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Chapter 1



 

“I am sorry, Katie. I wish you the best with everything, the job search, the baby, and all that. Really.”

The hormonal woman doesn’t respond. She’s taking the last of her belongings—a framed picture of some black dog sitting in front of a fireplace—from her desk and putting it into a cardboard bankers’ box.

When I see that she has it, but is still lingering, I move to the door and hold it open for her. She is pregnant, after all, and I have no idea how much that box weighs. Plus, nothing good will come from her sticking around. I want to give her the gentle hint that it’s time for her to leave. She gets it.

As she walks by, she stares at me, no doubt trying to be intimidating, her eyes red from crying. But when she has to look up almost a foot to see into my eyes, it breaks whatever threat she’s hoping to conjure.

“I know why you did this. You’re an absolute piece of shit, and you’re going to get what’s coming to you. And it’s going to be sooner rather than later.”

“Katie, please. Stress isn’t good in your condition.” I look down at her belly. It’s just starting to swell. Not so much that the average person would notice it, but I’ve worked with her long enough to memorize the contours of her body. So to me, it’s obvious, and such a shame.

As soon as she’s in the hallway, I walk back inside the accounting area and shut the door behind me. I’m not sure if she’ll suddenly find courage and begin yelling obscenities. The scene could be amusing, but I have better things to do today.

I see Sean leaning against his office doorframe, watching me as I enter. Our offices are side by side in a little closed-off section separate from the rest of the workers inside the building. Katie’s old desk sits between our doors—in front of them—looking over our tiny three-seat waiting area. Of course, it’s hardly ever used. Who visits accounting unless they drop something off? Still, it’s ours. I sit in one of the orange chairs.

“What’s that look for?”

“That was a shitty thing to do, Matthew.”

“She’s supposed to get special privileges because she’s pregnant? That wouldn’t be fair to the other employees, now would it?”

“Dude.” He looks down at me while I shrug my shoulders. “Her work was fine. Good. The same as it’s always been. It wasn’t about that.”

“Are you accusing me of something below-board?” I cover my mouth in mock surprise.

“Isn’t everything about you below-board?”

“It is. That’s the most exciting part.” I wink, but he just shakes his head. “Speaking of below-board. I’m leaving early today. Gonna have a potential good time tonight.”

“Why am I not surprised?”

“Gotta have fun while you’re young.”

“Did the definition of ‘young’ change recently?”

“Hey, that hurts! I’m not even 30 yet. Definitely still young.”

“If you say so. So another app hookup?”

“Yep. And one more tomorrow, too. Gotta make sure to get plenty of cardio at my advanced age.”

“You know, at your advanced age, you should start to think about settling down.”

I roll my eyes. “What are you doing this weekend?”

“Jacob starts basketball next month, so he wants me to take him to the school sometime to help him practice. Then Sherri and I having a date night tomorrow. The grandmas are coming over to tag-team babysit while we go to—”

I yawn loudly to interrupt him.

“Oh stop. It’s not that bad. And I actually volunteered to coach Jacob’s team this year. That’s going to be an adventure.”

“Yeah, that does not sound like my idea of an adventure. You know what my idea of an adventure is?”

“Miss Friday and Miss Saturday?”

“Miss Friday and Miss Saturday. Besides, I can’t settle down until I find someone to settle down with, right? The right girl isn’t just going to magically appear in my bed one morning.”

“Whatever dude. To each their own.”





Chapter 2



Shortly after lunch, a representative from HR comes to talk to Sean and me. A hot representative from HR. Wavy black hair, rolling down past her shoulders, contrasting her long, pale white neck. Her grey dress looks like it’s glued to her body and ends just above her knees. On her feet, a pair of black stilettos. I linger for a moment on her legs and then run my eyes slowly up her length again, taking time to enjoy the flair of her hips and the beautiful curves of her breasts. When I get to her face, I notice she’s staring at me. I stare right back. I’m not ashamed of checking her out. That’s a body to be proud of. Maybe she needs the right man to make her understand that. Just as I smile at her, she turns away, toward Sean who is sitting on the sofa in my office.

She sits down without offering to shake my hand. Now that I look at her face, I see that she’s young. Very young. If I saw her on the street, I would think she was only around 20. My gaze settles on her eyes, blacker than her hair, but full of such energy. Then my eyes sweep across her cheekbones and down to her jawline. She’s not the stereotypical definition of feminine beauty—her features are too strong and angular for that—but it works for her. She’s absolutely stunning.

“I’m Mags Beynon. I’m the staffing manager who will be finding your new administrative assistant.”

A staffing manager? She obviously isn’t as young as she looks if she has one of the more senior roles, but she still can’t be a day over 25. I wonder who she knows or who she slept with to get that title.

“I’m Matthew. That’s Sean. Is Mags short for Margaret?”

“Good to meet you both. It’s not. My name is just Mags.”

“I’ve never heard that as a name before. Is there a story behind it?” Sean pitches in from the couch.

“My parents were a bit unusual, so they chose an unusual name for me. Anyway, I wanted to meet with you two to see if there was anything special you were looking for in a candidate?”

“A team player,” I say right away. “I want someone committed to us and this job. That’s probably the most important thing.”

Sean rustles around on the sofa. “Yeah, someone easy to work with, someone who will get along with us. Well, someone who will get along with me. No one gets along with Matthew.” Sean laughs at his own joke. Mags lifts an eyebrow as she looks at me. I grin.

“Anything else?”

“Well, it won’t hurt if she looks good, too.” I look at Sean as I say it and then laugh. I need to be careful, though. I don’t want this Mags to get the wrong idea. Some women can be so sensitive. “I mean, she is the public face of the accounting department, right? We can’t have just anyone representing us.” I smile broadly, but she doesn’t reciprocate. She must not find my humor very humorous.

“I assume you also want someone willing to overlook the sexual harassment that could get you fired?”

“I’m joking. It was a joke.” Apparently, this Mags doesn’t appreciate harmless fun. “We want the best candidate regardless of what she—or he—looks like.”

“But there aren’t any specific requirements? Knowledge of accounting principles or anything like that?”

“No. Matthew and I do all of that. He or she only needs to do the basics: taking phone calls, scheduling, handling emails, sorting files. Simple things really.”

“I think I can handle that easily enough.”

I should hope so. It is your job, after all. “So how long do you think it’ll take you?”

“That’s hard to say. This is a bad time for hiring entry-level workers right now. Sometimes it takes a while, even a few weeks. But other times, we can find the right person right away.” She stares at me while she’s saying it, and I swear I see something light up in her eyes.

“A few weeks?” Sean stands up and leans against the doorframe.

“Maybe. It can take some time. It’s a really strange labor market right now.”

“So what do we do until then? Is there some secretary pool we can use until we get someone?” I’ve never heard of that here, but there has to be something. “A temp agency?”

“No. I’m afraid not. I’ll do my best to fill it as soon as possible, but until then, the only thing you can do is wait.”

“Are you serious?” I toss my hands up.

“Unfortunately. In an ideal world, we would have time to line up a replacement before someone is let go, but that isn’t always the case, is it?”

I ignore that comment, which I assume was meant for me. “So what are we supposed to do until you actually get someone?”

She shrugs her shoulders. “Maybe you two could take turns with it? One of you takes the calls and does the scheduling and so on while the other does your normal work. Alternate every other week? It would get you through until we can find a permanent replacement.”

“That’s stupid. We can’t do that.” I shake my head.

“It’s stupid that we have to, but we can do that. At least I think so. What do you think, Matthew?”

I roll my eyes. “I guess we have to try. It’s going to be hard, though.” I’m sure we can handle the work, but that will ruin the whole vibe that we have.

With a grin on her face, Mags stands up. “Now that we have that settled, I’m going to work on a plan to make this happen. Do either of you have anything else for me?” Neither of us says anything. “Then I’ll leave you to figure out who gets the first turn next week. Flip a coin for it.”

Even though she’s a total bitch, I can’t help but stare at her ass as she walks out of the office. I’d love to plant myself up in there. If I could get over her personality long enough to do it.

“Loser gets the first week. You call it. Heads or tails?” Sean has a quarter perched on his thumb, ready to be flicked into the air.

“Um, tails.”

He tosses the coin, catches it, and smacks it down on the back of his hand. “Nope. Heads. Looks like you get the first week.”

I groan. “Two out of three. I call tails again.”

It’s heads.

“This is it. Three out of five.” I really do not want to take this first week. I’m sure if she hadn’t suggested a coin toss, I could have convinced Sean to do the week instead of me.

“Dude, you lost. Fair and square. I’ll flip it one more time just for you, but it’s not going to count. Tails again?”

Could he be using a weighted coin? Would he just happen to have one in his pocket? “No. Heads this time.”

When it comes up tails, I snatch the quarter from him. “Is this rigged somehow?” I toss it in the air several times. As I flip it over and over, heads and tails come up equally. Exactly like I would expect.

“Tell you what. You can keep the quarter if it makes you feel better.” Sean laughs as he walks out of my office.





Chapter 3



“What the fuck?” All my underwear is missing. Well, not missing, replaced. Inside are women’s panties. In the entire drawer. My boxer briefs are gone. I dump the drawer out onto my unmade bed, but they aren’t there. Not in any of the other drawers, either.

“Very funny. That was a good one. Now come on.” Whenever I find out who did this, I’m going to murder them. First for pulling this shit at all. Second for doing it on a Monday morning of all days. I storm around my townhouse looking for them in every cubby and hiding spot, but I don’t see anyone. They must have left. I check the front and back doors, but they’re both locked from the inside. The windows? All locked as well.

I head back to my bedroom to give one more look around. Still no sign of my underwear. How did someone get in to do this? No one has a key. My underwear was here last night—or was it? I wouldn’t have checked. I was out for a bit yesterday. Whoever it was had to have done it then. Did I leave the door unlocked? What about Becca? She was here yesterday morning and didn’t leave on the best terms. Did she do this to get back at me?

I’m looking around my bedroom as if an answer will suddenly pop out at me, and I notice the alarm clock. Shit! I’ve got ten minutes to get to work, and it takes me at least twenty to get there.

I reach into the pile on my bed and pull out a pair of panties. Black. There’s no other choice. I step into them, pull them up my legs, and get everything settled away inside them. I rush to pull on a pair of pants, a shirt, and then shoes before running downstairs. Before I leave, I double-check the doors. Locked now, but it had to have been Becca. I should press charges.

Thankfully traffic is light for a Monday, probably because everyone else is at work already, so I make good time getting to the office. Sean is already there.

“And here comes the new assistant finally. Late on his first day, but had time to stop for a coffee, I see. Tsk tsk.”

“Yeah, yeah. Here, I got something for you.” I flip him off and sit at Katie’s old desk, my desk for the week.

◆◆◆
Nothing is where it’s supposed to be, so I spend half my morning searching through the drawers. Everything is all wrong. Who puts their stapler in the middle drawer? Between that and answering a deluge of emails from the German office, the morning goes pretty quickly. I look at the clock. Already 11:45 am. No wonder I have to piss.

I unzip in front of the urinal, my heart stops, and I growl. I look around to see if anyone else is in here. No one. I totally forgot that I had… these on today. I’ll have to run to the store on my way home and get some real underwear. I could have done that this morning if I weren’t already running late. For a moment I try to pull down the waistband through the fly on my pants, but I’m not having any luck. I zip up and walk to a stall, making sure the door is shut and latched behind me. Pulling my pants and panties down, I sit and release. This isn’t actually that bad. I don’t have to aim, just… make sure it’s pointed down. And none of that splatter all over from the urinal. I grab a wad of toilet paper to wipe away any dribbles and walk to the sink.

◆◆◆
That evening after work, I drive through a fast-food restaurant and head home. Sliding my shoes and socks off and then throwing my pants and shirt in the hamper, I run my hands across my head, massaging my scalp and roughing up my hair. I slip into a pair of shorts and an old T-shirt and head downstairs, hoping the fries aren’t cold. It isn’t until I finish eating and boot up my Xbox that I remember I planned to get new underwear after work. Oh well. Tomorrow after work.





Chapter 4



“What the fuck?” All my underwear is missing. Well, not missing, replaced. Inside are boxer briefs. In the entire drawer. I open my other drawers and start looking for—my panties? Where did that thought even come from? I grab a pair of briefs and slide them up my legs, adjusting myself when I get them pulled all the way up.

That dream. It has to be that dream. That was messed up. Last night—was it last night? A couple of nights ago?—I had a dream that all my underwear was replaced with panties, and I had to wear those. I must still have some kind of dream hangover from that. Weird. What a way to start a new workweek. Pushing that thought aside, I finish getting ready and think nothing more of it.

When I get in, Sean is already sitting at Katie’s old desk. “Not exactly the hot new assistant I wanted. I’m going to need to talk to what’s-her-name in HR about this.”

“What, I’m not showing enough leg for you?”

I look at his pants through the cutaway front panel of the desk. “Any other assistant I would say no, but in your case, you’re showing too much for my taste. I suppose you didn’t even get me a coffee this morning.”

“You suppose right.”

“Well, it’s a good thing I stopped and got my own before heading up here. I wouldn’t want one of those milkshakes you call coffee, anyway. Now hold all my calls. I’ll be in meetings all day.”

Sean rolls his eyes as I wink and walk past him into my office. As much as I wish I didn’t, I do have a lot of work today. The audit of the manufacturing division needs to be done before the end of the month. That just leaves us two-and-a-half weeks, and these records are a mess. Of course, if Sean and I would have kept up on things as the year went on, we wouldn’t have this tangle of numbers that don’t add up right. But if we did, we wouldn’t have had time for the at-work video game marathons either. Priorities.

◆◆◆
The rest of the week passes quietly, other than the occasional sound of me banging my head against my desk. Reconciling these reports is more of a mess than I thought. I want to be anywhere, doing anything other than this, but I still push through. Finally, just before lunch on Friday, I finish it. Now Sean won’t have to do anything next week except double-check my always impeccable work and give me thanks for all the time and hassle I saved him.

Thinking about next week reminds me it’s my turn to be assistant again. I figured I would dread it, but after this week, I’m kind of looking forward to it. I’ll sit out there and take a couple of phone calls and answer a few emails a day. Other than that, I can sit and space out, well, at least compared to this hell of a week. I wonder if that girl in HR has made any progress yet.

I look up her name and phone number and call her.

“Mags Beynon. How can I help you?”

“Hey Mags, it’s Matthew… Lands from Accounting.” Just hearing her voice makes me picture her, and I feel my cock harden.

“What can I do for you?”

I shift in my seat and put one hand on the front of my pants. I can think of a few things. “Just checking to see if there was any progress on hiring our new assistant yet?” I’m rubbing gently, my erection almost painful inside my pants

“Nothing definite, but I’ve got one lead that looks promising. Just don’t want to go too fast and scare her away.”

I can’t imagine anyone being scared away by a company showing interest too quickly. “Um, OK. Good. Just, uh, just keep doing whatever it is you do, I guess.” I need to slow down. Don’t want to make a mess, just want to get the blood flowing. “Oh, and make sure this one doesn’t turn out to be a dud like the last one.”

“Katie?” Her voice sounds cold.

“Yeah. And remember, the longer it takes, the hotter we’re going to expect the new assistant to be. Kidding!” I laugh at my joke.

“I’ll do you a favor and pretend you didn’t say that. Anything else?”

I forgot she has no sense of humor at all. I shift in my seat to find a more comfortable position. “Nope. Just wanted to check on that. Thanks.” I hang up the phone. Hopefully, her lead pans out sometime soon.

As soon as the hardness goes away, I walk out to tell Sean the news and plop on one of the waiting room chairs. “So I just talked to Miss Uptight down in HR.”

“Mags?”

“Yeah. She said she might have a lead on a candidate. So let’s hope that works out and we can get back to normal before too long.”

“Suits me. This is boring.”

“Yeah. Kind nice though. It’s still stuff to do. Just different stuff.”

“I guess. I’d rather be doing monthly closings and running forecasts, though.”

After the week of reports I just finished, I wouldn’t mind if I never saw another number again for the rest of my life. “Yeah, me too.”

“So, another hot date this weekend?”

I smile and wink. “Tomorrow night. Might be the hottest one yet. Hold on, let me show you.” I open the app and find her in my matches. “Holly.” I hand him my phone. “If she looks anything like that in person, I’m going to be having a great Saturday night.”

“Where are you taking her?” He hands the phone back.

“Elmore’s Third. Fancy enough that she should feel obligated to put out afterward.” Sean just shakes his head and looks at me as I stand up and head back to my office.





Chapter 5



Saturday evening comes, and I drive to Elmore’s. Holly and I exchanged a couple of messages today, and I’m pretty sure we’re both on the same page about tonight. I park and head in, giving my name to the hostess. She leads me to our table. Perfect spot. Tucked in toward the back, but not too close to the kitchen doors. The lighting is a little dimmer here, so hopefully things can be freer. I take the seat facing the front so I can see Holly when she comes around the corner.

It’s not long before I see her. She’s every bit as hot as in her photo. Jackpot. I smile, stand, and gesture her toward her seat, unable to take my eyes off the bounce of her breasts as she walks. She’s wearing a brown sleeveless belted a-line dress, and judging by the way her nipples are standing out, I don’t think she has a bra on. I’m struck for a minute by how pretty the dress looks on her, but then I tell myself it’s going to be gorgeous on my floor tonight.

We have just enough time for basic introductions before the server comes and asks for our drink orders. Before Holly can say anything, I tell him we’ll both just be having water tonight. I don’t want any issues later about whether or not she consented to what’s going to happen.

As we eat our entrees—my mediocre, overcooked steak and her chicken—I tell her about a time when the company I work for bought a smaller rival only to find out the other company’s books were completely fabricated. Really, they were just a mess, not actually fabricated, but I have to embellish things to make my job sound more interesting than it is. Just as I get to the point in the story where I’m storming into the CEO’s office, I feel something brush against my inner thigh. I freeze. Looking down, I see she’s slipped out of her shoe and is now running her toes up my leg. My breath catches. I look up to see her wink and run her tongue across her lower lip. This evening just got much better than I ever thought it would, and I already had high hopes.

“Maybe we can finish this story back at my place?” I ask her.

“I’d like that.”

Almost before the words leave her lips, I’m waving down the server. While I wait for the check, I squeeze my thighs together, holding her foot there in place as she wiggles her toes against my cock. I tilt my head back slightly and open my mouth. Fuck, she’s a dream come true.

As we walk to the front of the restaurant toward my car, I’m careful to hold my hands in front of me, hiding my rock hard erection tenting out my pants. I’m sure some people still notice it, but I can’t concentrate on anything but the ass I see in front of me. Two perfect half rounds, not jiggling but moving in time with each step. I can’t wait to see them without her dress and panties in the way.

Finally, we make it into my house. As soon as I shut the door behind us, she jumps on me. Literally. I have to wrap both my arms around her or else she would slide right off onto the floor.

“I’ve been waiting for this since we first matched,” she whispers.

“Me too.” I lean close, my face against hers. Then I tilt my head and bite her earlobe. A quick bite first before taking her earring and earlobe in my mouth and giving a slight tug and suck before I pull my lips away. I hear her purr in my ear as I walk her to the base of the stairs and set her back on her feet.

“Let’s take this upstairs.” I grab her hand and guide her up the stairs and into my bedroom.

I set my wallet on my dresser and just slip out of my shoes when I feel Holly tug on my arm. She bites her lower lip as she pulls me toward the bed. She spins me, and I feel the mattress brush against the back of my legs.

“Maybe we can do something about these?” She hooks a finger in my waistband and runs it around my side and to my back, where she pulls it away and brings it to her lips and sucks the tip.

My fingers can’t move fast enough as I unbuckle my belt and drop my pants to my knees. My cock springs upward as soon as I free it from the cloth prison of my underwear.

She pushes me down to the mattress as she drops to her knees in front of me.

“I can’t wait to taste you.” She immediately slides her lips around the head of my erection and tickles the tip with her tongue. “Mmm, so yummy.”

My breathing gets even more shallow as she licks her tongue down and back up my shaft. I reach one hand behind me to prop me up while I clench the other hand around her hair, pulling her closer to me. She gets the hint and takes me into her mouth. Just the tip at first, but then more, until finally I can feel my tip against the back of her throat. She takes it all with no complaint.

Slowly she pulls back, away, dragging her upper teeth against my shaft while she glides her tongue across the underside. My heart pounds faster in my chest as she reaches the tip and goes back for more.

After a couple more times of this, she moves even faster. I pull on her head, forcing her to take even more of me. She does. We’re now pumping in time. In. Out. In. Out.

With one last deep thrust, my cock explodes. She sucks on it as she struggles to take every drop of me. I collapse on my back as I feel her wet lips kissing around the base of my spent manhood.

“Where the fuck have you been?” I sit up as I ask her.

“I’m right here now.”

“Yes, you are.” I wrap my arms around her waist under her dress, and hook my fingers in the waistband of her panties. “I don’t really think we need these anymore, do we?”

“No, I don’t think we do.” With a shimmy she’s lifting her dress above her head at the same time I’m pulling her panties down around her ankles. I look up—I was right. No bra—at her beautiful breasts. Two perfect globes. My mouth salivates as I straighten and take one of her delicious fruits into my mouth.

Teasing her nipple with my tongue, I twirl us around so she’s now on her back on the bed and I’m on top of her. My cock stirs again, so I stand up and reach into the nightstand drawer, pulling out a condom. Holly takes the package from my fingers and rips it open. She tosses the wrapper aside as she kisses the tip of my once again erect cock and slides the sheath down its length. I push her back down onto the mattress as I spread her legs open for me and press my tip against her slick opening.

“You’re so wet. Is this what you want?” I ask her. She nods her head. “Tell me. Tell me you want my cock inside you. Beg me to put my cock inside you.”

“Fuck Matthew, yes. Yes. I want you inside me. I want your cock inside me. Please. Please.”

With a plunge, I’m inside. We both moan at the same time. I push inside her, gently at first, but then more firmly.

Her breath catches as I slide all the way in. “You’re so big.”

I grunt in acknowledgement.

Once I’ve pushed in as far as I can, I pull out just far enough to stick my hand between us, and then plunge back in. I see her slide backward on the bed as I stroke inside her while I circle my thumb around her clit.

Her pussy is so tight around me that it’s sending waves of pleasure throughout my body. Her back arches up as she presses herself toward me, taking every inch of me inside her. I pick up the pace and thrust harder. Each time faster. Just a few more pumps, a few more circles, and she throws her head back and starts screaming. I’m pushing in and out as hard as I can now, but my body is just about to give out as the wave overtakes me. It’s like my cock has a mind of its own, pumping furiously. Finally exhausted, I collapse next to her.

“Oh my God, that was so good.” I tell her between gasps.

“It was incredible,” she answers.





Chapter 6



The sun shines in through the window and wakes me. We forgot to close the blinds last night. In that moment, I would have forgotten nearly everything—locking the door, turning off the oven, letting the dog out to do his business. Nothing else would have existed for me, just the drive for pleasure. Thank God I don’t have a dog. I look at the alarm clock. 8:30 am. Holly barely stirs as I get out of bed.

I brush my teeth and stare at myself in the mirror, unconsciously running my free hand through my messy hair. Last night was phenomenal. I can’t just let her walk away after that. A night like that needs some kind of follow-up activity. But what? I grin, thinking of the possibilities.

“OK sleepyhead, time to get up.” I knock on the door separating the bathroom from the bedroom. Holly says something in response, but she has her head buried so far under the covers I can’t understand what she says. “Come on. I’m making breakfast.”

She pops up like a startled prairie dog. “Mmm, breakfast? What?”

“Yes, now come downstairs before it gets cold.” I go to the kitchen to wait for her.

After a couple of minutes, she thuds down the stairs, apparently still half asleep. She’s not the image of a graceful morning after. Her blonde hair is an explosion frozen in mid-blast. But she’s wearing one of my white button-down shirts. The top three buttons are undone, and it’s hanging loosely to one side, exposing her shoulder.

“I hope this is OK. It was on the floor. I don’t have anything else.”

“No, that’s fine.” That’s beyond fine. God, she is so hot right now. My cock tingles under my pajama pants. Turning away from her, I focus on the skillet. “I hope scrambled is OK. It’s one of the few things I know how to do.”

“You’d think you’d get plenty of practice with all the girls I’m sure you have over.”

I chuckle. “You’d think. But… you’re the only one I’ve ever made breakfast for.” She looks at me with a raised eyebrow. “I mean it. Normally I—this sounds terrible—normally I just call them an Uber if they’re still here when I wake up.”

“That does sound terrible.” She laughs. “So, did I just catch you on a good day? Are you going to put those on a paper plate and push me out the door to a waiting Uber?”

“I don’t know what’s different about today. Your paper plate idea is really good, though. I wish I had thought of that.” I wink and smile at her to make sure she knows I’m kidding. For some reason, I don’t want to run her away. She returns my smile. “But no. No car waiting outside for you. Unless you want me to order one. I can do that too. Like, if you want to leave? That’s fine. I guess I should have asked.” She has me stumbling all over myself.

“No. Eggs sound good. Thanks.”

We spend the next couple of hours talking—first at the dinning room table, then in the living room sitting at opposite ends of the couch, twisted to face each other—getting to know each other the way most people probably would have last night. Finally, before she actually does call a car to pick her up, we exchange numbers so we can talk outside the app. It’s something I’ve never done before. Normally, even if it’s a girl I might want to hookup with again, I refuse to message them for at least four weeks after our first date. And never outside the app. Anything else might give them the wrong impression. I want them to know exactly what the situation is.

◆◆◆
The next week at work flies by. Before I know it, it’s Friday morning. I’m really falling into the habit of the assistant thing. It has its challenges, but it’s a decent job. I have more respect for women who do this now. A bit. It’s still not exactly rocket science.

Just before three o’clock, Sean walks from his office and stands in front of me. “Hey, I’ve got a huge favor to ask.”

“Well, then you’d better go ask someone who might be willing to help,” I joke.

“Right? But no. Can you cover for me out here next week? Take my week as assistant? I’ve got a ton of work, and it needs to be done before Thursday. I tried to finish everything this week, but I’m not even close.”

“Oh. Yeah, I suppose I can do that. No problem. What are you working on?”

“Dude thanks. You are totally bailing me out. It’s the audit of the manufacturing division. It’s just a complete shit show.”

I blush. “Oh. I thought I got a good start on that last week.” What the hell are you talking about? I finished that last week. You’re right—it was a complete shit show. By the time I finished, though, it was polished and gorgeous.

“Man, I’d hate to have seen it before, then.” He laughs. “But seriously, thank you again for covering for me. I owe you.” He turns around and walks back to his office while I fume, wondering if he was insulting my work. Oh well. Whatever game he’s playing, he’s going to owe me now.

◆◆◆
Saturday afternoon, I text Holly. I’m breaking one of my inviolable rules—it’s only been one week since our date, way too soon to text her—but things seem different now. My feelings toward her are different. It’s not all just about the sex, although it is still very, very much about the sex. The wonderful, life-altering, cock-raising sex. The sex I’ve thought of every night for the last week as I lie in bed. First, I rub through my panties, the slick silk sliding along my stiffening shaft. Then, when I’m close to the edge, I finish by sliding my hand inside, trying to climax just as she does in my imagined fantasy.

Today, though, I mostly feel like talking.

“Hey, how was your week?” I wait for the three dots to appear. They don’t, so I toss my phone beside me. After just a couple minutes, though, my phone vibrates.

“It was good. Busy. How was yours?”

Holly works in risk management at a mid-level investment firm. I can’t exactly tell her my week was also busy when all I did was sit around and take phone calls and answer emails. “Good. Boring. Not a lot to do this week. What are you doing tonight?” I hope she says nothing. Maybe we can go out for drinks.

“Babysitting my nephew. My brother and his wife are on a romantic weekend away.”

“Oh. Good for them. And that sounds fun for you.” The thought of babysitting for an entire weekend makes me physically ill. The thought of babysitting for just an hour makes me cringe.

“It is! I adore him. I can think of other things that might sound a little more fun, though. Things you and I could do together.”

“Oh? Dirty things?”

“Of course! Dirty things are the best things.” This girl!

My body tingles, thinking about some of the dirty things we could be doing. “They certainly are. So, what dirty things do you have in mind?”

I watch as the three dots dance—rolling to the right, to the right, to the right. Over and over. The more I wait, the more excited I get. This must be something fantastic. I keep staring at the phone, but then the dots disappear. Still nothing. Oh. Finally, I set my phone down.

Around thirty minutes later, she texts back. “So sorry! Nephew decided he wanted to surprise me by making cookies. He’s four, smh. Anyway, why don’t we try some of those dirty things in person next weekend?”

I jolt goes through me. Next weekend? That’s too soon. But I don’t care. I don’t want to wait. “Next weekend sounds great. We can figure out the details later. Go make cookies now, lol.”

“Oh no. No cookies for him after the mess he just made. Talk later!”

◆◆◆
Monday morning, I’m running late for work, and it’s stressing me out. I hate being late, but everything just seems off this morning. I swear I got up at my normal time, but I was already five minutes later than usual when I got out of the shower.

Then when I pull my clothes out of the closet, they’re all wrong. Well, they aren’t, obviously, but they don’t seem right to me. I pull my pants up my freshly shaved legs just like any other morning, but then I have a hard time buttoning my shirt. It’s like the buttons are facing the wrong way or something. It’s silly. I know they aren’t, but they seem off. Or maybe my fingers aren’t working right this morning. Either way, I’m finally able to get it buttoned after a few failed tries.

That done, I grab a pair of black shoes from the shoe rack and walk to my dresser. It’s supposed to be chilly today, so I pick out a pretty pair of lavender wool socks. Just as I sit on the bed to pull them on, though, I notice the shoes are different from what I’d thought. These aren’t the oxfords I wear most days. They’re a pair of slip-on loafers—more slender than usual and with a pointier toe. Hmm, I don’t like those socks with these shoes. I look in the drawer for something that will work better. After a bit of rummaging, I pull out a different pair. I draw them up to my knees, the thin black sheer material clinging tightly to my legs. After running my hands up and down them a couple of times to enjoy the silky smoothness, I tug my pant legs down and slip into my loafers.

I stand in front of the mirror, and after brushing some stray hairs away from my forehead, I’m satisfied. More than satisfied, I look good. But now I really needed to hurry. I look at the clock. I should have left over ten minutes ago.

Thankfully, Sean doesn’t seem to notice I’m late, or at least he doesn’t say anything about it. I settle in at the desk, login, and see a backlog of emails from the weekend and this morning. Who emails before 9am? But I see they’re mostly from the German office, so I can excuse that.

Sean doesn’t come out of his office all day. At lunch, I buzz into him and ask if he wants anything. Thanking me, he tells me he packed a lunch. I didn’t pack, and wouldn’t have had time if I’d even wanted to. So I’m relying on the kindness of vending machines today. I log out and head down to the break room.

As I walk into the break room, I nearly collide with the lady from HR. I take a second to think of her name… Mags. That’s it. Such a weird name you’d think I would remember.

“Hey! How’s it going?” She asks as we barely avoid running into each other.

“Good. How about with you?”

“Everything is going well.” She looks me up and down. “I didn’t think this was your week as assistant.”

“Oh? I mean, it’s not. Well, it wasn’t supposed to be, but Sean had some reports to finish up before a deadline this week. He asked if I could take this week for him.”

“Ah OK. You didn’t want to do the reports yourself?”

“Me? Oh no! I’d make an absolute jumble of them.” I laugh. “Let him handle that. I wouldn’t touch them with a ten-foot pole.”

Mags lights up. She has a very pretty smile. I can’t help smiling as well. “Anyway, I think I definitely have a candidate who is interested in that position. Now we just have to reel them in.” She chuckles. “You know how it is.”

“Oh good, that’s great news! I’ll tell Sean when I get back from lunch. I suppose I should let you get back to work. It was so good seeing you!”

“It was good seeing you, too.” She looks me over once more and then walks away.





Chapter 7



Saturday’s the big day. Date two with Holly. Originally, we had agreed to just meet at my place, but that bothered me. I don’t know what it is, but there’s something about her. This could be more than just physical for me, so I want to get to know her. And also still continue to bang her. So I suggested another dinner first, like a proper date. This time I asked her to pick the place, and she chose a Chinese place on the north side of town. From a quick internet search, it looks tiny—a place I would drive by and probably never know exists—but it has great reviews. I’m excited about trying it.

After showering, I style my chin-length hair. It seems like I’ve been growing it out for months, so I’m glad it’s finally getting closer to the length I want. There are still several inches to go, but at least I can see the progress. Now when I part it from left to right, it gives me the illusion of long sweeping bangs.

That done, I walk to the closet to pick out my outfit. My jaw drops as I look. This will be more complicated than I thought. There are so many choices running through my head that I stand there paralyzed, mouth agape. After what seems like an hour but is probably just a couple of minutes, I begin picking potential outfits and tossing them on my bed.

When I have four that I like, I examine them more closely. I really like the idea of a sweater with a jacket over it. Very professorial. But is that the look I want tonight? And does that even look good on me? I hold the sweater up to me and stand in front of the mirror, imagining a jacket over it. No. Don’t like it. I toss it back on the bed. What about all black? That’s always stylish, but is it too dark and moody? Probably, so that’s a no too. Hmm…. I’m drawn to the skinny jeans, dark enough that they’re dressy, but with a medium wash so they don’t look too stiff. I like those. But what top to wear? I look at the clothes scattered on my bed and eliminate all of them. Returning to my closet, I see it: Just a plain white button-down. The perfect combo for tonight.

Now shoes. Definitely not athletic shoes, that just screams that I’m not even trying. But no oxfords or loafers either. Too businessy. Ooh, those! I pull out a pair of black Doc Martens. Perfect for this outfit. A little two-inch heel to give me some extra height, but still clunky and solid. I roll up the cuff of my jeans so it’s just above the height of the boots and then step into them. As I tie them, I notice the laces are glittery. Cute!

When I get inside the restaurant, I see Holly already sitting at a table. She’s staring out the window, so she must not have noticed me. I walk over quietly.

“Excuse me, is this seat taken?”

“Yes actually. I’m waiting for someone. I’m sorry.” She turns to me briefly and then turns away.

I’m not sure if this is a game, so I stand there for a minute. Finally, I sit down. “Sorry I’m late. You look beautiful tonight.” She’s curled her blonde hair into loose waves that fall delicately onto the shoulders of her red sweater. Her makeup is toeing the line of being overdone, but it suits her face and personality perfectly.

She turns back to me, startled. “Matthew? Oh my God! I didn’t even recognize you. You look… Is your hair different?” She seems puzzled about something.

“Maybe? I have been growing it out, so it might be a little longer than last time.”

“Hmm… maybe.”

“In your defense,” I lower my voice, “so far we’ve spent most of our time together either naked or nearly naked. Maybe I look different with clothes on.” I give her a devious wink.

“Mmm, that’s true. I’ll have to have a proper compare and contrast later.”

With the initial awkwardness out of the way, we soon settle into a comfortable ease that brings a smile to my face and keeps it there through the entire meal—the whole delicious meal. Holly was right: This place is amazing.

The server brings the check to our table, and I pull a credit card from my wallet and hand to her. “So, would you like to come back to my place again tonight?”

“We can. Or I was thinking… I just live a couple blocks that way. We could go to my apartment tonight. It’s not as big as your house, but I’m not sure we need that much space for what we have planned anyway. And it’s a lot closer.”

Being closer is an enormous advantage. “Your place it is.” I stand and pull on my coat.

As we walk the two blocks to her apartment, our hands brush a couple of times. Totally accidentally. At least the first time was. But that first time sent a spark through me that I want to feel again, so I make sure my hand swings across hers, my knuckles gently brushing across her smooth skin.

She looks over at me and smiles. “Can’t wait another five minutes to get your hands on me?”

“It was all I thought about during dinner. I’ve already waited too long.” I walk in front of her, grabbing her shoulders and pushing her against the painted concrete building. Our lips touch, and I run my tongue along her lower lip. She opens to take it in. Just that quickly, we’re making out against a downtown building, and I’m pushing my body against her.

When we’re both starved for air, she pulls away slightly. “Someone is certainly glad to see me.” She slips her hand between us and squeezes my erection through my jeans.

I shift and let out a slight groan. “Someone certainly is.” I move my mouth from her lips to the side of her jaw and then to her neck. Oh God, her smell. Jasmine and honey, and I want to get lost in that scent forever. I close my eyes and take in as much of it as I can, my chest expanding as I inhale.

“We need to stop, or we’ll never make it to my apartment.”

“Do you want to stop?”

“Hell no. But I want this,” she squeezes my cock again, “and I can’t have that here. So we need to stop—no, not stop. Postpone. We need to postpone this. Just a couple more minutes.”

I groan in disagreement, but I pull back from her. Looking into her eyes, I see the same animalistic desire there that I know she sees in mine. I blink and take a step back. “Two minutes. Then we’re getting naked wherever we are.”

She laughs. “We’d better hurry then.” She grabs my hand and pulls me behind her.

When we get to her building, she fumbles through her purse for the access card. It doesn’t help that I’m kissing the back of her neck while she’s looking for it. As my lips pass across her skin, she pushes her hips back toward me, grinding her ass against my imprisoned cock.

“I don’t know how much longer I can hold out. You need to find that damn key.”

“This would be a lot easier if you weren’t distracting me.”

“Maybe this will be like the movies. Someone will walk out and let us in.”

“Would you let in two people behaving the way we are?”

“Then you’d better find that key card in a hurry.”

After what seems to be an eternity, she unlocks the door, and we rush to the elevator. Before the door even closes behind us, she pushes me against the wall, cold metal against my back while her hands burn against my chest.

“I want you so fucking much, Matthew. I need you right here.” She doesn’t give me a chance to reply before her lips are against mine, her tongue sliding inside my mouth. She tastes like chiles and soy sauce, and I’m about to burst. If this elevator doesn’t hurry, I’m going to come right here. I try everything to hold back, but she making it so difficult. Her hands are running across my abdomen, leaving my skin tingling as they pass. Finally, thankfully, the elevator chimes the fourteenth floor, and I pull back, biting her lower lip as I do.

In her apartment, we don’t even bother with the lights. Both of us undressing as she leads me to her bedroom, letting our clothes fall where they will. I gently push her down against the bed, her legs dangling off, and I lower myself to my knees.

“Holy hell, Matthew…”

“You want this?”

“More than anything.”

I practically rip her panties off and waste no time burying my head between her legs. She’s soaking wet, and I want to lap up every drop. Between the feel of her against my dancing tongue and the smell of her musky perfume, I lose myself. I want to tease her—to drag this out and make her suffer—but I can’t. Before I know it, I feel her body shift as she throws her head and shoulders back into the mattress, lifting herself up and into me. I pull my head away and press two fingers inside her, probing, until the increasing rhythm of her moans tells me it’s the right spot. My sole purpose at this moment is to make her explode. It’s not long before she does.

“Jesus Christ. You’re magical.”

My fingers are still inside her as I crawl up and rest beside her on the bed, my face inches from hers. I pull my fingers out of her and bring them to my face, licking each delicious one like it’s a popsicle and her juices are my favorite flavor.

She pushes me to my back and straddles my belly. Leaning down, she kisses me, tracing my mouth with her tongue, licking her juice from my lips. Then she moves down to my neck, kissing every inch as she goes. Down. Along my collarbone. Stopping on my left nipple. She starts with a couple of kisses on it, but then takes it into her mouth and sucks. I let out a moan, and that makes her bite down. Every nerve in my body lights up with the sensation. I can’t help myself. I grunt, and my muscles tense.

“Oh, you like that, do you?”

I can’t speak; I just nod my head. She keeps on. Sucking and biting. Sucking and biting. Then I feel something on my other nipple. She pinches it between two fingers, and I’m buried in a confused mix of feelings. I’ve never felt something that hurts so much and brings me so much pleasure at the same time. I close my eyes as if my body can handle only so many sensory inputs at once.

“I’m going to come.” I warn her.

“Oh no, you’re not. I’m just starting.”

She lets go of my nipples, and instantly my body cries out in frustration and loneliness. But before I know it, I feel her pushing my legs apart. My engorged erection is about to explode across her ceiling, but she ignores it. Her hand cups my balls, and she scrapes her fingernails across my sensitive skin. Then I feel her breath against my sack. Warm and tickling the hairs. She licks up the middle and I hope this means she’s moving to my cock, but she doesn’t. Instead, she wraps her lips around one of my balls and gives it a gentle tug. At first it hurts, and I’m just about to tell her, but then she sucks on it. That bewildering mix of pain and pleasure comes right back. Not as intensely as with my nipples, but almost as good. I lay my head back down and, without thinking, start to gently rock my hips up and down.

She breaks away and finally gives my cock the attention it’s been longing for. She runs her tongue from the base, up the shaft, to the tip where she circles. Once, twice. I moan in ecstasy. Yes! Take me now! And for a moment, she does. She wraps her lips around me and takes all of me into her mouth, but then she pulls out and blows along the length of my now wet rod. I shiver in excitement as she kisses the tip.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

“Remember how you made me beg?” I do. It was so hot when she begged for my cock. “Well, I want you to beg me. Beg me to suck your cock.”

“Please. Please.” She gives the head a slow lick. “Oh my God, I can’t take much more. Please. Suck my cock, please. Please Holly. I need this.”

“Such a good boy.”

Her lips wrap around the head, sucking only on it before moving down. Slowly down. Way more slowly than I want. “Please. I’m begging.” That does the trick. Now I feel my entire length inside her, my head rubbing against the back of her mouth. She moves back and forth, and now I’m moving my hips in time with her. Slowly at first, but now faster. My body goes weak and the only sensation I’m aware of is her mouth on me, taking me.

I can’t hold out anymore. “I’m going to come.” And I do. I feel spurt after spurt. She pulls away just a little, still keeping me in her mouth. Taking each shot as it comes. I feel her tongue brush against the underside of my cock as she swallows each drop.

“I want you to taste yourself.” She tells me as she crawls up and kisses me. My semen flooding into my mouth along with her tongue. “You taste so wonderful. I needed to share.”

I swallow. I’m glad she did.





Chapter 8



“Well, this is interesting.” I wake up to the sound of her voice as she rubs something smooth against my exposed arm.

Still savoring last night, I don’t open my eyes yet. I want to lie like this all morning. This is the first time I’ve truly been glad to wake up with someone.

“Do you like that?” She moves from my arm down to my naked chest. My nipple hardens as she circles around it.

“Mmm-hmm.”

“I know you do.” She pushes me to my back and climbs on top of me, straddling me just above my belly button. I open my eyes and smile at her. “You’re a sissy who likes the feel of panties” Her hand reaches between her legs, not to play with herself, but to reach through and tease me with… those are my panties.

The blood leaves my face, and I sit up as much as I can with her on top of me. “No. Not at all.”

“Your cock is telling me something different.” It rises as she teases the fabric gently across its head. “Don’t deny it. I know these are yours.”

I look around her to see my satiny black panties trimmed in dark pink lace. “No, I’m not. I’m not denying it. Those are mine, but they’re just panties. The same as you wear. It’s not like I get off by wearing them or something.”

“Are you sure about that? It sure seems like you do.” She scoots down, and now she’s resting on my thighs. With my panties wrapped around her hand, she strokes my now fully erect member. “I think you like this. You like the feel of these silky panties rubbing against your cock. I think you like wearing these. I think you’re a sissy who loves wearing women’s clothes.”

“No… I… it’s just… it’s not…” I can’t talk. I can’t even think. Her touch feels so wonderful against me. It fills my entire reality.

“Shh.” She leans across me, over me, covering my mouth with her finger. Trapping my cock between us. “I’m wet just thinking about it. About you all dressed up. It’s so hot.”

But it’s not like that. It’s just underwear. There’s nothing sexual—

She sits up again, aligns the tip of my rod against her slick entrance, and guides me inside. Suddenly she’s rocking on me, back and forth and up and down. I roll my head back, unsure I can take much of this after last night.

“Mmm, you feel so good inside me. So good.” She continues writhing around atop me. Just as she’s about to bring me to the brink, she stops and slips away.

“I’m so close.” I’m practically panting.

“You don’t get to come just yet.” She slides off me, off the bed, and stands beside me. I watch her walk around to the nightstand on the other side. She bends over, her full breasts dangling delightfully. “Oh no! No peeking. Face the other way. Roll over, mister.” I do as she says. “Now close your eyes.” It seems like overkill since I’m already facing away, but I do. “Good boy. Or should I say good girl? I think that’s it. Good girl.”

“Holly… no, it’s not like—”

“Shh, no talking.”

I hear her close the drawer, and I feel her crawl across the bed to me. Her hands go to my hips, guiding me to roll over, face down this time. “Attagirl. Now I want you up on your hands and knees.”

“I don’t know. I don’t think—”

“No talking if you want me to let you come.”

As I get to my hands and knees, she reaches between my legs and strokes my balls. My back arches as I feel her touch. Not satisfied by simply running her fingernails along my sack, she soon teases a finger up and down my cock. I purr in excitement.

“Ooh, she likes to have her girlcock teased, does she?” I want to tell her to stop calling me that. I’m not a girl. I don’t want to be a girl. I don’t dress up like a girl. I want to tell her that, but I can’t. Her touch feels so wonderful I can’t say anything.

Suddenly she stops, and I whimper at her absence. I turn my head, but before I can move more than an inch, she stops me with a palm pressed gently against my cheek, a reminder I’m not to peek. When I once again face the headboard, I hear a snap behind me.

I gasp when her hand comes back to my cock. Her now frigid hand. Now… slick. The snap I heard must have been the top of a bottle of lube. She rubs her hand up and down my full length. The chill sends shivers through my body, but the friction quickly warms the slippery gel. I bury my head in the pillow below me, raising my ass higher, giving her more access to my bits.

“Do you like this? Does the little girl like having her girlcock rubbed?”

“Yes.” I don’t argue. I don’t want her to stop.

“Do you want more?”

“Yes, please.” I easily fall back into the pleading from last night, but she removes her hand.

“Tell me you want more.”

“I want more.”

“Tell me you’re a sissy girl and you want more.”

“I’m not. I’m really not a siss—”

“I guess she doesn’t want any more. That’s a shame. It was about to get really fun for both of us. If you want me to keep going, you have to say it. Otherwise I’ll order you an Uber and not even make eggs for you.”

I smile at the reference. “Please don’t stop. I’m begging. Please. I want more.”

“Tell me.”

“But it’s not true.”

“Tell me.”

I sigh. If I weren’t thinking with my cock, there’s no way I would ever say it, but all I can think about is how fantastic her hand felt wrapped around me. The warmth of it. The swishing, slurping noise of her well-lubricated hand pumping the length of my erection.

“Please. I want more. I… I’m a sissy girl, and I want more.” Hearing the words come from me is so embarrassing.

“Such a good girl.” She runs a finger slowly down my spine. Teasing inch by inch as it goes lower and lower. When she reaches the top of my crack, she wriggles her finger from side to side. Then down the center of one cheek. Now back up the center of the other. Now gliding gently just along the edge of where both cheeks meet. I never realized how erogenous this is.

“You’re such a good girl,” she says as she runs her finger up and down. I hear the lid snap open again, and my cock stirs, knowing what comes next. After a moment, she returns her freshly lubed hand to my hardness. I gasp again. This time not at the cold, but at the tingle that starts in my manhood and flows out through the rest of my body. A tingle made stronger by the one finger still teasing around my rear. With each pass, it probes a little further. Gliding so gently, I realize it’s thoroughly lubed as well.

When her finger reaches my rear entrance, I realize it’s not a finger. It’s… I’m not sure, but it feels wonderful as it glides back and forth across my virgin hole.

“Do you like this?”

“Yes.”

“I can stop if you want me to.”

“No. Please don’t stop.” The last thing in the world I want is for you to stop.

She presses the tip of whatever it is against my asshole while she rubs slowly up and down my cock, fingers swirling around the tip each time she comes to it. “Do you want me to keep going?”

“Yes.”

“Did you forget your manners?” She stops.

I’m puzzled for a moment, unsure what that means. “Yes, please?” Does she want me to beg again? “Please keep going. Please give me more.”

“I will because you’re such a good and polite girl.” Her hand resumes with heightened intensity, so much that for just a moment I lose track of her other hand. Just a moment until I feel something enter me from behind. Suddenly I can think of nothing but that. I tighten my muscles.

“Just relax. Everything is fine. Relax, and this won’t hurt.”

The last thing I can do is relax with something poised to enter a place I never expected anything to enter. I feel her let go of my cock and run one finger up and down its length again.

“Trust me. It feels strange at first, but you’re going to love this. I know you will. Unclench. Relax. I won’t hurt you.” I relax a little and feel her slide it into me more. “Good girl. Just keep relaxing. I’m going to put a little more lube on here to make it even smoother. You might not even feel it go in.”

Somehow I doubt that, but still, I focus on relaxing. It’s amazing how much work it takes to relax those muscles when they want to squeeze with all their might. I feel the tip of the toy return. My instinct is to tighten again, but I don’t. Instead, I loosen even more. Something about this intrigues me.

“This is going to go in so easily, and you’ll love it so much. You do want this, don’t you?”

I should say no. I shouldn’t want this. But I do. Feeling the tip poised to enter me, I want this more than anything in the world. “Yes…” The word comes out in a breath. “Please.”

“Attagirl. Here it comes.” I feel her slide it in a little further and then pull away before pushing even further in. I gasp. Whatever it is, it’s inside me now. “Do you like that?”

“I… I’m not sure yet.”

“That’s because that’s just the tip. You want more than just the tip.” I feel my hole widen as she pulls back out. What is this? Then, with another gentle push, she nests it even further inside me. Then further yet. Before I know it, she’s fucking me with whatever this is and stroking my cock at the same time.

My breath stops. I try to restart it, but I can’t. Finally, with a moan buried in my pillow, I’m able to exhale and inhale again.

“I think our girl does like it, doesn’t she?”

I don’t care what she calls me at this point. This thing has been inside me for less than a minute, and I’m already about to lose it. The only thing I care about now is that she doesn’t stop. “Yes. More… More.” My voice gets louder but less intelligible with each syllable.

I’m now throwing my hips backward with each thrust, catching it, trying to force more and more inside me. I want all of it. I want more than all of it. Her hand drops from my erection, and I feel her warm naked body against mine. Her breasts pressing down against my lower back. Just her hand and this toy between us. Her entire body thrusting forward, into me, at the same time I’m thrusting backward, into her.

I try to hold out. I try not to come. But I can’t stop it. I unload all over the sheets below me. Unable to hold myself, I collapse onto the bed, onto the sticky mess I just made. I try to catch my breath, and I hear her doing the same behind me. All her body weight is pushing down against me now. It’s comforting to have it there.

I don’t know how long we lie there like this—her on top of me, that thing still pushed inside me, my belly smeared with my own semen. Finally, she lifts herself up and pulls it out of me, shifting beside me on the bed. Her mouth is against my ear.

“Did you like that?”

I still haven’t caught my breath, so I just nod.

“That was your first time, wasn’t it?” I nod again. “I could tell. You did so good. So good. You’re such a good girl.” She leans in and nibbles on my earlobe. I sigh. “I can’t wait to fuck your little pussy again.”





Chapter 9



The following morning, my alarm rings, and my mind brings me to Holly’s apartment. Waking up to her voice, to her running her hands all over me… to her dildo. I smile. Never in a million years would I have expected to like that, but I did. I do. I loved it and have barely been able to stop thinking about it since. But I need to because now I need to get in the shower.

It’s a struggle not to get distracted during the shower, especially when a blast of water hits my nipple just right and sends waves of ecstasy through me. I didn’t know water could do that; I’ll remember that for later. Now, though, I need to get to work. With more effort than it should take, I focus on washing my hair, body, and shaving.

Wrapping one towel under my armpits and twisting my hair up into the other, I walk to my closet to find an outfit for today. It catches my eye as soon as I see it—the navy blue blouse with colorful little dodo birds all over it. I smile, thinking about dodos and dildos and know this is the perfect top for today. And the red pants with this. The red on the dodos matches them almost exactly. Satisfied, I unwrap my hair, so I can blow dry it in the bathroom.

With my hair done, I walk to my dresser for a pair of panties and a cami to wear under my blouse. Now, the blouse and the pants. I pull a pair of black leather Chelsea boots from my shoe rack and slip them on. Standing up, I nearly fall on my face. I don’t remember the boots having that high of a heel. I look down and see I’m raised up at least three inches. Next time I’ll pay attention before I stand up, I laugh to myself. I walk to the mirror to give myself a once over. Such a cute top! Even if it didn’t remind me of yesterday morning, I would still love it.

I go back to the dresser for my wallet. Reaching behind me, I feel for my pocket. There isn’t one. Weird. Oh well. My hand goes to the side pocket. There is a one, but it’s only big enough for me to slip the tips of my fingers inside. What the hell? Where did I get these pants? This can’t be right. Did I not notice when I bought them? I guess I probably wouldn’t have. Who notices the pockets when they buy clothes?

Shoot! My mind searches for solutions. There aren’t any pockets in my blouse. Plus, I couldn’t put my wallet there, anyway. My laptop bag? What if I just put it in there and took that to work? I think that should work. And there’s easily room for my keys and a tube of chapstick in there too. Great idea. I walk downstairs and grab a coat and my bag from the closet. I slip my wallet and a couple other things inside it, pull the strap over my shoulder, and walk out the door.

Once I get into the office, I go right to my desk and sit down, opening the lower right-hand drawer and tossing my bag in the back before shutting it away. I log in and start checking emails. Nothing too important, so I check the news instead. Halfway through an article on the upcoming government debt crisis, Sean walks in. We smile and say hello.

“Have you gotten a coffee yet?” He looks over my desk and doesn’t see a cup. “Would you mind getting me one when you go down?”

I wasn’t planning to have any this morning. “Sure. No problem. I… How do you take it? I don’t think I know.” I lock my desk drawer, log out, and stand up.

“Lots of sugar, lots of cream.” He hands me the mug he’s grabbed from his office. “An old coworker used to make fun of me, saying it’s more like a coffee-flavored milkshake.”

“Mmm, that’s the best way.” I laugh. “Be right back.”

In the break room, I’m third in line for coffee. I’m standing twirling the mug around in my hands when I notice Mags walk in.

“Mags…” I wave to get her attention. “Hey! How are you?”

“Oh, hey you!” As she turns to me, she looks me up and down. She does that every time she sees me. What is up with that? “How was your weekend?”

I blush as I replay memories from Saturday night and yesterday. “It was good. How was yours?”

“Boring.” She laughs. “I didn’t do a thing. It was great! So how are things as the temporary assistant?”

“Uh.. Good. It’s good. Any idea when we’ll have the new girl ready to take over?”

“We’re getting really close, so I don’t think it will be long at all. We just need to finalize some things and then get her familiar with her new role. So, maybe only a couple more weeks.” As she says this, she tilts her head and stares at me, at my body, like she’s evaluating me.

I look up in her eyes, questioning her, but she’s blank. I lower my voice, so no one will hear: “What is it?”

“What’s what?”

“You always look at me like that. Like some kind of examination or something.”

“I do? I don’t mean to. Sorry. I just like your sense of style, I guess.” I squint my eyes and stare at her. She seems uncomfortable now and looks away. Is that all there is to it?

“Oh, um, thanks? It’s not that you notice anything strange?”

“Strange?”

“This is going to sound silly, but sometimes things just seem—I don’t know—different somehow. Like… is my height is the same as always?” Where did that come from? Of course my height is the same as always. Now she’s going to think I’m crazy.

She laughs and looks down. “Well, you do have sky-high heels on, so I guess those are making you taller. But every time I’ve noticed, you’re always wearing heels. So I think that’s the same as always. Are you OK?”

I’m always wearing heels? Maybe? I don’t remember… but that seems right? “Um, yeah. Fine. I’m good. Just… I don’t know. Weird weekend. Still recovering from that, maybe.” I shake my head as if settling things back in place.

“My weird weekend days are past, but I know what you mean.” She smiles and puts her hand on my arm. The touch is warm and reassuring. “Get your coffee. It’ll help.”

“Oh. Right. I almost forgot. But this is for Mr.—Sean. Not me. Maybe I need some after all.”

“Maybe!” she winks. “See ya around!” She turns away from me and heads back down the hall. Did she just hurry to leave the break room without getting what she came for? Maybe this is all just my imagination. For now, though, I need to get Sean his coffee. And I will get a cup for myself too.

◆◆◆
The following weekend, Holly is out of town. That means I need to find my own entertainment, but I can handle that. I plan a weekend of lounging around, doing nothing except watching football from sunrise to sunset. Even past sunset. The best football doesn’t happen until the evenings. Saturday morning I shower, change into a pair of pink sweats and a white tee that says “This Is TIGERS Country” in faded blue letters, and park myself on the couch downstairs. The shirt is about 3 sizes too big on me, but that only makes it more comfy.

I tuck my legs under me and pull the oversized shirt over, completely covering them. Flipping to one of the pregame shows, I watch interviews for a little while, checking the game times scrolling along the bottom. It looks like there aren’t any games I’m interested in until the later set this afternoon. Figures that would happen when I have the whole day planned around this. I skim through the other channels, looking for something to catch my eye. Maybe there's a movie or a TV show, but nothing seems interesting.

I do need to go to the grocery store sometime this weekend. I could do that now while there’s nothing on. Hmm… and then get things to make nachos for the game later. I toss the thought around my head, weighing it against my laziness. Sloth versus the cheesy promise of nachos. It’s a close one, but queso finally pulls ahead in the end. I head back upstairs to change.

As I toss my sweats and tee on the bed, something makes me open the top dresser drawer. I don’t know why. I’m already wearing a pair of panties, so I don’t need anything from there. But I open it anyway. There, on the left side, is a neatly arranged row of bras. This makes no sense at all. Why on earth do I have bras? I know I didn’t buy these. Did I?

I pick one up to examine it. It’s all black. The cups are trimmed in a lace that is just barely a shade later—a deep, shadowy grey. It looks like it would fit me. Of course it would. It’s in my drawer in my house. I wonder what it feels like to wear it? Unsure for a split second how to put it on, I hold it in front of me and stare. After a moment, I slip my arms through the straps and reach behind me to fasten the hooks. I look at myself in the mirror and laugh. This is silly. I don’t have breasts, so why would I wear a bra? The material of the cups is bunched up on my chest. I grab a pair of socks and stuff them into the empty cups. That looks so much better. There are some lumps, obviously, but at least this gives me an idea of what it would look like if I filled the cups. I pull a shirt over my head and look at myself from various angles. Not bad at all. A lot better than I would have thought. I still don’t understand why I have these though. I turn to my left, looking over my shoulder into the mirror, seeing the hint of a bra strap through the back of my shirt. There’s no reason for me to ever wear one. I pull on a pair of jeans and forget that I’m wearing the bra.

◆◆◆
“Ow!” I rub my boob through the bra after accidentally bouncing it against the doorjamb. Being more careful this time, I head out to get the rest of the groceries from my car. If I hurry, I can still watch most of the second half of the early games.





Chapter 10



“How’s my girl today?”

“Good! Busy sorting reports. What are you doing?”

“Thinking about you and that pussy of yours. I can’t wait to make it mine again.” As soon as I read her text, I yank the phone to my chest and glance around to make sure no one else can see it. No one is here, but better safe than sorry.

“Holly!! You can’t just text me that while I’m at work! Someone could have seen it.”

“Aren’t you in your office?”

“I don’t have an office. My desk is in the middle of a little waiting room. Luckily, no one’s here.”

“So, no one there knows what a slut you are?”

“OMG! No! No one here knows what a slut I am, and I’d like to keep it that way, thank you.” I roll my eyes.

“Where’s the fun in that?”

“Nowhere. Now when are we going to have fun again? My pussy misses you.”

“Matthew!! You can’t just text me things like that while you’re at work!”

“Oh shut up! Tomorrow?” It’s been almost two weeks since I last saw her, and I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her since. She was out of town this past weekend, so that limited us to texting and frequent sexting. But now I need to feel her silicone inside me.

“Tomorrow is great. When you get home, send me pictures of the panties you’re going to wear.”

I respond with three kiss emojis and put my phone back in the top drawer.

What am I doing? I berate myself. I need to stop this! I know something is going on. It started as soon as I took over as Sean’s administrative assistant. Things have been changing. My clothes. The way people act toward me. Sometimes even the way I think about myself. I know this is happening, but sometimes it’s hard to remember. I just get caught up and don’t think about it, I guess. To help, I’ve started writing all the changes I notice on the notepad app on my phone.

I pull my phone back out of the drawer and look at my list to remind myself:

	All my blouses are very feminine.


	My pants don’t have pockets.


	I have 8 different purses in my closet and I don’t remember buying any of them.


	My shoes are all high heels now. I think I had some flats before?


	I found makeup in my bathroom.


	There is a bottle of nail polish on my end table. And more in my bathroom closet.


	I think my voice might sound different.


	I think my hair used to be shorter (not sure about this one).






I add one more:

	It feels normal for Holly to call me a girl and talk about my pussy.






I read through the list twice, trying to memorize it, but knowing I probably won’t be able to. Last night, as soon as I noticed the bottle of pink nail polish sitting on my end table, I wrote it on my list, but once I set my phone down, I grabbed the bottle and unscrewed the top. Then I sat on my couch watching reality shows and painting my fingernails without giving it a second thought. I hold my hands out in front of me, looking at my nails. It is a really pretty color. I smile.

At lunch, I nervously walk to the break room. I’m worried I’ll run into Mags. There’s something… strange about her, about the way she acts around me. It makes no sense, but somehow I know she’s behind this. I just need to hang on, though. This all started when I took the assistant job, so once she finds a permanent hire, everything should be normal again.

When I walk inside, I scan quickly to make sure she’s not there. She’s not, so I walk to the vending machine and buy a soda. Then I grab my paper bag from the refrigerator and leave, heading back to my desk. I eat there every day now to help reduce the chance of running into… whatever she is. Walking back, I hear the relaxing click of my heels on the floor. Click. Click. Click. So satisfying. So comforting.

Back at my desk, I look down and smile. I’m far from a shoe fanatic, but I do love a sexy pair of pumps. I see my bright blue sling backs, and my heart flutters. If it’s possible to be in love with a shoe then I am with these. They have an outrageous four-inch spike heel, but that doesn’t even put them in the top five non-sensible shoes in my closet. One day I hope to actually make enough money that I can afford the real things instead of these knock-offs, but until then, these will have to do. I wiggle my pantyhose-clad toes inside the shoes and sigh contentedly.

◆◆◆
At work the next day, all I can think about is seeing Holly. With a wave of guilt, I realize it’s not even seeing her that I’m looking forward to. I mean, she’s great and I love her to bits, but it’s her drawer full of toys that I’m really looking forward to.

“Mr. McNeil?” I knock on his office door.

“Yeah. Matty, what’s up?”

“Just wondering since it’s been quiet so far today if I could leave a little early? Maybe? Like at 4 or 4:30? If not, that’s OK.”

“Yeah, that’s fine. You can probably even leave at 3:30 if you want. I doubt if things get busy all of a sudden after lunch on a Friday. Hot date?”

I blush. “Um, no. Maybe? Not really. Just doing something with a friend.”

“If he’s just a friend, why is your face so red?” He chuckles.

“It’s not even a he, so ha!” I stick my tongue out at him and walk back to my desk. Before I sit down, I turn back and yell, “thanks. You’re the best!”

“I know. And you’re welcome.”

There are less than three hours left in the workday now, but they still drag. Two phone calls. That’s all I have that whole time. But finally 3:30 comes. I grab my purse and head out the door, thanking Mr. McNeil again before leaving.

Home with almost 2 hours to spare, I still feel rushed for time. My hair already magically looks good today, so I pull it up while I hop in the shower to clean and shave. Afterward, I redo my makeup, touch up the parts of my hair that didn’t make it so perfectly through the shower, and head out to pick out an outfit. The part I know I’m going to struggle with.

Only I don’t. As soon as I open my closet, I see exactly what I’m going to wear: a black sheer-sleeved top dotted with pearls. That with black leather leggings and a pair of bright pink strappy heels. I can’t wait for Holly to see me in it. And also to see me out of it. Getting excited at the thought, I slip into a pair of black lace thong panties and a matching bra. Then I pull on the top and the leggings. Finally, I strap on the sandals, and I’m ready. Still 30 minutes before I’m supposed to meet her, but I’m so excited I want to get there early.

When I get to the restaurant—a little Mediterranean place—Holly isn’t there yet. The hostess walks me back to our table, my heels clicking with each step, catching the attention of a man at the bar. I set my clutch beside me and slide into the booth facing the entrance. Taking my order of a white wine, the hostess leaves while I wait.

Almost as soon as she’s gone, the man from the bar comes over and sits next to me. I slide away from him, but he slides with me, rubbing his arm on my back.

“You’re such a beautiful lady. You shouldn’t have to eat alone.” His words are so slurred I can barely understand him.

“I’m waiting for a friend. She’ll be here any minute.” Crap, I should have said boyfriend.

“Well, I’ll keep you company while we wait.”

“No. That’s fine. Really.” I stand up to move away, but he grabs my arm. My heart pounds against my ribs.

“Don’t go. You’re so pretty. Why don’t we both leave now? Your friend will never know.”

I pull a little at his arm, but his grip is too tight for me to get away. I look around for a server, but I don’t see anyone. How much of a scene do I need to make to get someone’s attention?

Just then, I hear a voice rumble behind me. “Excuse me? I am very sorry to interrupt.” I turn to him, praying that he’s talking to me and that he’s a worker. “Miss? Is this man with you?”

I widen my eyes and shake my head rapidly from side-to-side. The drunk man still has hold of my arm and is pulling me toward him. “No. Please.”

His eyes—his brown eyes, the color of melted chocolate—turn to the man behind me. “Sir? May I speak with you alone over here please?”

“We’re fine. Quit bothering us.”

The man looks from the drunk to me. I plead with him with my eyes, and he steps around me, grabbing the drunk man’s wrist and forcing him to let go. “Just come over here and have a drink with me. The lady isn’t interested. Let us go back to the bar.”

“Fuck you! I said leave us alone!” His voice is raised now, drawing the attention of everyone around us.

My rescuer is undeterred, though. His knuckles turn white as he squeezes the man’s wrist harder. “I believe it is time you go. Come.” Now a waiter is standing on the other side of the drunk man. Together they guide him, despite his protests, to the front door. I sit down, exhaling slowly to calm myself.

The stranger returns to his seat at the middle of the bar. He looks at me and smiles. I mouth “thank you” and put my hands together like I’m bowing to him. Why couldn’t he be the one who came to keep me company? He simply nods his head and sits on his stool.

As I take a sip from my wineglass, I see the hostess pointing Holly in my direction. I smile and wave. She looks at me, her face contorted in confusion, and then turns back to the hostess. Finally, she walks over to me. I stand and hug her when she gets to the table.

“Girl, wait until I tell you. I need all the wine. Like, now. What do you want to drink? We need to get started immediately.”

“Is Matthew here? With you?” She looks puzzled.

I cringe at that name. “Eww. Call me Matty. Please. And sit down!”

“So… I’m confused. You’re Matty?”

I just look at her.

“And you’re here with Matthew?”

“I mean, technically yes? Duh!” Her face shows no sign of recognition. “Wait, are you being serious? It’s me! Matty… well, Matthew, but ugh, that name.”

“Are you being serious? Like, this is a joke, right? Or am I totally lost and making a fool of myself at the wrong table? It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve made an absolute fool of myself. This really might be one of my better ones, though.”

“You’re not making a fool of yourself. But you are making me second-guess the way I look tonight. It’s me! I know it’s been a couple of weeks, but did you forget me already? We text each other all the time. I’d think that would help you remember me, but I guess not.” I scrunch my face up in a pretend pout.

“Of course I didn’t forget you. I just… Oh my God! I can’t believe that’s you!”

I beam at first, assuming this has all been building to an elaborate compliment, but then, as she continues to stare, I’m not so sure.

“You look so… different!”

“Do you think so? I mean, I did my hair different today, so maybe that’s it?”

“Your hair? Yeah, that and your face and your body and… are those real?” She reaches out to touch my boobs before thinking better of it and pulling her hand back.

“Um, yeah?”

“How? Like plastic surgery? I mean, good for you! Those are fantastic. I’m jealous. But just in the last two weeks?”

“Um, no.” Now, I’m confused. It’s not like I suddenly grew boobs since the last time she saw me. “Are you OK?”

“I thought so. Yes. Are you? This isn’t really you. I mean, the joke is over, so tell me the truth, please.”

“Holly, yes! It’s me. No drinks for you tonight. In fact, something is wrong. Let’s get you home.”

“I’m fine. I’m just… Do you have a driver’s license with you? Can I see it?”

I’m standing now and waving to the server to get our check. “What on earth? Of course.” I reach into my clutch and hand it to her.

“Matthew Lands, male, but that’s not your picture. Your you picture. This is the now one. The now you. I mean, like this. Not like you you.”

“Holly, you’re not making any sense. If you’re joking, please stop because I’m getting scared.” The server walks up just then. “Oh good. I’m so sorry, but can I pay for my drink? My friend isn’t feeling well, so we’re just going to leave.” I hand him my card. “Come on you. Up. I’m driving you home.”

“No, I’m fine. Really.”

“You’re obviously not, and we’re not going to argue about this. I’m taking you back to your place. If you’re hungry later, we can have something delivered.” I put my ID and my credit card back in my purse and herd Holly toward the door and to my car.

◆◆◆
Holly unlocks her door, and we both walk into her apartment. On the way here I finally convinced her that I’m me, something I never imagined I would have to do with anyone.

“I seriously think we should take you to the hospital or urgent care clinic or something.”

“I’m fine. Like I said, I do remember you! Just not the way you look now. You look different. Very different. I just don’t understand.”

“That makes two of us.” I laugh. “It hasn’t even been two weeks since you saw me. Other than my hair, I look exactly the same as I did then.”

“But you don’t! That’s what I’m trying to tell you! You… I can’t even describe it without you thinking I’ve gone crazy. Maybe I have. I don’t know. I’ve got a pounding headache now.”

“Come here and sit down. There. Now where do you keep your ibuprofen? I’ll get you some. Then I’m going to sit right here with you until I’m sure you’re OK.”

“Bedroom. In my nightstand.” She pulls her knees up and buries her face against them.

I’m not sure which nightstand the pill bottle is in, so I start with the one on the left. I quickly slam the drawer shut. Definitely not this one! But then I freeze. I remember this drawer. I reopen it, quietly, looking at what’s inside. There. Oh my God.

“Holly? Can you come here? Please?”

I hear her footsteps behind me then a giggle. “Not that drawer. Obviously. The one on the other side of the bed.”

“Yeah, but… this.” I point into the drawer and she walks over so she can see what I’m pointing at. “The purple dildo… I remember that. From last time. But that doesn’t make sense.”

“You remember it? Like you remember what we did with it?”

“Yes. I’m—yes. You woke me up that morning because you found my panties. You thought I was a cross-dresser, and that turned you on. So… then… that eventually lead to…. It was my first time. You teased me about popping my cherry. And you called it—”

“Your pussy. Do you remember anything else?”

“The date. Our date. The night before. I was… a man. I mean, more than now. I remember looking at myself before I left to meet you. I wasn’t like this.” I’m sitting on the bed now, breathing hard.

“No. So I was right? I’m not crazy. What’s going on? A person can’t just change like this.”

“I don’t know…. Wait, I do know. Mags.” I clench my fists.

“What’s that?”

“A who. I wish I knew what she was. A woman at work. I just know she’s behind this. Somehow. It doesn’t. Wait—where’s my phone?”

“Your purse is on the coffee table. In there maybe?”

I march back to the living room, not thinking about how easily I walk in four-inch heels. When I grab my purse, I sit on the couch and pull my phone out. Swiping through my lists until I find it.

“Here.” I read through the list and hand the phone to Holly, who has sat beside me.

“What’s this?”

“The changes I noticed. I keep forgetting them. These things just seem so natural to me, so I started this. It’s a list of the changes I can think of. I use it to remind myself, but I almost forgot about the list even.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah. I think I got everything, but is there anything else that you can think of?”

“Um, well, I can confirm that your hair is definitely longer. And your voice is higher. You sound just like a—anyway. You missed the big ones.”

“I did? What?”

“Your body. You’re shorter now. Without those heels, I bet you’re shorter than me. Before you were at least a few inches taller.”

“Oh? I guess—how tall are you?”

“Five feet, six inches.”

“No, that’s probably the same then. I’m five-four”, so that hasn’t changed. Thankfully.”

“But it has. You were quite a bit taller than me. I wouldn’t be surprised if you were over six feet tall before.”

“Really?”

“Really. And then the other thing. Things. Your… well… your tits.”

“Are they bigger than they used to be?”

“Um, they used to not exist, so yeah, they’re definitely bigger.”

“That’s not possible. I remember—don’t I?—I remember the summer after my 14th birthday when I… really developed. Bigger than all the other girls in my class. Between teasing and harassing and asking me out, boys suddenly wouldn’t leave me alone.”

“Matty, I don’t think that’s right. Holy shit. What about…” She points to my crotch.

“What about it?”

“Is it… Are you… Do you still have a penis?”

The color leaves my face. “Yes! Wait, you don’t think that would just—”

“Disappear? I don’t know. Maybe? I don’t know. I don’t know how any of this is even possible.”

I put my head in my hands, my hair falling over my fingers.

“You really think this woman at work did this somehow?”

“The more I think about it, yes.”

“But why?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I just don’t remember. Maybe I did something.”

“But to deserve this? And how? Did she slip you something in a drink? Or… Magic doesn’t—does it?”

“I don’t know anymore. Did you add those things you said to my list? I can’t even remember now what they were.”

“I will. Height and boobs. So if this person really did this, maybe they can undo it? Have you talked to her?”

“No, I’m scared to. Wait! I did. I asked her… something. Something about this. She denied it, but it made me suspicious.”

“Maybe you did something to her, and this is revenge? Maybe apologize and she’ll stop this?”

“I don’t know. I don’t even remember doing anything, so how can I apologize? Maybe I already did, but she doesn’t care.”

“It might be worth a shot.”

“It is. It definitely is. It’s a good idea.” I start to rub my hand against my face, but then remember my makeup and pull my hand away. “I don’t know if that will work, though. As soon as I stop thinking about the changes, I forget about them. There’s no way I’ll remember anything Monday morning. Maybe I can set a reminder to look at my list Monday morning. Maybe that will work.”

“What if I come with you? To work. To talk to her. Whatever she did to you doesn’t seem to affect me. I can remember the real you.”

“Holly, no! Absolutely not! What’s to stop her from doing something to you, too? No. You’re not coming with me.”

“Maybe she can’t do anything to me. Maybe I’m immune or something? You said no one else thinks anything is unusual about you? So maybe there’s something special about me.”

“That’s too much of a risk. No. Absolutely not.”





Chapter 11



At 7am Monday morning, my phone chimes. I grab it and look at the screen. A reminder: Read Your Changes List. “What?” I roll back over in my empty bed and unlock my phone and look for the list. Here it is. Oh my God, I remember now. All of this? I push the covers off me, focusing on each item of the list. Each thing that’s different. I try to remember how they were before, but I can’t. Then I see the last item on the list: Monday at 10am, Holly.

That’s right. Before I left her apartment Friday night, Holly convinced me she should meet me at work today at 10am so we could confront Mags together and get her to stop this. I’m not optimistic, but it’s worth a shot. I set my phone back on the nightstand and close my eyes, searching for the motivation to get out of bed.

By the time I’m at work, I’ve forgotten all about Holly and Mags and any changes that have happened to me. I walk into Mr. McNeil’s empty office and set his coffee on his desk. I hope he comes in soon, or I might need to go microwave that for him. Back at my desk, I toss my purse into the bottom drawer and sit down, smoothing out my dress under me as I do.

Checking my emails, I notice one from me, sent Friday night. “10am Monday: Holly is coming to talk to Mags with me.” Mags from HR? Why does Holly want to talk to her? Just then, Mr. McNeil walks in. Distracted, I hit delete on the email.

“Morning Maddie.”

“Good morning, Mr. McNeil. How was your weekend?”

“Hectic. Little ones had me running all over. I’ve told you Jacob started his basketball league already, didn’t I? Double header Saturday. Nothing like wrangling a bunch of seven-year-old monkeys and trying to get them to play basketball. You should come to a game sometime.”

“I’d love to!” Mr McNeil has the best family and the cutest kids. “Coffee on your desk.”

“Ah, you’re the best!”

The morning is busy and time passes quickly. Around 9:45 a.m., I hear a knock on the outer door and see Holly walk in. I’m on the phone with a representative from Berlin, but I smile and wave at her. She looks me up and down. I give her a puzzled look to ask what’s wrong, but she waves me off and sits in one of the waiting room chairs.

After 5 minutes of trying to understand English spoken fluently, but through a very heavy German accent, I’m able to get off the phone. “Hey you! What are you doing here?”

“Hey back! Our meeting. Ten o’clock with Mags. Did you forget?”

“Mags? From HR?”

“Yeah. You emailed yourself from my apartment Friday night.”

“I did? Was I drunk?” I giggle. “What are we meeting her about?”

She frowns. “How far away is her office? I’ll explain as we walk there.”

“Just a couple of minutes, maybe.” I look at the clock. “We’d better get going. Mr. McNeil?” I spin my chair and then walk toward the open door, where he sits behind his desk. “My girl friend Holly is here. She has a meeting with HR. I was going to walk down with her, if that’s OK? Show her where it is?”

“Sure. That’s fine. Does she have an interview?”

“I…” I look at Holly, who shakes her head. “No, just a meeting. Thanks, boss. Be back in a few!”

Holly and I walk into the hallway. “So, what is this meeting about?” I ask her.

“Do you have your phone on you?” I shake my head. “Go get it.” I hurry back and grab it. “Now go to your notes. The one labelled Changes. Read it.”

“What is this? I don’t get it.”

“That’s what we’re talking to Mags about. Those changes. The things that have happened to you.”

“To me?” My eyes go wide. “To me! Yes! Oh my God, Holly, I remember this now! All these… Fuck! All these?”

“Yes. And we’re going to get to the bottom of this and hopefully get her to undo this.” She grabs my hand. “Now, which way do we go?”

I point down the hall and notice my hand. My hand with 5 perfectly manicured pink nails. I shake it off and start walking, clinging to her hand like I would forget everything again if I let go. After a few steps, I stop and look down. The click of my heels, something that is normally so satisfying to me, is a reminder now of what I’ve become. Of what Mags did to me.

“What is it?”

“Nothing. Let’s go.”

◆◆◆
When we get to HR, Mags is in her office watching the door like she’s waiting for us.

“Good morning Maddie. That’s a pretty dress.”

I smile. My dress is lavender with black and pink flowers and flares out from my hips before ending a few inches above my knees. Below that, I’m wearing black tights and a pair of black pumps.

“Thank you, Ms. Beynon. This is my friend Holly.” I turn and see Holly standing motionless, staring at Mags. “We wanted to talk to you, if that’s OK?”

“Sure! What can I do for you ladies?”

“Um…” I’m drawing a blank.

“I’m Matthew’s friend. We know what’s going on.”

Mag’s jaw drops slightly when Holly mentions the name Matthew.

It’s so familiar. Should I know who that is?

“What do you mean?” Mags asks.

“About Matthew. And what’s happening to him. We want to know why and what we can do about it. He wants to apologize, but now he can’t remember anything there is to apologize for.”

“Ah. OK. Close the door, please, and have a seat.” Mags sits back down behind her desk. “So yes, there are changes happening that are affecting Maddie—Matthew. Give me just a moment, please.” She closes her eyes and grasps the pendant dangling from her necklace. “There. Now, when you are alone with me, you can remember what has happened to you, Matthew.”

It hits me all at once. The enormity of it. I used to be a—oh my God! I look down at what I’m wearing and jump up suddenly. “What the fuck!” Tears well up in the corner of my eyes. My penis is… “What did you do?”

Holly takes my hand in hers and squeezes. The touch calms me enough that I’m able to sit down. “It’s OK. Matthew. It’s going to be OK.” She turns and looks at Mags while still holding my hand, my hand with 5 fingernails painted pink. “First, thank you for being honest with us about this.” Holly smiles at Mags.

“You’re welcome. I won’t disrespect you by lying when you obviously know the truth. So, how do you two know each other?”

“We’re dating. That’s how I found out about this. We had a date Friday night. And Matthew was… well. Like this.”

“Interesting. When did you two first meet, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Maybe 4 or 5 weeks ago?” I look at Holly, and she nods her head.

“Interesting.” Mags leans forward. “That would explain it. Anyway, go ahead.”

“So anyway, I met Matthew Friday night. At first, I didn’t believe it was him. He thought everything was normal. Finally, I convinced him. He could remember most things from before, but not all. He doesn’t know why this is happening, but he has a feeling you’re the cause.”

“The why is the easy part. Matthew was an absolutely terrible person. Extremely sexist and manipulative. There’s really no comparison to anyone else I’ve ever met. We’ve had numerous sexual harassment complaints about him, but he was apparently an old college friend of the owner’s son. So nothing came of those. I kept encouraging the women to file a lawsuit, hoping that would finally convince the owner, but none of them wanted the hassle. Then there was Katie.”

I gasp. “I wasn’t always the assistant. Katie was. I was her boss! I remember all that now! You bitch! You fucking bitch! I am going to ruin you!” I clench my fists so tightly that Holly yelps before I let go of her hand.

“Matthew made up excuses to fire Katie, but the real reason was simply that she was pregnant,” Mags continues, as if I hadn’t interrupted at all. “I conducted her exit interview. Another woman victimized by Matthew Lands, and another one who didn’t want to go through the hassle of suing and then dealing with the negative impact on her reputation.”

Holly turns in her chair to look at me. “Do you remember any of that? Is any of that true?”

“Of course it’s not! She’s making this all up to justify whatever it is she did! Katie’s work was—”

“Katie’s work was the same as it had been for the previous 3 years that she worked here for you. We’ve got all her six-month reviews, most of them signed by you. The only change before you fired her was that she informed you of her pregnancy. You literally had her fired the next day. It couldn’t have been more obvious.”

“Matthew?”

“Well, I mean I guess, but it’s not like she was going to be much good to us before long, anyway. I just nipped that problem in the bud.”

“Matthew! I can’t believe any of this! This doesn’t sound like you at all!” Holly shifts subtly in her seat, away from me.

“Oh, this is exactly who he is. Was. That’s why I decided I had to do something. I thought this would be justice. So I talked it over with some people close to me, and then I did this.” Mags gestures toward me with her hand. “Holly, if you’ve only known him 4 or 5 weeks, the spell would have already been working, so that’s why this all sounds like I’m talking about a different person. That’s also why you can remem—Anyway, that’s why it seems that way to you.”

“I guess I understand the anger, but this just seems so extreme.”

“Too extreme. How could you just—” I stop myself. My heart is pounding harder, and I feel the flush in my cheeks. I can’t let her see my anger. It would be counterproductive. There’s no doubt she will see it, but not now. Not until she changes me back. I take a breath. “How could you do this?”

Holly smiles at me and turns to Mags. “Is there any way to undo this? I mean, I think you’ve proven your point, and certainly gotten across to him. Right Matthew?”

“Yes.” I cross my legs and feel the swish of the tights as I do. It’s not an uncomfortable feeling. The opposite, in fact. I look down, not at my legs, but to avoid the eyes of Mags and Holly. “I never thought I was doing anything wrong. The news, a few years ago, had all this sexual harassment bullshit, but I… I don’t know. I guess you always just assume the woman is making that up, you know?”

“No. I don’t know.”

“Oh. Fair. But I did. And there was one time—it was this last Friday night, before you showed up, Holly—there was a man who… I guess, now that I think about it I used to act a tiny bit like he did to me that night. But I didn’t know. I swear I didn’t. And I’m sorry.”

“Hmm. Of course, it is easy to say that while you’re in here, asking me to change you back. How can I really know that you feel that way, though? How can I trust you?”

“Because… I don’t know. Can’t you use some magic to see if I’m telling the truth? Or to read my mind or something?”

Mags laughs. “I wish I could.”

“Could you just… believe him?” Holly asks. “And then, I don’t know, monitor him to make sure he’s doing OK?”

“Like a sex offender?” Mags asks.

“That’s not how I meant it, but I mean, sorta?” She reaches out for my hand again.

“Hmm… I suppose that’s an option. OK. I’m going to give you a choice, Matthew: Do you want your old life back?”

Something stops me for just a split second, but I push it aside. “Of course!”

“Now, this needs to be a full come-to-Jesus, Ebenezer Scrooge after the ghosts moment. You need to change, not just tell me you will. So far, you’re not very convincing.”

The heat rises to my cheeks. She’s the one who’s out of line here! How dare she make me defend myself! “I will. I swear. I won’t be anything like that anymore. No comments about anyone. I won’t even ask out anyone who works here from now on. I won’t even date anyone anymore. Just, please.”

“You can continue dating, just no one here. Holly seems like a wonderful person. Maybe it will do you good to keep dating her.”

“Oh, we’re not dating.” I tell her. “That was just a couple hookups.” I blush, thinking about the dildo. I can’t believe I would ever let someone stick something up my ass. No, whatever this is with Holly is going to stop as soon as I’m past this. I look at Holly. Her face is red, and she pulls her hand away. “So, will you undo all this?”

Mags looks from me to Holly. “Yes. But it’s conditional on your behavior. One wrong move and this becomes your reality. Permanently. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do. So how does this work? You say a spell and light a candle or something?” My mind is already spinning, trying to think of ways I can make her pay for this. I have to be careful, though. She can’t see it coming or know that it was me.

“Not exactly. It’s going to be a slow process. I’m not powerful enough to do it all at once. It will be like the reverse of what you just went through. It’ll take a couple of months, but at the end everything will be just how you want it to be. Normal. As long as you keep up your end of things. This time, I’m going to make sure you remember everything, Matthew. I want you to experience the next few weeks as a woman and be fully aware of what that is like. That way, there are no excuses for you to slip back to your old self. Do you understand?”

A couple of months? I have to be this for a couple months? Deep breaths. Be calm. “Yes. I understand.”

“So I’ll ask one more time before we do this, is this what you truly want?”

Her eyes drill holes in me, and for a minute I wonder if she really does have the power to sense the truth after all. What is the truth? Yes, I want to change back, but… what? Why does my mind catch before letting me say yes? “Yes. This is what I want.”

“OK. It will be done. The changes should start in the next couple of days.”

“But then everything starts to go back to normal, right?”

“Yes. Mostly. Eventually. I set the process in motion, but there are other forces that carry it out. So it’s possible the original spell still has some changes in store for you. But in time, this new spell will undo those. I give you my word. And thanks to the new spell, you won’t lose your memory of either your life as Matthew, or your time as Maddie, so you’ll be able to see these changes for what they are.”

“So no more brainwashing on these? Is that what you mean?”

“You were never ‘brainwashed.’ The spell just made the changes seem so natural that you simply accepted most of them without question. But it won’t be like that this time. No.”

“I guess that’s fine. I can live with that. I promise I won’t go back to the way I was before.” And as soon as I figure out some way to get even with you, you won’t either.

Mags stares at me, almost through me. “If you’d like, you can leave work for the rest of the day. You need some time to adjust, I assume.”

“Yes. I think so.”

“Thank you so much for this, Ms. Beynon. I appreciate it, and I know Matthew does too.” Holly reaches out to shake Mag’s hand before we leave the office and hopefully leave this all behind us.





Chapter 12



With a smile on her face and a scowl on mine, Holly and I walk to my office. My office to get my coat and purse and to tell Mr. McNeil—Sean—that I’m taking the rest of the day off.

“Let’s go out for lunch. We should celebrate.” Holly tells me as we walk toward the exit.

Hmm, celebrate the first step of my victory? And maybe a chance to get some time with Holly afterward? Might as well enjoy her while she’s around. “Sure. Where do you want to go?”

“Vietnamese? Just Pho You? It’s so good.”

“Why not? I’ve been wanting to try them. Wanna just ride together?”

“Separate is probably easiest, so I don’t have to come back for my car later.”

As we walk toward the exit doors, I can see the sun shining. I push the heavy door open ahead of Holly, and am taken aback by the frigid wind. It looks so much warmer than it is. I wrap my coat around me, but still shiver. Even with tights, wearing a dress is a poor choice in weather like this.

I hurriedly march toward my car, leaving Holly to head to the visitors’ lot where she’s parked. When did my car change? I recognize it as mine, but also I know it’s not. It’s now a white Honda Civic Hatchback with a flower lei hanging from the rearview mirror. Opening the door, I see the seat looks impossibly close to the steering wheel. I start to move it back, but stop. I drove it here this morning this way, so it must be right. It is. It’s positioned perfectly. With a shiver, I start the car and turn on the heated seats. At least this car still has those.

The drive to Just Pho You is uneventful. It’s not until I get out of my car and start toward the building that I realize I drove here wearing heels that look too high for anyone except a circus performer to ever wear. And I’m walking in them like a pro. Not so hard after all. Inside the restaurant, I see Holly has beaten me and has just been seated. She must be a speeder.

“Girl, I can’t believe you’ve never been here! You’re gonna love it!” Holly hands a menu across the table to me.

I wince. “Please don’t call me that. I’ve been meaning to try it. Just haven’t had a chance.” I set my coat across the back of the chair beside me, and I sit down, crossing my legs and hooking one heel over the spreader bar on my chair. “So what’s good?”

“The pho, obvi. And the spring rolls too. I was just here once, but it was all good. Remember Peter?”

I think back, unsure who she means at first, but then suddenly I know. “The mortgage guy.”

“Yes. I came here with him. He had the pork bahn mi. I tried a piece of his meat, and that was good too.” She winks. “Oh! And the coffee! Get an iced coffee. Let’s get the whole menu. I’m starving.” She laughs.

“Apparently. So beef pho is good though? I think I’ll get that.”

“And the coffee! It’s so so good!”

“And a coffee, since you insist.”

“Maddie, how many years have we known each other? I’d never lead you astray, especially when it comes to coffee.”

How many years have we known each other? Something like 0.1 years. We just met online a few weeks ago. What’s—and she called me Maddie. She never calls me Maddie. She’s the only one who doesn’t. Suddenly, I don’t know if I’m hungry anymore.

I barely touch my soup, but I have to give Holly credit—the coffee is phenomenal. I manage to drink the whole thing, queasy feeling or no. Holly is more cheerful than I’ve ever known her to be, but it’s not like I’ve known her that long. In contrast to what she thinks about me. She wants me to come over and watch some historical regency-era romance on Netflix with her, and on the way here, I wanted nothing more than to be invited back to her place. But not now. Not like this. I don’t feel like spending the whole afternoon pretending to be someone I’m not.

I know Mags did something. Did she back out of our deal already? There’s something telling me she didn’t, but something happened. Having Holly come to the office was a bad idea.

So, making an excuse, I tell her I need to get some shopping done and then clean. She makes fun of me for wasting an afternoon off work by doing something I could do anytime, but I’m firm with her. Finally, she relents and we go our separate ways.

◆◆◆
I walk into my house and set my purse down on the table beside the inside garage door like I’d done it a million times. A couple more steps in and I kick off my shoes and set them beside the couch. I open a bottle of wine from the wine refrigerator, not bothering with a glass, and then plop into my favorite overstuffed recliner. Well, Maddie’s favorite overstuffed recliner. I look around and see that everything is the same, but everything is different. It’s like having double vision, existing in both worlds at the same time. I’m simultaneously Maddie and Matthew. I was partially aware of the dissonance in the car, but it’s so much worse here. Absent-mindedly, I close my eyes and run my hand up and down my stocking-clad legs curled beneath me.

What was that? I wake with a start and look around. My senses are on high alert, but I don’t see anything. Breathing as quietly as I can, I unfurl my legs in case I need to hop up. I listen… nothing. Surely if there were someone here, I would have heard a footstep by now. Just my imagination, right? It never hurts to be sure.

My heart still pounding, I tiptoe to the kitchen and grab a knife from the block. Searching the first floor, there’s nothing, so I head to the stairs. Looking up, I notice the gate at the top. Luc! I completely forgot about him! Forgot that I even have a dog. Maddie. That Maddie has a dog.

“I’m coming! I forgot about you! I’m so sorry!”

There he is at the top of the steps, an adorable black French bulldog, wagging his tiny stump of a tail, as happy to see me as I am to see him. I unlock the gate, and he lunges at me. “Yes! You’re such a good boy! Yes, you are! You probably need out. Lemme get some shoes on real quick. Yes!” He gives my face a quick lick as I nuzzle my face against his.

After slipping on a pair of old Converse and my coat, I grab his leash. Together, we walk out front. Almost as soon as we get outside, he hikes his leg and pees on a juvenile maple tree growing in front of my townhouse.

“You really had to go, didn’t you? I’m so sorry, buddy. I’m bad today.” I need to make it up to him somehow. “Wanna go for a walk? Huh? Wanna go for a walk?” His entire lower half shimmies from side to side, so I lead him down the driveway and onto the sidewalk.

Four houses down, I hear someone call from across the street: “Hey Maddie!” I look and see Victoria waving at me.

I smile and wave back. “Hey! How are you? How’s Brandon?”

“Good! I’m just leaving to pick him up from choir. I’ll tell him you said hi!”

“OK! Good to see you!”

“You too! And hi Luc! You’re such a good boy!”

The disorientation is back. There’s a me that knows exactly who Victoria and her son Brandon are, but there’s a me that doesn’t. That me is barely aware of anyone else who lives in this neighborhood. I don’t think I like that part of the old me. It feels kind of good to actually know her and some of the other neighbors, too.

Finally, we had back inside. Luc goes right to his water dish and laps down every drop, plus the refill I pour for him. I head upstairs. First to the bathroom, where I pull my hair up into a bun and wash the makeup off my face. Then I peel off my dress and toss it into the hamper. In my bedroom, I slip off my shoes and put them back in the closet. I unhook my bra and toss it on my dresser. Then I sit down on my bed and scoot my tights down my legs, wiggling my toes and admiring the pretty purple of my toenails.

I shake out of it and walk to my dresser. As soon as I get there, I remember. Remember every morning for the last two months. Every morning not knowing if something would be different. Most mornings, not even realizing that anything was different. I start to feel queasy again, so I rummage through the drawer, looking for the least girly pajamas I can find. No luck, so I just grab whatever I can before my mind snaps. A nightgown? I slip it over my head. It’s not so bad, I guess.

Luc is already parked on the couch downstairs like he’s waiting for me, so I squeeze in between him and the armrest. As soon as I’m sitting, he lays his head on my lap. Clearly, there are no hard feelings about me forgetting him earlier. I close my eyes for a second. This isn’t actually a bad life. No! Yes, it is. It’s not what I want. I need a distraction, so I grab my remote and turn on Netflix. Binging an historical romance does sound good all of a sudden.





Chapter 13



My alarm goes off, interrupting my dream. I’m a twenty-year-old girl in 1800s England, and a new bachelor has just moved into the estate next door. My mother and I ride in the carriage to meet him, but just as I step out, the alarm rings. I close my eyes for a minute, hoping somehow the dream will continue, but it doesn’t. The day has just started, and it’s already disappointing.

At least getting ready is easy today. No makeup, I just pull my hair back into a ponytail, put on my simplest blouse and pants, and slip into the shoes with the lowest heel. Finding a pair with a low heel is the hardest thing. I do apparently love heels. Maddie, not me. Maddie loves heels.

On the way to my office, I walk past the break room, but then turn around and head in. I’m going to get Sean his coffee. I tell myself I shouldn’t do it, but I really don’t mind. He’s always running around in the morning getting his kids ready for school and then trying, and usually failing, to make it to work on time. This is just something nice I can do for him.

When I walk into our area, I see the light is on in the other office. The unused office. The office that was mine. Will be mine again soon. I set Sean’s coffee on his desk and walk over to see what’s going on. The door is open, but there’s no one there. Am I supposed to go in there? Mags said things would happen gradually, but was she wrong? Why is there a part of me that hopes the light isn’t on for me? I’m just about to walk inside the empty office when I hear Sean behind me.

“Morning Maddie!”

“Good morning Mr. McNeil. Got your coffee.”

“You are a Godsend.”

“I know.” We both laugh. It’s strange how easily I can slip into being her.

“So, are you feeling better?”

I look at him, puzzled, but don’t say anything.

“Mags said you had to leave because you weren’t feeling well yesterday.”

“Oh. Yeah. That. I’m lots better. Thank you. Just a little thing that went away as quickly as it came.”

“Ah, I understand.” He smiles at me.

“So what’s…” I point to the office behind me. My office. “What’s going on with this?”

“Oh, I guess the new guy is starting today?”

“New guy?”

“Yeah. They finally got a replacement in here. Hope he’s better than Matthew. That was the last guy. You weren’t here for him, but he was… well, you’re lucky you weren’t here when he was.” He gives a dramatic shudder. I squint at him.

“A new accountant? For here? This office?”

“Yep. Mags says he’s a really good guy, so we’ll see.”

Mags. My ears fill with a swooshing sound like I’ve gone underwater.

“Anyway, I need to make this call real quick before he gets here. You can show him his office if he shows up before I’m done.”

I watch silently as he walks into his office. As soon as he picks up the phone and starts talking, I storm off toward HR. This was all a lie. She never intended to change things back. My jaw hurts because I’m clenching it so tightly.

When I get to her office, Mags isn’t there. Of course. Of course she would avoid me. She knew I would hear about the new guy and come down to confront her, so she’s hiding like the coward she is. She’s going to pay for this. I don’t care what the consequences are.

I stamp away from her office and into the ladies’ room. I take the far stall and slump onto the toilet. As Matthew, I never cried, but now it all pours out. Tears for everything that I’ve been through. For everything that bitch did to me. For what she’s continuing to do. For the lies she told me and Holly yesterday. For the hopes she raised just so she could break them today. For what Sean said about me. To my face. Without knowing he was talking to me.

I’m fully bent over with my face buried in my hands when I hear a gentle knock on the stall door. “Are you OK?” someone asks gently.

I sniff, unable to talk for an uncomfortable moment. “Yes. I’m sorry.” I squeak out.

“Do you need anything?”

“No. Thank y— Mags?”

“Yeah?”

I yank the stall door and fly out at her, pressing her against the sinks. Her back is arched so far her shoulders are almost touching the faucet.

“You!” I don’t bother trying to keep my voice down. “You fucking bitch! I swear to God I will do whatever I can to make your life miserable for this! I will never forgive you!”

“Matthew! What is it?” She whispers, whether from discretion or because my hand is pushing against her throat, I’m not sure.

“What is it? You have the nerve to ask me that? You fucking know what it is! The new guy. The one taking my place. You did that. Mr. McNeil said that it was you. That you’re the one who hired him. You!” I can see the spittle landing on her face as I scream at her. She flinches with each word.

“No. Matthew, please. I told you—please let go of me. I told you this would take a couple of days to—please, I can’t breathe.”

I let go of her throat but still hold her pressed to the sink. I remember back to yesterday. The pendant on her neck and the way she wrapped her hand around it. I grab it and wrench it from her neck before she can use it.

“Please! I told you this will take a couple of days before any changes start. This was already going to happen before you came to see me yesterday. I couldn’t have stopped it. But it will work itself out. I swear to you.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Matthew, I gave you my word yesterday. I am a lot of things—some of them not good—but I am absolutely not a liar. I promise things will be normal for you again. You just need to give it time.”

“Maybe you don’t consider it lying. Maybe you consider it stretching the truth. Or something else. So maybe you’re not being dishonest, just not telling me the full story. Of course, you obviously don’t care about fucking with someone’s life, so why should you care about lying?”

“Matthew, I am being completely honest with you. I know you don’t trust me, and I don’t blame you. But this will work out exactly the way you want it to. I swear.” Just for an instant I picture life as Maddie when she says that. “Now can you let go of me? And may I please have my pendant back?”

“No. I mean, yes, I’ll let go of you.” I take several steps back. “But I’m keeping this until I know that you’re going to follow through with what you promised.”

“That’s fine, but that pendant has nothing to do with my abilities.” As she says it, all the stall doors slam open and closed on their own several times. “That’s my grandmother’s pendant. It’s very sentimental to me. You can keep it as collateral, but if anything happens to it, I will make you truly suffer then. Put it in your purse, or if the chain isn’t broken, you can even wear it if you’d like. Just please make sure you take care of it.”

My shoulders slump. “You can take it back. It’s apparently worthless as collateral.”

“No. You keep it. It can be my guarantee to you. That necklace means the world to me, so as long as you have it, you do have power over me. Just not how you thought. Everything will work out. I promise. Will you please just be patient and trust me?”

“I’m sorry. I just—” I’m crying again, and her arms go around me. “I just… it’s all a lot, you know. It’s all so confusing and I don’t know… I don’t know.”

“Shh. I know. It will be alright. You’ll be back to your old self in no time. Well, your new and improved old self, because the original was an ass.”

I start sobbing. How did I not know what everyone thought of me?

She keeps her arms wrapped around me for another couple of minutes until I don’t have any tears left.

“I’m so sorry.” I tell her and give a smile that barely reaches my lips.

“As Maddie, you don’t have a single thing to be sorry for, so stop. I won’t hear it.” She wipes a finger under each of my eyes to clear the streaked tears. “I guess it’s a good thing you didn’t wear any makeup today. It would be a mess right now.”

We both laugh a little, probably more to defuse the adrenaline that has built up than anything else. But I wonder if I was wrong about her. She doesn’t seem that bad. But maybe this is all just a ruse to get me to trust her. I can’t tell anymore.

◆◆◆
Right before lunch, Mags walks into the accounting area and gives me a quick smile before turning to usher in… him? What is he doing here?

“Maddie, this is Carlos Rodrigues. He’s the new accountant here. He’ll be working with Mr. McNeil and filling the vacancy that we have.”

My jaw is hanging open as I look at him. The gorgeous chocolate brown eyes, the hair swept casually and messily to one side. The impeccable grey suit with its black tie. Why does my core instantly feel so warm?

I force my jaw closed. “It’s you. I mean, I’m sorry. It’s you, the new accountant. Welcome. I’m, um, Maddie Lands.” I stick out my hand to shake his.

“Pleased to meet you, Ms. Lands. Like Ms. Beynon said, I’m Carlos Rodrigues. Just call me Carlos, please.”

“Of course. Carlos.” I look at Mags to see if there’s any clue on her face, but I don’t see any. Does she know?

“Mr. McNeil is right in here.” I point behind me without taking my eyes from his face. He doesn’t follow my hand. His eyes are locked on mine. “I’m sure he can get you all set up. And if there’s anything you need from me, just let me know. Anything. I mean it.”

“Oh, I’m sure I’ll think of plenty you can do for me, Ms. Lands. I look forward to working with you.” He winks and then turns toward Mr. McNeil’s door.

“Maddie. Call me Maddie.” It comes out as a whisper, and I’m sure he doesn’t hear it.

I pretend to be busy but wait for Mags to leave Carlos alone with Mr. McNeil. After what feels like forever, she finally does, and I follow her into the hall.

“Mags!” I hope no one will notice my shout-whisper. She turns and walks back toward me. “Did you know about this? About him?”

“What do you mean? What’s wrong?”

“Did you know it would be him?”

“I interviewed him and set this up, so yes? Is that what you mean?”

“No. Him. The restaurant. The man. Him.”

“OK, so I need a little more to go on here. Use your words.” She laughs.

“The man in the restaurant. Friday night. I told you. He grabbed me.”

“That was Carlos?” Fury flashes over her eyes.

“No! But Carlos was there and saw. He’s the one who came over and pulled the man away from me and threw him out of the restaurant.”

“What? Carlos threw out the man who was harassing you?” She looks confused, and I don’t think she’s faking it. So she doesn’t know anything about this.

“Yes! Carlos basically real-life rescued me. Now he’s here? That can’t be a coincidence.”

“No. I don’t think it can be. But I knew nothing of that. It’s like I explained yesterday. This is bigger than me. I can funnel it and guide it, but there’s always a larger life to it than what I can control. This is almost certainly an example of that.”

I don’t fully grasp what she’s talking about, but I ignore my confusion. “What do I do?”

“Just what you would do anyway. Do what’s natural. Be yourself. This is the magic working. You can’t fight it. I can’t even fight it. It’s going to do what it does. But be patient. And don’t worry. Things will be fine. I know I’ve promised until you’re sick of hearing it, but—go get your phone and come back here.”

I walk back in. Carlos is still talking with Mr. McNeil. He smiles when he notices me open the desk drawer and pull out my phone. I smile back and walk into the hallway.

“Now unlock it and give it to me.” Mags sticks her hand out to take my phone. “There. I put my number in. My personal number. If you’re ever worried about this, just call or text. Anytime. Wake me up. I don’t care. There might be times I can’t answer back right away because… of things. But I will answer as soon as I can. OK?”

“OK.”

“I mean it, Maddie. I want you to call me anytime you’re worried about any of this. Anytime you need the slightest reassurance. I’m serious. Got it?”

“Got it. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Now get back in there before you make a bad impression on your hero.” She turns, laughing.

“Haha.” I look at the contact she added to my phone—“Mags-My Westest Witch Wuddy”—and chuckle despite myself. What a dork. It’s hard to reconcile this woman with the one who almost ruined my life.





Chapter 14



Working with Carlos is torturous. Every time I hear his voice, it’s like a finger running down the center of my body, down toward my very core. Every time I smell his woodsy, masculine scent, my eyes close and my brain stops working just long enough that I miss entire conversations. Every time I see him—his tan skin, his chiseled jaw, the hints of hardened steel muscles flexing under his clothes as he moves—I unconsciously hold my breath for just a beat.

“Ms. Lands, could you maybe help me when you get a moment?”

I blush at the way he says my name. “Of course.” I walk into his office and he motions me around his desk. My desk, I remind myself. My desk! “What can I do for you?”

“Hmm, well…” The heat from his stare turns my skin red. Finally, he turns away and looks at the computer monitor. “This file system? I am wondering what makes it different from this one. They seem identical. Is it a redundancy?”

“Oh. No. These are the drafts.” My fingernail clicks against the screen as I point. I’m cutting these off as soon as I get home tonight. “So they’re the files you’ll work with, but you’ll never share them. You save them to the other folder. That’s the shared file. It’s confusing at first and seems like an unnecessary step, but this is an old system. And this way you never accidentally share a draft. At least hopefully.”

“Ah, it makes perfect sense once I hear it from you. Thank you, Ms. Lands.”

“Please, just call me Maddie. And you’re very welcome. I would do anything to you. For you. Um, anything to help you. To get you settled in, I mean. Just… yeah. Anyway, you’re welcome. I’ll go back out to my desk now.”

When I get to my desk, I bury my head in my hands. I would do anything to you? Really? Sexually harassing my coworkers got me into this mess. What is it about him? His eyes, his voice—stop! Wrong thing to ask. I have to get control of myself around him.

Besides, he won’t be here much longer. And I’ll be a man again, so being near him won’t have this effect on me. But will it be so bad if it does? Whether I’m a man or a woman, he’s still going to be gorgeous. No! Just no! Once I’m back to normal, I won’t have these hormones flowing through me. And he won’t even be around, so I don’t need to worry about it.

◆◆◆
It’s a nearly constant struggle, but I force myself through the day and get home at last. While I fill his bowl with anti-eczema, low-carb food, I tell Luc all about my day. From me making a giant, huge, tremendously large fool of myself when I assaulted Mags in the bathroom to me making a giant, huge, tremendously large fool of myself when I told my new, temporary, boss I would do anything to him.

“I’m such an idiot.” He ignores me and focuses on his food. Smart dog. “And then you want the really bad part? Sean, the guy I thought was my friend all these years, thinks I’m a jerk. Not this me, the real me. Did anyone actually like me?” He looks up at me for just a second before burping and burying his nose back in his bowl. “Don’t act like you understand what I’m saying. Besides, you don’t count. You weren’t around then. You don’t know the real me.” I sigh. “I just don’t know anymore, buddy.”

◆◆◆
The next day is the same, minus the whole going-crazy-and-threatening-to-murder-my-coworker thing. Carlos is still Carlos. It’s not a bad thing that I thought of him when I got dressed this morning, right? I mean, he’s not the reason I wore makeup today. For the time being, I’m still Maddie, so I need to pretend to be just like any other woman. That’s all. And any woman would do that for her new boss. Her new edibly handsome boss. Oh God.

The magic! That has to be causing this. I text Mags. “Hey it’s, um, Maddie. I have a question. Is it safe to talk here? Like really talk? About things that are happening?”

“Yes, it is. No one else will ever see texts between us. Was that your question?”

“No… So Carlos is here because of the spell. Does that mean everything around him is happening because of the spell, too?”

“I’m not sure what you mean.”

I really don’t want to say this to anyone, especially not her. “The way people interact with him… Me. The way I interact with him. That’s influenced by the magic, right?”

“Still not sure I know exactly what you mean, but I think the answer is no. The new spell should have replaced the old one now. And I made sure there’s no magic influencing your behavior this time.”

“You’re one hundred percent sure?”

“Yes. Why? Is something strange happening with him?”

Yes! And now I know it’s not because of the magic. My stomach sinks. “No, it’s nothing. Just curious how this works.”

“Ok. Remember, you can tell me anything. I’m committed to making this right.”

Then make me stop feeling this way!

◆◆◆
Against my better judgement, I knock on Holly’s door early Sunday afternoon. I’m wearing a grey sweatshirt under a pink sweater, two pairs of fleece leggings, jeans, wool socks, and black boots with a three-inch heel because apparently heels are my thing. Over it all, I have a white bomber jacket, black scarf, earmuffs, and a knit hat. I take off a mitten and knock again.

“It’s open.”

I twist the knob and step in. “That might not be the smartest thing to announce when there’s a stranger at your door.”

“Security camera. I knew it was you.” She sounds like she’s in the bedroom. I pale a little at the memory of her bedroom.

“Oh. So, are you sure this is a good idea?”

“No. I’m sure it’s the best idea! Come on, you love it! You’re always the one who drags me there every year. Stop being Miss Downer this year.”

“I’m not. I just, whatever.”

“Ok, I’m ready.” She’s just wearing a pair of leggings with a tunic top over them and then a winter coat.

“You won’t freeze to death?”

“I’m the one who would sweat in an ice bath, remember? Let’s go.”

She grabs her purse, and we go down to the street.

It’s just a ten-minute walk through the grey streets to the park downtown. It seems like Holly talks the whole way, but I don’t mind. She stops and smiles at me when we get to the ticket booth.

“Ready to show these amateurs how it’s done?”

“Yeah, I don’t think I’ll be showing anyone up today.”

“Sure. Don’t be modest.”

We each give a twenty-dollar bill to the lady working the booth in exchange for a stamp on the backs of our hands. Then Holly practically drags me to the rental counter.

“I still can’t believe you didn’t bring your own. I don’t know what’s gotten into you this year.”

Well, I found out magic is real. My whole life has been turned upside down because some woman at work wanted to punish me for being an asshole. Apparently, everyone who ever knew me thought I was a terrible person. Oh, and my brand new vagina, the one I hope every night will be gone by the next morning, practically drips anytime I’m within 50 feet of my boss. “Nothing. I just didn’t feel like digging them out.”

“Hi ladies, what sizes?” The man behind the counter is friendlier than anyone standing in this weather should be.

“Seven.”

“Sevens for both of us.”

He turns around and grabs two white pairs of ice skates from the shelf and hands them to us, along with two locker keys on springy plastic lanyards. “Have fun!”

Skates in hand, we go to the benches set up beside the rink. I know I’m going to kill myself doing this. Whether it’s when I first try to stand on the skates, when I walk the ten feet to the rink, or the moment my first blade touches the ice and slides out from under me. I don’t admit it to Holly, but one of the reasons I’m wearing so many layers is for padding. She would just roll her eyes.

Ever since she texted me on Thursday, she’s been going on and on about what a great skater I am. Apparently, I skated for nine years when I was a little girl—when Maddie was a little girl. And when I really think, I can remember it. Mom getting me up at 4:30 each morning to go to practice. She would always stop to get coffee on the way. Then I remember the dank smell of the locker rooms, the smell of the ice, the cold when I was on it. But I remember my confidence out there too. I was never good enough to win the big competitions, but after all those years of training, I was good.

“I knew you’d be in the mood once we got here. You’re already smiling and we’re not even on the ice yet.”

“I just hope I didn’t forget everything in the last year.”

“No way. Come on.” She grabs my hand and yanks me from the bench. Without thinking, I walk effortlessly on the blades until I get to the ice. Maybe I can do this.

◆◆◆
Holy shit, I can do it! After the first tentative lap, I somehow just know how to do everything. Well, not “somehow.” It’s the years of practice I had growing up. And Holly was right. It’s exhilarating! I don’t know the last time I had this much fun. Holly and I giggle like two school girls while we each spin our way around the other skaters. A couple of times I leave Holly behind so I can do something more advanced—one time landing a double axel. A couple of other skaters applaud when I do that, and I see a little girl staring at me with her mouth open.

As we’re skating, I slip up and tell Holly about Carlos. Completely caught up in the joy of the day, I start gushing about him and the way he makes me feel. She immediately asks 50 questions and then assumes that’s the reason I seem different. I suppose it’s a good excuse, so I don’t argue. It feels good to tell someone. Someone who won’t judge me. Someone who thinks these feelings are totally normal. Of course, the rest of the day, she teases me playfully about it. That night, she sends me a video of animals having sex set to some soul music. It makes me snort-laugh.

The next morning, I wake up with more resolve than I’ve had in a week. I’m doing the bare minimum today. No more makeup ever. I don’t care what Carlos thinks. I’m not even pulling my hair back into a ponytail. It’s hanging down limp. I don’t even wash it. If Carlos doesn’t like it, tough. I do give in and put on a bra, but it’s the most unflattering bra I own. Carlos doesn’t deserve perky boobs from me. Grey pants and a black sweater today and—what’s this?—flats? My shoes are changed today. Still women’s, but I have flats! I step into a black pair before they somehow change back. This is a sign. A sign today is going to be fine.

I’m wrong.

“Help me! Send kitten pics!!” I spent the morning working with Carlos, guiding him through the various systems that he could have asked Sean about instead. Now it’s lunch, and I’m desperate and texting Holly.

“Argh!!!!! Kitten pics are everywhere on the internet. Why can’t I find any when it’s an actual emergency? Is this because of HIM?” She started using all caps for Carlos last night and somehow it seemed appropriate.

“Yes, it’s because of HIM! He’s just so here! Why does he have to be so here?”

“That asshole! How dare he be where he’s supposed to be while he’s working!”

“I know! Some people just have so much nerve! Then he asked me to work with him all morning long. AND ONCE I GET BACK FROM LUNCH TOO!!”

“You got this, babe! Just think of the kittens when you see him.”

“I was wrong about kitties! Kitties are cute! That won’t help!”

“You’re right. Then, uh, plants. Think of a big tree. A big oak tree.”

“A big, strong oak tree? The kind that makes you feel totally safe when you climb into its branches? Are you even trying to help?”

“You’re making everything about HIM. I can’t fight against that. The crush is too strong.”

“Ugh, the crush is too strong.” I close with a sad face emoji and set my phone facedown on the break room table. I just need to focus on work. If I stay busy and don’t let myself get distracted, I can do this.

But I can’t. I can’t focus on work, and I can’t do this. I can’t ignore the way he makes me feel. And the more I’m around him—the more he talks to me—I’m sure he feels something, too. My stomach sinks at the thought. That’s the last thing I need.





Chapter 15



“Ms. Lands… Maddie.” I love the way he says my name. My back arches when I hear it. “I’m sorry if this is inappropriate—and please tell me if it is. I will apologize and never make the mistake again. But, since I’m new to town, I thought maybe it would be nice to have a local guide to show me around. To get a feel for things. If that’s something you want to do. If you’re not interested, that is fine. Perhaps Sean could do it.”

“What? No! I mean yes! You don’t have to ask Sean. I’m totally interested! I’d love to give you a feel of things. For things.” Shit! “Uh, what kinds of things do you like?”

“I like unique things, things that make me laugh, beautiful things. Things like you.”

I gulp so loudly that I’m sure Sean will come sprinting out of his office any second, thinking I nearly choked on a piece of this cinnamon roll I’m eating. “I, uh, yes. Yes. I… yes. Yes, yes.” It’s not enough that I utter forty-seven yeses in a row; I also nod my head the entire time. Stick me on a dashboard and my bobble-head would be right at home.

Carlos smiles at me, and I forget the yeses. I forget everything except that. Except him. “That makes me very happy. Today is Wednesday. Perhaps Friday evening?”

“Friday evening would be great. Yes.” Stop with the yessing!

“Fantastic. The destination can be a surprise if you’d like. Just let me know what I should wear.” He winks.

My bedroom, I want the destination to be my bedroom. And what should you wear? Nothing. Not a single thing. You should show me everything I’ve spent the last week fantasizing about. “That, um, that sounds great. I’ll think of something and let you know.”

“Thank you, Maddie.”

“Of course.” I smile. Not intentionally. I can’t do anything but smile right now. It’s physically impossible for me to do anything else. I’m stuck in place, smiling as he walks back to his office. Stuck, smiling, staring at his ass. What am I going to do?

◆◆◆
That night I call Holly. Initially, I just want to whine to her and explain that I can’t do this. It’s inappropriate. She doesn’t know quite how inappropriate it is, but I need to convince her it is. I need her to agree with me that this is a terrible idea. I need to talk her into talking me out of this.

She doesn’t. I knew it would be a hard sell, but she’s practically bubbling with excitement. And before long I am too. Maybe I needed this phone call to put things in perspective for me. I very clearly have feelings for this man—more than I’ve ever had about anyone else—and I think he might have feelings for me, too. Is it wrong to explore them? Everything goes back to normal soon. It doesn’t have to be all torture and torment until it does.

So instead of my planned conversation, we talk about things to do. At first she suggests dinner and a walk along the river, but I remind her that no matter the heat I may feel for Carlos, it is still winter and I will not be going outside in the winds along the river. Then she suggests a movie, but any town has a movie theater. I want this to be something unique.

“MerryBus Records. They’re open in the evenings. Go there and make a record.”

“What? I’ve never heard of that.”

“I have an ex who used to work there. They have a studio and you can make a record right there. On vinyl. They make it as soon as you record it. I always thought it sounded fun.”

“How am I just now finding out about this?”

“Because you don’t know how to have fun?”

“Hilarious. Hmm. I wonder if he can sing.”

“Girl, the way you talk about his voice, he can charm the snakes from Medusa’s head with his vocal chords. Plus, you’d get a record of him. Capital H-I-M him. Do you really care if he’s slightly off-key?”

“Well, it would be better if he’s not, but no. That sounds like it could be fun. I’ll have to make sure they’re open then.”

“They are. I looked while we’ve been talking. And I made you a reservation for 6 o’clock. You’ll have to figure out dinner afterward all by yourself. Think you can handle it?”

“It might be tough, but I think so. Are you sure about this, Holly? I mean, this is wrong on so many levels. So many. Are you sure I should do this?”

“What levels? Yes, you should do it. Stop worrying so much and just have fun. It’s consensual. You want it as badly as he does. Maybe more. So he’s not taking advantage of you.”

“No, but—” He’s still my boss. Under all this, I’m still a man. Right?

“No buts! You’re doing this, and that’s that.”

◆◆◆
Friday, Carlos and I both leave work at four o’clock so we can get ready. I haven’t told Sean about this, and I don’t think Carlos did either. He thinks we each have our own things planned, I guess. I hope. I don’t want him to know what we’re doing.

At 5:30 p.m., I pull into a parking garage downtown. It’s right across the street from MerryBus Records, and just one block down from the restaurant I made reservations for. And that’s good because with these heels, I won’t feel like walking too far.

I wasn’t going to do it. I wasn’t going to be all girly for him. But when I let myself think about what I really wanted to wear, I wanted to do this. I wanted to wear something special for him, something unique and beautiful since he likes that. So I have on a sleeveless glittering emerald green sheath dress that ends just a couple of inches below my panties and a pair of nude open toe platform pumps. Under that, a pink lace bra and matching thong panties that have already ridden up uncomfortably. My only concession to the cold is the coat I put on right before I left home.

Once I get out of the car, I’m glad for the coat, but I’m still angry that the first image he sees of me will be this black peacoat rather than the dress, which leaves very little to the imagination. I walk to his car as he gets out, but as soon as I see him, I stop. He’s wearing jeans and a knit shirt. A tight knit shirt. A tight knit shirt that does nothing to hide his pecs or his abs. Seeing him, all I can think about is how I want to run my hands over his body. I want to feel every inch of him. I get wet just seeing him here in the parking garage with his clothes on. This is already a bad idea. I don’t know if I’ll make it through the night.

But somehow I do. The recording studio, at least. It’s a blast—just me and him inside a studio with an actual engineer in the booth while we record songs. They have a pretty extensive catalogue, but we finally settled on two older Motown love songs. I force myself to ignore the fact that the love songs are, well, love songs. They’re just songs that we both happen to know and like. That’s it. And despite my worries, Carlos is actually a very good singer. And sharing a single mic with him meant I had an excuse to be next to him and to feel his heat against mine.

I try to be good at dinner. I really do. I don’t have any alcohol. I want to make sure I’m in control the whole evening. I can’t risk things spiraling off in a direction I don’t want. But as soon as the entrees arrive, it happens. All my control goes away. Thinking back to how much I enjoyed it when Holly did it to me, I slip my foot from my shoe while he’s cutting a piece of steak. I rub a toe up his leg, just a single toe, lightly up his right leg. It’s adorable the way he stops in the middle of a cut, tenses, then sits straight up. He looks across at me, at my devilish grin.

Our eyes lock as my foot drifts closer and closer to the point of no return. His face shows nothing. No emotion. Was I wrong about this? About what he wanted and what he felt? Did I fuck up this entire situation? Just as my body goes cold, he reaches down and pulls my foot toward him, toward his manhood. I can feel his erection through the pants. My eyes widen. He feels massive. I rub my foot along its length. Teasing him. Not letting him get too satisfied, just letting him know what could be. I bite my lower lip, sure I’ve made a mess of my lipstick, but I don’t care right now. I can’t care about anything but him and his hard cock that is straining against his pants, trying to get out, trying to get to me.

“Do you want—”

“Yes. Absolutely 100% with no doubts at all, yes.” I don’t even know what he was going to ask. I just know I want it. All of it. I want all of him.

“Um, I really don’t want to do this then, but I need you to stop. Please.” He changed his mind and doesn’t want this after all? No. He never wanted it. I forced myself on him. Just like that man did with me. The man he saved me from. Just like… me. I am still a terrible person, even after all of this.

He must see the look on my face. “No. I don’t mean it like that. I don’t want you to stop, but I won’t be able to walk out of here without causing a scene if you don’t. And I really, really want to walk out of here and go someplace else with you. If you want that, too?”

I nod my head. Yes, I want that. I haven’t stopped thinking about it since the day he started at work. Am I really going to do this? Am I really going to give in?

He calls the waiter over and gives him his credit card as I slip my foot back into my shoe. Soon we’re walking toward the exit. I’m in front of him, shielding him from everyone as his excitement dies down. His hand is on my back, and even through my coat, I can feel the heat radiating from it and going right to my core. I don’t know if I’m going to make it until we get somewhere else.

“Would you feel more comfortable at my place or yours?”

“Who’s closer? Where do you live?” I ask.

“I’m about thirty minutes away.”

“My place then. I’m just ten minutes. I can’t wait for thirty.”

He follows me to my townhouse, but before we walk in, he stops me. “Are you sure you want this? I want this, but if you have any doubts, we’re not going to do this. I don’t want you to feel pressured. I’m not one of those guys.”

Fuck me, I used to be one of them. “I’m sure. I want this. From the instant I saw you.”

“Oh my Maddie, you don’t understand the half of it. I saw you before. Before work. You don’t remember me, but you were at a restaurant, and this man—”

“Yes! I recognized you as soon as you walked into accounting. Why didn’t you say something? Why didn’t you come sit with me that night?”

“I didn’t trust myself around you then. I didn’t know what my hands would do to you. I didn’t know what my lips would do.”

God, I’m practically dripping right now. I unlock the door, and Carlos follows me in.

Of course, as soon as he hears a strange voice and picks up a different scent, Luc starts barking like he’s about to finally get ahold of his archrival, The Mailman. I try to silence him, but he won’t stop. Carlos follows me up the stairs and as soon as Luc sees him he stops barking and backs away, growling, head down, ready to pounce.

“Luc stop! It’s OK! This is mommy’s friend Carlos. He’s a friend.” He’s about to be more than that if you’ll behave.

“A French bulldog? He’s very cute.” Carlos reaches slowly over the child gate, and I see Luc’s nose twitch. “Bonjour Luc. Mon nom est Carlos.” Finally, he walks up to him slowly, ready to spring back at the first sign of funny business. But Carlos keeps his hand steady and still. At last, Luc is up to it and Carlos is able to pet him. “That’s the only French I know, so it’ll have to be English or Spanish from here on, my friend.”

“C’mere you little pain in the butt.” I reach over the gate, pick him up, and walk him down the stairs. “Now, no noise from you. Got it? No matter what noises you hear from upstairs. Not a peep.” He whimpers in what I assume is agreement, and I head back up the stairs to see Carlos stepping over the gate like it’s nothing. Like he’s not five-feet-four-inches tall with petite legs. Before I get to the top, he has the gate open for me. I grin at him as I pass through, running my hand along his chest as I walk past him and into the bedroom. God, it feels even better than I imagined.

“So this is, um…” Am I really about to tell him this is a bedroom? Isn’t that obvious?

“Yes. It is.” He gently guides me down on the edge of my bed, his hand resting against my belly. “Do you still want to do this?”

I put my hand over his. “My panties are soaked. So I think that’s a yes.”

“Mmm, I want to drink every last drop of you.”

He lowers himself to his knees between my legs. I raise up a little so I can pull my dress up while he hooks his thumbs in the waist of my panties and teases them down my legs, gliding his fingers softly along my skin the whole way. I want to grab his hands and pull them back up to where I need them, but I let him take his time. When my panties are around my ankles, he lifts my legs one at a time. First, he slides my feet out of my pumps. Then he lifts my feet through the leg holes of my panties, freeing me.

When that is done, his head goes out of sight, lower than the edge of the mattress. I feel him kiss the inside of my left ankle. Then he raises his mouth slowly and kisses the curve of my calf. Then the inside of my knee. I purr when he does, so he stops and does it again and again. Fuck! Satisfied that I’m tormented enough, he moves up my inner thigh, one inch, one kiss at a time. By the time he gets to the top, I’m practically shaking. I don’t know how much of him I can handle.

With one last kiss, he’s exactly where I want him to be, where I need him. He presses my inner thighs apart, spreading them further than they already are, and I hear him inhale.

“Oh Maddie, you are so incredible. I’m going to make you scream.” I feel his tongue press against my folds and I can’t keep my head from lolling backward. Slowly up and down, his tongue teases me, tenses me, drinks every drop of me just like he promised. I start to moan, but my voice fails. I can barely breathe.

I reach down and grab his hair with my right hand, pulling him into me. Knowing how badly I want this, he slows down. Dragging his tongue along my slit, gradually, slowly, toward—Christ! His tongue dances around my sensitive nub, finally settling into slow circles. My clit fills with electricity that shoots throughout my body. I let go of his hair and lean backward, burying my shoulders in the mattress, forcing my sex up closer and tighter to his mouth and that wonderful tongue.

He pulls back for just a second. “Tell me how you like it, Maddie. Do you like this?”

He really has to ask? “Yes,” I whisper between pants. “More. Please.”

“More? You want more of this?” He buries himself again, and I feel his tongue running across my clit. “More of that?”

“Yes!”

“Or maybe you want some of this?” I hear my slickness as he slides a finger inside me, feeling around, searching for—I clench my fists around the blanket under me and a gasp escapes my lips.

“That…. Yes!”

“Or maybe you prefer this?” As his finger explores my sensitive spot, I feel his thumb trace circles around my clit. I squeal.

I can’t take anymore. My entire body tenses, waiting for the release that is right there, the cliff he’s about to push me over.

“Oh, not so fast, little girl. You’re not ready for that.” He pulls away from me and stands between my legs. I feel the warmth of his body on my inner thighs. I whimper.

“You liked that, did you?”

“Yes. Very much. I’m so close. Please.”

“So sexy when you beg, but I don’t think I’m going to let you come just yet.”

“Please…” I feel like I’m going to explode and I can’t take this sensation any longer.

“Trust me, I will make you come. But I need to make sure you’re good and ready first.”

I can’t be any more ready!

He lifts and pulls me closer toward the end of the bed. I’m sitting now and staring at him. The poor man is still fully dressed. No wonder he wants to stop for a minute. I unbuckle his belt and pull it free of the loops. With his belt free, I unbutton his jeans. Just as I start to tug the zipper down, I feel his hands over mine. I look up at him through my eyelashes.

“Let me help you with that.” He unzips and pushes his jeans down to his knees.

The only thing between me and his bulging cock is the thin black fabric of his boxer briefs. I put my hands flat on his chest and push upward, under his shirt, the palms of my hands rubbing across the skin of his belly, feeling each rock-solid muscle. Then I reverse, lowering my hands, scraping my fingernails down him, leaving my marks on him, until I get to his waistband. I hook my fingers inside and run them to the side. I lean in and kiss just below his belly button as I do. He smells so wonderful. Then I start to gently tug them down, exposing more and more skin. I sit upright so I can take it all in. I want to see every moment, every inch of this. And with one last tug, his cock springs out of his boxer briefs at full attention and just waiting for me. I lick my lips.

“Do you want that?”

I nod my head, unable to take my eyes off it. “May I? Do you want me to?”

“Yes.”

Before the word is completely out of his mouth, I’m running the back of a nail down the length of his shaft. His gorgeous, long shaft. The saliva is building in my mouth. When I get to the base, I wrap my fingers around it and look up into his eyes. He nods, and I return my attention to below. I pump him gently with my left hand while I run my right hand from the front of his thigh to the inside and then up to his sack. I tease him there with my fingernails. Then I rub a finger around one of his balls and before scraping it up to the base of his erection and down the length to its end. The beautiful tip that is waiting just for me. Waiting for my lips. But I’m in no rush.

I lean in and just barely brush my lips across him, inhaling his scent. Then I kiss the head and move to the side, kissing every inch as I move to the base. When I get there, I lick my way back. “You’re delicious.” Sure that the entire length is wet with my saliva, I blow on it. Just the way I remember from before. I see him tense as my warm breath leaves a cool chill against his skin.

Finally ready to stop tormenting him, and myself, I again wrap my hand around his base as I take his tip into my mouth, sucking on it as I do. His breath catches, and then he grabs my hair and tugs to hold me in place. Licking around the sides, I slowly take more and more into my mouth. Moving down until I feel him bump against the back of my throat. Fighting against a gag, I take more. Not too much more. There’s no way I can take his entire length.

Sucking again, I pull my head away. I let more and more of his cock slip out of my mouth until just the sensitive tip remains. I use my tongue to circle around it. His cock expands even more. Finally, when I’m sure he’s close, I take it into my mouth again.

He moves his other hand to the back of my head. “I’m going to come already.” His words come out staccato between shallow breaths. I reach around him. My fingers pressed into the firm muscles of his ass as I move up and down his shaft, slowly, but then he pumps into my mouth. Faster and faster, he’s thrusting. Harder. I gag, but I still take more. Both of us pumping until he tenses and his juice fills my mouth. I try to swallow all of it, but as I pull back, I feel some run down my chin. His head is hanging loosely to the side as he looks down at me. I run a finger across my chin and put it in my mouth, sucking the drips I collected, never breaking eye contact with him.

“Oh my God, Maddie, you are incredible. That was…”

“Yes. It was.”

“Now it is your turn, little girl.”

He lifts the dress the rest of the way off me. A chill goes through me as the cold air of the bedroom hits my nipples. I feel them grow even tighter.

“You are more beautiful than I even imagined. I want to make every inch of you mine.”

He slides my hips up further on the mattress and then guides me so I’m lying on my back with him on his knees between my legs. He cups his hands around my breasts and bends over me, now focusing on just my left breast. Taking my nipple between his fingers, he gives it a light pinch and leans in to kiss the crook of my neck. His lips move down my neck, not missing a spot as they kiss their way to my collarbone. Along my collarbone. Down the center of my chest. Between my breasts. Now circling my left breast, his fingers still rubbing my nipple until he pulls them back to make way for his lips. First a bite that sends sharp, loving pain through me, then suction, like he’s trying to pull it into his mouth. I inhale sharply as lightning flickers across my body.

With his other hand, he gropes my right side until he finds that nipple too and begins tweaking it. I have to force the breaths from my body as he moves his mouth to my right side and licks around my breast before biting and sucking on that nipple. Christ! Just as my back arches, he pulls away and starts kissing between my breasts. Moving down along the center line of my belly, across my belly button, lower.

I moan as he gets closer and closer. “Please. I need you now. Inside. I need you inside me. Please, Carlos.”

He moves to straddle me once again, pressing his tip against my slick entrance. He rubs the end of his cock against my ready pussy. “Is this what you want?”

“Yes! Oh God yes!”

“You’ve been such a good girl, waiting so patiently while I tease you. I think you deserve this.”

“Yes. Yes, I definitely do.”

I feel his cock slip slowly through my folds and into me, just barely. Teasing me still. I rock my hips toward him. I need to feel him inside me now! Sensing my frustration, he obliges and moves inside me with a gentle thrust.

“Your pussy is so tight for me.”

“I don’t think I can take you all.”

“Let yourself relax… there you go. You can take it.” And he gives another thrust, pushing all of him inside me. I automatically clench my muscles around his length, and he gasps.

My eyes roll back in my head at this wonderful feeling of fullness, unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before. I never want this to end. I want this to be my forever and always. I want him to be my forever and always.

He slides out of me slowly just to push back into me. Gently back and forth, almost like he’s rocking me. No, I don’t want this gentle rocking. I move my hips up and down his length, encouraging him to give me more. I’m not fragile. I can take it. And he gives it to me. Soon, he’s slamming his entire length into me. With each thrust, I moan. Breathily. High-pitched. Feminine. I feel the force building inside me. A tsunami slowly growing. Building. More and more. More until… Yes, this is it!

“I’m going to come!” I’m screaming now. No thoughts of my neighbors on the other side of the wall. No thoughts of Luc downstairs. No thoughts. Just me. Just him. Just this.

“Hold it for me. Just a second more.”

“I can’t!”

“Yes, you can. Yes, you… Now!” I shriek at the same time I hear him groan. Every muscle in my body tightens as I squeeze down on his cock, wanting to keep it inside me forever. His body twitching against mine, shivering, as convulsions wrack through me. Ohh! I struggle to catch my breath. Carlos on top of me. His skin on mine. His sweat mingling with mine. His body fitting perfectly into mine.

“That was amazing.” I somehow manage to whisper, my throat hoarse from shrieking.

“You are amazing, Maddie. You are so fucking amazing.”

“Same. You… I… I can’t even form words right now.”

He laughs, his breath gently gliding along my skin, giving me goosebumps.

I close my eyes, his weight pressing down on top of me, comforting me. Our breaths synchronized. His heart beating against mine.





Chapter 16



What was that? I wake with a start and look around. It’s already bright, the light filtering in through the closed blinds.

“Good morning, my precious one. I hope I woke you.” Carlos pulls the covers back, his head positioned between my legs. That’s what I felt. “It would be a shame for you to sleep and miss it.” He chuckles.

I throw a pillow at his head. “What are you doing?”

“Finishing what I started last night.”

“Oh, I think we definitely finished what we started last night, but—” He flicks his tongue against my clit, and I gasp.

“Oh no. I started this last night, but I didn’t let you finish. I owe you this orgasm, and I’m going to make sure you get it.” The last of his words are buried as his lips are moving against mine.

Despite last night. Despite all of last night, it doesn’t take long before I’m arching my back and pressing myself into him with every ounce of force that I can muster. No matter what he does, I can’t get enough. His tongue glides across my nub, and before I know it, he’s making me scream again.

Exhausted, I collapse back onto the bed. He crawls beside me, and I nestle against him. I want to feel his skin against mine. I want to lie here, held in his arms forever.

“Luc!” I jump out of bed, pulling the blanket to wrap around my nude body. Carlos has other plans, though. With a wicked grin, he snatches the blanket and yanks it out of my hands.

“I want to see that gorgeous body of yours. No covering it up yet.”

“Oh my God Carlos! I fell asleep last night and—I need to let Luc out! Poor guy! He’s probably already made a huge mess downstairs, and I don’t blame him.” I rush around the bedroom, pulling on a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt.

“Maddie. Stop. There’s no need. I took care of him.” I stop and turn to face him.

“You did?”

He reaches to the nightstand and takes a drink of water, moving it slowly around his mouth before swallowing. Somehow, the way he does it makes the heat rise in my body. “Yes. You looked so peaceful this morning that I didn’t want to wake you, so I took him out front to use the bathroom.”

“But his leash is—”

“On the table by the front door.”

“Oh. Well, he’s probably thirsty now—”

“I filled his bowl before I came back upstairs to you. I even snuck him a little breakfast kibble. I hope that was OK.”

“Yes. That was OK.” I stare at him. “How are you so great?”

“I only did it so I could get his owner in bed with me.”

“Oh, you want to get her in bed, do you?” I rub my hand along his leg, feeling his dark hairs brush against my fingers.

“I very much do.”

“I think maybe I can arrange that.” I lean over to kiss him but stop myself just inches away. “Gross! No! Morning mouth! You don’t want that. You’d never want me in bed after that.”

“Maddie, after last night I’ll never not want you in my bed.”

My chest tightens. What is he saying? What am I thinking? Why is my body reacting like this? With a quick, soft tug, he pulls me down and rolls on top of me, his lips matching against mine, his tongue pressing against them, pushing its way in. And I let him in. Just like last night, I let him in.





Chapter 17



I knock on the door frame to make sure she notices me.

She looks up from her computer and smiles. “Good morning.”

“Good morning, Mags. Do you have a minute?”

“Sure! Come in. Shut the door behind you, please. Have a seat.”

I sit in the same chair where I sat just two weeks ago as Holly and I confronted Mags to demand that she give me my old life back. And she had. Started to at least. Just like she promised, the changes had begun, and just like she warned, they had been slow, as the original changes were. Only this time, I’m aware of them. There’s nothing hiding them from me.

“What’s up?”

“Umm… well, I wanted to talk to you about something. But it seems rude to just barge in here and start right in.”

“You need some friendly banter beforehand? Or maybe you’d prefer to push me up against the wall?” She laughs. “You know, for as small as you are, you’re really strong when you’re angry.”

My face goes red. “That’s so embarrassing. I’m so, so, so sorry about that. I don’t know what happened.”

“I had it coming. Not for that, but for the whole thing. So there’s nothing to be sorry about. If you want friendly banter before getting down to business. My weekend was great, thanks. I had dinner out Saturday night and saw a movie. It was the first time I’d done that in ages.” As soon as she says that, I wonder about her age. Do witches age? Is she really just in her early 20s like she looks? “What about you? How was your weekend?”

That question focuses my thoughts, and my heart pounds so hard I can hear it in my ears.

“I can see that it was more exciting than mine. Was it a good exciting or a bad exciting?”

“That’s, um… That’s why I’m here. It was a good exciting. A really good exciting. A really, really, really good exciting.”

She laughs. “OK, I’m glad. So tell me. I’m all ears.”

“Well, it’s bad that it was so good. You know Carlos Rodrigues? The new accountant?”

“Yeah? What about him?”

“We, uh, he and I went out Friday night. Like out out.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. And then that… led to some things.”

“The good things?”

“The very good things.”

“But those good things are a problem?”

“Exactly. So I don’t know what to do.”

“Well, I mean I’m far from a hedonist, as you know, but I say do more of the good things, maybe?”

“Yes, but that’s not going to be possible eventually…. Soon.”

“Ah. And what do you think about that?”

I giggle.

“What?”

“This sounds like a therapy session.”

“Then we’d better hurry. You only have 30 minutes left.” She sticks her tongue out at me. I enjoy seeing this side of her. It’s a side I would have never guessed existed.

“That’s… I really liked the night I spent with Carlos.”

“Yeah, something gave me that impression.”

I grin at her joke and at my memory of that night. And the morning after. “I don’t know Mags. This is so stupid. I just… I don’t know what I want anymore.” I blink back the tears that are suddenly building at the corners of my eyes.

“Hmm. Now this is really going to sound like therapy—try not to roll your eyes too much—but do you really not know what you want? Or do you know what you want, but are afraid to admit it?”

I stare at her for a moment. “I think it’s that one.” The words are so soft I can barely hear them. Despite my best efforts, I feel a tear roll down my cheek.

Mags walks around her desk and pulls a chair next to me, putting her hand over mine. “Honey, that’s not a bad thing at all. In fact, that’s great. You literally get a choice that almost no one gets. And you can still choose. It’s not too late. You’re not stuck one way or the other.”

I flip my hand over and squeeze hers. I start to respond, but I stop. As soon as I would say anything, the tears would break free, and I’m not sure I could stop them. She already thinks I’m a selfish asshole/psychotic, abnormally strong freak. I don’t want her to think I’m a crybaby too, even if that would be by far the best of the three.

“Maddie, listen. This is fine. If you’re here for the reason it sounds like, then yes. I can do that. We can do that. This can be you. This is you. Already. Keeping it this way is easy.” She smiles a comforting smile that I return. “I just need to hear it from you. Are you sure?”

“Yes, but it’s not that easy. I want to this to be me forever. I want to be Maddie forever, but I want to keep seeing him. Dating him. And we talked. He wants to keep dating me, too. But he’s my boss.”

“Do you think that’s really going to be a hangup here? You know I can do magic, right? You know what I did to you and the world around you. The changes I made? And you’re worried… what, that I can’t come up with a way so the two of you can still see each other? I don’t even need magic for that. You know the department I work in. We’re the ones who handle things like this.”

“Really?”

“Yes really. Dealing with personnel issues is kind of the first thing in the job description. And all the other things, too.”

I laugh. “Duh. No, I mean, it really won’t be a problem? You’ll help me find something else?”

She puts both hands on my face and forces me to look at her. “Now I want you to be 100% honest with me. Don’t sugarcoat anything. Don’t worry about making me mad or hurting my feelings. Totally impartially, what do you think of me? As a person?”

“I.. I don’t know. That’s not a fair question to ask me after everything.”

“No, but tell me anyway. Look at me. And be honest.”

“I guess I think you’re OK? I mean, if it weren’t for all the… that stuff, you know, I think I would like you? I mean, not like you like you. Not like that.”

Her voice bounces with laughter. “I knew what you meant. But do you mean that? That you think I’m OK?”

“Yeah. I do.”

“Then I might have a solution. I need a partner in crime.”

My eyes go wide.

“Oh no! Not what you’re thinking! Here at work. Technically, the job title is Human Resources Associate. You’d do payroll and the financial side of benefits. I happen to know you’re good with numbers. And if you did that, it would free you up to have a relationship with, say, someone in a different department who would no longer be your supervisor. Does that sound like something you would be interested in?”

“Are you serious? It’s that easy?”

“It can be if that’s something you want to do.”

“Absolutely! How does that part work? Do I need to apply and go through interviews?”

“No, I think for you I can just offer you the job. But the other part of this is way more important. Do you need time to think about it?”

I shake my head no. “I’ve kind of been thinking about it without thinking about it. If that makes sense? Ever since you changed the spell so I could see both versions of my life, there’s been a tiny voice in my head telling me that I’m way happier as Maddie than I ever was as Matthew. I just wouldn’t let myself listen. Until…”

“Until this weekend?”

“Until the weekend before this one. Believe it or not, Holly was the one who made me first listen to it, even if she doesn’t realize that. This weekend just convinced me.”

Mags smiles and squeezes my hand. “I’m so proud of you for this. It takes courage to do this. Really. Now tell me what you want. I don’t want there to be any confusion, because this is probably the last time I get to meddle in this for you. This isn’t a snow globe we can just shake up anytime we feel like it. But I’ll happily do it one last time for you. Just tell me so I hear it from your lips. Do you want to be Maddie permanently?”

“I do. I want to be Maddie forever. Please.”
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