me. Everything disappears except the bass thump of the music and the taste of her mouth. My lips open in surprise, but she takes that as an invitation, and her tongue darts in. That’s when I’m finally able to move.

I pull my head back and put my hands on her shoulders. “Michelle. Stop.”

“Oh. I…” She turns her head and slides away from me.

“It’s okay. Don’t worry about it.”

She shakes her head and moves back to the other side of the table. Even in the dark, I can see that her face is red. “I didn’t mean—I don’t know what happened. Too much alcohol. And I’m hot. And just—I need to go. I’m going to call a car.”

“Michelle, wait. It’s okay. We’ve both been drinking.”

She doesn’t acknowledge me. I watch as she shoots out the front door. Then I close my eyes and lean my head against the back of the seat. What was that about?













Chapter Five









The sound of the television wakes me up. I cover my head with my arms, but that doesn’t block out the noise or the light.

“Good morning, sunshine.”

I grumble something that even I don’t recognize.

“I have a glass of water and a couple Tylenol on the end table for you. Can you reach them or do you want me to get them for you?”

I use the arm of the couch to pull myself up so I can take the pills.

“How’s your head?”

“It’s fine. It’s just everything else that feels terrible.” I look over and see Jeffrey sitting in a recliner watching me. “Good morning, baby.” I smile, or at least I try to. I’m not sure what it really looks like.

“You’re not sitting in a very ladylike position.” He chuckles.

“Huh?” I look down.

Oh shit. Why am I wearing a dress? It’s twisted around me and the bottom is pulled up around my waist. I tug at the material, but it doesn’t budge. I stand up and pull it around the way it’s supposed to go and then sit back down, legs together without a thought.

“I can’t believe you brought Erin back without telling me. And then apparently had a wild night without me, too.”

I rest my chin on my palm and stare toward the door. What did I do last night? Oh! Oh my God, that!

“I don’t know if I’ve ever seen your face this red, so it must be good. Dish it, girl.”

What do I say? I can’t tell him what Michelle did. “I, uh, went out with your sister. I told you that.”

“I thought Ethan was going out with her. And this obviously wasn’t just a simple outing.”

“It was just a bar. You know the one on 12th and Broad? That one. I didn’t even have that much to drink. Not as much as Michelle. But we danced. There was this guy I danced with for quite a while.”

“And?”

“And nothing. He had an erection at one point, but I made sure he knew I had a boyfriend. Then we kept dancing. Nothing more. You were asleep when I got home, so I slept down here so I didn’t wake you. That’s it.” I don’t want to start a civil war over something that his sister probably doesn’t even remember.

“As bad as you looked when I came down, I thought maybe you’d have some exciting story about fighting people off as they threw themselves at you.”

I laugh a little too loud and take a drink of water.
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“Hey, so Michelle wants us to go to dinner with her tonight. You in?”

“Depends on which Michelle you’re talking about. If it’s one of the random 37 million Michelle’s out there, then sure. If it’s my sister, then nope.”

“Oh, come on. She’s really not that bad.” I walk to my closet and slide my clothes from left to right while I look for something to wear.

“You’ve known her for all of a month now? I’ve known her all 25 years that she’s been alive. Trust me. She can seem nice, but it’s all an act. It always is.”

“Hmm, maybe.” I hold out a green dress and look at it. “But maybe she’s growing up. It wouldn’t hurt to give her a chance.”

“Maybe someday, not now. But I want you to go. If you can be friends with her, that’s great. God knows she needs some friends. Just watch your back with her. You can’t expect a porcupine to change its quills for fur.”

I set the dress on the bed and walk to my underwear drawer. I pull out a pair of panties, a bra, and black tights.

“You’re going as Erin again?”

I stop and look at him. “Yeah? I thought you liked Erin.”

He comes up and kisses me while his hands move down to my ass. “I love Erin. She’s fucking hot. But I love Ethan too. Most importantly, I thought you didn’t like Erin. You keep telling me you’re finished with her, but then you keep buying more and more things.”

I do? My eyes flick over to my closet. It’s evenly split between Erin’s things and Ethan’s. That’s what it’s always been, isn’t it? “I don’t know. I guess sometimes I like being Erin, after all.”

“Well, I love you no matter who you are, so you go be you.” He kisses me on my forehead, and I close my eyes. “Just be it without me if my sister is involved.” He chuckles and walks away.

Michelle pulls into the restaurant parking lot just ahead of me, so I follow her red sports car and park next to it. I get out, but she doesn’t. When I tap on the passenger window, she waves for me to get into the car.

“What’s up?”

“First, you look gorgeous today.” Her eyes move along my body, and I blush. “Second, found a video that you have to see. I just sent it to you.”

“Oh, awesome!” I reach into my purse for my earbuds. “A cat hanging from a ceiling fan?”

“Yep, watch it. It’s hilarious.”

I press play…

“Erin? Wake up, Erin. We’re here.”

I blink open my eyes and look around. “Here? Where?”

“The airport. You asked me to drive you.”

“I did?”

“Yeah. For your trip. You must have been really out of it.” She laughs.

“Trip?”

“To that clinic you told me about. The one Jeffrey wants you to go to.”

“He does? Oh… oh! That one. Duh, yeah. We’re here already?”

Michelle gets out of the car and walks to the hangar, so I follow her. There’s a man standing inside. When he looks at me, it’s like his blue eyes skewer me.

“Ladies, good evening. It’s truly marvelous to meet you both. Miss Erin, I presume?”

He tilts his head toward me, and I nod.

“My name is David Lattimore. I’ve heard so many wonderful things about you, and I can’t wait to know you even better. It’s going to be just a moment while the captain finishes her pre-flight checklist, but please join me in the cabin whenever you’re ready.”

I can’t take my eyes off him as he walks up the steps and disappears inside the plane. There’s something about him.

“I know you’re just going to be gone for a week, but I’ll miss you. I feel so silly.” Michelle turns her head away.

“That’s not silly at all. I’m going to miss you, too.”

“You are?” She steps closer until I can feel her breath against my chin. Goosebumps ripple down my arms.

“Of course I am.”

“Then maybe I should give you something to remember while you’re away.”

Her lips break over mine, and for a second I think I’m going to be swept away. It’s amazing how much her kiss feels like Jeffrey’s. When I close my eyes, I imagine it’s him holding me instead of her, and my lips move on their own. Drawing and grasping at everything they can. Feeding on this feeling. I wrap my arms around her neck, and that’s when I open my eyes.

This isn’t Jeffrey. He’s much taller. Michelle. I pinch my lips shut and lean my head back just a bit. How could I ever think it was him? Her mouth moves off mine, and her inhale pulls at my breath. I need to tell her I didn’t mean anything by that kiss. She needs to know that I’m not attracted to her. That I would never cheat on Jeffrey even if I were.

“They’re probably waiting for you.”

“Probably.” I know I should let go of her, but I can’t yet. Not while her hands are on my body. I shake my head.

“Don’t do that. Don’t think about it. Just let it be.”

“But Jeffrey.”

“Jeffrey knows. Remember that he told you he likes the thought of you playing with other women? Remember that?”

He did?

“It’s not cheating on him unless it’s with a guy. And that makes sense, right? Remember, he told you that.”

“I… I think so. Yeah, maybe I—”

“So see? It’s fine. Enjoy what just happened. Don’t think about it too much.”

“Yeah, okay. Well, I should probably get—”

“Yeah. I’ll be waiting for you when you get back.”

I hug her before turning around and walking onto the plane.













Chapter Six









“Right this way, Miss Erin.” David holds out his arm for me as we climb the steps to the veranda. It’s an old-fashioned gesture, but it makes me smile anyway.

I expected a hospital, but this place is more like a hotel. The large sitting room on the other side of the blue double doors looks like a lobby. There are armchairs clustered in small groups, a fireplace, and a large table along one wall that could easily be a check-in counter.

When I stop to look around, David takes my hand again. “This way, my dear. Dr. Gooding is waiting for you in her office.”

We walk toward a large, curved marble staircase. I assume we’re going up, but he turns us down a hallway instead. We stop at the first door on the right. The door is open, and David peeks his head inside.

“Are you ready for Miss Erin, Doctor?”

I hear a woman’s voice answer from inside. Then, at David’s beckoning, I walk into the office. It’s light and white, just like the rest of the building, with an entire wall of windows. I see the woman walk around the desk, and I smile as she takes my hand.

“Erin, it’s so lovely to meet you. Wow, you’re going to be gorgeous when we’re finished.”

“Really?” My stomach flutters. It’s too much to hope for. She has to be exaggerating.

“Trust me. I’ve done this for almost ten years now, and I’ve seen a lot of women come through. Very few of them are as beautiful as you before they begin the process. And that smile? You’re radiant. ”

I blush at her compliments.

“Please have a seat. We have just a few documents to go through, and then I’ll show you to your room.”

I smooth my skirt under me as I sit and then cross my legs.

Dr. Gooding grins as she hands me a tablet.
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My entire body buzzes when I see my room. It’s so feminine and pretty. Soft, light purple walls, almost-white trim, and pastel paintings on the walls. I walk to the pink sofa in front of the windows and look out. The courtyard is lush and green. There’s a palm tree so close to my window that I wonder if I could reach out and pluck a coconut from it.

“What do you think?” Dr. Gooding asks.

“It’s gorgeous. Everything here is.”

“I’m glad to hear that. We want the entire clinic to be a place of beauty.”

I turn to face her just in time to see another woman enter the room. She’s wearing all white scrubs, so I wonder if she’s another doctor. Dr. Gooding follows my eyes and then smiles.

“Perfect timing, like always. This is Nora. She’s the head nurse here. Nora, this is Erin. She’s going to be staying with us for a bit.”

“Oh my gosh, sweetie, look at you! If this is what we’re starting with, I can’t wait to see the finished product. You’re already a flower. Where do you go from here?”

I blush and look down. I’m not used to this attention.

Dr. Gooding walks up and puts her hand on my arm. “We’ll start in the morning. The next couple of weeks will probably be a blur, but we’ll take really good care of you. And you’ll love everything we’re going to do. I promise.”

I should be nervous, but I’m not. I sit on the edge of the bed and Nora walks up beside me.

“Girl, you really are going to be great. Dr. Gooding is a miracle worker, but she won’t even need to break a sweat with you. Now, let me get your vitals real quick, then I’ll let you get settled in.”

After a couple of minutes, she has everything noted in her tablet, but before she leaves, she hugs me. “Welcome to the family, sweetie.”

My chest is full and warm as I hug her back.
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I’m lying on my back and floating. The waves are breaking around me, and I want to just drift off. But I can’t. I focus on my eyes. It’s hard. Muscles that I’ve never thought about before seem different, like someone is pushing against them. I move through them one at a time in my mind. Relaxing and contracting them until I find just the right ones. They’re all there and in the same places. But nothing wants to respond. At last, I’m able to force my eyelids to separate. It’s just a crack, but it’s enough.

I look around me and see the lilac-colored walls. For a second, I wonder where I am, but then I remember. The clinic Jeffrey sent me to. Thinking of him makes my entire body tingle, and I feel my cock start to get hard. I want to rub it, but I’m still not able to move my arms. When I hear my door open, I’m suddenly glad that I can’t.

“You’re awake! How do you feel, sweetie?”

My words just come out as a crackly hiss, so I try again. “—ood.”

Nora holds a plastic cup to my lips and tilts it up. A little water falls into my mouth. It’s cold and might be the most wonderful thing I’ve ever felt. “Is that better?”

I nod my head.

“Now, any pain anywhere?”

“No.” My voice is still little more than a whisper, but she can understand me now.

She smiles. “That’s great. Now, you probably will have pain at some point, so when you do, I want you to push this button right here, okay?”

She runs a cord through the arm on the side of my bed and then hands me the end. The hard plastic reminds me of a game show buzzer. I look and see a black button on the end.

“That’s your pain killer. We want to keep it all under control, so don’t turn into some tough old broad who tries to ignore the pain. It’ll just get worse if you do that. Push this whenever you feel you need it. It’s timed so you can’t overdose. Got it?”

I nod again. “So what…” My voice gives out again.

“Your throat might not be ready for talking yet. You’ve had more things shoved in and out of that thing in the last week than in your entire life, I’ll bet.”

My cheeks are burning.

“Or maybe not, if you’ve been having fun. So what’s happened? Is that what you’re wondering? Well, Dr. Gooding started with your facial surgery, but once you were in the operating room, she realized there wasn’t much to do. Just a little work on your nose and your chin. A bit on your forehead too, but really not much. So since she had extra time, she did a bit of vocal cord work. That’s the main reason why your throat is scratchy.”

“Vocal cords?”

“Just to tighten your voice up. Think of it as your natural voice but a little better. Then a couple days later she did your body surgeries. Shoulders and ribs to bring them both in a little bit. But you really didn’t need much. I mean it. You were meant to be a woman from the get go.”

I smile.

“Only a couple more to go now, but they’re the good ones. Tomorrow you’ll have your implants. Then you’ll have three or four weeks of healing before we tackle the plumbing, if you know what I mean.” She winks at me.

My mind wanders off as I hear what’s coming.

“Someone’s beaming.”

I don’t realize I’m grinning until she points it out. “Tomorrow… breasts?”

“Yes, ma’am. Tomorrow you get your very own boobs. I don’t have to ask how you feel about that.” She giggles.

“Happy…”

“Clearly. Your smile is so big, you’re about to pop all your stitches.”

I gasp and snap my mouth back into a neutral position before I damage anything.

“I was just kidding, sweetie. Go ahead and smile. You deserve to feel happy about this.”
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“Miss Erin?”

I look up and see David walking toward us. I’ve always heard the myth that sharks would die if they stop swimming. Well, I’m pretty sure if David stopped talking, he would die. But he’s such a sweet man, it’s hard to hold that against him.

“Hi David.”

“I am so sorry to interrupt your conversation, ladies. And trust me, the last thing I want to do is disturb you when you both are getting on so well together and in your time here. But you have a phone call, Miss Erin. Do you want to take it?”

I jump from my seat, almost forgetting that Hannah is there. “Yes! Yes! Where is it? The phone?”

“Follow me, please. We have a room set up just off this hallway. It allows for patients to have much-needed privacy while they…”

The rush of blood in my ears makes it impossible to listen to him anymore. My entire body is trembling more than the time in college when I drank twelve energy drinks on a dare. It’s been so long. I can’t wait to hear his voice.

David opens the door for me, and I rush to the phone sitting on the table. “Jeffrey? Baby, I’ve been dying to hear your voice. I’ve missed you so much.”

“Well, this is a little awkward.”

“Oh. Did I pick up the wrong line? I’m sorry.”

“Is this Erin?”

“Yes…”

“It’s Michelle. How are you?”

“Oh.” I’m sure she can hear the disappointment in my voice. “I’m good. How are you? How’s—”

“Jeffrey?” She snorts. “He’s fine. We’re all fine. So things are going well there?”

“Yeah. Things are good.” I exhale. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be rude. I just expected you to be Jeffrey, so I was disappointed. I haven’t heard from him the whole time I’ve been here. But, I really am glad you called, though.”

“I’m sure he’s just busy and hasn’t had a chance to call.”

“You’re probably right.” My voice is flat.

“So tell me, how is everything?”

“Oh my God, Michelle. This place is so wonderful.”

I spend the next ten minutes telling her about all the procedures I’ve had and the people I’ve met. When she asks my favorite change, I pretend to think, but I know instantly which one it is. My breasts. If you asked me a year ago if I wanted breasts, I would have laughed and said no. And I would have been a fool. They are absolutely the best thing to ever happen to me. Well, next to meeting Jeffrey.

By the end of the call, I’ve almost forgotten my disappointment. Or I at least try to convince myself that I have. I set the old-fashioned phone back down in its cradle and step outside the room. Hannah is sitting in the same chair where I left her.

I need to get my mind off of Jeffrey, so I walk up to her and take the book she’s reading. “Why don’t we go up to my room?” It’s not cheating if it’s another girl, right? Michelle told me that’s what Jeffrey said.

Her eyes move down to my breasts and then back up to my face. “Okay.”

I turn and walk toward the stairs, and the click of her heels tells me that she’s following.













Chapter Seven









“Good morning, Erin. How are you feeling?”

Why is Alyssa here today? “Kinda meh, but I’ll be alright.”

“What’s wrong?”

I think about yesterday afternoon. About Hannah. As soon as I touched her cock, she bolted out the door. She couldn’t get away from me fast enough. No one wants to be with me. Not her, not Jeffrey. “It’s nothing. Just a down day. Where’s Nora?”

I’ve been here for a month now, and I’ve never known Nora to not work on a weekday. It’s silly, but I’m a little worried.

“She’s taking today off. She had a late night with one of our other patients.” Alyssa takes the blood pressure cuff off my arm and wraps it around the rail of my bed, ready for next time.

“Oh no, I hope they’re both okay.”

“They’ll be fine. It happens sometimes. Well, your vitals look good. Anything I can get for you?”

“Maybe a cup of coffee, if you don’t mind? I kinda want to hide out in here for a while.”

“Sure thing. So, who are you avoiding?” She giggles, but I don’t.

“Well… Hannah. But I’m not really avoiding her. Just, I don’t know.”

“Oh, you don’t have to worry about her. I shouldn’t tell you this, but she’s the patient we had an issue with last night.”

My heart pounds, and I sit up in my bed. “Is she okay?”

“I can’t say anything. But she’s fine. Just spending some time in one of our observation rooms for a while.”

“Oh my God!” An observation room? Did she try to kill herself? Was she that upset?

I’m so lost in my thoughts, I don’t notice Alyssa leave and come back with my coffee until I smell it. I look around. It’s sitting on my nightstand, but Alyssa is already gone.

What could have driven Hannah that far? Was it me? I replay everything that happened. She’d just finished masturbating me, and I’d started to do the same to her. But when I touched her, she pulled back. Like she was embarrassed to have a cock. But why? She’d just found out about me, so why would she be ashamed of herself?

Maybe me touching it reminded her it was still there? I certainly understand not feeling complete without that final surgery. She might feel the same. Or maybe they told her she couldn’t have it at all. How would I feel if they told me I couldn’t? Would I be suicidal? I shiver.

Oh my God, what if they just don’t do it at all here? What if they stopped performing that surgery? Or maybe they never did. There are clinics that lie about procedures and results. What if this is one of them? What will I do? I have to get this for Jeffrey. I have to get this for me.

My heart is racing, and my entire body shakes. What am I going to do? I force my breaths in and out. “Alyssa?” I hope I’m yelling loud enough that she can hear. I don’t think about the call button beside my bed. “Alyssa? Please.”

“What is it?” Alyssa comes running into my room. “What’s wrong, honey?”

“I… I… need…”

“Shh, just lay back and take a deep breath for me.” She holds two fingers to my wrist. “Attagirl, deep breaths. Deep breaths. Just like that. There you go. Good girl. Now tell me what’s wrong.”

“I need a phone. Please. Can you let me use a phone? I haven’t talked to him in so long. Please.”

“Who? Who do you need to talk to?”

“Jeffrey. I need to hear his voice, that’s all. My boyfriend. Just two minutes. One minute. Just enough to hear him. Please. There has to be a phone I can use.”

She looks around. “I could get fired for this. Or worse. You have to promise me that no one will find out.”

“Find out what?”

“I’ll let you use my phone. Just for a minute. But you have to promise. You can’t tell anyone. And you have to block the number, so your boyfriend can’t call you back. Just one time only. This is it. Promise?”

I sit up. “I swear. I won’t tell anyone.”

She looks around again like she thinks someone may have snuck in, then she pulls her cell phone from her pocket. I take it and dial the number. Please pick up. Please pick up.

It takes three rings for him to answer, and I’m in tears at that point.

“Hello?” His voice sends a jolt through me.

“Baby? It’s me.” I sob out the words. Alyssa runs her hand along my back to calm me.

“Who is this?”

“It’s me. Erin. Can you hear me?”

“Erin… The fuck! Erin? Where are you? Are you okay?”

“Yes.” The word curls around my sob. “I’m at the clinic.”

“What clinic? Are you hurt? Tell me where you are, and I’ll be there. I’ll leave right now.”

“I… I don’t know. The clinic you sent me to. I just needed to hear your voice. Why haven’t you called me?”

“I didn’t send you to any clinic. Where are you?”

“You did. But then you didn’t call me. Even your sister called, but you didn’t. Did I do something wrong? Why didn’t you call?”

“My sister? Of course, you didn’t do anything wrong. I’ve been looking all over for you. Tell me where you are.”

“I need to go. I’m not supposed to make any outgoing calls. I had to sneak to do this. But please call me at the main number. I love you so, so much. Please tell me you’ll call me.”

“I promise, honey. I love you too. Just tell me where you are. Ethan, tell me—”

I’m crying again and can’t say anything more than “bye” as I hang up and hand the phone to Alyssa.
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Even in my room, I can hear raised voices coming from downstairs. I try to listen, but I can’t make out what they’re saying. All I can tell is that it’s two men arguing. I think of everyone I’ve met here, and the only men I’ve seen are part of the security team. Was there some kind of incident? I look at my door and wish there were a lock on it.

The voices die down after a few minutes, and I curl my feet under me in my armchair and get back to my book. I’m Knot Gonna Take It, book 3 of the Packing It Hard Series. I just get to a steamy part when there’s a knock at my door.

“Come in.” I look to the door and see Dr. Gooding. Is something wrong? She’s already made her rounds this morning.

She smiles as I set the book down on my table. “This is a little unusual, but you have a visitor.”

My head snaps. “I do? Who is it?”

“Jeffrey Davis. He says he’s—”

I hop out of the chair and scamper to my closet. “Jeffrey? He’s here? Now?”

“He is. He’s downstairs. We don’t normally allow visitors at this stage, but we’re making an exception for you.” I swear she’s speaking more slowly than she was just a second ago.

“I can’t see him like this.” I throw outfits out of my closet. None of them are right. There has to be something. I toss my hands up and groan. “I have nothing to wear.”

She puts her hands on my shoulders from behind me, and I stop. “Erin. It’s fine. You can wear anything. He doesn’t care. He just wants to see you.”

I shake my head. She doesn’t understand. “No. It has to be perfect. I haven’t seen him in so long.”

“What about this one?” I look, and she’s holding a red dress that I just tossed onto the floor.

“Too long.”

“This purple one?”

“He’ll think I look like a cartoon character.”

She rolls her eyes. “Then this one. I think you look pretty in white.”

“Hmm…” I do love the way I look in that dress, but is it good enough for him? I take it from her. “It’ll have to do. Thank you.”

She chuckles. “I’ll let him know you’re getting ready and will be down shortly.”

I lay the dress on the bed and go to the bathroom. Pinks. I want all pink makeup for him. I open my case and take out everything I need. The foundation and concealer. Blush. Eyeshadow palette, eyeliner, and mascara. Lip liner and lipstick. I clip my hair up and work everything onto my face. When I’m done, I run my hair through the flat iron. Will he recognize me with straight hair? I giggle. I hope so. I want him to rush up to me before I even get to the bottom of the stairs and take me in his arms while he tells me how beautiful I am. My nipples tingle at the thought.

Before I leave, I fasten the straps on my pale pink sandals and stand in front of the mirror. My stomach drops. What if he doesn’t like this? What if he thinks I’m ugly? Maybe I can’t do this. I sit on the edge of the bed and stare at the mirror. He loves me. And I love this. So that means he’s going to love it too. Right? But if he loves me, why didn’t he ever call me? I take a deep breath and walk to the door.

I see him from the top of the stairs, and my heart feels like it’s going to burst. He’s more handsome than I remember. I want to run down the stairs and throw myself at him, but I force myself to take my time.

I watch him as I go down the steps. He’s mostly looking down, but every few seconds, his head pops up and he scans the room. I freeze when his eyes sweep across me. I try to be calm, but I can’t help the giant smile on my face. The sides of his mouth curl up, but his head keeps moving. Did he even really see me? I stand there a moment, waiting for the cliche ah-ha moment when his head will whip back to me and his jaw will drop. But it doesn’t come. He just looks down at his shoes again.

I reach the bottom of the stairs and walk halfway across the room before he looks up again. This time, his eyes squint as he looks at me and his mouth pops open just a bit. He stands as I step in front of him.

“Ethan?”

I shudder. I never expected to hear that name again, and I never want to. “Erin. So…” I grin.

I see the tears pooling in his eyes. Then his face contorts, and he wraps his arms around me. Everything feels right now that I’m back in his arms again, and I want to stay here forever.

“I’m so sorry.” He’s sobbing now, and his tears are running down my shoulder.

I pull him tighter. “Sorry for what?”

“Have you seen yourself? For this. For my sister. I didn’t know. I swear, I didn’t know.”

“What are you talking about?”

He sniffs and steps back. “I don’t expect you to ever forgive me.”

“Jeffrey, you’re not making sense. What do I need to forgive you for?”

“Look at you.”

I smile, waiting for the compliments to come.

“It’s like you’re a completely different person.”

I tilt my head. I don’t think I look that different. It’s just taking him a while to process everything.

“These.” He motions to my breasts, and I beam. Until I get my last surgery, these are my pride and joy. “I can’t believe it. I’m so sorry.” He drops back into the chair and starts crying again.

“Jeffrey, talk to me. What are you sorry for? Was there another woman while I was gone? A man? I forgive you. It’s okay.”

“How can you say that? Ethan, look at yourself. It’s not okay.”

“One, don’t ever call me that name again. There is no Ethan anymore. Two, what’s wrong with how I look?”

He breaks down, and I roll my eyes. With a sigh, I sit in the chair next to his. “Jeffrey, you’re going to have to tell me what you did, because I really don’t know.”

“We can talk on the way home. I have a plane waiting at the airport for us. Do you have any real clothes to change into? Something other than that?”

“Now wait a minute.” I stand so I can face him. “You’ve done nothing but insult me since I came down here, and I’m not going to put up with it.” I feel my heartbeat in my clenched fists. “You obviously did something while I was gone, but with this attitude, you’re making it ten times worse. I’m not going anywhere with you while you’re like this.”

He stares up at me. His eyes are wide and his mouth is hanging open. “You’re not going anywhere with me while I’m like this? Jesus Christ, you’re worse than I thought.”

“That’s it. You can take your plane and fly wherever you want. I don’t care. You’re the one who sent me here, and now you want to spend all our time together arguing with me?” I spin and stomp toward the stairs.

I’m only a few steps away when he grabs my arm and jerks me backward. “You’re coming with me. I’m getting you out of here.”

Before I know it, David and a couple men I’ve never seen before are pulling Jeffrey off of me and literally carrying him to the door.

“I didn’t send you here.” He’s struggling in their arms and shouting. “I didn’t know where you were until you called me.”

I stare as they carry him out the door and down the stairs. There’s an SUV waiting with its door open.

“Wait!” I run toward the door. My breasts are bouncing so much I have to put my arm over them to hold them in place. “Wait. Please.”

When I get to the door, everyone turns to look at me.

“What do you mean you didn’t send me here? This was all your idea. And I’m glad you did it.”

He shakes his head.

“It was! Your sister explained it all to me.”

“You know how I feel about Michelle. Why would I have trusted her with this?”

“I… But you did. I swear. You just don’t remember.”

“Eth—” He clamps his jaw shut before he can finish the word. “Erin, I would remember something like that. There’s no way in hell I’d ever, ever work with my sister on something like this. I don’t even trust her to fix me a drink.”

He has always hated her, but she told me this was all his idea. She wouldn’t lie, would she? But then why would he lie to me now?

“I love you no matter what your name is. No matter what you look like. I don’t care about any of this. I’m just sorry that you had to go through it. I’m sorry I didn’t find you sooner. I’m sorry I believed my sister when she said she didn’t know what happened to you. That’s what I’m sorry about. And I never meant to insult you, so I’m sorry about that too. You’re gorgeous. More than gorgeous. I’ve never seen any woman as beautiful as you.”

“I didn’t have to ‘go through’ this, you know. You make it sound like it’s something terrible. It’s not. I love it. I love everything that happened here. I love this new me.”

He twists his mouth to the side. “I’m not doing any of this right, am I? Let me try again. I love you and want you to be happy. So if that means that you’re Erin or that other name I won’t say or someone else, I’m happy as long as you’re happy. I just want whatever you want. I just want you. For now and forever.”

A tear slips from my eye, but I wipe it away. “That was better. Fifth time’s a charm, I guess.” I walk down the stairs and stand in front of him. “I love you, and I want you for now and forever, too.”

My heart is beating faster than it ever has, and I know that the instant our lips touch, everything will change for both of us. I lean forward and my mouth falls onto his. This could be our 10,000th kiss, but it might as well be the first. The sound of his lips on mine. The taste of his breath, just a tiny bit sweet. The feeling of his stubbly chin brushing against mine. These are all new to me, even though I’ve experienced them too many times to count. But never like this. Never as me.













Chapter Eight









Jeffrey’s mother raises her glass. “To the world’s next great supermodel—”

“It’s just one cover and only for a local magazine.” I roll my eyes and laugh.

“We all start somewhere, dear. Who knows what the future will bring? So, to the world’s next great supermodel and to the best daughter-in-law we could ever ask for.”

I blush and kiss Jeffrey’s cheek. “I wish Michelle could be here,” I whisper into his ear.

“Erin, you know why she can’t.”

I look down. “I know. But she’s still your sister. And my friend.”

He shakes his head. “That’s only because of the—never mind. I love that you’re so sweet, but that’s never going to happen.”

Jeffrey’s parents were furious when he told them what his sister had done. All in an attempt to break up me and Jeffrey. The very next day, they revoked her entire trust fund and kicked her out of their home. Since then, no one in the family has talked to her. Except me. She and I still message each other. Mostly just to say hi, but I always send her any new cute cat videos I find. I know how much she loves them.

The dinner is uneventful, which is amazing, since Jeffrey and his mother can almost never be in the same room as each other for more than five minutes without fighting.

As we all walk outside, I gasp. “I forgot my purse. Be right back.”

There’s no one else here tonight, but I still hurry back inside, scolding myself when I see it sitting on the edge of the table. I pick it up and then jump when I feel an arm slide around me.

“I thought you could use my help.”

I spin to face him. No matter how many times I look into his eyes, I’ll never not lose my breath. “It’s just a small clutch. I think I can handle it.”

“Maybe that’s not what I wanted to help you with.” His hand slides down to my ass. “Maybe there’s something that I want to handle.”

I roll my eyes. “If they give an award for the worst pun—”

“Or maybe there’s something I want to clutch.” He squeezes my cheek.

“I take it back. That’s the one that would win the award.”

“Remember last time we were here?” He grabs my hand and takes me toward the back hallway.

I shiver when I think about it. It was the first time I ever met his parents, and I was so nervous. About them and about what I was wearing. I was so scared to wear a dress back then. And then he took me here. Down this hallway. Where his sister caught us.

He cups my breast with one hand while he unfastens his pants with the other. It’s not as dark as I remember. “You didn’t have these last time.”

I shake my head and bite his neck.

“You didn’t have this last time, either.” He sticks his hand under my skirt and slides it between my legs. I moan as it moves across my pussy.

“So, which version of me do you like better?”

He rips my underwear to the side and lifts me against the wall. I wrap my legs around him, and my entrance automatically finds his cock. It twitches against my delicate folds.

“I like whichever version is with me.” He presses inside me, and I gasp. “I have to admit, I do like your pussy a lot more than I thought I would.”

“Mmm, that’s good because I love it.” I roll my head back against the wall and close my eyes.

He pumps inside me deeper, and with each thrust, my body bounces. My breasts move up and down like an eager child nodding her head. I’m glad I decided against the backless dress today. I would have wall-burn if I were wearing it.

My breath is ragged, and I press my lips against his. I moan into his mouth when I feel his thumb press against my clit. He circles it, and I thrash my hips. But I can’t come yet. I don’t want this to end.

I try to fight it back, and for a while I do. But it’s too much. The orgasm builds and builds until finally it spills over whatever walls I can erect to stop it. I’m screaming with each panted breath now and even his mouth on mine can’t keep me quiet. My entire body trembles when I feel his cock pulse and then spurt inside me.

I collapse, my legs still wrapped around Jeffrey’s waist while he pumps into me. Then he falls forward, pinning me against the wall. His forehead rests against mine and his warm breath moves across my face.

“Fuck.” His voice isn’t even a whisper.

I giggle. “I think we just did. I’ll never get used to how great this feels.”

“I love you so much.”

I loosen my legs and drop my feet to the floor. He takes a step back but still stares at me.

“Same.” I wink and give him a quick kiss. “Ready?” I take his hand.

“I’m pretty sure the entire staff heard what we just did. They’ll all be staring.”

“Good. Let them see us.”
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The odds are finally in my favor. One hand to win back everything I’ve lost. To pay back everything I owe. But these people aren't interested in being paid back. At least not with money.



 


I’ve been preparing for this — reading articles and watching videos filled with blackjack tips. So many videos that I don't think twice when new ones show up in my inbox out of the blue. I never realize what these videos are really preparing me for.



 


When I push the chips in, I know my life is about to change. I can feel it. And I’m ready. What could go wrong?
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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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Also by Kenzie McKay









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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[image: Amazon icon] Amazon








cover.jpeg








images/00002.jpeg
T oy e

“‘%
Kenzie McKay






images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg
ENSLAVED

< \g\
S
B






images/00006.jpeg
512 !©K|BBUNDLE

K@’r(zie McKay





images/00005.jpeg
Ve

g
Kenzie McKay





images/00007.jpeg
oz Vofrey






