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CHAPTER ONE



The sky has just turned from dark navy blue to black, and I take a deep breath. This is the only time I ever love the city. It quiets just enough, and people start to clear off the sidewalks. And for at least a bit, I can fool myself into forgetting that there are 3 million people surrounding me and confining me. This is the one time of day when I can be completely myself without worrying. Well, sort of. There are still some people around, after all.

But tonight, the street is almost abandoned. The stillness catches my attention, and I look around. It makes me smile. Even under the suffocating amber glow of streetlights, I feel free. I spin in the middle of the sidewalk, like some girl on television who just found love. Or who found herself after moving to the city. As soon as I do it, I feel like a dork. But who cares? Who even saw me? Maybe the police surveillance cameras on the lamp posts? Do they even work? I wave at the closest one and keep walking.

I'm halfway down the block, almost home, when everything shatters. A man appears around the corner in front of me, and my first thought is to curse him for intruding into my private universe. There's just enough time for anger to build inside me before I realize that he's running. He's dressed in an all-black suit—a suit? In this neighborhood? At this time of day?—and his feet twist as he looks over his shoulder.

I stop and press myself against the light orange brick wall of the building beside me. I'll give this guy as much space as he needs. The last thing I want is some angry businessman yelling at me because I dared to take up a sliver of space on a sidewalk that he thinks he should own.

When I'm pressed against the wall, I hear it. The rev of an engine. Something I hear hundreds of times a day. But it sounds different now. Maybe because of the running man. Maybe because the street is so quiet. But it's louder. Echoing. And as the tires squeal against the still warm asphalt, my breath catches.

A grey SUV slides around the corner. It doesn't turn. It doesn't steer or veer or swing. It slides. As smooth as a skater on ice. Outside of a car commercial, I've never seen anything like it. It's somehow beautiful, and I can't help but stare.

The running man looks over his shoulder again, and this time when he turns back toward me, I notice how wide his eyes are. A tiny dark dot of pupil and iris surrounded by an enormous ring of white.

Then I see someone stick his head and shoulders out of the rear SUV window. I stare at him, and I start to giggle to myself. He and the running man couldn't be more different. This man's eyes are all black. No whites. Squinting. Glaring. Tracking. He looks exactly how I imagine a lion to look before he pounces onto the shoulders of a zebra.

The gunshots echo through the empty street.

I'm vaguely aware of the running man stumbling. I think for a second that he must have just tripped. But my eyes don't leave the man in the back of the SUV. Some part of my brain screams at me to duck, to run away, to get out of here. But I can't move. I can only stare. Still giggling, because my mind is unsure how to process what it's witnessing. When his eyes turn to me and our gazes catch, a chill runs through me.

But it's gone as soon as it starts. With the same squeal, the SUV skids around the next corner, nothing elegant about it this time. I watch until I'm sure it must be at least a couple of blocks away, and then I turn. And see him lying on the concrete.

He looks peaceful, like there could be a smile on his face if I looked closer. If not for the red puddle oozing away from him, I could think he's just napping. In the middle of the sidewalk. After being chased. After being shot.

The silence is interrupted again by the sound of my heart booming. My vision pulses in time with the beats, and I collapse to the ground. "He's... Oh my God, he's..." I don't know what I'm trying to say. I don't know who I'm saying it to. There's no one.

I have no idea how long it is before someone comes. I see the flash of blue and red lights before I see the car, but once it comes, there are others. Lots of them. And people. Suddenly, the street is filled with vehicles and people. Some in uniforms. A couple in suits. Some in t-shirts and jeans. They all gather in a loose circle around the napping man. All staring at him like they expect him to do something.

Then they look around.

Then they look at me.

My heart stops when one of them walks closer. She's trying to curl her lip up into a smile, but it looks sarcastic on her. "Hey, are you alright?"

Fantastic. I just watched a man get murdered a few steps away from me. Couldn't be better. Ten out of ten. A total five-star experience.

"Sir? Are you hurt?"

I shake my head.

"Did you see what happened?" she asks.

"What happened?" I respond. As if I don't know. As if aliens just dropped me here, and for the life of me, I can't figure out how that body got where it is and why it's leaking so much blood. "I... yes? I saw it?" I'm not sure why I'm asking her.

"You did? Can you describe the guy who did it? White? Brown? Black? Anything?"

I nod and tell her everything that I remember. The running man. The car. The man half standing out the back window. The look in his eyes. The license plate that somehow is branded into my memory. When I'm done, the woman laughs under her breath. "You're better than these shitty cameras that don't even work most of the time." She motions to the same camera I waved at earlier. A lifetime ago.

"Do you know the victim?"

I shake my head.

"Oh boy, you're gonna want to come with me." She puts her hand on my shoulder and guides me toward a parked car. It's not a police car. At least not on the outside. Inside, though, I notice the radio and the computer. She sits me in the front seat.

"That," she motions behind her to the body still lying uncovered on the street, "is Cillian Murphy. You've heard of the Byrne Brothers?" I shake my head again. "The Shamrock Clan?" I've heard of that. On the news.

"Don't ever let one of them hear you call them that," she chuckles. "The other gangs started that nickname as an insult. He's their number two. This wasn't a random killing. And the people who did it aren't gonna be happy that there's a witness."

My chest lifts for a second. A witness? That means someone else saw this too? But then I realize she means me.

"But don't worry. We have a whole task force for witness protection and relocation. We'll make sure you're safe until the trial."

Make sure I'm safe? Does she really think that these people could come for me?

"Hang tight, we'll take you downtown and then our guys will get you all set up." She shuts the door before I can say anything.


CHAPTER TWO



As much as I don't want to, I blink my eyes open. The white room is bright in the morning light. The sheer curtains diffuse the sun instead of blocking it. I sit up and rub my face. It's been almost a week. I should be used to this house by now. But how do I ever get used to being ripped away from everything I know?

Detective Williams didn't really give me a choice about any of this, or at least not a choice any rational person would make. Just by walking along the street when I did, I became the most wanted man in the city. She explained that both of the gangs involved would want to get to me. One to get information from me. The other to keep me from ever telling what I know. And neither of them would hesitate to kill me.

I collapsed into the hard plastic chair when she explained it. "Just because I was at the wrong place at the wrong time?" I asked her.

"Because you didn't look away." She shook her head and left me alone in the cold interrogation room.

I didn't know how long I waited—there was no clock and no windows, and I had no concept of time as I counted and recounted the nicks and chips on the dirty white walls—but eventually someone walked in. He didn't even knock. He just threw the door open and explained that he was with the witness security task force. Then he grinned. Like we were meeting on the street. Like it wasn't just a matter of time before I ended up as dead as the man I saw earlier. He explained the procedure to me, but I could barely hear him over the roaring in my ears. And the words I did hear, didn't make sense to me. Nothing did. It wasn't until he touched my shoulder that I realized he expected me to stand up. I followed him into the hallway and to the elevator. To the parking lot and to a small car. I didn't say a word.

He drove me to my apartment, and I stopped just outside my door. My hands were trembling so badly that I didn't know if I would be able to use my key. I didn't know if I wanted to. I wasn't prepared for a visitor. I hadn't cleaned up. There were things lying around that I didn't want anyone else to see. I needed to come up with some way to keep him from coming inside. "So, I don't know—"

"I'll wait out here to make sure no one comes up. You got exactly ten minutes." He only looked at me for a second before turning to face the elevators.

I blew out a sigh and hurried into my apartment, slamming the door shut behind me before he could change his mind. My eyes immediately went around the room. The dress on the back of the couch. The heels on the floor by the kitchen island. I grabbed them all and dashed into my bedroom. What do I do with this stuff? I hadn't had to hide my things since I graduated from college.

I was in the middle of shoving it under an old blanket in the bottom of my closet when I stopped. I'll be in a new town. He wouldn't tell me where. Just that it was a place no one would ever think to look for me. So that means no one there will know me. Maybe I want to take some of these things with me...

Instead of shoving the dresses and panties and makeup under the blanket, I tossed them into a suitcase, layering them between men's clothes, so he hopefully wouldn't see them even if he looked inside the case. I didn't take everything, obviously, but I took enough.

And they're all in my closet right now. Today is finally the day I let myself be seen.

I hop out of bed and go right to the closet. I know the dress I want. As soon as I open the white painted door, I see it. Mint green. The top has small pink flowers and a giant sheer bow right in front of where my breasts should be. The bottom is all mint green with 3 layers of pleated sheer fabric that whispers when it moves. I can't wait to put it on.

But I force myself away from it and into the bathroom. Brushing my teeth and showering feels like it takes forever, especially since I take extra care to shave my legs this morning. But finally I'm finished. The mirror is fogged, but I don't need to see myself for the first part. I squeeze handfuls of leave-in conditioner and then gel into my hands and run them through my long hair. Then I use the hair dryer to clear a spot, and I lean in. The lighting isn't the best, and the angle is different from what I'm used to at home, but this will be fine. I unzip my makeup bag and go to work. Pink eyeshadows, a bit darker in the corners, and then a bold black line of eyeliner to make my eyes look like perfectly upturned almonds. Mascara to frame it all. And then a light pink lipstick. Not much color, but enough to make me kissable. I giggle as I pucker my lips and lean toward the mirror. Once I'm finished with that, I dry my hair the rest of the way, twisting the brush at the roots and the ends to give a little volume and life.

When I'm done, I pick out a matching set of panties and a bra. Light pink and lace. I haven't worn panties for the whole time I've been here, and it feels wonderful as they stretch and glide across my skin. I pull the bra tight, hook it behind me, and massage my nipples through the cups. I wish I had real breasts to fill this. But I slip my breast forms in and straighten them before looking at myself in the mirror. As I turn to the side, I fantasize what it would be like. I trace a finger across the top of a breast. How would that feel? I close my eyes for a second and then turn around.

I slip the dress over my head and savor every inch of the material rubbing against me. Then I look in the mirror again. Perfect. No one in this town knows me, so I don't have to worry about running into anyone. And there's no way anyone would ever guess my secret.

When I'm done ogling myself in the mirror, I take the cash from my male wallet and put it into the light blue wristlet I brought with me. No ID and no credit card. Nothing to tie me to the name Henry Harris or to the male gender. I step into a pair of white canvas sneakers and check myself one more time. Then I walk out the front door.

When I was first brought here, I assumed a safe house would have cameras all over it. But from what I see, this one doesn't. It worried me at first, but the whole point is for this house to blend into the neighborhood. Securing it like a fortress would make it too obvious. Besides, no one knows I'm here, so other than whatever petty crime happens in small towns like this, there's nothing to worry about.

My steps are light down the concrete driveway and onto the sidewalk. I'm not sure what it is, but the sunlight is different here. Brighter. It feels like it shines into me, and I can't help my smile as I walk down the residential street toward downtown. Each house along the street is different. A different style, a different color, a yard full of plants, or a grassy lawn. Not much is growing yet, but there's no doubt that it's spring. Will I be here long enough to see everything bloom? Longer? I stop my thoughts before they go too far. Maybe someone will come and get me today, and I'll be back in the city tonight. The idea should make me happy, but it doesn't.

It's only a couple of blocks before the wood-sided houses turn into orange brick buildings. The color of the walls is the same as home, but that's the only similarity. These buildings are only two or three stories tall. And they aren't crowded against each other like commuters on a morning train. I can breathe in this downtown.

One more block, and I see the diner. It's on the corner, right across from the courthouse. Pamela's. Large windows line both outside walls, and even though it's 10am, I can see that half the tables are taken. When Detective Williams drove me into town, she told me about this place. The other witnesses who stayed here swear it's the best breakfast they've ever had. I can't imagine anything could ever be better than The General's back home, but after a week of not leaving the house, it's time I find out.

I check both directions and then lope across the road. I hope there isn't some local police officer who takes exception to jaywalkers. Halfway across the street, I smell it. Bacon and fresh-baked bread. It's intoxicating. My stomach growls, and my feet move just a little faster. When I'm on the curb, I stop and take one more deep breath. Then I gasp as I fall backward.

No, this isn't falling. A hand clamps around my mouth and nose. I try to scream, but it's so tight that I can't move any air in or out. My heart thrashes against my ribs, and I flail my arms. But I'm still pulled backward. Into a car. All I can see is the grey frame around the door. The window. I'm almost horizontal now, and I kick out, trying to smash the glass. To hit the door. Anything that would make noise and cause someone to look. I just need one person to see me. But before I connect with anything, I feel a pinch in my neck and the world starts to spin. My legs are somehow both too light and too heavy for me to move, and they fall limp to the asphalt. I'm yanked further inside the car, and they come with me.

"Go! I got him."

The driver pulls away from the curb, but not very quickly. The kidnapper reaches across me to shut the door. I try to look at him, but my eyes are frozen in place. All I can see is the black back of the seat in front of me.

When the door is closed, he runs a finger through my hair. "You be a good girl, and everything's gonna be just fine."

My eyelids close, and the world falls away.


CHAPTER THREE



Someone pounding on my skull wakes me. I try to swat at whoever it is, but moving my arms just makes them do it harder. All I can do is wince and turn my head away, but the pain still follows me. And that's when I realize it's not someone pounding on my head.

I peel my eyes open slowly. It's dark. I look for the white dresser that I'm used to seeing when I wake up, but it's not there. Nothing is. I look around, turning my head slowly because anything more and the pain becomes unbearable.

The walls are brick and concrete, and it's so dark that they're almost the same color as each other. The only light is coming in from under the smooth metal door. There are three heavy-duty hinges mounted on one side. On the other, there's a simple metal half arch screwed into the door to serve as a pull and a lock below it. There's no knob on the lock, just an empty keyhole.

Where am I?

I lower my head back to the pillow and try to remember... anything. I woke up this morning. I remember the sun streaming in through the pointless sheer curtains. Then I got ready. As her. As Jessica. That wasn't just a dream, was it? It's so foggy I can't be sure. Then I remember pulling the door shut behind me. The wind blowing my dress against my legs. Then... What? Where did I go? Here, apparently. But where is this?

Trying to think of anything else makes my head hurt even more. This feels like a hangover, but ten times worse than any I've ever had. No, one hundred times. Did I go out drinking? Not as her. I would never let myself lose control while I was dressed like that. But did I? Oh my God, did I go out, and did someone drug my drink? Why can't I fucking remember?

A small click from the door gets my attention, and I go as still as possible. Not even daring to breathe as there's another click and then a long squeak as the door swings in. The light from the other room is a knife into my retinas, and I have to close my eyes before its pain makes me sick.

"Well, looks like our little sissy's awake already."

I must have gone out as Jessica. Something must have happened and—oh my God, what happened?

"Pussy cat got your tongue?" The foot of the bed sinks under his weight. I scramble to pull my legs up into my chest, and I wrap my arms around them, curling into the tightest ball I can. Like that will protect me.

The man chuckles, and the sound makes me gasp. When I do, I smell him. The scent reminds me of grandma's kitchen at Christmastime—cinnamon and orange and vanilla. I push the memory away. Now is not the time for that. I have to figure out what's going on and find a way to get out of this before something bad happens. "I'm not a sissy."

"Oh?" He slides a finger up my leg. I try to pull back more, but I'm already pressed hard against the wall. "I think your smooth, shaved legs might disagree. Maybe that pretty dress you're wearing might disagree too." His finger moves up to my knee, and my skin erupts in goosebumps. I try to will them down, but I can still feel their prickles all over my body.

"Just a bet." My throat is dry, and my voice is scratchy. "A bet I made with a buddy. That's all. He's probably wondering where I am right now." My lie is obvious, but I need to try something. Anything. Before this man can do... I shudder when I start to think of all the things that he might do to me. I pinch my eyes even tighter to keep the tears from forming.

He pulls his hand away and chuckles again, and a flush of warmth goes through me. "Is this buddy named Tamara Williams? Detective Tamara Williams?"

Oh fuck! "Who are you?"

"My name is Angel."

It takes my drugged brain several seconds to realize he isn't saying "on hill." When I finally do, I can't help but snort. I don't know anything about this man, but I know he's no angel.

"You find it funny? What's your name?"

Should I give him a fake name? I don't want him to know anything more about me than he already does. "Henry." My mouth blurts out the truth before I can stop it, and I bang my head against the wall behind me.

"I already know that, Mr. Henry Harris. I mean what's your real name? When you're dressed like this." He puts his whole hand on my knee this time and doesn't waste any time sliding it under my skirt and up to my panties. I clamp my legs together as tightly as I can, but he's still able to slip a finger between them. I squirm as it traces a slow circle around my dick. "Tell me who you really are," he whispers.

"Jess—Jessica. What... Oh my God, what are you going to do to me?"

The mattress shifts as he leans closer. So close than I can feel his breath against my cheek, but I don't dare open my eyes to see what he's doing. "What do you want me to do to you, Jessica? Do you want more of this?" He presses more firmly against my dick, and it gets hard almost immediately. So hard that it hurts as it struggles to free itself from my tight tuck.

"Maybe you want this?" His lips graze my cheek. I twist my face away, but the blaze of his touch still burns. "Or maybe you want this..."

His fingers close around my throat. Soft at first, but then he squeezes more and more until I can't breathe. My eyes fly open, and I pound at his arms, trying to knock him off of me, but nothing I do works. My heartbeat turns into the pounding boom of high-speed train wheels thudding over a joint in the track. Whop-whop-whop-whop. Panic courses through me, and I know that this is my end.

"This is what my boss wants me to do, but what do you think? Is this what I should do, Jessica?" His voice is calm. Like he's asking a friend where she wants to go for lunch.

I stare at him, but it's so dark I can't see his face. So dark that I don't notice the blackness creeping in from the edges of my vision until it overtakes everything. I feel him let go of my throat, but then I feel nothing.


CHAPTER FOUR



A knock on the hollow steel door startles me awake. I look around and everything floods back into me. The dark room looks like a cell to me now. And that's exactly what it is. And the dark-haired man... What is he? My jailor? My executioner? My shoulders and chest tense, and I ball my hands into fists.

There's another knock. Soft. Almost gentle. But nothing happens when it stops. Whoever it is can't be waiting for permission to enter, can they? "What do you want?" I suppose I should try to be nice. Isn't that always the advice for situations like this? Make yourself seem like a human and not like the enemy? Fuck that. Those people have never been here. They've never felt a man's hand wrapped around their throat and looked into his black eyes as he chokes them to unconsciousness.

The lock clicks, and the door opens slowly. It's him, and I can't fight the flush that runs through my body at seeing him. I should have been beside the door, ready to pounce on him. Ready to run at the first break. Instead, I'm lying in bed under a blanket that I don't remember pulling on myself.

He smiles as he walks toward me, and it makes me hate him more. When he's just a few feet from me, I push myself away. He holds his hands up like he wants to call a truce. Like there could ever be a truce with him. But he looks so kind as he sits on the bed.

Now that my head isn't threatening to split open, I can really see him. The way his eyes twinkle even in the low light. His hair, swept to the side, just long enough that the ends are starting to curl. The dimple on his left cheek when he smiles at me. Because I'm staring at that, I don't notice that his hand is moving toward me until it's too late. As soon as it touches my cheek, I recoil and scoot to the other end of the bed.

"Hey, it's okay. I'm not gonna hurt you." He raises his hands again.

I summon up all the saliva I have and spit it at him. It's nothing like in the movies. It just sprays all over, and he doesn't even flinch. "Fuck you. Do you think I'm stupid? Do you think I'd just forget what you did?"

I don't know what I expect him to do, but he just shrugs. "My boss wants me to kill you." My breathing becomes so forced and loud that I can hear it echoing around the room. "But I want something else."

His eyes burn into mine, and he slides his hand along the mattress. Inch by inch, closer to me. I know I could get to the door before him. Maybe I could even shut it and trap him in here. But I can't move. I can't take my eyes away from him. Even when his hand closes around my ankle, I can't look away. I remember his touch, and I think I have a pretty good idea of what he wants. All I can think about is what I want. To rip his cock from his body the instant he tries to bring it toward me. To shove it down his throat and choke him with it. To watch his eyes water and then close as he realizes that he can't even get one last breath.

"Let me show you." He leans forward, closer to me, and my muscles coil. Just a little closer, and I've got him. But he moves away instead, letting go of me. Turning his back to me as he walks toward the door. He disappears around the corner for just a second and then comes back with a black garment bag. He unzips it, but I can't see what's inside. "Forgive me." He reaches around the corner, and there's a click followed by a flash of light. I look up at the ceiling. There's a round lighting fixture hanging out of reach above me.

When he comes back, I see something sparkling inside the bag, but it's not until he pulls it out that I realize what it is. "You want me to..." It can't be what I'm imagining.

"I want you to wear this. To dinner tonight. With me."

I laugh. I can't help myself. "I was wrong. You don't think I'm stupid, do you? Because you're stupid. You seriously think that I'm going to put on that dress and share a meal with you? At the same table with—" I clamp my lips closed. At the same table with him. With silverware. A fork, maybe a knife. This could be my chance.

"I don't just think that you will. I know you will. You're a smart girl. I can already see the wheels turning in your mind. You know what the alternative is."

He means it as a threat, and I do my best to seem shocked at his words. But my death isn't the alternative that I'm imagining. I pretend to think for several seconds, and then I lower my head as if I'm defeated. "Fine," I mutter.

"Good girl. You keep this up, and we're gonna get along just fine. Now, I'm going to give you this bag, and you're going to get ready. And anytime you start to have any doubts, I want you to remember that you're a good girl, got it? I promise nothing bad will happen as long as you're a good girl."

He sets the bag beside me on the bed, and I nod.

"Say it."

I look up at him, and his face is a smoky brown quartz. Completely unmoving as he watches me, waiting. "I'm a good girl, so nothing bad is going to happen to me."

His smile makes the room even brighter than the light. His teeth are two perfect rows of white. If I didn't know better, I would think he's the son of dentists. But do dentists' children go on to become killers?

I take the bag and look inside. He still has the dress, but there's a bra and a pair of panties, tights, heels, a bag of makeup, a flatiron, and a curling iron. He thought of almost everything. "Can I have a little privacy while I get ready?" I stare and wait for him to leave, but he doesn't move.

"I want to watch you."

I almost choke. He can't mean that. "I... I've never—"

He sits on the bed. The black bag lies between us like a river. "I want to see how you make yourself so gorgeous."

I just stare at him. Two thoughts spiral through my brain and crowd out everything else. He wants to watch? and He thinks I'm gorgeous? I don't move until he flips up the edge of the bag. Right. I stand and dump it all out on the bed. Everything is black to match the dress. Even the makeup. All except the lipstick. Its blood red reminds me of what's at stake, and my hand trembles as I hold it. But I force it still as I slip the tube back into the makeup bag. I can do this.

I look at him one more time before I slip my dress off. One more chance for him to look away, but he doesn't take it. I turn and lift the dress over my head, draping it over the bed and then walking to the tiny bathroom at the side of the bedroom. There's no door separating the two rooms, and this doesn't really deserve to be called a separate room anyway. It's just a toilet and a sink, and I wonder what this was built for. Is this a house or just a corner of an abandoned warehouse that this gang uses for its hostages? It doesn't matter. I'm getting out of here, and this is going to be the last I see of it. One way or another.

The angle of the light casts a giant shadow over the mirror. Obviously this layout was designed by a man. I can't be sure if I have my old makeup washed all the way off, but I keep telling myself over and over that it doesn't matter. None of this does. It's just a means to an end. I blow out a long breath, and take the mini eyeshadow pallet from the bag. Then I jump when I see the shadow in the corner of my vision. Him. He's standing in the entryway now.

"Just pretend I'm not here."

I nod and turn back to the mirror. My hand is shaking again, and this time I can't stop it. But somehow I'm able to get my makeup on. After I run the lipstick across my lips, I pucker them and turn to get a piece of toilet paper to dab off the excess, but his hand on my shoulder stops me.

"Look at me, and do that again." I hold my palms up, clueless about what he means. "That thing you just did with your lips. Face me and do it."

Puckering them? I look at him and do it. He squirms and bites his lower lip.

"Such a good girl. So gorgeous."

My eyes fight to look down at his crotch. I want to see how far his reaction goes, but I stop myself. What does it matter? It's not like I'm going to fuck him. He could have a twelve-inch cock bursting to get at me, and I couldn't care less. I turn back to the mirror to give myself one last look before I face him again. We both stand perfectly still, waiting for the other to do something. Finally, I do. "Um, I can't exactly get around you." Not without brushing my chest against his. He's so muscular he takes up almost the entire door frame.

"Oh. Right." He moves to the side, and I walk past him. Not inhaling his scent as I do. Not thinking about the way his lip is still trapped between his teeth.

I unfold the panties and bra and tights and lay them on the bed. Then I look over my shoulder at Angel. "If you're not going to leave, at least turn your back while I put these on."

"No." The single syllable sounds like a crash into a concrete wall.

He really can't expect me to do even this in front of him, can he? I glare at him, but he doesn't even blink. His eyes just move down my body. Following a line from my neck to my chest. My belly button to my knees. Down to my toes and then back up even more slowly. My cheeks are burning. I can't believe he's making me do this.

I spin back around, my hands behind me, grasping to release the hooks of my bra, but before I can undo it, I feel his body press against me. His hands cover mine. "Allow me." He unhooks the bra and traces a line where the band used to be. His fingers feel like sandpaper on my skin. I gasp and reach around to my front just in time to catch my breast forms before they fall to the floor. His hands follow behind mine and his fingers find my nipples. He sweeps across them and then around them.

"I can't..." I don't have the breath to finish the thought. I don't know what else I would say anyway.

"What can't you do?" He pinches my nipples, and I yelp. "You can't just let yourself go and enjoy this?" His lips press against the side of my neck while he pushes even tighter against me. His cock thrusts against my ass. "What is it about you, Jessica? What do you do to me?"

I swallow hard, hoping it will clear my mind and let me think again. "I can't get dressed with you this close."

"Mmm, I suppose that might be a problem." He sucks on my neck, pulling my tender flesh into his mouth. Then he lets go and takes a step back.

I can't stop myself from turning to face him. Looking up into his eyes. He's so used to getting everything that he wants, that it doesn't even occur to him that I might not want this. That I might not want him. I let my eyes drop this time, and I see that his black pants are bulging so far that the zipper might rip open any minute. What does it look like? Is it the same clay brown as his face? What does it smell like? I close my eyes. What the fuck!

I turn away again and pick up the black bra from the bed. I slam my arms through the straps and hook it behind me so forcefully that it's a wonder the hooks don't rip off. Then I shove my forms into the cups. I don't even take the time to straighten them. I just go right to my panties. Hooking my fingers under the waistband and ripping them down my legs. Angel probably wants to see this part too. He probably wants to see whether I'm as hard as he is. Well, he's not going to get the chance. I slide the black lace up into place before he can. Almost before I can even notice myself. Almost.

When I sit on the bed with the tights in my hand, I glare at him and remember the feeling of his hand around my throat. My cock immediately goes soft. I lift one leg and slip a foot into the black, silky casing. Then the same with the other. Angel watches every move as I slide them up my legs. When I stand to straighten them around my hips, he reaches for me, but I slap his hand away.

"No."

He's not the only one who can wield that word. The look on his face when he hears it makes my heart flutter. Get used to it, Angel.

I step into the dress and reach behind me to zip it, but the zipper is stuck. "Fuck this." I expect to feel his hands again any second, and I steel myself for it. But he just sits on the bed. I cast a quick glance toward him before turning away and yanking at the zipper again. It still doesn't move.

"All you have to do is ask, and I'll help." His voice is so arrogant I wish I could slap him. I'll settle for stabbing him with my salad fork at the restaurant.

"I've got it." I try pulling from the top and pushing from the bottom, but nothing works. I very much don't have it.

Finally, I look at him and huff a breath out of my nose. His eyebrow quirks up and the dimple in his left cheek just starts to show itself.

"Don't you dare," I snarl.

He holds his hands up. "So, you don't need my help?"

I growl. "Just for this. And you'd better not let your hands wonder away from the zipper." I turn my back to him and sweep my hair over my shoulder and out of his way.

"You're even hotter when you're angry."

"Angel, just the zipper." If I could kill him with words, I would do it.

He chuckles, and I feel the zipper rise right away under his touch. That mother fucking thing. I'm going to rip it out of this dress at the first chance I get. When the zipper is at the top, he brushes my hair back into place. "Should I drop to my knees and help you with your shoes too."

I shake my head, but when I turn, he is on his knees. Seeing him in front of me like that sets my belly on fire, and I can't respond. He takes my silence for consent. With his left hand, he reaches blindly for one of the shoes on the bed. His right hand traces up my leg, starting at the bone on the inside of my ankle and up to my knee.

I want to kick his hand away. I want to kick his mouth. But I don't. Why don't I? He leans forward and kisses my knee through the sheer black tights. "So beautiful." Then he holds the shoe in front of me. I look down as his hands wrap around my left ankle, lifting it just a little off the floor. Giving me plenty of time to get my balance as he does. Once I'm ready, he slips the shoe over my foot. Then he does the same with my other, kissing that ankle too before he stands.

Even with the heels on, I'm shorter than him. Not because I'm short, but because he's so tall. My eyes are the same height as his nose and I try to stare at it because if I don't, I'll look at either his lips or his eyes. And nothing good would come of either.

"We should go." His words are mostly breath.

I nod. "We should."


CHAPTER FIVE



Neither of us says a word on the drive to the restaurant, but I feel the heat of his gaze several times. Each time it makes me clench my fists, and every time I know he's looking away, I stare out my side window. Could I open the door and jump out? Can people actually do that in real life without breaking half the bones in their bodies? I decide against it each time, but the regret of missed opportunities builds up inside me.

When he turns onto 55th St, my chest pounds harder. "You're not taking me to Comien, are you?"

Angel smiles and flicks his eyes toward me. "You've heard of it?"

Who hasn't heard of it? It just opened two months ago, but it's booked for the next year. Even the B-list celebrities can't get in there yet. "How?"

"I'm friends with the chef. I scratch her back. She scratches mine. She owed me for a—"

"Stop." I hold my hand out between us. "I don't want to know any more than I have to."

He chuckles. "It wasn't anything bad. I promise. But that's a good attitude to have. Especially if you're going to spend any more time with me."

I cringe at the thought and hope that he doesn't notice out of the corner of his eye. I am not going to spend more time than necessary with him. I'm running at the first chance I get. This has already been too much. "Comien is a very... public restaurant. Are you sure it's a good idea to take me there?"

"Why? Are you planning to make a scene?" We stop at a traffic light and he stares at me.

I force myself to hold his eyes. "Of course not. But there are going to be lots of people there. Lots of people who will see you with me."

"Ah." He nods his head like he just solved some riddle. "You're shy. But I'm not. I want people to see the beauty on my arm tonight."

My face goes red. That's not at all what I was thinking. I'm worried that a crowded restaurant will mean more witnesses to see me stab him and run away. This might take more planning than I anticipated.

The valet comes right to my door as soon as we pull in front of the restaurant, but Angel keeps the doors locked and turns to face me. The smile is broad on his face, but I already know that this is his public smile, for the benefit of the valet. "I want us to have fun tonight—just two people on a date—but in case you had other plans, I wanna point out a couple things to you. First, the chef isn't the only friend I have inside this restaurant. And second, you see that burly man standing right beside the front door?"

I turn to look, smiling at the valet as I do. Just a couple of feet away from the door, there's a man who looks almost as big around as he is tall. He's dressed in all black. His hair cropped so close I can't tell what color it is. I nod my head.

"He's with me. There's another one just like him at the back door. And they both know exactly what you look like. And," he pauses until I look at him, "they know exactly what to do if they see you leaving this restaurant without your arm wrapped in mine. Got it?"

My shoulders slump as I turn to look at the man again. He's noticed us now, and when he sees me look at him, he gives me a little finger wave that looks out of place on a man his size. Fuck. "Yeah. I got it."

"Remember..." His finger grazes softly across the back of my hand. "Nothing bad happens as long as you're a good girl."

I close my eyes and sigh as he unlocks the doors. As soon as he does, the young man who looks no older than a college freshman opens my door. When I look up, he's offering his hand to me. I take it. Then when Angel circles around the car, I put my arm in his, and we walk inside.

The inside of the restaurant is bright and colorful and loud. And packed. I look past the maitre d, and I don't see an empty table anywhere. But that doesn't stop him. As soon as he sees us, he smiles at Angel and extends his hand. The two of them shake hands quickly and then the maitre d turns and walks into the heart of the restaurant.

My heels click as we follow him, and even though I wasn't worried about people seeing me dressed like this before, I am now. I scan each table, watching everyone's eyes for the slightest movement in my direction. Ready to dart behind Angel or hurry my pace at any sign that they might be looking at me. But no one does. They're too caught up in their own food and their own company.

I relax just a little when I see the table that he's led us to. In the back corner of the dining room, just by the kitchen doors, and dark. Angel pulls out a seat for me, and I smooth my dress under my legs as I sit. I stare at him as he takes the seat opposite me. "Do you always do that?" I ask him.

"Do what? Hold chairs for the gorgeous women I go on dates with?" There's that dimple again, and I want to do anything but stare at it.

"Sit with your back to the wall. Look around a room before you sit down." Maybe I've seen too many movies.

Angel takes a sip of his water and waits. His eyes are fixed over my left shoulder. Finally he smiles, and someone moves into the side of my vision. A server. She takes our drink orders—as much as I protest, Angel insists we will share a bottle of Zinfandel—then she's gone and Angel's face relaxes. He almost looks like he could be an ordinary man sitting across the table from me. "I guess over the years, I've just learned to always keep an eye out. You never know when you might find something worth looking at." His eyes bore into me, and as much as I don't want to, I have to look away.

"Why are you being like this?" I look up just long enough to see a flash of confusion spread across his face. "Nice to me. Treating me like..." A woman. Someone he might be interested in. Someone who isn't just a hostage.

He reaches across the table for my hand, but I pull it away before we can touch. I need to stay focused, and I can't do that when he touches me. He doesn't take the hint, though. He slides his chair around the table until he's beside me. Now when he reaches for my hand, I can't jerk it away without causing a scene that I don't want. "I treat you the way you deserve."

"You tried to choke me to death." I spit the words under my breath. Does he really think I forgot about that?

His face flushes. "If I tried that, you wouldn't be sitting here right now. I simply wanted to prove a point, but…" He pauses and looks down. "I shouldn't have done it. I'm sorry."

"You're sorry? Like that makes up for it?"

"I'm not a good person, Jessica." He shrugs. "But you need to know that once I care about someone, I'd do anything to look after them."

"And you're saying—"

"What do you want me to say?" He squeezes my hand, and it pumps blood through the rest of my body. I'm just about to admit something that I'll forever regret when the server comes back with the bottle of wine. She presents it to us and then removes the cork, setting it in front of Angel. He ignores it and watches her pour into the glasses. And this is my chance. As slowly as I can, I raise my free hand to the edge of the table and slide the dinner knife toward me. I yank it down, and twist it in the skirt of my dress. I'm not sure how I can sneak it out of here. I'm not sure if it's even sharp enough to do anything. But it's better than nothing. I look up at Angel, and he's smiling at the server now.

When she leaves, he takes his wine glass and holds it up in front of him, waiting for me to take mine. When I do, he clicks the rims together gently. "To potential." We both take a drink.
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Before we leave the restaurant, I tell Angel I need to use the restroom. He just nods as I leave his side and walk down the short hallway. My stomach is so tight that I have to hold everything down inside lest the delicious squab taco and its incredibly soft sourdough tortilla rise back up. Normally, it would be the thought of going into the ladies restroom that would make me sick. But tonight, that thought barely registers. The only thing I'm thinking about now is hiding this knife somewhere that Angel won't find it and somewhere that I can get to it easily.

I don't uncurl my fingers from it until I'm locked into a stall. Then I quickly unfurl it from my dress and tuck it into the back waistband of my tights. It's not ideal, but it's the only place I can think of. I sit on the toilet to pee, but nothing will come out. I'm too nervous. So I just go to the mirror, check my makeup, and walk out the door. Angel is waiting for me only a couple of steps away, and I jump when I see him, sure that he knows. But he doesn't say a word, just slips his hand along the small of my back and escorts me outside.

We're only a couple of blocks from the restaurant when I lean closer to him. I run my hand down his arm and make sure to breathe toward his face so he can smell the alcohol. I want him to think that I've had too much to drink. "So, about that potential." I move my hand to his thigh. Down to his knee and then back up the inside. Slowly. I stare at him the whole time. His eyes move back and forth between my hand and the road. Attaboy, just follow my lead.

"Maybe we, uh, should wait till we get back to, um, explore this more."

I unbuckle my seatbelt and lean into him. My cheek is just inches away from his face. "Maybe I don't want to wait." I lower my head and take in a noisy breath, just for show. Just to make him think I find him irresistible, but that scent. Why does he have to smell like that? My cock stirs as soon as it hits the back of my nose, and maybe this doesn't have to be all pretend after all. As I unfasten his pants, I feel the car shimmy side-to-side like he's having a hard time keeping it straight. Then my body rocks slightly forward and back, my cheek moving against his warm, rock hard belly, as he pulls over and shifts the car into park.

"Jessica, you need to—"

"Shh." I tug on the waistband of his pants. They don't budge at first, but then he raises himself off the seat and I can pull them down. I gasp when I do. There's not much light sneaking in through the car windows, but I don't need much light to see that. Incredible is the only word that comes to my mind. I've never seen a cock so massive. So intimidating, yet so incredibly welcoming. I kiss the tip of it. He already has a salty bead of pre-cum. Somehow it tastes exactly like I expected him to taste, and I moan. Focus! I close my eyes and blow out a warm breath, and it makes him squirm. Knowing just my breath has that power over him sets my body on fire. Maybe just a little taste more. I open my mouth and lower myself on him. I'm not even halfway down his length when he smashes against the back of my throat. I raise up and lower myself again. Sucking as I do.

"Jessica?"

Don't tell me he's a talker. Why can't he just sit back and take it? "Mmm?" I ask, with my lips still around the tip of his cock. Just a couple more and then I'll have him where I want him.

His hands wrap tightly around my wrists, not hurting me, but letting me know that he very easily could if he wants to. I look up. His face is curled into a lopsided grin. "You don't know how bad I want this. But first we need to take care of that knife you stole from the restaurant. Where did you put it?"

My whole body deflates, and I collapse into his lap. My mouth just inches from the cock that I want inside me so badly and the cock that I was planning to lop from his body.

Angel doesn't wait for me to tell him. He releases one of my hands and slides the other around my waist until he feels the knife. "Ah ah. This isn't being a good girl."


CHAPTER SIX



When I wake up the next morning, I'm still confused for a few seconds, but it doesn't take me long to remember where I am. And when I do, my stomach sinks. I tell myself my empty feeling has nothing to do with the fact that the bed is cold and barren next to me, but that doesn't stop me from reaching out and sliding my hand across the sheets. It doesn't stop me from wondering what I would have done last night if I hadn't snuck the knife from the restaurant. Nothing. I was just doing it so I could escape. That's the only reason.

Once he pulled the knife from my waistband, Angel didn't say a word. By the time we pulled up outside the decrepit brick building, I was shaking so much, I'm sure he could feel it on the other side of the car. He looked at me, but I stared at my feet. "What happens now?" I asked.

"We go inside."

"And?"

"And you spend the night. We'll discuss things in the morning."

I roll over onto my back and sigh as I stare up at the ceiling. What if that was the only chance I have to get out of here? Would it have worked if I didn't try to suck his dick first? I let out another sigh as I think about him, half naked and driving. My head between the steering wheel and his cock. My mouth waters when I think about the taste.

"Want me to join you?"

I jump so much it makes the bed bounce, and then I whip my head to the right. Angel is sitting in a chair beside the door. He's still wearing the same suit he wore last night, but the jacket is folded over the back of the chair and the top three buttons of his shirt are undone. The stubble makes his face look dark and rough, and I have to shake away the thought of running my hand across it.

"You're... watching me?" I ask.

He just shrugs his shoulders. And suddenly, I remember I'm not wearing clothes, and I jerk the blanket up to my neck. His head tilts back as he laughs. Then he turns his inky eyes back to me. There's a fire burning in them as he stares. "I like seeing you naked."

My cheeks get hot enough to melt iron. "You... How long have you been here?"

"In this building? All night. But I've only been here in this room for a few hours."

A few hours? Watching me? I shiver, thinking about him standing over me while I'm sleeping nude. The things he could have done to me. The things I want him to do to me—shut up! It's just Stockholm Syndrome. That's all.

He stands and walks to the edge of the bed. When I scoot backward, he sits, and my breaths double. "You know, if you wouldn't stick random things in your panties, maybe I could trust you to wear clothes." He leans closer to me, and all I can think is that he somehow smells the same as he did last night. I breathe through my nose so he doesn't have to smell my morning breath. "I want to be the one who sticks things down there." He rubs his cheek against my chin, and I whimper. Then I curse myself for being so weak around him.

"What's going to happen?" I ask.

Angel tugs at the blanket, and I don't resist as he pulls it down to my waist. He glides a hand along my chest, and I've never felt as inadequate as I do right now. I wish I had real breasts for him. For me. Not this flat male chest. "You were a bad girl last night." Before I can say anything, he whips his leg over mine so he's straddling me. I can't do anything but watch as his mouth goes to my nipple.

"Oh, fuck." My head rolls back, and I'm so stupid for letting my body react like this to him. He's just manipulating me. Just using me for whatever this is. And when he's done—I'm not going to think about that. Thinking that won't get me out of here.

"Do you know how incredible you taste?" he asks. Does he know how incredible his tongue feels? "I wish we had all day to explore, but we don't." He leans back. After a few seconds, I look to see what he's doing. He's just staring at me. His cheek dimpled. But then the smile falls from his face, and he climbs off of me. "My boss wants to see you."

I can't breathe. His boss? Does he mean the one in charge of all this? The one who wants me dead. "No." My eyes turn up to him, pleading, but he's not even looking at me now. "Angel, I'm sorry about last night. I didn't... Well, I mean—"

"I've got clothes for you to wear today. Get cleaned up as good as you can in the sink, and I'll set them out for you."

"Angel, please. Please!"

He walks out of the room and shuts the door behind him without saying a word.


CHAPTER SEVEN



I can barely get the red floral dress over my head. My entire body is shuddering.

As Angel pulled the door shut, he hesitated for just a second. His face looked heavy. I remember learning in high school chemistry that osmium is the densest naturally occurring element on earth. Angel's look transformed every organ in my body into osmium, and they all collapsed to the ground in that instant. It's a wonder it didn't crush the concrete floor beneath me. I wish it did.

Angel doesn't look at me when I walk out of the tiny room. He doesn't look as we walk to the car. Each time he avoids looking, it adds more weight pressing on me until I finally can't take it anymore. "Angel." He's staring straight ahead, both hands on the steering wheel, and I rest my fingers over his right hand. He flinches at my touch but still doesn't look at me. "What's going to happen?"

His head falls back against the headrest with a thud that shakes the back of his seat and he closes his eyes. "I don't know. He wouldn't tell me."

"That's..." My chest is so tight that I can't get the sentence out without stopping to pull in more air. "... not good, is it? I mean you're his—"

"Yeah. I don't know what it means." He opens his eyes, but he still doesn't look at me. I need his gaze. Just for a split second. Just so I can have a tiny broken fragment of hope that it's all going to be alright. But he doesn't even give me that.

I open my mouth to beg him, but when nothing comes out, I realize that I'm crying. And now I can feel the warmth rolling down my cheeks and the tight ring closing off my throat. It takes all of my attention to force the breaths into my lungs, but with each one, I wonder what the point is. Angel is the number two in this organization. So if his boss won't tell even him what his plans are for me, that can't be good.

We sit in silence for a moment—Angel is nothing but a smudge of light and colors to me now—but then he slips his hand away from mine, and I hear the engine start. I try to blink away the tears so I can see him as we drive away from the building, but they come back faster than I can clear them. I don't dare close my eyes, though. Every flash of light that makes it through the blurry veil could be one of my last.

When I feel the car turn, everything is green. Every heart beat is an eruption in my chest, and all I can hear is a whooshing roar. We stop, and I feel Angel take my hand. His skin is so warm compared to mine. He squeezes my hand, and I dissolve. I fling myself across the car and wrap my free arm around his neck. Sobbing. The steering wheel presses into my back.

"Shh." His hand runs down my back and then back up to my shoulders. Over and over. "This is my favorite place in all the world."

I snort and spittle flies from my mouth to his shirt. Somehow I can see it, and I fixate on the tiny dark spots that bloom on the grey shirt. Is he so devoted that this is his favorite place?

"Take a deep breath." He kisses my forehead and then holds my chin up, forcing me to look at him. "I want you to see it. I want you to love it as much as I do. Breathe."

"This?"

He rubs his thumb under my eyes one at a time, and I blink until I can finally see him. There's that same stupid dimple, and it makes my heart sink seeing it. The tears threaten at the corner of my eyes again, but he shakes his head and I fight them back. "Look around, Jess."

I do, and I understand why everything was green. We're in a gravel parking lot surrounded by trees. "Your boss wants to meet me here?"

Angel chuckles, and the sounds are tiny little punches. How can he laugh about that? "No. I've decided I'm not taking you to him. Not until he promises your safety. I want you to see this instead. Come on." He opens his door and stares at me until I let go of him. When I do, he slides out of the car and smiles at me.

I don't move at first, but then I open my door. I have to put both of my hands on the door frame to pull myself up. Every muscle in my body is slack. But then Angel is at my side. His arm circles my waist, and he guides me away from the car. I hear the door close behind me, and I know it had to have been from him because I didn't have the strength to close it.

We walk from the parking lot into the woods. The gravel crunches under my sandals, and then it turns to dirt and then grass, and then there's a field in front of us. It's speckled with purples and whites and pinks and a few dots of yellow like twinkling stars in the daylight.

"This is what I wanted you to see."

"It's..." I don't know what to say.

"Beautiful." I look up at him, and his eyes are fixed on me. "This used to be a factory. My dad worked here. But before I was even born, they went out. Moved to a different country without a word to the workers, and the building sat abandoned for years. As a kid, I was never allowed to come near it. Mom always said it was full of drugs and criminals. But then, the city took it over and made a park. These are all native plants. And look back there."

I follow his hand toward the other side of the field.

"Just over that hill, you can still see part of the factory wall that hasn't collapsed yet." As I stare at it, he takes my hand and pulls me into the meadow. "It's still too early for most of the flowers. When I bring you back this summer, you'll see. It's breathtaking."

I stop and pull him back to me with all my strength. It's not enough to stop him, but he turns toward me. His head is tilted, and the reflected colors of the flowers dance in his eyes. "This summer? Do you really think your boss will—"

"You're not going to cooperate with the investigation." There's no doubt that it's not a question. And there's no doubt that he's right. "In fact, right now the police are opening a missing person investigation into Henry Harris. But they're never going to find him, are they?"

My body goes cold, and I wonder if there's another reason he brought me here. A reason I don't want to imagine. "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying..." He takes my other hand in his and pulls me against him. His chest burns my skin like standing too close to a fire, but I still want more. I press against him. He moves my hands behind me. A police officer putting my hands into handcuffs. But then he lets go and palms my ass. I feel his breath against my ear as he whispers, "Henry Harris doesn't exist. There's only Jessica. After a week or two, they'll assume the worst and stop looking for Henry. We have people inside who will make sure that investigation goes nowhere."

"But what—"

"Don't worry about my boss. He wants to make sure you don't talk, and I have ways to make sure of that." He bites my earlobe. Hard. I wince and squirm against him. Then I moan as he slowly releases. "He might disagree at first, but he's a reasonable man. And above all, he trusts me. I wish you would too. Maybe in time, you will." He tugs me forward, and we resume our walk through the flowers.

The thick green stems slap against my legs as we rustle through them. I try to take careful steps—the high-heeled sandals I'm wearing aren't meant for this—but Angel pulls me forward at his pace. We crest the small hill and then descend the other side. The brick walls are taller with each step until finally they tower above us. The corners of a building that was once at least two-stories tall.

"Angel, you're talking like there's a chance for something between us."

He stops at the base of the wall and swings to face me. A grin spreads across his face, and the corners of his eyes wrinkle. "More than a chance, mi espada bonita—my beautiful blade." He drags a fingernail like a knife across the palm of my hand. I bite my lip and look away as I'm reminded of what I tried to do to him. "You're mine now. Mine to take care of." He pulls my hand to his mouth and kisses the line he just drew across it. "Mine to enjoy. Mine to love."

I shake my head and open my mouth to protest, but he leans in and kisses me before I can say anything. When his lips press against mine, the heat pours into me, and I forget any objection that I could have made. I'm sure there are plenty. Hundreds of reasons why we could never work. Why this is a terrible idea for both of us. But right now, my toes are curling as they try to find some hold in the ground, and I throw my arms around his neck.

He spins us and slams my back against the wall. He's not trying to be gentle, and I could never want him to be. He lifts the bottom of my dress and hooks his fingers in the waistband of my panties. There's no pause before he rips them down. I feel the slinky material drop around my ankles. Then he pushes me. I grunt as my ass hits the cold earth, but neither of us takes our lips off the other. I straighten my legs. Fall back. Then wrap them around his waist. Clutching him against me. His hard cock presses against mine, and I wriggle my hips.

"Such a naughty girl. What should I do with you?"

My mind fills with a list of all the things I want him to do with me, but before I can tell him anything, he flips me onto my stomach. His weight pressing down on me takes away my breath as his cock explores the crack of my ass. Feeling that cock inside me shoots to the top of the list, and then it erases everything below it.

When Angel lifts off me with a frustrated growl and I hear his zipper ripping open, I know he must feel the same. I feel his weight shift from the left to the right, but then he's back on me. Pressing. Parting.

"Oh my God." I have to bite my tongue to keep from screaming as he pushes into me. He doesn't wait for me to relax. He just thrusts into me, forcing my asshole to spread. Forcing my insides to take him. They sting and then burn, but then I buck my hips up against him to take even more. I want all of him right now.

"You're mine." His lips are just inches away from my ear, and it sounds like his voice is coming from inside my head. "Say it." He thrusts and then pulls back and thrusts again.

I can only moan as the pain blends with the pleasure of feeling him inside me. I squeeze the muscles of my ass around his dick, and his body tightens. He licks the side of my neck, and I roll my head.

"Say it." He pulls out of me but doesn't push back in. My body feels empty without him inside it. "Tell me that you're mine."

"Angel, please." I'm whining. I need him back inside me.

He presses down on my shoulder, and I feel his weight shift. He's sitting up. "Do you want me?" I nod my head. The damp ground smears on my cheek. "Then say it."

"I'm yours." I raise my ass, trying to find his cock, to take it back inside me, but he pushes it down.

"You're my girl, mi novia."

"Mmm, I'm your girl. Yours. Now Angel, please. Please." If I don't have him inside me soon, I'm going to melt away into this field.

"It's so fucking hot when you beg." He slams his cock back into me, and I realize that I barely had half of it before. I shriek. I have no thought about being in a park. In a field. I have no thoughts at all. Just the knowledge that I need this. I need him. And that I am somehow his.

He slams into me over and over, and each time I scream and each time something inside me breaks. As he pulls out, it rebuilds, only to break again as soon as his dick fills me. Until at last, it's completely shattered and lying in a heap beneath me. I scream out his name over and over. Then I feel him tense. His cock pulses. And I know he's filling me. I squeeze myself around him. Milking him. I want every inch of my insides to be filled with his cum. And it seems like he's more than willing to oblige me. His cock spasms again and again. But at last, he blows out a long deep breath and then collapses on top of me. His body shakes once. Then he rolls to the side.

He twists his head, and his black eyes burn through me. "Me perteneces, Jessica. Siempre." He's panting so hard I can barely make out his words. "You belong to me. Forever."

I nod. "Siempre." My lips find his, and I move so our bodies are touching. This is exactly how I want to spend forever.


EPILOGUE


Angel drives us up to the line in front of the door. There are 3 cars in front, and I watch the overworked valet's scurry to open doors and take keys.

"Are you sure about this? It seems... risky."

He pulls my hand to his mouth and kisses the back of it. "Taking risks has brought me some of the best rewards in my life." His eyes move to mine and we both freeze like that for a second. "Like this car. Can you believe I'd never owned an Aston Martin?"

I roll my eyes and pretend to pull my hand away, knowing that he would tighten his grip and never let me go.

"And then there's you. The best risk I've ever taken."

He closes his eyes and moves closer to me. I wait until I feel his breath against my cheek, then I take a deep inhale of his warm vanilla scent. Even two years later, just smelling it makes my toes curl up in my thousand dollar pumps. When I can't take any more, I lean forward just a few inches. Just enough that our lips touch. My body tingles as the wave of electricity rolls through it. It sweeps all other thoughts and sensations away until there's only us. It's just like our first time in that field.

Without a thought, my hands press against his chest. I can feel his heartbeat in my palm. The thump-thump speeds up as I drop one hand to his stomach. Down toward his cock that I know is burning for me right now. Just like I'm burning. "What if we skip this? No one would ever know."

"You think Matteo De Carillo, the man who notices everything, wouldn't notice that his underboss didn't show up?" He bites my lip and tugs at it until I slap him away. He's going to ruin my lipstick. "Or that his underboss's beautiful wife didn't show up? That's what he would really notice because every single man in that room is going to notice as soon as you walk in. Some of the women too." He cups my breasts and even through the sequined bodice, I feel his heat move into me. I squirm against the back of my seat.

"But that's the problem. I don't know if it's such a good idea for me to be noticed."

"Matteo says it's fine, and he would never—" A knock makes me jump and makes Angel freeze in the middle of his sentence. The valet. My eyes dart out the windshield. The cars in front of us are gone. It makes me smile to think that the valet got so tired of waiting that he knocked on my window. "Trust me, mi espada."

I nod and open my door. Angel is at my side before I even get out of the car. There are ten steps into the museum. My heart beats harder and louder with each one. When we get to the top, I squeeze Angel's hand, and he comes to a stop beside me. We just look at each other. My face conveying my doubts and his look assuring me that it's all going to be fine.

It's a look I've gotten used to over the years. One that I've counted on over and over. The first time he took me to meet his boss. Laying in the pre-op area waiting for my surgery to begin. As I held his hands at the altar in front of all those people. Each time, it just took one look from him to know that everything was going to be fine. I blow out a deep breath and my pulse slows. I can face anything as long as he's beside me. We walk hand in hand through the wide doors.

The lobby takes my breath away. Marble walls that seem to rise to nothing but are really holding up a glass ceiling. I can see the light of stars pin-pricking the ceiling, mixed with tiny twinkling white lights. Manmade mixed with the natural, blending almost perfectly.

I look down when I feel Angel pull just a little on my hand. He's staring at me. His eyes asking if I'm ready. I smile, and we walk toward a group of people huddled near a door to our left.

As we make our way around the room, our hands never leave each other's. And I come to rely on his firm grip telling me that everything is going to be fine. But even with my hand in his, my breath catches and my body goes rigid when I see Detective Williams.

I almost don't recognize her at first. She looks so different in a red gown instead of the dark shirt and black pants she was wearing the last time I saw her. She's wearing makeup today too. Without it, she looks so plain, but tonight she's pretty enough to catch eyes. And she catches mine.

I'm not sure if I'm walking in her direction or if she's walking in mine. I just know that somehow we're getting closer. My eyes are stuck in place. I can't even blink. This is exactly what I was worried about.

It's fine that Matteo wanted to host this fundraiser for police charities. I understand that it's his way of flexing his muscles, showing the police that he is not only untouchable but that they will bend over backward to accept even a few drops from his cup. But to specifically invite me? He obviously knows my history, and I know he would never willingly put me in any danger. But I can't help the feeling that I'm just another one of the pieces he's showing off tonight to let everyone know how powerful he is. And with each step closer, it's about to blow up.

"Ahh, Detective Williams, you look fantastic in that dress." Angel smiles at her as his hand tightens around mine. He circles a finger around one of my knuckles, and I focus on that as I try to clear my mind and face.

"Mr. Garcia. Your boss really knows how to throw a party." She gives a cursory glance around the room before she looks back at him.

Angel smiles. "The key is to surround yourself with beautiful things. As an art dealer, there's never any shortage of those."

Her eyes turn to me, and she looks me up and down. I hope she doesn't notice my trembling or the much too rapid beating of my heart. "Speaking of beautiful things, I don't believe we've met." She extends her hand toward me, but I just stare at it until Angel squeezes my hand.

"This is my wife, Jessica. In my opinion, the most beautiful thing in the room."

I take her hand and give it a brief shake, needing to get away from her touch as soon as possible. I try to reassure myself. There's no way she could ever know. It's been two years, and she's only seen me twice. I'm practically a different person. No, after the breast implants and vaginoplasty and facial feminization surgeries, I am a different person. I'm finally me for the first time in my life, and she's never met me before.

Her eyebrows quirk up. "As much as it pains me to admit, Mr. Garcia, I think I might actually agree with you. Jessica, you are stunning. It's a pleasure to meet you."

I form my lips up into something that I hope is a smile. "Thank you." I don't know if the words are even audible, but I'm grateful I can get them out at all.

The detective's eyes hold on mine, and I force myself to hold her gaze. Despite the fear rising in my belly—the certainty that she recognizes me and is going to arrest me for faking my own death—I stare back at her. I blink away the tears that threaten me. I won't look away.

But finally, she does. When she looks back at Angel, the 1000 degree spotlight goes away. A chill runs through me in its absence.

"If you two will excuse me," she says, "I promised my boss that I would put in an appearance and make the rounds. Then I'm out of here. This isn't exactly a crowd I want to associate with. I look forward to seeing you again under very different circumstances, Mr. Garcia."

Angel's lip curls up. "Be very careful what you wish for, detective." He winks and turns to me. As soon as his eyes lock onto mine, everything else goes away. I'm only vaguely aware of Detective Williams leaving us alone in the middle of the room. "I told you everything would be fine."

He's smiling now. His real smile, and I get lost in that dimple. My body is still shaking, and I need to cry just to release all the tension. But I know I can't. Instead, I throw my arms around him and pull him as tight as I can.

"That case is over and done with. They aren't even looking for Henry anymore, let alone a beautiful woman who bears only the slightest resemblance to him. Besides, you're mine, and I would never let anything bad happen to my girl."

I purr into his chest. "Say that again."

He lifts my chin with a finger until I'm looking into his black eyes. "You are my girl."
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All his life, Alex has been told that being gay is a sin. But he's sure he's not gay, despite his mixed-up feelings. He knows he just needs a little help to straighten himself out. When he spots an online listing for Gay to Straight Conversion Therapy, his curiosity overwhelms him. Could this be the answer he's been looking for?

At the first session, the therapist insists that being gay is perfectly fine. And Alex agrees. Fine for other people. But he's not gay. Not really. Finally, the therapist agrees to help, but he warns Alex that this help might be different than what he expects. But the therapist promises no one will ever think of Alex as a gay man again.

As the days go by, Alex changes. The more he transforms, the more he uncovers the secrets he's hidden even from himself. Each step makes him more comfortable with his soul and body, for the first time in his life.

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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Sometimes we hide our authentic selves so deep that it takes another person to show us who we really are. This bundle contains 5 stories of people who discovered that person—and then, discovered themselves. Five stories of secret transgender women who found that special someone to bring their true beauty to the surface.

Contains:

Hiding

Teaching the Professor

The Best Woman

Another Chance

Only on Weekends

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK 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.


MORE BY KENZIE MCKAY


ACCIDENTALLY ME: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Sundays are Anthony's day to be the woman he hides from everyone else. When he's forced off the side of the road, though, everything changes.

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.

ANOTHER CHANCE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I've been in love with him for years, but I've always hidden it. Just like I've hidden my true self. But when I hear he's coming to my town, I know this is my chance.

BECOMING WOMEN: 20 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

TWENTY of Kenzie's top books.

Get every story from The Injected Series, The Girls Series, The Trophy Clinic Series, and The Club Series.

THE BEST WOMAN: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I planned to never see him again. And I didn't. For ten years. Until I ended up standing next to him at my best friend's wedding.

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.

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

The therapist promises Alex that no one will think of him as a gay man again. And once all the changes are finished, Alex will be a brand new person.

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

Sometimes someone sneaks past our defenses and sees the real us. They show us that we can finally live the life we've always dreamed of.

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 GIRLFRIEND RING: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic. Not until my best friend put on that ring.

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.

HIDING: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Being forced into witness protection could be Henry's chance at a new life—a life as Jessica. But that's only if the mafia doesn't find him.

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…

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic, but now I know better. I should walk away. But this is my only chance, and I have to take it. No matter what.

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 A DRESS: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

There's no way a dress can ever change the way he thinks of me. Not unless it's magic…

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.

NOT A NANNY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Everything is changing. My clothes, my body… the way Logan looks at me. But no matter what changes, his feelings never will. Will they?

NOT HER TYPE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I know that Emily is the one for me, but she always tells me I'm not her type. With a little magical help, that might be about to change.

ONLY ON WEEKENDS: A TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING STORY

Put on makeup and a dress and dance for some drunk guys? It sounds simple. But standing in front of the crowd, I know there's no way I can do this.

PARTNER TRACK: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Mason's path has always been clear—to make partner at a big law firm. But he's about to become a partner in a way he's never imagined.

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

For years, Carter and Maya exchanged letters. But there was a secret that could tear them apart. Maya was really a boy named Max.

THE PERFECT GIRL

Sometimes a change of scenery can make our dreams come true. Even if it’s in a way we never imagined.

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE

This bundle contains 5 stories of secret transgender women who found that special someone to bring their true beauty to the surface.

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Parker knew life would change when she came out as trans. But she never expected an arranged marriage.

THE PSYCHIC: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I've known something was wrong for years, but it's not until I visit a psychic that I find out everything I know is about to end.

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.

SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

It's the perfect gift: A subscription to a self-help book club that promises to transform its clients into brand new people.

SUBSTITUTE TEACHER: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

The other teachers joke that there's something magical about this classroom. That it helps you find your soulmate. Well, unless it can transform me into a woman, it won't work for me.

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION

I know better than to get involved with a student… And I learned the hard way to never admit my secret.

TRANSFORMED: 8-BOOK MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

The men in these stories never knew that magic was real. And they certainly never imagined how it could change their lives forever.

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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