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CHAPTER ONE



The window draws me just like it always does. An entire wall of glass looking down on State Street 47 stories below. Separating us from them. Other than an occasional muffled honk, it even keeps most of the noise away from us. As if the merest hint of the outside world could distract us from the important work we do here. As if everyone else is chimpanzees in a zoo, while we're here in the real world, looking down on them occasionally.

Tonight, everything outside is shiny, just like in here. Only, it's because of rain and not because of the constant team of cleaners that keeps everything polished inside. There are still people walking on the sidewalks below, but they're hidden under black umbrellas. Occasionally, a pink or yellow circle will weave through the others. I always watch them and wonder what kind of person sees a colorful umbrella in a store and decides that's the one for them.

"Hey, there you are." Christian walks in behind me. I hear him shut the door, but I don't turn around. I'm watching a lilac dot disappear into a yellow taxi. "I just went by your office to see if you were ready. Thought maybe you snuck off."

"Just think, by the end of the year, we'll be partners and have a view just like this," I say. "Only better, because it's going to be one floor higher. We're going to be looking down on all these scurrying insects while we're up here in the clouds doing the work that shapes their lives."

Christian laughs and hoists a banker's box full of personnel files onto the conference table. "A bit over the top, don't you think?"

I sit in the leather chair at the head of the table and rub my hands on its padded leather arms. It's almost nicer than my recliner at home. I'll make sure my new office next year has one of these in it. "Better than the alternative."

"Boring?"

"Meaningless. Don't those people ever sit and think about how unimportant they are? How are they not crushed by their insignificance?"

He lifts half the folders out and sets them in the center of the table and then scoots the box to me so I can work the other half. "My dad's spent 30 years working at the same factory," he says. "And until last year my mom cleaned doctor's offices. All to put me and my sister through college. I think that's pretty significant."

"Only because they're stepping stones. Their role is to be trod upon by people like us. People like you as you keep climbing higher." I stare at him over the box. He shakes his head, but doesn't say anything as he looks down at the papers in front of him.

His black hair is cut close, almost a buzzcut. It's the only part of him that isn't attractive. If his hair were just a little longer, maybe twisted into curls, I don't know if I could resist running my fingers through it. Even now, the only thing keeping me from pursuing him is the sure knowledge that he's straight. I've looked for hints—I've even outright asked him—and I've never gotten even a whiff that he might be gay. Such a waste of a perfect jawline.

I take a folder from the box and swipe through the first few pages. "Is it just me, or is this an enormous waste of time? This case has already been adjudicated. The plaintiffs all signed their non-disclosures. Elmrock has paid out the millions. Everything is settled." I mimic brushing dirt from my hands. "There are more important things we could be doing. Reviewing leases or even negotiating with the union. Something other than looking through ten thousand pages of testimony and evidence from a case that's five years old."

"I'm only doing what Justine told us to do. I have no desire to piss that woman off. She is an absolute witch."

Justine Williams was the first woman to make partner at the firm over 10 years ago, and she certainly did not make it by playing nice. She's been Elmrock's lead attorney for the last three years and is acting as liaison in Peng Enterprises's multi-billion dollar purchase of Elmrock. "Justine's not that bad. Besides, she's out of town. She'll never even know." She's not just out of town, she's out of the country. In Shanghai, meeting with Mr. Peng himself. As much of a hard worker as she is, I'm sure she's not spending all 24 hours in the day enslaved to this case. "Let's go for drinks. Just a couple down at the corner. It'll clear our minds, and our work will be even more efficient afterward."

Christian scoffs and looks up at me. "What work, Mason? Do you forget that I know you? A couple of drinks is never just a couple of drinks with Mason Greaves. You'll end up convincing me to be your wingman just like you always do, and you'll take off with some guy while I sit at the bar by myself and finish my drink before taking a car back to my apartment. Alone."

If I had anything to do with it, he wouldn't go back to his apartment alone. "But you have fun. Admit it. You wouldn't be smiling right now if you didn't enjoy it." And if he weren't smiling, my heart could maybe keep a regular beat.

"I mean, it has some perks."

That little concession is all I need. It tells me that I've won, so I stand and take his suit jacket from the table and hold it out for him. "Maybe tonight I'll be your second. I'll find some hot girl for you and convince her of your greatness. I mean, I'm a lawyer. I lie for a living."

He slips his arms through the jacket. "Again, I ask, do you forget that I know you? If anything, you're like repellant to any girl that I'm ever interested in. If I want a hookup, there's no way I'm going out with you."

I slap him between the shoulder blades as we head out the door. "You'll see. Maybe not tonight, but one day, you'll end up with the girl of your dreams, and it's all going to be because of me."


CHAPTER TWO



When I walk into Justine's office, I expect to see bottles of chilled champagne. The Elmrock acquisition is just about final. It's all over except the signatures and handshakes. Instead, I see the faces of three other attorneys who look like they just found their puppies lying dead in the street. I scan the room and my gaze eventually falls on Christian. He doesn't look up. He just shakes his head, and then I look across the desk and see Justine. If the others look like they lost their puppies, she looks like the one who just murdered them.

"Mr. Greaves, so nice of you to join us. As I was just informing the others, Peng has decided to withdraw their bid for Elmbrook. Congratulations. The four of you managed to somehow fuck up a deal that should have been a no-brainer. Truly great fucking work, everyone." She holds up her coffee mug like she's toasting us, but then dashes it against the mahogany paneled wall. The crack sounds like a gunshot. We all jump, but somehow the cup doesn't shatter.

"That doesn't make sense," I say. "I looked at the financials. That deal was a win for everyone." Especially for our firm. Especially for me and Christian. This was going to seal the deal for us. "What made them change their mind?"

In the corner of my eye, I see Christian shift and take a step away from the desk. "What happened," Justine says, "is that Peng did their goddamned due diligence and found something that we—meaning you four fuckups, not me—didn't find. Remember Elmrock's sexual harassment suit?"

My cheeks flare as soon as she says it. The case that Christian and I were supposed to review. "But that case is settled. It's from before Elmrock even hired us."

"And that's why you and Mr. Salazar were supposed to go through every filing with a fucking microscope. We didn't handle that case, so we didn't know if it was done correctly. And shock of all fucking shocks, it wasn't." She looks around her desk, and we all flinch, assuming she's looking for something else to throw. It wouldn't be the first time a partner's thrown something at an associate attorney. Not even the first time that she's done it.

I look at the others, hoping that one of them will take up our defense, but they don't even have the courage to look up from the floors, let alone stick up for themselves. "We looked through that case. We pulled an all-nighter a couple of weeks ago on that, and there was nothing. Peng has to just be using that as an excuse for cold feet. You can talk to them. They'll come around."

Christian clears his throat when I say that he and I stayed all night looking through those case files, but a little embellishment never hurt. And I'm sure we wouldn't have found anything, even if we had spent the night going through files instead of going for drinks. And spending the night sucking that random guy's cock had been a lot more fun than spending the night hunched over a table full of transcripts.

"I'll be lucky if anyone at Elmrock will talk to me after this, let alone someone with Peng Enterprises." Justine looks directly at me for the first time since I walked into her office, and it makes my hair stand up. I cross my arms against the sudden chill. "Everyone out. Everyone except Mr. Greaves."

A lump grows in my throat as the others turn and file past me. When he's just a couple of steps away, Christian looks up at me, and I can see the worry on his face. I try to flash him a quick smile to let him know that we're going to be okay, but my face is so cold, I'm not sure I can move it. He's the last to leave, and he pulls the door quietly shut behind him.

"Mr. Greaves, please have a seat." Justine motions to one of the chairs in front of her desk as she settles into hers. I notice that it's the same chair that's in the downstairs conference room. The chair that I may have messed up every chance to make my own. I start to plead my case, but she cuts me off. "You're an attorney, so I know you can make a compelling argument, even with no evidence. But spare me. You fucked up."

"No. Honestly, we—"

She holds a hand up, and I snap my mouth closed. I don't want to push her any further than I already have. "You fucked up big time. There was an entire class of workers who were eligible to join the sexual harassment suit but who never did. So they aren't bound by the terms of any settlement, and they still have 15 fucking years to decide whether they want to pursue action. Now, how do you suppose Peng's attorneys found out about this when we didn't know a thing?"

"Just because they can file a suit doesn't mean they will. And chances are that—"

"I'll tell you how. They looked through the files. They fucking did what they were fucking supposed to fucking do!" I wince at the volume and the spittle flying from her mouth. "Do you know how embarrassed I was when Mr. Johnson called me personally this morning to tell me about this?"

She pauses and glares at me, but there's nothing I can say. I just shake my head. It seems to defuse the situation. She blows out a breath and leans back in her chair, and that lets me finally breathe.

"But I'm going to salvage this. Do you know how I know that? Because I survive." She looks at me, and it feels like someone dumps ice water over my head. "You want more, don't you? I've sensed it since I first met you. More than working some bullshit job, taking scraps the partners don't want, doing work that makes money for other people while you do all the heavy lifting anonymously. This isn't for you. That's why you want to be partner."

I nod and my chest puffs out. She sees me for exactly who I am, and I get the feeling she understands because she's the same way. We both want more. Maybe she sees herself in me.

"I'm going to give you another shot at becoming a partner. One last chance, but if you fuck this up, you're done here. Got it? Are you willing to do whatever it takes?"

"Anything. I cannot spend my life as some junior attorney."

She reclines back in her chair and smiles. "That's what I wanted to hear. I think this is going to work out perfectly."


CHAPTER THREE



"Hey, want anything?" I peek my head into Christian's office and shake my empty coffee mug so he'll see I'm headed to the break room. It's been two weeks since Justine moved my office to the one next to Christian's. I'm not sure if it's supposed to encourage me or punish me, but it's done neither.

Monday, we started a new ritual. Well, I did. Toward the end of the day, I scrounge up whatever pastries and snacks are leftover from the morning, and then, along with two cups of coffee, I head to Christian's office and work in there. It usually devolves into me sneaking glances at him while he works, but as long as I have a client's file in front of me, it's all billable hours.

"You know…" His voice is angry. "I'm perfectly capable of getting my own coffee." His left eyebrow rises, and I smile. It's his tell. A sign that he's in a teasing, playful mood.

"Then why don't you?" I open his door all the way and flatten myself against it, giving him room to walk by. But hopefully not so much room that he doesn't brush against me as he does.

He grabs his mug and bounds across the small office in just a few steps. "I think I will. Just to show you."

The break room is just down the hall. When we get there, it's empty and Christian goes right for the pastries at the center of the table. It looks like there are still some blueberry scones and a slice of chocolate strawberry gateau. I wriggle my shoulders just a little when I see it. I've already had two slices, but I could eat a dozen more. I thought for sure there wouldn't be any left.

"I'll get the cake for you." Christian grabs a plate and sets the slice in the center. "The rest is pretty picked over."

"It's not just a cake, but thank you." I turn to the coffee machine so he won't see my smile.

I slip the canister in and press the button, but nothing happens. Not even a click or the sound of the machine trying to pull in water. I tap the reservoir. The water inside shakes, so I press the button again. Still nothing.

"You have to pull the lever down more." Christian says between bites of a scone.

"It's all the way." I reach out and make a show of pulling it. It doesn't move.

He walks over to me. The faint slap of his shoes on the marble floor echoes around the room. Or just in my mind. "I could see a gap from back there." He's so close now that I feel like I'm standing next to a blazing radiator in the middle of summer. "Oh, it's the canister. It's not seated right." He doesn't give me a chance to move out of the way. He just reaches around me and jiggles it into place. The motion makes his entire body move. The body that is pressed up against mine. I lean back a little to try to glue myself to him and hope that he won't notice. We fit so perfectly together, maybe we could stay like this forever. But as soon as the machine hisses, he backs away.

"There. All good."

I sigh, and I know he can hear me even though I try to be quiet. It was all good. Not now. Now there's a chill between us. I need to take his mug out of the machine and put mine in, but none of my muscles work. I can only stand statue still staring at the machine.

"So, uh..." he hesitates, like he's affected by our lack of touch too, but I know better.

There's nothing there, and there never will be. I need to put him out of my mind. There are plenty of guys out there who would die to date a man on partner track in a top ten law firm. I could probably use that as the only line on my dating profile and get more responses than I'd know what to do with.

"Remember the Rodriguez Brothers file we went through about a month ago?" He finally finishes his thought, and I nod. "Their president is coming in today at 3:30 to meet with me. I think I'm finally landing them."

I look at the clock. Half an hour away. My stomach sinks. "That's a solid get," I say. They would be one of the smaller companies that the firm represents—a regional moving company that operates in 11 states—but they're publicly traded. Bringing them in would show that Christian is an asset for the firm. Another step toward being named partner.

It's more progress than I've made in the last month. I was so sure of myself a few weeks ago, but since the Elmrock debacle, every lead I've had has been a dry hole. Even the local soccer club owned by the dad of one of my frat brothers fell through. That was the sure thing I was holding on to in case I couldn't get anything else.

"Do you want to sit in with us? You know their stuff as well as I do, so it would be good to have you there."

I search Christian's face, hoping I'll see something other than a business decision. Something that lets me know he wants me there because otherwise he would miss our afternoon together as much as I would. But what I see is something I never expected. Pity. Does he actually feel sorry for me? It's just a dry spell. I almost say it aloud to him. I don't need pity. Everyone knows that I'm better than him, and that includes all the partners. It's so obvious they can't miss it. "Love to, but I can't. I have my own lead I'm chasing down. Don't want to say anything yet because I don't want to jinx it, but I think I'm close to something big."

He smiles and looks relieved. "I'm glad to hear that. I knew you'd do it. Two partner spots available, and two of us. It's fate, right?"

"You know it." I take my empty coffee mug from the machine and walk to the door.

"I like that shirt, by the way. Looks good on you." His words stop me for a second, but then I keep marching back to my office, looking down at my shirt. Black with large white hibiscus flowers. It caught my eye in my closet this morning because it's so different from the white button-downs I normally wear under my suits. I fell in love with it right away.
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I spend the rest of the afternoon sitting in my office playing Gem Sprint, but it's just to keep my hands busy. What I'm really doing is listening through the wall to hear how Christian's meeting is going. I can only hear outlines of the conversation, but he sounds happy. Now and then, both men laugh.

Right at five, I stand up and slip my jacket on. Christian is still in the meeting. I think about sticking my head in just to say goodbye, but I don't want to intrude when it's going well. And after seeing the look on his face earlier, I'm afraid that he would feel sorry for me, and pull me into the meeting with him. Instead, I wave to his closed door as I walk by.

Natalie is waiting for me in the lobby. She's a "permassociate." With the firm since she graduated law school 12 years ago, she's never made partner. Every new attorney is warned to stay away from her, like her status as permanent associate could somehow rub off on us. I always blindly followed that advice until last week. I ran into her, literally, as I was getting off the elevator. We both laughed and started talking, and I realized she's not the pariah that I had always thought. We've been texting back and forth since then, and after the incident with Christian in the break room today, I needed to talk to someone who would understand. She offered to take me out for drinks.

"There you are. Cute top." She hugs me as soon as I'm near her, and even though I'm not the type of person who usually hugs—and I'm certainly not the type of person who wants to be seen hugging someone everyone else considers a failure—it feels good, and I hug her back. "The car I called is already out front."

Without waiting for me, she turns and bounces through the revolving door that leads out to State Street. She seems unusually happy, and I wonder if it's because of me. Surely she's not shunned by everyone at the firm or they would have found a reason to get rid of her a long time ago. I hurry behind her and catch up just as she's opening the backdoor of a black BMW. She must be doing alright if this is the car she orders for a trip of a couple blocks.

I've never been to the bar she picked for tonight. The Burgundy. The name makes me imagine a dark room filled with cigar smoke and old men drinking whiskey from antique snifters, but it's not that at all. There are light purple rope lights tacked along the ceiling all around the room. The mirror behind the bar is outlined in light blue neon, and I'm not sure if I've ever seen more bottles of alcohol lined up. There aren't many people here yet, but almost half the barstools are already taken and a couple more people trickle in behind us.

"Let's take that booth over there." Natalie points to the far wall, and I nod and follow her.

As soon as we're seated, a waiter takes our order and less than a minute later, we have our drinks. I have a vodka, rose water, and lemon martini. Natalie has a Last Word with green chartreuse and gin.

"So, what's gone so bad that you're forced to go out for drinks with me?" She laughs and then takes a sip.

I'm thankful my face is bathed in purple light so she can't see my blush. "I can't just want to know you better?"

"None of the up or out associates want to know me. To them, I have cooties, or whatever the adult version is. So talk. Or are you one of those guys who pretends to be stoic until he gets to his second drink?"

I chuckle. "It's silly, but it's just something my friend said. He's probably signing a new client even as we speak, and he told me I could sit in if I wanted."

"Ouch."

"Yeah. And the way he looked at me."

She nods. "Like he doesn't want anything to do with you?"

"No. He does. But he looked sympathetic, and that was like getting punched. I'm a better attorney than him. I know it. But things have been a struggle recently."

Natalie takes another sip and then leans back against the black leather of the booth. She watches me with her thin brows raised just a little, but doesn't say anything.

I slam back my drink. The lemon juice makes me wince. "What's it like for you?" I ask. "When you weren't offered a partnership, did it feel like an insult? Why did you stay after that?"

She grins. "Who said I wasn't offered?"

Now my eyebrows go up. Is she saying that she turned it down? That's unheard of.

"Not everything has to be about money. There's so much more to practicing law than most young attorneys realize."

"Yeah, there's also success." I flag down the waiter and order another drink. "But the way that's measured is by making partner."

"Is it? And even if I allow that to stand without objection, is that what you want? Will being named partner make you happy?"

I slide my empty glass toward the edge of the table and nod. "Of course."

I've never had a choice in what I wanted to be. For as long as I can remember, my father made clear exactly what he expected. He's a big shot attorney in a small town. I was only 10 when he ran his first election for county judge. He won in a landslide, and that night should have been one of the happiest nights he's ever had. But he still made sure to yell at me for fidgeting too much beside him on the stage during his acceptance speech.

"You sure about that?" Natalie asks. "Because I have to tell you, I have good friends who are partners in their firms, and I seem a hell of a lot happier than all of them. I don't get paid as well, but I still have a very nice downtown apartment. They're chained to their laptops and phones while I get to leave work to have drinks with a new friend." She holds up her glass, and I clink mine against it. "So tell me the truth. What would make you happy?"

I know I should insist that being named partner would do it, but my mind goes straight to Christian. I picture the way he rolls his eyes when I say something he disagrees with. The way he pumps his left fist faster than the heartbeat of a scared rabbit when he's thinking.

"Are you thinking about this friend?" She makes air quotes around the word friend, and I want to bury my face. I've tried to keep my crush hidden from everyone at work. I've even tried to hide it from Christian, but I know he's seen through me for a while. "What's stopping you from going for that? Life is too short to chase false dreams when your real ones are right here."

I try to laugh her off. "I didn't agree to come so you could practice psychology on me. Besides, there's no point chasing him. He's as straight as they come."

"So?"

This time my laugh is genuine. "So, that means he'll never be attracted to someone like me."

Her gaze goes down my body and back up. "Don't be so sure. He may see things that you don't. Yet."


CHAPTER FOUR



Christian slides the folder across the table to me. Not only did he sign the Rodriguez brothers, but Christian was also somehow able to convince a mid-tier influencer who is being sued for libel to hire us for his defense. "Read this and tell me what you think."

I skim through the papers until I get to the third page. Then I stop and have to read it twice. "I think this is more than enough to cast the plaintiff as unreliable, or worse." I take the cap off my pink highlighter and mark the two lines that should win the case for us.

"Even if the judge—"

"There's not a person on the bench who could see anything other than a liar after you hit them with this."

"Not just me. Us."

I shake my head. "I've thought about it a lot. I want you to take this solo. This is going to be the crown on your galette des rois."

"Some of us went to public school and have no clue what you're talking about." He laughs.

"I'm saying if you win this case, you've got one of the partner spots wrapped up. No doubt."

He sets his pen down. His nostrils move in and out slightly as he watches me, and I wish he would look anywhere else. I wish I could too. "But you need this way more than me. You need a big win to get their attention again. And to make them forget... well, this would do you good."

I appreciate the way he avoids mentioning my screwup with Elmrock, but we both know he's thinking of it. "You've never been able to win an argument with me, so why are you wasting our time now?" I sneer at him, and he throws his hands up as I take this folder to the stack by the window.

We're long past sunset, so everything outside is bathed in the amber lights of the city now. I look down and see a handful of people still walking down the street outside, then I look at the reflection of Christian. His eyes are on me, just like I wanted. I bend over at the waist, sticking my ass as far into the air as I can while I set the folder on top of a pile I made specifically for this moment. When I stand up, I see his eyes mirrored in the glass, still watching me. "Are you hungry?" I turn around. "We could take a break and eat if you'd like."

He swallows so hard that I can hear it across the room. "Something's changed, but what?"

"What do you mean?" I bite my lip.

His arms flex as he pushes himself out of the chair. "You. There's something very different, but I can't put my finger on it." He walks over to me, but stops just out of arm's length.

"You can if you want." I pant.

"I can what?"

"Put your finger on it. You can do even more than that if you want."

He stares at me so long I'm sure he's wondering just how to let me down easy. How to tell me that we're just friends. Or that we used to be before I blew it tonight. A slow cramp rolls through my stomach, and I'm sure I've ruined the only thing I could ever have with him.

"Mason." He struggles to get the name out.

"I hate that name," I mumble. Hearing it fills me with the memories of my father telling me how disappointed he was in me. Nothing was ever good enough. That 95% should have been 100%. The 2-hitter I pitched in the state championship game should have been a no-hitter.

Christian reaches for me in what has to be slow motion and strokes a finger down my forearm. My skin tingles under the silky layer of fabric separating us. "What should I call you?"

"It's fine. Forget I said anything." I turn away and look back out the window.

I expect him to walk away as I stare at the line of cars on the street below, so when I feel his arm wrap around my belly, I gasp. "We could get in trouble for this." His breath is hot on my ear. "Caught together in the conference room. It could end our chances of being named partner this year."

He's right. So many new attorneys fall into the trap. We spend so much of our time together, it's only natural for us to pair off. But it always complicates things. It brings drama when our goal should be to project the exact opposite. "It could." I wait for him to move his arm, but he doesn't. Not even when I put my hand on it. I close my eyes and blow out every bit of air from my lungs.

"But there's no one here other than the cleaners, so who would ever find out?" He grabs my hand and spins me to face him, and his lips are on mine before I can even open my eyes. His lips are warm and swollen, and I almost collapse from their touch. I've imagined this since I first saw him at the banquet welcoming us to the firm. We were both straight out of law school. I was already cynical, but I could see his idealism. I normally would have scoffed at it, but it drew me in. We shook hands, and the second my skin touched his, the rest of the world vanished for me. But it was nothing like this. This is a kiss that will forever leave me scarred. Its mark slashed across my soul forever. Every other kiss is doomed to be a nick that barely draws my attention.

When our lips part, I lean against the glass wall, and he puts his hands on the windows, trapping me between his arms. His sleeves are rolled up to his elbows, so I can see the arc of muscles on his forearms. "What is it about you tonight?" he asks. "What's so different?"

"Maybe you're just finally seeing me. The real me." I reach for his pants to unfasten them, but he takes my hands in his. I never realized how much stronger he is than me. I was a college athlete, but he pulls my hands up like he's lifting a paper from a desk.

"I want to see more of you. Show me."

"Do you mean..."

He nods, and I swallow. My hands shake so badly as I try to unbutton my blouse that Christian has to do it for me. He loosens the top two buttons, but then he fumbles on the third. After only a couple of seconds of trying, he lifts the top over my head. I hear a small rip as I raise my arms, but I don't care about the shirt. I just want it off.

I expect him to stop there, but he doesn't. When the shirt is lying in a heap beside me, he moves to my pants. He unfastens them, and I press them lower on my hips, shimmying to get free of them. "Oh," he sighs, and even before my pants are to the middle of my thighs, he slides his hands around to my rear. Cupping my ass through the green panties I'm wearing. Green because it's his favorite color, and I hoped for a moment like this.

"Do you like what you see?"

"Fuck me."

"I'll take that as a yes."

And I take it as an invitation. I drop to my knees. My hands are no longer shaking as I unfasten his pants, and he doesn't try to stop me this time. As soon as I yank down the zipper, I feel his heat on my hands. I pull his pants down and look up at him. His palms are resting on my shoulders, and his head is rolled back. His mouth open just enough that I can see his perfect white teeth. My grin widens in anticipation of what's to come.

I pull down his black briefs. My breath catches when I see his cock. Tight curly black hairs at its base. I tickle a finger through them, and Christian's body trembles. "God damn it, Mace."

Mace. I smile up at him. I lick my tongue along the underside of his cock to let him know that I like this new nickname and to lube him for what I have planned. He chokes off a grunt as I wrap my hand around him. He's so big that my fingers don't meet. I stroke them slowly down to his tip and then back. One more time. Then I take his head into my mouth. Now it's my body that shivers as I suck with everything I have. He moans, and I release him with a pop. I don't give him a chance to recover before I move back on to him, sliding my hand up and down his base while I work my mouth around his head. I twirl my tongue and then circle the tight hole of his urethra. Then I plunge down onto him, taking so much of him that he collides with the back of my throat. The force jars me, and I have to fight back a gag, but I don't pull away.

"You're such a naughty girl." I startle at his words, but he coils my hair around his fists and holds me tight to him. And I focus on him again, sure that it was just a slip of the tongue in the moment. And I slip my tongue along him. Licking him clean while I pump him. His cock bulges even more, and I move faster. So fast that I can't pull in enough air through my partially obstructed airway. My world starts to go black, but there's no way I'm going to stop. Not after I've waited so long for this moment.

I go deeper, and his head bashes into the back of my throat again. I moan as he grunts. When I squeeze my hand tighter around his base, he pulls my hair harder. Tiny white lights flash in my eyes now as I move my head up and down. Again and again. Sucking in breaths when I can, but I don't need oxygen now. I have everything here.

When I feel his hips flex, I know that he's close. The taste of salty pre-cum fills the back of my throat, and I growl. Christian says something, but I'm beyond the point where I can hear it. I suck even harder, like I'm trying to pull him into me. And I am. Then he releases. His cock quivers and explodes. The back of my mouth is filled with warm and salty liquid. So thick that it coats every surface even as I try to swallow it all down.

I work my lips around him to pull every last drop. Once I'm satisfied that I have it all, I rock backward and let my ass rest on my heels. His hands aren't in my hair now, but I can still feel the bunched hair and the tingle of my scalp. I stare at the floor between his feet as I struggle to regain my breath. Then he lifts my head so I'm looking up at him. His face is twisted, and a rush of panic flares through me. Is he having second thoughts? Is this the point where he thanks me for the blowjob and then tells me that we can never work together again because he's obviously straight and therefore not interested in ever having a gay boy suck him like this again?

"We should probably get cleaned up and back to work."

I nod and try to look down, but he lifts my chin again. He doesn't say anything. He just runs a finger down my cheek to my chin and then turns away. I hear him zip himself up. Then he walks out into the hallway as I pull up my pants and fumble with my blouse.

I just get the last button fastened when the door opens. I jump to my feet and cover my mouth with my hand, but then I see it's him. He holds a damp paper towel and a bottle of water toward me before setting them on the table. Then he sits down and pulls a file toward him. He flips it open and doesn't say a word.


CHAPTER FIVE



Natalie's door is open when I get to her office, so I walk in and hold up the two white bags. Chinese from the restaurant down the street. I swear they could just deliver to this firm and still make enough money to stay in business. "Crab Rangoon hot off the bicycle," I announce as I walk in.

"Oh thank God, I am starving—Wow." She looks up from her computer and examines me as I spread the food out across her desk. "You look different."

I freeze in the middle of setting a container in front of her. "What's wrong? 'You look different' is never good. Pit stains? Did I spill something on myself? Is my makeup a mess?"

"Kind of that last one, but not quite." I reach into my purse to pull out a mirror as she tries to wave me off. "No, I don't mean it's bad. The opposite. It looks really good on you. Just... why are you wearing makeup at all?"

I sit in the chair across from her. "It's Christian."

Natalie chuckles. "Of course it is. So what happened?"

I tell her about the conference room Thursday night and how he's acted normal since then, like nothing happened between us. Yesterday, I pulled a chair around to his side of the desk to look at the computer monitor over his shoulder. He didn't say a thing, not even when I let my leg rest against his.

"So this is what? An attempt to get him to notice you again?"

"Something like that." I bite off the end of an egg roll and watch the steam pour out of it. "I want some kind of reaction from him. Maybe his lack of reaction is all I need. I suppose that's him telling me that he's not interested."

Natalie opens the cardboard box with "CR" scrawled on the top and reaches in with a pair of chopsticks. I don't hesitate to eat with my fingers, but she almost never does. Not even a croissant in the morning. "I think you're simultaneously giving him too much credit and not enough."

I dip the egg roll in the orange duck sauce, trying to scoop up as much as I can. "Meaning?" The fried shell of the egg roll crunches as I bite into it, and my eyes roll back. This restaurant puts chili flakes in their duck sauce. The heat balances perfectly with its sweetness.

"Meaning you can't assume that his silence means nothing because you don't know. But you shouldn't assume it means something either, because it probably doesn't."

"Wow, how are you not partner with such crystal clear wisdom as that?"

She flips me off and chuckles. "I had the wisdom to turn them down when they offered. In turn, they had the wisdom to keep me around because they know how good I am."

I swallow the food in my mouth and set the last bite of egg roll on its wax paper. "Did you really turn them down?"

Natalie nods. "I really did. I went to law school to be an attorney, not to become a slave to a law firm. Not even one I had an ownership share of."

I sit back and just stare at her. I've heard the stories of associates who aren't named partners and then are forced out of their big law firms. Sometimes gently, sometimes with a shove. We all know those stories. They tell them to us from day one so we know what the stakes are. But I've never heard of anyone who said "no thank you" to an offer, let alone someone who said no and then stuck around. Natalie must be good if they didn't push her out after she embarrassed them by turning them down.

"I enjoy spending time with you," she says, "but it might be better if you have lunch with this man of yours instead of me."

"He's not my man."

"Yet. Put pressure on him. Make him tell you what he's thinking. Don't settle for silence."

She's right. Why am I letting him dictate the terms of our relationship? I won't let him pretend that nothing has changed between us when everything is obviously different. "Let me steal one of your crab rangoons first." I reach across the desk, watching her to make sure she doesn't stab me with her chopstick.
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"That was quick." Christian looks up from his computer as I walk into his office. He's typing with his left hand while he eats a sandwich with his right. A turkey club with cucumber and lettuce. The same sandwich he eats almost every day for lunch. "Did Natalie have something scheduled?"

"No. Get up."

"What? Why?" He sets the sandwich down on his desk and brushes his hand on the napkin.

I walk beside him and try to pull his chair away from the computer. I'm not sure it moves even an inch. "Come on, up. You don't need to work while you're eating. I'll finish whatever this is."

"It's a letter for a client that you don't really know anything about. It's easier for me to just do it than to explain. Besides, I'm doing fine."

I fight back my smile. I hoped it would be something like this. "Then you sit right here." I pat the top of his desk. "And dictate to me."

I shake the chair again, and he finally hops up to the desk. I swing the chair so I can get in, and I make sure that my leg is firmly against his. His eyes widen for just a second, but they go back to normal so quick that I would have missed it if I weren't watching.

"Now, tell me what you want to say." Instead of putting my hands over the keyboard to type, though, I rest the fingers of my right hand on the inside of his calf. He looks down at it and runs his finger over his lips. "Tell me." I glide up his pant leg. When I get to his knee, I circle around it once and then move further up. When I get halfway up his thigh, he swallows in a loud gulp, and I stop.

I press his legs apart to give me enough room to stand between them. "How about I start? Ever since we met, I've fantasized about you. And those fantasies were never as good as what happened Thursday night. I floated into my apartment that night and couldn't wait to get back to work the next day so I could see you. But then you acted like nothing happened. And you did the same thing over the weekend. Then yesterday and this morning too. Was it nothing to you? It was wonderful to me, but if you don't feel the same way, you need to tell me. I'll leave you alone. I'll say hi when we pass each other in the halls, but that will be it. You'll never have to worry about me."

"You liked that?" His voice is shaky and small. Like a student called on when he doesn't know the answer. And my heart sinks.

"I loved it, but it's fine that you didn't." It doesn't feel fine though. It feels like my insides are being ripped apart. "I'll respect that and never say a word about it. I prom—"

He leans forward and kisses me, and my eyes fly open from the sudden whiplash. I part my lips for him, and he slips his tongue inside with no hesitation. He slides it across my teeth and then probes further. He puts an arm around me to pull me closer, and my belly presses against his crotch. His erection digs into me, and it takes all my willpower to not grab it right here in the middle of his office. Oh shit! I try to pull back, but he grabs my lower lip between his teeth. I yelp as he bites down, but then he lets go.

I look past him, at the door that I left open. There's no one there. No one outside in the hall, but what if someone saw us? Anyone could have walked by.

"I haven't stopped thinking about you since Thursday night." His eyes are smoldering. "Every time I turn out the lights, I see you on your knees with your mouth…" He closes his mouth and blows out a long breath through his nose. "I've dreamt about you every night, Mace. About making you mine. My girl. But I know how much you want to make partner. That should be your priority. Not me."

I lean forward and kiss him again. Why should it matter if someone finds out about us? "Can't I have both?" I ask him when we finally have to pull away to breathe. He has a smear of pink lipstick on his bottom lip that I wipe away with my thumb.

Without looking, Christian's hand goes to mine, and our fingers lace together. "If we're going to do this, I want it to do it the right way. Miss Greaves," he puts on a heavy and very fake Southern drawl, "would you allow me the great privilege of escorting you for an evening of dinner and possibly drinks?"

Part of me screams to correct his misgendering of me, but I don't want to ruin the mood. So I use my own, even worse, Southern accent to answer him. "Mister Salazar, you are a true gentleman. I would be honored to accompany you. Simply name the time and place." I kiss his cheek—his stubble is rough against my swollen lips—and skip out of his office without another word.


CHAPTER SIX



Christian is standing outside the restaurant when I get out of the car. He doesn't see me at first, so it gives me a chance to check him out. He's wearing a black suit with a lilac button-down shirt, and I'm ready to invite him back to my apartment right now. Of course, I've been ready for that for a long time now, so maybe it's not the suit. But it certainly doesn't hurt.

He's adjusting the sleeve of his jacket when he finally looks in my direction. At first, he doesn't notice me. His eyes look like they're focused half a block past me, but then his jaw drops, and a grin takes over his face. "Mace, you're gorgeous." He stops a couple feet away so he can look at me.

I spin to give him the full effect. "Of course. Would you expect anything less?" I tease. I'm wearing tight white pants and a pink blouse with sheer sleeves. After work, I had just enough time to paint my nails the same color as my top. He takes my hand as I come out of my twirl, and it's like he just finished spinning me on the dance floor. A dizzy rush pulses through me.

"Of course not," He says, and he kisses me. Just a quick tap of his lips on mine, but it makes the dizziness worse. I have to grab his arm as we walk into the restaurant. Thankfully, it has the unintended consequence of allowing me to press my body against his.

The maitre d seats us right away at a quiet table overlooking the sidewalk. I almost can't bear the thought of letting go of Christian, but since some might consider it socially inappropriate for me to sit on his lap, I do. He holds my chair for me while I sit, and then he moves to the other side of the small square table.

"Have you been here before?" Christian asks.

For a moment, I think about lying and saying no. "Actually, yes. This is the restaurant I took my father to when he visited." I look behind me at the table in the center of the room where I sat with mom and my father. I hoped that taking him to one of the nicest restaurants in the city—and paying the bill for all of us—would impress him. I should have known better.

"Would you rather go somewhere else? It looks like that wasn't a pleasant memory."

"Thank you, but no. We can make a new memory here to replace the old one."

"Are you sure?" he asks. "Because the hot dog cart I passed on the way here smelled phenomenal."

I chuckle and unfold the napkin onto my lap.
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While the server is presenting the third course—snails and herbs plated to look like a race through a forest—Christian's leg rubs against mine. It sends an electric current through me, but he pulls away almost as soon as he touches me. He tries to wear a mask of innocence, but I know him too well by now. I see the way the corner of his mouth curls up.

During the sixth course—a two bite crab lasagna—his lip curls up again as he tells me that I have something on my face. I dab with my napkin and look at him. He shakes his head, and I do it again. This time he scoots closer to me and leans in with his large ivory-colored napkin unfurled and hanging from his hand. He holds it to my face, but doesn't press it there. Instead, he presses his other hand, the one hidden under the napkin, against my breast. I gasp. My back arches, and I look around to make sure that no one is watching us. Not the most discrete move I could have made, but no one sees me. "And to think I called you a gentleman the other day."

"This is torture to sit here and watch you and not be able to touch you. I couldn't take it anymore." He lets go of my breast and drops his hands, but he stays so close that I can feel his breaths. "How many courses is this meal?"

"Thirteen and two desserts."

He slumps with an overdramatic sigh. "I won't survive."

I slide my hand under the tablecloth and squeeze his thigh. "Be strong." I giggle.

"I'm going to make you weak as soon as we leave. I can't tell you all the things I want to do to you. All the ways that I want to explore that pussy of yours tonight."

His words send a warmth through my body that is pulled to my core. To my dick. Not a pussy. I freeze. In what has to be the worst timing ever, the server brings our next course. I'm unable to move, and Christian is so close he might as well be on top of me.

"For the lady and the gentleman." He sets soup bowls in front of us. It's a broth with four floating tortellinis. Each one is folded and looks exactly like a vagina. My mouth drops open, and I look at the server. He says something that I can't hear above the rush in my ears and then walks off.

I shake my head and look at Christian. He's still smiling, but it's melting away in slow motion. "No, no, no." Does he really think I have a vagina? How can he not know that I'm a man?

I stand up, and even though I can't hear any other noises from the restaurant, I clearly hear my napkin fall to the floor. Christian looks stunned. Worried. "I can't do this." I tell him, but I'm not sure if any sound comes out. He starts to stand, but I press down on his shoulder and shake my head. Then I turn away. I swear everyone watches me as I walk out of the restaurant. My ankles shake in my pink stiletto sandals. I look down and see my breasts heaving in and out, and I wonder at them. Why do I have breasts? I hurry out of the restaurant and onto the street outside.

There are well-dressed couples walking in both directions. I do my best to weave my way through them as I fish my phone from my purse and call a car. When I get to the corner, I stop and lean against the building. I turn around and look for Christian, expecting that he'll be right behind me, but he's not. Maybe I lost him in the crowd. Maybe he never followed me. I hope he never followed. I can't face him tonight. Maybe not ever. Certainly not until I figure out what's going on.


CHAPTER SEVEN



Monday morning, I text my assistant to tell him I'll be out of the office all day meeting with a potential client. I know better than to claim illness or even to tell the truth, that I'm too embarrassed to show my face at the office. Either of those would mean signing my own death warrant at the firm. When he texts his reply, a "good luck" with one too many exclamation points, I roll over and stare at the ceiling. The white noise machine hisses from my bedside table. It hasn't done a thing to help me sleep the last two nights.

I trace my hands up my body. Starting at my hips, I slide them under the loose t-shirt I'm wearing, up to my chest. To my breasts. I cup my hands around them. Lightly. Like they might burst if I press too hard. But even at this, my body reacts. My nipples harden and something inside my lower belly clenches. I pull my hands away and suck in a deep breath. How is this possible? I lift my shirt to my neck and trace a finger around the outside of a breast. A hundred tiny starbursts trail the tip of my finger in an outline of something I shouldn't have.

I cup my hands around them again. Rough this time. Pressing and kneading them. Pushing them inside me. But this is worse. My lungs only work in one direction. I gasp in more and more air, but I can't release it. My body arches back, raising, presenting itself for someone. Christian. I picture him as my hands work my flesh. I imagine these are his hands. That he's lying with me. But when I reach for him, the spell is broken. I let my arms fall to my sides and blow out all the breath I had been hoarding.

How could he act like this was normal Friday night? We've known each other for years. How could he have not noticed? It's not that he didn't notice, it's that he thought this was normal. Like I should have breasts. Like it would be okay for him to touch them. Like that would turn me on. And didn't it? Didn't heat fill my body? Didn't I wish he would never stop? Until he talked about my vagina. I slip my hand between my legs, like I've done a hundred times since then. Just to make sure my dick is still there. I flick a finger across its tip to remind me that it is.

My hand leaves my dick and goes right back to my breasts. What will the partners think? A group of stodgy men and women whose biggest concern is maximizing the firm's—and therefore their own—profits. What would they think if I suddenly showed up to work like this? My laugh echoes in the quiet room, but then it sticks in my throat. I have been to work like this. Friday. I remember Christian's gaze holding a little too long on my chest. I remember being simultaneously angry and turned on when it did. Why else would he have looked? Guys don't go around checking out other guy's chests. Well, at least not straight guys.

But no one said anything. Not when we all gathered in the morning for the breakfast. Not when I passed some of the partners in the hall. Not even after the weekly meeting. No one treated me differently. Brent even held the door open for me when we walked into the conference room, but he didn't say a word. Just smiled. When I sat next to Bella and Zoe, they both just started in with the latest gossip. Not a word from them either. I even hugged Bella to congratulate her on getting that PR company to switch to our firm. Wouldn't she have felt them?

"I should go see my father. He would notice," I say to the empty room. I snort as soon as I say it. If anyone would ever notice something different about me, it would be him. Another scab for him to scratch until it starts to bleed. He's never failed to notice when there was something wrong about me.

But is this wrong? I sit up and cup them in my hands. They're heavier than I expected breasts to be. Growing up as a gay boy didn't give me much experience with boobs. Why would anyone have said anything to me about them? They're breasts. They're my breasts. There's nothing wrong or unusual about that. I pull my shirt down, and for the first time since I got home Friday night, I leave my bed to do something other than go to the bathroom.
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By the time the elevator door slides open, my heart is beating so fast, I feel faint. The edges of my vision are just black blurs, and it takes all my strength and willpower to even step out. When I do, I hear the clack of my heel on the marble floor. I just focus on that. Then the next and the next. And it makes the process of walking easier. Just one step and then another. Moving forward. That's all this is. Nothing more than that.

"Hi, Miss Greaves." I jump at the voice coming from my right and wrap my coat tighter around me. There wasn't supposed to be anyone else here.

I turn to see who it is. One of the cleaners I've gotten to know. My heart settles down to its still too high pace. "Oh, hi Samantha." I smile as I give her a quick wave and then hurry away so she won't want to talk. I can't face anyone right now.

A sliver of light shines out of the conference room door when I get to it. It's open just enough for me to peek in. Just enough for me to see Christian sitting at the table with his back to me. I take a deep breath and resolve to push open the door as soon as I blow it out. But when it leaves my lungs, I still haven't raised my hand. Two more breaths pass, and then Christian reaches for the arms of his chair. I take a step back, afraid that he's going to stand and see me, but he just shifts his weight and goes right back to the papers in front of him.

I rest my palm against the door and stare for a moment at my red painted fingernails. A hint of the nail polish smell is still there when I inhale deeply. This time, I push the door open. The door and my life and my future all rotate on the hinges. There's a small squeak, but it's enough to make Christian turn around. He stands as soon as he sees me.

"Macey, what's going on?"

During the car ride here, I planned exactly what I was going to say to him. I would go for the gut and tell him right away that I love him. Then I would explain that I've changed. I'm not the same person that he has gotten to know over the last eight years. He just needs to give me a chance, and he'll see it. He'll see that he could love me. At least he'll see that it's possible, and doesn't he owe it to me and to himself to try? There's a reason we've been best friends all this time, but I think we can be so much more than that. Then I would walk up to him and kiss him before he had the chance to respond. An emotional opening and closing with appeals to his logic in between. I had it structured perfectly. But I'm standing in the doorway with my lower lip pinched between my teeth, worried that I'm making a mess of my lipstick, while I fail to utter even a single syllable.

"You haven't answered any of my texts or calls since Friday night. You gave Jason some bullshit excuse about chasing a client, even though I know you have nothing in the works right now. Were you hoping that I wouldn't be here tonight so you could do some work without having to see me?"

"No." The word is vulnerable and barely there. This isn't how this was supposed to happen. He's not supposed to be angry at me.

The vein on the side of his forehead pulses with each heartbeat. It's as fast as mine. But he doesn't say a word. He just glares.

"I knew you would be here." I walk inside the room, trying to not look as shaky as I feel, but I know it doesn't work. When he shakes his head like he doesn't believe me, I stop. "You start the trial tomorrow. Of course, you would be here going through all the files that you already know forward and backward."

"Maybe I don't know some things as well as I thought I did."

I swallow. Maybe I don't either. Maybe everything I thought I knew has been flipped. Except for the one thing that I've been holding on to all day. "I love you." I close my eyes as soon as I say it. I can't look at him. I can't see whatever emotion rolls across his face. Anger or hatred or just indifference.

When he doesn't say anything after a moment, I crack my eyes and see him still standing by the table—still too far away from me—and now, I'm angry. "Did you hear what I just said? I love you, Christian. I've known for years that I've had a crush on you, but this weekend has made me realize just how much bigger this is than a simple crush. That's why I came here tonight. To tell you that. And to show you this." I unfasten the belt on my red trench coat and shrug out of it. Christian's mouth falls open as the coat falls to the floor, and I'm glad I'm able to get some reaction from him other than hostility.

"What is this?"

I blow out a breath, not sure that confusion is that much better than anger. I'm wearing a lacy black bra with matching panties and black stockings held up by a red garter belt. With my coat on the floor, I have nothing else on except a pair of black stiletto pumps. "I assumed it would be obvious. It's my apology."

He leans back against the table and rubs his hand across his jaw. The muscles in his arm flex with the movement. "This is definitely an interesting apology."

"Interesting? That's all you have to say about it?" I sweep my coat up from the floor. My face is burning in anger and embarrassment. "Fuck you, Christian." I slip one arm into my coat, but he grabs my other one and spins me to face him before I can leave. His body presses against mine, and I go so weak that he has to slip his other arm around my back to hold me up.

"I'm sorry," he says. "I'm just confused."

He's confused? I realized this morning that my entire life is different, but he's the one who doesn't understand what's happening? "Isn't it enough to know I love you? And I don't expect you to say it, or even feel close to the same. Maybe you don't even know how you feel, but I just want—"

He stops me by pressing his mouth against mine, and I forget what I was trying to say. This is all I want. I don't need to say another word. Neither does he. I just need his arms around me. His tongue rubbing mine. My body—my breasts—pressed tight against him. He backs me against the table. The hard edge slams into my ass and jolts us both, and I take advantage of the moment and grind myself against him. He's already hard, and he groans at the extra friction.

"I know exactly how I feel. I just don't know why it took me so long to realize it." He slips his hands under my arms and lifts me onto the table. Then he grabs my thighs and forces them apart, stepping between my knees. "Are you sure you want this? Friday night it seemed like—"

I work as fast as I can to unfasten his pants. "Friday night I was a different person. I was scared, but now I know exactly what I want. And it starts with getting these pants off you."

He chuckles and undoes the button as I pull down the zipper. Then we both pull down his briefs. His cock is even more gorgeous this time. I wrap both hands around it, and I can feel his heartbeat pulsing through its veins. Or maybe it's my heartbeat in my hands. I don't know if there's a difference right now.

I lean forward. I want nothing more than to taste him and to take him inside me, but he puts his hands on my shoulders and stops me. I look up at him, begging him, but he shakes his head. He still holds one hand on my shoulder, but he runs the other one down my body. Over my breast, across my belly, between my legs where he glides it up and down across my panties. "You've never shown me all of you."

He hooks a finger in the waistband of my panties, and I try to shimmy away from his touch. I open my mouth to tell him, but I don't. He needs to see. He needs to understand exactly what he's getting when he has me. He has to see what I tucked away when I was getting dressed to come here tonight.

I lift myself off the table so he can slide my panties free. When I drop back down, the table is cold under my ass, and it sends a shudder through me. Just as it passes, he runs a finger along me, and I shudder again. "You're so wet for me."

I nod and moan, but then freeze. Wet? I was sure that he was going to comment on how hard I am for him. Not that. I slip my own hand between my legs and gasp.

"Impatient girl. I'm going to take care of you." He wraps his hand around my wrist and pulls it away. Then he scoots next to me, and I feel his cock press against me. "Such a pretty pussy. I can't wait to fuck it."

"Christian." I look up at him. He looks more like a tiger than a man. A hunter about to rip into its prey. But he stops when I call his name.

"I have a condom, don't worry."

I laugh. That was the last thing on my mind.

"Do you want me to stop? If I'm going too fast, just tell me."

I slide to the edge of the table, so I'm pressing against him. So my pussy is pressing against him. I rub my labia against the head of his cock. "This is perfect. We're perfect." I lay back on the table and hook my legs around him. I pull him in and make it clear that stopping is the last thing that I want.

He grins as he presses into me, and I inhale a sharp breath. Having a dick inside my ass never felt like this. He starts slowly, but I dig my legs into his back like I'm spurring a horse. It doesn't take him long to get the message, and soon he's pumping into me faster and so deep that I'm afraid I'm going to burst. But my pussy stretches like it was made just for him, and I take him all.

My head rolls to the side, and I try to hold my mouth closed so I don't make too much noise. But it isn't long before I'm moaning with each thrust. And when he starts grunting out his rhythm, it sends me to a different level. I'm shrieking now. For just a second, I think of Samantha cleaning the offices on the floor. I'm sure she hears us. I wouldn't be surprised if everyone in the building hears us. All 53 floors. But then Christian thrusts again. My back slides on the polished wood table, and I forget about anyone else.

When I pull him even tighter into me, a cramp forms in my left thigh, but then every muscle in my body tightens. My eyes roll back into my head, and my pussy trembles around him. I don't know how, but he pumps even harder now. His grunts are as loud as my screams. Then I feel him tense just before his cock spasms into me. After a few seconds, I feel the warmth of his cum. When he finally pulls out, I feel it dripping from me and onto the table below, and I think that I want to scoop it and put it back inside me. But I can't move. I can barely breathe.

Christian collapses into the chair at the head of the table. Sweat gleams on his forehead, and he sucks in deep breaths.

"Why did we wait eight years for that?" I ask.

"We were both too focused on becoming partners."

"Fuck being a partner." I smile. "I don't want it."

Even as tired and spent as he is, he manages to look shocked. "But it's what you've always wanted."

I shake my head. "No, that's what my father always wanted. This is what I've always wanted."


EPILOGUE


"Christian," Peter calls out across the room as he makes his way to where Christian and I are standing. "Welcome to the tribe."

I wince, but Christian's face is still as stone. The banquet room is decorated with African masks, headdresses and spears. In one corner, there's a life-sized lion. No one I've asked is sure if it's man-made or the spoils from a safari. In another corner there's an artificial tree with a family of stuffed, and almost certainly fake, monkeys hanging from the branches. Above it all, they're piping in the sound of bongos and an occasional clap of thunder. Even though Christian's family is originally from Colombia, it all still seems offensive to make this the theme of the partner's retreat on the year they welcome only their second person of color as a partner. But Christian has stayed silent about it.

"Thank you, sir. It's certainly an honor to be a part of it." Christian smiles. No, he beams. He hasn't slept for the last two nights, and for once I can't take the credit for that. This night is the validation for all his hard work. All the work that his parents did to get him to this point. Whether or not the theme is insensitive, this is something that he is rightfully proud of, and I'm happy to see how much he's enjoying it.

Peter slaps him on the shoulder and looks at me. "And we should thank this lovely lady for letting you out of her sights long enough to join us this weekend." It's my turn to not let any emotion show on my face. "I'm just sorry that you aren't joining us this year too, but we still have time to wrestle you away from Natalie. I love a challenge."

Even after my screwup on the Elmrock case, and even though Christian and I have made no secret of our relationship, we were both offered partnerships this year. There was a time when I would have jumped at the chance. It would finally be proof that I could be more successful than my father, and I would have loved to rub his face in it. But it would have been a hollow victory. He would have found some way to let me know I still wasn't good enough for him, and I would have had to push myself even further, never being enough for him. But that was a different lifetime ago. I don't need his approval or this partnership to make me content.

"I think my fiancee is quite happy in her new role." Christian answers for me.

He and I went out to celebrate the night that he was named a partner. During dessert, he set down his fork and told me that he wanted that day to be the happiest day of his life. Before I could ask what he meant and why it wasn't already, he dropped to a knee and pulled a black box from his pocket. We were both trembling so much as he slid the ring onto me that it's a wonder it didn't end up on the wrong finger. It's been two months, and I haven't taken the ring off since.

"I believe our newest partner is correct." I turn around and find Justine Williams standing behind me. Even though I no longer report to her, being this close to her still makes me nervous. "If I'm not mistaken, I believe Macey is exactly where she wants to be."

It feels like my golden yellow gown is sticking to me, and I wipe my forehead even though I know I'm not sweating. "I am. I'm very happy." Justine smiles at me, and it's like a breeze that carries all my anxiety away.

The week after the new partners were announced, Natalie called me into her office. She had been lobbying behind the scenes to start a new division at the firm that would handle cases for non-profit organizations. The very idea of associating with any group that didn't hold profit as the highest absolute ideal turned off a lot of the partners, but she was able to convince them that this would be good for our image and they agreed to do it. Her only request was that I be named her co-head counsel. I jumped at the opportunity.

Christian puts his arm around me and pulls me tight against him. "We're both exactly where we want to be."

I look up and kiss him, and from the corner of my eye, I think I see Justine smile as she turns and walks away.


FATED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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I dream of him night after night. He's dressed in a tuxedo that I'm sure cost more than my first car, while I'm wearing a sparkling black gown. But there are two problems with these dreams. First, I've never seen this man before. And second—I'm a man.

My first day at my new job, I'm stressed. My bills are so far past due that I know the collection agents by name. If this job doesn't work out, my gas and electric will be shut off. So I'm already on edge.

Then I see him. The man from my dreams.

How can this be? How have I dreamed of him when this is my first time meeting him?

Over the next few days, I find myself drawn to him. And I think he's drawn to me too. As we get closer to each other, the line between reality and the dream starts to fade. I find myself changing into the dream version of myself. Into a woman.

FATED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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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


TRANSFORMED: MAGIC BUNDLE


TRANSFORMED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE
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This bundle contains 8 MAGICAL FEMINIZATION books that have never been published in any other collection!

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

TRANSFORMED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE


WANT FREE STORIES?

[image: My Best Friend’s Dad]


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.

FATED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I dream of him every night. He's dressed in a tuxedo. I'm wearing a sparkling black gown. But there are two problems. First, I've never seen this man before. And second—I'm a man.

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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