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CHAPTER ONE



Jessica keeps smiling at me as we take the elevator to the third floor. It's my first official day at work, and she's going over and over the things I've already learned in my training. I want to tell her that I've got it—it's not complicated, and it's not like this is my first job—but I don't want to seem rude. So I let her drone on while I tune her out.

When she points out my desk, I set my shoulder bag on the chair and hope she'll be comfortable leaving me now. Instead, she makes me log in while she stands over my shoulder and then quizzes me on how to change the schedule and how to message the other office staff.

When she's finally satisfied, she knocks on the half-open office door behind my desk and then pushes it open the rest of the way. "Dr. Kirshen?" she announces. "Your new assistant is here." She waves me up and into the office.

The doctor is twisted sideways at his desk, typing rather than looking at me. But when he does look up, my jaw drops. His eyes are so dark they might be black, but they somehow catch fire in the cold fluorescent light.

As he walks around the desk to greet me, I stare at the tiny dimple on his left cheek. "It's a pleasure to meet you," he says. "I'm Dr. Kirshen, but call me Andrew."

I reach for his hand but end up with my fingers barely gripping around his palm. My face goes red as I look down and see just how badly I've mangled the handshake. "It's, uh… really great to meet you." My mouth hangs open just a little like it wants to say more, but my brain is shut down.

Jessica clears her throat. I should probably turn to look at her, but I can't take my eyes off Dr. Kirshen's face. "This is Landon Snider," she says. "Since he seems to have forgotten to introduce himself."

"Welcome to the office, Mr. Snider." Dr. Kirshen is almost glowing. Give him a golden halo, and he'd be the saint in a medieval painting. "I assume Jessica has already given you the rundown of what we expect, but for the first couple of weeks, I'll still take things easy on you. Don't want to scare you away just yet, do we?" He winks and walks behind his desk, but I still can't move. I don't think I would mind if I were stuck here forever.

"I'm just finishing some notes for you. Do you want to get settled in at your desk? Then we can go over this together once we get a chance, okay?" He nibbles on the end of his pen.

"Uh, yeah, that sounds great. I'll just be right out here. At my desk. Just outside. Um, great to meet you." If I say the word great one more time in the next five minutes, I'll set a record. And I'll be right out here? At my desk? Where he just told me to go? What is wrong with me? I'm not some tongue-tied teenaged boy. Even when I was fifteen, I never acted like this.

"He's such a sweet man," Jessica whispers. I'd completely forgotten she was still here. "We all think the world of him and are very protective of him. I'm sure you'll feel the same once you get to know him." There's an intensity in her eyes that makes it uncomfortable for me to look at her for too long.


CHAPTER TWO



As soon as I'm back at my desk, I text Gabe.

Me: Dude, my new boss is hoooot.

Gabe: He's an owl?

Me: Hot. Asshole.

Gabe: You're 24 years old. Learn to spell.

Me: *eye roll*

Gabe: Maybe he's the type of hot boss who takes the handsome new assistant under his wing, and then you two have scorchingly sexy sex.

Me: You watch too many movies. But thanks for calling me handsome.

I smile and toss my phone back into my bag.

For the next fifteen minutes, I have nothing to do, so I do my best not to seem too bored. Or like the kind of employee who just sits around on his phone all day. Instead, I stare at the empty wall across from me and wonder what I could put there to fill the blank space.

When the message from Andrew comes, I click right away. Seeing his name sends a strange tingle across the back of my neck. It's the list that he was working on for me, but when I read through it, I see that it's all just the same things I've already covered in my training sessions. But at the bottom, there's a note. "You're going to be wonderful! ;-)"

I feel like some stupid schoolgirl as I read through that last line three million times, wondering if there's some hidden meaning behind it. Logically, I know he's just trying to reassure me because I acted like a babbling fool in front of him earlier. But the winking smile at the end? Probably just a reassuring wink. That's all. He's a nice person who wants me to be comfortable working here. A sweet man, just like Jessica said. That already puts him in the top ten percent of bosses that I've ever had.

"How's it going so far?" Andrew's voice makes me jump and then makes me feel other things. I hurry to cross my legs before any awkward situations pop up. He walks around to the front of my desk and smiles at me.

"It's—" don't say great, don't say great "—great. Really great." I want to hide my head in my hands. What is it about him that makes me act like this?

His face lights up like he actually cares about my answer. "I hope the list I sent wasn't too much. I wanted to go over it with you right away and get to know you a little better, but I need to start seeing patients. During lunch maybe?"

I try to keep my eyes from twinkling. I think of car accidents and those commercials with all the cute puppies in cages and the news that Jacob Wellstone is retiring even though he's only 22 and the hottest singer in the world right now. But I don't know if any of it works. I'm not sure how a person can control the amount of sparkle in their eyes. "Yes, lunch would be great." Goddamn it.

He grins and rests a finger lightly on my desk. "Great."

So he's noticed. Do I bury myself now or wait until the shame actually kills me?

"Oh, and Jessica is going to start sending a few calls to you this morning. Just simple schedule changes as they come up. If you have any questions, put the patient on hold and call her. And I'll see you at lunch." That was definitely not a wink. Just a twitch. A tiny spasm in his cheek. The same cheek with the adorable dimple that I barely even noticed.

"Got it. See you then... Uh, and have a good morning?" Why am I second-guessing every single thing I do today? He grins and then walks around the corner toward the exam rooms.

The morning drags on forever. They send me a few calls, just enough to keep me busy, but in between each of them, I check the clock over and over and think of all the ways I can make an impression on him in a thirty-minute working lunch.

When the clock finally flips to noon, my adrenaline spikes. Only half an hour until it's time. I blow out a breath and remind myself that I don't even know yet if he's interested. That's the first step. Make him interested.

Just then, the phone rings. I answer assuming that it's another patient rescheduling, but it's the Chinese restaurant I ordered our lunch from. Their only driver just walked out on them, so they aren't able to deliver.

I'm not going to let one person's frustration with their job ruin my chance to date the hot guy whose office is literally just behind my desk. It's like my full brain awakens for the first time in my life, and I look at the clock while calculating driving and walking routes. I should be able to do it. I tell them I'll pick up the order. Then I message Andrew to let him know that I'll be back as close to 12:30pm as I can.

For once in my life, the universe works with me, and I know it's a sign. There's almost no traffic either way and no one waiting ahead of me at the restaurant. I look at my watch when I walk back into the building. 12:15pm. Still plenty of time. I'll get this all set up so we're ready right at 12:30pm. That way, we don't waste any time.

I smile when I see Andrew's door is still closed. I've got this. When I came here this morning, I thought this was just another job. Another way to earn money until I can make it with my music. But now, I have a new goal. I hang up my coat and take the lunch into Andrew's office.

I don't even look at the couch until I hear someone gasp. It's Andrew. His pants are off, and... oh... he's wearing panties?


CHAPTER THREE



"What are you doing?" Andrew's words are like the air hissing out of a punctured tire.

I close the door behind me and walk to the table where I assumed we would eat our lunch. I slowly draw out a chair and lower myself into it. Panties? In the corner of my eye, I see him scrambling to pull his pants up. It looks like he's staring at me the whole time. He's probably wondering what I'm going to say or do. So am I.

There's so much I could do. I suppose a normal person would be embarrassed for walking in on him like that. We would both be ashamed for our own reasons, and we'd never speak of it again. Or if I wanted to cling to some made-up morality, I could huff and pretend to be disgusted and storm out of here. I could be unscrupulous and demand a raise or better benefits. Maybe even a better job.

"About this... it's not what it... it looks bad, I know, but there's a reason—"

I hold a hand up, and he stops.

"What now?" he asks.

I give him a tiny smile that I hope isn't intimidating. "Now we should eat our lunch before it gets cold."

His body, which had pulled into itself, fills out slowly. Each step he takes toward the table inflates it a little more. "So you don't—"

"And you're going out with me Friday night. A date. As a girl."

His eyes go as wide as my smile.
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His car is in the parking lot when I pull in. I recognize the silver SUV from work, and as I walk by it, I see his head peeking above the headrest. I tap on the window—just the tip of a fingernail against the glass—but he jumps at the sound.

I hold my palms out when he looks at me. I can't see his clothes under the dark jacket he's wearing, but he has makeup on. Not a lot. Eyeliner and mascara. Pink lipstick. Maybe a neutral eyeshadow, I can't tell. But he's cute. This is obviously not his first time with makeup.

"Ready to go?" I ask, and he just shakes his head. "You'll be fine. You look nice."

He closes his eyes and gnaws on his lower lip.

"Mind if I sit with you for a bit?" I point to the passenger seat. He doesn't say anything, but he unlocks the door.

"You don't have anything to worry about. Gabe and Martin are two of the most laid-back people you'll ever meet. You're fine."

He bites down even harder on his lip, looks at me for just a second, and then goes back to staring straight at the brick wall in front of his car. "I am certainly not fine."

My gaze drifts from his face down his body. Everything is covered in black. A long black jacket, black pants, black shoes. It's like he's trying everything he can to hide himself. "You are most definitely fine. I wouldn't have asked you out otherwise."

"You didn't ask me out." He sniffs. "And I really can't do this, Landon."

I hold my hand out above the gear shift. He just looks at it. "Let me have your hand." He looks up at me and then back at my hand. His lined eyes are so pretty, I want to kiss him right here. I lean in, but the feel of his hand in mine jolts me back.

It's softer than I thought it would be. I've never dated, or even touched, a doctor, but I assumed they would have rough, dry hands. I'm not sure why I thought that. They aren't working a factory floor. But his hands are so smooth it's like he keeps them tucked away in the closet somewhere and just pulls them out for special occasions. I run my thumb along the back of his hand. I want to be his special occasion.

"There can never be anything between us," he says, like he knows what I'm thinking. "Despite all this, I'm your boss. It's unethical."

His eyes are focused on my thumb, but mine are stuck to his lips. I lean in and don't stop this time. I kiss him. He pulls in a sudden breath as my lips touch his, and it parts them for me. The fit between his mouth and mine is perfect. My body plummets and rises—a bass drop before soaring up into the trebles again. "We should go in," I say. What I really want to say is that we should move to the backseat.

"I've never..." He pauses and I squeeze his hand to let him know that he's going to be alright. "I've never done this before. Gone out like this."

"Never?" He shakes his head. That makes me so sad. He's way too pretty to hide himself from the world. "This is the perfect place for you, then. A gay bar with my two gay best friends. And me. I'm going to hold your hand the whole time." He finally looks up at me, and I can see him trying to push his fear away. "Now let's go inside. Gabe's been looking forward to playing this stupid game all week."

The inside of the bar is crowded and noisy. All the tables are filled with nerds who spend the entire month looking forward to Donnell's BYOB Night. Bring Your Own Board. Every tabletop is covered by a board game and half-full drinks. I spot Gabe and Martin in the back corner and then look at Andrew.

He looks like someone is holding him at gunpoint. His coat is pulled so tightly around him, I still can't tell what he's wearing, but I'm willing to bet money it's something dark and bulky. Probably a black sweater. "You're doing great. No one is going to murder you, so stop looking like they will." His lips curl up just a bit, and I can tell that he's trying to smile.

"That's them in the corner." He follows my finger. "Gabe is the one on the left. With the full beard. The one with the glasses is Martin."

"And they're..." He's so quiet I can barely hear him over everyone’s talking and shouts.

"Both excited to meet you." I squeeze his hand and tug him toward their table. He doesn't move at first and our arms stretch between us, but then he follows me.

"There he is... oh. Oh! Is this the mystery date that I assumed wasn't real?" Gabe asks. He stands and sticks his hand out for Andrew to shake. "How did a pretty girl like you end up with... this guy?"

Andrew's face goes redder than a cranberry, so I step in to save him. "It's the usual story. He saw me and just had to have me." Gabe and Andrew both give me identical side-eyes at the same time. "Or something like that."

"I'm Gabe. This is my partner, Martin. What's your name?"

"Uh..." Andrew's eyes dart between the three of us, and then he lowers his head. I lean in and whisper, "they already know about you. I told you, it's all good."

"Andrew?" It sounds like he's asking.

"Well, Andrew, you can definitely do better than Landon. Allow me." Gabe pulls a chair out for him. Andrew flashes him a quick smile before looking down at his shoes again.

It takes him two drinks and over an hour, but Andrew finally opens up to us. He's still quiet—so much quieter than he is at work—and when one of us gets a little too loud, I can see him pull back into himself like a turtle pulling its head and limbs in to safety. But he's laughing at our stupid jokes, and he's even smiled at me twice when there wasn't a reason for it. Both times made me so warm I was sure I would start sweating.

Andrew's holding the dice in his hand and just ready to roll when he lifts his face up and his mouth falls open. "I love this song," he says. My eyebrows shoot up. The music is faint, but I don't have to strain to know what song it is. Andrew sways his shoulders just a little and then rolls the dice.

"You love this song? For real?" Martin asks and then looks at me.

"Why? Does that mean I'm not hip or something?" He giggles, but he's obviously hoping one of us will tell him no.

"That plus the fact that you say 'hip.' But you know what gave you away with the song?" he asks. "You didn't look at Landon when you said it. Not at all."

Andrew looks confused but doesn't say anything.

"I can't tell if you're serious or not," I tell him. "Do you know about this song? About me?"

He starts to chew on his lip again, and it's like all the nervousness that had slipped away has flooded back in.

"You don't know, do you?" Now I've gone from curious to fascinated. "Where have you heard it before?"

"Your apartment." Gabe hops in. "You probably put it on anytime you bring someone over."

"I don't know." He ignores him and gets a point in my book. "Just around? Radio maybe? Why?"

"Definitely not the radio, or I need to talk with someone and find out where my money is. Some local coffee shops, maybe. Or here. That's about it. That's me." I smile and wait for him to start gushing, but he just stares at me. "The song. That's my song. That's me singing it."

Andrew twists his lip and turns back to the game. "Sure it is. I didn't finish my move yet." He picks up his tiny pink triangle game piece and moves it along the board.

He doesn't say anything for the next few minutes. He doesn't even look at me, and I wonder if I've done something wrong. I look at Martin and flick my head toward the bar. I hope it's just enough motion that he notices while Andrew doesn't.

As soon as Gabe takes his turn, Martin taps him on the arm and tells him to go to the bar with him so they can get another round of drinks. I can tell Gabe wants to argue, but when Martin stands up, he follows him.

Once they're gone, I reach for Andrew's hand, but as soon as my fingers touch his, he pulls away. "What's wrong?" I ask.

"I'm not stupid. I knew this was a bad idea."

My heart races as my brain replays through anything I could have said. "I promise I don't think you're stupid—I know you're not—but I really don't know what I said. Whatever it was, tell me, so I can apologize."

"The thing with the song. You were all making fun of me for liking it."

I laugh but stop when I see the anger flare on his face. "No one was making fun of you for that. They were mocking me. That really is my song." He looks at me, but he doesn't believe me. I take his hand and sing a line from the chorus. I know it's too loud in here and I'm singing too quietly for it to really sound like the recording, but I hope he at least considers that it's possible.

His face softens a little, but not much.

"I'm playing at Bica's on Sunday. It's just a half-an-hour set, but I'd like it if you came. Gabe will be there. You can sit with him. And you can come as a boy so you're more comfortable, but just come. Please?"

"You really weren't making fun of me?"

"I swear." I hold his hand to my lips. "Please come."

He draws in his lips but nods.


CHAPTER FOUR



I look around the coffee shop one more time. As if he might have snuck in through some hidden back passage in the 30 seconds since I last looked. I don't know how we left things Friday. Andrew seemed relaxed after Gabe and Martin came back to the table. He even joked a little, but there was still some tension beneath it. When we all left, I walked him to his car and just gave him a quick kiss. I hoped he would ask for more, but he just opened the car door and drove away while I stood there watching.

When I told him about everything, Gabe said I was reading too much into it and that everything was fine. But there are times when I'm not sure Gabe would notice if Martin was being mauled by a bear.

But I can't let myself dwell on it now. Not when I'm about to go on. I exhale and visualize the performance. The mic is already hooked up in the center of the stage, and my guitar is sitting on a stand behind it. It just needs me. But I just need him. I check my watch.

Five more minutes.

"Bro, relax," Gabe tells me, like it will do any good. "If he doesn't come, it doesn't mean anything. Maybe he got busy and lost track of time. Or, you said he's not open about himself. Maybe he doesn't want to come out in public like this."

"I told him he could come as a guy. And it's not like we'd sit here and make out or something."

"I meant, maybe he doesn't want to be seen in public with you. It's a heavy burden." He slaps me on the shoulder, and I flip him off.

Just as my eyes move to the door for one more sweep, he comes in. He's in full boymode, but seeing him still makes my chest swell out. I want to go hug him, but what if Gabe is right? Maybe Andrew doesn't want to be seen sharing affection with a guy in public. So I just wave to get his attention. His eyes crinkle, and he comes to our table.

"Hey! Glad you could make it." I start to stand—my hands push down on the arms of the chair—but I force myself back down. "I was starting to think you might have been busy with something else."

"Running late. Sorry." He sits down with a sigh. "But I wouldn't miss it."

"No worries." I try to play cool, which would have maybe worked if Gabe weren't sitting right beside me to fill Andrew in on my constant scanning around the coffee shop. "Every 10 seconds," Gabe tells him, even though I know it was much closer to 20 or 25.

When it's time for me to start, Andrew slides his hand down my arm and to my fingers and wishes me luck. But as soon as he does it, his eyes go wide, and he looks around the room. I follow his gaze. There's no one watching and no one who would even care, but I'm not sure that's what he sees.

The performance is one of my best in weeks. I try not to stare at Andrew the entire set, but I sing each song like I’m alone with him. The only thing that reminds me I’m not is the applause.

Normally when I play at coffee shops, I'll get a few polite claps and the tinkle of change in my tip jar. Most people aren't there to listen to live music. But today the people are much louder, and when I sneak glances, I see green inside my jar. Lots of it.

I save my most popular song for last. Before I start, I lean into the microphone. "I only have time for one more song." There are a few groans. I pretend to look around the crowd, but it's really just an excuse so I can look at Andrew for this next part. "And I want to dedicate this to a person I just met recently. We had our first date Friday, but I haven't been able to stop thinking about him since. I haven't had someone make me feel like this for a very long time, but we're still in that awkward early stage where I'm not sure how he feels about me." Some people chuckle in sympathy. "I just hope that he'll give us both a chance to explore and see where this goes. I really think it could be great. Anyway, here's One More Chance."

His face is so red while I'm talking that I think he might burst. There's no way anyone here knows I'm talking to him, but just to make him feel better, I gaze around the crowd one more time, being sure to make eye contact with everyone as I do.

My face is almost as red as Andrew's was when I finish the song. Half of the people in the room stand, and gradually most of the other half follows suit. I've never had a standing ovation before. Not even in a bar, let alone a coffee shop.

When the applause dies off, Gabe walks up to the stage to help me pack everything away. A few people come up and stuff more money into my jar and tell me they really enjoyed themselves. Almost all of them look at Gabe and then wish me good luck with my relationship. After giving each other a few "Ew, not with him" glances, Gabe and I finally just go with it and let people assume what they want.

After the last fan walks away, I search the room for Andrew. I had hoped he would come up to the stage with us. My stomach sinks when I don't find him. "Hey," I turn to Gabe, "did Andrew say he was leaving?"

"Nope, why? Were you hoping he'd ask you to sign his tits when you finished?"

"Jesus, dude." I look around. There's no one near us, but I can't imagine how embarrassed Andrew would have been if someone had overheard that. "I just don't see him and thought maybe he said something to you before he left."

Gabe stops coiling the microphone cable and looks at me. "Well, well, well." He drags each word out to tease me. "You do have it bad, don't you? Martin told me Friday that he'd never seen you act like this. I blew him off, but he's right."

I blush and open my guitar case, pretending I forgot to check something before I put it away. "I just wondered what he thought. That's all."

"You're lucky we're not ten-years-old anymore, or I'd tease you for being in love."

"Whatever this is, it's not love." Despite the way my heart flips every time I look at him. "And I think you might actually be ten. You've never convinced me that you're an adult."

"Landon's in love. Landon's in love." He sings it over and over as we walk outside to my car. He's still singing when I stop. It takes him a couple times through to realize that I'm not beside him. He looks back at me and then forward to my car.

"Oh." He turns back to me. "I'll just, um, talk to you later."

I nod as he leaves. Andrew is leaning against my trunk. His cheeks are red, and I can see the breath coming out of his nostrils. I take slow steps toward him, afraid he'll be scared away if I move too quickly.

"So, what did you think?" I ask.

His eyes sparkle. "I think that really is your song. And I think you were... great."

I chuckle. "I hoped you would catch that."

"And I think that guy would be a fool to not take a chance on you." He moves just enough for me to open the trunk, but no more. As I toss my cables inside, my body is just inches from his, and I have to fight myself to not fall into him.

"Do you think I should ask him to come back to my apartment? Do you think he would say yes?" I can't look up at him as I say it. I'm too afraid his face will telegraph his answer and I won't like what I see.

"I think he would say yes."

My stomach jumps when he says it.
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I can't get the key into my door fast enough. Andrew is standing so far away he might as well be halfway down the hall, but I still hear his breathing. I can smell his pine scent mixed with coffee from the coffeeshop, and it turns each heartbeat into an explosion, like he's caffeine and I'm inhaling him.

When the tumblers finally click and the key turns, I want to shout. I look at him as I push the door open. He checks the hallway one more time to make sure that no one is watching and then hurries in after me, closing the door almost before he's even through it.

"Sorry I didn't clean. I didn't expect—" He presses me against the wall and pins me with his lips. My heart gives one final burst and then lies shredded and smoldering inside my chest. I slide my hands down his sides and around to his ass before bringing them back to the front and unfastening his pants.

When I undo his button, he pulls back from me. Just far enough for breaths to sneak between us. I freeze. Is he going to tell me to stop? But he dives right back into me, so I unzip his jeans and do my best to work them down his legs. When I can't push them any lower, I come back up for his underwear, and now it's my turn to stop. "Andrew." I try to say his name, but his mouth just swallows my words. I lean backward and his lips fall from my mouth to my chin. "Andrew?"

"Mmm?"

"Take your jeans and shirt off. I want to look at you."

He groans but steps back. He almost falls over as he unties his shoes, and I can't help but laugh at him. I cover my mouth and try to stop, but when he looks up, I see that he's laughing too. It might be the sexiest thing that I've ever seen. He barely has time to peel the jeans off his legs before my body decides that I can't wait any longer. I wrap my arms around him and practically drag him with me as I sit in a recliner. He falls into my lap, onto my cock and I groan from the sharp pain. He gasps when he realizes what happened and tries to move off me, but I don't let him. I pull him even tighter. My cock smashing into his ass.

"Did you wear those panties for me?" I ask him.

"Mmm-hmm."

I lift the shirt above his head. "Such a good girl. You know what good girls get?" I don't wait for him to answer. I slide a hand down his smooth chest and between his legs. His cock is hard, and as I rub it through his panties, it gets even more firm. "Does my girl like that?"

He nods his head, and I press my mouth into the side of his neck. I start to bite down on him, to brand him as mine, but I pull back. A thin string of saliva trails from my mouth to his skin. He whimpers , but if he doesn't want anyone to know about him, he definitely won't want to explain my mark on his neck. I kiss him instead, and it must be enough because he grinds his ass into me.

"Girl, if you keep that up, I'm going to come right here in my pants, and I want to save all of me for your gorgeous little ass." I pull back the waistband of his panties and let it snap against his skin, and he groans. "Do you like that? Do you like the idea of me filling your ass with my hot cum?"

He shifts on my lap, and I lift him from me so I can get my pants off. But he turns, and his hands cover mine. "I, uh..." He looks down, but I lift his chin so he's looking at me. I want him to see the fire I have for him. "I've never done this before."

I can barely hear him. "You've never?"

He shakes his head. "Never with a man. I tried once in college, but I was scared and..." he giggles, but I can tell it's from nervousness, "I told him I was sick and had to stop."

I lean forward and kiss his belly. "You poor thing. Are you scared now?" He nods his head, and I pull him back down on me, shifting so he's sitting on my leg this time, and I run a hand through his hair. "You're such a brave girl for telling me. I'm so proud."

"You're not mad?" His voice is weak and shaking. "Or disgusted?"

"Don't ever think that. Of course I'm not." I rub my hand along his back. "We'll never do anything you're not comfortable with."

"Thank you." It's not even a whisper.

I twist so we're able to look at each other. "What are you comfortable with?" His shoulders rise, and I put my hand on the front of his panties. "This?" He nods.

I move my hand slowly over his cock. "This?" He closes his eyes, and his head rolls back as he groans.

His body tenses as I slip my other hand behind him and run it along his crack. "Not this?" He doesn't say anything. "Tell me the truth."

He blows out a long breath. "I do want it, but..."

"But not today?" He looks down again, but again I force his face back up. "Don't ever be ashamed of this. I have an idea, though. Come to my bedroom with me? No penetration, and nothing you don't want. Nice and simple for our first time, okay?"

He doesn't say anything, but he stands up and takes my hand. I lead him to my bedroom. When I walk through the door, I want to hide. Not only did I not make my bed this morning, I have clothes on the floor. He doesn't say a word about it, though, and I don't know if it's because he doesn't mind or because he's just being polite.

"Lay on your side." He doesn't hesitate, and I hope that means he trusts I won't push him too far. I walk to the far side of my bed and pull out the bottom drawer. I dig past the dildos and butt plugs and grab the vibrator. It looks vaguely like a strange bulbous cock, but it's not meant to be inserted.

I scoot up behind him, press my body into his, and press the button. The rumble starts instantly, and I hold the end to his forearm. "Have you ever used one of these before?"

"A massager?"

"Sort of. Have you ever used one of these down there?" He sucks in a breath, and I chuckle. "I want to use it on you if that's okay."

He nods his head and hooks his thumbs in the waistband of his underwear, but I stop him. "Leave those on. I want to watch my girl come in her panties." He lets his hands fall away, and I slide the vibrator down his stomach, past his waistband, and to the tip of his cock.

Andrew writhes against me as soon as I touch it, and the motion makes my cock come to life too. But I have plenty of time for that later. I use the vibrator to make small slow circles around his head, and the bulge in his panties grows with each one. I kiss from the back of his neck up to his ear. "Do you like this?" I whisper.

He purrs, and it's exactly the answer I knew he would give me. I hook my top leg around his, and twist him so his legs are spread, and he's half lying on top of me, his head resting on my arm. I work the vibrator up and down his length until his breaths start to come shallower. Then I turn up the speed. His eyes fly open, and his body stretches out to its full length.

I focus mostly on the tip of his cock now, circling it around and around. His head is pressing down hard into my arm, and between that and his short panting breaths, I know he's close. I could stop and edge him, but I don't want to. Not this time. Today I want him to feel how good sex with me can be.

"Is my girl ready?" He lets loose a long, low moan before he starts panting again. "You've been such a good girl. Come for me. Whenever you're ready."

I barely get the words out before his body tenses and his hips buck. Slowly at first, then as fast as his pants. When his head rolls back, I know he spoiling his panties, and I can't help myself. I grind my cock into his ass. It can't have him yet, but it wants a tiny taste of what it'll get later.

"Oh my God, Landon. That thing..."

I give him a playful pat on the cheek. "Be careful now. It's not the tool, it's the skill of the user."

"Oh, of course. That's what I was going to say." He rolls over and kisses me. "Thank you for being gentle. For not laughing at me. For ruining my underwear."

"You'd better buy a lot next time they're on sale because I'm going to make you ruin a whole lot of panties."


CHAPTER FIVE



"Ooh, I like that."

"Do you?" I tease my finger up his smooth, stocking-clad leg. "Is this what you like?"

Andrew bites his lip and nods.

"Then I'm going to make sure you get more of that. And more of this too." I rub my hand along the front of his panties and twist his nipple through his shirt. He moans. "And that too."

I move so I'm straddling him on the couch. His breathing is ragged, and I haven't even begun yet. I kiss down his neck to his collarbone and then to his chest. The top three buttons of his shirt are undone, but I want them all out of my way. I growl as I unfasten more.

"We should probably stop."

I slide my hand down his front and back to his cock. It's so hard, and I want to fall to my knees right now and suck it. But I'm not finished torturing him yet. "What did you say? I didn't hear you?"

Andrew takes three breaths. Each one is louder than the one before it. "The meeting."

My stomach sinks, and I look at my watch. I forgot about that. "There's still 15 minutes. I can do a lot to you in that time."

"Mmm, I know you can. But I need time to recover. And what if someone comes early?"

I slip my hand inside his panties and wrap my fingers around his dick. "You want me to make you come early?"

He leans up and kisses me. "I want you to make me come early and late. But not now. We need to stop. I'm serious."

I plop on the couch next to him, and my cock practically screams at me in anger. But he's right. We can't have sex in his office when it's right beside the meeting room. Not when all the other staff will be gathering there at any minute. Knowing that still doesn't soothe away my erection, though.

Andrew straightens his clothes and then looks down at me. I don't know how he can go from an undeniable sexface to his friendly but all business face just like that. All while I'm practically paralyzed and slouched so far down on the couch that I could slip onto the floor at any minute. My eyes fall to his crotch. His pants are tented. At least he's human.

"What?" he asks. I just look up at him. "That grin. What are you thinking?"

I force myself up and walk to him—my dick still so swollen it almost hurts as it sways with each step—and pull him into me. "I'm thinking of all the things I wish I had time to do to you. I'm thinking it's not too late to cancel this meeting. We can tell them we both suddenly got sick."

He laughs. "I'm not sure they would believe that we both got sick at the same time. Besides, the sooner we get this over with, the sooner we can get back to our real business."

"Tonight at my place? But only if you're a good girl the rest of the day."

His cheeks flare up instantly, and even though we're locked alone in his office, his eyes still dart from side to side. "I'll be a good girl." His whisper is so quiet, I can barely hear it a couple of inches away.

"I want you to say it louder."

He shakes his head. "I can't."

"Louder." My voice is halfway to a shout, and his mouth snaps shut and his eyes narrow. I've gone too far, so I back away.

"Not here. No one here can find out about me. Or about us." The words are short and clipped.

I dip my head and run my fingers through my hair to straighten it up the best I can. Every time in the last couple of weeks that we've talked about our relationship—every time since that wonderful first night in my apartment—he's stressed to me that no one at the office can know. It feels like being shoved back in the closet, but I know he feels strongly about it. Just like I know he's wrong. "We should probably head over there."

"Do you have everything you need, secretary?"

I roll my eyes at him. He started calling me that Monday. He apparently thinks it's cute. "Remember," I say, "you're the one wearing panties and stockings under your clothes, doctor." I pinch his ass as I unlock the door and walk into the hall. He purrs behind me.

The meeting room is already full when we walk in. There are only two seats left. Andrew takes the one at the head of the table, and I sit between him and Jessica. I look around the room, trying to remember everyone's name as I get to them. There are almost twenty of us, and I remember all but three of them.

I'm running through my brain trying to place the last three when Jessica taps me on the shoulder. I look at her, but she's pointing to Andrew on my other side.

"Day dreaming before the meeting even begins? Pass these around for me, please... Secretary." His lips curl up in a smug grin.

So we're playing that game here too? I take the sheets of paper from the folder, and instead of just passing them around the table, I walk around and give one to each person. Andrew's is last, and when I get to him, I drop it at his feet and bend over to pick it up. As I do, I hook a finger under his cuff and glide it along his leg as I pull up the leg of his pants. Not enough that anyone could ever see, but just enough so he knows what I'm doing.

"Here you are, sir." I want to make the word drip with playful condescension, but I don't want anyone to get the wrong idea. Especially Jessica. The way she's started to look at me the last few days makes me uncomfortable.

"Thank you, Mr. Snider," Andrew says. His voice is flat and business-like because he knows that will drive me crazy.

I pat his shoulder and let my hand drag across the top of his back as I walk around him to get back to my chair. "You're very welcome." When I look at him, he's staring at the table and chewing his lip.

I try to keep notes during the rest of the meeting so the others will think I'm paying attention. But it's hard when all I can think about is what he's wearing under his clothes. When he finally announces that we're finished, I thank God that I don't have a giant erection I need to hide.

I still sit and wait for the others to clear out of the room before I stand. The nurses leave first. They have to get back to work. Then the assistants and office staff trickle out. Jessica is the last. Her gaze lingers just a little too long on me before she leaves.

"Well, that went well. No one fell asleep," I say when Andrew and I are alone.

He doesn't say anything, just glares at me and walks to his office. He leaves the door open behind him, so I follow him in. "What's wrong?" I ask.

He waits for the door to click. "You know what's wrong. Everyone saw that. Every single one of them, Landon." The words are quiet but fly out of his mouth like spittle.

"Andrew..." He sits so forcefully that his desk chair starts to spin. "They didn't notice anything. I know how you are about this, and I wouldn't do anything—"

"I'm an employer who is dating his employee, even though I know better. So, I'd like to at least make it seem like everything is professional between us. And you made that very difficult in there."

I sigh as I sit down across from him. "I know, and I'm sorry."

"And that stunt when you lifted my pant leg? What if someone would have seen what I'm wearing underneath this? How do you think they would take that?"

"Andrew, it was two inches. That's all. I made sure to not lift it too high... And you did kind of start it when you called me your secretary in there."

He squints at me. "You're not even a very good secretary."

"Because I'm not a secretary. But I am a great assistant."

"I don't know if I'd say 'great.'" He walks to my side of the desk and sits on its corner.

I reach for his hand and try to pull him closer, but he doesn't budge. "Great. And I am sorry. You know I wish I could show you off to the world, so I sometimes get a little carried away." His lips curl just a little, and he nods. "But this is your office, so how about this—inside this building, you're Dr. Kirshen, world-class dermatologist and the best boss an assistant could ever ask for. Nothing more. But outside these walls, you're mine. My girl. In private and public."

His back arches, and his head moves back just a little as a long breath hisses from his mouth. He's opening himself to me, and I want to run my fingernail down his throat.

I sit up and lean in toward him, my hand resting on the inside of his thigh, and my mouth so close to his ear, I know he can hear me breathe. "Now be a good girl and get back behind that desk before you make me lose control of myself."


CHAPTER SIX



"What are the odds of meeting you here like this, Dr. Kirshen?" I ask. I'm standing at the back of his SUV, waiting for him to get his laptop bag out of the back. It's only been twenty minutes since I last kissed him—as we left my apartment to head to work in separate cars—but I want nothing more than for my lips to press against his right here.

"Oh, Landon. I didn't even notice you there. I hope you're not waiting for me." His shoulder brushes against mine as we walk toward the backdoor of the building.

"No, I wait out here and walk in with a different co-worker each day. Just my way of being a better secretary." Just before we get to the door, I lean over. There's no one around, but I still whisper. "I'm going to be thinking about your pink panties and white tights all day. All. Damn. Day."

He sucks in a breath, but doesn't say anything as I hold the door open for him.

"So, your schedule is packed this morning, and you might be running a little late for your lunch appointment with the pharma rep. Should I call her and let her know, or make her wait? She's from Gilcrest." As soon as we're inside, I shift gears to all business. Or at least as much as I can be when he's standing just two feet away from me.

"I think you already know that answer." The rapid click of heels on the tile draws our attention to the hall in front of us. "Good morning, Jessica."

"Good morning, Dr. Kirshen. Morning, Landon. Can I see you sometime this morning before you get started, Landon? In my office."

"Sure." I look at Andrew. "I can come now if Dr. Kirshen doesn't mind."

He shrugs, so I follow Jessica while I hear Andrew press the elevator button behind me. She's dressed nicely today. A black and pink floral dress with black tights and black heels. I stare at her as she walks in front of me. Would it seem strange if I ask her where she bought it? I want to get it for Andrew.

"Have a seat." She motions to the two chairs in front of her desk. The same ones I sat in during my interviews and for some of my training. I look around as she sits. Her office is small compared to Andrew's and has no windows. The walls are covered by cheat sheets of billing and scheduling codes and thank you cards that patients have sent in for the staff. Once she pulls herself in toward her desk, I smile at her. "So, what can I do for you?" I ask.

"You seem to get along well with Dr. Kirshen." I nod. If only she knew. "He's a very nice man. Sometimes too nice." Her voice takes on a little edge as she says it, and I'm not sure where this is going.

I lean back in my chair a little. "I don't know him as well as you, obviously, but he certainly is nice."

"He's also young and attractive, so it's understandable that some people might want to get closer to him."

Does she know about us? I hear my heart pounding, and I hope I'm the only one who can.

"Sometimes I wonder if you're getting a little too close to that line separating employee and employer."

I gasp and my mouth falls open. "I… no. Nothing like—"

"Were you flirting with him this morning? I saw you waiting to walk in with him when he pulled up."

Does this mean she doesn't know? "I was still in my car when he got here, so I just thought we could walk in together. Nothing more than that."

Her lips curl up without smiling and her already too small eyes get even smaller. "I saw you whisper something in his ear. From his reaction, I know it was something he didn't care to hear." She clearly doesn't know him very well at all if she thinks that.

"That was just a joke about a drug rep, I only said—"

"And then there was the meeting yesterday. I saw you run your hand along his back." That might be a little more difficult for me to explain away. "It obviously made him uncomfortable. Landon, this all needs to stop. It's sexual harassment."

"But he didn't say anything about this."

She leans back in her chair and pulls something up on her computer. "He doesn't have to. I know him, and I can tell when he's not comfortable. And between you and me, he's not even gay, so you're barking up the wrong tree."

I have to bite the side of my tongue and rub my nose to keep from laughing. "I didn't realize."

"I'm forwarding you a link to a sexual harassment course. It takes a couple of hours, but I think it's going to be really valuable for you."

"Oh, of course. I'd be happy to do it." Maybe tonight Andrew and I could take the course together and act out some of the more risque scenes. "I really didn't mean anything by it, but I'll take the course and be more conscious of things in the future."

"Please do. If this continues, I'm afraid we may have to terminate you, and none of us wants that."

My eyes tug fiercely against the muscles holding them in place. They want to roll so far back in my head that they might be lost forever, but I hold them still.

"Thank you for making me aware of this, Jessica. I promise I'll do better from now on." I stand and take a sideways step toward her door.

"I knew you would. Now go, before you're too late." She has the smile of someone who thinks she just won, but I'm not sure what she thinks the prize is.

When I get upstairs, I dash into Andrew's office. He still has a few minutes before the first patient, and I can't wait to tell him about this.

But he doesn't say anything at all as I tell him the story. His face is mannequin stiff and almost as blank. He's still silent even when I get to the part about the course I have to take. Even when I ask if he wants to come take it with me tonight while I sexually harass him all over my apartment. Finally, I can't take it anymore, and I beg him to say something.

"She's right." He's quiet but firm.

"What?" I couldn't have heard him right. "You think I've been sexually harassing you?"

"If anyone else had been behaving toward a coworker the way you have been, we wouldn't question whether or not it was harassment."

My stomach drops. I can't believe he's saying this. "So you didn't want all this? You didn't want last night? Or last weekend? Or—"

"Of course I did. But it doesn't matter. It's not appropriate, and we need to stop."

My chest is heaving with each breath. "You just mean around here. Like we agreed to yesterday. Right?"

He shakes his head and looks down at his desk, and I run out of his office and into the men's room. The door to the first stall is hanging half open, so I slam into it and bend over the toilet, unloading everything I had for breakfast. He can't mean this. I know how important it is to him that no one finds out. This is just a knee-jerk reaction. He's probably realizing right now that he overreacted. When I get back, he'll apologize, and then we can talk about it tonight after work. We'll just set clearer boundaries between our work and personal lives. That's all.

At the sink, I splash water on my face and then bend over and suck in mouthful after mouthful trying to rinse away that taste of regurgitated peanut butter mixed with stomach bile, but no matter how many times I do it, the taste is still as strong as ever. I should make Andrew kiss me when I get back to his office. Just to make him suffer too, since he's the one who caused this. But when I get back, his office is closed, and he's not there.

I thought he would be back for lunch since he has the appointment with the pharma rep, but 12:30pm passes. Then 1pm. Then 1:30pm. And finally, I check his calendar and see that the lunch appointment was cancelled. He must have either done it himself or had one of the other assistants do it for him. I hope he didn't ask Jessica.

It's almost six when he does come back. Everyone else is gone now. He and I are usually the last to leave, but today the building is eerily quiet. Even the sound of his footsteps, which should thump and then echo dully, is eaten by the silence. Each step is just a muffled frmpf frmpf.

He doesn't seem surprised to see me, but he also doesn't say anything as he walks into his office. The door stays open behind him, so I follow him in. He turns off his computer and then shoves the laptop into his bag before taking a drink from his dark blue insulated cup. I can still hear the ice from this morning clanging inside.

"You're not going to say anything?"

His hands are trembling as he sets the cup down, and he doesn't look at me. "I don't know what to say."

"Maybe try 'I overreacted, and I'm sorry?'"

His eyes close, but he looks peaceful. Almost like he fell asleep. "I am sorry. More than you know. But I didn't overreact."

"Andrew—"

"We can't, Landon. If she saw it, the others did too. Not all of them will think it's one-sided like she did. We have to be professional. Nothing more."

"So you're giving this up—You're giving me up because you're scared that others will find out?"

He looks at me now, and his eyes are glassy behind the swelling tears. "Yes." I wait for more, but he just looks down again. His bottom lip held firm between his teeth.

"That's it? That's all I'm worth to you? I would have told every one of these people to go to hell for you, but you're too much of a chickenshit to even see me outside of work? Just because of a 1 in 100,000 chance that someone might find out? That's pathetic. You're not who I thought you were, Andrew. You're nowhere near the person I thought you were." I storm out of his office, down the stairs, and out to my car. I never want to see or even think about him again.


CHAPTER SEVEN



My fingers barely want to move as I play the last chord of the song. This was a mistake, but the gig had been booked for months. I couldn't just cancel. Not when I'm still hoping to get my one shot. But I'm not going to get it like this.

The room started out full. The audience was energized before I even started. There was a low-pitched hum that's rare for coffee shop crowds. Then I started playing. The buzz didn't disappear all at once. It was still there after the first song. Even after the second. But when I finished the third, I could hear its absence. It was like falling off a cliff. There's the rush of wind whipping past at first. Then the splash and roar of the water as you move through it. But after that, things go eerily quiet and the only sounds come from inside as you fight to resurface. Only I'm not fighting. And I don't want to resurface.

By the time I sang the sixth breakup song in a row, people started to leave. Just two at first. But I could see the idea spread around people's faces. A couple minutes later, it was two more. Then one. Then a group of four. Now the full room isn't even half what it was, and I wonder why these people are staying.

It's almost a game for me now. I want to see how far I can push them before I drive them away, just like I did the others. How long will a person sit and listen to a singer sing sad songs badly?

But everything stops when I see him walk in. Andrew? He's wearing a brown dress with black tights and black boots. His long hair is pulled up into a bun. When I see him, every part of me stops. All of my body's energy is redirected into my heart, and it's louder than my singing.

His eyes search over the crowd as he walks in, but with every other step, he glances up at me. Closer. And I can't take my eyes off him. When he sits at a table in the front row and crosses his legs, my mouth goes so dry that I can't sing. I pull back from the mic and try to force saliva into my mouth, but it doesn't work. I finish out the line by humming and then quit.

Most of the people in the shop don't even notice that I ended the song early. They're past the point of paying attention to me. So there are only a few puzzled looks when I hop off the stage, guitar hanging, and take the two steps to Andrew's table.

He looks around when I sit down, but almost no one is looking at us. "Hey," he says. Quiet. Like he doesn't want anyone to overhear even that.

"What are you doing here?" Not you look pretty or I'm glad you came. He looks tired. Even through his makeup, I can see the dark circles under his eyes.

"One of my favorite singers is performing here tonight."

I snort. "He won't be anyone's favorite after tonight."

"I'm sure it wasn't that bad."

"30 minutes of the sappiest breakup songs you can imagine. I'm surprised they didn't throw me out."

He laughs, and the light it brings to his face transforms him. "They should thank me for coming when I did then. I deserve free coffee for life for sparing them any more of that." He stares down at his hands, and I don't know if either of us knows what to say. "I've missed you."

I lean against the hard back of the chair. It's been over a week since I walked out, and we haven't seen each other since. There's a river close to his office. I drove there that night, sat on the muddy bank, and messaged Jessica to tell her that I quit effective immediately. I stayed there until it was dark and I was shivering so violently I could barely walk back to my car.

Since then, I've thought of him almost every minute. Every night when I go to sleep, I hope I'll dream about something else. But it's always him. Sometimes as a girl, sometimes as a boy. But always him.

"Work hasn't been the same without you." He looks up at me now. His eyes are red. "Jessica has been filling in for you personally. That's been... something."

"She's good at her job."

“She is. But she's very by-the-book and a little too protective of me. And she's not you.”

I sigh. "She was probably glad I quit. It was for the best. For everyone."

"It wasn't the best for me." He pulls his lip between his teeth. "If tonight was as bad as you say, I don't think it was the best for you, either."

"Why..." Why are you really here? Why didn't you come to me earlier? Why wasn't I worth fighting for?

He stretches his hand across to mine and then studies my eyes. I don't know how to react, so I sit motionless. "I was wrong."

He looks like he expects me to say something, but I don't have anything to say. At least not anything he wants to hear.

"I shouldn't have let you leave that day. Not like that. I went to your apartment that night. I wanted to explain until you saw things the way I saw them. But you didn't answer, and your car wasn't there."

"I didn't go home until late that night."

He sniffs. "I'm glad you weren't there because it gave me all this time to think. I was scared. I've always been so scared. But I shouldn't have been afraid of us."

"No. But you can't help fear. It's how you respond to it that shows who you are."

"That's another reason why I'm here. Not just as a groupie." He lets loose a nervous laugh. "I'm facing my fear. For you." He holds his arms out, showing himself off. "And not at a gay bar this time. In the real world."

"Pretty sure gay bars are part of the real world too." I chuckle. "But this is different."

"Scarier."

I smile at him. "I'm sure it is. And I'm proud of you, but I still don't know—"

"And I told Jessica about us. This afternoon. I want them all to know how I feel about you."

My heart falls from my chest. We've never talked about feelings before. Not in a serious way. "And how do you feel about me?"

He slides the toe of his boot up my leg. The rubber soul catches every couple of inches. I scoot back from the table, laughing, before he tears a hole in my jeans.

"I thought it would work better than that," he says.

"I think I get the idea. And I feel the same way." I hold out my hand for his. "Maybe we could try it again without all these clothes in the way?"

He stands up and knits his fingers through mine. "My place?"

I lean back. He's never asked me to his house. "I would like that."
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His home is exactly what I expected. Old and brick and impeccable. We walk in through the garage and into the kitchen. It's almost entirely white. The kitchen alone is half the size of my apartment. There's an island that divides it from the living room. I walk to the other side of it so I can look around.

"Did you remodel this?" In high school, I worked summers with my uncle's construction company. The only two things I learned are that I hate construction and hundred-year-old houses didn't originally have open floor plans like this.

"A couple of years ago. Right after I bought it."

I take two steps into the living room, feeling the solid hardwood under my shoes. "It's nice. Did you run out of money for the decorator?" My stomach clenches when I say it. I just want it to be a joke to help thaw this frost that’s formed over us. And two weeks ago, I know he would have laughed. Now, I hope he doesn't take it the wrong way.

He walks around the island, his mouth twisted to one side, his eyes fixed on mine. When he gets to me, he glides a fingertip down the back of my hand. "Did you come here to admire my design aesthetic?"

I take a step back and really look at him for the first time since he walked into the coffee shop. "There is something else I'd rather admire. Take that dress off."

"That's more like it." He practically rips it above his head, and my jaw drops. He's covered in lace. A black lace teddy with garters stretched to his opaque black stockings.

"This is..." my throat closes on the words.

He tosses the dress onto the floor and presses himself against me. "Do you like it?" His hand slides under my shirt and traces the outline of my abs.

"Mmm-hmm..."

He leans even closer, his mouth next to my ear. "I need you." His voice is like water on a grease fire.

I want to run my hands over him. Over his chest and his waist and down his thighs, but instead I strip for him. One piece of clothing at a time. My shirt. Slowly raised above my head. My shoes. Kicked off one at a time. My pants. Lowered inch by inch. Until I'm standing in front of him in just my black boxer briefs, my cock bulging out, trying to reach him. And his eyes look as desperate as my dick feels.

He steps between my legs and lifts his knee just a little. His smooth stocking rubs my inner thighs while his hand strokes my cock through the fabric of my underwear, and I groan. When he cups my balls and swirls his thumb around the base of my dick, my eyes roll back. "Bedroom," he says and turns before I can even reply. I don't know if I could reply.

He walks slowly up the stairs, and I watch his ass sway from left to right with every step. His body is the only thing I can focus on. Those hairless legs covered in the black stockings. That ass trapped in lace. Drool puddles and leaks from the corner of my mouth, but I'm powerless to stop it or to wipe it away.

When we get to the top of the stairs, he walks through the doorway to his left. I follow him like a puppy. A mesmerized puppy who can't think of anything but the treat his favorite human is holding out for him.

Andrew sits on the side of the bed and looks at me. His face is innocent, like he doesn't know what he's doing to me. I drop to my knees in front of him, and slide my hands up his legs, parting them for me. I rest my cheek against his crotch and inhale. Musk mixed with pine. I'd forgotten how much I missed that smell. I'd forgotten the things it does to me. The racing heart, the sweating palms, the cock that's so firm it's threatening to burst out of my underwear.

He slides a finger under my chin and lifts so I'm looking at him. "I want to feel you inside me."

My breath catches. "Are you sure?" Every time we've been intimate, that was a hard line for him. We could never even come close to it.

He smiles. "It still scares me, but someone wise once said you can't control fear. You can only control the way you respond to it."

"That's actually better than the way I said it." I scrape my bottom teeth along the fabric covering his hard dick. He draws in a breath and runs his hand through my hair.

"Oh, you said it too? I only know it because some soon-to-be famous singer said it. Someone I have a huge crush on."

I kiss the inside of his thigh. "He's a very lucky man." I climb onto the bed and move behind him, wrapping my legs around his stomach and pulling him back into me. "Do you think he feels the same way about you?"

"I think he might."

"I bet he does. I'm sure of it." I kiss the side of his neck and lower myself backward, pulling him with me. His weight presses down on me, and I grind my cock up into his ass. "You're ready for this?"

'“I bought lube. It's in the drawer beside the bed.”

"You're such a good girl." I roll so he's on his stomach, and I'm on top of him now. "You're my good girl."

His moan is muffled by the mattress. "I am... I'm yours."

"Don't move." I slide to the edge of the bed and grab the bottle of lube. Brand new, but he's already taken the seal off. I chuckle. "You really are prepared."

"I was a boy scout."

I tear the condom wrapper in half and quickly roll it down my cock. If I don't get inside him soon, I'm going to explode.

When I look back at him, he's wriggling the teddy below his waist. Below his cock. Just seeing it is almost too much. The head is swollen purple and angry. I scratch a fingernail down it, and his body quakes. "I'm already so close," he says. Me too.

I grab his legs and slide him to the edge of the bed. He looks back at me standing between his legs. His eyes are wide as I brush my tip along his crack and then slide it against his hole. "You're sure?" He gulps down a breath, but then nods his head. "Tell me if you want me to stop."

"I won't want you to stop."

That's my girl. I hold on to his hips and move into him slowly. "Just relax."

He laughs through panted breaths. "Easier said than done."

I stroke a hand down his back, petting him. Hopefully soothing him. "It's going to hurt a lot more if you don't. Just focus on those muscles and letting all the tension flow out of them. The first time is always the hardest."

He takes a couple deep breaths, and I push into him further. "Good girl. You got this. Almost there." I'm not even halfway yet, but I don't want to tell him that.

"You're so tight for me. It feels so good." I push further now. A little faster. "Are you okay?" He looks back at me. His eyes are unfocused and his mouth makes a perfect pink O. If I weren't already buried in his ass, I wouldn't be able to resist sticking my dick between those lips. "Do you want me to stop?" He shakes his head so violently some hairs slip out of his bun. I smirk.

He's stretched and taking all of me now, so I pull out just a little before sliding back inside. Then more. Then more. He's staring at me the entire time, through me. His face contorts a little more with each thrust, and seeing it makes me push harder. Giving him more and more until he has to close his eyes.

I slap against him, and his breaths are moans. All the electricity from every time I've ever touched him builds inside me. My whole body tingles, and I'm sure if someone would touch me, they would be electrocuted. I've never felt anything like this before.

"Landon… I think..."

Fuck, I think I am too. My back arches and my hips move on their own now. I groan as my cock twitches, and then my entire body convulses as all the energy shoots out of me. I'm barely aware of Andrew's moans as he comes underneath me. My brain is a jumbled mess of frayed and arcing cables that may never be the same again. When I collapse next to him on the bed, I suck in as much air as I can. My lungs burn with each inhale.

"Holy shit." I'm not sure which one of us says it. Maybe both. Maybe I just imagine it. I pull him tight against me. Black dots still swim around in my vision. He twists so he's facing me, and he leans in so quickly and so close that I flinch, thinking he's going to head butt me. But when his lips touch mine, everything falls into place. My entire world is so different than it was just twenty minutes ago, but it all feels so right.


EPILOGUE


It's a small venue—just a couple thousand seats—but every one of them is filled by a person screaming for more. I take a few deep breaths, trying to get the oxygen back into my body before I go out there for the encore. Andrew is next to me, his hand on my back.

We haven't seen each other in almost a month, and it was killing both of us. But I've been touring the eastern half of the country on a bus with no time to fly back home between performances. We tried to video chat each day, but even that was sometimes too hard to do for more than a few minutes.

When he and I figured out that he could join me for my two nights in Boston, I insisted that my manager give me a private room backstage. Sharing a hotel room at night wouldn't be enough. I needed to be with him every second of my time here.

And we had been. From 3pm when our bus got here until 9pm when I went on stage. Even now, in the 90 seconds I have before I need to go back out there again, I need him beside me.

"You were so incredible out there." His nails are long and black tonight and he scratches them down the back of my sweat-soaked shirt. I know that even running his nails along me is making him cringe.

"Do you really think so?" Just to see what he'll do, I take a step toward him and pretend to hug him. His face scrunches up, and he takes a step back in his black high-heeled boot.

He wags a finger in my face. "You really were, but you're also very stinky right now, so don't you dare come anywhere near me. What song are you going to close with?"

His face is glowing. He knows what song I'm closing with. The same one I close every concert with. The one I dedicate to him every night. "I don't know. I haven't decided yet." I wink and head back on the stage.

The roar of the crowd carries me through the first two songs of the encore, and then I take my acoustic guitar and sit on the stool. Some women in the crowd start to scream. They all know what's coming. Not only is it the song I close with every night, but it's my most famous one.

I adjust the mic, and the spotlight focuses in on me. The rest of the stage drops into darkness, and a muted roar goes through the crowd. When they quiet, I gently strum the first chord just to get them going again. Doing it always makes me smile.

"I think there might have been one song I forgot to play for you earlier." They all cheer. Some drunk man screams I knew it! Like he was the only person in the venue who noticed. "I don't know if any of you have ever had the chance to see me perform on this tour, but this is a special song for me. It made me wonder if fate is real."

I tell them the story of Andrew hearing the song on our first date. They laugh and ahh at the same points that every audience does. And they all cheer when I tell them that this song is dedicated to him. But instead of starting right into it, I wait. They grow quiet, but there's a murmur whirring around them now. "If you don't mind, I want to make this song even more special tonight. Andrew is backstage, and this is the first time I've seen him in person in 26 days—and yes, I've been counting every single one. Now, he's going to hate me for this..." Some people know where this is going, so they start to cheer. A couple of them even chant Andrew's name. "...but I want him to be out here with all of us while I sing this song just to him."

The crowd roars, and I look to the stage wing. Andrew is horrified. He's so pale he may have actually died from the embarrassment. I wave him on to the stage, but he shakes me off over and over. The crowd is stomping now. I encourage them to get even louder while I go to Andrew.

Even if it didn't kill me to be more than five feet away from him tonight, he's so sexy I would have to show him off. He's wearing a long red dress beaded with just enough gemstones to make it shimmer when he walks. He dyed his hair a couple of weeks ago, so he's blonde now. And his loose waves fall around his shoulders. I've never seen him as beautiful as he is tonight.

"Please, babe?"

"Absolutely not. No way!"

I motion toward the crowd. "They're not going to be happy unless you come out there with me." He snorts. "I know you're scared, but remember what your favorite singer says in that one song?"

Andrew has been so much better at pushing outside his comfort zone that I wrote a song telling him how proud I am of him. It's trite and simplistic, so I'll never perform it for anyone else. But I like the idea that it's just ours and no one else's. No matter how well he's done, though, this is a gigantic step for him. And one that I know he'll be thrilled to have made once he gets past this initial fear.

When he looks down, my heart jumps in my chest. He's going to do it. I take his hand before he has a chance to talk himself out of it. "I am so proud of you. You're such a good girl. Too good for me sometimes."

"Too good for you all the time." He draws in a long breath, and I pull him toward the stage. His first few steps are small and wobbly. I would blame the heels if I hadn't seen him wear even higher all the time around our house. But as he gets closer, he gets more confident. It's a pattern I've seen from him so often in the last year.

When the crowd notices us, they roar even louder than they have all night, and the stage lights come up. It's blinding at first, and Andrew shields his eyes with his hand, but he gets used to it quickly and looks out at the house. With all the lights glaring, we can't see much further than the first couple of rows, and I'm glad. I think he might freeze if he could see them all cheering for him. But he still lifts his hand and waves to them, acknowledging them as I settle onto my stool.

A stagehand must have brought out another stool while I was offstage. Andrew smooths his dress and sits on it, hooking his heels on the spreader bar between the legs. His face is almost as red as his dress, so I move my stool closer and rest my forehead against his. An aww rises like a wave from the crowd, but this isn't about them. "I am so, so proud of you right now. Even more than I always am. You got this." He nods.

I drag the mic stand to me and start playing. Just a foot away from him, and our eyes locked onto each other's the whole time. There's no one else but him, and there never will be. Halfway through the second verse, I have to stop to take a breath and wipe away a tear. I know the audience is probably loving it, but I haven't seen or heard them since I started singing.

At the end of the song, I'm more exhausted than I was after the entire set. My last low note is still hanging, but as it gets softer, the crowd overtakes it. And when I can't hear myself on the monitor anymore, I stop and drop to one knee.

Andrew shakes his head, but I just smile at him. I had planned to do this in our hotel room tonight, but I can't pass up this opportunity. I pull the ring case from my pants pocket and take the mic off the stand. "I'm not going to give a long speech. The song just did that for me." The audience laughs, but he just rolls his eyes. "I know I'm never going to love anyone as much as I love you, and the last month—"

"26 days," he says.

"—the last 26 days have shown me how much I need you in my life, and I think you feel the same way." He nods, and I can tell he's about to cry. And it's going to be an ugly full sob, so I need to hurry. "I want you to be my partner forever. Will you marry me?"

He screams yes, but I can barely hear him over the crowd. If there was any doubt, though, the way he throws himself around me would tell me. Our bodies have never fit together more perfectly than they do right now. "I love you too," he shouts into my ear, and I pull him even tighter. As I hold him, I feel the warmth of his tears spread over my shoulder.

"I think we need to be alone for what comes next." I take his hand and we walk off the stage as the lights go out.
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JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE
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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.

"I've already found the right girl." As soon as the words slip away from me, I know what a terrible mistake I've made. But I'm so sick of all these blind dates that mom and dad keep setting up for me. All because they want me to find a girl and finally move out.

I rack my brain to think of some way out of the mess I created, and that's when I think of Sai. He's my best friend. He'll do anything for me. And he looks so much like a woman that no one would ever suspect a thing.

Now, all I have to do is convince him to dress up like a girl for me. And together, we just have to convince mom and dad that we really are a couple. It's simple. But what if we're so convincing I start to believe it myself?
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A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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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…

The job in Biloxi may be temporary, but it's Jordan's chance to show everyone who he is. Sure, he has to partner with Brian. And the company only rented one small house for them to share. But he's worked and lived with people he doesn't like before. If it means a chance at a better life, he can deal with anything.

Then he opens his suitcase. These aren't the clothes he packed this morning. These are women's clothes. He should go to the airport and demand to know what happened to the clothes he brought. He should buy new clothes. But something draws him back to these. Maybe there's something here he could wear until he straightens everything out.

When he goes to the office the next morning wearing plain black pants and shirt that he tells himself is not a blouse, he expects this job will change his life. But he has no idea how much.
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THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES BUNDLE
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This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Trophy Clinic series.

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

THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES BUNDLE


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

Click Here to Join

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


ALSO BY KENZIE MCKAY


THE CLUB SERIES

It's just a simple LGBT club. But for these men, it becomes so much more. It's a way of finding their true selves.

FOREVER MADDIE

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

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

HER DRESS

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

HER NEW DAUGHTER

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

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

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

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

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

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

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

A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

RENOVATED

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

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

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

THE TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE

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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