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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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Want to know what happens between Arianda and the best man after the wedding?







Subscribe to my mailing list for that, plus more free stories!

I promise I’ll never spam you or share your email address.

Click here to join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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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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Waking up with a strange man standing over me should be terrifying, but I’m not scared until he threatens to call the police.



 


I’m at my limit. I have no money, no car, no place to live. But it’s all worth it to get away from my ex. A chill runs through me when I imagine what he would do if he caught me now.



 


Then I meet Sean. When he says I can stay with him with no strings attached, I believe him. When he tells me he can keep me safe, I trust him.



 


But I have a secret. Something I had to bury so deep that only a few people know it. Sean makes me so comfortable, I want to show him. I want him to see the real me. But what if everything changes once he does?
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BECOMING ALEXIS

I want to show Sean my secret. I want him to see the real me. But what if everything changes once he does?

 

DISCOVERING SIERRA

Dancing on stage in front of a bunch of guys is one thing, but doing it while dressed like a girl and in heels? That’s totally different.

 

FOREVER MADDIE

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

 

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

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

 

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

 

HOMECOMING

My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…

 

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

 

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

 

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

 

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

 

THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES

It’s a clinic famous for turning ordinary women into hot trophy wives. But these men are about to find out that not every client started as a woman…
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ABOUT ME







I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.



 


Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.
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