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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Mary was sitting in the interview room when Jack stepped inside. He was tall with broad shoulders and had eyes that could kill. She was looking for someone to protect her after her long-time bodyguard Burton moved out of state to be closer to his mother after she got sick. Mary was having a difficult time trusting anyone after Burton, but she had to keep an open mind. She had to stay strong.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Dawson. Please have a seat,” she said and gestured at the chair across from her. “Tell me about yourself.”

Jack hated interviews, especially when they were with beautiful women. He hadn’t been able to have a normal relationship since his actions cost the lives of others. Those hostages at the bank should have been saved, but most of them perished. Something about that day changed him. Therapy was helpful. His therapist reminded him that he wasn’t the only cop on the case, but somehow those reminders didn’t always feel like enough.

“I’m new to Branton and was looking for some private work before I considered joining the force.”

“It says here that you used to do SWAT.”

Painful memories flashed through Jack’s mind. “Yes, ma’am. That’s correct.”

“Please call me Mary or Miss Russell. I’m far too young to be called ma’am.”

“Yes, Miss Russell. Please accept my apology.” Jack continued telling her about his work on the force, leaving out the painful day that haunted his memories, but there were a lot of good times too. The days when he got to people on time and busted criminal rings. Jack was proud of the work he’d done over the years. He was just ready for a change, and working for a famous billionaire artist sounded a whole lot better than being on the bottom rung at a new precinct.

“Impressive work, Mr. Dawson. Why should I trust you with my life? People send me death threats daily.”

He nodded solemnly. He knew all too well how people with money got outsized attention and scrutiny. “Your safety would be of the upmost importance. Working for SWAT, I learned how to assess scenes, so I will be better than most at sweeping buildings before you step foot inside of them. I will also keep an eye out whenever we’re in public.”

Mary nodded, considering what Jack was saying. She also couldn’t stop thinking about how handsome he was. A perfect image of a cop. Huge shoulders, thin waist. By all accounts, he looked as manly as they came, which was exactly what Mary needed. She wouldn’t say it aloud, but she was definitely discriminating by size. She wanted someone big.

“Do you have issues with traveling?”

Jack shook his head. “I’d like a job that got me out of town more often. I don’t have anything tying me to the city.”

“No kids?”

“Nope.”

Mary knocked her knees together, urging herself to calm down. She couldn’t fall for a man who was supposed to be in charge of protecting her life. No matter what thoughts popped into her mind, she had to remain professional. “Are you willing to work nights? I’ll pay you overtime, but there might be times when you have to be with me around the clock. Is that something you can handle?”

Jack needed all the distractions he could get. He needed to feel purpose. He left Milwaukee for Branton several months ago and was burning through his savings, but the money was a small price to pay to give him distance from those painful memories.

“I can handle whatever you throw at me, Miss Russell. I’ve never worked for a private client before, but I’m interested in the job. It should be a nice change of pace.”

Mary narrowed her eyes at Jack. “Are you hiding something from me? You need to be upfront about everything.”

Jack shook his head. “There was a tragedy during my last year working for SWAT. I wasn’t able to save people who deserved better from me.”

“You can’t blame yourself for that,” Mary said with a frown. “I saw what happened on the news in Milwaukee just like everyone else. It was terrible.”

“We could have done better if we’d taken our time,” Jack said without a hint of forgiveness for himself. He wished he could get over the incident, but it haunted him. Out of everything he’d done on the force, nothing compared to that day. It was like a door of evil had been opened. Time was closing it, but it wasn’t working fast enough.

“Are you sure you’re okay to be my bodyguard?”

Jack nodded. “I can do it. You don’t have to worry about your safety when I’m around.” Jack had closed himself off to the world. He had a collection of toys and lingerie that made him happy. All he really needed was to focus on his work and his money.

“Fine, Mr. Dawson. If you’re sure, I’d love to have you. I already called your references and only heard glowing reviews.”

“Really? Aren’t you supposed to do that after the interview?”

Mary chuckled. “I find it’s better to make those calls before. It’s saved me from wasting my time on numerous occasions.”

“Very well,” he said. “Do I need to do anything else?”

“No, you’re fine. I’ll see you Friday night? I have an event to attend and need to make sure I’m safe.”

“I’ll be there,” Jack said and stood to leave. He reached out his hand for a shake. “Thank you for giving me the opportunity.”

“Don’t fuck it up,” she said and took his hand.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Mary was standing on the small red carpet outside of The Brandton Art Collective. She was having a fundraiser with all her rich friends around town, hoping to raise money for the trauma recovery unit at the local hospital. She often used her influence and funds to help others, but there were secrets of the rich that others simply didn’t understand. As she glanced around at the sea of fabulously dressed people, she thought of the secrets they kept hidden under wraps.

She stepped inside wearing her fabulous shimmering gold dress. She felt incredible as she made her way through the room, mixing and mingling with familiar faces. Jack stood near her but not too close to interfere with her evening. He hadn’t realized how dull working private duty could be, but it was a welcome change to the constant stress of working SWAT. Mary was paying him just as much as he used to make, and all he had to do was stand around at a party.

He got the occasional glance, but his suit was a great disguise. Nobody questioned him too much. The night was going swimmingly up until Mary stepped off the stage after giving a speech that made the entire room erupt with applause. The people in the room clearly had a lot of respect and admiration for Mary.

A man followed Mary after she shook hands and gave her thanks to everyone for listening to her words about the causes she supported. The man was tall and scowling. Mary didn’t seem threatened by him, but Jack decided to follow them when they stepped into the backroom.

They were speaking in hushed whispers when Jack approached the door, but he could tell something was amiss. He thought they might be lovers in a quarrel and went to move away from the door, but then he heard the man say something threatening.

“If you don’t give me my money back, I will expose you to the world, Mary! People will learn the truth!”

“The truth about what, Derek? I’m sorry that you’ve come into financial difficulties, but the money you donated has already been spent. If you feel the need to threaten me, you’ll have to come up with something better than hot air.”

Mary gasped when Derek pushed her up against the wall. Jack’s eyes widened when he saw a knife in the man’s hand. He hesitated for the briefest of seconds, and then it was too late. He should have gone in the room the second he heard the threat! When he finally barged into the room, Derek wrapped his arms around Mary and held the knife against her neck. Jack pulled out his gun, but what was he going to do?

“Let her go, or I’ll shoot you!”

“This bitch isn’t going anywhere until she gives me my money,” Derek said and pushed the blade more firmly against Mary’s neck. Jack saw her life flashing before his eyes, mixed with the painful memories of his past. If he hadn’t hesitated, she wouldn’t have a knife against her neck. It was like the hostages all over again, and Jack was having a horrendous time staying focused.

“Sir, please. You’re clearly having an episode,” said Jack.

“This bitch stole my money!”

“You gave it to me, asshole!” Mary shouted and slammed her heel into Derek’s foot. The moment was enough for him to stumble backwards, and Jack took his chance to lunge forward and get the knife out of his hand. He tossed it to the side and punched him one good time in the face to make him think twice about getting back up to try something stupid. He didn’t have handcuffs, but he always kept a pair of zip ties and used them on Derek before standing.

“I’m so sorry I didn’t act sooner,” Jack said to Mary. “He never should have gotten you in his arms.”

Mary’s eyes widened in surprise. “I’m just glad you were there when it mattered. How did you even know?”

“I saw you and him come back here and just wanted to make sure everything was okay. I should have come into the room when he was yelling. I shouldn’t have waited so long.”

Mary shook her head. “You did great, Jack. Thank you.”

“Thanks,” he said and gave her a half smile, still incredibly disappointed in himself. “Guess we should get this guy in police custody.”

“Actually, could you take him out of the back door and let him go?” Mary said before walking across the room to squat in front of the diminished man. “As for you, Derek, I’m not sure what in the world is going on with you, but you need to get it together.” Mary pulled out her phone and snapped several photos of him to use as potential blackmail. “You’re lucky I’m not filing a police report. If you were smart, you would figure out how to get your business back on track instead of threatening me over money you already spent.”

Derek grunted, but Mary seemed satisfied. She sighed and stood. “Get rid of him,” she said to Jack before stepping back out into the party like nothing had happened. He was impressed by her but horrified by his own actions. He wasn’t sure he was cut out for being Mary’s bodyguard or for any other job that required him to protect people. He went to therapy, but there was something about losing those hostages in Milwaukee that he just couldn’t shake.

What if he wasn’t capable of keeping others safe?

What if he was worthless?


 

CHAPTER 3

 

“Thanks for visiting my office,” Mary said and gestured for Jack to sit. “I’m sorry for calling you in during your day off, but I wanted to run some plans by you.”

Jack nodded, rubbing his briefcase. He’d brought a resignation letter along with him to get out of this job he clearly wasn’t capable of performing. Mary was an incredible woman, and she was even paying him for this impromptu meeting, but Jack was starting to think that he needed to try another line of work. Construction, perhaps. “Sure, Mary. I’m happy to be here.”

“Great,” she said brightly before diving into her plan. She had to go to Chicago the following weekend. She wanted Jack to stay in an apartment with her while she attended a few art shows and spoke at a conference. “How does that sound?”

“It sounds okay,” he said. “Actually, there’s something I needed to talk to you about.”

Mary frowned. “What’s with the tone? Is everything okay?”

Jack wanted to pretend like everything was okay, but he couldn’t stop thinking about what happened at Mary’s last event and how she almost got hurt. The fact that she seemed unfazed so soon after the attack gave him pause. What would he do with himself if he didn’t make it in time before the next attack?

“I don’t know that I can continue working for you, Mary. I appreciate the opportunity, but that man nearly killed you. I should have done a better job.” Flashes of the hostages invaded his mind. He hated thinking about the day that changed everything, but the worst part was that the memories didn’t really start haunting him until a week or so after the incident. Then they became unbearable to the point he felt like he was going to hurt himself. His shrink wasn’t sure about him going back to police work, but Jack didn’t know what else he could do with his life. He had a strong internal desire to protect the people around him.

Mary took a moment to stare at Jack. She saw the sadness in his eyes, but what he’d done for her at The Branton Art Collective made her trust him even more. She was proud of him for taking the time to check on her when she disappeared into a backroom with Derek.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Jack.”

He nodded, feeling weaker than wet paper. “I don’t know what I’m going to do,” he said and wiped a tear from his cheek. “I thought private duty would be easier on the mind, but I’m not sure what I would do with myself if something happened to you.”

Mary sighed heavily. It was endearing to hear him speak about her like she was worth more than gold, but she didn’t expect perfection from him. She wished he could see what great work he’d done at the show. “People have died with a lot more than one bodyguard. I understand there are always risks, but you make me feel safe Jack.”

“How?” he asked loudly, tears rolling down his face. “I’m a mess! That man had a knife to your neck!”

“Derek is an eccentric character,” she said calmly. “He wasn’t going to do anything. A man like him is too afraid of jail.”

Jack’s eyes widened at her words. “Were you not worried for your life? What if I’m not around to protect you?”

“I was a little afraid, but I know Derek. He’s harmless. A lot poorer than he used to be, but that’s his own fault. Too many risky investments.”

Jack couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “You almost died, Mary! What if he had sliced your neck open? I’m not sure I could live with myself if something happened to you.”

Mary reached out her hand to touch Jack’s. He recoiled but met her eyes. She smiled as gently as she could. “You’re free to walk out the door, but I would prefer you stayed. If you need a therapist, I can provide that for you as well. I understand that you went through a lot when you worked SWAT, but I promise my life isn’t very exciting. Derek certainly wasn’t expected. He’s been through a lot recently, though, and he did donate a healthy amount before going broke. I’m sorry that happened on your first night.”

Jack appreciated Mary for being understanding, but he had so many doubts about himself. “I could use a session or two with my therapist,” he admitted.

“Consider it done! Just have them send me the bill.”

“Are you sure?” Jack asked, doubtful. He’d never had an employer treat him so well. “I don’t want to be a burden.”

“You’re not a burden, Jack. I understand Derek’s actions might have been traumatizing, but I’m here. You’re here. We’re both okay. If you’re willing, I would like you to have an emergency therapy session this week before our trip. I trust you, Jack. Can you learn to trust yourself?”

Jack stared into Mary’s eyes, admiring her courage. She could have reacted way differently than she did. He longed to keep this level of support in his life. “Thank you for listening to me and for giving me a chance to make this work.”

Mary smiled. “I hope we can make this work, Jack. I’m not a therapist, but from where I’m sitting, I see a wonderful man with a huge heart and a deep sense of pride. You don’t have to be ashamed for being afraid, but I need you to be strong.”

“Thank you. You don’t know how much this means to me.”

“You mean a lot to me, Jack. I wouldn’t trust just anyone with being my bodyguard. I went through a lot of applicants before I decided on you, so please don’t make me look again.”

Jack nodded. “I’ll try my best.”

“Call me if you can’t make Chicago. Otherwise, I expect you to be ready by six in the morning on Thursday.”

“Okay,” Jack said and stood. “Thank you again for giving me this chance.”

“Don’t mention it,” Mary said with a brief smile before returning to her work.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Jack had a therapy session the day after he talked to Mary. Her assistant sent over how to fulfill the payment, so Jack could see his old therapist, Brooke. She had wild brown hair and soulful brown eyes that made Jack feel like he was being heard. Talking to her took a lot of weight off his shoulders, but he was still worried that something terrible would happen to Mary on his watch. Brooke convinced him that he was up for the job and that this trip would be a great way to reconnect with his passion.

He didn’t know what to believe, so he threw some of his favorite lingerie and a few toys into his suitcase. He would have to stay in the same suite as Mary, but he saw pictures of where they were staying, and he was going to have his own bedroom and bathroom, so he would have plenty of opportunities to put on cute clothes.

 Mary’s driver honked when she arrived at his house. They were taking a chartered flight to Chicago. Jack had never been on a private plane, but he assumed this was one of the perks that came along with working for a billionaire. She rolled down the window when he stepped outside. Her long, straight brown hair shimmered like silk when she leaned out of the window to wave.

“Jack! I’m so glad you decided to come! I was worried you were going to cancel.”

He would be lying if he told her that it hadn’t crossed his mind a million different times, but he had to listen to Brooke’s advice. He had to work one way or another, so why not give the nice lady a chance?

“Good morning,” Jack said, not sure how to respond. He’d been thinking about pulling out of this trip just five minutes ago, but Brooke’s voice rang in his head, telling him that he would regret it if he cancelled.

Mary gave him a doubtful look as he slid into the backseat. “Are you sure you’re up for this? We have a busy weekend.”

Jack nodded. The thong he was wearing beneath his boxers gave him the comfort he needed. He’d been called out before for having panty lines and wanted to avoid any embarrassment on his trip, which was why he was wearing two layers, but that first layer gave him life. “Therapy was helpful. Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome,” Mary said brightly and turned towards her driver to gesture at him to get going. “The airplane is ready for us, and it’ll be a quick trip to my first event.”

“Sure thing.”

“It shouldn’t be a big deal. Just a luncheon at an art gallery.”

“Derek won’t be there?”

Mary chuckled. “I’m not sure he could afford the flight.”

Jack grunted. He was trying to stay animated, but he just kept thinking about how close he’d been to failure and how Derek never would have been able to get that cold blade against Mary’s neck if he’d acted in time.

“Please forgive yourself, Jack. You were exactly where I needed you to be when Derek snapped.”

“I’m trying,” Jack said honestly. They arrived at the airport moments later, driving straight onto the tarmac like royalty. A young man opened the door for Mary and took her hand. Jack pushed open the other door and stepped outside.

He was acting calm, but it was a surreal experience to board a private aircraft. The young man was also their flight attendant. He presented them with an array of snacks and beverages to enjoy on their way to Chicago. “Help yourself, Jack. Seriously.”

Jack picked out a bag of chocolate-covered pretzels and sparkling water. He couldn’t have soda and chocolate in the same setting. His diet wouldn’t allow it.

Mary answered calls and worked the entire time they were in the air. Jack watched her, mesmerized by how professional she was. How knowledgeable. She sounded so confident and sure of herself. Jack wondered why he couldn’t be more like her, why he couldn’t let go of the mistakes he’d made. He wasn’t the only officer on duty that day in Milwaukee, which Brooke had reminded him of several times during their session.

The criminals were at fault. They were the ones that pulled the trigger. They were the ones who decided to force innocent people to play their game. Talking to Brooke helped Jack sort through some of his emotions, but he wasn’t sure he would ever be able to shake the assaulting memories. The sound of those bullets as they stormed inside the building. Jack closed his eyes to bring himself back to the present and shake away the pain.

“Finally,” Mary said when they touched down in Chicago. “Let’s get out of here before we’re late.”

“Do you need me to drive?”

She shook her head. “I hired a driver. She’s already here.”

Jack nodded and waited for the flight attendant to open the plane door. The air was crisp when they stepped outside. Jack admired how Mary’s dress slapped against her legs from the wind. She pushed her hand through her silky brown hair before pulling a pair of sunglasses out of her purse.

Their driver opened the door for them once they got to the SUV with blacked-out windows. Jack got in after Mary, feeling that tingle of nerves creep over him now that they were close to the event. “I wish that hadn’t happened on our first event.”

“Oh, Jack! It was terrible luck! Let’s focus on the present.”

He nodded, glancing out the window at Chicago. He’d only been to the city a few times, and he was always impressed by its vibrant grittiness. He loved hearing the train go by above him as he walked around on the streets. There were people everywhere he looked, living and doing their best to make a good life for themselves.

“Here we are,” Mary said when they arrived at a grand building. There was no way that Jack would be able to sweep the entire space. Mary’s heart dropped when she looked over at Jack to see panic etched into his expression. “What’s wrong, Jack?”

“The building is too big. It’s not safe.”

She sucked in a sharp breath. “Jack, please. My life isn’t full of crazy instances like Derek, but I will always have a target on my back because of my name and my wealth. You were there when I needed you, Jack, and you’ll be here today too, won’t you?”

Jack glanced at the enormous building, terrified that he was going to fail, but he couldn’t let Mary down now. She would be disappointed, and so would Brooke. He was stronger than his worry. He was a powerful man who had no need to fear the world.

“Okay,” he said finally. “I’m sorry for freaking out, but I worry about what will happen to my mind if I fail again.”

“But you didn’t fail me, and I doubt you will now,” Mary said and placed her hands on Jack’s. Both their bodies warmed with a desire that wouldn’t be appropriate to act on considering their circumstances. Jack pulled his hand away and coughed. “You ready?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Let’s do this.”

“Let’s,” she agreed and signaled for her driver to get out to open her door. Jack went inside the building first to make sure that the lobby was clear, but he couldn’t even get back to Mary before she was swarmed by a group of chattering women. They formed a circle around her so tight that all Jack could do was watch from afar, constantly swiveling his head from side to side to make sure that there weren’t any other threats.

Jack’s heart squeezed when Mary got onto the stage to speak, but her fifteen-minute speech happened without a hitch. Mary enjoyed the rest of her luncheon while Jack stood against a wall, happy that all seemed calm. There were other security guards as well, and it wasn’t the most publicized event.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” Mary asked him as they were walking back to the car.

“Not bad at all,” he agreed. “We have another event right after this, don’t we?”

“Yes, but let’s check in at the hotel first. I need to change.”

“Sure,” Jack said with a curt nod. “Whatever you need.”

Mary smiled at him as she stared into his eyes for a long moment. When she touched his shoulder, his body ignited with impassioned sensations. Ones that he would have to shove down to the pits of his stomach to focus on his job.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

It was becoming hard for Jack to ignore his feelings about Mary since he had to share a suite with her. They’d spent over an hour talking about their lives the previous night once they got home, tension rising with each passing second. Jack eventually excused himself to catch his breath. He couldn’t sleep with his boss no matter what his cock was telling him to do. He never returned to the living room but today was a new day.

They were at Mary’s dinner event, which was her last one before they returned to Branton in the morning. They were supposed to leave that night, but her pilot had a family emergency, so they booked another night at the hotel. Jack just wanted to get home before he did something he regretted. His toys took off the edge last night, but they were nothing compared to being with a woman.

“See? All is well that ends well,” Mary said happily as they stepped out of the event into the cool evening air. Winter was around the corner, and the nights were telling the story. “Nobody like Derek was around to cause us problems.”

“I still can’t believe how calm you are about what happened.”

“It’s only because Derek was a special case,” she said. “I’ve known him since we were teenagers. If it were someone else, I would want you to shoot! No questions asked.”

Jack shook his head as a slight smile spread across his lips. He wasn’t one to engage in needless violence, but he thought about putting a bullet right between Derek’s eyebrows when he saw that knife against Mary’s neck.

“I’ll never understand rich people.”

“You’ll learn quick if you stay working for me,” Mary said and reached out to place her hand on Jack’s thigh. They were sitting in the back of the SUV on their way back to the hotel. Jack looked at Mary’s hand and then into her eyes. The tension between them had been explosive all day, but Jack couldn’t cross any professional lines.

“I’m your bodyguard, Mary. We can’t.”

She frowned, knowing that he was right, but it wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t the handsome hunk be hers? “It wouldn’t be right,” she agreed. Although, she didn’t want to be right. She couldn’t stop thinking about how Jack’s body would feel against hers. How he would feel inside of her.

They remained silent the rest of the ride back to the hotel, the tension still simmering between them. Not only did Jack have to worry about being Mary’s employee, but he also had to consider his secret. A lot of women didn’t think too highly of men who wore lingerie, especially big masculine guys like him. They just couldn’t wrap their heads around why he would want to feel like a gorgeous woman.

“Here we are,” Mary said when they pulled up in front of the hotel.

Jack said nothing as he stepped out of the car and walked a few paces behind Mary. She kept looking over her shoulder at him with hurt in her eyes, weakening Jack’s resolve.

“Would you have a drink with me?” Mary said when they stepped into the suite. “I’m not ready for bed, and I’m exhausted after this weekend.”

“You did a lot of mixing and mingling.”

She sighed. “Tell me something I don’t know! I love helping people however I can, but sometimes it’s just so exhausting going to these events.”

“You could just write a check.”

“I could, but I find it’s more helpful to inspire others to get involved. A hundred hands are more valuable than a hundred dollars.”

“True,” said Jack.

“So, will you? Please?”

Jack nodded despite his better judgment. Mary clapped her hands and went over to the kitchen to grab a bottle of wine she had her driver pick up while she was at an event. Mary poured the dark-red liquid into two glasses, passing one to Jack.

“Are you sure this is okay?”

“I put the latch on the door. We should be fine to have a glass of wine,” Mary said and took a sip. “Don’t make me drink alone.”

Jack picked up his wine. It tasted like acidic strawberries on his tongue mixed with a bit of blackberry. It was quite delicious. Jack took a big swig before setting the glass back on the table, exhaling as the alcohol began coursing through his body.

“How does it taste?”

“Delicious,” he said. “Fruity.”

“It’s one of my favorites,” Mary said, letting silence fill the room. Jack took another big gulp of wine to ignore the way Mary kept glancing over at him, but the only way he would be able to ignore it completely would be to go to his room.

Jack threw back the rest of his wine in one gulp. “Maybe I should go to bed. We have an early flight.”

“Nonsense,” Mary said and picked up the bottle of wine to fill his glass. “Let’s watch a movie or something. I never get time to just chill. When I’m at home, it’s too easy for me to find something to do.”

“Okay,” Jack said with a nod, even though he was worried about where a movie might lead. Mary kept touching him in ways he enjoyed, but fooling around with Mary wouldn’t come without risk.

She picked up the remote and turned on a streaming service, finding an easy comedy for them to enjoy. She got up and found a bag of popcorn in the cabinet to pop. Jack had never stayed in a hotel that felt like an apartment, but he quite enjoyed it.

Mary returned with a bowl of freshly popped popcorn. She passed the bowl to Jack as soon as she sat. He took a big handful and shoved it into his mouth, grateful to chew on something, anything that could distract him from the tightness in his pants.

“Jack, I can’t keep pretending I don’t want you,” Mary said about fifteen minutes into the movie. Neither of them could concentrate with the tension in the room. “I’m trying to stay professional, but you’re something special.”

“I feel something for you too, Mary, but we both know that it wouldn’t be right.”

“We’re adults. We can handle it.”

Jack groaned, feeling like he had his back pushed against a wall. Of course he would love to be sliding around inside of Mary, but there were too many unquantifiable variables. He could lose his job. She could reject him. “There are some things you don’t know about me.”

Mary chuckled. “I’m sure that’s true. We’ve only just met each other,” she said and scooted a little closer. “Why don’t you go ahead an tell me what’s on your mind?”

His body tensed up as she ran her hand along his thigh, teasing him. She got closer and closer to his hardening cock, but what would she say when she found out that it was in a thong? It wouldn’t be the first time a woman outright rejected him if he did, but those women weren’t giving him a paycheck that he desperately needed.

“I don’t know how to tell you what I want to say.”

“Don’t be afraid.”

Jack considered the paths in front of him, not knowing which would be better or worse. When he searched Mary’s eyes, he saw a woman he could trust with his secrets. There was always the chance that his eyes could be playing tricks on him, but he had to be trusting of the world. He had to open his heart.

“I wear women’s clothing,” he said while staring at the ground. “I have since my early twenties.”

Mary’s eyes widened, surprised to hear that a man like Jack with his muscles and career in law enforcement would wear women’s clothing, but she wasn’t upset. She’d heard of heterosexual men liking to get in touch with their femininity.

“That’s okay, Jack. I don’t care.”

“You don’t?”

She shook her head. “I’m not going to pretend that I understand it, but I’m willing to learn if you’re willing to be my teacher.” Mary returned her hand to Jack’s thigh, but it felt so much better this time. More secure. More trusting. Jack placed his hand above her, feeling a passionate heat flow through him.

“I try my best, but sometimes I look a mess.”

Mary laughed. “I’m sure you don’t look that bad.”

“I’m terrible at doing my own makeup, but I think I’ve gotten pretty good at picking out clothes that fit my massive body,” Jack said, finally feeling free to speak about his desires.

“Did you bring some clothes with you?”

Jack blushed, thinking about all that he’d packed in his suitcase. What would Mary think of him if she found out how far down the rabbit hole of his true desires he’d traveled?

“Maybe a few things.”

Mary cheered and clapped. “Show me! I want to see!”

“Fine, but I’m a bit sensitive about this.”

“I understand,” Mary said, sobering. “I’m here to support you.”

Jack placed his hand above Mary’s, feeling a sense of love that’d been missing from his life for far too long. How was it that this gorgeous billionaire heiress wanted him?

“Thank you,” Jack said and got up to grab a few things from his suitcase. He had a loosely structured pink dress that hung on his body perfectly. It even made his huge pecs look more like breasts than muscles, especially if he was wearing a bra over them. He also had a more structured black dress that hugged his hips and flared out in the legs. He always felt like an elegant socialite when he put it on, even though what he saw in the mirror didn’t match what he saw in his mind, which was pretty much Jack’s biggest problem. How could he ever become the girl that he saw in his dreams?

Jack returned to the living room with some of his clothes. Mary took them and smiled as she touched the fabric, imagining how Jack would look in them. To find out that a man like him dressed as a woman was certainly a surprise, but Mary was excited to see what he looked like as a girl.

“Well, should we get started?”

“Huh? You want me to get dressed now? I haven’t even shaved,” he said and touched the stubble on his cheeks.

“You can shave now. Do you have makeup?”

Jack’s cheeks turned bright red as his body burned from embarrassment. “Yes,” he said. “I do.”

“Show me what you have. I’ll decide what’s worth keeping or not. I also have a bunch of makeup at home that I never use. I’d be happy to share some with you. It’s probably a lot better than what a clueless boy picked out,” she said mockingly with a sly smirk.

She wasn’t wrong, Jack thought as he went to grab his makeup bag. He brought it back to the living room and set it on the coffee table. She opened it, shaking her head instantly. “Go get ready, Jack. There’s a lot of work to do.”

Jack raced off to his bathroom. He got right to work shaving everywhere that needed a touchup. He loved how much more socially acceptable it was for men to shave and always kept his body smooth, so it only took him fifteen or twenty minutes before he was stepping out of the shower completely smooth from head to toe. It was a routine he’d mastered over the years.

Mary had everything arranged on the coffee table when he stepped out of his bedroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. “Your products weren’t nearly as bad as I was expected, but these are the ones I suggest you ditch,” Mary said and gestured to about twenty-five percent of his makeup, but as he looked at what she’d picked out, they were items he actually hadn’t had any success in using.

“Why?”

Mary went through every single one and told him why before tossing them into the trash. “I’ll get you better stuff. Don’t worry.”

“Thanks,” he said. “What do you think I should wear?”

“Let’s try the black dress. I want to see how you’d look attending a cocktail party. Do you have a wig?”

“I do,” he said and went back to his room. He slipped on some black lingerie. The thong hugged his junk in the most glorious ways. He took a moment to admire his reflection in the mirror before putting on a matching bra. He felt beautiful when he wore lingerie. Something about the satin and lace made him feel alive. He rubbed his hands all over his body, hugging himself.

He took a deep breath and stepped away from the mirror. Mary was waiting for him in the living room. She covered her mouth when Jack stepped out wearing nothing other than his lingerie. “You look… amazing! Those cuts! Their hugging your body like a glove.” Mary couldn’t take her eyes off Jack’s bulge. It looked so good.

“Thank you,” Jack said as the redness of his cheeks deepened. “I love how the lingerie makes me feel.”

“Put on the dress, and then we’ll do your makeup.”

The black dress wasn’t Jack’s favorite, but he obliged, pulling it over his head. It hung over his bra, taking shape. It worked from the waist down, but the chest wasn’t right. He moved the fabric from side to side, quickly becoming frustrated.

“You need bigger tits. Wait here. We’ll get you fixed up in no time,” Mary said and winked at him before going to her bedroom to grab a few things.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Mary returned with some breast pads she traveled with and some tissue paper. She stuffed the tissue paper into Jack’s bra first before sliding the pads into place, giving him the illusion of D-cup breasts. With the larger chest, his arms looked smaller, and his waistline looked absolutely tiny compared to his top.

“I’ve never tried using pads before,” he said.

“Women do all types of stuff to make themselves look good. Fake asses, fake breasts, fake hair. Some women are walking around looking like a completely different person than they would if they took off the makeup and accessories. I’ll teach you how to be like them,” Mary said as she finished adjusting Jack’s bra. She took a step back to make sure everything looked symmetrical. Once she was happy with her work, she pulled Jack over to the couch to do his makeup.

“Thank you for being so accepting.”

Mary chuckled. “Are you kidding? I’m having a blast!”

Jack smiled, feeling warm and comforted in Mary’s presence. She picked up a few different products and told Jack what they did. Some were the ones he already had. Others she’d gotten from her makeup bag. Jack listened as she explained what she was doing. He’d watched countless makeup tutorials online, but none of them compared to Mary’s instruction.

“How am I looking?”

“Any signs of your beard have disappeared.”

“Really? I’ve never been able to do that!”

“It’s all about blending and layers. We’re almost there. Don’t worry,” Mary said and went back to explaining each step of her work. Jack listened diligently, but he was so excited to see what he would look like that he could barely sit still. “Please stop fidgeting. I’ll mess up your makeup if you don’t!”

“Sorry,” he said and tried to calm himself, but this was easily one of the most exciting experiences of his life. To have a gorgeous woman not only accept him but help him? He was floating in the stars. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes, letting Mary focus on her work.

“Done!” she said ten minutes later.

“Really?”

“Well, we still need to put on your wig. Do you have any heels?”

“I do!”

“Go grab them!”

Jack raced to his bedroom and grabbed the black heels he’d brought with him. When he was feeling down, sometimes he just liked to slip some heels onto his feet and stare at them. There was nothing like a gorgeous heel to bring him some peace of mind, and he was feeling rather good about himself after a few days of work without incident.

“What do you think?” Jack asked as he sashayed into the living room. He raised his arms into the air, stretching them out by his sides before twirling in a circle in the middle of the living room. His worries and preoccupations melted away like a puddle on a blistering summer day. He kept twirling, feeling more alive with each spin.

“Gorgeous, girl! Work it!”

Jack finally stopped, falling into a fit of laughter. Mary stood and hugged him, both of them laughing together. It’d been at least a year since he felt this at ease. Before he knew what was happening, he grabbed the side of Mary’s face and stared into her eyes, kissing her. Mary hesitated, worrying Jack for the briefest of seconds, but she melted into the kiss. Her body went limp against his, and he was there to hold her. Support her as she’d supported him.

Their kiss deepened. Mary wrapped her arms around the back of Jack’s neck as he slid his tongue into her mouth. She moaned as they touched each other, only pulling away when she felt Jack’s hard cock pressing against her belly.

“Sorry,” he said and coughed.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I just don’t want to do anything you’ll regret.”

“Are you sure you won’t regret it?” asked Jack.

Mary didn’t know how to answer that question. Was she just horny, or did she really like this man? She could see that he was sensitive and a bit fragile, and the last thing she wanted to do was hurt him. “Can it just be fun? No complications?”

Jack nodded. “I would like that.”

“Okay,” Mary said with a nod. “Only if you’re sure.”

“I am,” he reiterated.

“Want to take pictures first? You look pretty sexy.”

“Sure.” Mary used her phone and his to take pictures. She snapped shots of Jack by himself first, but then they took a series of selfies, the tension between them rising with each snap of the camera until it got to the point they could no longer resist one another. One kiss led to the next as they stumbled towards Jack’s bedroom.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Jack pushed Mary onto the bed. She looked up at him with lustful eyes, giving him silent permission to take her. He pushed his hand into her hair and slammed his lips against hers. He touched her body everywhere he could with his free hand, grabbing her breasts, her side, her ass. She was wearing far too many clothes though, so Jack stripped her naked.

Mary gasped and moaned as he removed the clothing from her body piece by piece until she was down to nothing other than her lingerie. She screamed out when Jack cupped his hand around her pussy and held it with a tight grip. She was growing wetter with desire by the second, making Jack’s cock strain against his black lingerie.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy,” Jack said and kissed her neck. He was trying to keep his emotions in check. Mary had transformed him, and he was eternally grateful. He could have told her that he loved her at that moment but held the words to himself, kissing her body everywhere he could on the way down to her pussy.

Her lower back arched when he pressed his mouth against her panty-clad pussy. She gripped the bedding when he moved his lips from her folds to her thighs. She writhed when Jack hooked his fingers into her panties to pull them down her legs.

“Fuck,” she said. “What are you doing to me?”

“I could ask you the same question,” Jack said as he placed his fingers on her exposed pussy, touching it, admiring it. “This is your last chance to turn back, Mary. I can feel the animal inside of me growing.” He spoke the words calmly as he moved his fingers over her slick pussy, but the reality was that his cock was rock hard and throbbing between his thighs, ready to feel her walls hugging his dick.

“I want you, Jack! In a dress and all,” Mary said and pulled Jack up her body to kiss his painted lips. She held him tightly as his cock slid across her slick pussy. The tip of his dick teased her hole, and she was desperate to have him inside of her. She wanted nothing more than to feel him stretching her wide and pounding her hard, but she could sense some hesitation in his touch.

“What’s wrong?” she asked as their kisses slowed.

“It’s nothing,” he said with a shake of the head, but his mind kept going back to the toys that he had in his suitcase. One was calling his name more than the others, but Mary would never understand. It was enough that she’d helped turn him into the most beautiful girl he’d ever been. “Thanks for asking.”

Mary pushed on Jack’s shoulders until he was at an arm’s length. “There’s something you’re not telling me, Jack. What is it? Do you have something?”

“No!” he said quickly. “I’m clean. It’s not that.”

“Then what is it?”

Jack glanced at his suitcase, and that was enough of a clue for Mary to climb out from under him and slide off the bed. “No, Mary! What are you doing?” he asked, but it was too late. Mary flipped open his suitcase and revealed his collection of toys. Most of them were to penetrate himself, but there were a couple cock sleeves thrown in there as well. He covered his eyes as embarrassment crashed over him like ocean waves.

“Close that, Mary!”

“Close it? Are you kidding me?” Mary asked and bent over to pick up one of his cock sleeves. It was the shorter one that he used when he was in a hurry since it didn’t make as much of a mess. Mary turned to him, stunning in nude. “Did you want me to use a toy on you? If so, that’s totally fine! I hate guys who feel weird about bringing toys into the bedroom. There’s nothing wrong with it.”

Jack took a deep breath and met Mary’s gaze. “Are you sure?”

“Yes! Which toy do you want?”

Jack climbed off the bed and grabbed his butt plug cock ring. It kept him so hard and on edge. He’d never used it with an actual woman. Only his cock sleeve. The prospect of doing so had his cock vibrating with desire.

“This is it,” he said and held the butt plug cock ring in the air.

Mary smiled broadly as she took the toy from Jack. She’d never seen anything like it, but she was absolutely intrigued. “Wow, what a toy! Have you used it before?”

“Not with someone else. Only by myself.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Mary said and flashed him her angelic smile. He nodded, feeling like he was in good hands. If someone had told him he’d be standing here with a fabulous face of makeup and a gorgeous naked woman in front of him two days ago, he wouldn’t have believed it, but the world worked in funny ways. “Just tell me what I need to do, and I’ll do it.”

“Why don’t I put it on myself?” Jack asked and reached for the butt plug cock ring, but Mary moved her hand so that he couldn’t snatch it away. “Mary!”

“Absolutely not,” she said. “I want to stretch your tight little hole!” She laughed loudly, but it wasn’t in a malicious way. She was enjoying herself, and who was Jack to deny her the opportunity to stick a cock into his hole? After all, it would be a dream come true.

“Fine,” he relented and got onto the bed on all fours. Mary smacked his ass before pulling down his thong to reveal his smooth hole. It was so small and tight and strangely cute. “There’s lube in my bag too.”

Mary was buzzing with excitement as she flipped open the top of the suitcase to grab a bottle of lube. She put a glob of it onto her hand and lathered the cock. Then she put some of the lube onto Jack’s hole before pressing the tip of the shaft against his entrance. He let out a deep, guttural moan as Mary began stretching him.

“Fuck, girl!” Mary said as she watched Jack’s hole stretch.

Jack cursed and reached between his legs to grab the cock ring part of the toy and pull it over his hardening dick before it became impossible to put on. Once the ring was tight around his dick and balls, there was no stopping his growth. His dick just got harder and bigger the further Mary pushed into his hole.

Mary reached between his legs to touch his dick as the toy reached its base. She moaned deeply when she felt how thick and hard Jack’s cock had become. “I need you inside of me,” Mary said as desire moistened her thighs. “Please.”

Jack rolled over onto his back, ready for Mary’s dick. She straddled his feminized hips, staring down at his dolled-up face, mesmerized by the fact she was about to sleep with a ladyboy, but nothing about it felt strange.

“You want this pussy?” Mary asked and lifted her hips to rub her pussy against his tip, teasing him with her slick folds. “Tell me you want it!”

“I need that pussy,” he said and cupped it with his hand. She screamed out when he slid a finger into her while holding another against her bottom. She dropped her head back, letting Jack finger fuck her a little harder, but it was nothing compared to that thick dick she’d been rubbing moments ago.

“I need this dick,” Mary said and impaled herself with Jack’s cock. He cried out as her hot, slick walls hugged his dick. She rode her lips all the way down to his base. They cried out together when their bodies were fully connected. “You’re so beautiful as a woman,” Mary said to Jack and kissed him gently.

She lifted herself from his body and bounced her hips a little more quickly, using his chest for support. He touched her thighs, but she grabbed his hand and placed it on her clit. He moaned deeply as he played with her slick clit, happy for a distraction from the blinding pleasure of her pussy. He wanted to let her use his dick as long as he could but was already feeling weak, not sure how much longer he would last.

“Yes! So fucking good!” Mary groaned and moaned as she used his dick, hitting her spot over and over again. She hadn’t been fucked in far too long. An orgasm was bubbling to the surface within moments, and she was going to take it while it was there. She moved her hips more quickly, using every inch of Jack’s cock to fuck herself. “I… I… Jack!”

“Yes, Mary! Yes!” He held her hips and pushed his cock deep as she started creaming all over his shaft. His ass squeezed around the plug up his hole while he shot stream after stream of cum into her pussy. She cursed as she slowly came back to Earth, collapsing against him for wet, sloppy kisses. He pushed his hands into her hair and held her against his body until they slowly pulled apart. 

“See you in the morning,” Mary kissed him one last time and left the room. Jack cursed and rolled over. It was the best sex of his life, but where did it leave him and Mary?


 

CHAPTER 8

 

Mary and Jack said nothing to each other the following morning, which put Jack on edge. He kept looking at her, but she avoided eye contact. He knew that sleeping together would be a mistake. He hoped it wouldn’t lead to his dismissal, but he had a job to do. 

“Are you ready to leave for the airport?” Jack asked when he could no longer ignore his duties. His suitcase was packed and waiting by the door. “The driver will be here in five minutes.”

“I’m ready,” Mary said and stepped out of her room looking like a billion dollars. She was wearing a midi dress with gorgeous strappy heels and thousands of dollars of jewelry. She sparkled, but there was a coolness in her gaze. “Are you?”

“Yes, is everything okay between us?”

Mary nodded, forcing a smile. “Things are fine, Jack. Don’t worry.” The words were what he wanted to hear, but her tone wasn’t convincing. She offered him a sad smile as she placed her suitcase next to his. “You wouldn’t mind taking these down for us, would you?”

“No, not at all,” he said and glanced at her for a few moments before shaking his head and taking the suitcases out of the room. She closed the door behind him, telling him that she would be down to the lobby in a few minutes. Jack was panicking as he took the elevator down. What in the world had happened between that amazing orgasm and this morning?

They were silent on the entire ride to the airport, making Jack’s worry grow. He didn’t want to push her, but he was desperate to know what’d happened. She finally spoke when they were in the air halfway back to Branton. “I’m sorry for acting weird.”

“It’s okay,” he said quickly. “I understand.”

Mary shook her head. “I’m not sure you do, Jack.”

“If you want to find a new bodyguard, that’s fine. Can you please just give me a good reference?”

She frowned. “Why would you think I wanted to fire you? If that were the case, you definitely wouldn’t be on my plane.”

Now Jack was confused. “If you don’t want to fire me, then what’s the problem?

“You stole my heart last night, Jack,” Mary said and met his gaze, her eyes sparkling. “I’m not sure how I feel about it.” She smiled, but there was sadness in her gaze.

Jack stood and went to sit by her, pulling her into his arms. “What’s wrong? Trust me, you stole my heart too. It was the best night of my life,” Jack admitted. “Don’t be sad.”

Mary wiped away a tear. “Sorry, it’s just hard for me to trust people, and now I’m supposed to trust you with my life and my heart?”

It was a huge responsibility, but Jack was ready to accept it. Mary had given him the gift he’d been searching for his entire life, and he was happy to return the favor for as long as she’d allow him. “You can trust me, Mary. I won’t hurt you.”

Mary looked into his eyes, brimming with hope. “Please don’t.”

He grabbed her hand and held it against his heart. “You have nothing to worry about, Mary. You gave me the gift of a lifetime last night.”

“Hopefully I can give you a few more,” she said and kissed him as the plane began making its descent.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

A Few Weeks Later

“Candice! Stop it!” Mary screeched as she tried to push away Jack, aka Candice, from kissing her with his whipped cream covered lips. “I spent a long time on my makeup!”

“Fine,” Candice said and licked her lips clean. They’d come up with her name while sitting around Mary’s place watching trashy reality television and painting their nails. “I’ll just put some on you later to lick clean.”

Mary smiled broadly. “Now that’s something I’d like.”

“What should we eat next?” Candice asked and looked around at the food trucks surrounding them. 

“I couldn’t eat another thing,” Mary said and touched her stomach. “Why don’t we take a walk?” They’d spent the morning riding around Branton’s many nature trails on rented bicycles before coming to the food truck parking lot for a late lunch. They were waiting for the movie in the park to start.

Candice and Mary walked around the park and talked about their lives. Candice had started playing basketball with guys in the park every morning and took a few cooking classes. Mary and her therapist Brooke were encouraging Candice to embrace herself for who she was, scars and all, and she’d come so far in just a few short weeks.

The movie began just as the sun was starting to set. People filled the park, and Candice could no longer keep the words she’d been saving to herself. She took Mary’s hand and laced their fingers together. “I love you, Mary. More than you know.”

“Oh, Jack. I love you too,” she said and kissed Candice on the lips. Candice wrapped an arm around Mary, and that was pretty much how they stayed as they watched the movie while the sun slowly disappeared from the sky.
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