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CHAPTER ONE



"Did I mention the view?" I walk to the wall of windows. It overlooks the city skyline and is worth $16 million, even if nothing else was here.

The woman sighs, and I swear I can hear her roll her eyes. "Only about 10 times, my dear. But just six bedrooms?"

I smile as I turn to face her. "Only six. But there are five bathrooms, and don't forget—"

"Yes, the view."

"—the kitchen. There are a lot of downtown restaurants that don't have kitchens as nice as this."

"I just don't think this will work for me." She walks out the door without saying thank you or even goodbye, and I fall onto the sofa.

Why is this penthouse so hard to sell? Nothing in the heart of downtown has more than six bedrooms. Plus a kitchen with room for four chefs to work at the same time. And yes, that view. An entire wall that looks out over the city from 74 stories up. I've been a luxury real estate agent for 5 years and have been in almost every building in the city. This is the only view that makes me stay after a client leaves so I can stare out the windows. I know there's a buyer out there. I just have to find them. And I've got two weeks to do it.

As I walk around the condo one last time before leaving, I see that a closet door in one of the guest bedrooms is open. I clench my fists and widen my stance a little as I approach it. Every real estate agent has heard the stories of people hiding in closets and then springing out once the agent is alone. Probably all made-up, but they're still always in the back of my mind.

I blow out a breath as I wrap my fingers around the handle. Then I yank it open and jump away. From outside, the closet looks clear of everything except clothes, but I walk in to make sure no one is hiding in the back. That's when I see it. A sleeveless blue silk gown. It's so simple but so pretty. I take it off the rack and hold it against me. It would fit perfectly. Butterflies flit around my stomach when I think about trying it on. I can't. It would be unprofessional. But that doesn't mean I can't see what it would look like.

I take it to the master bedroom and hold it up to me in front of the windows. In my mind, I imagine wearing it as I look out over the city, and the faint, ghost-like reflection in the glass almost makes it look like I have it on. It's almost enough to satisfy me. I turn to the full-length mirror. It's so beautiful. Just five minutes. That's all I need. Maybe not even that long. I set the dress across the bed, careful not to wrinkle it while I take my clothes off. When I have everything off except my briefs, I slip the dress from its hanger and unzip the back. There's no one here, but a rush of adrenaline still makes my breaths shallow as I step into it and pull it up around me.

It does fit perfectly. Like it was made for me. A me that had boobs to fill it out. But everywhere else, it's perfect. I walk to the windows again and this is so much better. I'm not a person holding a dress. I'm a woman walking in a dress, walking toward a view almost as stunning as her. When I get to the window, I spin and the silk flirts across my skin and sends a wave of tingles through my body. I can't help but smile. After everything I've been through because of this property, I need this. I close my eyes and sway. The skirt of the dress sweeps across my legs and feels so wonderful.

"You look very pretty, but that dress isn't meant for you."


CHAPTER TWO



My lungs suck in so much air it feels like they’ll burst as I spin toward the man who snuck up behind me. I try to cover myself, like my arms could hide the dress. "I didn't... I was... it... uh."

He walks toward me. His steps are slow, and he's smiling. I move backward and look to either side of him. My brain races as I search for a way to run around him and out the door. "Who are you?" I ask.

He laughs and his green eyes—eyes that look hauntingly out of place with his medium complexion—glitter. "I should be the one asking you that, but I already know the answer. Isaiah Spencer, real estate agent and the man who just finished showing this penthouse to an older lady who looked like she would be more at home in a cottage filled with throw pillows and crocheted blankets than a sleek and modern penthouse."

He stops moving, but my entire body is tense and ready to bolt the instant he comes any closer. "You know a lot more about me than I know about you. What are you doing here? And why shouldn't I call the police?" My eyes automatically move to the bed where my phone is sitting on my folded pants. His eyes follow mine, and I curse myself for being so stupid.

He takes the phone and flips it in his hand. "Well, the fact that I now have your phone presents a problem for you. And you're currently wearing a dress that is certainly not yours. Based on your reaction when I walked in, it's a dress that you don't want anyone to see you in. If you call the police, they would see you. And they might take you to their station for paperwork, so even more people would see you there. But if that doesn't bother you, feel free."

In the bottom of my vision, I see my chest turn a violent red above the blue of the dress as he tosses the phone on the bed. It's closer to me now. I could get it before him, but what then? Would I actually call the police and expose myself like that?

"And most important of all," he says, "I'm not sure the police would appreciate you calling to let them know that the homeowner returned home. That seems like a waste of their resources."

Oh shit. I put a hand on the wall to help hold myself up. "You? You're..."

"Javier Rosa? I am. You didn't search for my image on the internet when my assistant hired you? Maybe that lack of follow-through is why this is still on the market. Maybe if you’d put in just a little work—"

"Excuse me?" The back of my neck tingles as the hair rises. "I've spent the last five years cultivating one of the best networks of potential clients in this city. When I first listed this property, I hired a production crew, along with two of the sexiest actors that you'll ever find, to produce a video that showcased every positive feature of this home while making the negatives seem so minor that a potential buyer didn't need to worry about them. And then I hosted two parties here in your name. A cocktail party for all the stodgy old-money elite and then a party with more alcohol and molly than I even want to admit, plus hours of music that was so loud I couldn't hear for a week. Maybe if you'd realize that 'sleek and modern' is really just code for 'cold and unlivable,' we might get somewhere. Then I could get rid of all this modernist garbage and stage it with furnishings people can actually imagine themselves using. Oh, and add an extra bedroom or two because the yarn and quilt grandma market likes to have their grandbabies visit."

By the time I finally breathe, I'm standing in front of him and using my index finger to punctuate my words into his chest. And he's just standing there, the right side of his mouth curled up and those mesmerizing green eyes burning. I bite my lip and look down, knowing I just lost this listing. And that means I've lost my job, and I don't know what I'm going to do now.

"Should I applaud? Would that make you feel better? Or should I congratulate you—not for doing what I hired you to do—but for giving a speech designed to convince me you're doing your job, when everything tells me that you're not? How long has it been since my assistant hired you?"

All the emotion and adrenaline that had filled me leaks out, and if I let myself, I would shrink to nothing on the floor. "May I have some privacy to change, please? Then I'll be gone, and you'll never see me again."

"Answer me."

It's not enough that he came home and caught me crossdressing in his penthouse and then ridiculed me for not selling it quickly enough, but now he wants to be an asshole too? Does he expect me to grovel for him?

I look him in the eyes, and make sure that my eyes are every bit as intense as his. "Three months. But in that—"

"So three months isn't enough time for you, but I see other homes selling much more quickly. Homes that aren't nearly as nice as this one. This view is worth more than what I'm asking for this property." He looks out the window, but I glare at him. I want him to feel my gaze stabbing through him.

"As I was saying, in that three months, the economy has fallen apart and those paper billionaires who could afford to buy this without even thinking earlier this year, now are only multi-millionaires, and they're acting like they have to buy the cheap off-brand cereal now."

He smiles so wide I can see his teeth. His perfect white teeth that match his perfect eyes and his perfect face. "Ah… Cinnamon Crunch Strips with chocolate milk."

I try to keep my glower, but when my mouth drops and my eyebrows scrunch together, I know I've lost this little battle. "What?"

"Cereal. That's my guilty pleasure. I love it."

"But that combo… sounds disgusting."

He smirks again, and there's something new is his face. "Lucky for you, your taste in clothes is much better than your taste in food. That dress was my wife's."

"You're married?"

He shakes his head. "Not anymore."

"You shouldn't keep it in one of your closets then. Now may I please have just a minute of privacy so I can put on my real clothes and you can have your ex's dress back to do whatever it is you do with it?"

“I should burn it.” He looks at the fireplace, and sadness washes away everything else from his face. “You do point out to clients that there's a fireplace in every room?”

I roll my eyes. "No, I never thought of even mentioning that. Maybe I should write that down."

"Maybe there's a lot I could teach you."

My sigh is louder than I intend, but I'm glad. "Privacy? Or do you want me to strip in front of you?"

He looks from my face down to my feet and back up. "Be here tomorrow night at seven."

"I... no. I'm not going to play games with you. You're not happy with me, so you can find someone else. The end. It's not worth it."

Javier chuckles, and the sound gives me goosebumps. "You're the one traipsing around my home dressed like some kind of sissy. Without a care for the security cameras that were recording your every move. I think you'll want to be here at seven tomorrow. Not a minute later."

He walks out of the room and shuts the door behind him, and it feels like the entire building just crashed down on me.


CHAPTER THREE



The sound of my footsteps echoes through the empty lobby as I walk toward the elevator. When I get there, I don't push the button. I can't. I can barely breathe. I can either keep myself from running away or I can push that button. I can't do both.

I don't know how long I stand there. Almost long enough to convince myself to leave. I don't have to have this job. I don't have to put myself through whatever abuse this man is planning to throw at me. I can... what? Is my American history degree suddenly a lot more valuable than it was when I graduated seven years ago?

For two years after I graduated, I worked any job I could find just long enough to find that I hated all of them. Cashier at a department store, assistant to a mid-level accountant, bank teller. Not once did anyone ask me about the private diaries of Millard Fillmore or the role of the south's economic depression in the failure of Reconstruction.

Then I found this job and faked my way through two interviews. I didn't know anything when I started, but I've always been a quick study. And it's different now. This is the only job I’ve ever loved, and I do know what I'm doing. I'm not going to let some asshole with an ego the size of Wyoming—and a personality just as devoid of life—tell me I don't.

I press the button and hold it for an extra second just to prove to the elevator and myself that I'm ready for this. More than ready. If he thinks he's going to bully me, he's mistaken. He'll be sorry that he invited me back. When the doors open, I don't wait for anyone to get off. I don't even look. I just march in and run straight into someone's chest. Someone who, when I look up, looks exactly like Javier.

"So you can move. I watched you on the security cameras. I was worried that if I didn't come to collect you, you would be frozen in that spot for eternity."

I grimace at him, trying to force him to take a step back. The doors close behind me, but neither one of us moves. Our chests are still touching. The elevator is going nowhere.

"You're adorable when you're feisty and I would love to stay here and enjoy it, but we have work to do." Javier still doesn't move, but he reaches around me and swipes his access card. The elevator rises, and I don't know if the growing pit in my stomach is because of that or because of him.

When the door slides open behind me, Javier puts his hands on my shoulders. I wish I could breathe fire and melt the smugness from his face. "Allow me." He spins me, and he's so strong that I have to twist my feet or else I would fall. Bastard. I don't wait for him to say or do anything else. I stomp into his penthouse and stop beside the kitchen island. When I turn to face him, I realize I just did exactly what he wanted me to do, and I want to scream.

"So what do you think?" he asks.

"About?"

"You can move and speak. Perhaps you didn't have a stroke after all. About that." He points behind me.

I don't want to turn, but my curiosity gets the better of me. When I see it, my heart pounds so hard I'm surprised the windows aren't rattling. "What's the supposed to be?"

"Exactly what you think. Put it on."

There's a red dress laying on his sofa. A red dress with panties, a bra, and stockings sitting beside it. I walk closer to it, and my head is too light for my body. "What if I refuse?"

"You won't."

The arrogance of this man. I want to tell him no just to prove him wrong. "I don't normally do this."

His footsteps are soft, but I can still hear them as he walks closer. When he's beside me, something makes me take a deep breath. He should smell like sulfur, but he smells like Spring. Spring and smoke. "You don't normally stand in a strange man's home and put on a dress for him? I'm glad to hear that I'm special."

He's probably been told he's special all his life, and it's gone to his head. "I don't normally wear dresses at all."

"But you seemed so natural in it yesterday." My shoulders draw tight when his finger traces down my back. It's so soft I don't notice it at first.

"That was..." I have to stop to catch my breath. "Can you please take your hand off of me?"

When he does, my muscles uncoil, and my throat opens again. "Yesterday was different," I say. "I was stressed and angry. And worried. And the dress was just there."

"So you wear women's clothes to relax you." He presses his hand into the small of my back, and my body tenses again. "It feels like you need to relax, so this is the perfect time. Would you like me to help you?" His hand slips under my shirt, and I can't tell if it feels hot or cold on my skin. I just know that I need him to stop.

"Why do you want me to do this?"

"Isn't that obvious? Because I want to spend the evening with a beautiful and special woman. A woman I haven't been able to stop thinking about since I saw her yesterday." He leans forward, and I feel his breath on the back of my neck just a split second before I feel his lips.

I spin away and stare at him. My heart is beating faster than the pistons in a race car. "I'm not like this."

The side of his mouth curls up just enough to be noticeable. "That's only because you haven't been brave enough yet. Be brave for me tonight, Isaiah."

I look at the dress. It's simple. Nothing extravagant like the one I wore yesterday. But this one is calling to me even more. And I know if I even touch it, I wouldn't be able to resist it. Or him. I shake my head.

“Please.”

That one word causes me to crumble. His voice is so soft when he says it. So unlike anything I've heard from him yesterday or today. So unlike anything I imagined I would ever hear from him. I look up. His eyes plead with me, and I can't fight them. I swallow and take the dress and underwear from the sofa.

"Use my bedroom to change. I don't have any makeup for you. I'm sorry."

I chuckle. "It's fine." I've never worn makeup in my life, so I'm sure I'd have no idea how to even do it. His bedroom is the same as it was yesterday. I'm not sure why that surprises me. I close the door behind me and set the dress on the bed.

I can do this. I peel my clothes off, folding them and setting them next to the dress. Then I pick up the stockings. These aren't the stockings I'm used to. These are so smooth they glide across my skin with almost no effort from me. Silk? But I stop when I get to my calf. This won't do. I take it off and walk to the door. My dick is hard, and it bounces with every step.

I open the door just enough for me to stick my head out. "Javier?"

"Did you change your mind about asking me to help you dress?" He starts to walk toward me.

"No." He stops and almost seems disappointed. "I haven't shaved."

"That's fine. I don't mind."

"I do. Do you have an extra razor I could use?" He bites his lip and looks behind him. "I'll be quick. But I need to do this."

He nods his head. "The middle shelf of the left cabinet in the bathroom. Towels are on the shelf above that."

I close the door and go to his bathroom. Every time I walk in here, I can't believe this is just a bathroom. It's the size of a shrine and almost everything is made of marble. But I don't have time to admire it. I open the cabinet and take a razor and a towel.

I'm as quick as I can be in the shower. As quick as I can be without nicking my legs. As quick as anyone can be in a shower that has 32 spray heads and three color-changing lights. I count six speakers too, but I don't dare ask his voice assistant to play any music because I'm not sure I would ever want to come out.

When I do, I sit on the edge of the bed and pull the stocking up my leg again. It's much better this time. So much smoother. So much prettier without the hair trapped and matted under it. I slide them up. Each inch causes me to tingle more, and by the time they're both around my thighs, a million sparks are shooting through my entire body. And every single one of them ends up at my cock.

I wrap my fingers around it, and if it had a voice, it would beg me to stroke my hand along its length. To squeeze it. Tug it. Anything to give it relief. But I don't. I clip the stockings into my garter belt and pull up the panties. Somehow they're even silkier than the stockings. Pulling them up my legs is torture, and when my cock is imprisoned inside, it feels like it's going to explode. But I still ignore it.

I'm almost grateful that the bra he chose for me isn't very comfortable. There's nothing to fill the cups and the band and underwires dig into my chest. I tug at it over and over until I find the most comfortable position, but even that isn't comfortable. I'm just about to take it off when I see myself in the mirror.

My breath stutters. From the neck down, I'm a woman. A woman with an extremely angry cock screaming for release, but a woman. I can't take the bra off. No matter how much it pokes me. I never want to take it off now. I almost don't want to cover it with the dress, but I have to.

I pick up the dress to look at it. A plain cotton V-neck. Short sleeves. No zipper. Nothing fancy. I'm surprised he picked this. There have to be so many other dresses in that closet. So many other dresses he could have bought. But he chose this one. I slip into it and let it settle around me. It falls almost to my knees. When I spin to the left and right in front of the mirror, the dress flares out around my legs. When I stand still, it hides the bulge in my panties.

I close my eyes for a second before opening the door. The floors are slippery in just my stockinged feet, so I pad carefully to the living room. Javier is in the kitchen. His back is turned, and he doesn't notice me. He's standing over the stove, stirring something. "Do you cook?" I ask. He doesn't jump, but I see the muscles ripple under his black button-up shirt before he turns to me.

"You're..."

An idiot for standing in front of this man while wearing a dress? Again. A fool for believing that this wasn't just some joke.

"...gorgeous."

My cheeks get so warm I'm sure they're as red as the dress. "Please, sit." He motions toward the dining room table. There are two places set. I sit at one of them, smoothing my dress under me as I do and then crossing my legs. My legs rubbing together makes me moan, and when I look at Javier to see if he heard me, he's grinning into the pot on the stove. I wish I could crawl under the table and hide.

"Have you ever had callos a la Madrileña?"

I shake my head. "I don't even know what it is."

He smiles. "My grandmother used to make it for us every week. I hated it as a child, but now I love it. If I go more than a month without having it, I crave it. Do you have any foods that will dominate your very life like that if you let them?"

"No. But I hear good things about Cinnamon Crunch Strips with chocolate milk."

Javier snorts. "Someday, Isaiah, I will introduce you, and it will change your world."

Someday? Does that mean that this isn't just a onetime thing? What is this to him?

"But I can't call you Isaiah while you are dressed so lovely. It isn't right. Do you have a name?"

I twist my lips. I've never thought about it.

"I think Isabella would be the perfect name for you." He sets the pot on the ceramic trivet in the center of the table. It's a red stew, but I don't recognize anything in it. It smells wonderful, though, and my stomach growls as the aroma fills the back of my nose.

Javier sets his apron on the island counter and returns with a ladle. Once he scoops the stew into our bowls, he sits next to me. His leg brushes against mine, and I know it's intentional, but I pretend I don't notice it. I pretend that it doesn't send a flame through my spine.

"Please, let me know what you think. I spent all day, but no matter what I do, it's never quite as good as mi abuelita could make."

"You made this?" I raise a spoon to my lips. When he doesn't answer, I take a bite and my eyes go wide. "This is delicious." I wish my palette was sophisticated enough to pick out the ingredients. Garlic. Something smokey. Some kind of meat that's chewy but still tender and almost creamy.

"Please don't just say that to spare my feelings." When he takes a bite, he closes his eyes for a second, and I can tell he's thinking of something or some place else.

"Do you even have feelings? After yesterday, I'm under the impression that you don't."

"Perhaps not." His shoulders raise. "Perhaps I'm as cold and unforgiving as steel. Most people think so. Who am I to say they're wrong?"

"Is that what your ex-wife thought?" I almost drop my spoon. Why am I asking him this? When I looked for information last night about his ex, I couldn't find anything. It's like she never existed. Or like someone went through a lot of trouble to hide the fact that she did.

He takes a deep breath and looks out the window. It's dark now, and all the downtown buildings are glowing. "No. She was the only one who didn't think that. I wish she was right about me." His voice is barely even a whisper, and there's a giant pit growing in my stomach. I should have never mentioned her.

"I have an idea." Javier tosses his napkin beside his half-eaten soup and stands up. "Let's go out."

I choke and clutch my hand to my chest. "You don't mean like this, right?"

"Of course I do."


CHAPTER FOUR



"Javier... that's not going to happen. No. Hard no. Safeword no."

He grins, and I wish it didn't make me want to do anything he asked me. "'Safeword no?' This isn't that type of relationship, Belle. Don't you know how sexy you are like this? You make me feel things I didn't think I could feel anymore. I'll get you a coat."

"Javier, wait. Javier?" He ignores me and walks down the hall. When he disappears into the guest bedroom, I toss my hands up and drop my head to the table. It makes a satisfying and solid thud, and I hope he heard it.

I don't look up until I hear his footsteps beside me. Until I smell him. He's holding a long black coat and a pair of shoes. Black loafers that barely have a two-inch heel. I laugh when I see them. "Those?"

"Oh, there are plenty of others if you don't like these. But I don't know how comfortable you are wearing heels."

"Why do you have all these clothes? They don't fit you. I'm obviously not your first, am I?"

He furrows his eyebrows. "My first?"

Part of me doesn't want to know. It wants to think that I'm unique. That this is the only time he's ever done anything like this. "The first boy you've had dress up for you."

"Which answer would you prefer?"

"The truth. But you don't have to say it. I already know."

He crouches in front of me and sets the shoes on the floor. Then he reaches up and rests his palm against my cheek. His thumb strokes down toward my lips. "It shouldn't matter. You are beautiful. Why don't you see that?"

Because the last person I dressed for was disgusted when he saw me. And I see his reaction every time I put on a dress now. I hear his retching groan and then his laughter.

"And it's not just this, is it?" he asks. "Have you always been like this?"

I look down. The shoes are right beside my feet, so I slip into them and stand. I haven't worn heels in so long, even these make me feel like I'm towering over him. Until he stands. Until my eyes are even with his lips. Until I want to kiss him. "I won't leave the car." I turn away before I do something I'm going to regret. Something more than this.

"That's fine. For this time. Allow me." He holds the coat open, and I slip into it. When it's on, I draw it tight and tie the belt around my waist so no one can see what I'm wearing. Javier takes a step back and moans.

"That bad?"

"I wish you could see yourself the way I see you. I wish you could see how stunning you are."

I blush. I don't know why he's doing this or what he expects from me, but I know there's some reason.

"Come." He holds his hand in front of me, but I don't take it. We stare at each other for what seems like days, but then I feel his fingers twine through mine. He leans in, his body pressing against me. "I will never let anything bad happen to you."

Then why are you making me do this?

I clamp my eyes shut during the entire elevator ride, praying that no one else gets on with us. That no one is watching the security camera feed. And when we stop, my stomach doesn't. It falls through me and keeps going until Javier pulls on my hand. "There's no one here, Belle. Come."

He holds my hand into the parking garage and only lets go at the rear of an enormous black SUV. As soon as I hear the beep of the unlocking doors, I dive inside. My heart settles as soon as the door is closed, but I still slouch down in my seat. Javier laughs, but he doesn't say a word as he starts the car and backs out of the spot.

We drive down through the garage and out onto the street. There's not much traffic, and even though I know no one could see me in here anyway, I'm still glad there's no one next to us when we pull up to the first red light.

When we rock to a stop, I twist in my seat to look at Javier. "Tell me where we're going."

“What will you give me in exchange?” His eyes drift to my lap, and I’m not sure if it’s intentional.

My cock wants to reach up for him, but I cover it with my hands so he can’t see it. “You won’t just tell me?”

He clicks his tongue. "I pride myself on being a tough negotiator, and I never give anything away for free."

"I've always heard that the most important part of negotiation is the willingness to walk away. Are you willing to walk away?"

He bites his lower lip and doesn't say anything at first. His eyes flick to me and then back to the road. "Always."

We drive in silence for ten minutes until he pulls into Centennial Park. The long road winds us to the back of the park. It's mostly woods here. Trees tower all around us. They're so thick they block almost all the light. I would never guess we're still in the heart of a major city.

When we park, Javier takes off his seatbelt and faces me. "Is there something from your teenage years that everyone else did, but you never had the chance to do? Something that still sticks with you today?"

There's so much. "Of course. Everyone has something."

"Without thinking, what's your biggest regret?"

I don't have to think. "Missing my senior prom." I still remember the tears in Blayke's eyes when I told him I couldn't go with him. We had dated for two years. Everyone knew we were a couple. But just before prom, mom and dad decided they needed to stop us. That our relationship was wrong. Blayke didn't understand, and he never forgave me. Just like I never forgave my parents. "What's yours?"

He doesn't say a word. He just leans across the center console and kisses me. It's rough, and his hand slips behind my head, bunching my short black hair in his fist and pulling me toward him. He doesn't give me any choice, but I don't need one. I open for him, and every worry I had about him is buried under the passion that kindles inside me.

I push my hand under his shirt and up his stomach. I've never felt anyone as muscular and firm as this. I didn't know it was possible. The instant my hand touches him, flames shoot up my arm. It burns and I can't get enough of it. I twist and crawl up onto my knees, leaning over the center console, trying to get closer to him. And he's pulling me. Both of us wanting the same thing.

"Wait." He breathes the word into my mouth, and then pulls away, my lower lip stuck between his lips like it never wants to leave him. Like he doesn't want to ever let go of it. "This isn't going to work."

"Javier..."

“That backseat. Take your coat off and let's go to the backseat.” He opens his door, and the light is almost blinding in the dark parking lot. I squint and look around, making sure there's no one outside. Then I open my door and slip out of my coat.

He's already in the backseat when I climb in. He pulls me against him. My body—my panties, my stockings—slide easily along the leather. The chill of it sends a shiver up my spine. The cool of the seat and the warmth of his body.

I reach between his legs, and he's hard. So hard. "Please?" I ask.

He nods, his forehead against mine, and unfastens his pants. As soon as he does, I slide my hand under the waistband of his boxer briefs and wrap it around his cock. Oh my God. My fingers don't come close to going around it.

I bend over as he yanks his underwear down. The interior lights dim and then go black, but they shine just long enough for me to see it. Just long enough to make my mouth water. I press his shoulders back until he's leaning against the door. His legs are spread, and I lower myself between them. I'm not even close to it yet, and I can feel it. It's like putting my cheek against a heater, and a tiny strand of drool escapes from the side of my mouth.

I hover just above it—my lips on fire from its heat—but I don't touch it. Not yet. I inhale. I want to hold this scent inside me. I want it to become a part of me. Implanted in my brain forever. And once I'm sure it is, I lower my head. Just until my lips barely touch his tip. I move my mouth around him, and he groans. He's ticklish. Good. I swirl my tongue over his tip and then plunge down on him without any warning. His body tenses, and his right leg kicks like he had a muscle spasm. It almost makes me laugh.

He tastes so wonderful. A hint of musk and saltiness and I don't ever want to taste anything ever again. But I pull my mouth away. As soon as my lips leave him, he growls and knots his fists in my hair, pulling me back down on him. I open and let him push me. I let him take control. And I move up and down. His hands guiding me, telling me the pace that he wants me to keep. And I do. Up and down. Deeper. Until he's bumping against the back of my throat.

I gag, and he lets go of me. My eyes are watering, and I have to fight down the reflex, but I do. And then I look up at him. He's watching me, but he doesn't move. So I take one of his hands and lift it to the back of my head. He fists it into my hair again, but I don't wait for him this time. I move down him.

I'm careful, at first. I don't want to go too far or take too much. But then I forget all control. His hand pushes me further, and I don't fight. I want it. I want every inch of him in my mouth. I relax my throat and change my angle, trying to get as much as I can, but it still isn't enough. So I wrap my hand around the base of his cock. It's soaking now from my saliva, and I slide my hand up and down. In time with my mouth. In time with his hand. In time with my tongue licking along his veiny underside.

My own dick is so hard it's uncomfortable. These panties weren't made to hold a cock. Not even one the size of mine. And I need to relieve it. I move so the edge of the seat presses on it, and I rub my body against the seat. I buck and thrust my hips while I force more and more of him into my mouth.

He's breathing hard now, and I'm barely breathing. I'm lightheaded, but I know he's close, so I keep going. Moving. Sucking. Then thrusting my hips until my cock finally explodes into my panties. I moan along his length as I move in and out faster now. I wanted us to both come at the same time, but I couldn't hold on. Now all of my energy, everything I have left, is pumping into him. Working him. Until I feel him tense.

Then he pulses, and his hot cum fills my mouth. I try to swallow it all, but it's more than I can take. It spills out, dribbling down my chin. Down onto the hairs around his cock. It seems like it’s never going to stop, and I suck every bit that I can. But finally I feel him relax under me, and I suck in a long breath and blow it out. His cock is still half in my mouth, and his body twitches as I do it. Then I pull back far enough to let him slip free.

"Belle…" He doesn't say more. He doesn't need to. I know.

I run a finger along my chin and my cheek, catching all the cum smeared on my face and then licking that finger clean before I bend over again. I kiss the tip of his head, but I move to his base. I lick around it until he's clean. I can't get enough of his saltiness.

But when I finally have every bit, I look up at him. He's staring down at me. His eyes almost glowing. I don't know what he expects or what he wants, but I scoot up until my chest is even with his stomach and then I rest my body on top of his.

He strokes a hand down the back of my head, and I purr. "Was it everything you wanted?" I ask.

"It was so much—"

A loud knock on the window and then a sudden light makes us both jump. I cover myself with my hands even though my dress is still on.

"Police. I need you to roll down a window, please."

The bile rises in my stomach, and I'm going to throw up every bit of him that I just took inside me. I squeeze my lips shut and my eyes move frantically. Like there's some place to hide. God, I wish there was some place to hide.

"Yes, officer," Javier answers. "I need to make myself decent. Just three more seconds, please."

"No, now." I hear him try the door handle, but it must be locked.

Javier looks at me and winks. He's smiling. How the hell is he smiling? He pulls up his briefs but leaves his pants undone and turns so he can reach the door handle.

“Of course, officer. I'm opening the door.”

As soon as the door is open a crack, the officer yanks on it and shines his light in on us. It's so bright that I hold one hand in front of my face to shield myself.

"Aren't we a little old for this?" The officer chuckles. I look away. "I need you to step out, please."

Javier swings his legs out the door. "Of course." I don't move.

"You too, ma'am."

My heart races, and my breaths sound like I'm scratching two pieces of sandpaper together. I won't be surprised if the police officer calls an ambulance for me.

In the corner of my eye, I can see that Javier is completely out of the car now. His pants are still unfastened, but the cop isn't looking at him. He's looking at me, and now I'm trembling. "Ma'am, I need you to step out, please."

"The poor thing is embarrassed. This is all my fault, so is it really necessary to involve her?"

The officer takes a step away. His light is on Javier now, and I can see them both. “I was young and in love once too, so I understand.” The man chuckles. He looks to be in his late forties. My eyes drift up and down. He's still fit. His hair is closely cropped. He's not the person I imagined. “But I need you both to step to the back of your vehicle. I just need to run your information. If everything comes back clean, it's only a warning for trespassing in a park after hours.”

Javier puts both of his hands in the air so the officer sees them, and then slides his left hand around to his rear. He pulls the wallet from his pants and opens it. Instead of taking his identification out, he pulls a stack of money. I don't know how much there is, but it's substantial. "Perhaps we can come to some understanding that will allow you to keep the girl out of this?"

The officer looks from me to the wad of cash that Javier is counting off and then back to me again. "Miss, do you know this man?"

I nod.

"And do you feel safe with him?"

That's too complicated for a simple answer. I feel that he won't hurt me. At least not physically. But I can't shake the feeling that he would destroy me if I let him. I nod my head, knowing it's the answer he wants.

The cop turns back to Javier, who is holding out several bills now. They look like hundreds to me. "Since she's in no danger, I suppose I can look the other way, just this once." He takes the money from Javier, shuffles it in his fingers to give it a quick count and then shoves it in his pocket. "But you two need to leave here now. There are plenty of hotels that give an hourly rate for this sort of thing." He looks at me again, and his lip curls up before he turns back to Javier. "You can obviously afford them."

Javier tilts his head slightly and smiles as the officer walks back to his cruiser. "I am so sorry about that, Belle. How do you feel?"

How does he think I feel? "Take me home."

"Of course. Come to the front seat whenever you're ready, and then we can leave." I hear the officer pulling away, but I'm not leaving this seat whether he's still here or not. I shake my head.

"I understand." Javier shuts the door and then gets into the front seat. He starts the car and backs out. Soon I can see the taillights of the police cruiser in front of us. "I'm so sorry, Belle."

I pull my knees up and hug my arms around them.


CHAPTER FIVE



All week long, I've been dreading Friday. And when I walk into Raymond's office, I'm holding seven days of anxiety. The pressure twisting and squeezing inside. I have to force myself to breathe as I close the door behind me.

"Isaiah, haven't seen you much this week."

My lips turn up in what I hope looks like a friendly and calm smile, but what I'm sure is more of a scared and pain-filled grimace. I haven't been in the office at all this week. And he knows that.

"So, what's happening with the Rosa property? Finally, shake some prospects out of that network you're always talking about? You know, some people—not me—but some people here are starting to think you've been lying about that. And honestly, I can see why they would. I always stick up for you whenever anyone mentions it, but I can only do so much. Even I have a boss to report to."

I want to roll my eyes. But I look out the window instead. Raymond has a corner office, but it looks out over a street that hardly anyone uses and an alley that's barely wide enough to walk down. We're so close to the other building, I could probably see how much pepper the people next door put on their lunch. "Nothing yet, but you know how this is. You can go from nothing to a bidding war in no time at all." But of course he doesn't know that. Before he came here, he was an investment banker. I'm still not sure how that transition happened, but we all assume his rich daddy is behind it.

He walks to the window and looks down. "Are you looking for a prospect out here? Is someone going to swoop in and save you? You've got a week left. You do remember that, right? Seven days from today. And you're sitting here daydreaming while I'm talking to you. While I'm trying to help you."

I snort. I can't help it.

"That's exactly why you're a failure, Isaiah. That attitude. You know who could have sold that property by now? Literally anyone else here. My dead grandma would be doing better than you, and she was useless even when she was alive. So what are you going to do? Tell me one actionable step you're going to take. Just one."

I look at my watch. "I actually have a meeting in half an hour with someone. They want to know more, but I have a good feeling about them. So if there's nothing else..." I stand up and walk to the door, waiting for him to say something. He doesn't, so I don't stop until I get to the parking garage. That's my actionable step, asshole.

When I get behind the wheel, I'm shaking too badly to drive anywhere. It felt good to walk out on him, but if the ice under my feet wasn't already thin enough, I just poured boiling water on it. That was so stupid. I should have just manned up and taken it. It wasn't the first time he's been like that. It wasn't even the worst.

I take out my phone and dial Javier. He's been the only good thing about this week. “Hey, I wasn't sure if you'd pick up.”

"I'll always pick up anytime my Belle rings."

I groan. "That was awful. How long have you been waiting to use that?"

"Not long. I just thought of it last night. So is your meeting over already? Did you win him over?"

"Not at all. Do you mind if I come over early today? I don't think I can wait until six."

"Of course. What time—"

"Now? Could I come over now?"

I hear him laugh. "Sure. I won't be home for a few more hours, but you are welcome to come over now. And you know you're welcome to anything in that closet too." His voice drops like someone might overhear him. It makes me smile.

"I know. I'll see you when you get home. I'll be ready."

He grinds out a long, slow moan that sounds more like a growl and hangs up.

It doesn't take me long to get to his house. When I let myself in, I can still smell a trace of the chicken he cooked last night. I go into the kitchen and suck in all the scent I can. I can't believe just a week ago I told him that this place is unlivable. It feels the opposite to me now.

I want to collapse somewhere, but first I need to change. He's expecting it, but more importantly, I need it. I walk to the guest bedroom, peeling off my clothes as I do, knowing that he might be watching me in the cameras. I hope he is.

The closet is still just as big as before—there are still just as many clothes in it—but nothing is calling to me. Not like that blue dress did. I look for it again, but it's missing. I wonder if Javier followed through on his threat to burn it.

I sigh and make one more loop through the closet when I realize what I'm really looking for. I cross my fingers before I pull open the built-in drawers in the back of the closet. The first is full of panties. I wore my own today—blue lace—so I don't need any of these. But the second drawer has exactly what I'm looking for.

I pull out the silk nightgown and hold it up. It's long enough to fall around my ankles, but it's held up by two thin straps. I slip it over my head and let it fall around me. It's so light I barely know it's there. Until I move. It dances across my skin with each move I make, and heaven has to feel like this. I find a pair of fur-lined slippers and slide my feet into them and then walk back out to the hall. Back to the cameras.

I move slowly, making sure that he has plenty of time to see me, and when I get to his doorway, just before I step out of view of the last camera, I look into the lens and blow him a kiss.

I practically dance across the room when I think about him squirming behind his desk as he watches me. I hope someone else is in there with him and he has to hide his erection from them. I peel back the covers on his bed and slip between them.

This smells so much like him, it's like he's right here next to me. I close my eyes and imagine what that would be like. His heat next to me. His presence pulling me tighter. Then his skin on mine. I can almost feel his arm wrapped around me. I'm falling asleep in his bed, and even though he isn't really here, I still grin.
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"Goddamn it, Belle."

I throw my eyes open, and he's standing right in front of me. Flames are dancing in his green eyes. I hop up. "How long was I asleep?"

He takes off his jacket, kicks off his shoes and crawls under the covers with me. His arm goes around me, just like I dreamed. "Not long. When I saw what you were wearing and where you went, I had to leave work. I couldn't hear a thing anyone said to me. I just saw you. In this. Blowing me a kiss. I should punish you for that."

"Oh?" My eyebrow quirks up.

"Lucky for you, I'm not that kind of man." My stomach falls for just a second until he presses his cock into my ass. I reach around and stroke it through his pants. He kisses the back of my neck. "I appreciate the thought," he says, "but not now. I just want to lie here with you if that's alright."

I roll over to face him and slide my leg between his. "What's wrong?"

He chews on his lip before answering. "That was my wife's favorite nightgown."

"Oh. You want me to take it off?"

"No..." he rests his forehead against mine and closes his eyes. "I want you to have it. That's the problem."

I wait for more, but it doesn't come. "Why is that a problem?"

He sighs and forces a smile as he looks at me. "I don't want to talk about it. Tell me about your meeting."

It takes me a second to gather my thoughts after the abrupt change of subject, but I tell him everything that happened. Raymond calling me a failure, implying that I've lied about my past work, and reminding me that I only have one more week to sell the penthouse.

Javier sits up when I tell him that. "What do you mean? If my assistant is thinking of changing companies, I'll make it clear to her that we're staying with Crossford."

"It's Raymond, not her." I take his hand, and I'm strangely calm telling him about this. "If I don't sell this property by next Friday, he's firing me." Javier's nostrils flare. "But it's fine. He wants to fire me anyway, so if he doesn't do it now, he'll just make up some reason later."

"Come work for me. Call him right now and tell him you quit. I'll make sure you earn more than you do now."

"Doing what?"

"I don't know. I'll find something. But you need to work for someone who will appreciate you."

"Someone like you?" I laugh. "Javier, be real. I can't come work for you."

"Why not? I want you to."

"One, that has to be some kind of inappropriate." He shakes his head and is just about to interrupt me when I give him a peck on the lips. "But more importantly, I love my job. I'm not just going to give up on it because my boss wants to be an asshole. If he wants to get rid of me, I'm going to make him fight to do it."

He kisses me back, but it's more than a peck. He presses me onto my back and then straddles me. I reach between his legs, but he just shakes his head, his lips still on mine. "I promised you dinner. The dessert will come after."

"This could just be the appetizer."

"A good appetizer should leave you wanting more. Have I left you wanting more?" He rolls off of me and stands up.

I mutter asshole under my breath as I follow him out of the bedroom. He chuckles when I do.

"I have lamb chops tonight. Quick and easy."

"So we can get to dessert sooner?" I ask.

He winks. "So we can get to dessert sooner." He takes his apron from the hook and pulls it over his head.

"No. This isn't right at all," I say. "I'll leave if this is how you're going to treat me."

He looks at me, and his mouth is hanging open. He obviously doesn't know what I'm talking about.

"Your clothes?"

His eyes twinkle, and he unbuttons his shirt under the apron. Every night this week, he texted me a selfie while he was cooking. Each night, he was wearing fewer things under his apron. Last night it was just his underwear.

When he takes off his pants, he looks at me. "You know I'm going to fry these lamb chops in oil. And oil splatters."

"You're the one who started this, mister. Plus, you'll be covered by the apron. And if you get hurt, bring it to me so I can kiss it and make it all better." I smirk.

"You'd do that for me?"

"Only for you."

When he takes off his underwear, I wolf-whistle. He takes the lamb from the refrigerator and shakes his ass for me, and I want to rush around the island and smack it.

He drops the chops into a hot skillet and turns to me. "What if I buy the company?"

I hold my palms up. "I have no clue what company you're talking about."

"Crossford."

"Uh... what?"

He leans across the island and stares at me. "I'll buy them and fire this bastard who's tormenting you."

"You..." I don't know where to start. On the list of things I never imagined saying, this is nowhere to be found because it's so outrageous. "You can't buy a company just to fire my boss before he gets a chance to fire me."

"I can. Just say the word, and I will. You said you love your job, so this is the perfect solution. You continue working there but with a new boss."

"You?"

"No. I know nothing about real estate. But I do know how to trust the people who work for me. And they trust the people who work for them. Doesn't that sound so much better than the way it is now?"

It does. This sounds perfect, and my heart flutters when I think about it. When I imagine Raymond carrying his things out while I watch him. While I wave at him. He would be furious, and I would love every angry, stomping step that he took. "No, Javier. Just no."

He looks hurt and turns back to the stove without saying a word.

"Please don't be mad at me." The only sound is the sizzling of the lamb. "Javier, thank you for the offer. Truly. But I don't like taking pity handouts. I never have."

"It's not pity. It's me helping you. That's all. It doesn't have to be anything more."

I walk up and wrap my arms around him. I moan when my hand rubs across his stomach. I'll never get used to how solid he is. "But it would be more. I would always know you did it because you felt sorry for me, and it's not worth living with that feeling."

"Then tell me what it would take to get you to say yes. I could make you the manager. Would you say yes then?"

"Javier..."

"I'm trying to help you, Belle." He slams his tongs down on the stove. "Just say yes, and let me help you."

"Why are you so angry about this?" I take a step back from him. He doesn't look like himself. "I really do appreciate it, but I don't take charity. Not even from insanely rich and handsome men."

"Why are you being so stubborn about this?" His eyes narrow. "And why are you still wearing that?"

I look down at the nightgown. "You said… Do you want me to change?"

"Yes. Put your real clothes on. None of my wife's things."

My jaw falls open, and it takes all my attention to fight back the tears as I storm down the hallway. This is not the same man who just half an hour ago told me he wanted me to have this nightgown.

I rip it off and change back into my clothes as quickly as I can. I don't even tie my shoes before I march back out to him.

"I don't know what changed from the time we left your bed until now, but it wasn't me. And I'm not staying just so you can treat me like shit."

He doesn't try to stop me as I slam his door and wait for the elevator to take me to the garage. And it wouldn't matter if he did. There's nothing he could do to get me to stay.


CHAPTER SIX



"Tobias!" I put on my biggest smile and shake his hand. He does the same. We both know the other isn't sincere, but that doesn't matter.

"Isaiah, so what's this hot property that you didn't think I would be interested in?"

I look at the car behind him. "First things first, what is this beauty? A '56 MG?" I run a finger over the blood red finish. The car is impossibly small and low, but there's something about it. It screams sophisticated speed. Maybe because of the racing stripes running from hood to trunk, or bonnet to boot, as the internet suggests I call them if I want to seem like an authentic fan.

"She's gorgeous, isn't she? It's a 1957. I found it in some old man's barn a couple of years back, if you can believe it. Been under a tarp for years. No rust, but the mice did a number on the innards. I never took you as a car guy."

I never did either. "Some things are more than just cars, you know? Can I see under the bonnet?"

"Not just a car guy, but an anglophile too?" Tobias's face lights up, and he opens the hood. I stand beside him while he points things out. I have no clue what anything is, but he does all the talking so I don't have to. "So, I've got an hour before I need to get ready for my race. Why don't you show me what you've got?"

I follow him into his trailer and pull the tablet from my bag.

When I came home from Javier's, I was so furious I was shaking. He's the same as Raymond. Well, fuck them both. I pulled my computer onto my lap and looked through my list of potential clients one last time. I knew there had to be someone. And that's when I re-read Tobias' original message to me and saw that he might not be the hard no I thought he was.

And when I saw there was a vintage car race the next day, I knew that could be my shot. I didn't sleep at all last night. I was memorizing everything I could about classic cars. I saw that Tobias had entered a 1957 MG in the race, so I researched everything I could find on that and other British cars of the same period. At eight this morning, I decided I knew enough, so I sent him a message.

Me: Tobias, it's Isaiah Spencer. It's been too long since we've gotten together. I'm meeting a client at the Classic Cup today, but maybe we can get together afterward if you're free.

Tobias: I'm actually racing in the Cup this afternoon. Maybe you can swing by my trailer this morning while you're there and kill two birds with one stone. Is there some hot new property I should know about?

Me: I know you're not really in the market right now, but maybe I can give you a little sneak peek before I meet my client. Around 10am?

Tobias: See you then.

And now, I study his expressions while he watches the video walkthrough of Javier's penthouse, and I know I've got him.

"Isaiah, you should have come to me first about this. It's exactly what I'm looking for."

I shrug and smile. I did come to you first. You just didn't realize how interested you were until I lied and said someone else was probably going to make an offer later today. "Live and learn, I guess."

Tobias stares at me for a second and then looks back down at the tablet. "There's no contract yet, right? I want this. I'll pay a million more than what the other guy is planning to offer."

"You know I can't say, but the other offer is going to be very competitive."

He nods. "Two million more, and you make up a reason to skip the meeting with the other fellow."

"18 million?"

"18 million, and you ghost this other client."

Since the other client is already a ghost, that will be easy enough, but I still pretend to think about it. I blow out a breath and lean back against the sofa. "Alright, you're the proud owner of the hottest penthouse in downtown."

Tobias beams as he rises to shake my hand, but it's not as much as I'll beam once I have this contract signed.

[image: ]


"Belle."

Cold shoots through me, chased by fire, and I want to slam the door in his face. "What are you doing here?" My voice doesn't sound nearly as angry as I wish it did.

He smiles and walks around me into my apartment. I hold on to the open door while he strolls in a circle, looking around. "I'm here to deliver a contract that my very talented and beautiful real estate agent sent to my attorney."

"Email would have been better, but you can set it on the table and leave." I point my chin toward the coffee table. When he moves to it, I think he's actually going to do what I said. But then he sits down. "Javier." I screw my lips up as tightly as I can.

His eyes are wide when he looks up at me, and he looks sad. I shake my head to tell myself to not fall for it.

"I was an ass." He waits for me to say something, but what is there to say? He was. "And I hurt you."

Right again. "How did you get my address?"

He grins, and for a second, his eyes flash. "I have my ways."

"Well, you can leave those papers and find your way out of here." I go into the kitchen, open the top drawer by the stove, and loudly search through all the spoons and spatulas. I want him to know I'm ignoring him.

"I'm sorry."

I bash a whisk against the side of the drawer, so he'll know I'm not listening to a word he says.

"Belle? I'm sorry." He's standing on the other side of the island, and even though I'm not looking, I can feel that he's giving me those eyes. I open the refrigerator and pull out the crisper drawer. I've been meaning to clean it for almost a month now.

"And I'm proud of you. I knew you could do it."

I snort. He's beside me now, and he puts his hand over mine. "If you knew I could do it, you wouldn't have offered to buy the company to keep me from getting fired." I tip the drawer up and the cabbage thumps against the quartz counter.

"It wasn't to keep you from being fired. I knew you could find a buyer. It was so you could be happy in your job again. Without that man always bullying you."

"And I'm supposed to just run to you anytime I have a problem in life?"

"Yes."

"And how long would that last, Javier? How long until you're tired of me running to you for help all the time? How long until you're done with me?"

"I'll never be done with you." His voice is so quiet, I can barely hear what he says. "I will always help you. You just have to let me." He spins me, so I'm facing him. I'm holding a wet sponge, but he pulls me into him. The soapy water soaks through both of our shirts.

"And what do I do when you change your mind and don't want to help me anymore?"

He brushes a finger down my cheek and rests his forehead against mine. "I'll never change my mind about that." He twists his head so his mouth falls over mine. And I want to let him kiss me, but I push him away.

"You changed your mind about the nightgown. You told me you wanted me to have it, but then later it looked like you wanted to rip it off of me. Like you were disgusted to see me in it."

"Oh, my Belle, no." I pull away from him. "I wasn't disgusted by you. I could never..." He sighs. "You just reminded me so much of my wife. Of her stubbornness."

"Was it stubbornness, or did she just refuse to let you buy her? Is that why she left you?"

He leans back against the counter. His lips are parted and his chest rises and falls rapidly. "It was cancer. She was only 24."

"I..." What can I even say? I need to hug him. Hold him. Something.

"Anyway, the contract is signed, and it's on the sofa." He doesn't look at me. He just bolts out of my apartment like he's running from a fire.

"I'm sorry."

He doesn't hear me. He's already gone.


CHAPTER SEVEN



Javier is smiling when he opens the door. He'd invited me over, but I was still afraid he wouldn't welcome me.

"I don't know how you did it," I walk in and look around, "but you somehow managed to make this place even more inhospitable." There's not much left in here. Most of Javier's things have been moved already.

"It was easy. I just looked for anything that had color or the slightest bit of cushion and told my people it had to go. I think they had a big bonfire in the park with all of it."

My cheeks flare at the mention of the park.

"Thank you for coming over one last time." One last time. So this is a goodbye.

I try to smile. "Of course." I haven't seen him since I drove him out of my apartment. He looks tired. His eyes are dull, and he hasn't shaved in a few days. My hand reaches out for his arm on its own, but I pull it back. I'm sure he doesn't want me to touch him after the way we left things.

Javier's eyes follow my hand down to my side, and he swallows. I can hear the muscles in his throat force his saliva down. "There's still one room left to do. I wouldn't let the moving company touch it."

"The guest bedroom?" My chest tightens. "What was her name?"

"Ava." He laughs, but it doesn't make it near his eyes. "It's been three years. That should be plenty of time, right?"

I don't stop myself now. I wrap my arms around him and pull him as tight as I can, burying my head in his chest. "No time is ever going to be enough."

"No." His voice is tight and higher than normal. He sniffs. "I suppose it won't be. But this needs done. And I'd like you to help me."

I loosen my arms just enough so I can lean back and look up at him. "Me?"

He kisses the top of my head. "Please."

I nod and drop my arms from around him. He takes my hand and squeezes it before leading me down the hall.

The room is the same as it's been every time I've been here. The same bed. The same dresser. The closet door is open, and it looks like everything is still inside. "Did she sleep in here?"

"She had terrible headaches that kept her up all night. She moved in here so she wouldn't disturb me. By the end, this had just become her space, and I would sleep in here with her each night." He inhales and his breath is so ragged it sounds like he's shivering. "I had my people find the best doctors in the world for her, and we had it all set up. But she refused to go. What was the point of having all this if she wouldn't let me use it to help her?"

His eyes are glistening, and I've never felt more powerless in my life. "Are you sure you want to do this?"

"I'm sure I have to do this. She loved this place. The view. This was going to be where we spent forever. Once she was gone, I could never stay here."

"But you did the first week after we met. The week you sent me pictures each night."

He closes his eyes and smiles. "That week was different. You kept the ghosts away."

"I—"

"We should get started." He walks into the closet, and I follow him once I can move again.

There are five empty boxes. Each one comes just a little higher than my waist. And there's a rod at the top of three of them. "You're taking the clothes with you?"

He nods. "Not everything. I thought you could help me decide what to keep and what to give away."

"Sure." I bite my lip and look around. I don't even know where to start. "What has special memories for you?"

"What doesn't?" He picks the wadded nightgown off the floor. It's still in the same spot where I threw it. He looks at me sheepishly as he lays it carefully, but still crumpled, into the bottom of a box. "I haven't been in here since that night. Oh, and I have to keep this too."

He takes a blue dress off the rod, and my heart skips. It's the blue dress I was wearing when he walked in on me. "Tell me about that?" Seeing him hold it tells me it's more than just a dress to him.

"She wore this the last time we went out. She was in a wheelchair by then, but she was still the most stunning woman in the room." He runs his finger down the fabric like he's imagining it's her in that dress. "I'm glad you never met her. You're like picking up a completely different book with no connection to the one I just read. Does that make me a bad person?"

But there are connections. That dress. The nightgown. Him. I try to swallow down the lump in my throat. I was just a half-hearted sequel to his wife, but he doesn't even realize it. "I don't think you're a bad person."

It takes us two hours to go through all the clothes, and we're both exhausted when we're finished. But the boxes are full, and we're just in time for the movers to take this last load. We sit on the bed together while the two men haul the boxes down to their truck. When they come back up, they'll take the bed, and the house will be completely empty. This was never my home, but thinking about it empty and abandoned presses down on me.

"So, where is your real house?"

Javier's eyes light up more than they have all day. More than since the night I walked out on him. "North of here. On the lake. I'd like to show you."

He stands and holds his hand out for me. When I take it, he helps me off the bed but doesn't let go. Not in the hall. Or outside his door. Or even in the elevator. My heart isn't racing like the last time he held my hand here. I don't feel like I'm going to pass out. Almost everything about this time is different. Except the current that runs between us.
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His house is half an hour north of the city, but it takes us almost an hour and a half. He drives me through the campus of the university where he graduated and points out his buildings. The business school. His freshman year dorm. The spot he first saw Ava.

It's just an arch like any other on campus, but he gets quiet as we pull up to it. He turns on his emergency flashers and puts the car in park in the middle of the street. "Come." He's out of the SUV before I have a chance to say anything.

I follow him under the arch. It's chilly here. The wind is blowing in from the lake. I wish I had a jacket.

"She was right here." he points to one leg of the arch. "Leaning against it, laughing with her friends. I was walking back to my dorm, but I froze when I saw her. I knew right away. I followed them to a coffee shop just down the street. It was almost an hour before she was alone. As soon as she was, I walked up to her table. She rolled her eyes. 'I was wondering if you'd ever come over,' she said and pushed out a chair for me to sit in like we were old friends. We were never apart after that."

"She must have been wonderful." I hug him and hold him until a group of students walks by.

"We should probably move on," he says as he takes my hand. When we get to the SUV, he opens the door for me. "I'm glad I could show you this."

I nod. Me too.
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His house is almost the opposite of the downtown penthouse. From the very entrance, it's warm and almost pulls me inside. The penthouse was decorated purely for style. This house has a style, but it's secondary to its function.

"I want to show you something." Javier chews on his lip while his eyes search mine. When I take his hand, his face glows. It’s like someone flipped the switch and lit the giant Christmas tree downtown.

We walk side-by-side up the grand staircase. The wood in the center is worn from over a century of use, and every few steps there's a slight creak when our weight settles on it.

"Someday I should hire a designer to redo this." He sounds embarrassed by the state of the house.

"Don't you dare! This is perfect. Houses are meant to be used. Think of the thousands of trips people have taken up and down this staircase through the years. You can't just get rid of that."

"So, you like this better than the penthouse?"

There's no comparison. The penthouse is perfect. It's better than this house in almost every single way, but it can't hold a candle to this. "This is as close to my dream house as I've ever seen."

He squeezes my hand, and I think I see a smile sweep across his face, but it's gone when I turn to look at him.

"What did you want to show me?" We're at the top of the stairs now, and I look down on the floor below. It's a grand, classical entrance designed to wow any visitors, and even looking down from up here, it impresses me.

"Down here." He guides me to the end of the hallway and into a bedroom.

"Is this the master?" In any normal house, there wouldn't be a question, but in luxury homes, I've been fooled too many times, thinking that a bedroom must surely be the master when it's really just a guest room.

"It is." He walks me to a set of doors on the far wall. When he opens them, I see his wife's clothes hanging up. The movers and his staff must have already put them away. On the other side of the closet are men's clothes, I assume his. The closet isn't as large as his at the penthouse, but it's still bigger than almost anyone could ever need.

Javier stares at me, but I'm not sure what he expects. "It's nice," I say. "So, you're keeping your wife's clothes in your closet here?"

He pulls my hand to his mouth and kisses its back. "I want these to be your clothes. And yes, I would like to keep your clothes here with mine."

A wave of dizziness floods over me. "What.. I don't.. should..." They're just random words. Everything in my brain is jumbled.

"You probably feel like you barely know me, but I do know you. And I know the way I feel when you touch me. When we're together, I feel that pull. Different from Ava's, but just as strong. I always thought something that special could only happen once in a lifetime—if that often—but somehow it's happened twice to me, and I'm going to hold on to this one forever."

"Are you asking—"

"I want you to move in. Live with me. Share this house and this life with me." He slides open the top drawer of the dresser and pulls out the silk nightgown I wore when I left him. "I had them leave this on top. Will you wear it for me? Again. So I can make up for what happened last time?"

You already have. My hands are too shaky to take my clothes off, so he does it for me. Peeling away my t-shirt and jeans and underwear. His breath trembles when I'm standing naked in front of him and he's looking at me. Staring like he wants to memorize my body. I want to tell him he doesn't have to. That I don't want to ever leave him again, so he'll be able to see this as often as he wants. But I can't speak.

When he slips the nightgown over my head, I shiver. The silk is so smooth. His hands are so warm. His breath on my neck as he leans in is so tender. He walks me two steps back to the bed and sets me down—his hands under my rear to control me every inch—and lifts my legs onto the mattress.

"How do you, uh, prefer... to um..." I'm glad I'm not the only one who's lost the ability to speak. I somehow roll over, and he lifts the nightgown above my waist. His hands slide down my ass, and he parts my cheeks. "Oh Belle, you're so beautiful."

I hear his zipper and a few seconds later, the snap of a plastic cap. And then he presses the tip of his cock against my hole. The lube is cold, and it makes me gasp. "Is this what you want?" he asks.

I nod. More than literally anything else right now. He pushes inside me, and I hold my breath. Not intentionally, but because my lungs refuse to work. He moves slowly, not pushing too far, not thrusting too fast. But each movement he makes builds inside me. A brick added to a brick added to an entire wall of them.

My breath finally escapes as I grind my cock into the mattress below me. Javier is driving a little faster now, and my breaths are starting to mix with moans. And his grunts and my moans keep stacking until I have to pinch my eyes closed. My head is resting on a pillow and each thrust pushes me further into it. Each time he pulls back, I retreat just a little. A battering ram. Over and over, and it's not long before the wall cracks. I try to hold it together. I try to warn him. But I can't. All I can do is watch it collapse on top of me. My body quakes and every brick tumbles down, and I tumble down under it. My body spent, I can only lay here while he moves even faster. Each thrust capped by a light slap as he collides with me. And then he groans and tenses and explodes inside me. He keeps pushing until he softens and starts to slip out. Then he lies next to me and pulls me into him.

We lie like that for over an hour, and it's not nearly enough time. But then he sits up and looks down at me. "We should celebrate with something special." I prop my head up, and my mind comes to life with thoughts of a night filled with champagne and caviar and sex. "I have a brand new box of Cinnamon Crunch Strips," he says.

My head falls back onto the bed as I laugh.


EPILOGUE


"Will you at least give me a bit of space, so I can get ready too?"

I scoot over an inch. "Happy? That's all I can give. I have a lot more to do, so I need more room than you."

He rolls his eyes.

I'm not going overboard with my makeup today. Just a little eyeliner, eyeshadow, mascara, and a neutral pink lipstick. I don't want to scare away the people from work.

They've all met Isabelle at this point—everyone except Raymond, and he's not invited tonight anyway—and they're all fine with her. Charlotte and I have even gone out to bars together. She's always begging me to do more with her, but it's hard for me to drag myself away from Javier when I get the chance to be with him.

"Are you almost ready?"

"What's your hurry today?" I straighten the last strand of hair with the flatiron and double check myself in the mirror. Perfect.

"I just don't want to be late. That's all."

"Then help me with my dress." I adjust the breast forms in my bra and take the dress off the bed. "You're sure about this?" I ask Javier.

He nods, and I step into the dress, wiggling it around me until I can slip my arms through it. I turn and lift my hair so he can zip me up. Even after almost a year, it still fits perfectly.

When I face him, he's smiling. "It's beautiful on you. She would want you to wear it. She would love you almost as much as I do."

I wipe away a tear that's starting to spill from his eye. "She would just want you to be happy."

"She's definitely getting her wish then. But speaking of wishes, your birthday is going to be over before we get to the restaurant."

I huff loudly so he can hear it and look at myself in the mirror. The blue is perfect for me, and the silk swishes with every move that I make.

We're the last ones to get to the restaurant, and I know I'll never hear the end of it. But seeing everyone's face when they watch me walk in makes it all worth it. Even Charlotte's eyes are wide, and she's seen me in plenty of dresses and with much more dramatic makeup than this.

"Oh my God, Izzy, you're gorgeous!" She's around the table and hugging me before I even get halfway across the room. The others all stand as Javier and I get closer. And they unleash a chorus of happy birthdays.

As soon as we sit, a team of servers brings wine bottles and begin filling everyone's glasses. I look around the room and smile. The people I'm closest to are all gathered here for me. And I can be myself around them, whether that's Isaiah or Isabelle.

"Cheers to the birthday girl!" Of course, Jade would be the first to reach for her wineglass.

"Before we all start drinking too much, I have a special gift for Isabelle." Javier walks behind me and puts his hands on my shoulders. "You are everything I could ever ask for in a partner, and I love you beyond words. When I look at what you've done this last year at work..."

A couple others around the table whoop when he says that, and I feel my face turn red.

"The highest grossing salesperson in the office," he continues. "And that's impressive because the rest of you have done very well too."

I look around the table and silently applaud them all.

"I could not be more proud of you, Belle. So when I thought about what I could do for your birthday to let you know how much you mean to me, it was obvious." He moves to my side, and I look up at him. "Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to introduce the new owner of Crossford Real Estate."

I gasp and leap up. "You bought it? Javier, you should have said something!" I throw my arms around him and kiss him.

"Not me," he whispers in my ear. "You, my love. You're the new owner."

"What?" I shriek and every eye in the restaurant snaps in my direction. I cover my mouth when I realize what I've done. "Javier..." My voice is as shaky as the rest of me. "Baby."

He pulls me into him, and I bury my face in his chest, trying to fight back the tears. "I love you, Belle, more than you can imagine, but you've earned this. And before you think this is a handout, I've had my attorneys draft a contract that we'll sign. You have ten years to repay me for this purchase. Of course, I'll tear up the contract anytime you want. Just say the word."

"Never. I'll repay every penny." I kiss him. "How am I this lucky? I love you so much, Javier." I look around the table. Everyone is glowing and I can't hold it anymore. The tears leak from my eyes.


THE RIDE


THE RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE
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I never imagined one ride would transform my life.

After struggling for years, I finally have one shot. One chance to prove myself. But when my car sputters and dies 2000 miles from where I need to be, my dream might as well be dead too.

I walk inside the lonely bar, hoping to find a mechanic. Instead I find him. The man behind the bar who makes my breath stop every time I look at him. The man who sees the real me. The man who will take me places I only fantasized about.

When he offers to drive me across the country, I should know there's a catch. When he hands me that little pink bag, I should refuse. I definitely shouldn't reach into it… I definitely shouldn't wear what's inside…

THE RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE


ALMOST PERFECT


ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION
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Nothing ever fits Grayson, so when he finds a tailor that promises to work magic on his new suit, he just has to give him a try.

Grayson has spent his whole life trying to hide behind everyone else. And as short as he is, it's been easy. But with an awards ceremony coming up, he wants an outfit that will turn heads. Maybe even the head of a woman who will finally see past his height.

This tailor says he can help him do just that — that getting a new suit can transform a person. Grayson dismisses it as an exaggeration at first, but as he gets closer and closer to seeing the finished product, he learns that it might be true after all.

ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION


TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE


THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES BUNDLE

[image: THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES BUNDLE]


This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Trophy Clinic series.

The clinic is famous for transforming everyday women into gorgeous trophy wives. But these men are about to discover a secret — not every happy client started life as a woman.

THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES BUNDLE


WANT FREE STORIES?
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Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and two full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

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


ALSO BY KENZIE MCKAY


ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

Nothing ever fits Grayson, so when he finds a tailor that promises to work magic on his new suit, he just has to give him a try.

THE CLUB BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Club series. It's just an LGBT club. But for these men, it becomes so much more. It's a way of finding their true selves.

FOREVER MADDIE

Matthew needs a new administrative assistant to replace the one he just fired. He doesn’t realize he’s the perfect woman for the job.

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls series. One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

HER DRESS

No one else is here, so when I see the dress hanging in the closet, I have to try it on. Who would ever find out?

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

He's my best friend. We love each other. How hard can it be to convince mom and dad that we're actually in love… And that he's a girl.

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Jordan thinks living and working with Brian will be the hardest part of his new job. But when he opens his suitcase, he discovers something he never expected…

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

THE RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

When he hands me that little pink bag, I should refuse. I definitely shouldn't reach into it… I definitely shouldn't wear what's inside…

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

THE TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Trophy Clinic series. The clinic is famous for transforming everyday women into gorgeous trophy wives. But these men are about to discover a secret — not every happy client started life as a woman.

WRONG CABIN: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Evan is at rock bottom and has to get away. But a trip to his family’s cabin turns out to be so much more than he expects.
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ABOUT ME

I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.

Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Point your smartphone camera

at the QR code to open my signup page.
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