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CHAPTER ONE









Oh my God. Every eye is on her as soon as she leaves the elevator. And how could they not be? She’s already tall, but with her sky-high heels, she towers over everyone here, women and men. And that body? The red dress she’s wearing might as well be see-through. Every curve, every line stands out.

I’m standing at the far end of the hallway, and I’ve got the perfect view. Her breasts bouncing with each clacking step. Her hips swinging as she walks. Her black hair, blowing back just a little as she comes closer to me. I was heading to my office when I saw her coming this way, so I stopped. I know I look like a creep, but I can’t stop staring. She’s gorgeous. And she keeps coming closer. As she does, I see her perfect makeup. Her bright red lips matching the tips of her fingers. I’m jealous.

When she’s close enough that I can smell her perfume, she stops and smiles at me. Then she knocks on the office door. My office door.

“Are you—” My voice squeaks. I cough and hope she didn’t notice. “Are you looking for Hunter?”

“Yes. Do you know where he is?”

Her voice is so feminine and sensual. My body tingles at the sound of it.

“I’m he, um, him. Hunter. I’m Hunter Wilds.”

She looks me up and down and raises a finger to her lips. “You don’t look very wild to me.”

“No, I, uh, I suppose I don’t.” My whole life people have teasingly called me Hunter Milds.

She smiles. “I bet there’s more under the surface, though. A totally different you, just waiting to come out.”

Even though I know there’s no way she knows what I’m wearing under my suit, my cheeks are instantly red. “What? No. Of course not. So, um, were you looking for me?” Obviously, duh. “Can I help you with something?”

“I’m Arianda. I work on the thirty-second floor.”

Like I don’t already know who she is. She might work on the executive floor, but every man who works for Tien Enterprises knows who she is. Most of the women too.

“What can I do for you?”

“I was told to deliver this.” She holds out an envelope.

“What is it?”

She shrugs her shoulders. “Mr. Crawford just told me to deliver it to you.”

“To me?” I don’t move.

“Unless there’s another Hunter Wilds here. Do you want me to tell him you refused it?”

“Oh… No! I’ll take it. I’m sorry.”













CHAPTER TWO









The note says, “I have a position that should interest you. Knock on my door at 4:00p.m.” My jaw drops as I read it. This is really from Mr. Crawford? The Brett Crawford? The man is a legend. He single-handedly crafted the entire launch campaign for Tien Enterprise’s most successful product release in history. Of course, the reason he did it single-handedly is because he fired the entire team working on the project.

At 3:45p.m. I sit in a chair opposite the empty secretary desk outside his office. My stomach is churning. He’ll take one look at me, ask who I am, and then tell me to leave. There’s no way he meant to send me that note. I’m nobody. There’s zero chance the name Hunter Wilds has ever been said, or even thought, by Brett Crawford. I don’t know why I even came up here. I wanted to ignore the letter. I should have. This is just going to leave me embarrassed. But I couldn’t ignore it. The note said to be here at four, so I will be.

While I wait, I look around the area. It couldn’t be more different from my office. Everything is sleek and bright. Glass and metal everywhere. It’s like the designer wanted to make everything transparent and invisible. Everything except the wall I’m staring at. It’s glass too, but opaque. I can’t even see a shadow through it. Maybe that’s because he’s not inside. Maybe the note didn’t mean four o’clock today. My stomach feels better when I think he might not be there. Maybe I don’t have to suffer the humiliation. If he’s not here at four, I’ll go back to my office and throw this letter away. I’ll know it was a mistake, and I’ll never mention it to anyone.

I see my watch change from 3:58 to 3:59, and I take a deep breath. What’s the worst that can happen? He could be impressed I did what he asked, even though I knew the note wasn’t for me. Maybe this will help me stand out to him. But maybe standing out to him isn’t a good thing. As soon as I see 4:00, I knock. Three soft knocks. Maybe he won’t hear them. Then I can just turn around, satisfied I did my part.

“Come in.”

Shit. I open the door. “Mr. Crawford?”

“Mr. Wilds. Close the door behind you.”

He hasn’t shaved in a couple of days, and that just makes him more handsome than he already is. His brown hair is loosely slicked back and looks almost wet. His dark eyebrows are furrowed, and he’s staring right at me. My breath catches as our eyes meet. My core stirs, and I have to look away before I embarrass myself more than I already am.

Even as I look out the window, I feel his eyes on me. Silently staring. Should I speak first? Is he waiting for me?

“You wanted to see me… sir?”

“Come here.”

I walk across the room and stop a couple of feet from his desk. He stands and comes toward me.

“Lower your pants.”

“Sir?” I clearly misheard.

“Lower your pants.”

“My… I, uh…” My skin is boiling. He can’t really mean that, can he?

“Did you not hear me?” He moves even closer, and I can smell him. Soap and something more. It’s the scent of the air right after a bolt of lightning singes through it. His breath is on my cheek now. “Lower your pants. I want to see your panties.”

I want to run away, but I can’t. My body won’t move. I’m frozen to the floor of his office, my mouth hanging open.

“Sir? I don’t—”

The palm of his hand stings the side of my face. The tingle spreading from there through the rest of my body. And now I can move. I take two steps away and look at him. His face is as firm as his body.

“Do not disobey me. I know you’re a sissy who likes to wear panties to work. You don’t think anyone ever noticed, but I did. And you’re going to show me.”

How did he find out? No one could know. He couldn’t know. I’m always so careful. I don’t even use the bathroom when anyone else is in there. I don’t know what to do. No matter what I choose, I’m going to be fired. I either disobey a man who is famous for having a short fuse, or I admit I’m a crossdresser who wears panties under his clothes.

My thoughts stop when I hear a zipper. I look down and see him pulling his cock from his pants. His massive, erect cock. He wraps a hand around it and slowly strokes its length.

“Show me. I won’t tell you again.”

My hands are trembling as I unfasten my pants. I still hold them tight in my hand, though, afraid to release them. When his eyes move to my hand, I let go. My pants fall to my thighs, and I know he can see the blue lace underneath.

“Lower.”

His hand is moving more rapidly now as I pull my pants down. Down my shaved legs. Down to my knees. I stop there and stand up straight. My dick is struggling to break free of its satin prison, but compared to his, I can’t even call it a dick. It’s a sapling next to a giant oak.

I don’t take my eyes off him. I don’t move as I watch him, his hand moving still faster. His eyes never leave my panties. I see his hips twitch, and I know what’s coming. He tenses as his cock spurts. My eyes move from his cock to his eyes and back to his cock. It’s still dripping.

“I want you to work for me.”













CHAPTER THREE









“You…” I clear my throat. “What? You want me to work for you?”

He takes a tissue from his desk, cleans himself, and shoves his cock back into his pants. “Yes. I’ve had an eye on you for a while now. You’re exactly what I’m looking for.”

“But I don’t have any experience with… well, with anything.”

“You will when I’m done with you.”

“What would I be doing?” I realize my pants are still down around my knees, but I don’t move to pull them up.

“You’ll be my assistant. You’ll do anything I tell you to do.”

My blood drains from my face when I see the look in his eyes.

He just stares.

“Like a secretary? I can’t do that. That’s—I’m not interested in that.”

“Not a secretary. And I see that you are interested.” His eyes flash down to my swollen cock. “But don’t give me your answer yet. Think about it tonight, and let me know tomorrow. Be here at nine. And wear another pair of panties like these. I like these.”
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I replay the scene all night long. The way he looked at me when he told me to pull down my pants. The way he looked at me when he already knew what he would find. Then his eyes when he saw. They were hungry. But it’s wrong. He’s wrong. I can’t do this. I can’t.

When I get ready for bed, I pull my short, silky nightgown over my head. I know what I have to do. He can’t seriously want me to work for him. He just said it in the heat of the moment. Tomorrow, I’m going to my office, not his. I’ll do my work. Nine will come and go, and he’ll never think anything of it. He’ll probably even forget that he offered me the position. If he remembers, I’m sure he regrets it. I won’t hold him to it.

The next morning, I’m at work at 8:30a.m. In my office. And I’m going to stay here. There’s no way I can take the job that he’s offering me. It would be nice to have experience under one of the most famous executives in the country. And I could really use the extra money that I’m sure would come with the promotion. But I know I can’t do it, and I know he doesn’t even really want me for it. He would laugh in my face if I came to his office this morning. So no, I’ll stay right here.

I watch the clock on my wall as the hands sweep past nine. There’s a tinge in my belly when I try to imagine a world where I got on the elevator a few minutes ago and took it to the thirty-second floor. A reality where I knocked on his door. And he answered. And where he actually meant what he said yesterday. But that’s not here or now. At three past nine, I look away and back to my computer. It’s for the best.

“Mr. Wilds? Didn’t I tell you to not disobey me?”

I jump when I hear the voice. His voice.

“Pack anything that’s important to you. You have five minutes.” He shoves an empty box onto my desk.

“What do you mean?” I look up at him. At his blue eyes. The same hunger that was there yesterday is in them today, too.

“I think I was very clear.”

“But I can’t take that job.”

“Yes, you can. And you will.”

“You said I could choose. It’s better this way. I wouldn’t work out.”

“I did not say that. But you did choose. You made the wrong choice, though. Four minutes. You’ll find that I don’t take no for an answer, and I don’t tolerate people questioning me. Now pack. You won’t like the consequences if you don’t. I can make your reputation, but I can also destroy it.”

My heart races as I take the box. I don’t have much. Just some sketchbooks and pencils that I sometimes doodle with when I get bored. And my red staple remover. I won’t leave that behind.

Upstairs, I set the box down and follow Mr. Crawford into his office. He sits at his desk and picks up the phone, while I stand in the doorway waiting. He doesn’t even look at me, just makes the phone call as if I’m not there. Only when he hangs up does he finally turn to me, smiling.

“You’re going to be perfect. Come in and sit.”

He points to his right, at an overstuffed white chair that would look more at home in a living room. I cross the room without taking my eyes off him.

“Are you wearing your panties?”

I feel the red rise to my cheeks, and I wish I could hide my face behind my hands. But I know I can’t. Instead, I nod.

“I have rules. One of which is that you answer verbally when I ask you a question. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry.” I look down, away from him.

“Much better. And you’ve already mastered another rule. You’re to call me sir or Mr. Crawford. Nothing else. So see? This won’t be so bad after all.”

“I still don’t understand what I’ll be doing.”

“We’ll go over all that, but for now, stand and show me your panties.”
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The next couple of weeks pass in a blur. I slowly learn what he expects of me. I take his phone calls, keep his schedule, and forward reports and memos to the correct people. And once a day he calls me into his office and has me take my pants off for him. He never touches himself like he did that first day. At least not with me there. He just stares. Sometimes he stays behind his desk. Sometimes he moves closer. A couple of times, he touches me.

The first time, he just put his hand on my hip. When his skin touched me through the fabric of my panties, I gasped. His hand was so cold, but it shot sparks through me. Something I hadn’t felt since that first time I saw him. Something I’d convinced myself was just in my imagination. I tilted my head down, but I watched him from the corner of my eye, hoping that he would do more than just rest his hand there. But he didn’t.

It’s almost a week later when he touches me again. He holds his hand against my hip, but this time he doesn’t stop there. His fingers slide along my side and then up to my waistband. He follows it around to my front, stopping just below my navel. He’s standing directly in front of me. So close that I feel his breath on my forehead. So close that I have to use every muscle in my body to fight from falling into him, to struggle against the gravity of his lips pulling against me.

“So perfect.” His words are soft and barely audible. Just when I can’t hold out another second, he turns and walks back behind his desk. I feel like someone has cut my strings and I want to collapse to the floor. Instead, I force a smile, fasten my pants, and walk back to my desk.

The next morning I sit at my desk remembering it. My skin prickles at just the thought of his touch . It’s stupid to think he would ever want a boy like me. A boy who likes to dress up like a girl. Maybe I’m good enough for him to look at, or sometimes touch, or maybe even masturbate to. But he would never really want me, not in the way I dream about when I see him. Or hear his voice. Or the rare times I feel his fingers on me. Stop, don’t go there. It’s not going to happen. He’s one of the most powerful executives in the country, and I’m… just me. Nobody.

I finally clear him from my head just before he calls me into his office.













CHAPTER FOUR









“Do you own any stockings?”

I feel like I stepped outside naked in the middle of winter. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me.”

“I… um—” He can’t expect me to answer this, can he?

“Do you think there’s a wrong answer? There isn’t. Do you own any stockings?”

“Uh, no. No, sir. I have some… well, I own some tights. But not, um…”

“Was that so hard? Have you learned nothing about me yet? You’re to buy some. Several pairs. At least two black and at least one white. You can choose the other colors and styles. Send me the links when you find five pairs that you like. I’ll either approve or disapprove of them.”

“I… I can’t.”

“You can’t? Are you refusing me? You know what will happen if you do.”

“No sir. I just—”

“Then you’re going to do this. Do it now. Send me the links. You’ve got an hour. Don’t take that long.”

“Yes, sir.” I stumble when I turn and walk away, but I catch myself. Stockings? Does this mean he’ll want me to wear them to work? My stomach drops at the thought, but at the same time, an excited shiver runs through me.

It doesn’t take long to find the five pairs I want. I quickly email him with the links. Only a couple of minutes later, he forwards me an email confirming the orders. He bought them and had them shipped to my house. Thinking about wearing them, about him seeing me wear them makes the blood flow to my cock.

The next day when I get home from work, the package is waiting against my door. I look around to make sure no one can see it, then I pick it up and rush inside. As soon as the door clicks shut, I tear open the envelope and dump them onto my kitchen counter. Sheer black, black fishnet, sheer white, white fishnet, and the ones I was thrilled to find online—blue to match the panties that seem to be Mr. Crawford’s favorites. Matching garter belts for each color. I run my hand over the stockings and close my eyes as I feel the smoothness. I can’t wait to wear these for him.

The next morning, I don’t put them on, but I do put them in my bag to take to work. I’m not sure if he wants me to wear them, so I don’t dare put them on yet. As much as I wanted to, I didn’t even try them on last night.

He’s already there when I get to my desk, so I knock on his door.

“Come in.”

“Good morning, sir.”

“Are you wearing them?” His mind is apparently in the same place as mine.

“No, sir. You didn’t tell me if you want me to. But I brought them. In my bag.”

“Bring them in here.”

I retrieve my bag and come back. Standing in the middle of his office, where he likes to look at me.

“Take off everything except your shirt and your panties.”

I kick off my shoes and then pull off my socks and pants. When I’m done, I stand facing him.

“You wore the blue panties today.” He grins. “Now sit on the couch. You’re going to try on each pair so I can see them. Let me see the white ones first.”

I sit and grab the first package—white like he told me. As I open it, I hear him unfasten his pants. I look up, and he slides the waistband of his boxer briefs down. His cock isn’t quite firm yet, but I know it will be soon. I can’t take my eyes off it. The drool is building in my mouth, and I want to taste it. Just to swirl my tongue around the tip. That’s all. That would satisfy me. But I don’t tell him this. I don’t dare let him know. I’m afraid of what else he would make me do in exchange. Afraid he would want to fuck me with it. My asshole clenches at just the thought. There’s no way it would ever fit.

When I have on the first pair of stockings, he has me stand and turn for him. We go through each pair like this. I stand and turn, and he slowly moves his hand up and down his cock while he watches me. At last I roll the blue pair up my legs. It’s such a bright blue, I’m sure they’re just meant for the bedroom or a costume. I can’t imagine ever matching them with an outfit. But I still love the way they look.

“You are so fucking pretty. Come over here.”

I blush when he calls me pretty, and I wonder what he expects of me now. Is this finally my chance?

“Sit on my desk.” He brushes aside papers, clearing a spot for me in front of him.

I hop up, and he moves his chair in, pinning me so close I can smell his sex.

“Rub me with your foot.”

I extend my right leg so my foot is against his cock. I twist sideways just a little and then rub my stockinged foot up and down his length.

“Good girl. Now rub yourself through your panties.”

“Sir?”

“You heard me, girl. Now do it.”

My body tenses as I massage my cock through the silky fabric. As hard as I am, I’m sure it won’t be long before I come, but I don’t know if he wants me to do that.

“Good girl.” His voice is more labored.

It’s difficult to rub my foot along his length at the same time that I fondle myself, but I finally settle into a rhythm. Two circles around my small tip for every one stroke on his. Our breathing is heavier now as we both move closer. I can feel the orgasm building in me, and I know he’s as close as I am. I want us to come together, so I work my hand faster. Pushing harder. My hips are moving on their own and my cock pulses. When I hear him moan, I explode and fill my panties with my sticky fluid. I toss my head and shoulders back, but I don’t take my eyes off of his.

“Look at this mess you made. Clean it up.”

I slide off the desk, and for a second I’m not sure if he means his mess or mine. I start to turn so I can get a towel, but he grabs my arm and stops me.

“Where are you going? I said clean this up.”

“Yes, sir. I was just going to get a towel.”

“Use your tongue.”

“My… tongue?”

“Put it to better use than you are currently. On your knees and lick me clean.”

My heart is pounding as I drop to the floor. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Me. I’m wearing nothing but panties and a pair of stockings, and I’m under my boss’s desk about to take his cock into my mouth. I lean forward and run my tongue up his length. When I get to the tip, he grabs my chin and holds his other hand in front of me. The hand he shot his cum into. I lick his palm, and my insides burn as I take his sweet and salty fluid inside me. I close my eyes so nothing will distract me from his taste. He finally pulls it away, and then I turn back to his cock. I clean his shaft and all around the base. When I’m done, I look up into his face. He’s smiling at me.

“I’m so proud of you. You did so well.”

I beam.

“Now get dressed and go back out to your desk. No socks since you’re wearing stockings now.”

“Yes sir. May I go to the bathroom and clean myself?”

“No, you’re not to touch it. I want you to feel your cock squishing around in it all day and think about how wet I make you. I do make you wet, don’t I, girl?”

“Yes, sir.”
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“Are you questioning me?”

“No, sir. I’m sorry. I just… can’t.”

“You will.”

I look at the shoes sitting on his desk. Black heels. “I don’t think I can walk in those. Besides, everyone will notice.”

“Try them on and walk around in here. You can do it.”

“But sir—”

“This is not up for debate. Put them on and let me see you walk in them.”

I feel my pulse in my neck as I take the box from his desk and sit on the chair. The heels really aren’t bad. Maybe three inches? And it’s a wide heel. Maybe I can walk in these. But that doesn’t change the fact that I can’t wear them outside this office.

When they’re on over my black sheer stockings, I stand and carefully turn to face him. He comes around the desk and stands at my side.

“Now we’ll walk to the door and back. Together. I don’t want you to hurt yourself.”

I take small, slow steps. I wobble just a little at first, but it’s not nearly as bad as I’d imagined.

“See? You can do this. By the end of the day, it’ll be like you’ve been wearing them your entire life.”

“But I still can’t wear them. Everyone will see them.”

“Are you being logical right now or fearful?”

“Logical. I think?”

“You know my schedule for today. How many meetings are there?”

“None, but—”

“And on a normal day, how many people come back to this corner of the floor?”

I drop my head, knowing that I’m going to lose this argument. “Not many.”

“You mumbled. I didn’t hear you. How many?”

“Not many. Usually.”

“Right. So, are you being logical or fearful?”

“Fearful… sir.”

“Good girl.” He picks my old shoes—my men’s shoes—off the floor and puts them in a desk drawer. “Now, get out there. And don’t hide your feet or take those shoes off unless I give you permission. I want to see them every time I walk by. Understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

I hesitate for just a second at the door, but then I open it and walk out to my desk. As soon as I sit, I catch myself pulling my legs under me, hoping to hide my feet in the base of the chair. I close my eyes, slide them forward, and cross my legs—one knee over the other. It’s going to take work to police myself all day, but I’ll do it. For him. He’s right. No one ever comes here unless they have an appointment scheduled. Mr. Crawford isn’t the type of person that you go to see unless you have a reason to.

“Hiya Hunter!”

Fuck. “Hey, Chloe.” She’s wearing a purple dress that flares at her hips and doesn’t quite cover the tops of her white thigh high socks.

“Whatcha doin’?”

“Work. I’m really busy. Lots of things to get done before lunch.” I open an email and pretend to be typing so she’ll get the hint.

“Yeah, me too.” She sits across from me and makes no effort to keep her dress from riding up her legs.

“So, what do you need? I really have to get back to this. No time for talking. Sorry.”

“Oh, that’s OK. Mr. Taylor wants me to see if Mr. Crawford can meet him tomorrow afternoon sometime.

“You could have called.” I don’t mean to snap at her.

“I know, but then I wouldn’t get to see you. I hardly ever get to see you.” She twists her face into a pout. “Plus, I was bored. Sitting at a desk all day is so boring, don’t ya think?”

“Uh, yeah. It can be. Looks like three o’clock tomorrow is free. Would that work?”

“That’s perfect.”

“Don’t you need to check?”

“Nope. I got it all memorized.” She taps a pink nail against the side of her head.

“Well, I need to get back to—”

“Oh my God, Hunter! Lemme see! Lemme see!”

Before I can move, she pulls my chair away from my desk.

“So pretty! I love them!”

Fuck, fuck, fuck! I tuck my feet under me, but it’s obviously too late. “Um, it’s not—”

“So cute! Do you like mine? Oh my God, what size are you? Maybe we can share shoes. That would be so much fun, wouldn’t it?”

“Uh…”

“I’m gonna go tell the other girls. They’re all gonna be so excited!”

“Wait, Chloe, don’t. Chloe?”

She ignores me as she practically sprints around the corner and toward the rest of the floor. I bury my head in my hands and do everything I can to fight back the tears. I can’t believe I let him talk me into this. I knew better. I fucking knew better. “Are you being logical or fearful?” Logical, damn it. Obviously, I was being logical.

It can’t be even two minutes when I hear what I assume is Chloe coming toward me. I look up just in time to see her and her white platform Mary Jane pumps. And she’s pulling Arianda and Sydney behind her. They all have huge smiles on their faces. No doubt looking forward to making fun of me.

Arianda is the first to say something. “I thought this was just Chloe and her overactive imagination, but I guess it’s really true.”

“Uh, it’s not what you think.”

“Girl, those look good on you.” Sydney says.

“That’s what I told her!”

“Him. Just, please. This doesn’t mean anything. It wasn’t even my idea. It was Mr. Crawford, and I didn’t—”

“Don’t be embarrassed by it. You’re wearing heels. I’m wearing heels. So are Chloe and Sydney. So what?”

My face has to be so red right now. “But it’s different.”

“No, it’s not.” Sydney says. “We all like pretty shoes. Sounds the same to me.”

“You don’t think it’s—I don’t know—weird that I’m wearing these? Creepy?”

“What? No. Why would it be weird or creepy? Don’t be silly. Do you think it’s creepy that I’m wearing these?”

I look down at the nude pumps Sydney is wearing. “Of course not, but you’re a girl.”

“If it makes you feel better, you’re an honorary girl from now on then. Does that work?”

I just stare at her. Obviously, it doesn’t work that way, and she knows it.

“Yay! Another girl on the floor!” Chloe wraps her arms around me, and I see Arianda roll her eyes and smile.

“Come on Chloe. Let’s leave her alone, so she can get her work done.”

They all walk away, and I bury my face again. This time to hide my smile.













CHAPTER FIVE









“Sir, please? I really have to go.”

“Not yet. We’re not finished.”

“But I think I may have an accident if I—”

“You heard me. You’re not questioning me, are you?”

“No. Of course not.” I look away and squeeze my legs together.

We’ve been going over these marketing images for hours—straight through lunch—and he hasn’t given me permission to leave once. If he doesn’t soon, I may have to go regardless of what he says.

“So, which of these do you prefer?”

I bend over and look at the images side by side on his screen while he stands and walks around me. They look the same to me. A jogging woman, back-lit by the sunrise, earbuds in her ears. When I hear the noise, I stand and look at him.

He’s pouring water from a pitcher into a cup, and I can hear every splatter and tinkle.

“Mr. Crawford.” I close my eyes and will my bladder to hold on just a little longer.

“Did you choose one?”

“What? No. They’re the same.”

“Not at all. One has the contrast adjusted by two percent. Minor differences like that can be very important.”

He’s done pouring now, so I turn around to the pictures. I can’t see any difference. I look at her face, the background, the earbuds. Nothing sticks out to me. I’m so caught up trying to find the difference that I don’t notice Mr. Crawford until he squeezes my ass. The touch of his hand sends a ripple through me, and—

“Oh God! I’m so sorry! I’m so sorry!” I don’t care that I’m wearing heels, I sprint through the door and down the hall only to find the men’s room blocked by the yellow cart of the cleaner. I can’t wait. I turn left and go into the women’s room instead, praying that no one is in there. I pull open the door to the first stall and unfasten my pants, but I don’t make it in time. Shit! Shit! Shit! I hurry and drop them and finish in the toilet. When I’m done, I sit down and sob.

There’s a massive wet stain across the front of my pants. Why did he do this? Did I make him mad? Was he trying to prove a point? The tears are pouring down my cheeks as I take a handful of toilet paper from the dispenser. I dab and rub, but nothing makes the stain even slightly less noticeable. I wish I could adjust the contrast on these. My sobbing turns to cackling, and soon I can’t breathe because I’m laughing so hard. This is all so absurd. All of it. I’m sitting on a toilet in the women’s restroom with my pants and panties around my ankles and a pair of blue stockings on my legs. And now there’s a giant wet stain on my pants because my boss refused to let me use the bathroom, and like an idiot, I didn’t leave until it was too late.

When I finally stop laughing, I stand up. I don’t know what to do other than to go back to the office and hope no one sees me. Maybe Mr. Crawford has a spare pair of pants I can borrow. Or a long coat. Something so I can get out of here without being the talk of the entire building.

Thankfully, there’s no one in the hallway or outside the office when I get back. For once, I don’t bother knocking. I just walk in and close the door behind me.

Mr. Crawford stands and comes right over to me. “I’m so proud of you.” He cups his hand against the side of my face.

“You’re proud of me?” I snicker.

“I am. You did exactly what I asked until you couldn’t. Such a good girl. I knew you were perfect.”

He leans in and his lips brush against mine. A tingle runs through my whole body. This is exactly what I’ve wanted since I first saw him, but I back away and lean against the closed door.

I can’t believe this. “This? This is perfect?”

“This is so very perfect.” He smiles as he comes up to me. He has a hand on the door on either side of me, pinning me in place. “You’re so wonderful.”

His mouth moves toward mine again. I try to pull away, but my head hits the door, and his lips are on mine before I can move. This time, he doesn’t gently brush against them. He’s claiming me. Letting me know that I’m his. And as angry as I am, his lips on mine make me melt. I open my mouth just a crack and he pushes his way through. Taking everything that I give him. Taking more. And I want him to have it all. I want to be his. Completely his. I kiss him back like my life is depending on it because it is. Without this I’m nothing. I can never go back to that old life now. That life has been shattered into a million pieces. No matter what I try, I could never reassemble it.

His lips pull away just far enough for words to escape. “Let me clean you.” The sentence tickles my skin.

I don’t say anything as he walks to his private bathroom and wets a cloth. When he comes back, he unfastens my pants and pulls them down. Then he gently tugs my panties down until they’re around my ankles as well. The room air is cold on my wet cock, and I shiver. He drops to his knees in front of me, lifts my legs one at a time, slipping my feet out of my shoes and then pulling my soiled clothes off. When he’s slid them out of the way, he takes my dick in one hand while he slides the warm cloth along its length. My toes curl against the floor at his touch.

I exhale. “You shouldn’t be doing this.”

“I want to.”

“It just doesn’t seem right, though. You taking care of me. You’re… well, you’re…” I feel my cock harden, and I can’t finish my thought.

He looks up into my eyes. “A man who has feelings for you? A man who wants to take care of you?” He moves the cloth around my now hard length, but he doesn’t take his eyes away from mine. I stare at him, and then I finally smile and look away. My skin pimples as I think of him—one of the most powerful businessmen in the world—so gentle and careful as he washes me. I close my eyes and listen to my own breaths as the cloth works against my cock and then my balls. Caressing more than rubbing. I want to drop to my knees in front of him. I want him to take me. In his arms. Then more. Instead, he stands, and I hear him take two steps backward. I open my eyes.

“I could look at you like this all day.” His blue eyes are practically glowing white with heat. “But I think that might be a problem when you leave the office.”

Right now, I never want to leave the office. I want to stay here forever. Stay here in front of him wearing nothing but a button-down dress shirt, garter belt, and a pair of stockings. Electricity runs to my core at the thought.

“Luckily, I’ve got something for you. I was saving it, but you’ve been such a good girl today, you deserve a reward. Go to the closet.”

My eyes narrow as I wonder what it could be. I open the closet door, expecting a package, something wrapped. But nothing stands out. I turn to look at him, and he’s standing right behind me. He presses his body against mine, and I feel his cock poking through his pants into the crack of my ass. I can’t help myself. I push back against him and wiggle my hips as he pulls a hanger from the rod.

“Maybe you’re not such a good girl after all.” He laughs and holds the gift in front of me.

I blink. “It’s… a dress?”

“Do you like it?”

“I, uh, what am I supposed to do with it?”

“Hunter, I’m pretty sure you already know that answer.”

“Here?”

“Of course here. Why not?”

My eyes widen. “I can’t. No. People will see.”

“Hunter, stop and breathe. We went through this with your heels, remember? You were scared, but it turned out just fine.”

“You told me then that no one would see, but they did.”

“The other girls. And how did they react?”

I blush. “They told me they were pretty. But this is different.” I look at the plain black dress he’s holding in his hand.

“How so? It’s something you want to wear. Just like your heels. It’s something that will be pretty on you. Just like your heels. It’s something I want to see you in. Just like your heels. What’s the difference? Is a dress any more girly than a pair of high heels and stockings? I hardly think so. Now, put this on for me.”

I take the dress from him, and he walks behind his desk and sits down. I look it over. No zipper. No buttons. Just a black sleeveless dress meant to be slipped over your head. I pull it on. With a little twisting and shimmying, it falls around me. The hemline ends halfway down my thighs. If I sit, it’ll show the top of my stockings.

“I can’t wear this out there.”

“You look gorgeous. I bought this for you, too.” He lifts a blonde wig out of a bag and walks toward me. With one hand, he slicks my hair back. With the other, he sets the wig on my head and then adjusts it. “The lady at the shop gave me some pins for this, too.”

“Sir, please don’t make me go out there like this.”

“I will if I have to. You need to understand what a beautiful person you are, Hunter. Stop hiding yourself from the world.”

“It’s not that.” Even to my own ears, my voice sounds whiny.

“It is that. I promise everyone on this floor will celebrate you for who you are. And soon everyone outside this floor is going to know that you’re mine, and if they have a problem with you, I’ll make their life hell.”

I pinch my lower lip between my teeth and stare at him. He walks up to me and wraps his arms around me.

“As long as you’re mine, I’ll never let anything bad happen to you. I promise.”

“But am I really?” I breathe the words into the side of his neck as he holds me.

“Mine? Of course you are. Now be my good girl and get out there.”

I go to the door and don’t hesitate. I throw it open and walk out to my desk. My steps are challenging anyone who might have a problem with me, but there’s no one there. I wish there were, so they could see me.













CHAPTER SIX









It’s been two days, two days of wearing dresses at work, and I haven’t heard a single negative comment. The only comments I’ve heard at all were from the other girls on the floor. Before leaving work yesterday, Sydney made me promise to let her do my makeup this morning. And as soon as I walk off the elevator today, she takes my hand and drags me to the women’s restroom.

She has what looks like a small suitcase, but she tells me it’s her makeup case. She sets it next to the sink and opens it. I can’t imagine even a professional makeup artist having more than this. For the next thirty minutes, she tickles my face with brushes and sponges and rubs the creams and powders onto my skin.

When she’s done, she stands back and smiles. I look in the mirror, and my heart stops. That’s not me. Is it? That woman is pretty. My eyes move from the black eyeliner and thick eyelashes of my eyes, down to my suddenly cute nose, and to my soft pink lips. I imagine Mr. Crawford pressing his lips against them, unable to control himself.

I turn to look at her. “Is this me?”

“Of course it is, and you’re gorgeous. Do you like it?”

“I’m pretty? Really pretty. Oh my God, Sydney, I can’t believe it! You’re a magician with this stuff.”

“Thanks, I love playing with makeup.” Her eyes move down my body. “Wow, you really do like it, don’t you?”

“Uh…” I want to run into a stall to hide from her.

“Don’t be embarrassed. Your dick just saw an attractive woman in the mirror, and it did what comes naturally. I know how it is.”

“You really don’t, but yeah. I still… I’m so sorry.”

She moves closer to me. “Don’t be sorry. Let me help.”

“What are you—”

“Shh.” She slips her hand inside my panties and wraps it around my cock.

I gasp.

“We’re all very helpful on this floor. You’re new, but you’ll learn. Do unto others, you know. And pretty girls turn me on too, so maybe we can help each other?” She pulls her dress over her hips and drops her panties to her ankles.

I watch as she hops onto the counter next to the sink. My gaze goes from her eyes to her pussy.

“Sydney, are you—”

“I think we both need to get rid of a little extra energy, don’t we?”

“But here?”

She pulls me closer to her. My pantied cock brushes against her entrance. “Right here. It won’t take long. I promise.” She pushes my panties down and scoots to the very edge of the counter.

“I don’t have a condom.”

“I’m clean. Are you?”

“Yes, but… what about birth control?”

“Don’t worry, babe. You won’t get me pregnant.” She giggles.

Her hand is around my dick, and she guides its tip to her slick folds.

“Are you sure?”

She leans forward and takes my mouth with hers. I taste our lipsticks mingling as I slide into her, and her moan vibrates against my lips. I wrap my arms around her to hold her tight while I slip in and out of her. Slowly at first, but when she starts to nibble on my neck, I move faster. My cock thrusts into her while I hold her tight to keep her from sliding away from me.

I’m leaning over her now. Her moans are so loud I imagine others can hear us, but I can’t stop. I push myself into her over and over. Her hands are on my back, and I’m worried that her fingernails are going to tear through my dress. My pants become more erratic, and I feel my cock throb. Just as it spurts inside her, she arches her back and screams, “Fuck.” I know everyone on the floor heard that, but I still keep moving inside her, pushing as her body spasms.

Finally, when my cock has gone limp and her body has relaxed, I step away from her.

“Oh my God, Sydney. That was incredible.”

“For a girl, you definitely know how to use your cock.”

I chuckle.

She leans forward and kisses my lips. “I’m so glad you took this position. You fit right in.”

We leave the bathroom, and I hurry to Mr. Crawford’s office.

“Miss Wilds?”

“Yes, sir?” I walk into his office and stand in front of him. He just stares at me.

“You look beautiful today.”

I blush. “Thank you, sir.”

“But you seem to have gotten lipstick on your neck. A different shade from what’s on your lips.”

My stomach sinks. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. It sounded like you and Miss Storer were enjoying yourselves. You don’t have to be sorry for that. Use my washroom to wipe that off. Next time, take care of it before you come back.”

Next time? My face is on fire. “Uh, yes, OK.”
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Arianda and Chloe are already in the break room when I walk in for lunch. Li is sitting with them too. I slow down just a step when I see her. She’s the assistant to the owner, Mr. Tien, and in many ways, she’s more intimidating than he is.

“Look at her walking in like she owns the place now that she’s all hot.”

I assume Arianda must be talking about someone else, so I turn my head, expecting to see Sydney behind me.

“Oh, and pretending to be modest, too.” She smiles at me.

Beside her, Chloe is bouncing in her seat. “Sydney said you were pretty, and you are. You’re really pretty, Hunter.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” I run my hand down her braided hair. She looks at me for a second longer before picking up her crayon and focusing again on her book.

I smooth my pink dress under me and sit down, crossing my legs and feeling the swish of my white stockings as I do.

Li looks across the table at me. There’s a smile on her face, but I can’t tell if it’s friendly or intimidating. “You certainly do make up well.”

“Uh, thanks.” I try to hold eye contact with her, but I can’t.

“From what I heard this morning, you may do other things well, too. Maybe I should test you myself to see how well.”

“Uhh…”

“Li, leave the girl alone. At least give her a chance to get used to all this before you sexually harass her.”

My mouth opens, and I look at Arianda. But her eyes are still locked with Li’s. Chloe giggles but doesn’t look up. Not sure what else to do, I walk to the refrigerator and grab my lunch—a tomato, cucumber, and hummus wrap. I pretend to be engrossed in my food until our half hour is up.

Just as we all stand to head back to work, Sydney comes around the corner. Her hair is still more perfect than any of ours, but it’s clearly been messed up and then retouched in a hurry.

“Sorry I missed lunch, ladies. Ms. Rogers needed to keep me over for a bit. You all know how that is.” She smirks as she grabs a diet coke from the fridge and an orange from the counter. The other girls all laugh. I just walk silently back to my desk.

I’m still sitting there, making sure the social media team is aware of the updated graphics, when I see a woman walk down the hall toward me. I’ve never seen her before, so I sit up a little straighter. Mr. Crawford doesn’t have anything scheduled, so I’m not sure who this could be.

“Hi, what can I help you with?”

“Oh, I see he has another one of his girls. And a cute one this time. Nothing honey. I help myself.” She doesn’t even slow down as she walks past me and pushes open the office door.

I gasp and stand up, following her in. Mr. Crawford looks up from his computer. When he sees the woman, his face changes. He looks surprised. Like she’s the last person he expected to walk in.

“We need to talk Brett. You can send your little toy away. You won’t need her.” She barely acknowledges me as she says it.

My eyes move from the back of her head to his face. He doesn’t say anything. Just stares at me. I want to stay. I want to be here for whatever it is this woman is going to tell him. Whatever she doesn’t think I need to be a part of. But when he doesn’t say anything, I turn and walk back out to my desk. My stomach tightens as I do. Who is this woman?

I strain my ears for the next hour, trying to hear anything going on in the room, but for a wall made of metal and glass, it’s surprisingly soundproof. When the phone rings, I jump.

“Sir?”

“Hunter. I need dinner reservations tonight. For two. Le Collier. Then book one of the planes for a flight to Ibiza, Spain. Two passengers. Ms. Rossi and I. Plan on a Monday return.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes. Is there a problem? Thank you, Miss Wilds.” He disconnects before I can tell him that there is indeed a problem. He and I have plans for tonight. Had plans, I guess. I call Boar and Fig first to cancel our reservations. I hope the extra time it takes me to do that will mean that Le Collier is completely booked, but as soon as I mention Tien Enterprises, the lady is able to find a free table. “Quiet and romantic, away from the kitchen,” she tells me. I silently hope that she chokes on a wine cork. Last, I call the company that handles the jets for Tien. Two for Ibiza. I hang up the phone and want to cry, but I won’t give him the satisfaction.

Not long after that, the woman, Ms. Rossi, walks out of Mr. Crawford’s office. As she passes by, I swear I can hear a quiet snort, but I don’t look at her. I don’t go into his office either. I want him to know that I don’t care what he does with that bitch.

At exactly five o’clock, I log off, pack my bag, and walk to the elevators. I don’t say a word, and neither does he. His door is open, so I know he sees me stand up. Or at least hears my shoes on the tile. But nothing. Once the elevator doors close, I can’t hold back the tears anymore. I’ve debated since she left, but the fact that he hasn’t said a word to me since then makes the choice for me. I reach in my bag and pump the staple remover like it’s a stress ball.













CHAPTER SEVEN









“Another one of his girls.” I replay her line over and over as I scrub the makeup from my face. I’m so stupid. I can’t believe I ever thought this could be real. He must be laughing at me right now. Laughing at what a fool I am. Idiotic Hunter, thinking she could get everything she ever wanted.

I pick my dress and stockings up from the floor where I piled them and go to my bedroom. When I have it all—the couple of dresses he bought me, all the shoes, the stockings, the wig—I walk downstairs and slam them into a garbage bag. I don’t need these anymore, so I might as well donate them to someone who can use them. Just as I tie the bag, my phone chimes. It’s him.

“Call me.”

Why? So you can tell me that I could never compete with Ms. Rossi? Tell me that I was stupid to even think I could?

I mute his notifications and take a sketchpad and some pencils from my bag. I need to draw to let out some of this frustration. The only thing that wants to come out, though, are sketches of me and him. No matter what I start to draw, my mind wanders there and my hand follows. Each time, I rip out the page and start over, but each time I do the same thing. I slam the pad to the floor and scream. How could I ever have been so dumb? I climb up the stairs and toss myself down on my bed.

The next morning, my phone chimes and wakes me up. My hearts slams against my chest, thinking that it might be him.

“Hmm… Hunter and Mr. Crawford are both absent today…”

“Suspicious. Get it, girl! Have fun!”

It’s just Li and Sydney in our group chat. I see I have six other texts and two phone calls. All from him. I don’t read them. I look at the time—ten o’clock—and then set the phone back on my nightstand. My eyes just close when the phone chimes again.

“Yay Hunter!”

It’s Chloe now. If I don’t respond, this could go on for a while.

“It’s not like that. I’m not with him. He’s in Spain. I’m at home. I quit.”

“Please tell me you’re kidding.” Li types back before I can mute the thread. She must have already had her phone in her hands.

I ignore her, and turn on my phone’s do not disturb mode. I close my eyes again, but I can’t sleep now. The rain is pattering on the roof. I want to go outside and just lie in it.

I spend the rest of the week and the weekend binging shows and eating. Way more eating than anyone should, but sometimes a box of macaroni and cheese is the only thing that can make life seem alright. Over the last four days, I’ve planned out my life. It was remarkably easy when I thought about it. I’m never leaving home and never talking to anyone else ever again. That’s it. So simple. I’ll grow my own food. I’ve already got two tomato plants, so I’m almost there. I’ll be just like the homesteaders who moved to the west years ago. If they could convert one hundred and sixty acres into farmland, I can do the same with my three hundred square foot backyard.

I’m lying on the couch when someone knocks on my door. Loud knocks. Demanding. I look out and see his car parked in the driveway. I go back to the couch and lie down.

More knocks. “I know you’re in there, Hunter. Open the door. I’m not leaving.”

I roll my eyes. Like I believe that. He left me without a word last week. He’ll do the same now if I just wait him out.

But he doesn’t. He stops knocking, but his car is still in the driveway.

“I’m still right here. I’m not leaving until you talk to me.”

He sounds like he’s just on the other side of the door. Well, I’m inside and comfortable, so I can last a lot longer than him. I turn on the television and turn up the volume. I want him to know that I’m here and ignoring him.

An hour later, another series of knocks makes me jump. “Still me. Still here. If you really want me to leave, you’ll have to talk to me.”

Damn him. He knows I can’t do this. He knows that if he waits long enough, I’ll open the door. I know that too.

“Go away. I’m not going to talk to you.”

“I’m not leaving. Just let me explain. Then you can tell me to go away.”

“No. Go to one of your other girls and leave me alone.”

“There isn’t any other girl. Just you. Why are you saying that?”

“She told me there are others. That woman you took off with.”

“Hunter, this is silly. Just open the door so we can talk face to face. Please. There’s no one else. I swear.”

“I should have known it would never be real. I can’t believe I let myself think there was a chance. There never was, was there? Why would you ever… You just wanted to use me for a while. Have fun and then push me away.” I knew it from the beginning. Why did I ignore my instincts?

“Fuck. No. That’s not true. Will you open the door?”

I lean my head against the door but don’t say anything. I can’t. If I say something, I’m going to cry, and I’ve already cried enough because of him.

“That woman last week was my ex-wife. She’s… well, we don’t get along. Whatever she said to you was just to get under your skin.”

“You get along well enough to take her to dinner and fly her to Spain.”

“That’s where my son lives. Our son. He got into trouble, and he needed dad to bail him out. Literally. She went to stay with him to make sure he didn’t get back in trouble right away. He’ll at least have the sense to wait until she leaves now.”

I remember him telling me that his son lives in Europe, but he never said anything else. “What about dinner?”

“That was her idea. We agreed to let him spend the night in jail, so that meant there wasn’t a rush to get there. She suggested dinner. I tried to tell her no. And… I’m ashamed of this, but in the heat of the moment, I forgot I promised to take you out. I remembered as soon as I walked into the restaurant, and I knew then how badly I fucked up.”

“Yes, you did.”

“I’m so sorry, Hunter. I’ll spend forever making it up to you. I just get so flustered around that woman. She never takes no for an answer.”

I snort.

“What?”

“Reminds me of someone else we both know. Someone who’s being a stalker creep and hanging outside someone’s door.”

“Then let me in, so it’s not so creepy.”

I drop my forehead against the door and sigh. A couple of breaths later, I unlock the door and pull it open. He’s on his feet and walking in as soon as I do.

“Why did she call me another one of your girls? Why did she say it like that?”

“She knows I have a certain type. But there’s no one other than you. I swear.”

“A certain type?”

He nods his head and moves closer to me. “Beautiful women.” He tilts his head and his lips fall into mine.

I don’t give in, but I don’t pull away either.

“Women who are strong enough to let someone else be in charge.” His hands glide down the sides of my body and cup my ass. “Women who maybe have a little more to offer.” He pulls one hand around to my front and teases my cock. I may want to play hard to get, but it has something different in mind.

“There’s no one else?”

“No. No one else. Just you. There hasn’t been anyone else for a long time. She’s just jealous and mean. There’s only you. If you’ll have me, that is.”

“I’ve wanted to have you since the day we met.” I put my hands on the sides of his waist and look in his eyes. I see the desire blazing in them.

He pushes into me, and a chill runs through me as I feel his cock against me. I worry I may have bitten off more than I can chew.

“Take off your clothes.”

“Yes, sir.” I pull my t-shirt over my head and yank off my shorts. I watch, standing in just a pair of panties, as he unbuckles his belt. The sight of him pulling it loose is like a signal to my body, and I move toward him. My hands on his chest, I undo his buttons one at a time, working my way down while he unfastens his pants. With just a couple of buttons left, I stop and work my hands inside. I’ve never seen his chest before. It’s hairier than I imagined. I run my hands through it. His hairs tickling my fingers as I move them to his sides and then down to his waist. Down to where his waistband would be. Then I move back to the front, to his abs. I trace the line of his muscles up. My hands are in front of me now, flat against his chest.

“Fuck this.” He pulls his shirt open. The ripped buttons pop around the room, and he slides the ruined shirt from his arms. “Is that better?”

“So much better.” I wrap my hands around him and pull him tight to me. When I do, his lips find the soft flesh between my jaw and neck. I feel his breath rushing along my flesh. He presses into me, and I exhale.

“Do you want this?”

“You know the answer.” I grab hold of his cock and squeeze. He lets out a slow moan that ignites a fire in me.

“Damn it, girl. On your knees.”

I lower myself in front of him, my knees just inches away from the tips of his shoes. I don’t wait for him. I loosen the laces and take them off of him. Then I pull his pants and boxer briefs free of his ankles. His socks are blue with watermelon slices on them. I think he’s cute wearing nothing but those, so I let him keep them on. When I’m done, I sit back on my feet and look into his eyes, waiting for his command.

“You’re so gorgeous. I’m going to make every inch of you mine. Kiss it.”

I press my lips against his moist tip and then I open to take his head into my mouth. As I do, I look at him through my eyelashes. His eyes are on mine, and I take more. I move my head closer to him, flattening my tongue as his cock fills my mouth. When I feel it pushing against the back of my throat, I step my knees back, further from him, so I can change the angle of my head and open my throat to him. I pull more of him into me, and his cock tenses. I know I can’t take it all. Not yet. But I will one day. For now, this has to be enough.

I slowly slide my lips back toward his tip, sucking harder as I get closer to his end. Once there, I tickle the underside of the bulbous head with my tongue. Out of the top of my eyes, I see his head roll back just a little. When I pull him back into me, I drag my teeth along his veiny shaft. So light that it’s just a tickle, but his moan tells me he feels it. I work to take more of him into my mouth this time, and when I do, I stop there and cup his balls. With my fingers, I tease the skin where his sack meets his taint.

My hand holding there, I pull my mouth back again. I move more quickly this time, and when I get to the end, I plunge forward, still caressing his sensitive skin with my fingers.

“You’re going to fuck around and make me come.” His voice is breathy and strained.

I giggle as much as I can with his huge cock in my mouth. “That’s kind of the point,” I try to say. Instead, the words just come out as a long garbled moan.

I’m moving back and forth faster now, and his hips are moving in time with me. Thrusting and sucking, we both move with each other, and I can tell that he really is about to come. I force my breaths through my nose as I take as much as I can and then press my tongue against his flesh while I move back. I can feel every vein on his cock, and I want to keep running my tongue along it until I know it so well I can draw a map.

As if we timed it, just as my mouth nears the head of his cock, he unloads. His hot juices fill my mouth, and I struggle to swallow. But I do. Spurt after spurt, and I drain them all. When I feel his cock start to relax just a little, I run my tongue around the tip and down his shaft. Making sure he’s clean and that all his juices are mine.

“I love the way you taste.” I smile up at him while my hands slide around to his ass.

“I love everything about you.” He reaches under my arms and helps me up to the couch.

Sitting beside each other, I let my body fall into his, my head on his shoulder.

“How could you ever think there would be another girl like you? No one could ever come close to you.”

I wrap my arms around him and bury my head against the side of his body.

“Do you mean it?”

“Of course. There’s no one like you, never—”

“No. Do you mean that you love everything about me?”

He pulls away from me. The absence of his body next to mine leaves me cold, but then he swings a leg over me. He straddles me, his knees on the cushions. His lips crash down onto mine, while his hand slides under the waistband of my panties and grabs my cock. He rubs his fingers along it until the blood rushes in and it hardens under his touch.

“Every single thing.” He accents the words with stuttered kisses on my lips. “And I’m going to keep proving it to you until you believe it.”

He rips my panties from me and then slides his hands under my thighs. He stands and lifts me. I throw my arms over his neck and wrap my ankles around him.

He looks around for a second. “This would have been sexier if I knew where things were. Is your bedroom up the stairs?”

“Yes.” I nod my head and laugh. “And I think this is plenty sexy.”

“You poor girl, the sexy hasn’t even begun yet.”

I squeal as he sprints up the stairs, still holding on to me. When he gets to the top, he stops.

“Second door on the left.”

“Right.” He moves into my bedroom and tosses me on the bed. My head falls back on the pillow before I sit up and look at him. “On your hands and knees. Face away.”

“Yes, sir.” When I’ve spun around, I look at him over my shoulder. Is he really going to do this?

“I hope for your sake you have some lube in here.”

Oh God, he is. A shiver runs through my body, fear and anticipation shooting down my spine. “Bottom drawer there.” The drawer where I keep the few toys I own. I should be embarrassed for him to see them, but I’m not.

“Hmm… nipple clamps? I’ll add that to my to-do list for another day.”

“I don’t have any condoms, though. Do you?” I’m single and never have anyone over, so I’ve never needed condoms before.

“I don’t need one. I want to feel all of you.”

“Oh… OK.” The thought excites me, and I can’t help my smile.

He sees it and returns his own. “God, I fucking love you.”

I watch as he snaps open the cap and squirts the lube into the palm of his hand. With both hands, he smears it over his cock until the length is glistening. My breathing grows more shallow. I want that cock. I want all of it and in every way possible. Dripping lube onto my bed, he moves closer to me, and puts his hands on my hips.

“I’m going to go slow.”

I gulp. I know I need him to go slow, but I don’t want him to. I want him to slam every inch into me. “Um, I’ve never done this before. Just with toys.”

He parts my cheeks, and I feel his cock pushing against my entrance. “I’m your first?”

I just nod my head.

“I’ll be gentle then.”

“No. I don’t want gentle. I just want you inside me. Now, please.”

He doesn’t say a word as he pushes himself into me. He starts off slowly, giving my muscles a chance to relax, but soon I feel him ease his length further inside me. I turn my head around to look at him.

“Honey, this isn’t even halfway yet.”

I exhale, and a tingle fills my body.

He probes me, pushing in and then pulling out. Slowly. Carefully. After a couple minutes of this, he stops and I hear him squirt a little more lube. After two more gentle pushes, he reaches around and rests a hand on my belly, holding me close to him. Then he thrusts into my ass. I groan as I feel him force his way inside me. My asshole was already stretched to its limit. I wince at the new sensation.

The pain is quickly dwarfed by pleasure, though. It starts small, but then it bubbles to my cock and to my belly and throughout my whole body. Soon there is no pain. My back arches, and my hips roll backward into him as he thrusts his manhood inside me. When he grips my cock and slides his hand along its length, I can’t handle any more. Every muscle in my body contracts, and I can’t decide whether to throw myself against his cock or against his hand. The edge of my vision goes black, and I’m forcing my breaths now. With a shriek, my body shudders, and my cock spurts on the blanket below me.

I try to slow my breathing, but he’s still pumping inside me. Both of his hands are on my hips now, and he’s filling me with every inch. I push myself back against him, and then I hear his breath catch. His body twitches as he fills me.

When he’s done, I feel the mattress shift as he backs away. His seed drips down my leg.

“Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

He’s not gone even a minute when I feel his hand on the side of my ass. He has a washcloth and runs it lightly up my leg, catching all of his drips, and then around the rim of my hole. When I wince, he pulls the cloth away and blows on the area. Somehow, his cool breath eases the pain.

“There. You know what to do with the mess you made.”

“Yes, sir.”

I shift away from the wet spot and lower my mouth to it. As my tongue laps up the load that I shot there, I think about him inside me. All of him inside me. My cheeks flush with pride.

When I finish, he rolls me onto my back, and his lips come over mine. I move my head to the side.

“What are you doing?”

“I want to taste it on your lips.”

He presses his lips against mine again, but this time I don’t move away. I open my mouth so his tongue can slide in.













CHAPTER EIGHT









“Good morning.” He wakes me with a kiss on the tip of my nose.

“Good morning, sir.” The sunlight is already streaming in, and I wonder what time it is.

He must see me look for a clock. “Nine.”

I relax and let my body fall back onto the bed.

“How did you sleep?”

“Wonderfully, once I was able to get to sleep.”

“Oh, did something keep you up all night? I’ll have to take care of that.”

“Please. It was so noisy. But I’m sure I’ll get used to it. You know how it is the first night in a strange place.”

“And I know how it’s going to be the second and third and fourth nights, too. Forever, until you get sick of me.”

“That will never happen.” I lean across the gap and kiss him.

Last night was my first night in his house. Well, my first night as a resident of his house. Our house. After months of dating, we finally decided to sell my house so I could move in with him. Everything was a celebration—from the dinner to the champagne to the wine to every wonderful thing that came after. We’re lucky that either of us got any sleep at all.

He pulls me on top of him, and I can feel his hard cock pressing between my legs.

“How can you possibly still want more?”

“I’ll always want more of you.”
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CHAPTER ONE









“Girl, you don’t even want to know what that man asked me to do.”

I fall into the chair and let my leg dangle over the arm.

“I’ve probably heard it before. I don’t mind the ones who are into weird shit. It’s refreshing a lot of the time, but just don’t ask me to degrade myself.”

“Exactly. Don’t treat me like a worthless whore just because you’re paying me to help you get off.”

“At least it’s not actually in person. Can you imagine? You’ve never done that, have you?” She sits up and looks at me.

“Well…” I roll my head back against the cushion and let my eyes wander to the ceiling. I stare at the brown-yellow stain in the corner of the room above our television.

“Are you serious? Cody? When? And why don’t I know about this?”

I laugh. “Oh God, no. Way too scary for me. Even before… everything. This is as far as I go. I stay on my side of the screen and you stay on yours.”

“Amen. The girls and boys who do that have some real balls.”

“Hey! I’ve got real balls.” I giggle.

“True. Just not as big as theirs, apparently.”

“Definitely not… So what do you have the rest of today?”

“Nothing until four. What do you bet that’s a horny school teacher just getting home from work?”

“Oh, 100% chance that’s a horny school teacher.” I laugh. “Let’s go get some lunch. I want some fresh air. Remind me to never book four sessions in a row like that. At least not in the morning. I wasn’t even awake for half of it.”

“Yep, morning always comes too soon.”

“Haha.” I would roll my eyes, but I think I’m too exhausted for that. “Do you actually make people pay for your cheesy dad jokes?”

“Everyone but you, hon. You get them for free.”

“I feel so lucky. Go get dressed while I dissolve into this chair. I’ll buy.”

“Oh, in that case.” She tosses a pillow onto my stomach as she walks by. I grab it, and hold it against me.

Thirty minutes later, we’re walking to Alphonso’s Beef. The bright white of the building gleams from a block away. I don’t know how they keep it so clean when everything around it is a dreary shade of grey, even on a bright day like today. The inside is even cleaner. There’s never a grease stain on any of the counters or tables, and the black vinyl upholstery is always shiny and slick. So slick it can be a battle to stay on your seat when you’re drunk. It’s a battle I’ve lost more than a few times.

We walk in, and I look at the black-and-white picture hanging beside the counter. It’s a picture of Alphonso, a sweet looking old man, posing under a banner that says Alphonso’s Beef: Makin ‘Em Drip Since 1937. Maybe it’s just because of my job, but that picture makes me laugh every time I see it.

The middle-aged man behind the counter takes our order—two beefs, hot and dipped, and a medium fry—and we head to a booth in the corner to wait for them to call it out.

I look at Stacey across the table. “You always make me feel like I’m your grandpa when we go out together.”

“Oh, whatever.”

“You’re dressed like you’re twelve, and I’m in sweats and a T-shirt. It’s like I took you out of school to celebrate your birthday.”

“You’re just jealous you don’t look this good when you play dress-up for that one client of yours.” She’s wearing a white see-through knit shirt that shows her pink bra under it, a pink skater skirt, and white platform sneakers.

“David? No, I look way hotter when I get all dolled up for him.”

“Seventy-three.” The man behind the counter yells out the number even though we’re the only ones in here.

“That’s us, grandpa. Our order number, not your age. I’ll get it so you don’t break a hip.”

“Thanks, dear. I’ll give you a nickel for your college fund.”













CHAPTER TWO









All day long, I’m beaming. He’s scheduled for six, and no matter what I’m doing, I can’t stop thinking about him. Even when I’m in my other private sessions. Not that those guys would complain. Thinking of him just makes me even sexier for them.

At 5:30, I go into the bathroom and pull out my makeup. Black eyeliner, blue eyeshadow, pink lip gloss. I’ve been doing this a couple of years for him, so I feel like a pro now. It takes just a few minutes to put it all on. Then back to my bedroom to slip into my pink and white polka dot tights and white babydoll dress. Like all the other dresses in my closet, it’s an outfit he chose and bought for me. He’s the only client I would ever accept a gift from.

I finish getting ready by slipping into a pair of white Mary Jane pumps and pulling my hair into pigtails. I’ve never told him, but he’s the reason I’ve grown my hair out. When we started doing this, I wore a wig, but I wanted something more permanent. Something that would make me think of him even when I wasn’t performing for him. Stacey teased me so much for falling in love with a client, but it’s not like it’s real. We’re never going to meet in person, so what does it matter?

The first time I called him daddy was an accident. My eyes were closed, and I held my cock in my hand. I was waiting for him to tell me what he wanted me to do, but instead of asking like I normally would, I said, “what should I do now, daddy?” I snapped my eyes open. His chat screen was blank. We were both frozen. At last I saw him typing, and it broke the spell that we were under.

“Do you want to be my little girl?”

My heart skipped when I read the words on my screen. “I’ll be whatever you want me to be. This is all about you.”

“I want you to be honest and tell me what you want.”

“I, uh…” What is it about him? Why couldn’t I just deflect him the way I deflect any other client who gets too personal?

I saw he was typing, and I stopped grasping for the right thing to say.

“I think you want it. And I want it too. I want you to be my little girl.”

I held my breath when I read it. It wasn’t at all what I expected. I’ve had plenty of men who think I’m turned on by them or by what I do, but no one ever cared about what I want. A flush goes through me as I look at the camera, knowing that he’s seeing me.

“OK… daddy. Um, what do you want me to do now?” My hand doesn’t even wait on him. It goes between my legs and strokes my hard cock.

“I want that. You’re my good little girl. I want to watch you come.”

“Yes, daddy. I’ll be a good girl and come all over for you. Would you like that?”

And I did. Before he even had time to answer, my cock was pumping and shooting all over my blanket. My face turned red instantly. I never come that quickly. Ever. But no one ever called me a little girl before, either.

Since then, we’ve done sessions at least once a week. And each time, we’ve role-played as daddy and little girl. Each time, he made sure I came before he did. And since that first time, we’ve added more and more. The wigs at first, dresses, shoes, stockings, makeup. My bedroom is full of stuffed animals now. Most of them bought by him. Each night I pick one that he’s bought for me, and I cuddle it and think of him.

Tonight, I take Natalya, the purple narwhal with the rainbow tusk, and hold it in my lap while I wait for him.

His first message pops into the chat box at exactly six. “Hello princess. How was your day?”

I haven’t turned my camera on yet, so I type back. “Hi daddy. It was good. How was your day?”

“Much better now that I get to be with my little girl. Don’t you want me to see you tonight?”

I hadn’t planned to keep my camera off, but I feel like playing shy with him now. “I don’t know.”

“Well, I would really like to, but we don’t have to. Maybe we can just talk. Would you like that? What are you doing?”

“Talking with you, silly.”

“Oh. Anything else?”

“No.”

“Would you like to color in one of your books?”

“OK.”

“Can you turn on the camera so daddy can watch you? I enjoy watching you color.”

I stare at the screen for a minute and then click to turn on the camera.

“There’s my pretty girl. And you’ve got the unicorn I bought you.”

“It’s not a unicorn.” I pout my lips and look into the camera.

“I know, sweetie. Daddy was just joking. It’s a narwhal. She’s pretty like you.”

“It’s a boy. Did you know only boys have horns?”

“But you told me his name is Natalya. And you have a horn too, but you’re not a boy.”

I make sure he sees me roll my eyes.

“Bad joke. Sorry lol. Do you want to lie on the bed and color? That way I can watch you.”

I grab a coloring book and a box of crayons and move to the bed. When I’m at the edge, I lift my dress, showing him all of my leg. If he’s looking closely enough, he can see the bulge from my cock straining at the fabric. He always watches me closely, so I’m sure that he sees it.

I lift one leg and then the other onto the mattress, and now I’m on my knees. The coloring book and crayons are in front of me. I hold my stuffed animal in my arms. Without looking at the camera or the chat, I move it between my legs, holding it there while I grind back and forth on top of it. It’s not long before my breathing picks up and I tilt my head back. I’m moving faster now. My body wants to fall forward so I can take the stuffed animal under me, but I don’t let it. I want him to see me moving it back and forth between my legs. From the side, I want it to look like the horn is fucking me. The plushie rubbing through my tights on the underside of my dick and balls.

I’m moaning now. So softly, I don’t know if the microphone is picking it up, but I don’t make it louder. This isn’t for him. If he hears me, it’s just a bonus. I give in and hold the narwhal down on the bed. Pumping against it. Its horn clashing and thrusting against mine. I rest my head against the mattress and close my eyes when I feel the orgasm building. It’s coming quickly. Most clients like to see me come—David is no different in that—but I don’t have time to pull down my tights. As soon as my hand gets to my waistband, my cock pumps and shoots its cum. I collapse onto the bed. The coloring book is under me now. And I look at my computer screen.

“Such a naughty girl. You’ve soiled your pretty tights. So careless. You need to be punished.”

“I’m sorry, daddy.” I look into the camera and give him the saddest face that I can. Since I’m still in the afterglow of an orgasm, it’s not very sad.

“I appreciate that, but you still need to be punished. Actions have consequences. No Natalya for a week.”

I gasp. “What? Are you serious?”

“I’m serious. Let me see you put him up. On the high shelf behind you. That way, you aren’t tempted to get him down.”

“Daddy... Can’t I keep him down? Pretty please?”

“I’m sorry, sweetie, but no. You have to learn to take care of your things better. Now put him up there. Then clean yourself up.”

“Yes, daddy.” I sulk as I slide out of the bed, climb onto a chair, and set Natalya on the top shelf, pushing him back as far as I can. I really wanted to sleep with him tonight, thinking about David while I pulled him close to me. Once I climb down, I look at the chat window.

“That’s my good girl. I’ll go, so you can clean up. Same time next week?”

“I should give you my best little girl pout and say no, but I’ll be missing you too much by then. Same time.”

“I’ll tip extra today since you’re being such a good girl now. Goodnight, princess.”

“Goodnight, daddy.” I blow a kiss at the camera, and then turn it off.

As I walk to the bathroom, I wonder what he means when he says he’ll tip extra tonight. He already pays me over ten times as much as my next highest client. I’m nervous to see what it will be this time.













CHAPTER THREE









I sign in, and a pit forms in my stomach. This guy booked a private session with me but hasn’t told me anything about what he wants. He’s a regular in my normal chats, but he’s always so quiet I’ve never gotten a feel for him. When I go into the room, he’s already there.

“Hiya! So, how have you been since I last saw you?”

“I’m not paying for chat. I want to see you.”

I roll my eyes and turn on the camera. When I see it’s working, I smile and wave at him.

“Stand up so I can see all of you.”

So this is going to be one of those. I sigh silently as I stand and then turn back to the camera.

“What kind of things do you like?”

“Things like you. I want to watch you take your clothes off.”

I smile. Maybe this won’t be so bad after all. I slowly lift the T-shirt over my head. When it’s off, I hold it in front of me, still blocking most of my chest, and do a little dance behind it. My dance of the seven veils to tease him before I take off anymore. After a minute, I drop the shirt and move my hands to the waistband of my jeans. As I unfasten them, I look up at the chat window and see his message.

“This is wasting my time.”

My face goes red, and I want to just cancel this session right now. I’ll show him a waste of time. But I take a deep breath and pull down my pants. I don’t put any art into it. I don’t make it sensual. I just take them off. When I’m done, I stare into the camera. I hope he can read the annoyance on my face.

“That’s better. Now play with yourself.”

Without looking away from the camera, I tease my fingers around my cock. Then I grip it and slide my hand up and down until it’s firm. Once it is, I slow down and wait to see what he wants next. I hope he just wants me to come, and then we can be done.

“Sexy. But don’t get too excited. I don’t want you to come yet.”

Of course.

“Stick something up your ass.”

“Do you have a color preference? I’ve got pink, black, purple, blue, dark-skinned, light-skinned. And vibrating or not vibrating?”

“That bottle.”

“What bottle? No bottles, just toys. I’m kind of feeling the pink one today.”

“The bottle on your desk.”

I turn and look at it. It’s an old soda bottle with a single purple daisy in it. I shake my head. “That’s not a toy. That’s off-limits.”

“Are you sure? I want to see you put it inside you.”

Yeah, and I’d like to see you dissolve into a pile of ash. Neither one of those is going to happen. “I’m sorry. Is the pink one OK?” I hold up the pink dildo, and it flops around in my hand.

He doesn’t type anything, so I squirt a little lube on the end and then bend over my bed. My ass is facing him, my cheeks spread so I know he can see my tight bud. When I look over my shoulder and tuck my loose hairs behind my ear, I see the message.

“No lube.”

I look away. This guy is an idiot. I pretend I didn’t see the message and slide the dildo inside. I plunge it further, feeling its silicone veins bulging against me. Only when it’s bottomed out inside me do I turn toward the camera again. Once my eyes are on it, I pull the dildo and start sliding it in and out, moaning each time I insert it. He hasn’t sent another message.

“Oh yeah, you’re so big. Just like that. Yes… yes!”

I’m doing my best to play it up for him, but the whole time I’m thinking about David. I have to hide my giggle when I try to think about David telling me to shove a bottle up my ass or to use a dildo with no lube. It would be so out of character I can’t even imagine it. I look up and see Natalya on the shelf to my right. Even when David is punishing me, it’s sweet. And that makes it more of a punishment than anything anyone else could do to me. I turn back and bury my head in my blanket until my hips buck and my cock pulses. I grab a tissue and hold it to my tip as I unload, making sure to scream, so this guy will think I’m enjoying it.

When I’m done, I look at the screen.

“You’re such a beautiful boy.” He logs off as soon as he sends it, and I cringe. But then I think of David all over again.—the way he calls me his princess when he says hello and goodbye. I smile.

After I’ve cleaned up, I walk to the kitchen. Stacey is there and I lean over the counter.

“Another bad one? I heard you moaning and screaming.”

I laugh. “Did it sound that fake?”

“No. I just know you.”

“Guess how much he tipped me after I made all those extra noises for him?”

“Zip.”

“Yep. Not a thing. He was giving me bad vibes the whole time and then that? No more private sessions with him.”

“I hate assholes like that. When’s the next session with your daddy?”

“Three days.”

“Three days” She gives an exaggerated sigh and clutches her hands to her chest.

“Whatever. I didn’t say it like that.”

“You might as well have. I saw that look in your eyes.”

“What look?”

“You know what look.”

“The only look in my eyes is me looking at the fridge and thinking about the leftover pizza inside.”

“Mmm-hmm.”

I open the refrigerator door and ignore her.













CHAPTER FOUR









The week drags, but Thursday finally comes. I do my hair and makeup and then dress in a light blue sports bra and a pair of tight white shorts. I put small inserts in the cups of the bra. Nothing too much. Just enough so I’m not completely flat. Then I pull pink thigh socks up my legs and lace up a pair of matching platform sneakers.

Stacey sees me when I run to the kitchen for a last-minute drink.

“Sporty baby today?”

“Trying something different.”

“You look like a walking trans flag.” She laughs.

“This trans flag is waving goodbye to you as she takes her ass back to her room.”

“Back to her precious daddy.”

I laugh and flip her off over my shoulder.

Back in my room, the butterflies migrate around my belly, and I think about logging in early. I don’t know why I get so excited about his sessions. He’s just a client. Just money. That’s all. Lots of money. Enough money to pay my rent after one session, but still just money.

I sigh. Why couldn’t I have found a man like him in real life? Not one with money like this, but one who makes me feel this way all the time. One who makes me feel like my heart is going to shoot up through my throat every time I think about him. One who makes me feel like the jiggly center of a perfectly baked cheesecake. Someone other than him. He’s just a client.

I’m signed in and ready at six. Like always, he’s there already, waiting for me.

“Hello, princess.”

“Hi, daddy.”

“Did you get a new outfit? Can I see?”

I stand and take a couple of steps away from the camera.

“Very cute.”

“Thank you.”

“I thought maybe we could just talk tonight?”

I can’t help my smile. I love all my sessions with him, but the ones where we just spend our time talking are my favorites. I sit back down at my desk. “What do you want to talk about?”

“You.”

“Me? What is there to talk about me?”

“I could always talk about you. Is it silly to admit that I always think about you? When I wake up, during the day, before I go to sleep at night. I can’t stop thinking about you.”

I bite my lip and stare at the camera.

“Now that I see the words on the screen, I sound like a stalker. I’m sorry. I crossed a line. I just had to tell you, but you look uncomfortable. I should probably leave.”

“No. Don’t go. I just don’t know what to say.”

“That bad? Lol. You can tell me that you never want to see me again. I don’t want you to tell me that, but if you do, I’ll respect that.”

I should tell him that this is going to be our last session. Things can get dangerous when a client gets too close, too attached. But I feel sick when I think about cutting him off. That’s the last thing I want to do. He’s not the only one who’s getting too close.

“I don’t want to tell you that either. I think about you a lot, too.”

“Are you just saying that so I don’t feel bad?”

I smile and shake my head. “I really do. My roommate gets sick of hearing me talk about you.” I gasp a little. I shouldn’t have told him I have a roommate. The less clients know, the better.

“That makes me feel better about what I really want to say, then. What do you think about meeting me? A real life meeting. Someplace very, very public to make sure you feel safe.”

“I… I don’t know.”

“No pressure. If you say no, nothing will change between us. I just—”

The message ends there, but I see the indicator that he’s typing again. I don’t say anything while I wait. I need to tell him no right now. There’s no way we can do this. No matter what he types, I can’t meet with him in person.

“Sorry. I typed and erased this over and over… I have feelings for you. I know I shouldn’t. I pay you to make me feel special, and I know that my feelings just mean you’re good at your job. Nothing more. It’s like falling in love with your therapist. But this doesn’t feel like that. This feels real. And I believe in taking chances, so this is me taking a chance. And making a fool of myself, I’m sure.”

I sink down into my chair. This should be an easy no. I can’t see a client in real life. Too risky. And whatever either of us feels isn’t real. Stacey taught me that, and it makes total sense. We share some of the most intimate moments that two adults can share. It’s natural that you might think you have feelings for the other person. But you don’t. It’s just a chemical reaction to the physical sensations. That’s all. And of all people, I know better than to take a chance like this.

“You’re being silent again.”

I laugh. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be. Just thinking. This is a lot. I… Sometimes I think I have feelings for you, too. And it makes me think there could be an attraction, but it’s not real. It just goes with the territory, if you know what I mean.”

“I do. So do you have feelings for your other clients, too?”

It’s just a camera and a chat screen, but I look away like his eyes are boring through me. I close my eyes. “No. But that doesn’t mean anything.” After a few seconds, I look back at the screen.

“What if it does mean something? What if that means this is real? Or could be…”

I shake my head. “It can’t. I can’t do this. Even if it’s real, I can’t meet you. I just… I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I wish I could say yes. I wish I could.” I try to blink away the tears in my eyes, but it seems like they double each time I do.

“It’s OK. Don’t cry. I didn’t mean to make you feel bad. I understand. My feelings are real. I know they are. But I respect your decision, and I won’t pressure you. We’ll pretend this never even happened and go back to normal next time. Deal?”

I try to smile, but my lips barely curl. “Deal.”

“Goodnight, princess. Oh, and you’ve been a good girl, so you can take Natalya off the shelf now.”

I chuckle. “Goodnight, daddy.”

When my computer is off, I slide a chair to the wall and climb on it. When I grab Natalya, I notice the frame with my college diploma is facing the wrong way. It’s facing the computer and my camera. I must have bumped it when I put him up there. My heart thumps as I turn it back toward the headboard of my bed. I’m always so careful to make sure nothing in the camera shot could identify me. As I step down, I straighten the flower in my soda bottle and pull the stuffed narwhal tight against me. How many people could have seen that this past week? Maybe a dozen? But was it even visible on the camera? Natalya probably had it blocked anyway.  And even if he didn’t, no one would pay attention to that. They would have been watching me. My stomach still feels heavy no matter how much I try to convince myself it’s alright.

Stacey is watching a vampire movie when I plop next to her on the couch and cuddle against her.

“That was quick.”

“He just wanted to talk.”

“About what? I see he let you have Natalya back.”

“Are you ready for this? He asked if we could meet.”

“What?” I feel her body go stiff next to mine.

“Right? And the bad part is I really wanted to say yes. I almost did.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Yeah right. You know why.”

“I think you should have.”

“Are you serious?”

“Honey, you talk about him all the time. It’s obvious how you feel.”

“Yeah, I feel like meeting a client in person is too dangerous to ever consider. You told me that over and over when I first started.”

“I did. And it is. But you tell me all the time that he’s not like anyone else you’ve ever met. I told you to always trust your gut about people, too. You could do it safely. Someplace public, with lots of people around.”

“That’s what he suggested.”

“See? So he wants to make sure you feel safe.”

“Yeah, he wants me to relax so he can grab me. I won’t know if he has henchmen watching the place or something.”

“Henchmen?” She laughs. “He’s not going to have henchmen. Cody, you know I love you. I hate seeing you spend your life alone because you’re too scared.”

“I’m not alone. I’ve got you. And Natalya.”

“We don’t count. Well, I don’t. I don’t know what you do with that horn of his.”

“All kinds of dirty things.” I rub the horn against her nose, and she squeals. “You know why I’m scared to do things like this.”

She takes my hand. “I know. But you can’t let that make you a prisoner. Just think about it? Please? I’ll help you plan to make sure it’s totally safe.”

“I don’t know Stace… I’ll think about it, but I don’t think I can do it.”













CHAPTER FIVE









My heart is thumping when I click the send button. I can’t believe I’m agreeing to do this. What if I’m wrong about him? What if he is some psycho? What if I missed my chance, and he doesn’t want to meet me now? I feel like I’m going to be sick.

I force myself to go to bed as soon as I send the message, but it’s pointless. There’s no way I’ll be able to sleep. At four o’clock, I give up. By six I’ve dusted, run two too-tiny loads of laundry, and taken everything out of the dishwasher and re-washed it by hand. As soon as Stacey wakes up at nine, I vacuum the entire apartment. I just set the mop back in the bucket after cleaning the bathroom floor when I finally break. I can’t take anymore. I go to my bedroom and check for a reply.

It’s there. From 5:47a.m. My hand trembles when I click on it.

“I’m so happy you changed your mind, princess. I promise you won’t regret this. Tell me where you want to go. I’ll meet you anywhere. I’m so excited!”

I hold my shaking hands to my chest while I read the message, and I can feel the breakneck thud-thud-thud of my heart. I’m afraid it’s going to pound right through its walls. When I’m finished, I have to sit down. I click reply, but then freeze. There’s still a chance to back out. Maybe I should. I could tell him I was drunk. Or that someone hacked into my account and sent that message. Or I could tell him the truth and explain that I’ve changed my mind a thousand times.

I settle on the truth, partially, but I don’t let myself back out. “This is really, really, really scary for me, but I’m excited too.” I drop my head to my desk.

Just a couple of minutes later, he replies. “It’s OK to be scared, but I promise I’ll do anything to make you feel safe. Choose somewhere public and bring a friend if that makes you feel better.”

“You really don’t mind if I bring someone else? She wouldn’t get in the way, I promise.”

“I really don’t mind. Do whatever you need to feel comfortable. Keep a bottle of pepper spray pointed at me the whole time, if you want.”

“Hmm… don’t give me any ideas lol. Thank you for being so understanding.”

“You’re very welcome, princess.”
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Saturday morning, I’m out of bed before my alarm rings. When Stacey finally comes out, I’m sitting at the dining room table dressed and almost ready to go.

“Do you have a purse I can borrow?”

“What?” She rubs her eyes.

“A purse. Preferably a cute one, not like the ones you usually carry.”

“It’s too early for this.” She closes the bathroom door behind her.

“I’ll look in your closet.”

“Fine. Whatever.”

It seems like seventy-five hours later, but she’s finally ready, and we walk to her car. It took me days to decide where to meet David, and even then I had to flip a coin. The zoo won.

We pull in at eleven o’clock. As we walk toward the entrance, I’m looking all around me, trying to spot him. When I see a man standing next to a flower bed by the ticket booth, I tap on Stacey’s arm.

“That’s him.” I point at the man. His blond hair is neat and brushed back, and he’s wearing a black T-shirt, grey pants, and black sneakers. He squints toward a different area of the parking lot.

“You said you don’t know what he looks like.”

“I don’t. But I can tell. He’s just like I imagined.”

“You can’t just tell. He might not even be here yet.”

I grab her hand and pull her along as I hurry toward him.

When we get closer, he sees me and smiles. “Claud?”

“Claud?” Stacey laughs.

“Sorta. That’s a fake name. It’s Cody. Well, I thought maybe Chloe for today?” My knees start to wobble, and I feel like I could fall. I put my arm through Stacey’s and hold on.

He looks me up and down and beams. “Well, it’s good to finally meet you in person. Chloe. You’re even prettier than online.”

“You too, da—I mean, that it’s good to meet you. But the other part too. You’re very pretty too.”

He laughs. “I don’t think anyone has ever said that about me before.”

My face flushes. “I’m sorry. You know what I mean. I’m just so nervous.”

“She really is. And sleep deprived. I think she got up at two this morning to get ready.” Stacey pushes on my shoulder.

“You must be Stacey. It’s good to meet you.” He shakes her hand. “And Chloe, whatever time you got up, it was worth it. You’re gorgeous.”

I twirl so he can see my outfit. I’m wearing a lavender and light blue striped off-the-shoulder sweater over a baby blue mini skirt with white knee highs and flowered canvas sneakers. My braided pigtails hang from either side of my head. As Stacey has told me several times this morning, my makeup is a little overdone for the zoo, but I don’t care. It’s perfect for him, and that’s all I care about.

“What should I call you?” I ask him.

“What do you want to call me?”

“Is it weird if I call you daddy?”

“Why would that be weird?”

I smile and look away. “I don’t know. I guess it’s not. So daddy it is then.”

“Good. I like hearing you call me that. Are you ready to go in, princess? Stacey?”

My eyes go wide as soon as we walk through the gate.

“Can we? Please?” I point at a giant carousel. There are cheetahs and giraffes and elephants and gorillas all chasing each other around in a circle.

“Of course.”

“You two go ahead. I’ll watch. I don’t do those things.” Stacey waits back while David and I walk down the three concrete steps and hop onto the revolving platform.

I climb onto the back of a panda and David sits on the tiger next to me. I look at him and smile. Anything we say to each other would be drowned out by the calliope music and the shouts of the children all around us, so I just reach out toward him. He takes my hand, and we spin lap after lap, holding on to each other.

“We should probably get back to Stacey.”

“Yeah. I guess we probably should.”

We don’t let go of each other right away, but finally I drop my arm and he lets go.

We find Stacey sitting on a bench, watching a flamboyance of flamingos, all standing on one leg in a pond in the center of the main walkway. I drag her to her feet.

“Come on, I want to go see the macaques.”

“Oh my God, you’re worse than a kid.”

I turn and stick my tongue out at her. David just chuckles, and I look up at him.

“What?” he asks me.

I bite my lip and feel a pit forming in my stomach. “Can you hold my hand?” I know it’s irrational—we just held hands on the carousel—but I’m afraid he’s going to say no.

His eyes move down my body, and I jump a little when I feel his fingers against the back of my hand. He smiles when his fingers intertwine with mine.

We spend the next two hours hand-in-hand, going from exhibit to exhibit. When I see an ice cream vendor, I gasp and stop, pulling David back with me.

“Can we get ice cream?”

“Have you eaten yet today?”

“No, and I’m starving. Please, daddy?”

“Then no. Not until you get some real food in you.”

“I don’t want real food. I want ice cream.”

“If you eat your lunch like a good girl, then you can have ice cream.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.”

He walks me to the cafe. Stacey and I sit at a table outside while he goes in to get food for us.

“So?”

“What?”

“So, what do you think? Isn’t he great?”

She smiles. “He kinda is. I’m a little surprised.”

“What do you mean, you’re surprised?”

“You’ve been floating around like a lovesick iceberg for the last few months. Part of me was expecting a shipwreck.”

“You’re the one who told me I should do this. You said to trust my gut.”

“I know. And I was right. I said part of me was expecting a shipwreck. It was a small part. Most of me knew it would be just fine.”

“You did not know.”

“Yes, I did. I knew that any guy you finally fell for had to be a good one.”

“OK, ladies.” David sets a tray on the table in front of us. “Chicken panini for Stacey, barbacoa tacos for me, and this for my little girl.”

I look down at the tray as he slides it in front of me. Chicken nuggets in the shapes of animals, a bowl of macaroni and cheese, and a bottle of chocolate milk. I look up and see David grinning at me.

“Oh, you think you’re so funny, but this is literally what I would have ordered.”

Stacey snorts. “She really would have.”

“Ice cream after this, right?”

“Be a good girl and eat all your food first. Then yes, we’ll go get ice cream.”

“Oh, I’ll be the best girl you ever had.” I drag a nugget through my ketchup and hold it to my lips, licking the ketchup from it before I take it into my mouth.













CHAPTER SIX









“So, I had fun with you today. And I’d like to do this again if you want to. But you can tell me no. I know this was scary for you, so if it’s too much, I understand.” He takes both of my hands in his and smiles at me, but my face drops.

“Oh. It’s over already?”

“I… uh, did you want to do something else today?”

“Stacey and I talked earlier, and there’s someplace that she needs to go for a little while. So, I’m going to have the apartment to myself for a bit.”

“So you want me to—wait. I must have misunderstood what you said. I’m bad at this. I’m sorry. So you want to go home, right?”

I lean in and give him a quick peck on the lips. “I want you to come home with me. If you want to.”

“Yes. Absolutely. Stacey?” He looks over at her. She’s leaning against a split-rail fence while a petting zoo goat pokes at her leg, trying to goad her into dropping food.

“Like she said, I have somewhere I need to go. Very important that I take care of it right now. It might take me a while too.”

“So what do you say? Do you want to come keep your little girl company?”

“Of course I do. But you’re sure this is OK? I don’t want you doing something you’re not comfortable with.”

“I’m sure. And sometimes I like things to be a little uncomfortable.” I wink at him. It’s cute how quickly his face goes red.

“I’m parked over on that side. Do you want me to drive?”

I step back and pull away from his touch. I remember getting into his car all those years ago. “No. I… can’t do that yet. Stacey is going to drop me off. I’ll give you the address and we’ll meet there?”

“Sure. That’s fine.”

I put the address in his phone along with my number. Then I text myself so I’ve got his. I give him another kiss and walk to Stacey’s car.

We beat him to the apartment, and before she’ll let me out of the car, she makes me promise to keep my phone with me at all times and to answer her texts right away, no matter what we’re doing. I groan but agree. Trusting me to do this on my own is almost as big a step for her as it is for me. David pulls up behind us, and I use that as my excuse to get out of her car.

“I’ll be safe. And you still trust him, right?”

“I do.”

“Me too. Love you.” I lean across the center console and kiss her cheek.

“Love you too. Remember to answer my texts right away, or I’ll be here with the police before you can even roll your eyes.”

“Yes, mom.” I make a show of rolling my eyes as I shut the door.

I turn to David, who’s standing behind me, waving at Stacey. “Hey, stranger.”

“Hey, beautiful. So this is it?” He turns to look at the building.

“It’s really not as bad as it looks.”

“No, I think it’s fine. I hear crumbling brick is in this year.” He grins, and I slap his arm.

“It’s what’s on the inside that counts,” I say.

“That’s so very true. So are you still sure about this? It’s not too late to change your mind.”

“Do you want me to change my mind?”

“Hell no. I’ve dreamt about this. Like, seriously every night. But don’t do this for me. This is about you. Are you sure?” He steps back as if he’s giving me space to answer honestly.

“I am.” I take his hand and pull him through the open door and up the stairs.

When we get to my apartment on the third floor, I can hear him breathing behind me. I smile. He clearly doesn’t live in an old building with a broken elevator. “You’re already exhausted, and we haven’t even started yet.”

“I can handle it. Unless you want me to fuck you on a stair stepper. I might have to draw the line there.”

I giggle and lead him inside.

As soon as the door is closed, he puts his arms on my shoulders. I wince a little, but I don’t pull away.

“Do you need the bathroom or anything?”

“I just need you.”

“Same.” I practically yank his arm from its joint as I pull him down the hallway toward my bedroom. I see him look around once we step inside.

“This is really your bedroom. I always wondered if it was, or if you had a special room set up.”

“Nope, this is it. Complete with all the stuffed animals you’ve bought me the last couple of years.”

He smiles when he sees Natalya. “No horn jobs on the first date. OK, Natalya?”

“Break his heart, but that means more of you for me.” I lie down on the bed and push my skirt above my waistband. I give a quick thanks to God that I wore these lacy white panties today instead of a pair of men’s briefs.

He sits beside me and sets Natalya on my pillow. When he rests his hand on my knee, my heart flutters, but it’s more from the excitement of his touch than from any fear. Alone in my room, David is the only thing on my mind.

“I’ve been a really good girl all day.”

“Yes, you have.”

“Maybe daddy can give me a special little treat now.”

“It’s going to be special, but definitely not little.”

“Mmm.” I lick my lips, and he lowers me to the bed, his lips soft against my shoulders. When he’s on top of me, I close my eyes for just a second and take a deep breath. I can do this. I’m stronger than I give myself credit for.

He must sense my hesitation because he stops. “Are you still OK?”

I smile. “You’re so wonderful.”

I lean up and kiss him, and he kisses me back. His lips are so soft. So gentle. My mouth falls open at their slight touch, and his tongue is running into and along mine. Like long-separated lovers, they move around each other at first, unsure if the other is even real, but then they lock each other into their embrace. Each vowing to never be without the other again.

While our tongues are reuniting for the first time, he slides a hand under my skirt. My cock is so hot I imagine it hissing and popping as his hand moves against it, tugging at my panties and freeing it from its prison. His fingers wrap around it, and it jumps at his touch. I moan into his mouth as his hand moves up and down my length.

When my mind snaps back to consciousness, I move my hands to his waistband and unfasten his pants. I try to push them down, but I can’t reach far enough to get them where I need to. I slide down a little further on the bed, and while I do, he lifts himself off me and pulls them down the rest of the way. I freeze when I see his cock. He wasn’t lying when he said it was more than a little treat. A chill runs through me, but I shake it away. This is so totally different from that time. David is so totally different.

I can feel the warmth from his dick before my hand even grabs it. The heat drawing me in, my hand moving closer and closer until finally I brush against it. I gasp and pull back right away, but I don’t let myself hesitate. I force my hand back to it and wrap my fingers around. I’m not sure how far they circle. I only know that they don’t go all the way.

His hand is back to my cock now, and we stroke each other. Our hands moving together. Our breaths coming together. Our chests together, I feel just one heartbeat for both of us. I close my eyes, and for once I don’t see anything. Just black. I focus on his hand. On his cock. Moving as rapidly as my breaths, I feel the wave building inside me. I pant, and I move my mouth around blindly, hoping to find something of his. I do, and I wrap my lips around it, just as the orgasm sprays from my core and overwhelms me.

A second later, I feel him tense, and his cock pumps. His warm sticky fluid splatters on my belly, and I take my free hand and rub it over my navel and up my chest. His breathing is ragged now. I can finally tell the difference between his and mine. When he pulls his head away from me, I open my eyes and look at him. Our hands still wrapped around each other.

“That was so much.” I smile at him.

“Too much?”

“No. Just the right amount of much. Was it right for you?”

“It was. You kind of caught me off guard when you started sucking on my nose.” He chuckles. “I never knew that was a thing.”

My eyes go as wide as my gaping mouth. “Did I really?”

He just laughs.

“That is so embarrassing. My eyes were closed, and I didn’t know what it was.”

“I knew what it was. It was adorable. Just like you. You’re my adorable little princess.” He lowers himself to the bed and pulls me into him. “I could get used to the feeling of your body against mine.”

“Same. Maybe we could stay like this for a while?”

“I’d like that.”

I just fall asleep when Stacey’s text tone wakes me. I sit up to reach for my phone and look at David lying on my bed. Neither of us has moved except when I grabbed Natalya and set him on top of David’s belly.

I type a quick reply to her. “I’m fine. We’re good. We’re just sleeping now. You can come home.” I set the phone on the nightstand and curl back up with my guys.













CHAPTER SEVEN









The knock on the door is insistent, but I still don’t answer it. I grab my phone and silently play a matching game while I give whoever it is enough time to realize no one is coming and go away.

When I’m sure they have to be gone, I open the door and peek out for packages, expecting a cardboard box or a blue and white envelope. I’m not expecting flowers. My heart skips when I look at the purple daisies. Mom’s favorite flower. Exactly like the one I keep in the soda bottle that she gave me as a joke vase when I first moved away from home. Only these are real.

There must be at least two dozen flowers in here. I carry them into the apartment and close the door behind me. When I set them on the counter, I spin them, looking for the card, and pull it from its envelope. As I read the first line on the plain white card, a chill blasts through me.


To the most beautiful boy in the world,

I think about you all the time and

can’t wait to see you again.


        


My heart races and I drop the card on the counter. I double check the deadbolts and then sit on the couch, facing the door. The air is sticky in my lungs, and I have to force it in and out. I pull my knees up and wrap my arms around them. When Stacey comes out of her bedroom half an hour later, I haven’t moved or taken my eyes from the door.

“Aww, someone got flowers. Is this what that knocking was? Hello? Earth to Cody?”

In the corner of my eye, I see her walk to the counter and pick up the card.

“Oh.” She sits next to me and pulls me into her. “Honey, these have to be from David. No one else. And he didn’t know. There’s no way he would have known. Right? You know he didn’t mean anything by it.”

“But why would he say that?”

“Because he’s into you. The way he looked at you the other day? He’s got it just as bad for you as you do for him. In his mind, he was just calling you beautiful. That’s all. And you really are.” She runs her hand through my hair.

“Maybe… But that? And he never calls me a boy. I’m always his princess or his little girl. He wouldn’t call a boy. And why didn’t he put his name on them?”

“Because he thought you’d know they’re from him. Maybe he just wasn’t thinking when he told the florist what to say. You’ve got him so tongue-tied he’s tripping all over his words.” She laughs, but I can tell it’s just for my benefit.

My eyes move from the door to the flowers and back again.

She stands up and blocks my view. “I have a private session starting up, so I need to go. But these are from him. If you don’t believe me, call him and ask.”

Maybe I should. Stacey is probably right. He’ll tell me that they’re from him and that I have him so flustered he used the wrong word with the florist and was too embarrassed to change it. He’ll make a joke. And I’ll laugh. And everything will be alright. I dial his number.

“Hi, princess. This is a pleasant surprise.”

“Hey. I didn’t know if you would answer since it’s a workday.”

“I’ve got a conference call with a chip supplier in China in fifteen minutes, and I’m sitting here looking over the numbers. I’d much rather be talking to you, though, so I’m glad you called. How’s your day been?”

I take a deep breath. “Did you send me something?”

“Maybe.” He chuckles. When I don’t respond, he clears his throat and goes on. “It wasn’t supposed to come until next week. Did it come already?”

I feel my pulse slow and my shoulders relax. “Yes. And they’re beautiful. Thank you.” I smile.

“I’m glad you like it. I wanted something so you’d never forget our first date. I had to have it specially made.”

“You did?” I look at the flowers. Does he mean the color? I thought florists dyed flowers all the time.

“Can you send me a picture? I’m curious what it looks like.”

“Sure. Just a sec.” I take the phone from my ear and snap the picture. “There.”

“Flowers?”

“Yeah…”

“Those aren’t from me.”

My chest feels like someone poured cement into it. “Please don’t joke about this. They’re from you, right?”

“No. Chloe, I swear. They aren’t. You must have some other secret admirer.” He laughs, but I drop the phone from my ear.

I stare at the flowers, and all I can see is a purple cloud. It swallows everything, and I can’t breathe. As I slide to the floor, I’m vaguely aware of the sound of my heaving lungs. Then I’m back there. Back four years ago in that bedroom.

His hands are on my shoulders. Rolling me over. Pushing me down. I try to flail my arms, but they don’t move. Why won’t they move? I’m on my belly now, and his weight is pushing down on me.

His breath is against my ear. “You’re the most beautiful boy on Earth, and I’m going to make you mine.”

I scream. Over and over until my throat is raw. But the only response I get is his fingers digging into my throat while he pushes himself against me.

“Cody!”

He jerks my body up and holds me, his hands on my shoulders. This isn’t right. This isn’t how it happened. He doesn’t stop. He doesn’t pull me up.

“Cody! You’re safe. It’s me.”

My entire body quakes in his arms, and I know that he doesn’t care. He’s going to throw me back down any second.

“Shh… Shh… It’s OK. I’m right here. Nothing bad is going to happen to you. You’re safe. I promise, you’re safe.” He runs his hands through my hair, and my shaking softens enough that I can turn to face him. Maybe if I can make eye contact… Make him see me…

“Stacey?”

“It’s me honey. It’s just me. I’ve got you. Nothing is going to happen to you.”

She wraps her arms around me and starts to pull me into her, but I push back and scramble along the floor until my back is against the wall. “He’s here. He knows where I am.” I look around, expecting him to come around a corner any second with that smirk on his face and those dead black eyes.

“He’s not here. It’s just me and you. Just us. You’re safe here. He can’t get you.” She slides to me. This time, I let her pull me tight.

“Don’t let him come back. Please Stacey. Please don’t let him come back.”

“I won’t, honey. I won’t let him.”

“Do you promise?”

“I promise, sweetie.”

“Oh my God, he’s going to come back, isn’t he?”

“Not while I’m here. And I’m not going to leave you. I’m right here. OK?”

I don’t know how long we sit like that. I just know that I can’t take my eyes off her. And I don’t until the knock.

Several loud bangs, and I shriek. “It’s him!” I tighten my arms around her, holding her in place. A shield between me and the door.

“Chloe? Chloe, it’s me. It’s David. Baby, are you alright? Can you open the door for me?”

Stacey looks at me. “Is it OK if we answer the door for him? It’s just David… You remember David, right?”

I can’t answer her. My eyes don’t move from the door, but from their corners I can see my chest rising and falling. The room is starting to spin around me, and a pain rolls down my right arm. I make a fist, trying to squeeze it away.

“David, it’s Stacey. Chloe isn’t physically hurt, but I can’t leave her to come to the door. Can you go upstairs? Apartment 476. There’s a key in the potted cactus to the left of their door. That’s our spare key. You can let yourself in. Just be sure to knock before you come in. Softly. That way, Chloe will know it’s you.”

“476. I’ll be right back. Chloe, I’ll be right back.”

I hear his footsteps running away from the door, and I loosen my grip on Stacey just a little.

Just a minute later, I jump when I hear the soft tap marking his return.

“It’s just David, sweetie.” Stacey rubs my arm as I listen to him turning the key in the locks.

When he comes in the door, I squint at him. “Daddy?”

“It’s me, princess.”

He takes a couple of steps toward me, but I scurry away. Wedging myself between the wall and the end table.

He puts his hands up. “It’s OK. I’ll stay right here. OK, baby?”

I nod my head.

He turns to Stacey. “What happened? We were talking, and then I heard her drop the phone and just start screaming. I was going to call the police, but then I heard your voice.”

“It’s that.”

“The flowers? She sent me a picture of them right before—”

“Not the flowers. The card.”

He reads it and then looks at me. “I don’t get it.”

“There was a man. Senior year of college. He told Cody something very similar to that before he… forced himself on him. He hasn’t been the same since.”

“Oh my God, Stacey. I didn’t know.”

“It was awful. He wouldn’t leave our apartment for the longest time. I finally almost physically dragged him to therapy. That’s what eventually helped him go back to get his degree a couple of years later. It was his mom’s last wish. Cody couldn’t do it before she passed, but he did do it.” She looks at me and smiles.

“So who sent these? Was it him?” His voice is so quiet I can barely hear the words, but the anger in them makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“We don’t know. I was sure it was you.”

He shakes his head.

“Cody, honey, why don’t you at least sit on the couch? David and I will stay over here away from—”

“Not Cody. Don’t call me that.” The words fly out louder than I mean them.

“Chloe?”

I nod my head.

“Chloe, would you feel better if I left?” David asks.

Imagining him walk away makes my body go numb. I whip my head from side-to-side. “Please don’t leave me.”

“I won’t. I swear. Is it alright if I sit on the couch? At the far end?”

I nod my head and watch as he moves across the living room.

When he sits, he looks at me. “Do you want to sit here with me?”

I do want to, but I’m not sure if I can. I stare at him. He smiles and sticks his arm out toward me. Maybe it would be OK. I look at Stacey. She curls the edges of her lips up when I look at her, but her eyes still look worried. I put a hand on the table and use it to steady myself as I stand. I look at David and hesitate.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. But you’re safe. Stacey and I are both here, and neither one of us is going to leave you.”

I rush to the end of the couch. Tears erupt from my eyes, and I try to bury myself in him. “I’m so scared.”

“I’m here, baby. I won’t let anything bad happen to you.” His arms close around me.













CHAPTER EIGHT









The next morning, daddy’s snoring wakes me up. We’re in my bed, and as soon as my eyes open, I grab for his hand.

He sucks in a lungful of air and blinks his eyes. “Good morning, princess.”

“Good morning, daddy. Thank you for sleeping with me last night. What are we doing today?”

“Uh, I don’t know. I need to make some phone calls, but I need to brush my teeth first. Do you still have that toothbrush I used last time?”

I nod my head and get it from the dresser drawer. Once I hand it to him, he pads to the bathroom. I stand outside the doorway, watching him.

“You don’t have to stand here with me. I can do this myself.” He chuckles, but I don’t move.

“I know.”

“Oh, I see. I need to use the bathroom. Do you still want me to keep the door open?”

I nod my head and then smile when he pats me on the head. I stand right there while he takes care of things and brushes his teeth. When he’s done, he takes both of my hands in his and marches me backward out to the living room and onto the couch. We sit, our bodies touching.

“I need to make a couple of phone calls. Can you be extra quiet while I’m on the phone?”

I squeeze my lips shut and pretend to lock them.

“Good girl.”

He picks up his phone and scrolls through the contacts.

“Hey, it’s David Taylor. I’ve got a project for you. Personal, not business. Top priority, though. Someone… very special to me has been getting unwanted attention, but we don’t know who’s doing it. I need you to find them and make sure they know just how unwelcome their behavior is.”

He talks to them a few more minutes, telling them all about the flowers I got yesterday.

“Are we having visitors today?” I ask when he hangs up.

“Visitors?”

“I heard you give that person my address. Are they coming to visit?”

“Oh, yeah. She’s going to come over soon.”

“Yay! I love visitors! Who is she? Is she nice?”

“She’s helping, uh… daddy with something. And she is nice. Except to bad boys and girls. Then she’s really mean to them, but that’s because they deserve it.”

“Yeah, they do. They need to learn their lesson.”

“That’s right. Now, I need you to be quiet one more time, OK? I have to call work and tell them I’m not coming in today.” He bops me on the nose, and I giggle.

Once he’s done with his phone calls, he lets me watch cartoons while he plays on his phone. I rest my head against his shoulder and watch Luisa help find her abuela’s missing recipe for sweet corn cakes. Before the end of the episode, Stacey joins us on the couch. She sits beside me and puts her hand on my knee.

“So, does this happen a lot?”

I see daddy motion at me while he’s talking, so I look up at him. He just smiles and then looks back at Stacey.

“Never. This is the first. And we’ve been best friends since high school, so I would know.”

“You said she did therapy. Does she still go? Is there someone we can call?”

“She stopped last year. And I don’t remember the doctor’s name. Maybe I could look—”

There’s a knock at the door, and I jump, swinging my arms around daddy’s neck.

“It’s OK, baby. It’s probably just Jody. You stay here with Stacey while I talk to her, alright?”

When he stands up, I slide to Stacey and lean against her. She puts her arm on my shoulders.

A few minutes later, he comes back in and stands in front of the couch.

“That was Jody. She’s head of security where I work, and she’s going to look into these flowers for us. She’s also going to send someone to install cameras in the stairway, hall, and in here. So when someone knocks in a little bit, it will be them. They’re legit.”

He was looking at Stacey most of the time he was talking, but now he looks at me.

“Is it OK if I leave for a little while? Just a couple of hours, probably.”

I close my eyes and shake my head.

“This is for a surprise. For you. And Stacey will stay with you the whole time I’m gone. Can you be a big girl for me and stay with Stacey until I get back?”

I look at Stacey and then back at him, debating. “OK, but only because you’re bringing me a surprise.”

He laughs. “That’s my good girl. I’ll be back as soon as I can. Daddy loves you very m—uh… I mean that I—”

“I love you too, daddy. Hurry back.”

Stacey stays with me for the next couple of hours. We mostly just sit on the couch watching cartoons. Once, she goes up to the kitchen to make breakfast for us, and I follow her out. She tells me I can stay on the couch because she can still see me from the kitchen, but I don’t want to. Being too far away from her or daddy is scary.

The men come to install the cameras just like daddy says. They’re still there—a man on a big yellow ladder working in the corner of the living room—when daddy walks in. He hands me a giant cupcake, and I gasp, my eyes wide. I hold it up to my nose and inhale the scent of chocolate and flour and sugar.

“So I know I should have discussed this with you two. I’m sorry I didn’t. But I found a new apartment for you. Hopefully just temporarily, but I want you two to be somewhere safe where no one knows you.”

Stacey shakes her head. “We can’t just move.”

“Jody suggested it when I called her this morning. The apartment is nice. Two bedrooms just like you have here, but two bathrooms. And it’s in my name, so no one can trace it back to either of you.”

“It’s your apartment?” Stacey asks.

“No. I just signed the lease right now. That’s where I went. Now, let’s hurry and get going. Just grab the essentials. I’ve got the furniture and food taken care of.”

“We can’t. We can’t just run away.”

“Just until we find the guy who sent the flowers. None of us know what he might do next. I’m not taking a chance with that. Please. Just do this for me. For Chloe. Just pack a bag or a suitcase quickly and we can go.”

I look up from the cupcake when I hear my name. “Are we going on a trip?”

Daddy looks at Stacey. She doesn’t say anything. “We are. We’re going to stay somewhere else for a little while. So I need you to go to your room and get anything that’s important. Only the really important things. I’ll help you pack them.”

“Yay! I love trips!” I set my cupcake down and sprint to my room. By the time daddy walks in behind me, I already have Natalya and my stuffed teddy and monkey sitting on the middle of my bed ready to go. He helps me pick clothes from my closet. I insist on only dresses and my pretty underwear. I don’t want to wear any yucky boys’ clothes on this trip.

When we walk into the new apartment, I hear Stacey inhale, and my eyes go wide. It’s so much bigger and brighter than our apartment. Even the appliances in the kitchen are so bright and shiny it looks like they’ve never been used.

“I hope you ladies like it.”

“It’s so beautiful. We’re spending the night here?” I can hardly believe it.

Stacey wanders off toward the kitchen without saying a word.

“We are. Tonight and probably the next few nights, too.”

“You’re staying too?” I look up into his eyes.

“Well, we should all talk about that. It’s not my decision.”

“I decided. You’re staying.” I put my arms around him.

“We need to ask Stacey too.”

“She said it’s OK.”

“Did she, or are you telling stories?”

“Umm…”

“I did not say that.” Stacey glares at me over the countertop of the island. “But it’s alright with me if you want to.”

I smile and scrunch my shoulders. “Daddy’s spending the night with us, daddy’s spending the night with us.” I sing-song as I walk around and look at the new apartment.

“Chloe?”

I stop moving around and look at him. He’s still by the doorway, and his head is cocked just a little to one side.

“There’s one more thing. I’ve got someone I want you to talk to tomorrow. She’s a doctor.”

“What kind of doctor? Am I sick?”

“No. Not at all. She’s the kind of doctor who helps make people even better, just by talking. That’s all.”

I squint my eyes and stare at him. “I’ve never heard of a doctor like that.”

“You’ve even been to one before. You talk to her like she’s a friend because she is. Then she gives you homework, and in time it helps any problems go away.”

“You mean a therapist?”

He nods his head.

“You should have just said that, silly goose.”













CHAPTER NINE









“Who’s the babe?”

I look up and see a woman in the doorway ogling me, so I grab daddy’s hand and move behind him.

“Li, be gentle. This is Chloe. She’s my special little girl, aren’t you?”

The woman’s face lights up. “This is Chloe? Oh my gosh, we’ve all heard so much about you these past few weeks. You’re a very famous girl here around the office.”

“I am?” My words are almost swallowed by daddy’s back.

“You are.” Her eyes move from me to David. “Can I show her around? I promise to be on my best behavior.”

“Can I trust your best behavior?” He chuckles. “Sure. Go with Li, Chloe. She’s one of daddy’s friends, and she’ll give you a big tour while I sit here and do some boring work.”

She extends her arm, but I look at daddy. “Can Kelly and her daddy come too?”

He smiles. “Of course they can, sweetie.” I grab the pair from the desk. A stuffed tiger holding hands with a stuffed panda. Just like me and daddy on the zoo carousel. Daddy ordered it so I’d never forget that day, but that would never happen anyway.

“It is so good to finally meet you. I’m Li. I’ll show you all around the floor where your daddy works.” She takes my hand in hers. “And you’ll get to meet Sydney. She’ll be excited to meet you too. Arianda is going to be so fucking pissed that she’s not here to meet you.”

“Li…”

“Sorry, David.”

“Who’s Arianda?”

“She works here, but she had to have a surgery. So she’s off for a couple of weeks. But she’s an assistant, just like me and Sydney.”

“Oh. I hope the surgery makes her feel better.”

Li laughs. “I’m sure it will. She’s getting a boob job.”

“What?” I stop in the middle of the hallway. “She’s getting bigger boobies?”

Li’s face flushes. “Uh… I meant… See, sometimes people want to change things, and, uh—”

“I know. I want that too! Do you think daddy would let me do that?”

“Oh… I think he probably would, but you’ll have to ask him about it. I bet he says yes if you’re a good girl, though.”

“I’ll be such a good girl for him if he does. Can we go back and ask him now? Will you tell him I need them?”

“Not now, sweetie. He has lots of work to do. But we can ask him later.”

“OK. So do you all work for daddy?”

She looks over my shoulder and back toward the office. “What has he been filling your poor head with?” She laughs and tugs my hand, and I shuffle my feet beside her. “Not directly, sweetie. We all work for other people, but we do help your daddy sometimes when he needs us to. Like now, because he doesn’t have an assistant of his own.”

“Oh.”

Li was right. Sydney was very excited to meet me. She ran around the desk and hugged me as soon as Li told her who I was. Then the three of us went downstairs to the cafeteria for snacks. They let me get two cookies, so I knew then we would all be best friends.

After we eat, Sydney takes me back to daddy’s office because Li has to work. Sydney said Li is the daughter of the man who owns the whole building. Li works for him and helps him take care of everything.

“Knock, knock.” Sydney taps her knuckles against the door frame, but I just walk right in. “Bringing Chloe back. She is such an absolute sweetheart.”

Daddy smiles. “She really is. So what did you think, Chloe?”

“Everyone is so nice. Especially Li and Sydney. And Li said Arianda is getting bigger boobies. Can I get bigger boobies too, daddy? Li said if I promise to be a really good girl, you might say yes, so please? Please?”

“Whoa.” He throws up his hands. “We can certainly talk about that. Later. Not now.”

“I think that’s my cue to leave. It was so wonderful to meet you, Chloe.”

“You too, Sydney. Thanks for the cookies and bringing me back up here.”

“Shh.” She puts her finger over her mouth. “We don’t want daddy to know about the cookies.”

“Oh yeah.” I giggle.
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“Good morning, princess.”

“Good morning, daddy.” I lean in to kiss him, and my breasts bump against his chest. It’s been a couple of weeks, but I’m still getting used to the extra flesh on my chest.

He raises a hand and cups my boob through my clothes. “These might be the best investments I’ve ever made.” I moan and feel a tingle flow through my cock.

“They definitely are.”

“So, are you ready?”

“I think so. How do I look?” I spin, so he can see the plaid dress I’m wearing.

“Beautiful. But you always look beautiful.”

“Well, I feel more beautifuler today.”

“Certainly more beautifuler.” He takes my hand and walks me to the car.

“I know Dr. Branten said that you can handle this, but if you think it’s too much, we won’t do it, OK?”

“I can do it. It’s easier now. And she taught me those exercises for when things get really stressful.”

“And you have your coloring books just in case?”

“They’re in my backpack.” I pat the shoulder strap of my pink Unicorn University bag. “Stacey even put Natalya in there for me. But I’ve been a lot better. Thanks to Dr. Branten. And thanks to you finding that guy.”

The day after my surgery, daddy and Stacey both came into my bedroom and told me they had important news. The cameras at our old apartment caught someone trying to break in, and Jody’s security team caught him. He was a former client who had seen my college diploma sitting on a shelf and traced me from there. Daddy wouldn’t tell me what happened. He just said “actions have consequences” and that Jody made sure he would never bother me again. I started crying when he told me that. I couldn’t hug him, but he lay on the bed next to me. We spent the night together like that.

“Do you really think the other girls will like me?”

“Baby, they’ll love you. You’ve already met them, and they adore you.”

“Not Arianda.”

“Only because she wasn’t there that day, but she’ll adore you just as much as the others.”

“I hope so.”













CHAPTER TEN









Sydney steps back to look at my face just before Li barges through the white French doors.

“You girls need to be ready now. I’m not letting you put us off schedule. Sydney, she’s gorgeous. Enough. Put the brushes away. Chloe, sit up straight, and put your shoes back on. Arianda, not a single word from you out there. Got it?”

I whine under my breath as I wrap the sandal straps around my feet and ankles.

“Does Jerome know this side of you? I might have to be the first maid of honor in history to object to a wedding in order to save the groom.”

“Arianda? What did I just say?”

“One, I’m not out there, so I can say as much as I want right now. And two, there are ways to object without uttering a word. Especially when I’m going to be right behind you where everyone can see.” She contorts her face as she shakes her head and makes a giant X with her arms. I giggle.

Li stares at her for a moment and then smiles. “I love you all, even your bratty little ass, and I’m so glad that each of you is going to be up there with me for this.”

“Aww honey, of course we’re going to be there with you. Always.” Arianda hugs her. “Well, unless Jerome’s best man starts showing some interest. I might have to sneak off with him for a bit if he does.”

“For the tenth time, he’s gay. He’s not going to be interested.”

“I’ve got everything he wants right here between my legs. Plus, some bonus titties for him. No man, straight or gay is going to turn down a chance to play with these.”

Li rolls her eyes. “I’ll do you a favor and not tell Jonathan about your little crush.”

“Oh, I’m going to make sure he knows. And soon. I want him to have plenty of time to dream up ways of punishing me tonight.”

Despite Arianda’s threats, the wedding is perfect. Everyone’s breath catches the instant Li starts walking down the aisle, and I don’t think anyone lets it go until she and Jerome kiss at the end. When they do, I feel Sydney’s arms wrap around me from behind, and I look across the pews for David. When our eyes meet, I blow him a kiss.

The pictures after the wedding take forever, and the reception hall is already bustling when we walk in. My heart pounds as I look around for David. I don’t see him anywhere. I try to slow my breathing but I can’t. Just then I feel someone’s arms around me, and I scream.

“It’s just me, baby girl.”

“Daddy! Oh my god, you scared me to death. Luckily, no one heard me over all this noise.”

“Sorry. I knew this would be a lot for you. It’s an open bar, and at this rate, they’re going to be out of liquor before the first dance. Let’s leave before things get even worse.”

“What about Li? I can’t just leave her.”

“She knows some things still bring back memories. She’ll understand. Come on, we’ll say goodbye to her and go.” He takes my hand and pulls me through the crowd to where she and Jerome are greeting the guests.

“Li, you are stunning. Jerome, you’re a very lucky man. But we just came up to say goodbye. Situations like this can be uncomfortable for Chloe, so we’re going home.”

She nods and then embraces me. “It’s fine. Thank you so much for being here for me today. And promise me you won’t just shove that dress into the back of your closet. It looks so cute on you.”

“Pinky promise.”

I wrap my pinky around hers. Then I kiss her on the cheek before David leads me to the car.
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“Li was so pretty today. I’m jealous. I want a wedding just like that. Only my colors won’t be grey and black. It’ll be all pinks and purples, and we’ll have teddy bears everywhere and a petting zoo. And Natalya will be my maid of honor. He’ll have a cute dress and be the absolute belle of the ball.”

Every time I helped the girls plan some part of this wedding, a pit grew bigger in my stomach. I’ve been afraid to mention anything to David, but I really want a wedding of my own. I used the car ride home to build up my courage, and when we got home, I knew it was now or never.

“As long as he’s beside you, no one will notice what he’s wearing. They won’t even know he’s there because they’re all going to be blinded by you. Do you really want a wedding?”

I’m scared to say the word, worried he’ll say no, so I look away and nod my head.

He lays his hands on my shoulders and turns me so I’m facing him. The wall presses against my back, and I’m sticky from his heat so near to me.

“I would love to make you Mrs. David Taylor. One day, I promise you’ll get your dream wedding.”

“Do you mean it?”

“Anything for my princess.”

“Thank you, daddy.”

His lips press against mine, and I run my hand down the front of his body until I find his white-hot cock. I rub it through his pants as he races to undo them.

“Have you been a good girl today?”

“Yes, daddy.” I lick my lips as I wrap my hand around his now naked dick and squeeze. He moans and pushes me against the wall.

“Fuck yes. You’re a very good girl.”

His hand tickles my back as he unzips my dress. When it falls to my ankles, I step out of it, and he scoops me into his arms.

“I think you deserve a special reward for being so good. Don’t you?”

“I love your rewards. Please, daddy…”

He carries me to our bedroom, and my ass bounces against his cock with every step. He sets me on the edge of the bed so he can get the lube from our drawer. While he does, I stand and turn around, bending over the bed and presenting my waiting hole to him.

“I will never get tired of this view.” He moves his slick shaft around between my cheeks, and I moan.

When he plunges into me, I gasp. I should be used to his size by now, but every time we fuck, it still catches me off guard. He quickly falls into a rhythm. His body slapping against mine. My cheek sliding against the soft blanket. My moans and his groaning filling the room.

I can feel every inch of him inside me. It feels like he’s rubbing against the base of my cock from the inside. Teasing that and my P-spot with every thrust. He stops for just a second and lifts his leg onto the bed beside me.

The new angle is even more intense, and I scream. “Oh daddy! Yes! Please, daddy. I’m going to come. Fuck me!”

“Come for me, little girl. Be a good girl and show me how much you love your daddy.”

My cock pulses as my cum explodes out of it. I feel the slippery liquid under me as he drives me over and over into the bed. When he pulls my hair and yanks my head back, I know he’s close. Then I feel his cock twitch and release its juice inside me.

As he pulls out of me, it runs out of my hole and starts dripping down my leg. Daddy has a washcloth ready and wipes up my mess. When he’s done, he lies beside me.

“You’ll have to start looking for a wedding dress soon, princess.”

My face lights up. “Do you mean it?”

“Nothing makes me happier than making you happy. So yes.”

“Oh, daddy.” I kiss him. “You must be happy all the time then, because you always make me the happiest girl in the world.”
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CHAPTER ONE









“This is supposed to inspire us? I mean, look at it. It’s curved? And this… it’s almost too big to fit in my hand.”

I hear the door close behind me, but I don’t turn around. I saw Brandon leave a few minutes ago, so I’m glad he’s back for this. He’ll agree with me.

“Sure, some of the stuff it does is fine, but if you rearranged all of this, you’d have something that works just as well and is so much nicer.”

I look at the people gathered across the table. Their eyes are wide and they're biting their lips.

“You don’t think I’m wrong, do you? Why would someone want one of these?”

I see Maggie shaking her head—the movement so slight I almost don’t notice—and her gaze moves over my shoulder. I turn, wondering what Brandon is up to. Only it’s not Brandon.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m sorry. I, uh—”

“Your name is ‘I’m sorry?’ When you were born, your parents realized what a fool you would be, so they built the apology right there into your name?”

“No, I’m Aron, sir.”

“Aron what?” He takes the phone from my hands.

“Aron Garcia, and I wasn’t—”

“Did you know this was the first product I designed completely on my own? It won several design awards. And the reason your phones now are so much sleeker?” He looks around the room. “Because I made this. Others copied it and made small changes. But I’m the one who took the giant leap that started the world down that path.”

“You’re right. I, uh, didn’t mean anything by it. I just, um—”

“I’ve heard enough from you, Mr. Garcia. I don’t need to hear your stammering now, too.”

He sets the phone on the table, looks at everyone one more time, and walks back out the door. I still haven’t breathed since I realized who it was.

“Aron, I can’t believe you.” The disappointment in Maggie’s voice is clear. “I know you’re just an intern, but Jonathan Shin is our boss. And you just insulted the thing that made him famous. To his face. Are you crazy?”

My stomach sinks. “I didn’t know he was here. No one told me. You could have warned me.”

She shakes her head and turns away. Everyone else is suddenly preoccupied with their work. I clench my jaw and drop into my chair.
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As soon as I step off the elevator the next morning, Maggie calls me into her office, and it feels like I’ve swallowed my heart. I know what’s coming next.

“Well…” It’s almost amusing the way her lips curl up, imitating a smile. “I don’t think this is a surprise, but you’re to pack your belongings.”

I have to swallow before I can even breathe. I can’t believe I messed this up. My stupid mouth.

I set my name badge on the desk. “No hard feelings, obviously. It’s been great working for you. I know I wasn’t here long, but I learned a lot. I just wish…”

“Yeah, me too, but hey, you’re young. We all make stupid mistakes when we’re young. What matters is what you do next. What kind of person you become now.”

I smile to make things less awkward.

“I don’t know why, but once you pack, you’re supposed to go to the thirty-second floor.”

“Thirty-second?” I rack my brain, trying to think of what’s on that floor.

“It’s the executive floor. All the bigwigs. Including Mr. Shin. He wants to see you.”

I think I’m going to be sick. “Did he say why?”

“We can probably guess.”

“What if I don’t go? He can’t do anything more to me, right?”

She shrugs her shoulders. “Your choice. I’m just passing along the message.”

When I get to my workspace, I realize I don’t have much. A pen I brought the first day and a broken windup toy my dad gave me when I was five. Instead of playing with it like any other kid, I had to get inside it. I had to see what made it tick. I took it apart and put it back together so many times the springs grew tired of me and gave up.

I decide then I am going to see Mr. Shin. I’m sure he wants to gloat, maybe even yell at me. And I’ll let him. I’m a big boy. I won’t hide from my mistakes. I’ll stand there and take whatever punishment he gives me.

When I step off the elevator, I hold my head high. I want him to know I’m man enough for this. For whatever he has planned. I stop outside his door and read the nameplate: “Jonathan Shin, President, Hardware and Engineering.” I sigh. Of all the people to insult… I knock.

“Have a seat. I’ll be just a moment.”

I look behind me. There are four red leather chairs, but I don’t sit. I stand and look out the windows.

When I look at my watch, I see ten minutes have passed. Is he trying to make me angry? Well, I won’t give him the satisfaction. I’ll stay here and wait all day if I need to. I pull the phone from my pocket and sit down. As soon as my butt touches the leather, his office door opens, and he calls me in.

“Mr. Garcia.”

“Mr. Shin. You wanted to see me before I left?”

“Before you left? Are you going somewhere?”

I stare at him, dumbfounded. “I… Yes. I was told to pack my things.”

“Indeed. That was below you. I have a different position in mind for you.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You’re going to work for me.”

I laugh. “For you? After yesterday? As what? A personal janitor? Scrubbing your toilets and washing your floors by hand. Is this your way of getting back at me? It won’t work. I’m just here for the summer. I don’t need the money—God knows I wasn’t getting much as an intern. So no. Whatever you have planned, I’m not doing it.”

“Do you always say the wrong things, or is it just when I’m involved? You’ll work as my assistant. There’s not an internship anywhere more valuable than that. You’ll see everything I do. The day-to-day life of the head engineer for one of the largest companies in the world. Does that sound like a punishment?”

We stare at each either, neither one of us blinking.

“You’re not serious, right? This is a joke? You make me think you’re offering this, and then… what? You tell me you changed your mind? Or you make up a reason to fire me right away?”

“I don’t need a reason to fire you, but no. No strings attached. You’re a challenge, Mr. Garcia, and I like challenges. I’m going to mold you into someone more than you are now.”

I snort. Suddenly he thinks he’s some maker of young men? But he is right. If I do this, it’ll be my ticket to any engineering graduate school in the world. I can’t afford to turn him down.

“OK, I’ll do it. But you take me as I am. You won’t shape me into some yes-man.”

“Oh, that’s not what I plan on shaping you into.”













CHAPTER TWO









My palms are sweating as he glares at me. I look back through all the charts and figures, trying to find what he wants me to see. But I can’t. I toss the paper onto the table.

“Still no?”

I shake my head.

He turns to the third page. “Check these dimensions.”

I groan. As soon as I see it, it’s obvious. I made it too small.

“Did you double check these before you turned this in?”

“Of course I did. I just thought that—”

“Why are you making things worse by lying? Did you double check these numbers?” His temper flashes across his face.

“No. But it’s not a big deal. If I were doing this for real, I would model it, and the program would catch it. This isn’t the old days like you’re used to.” I smirk.

He stares at me for a second. Then, before I can react, he grabs my wrist and pulls me to him, almost onto his lap. Still holding it, he hops up and moves behind me. He bends my arm up behind my back just to the point where it starts to hurt.

“Bend over the table.”

“What? What are you doing? Stop this right now.”

“You need to learn to take things more seriously. Now bend over.”

He doesn’t wait for me to respond before he twists my arm up higher and pushes his other hand against my shoulder blades. I don’t fight him, and my cheek hits the table.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it? Now, how many do you think is appropriate? I think three should do it.”

“Three what?”

The words aren’t even out of my mouth when I feel the blow across my ass. I try to wriggle away, but he grips me tighter. The second slap lands in the same spot as the first. After the third, my already tingling skin catches on fire. The pain and the electricity shoot through my entire body, and my vision blurs as tears well in my eyes. I blink over and over until they go away. I won’t let him see those. He won’t make me cry.

“Next time won’t be through your clothes. Now have you learned your lesson? Can I let you up? ”

He is very much mistaken if he thinks there’s going to be a next time. I’m not going to put up with this. Maybe he’s too powerful to be punished here, but I can quit. I can grab my things and just walk right out. Maybe I could even sue. If I find the right lawyer. One who—

I gasp as he rubs my ass through my pants. Gently moving his hand across it and then massaging it with his fingers. Tiny needle pricks move through my body and all my muscles tense and then relax at once.

“I know you can do better, Aron, and facing the consequences of our mistakes is how we learn. I want your best from now on.”

Still cupping my ass, he leans his body into mine, and it feels… like he’s hard?

“That will be all. Thank you.” He releases my arm, and it drops to my side.

I stay bent over the table for a couple of seconds as he walks away. Then I storm back to my desk. The remnants of pain shoot through my ass with every step, but there’s something else. Something beyond the fire and the humiliation. I think there’s a part of me that liked it.
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The next day, Mr. Shin asks me to go to the deli down the street to pick up his lunch. I’ve worked for him just long enough to know that he orders the same thing every day. Turkey pastrami with sauerkraut and swiss cheese. Nothing else. Today, though, before the worker wraps the sandwich, I tell her to add thousand island dressing and grilled onions. When she hands it to me, I smile and wonder how he’ll react.

In his office, I set the sandwich in front of him and take a step back, waiting. He looks up at me, but he doesn’t unwrap it.

“Is there something else?”

“No.”

“Then you can go. Thank you.”

I walk away slowly, hoping to hear the crinkle of the wax paper before I get to the doorway, but I don’t. I look back one more time before leaving. He’s turned to his computer and ignoring the sandwich on his desk. Damn it. I sit at my desk and tap a pen on the glass top while I stare out the window. My stomach is fluttering, and I can’t concentrate on work. What’s taking him so long?

“Mr. Garcia?” When he finally calls my name, I practically leap from my chair to his door.

“Yes, sir?”

“Come in here, and shut the door, please.”

As I walk to his desk, my entire body is quivering. What if yesterday was just a onetime thing? What if he felt like a fool afterward? What will he think of me if he learns that I want more of it?

“You know my lunch order.” He’s not asking.

“Yes.”

“But that’s not what this is. Should I call the deli to complain? Should I tell them they clearly have an incompetent employee working the counter who can’t understand the most basic of instructions? That surely must be the explanation, right?” He stands up and walks behind me. I don’t turn to face him.

“No. Sir.”

“No? Then please tell me why my sandwich is smothered in onions and dripped dressing down my hands when I picked it up?”

“I must have gotten the order wrong.”

“Hmm… you must have gotten the order wrong? You know what I believe about mistakes, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“What’s that?”

“Mistakes are how we learn.” My heart stops as I feel him next to me.

“Drop your pants.”

My hands fly to my waistband, but I force myself to pause there. I don’t want to seem too eager. Instead, I pretend to be fumbling with the zipper. When I think enough time has passed, I unzip them and let them fall to the floor. I bend over and rest my cheek against the top of his desk.

I hear his breath beside me, heavier than usual, and when he holds it, I know what to expect. But even knowing it’s coming doesn’t prepare me. I squeeze my fists and pinch my eyes closed. After the second slap, my eyes are watering, and I can’t fight it. By the time he gets to the fifth and final crack, I’m gasping for air. My entire body rising and falling with each breath.

But just like yesterday, when he’s done, he places his hand over the spot. His warmth makes the skin burn even more, but when he moves his fingers over it, caressing it, caressing me, the tingles that shoot through my body replace the burning pain.

“You have such a cute little derriere.”

I snicker at the word, but as soon as the laugh escapes my lips, his hand comes down on the exact spot he was just fondling.

“Is something amusing?”

“No, sir. I’m sorry.”

“As I was saying, you have an adorable… ass. Is that word better? It’s a shame it’s covered in such ugly clothes. I think you can do better, don’t you?”

I blink a few times, waiting for him to go on, but he doesn’t. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“These won’t do anymore.” He pulls the waistband of my boxers and snaps it against me. “I want you in panties from now on.”

My jaw drops. “Panties? Like women’s panties?”

“Is there another kind I’m not aware of? Yes. Starting tomorrow, I expect you to wear women’s panties to work each day. Am I clear?”

“I… but I can’t.”

“You can and you will. Tell me you understand, and you can be on your way.”

“You don’t understand. I can’t. I’m not going to wear women’s underwear to work for you.”

His hand slaps on my ass and somehow finds the same raw spot. There’s no pleasure hidden in the pain this time.

“This isn’t optional. You’re going to do it. And you’re going to shave your entire body now too, since you insist on misbehaving. Everything from the neck down before you come in here tomorrow. Take the rest of the afternoon off so you have plenty of time.”

I stand up, but I don’t move.

“That’s all. I’ll see you in the morning. And make sure the panties are sexy. No granny panties.” He runs his hand one more time across my ass as he walks to the other side of the desk. I hurriedly pull up my pants and leave.
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When I walk into the store, my heart is racing. I hoped that going during the weekday would mean fewer shoppers here. I was wrong. There are people everywhere I look, all spotlighted by the store’s blinding lights. I’m not even past the bananas yet, and I feel like I can’t breathe.

As my very first step falls in the women’s section, I hear a laugh from my right, and I freeze. One foot motionless in front of the other. If a wind from an open door blows into me, I’ll fall over. I look around, trying to see who’s laughing at me, but I can’t find them. Are they hiding in the racks? Stalking and waiting to see what I do next? I bring my feet together. Nothing. I look around again. No one is looking at me. Another step. Then another. Still silence. So I practically sprint to the underwear section. I want to get in and out as quickly as possible.

I gasp softly when I get there. There’s no one around. I hurry to the wall of panties, but in my rush, my arm brushes against a bra and knocks it to the floor. I pick it up, and as I set it back on the rack, I look around again. Still no one. Finally there, I’m overwhelmed by the types and colors, but I don’t have time to figure them out. I looked up my size earlier, so now I just try to find the prettiest ones that will fit me. That’s all I care about. I find a pack of five. Lacy panties in bright colors. These are perfect. I take two packages from the shelf and turn around. Then I see her.

Why isn’t she at work? How did she end up here of all places in the city to shop? Did Mr. Shin send her to follow me? Maybe she won’t even recognize me. We’ve only ever seen each other in the hallways at work. Never said anything other than quick hellos. There’s no way she knows me.

“Aron? No way!”

Fuck! “Uh, oh. Hey… you.” In the corners of my eyes, I see the packages tremble in my hands.

“Callie.” She laughs. “I don’t think we’ve ever officially met. It’s just that you’re a bit of a celebrity after… well, you know.”

I fake a laugh. “Yeah that. Well, it was good seeing you.”

“Oh. Yeah. You too.” She looks at the packages in my hands and the sides of her mouth curl up.

“Oh. These are for my girlfriend. She couldn’t come to the store herself. So she sent me—sick. She’s sick. So that’s why she couldn’t come. So she asked… and I… yes… when and… So that’s why.”

“OK. I didn’t think anything of it. I know I love the feeling I get from wearing a sexy pair of panties, so I just—Hey, why don’t I give you my number? Is that too forward? Say no if it’s too much.”

I feel the pulse in my neck. “What? No. That’s fine. Go ahead.” I stick a pack of panties under my arm so I can pull out my phone.

She gives me her number. “So, maybe send me a text, so I’ve got your number too?”

I watch as her screen lights up with my text.

“Great! I hope your, uh, girlfriend likes those.” She looks up and down my body, and my skin is so hot I’m surprised I don’t see steam rising from it. “I bet they’ll look really pretty once they’re on.”

“Uh, yeah. I hope so. I guess. I mean… Um, I’ll see you later.” I stride away before she can say anything else.
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As soon as I walk into work the next morning, Jonathan calls me into his office and demands to see my panties. I lower my hands to my waistband, but I can’t go any further. They’re shaking so badly I can’t unfasten my pants. I close my eyes and take deep breaths, telling myself to calm down with each one, but it’s not working. My eyes jerk open when I feel him. He’s in front of me. His face just inches away, and his hands on mine. He looks into my eyes and smiles.

“Let go. I’ve got you.”

I lower my hands and his go to work. Tugging and pulling, my lower body sways with his movements, but I can’t take my eyes from his. He’s so close. What would he do if I just leaned forward? Accidentally. If my lips touched his. Completely unplanned. If my tongue pushed into his mouth. Totally unintentionally.

I don’t get to find out. I gasp as his lips crash in on mine. As his tongue forces its way into my mouth, my pants drop and his hands slide to my rear, cupping me. His fingers dig into my flesh, almost to where the pain is more powerful than the pleasure. Almost.

“I’ve wanted to do this since the day I first met you.”

I snort, and I know he feels the sudden rush of air against his face. He must have a different day in mind because I made a terrible impression on the real first day we met.

“It’s true. I knew then I was going to make you mine.”

He moves his face away, but his fingers still grip my ass. He lowers himself. So slowly and smoothly it looks like he’s on an elevator. I giggle at the thought. Lower until he’s on his knees and his face is directly across from my manhood. My manhood wrapped in purple lace panties. He takes one hand from my ass and swirls a finger around the tip of my cock.

“These are very pretty. You were a good girl, and good girls get rewarded.”

Before I even have time to process that he just called me a girl, he yanks my panties down and his lips wrap around the tip of my cock. I moan in surprise. When I was pulling these on this morning—my panties—I never expected them to lead to me getting a blow job. But here I am. His mouth sliding up and down my length, wet with his saliva, so hard it almost hurts. I thought I would be the one on my knees, his cock in my mouth, and that thought turned me on. I never imagined this.

I can’t help the moans pouring from my lips as I tilt my head backward. Without thinking, I put my hands on his head and pull him into me. When I do, he squeezes my ass tighter, and I yip as the painful flame rips through me. My cock tenses even more. I close my fists in his hair as I pulse and I feel myself exploding into his mouth. He takes it all, sucking it and twirling his tongue to make sure that he swallows it before he pulls away.

“Jesus Christ.” I drop to my knees too and pull him into a kiss. I never want his lips to leave me.

But they do. He puts his hands on my shoulders and pries us apart, even though we both resist. With one last quick kiss to my forehead he stands up and walks behind his desk. I stay in place, a supplicant on my knees, begging my lord to grace me with a favor. But when I hear his fingers moving across his keyboard, I know we’re finished. I pull up my pants and look at him. His eyes are on his monitor, and there’s no sign that he notices me. I walk out to my desk.

I flinch as I sit, his fingerprints burned into my delicate skin. I replay his words over and over: You were a good girl, and good girls get rewarded. I smile as I hear them.













CHAPTER THREE









“Jonathan? Sorry to barge in, but I just had a question.”

I walk into his office, but he doesn’t respond. He just stares at me. Did I do something wrong? My entire body vibrates at the thought of him bending me over his desk and spanking me. No, stop. That’s not healthy. That’s not something I want.

“Sir?”

He smiles. “Yes. I like that. Sir. From now on, you’re to address me only as sir or Mr. Shin.”

I chuckle, but he doesn’t laugh. “Oh. Um, OK. I can do that. Sir. But anyway, I just had a question about the latest mockup. It seems a little off to me. What do you think?”

I watch him pull up the file on his computer and check the measurements. “Hmm… it does seem to be a bit…”

He wants me to call him sir? That’s easy enough, isn’t it? I mean, he is my boss, so it’s not like that’s asking a lot. He’s probably not used to his subordinates calling him by his first name. My mind wonders back to the blow job he gave me. Right where I’m standing now. Good girls get rewarded. I can call him sir. I can be good for him.

“Aron?”

I shake my head. “Sorry?”

“I asked if you agree.”

“I’m sorry. My mind drifted off. Agree with what?”

“What were you thinking about? What was more important than this?”

I tug at the collar of my shirt. “It was, uh, it was nothing. Sir. I apologize.”

“Do you know what I think, Mr. Garcia?” He leans back in his chair, away from the computer, and looks me up and down.

I shake my head.

“I think you would be very pretty in a dress.”

My mouth falls open, and dark spots start dancing in my eyes. I don’t respond.

“I would like very much to see you in one.” He’s out of his chair now, and his hands are on my hips. “I’ll have one for you here Monday. Would you like that?”

We’re so close our foreheads almost touch. I can smell the sweet scent of toothpaste on his breath.

“I think you would. I think you want to be a good girl. I think you want to be my good girl. Don’t you?”

I try to say no. I try to shake my head. Something to let him know I don’t want that. I don’t. Do I? Why can’t I tell him no?

“Such a good girl.” He kisses my forehead as he rubs his hand across my ass. “Go back to your desk now, like the good little girl you are.”

I still can’t speak as I walk away. My mind is gone. I’m just going through the motions. Walking. Pulling out my chair. Sitting. A dress? I can’t. There’s no way. I need to tell him no. Now. Before he thinks I want to do it. But I just turn to my computer and go back to work.

All weekend, I feel sick. I barely eat or sleep. If I just call him or text him, this ends, and he doesn’t force me to do this. Panties are fine. I hate to admit it, but wearing them does make me feel sexy. But a dress? I can’t do that. That’s too far.

Monday morning, I walk into the office. My feet dragging. When the elevator door opens, I wipe the sweat from my forehead and step onto my floor.

“Whoa there.”

I look up and see Sydney jump away from me. “I’m so sorry! I wasn’t watching where I was going.”

“Obviously.” She giggles. “That excited to start another workweek?”

“Uh, yeah. Not quite.”

“So I hear there’s a big change for you starting today.”

My heart races. Does everyone on the floor know? Everyone in the building? “Yeah, about that. It was all Mr. Shin’s idea. Not something that I wanted. I’d never even thought about it before. I’m not like that.”

“Oh, of course not. But still, congratulations! You must be so proud.”

“Proud?”

“Well, and nervous too. It’s such a big step. But you go from intern to a permanent position in just a month? That’s very impressive!” She hugs me, and I awkwardly put my arms around her. “Welcome to the team!”

Intern to permanent position? “Uh, thanks. Well, I guess I’d better be going. I’ll see you later.”

“Right. See ya around.”

Mr. Shin’s door is closed, and I exhale in relief as I drop into my chair. Maybe this was just a test. Maybe he wanted to see if I would still show up to work today. He surely couldn’t have been serious.

I hear the door open behind me, and I hold my breath.

“Good morning, Aron. Come in here, please.”

“Good morning, sir.” I walk past him into the office without making eye contact.

He closes the door once I’m inside.

“So, what do you think?”

I turn to look at him, and he’s gesturing toward the sofa along the wall of his office. There’s a red dress laid across it. My heart stops.

“The color is perfect. It’s going to look gorgeous on you. You’re going to look gorgeous.”

“Sir, I—”

“You’re very nervous about this, I’m sure. You’re probably having doubts. That’s fine. Let me help you.”

He walks in front of me and starts unbuttoning my shirt. I watch his eyes as his hands move down my chest from button to button. When they’re all undone, he slips the shirt from my arms and leads me to the sofa. He unfastens my pants and then pushes me down on the cushions. My shoes come off. Then my socks. Then he pulls my pants totally away from me.

“So smooth. Just the way I like you.”

He runs his hands up my calfs. Then my thighs. He spreads them apart and his hand finds my cock throbbing under my panties.

“You’re as excited about this as I am.”

I watch as he smiles and bends toward me. His nose pressed against my panties, he inhales and then kisses the tip of my cock through the nylon. I tense at his touch.

“If you’re a really good girl, I promise to have a very special treat for you. But let’s get you dressed now. Up.” He takes my hands and yanks me from the sofa.

“Hold your arms out in front of you.”

I do and he slips a bra over them. A bra? I was so blinded by the dress that I hadn’t noticed a bra sitting beside it. He clasps it behind me and then adjusts it before slipping inserts into the cups. I’m too numb to do anything.

“Now you’re ready.” He holds his hand over my erection and kisses my neck. “I’m so proud of you.”

Proud… “Sir, did you promote me to a permanent position?” My first words in minutes. My first words to him since he started dressing me as a woman, and that’s what I say? I don’t tell him to stop? I don’t tell him that I don’t want this?

He brushes his hand against my hard dick, and I wonder if I do want this. Maybe I don’t want him to stop.

His mouth moves from my neck to my lips. “That was supposed to be a surprise, but yes. I never want to let you go. I want you to be mine forever.”

“But college…”

He pushes against me, and I writhe as I feel his erection against mine. I’m not in control now as my dick moves against his. Through his pants. Through my panties. My breaths are growing shallower. My body tenses. My hips are moving in quick circles now. I’m so close. But he pulls away before I get the relief I need.

“We’ll work around college.” His breaths are ragged, and I know that he was as close as I was. “Now put this on.”

He picks up the dress and holds it out for me. I look at it for a moment but then take it from him and slip it over my head. As I pull it down, his hands trace along behind mine, smoothing the wrinkles, fitting it against my body. When it’s on, I bite my lip and look at him. Why do I want him to like it? Why do I hope he thinks I’m pretty?

He takes one step back and then another. His eyes travel up and down my body several times, and I can feel the sweat in my palms. “God, you’re more beautiful than I imagined you would be. Aron, you were meant for this.”

My entire body goes weightless at his comment. Does he really mean it? Does he like it?

“Come look at yourself.”

I take his hand, and he guides me toward his closet. When he opens the door, I see a full-length mirror inside, and I gasp. The red dress is tight against my body. Tight against the new curves of my stuffed bra. My dark hair—the hair everyone always told me was too long for a boy, too full, too pretty—looks perfect now. It looks like it belongs. The dress looks like it belongs. I look like I belong in it.

“You’re certainly not an Aron dressed like this. What do you think of the name Arianda?”

I don’t take my eyes off the mirror. “It’s perfect.”













CHAPTER FOUR









I hope to spend the entire day hidden in his office, but I think he knows this because he insists I hand deliver a report to Ms. Rogers. I plead with him, but he doesn’t relent. He just tells me that everyone will love me.

I’m still wobbly in the red heels he brought to match my dress, but I make it to the other side of the floor without having to grab anything for balance. Now, I’m standing outside Ms. Rogers’ office. In front of Sydney’s desk. And twice in one day, her arms are around me.

“Oh my God, Aron!”

“Arianda.”

“Arianda.” She smiles.

I blush at hearing the new name come from her, but part of me swells too. My name reminds me that I’m his. His Arianda.

“You’re so pretty! Can I do your makeup sometime? Please? I love doing it, and I always want someone else to practice on. Ms. Rogers and Li never let me use either of them anymore.”

“Uh, I don’t know. I don’t know if I’m really a makeup person.”

“Girl, you’re totally a makeup person. Or you will be once I’m done with you. I’m so happy for you! I can’t believe the change.”

“Thanks.” I smile. “But I really just came to drop this off to Ms. Rogers. Can you give it to her?”

“Oh, even better.” She knocks on the office door. “Ashley, come here and meet Arianda. Mr. Shin’s new girl.”

My cheeks are on fire.

“Can it wait? I’m busy? It’s not like I won’t see her some time later.”

“Ashley, come see her now. It’s her first time in a dress.”

Sydney turns to me and winks. Behind her, Ms. Rogers comes to the door and looks me over.

“Oh, you’re not new. But you are very pretty, Arianda. It’s good to meet the real you.”

“This isn’t the real—” She’s already back in her office before I even start talking.

“You know how she is. She’s always gruff with people. But she called you pretty. She never would have said that if she didn’t mean it. And you really are, Arianda.” She wraps her arms around me yet again. “Sorry. I’m a very huggy person.”

“Apparently.” I chuckle.

“It’s just so good to see you like this. Even if you pretend this isn’t the real you, it obviously is. And this means I’m not the new girl anymore. I’ve graduated and passed that title on to someone else now.” She giggles.

“Gee thanks.”

“Let me take that, so you can get back to Mr. Shin. Who knows what else he has planned to celebrate your big day?”

But there’s nothing that day. Or the next, or the next. Each day, he tells me to wait. That he has something special for me. Something more special than what he’s already given me.
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My entire body tingles as I step out of the car. I listen to the click of my heels on the concrete as we walk toward the door. Before we go inside, he stops me and fastens his leash to the collar I’m wearing.

“Ready?”

I nod my head. My mouth is too dry to speak.

He puts his hands on my shoulders and looks me in the eyes. “This might seem a little different at first, but you’re going to love it. Before we go in, I just want you to know how proud I am of you. A whole week wearing dresses. A whole week as Arianda. My beautiful Arianda.”

He kisses my forehead and turns toward the door.

“Remember, you don’t speak in here unless I give you permission. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.”

The hallway is all black with hidden red lights shining down the walls. Even though it was dark outside, it still takes my eyes a few seconds to adjust to this new level of darkness. As we walk, the music builds. Just a muddy bass thump at first. In a few more steps, it becomes more defined. A few more, and I can hear the higher notes. At the door, I can hear it all.

“Mr. Shin. Welcome back.”

“Thank you, Megan. This is my girl, Arianda.”

I look at Megan. She’s wearing an orange corset that squeezes her breasts together. Below that, it looks like her black leather pants are glued to her skin. I smile at her. Knowing that my leather dress looks the same on me.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Miss Arianda. You two can go right in.”

“Thank you, dear.”

As soon as the door opens, the music, which was comfortably loud just a second ago, becomes deafening. I stop and look around. Everything in here is lit in purple. To the left there’s a stage. Two women and two men, almost nude, are dancing on it. On the floor below, hundreds of people are pulsating as if they’re one. Most people are wearing black, but like stars dotting the dark sky, I see other colors mixed in.

My head jerks to the right as Mr. Shin pulls on my leash. “This way. That side is much too noisy.”

I look ahead as he pulls me. There are tables here. Most of them occupied. Some with two people. Others with three, four, five. Most of the girls here are dressed like me. Tight, black, and not leaving much to the imagination. I glance left and right as we make our way to an empty table. When we get there, Mr. Shin sets the “Reserved” sign face down.

He scans the room, but I stare at him. My eyebrows are raised, hoping to get his attention. It’s not long before he notices and smiles.

“You’re so good at this. Yes? Did you want to say something?”

“Why are some people sitting on the floor?”

He looks around the room again like he didn’t notice them at first. “Those are all submissives, like you, and for whatever reason, their Doms don’t want them to sit on the chairs or benches. It could be about control or punishment, or maybe training them to be better subs. Would you like me to order you to the floor?”

A shudder goes through me, and I unconsciously stretch out my legs at the thought. “No. Definitely not.”

He cocks an eyebrow, and I squint my eyes, questioning him.

“Oh. Right. Sorry. No, sir, I would not like that.”

“That’s my girl.”

I look around at the people on the floor. Most of them are women, but a lot of them are men. I can’t imagine ever wanting that, but they all seem happy. Satisfied. Their Doms content. Is this what my Dom eventually wants for me?

“Stay here. I’ll be right back. Don’t speak to anyone, and don’t make eye contact if anyone comes up.”

My skin bristles at how easily he made the command. It makes me want to go talk to everyone and to make eye contact with every person who walks by. But I don’t. I sit here with my head down like the good little girl he expects me to be.

Just a few minutes later, I feel him take up the leash and guide me away from the table. “Come with me.” He walks me through the room. I make sure to look at everyone as we walk by them.

“Where are we going?”

“You’ll see.”

We go through a doorway, and a long hallway stretches out in front of us. There are several doors on both sides all along the length. It reminds me of a hotel. If hotel hallways were painted black and lit in pink.

We enter room four. I think the walls inside are white, but everything is bathed in red from the lights overhead. Straight ahead there’s a bed, and I wonder if this is a hotel, but when I look around the similarities stop. Against one wall there’s a metal frame making a giant X with metal D-rings at each point. Next to that, there’s a cabinet. The doors are hanging open, and I can see shackles, handcuffs, whips, and floggers. In the middle of the room, there’s a strange bench. The top is padded and large enough for a person’s upper body. Below that, about halfway up each of the four legs, there are smaller padded benches. Much too small for a person. There are metal D-rings on the sides of all the benches. On the top bench, there’s a giant metal ring rising up from one end. I look around and my eyes find their way back to him. He’s watching me. His face is lit up.

“What do you think?”

“I think this is the strangest Holiday Inn I’ve ever seen. What is all of this?” I gesture around.

“Toys. What do you want to play with first?”

I toss my hands up. “I don’t know what any of this stuff is. So you pick.”

“Then come over here.” He tugs my leash and pulls me to the bench. “Get on this.”

I just stare at it.

“I said get on. I’ll grab everything we need.”

“I don’t know how to get on it. Is there an instruction manual? Sir.”

He chuckles. “Face down. Knees and elbows on the little side benches. Belly up here.” He pats the top.

“And this… whatever? What do I do with this?”

He walks to the halo and turns the thumbscrew on the side. When it’s loose, the top part of the ring swings open. It’s hinged on the other side. “Put your neck here.”

I don’t move.

“Now.” His voice is forceful and sends a current of anticipation through me.

“Yes, sir.”

I awkwardly climb onto the bench. Knees and elbows on the smaller and lower side benches like he told me. Then my neck in the ring. I swallow as he closes it around me and tightens the thumbscrew.

“There. Now don’t go anywhere.”

I carefully pull my head back. Just like I thought, the ring is much too small to let me simply pull free from it. I turn my head and watch him search through the cabinet. He takes four leather cuffs and brings them back to me. My cock gets hard at his rough touch as he grabs my ankles and then my wrists, fastening the cuffs around each of them and then fastening the cuffs to the D-rings on the bench. I test each one. They don’t budge. I’m trapped on all fours with my head stretched out in front of me. The warmth spreads through my core, and my pulse quickens.

“Look at you. My helpless little girl.”

I moan and rub myself against the bench.

“Ah ah. Behave.”

I watch silently while he removes his suit jacket, folding it and setting it on the bed. Then he sits beside it. His eyes are on me the whole time as he unties his shoe laces. Then loosens them. Then slips the shoes off. First the left, then the right. As he pulls his sock down to his ankle, I groan. Will you hurry up! But it just makes him move slower. Both socks off, he stands again and unbuttons his shirt. He walks toward me as he does and bends over in front of me. He kisses my lips. Undoes a button. Kisses me again. Undoes another. And by the time he’s to the last button, my heat could melt the bench.

“What should I do with this?” He rests his hand on the buckle of his belt, and I groan. “Such a noisy girl. A good submissive would wait quietly for her master.”

I don’t say a word, but if I could ever breathe fire, it would be now. He chuckles and pulls the belt from his loops. I eye it in his hand. My mouth salivates at the thought of what he might do to me with it. Instead, he tosses it on the bed beside his jacket and shirt. Then he lowers his pants and sets them on top.

When he faces me again, he’s wearing only his red boxer briefs, and I can see the outline of his hard cock through them. I lean forward, struggling to get to it, but he backs away.

“Oh, you want this? Hmm… Are you a good girl?”

“Yes.” I stare straight ahead at what I need.

“It doesn’t sound like it.”

“I’m sorry. Yes, sir, I’m a good girl. May I?”

“May you what? Tell me what you want.”

I flash my eyes to his, but they snap back to his cock. “May I please suck your cock, sir?”

He takes off his underwear and tosses it on the bed. Then he wraps his hand around his shaft and holds it just inches away from me. I can feel the heat from it, and I inhale its musky scent.

“This? Is this what you want?” He steps a little closer and rubs it against my lips. When I open my mouth and try to take it, he pulls back.

“Yes. Please sir.” I don’t know how much more teasing I can take. If I don’t get this soon, I’m going to tear through these restraints.

“Well, since you did say please…”

He steps forward, and I inhale just as he pushes himself inside my mouth. I swirl my tongue around his head and try to move down its length, but I find that I can’t with the steel halo around my neck. I grunt in frustration.

“Does my little girl want more?”

“Mmm-hmm.” I don’t dare take my lips or tongue away from him, afraid that he’ll pull away if I do.

His cock bounces a little as he takes two small steps closer to me. More of him is in my mouth now, but it’s still not even half. I whimper.

He puts both his hands on the back of my head as he moves into me. Slowly sliding in and out. I moan my appreciation and tickle my tongue around his veiny underside.

“Good girl.”

I want him to move faster. I try again to move my head, to set the tempo, but I’m not able to. I shake my head, and he moans. But he keeps the same pace. Finally, frustrated, I bite down on him. Not hard enough to cause damage. Not hard enough to even hurt. I think. Just enough to get his attention.

He jerks back, away from me, his wet cock slipping from my mouth. “What the hell?”

“I need you to fuck me harder.”

Anger flashes across his face. “You’re not in a position to make demands.”

“Fuck me harder or don’t fuck me at all.”

He glares at me for what seems like hours. “Maybe I was wrong about you. Maybe you’re not such a good girl.”

“Maybe I’m not.”

“Maybe you need to be punished.”

“Maybe I do. Maybe I need to find a real man who can handle me.”

I squirm against my restraints as he grabs his belt and rushes to my side. He lifts the bottom of my dress, pulls down my panties, and I feel the slap and burning sting of leather against my skin.

“How many do you think you deserve for your disrespectful behavior?”

I wait for the next blow, but it doesn’t come.

“Arianda, I asked you a question. How many lashes do you deserve?”

“As many as you think is appropriate… Jonathan.”

I hear him suck in a breath as I use his name. Then I feel the belt come down against my ass. Two. Three. Four. I count along in my head. My cock feels like it’s going to burst. Five. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. When I do, it’s like being lifted away. Like I’m existing both inside and outside of my body. I can almost look down and see him. He raises his hand and whips the belt through the air toward me. I hear its whistle and then the slap as it hits me. How many is that? Was that eight? I’ve lost count now.

When he stops, he throws the belt back on the bed and walks in front of me. “Do you think you can behave now? Have you learned your lesson?”

I smile at him. He’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen. Then I let my eyes fall. Gravity taking them down to his cock. My head tilts to the side, and my mouth drops open. He steps up to me and sticks it into my mouth.

Both hands on the back of my head again, this time he thrusts his full length into me. With each push, he hits the back of my throat and slides farther down it. And I gag each time. But I clench my lips tighter around him. I never want to let go. I time my hips to move with his. Grinding my dick against the padded leather each time his cock grinds against my throat. The fire that built with each lash of the belt is an inferno now. Everything inside me is scorched as my hips buck for the last few times—as the liquid inside me boils and shoots out. Just a couple of seconds later, he yanks my hair and his cock spurts inside me. I suck down every drop that he gives me, still sucking like a child slurping the last of a milkshake as he pulls away.

I twist my eyes toward his. I’m not able to focus completely, but I want to look at him. I watch as he unfastens the halo and then my bonds. As he picks me up and carries me to the bed, setting me on my stomach, lying beside me, stroking my hair.

“You are so fucking great.” He looks into my eyes, and I feel such warmth coming from him. “Drink this.” He holds a bottle of water to my lips, and I suck on it greedily, wishing it was him. “Good girl.”

“I think I love you, sir.”

“Shh… don’t say that. That’s just a rush of chemicals making you think that. Just lie right here with me for a bit.”

He continues stroking my hair with one hand while he rests the other arm over my body and pulls me toward him. I close my eyes and fall asleep.













CHAPTER FIVE









I slip the dress over my head and check my makeup one more time. The bright red of my lipstick pops as soon as I look at my face. I smile, grab my purse, and walk out the door.

The lobby is unusually busy today. Thursday mornings are normally quiet, but there must be something going on. Looking around, I see men and women in expensive suits and carrying briefcases. They all have their hair slicked back, the men with too much gel, the women pulled back into buns so tight they must have headaches. It has to be a marketing meeting. I cringe as I think about having to spend all day with Brett Crawford. I’ve never talked to him, just seen him around, but I know his reputation. And I think I’d rather have my nails pulled off than have to work with him. I look at my nails—soft pink—and smile. Just then, the elevator door opens, and I step in.

“Wait! Wait!”

I hold the doors open as a woman sprints in. She’s out of breath and her shoulders are hunched over.

“Thank you.” She looks up at me.

“Ar—um, is that you?”

“Arianda. Yes. Do we—oh! Callie!”

Her face lights up. “Yes! Wow! You look incredible. I meant to text you, but I’ve just been so busy. But you. Oh my God, you!”

I laugh. “Me.” I stick my arms out to the side as much as I can on a crowded elevator.

As we go higher, more people get off, and we all space ourselves out. Except Callie. She’s still stuck to me. When the elevator chimes for the thirty-second floor, I smile at her.

“This is me.”

“I can’t believe it.” She steps off the elevator with me.

I glance around and see Li walking toward us.

“I knew those weren’t really for your girlfriend. Unless they were. But they weren’t, were they?”

I giggle. “No. They were for me.”

“You’re gorgeous.”

I shuffle my feet and look away. “Um, thanks.”

“Hey, can we do lunch sometime? Or dinner. What ever you have time for. You’re probably really busy all the time, so I understand if you can’t. Breakfast even? If you’re a morning person. I’m not, but I can even do that if you want to. Do you?”

“Are you propositioning one of my workers?” Li is standing beside us now. Technically, she’s my boss, not Mr. Shin, but in reality, the corporate officers on this floor make their own decisions about their assistants.

“Oh, no ma’am. I’m sorry. Just asking if she wanted to go to lunch or dinner sometime. Oh, I guess I understand why it sounded like that.” She giggles and looks toward the elevator.

Li pushes the down button. “That’s good. Because there’s a rule that I have to be propositioned before anyone else. Especially by cute, mousy girls like you.”

The elevator chimes.

“Now, down you go, little one.” Li shoos her toward the door.

I call out to her, “yes, we can do that. I’ll text you.”

“Can’t wait!”

The doors close on her, and Li turns to me. “Who was that?”

“Just a girl from engineering. She knew me before.” I leave the rest unsaid. We both know what I mean.

“She’s cute. With the right makeup and hair, she could be pretty. I guess I approve. Have fun with her.”

“One, I don’t need your approval. Two, it’s not like that. She just wants to catch up. I think. I assume.”

“Mmm-hmm. I’m sure.” She walks away.
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I lean over the desk and slide the papers across to him.

“Your signature. Here. And then here.” The spots are already marked with sticky flags, but I tap my long nails against them, anyway.

“Got it. Thank you, Arianda.”

“You’re welcome, sir.” I don’t move.

He looks up at me. “Is there something else?”

“No. Jonathan.” I still don’t move.

“You can go then. Thank you.” He turns to his computer, and I know there’s no hope. I walk out and slam his door behind me.

It’s been almost two weeks since that night at the club, and he hasn’t touched me since. Not the way I want him to. He still runs his hands along my body. He fondles my cock. We’ve even given each other blow jobs since then. But he hasn’t spanked me or pinched me or slapped me once.

That afternoon I think of a way to do it. He’s waiting for a proposal to come through. A Korean company is trying to undercut our main supplier, but Jonathan isn’t sure they can really produce what we need them to. The proposal will outline the steps they’re willing to take to meet our demand. And since it’s going to his work account instead of his personal account, it really comes to me instead of him.

“God damn it, they can’t be that stupid. Arianda, get KN on the phone.”

Even though I heard exactly what he said, I walk to his office door. “What was that, sir?”

“Get KN on the phone, please.”

“Why, what’s wrong?”

“They sent the entire report as scanned images instead of a pdf. One jpg for each page. All one hundred twenty-seven of them.”

“Oh, did you not want it that way?”

His eyebrows furrow as he looks at me. “Of course not. Why would I want it that way?”

“Oops. I was just trying to be helpful. I guess I screwed up.”

“You told them to do this?”

“No. I did it myself.”

“Well, just send me the pdf then.” He shakes his head.

“I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t. I deleted it.”

“You deleted it?”

“I guess I was bad, wasn’t I?”

He stares at me, and he growls.“Get in here and close the door.”

I practically skip to his desk.

“You were very bad. You know what happens to bad girls, don’t you?”

I lick my lips. “They get punished.”

He stands up and pulls his belt free. I’m so giddy I want to bounce on my feet and applaud, but I bite my lip and watch as he walks around the desk. When he’s beside me, he pushes between my shoulders and holds me against the hard top. He leans over me, and I can feel his hot breath against my ear.

“How many hits do you think you deserve?”

“As many as you think I deserve, sir.”

He stands up and runs his hand down my back and along the crack of my ass. My back arches under his touch. Then he yanks up my dress.

“Such pretty panties today. I don’t want anything to happen to them.”

I gasp at the cold as he pulls them down my legs. He’s behind me now, and he presses his cock against my ass. I moan and work my hips against him, but he steps away.

“I want you to count.”

“Yes, sir.”

The first blow comes, and I wince. “One.”

Then the second and the third. I’ll never understand how he lands each one on the same spot as the one before it. The fourth feels like it’s torn my skin open, and after the fifth, tears are dripping from my eyes onto his desk.

When he’s finished, after the fifth strike, he rubs his hand along my inflamed skin. His touch is gentle, but the friction and the heat of his skin only increase the pain.

“I’m so proud of you, girl. The way you took those. Even when you were in tears, you didn’t waver. You counted each one out for me. You did so well.” He slides his hand lower now, between my legs, and he’s cupping my balls in his hand. “So proud of you.”

My already hard dick swells even more at his touch and at his words whispered into my back. I feel him shift around behind me, and I wonder if he’s going to take me right here. My breath catches at the thought. But then I feel his hands glide down my legs, along my stockings and back up with my panties. He carefully pulls them up, reaching between my legs to make sure everything is in place. As in place as it can be with my cock raging for release.

“Thank you, Arianda.”

I stand up and pull my dress down. “Thank you, sir. I’ll send you the real pdf file now.” I smile as I walk back to my desk. Mission accomplished.
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As excited as I am, I crash back to the ground the next week. Nothing changes. He still expects me to just obey him. To do what he says and to take what he gives me. I keep seeing those girls at the club, sitting at the feet of their masters, taking whatever scraps they can get. He needs to understand that I’m not one of those girls. I open his calendar and look through it.

“Arianda? Can you come with me, please?” I jump at the sound of his voice. I hadn’t heard him come up behind me.

I follow him into his office and close the door. “Yes, Mr. Shin?”

“Is there a problem with my schedule for the rest of the month?”

“Why do you ask?” I grin.

“Because the only event on there is ‘Sex with Arianda.’ Every day. From 9am until 5pm. All the real appointments are missing.”

“Oh?”

“Arianda, this isn’t funny. I checked the backup servers, and they aren’t on those either. You saved them to your desktop before you did this, right?”

“You didn’t really check the backup servers.”

“I did. Arianda, there’s nothing there.”

I hear my heart in my ears, and I feel dizzy. “You’re doing this to scare me. Jonathan? You’re just saying that to scare me? Because you can tell me now. You can tell me the truth.”

“No. I’m not just saying this to scare you. As far as I see, it’s all gone. Unless you made a backup.”

I swallow, and I’m sure he hears it.

“Arianda?”

Tears roll down my cheeks as I look at him. I try to tell him I’m sorry. My mouth moves, but the words are choked off in my throat.

“God damn it, Arianda!” He picks up the coffee mug and shatters it against the wall beside his desk. “What on earth made you do this?”

I back away from him, wishing I could make myself invisible.

“What? I want to hear what made you think this was a good idea.”

“I don’t know.” I’m sobbing now, and he’s coming closer to me. His eyes have never looked like this before. They’re hard and sharp. I hear his breathing and his steps as he gets closer to me.

“You don’t know?”

My back is against the wall now, and his face is just inches from mine.

“You don’t fucking know? You deleted my entire calendar. There had better be a damn good reason.”

He’s so loud it makes me wince. “I wanted to make you punish me again. You never punish me anymore.”

He snorts out a laugh. “You wanted me to punish you? You did all this because you wanted to be spanked?”

I don’t say anything.

“Is that it? I want to make sure I’ve got this right. You did this—erased my entire schedule for the entire month—because you wanted me to spank you? Do you know how fucking ridiculous that sounds? You hear it, right?”

“Yes.” It’s more a whimper than a word. “I didn’t know it would delete the backups too.”

“This is my work, girl. Not my personal life. Not something fun or cute. This is my work. The second most important thing in the world to me, and you just—you know what? You want me to punish you for this? I’ll do it. I’ll punish you. Get out. You’re fired.”

“What?”

“You heard me! Get out!”

My entire body is shaking, and I fall to my knees. “Please, don’t do that. Please. Jonathan? Sir? Please don’t.”

“Get up and get out of here, or I’ll call security and have you removed.”

“I’ll do anything. Please.”

He’s moved back behind his desk now, and his eyes fall on me. I don’t see any hardness or anger in them anymore. I see disgust. “Get out.” The words are quiet and even, and that makes them even worse.

I use the door handle to pull myself up, and the door yanks open when I do. Li is standing there. Her eyes wide.

“Jonathan? Sorry, but I heard everything. I should have a backup. Everything the assistants do goes to my server. There are daily and weekly backups. So at worst, you’ve only lost anything that was changed since last Friday.”

I want to laugh. Li has it. I didn’t accidentally delete his calendar after all. It’s going to be alright.

“Thank you, Li. Forward that to me, so I can restore my calendar, please. Arianda, close the door on your way out. You have ten minutes to gather your things and leave.”

“What?” My jaw hangs open.

“Jonathan, didn’t you hear me? We can restore everything.”

“I heard you, Li, and thank you. I appreciate it. But that doesn’t change anything with Miss Garcia. Close my door, please.”

When the door latches behind me, I break down and fall into Li’s arms.

“Honey, it’ll be OK. He’s just angry. He’ll come around. And if he doesn’t, I’ll put you with someone else. It’ll be a different floor, but you’ll still have a job here. Hell, I’ll fire someone so you can replace them if I have to. You’re not going anywhere.”

I shake my head. “Don’t. Thank you, but don’t. That’s not fair to anyone else.”

“But what are you going to do?”

“I still have college starting in a couple of weeks. I can get loans to live off of. It’s what I’ve been doing until now. So nothing’s different.”

“Sweetie, everything is different. Just give it time. He’ll be fine. I’ll work on him.”

I shake my head again and pull away from her. She wipes the tears from my cheeks, and I see that she’s crying, too.

“Thank you for everything, Li. I’m going to miss you. Sydney too. I can’t face her right now, though. Will you wait until I’m gone and tell her goodbye for me?”

“It’s not goodbye. We’ll all stay in touch. We can do things on the weekends and complain about our lives. Just like we do now, but outside the office.” She chuckles, but her face is sad.

“I’d like that.” I open the drawers of my desk and take out anything that ever made it mine.













CHAPTER SIX









“Aron Garcia?”

I raise my hand. “Here.”

The professor walks to me with my graded test. She holds it face down, but I already know the score. I take it from her and flip it over. 100%. I lean back in my chair and sigh. I’m five weeks into the semester, and so far, I haven’t gotten less than 98% on anything. And I don’t care. None of it matters.

When class is over, I walk into the men’s room and sit in a stall. Before I leave, I check my makeup in the mirror. It’s perfect. Eyeliner is one of the two remnants of my past life that I allow myself. I wet my hand and hold it in the corner of my eye for a second. Then I pull it down, smearing a light smudge of black with it. I try to smile, but I can’t. I walk outside and down the street.

“You look amazing! How are you?”

Callie stands from the table and throws her hands around me. For a second, I’m not sure if I have the energy to return the gesture, but I do. I squeeze her tight and then force the corners of my lips up, higher than I have in weeks. I don’t want her to know.

“So, how are you? How’s school?”

“It’s great. Everything is good.”

“Of course it is, Mr. One Hundred.”

She and I have been texting. It’s very one-sided. She’s constantly forcing me to talk about myself. At first she wanted to talk about my personal life, but what was there to tell her? I go to classes for twenty-four hours each week. Sometimes, I go to the grocery store. Other than that, I never leave home. I never have anyone over. I don’t have friends. I don’t talk to anyone. Most of my time is spent sitting on the couch, staring out the patio window. Sometimes birds will land on my railing and look around for food. After a few seconds, maybe a minute, they realize I don’t have anything for them, so they fly away. I got tired of her asking, so last week I told her about an exam I had just gotten back. I’ve been Mr. One Hundred ever since, and I wish I’d never told her about it.

“So, have you ever been here before? I was just looking through the menu. What’s good?”

I shrug my shoulders. “No idea.”

I used to come here all the time before everything changed. It was my favorite restaurant on campus. My chest feels heavy as I remember the times I sat at the bar or at one of the large round tables in the corner with my friends from the engineering program. I look to the hallway where Rob threw up all over the wall. He was so drunk he didn’t realize he wasn’t standing over a toilet. I rest my head on my arms and close my eyes.

“What’s wrong? Are you sick?”

“No.”

“Then what?”

“Just tired.”

“We can do this some other time if that works better for you. I know you’re super busy all the time.”

“This is fine.” I look up at her as she puts her hands on my arms. There’s no time that’s ever going to work better for me.

“Aww, honey, you do look tired. Here…”

She dips her napkin into her water glass and reaches it toward my eye. I pull away.

“You just have a little splotch of eyeliner. I’ll get it for you.”

“No.” I turn my head. “Leave it. It’s fine.” I close my eyes as I exhale.

“Are you sure you’re OK?”

“Yeah. Just lots going on. Lots of stress.”

“Then go out with me! Friday night. You name the place.”

“I don’t think I can. I’ve got a project due, and I’m already behind on it. In fact, maybe I really should go now and work on that. I’m sorry I’m not better company. I’ll be better next time. I promise.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

I can see the hurt in her eyes, and I wish I didn’t have to be like this. I wish I could perform as the happy college senior for her, but I can’t.

“I’m so sorry, Callie.”

“It’s fine. Honest. Go work on your project and get some rest. We can talk later.”

As I’m walking back to my apartment, I can’t remember if I said goodbye to her or if I just walked away. I don’t even care.

When I get inside, I toss my backpack beside the couch, set my keys on the counter, and go to the bedroom. I look at myself in the mirror and stare at the smudged eyeliner.

“You’ve been a very bad girl making a mess of your face. How many spankings do you think you deserve?”

“As many as you think, sir.”

“Good girl. Lean over my desk.”

I bend over my bed and pick up the paddle that’s leaning against it.

“Pull down your pants.” I look at myself in the mirror. “Oh, you’re wearing my favorite panties, but that’s not going to distract me. I want you to count each blow.”

“Yes, sir.”

“One… two…”

By the time I get to twenty, I drop the paddle and run a hand along my ass. It feels like I’ve ripped open the skin and the pain of just touching it through my panties is unbearable. I crawl onto the bed. When I bought the paddle, I hoped maybe I could feel at least a little something like I used to. The same endorphins should be flooding my brain right now as when Jonathan would spank me. But it doesn’t feel the same. It doesn’t feel like anything, except pain.

The next morning, I text Callie.













CHAPTER SEVEN









“Oh my God! Are you serious in that?”

She clenches her hand to her chest as she looks me up and down. I’m wearing the same leather dress I wore last time I was here. When he brought me.

“You’re so gorgeous. But how can you walk in those?”

We both look at my black five-inch heels.

I shrug my shoulders. “They’re not that bad.” They’re awful. The last time I wore them, my toes ached for a week. But I need to wear them tonight. I need all of this tonight.

We walk down the dark and red hall, and the bass thump grows with every step. At the end of the hall, I put a hand on the counter to my right. My nails looking even more red in this light. I recognize Megan from before.

“Hi, I’m hoping you can help me. I don’t have a membership in my name, but my boyfriend does. He’s not able to make it tonight, but my friend was really looking forward to coming here. So could we use his membership to get in? Just for tonight. She has to fly back home tomorrow.”

Since it’s based around a tiny dot of a truth, I don’t feel as bad as I would if it were a total lie.

“I remember you.”

“You do?”

“Of course. How could I forget you? Miss Ariana, right?”

“Wow. Arianda. With a D. But yes. That’s impressive.”

She smiles. “Your boyfriend is Mr. Shin, right?”

“Uh…”

“Holy shit, Arianda! Mr. Shin?”

I flash my eyes quickly at Callie and hope that she gets the message to keep her mouth shut.

“Right. That’s him.”

Megan leans closer to the counter. “I don’t know if I should tell you this, but he’s already here. Maybe he was planning to surprise you.”

“Oh.” I fake a laugh. “That would be just like him. Did he have anyone with him? We originally planned on some others joining us, too.” I can’t handle the thought of him being here with someone else.

“No. It’s just him. Sorry. But you two go on in. Have fun.” She winks, and I look at Callie.

“Ready?” I open the door, and my heart begins beating to the rhythm of the music as the purple lights flash over the dance floor. I look around, trying to spot him, but I don’t see him anywhere. Maybe she was wrong. Maybe he’s not really here. The thought that he might be in one of the private rooms with another woman makes me sick. I feel a tug on my hand and spin around.

“Mr. Shin? Is this the same Mr. Shin that I’m thinking of?”

“Yes. It’s a long story. I’d rather not talk about it.”

“No problem. So, is that why you don’t work at Tien anymore?”

I just turn away and walk toward the tables.

We’re not sitting long before I find him. He’s at a different table this time. My heart races when I see his face. There’s only one glass on the table, and no one else is sitting with him. But that doesn’t mean anything. Maybe she’s just in the restroom. Or maybe she was here earlier but left. I gasp and duck my head as he turns in my direction.

“What is it?”

“Nothing.” I slide further to the right so Callie will be between me and him.

“Is it him?”

She turns around and scans the crowd.

“Callie, stop! Yes, it’s him, and he’s going to see you.”

“Don’t be silly. He has no clue who I am. But you, on the other hand… How well did he know you? I mean, like really well? Like really, really well?”

“Callie, grow up. Yes, he knew me ‘really, really well.’ We fucked. But that’s in the past. We’re both over it now.”

“Sure. I still don’t—oh, there he is!” She sticks her hand out and points at him as if I’m looking for him, too. As if I don’t already know exactly where he is.

I glance around her head and see that he’s staring right at me. I hope under the purple light, he can’t see how red my skin is glowing.

It’s then I realize what I need to do. I scan around the crowd again. There has to be someone. I’m just about to give up when I spot him. Sitting at the end of the bar. Grey suit and black shirt. No tie. He looks like he hasn’t shaved in a week. Perfect.

“Will you be alright here by yourself for a little bit?”

“What?”

“I have to go do something. I don’t know how long it’ll take, but probably not more than…” I look up at the man again. “I’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

“Oh my God, Arianda, you’re just leaving me here? What if someone comes up? I don’t know what to do.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, first figure out what you want to do. Then if someone comes up, do it. Go out on the dance floor for now. Then just see what happens from there. You’ll be fine.”

“Arianda!”

I’m already walking toward the bar. I don’t dare look to see if he’s watching me, but I hope he is. I need him to see this. I need him to see that I’m over him. I’ve moved on.

When I sit on the stool, the bartender looks and tilts his head.

“Just a club soda, please.” I look to my left and smile. “Hi.”

“Hello.”

His eyes don’t stay long on my face before drifting down the rest of my body. This is going to be perfect.

He turns on the stool to face me. “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.”

“No. Trust me, you’d remember if you had. I haven’t seen you here before either.”

“What’s the old song? Strangers at night, or something like that?”

“Tell me to follow you into a private room.”

“Excuse me.”

“You are a Dom, right? So start domming then. Tell me to follow you to a private room.”

“Uhh… Are you a Domme?”

“Far from it. Do you really want to waste this time? Don’t you think there’s something better we could be doing?”

“But we just met. Let’s have a couple of drinks first and get to know each other.”

“Jesus Christ.” I stand up. “What do you need to know? Look at me.”

I watch as he looks me over one more time.

“There. Now we know each other. Order me to a private room. Now. We can talk in there if you want.”

“OK, then I, uh… We’re getting a private room. Follow me.”

“Yes, sir. See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

He leads us away from the bar, toward the roped-off section in the rear of the club.

“Go left.” I tap on his shoulder. “Left here.”

“What?” He turns around and looks at me, his eyebrows raised.

“Go to the left side of this row of tables.”

“OK, whatever.”

I lower my head as we walk by Jonathan, but from the corner of my eye, I can see him glaring at me. His fist is curled so tightly around his glass that I’m worried he might break it. It would serve him right. I hope he does.

The man working the door to the private rooms looks at us with a question on his face, but I put my hand on my newly found man and rub across his chest while I nibble at his earlobe. It’s enough to get the bouncer to let us in. We walk down the hallway toward room seven this time. I open the door and lead us inside. It’s nearly identical to the room I was in last time. I look from the bed to the cross to the bench. My entire body trembles when I see it. I go to the cabinet and take out a set of handcuffs.

“So, what’s your name, at least?”

“Arianda. Is this your first time here?”

He looks away. “My first time by myself. That obvious?”

“Sorta. Look, we don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to. In fact, I’d rather we didn’t. I just needed to come back here, and I needed you to come with me.”

“Ah, so you’re just using me to get back at someone else?”

“That sounds terrible when I hear it out loud.” I walk up to him and put my hands on his chest. “But I want you to get something out of this, too. I got what I wanted, so now we’ll do anything that you want. Just tell me what you want?”

He looks around the room, his eyes moving from one thing to the next.

“Arianda, what the hell do you think you’re doing?”

I grin and turn toward the now open door. “What do you think I’m doing?” I hold the handcuffs up and let them dangle from one finger.

“I think you’re using this poor man to make me jealous.”

“Why would that make you jealous? We’re not dating. I’m nothing to you, so why would you even care?”

He glares at me, his nostrils flaring. Then he looks away, toward the other man. “I sincerely apologize for the behavior of my… brat. She’s still in training.”

Now, it’s my turn to be furious. “In training?”

He ignores me. “Please, tell William behind the bar that Jonathan Shin is picking up your tab tonight. Then get anything you want for the rest of the evening. Order for the whole damn bar, I don’t care. It’s on me.”

The man murmurs something under his breath and dashes out the door.

“Really, Arianda? Did you think I would fall for that? Do you even know his name?”

“We hadn’t gotten that far yet. And you did fall for it. You’re standing right here. But that’s not what I wanted.”

“Don’t lie to me, little girl.”

“I’m not.” I stamp my foot. “I wanted you to be jealous and to see that I’d moved on. I didn’t expect you to storm in here like some comic book neanderthal, dragging his woman back to his cave. Sexist much?”

“You didn’t expect me to come back here?”

I shake my head.

“Then you’re not going to expect this either.” Before I can move, he reaches behind me and twists my hair around his fist, pulling my head back. “You’ve been bad. Very bad. And you know what happens to bad girls.”

My mouth is flooded with saliva and my heart is thumping louder than the music from outside. “Yes, sir.”

“On the bench, girl.”

“Yes, sir.”

I move to the end of the bench and raise one knee to a side platform. “Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“What is it?” He’s at my side instantly. His hands probing my calf and then further up my leg. “Is it a cramp?”

“Callie.”

“What?”

“Callie. The girl I came here with. I told her I’d be back in twenty minutes.”

“What I have planned is going to take a lot longer than that.”

“I know. That’s why I can’t. I can’t just leave her out there.”

“How well do you know her? You could always invite her to come back here with us.”

“To watch?”

“That’s not exactly what I had in mind.”
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“Are you sure you’re OK with this? Just tell me, and we’ll leave right now.”

“Girl, Mr. Shin is hot, and you’re gorgeous. Who would ever say no to this?”

I hold her hand as we walk past the bouncer and toward the room where Jonathan is waiting. When I push the door open, he’s standing shirtless, facing us. I want to rip my dress off right there, but I close the door and introduce him to Callie.

“So, I’ve never done anything like this before,” she says.

“This is going to be so much fun.” Jonathan’s face lights up.

I watch as he moves behind her and brushes his mouth against her ear. She tilts her head back and leans into him. And now he’s kissing the side of her neck. He slides his hand down her front and works between her legs, against her pussy. His hand almost seems angry, and she moans.

I can’t take any more. I lift my dress and yank down my panties. Freed, my cock bulges upward, and I wrap my hand around it. I slide my hand up and down its length. My moans are matching Callie’s now, and she looks over at me. The look in her eyes makes my dick tense up, and I move toward her and press my lips against hers. This isn’t a sensual or romantic kiss. I’m letting her know that for tonight she’s mine. She parts her lips and lets me in. Jonathan’s hand is moving against both of us now as I press my body—and my cock—to hers.

“I want to taste your pussy,” I whisper as I kiss her.

She nods.

I lower myself to my knees and pull her panties down her legs. When they’re around her ankles, I look up at her and tug on her hands, pulling her down with me. She falls to her knees, and I set her on her back. I twist around, swing my far leg over her, and inch backward so my cock is dangling over her face. Then I lower my head between her legs. She pulls her feet up and raises herself to give me better access, and soon my tongue is lapping around her hard little clit. I hear her groan, and then I feel her lips on my cock. My body tenses, and I exhale.

Her lips on my cock make my tongue move even faster. Flicking and sucking her clit, and then moving along her beautiful folds. I probe inside her with my tongue, falling into an easy rhythm. But then I gasp when I feel him.

Jonathan spreads my ass and rams his cock inside me. I freeze for a moment—my dick buried in Callie’s mouth while he fills my ass—when I hear Callie whimper, I snap out of it. My body bouncing with each pounding thrust, I move my tongue back to Callie’s nub. Circling it. Sucking it. Tickling my teeth across it. As I do, her tongue and mouth and mirroring mine. Swirling around my cock. Sucking. Pulling it further into her.

The sensations are too much, and I know I’m going to come any second. My breaths are faster now, turning into moans, and then a light flashes through my body, and I scream. I feel my cock pulsing in Callie’s mouth just as Jonathan’s spurts inside me. All three of us moaning and grunting and screaming. Sounds filling the space of the room the way we’re filling each other.

Unable to move, I drop onto Callie, and Jonathan’s dick slides out of me. I roll to the side and take his outstretched hand, pulling him onto the floor. He wedges himself between us, and I take his mouth with mine while Callie slides up and wraps her arm around him.

When I pull away, I smile at him, then reach around and take one of Callie’s breasts in my hand. I don’t play with it. I just cup it.

“So, what did you think?”

“That was so incredible! I felt like I was going to choke at one point. I never expected a girl to have such a big cock.” She giggles.

“The better to fuck you with, my dear. Maybe we should move this to the bed?”













CHAPTER EIGHT









I walk into his office, my hips swaying with every step, and my heels clicking their rhythm against the tile floor. When he looks up at me, I move my tongue along my red lower lip and taste the lipstick. Devil’s Delight. When I saw the name, I knew I had to have it.

“You wanted to see me… Jonathan.”

His eyes narrow and his jaw tightens as I use his first name instead of calling him sir or Mr. Shin.

“What happened to the report I asked for?”

“It should be in your inbox. I sent it this morning. Maybe I should schedule an optometrist appointment for you?”

“This?” He turns the computer monitor around so I can see it.

“That’s it. I don’t see what the problem is.”

“The problem is you sent me some erotic novel instead of the report on display resolutions.”

“So boring. Who wants to read about that? But this isn’t a novel. It’s the highlights I made from several novels. A list of things I want us to try.”

I watch as his eyes go back to the computer monitor and he scrolls through the list, sometimes nodding as he does.

“Some of these require another person.”

“That’s why we have Callie, my love. I already checked. She’s free this weekend.”

“And I see you have my calendar cleared starting Friday at five.”

“As you always say, I’m the best assistant you’ve ever had.” I close my eyes and gloat.

“I don’t believe I’ve ever said that.”

“Well, actions speak louder than words.”

“Speaking of which, the report?”

“I’ll send it as soon as we’re finished here.”

“Who said we’re not finished?”

I walk to his desk and bend over it. My eyes meet his, and I just stare.

“You have been a bad girl.”

“I certainly have.”

“I think two quick paddles should teach you your lesson.”

He pulls my paddle from his lower drawer and walks around the desk.

“I’m not so sure. I’m a slow learner.”

“Indeed, Miss Engineering School Valedictorian.”

“You know I like my other title so much better.”

“Mmm, me too.” He bends over and nibbles on my earlobe. “Mrs. Shin.”

Right after my graduation, we flew to Las Vegas. It was supposed to be a weeklong celebration of my degree, but it turned into more.

It was our third night, and I was wearing a short black sequined dress. He had on a black suit with a blood red tie. The server had just brought us our drinks—straight whiskey for him and a vodka soda for me—when Jonathan dropped to his knee beside the table. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a black case and popped the lid. The sparkle hit me right away, and I gasped. A platinum ring with a ruby in the center and diamonds on either side. The stones were bigger than any I had ever seen before in real life.

“What is this?”

He chuckled. “I thought it would be obvious. Especially for the smartest woman I’ve ever met. I love you, Arianda, and I can’t imagine ever being without you.”

I looked into his eyes, but the gathering tears and the dark room made it impossible to see him clearly.

“I want you to be my wife. Will you marry me?”

I couldn’t speak, so I just stuck out my left hand. It was shaking so badly that he had to hold it with one hand while he used the other to slip the ring on my finger.

“Is this a yes?”

I nodded my head, unsure if I could even breathe.

“No jokes? No sarcastic comments?”

I shook my head no and pulled him toward me to kiss him. I knew then what it was like to be electrocuted. Everything in my body shut down. My heart. My lungs. My brain. With his lips against mine, I died. How could there be anything after that? It had to be the end of everything.

“I love you so fucking much.” I whispered against his lips.

“Never as much as I love you,” he answered.

The loud thwack across my ass makes me jump and brings me back to the present.

“Are you alright? It’s not like you to jump like that.”

“One” is the only answer I give him.

“Good girl.”

When he finishes, he leans the paddle against the desk and pulls me into him, his hands on my belly.

“I’m thinking about the fourth paragraph on page two. That one sounds very interesting.”

I smile and wriggle my ass against his hard cock. “That’s my favorite, too. Maybe we don’t have to wait until Friday to try that one. Maybe tonight.”

“I think tonight would be great.”

He kisses the side of my neck, and I get goosebumps.

“I have one more idea for you.” I take his hand and pull it up to my chest. Through my dress, he starts stroking my nipple, and I moan.

“How would you feel if I had something a little more substantial there for you to play with?”

“Are you serious?”

“I am. I want implants, and I’ve already made an appointment for the consultation.”

“Of course you have.” He chuckles. “I’m think I’m the luckiest man on the planet to have you as my wife.”

“I know you are.”
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CHAPTER ONE









I look in the mirror one more time to make sure I don’t have a hair out of place. I brush my hand along my suit jacket, smoothing it out. After months of asking, Ashley finally agreed to one date, so I have to make sure everything is perfect.

When the elevator stops at the lobby, she’s already there waiting for me. The toe of her red high heel is tapping against the tile as I walk toward her, and I know there’s already one strike against me.

“You look gorgeous tonight. That’s a really pretty skirt.” She’s wearing a sleeveless black blouse and a white and black skirt.

“Thank you. You’re late.”

“Sorry. Had to make sure I look my best for you.” I tilt my head and smile.

I think she tries to smile, but it ends up looking like a grimace. “Our car is waiting outside.”

When we walk into the restaurant, the host’s eyes widen, and she almost runs into a customer as she turns to take us to our table. She never even asked for our name. Once we’re seated, I look across at Ashley who is already reading through her menu.

“Do you come here often?”

“Isn’t it a little late for pick up lines, Michael?” She chuckles under her breath.

“The host acted like she knew you.”

“Oh, that. I’ve been here before. I guess I’m just memorable.”

“She seemed almost scared of you. What happened last time?”

“There was a minor issue with one of my dishes.”

“A minor issue? What was it?”

“The chef used a provolone cheese instead of a fontina in the crepe I ordered.”

“Food allergy?”

“No. This is a northern Italian restaurant.”

I wait for more, but she turns back to the menu as if she’s explained everything.

“I’m sorry. Maybe I’m clueless here, but I don’t know the difference between the cheeses.”

“It’s not complicated. Provolone is from southern Italy, so it shouldn’t be used in a northern Italian restaurant.”

“Oh. I didn’t know that.”

“Neither did the chef, but he’s getting paid to know that.”

“Do you secretly spend all your free time watching food shows?” I laugh and imagine her sitting around all night watching cooking tv channels.

She shakes her head. “After college, I lived in Milan for two years. I toured the area quite a bit while I was there.”

“So, what did they say when you sent it back?”

“I didn’t send it back. I asked to see the chef, and then I told him about his mistake. Can you believe he rolled his eyes at me?” Her arms are moving more with each word. “I told them I wanted to go into the kitchen and see their fontinas. I assumed they didn’t have any.”

“Did they?” I move her wine glass out of the way, so she won’t bump it.

“They did. I was shocked. So I made him a crepe the way it should have been made.”

My mouth is hanging open. “You what? What did he say?”

“I don’t know. I may have used some colorful language, and he apparently took exception to that.”

“Hold on, he kicked you out?”

“No. He left. According to the sous chef, he had tears in his eyes. But I didn’t see that, so I don’t know if it’s true.”

“You made a professional chef cry?”

“Allegedly.”

“Holy shit, girl. And you don’t have ‘badass’ tattooed on your forehead?”

“Last time I looked I don’t.” She smiles, and the nerves along my spine do the wave.

“So, in other words, don’t get the crepes here.” I joke.

“Oh no. I made sure the sous chef knew how to make them, so they should be magnificent now.”

“Well, I kinda have to get them then.”

“Only if you want to be blown away.” She winks.

I nearly swallow my tongue. It’s hard enough to believe we’re sitting across from each other at a restaurant. On a date. Let alone that she may be blatantly flirting with me.

I saw her on the elevator the very first day I moved into our building. I didn’t know at the time, but she owns the entire top floor. I also didn’t know then that the other residents call it the Witch’s Tower. And that’s one of the milder nicknames they have for her. Back then, I just knew that my heart quit working the instant I saw her, and it didn’t restart until I walked onto the seventh floor and the doors closed behind me.

Since then, I’ve talked to her every time I’ve seen her. Building myself up until the day I had the courage to ask her out. And then the courage to ask her again. And again. The fourth time I asked, she sighed and dropped her head. “One date. But you’re not my type, so set your expectations to zero.”

I held my shaking hands in front of my beaming smile. I didn’t care that I wasn’t her type. She said yes, and I felt like I didn’t even need the elevator. I could just float to my floor. As long as she gave me a chance, I could be whatever type she wanted.

Thankfully, the dinner passes with no cheese disasters and no one running away in tears. And she’s right about the crepes, they are exceptional.

Back at our building, we both stop just outside the doors. As soon as we go in, our one-and-only date is over.

“I had a great time tonight.” I smile and take her hand.

As soon as I touch her, a spark shoots through me. She bites her lip and looks at our hands, and I wonder if she felt it too. But she doesn’t say anything.

“Maybe you’d like to come up to my apartment for a drink? It doesn’t have to be anything more. Just a drink and time to get to know each other.” I look into her eyes, but I’m not sure what I see there. It’s been so long since I’ve been with someone, it all just looks like a confused jumble to me.

“Just a drink. Just one.” She walks into the building, and I follow her.













CHAPTER TWO









“So, what will you have? Wine, tequila, rum, vodka?” I ask as I open my apartment door.

“Rum and coke? And the bathroom?”

I point to the hallway. “First door on your right.”

When she disappears, I fix our drinks. They’re sitting in front of me on the coffee table when she returns. She’s grinning, and I hope she’s realized I’m not such a bad guy after all. Maybe I’ve even earned a second date.

We sit on the couch through three drinks each. I tell her about the not-so-exciting life of a retail clerk at an electronics store, and she tells me about her work as the Chief Information Officer for Tien Enterprises. It’s always been obvious she has a great job, but I didn’t know it was that great.

When I set down my empty glass, I look at her. She’s very blurry. I run my hand across her cheek, hoping to wipe away the distortion, but before I can, she takes my hand and squeezes it.

“So, I saw something in the bathroom…” She twists her body to face me, and her eyes crinkle.

Seeing her smile makes me scrunch up my entire face. I bite my lip, trying to go for the adorable scrunchy-faced lip biting guy look, but then I realize that I probably just look stupid. So instead, I concentrate on looking serious. But then I worry that she’ll think I’m mad at her. Maybe just a slight curve of my lips, nothing too dramatic. Yeah, that feels perfect. “Oh? What was it?”

“You live alone, right?”

I nod my head.

“And you’re not seeing anyone right now?”

“Yes. Right this very minute, in fact.” I smile, pleased with myself before remembering I decided on only small smiles for now.

“But no one else?” She strokes her thumb across the back of my hand.

I shake my head and watch her thumb moving across my skin. My head spins, so I have to close my eyes.

“That makes me happy to hear that. Because, do you know what I found?”

“What?” I ask.

“Your makeup.”

The blood falls away from my face, and my eyes pop open. “My what? That’s not mine. What makeup?”

“Put it on for me. I want to see you in it.”

My pulse is so loud I’m sure she can hear it. “You what?”

She slides so close to me that her shin presses against my thigh. “I want to see you in your makeup. What else do you have? Are there girls’ clothes in your closet?”

I shake my head so hard I can’t tell what direction I’m facing anymore.

She stands up and pulls me up with her. “Show me. I want to see this side of you.”

She leads me into my bedroom. I don’t know if she’s speaking. I can’t hear anything above the roar in my ears as I walk to my closet. Before I open it, I look back at her. Her head is tilted to the side, and she’s rubbing her breast through her blouse. When she sees my hesitation, she smiles and nods. I open the door and step back, wishing I could vanish.

She grabs a red sleeveless dress with a flared skirt. “This one.”

I stare at it but don’t move.

“I bet you’re so pretty in it. Put it on.”

My entire body is shaking. “I can’t. That’s… it’s not mine. I don’t wear that.”

“If that’s true, that makes me very sad. But I don’t think it’s true. I think you’re special…” Her words trail off and she rubs her fingers over my chest. “I want you to be pretty for me.”

She leans in and her lips brush across mine. Her other hand sweeps across my ass before settling in the small of my back.

“Please? No one else has to know. Maybe we could even have a second date if you do this for me.”

My head is spinning. Does she have a thing for femboys? Is that what she meant when she said I wasn’t her type? What if I do dress for her? Will she laugh? Worse? Or will she really want to see me again?

“OK.” My words are soft and shaky.

“I think I was wrong about you before, and I’m glad. But I want you to go all the way. Makeup too.” She kisses me lightly on my mouth and then pushes me out of my own bedroom.

I feel like I’m standing on a trampoline as I look at myself in the bathroom mirror. My head is spinning from the alcohol and the euphoria of finding someone interested in this side of me. Someone demanding to see it. I plug in my curling iron and open my makeup case. I’m not sure how much she wants to see, so I don’t bother with foundation or concealer. I just focus the best I can on my eyes and lips—smokey and dark red—then work on my hair.

As I walk to my bedroom, I hesitate at the door. My mind is playing two fantasies at the same time. One where I find her lying on my bed. Her blouse and skirt thrown on the floor. She’s propped on my pillows. Her breasts are straining at the cups of her bra, and her legs are spread just enough that I can see the wet spot on her panties. In the other, a camera flash blinds me as soon as I enter the doorframe. I blink away the light and look up at her. She’s laughing and filming me. Calling me a sick freak. When I round the corner for real, my heart is racing, and I act like I’m scratching my nose so my face is covered in case she does try to take a picture of me. But the room is empty.

“Ashley?” There’s no response. I turn back to the hall and nearly collide with her. She’s holding two drinks, and her mouth is hanging open.

“Oh my God, Michael…”

“There you are.”

“You’re… wait. I don’t want to see. Not yet.” She covers her eyes with her forearm. “I made more drinks for us.” She blindly extends her other arm in my direction.

I take it and wince. It tastes like pure rum.

“I set out some other things for you to wear. They’re on your bed. I’ll be waiting in the living room. I can’t wait to see the finished product.”

Her face lights up, and my belly flutters. She’s not faking this? She really wants to see? I take a large drink and turn back to my bedroom. On the bed I see the red dress, but beside it are black panties, a black bra, and a pair of black stockings. She must have gone through my drawers to find these. My cock springs up inside my underwear.

I set the sweating glass on my nightstand and take my clothes off. When I’m nude, I slide the panties up my legs. My dick is hard, but I tuck it back between my legs anyway. The tight crotch of the panties rubs against it and sends shivers through my body, but I ignore them and pull the stockings up my legs and fasten them to the red garter belt she laid out for me. Then I slip my arms into the bra. As I straighten it, I pull the breast inserts from my drawer. She didn’t get them out for me, but I want the extra boost.

When my lingerie is on, I look at myself in the mirror. I blink several times, unable to believe I’m going to let someone see. I finish my drink and slip the dress over my head, careful to not mess up my hair or makeup. Then I walk to my closet. In the back, at the bottom, there’s a suitcase with all my shoes. I step into a pair of black heels and walk to the living room.

When she sees me, her eyes move up and down my body, and I can hear her exhale. “Holy shit, Michael.” Her hard nipples are practically pointing at me, and she circles one with her finger.

“What do you think?” I don’t take my eyes from her as I walk toward her. My hips are swaying left and right with each step, and I move my tongue along my lower lip. When I’m in front of her, I spread my feet and straddle her legs. I lean over to kiss her. My body quivers as our lips touch, and I taste the rum on her breath. I pinch her lower lip in my teeth and stretch it just a little, letting it snap back when I release.

Her lips are parted as she slides her hands under my dress and cups the bottom of my ass. I gasp as she slips a finger between my legs and moves it around the head of my cock. It tightens, aching to be free of its prison, to get at the woman who dares to torment it.

I climb on top of her, my knees to either side, then kneel in her lap. My lips go back to hers and my hands engulf her breasts. As I work her sensitive nipples, she moans against my lips. I lean down and bite her neck. She groans as my teeth pinch her skin.

“What do I call you?” She asks me, her voice more than a breath.

“What do you want to call me?”

“Anything you want, gorgeous…” She lifts her leg and rubs her thigh against my dick.

I press down on her and rock my hips forward and back.

“Sydney.”

“Sydney? That’s perfect because I want you to go down under on me.”

I stare at her for a moment and erupt in laughter. My eyes water, and I gasp for air. I can’t hold myself up any longer. My weight pushes her into the back of the couch, and I wrap my arms around her. She starts laughing too.

While I’m trying and failing to suck in enough air to keep up with my roars of laughter, my foot knocks over her drink. I hear the thunk as it crashes and then the tinkle of broken glass and ice dancing on the floor.

“Stay right there. I’ll get this.” I untangle myself from her and stand up.

I wobble to the kitchen and then stand in front of the paper towel holder. It’s as confusing as an airplane cockpit. I finally give up and just yank the entire roll free. I take that and the broom and dustpan back to the living room. Ashley has slipped off her shoes and pulled her feet onto the sofa now. I peel away almost half the paper towels and drop them on the spill. Then I brush everything into the dustpan, push it aside, and sit next to her. My body is sideways, with one leg behind her. Wrapping my arms around her, I pull her into me and we both fall backward. Her weight presses down on me, and I close my stockinged legs around her, slipping my foot under her skirt and wriggling my toes against her pussy. She whimpers and lays her head against my chest. I close my eyes and fall asleep.













CHAPTER THREE









When I wake up, my eyes are glued shut. It takes all my attention and a small tow truck to pry them apart. I sit up and wish I hadn’t. Pain shoots through my head with each movement. Why am I on the couch? Why am I wearing this? I look down at my red dress and black stockings. My heels are on the floor next to the broom and dustpan. Ashley. Our date last night. I look around but don’t see her.

Maybe she’s in the bathroom. “Ashley?”

There’s no answer, so I walk around the apartment looking for her. But no sign. She’s why I’m wearing this. She picked out this outfit. Then we were on the couch. She was on top of me. And… and I fell asleep before anything happened.

I check for a note, but there isn’t one. I look at my phone. No messages or phone calls. I sink back into the couch and close my eyes as my head rolls against the soft back cushion. I think I might to throw up. What was I thinking? Of course, she left before I woke up. What else would someone do if they sobered up and found a man dressed like this? I even did my hair and makeup for her. God knows what she thinks of me after this. I’ll be lucky if she ever talks to me again.

I sit as still as possible on the sofa for another hour, but then I have to get up. I have to be at work at noon, so I shuffle into the bathroom, look at myself in the mirror, and regret it immediately. My lipstick is smeared around my mouth. My mascara is streaked down my cheeks. And my hair looks like an 80’s rock guitarist went swimming with his amp. I tie my hair back and clean everything off.
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“Dude, you look like shit, but what else is new?” My manager Ben is the moldy cherry on top of the melted and rotten ice cream that is my job.

“Late night.”

He cackles. “Yeah, right.”

I can’t deal with him today, so I walk around him and onto the store’s sales floor. When I push the door open, I have to stop for a second and squint to block out the glaring lights. I know they want it to be bright and cheery, but what’s wrong with depressing and cave-like now and then?

Something pushes me from behind, and I hop forward to keep from falling. I look back. Ben is backing out of the door with a printer box in his arms.

“Sorry, man. Didn’t see you.” He snickers. “Maybe try not to stand in the doorway next time.”

I want to roll my eyes. “Yeah, sorry. Do you need help with that?”

“Nah, I got it. Let a real man take care of this.”

“OK, Mr. Real Man.” I walk away, trying to put an entire store between us. And I succeed until lunch.

I should have gone out. Something to get me away from here before the store completely sucks my soul. Instead, I’m sitting at the table with my head down on my arms while I wait for the microwave to beep. Just as it does, Ben walks in, and I’d rather eat my lunch beside the next door restaurant’s dumpsters.

“You weren’t kidding about the late night last night?” He opens the microwave, takes my egg roll, and slams the door shut.

I stare at his back and clutch my plastic knife. Could I puncture one of his lungs with this? Just one. I’m not greedy. He turns around, and I do my best to wipe the murder from my face.

“So, did you find some exciting sewing pattern online that you just had to try out? Or was it an all-night discussion in a mom’s group about the perfect white wine to pair with a steamy romance?”

“No. I had a date, as a matter of fact.” I carefully take the lid off my boiling soup that was going to perfectly pair with the egg roll currently making its way through his stomach.

“Ha! Hilarious.” He’s so loud it makes my head throb again. “A date? You? What man would be interested in you?”

I sigh. “It wasn’t a man. I’ve told you, I’m not gay.”

“Sure you’re not, Cinderella.”

I narrow my eyes and stare at him. “I think you probably mean Tinker Bell? Cinderella wasn’t a fairy. I assume that’s the tired old joke you’re going for?”

“I’m not a fucking fag, so I don’t know. I guess you’re the expert on that. So this woman you went out with… how big was her cock? Did it feel good up your ass?”

“This isn’t a conversation I’m going to have.” I put my uneaten soup in the refrigerator and walk out of the room.

The rest of the day at work passes without too much hassle from Ben. But it also passes with no word from Ashley. Maybe she’s waiting for me to text her. But what if she was disgusted by seeing me? Or what if she thinks I’m gay the way everyone else does, so she relegates me to permanent gay friend status?



Me: Hey! How are you feeling? I had such a killer hangover this morning, but it’s gone now.




        


I stare at the sent message. It’s innocent. It doesn’t give anything away. If she wants to pretend she didn’t ask me to dress up for her last night, this is her chance. No pressure. After a couple of minutes, it changes from delivered to read, and I wait for the three dots to tell me she’s replying. But they don’t come. I toss my phone on the seat next to me and start my car.

It’s silly, but I expect to see her in our building. Maybe in the lobby or the elevator. And I’m tempted to stay longer in both just to give her a chance to show up. But when I get to my floor without seeing her, my stomach falls. I guess I don’t need to ask her what she thought about last night. She’s telling me loud and clear.

As soon as I walk inside my apartment, my eyes dart to the couch. I picture the two of us there. I remember the feeling of her fingers tickling my cock through the panties. It stirs at the remembrance, so I do my best to clear my mind. I don’t want that thing coming to life tonight. I toss my phone onto the couch and go into my bedroom, yawning as I slip into the silky shorts and cami. Maybe I should go to bed early. I didn’t sleep well last night, and I don’t have any reason to stay up.

The next morning, I take a deep breath as the sunlight shines across my face. I feel so much better. When I roll over and look at the clock, I see it’s almost ten. I slept for nearly twelve hours.

I skip from the bed to the bathroom to the living room. I’m off today and don’t have anything planned, so that means a movie marathon. I scroll through Netflix. The girl has to get her guy, and the costumes have to be fabulous. As long as it meets both criteria, any romance set before 1900 is fair game.

The first one I choose is set in the Scottish highlands. The daughter of a landed nobleman who will disown her if she doesn’t marry before her twentieth birthday. The rich and young Lord who only wants her so he can get her father’s wealth. And the handsome sheep farmer who is the daughter’s one true love.

As the opening shot sweeps along the green heather and cottongrass toward the craggy rocks jutting behind, I realize I don’t know where my phone is. I look around and don’t see it, so I pause the movie. It’s not in my bedroom or the bathroom. I check the kitchen and don’t find it. Did I leave it in my car? That’s the last place I remember checking it.

I grab my shoes and sit on the couch to tie them when something hard wedges up my ass. I jump up. My phone. It must have fallen between the cushions? My body stiffens when I see a missed call and a text from Ashley.



Ashley: I want to see you again.

















CHAPTER FOUR









The phone is vibrating in my hands. Or maybe my hands are shaking so badly it just feels like it’s vibrating. I purse my lips and breathe out of my mouth. I’ve seen someone somewhere say this is supposed to calm you down. They’re a liar.

Do I reply right away? I should wait. Right? I set the phone on the couch cushion beside me while I stand up. I need to move. Three laps around my apartment. Each time I look at my phone as I pass by. By the fourth trip, I can’t take anymore. It’s sitting there taunting me, and I’m not strong enough to resist its cellular charms.



Me: I’d like to see you again too.

Ashley: Do you work Saturday?

Me: No. Saturday would be great. Meet in the lobby again?

Ashley: I’ll be at your door at 6pm to help you get ready.




        


I cover my gaping mouth with a trembling hand.



Me: Does that mean…

Ashley: I’m going to help Sydney get ready for her first date with me.

Me: I’ve never been out as her before. Maybe we can stay in?

Ashley: Absolutely not. Sydney is too beautiful to hide away. Don’t be ashamed of yourself. Answer the door in a bra and panties when I knock. Nothing else.
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The next few days are the fastest and slowest six days in history. When I’m at work, I can’t think of anything but her. When I’m home, I can’t stop seeing her. When I sleep, my hands roam all over her. I’ve texted her several times, wanting just a hint of what she has planned for us, but she won’t tell me anything.

Saturday morning, I wake up at eight and cook a bowl of instant oatmeal. It just sits on the table in front of me. My stomach is fluttering too much for food. I try watching television and reading. I can’t do anything except watch the hands move around the face of the clock. At 4pm, I go into my room and pick out a bra and a pair of panties. At 4:05, I sit in the living room wearing nothing but that. I can’t tell if I’m shivering from nerves or because I’m naked. Finally, just a minute before 6pm, there’s a knock on my door.

I take two deep breaths and look out the peephole. It’s her. Even through the distorted lens, she looks stunning. Her hair is a mess of curls piled on top of her head. It looks like a hairdo she just put together, but I know it’s one that takes lots of time and bobby pins. Her dress is silver, grey, and white and stops in the middle of her thighs. She’s wearing silver open toe sandals, and her black coat is draped over her arm. I turn my head to see down the hall in both directions. It looks clear, so I open the door but still hide behind it.

When she sees me, she smiles and takes my face in her hands. “I’ve been picturing you all week, but you’re even more beautiful than my imagination.”

I let out a trembling laugh and then pinch my lips together.

“Ready?” She takes my hand and leads me toward my bedroom. “Is it OK if I look through your closet and drawers? I’m afraid I was too drunk to ask permission last time.”

I nod my head. “But maybe not the drawer on the bottom left.”

“Oh? Maybe we can save that one for later.” She winks as she throws open my closet doors.

She shoves aside all my men’s clothes. After going through the closet twice, she pulls out a black dress. It’s one of my favorites. A V-neck with long semi-sheer sleeves. It ends just above my knees. I take it from her and smile.

“And the same stockings and heels you wore for me last time. But do your hair and makeup first. I’ll fix us each a drink while you do.”

I try to match her hairstyle, but I can’t. I’m too nervous. My hands don’t want to move, so I set bouncy waves in the bottom third of my hair instead. My makeup, though, is even more dramatic than on our first date. The foundation and concealer make my skin look flawless. And it should be after all that electrolysis. Hour after hour filled with painful pricks, but it left me with this. My smooth, hairless skin is a perfect canvas for the contouring and then the dark eyeshadow and red lipstick.

I look at myself in the mirror, and all the doubts are gone. Confidence fills me, and I strut into my bedroom where Ashley is waiting for me, my drink in her hand. I take just a sip before setting it aside and reaching for my garter belt. While I pull that around my hips, she drops to her knees beside the bed. Her eyes are wide as she looks up at me. My gaze drops to her hand.

“I want to do this.”

There’s a rolled stocking in one hand, and she trails the fingers of her other hand along my calf. I sit on the edge of the bed and hold my leg out for her. She slips the stocking over my toes and around my ankle, slowly unfurling it up my calf. Her fingers stroke my skin as she does. When she gets to my knee, she tickles the back of it with a fingernail. I squirm and clench the blanket in my hands to keep from sliding off the edge of the bed.

When both stockings are clipped into place, she leans in. Her face is just inches away from my core, and I feel the heat rising inside me. She traces the outline of my cock and looks up at me.

“We have a little time before we need to leave.” Her hands slide under my dress, and her fingers hook in the waistband of my panties.

I put my hands on hers and shake my head. “I can’t.”

Her eyebrows raise, and her mouth forms the prettiest O I’ve ever seen.

“It’s OK to play with it through my panties, but not in the open. And not… inside anything. Other than underwear. I know it doesn’t make any sense.”

Her fingers give my cock an excruciating tickle, and then she sits beside me on the bed. Her hand is on my inner thigh, and she uses the other to nudge my head so I’m facing her. “It makes total sense. I’m sorry I didn’t ask first. Forgive me?”

“There’s nothing to forgive. You didn’t know.”

She kisses me and slides her hand up my thigh to my panties and works it along the length of my now hard dick. I arch my back and moan. Every muscle in my body tenses.

“I don’t know… if this… is a good idea.” The words come out like my breaths, rapid bursts separated by spaces of nothing. “I can’t hold on much longer.”

My cock is already twitching when she pulls her hand away. “You’re not allowed to come yet. I want you to think about this all night while we’re out.”

I whimper. I won’t be able to think of anything else. “Will you finally tell me what we’re doing?”

Her face lights up and she pulls me from the bed. “Stargazing.”

“There’s a chance I might be the most romantic person in the world, but I’m pretty sure stargazing in January isn’t the best idea. Especially dressed like this.”

“We’ll stay warm. I promise.” She leads me to the door.

When it’s open, she steps outside, but I freeze. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

“Sydney, people are going to stare at you. But it’s because you’re so fucking gorgeous. Not a single person anywhere will look at you and wonder if you’re maybe a man. No one. Besides, if they did, they would have to deal with me. And I promise you they would regret that.”

I laugh. If I judged by her reputation in the building, I would think she’s some kind of fiery demon, but I’ve never understood why people say that about her. Even before we knew each other—all the times I asked her out, all the times she said no—she was never rude to me. She’s about as intimidating as a fluffy, pink marshmallow.

She smirks and pulls me into the hallway. My breath catches as the door closes behind me. This is it. This is everything I’ve always wanted and everything I’ve always been terrified of. I shift my eyes up and down the hallway. When I see there’s no one there, I exhale.

“Don’t do that.”

“What?”

“Don’t act nervous. Tonight you’re Sydney Matthews, a beautiful woman on a date with another almost-but-not-quite-as-beautiful woman. Enjoy yourself. I’m definitely going to.”

I squeeze her hands and grin. “I can do this.”
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It’s not until the car stops that I understand how we can stargaze tonight and not die of hypothermia. The driver pulls us to the front doors of the Goldman Planetarium, and I take a deep breath. Ashley slides her body next to mine.

Her mouth is so close to my ear I can feel her breath. “You’ve got this. You’re going to go out there and be yourself, and not a single one of those people will think a damn thing about you except to notice how hot you are.”

I open the door and step outside, my breath billowing around me.

She’s at my side in an instant. “Come on. Before we get so cold we forget where we are.” She links her arm in mine and leads us to the building.

When I walk through the doors, each heartbeat is an explosion against the walls of my chest. There are hundreds of people in here. I tug against her as I shuffle my feet backward toward the door.

“Oh no you don’t, missy. You can do this. We can do this together.” She yanks me into her arms and kisses me. And for a second, I forget that anyone else is in the room or even the world. It’s just us, and the puddle at my feet isn’t from melted snow someone tracked in. It’s the pool I’m melting into.

“Thank you.”

“I’ve got you. You’re going to be just fine.”

We wander hand-in-hand through the exhibits. Moving from ancient astrology charts to telescopes that are barely stronger than the zoom on my phone camera to the moon and then to Mars. We stop just beside a half-size replica of a Mars rover, and she puts her hands on the outsides of my shoulders.

“How many other first dates have taken you to Mars?”

“Believe it or not, you’re my first.”

“I’m shocked. Hold on… first date to take you to Mars or first date ever?”

I smile, but then I jump and shriek. When I turn around, there’s a man just a foot behind me, pretending to look at the rover, but I see his hand as he slips it back into his pocket.

“What is it?” Ashley asks.

“Nothing. I just thought that he… Let’s go look at something else.”

“Tell me.”

“I just… he grabbed me.”

“Grabbed you, or accidentally bumped into you.”

“It was a grab. He cupped my cheek. Let’s go somewhere else. Do you want to check out the food trucks now?”

“In a minute.” I see the fury in her eyes as she walks past me and up to the man.

“Ashley…”

The man turns toward us and smiles. He’s close to our age and a few inches taller. I don’t see anyone else with him, so I wonder if he’s here alone. I look around for security in case he starts a scene.

“Ladies, I hope you’re having a pleasant evening.”

My face is red. “Yes. Thank you.” I smile back at him, even though I wish I could slap him.

“We were.” Ashley is just inches away from him now, and I’m worried that she’s going to provoke him. “It’s our first official date, and I think it was going very well until you grabbed her ass. Now you’re going to apologize to her, and you’d better convince me it’s sincere.”

The man throws his hands up, feigning innocence. “I didn’t grab her. Maybe I bumped into her? I really don’t know. I was just trying to get a little closer to see the exhibit. But I’m very sorry if I did.” The slithery smile is still on his lips.

“It’s fine. Accidents happen.” I wish I could say so much more.

“You don’t seem sorry.” Ashley grabs one of his hands and twists his fingers back so far they nearly touch his forearm.

I think I may hear something pop, but I’m not sure.

“Oh, I see it. You definitely look sorry now.”

His mouth is hanging open, and he’s gasping.

“Now I want you to apologize to her again, but I want you to mean it this time. And I want you to remember this the next time you think it’s fine to grab a woman’s ass. Think you can do that?”

“Fuck!” His eyes move from her to me. “I’m sorry. Really. It won’t happen again. To anyone. I swear!”

Ashley releases his hand and smiles. “Good boy. Now shoo.”

“Fucking psycho.” The man practically sprints toward the door.

I take Ashley’s arm and yank her out of the room into the heated and covered space between buildings where the food trucks are set up.

“What was that?”

“That was me looking after my girl. Your ass is mine, and I’m the only one allowed to touch it.”

I want to be mad at her, but a warmth spreads through me despite the cooler air. We stare at each other for seconds, and then I move to her. It starts as a peck to say thank you. But once my lips touch hers, I can’t stop and I can’t pull away. Her hands move to my ass and she grips tight. I know I’ll have a mark there later, but I don’t care.

“I don’t think I’m hungry for anything here,” she says. “Maybe I should call my driver back and we could go to my place?”

“I think I would like that.” I purr.













CHAPTER FIVE









A tingle passes through me as she slides her keycard and presses the button for the fourteenth floor. It grows into an entire standing ovation up and down my spine when she turns toward me. Her eyes are the bluest I’ve ever seen them, and I’m pretty sure I now know the last thing a rabbit sees as a leopard swoops down on her. I have to look away.

“Did you ever think you’d be going to the Witch’s Tower?” she asks.

I giggle. “You know about that?”

“I might have heard a thing or two.”

“Is it bad that I wanted you to abduct me and take me up there?”

“We can always pretend I did.” She backs me against the wall of the elevator, and I feel her warm breath tickle my lips. “Or maybe I’m locking you away to keep you safe. No one is going to mess with my girl.”

My heart skips a beat. “I like it when you call me that.”

“I do too.”

Just as her lips are about to touch mine, the doors open, and I duck under her arms, laughing. I dash into her apartment and make it as far as the living room before she practically tackles me to the floor. I’m lying on the rug, panting and giggling, as she pulls the dress over my head. She reaches behind me and unclasps my bra before pushing me gently onto my back.

“This rug is amazing.” I run my hand through the white shag, thicker than any rug I’ve ever seen before.

“It is, but you know what’s even more amazing?” Her mouth settles around my nipple, and I lose my breath all over again.

Her tongue flashes around my hardening nub and then she sucks on it, pulling it into her mouth. I lean back and moan. She slides up and takes advantage of my exposed neck. Returning the bite that I gave her last weekend before settling back to my breasts. She kneads my flesh with her fingers while she grazes the skin with kisses.

“I want to know more about these.”

“What about them?” I ask. My voice is soft between pants.

“I love them, but how do you have them?”

“The same way almost every other woman does.” I giggle. “Hormones. Mine just come in a shot.”

She pushes herself up and looks at me. “You take estrogen?”

I nod and bite my lip. I search her face for a clue that maybe this is too much for her. Maybe she’s fine with a man who likes to dress up now and then, but a man who takes hormones? A man who doesn’t really think of themself as a man?

“What are you thinking?” I ask.

Her face might as well be written in the ancient Egyptian astrology charts we saw earlier tonight for as well as I can read it. I reach for her hand, but she pulls it away and my mouth dries up.

“I don’t want to tell you what I’m thinking.”

“I get it. It’s a lot. Despite all of this tonight,” I motion at my body, “you thought you were going out with a man, and I guess… Well, I didn’t mean to lie. I hope you know that. It’s not a lie to me. I just don’t advertise it to people.” I stand up and take my dress. Shaking it to get some wrinkles out.

“What are you doing?” She’s still sitting on the rug, her legs curved out to her side.

“Leaving. I’m sorry. I hope you can forgive me.”

“Leaving? No.” She takes my hand and pulls me closer. “And there’s nothing to be sorry for. At least not for you. Will you sit with me? Please?”

I lower myself and stare at her. She’s looking at the floor. I’m not sure if she’s moves a muscle until I see her take a large breath.

“I’m afraid,” she says. “I didn’t want to tell you what I’m thinking because I’m thinking I’m afraid.”

“Of what? Please don’t be scared of me. I wouldn’t hurt a fly. And after tonight, I’m pretty sure you could pin me to the floor and leave me helpless, without even breaking a sweat.”

“Oh, I’m sure I could. And the part of me that’s not scared really wants to do that to you.” Her smile is wild and sends a shiver through me.

“So what then?”

“I screw up every relationship I ever have.”

“I’m sure that’s not—”

“Every single one. My very first girlfriend in high school transferred to a different school because of me. I only dated a couple of girls in college. They both left me. As an adult, I’ve only dated once. I thought she was the one. We moved in together and made plans for more. But then one day I came home to an empty house and a note telling me she couldn’t take any more.”

“I’m sorry.” I touch her hand, and she doesn’t move away this time.

“Don’t be. It’s always my fault. Literally every time is my fault. I don’t blame any of my exes.”

“But what does that have to do with us tonight? With me?”

“It was easier when I thought of you as a guy. Even a guy with a killer body who looked like a freaking model in makeup and a dress. Because deep down, I’m not interested in guys. This was always just going to be physical. But you’re not a guy, though, are you? So the way I’ve been feeling about you makes a lot more sense.”

“What way is that?” I have to force my breath.

“Weak. Vulnerable. I think about you a lot.”

“Me too.”

“No. This is too much. Like stalker-level. I can’t stop thinking about you. Before, it was OK because I told myself nothing would come of it. But now, I want something to come of it. That’s the problem. I don’t want to push you away, but I know I will.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do.” I see the tears forming in her eyes, and I scoot closer to her and hold her in my arms.

“What if I won’t let you push me away?”

I feel her warm breath on my neck as she snorts.

“I mean it. It feels like there’s more to us than just this, and I’m not going to let you deny it because you’re scared. What if this time is different? What if I’m different?”

“You’re definitely different.” She sticks her hand between my legs and starts rubbing me.

“I don’t mean that.”

“I don’t either. You feel different from any other girl I’ve been with. That’s scary.”

“It doesn’t have to be. It can be pretty wonderful.” I lay her back against the rug and pull her panties down her legs. Teasing as I go. She tries to slide closer to me, but I just scoot back. I’m going to work my way up. No shortcuts.

I hold her calf in my hands and kiss it. Then I move my mouth up, not taking it away from her skin. I want my breath to tickle her. And I kiss the inside of her knee. Then the start of her inner thigh. Just a little further up. Then a little more. She’s writhing under my touch now, but I won’t give in. I move inch by inch until I smell her sweet, musky scent. I stop and inhale before planting one last kiss on her clit.

I suck on it, and when it grows harder, I lick around it. She cries out and forces her shoulders into the floor. Her hips rotate to expose even more of herself to me. While I work my mouth around her clit, I slip two fingers into her pussy. She’s so wet I hear them slide in and out. I move them around, searching for her g-spot. And when she moans, I know I hit it. I’m working her clit from inside and outside now. Tongue and mouth and fingers all driving her further and further.

I lift away from her for just a second. “Does this seem like you’re pushing me away?”

“Fuck!”

I giggle as I move my mouth lower, licking at her folds. Tasting. Lapping everything she has to give me. She’s delicious, and I’ll never have enough of this. I slide my fingers back in and massage my thumb back and forth across her nub. She cries out again, and her body trembles. When I feel that, I move my mouth to her clit. Sucking and swirling, while I rub my fingers inside. And then she clenches down. Her muscles wanting to pull my fingers further into her. She’s throwing her hips now, but I’m not letting up. Not until I hear her scream. And it’s not long until I do.

She raises herself off the floor and pushes her pussy into my face. Her legs tighten around me. And I keep working until I hear her desperate gasps as she tries to pull in air.

I keep my fingers inside while I slide up and kiss her lips. Her breath feels like fire pouring into my mouth. And I kiss her again and again. Between breaths. Taking her breath. Until finally neither of us can do any more. I collapse face down, my arm draped across her belly.

“You’re never pushing me away.” I whisper.

“After tonight, I’m never letting you leave.”













CHAPTER SIX









I take another sip of my mocha and swirl the almost empty cup before looking at my phone. Still nothing, and it’s almost 12:30. We were supposed to meet here for lunch today. Our first follow-up date after our first true date. She was going to get away from work for at least an hour, and I didn’t have to be at work until 1. But she’s an hour and a half late now, and I really can’t wait any longer if I’m still going to get ready for work.

I’m wearing black leggings and a white sweater. I also have my hair and makeup done. She convinced me it would be fine. And as scary as it was to leave home this morning like this, it was fine. Better than fine. No one said a thing. No one looked at me funny. I didn’t hear anyone laughing under their breath at the table beside me. No one in the coffee shop stared at me. The girl behind the counter didn’t snort when I told her my name is Sydney. The fears that used to be so real all just vanished. Except one.

I check my phone one more time and stand up. I need to use the restroom. No one has walked down that hall for a few minutes, so I pull my purse onto my shoulder and take a deep breath.

There are just two stalls in here. Both empty. I hurry to the far one and close the door behind me. When I sit down, I realize I haven’t been breathing. I take a couple of breaths and relax.

I’m washing my hands when the door swings open. My heart drops and a tremor runs through me as I glance up. She smiles at me but doesn’t say anything as she goes to a stall. It’s just normal for her. She just saw another woman in the women’s restroom. Nothing strange about that. I look in the mirror. My eyes are twinkling. I decide that I’m ready.
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When I leave the coffee shop, I drive behind the building and pull my sweater off, replacing it with my red and black store uniform. The curves of my breasts look strange to me in this shirt. Normally, I hide them at work. Not today.

Now I’m standing outside the entrance marked “Employees Only.” A few stray strands of hair must have slipped out of my bun. I tuck them behind my ear and open the door. Everything else is fine, and this is going to be fine, too.

There’s no one in the back. I know Ben is working, but he must be on the sales floor. This is perfect. Maybe he’ll be with customers when he first sees me. He won’t say anything in front of them. That will give him a few minutes to calm down and realize this is alright.

I hold my head high and push through the swinging door that separates the front and back of the store. I hear voices, and my heart lifts. There are customers. I walk toward them. The customers won’t think there’s anything unusual about me. And when Ben sees them treat me like a normal woman, a normal human even, he’ll do the same.

I see them first. An older couple standing at the phone display while Ben explains something to them. When I come up, they all turn to me. The man and woman, both with short grey hair contrasting their darker skin, smile as I approach. Ben does not. His eyes are wide and his features frozen, and I wonder if there’s a rabid dog running up behind me.

“What the fuck is this?”

I feel my face turn red. “Ben… customers.”

“Yeah. And customers don’t need to see this.”

We both turn to the couple, and they just look at each other, clearly confused.

“I’m very sorry about this.” Ben tells them. “Michael is apparently having some issues this afternoon.”

“It’s Sydney. And I’m sorry for interrupting. I’ll let you three get back to things.”

The woman smiles at me, but Ben glares. “No. You don’t get to slap on some makeup and some fake boobs and suddenly be a woman. This is unbelievable, even from you. You need to go change. Right now.”

“We can talk about this once you’re free.”

“No. We don’t need to talk about this. You’re going to go change right now, and you’d better hope I forget this… Michael.”

I look at the older couple. “I’m so sorry about this.”

“Damn right, you’re sorry.” Ben answers for them. “Now go change or go home.”

The customers mumble a quick excuse and walk away. I watch them walk out the front door while Ben glares at me in silence.

“Your fucking faggot ass just cost us those customers. What are you even thinking? You’ve got five minutes to take that shit off and get back out here as the real you.”

I’m done. Each step I take thuds through my body like an angry hammer blow until finally I crack. This is the real me, and if he thinks I’m going to come back out on the floor as Michael, then he’s very mistaken. I walk through the back and get into my car, slamming the door closed.

The first thing I do when I get home is call Ashley. I really need to vent to someone who will understand my frustration. Her phone, though, goes right to voicemail. Is she ignoring me? She said she pushes people away. Is that what this is? No. Meeting for lunch today was her idea. She must be really busy at work.

When I don’t hear from her by eight, though, I’m worried. I look up her work number, knowing it’s a long shot, but I call anyway and leave a voicemail.

When there’s a knock at the door, I fly out of the chair to answer it. But it’s just a delivery person bringing my dinner. I haven’t eaten all day, so I thought I should order something. I sit at the table and pick through it. Maybe Chinese wasn’t the best choice when I already feel sick.

I push it away and lean back in the chair. Is this what being ghosted feels like? I’m sure she’s had at least one chance to text me by now. Just one quick text to let me know she’s OK. Let me know she isn’t ignoring me. I restart my phone in case there’s a problem with it. But still nothing. I wrap my arms around my knees and stare at the black TV.













CHAPTER SEVEN









The next morning I’m supposed to be at work at eight, but I don’t go. At 8:30, I get a message from the owner, Alejo, telling me I’m no longer needed. That’s fine because after yesterday, I decided I was never going back there again anyway. I lie back in bed.

Twenty-four hours ago, I woke up, and it seemed like I could have everything I ever wanted. I skipped from the bed to the bathroom to the coffee shop. Now I can’t even get out of bed. I don’t have a job. I apparently don’t have a girlfriend. I don’t even have any friends or family I can talk to. Until now, I never understood the phrase “crushing loneliness.” It feels like someone took me deep under the ocean. The pressure pushing in from all sides at once, trying to make me small. Trying to make me disappear. And I wish I could. I wish I didn’t exist.

I pull the covers over my head and make a simple spreadsheet on my phone. With my savings, I can afford to live here for another four months. Is four months enough time for the world to forget me? Especially when it never really knew me, anyway.

I just finish typing “work from home jobs where you never have to interact with any humans ever at all I mean literally zero interaction” into the search bar when there’s a knock at the door. My heart races even though I know it isn’t her. It’s never going to be her now. She’s had plenty of chances to text me. I ignore the knocks and scroll through the results. Apparently google doesn’t take me seriously when I say “never.” These results are all for jobs that require very little interaction. That’s still too much. Why hasn’t AI made us completely irrelevant yet?

Whoever it is knocks louder this time. Loud enough to pique my interest and my anger. I huff as I untangle myself from the covers. This had better be good. There had better be a fire and a tornado coming at the same time. If there is, it’ll be the best thing to ever happen to me.

I look through the peephole and don’t recognize the woman standing there. She has long dark hair and is wearing a black pantsuit and maybe the highest heels I’ve ever seen. I can’t tell if that’s real or distortion from the peephole lens. I’m not going to answer the door for her, so I’ll never find out.

I’m just two steps away when she knocks again. And yells. “Sydney.” I stop. How does she know that name? No one other than Ashley and a few people online know it.

“What?” I’m instantly mad at myself for answering so rudely and for answering at all.

“Ashley sent me. Can you open up, please?”

I think for a minute.

“Hello?”

“Fine, but only because I want to see your shoes.”

“What? Whatever, as long as you open the door.”

I do, and a wave of jealousy rushes in to replace all the air in my lungs. “How do you walk in those?”

“Lots of practice.” She twists her foot to the side so I can see it better. “Anyway, here. This is for you.”

I take the envelope that she hands me. “What is it?”

“A note from Ashley. Well, a note she dictated to me.”

I look at the note and think of how I want to destroy it. Fire is the obvious choice. Or I could tear it up and throw it out the window. Or soak the little pieces in water until they turn into a pulp. If I smeared bacon on it, would a dog eat it? I’d have to find a dog and some bacon for that, though.

“Before you tear it to pieces, read it.” I blush. I didn’t think my plans were that obvious. “There’s a reason she didn’t call. She begged me to drive all the way across town to deliver this, so that should count for something. And you,” she points at me and her stare kills me and all my future sons and daughters instantly, “you need to have at least a tiny presence on social media, so people can get ahold of you without having to drive all the way across town. This isn’t the 1800s anymore. And then answer your damn door.”

I squint at her. “You could have slid this under.”

“I know, but I wanted to see you.”

“Why?”

“Have a good day, Ms. Matthews. And be sure to read that. It’s only four sentences, and I made the words all very simple.”

“I still don’t know how you walk in those.”

She’s halfway down the hall now. “Give it time. You will.”

I close the door and tear open the envelope. I was always going to read this. My curiosity would have always gotten the better of me.



There’s a long story behind this, but… I don’t have my phone. Please call me at this number.



 


P.S. I love you even more than I love Rosé from that K-pop group I’m obsessed with, and I can’t wait to jump your bones if I haven’t already.



 


(The last part was implied, but I’m sure Ashley was thinking it, Li.)





My hand trembles as I read. I’ve been shakier since I started dating her than I ever have my whole life. I grab my phone but then stop. Maybe I shouldn’t call her. Do I really believe that she doesn’t have her phone? That sounds like a convenient excuse. But what if it’s true? I have to call.

“Ashley? It’s Sydney.”

“Thank God! I was so scared you wouldn’t call me. I messed up, and I’m so sorry, babe. There was a work emergency, and I’m in Winnipeg.”

“Winnipeg?”

“Yeah, I know. One of our server farms is here, though. The whole thing went down yesterday, and no one could get into it remotely. So, I had to fly up and supervise everything.”

“Oh.”

“And that doesn’t explain why I didn’t call.”

“No, it doesn’t.”

“That story involves my now ex-assistant and a microwave.”

“OK, so I’m going to need at least a little more info about that.”

“Short story is that he got tired of working for me, and he wanted to get back at me on his way out. Microwaving a phone for a couple of minutes is a pretty good way to make a point. Then because of the whole Winnipeg fiasco, I didn’t have time to get a new phone until today. And I didn’t have your number because I hadn’t backed up my old phone for a few months, at least.”

“So, we’ll put a pin in the whole microwaved phone thing for now, but you’re the head of IT for Tien, right?”

“Yeah. And I know where this is going.” She chuckles.

“And you, of all people, don’t back up your phone?”

“You can’t see me, but I’m facepalming myself right now. It’s a security thing. I can’t do cloud backups, and actually plugging in a cord is just so hard.”

“Oh yeah. For sure. Speaking of seeing you, when can I see you again?”

“My plane lands at 10:15 tomorrow morning, and I’m working from home the rest of the day. Do you work tomorrow?”

“That’s complicated, but no. How about I pick you up? I can fill you in on all my hot news then.”

“I’d love to see your beautiful face in the morning. Is your news something you want to talk about now?”

I know she’s just talking about seeing me tomorrow morning, not every morning, but I still get goosebumps when she says it. “My news can wait. See you at 10:15.”
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“So you just walked away?”

I nod my head.

“Girl…” She’s beaming.

“Can I get another hug?” I open my arms, and she walks into them.

This has to be our fifth hug since I picked her up at the airport. And there were the eight-or-so kisses. And the somewhere-around-three glancing touches in some of our naughtier places. I’m pretty sure we’re both glad she’s home.

“So, do you know what you’re going to do now?”

“Just keep holding on to you?”

“That’s a given. Don’t ever let go of me. Besides that.”

“No idea.” I loosen my grip and give her kiss number nine.

“I might have one.”













CHAPTER EIGHT









I step into the living room and slowly circle for her. I’m wearing a light grey dress with black thigh-high boots. My wavy hair is falling around my shoulders.

“So?”

“You would be pretty in a burlap sack.”

“I’m serious. How do I look?”

“I am too. No matter what you wear, I’m going to be wet all day just thinking about you sitting outside my office door.”

I sigh and pretend to be mad, but I can’t keep it up as her arms close around me and her lips find mine. When her tongue forces her way inside and I hear myself moan, I know it’s over.

“We still have a few minutes before we need to leave.” She bites my lip, and I inhale.

I slip my hand under her dress and between her legs. She wasn’t kidding when she said she would be wet all day. I tug them aside, and I find her clit. She groans when my finger runs across it. I move back and forth in tiny circles while she thrusts her hips against me. Pushing her pussy against my hand. My cock grows with each moan she breathes into my mouth.

We don’t have long before the driver will text and tell us she’s out front, so I hurry. Pressing harder and faster. Until I hear her whimper and she throws her head back, away from mine.

“Sydney… oh my God, Sydney.”

“I know.” My mouth is against her neck.

“Is it too soon to say I love you? Does that scare you?”

I take a step back from her and watch as she opens her eyes.

“Must have been too soon. Can we pretend I never said it?”

“No. I don’t want to pretend that. Do you mean it?” My heart is fluttering.

She looks away and runs a hand through her hair. “The car is going to be here any minute.”

“Do you mean it?”

Her eyes flash to my face before looking at her phone screen and then the door. She nods her head.

“Ash… is it stupid that I feel the same way?”

She shakes her head. Her lip quivering before curving into a smile. “I’ve never said that to anyone before.”

“Do you want to say it again?”

“Only if you say it, too.”

We look each other in the eyes and say, “I love you” in unison.

I giggle. “I think I love telling you I love you.”

“And I love hearing it.” She kisses my forehead. “But the car is here now, so we need to go. Are you ready?”

“I don’t know.” My heart is pounding even harder now.

“You’re going to be great.”
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“I’m glad you’re hot because that might just be the only marketable skill you’ve got.”

“What was it this time?”

“You forgot to attach the files to the invitation. No one can see them if you don’t do that.”

I’ve spent all week trying to learn these systems, and it seems like I’m getting nowhere. Li was already frustrated with me by Monday afternoon, so I can’t imagine what she’s thinking now. Well, I can because she does not hide her feelings. I hear every sigh and groan and muttered “Christ and a fucking lollipop.” That one made me giggle the first couple of times I heard it.

“I don’t think I’m cut out for this.”

“Bullshit. Look at everything you’ve learned so far this week. You’ll get this too.”

I go back to the template and start another test meeting. This time I remember all the steps, including attaching the agenda and the reference documents. A smile breaks across my face.

“Attagirl. You deserve a treat. Come on.”

She leads me toward the elevator.

“Where are we going?”

“Ninth floor.”

“OK. And why?”

“It’s a surprise.”

The elevator only stops one other time. The twenty-first floor. An older man looks at us as he walks in. I watch as he pushes the button for six. Then he turns around one more time and stares at me. As he turns away, I see him roll his eyes and mutter “fucking tranny” under his breath so quietly I could convince myself it was really something else he said. Until Li takes my hand and grips it so hard I wait to hear little pops. Then I know she heard the same thing I did.

The elevator stops at nine, but Li holds me in place. I look at her. She’s still burning holes into the back of the man’s head. When we don’t exit, he turns to look at us. I just smile and watch as the door closes.

The man gets off on the sixth floor, and we follow him. Li tugging my hand. He walks past a reception desk without even looking at the girl working behind it. She notices us, though.

“Can I help you with something, Ms. L—”

“No. But thank you.” Li drags me past her and down the hallway.

The man walks into an office, and Li lets go of my hand. “I want you to stay right here, OK?”

“What are you doing?”

“Right here. Don’t go anywhere.”

I watch her walk down the hall to the office. She looks at the nameplate on the door.

“You’re Douglas Quinn, right?” She asks evil elevator man.

“I am. What can I do for you?” I can’t see him, but his voice booms down the hallway.

Li sticks one finger up, telling him to wait, as she pulls the phone from her purse. She dials and holds it to her ear. “Hi, I need you to fire Douglas Quinn, sixth-floor accounting, please. Thanks.”

“What?” The man barks out a laugh. “What the hell are you playing at?”

Li winks and walks back to me. She puts her arm around my waist and pulls me into her, shoulder-to-shoulder. “Do you want to stay here and see it?”

“See what?” I ask.

“Let’s wait. So we can see it, and so he can see you.”

She won’t tell me any more, but in a couple of minutes I watch as a large man walks into elevator asshole’s office. The new man is so large he has to bend his head to fit through the doorway. There are loud voices exchanged for a few seconds, each of the men talking over the other, so I can’t make out what’s said. But when I see elevator nazi being marched out with his briefcase in his hand, it’s clear.

“You! What is this all about?”

“It’s about there being no place in Tien Enterprises for wrinkled-ass bigoted mother fuckers like you. You need to learn how to behave and speak properly around a lady.”

“What did I say to you?”

“Not me. I’m certainly no lady. I mean my friend here.”

I blush at her calling me a friend and at suddenly being inserted into this conversation.

“That? You can’t fire me for that. I don’t know who you think you are, but you can’t just waltz in here and fire me.”

The living wall of muscle snorts and yanks the man away from us.

“Come on. Ninth floor. We’ll take the back elevators.” Li takes my hand and squeezes.
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“So? Best milkshake you’ve ever had, right?”

“This is maybe the best anything I’ve ever had. E-V-E-R.” I’m already trying to figure how many milkshakes I can have each week without weighing five hundred pounds before the end of the year. Pretty sure the answer is a lot but still not as many as I want.

“Wait until you try the cookies.”

“There’s no way they’re better than this.” I set my cup down and look across the table at her. “So, are you going to tell me who you are? An assistant can’t just make a phone call and get someone fired.”

“But I did.”

I tilt my head and try to give her the sternest look I can. It’s not very intimidating.

“Fine. I’m the daughter of the owner.”

“The owner? Like Mr. Tien?”

“His friends and family call him Beelzebub, but yes, him.”

“I didn’t know that!”

“No. Some people who’ve been here a while know, but I think now most people probably don’t. Our old boy today sure didn’t.”

“No. He did not see that one coming.” I giggle. “So are you married?”

“Why Ms. Matthews, I am flattered, but I’d like to get to know you a little better first.”

“Ha ha. I just meant your name. It’s not Tien.”

“Oh. No, not married, and no, it’s not Tien. I changed it. There was a time I didn’t want to be a Tien. So I thought Li Liú sounded pretty.”

I nod my head.

“Plus, Liú means ‘to kill’ and that seemed fitting.”

I choke on the last of my milkshake.

“You finished? We need to get back so I can yell at you more for your mistakes.”

“Oh, I can’t wait.”













CHAPTER NINE









“Are you sure this isn’t too soon?” Ashley asks me.

“Stop mothering me. I’m fine.”

“You’re fine because I mothered you.”

“And I love you so much for it.” I take her shoulders and kiss her.

“Remember your first day at work? What you did to me that morning?” She slides her hand between my legs, and I growl.

“We don’t have time today, hon. But tonight we have nothing but time.” As much as it kills me, I pull away from her touch and pull my purse onto my shoulder.

“I should fire you for insubordination.”

“You should. But who else would put up with you staring at them all day? And who else would keep you wet all day?”

“Mmm, no one could ever get me as wet as you do.” She nuzzles my neck, but I push her away again with a laugh. “So mean.”

I hold her hand as we take the elevator downstairs.

It’s only eight, but it’s already warm. As soon as I step outside, I throw my head back and inhale.

“Nothing like the smell of car exhaust,” she says. People on the other side of the world could hear her sarcasm.

“Summer mornings always smell so wonderful.”

“If you say so.” She opens the door of the SUV for me, and I slide in.

I look up at the front seat. “Good morning, Therese.”

“Good morning, Sydney. Morning, Ashley.”

Ashley rests her hand on my thigh. “Good morning Therese. Mind taking the long way this morning?”

“Sure thing. Should I put in my earbuds before we leave?” I see her smile in the rearview camera.

“That might be a good idea.”

Before the SUV even moves, Ashley unfastens my seatbelt and spins me in my seat. She pushes me against my door, and her hands go under my dress, ripping my panties down my legs. I shiver.

She bends across the seat so her mouth is just inches from my core. “I can’t wait until tonight. That’s too long.”

She plunges down, and her tongue laps against me. The bumps rough across my sensitive skin. I moan and remember Therese. But when I look at her in the front seat, she doesn’t show any sign that she heard me. Her head bobs lightly to whatever song she’s listening to, and her eyes are focused straight ahead. This isn’t her first time around the block. It’s why we request her as our driver whenever we can have her.

I gasp when Ashley’s teeth graze against my clit.

“Was that too much? Did I hurt you?”

“Yes. And no. But it felt great, so I think I want more of that.”

“Yes ma’am.”

She presses her thumb against my nub as her tongue works further down, down my folds, pushing into the entrance of my pussy. I press myself against her.

The surgeon cleared me to have sex nearly six weeks ago, and we’ve taken advantage of almost every day since. My first time was confusing. My clit was still partially numb, so the only thing I could really feel was the electrical jolt of the nerves trying to fire back to life. I wanted it to be pleasurable. The most mind-blowing orgasm I’d ever had. But mostly it just hurt. I broke into sobs after only a few minutes, and Ashley held me all night.

But each time since then has gotten better and better, and as it did, I felt more and more whole. More me. Who I was supposed to be. And this morning, I’m the girl getting eaten out by her girlfriend on the way to her first day back to work in months. I put my hand on the back of Ashley’s head and pull her into me.

She growls against my clit and sucks on it. Sucking, releasing, sucking, releasing. Then brushing it with her teeth. Each change brings me closer. The orgasm is building. My breaths are short and heavy now, and I clench every muscle in my body, trying to hold on a bit longer. But I can’t. All my surgically rearranged nerve endings explode at once, and I shriek. My eyes are closed, but I know the sound had to have made Therese jump. I smile at the thought.

Ashley’s tongue keeps working for a few minutes more, but finally she scoots up, leaning against me, pinning me between her and the car door. I imagine the door springing open and the two of us tumbling out. I try to move us to the center of the car, but she’s too strong for me.

Her lips are on mine now, and I can taste myself on her. I run my tongue across her lower lip, and then she moves into my mouth. My body gives up, and I melt until I’m flat on the seat. Ashley is on top of me. Her finger probing my new hole while her lips dance across mine.

“Two minute warning, ladies.” Therese calls out from the front seat. I give Ashley one last kiss as she sits up and then pulls me up. We straighten our clothes and our hair. And by the time Therese pulls to the front of the building, no one would suspect a thing.
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Li is waiting for us as soon as we step onto the thirty-second floor. “Ashley, Sydney. Morning.”

“Good morning, Li.” Ashley plays it cool, but I can’t.

I squee and throw my arms around her. “It’s so good to see you! Do you know how much I’ve missed you?”

“It shouldn’t be that much since we text all the time.”

Ashley snorts. “I’ll let you two catch up. I’ll be in my office.”

“Texting isn’t the same as getting to see you and hug you.”

“Which you just did last week, so try another one.”

“Oh shush. I still missed you, and I know you missed me, even if you’ll never admit it. And I know you’re sick of hearing it, but thank you again for everything.”

Since my surgery, Li has brought me protein drinks and ice packs and lots of different cushions and pillows and pads. Things that I never thought of.

“You’re welcome. I know first-hand that there’s a lot you need but that the surgeons forget to tell you about.”

“Sisters look after each other.”

“Yeah, we’re not sisters.”

I hug her again. “Totally sisters.”

Just then, a man walks by. He’s tall and has his long black hair tied back in a low ponytail.

“Who’s the new guy?” I ask.

“That’s Aron. Jonathan Shin’s new assistant. He just started last week.”

“Ooh, I’m back just in time.”
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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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