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Chapter One









No one else is here yet when I walk into the office. My office. I look around at the enormous wood desk, the bare shelves, the black leather couch and armchairs. I walk to the wall of windows. The lake is just a couple of blocks away, and I can see the water burning as the sun climbs from it. The sun is always the same. The sun always does what’s expected.

I sit in the chair and rest my hands on the desk. I’m 25, and as of today, I’m the second most powerful person in the company. Everyone will say I only have this position because of my last name. And they’ll be right. My stomach trembles.

“You came early to see your office? What do you think?” My jaw tightens when I hear my father’s voice.

“It’s nice. I like the view.”

“The view?” He snorts. “No. The feel of towering over people. Seeing them down below while you’re here, on top of everything. Over all of them.”

I want to roll my eyes.

“I remember when your mother would bring you here, and you would play. Just a boy who didn’t know the world. Now look at you. Look at the man you’ve become.” He walks to me and pats my shoulder, pretending we’re the image of a proud father and dutiful son.

I remember that too. I remember Father yelling at me for running in the halls. One day mā had just taken me shopping and bought me a purple, stuffed kitten. I cried in the store until she let me have it. Father ripped it from me and threw it in the trash the instant he saw it.

I spin the chair away from him and stand up. “Are you sure about this? I don’t know if I can do it.”

“Of course I’m sure. You’ll be great. You’re going to be just like me.”

The words make me cringe.
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I clear my throat and look around the table. Everyone is still carrying on their private conversations as my gaze sweeps past them.

“Hello everyone.” I don’t think they can hear me, so I clear my throat again.

“Hey! Everyone zip it!” It’s Ashley, the head of IT, who finally quiets them.

I smile to thank her. “I think most of you know me, but I want to introduce myself officially. My father was supposed to do this, but he’s not able to make—”

“So sorry I’m late.”

I watch as he shuffles past me and takes a seat at the far end of the table. His shaved head is covered with a sheen of sweat, and he’s out of breath.

He notices me staring. “Really sorry. I had a meeting that ran over. Go ahead.”

I look away. “Right. So anyway, like I said, most of you know me.” Everyone except him. I’ve never seen him before. “I’m Xiao Dān, but just call me Dan. I’m the new COO of Tien Enterprises. Maybe we could go around the room, and you can each bring me up to speed about what’s going on?”

I try to scribble notes as everyone talks, but I can’t take my eyes off him. The way the muscle in the side of his jaw flexes when he thinks about something. The way he touches his nose every time he laughs. The way his eyes dart to mine every so often but immediately move down when he sees me staring.

“Dan? Dan? Anything else?” Brett Crawford, the head of marketing, is leaning over the table looking at me.

“Excuse me?”

“Do you need anything else from us, or are we finished?”

“Oh. Yeah, I think we covered everything. Thanks.”

I look at my notes as everyone stands and leaves the room. The page is mostly blank. Except for his name written over and over. “Jerome… Jerome… Jerome.”

“Hey, so it’s nice to meet you.”

I flip my tablet before he can see what I wrote. “Yeah, you too.” It’s just the two of us, but now the room feels too small, like there isn’t enough air.

“Maybe we can have dinner sometime and get to know each other? I seem to be the only one who hasn’t met you before.”

“Dinner? Yeah. Dinner? Dinner today?”

He laughs, and I’ve never heard anything that fills me with such joy. “I don’t know about today. But maybe. Let me check my schedule and get back to you.”













Chapter Two









Jerome looks down at my plate. My fish is dry and bland, and I’ve been pushing it around with my fork for the last few minutes.

“Next time, you pick where we go,” he says.

Next time? “No, that’s OK. I’m good with whatever.”

“Clearly not. Maybe there’s something else you’d like more?”

His foot rubs against my leg, and my breath catches.

“Maybe something like this?”

I gape at him across the table. He can’t mean what I hope he means. “Umm…”

“Should we get the check and go somewhere quieter?” The side of his mouth curls up.

“If you want to.” Yes. I absolutely want that.

I notice my finger running along my lower lip, and I pull it away. Jerome calls to the server.

Once he pays, he drives us to his apartment. He keeps one hand on the steering wheel while his other slides up and down my thigh. With every turn, it gets closer to my crotch. I want so much to lean over his lap and unzip him here. When we pull into his reserved parking space, he stares at me for a second, and I wonder if he’s thinking the same thing. But then he opens his door, and I squint against the interior light.

In the elevator, Jerome pins me against the wall as we climb to the forty-seventh floor. His cock presses against mine, and I slowly circle my hips teasing us both.

When we stop, he looks at me. “Do you want this?”

Do you have to ask? “Do you?”

He nods. “Only if you do.”

He stretches his hand toward me, and I take it. “I think I do.”

“Just think?”

“I’m sure I do.”

His apartment is modern. Light grey walls and dark almost black, tile floors. He guides me to his bedroom and turns on the light. I salivate when I see the bed and imagine what we’re going to do on it. It’s been so long. I sit on the edge and watch him.

He looks like a man about to dive into a pool after wandering the desert. His hands fly to his waistband, and his pants drop with a muted thump against the floor. He kicks them and his shoes off. His cock sways with each step, and each movement sends my pulse racing.

“Is it OK if I take these off you?” He glides his hand along my waist.

I nod my head, and he unfastens my pants. His fingers are light and careful against my skin. I lie down, lifting my hips so he can pull my pants free. Then he works on my shirt. One button at a time until it joins the pile on the floor.

He settles on top of me, and his lips find mine. Our mouths pushing and pulling, and our tongues moving around each other. I can’t catch my breath. When his hand slides between us and wraps around my cock, I stop breathing altogether.

“Do you like that?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

He strokes his hand up and down, and the tension coils in my core. I haven’t felt this good in so long. Not since my junior year of college. Something I wish I could forget.

“Tell me what you want.” His lips barely leave mine long enough to get the words out.

“Whatever you want.”

“I want you to tell me what to do.”

I freeze. I know what I want him to do—I know what I want to do to him—but the words die in my mouth.

“You don’t like this?” He asks.

“I do. Really.”

“It doesn’t feel like you do.” He shakes my still soft dick.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Tell me what to do.”

“I can’t.”

“Don’t you want this?” He lets go and rolls off me.

“So much.” I twist so I’m facing him.

Our lips are just inches apart again. I kiss him and then slide off the bed and to my knees. He sits up and moves to the edge. I look at his cock and swallow. I know my eyes are wide as I move closer to it. Inhaling his scent. Feeling its heat on my lips. I look up at him, as I open my lips and take in his delicious head. I taste the salt of his pre-cum. Our eyes are locked while I lower myself on him. My saliva is coating his length, my tongue running along every bumpy vein on his underside until I hold all of him in my mouth. He inhales when my nose nests into the hair at his base. His tip is wedged halfway down my throat. I pull back, but keep half of him in my mouth.

We still stare at each other as I work along his cock. Slowly at first. Now faster. Each time, bouncing my nose against him. His cock rubbing along the back of my throat. In and out. My head bobbing like the rough wake of a passing boat until I feel the muscles of his hips tense. Then his cock pulses, and I pull away, taking my mouth completely from his body even though it kills me to do it. He watches me with raised eyebrows.

“Do you want to finish inside me?” I ask.

“Tell me what you want, Dan.”

I shake my head.

Without taking my eyes from his, I stand and bend over the mattress. Holding that position while he stares at me. After a couple of seconds, he moves behind me. I feel his hot, wet cock slide between the cheeks of my ass, and then plunge into me. He doesn’t try to be gentle. I don’t want him to. He pumps inside me while his hand reaches around my front and takes my dick. I know he won’t last long. I already brought him to the very edge.

It’s only a couple more minutes before I feel his cock twitch. His tip practically pressing up into my stomach as he explodes inside me. He grunts with each push. Then he slows down and pulls away from me. His hand is still working along the length of my dick, but I put my hand on his to stop him.

“How do you want it?” he asks.

“I liked that. You were great.”

“You didn’t come yet. I’m not stopping until you do.” He moves his hand again, but my dick doesn’t get hard.













Chapter Three









“You’re not into me. I get it. It’s fine.”

“What?” My mouth goes dry. “I am into you. A lot. I wanted this since you first walked into that meeting room.” I reach down and tease his naked cock. It gets hard right away.

“Then what is it? How do I make you come?”

I sigh as I roll onto my back and stare at the ceiling. “I… I just can’t.”

“Tell me. Please.” He takes my hand in his and pulls it to his chest.

When he does, I picture Ethan. The way his blond curls fell around his face and pulled me into his blue eyes. The nights on spring break when he snuck into my bedroom, leaving each morning before my father could catch us.

“Dan, don’t disappear on me.” Jerome kisses my hand and then takes one of my fingers into his mouth and sucks it.

“Please don’t ask me. Just accept that I can’t do this yet. It’s nothing to do with you. I promise. It’s not you.” I face him and put my forehead against his, forcing a smile. I’m not sure if it’s for him or for me. “Can we just stay like this, please? At least for a little while? I just want to feel you next to me.”

“Of course.” He rubs his nose against mine, and I close my eyes. My hand still in his.

When I wake up, Jerome is curled against me. His eyes are already open, staring at me, a goofy grin spread across his face.

“Good morning handsome.” He kisses my cheek.

I flinch at the word.

“Don’t like morning kisses?”

“I… don’t like being called handsome.” Please don’t take this as an invitation to ask me more.

“But you are. I can’t help it you’re so hot.”

“Hot is OK. And completely accurate.” I laugh. “Good looking, beautiful, gorgeous. Those are all fine. But not handsome. Please.” Pretty is even better than all of those, but no one has called me that since that spring break.

“Do you know how long it’s been since I woke up next to a hot, good looking, beautiful, gorgeous man? I might just never let you leave.”

“And I wish I could stay, but I can’t. My father insists I have the revamped product schedule to him by Monday morning. I spent all my weekend free time on you last night. And I wouldn’t trade a second of it.” I kiss him. “But I’m going to spend the next 48 hours working on that.”

“Maybe we can do this again?”

“Wake up next to each other? I’d like that.”
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Every day of the next week is torture. There’s always some report or presentation that my father wants from me. The other executives offer to help me with them, and I take them up on that. Once. But when my father finds out, he calls the entire executive team into his office and berates me in front of all of them.

The only thing that gets me through it all is Jerome. He’s out of town most of the week, but we text each other all day long. And then all night too. When we sext, I’m able to come. Alone. I rub my cock through my panties as I read his words and imagine him lying there next to me, accepting me.

He flies back late Friday afternoon, so we make plans to see each other the next day. He insists that I choose what we’ll do, and as much as I try to weasel out of it, he won’t let me.

It’s still dark when I pull next to his car on Saturday morning. When I open the door, I hear the lake lapping against the shore. I take the blanket from the trunk and walk around to him.

“Good morning, handsome.” I kiss him, and I’m sure there’s a spark that lights up everything around us.

“Good morning, gorgeous.” He wraps his hands around me and cups my ass, almost lifting me into him.

We walk hand-in-hand to the beach and sit on the blanket. He pulls a thermos from his backpack and pours us each a cup of coffee while I nestle my body into his. When he’s done, he wraps his arm around me, and we both sit, watching the waves as they drift into shore.

We sit without saying a word as the horizon turns from blue to purple to pink. When there’s a tiny sliver of orange just peeking above the water, I twist to kiss his cheek. He turns, and our mouths come together. The orange glow makes it look like the world is on fire around us, and it might as well be. My body—chilly and almost shivering until now—is suddenly filled with warmth as our tongues touch. I don’t think as I push him onto his back and settle on top of him. His moan vibrates against my lips when I grind against his hard cock.

“I like it when you take charge.”

His words freeze me more than the morning air ever could. I can’t do this. I can’t be like him.

“What is it? You look like you saw a ghost.”

He puts his hands on my hips and holds me down like he could sense I was about to roll away from him. When he’s convinced I’m not going to move, he slides them around to my rear, under my sweatshirt. I gasp when his cold hands touch the bare skin of my back. Then they move down. Under my waistband. I jerk away.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“Dan, talk to me. Please don’t be like this.”

“This is a public beach. We can’t do this here.”

“We’re not going to have sex.” He laughs, but I don’t. “Although I am interested in what you have on underneath your jeans. I’d really like to see.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I think you do.” He sits up and spins toward me. His lips find mine for a quick peck. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. I like that you’re wearing them. I bet they’re pretty on you.”

I shake my head from side to side. No, no, no. I can’t do this again. It’s all going to end the same way. It’ll always end the same way. I close my eyes and see him walking in on us.

Everything was in slow motion. Ethan was lying on top of me. His hand was stroking my cock through my red panties.

“You’re my pretty girl.”

I smiled at him. Then I heard the door handle creak, and I turned my head.

“What the fuck is this?” My father’s voice ripped into the dark of my room.

“Bàba! It’s nothing.” I screamed. I couldn’t see his face. Just the outline of his black body against the yellow light of the hallway. He stormed closer, and it was like he brought a wind with him. I pushed Ethan off of me as I scrambled to get away.

“You. You get out of my house right now.” He twisted his fist in Ethan’s hair and pulled him from my bed, leading him to the door. I squinted my eyes shut, trying to block the memory of him doing the same to me years before.

When I heard the door slam, I opened my eyes again and was blinded as he turned on my light.

“What are you wearing?”

“Nothing.” I put my hands over my red panties, but he jerked them away.

“This is your mother’s poison. I should have never been so lenient with her or with you.”

“Lenient? When were you ever lenient with either—”

His punch silenced me, and I curled into a ball, the old walls resurrected and higher than ever. But they didn’t stop his fists from slamming over and over into my body. I didn’t move. I didn’t even breathe until he left.

Jerome’s arms wrap around the small of my back and snap me back to the present. “Where did you go?” he asks.

The sun is fully up now, and the golden light glints off his shaved head. I run my hand across it. There’s only a faint hint of stubble. I rest my arms on his shoulders.

“I’m so tired of hiding.” I fight back the tears that are blurring my vision.

“You don’t have to hide from me.”

“Not you.” His arms are the only things holding me in place.













Chapter Four









Jerome holds me until the chill is completely burned from the air, and I never want to leave his arms. It’s the only place I’ve really felt safe since I was ten years old.

As the sun climbs, the beach fills with people. Early morning joggers at first. Then walkers. Then families with children. Sometimes people look down at us as they pass by. Some smile. Others look away as soon as our eyes meet. I wonder what they think of us, our arms wrapped around each other like two pieces of driftwood twisted together by the water. An empty thermos of coffee at our feet and crumpled pastry wrappers next to that.

I sigh. “Are you ready for the next part of our date?”

“There’s a next part?”

“You said I had all day with you.”

“I kind of hoped we would stay like this all day.”

“I’d like that too… But, come on.” I stand and pull him with me.

He jumps up and kisses me. “So where to now, boss?”

“My car. We’ll leave yours here.”

Traffic is still light, so the drive to the farm takes just 20 minutes.

“A berry farm?” Jerome asks when I pull into the gravel parking lot.

“We’re going to pick blackberries.” I turn and see him smile.

“I haven’t picked berries since I was a boy.”

“I never have. My father and I didn’t exactly have that kind of relationship.”

“Then it’s time you finally do it.”

We check in with a teenaged girl standing inside a little shed. Once we have our baskets, we walk into the field. There aren’t many others here yet. Two other couples and a family with three children. I watch as the kids run from row to row, cheering each time one of them drops a berry into their basket instead of their mouth.

“Here.”

When I turn, Jerome holds up a berry and places it gently onto my tongue. I bite down, and the juices squirt inside my mouth. I close my eyes and moan.

“Will you quit? There are children here.”

“I can’t help it. I love when things spurt in my mouth.”

His face turns red.

After ten minutes, I glance at his basket. It’s nearly as empty as mine. We’re eating almost everything we pick. I laugh. “This doesn’t seem like a very good business model for the farm.”

“I don’t think we’re the ideal demographic for them. Hungry and more interested in filling each other than our baskets.”

Now I blush. “Down boy. Save that for part three.”

“I didn’t know there was a part three.”

“I just added it.” I wink.

“I’m going to fill both our baskets now, so we can skip straight to that.” He reaches into the plant and yanks his hand out with a loud “Ouch.”

“What is it?”

“These have thorns? They should really warn people.”

“Let me see your finger.”

He holds it out, and I see the pinprick of blood on the tip. I take it and press my thumb along its fleshy underside, pushing a bead of blood out. I look at his eyes and pull the finger to me, wrapping my lips around it. The metallic taste fills my mouth as my tongue sweeps across his tip. When my lips press against the base of his finger, I suck on it, trying to pull it deeper inside me.

“God damn it, Dan.” He holds the basket in front of his crotch. “I can’t walk out of here like this.”

“Guess we just have to keep picking until you can get yourself under control.”

“I haven’t been in control since the day I first saw you.”

I smile and turn back to the bushes.

I laugh when we checkout. $3.75. Between both of us. But we had to have eaten at least twice that, so I give the woman $100. Jerome and I hold hands as we walk back to my car.

“So, is it time for the third part now?” Jerome turns to me with a sly grin as we pull away from the parking lot.

“Do you want it to be time for the third part?”

“I wanted the third part before the second part. But I want it to be your decision.”

“That’s a lot of pressure. I’m not sure I can handle it.” I chuckle.

“I have a feeling you can handle anything I have for you.”

I look at his lap and see the tent in his pants. I want to rub my fingertips against it, but my arm isn’t long enough to reach unless I lean over. “You poor boy. I think you need part three to put you out of your misery.”

“My place then?”

“I live with my father, so it’ll have to be yours. Sorry.”

“That’s OK. I like having you at my apartment.” He reaches across the car and fondles my cock. “Can we make one quick stop before then?”

I glance at him from the corner of my eye. “What do you have in mind?”

“You’ll see.” He squeezes my dick and sits back in his seat.
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I laugh when he gets back in the car. He’s carrying a large bag from Uncle Andy’s Pretzels. “Pretzels? That’s the reason we had to make a top secret, last-minute stop at the mall?” I tilt my head to peek inside the bag.

“Hey, you just drive and keep your eyes on the road. I’ll take care of these.”

I shake my head and put the car in gear.

“Open up.” He raises a pretzel bite to my mouth, and I take it between my teeth.

Cheese explodes from the center of the pretzel when I bite down on it, coating my mouth in its warm, delicious fat. “Holy shit, this is good.”

“Right? Worth the stop now?”

“Maybe you should feed me another one so I can decide.” When I bite into this one, I groan. “I’m going to come if you give me one more of these.”

“Then I’m cutting you off. I’m the only thing that’s going to make you come today.”

I sink into my seat. “Jerome, don’t expect that. It’s really not you. You’re so hot, and I want to come for you, baby. I really wish I could. But just… it’s hard for me. So don’t be disappointed when it doesn’t happen. It’s me. It’s absolutely a me-problem.”

He takes my hand. I look down. It’s so small in his. “Is it something you’ve seen a doctor about?”

I shake my head. It’s not something a doctor can fix. “No.”

“Well, I’m not going to stop trying, but I promise I won’t take it personally.”

I give him a quick smile and pull into the parking spot.

The instant we’re inside his apartment, I press him against the wall, and my lips assault his. I gasp when I realize what I did and pull away.

“What’s wrong?” His lips are still parted, and I want nothing more than to dive back into them.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to do that.”

“Dan, you didn’t do anything wrong. I like when you do that.”

“No. You don’t.”

“I do. I like when you take charge. Honestly.”

His eyes fall to the floor, and I can’t resist. I’m on him, my hands kneading his chest before I rip his shirt over his head. When he raises his arms to pull it the rest of the way, I trace my tongue along the lines of his pecs and then down to his abs. I fall to my knees, kissing his belly button and unfastening his jeans. I let them drop, and I yank his briefs down. His cock springs up toward my face, and I giggle. We both have the same idea, buddy. I don’t wait. I just plunge my lips over its tip, working its length into my mouth.

“Jesus, Dan. The door.” Jerome moans.

I look to my left. The entry door is still open, so I reach out and slam it shut. I’m not sure if it latches. I don’t care. I move my head up and down against him. I taste his sweat from the berry fields.

I move faster. He grabs the back of my head and slams his cock further into me. I growl, and scrape my teeth against him. When I do, his hips buck, and his hands pull my hair. For just a second my mind flashes to my father pulling my hair when I was ten, but I shake that away. He’s not intruding on this. I won’t let him.

As Jerome’s cock pulses, I try to pull back, but he’s holding me too close. His hot cum spurts down my throat. I struggle to swallow it, but it just keeps coming until I’m overwhelmed. I choke, and he finally lets go.

“Are you OK?”

I drop to all fours. Coughing as he leans over me. Then I look up at him and see a drip of cum dangling from the head of his dick. I wrap my lips around the tip and suck it dry.

“I’m great.” I sit back on my knees—my butt on my feet—and run a finger around my mouth to clean up any cum that escaped. I lick it from my finger while I stare up at him.

“Me too.” He drops to his knees and leans toward me.

I close my eyes, thinking that he’s going to kiss me, but his tongue darts around my lips.

“You didn’t get it all.”

I wrap my arms around him and pull him into me. “What do you want to do now?”

“You tell me. I want to hear you tell me what to do next.”

“I can’t. That’s not who I am.”

“Dan, I saw the way your entire face caught fire when you just took charge of me. It is exactly who you are. It’s exactly who I want.”

I shake my head and stand up, turning from him. “No. That’s my father. That’s not me.”

“No one will ever confuse you with your father. I promise you.”

I stare at the floor.

“Maybe we could go to my bedroom? Just tell me. I’ll do anything you want.” His eyes are practically pleading with me now.

Maybe he’s right. This doesn’t make me my father. “Yes. Let’s go to your bedroom.”

His face lights up. He takes the pretzel shop bag and walks down the hallway.

“We don’t need the pretzels in there. We have other things to put in our mouths.”

He just turns back to me and winks.













Chapter Five









“I know I said I like it when you take charge, but can I do just this one thing?”

“What is it?”

“I’m not telling. Can I?”

“Of course. You don’t need my permission.”

“Maybe I want it.” His smile fills his face. “But close your eyes. And cover them. I want to make sure you don’t peek.”

When my eyes are covered, I hear the bag crinkle. The smell of the pretzels hits me, and my stomach growls. Whatever food fetish he has, I hope it involves me eating the rest of what’s in that bag.

“The pretzel place isn’t the only shop I went to. Don’t be mad. Open your eyes.”

I look at him and don’t notice the bed right away, but when I do, I inhale and cover my mouth. “Jerome…”

“Do you like any of them?”

I walk to the bed. There are three teddies spread out on the blanket. White lace. Sheer black mesh with rose-colored flowers embroidered on the cups and between the legs. And sheer purple mesh with pink flowers stitched on the cups. I run my hands over them. When I do, my cock strains against my panties.

“What are these?” I look at him, searching his eyes for any sign that he’s mocking me.

“You wouldn’t admit it, but I know what you’re wearing today. Under your jeans. I thought maybe you’d want to wear one of these for me? You don’t have to. It was probably a stupid idea, and you’re probably angry. I’m sor—”

I kiss him and squeeze his ass, pulling him tight. His dick responds and hardens as my tongue slips into his mouth. I move him to the bed and lay him down.

“Wait right here.” I scoop up the teddies and take them into the bathroom. I know the one I want, so I fold the other two and set them on the vanity. My body is trembling as I step out of my clothes. I haven’t dressed for anyone since Ethan, and I’ve never worn anything as sexy as this.

When I slip the straps over my shoulders, my heart beats against the walls of my chest. I look in the mirror. Black has always been my color, but the pops of rose make it feminine and sexy. I wish I’d brought my makeup. I want him to see the full me. But that will have to wait until next time. If there is a next time. I take a deep breath and pull the door open.

As soon as he hears the door, he stands up. I take a few steps into the room, but then we both go still.

“Dan…”

I bite my lip, waiting for him to finish, but he doesn’t.

He just stares.

“You don’t like it,” I say.

He walks toward me, and I hear his short, labored breaths. “That’s the one I hoped you would pick. You’re beautiful.”

He grabs me and nuzzles my neck, nibbling at my tender skin. The feeling of his mouth on me—his teeth on me, him accepting me for who I am—is almost too much. His arms are the only thing holding me up.

He lifts me and carries me to the bed. With a swipe he knocks the bag onto the floor, and I see the last couple of pretzel bites roll under his dresser. He lies on top of me, and I savor his weight pressing down.

“Tell me what to do.” He breathes the words into my ear.

“I want you to suck me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The warmth of his breath and the silky feel of the material between my legs bring my cock to life. It’s a relief when he pulls the fabric aside and frees me. He kisses his lips to my swollen head, sucking just a little. Then he flicks his tongue against my tiny slit, and I roll my head back and moan. It’s been so long. I open my eyes when I feel him enveloping me. His warm, moist mouth taking half of my cock before he pulls back and kisses the tip again.

“You’re too big. I can’t take you all.”

“You don’t have to. Just take what you can.”

In answer, he plunges down on me and groans. His throat vibrates against the head of my cock, and I gasp. I know I won’t last long. My shoulders are digging into the mattress now. I’ll be sore tomorrow, but I don’t care. I lift my hips and move them up and down, timing my movements to his, pushing myself even deeper inside him. His tongue swirls around the bottom and sides of my cock with each stroke. The orgasm is already building inside me. My toes curl, and my heels press down against the bed. And then my cock pumps inside him. My hips thrash as my cum sprays into his mouth. He swallows it all.

When I can breathe again, I pull him next to me. “Thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me.”

“Yes, I do. You don’t know how long it’s been since I could come.”

He kisses my forehead. “Move in with me, and I promise I’ll make you come every night.”

“Move in with you?” The idea is ridiculous. We don’t know each other. We just met. But my heartbeats and the butterflies in my stomach tell me it might not be so crazy after all. No. I can’t. It’s too soon. And we work together. I’m technically his boss, even if I don’t deserve that title.

“I’m sorry. I know how insane that sounds. I just got caught up in the moment, I guess. Forget I ever said anything.”

My heart sinks into my belly, crushing the butterflies. “Oh. Yeah. Don’t worry. Already forgotten.”













Chapter Six









This is technically my conference call, but Jerome is sitting next to me taking the lead. He’s the chief financial officer, so he knows these numbers much better than me. Unlike my father, I believe in letting people do what they’re best at.

I’m not thinking about the call or these numbers anyway. Under the desk, my pants are off, and I’m wearing a short skirt over my panties and stockings. I slide my foot up Jerome’s leg and smile as he squirms.

He tries to discuss the third-quarter projections, but he’s having a hard time finding the words. His leg pushes back against mine, but I’m not deterred. He jumps when I brush my fingers across his cock, and I have to cough to cover my giggle.

Just as I wrap my hands around his balls, I hear my door open.

I turn off the camera and scramble behind my desk, but I don’t make it in time. I look up and see my father. His face is red, and his eyes are wide. He storms into the room, and the air temperature rises from the anger boiling inside him.

He turns to Jerome. “Mr. Parker, leave us, please.”

“Sir. Please let me explain.” Jerome’s face is as grey as if he had been dead for days.

“I said, leave us. Now!” His voice echoes off the walls.

“It’s OK, Jerome. I’ll be fine.” I hope my smile is convincing. This is about me, and I need to handle it myself.

I can’t see my father’s face, but I know exactly what it looks like. An angry and snarling badger isn’t as intimidating. I’ve never seen anyone willing to stand up to him. Jerome scampers out the door, mouthing “sorry” to me as he does. I lean back in my chair. Knowing what’s coming doesn’t make it any easier.

“You are an absolute disgrace. How dare you—”

“Father, please. Just—”

His fist twists my head to the left. When the next punch hits, my chair tips over backward, and I roll to put it between me and him.

“This is your mother. All of it. She plotted for years to ruin me, and now she has. She’s taken my only son and turned him into… whatever this is. I should have sent you with her.”

“I wish you would have!” I taste the blood running from my nose into my mouth. “You tortured me once she was gone. I hated you. I still hate you. You were never my father.”

He lunges toward me, but I’m on my feet now. I bolt around the desk. I’m faster than I was back then, that day when he first saw me.

“I was only ten years old. How could you have done that?”

“You fight poison with poison.” His voice is barely more than a growl.

“You were the poison. Not her. You always have been.”

“This…” he gestures at me. “This is all to humiliate me. You want to destroy me. You want the world to laugh at me. You’re just like her.”

“This isn’t about you. This is the real me. You’ve just never been able to see it.”

“Everything I ever did was for you. All of this. Everything I taught you. But you’ll never be happy until you tear me down. Just like her. I tried to save you from her. But I just cut the weeds. I didn’t pull the roots.”

“Do you hear yourself? Save me from her? I was a child. I was just a fucking child.” The tears are like melted steel pouring from my eyes.

“My son is dead.” His words are quiet, but they knock me backwards. “You are never to come back here. You’re never to come home. I will mourn you and never see you again.”

“You never had a son.” I take my bag from the couch and storm out the door. I don’t bother putting my pants on. I don’t bother with shoes. I don’t want to be around him a second longer than I have to. When I walk out of my door, I see Jonathan Shin standing in the hall. He reaches out for me, but I brush past him.

“Dan, it’ll be OK. Give it time.”

I don’t turn to look back at him. “No. It won’t.”













Chapter Seven









It takes only two trips to load all of my belongings into my car. My whole life distilled down to this. Before I close the front door for the last time, I take the house key from my ring and throw it against the blue and white vase in the foyer. I want it to shatter into a million pieces. It doesn’t. The key just bounces off and clinks to the floor. I march to my car, my feet pounding on the driveway.

I’ll stay at a hotel for now. Until I can find an apartment. And a job. I just graduated from business school, but my name will open doors. Even if I wish I could run away from it. Someone will take a chance on me, and when they do, I’ll prove myself.

I drive to a hotel downtown. It’s close to Jerome’s apartment. And our offices. I do my best to not look at the building as I go by, but traffic comes to a stop right there. Tried to save me… My jaw tightens when I replay my father’s words. This was never about me. The driver behind me blares their horn, and I move through the intersection.

I park in front of the hotel and go in through the revolving doors. The floor is blue and gold marble, and there are stuffed chairs scattered around the lobby. There’s a gold chandelier hanging above the dark wood desk. It’s all too much. A hotel trying to look like something it’s not.

The woman behind the desk smiles at me. She’s wearing a black jacket over a black blouse, and her blonde hair is tied up neatly off her neck. “How can I help you, sir?”

I cringe. You can help me by not calling me that. “I need a room, please.”

“Certainly, sir. And how long will you be staying with us?”

That’s a good question. “My plans are fluid at the moment, so I’m afraid I don’t know. It will be at least a week, however. Possibly more, depending on business.”

“Of course, sir. I’ll just need your identification and a credit card.”

I hand her the cards and turn to look around the room again. There’s only one other person in here. He’s sitting by the window reading a newspaper. It’s so quiet I can hear the taps of the keys as the woman enters my information. Then I hear a beep, and I turn around.

“I’m sorry, sir. There seems to be a problem. Perhaps we could use a different card?”

I exhale sharply. He wouldn’t have done that, would he? I smile as I hand her another card. Another beep. I open my wallet and look in the cash compartment even though I know what I’ll find. There’s less than $300. Not enough for even one night.

“This happened once before. Can you excuse me for a moment while I make a phone call and straighten this out?”

I don’t wait for her reply before I snatch my cards and walk outside. My entire body is shaking in fury. I get behind the wheel of my car.

With nowhere to go, I just drive. I end up at the lake. At the same beach where Jerome and I spent the morning wrapped in each other’s arms. It’s hard to believe that was just a couple of weeks ago. I walk out to our spot and lie down. Even though I know it’s impossible, I’m sure his scent is lingering in the sand.

What am I going to do? I close my eyes. The sound of the water is drowned out by the traffic moving past. I can’t stay with him. I won’t. Not like this. Not because I’m forced into it. But what else is there?

I lie there with my eyes closed until the sun drops. I still have nowhere to go. I brush the sand from me and sit in my car. This isn’t bad. I can do this. Just one night, and tomorrow I’ll find something. It can’t be that difficult. I recline the seat as far as it will go and lock the doors.

I can’t let him know where I am or what I’m doing tonight, but I need to hear his voice. I swipe open my phone, but it doesn’t unlock. There’s a message on the screen. “Lost phone. Please call to report its location.” Are you kidding me? I want to throw it into the water, but I just toss it into the backseat.
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The next morning I buy a prepaid phone. It’s a flip phone, the cheapest one they have. I feel like I’ve been transported to the early 2000s. Since I don’t have Jerome’s number memorized, I drive to a library and use their computer to log into my email account.



To: jerome.c.parker@div08.tien.com

From: XtraDT74@cardimail.com

Subject: Miss you!

I’m sorry I couldn’t call last night. Things were so hectic with the move. How are you? I hope my father isn’t taking this out on you. I have a new phone number. Call me when you get a chance? I really, really want to hear your voice.





I press send and sit back in my chair. I don’t expect him to call right away, but I take the phone out of my pocket, anyway. Just in case. I look back at the monitor and see that my email bounced back. “This account is unable to receive email from outside domains.”

“That fucker! That absolute fucking fucker!”

I gasp, realizing I said that aloud and way too loud for a library. The other patrons are staring at me. I give my best apologetic look and bury my head in my hands.

I wait in the library until 4pm. Then I drive to Jerome’s apartment. I have to see him. I have to know that he’s OK. I have to let him know that I’m OK. I’m sitting against the parking garage wall when he pulls up. He jumps out of his car without even turning it off and rushes to me.

“I’ve been so worried about you. I kept trying to get ahold of you.” He throws his arms around me, and it’s never felt so good to be held.

“I had to get a new phone, thanks to the devil’s dildo.” I hold my flip phone up. “He locked me out of my account. How are you? How has he been treating you?”

“That’s the thing. He’s acting normal. Like nothing even happened. Do you know how hard it’s been for me to not punch him? I can’t believe he fired you.” He sits down across from me. That’s when he really looks at me. His nostrils flare. “What happened to you?” His voice is shaky.

“Speaking of punching people…”

“That’s from him?”

I nod.

“I am going to murder him. He’s dead” He stands and paces along the row. His fists are clenched.

I go to him. “Don’t. Sweetie, don’t. This isn’t the first time it’s happened. I’m kind of used to it.”

“That does not make me feel better.”

I put my hands on his forearms and hold him still. “Listen. It’s going to be alright. Don’t do anything stupid.”

“I’m not going back there. Seriously. I will kill him if I do. I can’t go back.”

“Yes, you can. Just go on like nothing happened.”

“Dan, have you seen yourself? I can’t act like nothing happened. I’m not going back there. Don’t ask me to, because I’m not.”

“Shh, OK. It’s OK. Then don’t go back. We’ll both find something else. Something better.”

He looks at me for a moment. “Stay with me. I don’t know where you stayed last night, but stay here from now on. With me.”

My face flushes when I think about sleeping in my car, but I can’t tell him I have nowhere to go. “I can’t. I’ll be fine, Jerome. Honestly.”

“But I won’t be. Dan, I never want you out of my sight. I couldn’t sleep last night. I won’t be able to sleep tonight either unless you’re here with me. Please.”

His jaw is set, and his eyes are pleading. I wouldn’t have to sleep in my car if I said yes. And I do want to live with him. “I don’t know.”

“Just tonight. Then we’ll talk more.”

“OK. Tonight. Let me just get a couple things.” I walk to my car. When I open the trunk, I swallow. I don’t know where anything is.

“Dan…” Jerome’s voice makes me jump. I slam the trunk closed. “Where did you sleep last night?”

“I’m fine. Honestly.”

“Where? Why is everything in your car?”

“I, uh, I just didn’t—”

“I am not letting you leave until you have some place to live. I won’t let you sleep in your car.”

“Jerome, I’m alright. I’ll stay tonight, but I’ll be fine.”

“You’ll stay tonight and every night until I know you have some place to go. And I want to see it. Don’t argue with me about this.”

I don’t want to. I want to stay here. Forever. “Don’t be ridiculous. You can’t take me in like this.”

“It’s not up for debate. Open the trunk, and I’ll carry your things in.”

His eyes are hard and staring at me. I sigh and open the trunk.

When we have everything hauled in, he sits next to me on the couch, facing me. He leans close, looking at the marks on my face. I close my eyes. Then I feel his lips on my bruised cheek.

“Does it hurt?”

I lie and shake my head. It’s mostly a constant ache now. Sometimes when I move my head too fast or too much, I wince. And when I walk, each step throbs through my cheek and my nose. But not now. Not sitting here with him. Feeling his lips move from swollen spot to swollen spot makes me forget it all.

“Don’t ever leave me,” he whispers. “I don’t know what I would do if you did, Dan. Promise me you won’t.”

I look up at his face and see that he’s serious. “I’m never going to leave you.” I kiss him and then look down. “Maybe this isn’t the right time for this, but there’s something I want to talk to you about.”

“Anything.”

My heart is pounding. I know I want to do this. I need to do this. But what if he can’t handle it? What if he doesn’t want it? What if I lose him?

“Dan, tell me.” He brushes the hair away from my forehead.

I take a breath. “I want a clean break. From everything.” When I see the panic in his eyes, I realize what I did. “Not from you. Everything except you. I couldn’t stand losing you. But I want to put everything else behind me. I never wanted that job. I never wanted this name… I never wanted this life.” I swallow, and my eyes fall to the floor.

“What are you saying?”

“This is my chance to figure out what I want. I never had a choice before. Now I do. I don’t want to rush right back into an executive position. Not right away. That was always my father’s dream for me. Not mine. And I know I don’t want to…” A sob builds in the back of my throat, and I have to stop it before it breaks loose. I lift his arm off me and scoot away, turning to face him. “I don’t want to be this anymore.” I motion to my body. “It’s not me. I’m not Tien Xiao Dān. I’m not Dan. I’m not a boy.”

His eyes go wide. “This is a big change. Are you sure—”

“It’s not, though. It’s not big to me. I’ve known this my whole life. I chose my new name when I was ten.” I look down. “I’ve never told anyone, but to me it’s been my real name ever since then.”

“Will you tell me? Please?”

My eyes move to his, and I bite my lip. I never thought I could tell anyone. I never trusted anyone enough. I never loved anyone enough. Until now.

“Li Hua. My mother always called me ‘mo li hua.’ It means jasmine flower.” I can’t stop the tears now. “I don’t even know if she’s still alive.” I cover my face and the sobs shake my body.

He pulls me into him, almost onto his lap. His hand moves slowly up and down my back, and he holds me until my tears start to dry.

“What happened to her?”

I sniffle. “She knew about me. The real me, but we kept it hidden from my father. One day, he came home early and caught us. We were just having dinner, but it was bad. That was the first time I thought he was going to kill me. And the next morning, when I looked for her, he told me he sent her back to China. I’ve never heard from her since. It’s been fifteen years.”

“Baby… Li, I don’t know what to say.” He holds me tighter.

“I planned to hire an investigator to find her once I had enough money. I guess that will have to wait now.”

He kisses the top of my head. “How could you have ever worried that you’re like him? He’s a monster. You couldn’t be less like him.”













Chapter Eight









Over the next couple of weeks, I reach out to every corporate recruiter I can find. Each one declines to work with me. Only one of them gives me the honest reason why. My father contacted them and told them that Tien Enterprises would never do business with anyone who took me as a client. I should be surprised and outraged, but I’m not. By now, I know exactly who that man is and what’s he’s capable of doing.

Jerome is faring much better than me. He’s interviewed with four different companies already, including one today. He’s already done two video calls with them, but today’s interview is in person. It’s not a CFO position, so it’s technically a step down for him. But he would be the senior vice-president of finance, directly behind a man who has already announced he’s retiring next year. Jerome would have a year to learn this company’s intricacies before taking over.

I'm sitting on the couch when Jerome walks in. He’s been gone for almost five hours.

“Feel like celebrating tonight?”

"You got it?" I jump from the couch and give him a quick kiss.

“I did. Plus something else.”

“Something else? What?”

"I don't want to tell you just yet."

I slap his shoulder. "Rude. Tell me."

He smirks, shakes his head, and then walks into the kitchen.

"Jerome Ca'vante Parker, I demand you tell me right now."

"Or what?" He shrugs his shoulders.

“Such a bad boy. On your knees.” I push down on his shoulders, and he lowers himself to the wood floor. “Now, take my pants off.”

He looks up. His eyes are gleaming. I shiver as his hands run up the sides of my legs to my waistband. He hooks his fingers and pulls it out, but just enough so he can take it in his mouth. With nothing but his teeth, he pulls the black leggings down to my knees. Then he goes back for my panties. He bites at them, and it takes him three tries before he can get a grip. Each bite tickles my belly and hardens my cock. When he finally has the purple material in his teeth, he growls and yanks them down.

My cock springs up as soon as the room air hits it. When he sees it, he lets loose of the elastic waistband, and kisses its head.

"Bad boy. Your mistress didn't tell you to do that."

He looks up at me again and takes hold of my underwear, pulling them down around my knees with my leggings. When he's done, he stops and sits back on his knees.

"Much better. Do you want this?" I wrap my hand around my cock and slowly pump it.

"Yes, mistress."

"You have to earn it. Tell me everything we're celebrating tonight, and I'll let you have it. Isn't your mistress nice?"

His eyes lock with mine. "I found a job for you, too."

My heart skips. Would it be at the same company as him? We couldn't be that lucky, could we? Do they know about us? Do they know about me? Do I even want to do this? "Oh?" is all I say.

"Hear me out before you react."

My face drops. That isn't a promising start. "No promises. Tell me." I put my hand on his face and use my other to tease my cock across his lips. His eyes close and I can tell he wants to take me, but he doesn't.

"You would work with me. For me. You'd be my assistant."

I take a step back and look away. An assistant? He wants me to drop from being the Chief Operating Officer at one of the biggest companies in the world to an assistant?

"I know, baby, but maybe this is what you need. You told me you don't want to be an executive anymore. And this would be our chance to work together. They know about us and said it's not a problem."

“They know about me?”

“I told them my girlfriend was looking for work, too. Then I told them everything. This is the best position I could get you.”

“The best you could get me? Did they suggest this job, or did you?”

He looks away. “I told them we're a package deal. I wouldn’t take this position unless they took you too.”

I snort. So not only would I be an assistant, I would be an assistant they really don't even want. I'm just a bargaining chip. The same as an extra week of vacation. I walk away and sit on a stuffed chair in the living room. Jerome follows me and sits on the arm. He hooks his leg over mine.

“I really think this might be good. Please, just—”

"Did I give you permission to touch me?"

He drops his leg and looks at the floor. "No, mistress."

"Now, on your knees. You may kneel beside me. And not another word until I tell you."

When he's at my side, I run my fingers through his hair. An assistant? He's right that I don't want an executive title, but that?
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"Mr. Parker's office, can you hold please?"

I want to slam my head against the desk. I've been here for a month. Answering phone calls, sending emails, keeping Jerome's schedule. This is what I gave up my COO title for? No. I didn't give that up. It was taken from me. And I don't want it back. Not at Tien or at any other company. But I need more than this. I push the button and transfer the call into Jerome's office. As soon as I do, I walk in and close the door behind me.

Jerome has the call on speakerphone, so I can hear everything. He's talking to the distributor in Prague. There was an issue with the latest report he submitted to us, and he’s trying to convince Jerome that it will take at least a month to give us the corrected numbers.

I shake my head, and Jerome looks at me. "Tell him you want it by Friday." I mouth the words silently, but he gives me a questioning look.

"So sorry about this, but can I put you on hold for just a second? I'll be right back." He mutes the call and looks back at me.

"Tell him he has until Friday."

"Seriously?"

"He can have it done by then. Don't you agree?"

"Yeah, but shouldn't we give him a little more time?"

"No. It’s his mistake that caused all this, but he doesn’t want to take responsibility for it. He should be the one who's inconvenienced by it. Let him learn for next time."

Jerome and I stare at each other for a minute, but then he unmutes the call. "I need it by Friday... No. You have until the end of my workday on Friday. Thank you." He hangs up and sits on the couch next to me. His hand glides under my skirt, and he smiles at me.

"I'm not being unreasonable." I put my hand on his and pull it further up.

“There’s nothing unreasonable about you.” He stops, and then his lips move to mine.

I pull him into me.

"I think I love you, Ms. Liú."

"Think? I'm certain that you'd better." I squeeze his balls through his pants.

He groans. "I'm sure that I do."

"I'm sure I love you too."

He moves to my neck and bites his way up, brushing my earring aside and nibbling my earlobe. Then he pulls back. My face is flushed, but I'm suddenly cold without his mouth on my skin.

“You're wasted here,” he says.

"No. I think this is exactly where I want to be." I purr.

"Not that." He reaches for my hand. "Here. This office. This building. This job. It isn't you. Answering phone calls all day? You're not happy."

"I never said that." I've made a point to never tell him that. He got me this job when no one would take a chance on me.

"No. But I can tell."

"Oh, you've known me long enough to know what I'm thinking?"

He kisses the back of my hand, then wraps his mouth around one of my fingers and sucks on it. I let my head roll back, and I sigh.

“I do,” he says. “I know exactly what you're thinking. At all times. And do I need to remind you we’re in an office right now?”

“That could make it a lot more fun.”

He nestles his chin into the crook of my neck. "I love having you here, but we'll find something better for you, eventually. Just be patient."

I've spent my whole life being patient. I can keep it up for a while more.
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A week later, Jerome calls me into his office. Has he finally changed his mind about fooling around here?

I walk in, and my heels click on the tile with each step. When I get inside, I close the door behind me and raise my skirt so he can see the top of my stockings.

"Walk to me, boy. On your knees."

His back arches and his eyes close, but he stays where he is. "Sorry, Li. I'd love to, but not here."

I drop my skirt. “Then what?”

"I have news, and I don't think you're going to like it."

My heart sinks. I'm fired? He's fired? We're both fired? Even our sweet and vanilla office romance is too much for them, so they're letting us go?

He takes my hand and guides me to the couch. When we're sitting, he wraps his arm around me, and I can't help but lean into him.

"It's about your father."

I jerk upright. "Unless he's dead, I don't want to hear anything about him."

"I know, but I don't want you to hear this from someone else. MetroPride is honoring him at their annual gala next month."

"Not the LGBTQ group..."

"Ally of the Year. For a donation Tien made."

I shake my head. "That's obviously not true. Who told you this?"

"Everyone was talking about it at the meeting I just came from. Jason is on the board of MetroPride. He's the one who brought it up."

My stomach clenches, and I stand up. "No. They wouldn't do that. That just... That doesn't make sense. Did you tell him that's not right?"

"No. I didn't know if you wanted anyone to know the specifics. I thought maybe you’d want to put it all behind you and not worry about him anymore."

"But you're telling me this." I cross my arms and look back at him. "That's not helping to put it behind me."

"I'm sorry. I wasn't sure if I should tell you. But you might have seen it somewhere else if I didn't."

"But I might not have." I catch myself before my voice gets too loud. I plop into one of the chairs and stare across the room at him. "I'm sorry. You were right to tell me. I'm mad at him, not you."

"I knew that." He gives me his goofy smile, and I can't help but laugh.

"When did you say the presentation will be? Maybe this won't be such a bad thing after all." I tent my fingers and sneer.













Chapter Nine









I straighten Jerome's bowtie and take a step back. "God, I want to fuck your brains out right here."

"Maybe I should wear a tuxedo more often."

"I might just order you to wear nothing but tuxedos from now on. But only in the house. I don't want any other women to get the same ideas that I have."

"There's only one woman I'd ever be interested in." He leans in and kisses me.

I rub my hand across his chest. Even through the jacket and shirt, I can feel the definition of his pecs. "We can't." I push away. If I don't put space between us, I'll never stop. "It would mess up my hair and makeup, and we don't have time."

I look at my phone. Just a couple of minutes until our ride is here. I run my hands down my body. This black sequined gown fits like a dream. It shows off every curve I have and invents the ones I don't. When I walk, the side slit just barely flashes the top of my stockings. And these shoes are perfect for tonight. Glittering black with pointed toes and stiletto heels that could stomp a man to death, if they don't mangle my feet first. I take Jerome's hand and exhale.

"Are you sure you can do this?" he asks.

I squeeze his hand. "Come on. Our ride is going to be here any minute."
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There's someone waiting for us at the back door when we get there. The backstage area is a mess of taped-down cables, and there are brushes and curling irons and makeup cases scattered all around for last-minute touchups. I give Jerome one last kiss before he joins the crowd out front. Then I stand against the wall and let everyone bustle around me. I close my eyes.

"Li?"

I look up. The woman is slightly taller than me. Older too, but very elegant in her age. She's wearing a gold lamé gown with matching heels. Her blond hair is pulled back in a chignon. I nod my head, and she takes my hands in hers.

"It's so wonderful to finally meet you in person. What a gorgeous dress." Her eyes dip down my body and then back up to my face. "This is going to be such a touching moment for so many people tonight. And not just here. People around the world are going to be inspired when they hear your story. Being trans is truly something to be proud of, and your story is going to embody that for so many."

"I certainly hope that my message gets out there to everyone." I smile.

"I have to head back on stage, but you still have around fifteen minutes before we call you up. Do you want someone to make you a drink? Going on stage can be intimidating." From the smell of her breath, she's already had several.

"No. Thank you. I want to be completely sober so I can enjoy this special moment."

She grins one last time and then walks toward the stage, disappearing behind a black curtain.

It was way too easy to convince MetroPride to let me present my father's award tonight. When I introduced myself as his transgender daughter, they practically fell over themselves to make this happen. They knew this would make a big moment even bigger for them. The daughter of Tien Jin coming on stage, not just to give him the Ally of the Year award, but to come out as transgender. I'm sure they invited even more media to cover tonight than they already would have. Convincing them to keep it a secret wasn't difficult, either. They want the surprise as much as I do.

"Ms. Liú, two minutes." A man dressed in all black takes my arm and walks me to the side of the stage.

My heart is pounding now. I close my eyes and focus on my breaths, flowing in and out, and I smile.

As soon as the woman in gold says there's a surprise presenter for the Ally of the Year award, the stagehand pulls aside the curtain, and I walk out. My steps are firm and bold on the wooden stage, and I hold my head high. When I get to the podium, I see that my speech is already laid out for me, but I won't be using it. I adjust the microphone and look out at the crowd. I don't see him at first, but then I find him. He's sitting at a table to my right. He doesn't recognize me yet.

"Thank you so much for that warm welcome. My name is Liú Li Hua. I believe most of us in this room know Tien Jin." My eyes are locked onto his, and I'm pouring every ounce of my fiery hatred into them. "But most of you don't know that he has a transgender daughter. In fact, this is my official public coming out." The crowd applauds, and a few people even stand. What makes me grin, though, is the slow recognition spreading over my father's face.

"I used to think this was some terrible curse. Something I had to keep secret from everyone. But I was lucky to have a great parent who taught me how special I am. A parent who taught me that I deserve love and support, no matter my identity."

My father's face is as red as the glass of merlot sitting in front of him as everyone at his table pats him on the shoulder to congratulate him.

"It took me too long to accept those lessons as true, but I finally have. So, mother, I will always love you for that. Wherever you are. The lessons I learned from my father, however, were very different. From him, I learned that being different—being queer—was shameful. It was something to hide. Something to be embarrassed of."

There are a few murmurs from the crowd, but most of them haven't realized yet what I'm saying.

“In speeches like this, I think it's typical for children to share some of the most memorable moments of their childhood, so allow me to do that. One of my earliest memories is of my mother and I eating dinner together at the table. I was ten. My father was at work, so it was just the two of us. I always loved those times because I could be my authentic self. That night, my long hair was braided, and I was wearing a pink dress. But my father came home early. As soon as he saw us, he sprinted to me and dragged me by my hair to the kitchen. I cried and kicked at the floor. Mā slapped at him and tried to pry his hands from me, but he punched her, and she fell.

“In the kitchen, he yanked open a drawer and took out a pair of scissors. I don’t think I’ve ever screamed so loudly. I tried covering my hair, but he pushed my hands aside. It took him two snips to cut my braid. I’ll never forget that sound or the sound of my mother’s wails as she watched us from the dining room floor. I collapsed like the life had just been cut away from me. Then I felt him tugging on my dress, shearing it from my body, but at that point I was too numb to care. At that point, he had already destroyed everything I was, so I didn’t care if he cut my dress. I didn’t care if he burned it with me still in it. The very next day, he sent my mother back to her family in China, a country she hadn’t been in for almost twenty years. Just because she dared to accept me.”

The room is absolutely silent. Everyone’s eyes are wide, and they’re just staring at me.

“Then in high school, when he found out I had a boyfriend—my first love—he beat me so badly I couldn't go to school for a week. I didn’t dare date another boy until my junior year of college. When I finally did, I was careless. My father found us together. He threw him out and then beat me. He kept all of his punches to my body that time. He'd learned to only leave marks in places that could be covered.”

I watch as people turn left and right, incredulous, no doubt asking their neighbors if they believe this.

“And just a couple months ago, he found me wearing women's clothes in my closed office at the Tien headquarters. He didn't stick to the body that time. My face was swollen and bruised for nine days. After he beat me, he fired me, kicked me out of my home, and blacklisted me with every company he could think of.”

Now there's an angry buzz coming from the crowd. I can't tell if they're more angry with my father or with me for ruining their perfect evening. Probably both.

"So now that we know exactly who MetroPride decided to honor this year, I say we move to the presentation. Jerome?"

I look to the right side of the room. While I was speaking, he inched his way along the wall until he was even with my father's table. Now he walks up to him while father tries to murder me with his glare. He taps him on his shoulder, and my father spins. Jerome hands him the papers and then takes a quick picture. I can't quite read his lips, but I think he asked my father to smile. I hope so.

"I know that's not quite what you were expecting tonight. This is the official notification of the discrimination lawsuit that I filed against you and Tien Enterprises today, just before the courts closed. I'm glad these wonderful people—people who really are proud members and allies of the queer community—are here to serve as witnesses to this. Unfortunately, I need to leave, so someone else will have to present the actual award to you. So sorry I can't stick around to see your acceptance speech. I'm sure it'll be great."













Chapter Ten









“Is it bad that these might be my favorite part of you now?” Jerome pinches one of my nipples, and I moan.

"Of course not. They're definitely my favorite part.” I lie back on the bed and close my eyes. "I want you to suck that nipple."

"Yes, ma'am."

I moan as his warm lips close, and he pulls it into his mouth. My breaths are already coming faster, and he’s just started. I've never been able to come just from playing with my nipples before, but I think that might change soon.

While he sucks on me, he kneads both of my breasts. They're still a little harder than either of us wants, but the doctor assures us that the implants will soften over the next couple of months. They're already almost perfect, so I can't wait for that.

"Enough." I'm close to the edge already, but I don't want to come just yet. His hands stop moving, and he pulls his mouth away. I inhale as the cold air hits my wet nipple.

"You're such a good boy." He's looking up at me, waiting for my next command. I reach out and run my hand across the top of his head. "So good that I'm going to let you choose this time."

“Mistress—”

"No. I don't want to hear it. You're going to choose. One of us is getting fucked this morning. Now, who's it going to be?"

"Oh, that's easy." He slides his hands under me, and I giggle as he rolls me over. I knew this would be his choice. Especially on my big day.

I gasp. He's sliding into me almost before I’m ready. I want to moan. I want to lean back into him, but I can't. Not yet. He needs to learn.

"What are you doing?"

"I chose, and I'm going to fuck this delicious ass."

"But do you have permission to begin?"

"Oh." He slides out of my ass. I feel empty without him inside me.

"What do you say?"

"I'm sorry, mistress. I'll wait for your command."

"That's better. You can start now." I push myself up off the bed, and he pushes back inside my hole. I feel every vein and bulge as he slides in and out. Filling me.

He grunts, and he's slamming into me harder now. I hear his skin slapping against mine, and I swear I can almost feel his cock in my throat. I moan and start thrusting my hips backward while I wrap my hand around my hard dick.

I'm pumping it in time now. One thrust. One pump. One thrust. I move my free hand to my nipple and pinch it. Then I lick that finger and start swirling it around my sensitive nub.

"Oh, fuck me. Fuck!"

He grunts in response. "I'm going to come."

"No, you're not." I clench the muscles of my ass, knowing that it's pure torture for him. "Not until I give you permission."

"Please..."

I'm panting so hard I can't breathe now. The side of my head is smashed into a pillow and my hands are furiously working my cock and my nipple. I can't hold out any longer. My cock starts to pulse.

"Now, baby. Come for me."

"Yes, mistress." He thrusts his cock into me so hard, I slide up against the headboard, but I can only moan as my head hits it. I feel his dick tense just as mine finally lets loose, all of its juice spurting onto the mattress below me as his fills my ass. Both of us still pumping, not giving up until we've given every bit of ourselves. Finally spent, we both collapse.

My eyes are closed and I can barely breathe, but I feel him slide up against me. His face is just inches from mine. "I can't wait until you get your new hole for me to play with."

I purr. I can't either.

"May I clean up now?"

"Of course, my love."

I open my eyes and watch him move to the puddle of cum I left on the sheet. He bends over it and licks it. My little kitten lapping my milk. When he has it all, he looks up at me and smiles. "I'll be right back."

He comes back with a washcloth and wipes around my ass. I whimper. His touch is always so soft. When he's finished, he blows on it, and the cool air sends chills through me. Then he leans over and runs his tongue around my rim. I close my eyes, and move back, pressing my ass into his face.

"I love you so fucking much."

I think he says he loves me too, but his words are too muffled for me to be sure.

"We really do need to get ready at some point," I say.

This time, he doesn't say anything. He just whines. And I can hear that clearly.

"Go get the shower ready for us. I'll be there in just a minute."

He sighs, but he climbs off the bed and walks into the bathroom. I roll over onto my back and smile. I'm so lucky to have him.

When I hear the water, I get out of bed. As I walk, I feel my breasts bounce with each step. I don't know if I'll ever get used to that feeling. I hope not. I love the constant reminder that they're there, that they're mine.

He's standing just outside the shower, waiting for me. My eyes immediately go to his cock. It swells as soon as he sees me.

He slides the door, and we both step in. I close my eyes and let the water fall over me before I take the soap. When I have it, I drop to my knees and lather his feet and then his legs.

"What are you doing?"

I don't answer. I just keep moving up. Lathering his cock and moving my hand around it. Letting the water wash it clean. I hold it in my hand while I lower my mouth around it.

"Mistress..."

I pull my mouth back just a little. "Shh." And then I move again. Taking more of him this time. I work down, almost halfway, before I pull back and swirl my tongue around his bulging head. Then I move forward again. This time I take all of him, and now I'm moving my head back and forth faster. The water dripping in my eyes makes it impossible to see, but I don't need to. I know every inch of this cock.

When I feel his hands on the back of my head, I know he's close. I suck harder as I move along his length now. Twirling my tongue left and right. And then I can taste the first drop of his salty pre-cum. I pull back, knowing what's coming. And it does. He erupts into my mouth. Flooding me as I try to keep up with each of his pulses. I swallow every drop. When he's done, I stand up and kiss him. I still have some of his seed inside my mouth, and I share it with him. He takes it, greedy for all of it, and I lean back against the wall.
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"You really don't need to come with me. I'm a big girl."

"I know you are, baby." He gives me a quick peck on the lips. "But I want to be here for you. Just in case. If you truly don't want me to come with you, you can always order me away. You know I'll do what you say."

I know he will. I take his hand. "Come on. Let's do this."

I settled my lawsuit with Tien Enterprises a little over a month ago. Just as I expected, the media ate up the story of Mr. Tien's own daughter suing him for harassment. Every new development was on the front page of all the papers and news apps. The stock value dropped 20%, and my father had no choice but to authorize the settlement. He may be the CEO and largest shareholder, but there were rumors that other investors were organizing a hostile takeover. I loved every minute of it.

As part of the lawsuit, I received so much money that Jerome and I never have to work another day. But I don’t want that. I made sure that the settlement guaranteed me employment at Tien. Not in my old position, but as the assistant to the owner. I want him to see me every time he comes and goes. I want him to hear my voice every time the phone rings. I want him to know that I won.

Today is my first day, and my heart is pounding when I walk through the door. I know my father won't dare do anything to me now. And I know that legally he can't do anything to change or jeopardize my position here. But I still remember all those explosions growing up. Can he really control himself when he sees me walk in? I pump Jerome's hand.

"Nervous?"

I nod.

"Me too. But you've got this. If there's anyone in the world I believe can handle your father, it's you."

I exhale and push the elevator button.

The thirty-second floor smells the same as it always has. That's the first thing I notice when I step off the elevator. The mix of metal and wood and cleaners that always lets me know exactly where I am. Ashley is the first person I see. She storms past me and then turns around.

"Li?"

I smile.

"Thank God you're back. Maybe you can talk some sense into that assistant of mine. He's useless." She walks away.

"Good to see you, too."

She waves but doesn't turn back. I chuckle and walk down the hall to the back office.

The door is closed. I'm not surprised. I knock, and when there’s no answer, I turn the nob. Jerome waits outside while I walk in.

He's not here. My heart sinks. As nervous as I was, I was looking forward to watching his nostrils flare and his eyes bulge when he saw me. I wore this dress specifically for him. Pink with a short flared skirt. Just like I was wearing the first time he assaulted me. Now he's not even here? I walk out to my desk and shake my head when Jerome looks at me.

"Oh good, is Mr. Tien free?" Brett walks around the corner. "I need to run this by him, and it has to be right now. Oh hey, it's you! Welcome back."

I smile. "Thanks. He's not here."

"He's not? Do you know when he'll be back?"

"Not a clue."

"Weird. He's always here in the mornings, no matter what. I really need him to sign off on this."

I stare down the hall for a second and then make up my mind. "What is it? Let me see."

"It's the new print ad campaign." He sets his tablet in front of me and scrolls through the images and videos.

“Stop. Not that one.” I swipe back to the image we just passed. “That doesn't look right. The others are all fine. Go with them.”

He squints at me for a second. Then he nods. "Good call on that one. Thanks."
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The rest of the day passes just like that. Different people running to my father's office wanting his opinion on mini-crises. Every one of them could handle these things themselves, but he’s poisoned them with self-doubt. I’m going to change that. I’m going to teach them to trust themselves again.

At 5:30pm, Jerome stands and looks at me. "We need to go."

He’s stayed here with me all day, sitting in an uncomfortable waiting room chair. I tried to make him get a chair from my father's office, but he refused. I would normally punish him for that, but staying with me all day was just too sweet.

"I'm almost done. Can't wait to get home?"

"We're not going home. I made dinner reservations for us at six."

"Oh. Then we need to go."

"I just said that."

"Shush. No one asked you."

He chuckles. "Yes, ma'am."

He orders a car for us, and we head downstairs. No matter what I threaten, he won't tell me where we're going. When the car stops, I look at him. He doesn't say anything. He just gets out of the car.

Inside, the host takes us to a table, but there's already someone sitting there. Jerome smiles at the woman and she smiles back. They've obviously met before. "Ms. Yang, this is your daughter, Li Hua."

My jaw drops open, and I can't breathe. Is it really her? After all of this time? The woman stands in front of me. She's shorter than I remember. I search her face. Those eyes. And she has the same—

"Mā?"

She throws her arms around me and almost knocks me over. "Oh, my baby. My beautiful baby girl."

"Mā." I can barely force the word out. The tears are sweeping down my cheeks, and I know I'm going to leave a wet stain on her shoulder. But I don't care. How is this possible? How is she here?

We hold each other forever. I'm afraid that when I let go, she’ll disappear. When she drops her arms, I grab her hand and hold it, unwilling to take the chance. We sit on opposite sides of the table, but I still hold on.

"It's going to be kind of hard to eat with just one hand." Jerome laughs.

"I don't care. I'm never letting go."

My mother's eyes crinkle. "Don't be afraid. I'm not going anywhere."

I relax my grip but still keep my hand on hers, just in case. I pull it away inch-by-inch, never blinking. Ready to grab her again if I need to. But when the tip of my finger brushes against the tip of hers and she's still there, I relax back into my seat.

"So..." I look at Jerome.

"So."

"You knew about this… Did you do this?"

He bursts into a smile. "Surprise."

I stand up and put my back to the wall. "I fucking love you Jerome Parker." I shout so the whole restaurant can hear, and every eye turns toward us. I drop my arms around him and pull our bodies together. My mouth against his ear, I whisper, "I fucking love you."
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"Trust me, you'll love this," she says.



 


My heart races when she hands me a pair of black stockings. I stare at her, but she just nods. I sit and slowly pull them up my legs. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Never imagined anything could feel this good. But I stop. I shouldn’t do this. I shouldn’t like this. I’m a man.



 


Then her hands find mine — she kisses me — and I forget all my doubts. My fears are gone. “That’s my girl,” she says.



 


No one has ever called me that, but I nod my head. I am her girl.
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