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CHAPTER ONE


20 YEARS AGO


Mom and dad didn't have a lot of visitors. They were normally too busy with the grocery store to have anyone over. Hell, most of the time, they weren't home themselves. That store was their life. So even six-year-old me knew it was unusual when the Zabenskis came to visit.

They acted like all the other families I'd seen on tv—they brought flowers for mom, gave us some strange cinnamon bread that mom and dad raved over but that wasn't sweet enough for me, and they smiled at the right times—but I knew there was something not quite right. There was no friendliness. Dad seemed nervous. Mom was always crunching up her face when she thought no one was looking at her. And Mr. Zabenski seemed too comfortable, almost like this was his house and we were the visitors.

So naturally, I was on edge. My mind filled with all kinds of eventualities that only little boys can dream up. I was ready for gunfights and explosions and yelling matches. But I forgot all of that when Justin walked up to me.

"You're small. How old are you?" His blue eyes were set on me as he demanded my age.

And with all the hubris I could muster, I took a step toward him. This was my house, after all, and I didn't care how differential mom and dad were being to these people. I was not going to let this intruder come in and disrespect me. "I'm almost seven." It was an exaggeration that bordered on a lie. My seventh birthday was still ten months away. "What's your name?"

He puffed his chest out. "I'm Justin, and I'm in second-grade. What's your name?" The arrogance was dripping from his words, and I knew I'd lost. Even if he believed I was almost seven, there was no way I could pretend to be as world-wise and sophisticated as a second-grader. First-grade me was practically a baby, relative to him.

"I'm Parker," I announced, defeated just as soon as our battle had begun.

"Hey," he turned and looked back at our parents. They were sitting in the living room, coffees balanced in their hands, pretending to laugh at something when none of them were even really smiling. "You wanna go play?"

With those magic words, everything else was forgotten. My eyes went wide, and I nodded my head. "Come on." I grabbed his hand and practically ran him up the stairs. My mom called something out behind us, but I didn't know what. I didn't care.

At the top of the stairs, I threw open my bedroom door. I had everything in there, and I just knew that Justin was going to be impressed. There were shelves of dinosaurs and soldiers and cars and every ball from a golf ball up to a basketball. There were even dolls, but those were in my closet. Dad didn't like me to keep those out. Besides, I was sure that he wouldn't want to play with them. Not the way my best friend Mya did whenever she would come over. "So, what do you want to play?" I held out my arms like I was a ringleader in the circus, unveiling the menagerie behind me.

His eyes lit up, and I knew I had a new friend. "What's this?" he asked as he walked behind me.

"That's a setting scope. Doctors use it to listen to your heart. You wanna play doctor?" He nodded his head, so I handed him the scope. "Put this in your ears like this. Now hold it to my chest."

Even through my shirt, the metal was so cold it sent a shock through me. But it was worth it for the look on his face. He had the biggest smile I had ever seen, and I felt my heartbeat speed up. "This is so cool!" he said. His eyes searched across the room, finally stopping at an action figure that was missing a leg. He ran across the room and tossed the tiny plastic soldier onto my bed. "We have to save this man! Nurse, I need medicine for him right now."

He looked at me when he said nurse, and I was reminded of how little I was compared to him. "I want to be the doctor. It's my setting scope." My voice was whiny and very unlike what a doctor should sound like.

"You can be the doctor next time," he said. "But I need a nurse now. You be the nurse so we can save his life."

I looked at the patient on the bed and agreed. This man needed our help and arguing wasn't going to reattach his leg. I pretended to fill a syringe and shoot it into the soldier while Justin listened to his tiny plastic heart.

"We're losing him, nurse. We have to get his leg back now."

I gasped and ran to the other side of my room where the leg was. Where I threw it in a fit of rage after mom told me to put away my toys because I had to go to spend the afternoon with them in the backroom of their boring grocery store. I rushed the leg back to the bed, where I held it up to the empty socket in the man's hip. Justin put his hands over mine, and we both pressed as hard as we could. With a satisfying pop, it snapped into place, and we both pumped our fists. "We're a good team," I said.

"We're the best team." Justin still had the scope in his ears and was looking around for another patient to save, but mom called up the stairs to us before he found one.

"You boys come downstairs. Justin, your mom and dad are ready to go."

Justin's face fell with the words. "I have to go," he told me, like we both hadn't just heard the same thing.

I nodded morosely. "Maybe you can come over again later?"

He turned around from the doorway and smiled. "Yeah, that would be fun. We can play doctor again."

I giggled as I blew past him on the way down the stairs, sure that he would be back again soon. Maybe even after dinner. Mya had to go home lots of times to eat dinner, but then she was always allowed to come back over until it got dark. So maybe Justin could come over after he ate.

When I got to the bottom of the stairs, I almost ran into the back of dad's legs. He and mom and the Zabenskis were all standing and staring at each other. Dad was holding the big wood interior door for them, but the screen door was still closed.

"Family has perks, but it has obligations too" Mr. Zabenski's finger was wagging dangerously back and forth between mom and dad. He was smiling, but that finger point wasn't something a smiling person did. "And we're practically family now, so that means we all have to do our part." He glanced at Justin before looking at me and flashing a grin meant to put me at ease. It did the opposite.

Dad stuck out his hand. "Of course, Mr. Zabenski. We won't forget what you're doing for us. And our first daughter..." his words trailed off as he looked at Justin.

Mr. Zabenski shook his hand and patted him on the shoulder. No one said another word as the Zabenskis and Justin filed out the front door. I wanted to ask if Justin could come over again later, but with the mood everyone was in, I knew what the answer would be.

When dad shut the door, he and mom both blew out a long breath at the same time.

"What was that about?" I asked. "You guys don't have a daughter."

Mom smoothed down my wild hair and pulled me against her. "Not yet." Her free hand went to her stomach, and I wondered if she had a stomachache from that cinnamon bread. "But it's nothing for you to worry about, sweetie. Mom and dad just had to make a deal for the business. That's all."


CHAPTER TWO


PRESENT


"Hey bud—shit, I'm sorry. Still getting used to it all." Dad smiles up at me. He's sitting in his recliner, legs crossed, as he motions me to the couch.

I sit down across from him. He and mom insisted they had to see me in person, but neither of them would tell me why. But I knew. Every conversation we have these days is about the same thing. My transition. "What's up?"

Mom walks up behind dad and rests her hand on his shoulder. He looks up at her and they both turn toward me. Mom is the one who speaks first. "Your father and I have been talking. I know you don't always agree, but back home, there were sometimes different ways of doing things." I grimace. As supportive as they've tried to be, they're still old-fashioned, and I keep waiting for the shoe to drop, for them to tell me that I can't go through with this. Is this the moment when it happens? "You know the Zabenski family?"

I lean forward. "Have they threatened you or something?" The Zabenskis are big time in our little neighborhood. A lot of people love them, but that's just because they don't know them. They try to cultivate a reputation as protectors of the common people, but they're really just a gang of thugs who manipulate local politics and threaten anyone who doesn't do what they want. Most every business on Avenue K pays some kind of monthly fee to the Zabenskis. Either rent because they own half of the buildings on the street or a "neighborhood revitalization fee" that has nothing to do with the neighborhood. The businesses that don't pay don't last long. Their landlords either jack up their rent to insanely high amounts or they suddenly find that they have problems with their suppliers.

"Not at all, sweetie," dad says. "They've been good to us. Back when you were little, they helped us to buy the building we're still in today. That was before we were anything. Not like we are now."

I've heard the story over and over growing up. How Kowalski's Grocery started as a small deli and butcher shop and then grew into a 10,000 square foot grocery store. I remember helping dad remodel the spaces as he bought out his neighbors so he could expand the store. The story never mentioned taking money from the Zabenski family, though. "So, what, now they're expecting a cut of the business or something?"

"Of course not!" Mom seems offended that I would even ask such a thing.

"Asking for extra interest?" I continue. "Demanding a favor? Claiming your firstborn? What? I know it has to be something no good with that family." When I mention claiming their firstborn, mom and dad's heads whip to each other and then back at me, their eyes wide.

Mom sits next to me and puts her hand on my knee. "You know we love you and only ever want the best for you." Here it comes. "And when you were young, we lost your little sister before she was even born. But then you told us that you were..."

"Transgender?" I give her the word she can't say. "Really your daughter?"

"Yes, that. Well, there are sometimes obligations that come with being a woman."

I twist to face her. Even though I tell myself to not get my hopes up, I feel a little lighter. Does this mean that they're coming around and actually seeing the real me?

Dad stands. "Maybe I should let you girls talk about this in private." There's a slight hesitation before he calls me a girl, but I can't help my smile. I want to jump from the couch and hug him and dance around the room. "Just remember how important our business is for us and the community. We have to always look out for it. And of course, we do love you too."

I want to roll my eyes as he walks away, but I'm not going to let him talk his way into ruining a great moment.

"Your father doesn't say things the right way sometimes," mom says. "But he's right. We have to look out for your future and the future of the store. So... you're sure about this, yes?" She motions a hand over my body.

This time I do roll my eyes. We've talked about it so many times in the last couple of months, and I can't count how many times she's asked me this exact question. "Yes, mom. I'm very sure." I've been on hormones for almost a year now, and every time I notice any little change, I'm so excited my body vibrates. That wouldn't happen if I had any doubts.

She wraps her arm around me and pulls me tight against her. "I never thought I would get a little girl like this, but the universe works in strange ways sometimes. Just know that I'm going to help you with this in any way that I can."

My mind floats with images of her taking me shopping or mother-daughter days at the salon that I missed out on as a teenager, and I hug her back. "Thank you. That means more than you know." I feel a tear slide down my cheek. "But why were you two talking about the Zabenskis? What's happening with them?"

"That's what I mean when I say I will help you. I went through the same thing with your father, so I know how scary it can be for a young girl. But look how we turned out, yes? With time I came to love him, and I'm very happy now. You will be too."

"Okay, I am totally lost now. I think we're talking about two different things, so let's start over."

Mom nods and smiles. "You remember Justin Zabenski? You two got along so well."

I remember how I kept waiting for him to come back over, but he never did. How I hoped I'd see him playing on the street, and we could reconnect and be friends. But when I never saw him, my six-year-old brain blamed him. And even now, hearing his name sends a flash of anger through me. "Maybe vaguely. What does this have to do with him?"


CHAPTER THREE



I can't do this. Each heartbeat is a bass drum thump pounding out my doom, and my fingers refuse to leave the steering wheel even though I'm stopped. As soon as I pulled into the parking lot, I recognized him. He's leaning against the trunk of his car—a white BMW, of course—watching every car that pulls in. Probably searching for me. He looks the same as he did the last time I saw him all those years ago. Just older.

With a deep breath, I finally force myself to put the car in park and get out. He doesn't notice me as I walk up to him, and it makes me wonder how he could survive growing up in his family if he hasn't learned to always be aware of everything around him. When I get a few feet away, I stop. He still doesn't turn to look at me, and maybe I should just walk away. I'm an adult. I don't have to do this. But my stomach sinks as soon as I think it. I do have to do this. I don't know what the Zabenskis will do to mom and dad if they don't come through, but I know it won't be good. "Hey, are you Justin?" I ask, even though I already know he is.

His shoulders jerk, and he spins to look at me. "Yeah? What can—oh, Parker?"

When he looks at me, it's like someone punches me in the gut. All the air rushes from me and my stomach turns into a giant knot. I must be even more disgusted by him than I thought. Now that I see him up close, I notice that he's definitely not the same kid he was the last time we met. That boy was almost all bone. Not this man standing in front of me. His muscles bulge against his shirt like they don't want to be contained. I watch them flex as he reaches up and sweeps the blonde hair from his eyes. The same blue eyes as when he was a boy.

"You're not what I was expecting, but it's good to meet you. Again." He has the same smile too. The one I used to think about before I knew what his family did. He holds his hands out, and for a second, I'm not sure if he's going to try hugging me. But then he drops them and looks me up and down.

I shake my head. "What, you expected some man in a dress?"

His jaw drops, and his eyes look hurt. "Not at all! I just thought... It doesn't matter what I thought. You're beautiful regardless."

I snort out a laugh. Beautiful? He's so full of shit. I'm wearing jeans and a white hoodie. My hair is pulled back in a low ponytail, and despite Mya's objections, I'm not even wearing any makeup today. This is me at my most unbeautiful. He doesn't deserve any effort. I'm just going through the motions to fulfill my end of a bargain I didn't even make.

"So, what are we doing?" I ask.

Justin chuckles and walks closer to me. My cheeks burn brighter with each step. No doubt from rage building within me. "Is the lady that eager to get started?" The way his lip curls up makes me want to slap him for assuming that I want any part of this. The fact that he gendered me correctly is the only reason I don't.

"The lady has things to do after this, so let's just get it over with. Whatever it is."

He laughs again, and it's such a grating sound it almost gives me goosebumps. "Right. Then right this way, ma'am." He motions me toward the boardwalk that rings this side of the bay. I head that direction and don't look back to see if he's sticking with me or not.

When I get to the wooden walkway, I turn left because it seems like that's where most of the crowd is. If I have to be out with a member of the Zabenski family, I want it to be in the most public surroundings possible.

"Are we racing? Should I have worn sneakers?" Justin jogs up beside me, and I look down at his shoes—brown leather slip-ons.

"Only if you want to keep up." I shrug and walk just a little bit faster. "So we're here. Now where? Do you have romantic reservations for two at the cotton candy stand? After-dinner drinks at the water fountain?"

He runs to get in front of me and with people on either side, I'm blocked in. His chest is just inches away from me, and I can feel the heat from it. I'm already warm. I don't need anything more. "I thought you would want someplace public for our first date. Was I wrong? We can go anywhere you want. Just name it."

"First date?" Is he seriously under the illusion that there will be another one after this? I need to snap him out of that in a hurry. I look around at the shops while I wait for the crowd to thin out so I can get around him.

"Hmm, so the lady wants fries, does she?"

"I didn't say that."

He looks so smug. "You didn't have to. You looked right at the stand and took a deep breath through your nose like you were inhaling that scent. It does smell great, doesn't it? Come on." He grabs my hand and yanks me toward the stand. Several people have to dodge to the side as we barrel right through the crowd. "Ketchup or vinegar?"

"What?"

"How do you eat your fries? With ketchup or vinegar?" We're at the back of the line, and he faces me now. His hand still wrapped tight around mine. Each finger burning into me.

"You can let go."

I give my hand a shake, but he hangs on. Even worse, he takes my other hand in his and pulls me in just a little closer to him. "You might run away if I let go."

I absolutely will the instant I can get free of him. "I would never do that. I swear. Go order, and I'll wait right here."

"Not falling for it." His face is almost glowing. The corner of his right eye twitches just a little as he smiles. "Now, back to the important question. Everything depends on your answer."

I slam my hands down a little in disgust, but his grip doesn't loosen. "On fries like these? Vinegar. It's not even a question."

"Folks, she has beauty and brains too." He winks and shuffles backward toward the counter. "How about a compromise? We hold hands until we get our food. Then I'll let go if you promise to behave."

How about you let go of both my hands, and I won't knee you in the balls? "Behaving doesn't sound very fun." We're at the window now. His back is pressed against the counter, and the worker is trying to get his attention, but he doesn't take his eyes off me. "Fine. Whatever." He drops my left hand and spins to the girl, who looks even more frustrated than I am. He orders one large order of fries, and I groan. Of course, he would want to share.

When the girl hands him the fries, he lets go of my hand without even looking at me. I should slip away into the crowd. If I go now, he wouldn't be able to see me. But I stand and watch him drench the fries in vinegar before grabbing more napkins than we could ever need and then turning around. His eyes drift down to my hand again, and I pull it away before he's tempted to take it. That wasn't part of the deal.

"Follow me."

He doesn't give me a chance to respond before weaving his way through the people. It's brave of him to trust me now when, just a couple of minutes ago, he thought he had to hold on to me like a balloon in a windstorm. I follow him, but only because the smell of the fries is making my stomach rumble.

A couple shops further down, he does take my hand as he pulls me into the narrow space between two stalls. We have to turn sideways to fit through, and the air is thick with the smell of dumped grease and spilled soft drinks. "This is where you want to take me?" I ask, emphasizing my disgust.

"No."

At the edge of the two buildings, there's a chainlink fence. He pushes open a gap and then steps through, holding it for me. As soon as I step past it, I can breathe again. We're at the edge of a small playground with a merry-go-round, monkey bars, a small plastic rock-climbing wall that only comes up to the top of my head, two slides, and a swing set. He sits on one of the swings and holds the cardboard cup out to me, using it to guide me into the swing next to him. I sit and take a couple of fries.

"This is the last remaining part of the old park. Everything else has been bought up by big developers for all these hotels and condos." His eyes sweep around, and he looks sad.

"You mean your family doesn't own all these buildings?"

"Just this." He motions to the playground around us. "And now the city is making us develop it. So by the time summer comes, this playground will be gone."

He holds out the fries, and I take a couple more. "The city is making you build here?"

"Either that or sell it. I used to come here all the time as a kid." He blows out a long breath. "You probably don't remember the time we met before, do you?" He stares at his feet as he rocks them back and forth, the swing moving a little more with each of his movements.

"Not at all."

He doesn't say anything at first. He just keeps swinging. But then he stops and reaches across to me, pulling the chain of my swing closer to him. "This is dumb, isn't it? An arranged relationship? This isn't the old country."

"And it's not the 19th century." We're so close his woodsy and citrus scent overpowers the smell of the fries. I can't help myself, I take a deep breath. "So dumb."

"I'd make sure my family never did anything to yours. No matter what had happened today. But I'm glad you came, Parker." He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear and stares at me.

My stomach tightens up—I'm sure it's from all the grease I just ate—but when Justin leans in even closer to me, I feel a twinge in my cock. That's not from the food. My eyes are locked on his mouth. It's like slow motion as it gets closer and closer to mine, and I want to stop it. To tell him no. To put a hand between us. Something. But I can't. When his lips press against mine, though, the bolt of electricity that shoots through me frees me. I jump to my feet, the fries tumbling down onto the still dormant grass and weeds at my feet.

"I..."

There's nothing else to say. I sprint back the way we came, through the hole in the fence and between the buildings. And with each step, I wait for the touch of his hand against mine. Pulling me back, stopping me. But it doesn't come. When I get to the boardwalk, I look back. He's still sitting on the swing, just watching me. And I snake my way through the crowd and back to my car.


CHAPTER FOUR



"So, he didn't come after you?" Mya asks.

I shift the phone between my shoulder and my ear while I stir the dressing into my salad. I needed something healthy after the stomach full of grease and anxiety earlier today, but with all the dressing I put on this, it might be even worse. "I didn't want him to. Were you not listening?"

"To the part where you went on a date with a guy you said was hot and who was nothing but nice and respectful the whole time while also gendering you correctly even though you intentionally went in boymode? Yeah, I heard all that."

I drop my bowl on the table and plop into the chair. "What about the part where I was forced to do this, and where his family is an organized crime family, Mya? These aren't good people." I stab the lettuce with more gusto than I need, but I want to prove a point. To someone.

"Parker," she blows out a breath, "I grew up with the same stories you did. The Zabenskis never killed anyone, so you—"

"That we know of. Maybe there are hundreds of bodies out in the bay, waiting to pop up one day when the tide is just right. But even if they didn't, they did everything but."

"Don't you think if hundreds of people went missing from the neighborhood, we would have heard about it? Remember when Mr. Nowak ran over Mrs. Lewandowski's cat? It was the middle of the night, but by morning, everyone somehow knew."

I swallow extra hard, hoping that she hears my frustrated gulp. "But threatening people? And beating people up? And extortion?"

"And protecting people too. And giving money back to the community. Helping families like yours."

I put her on speaker and set the phone down. This is obviously going nowhere.

"And Justin has been away at school since he turned 17. Do you really think he's been roughing people up in all his spare time? Or maybe, hear me out, maybe he's not like his family."

"Whatever." A person doesn't just escape who they are like that.

"Go eat. The combination of anger and ranch dressing makes you hard to understand."

"You know I don't eat ranch."

"Yeah, your loss. Talk later. Love you, girl."

"Love ya, babe." I disconnect and growl as I fork another piece of lettuce into my mouth. She might have grown up just down the street from me, but it was obviously a different world if she doesn't think the Zabenskis are bad people. The worst. And Justin is just like them. I'm sure of it. No matter how the memory of his eyes makes me feel.

I just finish eating when my phone vibrates again. I set my bowl a little too loudly in the sink and answer. "I don't care how hot he is. It's not happening. I'm not some child bride from the 1600s and he's... him. So unless you want to talk about something else, I have things to do." To emphasize my point, I turn on the faucet and rinse out the bowl, letting the fork clang against the sink as it falls out.

"I think we should talk about how hot you think I am." He chuckles and I look at the phone. Shit. This is all Mya's fault for being the only one who ever calls me.

"That's not what... uh..." I disconnect. There's no way I can talk to Justin now. If I would have actually looked to see who it was, I never would have answered anyway. But now, after that? After calling him hot? Nope, not going to happen.

He calls back right away and I send his call to voicemail, but that apparently doesn't make my feelings clear enough because he texts me.

Justin: You know, new phones have this thing called caller ID. Maybe you'd find it useful.

Justin: Also, still interested in finding out what parts of me you like the most. I'll go first. I love how your cheeks have a hint of pink, even when you're not wearing makeup. And your lips. Those lips beg me to do things to them.

I roll my eyes and set my phone on the counter. I can't believe he thinks I'm going to waste my time talking to him when it's obvious to both of us that nothing is going to come of this. You know what? Fuck him. And fuck Mya for not backing me up 100% on this. I take the vodka from my freezer—the bottle is so cold it hurts my hand—and pour half a glass. I add soda to the rest and chug it. Then, for good measure, I do it again and leave the bottle on the counter because every time I think about how sexy Justin was today, I'm taking a shot. I'll wipe him out of my mind one way or the other.

[image: ]


Me: Yur annnoylingme so it does't mater that you hot enuff to start fires from yor dum bran..

I smile at the double period. Just to show him how final this is. But when he texts back right away, it wipes the smile from my face.

Justin: Lucky for you, I spent eight years in college educating my dumb brain, so I'm fluent in drunk girl. I told you my favorite parts of you. Tell me yours.

Me: Wy I talk to you? My knees is my favorite part of me. They're cute. And too is my neck.

Justin: Mmm, I can't wait to see your knees then. I agree about your neck. I want to kiss from your sexy lips all the way down that long neck to your collarbone.

What is wrong with him? He can't see that I'm obviously not interested? I fall back on my bed. The mountain of pillows swallows me, and I set the phone on my chest. Has he never had a woman stand him up before? Or is he just so used to getting whatever he wants because of who he is? I close my eyes and slowly slide my thumb from my lips down my neck to my collarbone. It's barely peeking out of the satin sleep tank I have on. But I don't stop there. I go down to my nipple and pinch it between my thumb and middle finger. They've been so wonderfully sensitive for the last couple of months. I gasp as the electric pain shoots through me, followed by rolling pleasure, and I wonder what it would feel like to have someone's lips on them. To have his lips on them.

Me: You don't get to have me just because you're a Zabenski.

Justin: You're drunk and still spelled my last name correctly. That's a sign this is meant to be. Tell me what you're doing.

I gasp and set the phone facedown on my chest, pulling a blanket over it for good measure. How does he know? I try to pull my fingers away from my nipple, but the flash of emptiness when I do is too much. The phone is covered. There's no way he can tell what I'm doing. I press in with my finger and roll my head back into the cushion. Oh my God!

Justin: Your silence tells me everything. Are you thinking of me?

Of course I'm not thinking of him. So arrogant! At least, not obsessively thinking about him. Maybe he pops into my mind every once in a while when I hit the spot just right. But that doesn't mean I'm thinking of him.

Me: I have better, sexier things to think about.

Justin: I want to play with your nipples. I want to roll one in my fingers while I swirl my tongue around the other. I want to hear you moan as I do it. Ecstasy lapping at you like little waves on the shore until they build up so much you can't take any more.

Fuck him. I close my eyes and my core tightens right away when I think about his tongue tracing around my dark and puffy nipple. I imagine running my hands through his blonde hair, messing it and then twisting it in my fists. Holding him in place until I'm on the edge.

Justin: Then I want to bite the sensitive skin just beneath it as I kiss my way back to your mouth. I just can't resist those lips. And I want you to wear red lipstick for me. A dark sensual red that is going to make any man who sees you go crazy, but I want to know that it's just for me. I want to kiss you so hard that it smears all around your mouth. So a little transfers to me. Our marks on each other.

Me: Then what?

Justin: Then I go lower. Down your chest again, but I don't stop at the nipples this time. I keep going. Kissing every inch down to your belly button. It's so cute and feminine, just like you. And I run my tongue around it. Twice. Three times. And you squirm under me, and I know that you want this as much as I do. So I go lower, peeling your lace panties down inch by inch until—time out. What about your stuff down there? Can I touch it?

I run a finger lightly across my skin, drawing his movements onto me. Swirling around my belly button. But then I stop.

Me: No. I put my hands on the side of your face and sit up. You sit up to match me. I kiss you one more time before I slide off the edge of the bed, onto my knees. You move closer, legs spread and dangling off the side. I don't look at your eyes. I don't need to. You know exactly what I want, and you pull down your underwear. Your dick springs free. It's so normal sized. Not very impressive at all, actually. I shrug my shoulders. Oh well.

Justin: You're drunk, so you obviously don't know what you're talking about. You're actually impressed by its size. It's the largest cock you've ever seen, and you're rightfully very intimidated by it. I tuck your hair back and kiss your forehead. It calms you, and you know you want this more than anything.

I close my eyes and imagine his dick, kneeling in front of him ready to take it, and my own parts stir. I roll over and take a vibrator out of my nightstand drawer. Pressing it against me, I turn it on. What the hell am I doing? I close my eyes as the deep bass rumble rolls through me. I prop it against my leg and pick up my phone.

Me: You grab my hair—rougher than you intend, but the sharp pain makes me moan—and you guide my mouth to your cock. I take a deep breath and take it into my mouth, sucking its head and then moving lower. Your dick grows even more in my mouth, and now I know that you weren't just exaggerating. I move up and down on it. Pulling you into the back of my throat and then letting up. Again and again. Faster. Faster.

Justin: I use your hair to hold you in place while I start to pump my cock between your gorgeous plump lips. You're moaning so loud that I know my neighbors can hear it through the walls, but each moan vibrates against my cock so I don't dream of stopping you. Besides, I want them all to know that you're mine. I want the residents of the entire apartment building to be jealous of the beautiful woman I'm fucking. So I join in. My grunts matching your moans as I push into you.

I drop the phone onto the mattress and take the vibrator back in my hand. I'm so close now. I move the tingling tip around my parts, circling it, pressing in and then pulling up. And with each buzz, the orgasm builds in me until I finally burst. I gasp over and over for air, but it seems like I'll never be able to get enough. Black and white spots dance around my vision, and my whole body goes weak. My phone is vibrating against me, but I don't have the strength to pick it up and look. I barely have the strength to exist after that. I feel the wet spot spreading across the front of my panties, and it should be disgusting. But it's wonderful. A stain leftover from the most intense experience I've ever had.

When I'm finally able to move, I pick up my phone.

Justin: Did you fall asleep?

Justin: Sleep well, my inebriated princess. Dream of a time when we will do this to each other in person. I know that's what I'll be dreaming about.

He closes the text with a kiss emoji, and I wince. I'm in trouble.


CHAPTER FIVE



"This?" I hold the pink and white polka dot dress up and twist, but I can already tell by the look on Mya's face that I need to move on to the next one.

"I mean, it's really pretty? But it's not I'm-going-on-a-date-with-the-hottest-guy-in-the-whole-city pretty. This is more like going-on-a-picnic-at-Williams-Park-with-my-best-friend-so-she-can-ogle-the-sexy-guy-who-runs-every-Saturday-at-exactly-2:15pm pretty."

I raise my eyebrow. "That's pretty specific..."

"Totally unrelated, but what are you doing tomorrow afternoon? Want to go on a picnic with me?"

"At Williams Park?"

"Sure!" She winks, and I just roll my eyes and turn back to the closet.

How am I the only woman in the entire state with a wardrobe full of ugly, oversized sweatshirts? There has to be something better in here. I swipe through all the boring beiges and blacks, just about to give up when I see it. "This." I don't need Mya's opinion. I already know, but I take it out of the closet to show her anyway.

"That." She points like she's the one who found it. "Casual and cute and just the right amount of sexy."

I hold it against me and stand in front of the mirror. It's an ivory floral midi-dress that falls just below my knees, and the two straps are so thin they're practically invisible. The neckline is low enough to show off the cleavage that I'm just starting to develop. The side slit on the bottom rises almost up to my hips. When I bought this, I never knew what I would wear it for, but now I do.

I take off my bra and pull the dress over my head, tugging it down over my body. It fits like a skin, and before I even look at myself, a tingle sweeps over me. Mya comes up behind me and holds my hair up. "Definitely an updo with this," she says. "Show off that neck that he can't wait to kiss." She nuzzles my neck with her nose, and we both giggle.

"I should have never shown you those texts."

We spend the next thirty minutes doing my hair and makeup. An updo with a couple messy, curly tendrils hanging out. Simple, natural looking makeup except for my lips. Dark red. It clashes a little with my dress, but I have to wear it for him. My stomach tightens when I imagine the look on his face when he sees me, but then it flops and trembles like a dying fish.

"This is dumb, right?" I ask. "Like, I should cancel. I don't care what deal mom and dad made with these people when I was little. I can't be expected to uphold that."

Mya takes my hands in hers and stares at me. "No, you can't be expected to uphold that. But you should go for you. Forget all that and forget what family he comes from. If this were any other boy, you wouldn't dream of cancelling, would you?"

"But he's not any other boy."

"He's the boy you spent all last Friday night sexting. And the boy you couldn't stop talking about all week. So no, he's not just any other boy. Now, I can either drag you down the street to the restaurant or you can go on your own. But either way, you're going."

I let my shoulders drop and huff out a breath to make it seem like I'm pouting, but she's right. I want to do this. I want to ignore everything that happened between our parents and just focus on Justin.
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"Wow." Justin stands as I walk up to the table. I blush as soon as I see him. The memories of our conversation flooding into me. "You're gorgeous."

I bite my lip and look up at him. "You're not too bad yourself." His curly hair is swept back today. He must have used gel to hold it in place but not so much that it's obvious he used it. I want to reach across the table and mess it up.

"And that lipstick."

I smile. It's a dark, sensual red. Just like he said he pictured me wearing. "So..."

"So." He grins and takes my hand, holding it in the middle of the table, both of our arms stretched. It feels like we don't move from that spot for the next hour, but I know we must, because when the spell weakens just enough that I can take my eyes away from him, I notice there are dishes on the table. Plates with half-eaten food. Glasses of water half empty. And I vaguely recollect eating. I almost remember doing something other than holding his hand and staring at him while the world spun around us.

"I have to say, those were the best vegan cauliflower nachos I've ever had." He tries to look serious, but the edge of his lip curls up just a little. I tilt my head and quirk up an eyebrow. "Okay, they're the only vegan cauliflower nachos I've ever had. It's only our second date, and you're already pushing me out of my comfort zone."

"Second date? I hardly think last weekend counts as a date." I feel the heat in my cheeks. The only reason last weekend wasn't a date is because I threw every obstacle that I could into our path.

His thumb rubs across the back of my hand, and his eyes drill into me. "I thought maybe calling this a second date would help make what I want to do next a little more palatable."

"And what do you want to do next?"

He stands and lifts my hand just enough so I know I'm supposed to follow his lead. I do. My heart is thumping so hard that I'm sure everyone in the restaurant can hear it. I look at the large plate-glass windows, and I'm surprised they aren't vibrating with the bass beat I'm pounding out.

When we get outside, he stops on the sidewalk. The dark evening is a little chilly, and I wrap my free arm over my chest. "I'm just parked over there." He motions behind him. His eyes search mine. "I'd like for us to go back to my place, but only if that's what you want too."

I make him wait for my answer, even looking behind me at one point before finally smiling. "Hmm, I guess I'd like that too."

"You're so infuriating." He chuckles and we walk toward his car. Our joined arms swing between us.

His apartment is nothing like I expected. While his parents own one of the nicest brownstones in the neighborhood, he lives in a third-floor walkup. The living room has plain white walls with only a few pictures hanging in a group. I walk over to them. It's Justin and some people I don't recognize. Most of the pictures are recent, just from the last year or two, I guess. But one isn't. In that one, a teenaged Justin is having a snowball fight with a girl who looks just like him. "Is this your sister?"

He puts his hand on the small of my back and kisses the side of my neck. I can't help the moan that leaks from my lips as I twist into his kiss. "Yeah. Mom took that a few years ago. It was a couple weeks before she was scheduled to defend her dissertation. That was one of the few times we got her to relax a little."

"What's she doing now?" Rochelle is a few years older than me, so I never knew her. I just hear snatched rumors here and there. The latest was that she married a west coast mob boss and moved to San Francisco.

Justin brushes my hair to one side and pulls me back into him. Holding me tight against his body. His hands slide down to my hips. Almost too close. But he stops before I have to say anything. "She's in Illinois, teaching Eastern European literature at a small college there."

"She's not on the west coast anymore?" I know I shouldn't ask, but I can't help it.

"Her brief dalliance with the Chang crime family didn't work out. Unfortunately. We really could have used their connections in California." My body goes cold until I feel him shaking. I turn around and see that he's laughing. "I heard those rumors too, but she's never been further west than Illinois. And would definitely never marry a man. You can't believe everything you hear about my family. They're not bad people. At least not mom and Chelle."

I let my head fall, embarrassed that I asked—embarrassed that I believed it—but he hooks his finger under my chin and forces me to look up at him. We're so close I can smell the cashew milk cheese and ancho chile powder on his breath as it blows warmly against my nose. His other hand finds my ass.

"Why am I talking about my sister when I have a stunning woman in my apartment?" he asks.

"Oh. Would you like me to leave so you can be alone with her?"

"I don't want you to go anywhere." He squeezes my butt cheeks, and it forces my ass crack open just enough for him to slip a finger inside. I yelp, but he closes his lips over mine before I can say anything. My body ignites. Smoke, I'm sure, is pouring off me as I throw my arms around his neck. Our tongues twirl and trace lines over each other, and he lifts my dress with one hand and then probes even closer to my asshole with his finger. I grind back into him, cursing my panties for separating us.

We both jump when there's a loud knock at the door. I pull back, and he puts his finger over my lips. "Whoever it is will go away." But they knock again, even louder.

"Your car's outside, and I can see that your lights are on. I'm letting myself in, so you'd better be decent."

"Is that—"

"Fuck!" he whispers. "My dad." He lets go of me and faces the door just as it swings open.


CHAPTER SIX



"Dad, what the fuck?" Justin growls as he moves to the door to intercept the intruder.

The older Zabenski walks in and shuts the door behind him. I haven't seen him in years. He looks the same, just grayer. The same haircut—short sides and swept across the top—the same pockmarked skin, the same jowls that have been just barely drooping for as long as I can remember. He doesn't look around the room, just at Justin. And I sink to the couch, hoping I'm out of view and that Justin can get rid of him quickly.

"Hey, language!" The older man admonishes Justin like he's still a teenage boy. "We need to talk. Your mother's birthday is coming up, and we have to figure out what we're going to do for her."

I want to laugh, but I don't dare make a noise. That's what he wants to talk about? The man who extorts protection money from every business in the neighborhood and who has his hand gripped so tightly around every politician's dick that he's untouchable breaks into his adult son's apartment to make plans for his wife's birthday?

"Look, I'll call you. Tomorrow. I promise."

The older man huffs and hangs his jacket on a hook by the door. "Just like you've been going to call me for the last week? Forgive me if I don't take your word for it this time."

"I've been... busy," Justin says. "And I'm busy now. So, can we do this later?"

"Busy?" He laughs out the word. "I know you. That means you're either reading some medical journal or playing a video game. Either way, you can make a few minutes for your old man." He taps Justin on the cheek and smiles. It's a simple moment, but it's more affection than I ever imagined him capable of. Maybe he's not Satan's representative on earth after all?

Justin lets out a long breath as the man walks around him. That's when he notices me. "Oh." His face lights up. "You could have just said—"

"I said I was busy." Justin puts his hand on his dad's shoulder and tries to spin him back toward the door. "I'll call you tomorrow, okay?"

It almost works. His dad almost turns around. I can see by his face that he's almost ready to agree to a phone call tomorrow. "Wait, that's not the Kowalski boy, is it?" My world almost doesn't suddenly implode around me.

"Dad." Justin tugs harder now, but it's pointless.

The man's face is red as he steps closer to me. I try to make myself as small as possible, sinking into the couch cushions, and my contraction just makes my heart beat louder and louder. Two blasts for every step that he takes toward me. I wish I would have looked out the windows earlier. There has to be a fire escape. This is the exact situation they were made for.

"It is." He's staring straight at me—the side of his lip curled up, his eyes squinting—but those words aren't for me. He shakes his head. "You're actually—"

"Dad!"

"With that?" He points at me as he turns back to Justin. "Are you trying to make us the laughingstock of the neighborhood? After everything your grandfather and I built up, you want to just disrespect—"

Justin steps up to him, and for a second, I think he might hit his dad. "You need to stop right now. Yes, that is Parker. Yes, I'm on a date with her. And yes, you are leaving without another word."

The old man snickers but doesn't move. "You forget who you're speaking to, boy. Send that thing away so we can discuss this like men. Although I guess it would be right at home in a discussion among men, wouldn't it?"

My chest gets so tight that I'm not sure how I can keep breathing, and Justin turns so red that I wonder if the sprinklers will burst out of the ceiling any second.

"You are not to speak about her that way!" I can see the spittle flying from Justin's mouth. "You're the one who set this up! That bullshit about fulfilling the promise the Kowalskis made to you all those years ago? Remember? The arranged marriage with their first-born daughter? You're the one who told me that I had to do this for the family, and now you come in here acting like this?"

Told him he had to do this? So this was all fake? Everything Justin did was only because his dad told him he had to? My head spins and my stomach heaves. But nothing comes out.

"It was one quick date," the older Zabenski says. "Just so both families could say that we met our obligations, and then I was going to let them off the hook. You weren't supposed to invite it back to your apartment."

I stand up. And wobble. The sides of my vision are black, and I know that's not good. But I can't worry about that now. I try to sneak by them. If I don't look at them, maybe they won't see me. Maybe they won't hear my steps clacking on the hardwood as they glare at each other.

"Parker, where are you—wait." It doesn't work. Someone touches my arm. It feels like Justin's touch, but I don't turn to see. "Don't let him run you off. Parker, please."

His words are barely recognizable. It sounds like I'm under ten feet of water and someone from the surface is shouting down at me. I wish I could suck in a lungful of water and be done with it all. Instead, I stumble toward the door. Using the counter and then the doorframe for support on my way. But when I finally get there, I jerk the door open and tumble into the hall. My shoulder crashes into the door across the hall. I look at it dazed and then practically sprint down the stairs. The only thought in my head is that I have to get away before his neighbor opens the door. Before they see exactly who thudded against it. I imagine the three of them—Justin, his dad, and his neighbor—standing together in the hallway, laughing at me as I push through the fire door and stagger down the stairs.
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"Damn it, Parker, let me in."

I don't say anything. I don't lift my head from the fuzzy pink throw pillow. As soon as I hear Mya jiggle the door handle, I know she's coming in, so I pull the blanket over my head. Maybe she won't see me. Maybe if she does, she'll know I want to be alone.

"You left your door unlocked? What the hell, Parker?" I hear her quick footsteps as she walks around to the front of the couch. "Anyone could just come in."

Anyone did. "I didn't feel like locking it when I got home." I know she's going to pull the blanket from me, so I draw it even tighter. But that leaves my feet hanging out, and she lifts that end, throwing it up past my head so I'm lying exposed in front of her.

"And that's the dress you wore last night. Don't tell me you haven't changed."

"I haven't had a chance yet."

She pushes my legs back and sits on the little sliver of space she created. "Babe, it's been 16 hours." She tugs my arm and forces me to sit up, but my muscles aren't ready to work. I just collapse into the corner created by the back of the couch and her body. She puts an arm around me. "What happened?"

"I already told you."

"Your text just said 'I should have known better.' Then you haven't responded to a single one of my replies since then. If they weren't marked as read, I would have worried that you did something stupid."

I snort. "I did do something stupid. I started to believe that he was maybe different."

She squeezes me tighter and drops her head down to mine. Her cheek is warm. Why couldn't I be into girls? Everyone always thought that Mya and I were perfect for each other. And we are, other than the fact that neither of us is attracted to the other. Maybe we can move in together and grow into old ladies who yell at the little kids for making too much noise when we're trying to watch TV.

"Honey, tell me."

There's nothing to tell. The Zabenskis are exactly who I thought they were. And I'm destined to be alone forever. I already knew both of those things. This just confirmed them. "He called me an it." I'm surprised when the sentence doesn't choke me. It comes out as unobstructed and emotionless as if I had said it's sunny outside today.

But it's not emotionless for Mya. Her body goes stiff and loses all of its warmth. She takes two deep, shaky breaths. "Justin said that? You heard him use that word about you? Before I spend the rest of my life in prison for torturing and murdering someone, I want to be sure."

I don't answer her at first. I just concentrate on my breathing. Forcing the air in and out takes a lot more effort now that I'm sitting up. When she finally nudges me, I turn my head toward her. She frowns and licks her thumb, rubbing it under my eyes. Probably to wipe away whatever makeup is smeared all over me. "Not Justin, but his dad. Same thing. He only went out with me because his dad made him."

"You met his dad, and he's the one who said that about you?" I nod. "What did Justin do when he said that?"

I shrug. Nothing would have changed the fact that he was forced to go on that date with me. He didn't want to be there any more than his dad wanted me to be. It was all a lie. "I thought he was going to punch his dad, but it doesn't matter. I left."

"Honey, that's..." She drops to her knees so my eyes are looking right at her. "I'm sorry anyone called you that. Only an absolute, terrible waste of a human would ever say something like that about you. But it sounds like Justin was upset by it too, right? It's not fair to judge him by what his dad said."

"No, it's not fair."

My heart falls into my belly when I hear him. Mya looks up over my shoulder, but that voice is seared into my memory forever. I recognize it without looking. Justin.


CHAPTER SEVEN



"Can I come in?" he asks.

I look at Mya and wonder if she left the door open on purpose. "No."

"Yes." Mya says at the same time, and her voice is stronger than mine.

Justin's steps drag across the floor like his ankles are chained together and he can't lift his feet. When he's in front of me, I lift my head to glower at him. The skin under his eyes is dark and drooping. Has he not slept? Good.

His cheeks puff as his lips part to let out a long stream of air. "I am so unbelievably sorry about last night."

I roll my eyes. "Unbelievable. Yeah, that sums up everything about you, doesn't it?"

Mya examines me. "I think I should let you two talk alone. But I'm going to sit in the coffee shop next door until he leaves." She points over her shoulder at Justin. "Just one phone call and thirty feet away. You call me if he so much as twitches an eyelid in a way you don't like. Got it?"

I nod.

She stands and walks to Justin. Smashing her chest into his and poking her index finger into his shoulder. "I love this girl more than anyone else in the world, and I wouldn't hesitate to cut off every single one of your little appendages if you hurt her any more than you already have. Do you understand me?"

Justin swallows. "Yes, ma'am."

Mya just stares at him for a minute. Not moving. But finally she presses her finger so hard into his shoulder that he flinches away from her touch, and she turns to me. "I have my murdering shoes on. You call me if he does anything."

I look down at her black high-heeled boots. They would make any serial killer sexy. "I promise."

As her heels click out of the apartment, Justin's shoulders sag just a little in relief. Then he drops to his knees, taking Mya's place in front of me. "My dad was an asshole."

"Yeah."

"And I should have come after you instead of letting you leave." His eyes drop to my feet. "I was just so furious and confused and I didn't know what to do. I froze. I tried to call."

Four times. And ten texts. Each one apologizing. Each one begging me to talk to him. And I ignored each one. I don't even want to talk to him now.

"I took his key away. My dad. I took it and kicked him out. Told him I never want to see him again. Which probably means I'm going to be homeless soon since he owns my apartment, but I don't care."

"You can go back to Boston."

He shakes his head but still doesn't look up at me. "I don't want to go back to Boston. I don't want to be that far from you."

He brushes a finger against my calf, and I laugh. Probably too loud. And I know for too long. But I laugh. And when I'm done, he's staring at me, and tears are running down my cheeks. "You don't care about being near me. You said it last night, the only reason you went out with me is because your dad made you. So save the bullshit for the next girl who might actually believe you."

"Parker..." He slides the finger against me again, and I pull my legs up under me on the couch. "I don't want there to be a next girl."

He looks at me now, and his right eye twitches. Probably his tell when he's bluffing. I just stare fire into his eyes until he can't take any more and has to look away.

"I know you don't remember the first time we met, but I've never forgotten it. Or you. We played doctor, and—"

"You saved Barnabas."

"Barnabas?" he asks.

"You put the leg back on my broken action figure. That was his name."

"We put his leg back on." He rests his hand on my knee. I twitch at his touch, but I don't try to move away. "You had a toy stethoscope. I made mom and dad go get me one the next day. A real one. I was so obsessed with it. I never went anywhere without it. I couldn't wait to bring it back and show it to you."

I peel his finger backward until he lifts his hand. "You never came back. I waited. I thought we would be friends. But it was high school before I saw you again. And then you didn't even know who I was."

Before I can react, he slips his fingers between mine and squeezes my hand. "That's not true. I knew exactly who you were. I would sit at the back of every class and just stare at the back of your head. Always wondering if you remembered me. Always trying to think of something I could say to you, but I never knew how to put what I felt into words."

"What did you feel?" I twist my hand, but he holds on.

His face goes red. "Sadness that my parents never let me come see you again after that one time, that we went to different schools for so long we couldn't even see each other there. But also..." His exhale flutters the dress around my legs. "It didn't make sense at the time. Not until I found out you transitioned. But I guess somewhere inside I always knew that you were a girl. Even before you told anyone. You're not the reason I didn't want to go on our date."

My stomach flutters, but I quash it back down. "Then why? Are you seeing someone else?" I don't know why I ask. The reason doesn't matter.

"No. I haven't for a couple of years. I didn't like the idea that our families were using you as a pawn. My dad told me about the agreement. An arranged marriage with your parents' oldest daughter in exchange for a quarter million dollars. It just sounded so..."

"Outdated?"

He shakes his head. "Dehumanizing. The thought of going on a date with you made me short of breath, but not like that."

"But you did it."

His free hand slides from my knee to my thigh. I look down at it. I could stop it. I could tell him no. "What would you have said if I asked you out on my own?" He rubs his thumb against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh.

It takes me a second to gather enough air to speak. "I don't know." The words are so soft it's a wonder he can hear them.

"Yes you do. You would have said no. You hated me."

"I didn't hate you." I put my hand over his, but I don't try to stop him. I just hold him there.

"You acted like you did. And you made it clear on that first date that you didn't want to be there. I almost gave up, but then that night there was a nagging voice in the back of my head telling me I had to try. Just one more time. Just so I would know for sure." He moves onto the couch next to me. His thigh pressing against mine. Our joined hands in front of us.

"What's that voice telling you now?"

He bites his lip. I watch as his chest rises and falls with each breath. Then he moves even closer. "It's telling me to kiss you."

When his lips touch mine, every nerve in my body screams. I wrap my arms around him and fall backward on the couch, pulling him with me. On top of me. My mouth opens, and he moves in right away. His tongue slides along my lower lip, and I draw in a breath so deep it burns my lungs. But it's nothing like the burning I feel between my legs right now. I squeeze my legs so my thighs will rub my dick, but it’s not enough.

"Bedroom." I pant out the word, not sure if he'll know what I mean. But he nods and then lifts me from the couch. My arms are still around his neck, so I wrap my legs around his waist and he carries me to the bedroom. To the mattress. And then he tosses me down. My head snaps against a pillow, and he's on top of me before I can blink.

"I hope that wasn't too much." He looks at me. Concern in his eyes. I lean up and bite his lower lip and growl.

He holds himself up with one hand between my shoulder and my head while he lifts my dress with the other. My legs part for him automatically when I feel his fingers wrap around the waistband of my panties, and I gasp when he rips them down my legs. The fabric burns my knees from his force, and it makes me want him even more.

"You should—"

I put a hand over his mouth. "Shut up and fuck me." I slip my other hand down his stomach and I try to unfasten his pants with no luck. He chuckles and undoes them for me. And I gasp again when I see his cock. Two parts of my brain cry out simultaneously that it's too big and that it needs to be inside me now. I walk my legs up, my knees pointing to the ceiling, and then raise myself for him.

"I'm going to make you scream." He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a condom, and I make a note to ask him later why he brought a condom when he only came to my apartment to apologize. But I can barely think about that now. Not with that dick between my legs and so close to where I need it to be.

He rolls the condom down his length and forces my legs up so far that my knees almost touch my head. I wrap my arms around them and hold them in place as he moves up next to me. Two tiny half crawling steps and then his dick presses against me. Presses against my asshole. And he looks at me. His eyebrow raises. I nod and close my eyes. Just fucking do it already. And then he presses into me.

Oh my God! He's gentle, but even slow and careful, he stretches me to my limit. Past my limit. Sparks of pain shoot through me, and I groan. He freezes. "Is it too much?"

"Fuck me, motherfucker." I whimper through clenched teeth.

He laughs and pushes even further into me. So far that I swear I can feel him poking against my stomach. I clench the muscles of my ass, and he moans.

"Oh, that's how it's going to be?" he asks, and I wonder how he can even talk right now. I squeeze down on him even tighter and when I hear him draw in a breath, I know that he won't be saying anything else until I'm finished with him.

He pulls out just enough to thrust back into me, and I purr. Then he pulls out farther. And farther. And faster each time, until he's slapping against me. Until my asshole is burning from being stretched. From the friction. Until I'm sure my insides are turning to liquid with each thrust. But they don't stop. Slap and slap and slap, and I'm moaning each time like I'm trying to count it in some language that neither of us has ever heard before.

And each push inside me is a battering ram against a door that I've kept locked for so long. For too long. Each blow rattles it. Each clapping bash knocks the hinges a little looser. And by the time I know that it can't hold any longer, I am screaming. And he keeps going deeper into me. And finally, the door shatters. And the feeling that was kept inside all these years uncoils through my body like a whip in slow motion. My fingers clench into fists, and my toes curl around the air. Trying to grasp something. Anything.

And I shriek his name at the top of my lungs over and over. And he grunts again and again. His cock pulsing inside me. And I wish he was filling me instead of that condom, but I know there's plenty of time for that later.

He collapses on top of me, and it drives the air from my lungs. After a couple of quick labored inhales, he realizes and rolls off me. "Are you okay? Did I hurt you?"

"Justin..." I can't say anything more. I don't need to. I wrap my arms around him and hold us tight together, and we don't move for the entire afternoon.


EPILOGUE
4 YEARS LATER


"Good morning, Dr. Zabenski." As soon as he gets to the bottom of the stairs, I kiss him. Even after all this time, my toes still curl each time our lips meet.

His hand slides around to my ass and he grinds himself against me. His dick is already hard and trying to slip between my legs. "Mmm, I could definitely get used to morning greetings like this."

I give him a squeeze through his pants but then pull my hand away. "Well don't. At least not until I retire in thirty years. Here, you can play with this." I hand him a banana just barely spotted along one side but still green around the stem. Just the way he likes it.

"One of Kowalski's freshest?"

"The perks of being married to the owner of the finest grocer in the neighborhood." I kiss him again, just a quick peck this time.

"The only grocer in the neighborhood as long as my family has anything to do with it."

Justin and I dated each other in secret at first. Only Mya and Justin's sister, Rochelle knew. But that lasted for just a month. By then, we knew that we wanted to spend forever with each other.

My parents were easy. We invited them to dinner, and over cabbage rolls and makowiec, we told them. There was no argument, no raised voices. Just smiles and tears from all of us. Justin's family was different, though.

He went to their house without me. Without telling them that he was coming over. And when he came back to our apartment, his shoulders were slumping, and it looked like it took all his energy just to walk through the door. I put my arms around him and forced him to the couch. He didn't say anything for the longest time. Then he just stared at me. "You know how much I love you."

I nodded and rested my head against his shoulder. "And I love you even more."

We sat like that most of the night. Sometimes getting up to go to the kitchen or bathroom, but always coming back to those exact spots and those same positions. "Mom was fine," Justin finally broke our silence. "She's happy for us. Wanted to invite you over to welcome you to the family. But dad..."

After seeing his reaction the night he walked in on us, I could only imagine. "I know, baby. It's okay."

"It's not okay, Parks." He shook his head but didn't say more.

And we didn't talk about his dad for months after that. Even when his mom came to visit us—she brought me yellow zinnias, my favorite—none of us mentioned his dad. But one day, he called Justin to apologize. They took things slow. Just seeing each other on holidays. And then I was invited along for Christmas Eve Mass. His dad was waiting as we walked into the church. He looked tired, but he tried to smile when he saw us. "I'm an old man who didn't know any better." He hugged me, and I felt him blow out a breath that felt like it had been held for far too long. That's all we ever said about it. When Justin proposed... when I had my surgery... both our families were there to celebrate and to help. Like there was never an issue.

And when mom and dad retired and left the business to me, Justin's father was the first person to come into my office. "You don't need to worry about any competition moving in on you. You're going to be my daughter-in-law, and I always take care of family." I didn't know what to say. He simply nodded and then walked back out the office door.

"God, there's something sexy about watching a man eat a banana," I tease Justin as he devours the fruit. He's wearing a white button-down shirt and black pants. Conservative for his first day.

He pretends to be offended. "You women are all the same. Always objectifying us for our bodies."

"When it's a body like yours..." I let my words trail off. If I say anything more, if I even think it, I'm going to be in misery all day just thinking about him.

But he doesn't let me off that easily. He steps toward me, pressing me against the counter. "Maybe tonight, I'll let you see this body up close and personal." He runs a finger down the side of my cheek, and my entire body trembles. "You can see how sexy I look when I eat a taco."

He winks, and I try not to laugh. I bite my tongue and pinch my eyes shut, but it's hopeless. A giggle bubbles out, and then we're both cracking up. "Did that sound sexier in your head before you said it?" I ask.

"No, it sounded just as dorky there, but I couldn't resist." Even through his laughter, he slides a finger between my legs. I go bolt upright. My giggles replaced by a gasp. "I'll never be able to resist your pussy."

"Justin..."

"Yes, my love?" He kisses the crook of my neck, and I feel like sand sifting to the floor.

His mouth works lower. Along my collarbone. Down the line of cleavage exposed by my low-cut dress. It takes me almost a minute before I can speak. "How is it going to look when Greenburg's newest cardiologist is late on the day of his practice's grand opening?"

"Everyone who knows my blistering hot wife will understand. I'll show a picture of you to anyone who complains. And I know just the picture."

"You show that picture to anyone, and you're going to be Greenburg's most recently divorced cardiologist."

He licks the exposed top of my right breast and then blows on it. Goosebumps rise along my skin, and my spine tingles. "I'm here to prevent heart attacks. Not to cause them. And that picture would certainly cause more than a few, so maybe you're right."

"I'm always right." I kiss him and run my tongue along his lower lip. "Be a good boy, and we can celebrate when you get home tonight. Wine and your favorite vegan mac and cheese. Or maybe we could skip that and go right to dessert."

"Mmm, I do love your desserts." His breath is hot against my lips, and it takes all my willpower to not rip his shirt off. "Do you promise?"

"I promise," I whisper.


TEACHING THE PROFESSOR


TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION

[image: Teaching the Professor: Reluctant Feminization]


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

Once I see her in my class, I can't think of anything but her. The way her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders. The way she bites her pink lip when she looks up at me. I know it's wrong, but that just makes me want it more. And when she asks me on a date, I'm powerless.

After my divorce, I swore I would never tell anyone my secret. But somehow she knows. Now, she's standing at the foot of the bed, telling me to dress for her. And if I'm a good girl, she promises to show me her secret too.

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION


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.


SELF-HELP


SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

[image: Self-Help: Magic Feminization]


Paige knows it's the perfect gift for her best friend Gabe. A subscription to a self-help book club that promises to transform its clients into brand new people.

When the first book comes, Gabe assumes it's a joke. But he's hooked as soon as he reads the first paragraph. And when he feels more confident the next day at work, he wonders if maybe there is something to it after all.

As he reads more and more, he doesn't realize just how much he's changing. Not when he starts to wear blouses to work. Not when he starts answering to Gabby. Not even when he and Paige start to have feelings for each other.

SELF-HELP: 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


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.

THE CLUB BUNDLE

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

FOREVER MADDIE

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

THE 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…

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.

THE PERFECT GIRL

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

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

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.

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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