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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.




        




[image: ]



  *



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.



[image: ]



  *



“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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This BUNDLE contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls Series.



 


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



 


It all started with a request — no, an order. “You’re going to work for me.” They never knew it would lead to so much more. They never knew giving up control would change their lives forever. They never knew how much they would love it.
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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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Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.
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