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CHAPTER ONE



          
DANI







“Hey.”

My entire body tenses and my teeth grind at the sound of that voice. I don’t have to look up to know who it is, but I do anyway. Jeremy. I want him to see my glare and know he’s not welcome anywhere near this office.

“You know, if looks could kill…” He walks in and sits on the chair across from me. “Down, girl. I need your help.”

I don’t stop glowering at him.

“Please?”

“No.” I turn back to my monitor and scroll through different files, but I don’t pay attention to any of them. I just want him to think I’m ignoring him.

“You know how I hate to ask for help.” He leans in and puts a hand on the edge of my desk.

I know lots of things about him. I know he smells like coffee and vanilla no matter what time of day it is. I know he doesn’t like cheese on pizza, something that makes him worse than a serial killer in my book. And I know he’s good at what he does, so if he asks for help, he either really needs it or has another reason for asking. I turn my head just an inch in his direction. “I’m busy.”

“Please.” He drags the word out. “I’m desperate.”

“You must be to ask me.” Anyone here would jump at the chance to work with him. Everything he touches is instant gold. And half of the men and all the women drool over him anytime he walks by. All of them except me.

When he doesn’t say anything, I give in and look at him. He’s staring at me with wide, pleading eyes. I sigh and let my head fall back against my chair. “What is it?”

He smiles, and I want to stab him. “Typography. I just cannot get it right on this latest campaign. And we all know you’re the queen of the font.”

It’s true. Nothing makes my heart race like finding or, better yet, designing a new typeface, and other people in the office come to me all the time when they need to find the perfect type. But never him. He’s never asked me to help him with anything before.

“Send me the files, and I’ll look at them when I have a chance.”

“I need it by tomorrow morning, so I was thinking maybe tonight? We could have dinner delivered.”

“Seriously?” I shake my head and bite the side of my tongue. “Fine.”

“Thank you so much. My office at six? You know I wouldn’t ask you if I didn’t need you.”

“Six. Got it.” I spin back to my monitor and try to ignore him as he stands and smiles down at me. I try not to inhale his scent as he walks away.
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My tablet is tucked under my arm when I walk into his office. I don’t bother knocking. He doesn’t deserve that courtesy. The office is the same as it was before. His desk is the same sleek white metal and glass. There are still two bright blue leather chairs next to a glass-top table on the left-hand side. And his windows still let in all the light from the sunset. I walk to them and look down. The people below are all scurrying, heading home, I’m sure. I should be one of them, but I’m here. With him.

“I wasn’t sure you would come. Thank you.”

“I said I would. I don’t lie.”

His face goes red. “Dani, I… Look at this and see what you think.”

He spins his monitor around. It’s an image of a soccer player kicking the ball with an almost blacked out stadium behind her. The ad copy is to the right.

“It’s terrible.”

“I know.” His voice is very matter-of-fact. “I’ve tried everything I can think of. It all just looks so—”

“Flat.”

“Exactly. So what can you do, savant of the serif?”

I roll my eyes so hard they hurt. “I have a couple ideas. Let me look through my font library.”

An hour later, we still haven’t solved the problem. But part of me is relieved. All afternoon I worried this was his way of forcing me to talk to him. He knows I can’t say no when someone asks me for help. Even when it’s him. I look up and stare at his empty desk.

“Green curry chicken.” His voice makes me jump. I didn’t hear him come back. “It is still your favorite, right? That didn’t change, did it?”

My heart is pounding against my ribs, and my fists are clenched as if they’re begging to be allowed to hit him. Just once. I exhale as I force them open.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean that. It was a—”

“It is still my favorite. Thank you. Some things will never change. Obviously.”

He bites his lip and looks at me like he wants to say something, so I cut him off. “What do you think of this?”

I start to slide my tablet across the table to him, but he stands and walks behind me. His heat radiates into me, and I squirm in my seat to get away from him, putting every inch between us I can.

“I love it.” He presses against my back as he leans over me and the screen.

“Jeremy…”

“I mean it, Dani. You’re a genius. How do you always do it? I could have never—”

“Jeremy.”

His hand falls on my shoulder, and my breath catches. I feel like I’m tied to a hundred wild horses, and they’re ripping me apart. I clamp my eyes closed and force a deep breath, but when his hand slides down to the bare skin of my upper arm, I spring from the chair. It clatters to the floor behind me as I shoot out the door and down the hall. I beg the universe to keep him from following me to the elevators.

I push the down button over and over, but it takes forever. I’m convinced that he’ll come around the corner any second, that every noise I hear is him coming closer. When the elevator finally chimes, I twist myself sideways to slide between the doors before they’re even open. I press for the lobby and hold the close door button. I don’t take my eyes off the tip of my finger. I’m not sure I could handle seeing him now, even behind the closing doors.













CHAPTER TWO



          
JEREMY







I hoist the heavy laptop bag onto my shoulder and double-check to make sure my office door is locked. The hallway is mostly empty. Just a few people I don’t really know. I’m not sure if that means the others are going to this thing or they’re hiding in their offices, hoping no one makes them go.

Curt is standing outside the elevators when I walk around the corner, and I curse under my breath. I’d rather have run into anyone but him.

“Jer, what’s up, my man?” He swoops his hand in a wide arc, planning for me to do the same and our hands to meet in the middle, but I don’t move my arm. At the last second, he gives me a playful slap on the shoulder to cover for his mistake. “You getting outta here early today?”

“Yeah, sort of. FallFest is today. You’re not going to that, are you?” I try not to sound too hopeful.

He snorts, and it makes him sound piggish. “Hell no. I wouldn’t be caught dead at that.”

“Yeah, I figured it wasn’t your type of thing.” I push the elevator call button and hope he takes it as the hint that it is.

“Wait, you’re not going, are you?”

I nod my head.

“Since when are you into shit like that?”

Since it’s being organized by the most beautiful woman I know. A woman I haven’t been able to stop thinking about since I ran her out of my office like an idiot last night. The way her wavy hair fell down to her shoulder blades and matched almost perfectly the black silk tank top she was wearing. The tiny shiver that went through her when I leaned my stomach against the top of her back. The jolt that shot through me when I put my hand on her shoulder, like I’d climbed dripping wet from a pool and stepped on a power line. When she didn’t brush me off right away, I thought maybe we could put the past behind us. But then she launched out of her chair, sending it tumbling like debris caught in her wake.

“Hey, isn’t your ex the one in charge of it this year? Dani? I’m surprised you wanna go anywhere near that. I sure as fuck wouldn’t. Keep me away from her and whatever kind of mess is going on there. If you know what I’m saying.” He shakes his body like a dog who just came in from the rain.

My skin catches fire, and I bare my teeth. I swear I even hear myself growl. “I know exactly what you mean, and if you ever talk disrespectfully about her again, I swear to God you’re going to fucking regret it. If you know what I’m saying.”

Curt holds his hands up and steps backward. His eyes are wide and locked on mine. “Whoa, dude. Just joking. No offense, okay?” When his back collides with the wall, he jumps, and I take a step toward him, forcing him to scamper away.

I glare at the back of his head until the elevator chimes.
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The makeshift parking lot outside the barn is full of Audis, Volvos and BMWs, with the occasional Toyota parked between them. Most of the cars are SUVs. And as I walk up, I see dozens of children racing each other, running a giant loop around the red building and the fire pit. Careful not to get too close to the flames, or their parents will make them stop. I look around. There are lots of faces I recognize, but not the one I’m looking for.

“Hey Liya, have you seen Dani around?”

“Jeremy? I’m surprised to see you here.”

I grumble. Why is it such a shock that I would come to something like this? “I’m looking for Dani.”

“There’s hot cider on the other side of the picnic tables, and if you ask Ben, he can hook you up with the hard stuff.” She winks at me, like I’d even entertain the thought of getting drunk at a work event.

“I don’t need any cider. Dani?”

“Oh right. Last I saw, she went into the corn maze. But that was maybe half an hour ago. I haven’t seen her since.”

“Who did she go in with?” I look around me, memorizing where everyone is so I can talk to whoever went in with her and find out where she went afterward.

“No one. She was by herself.”

Fuck. “Do you remember anyone who came out after she went in?”

“No, why? Wait, Tyrez and his son came out a few minutes ago. What is it?”

“What’s what?” I’m searching the field for any sign of Tyrez.

“What’s the matter? You look like you’re about to tug that collar right off your shirt.” Liya gives a nervous laugh that draws my attention back to her.

“Oh. It’s nothing. Just… an uncomfortable shirt. That’s all.” That and a woman who could get lost in her own house. I spot Tyrez and start walking away before I even say goodbye. “I think I’m going to go try some of that cider.”

“It’s the other way. Jeremy…” Liya calls out behind me, but I don’t acknowledge her.

When Tyrez tells me he didn’t see Dani in the maze, my stomach drops. I look around one more time, hoping she showed up in the thirty seconds since I last searched for her. But she hasn’t. I head to the entrance of the maze.

At every turn there are clues, but if Dani is lost, that means she isn’t following them. So I don’t either. I just focus on speed. Moving as quickly as I can without looking like a maniac, trying to cover every possible path. It doesn’t take me long to realize how hopeless that is. I pull the phone from my pocket and pray I can find a map or satellite image of the maze online. As soon as I unlock the phone, though, I get a better idea.

“I hope you forgot about this, too.” I mutter as I swipe through the screens looking for the Find a Friend app. We installed it on our phones two summers ago when we went to the Booncon Music Festival. Three days in a crowd of over a hundred-thousand people, we used that app all the time. I was so clueless then.

I shake my head and open the app. It takes only a few seconds before I see the red dot on the map. Thank God. She’s not too far away. I just have to figure out the best way to get to her from here.

It seems like I race through endless dead ends, but finally I see her and a smile sweeps across my face. “Dani, I’m here.”

She’s sitting on the ground with her legs crossed under her and her phone in her hands. When she hears me, she looks up. “Oh. Thank heavens. I was worried you wouldn’t be here to ruin my great day.” She stands and wipes the straw and dried corn husks from her jeans. I follow her hands but my eyes stop at her ass.

Dani huffs and turns so she’s facing me. “Pervert.”

The blood flows to my cheeks. “Come on. Let’s get you out of here.”

“Who said I want to get out of here? Especially with you?”

“I realize I’m not your first choice, but I’m the one who found you.”

“Found me? Are people looking for me? Is something wrong?” Her eyes go wide and she walks closer to me. I struggle to keep from imagining her walking to me wearing lingerie, trying to seduce me.

“Just me. You were lost, so I came to save you.”

She throws her hands in the air. “Save me? Because I was lost?”

I nod my head and move toward her, but she backs away.

“Stop. One, I didn’t need saved. Especially not by you. I’m not some damsel in distress, and you sure as hell aren’t some chivalrous knight. And two, I wasn’t lost. I was getting a few minutes of peace and quiet. With a book.” She holds up her phone and waves it at me.

“But Liya said, you’d been in here for half an hour.”

“You know how she exaggerates.”

“But it’s going to get dark soon.” I look at the sun, it’s already burning orange and making it hard to tell where the long shadows end.

“There are clues at every turn that tell the right way to go. Probably the same way you found me.”

“Uh—”

“Hold on. How did you find me? I purposely took a few wrong turns just so I could have this area to myself.”

“Um, remember Booncon? That app? I guess you forgot to delete it, so I used that to—”

“You tracked my phone?” Her voice is so loud that I imagine people outside the maze can hear it.

“No, I… Well yes, but I had to. To save you.”

“I didn’t need saving, you arrogant toad! And how long have you been using that to spy on me? I’m deleting it right now.” Her hands tremble as she unlocks her phone.

My face is burning, and I want nothing more than to shake her and make her realize I did this for her. “Will you please stop being so stubborn? I never used it to spy on you. I forgot I even had it until just a few minutes ago.” I step toward her.

“Yeah exactly what a stalker would say too. Stay away from me.”

“Jesus Christ, Dani. You know I’m not a stalker. You know me better than that.”

“Do I? I thought I knew you, but I was wrong. Maybe I don’t know you at all.”

“Stop being such a damned fool.” I take another step toward her.

She tries to back away, but she’s against a row of cornstalks. “Excuse me? Don’t you dare call me a fool!”

“Then stop acting so stupid!” My anger is almost bubbling over now, and I know I should walk away. I should leave her. If she’s so confident that she can get out on her own, I should make her prove it. I shouldn’t take the last two steps toward her. I shouldn’t press my body against hers. I shouldn’t let her feel the raging erection between my legs right now. I shouldn’t bend forward and kiss her.

“What are you doing?” Her words are breathless against my lips.

“I don’t know.” I cup her face, and my lips fall right back onto hers. My tongue forcing her mouth open.

I wrap one arm around her, holding her tight against me while my other hand slides down her face and her neck. Down to her breasts. I never had the chance to play with these when we dated. My fingers wind across their surface, circling around her nipples, the thin fabric of her T-shirt and bra not doing much to hide her arousal.

I want to hold them and show her how much I appreciate them. But my hand has a mind of its own. It wanders lower, tracing the side of her ribs down to her waist and then down the front of her jeans. That’s when I feel it. Her cock is pulled back between her legs, but it’s as hard as mine and it’s straining against her panties and jeans. And it throbs under my touch.













CHAPTER THREE



          
DANI







“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” I shift the car into park but don’t make a move to get out. I’m not sure if I want to. Actually, I am sure. I don’t want to do this. I don’t want any of it. I don’t want him to have kissed me. I don’t want my body to have reacted the way it did. And I certainly don’t want to be parked outside his house and about to head in.

But I open my door anyway. It’s like my body forgot what happened between us. All the nights I spent, not just crying myself to sleep, but sobbing so hard that my throat hurt. The months he and I have spent avoiding each other at work, ducking into the bathroom anytime I would see him walking down the hallway. One kiss can’t wipe away all of those memories.

When he sees me walk up his driveway, he gets out of his car and smiles. My heart flips when I see it, but I scowl back at him in return.

“Even once you parked, I wasn’t sure if you would come in.”

He doesn’t know how much I wish I could have driven away. “I’m not inside yet.”

“That’s true.” He chuckles, but when I stop moving, he realizes I’m not joking. “Please, Dani? I know I was an ass, but I—”

“You were more than an ass.”

He looks at the concrete under his feet. “I know. I was awful, and I’m sorry. That was the biggest mistake of my life. Give me a chance to prove that to you?”

“No. We’re not doing that. This isn’t your redemption story. You don’t get to make everything better just like that, so if that’s what you expect—”

“I don’t expect anything. I just want to talk. That’s all. I promise.”

Like a fool, I believe him.

Jeremy unlocks the door, and we both go inside. I’m nauseous. The last time I was here was one of the scariest and happiest moments of my life. I’d decided to finally tell him everything. I couldn’t hide it anymore. The breast growth, the long hair, the electrolysis on my face that I had told him all along was because I hated shaving. It had all piled up until he knew there was something going on. I tried to put it off as long as I could, but that night I had to tell him. The night before our two-year anniversary.

I knew it wasn’t fair to him to do it that night, but there’s never a good night to hear that your boyfriend is really a woman. And there’s no good way to say it. I sat beside him on the couch and took his hand in mine.

“I know you’ve noticed changes in me. In my body.” I was in tears before I even had the first sentence out.

He squeezed my hand and nodded. “It’s okay. You can tell me. Whatever it is, we’re going to get through it. Don’t ever doubt how much I love you.”

The memory of his words makes me snort.

“You know, this is the first time you’ve been back here since that night,” he says and snaps me away from the memory. How could he think I hadn’t realized that?

“Sit anywhere. Um, obviously. Do you want something to drink? I still have some vodka leftover from... Or there’s soda.” He looks like he’s scared I’m going to run away as soon as he turns his back to me. And I might.

“Just water, please.”

He stands still until I sit in the armchair beside the television. Then his shoulders relax, and he walks to the kitchen. As soon as he leaves, I glare at the couch as if that’s what shattered my life instead of the man who was sitting on it.

“So…” He hands me a glass. Three ice cubes, the way I like it. I probably shouldn’t be surprised that he remembered, but I am.

“So.”

“Dani,” he drops to his knees at the corner of the chair and tries to take my hand in his. I pull it away. “I’m sorry, and I don’t know if you can ever forgive me.”

“No. I won’t.” I try to make my face look more firm than I feel.

Jeremy bites his lip and glances down before looking back up at me. “I think of you every morning. Literally every morning since then. When my alarm goes off, I wonder what you’re doing. I wonder what it would be like to have you getting ready here in my bathroom. To walk up behind you while you’re brushing your teeth. To run my hand down your side until I find that spot. In my head, I hear you giggle before you slap my hand away. Like nothing ever happened. Like I wasn’t a jerk.”

“You weren’t just a jerk. You broke me.” My words are little more than a whisper.

“I’m so sorry.”

He looks down, but this time he’s eyes don’t bounce back up. The tears well in his eyes until they spill over and splash onto the floor. It’s so quiet I can hear their plops against the wood.

“I’m sorry.” He sniffs and runs the back of his hand across his nose. “I didn’t mean to invite you over just so I could cry in front of you.”

I don’t know what to say. I’ve known Jeremy almost four years, and I’ve never seen him cry. Not when we broke up. Not even when his dad died. Just seeing it makes the back of my throat tighten, but I’m not letting him do this to me. Not again. I’ve shed too many tears because of him. “So why did you invite me over, then?”

Now his eyes flash back to me. They’re red, and he looks crushed. “To apologize. To hopefully get your forgiveness. To…” His voice catches, and I wonder if he’s going to go on. “Damn it… just to have you back in my house one more time.”

My insides feel like they’re melting, and I know I have to get out of here. I’m over him. I’ve moved on. He’s nothing to me anymore. A lesson, that’s all. A lesson that no matter how much I love someone, I can’t trust anyone but myself. That’s all he is to me. “Jeremy, I can’t.”

“I know.” His voice is so weak it sounds like a child’s. “And I don’t blame you. I blame me. I deserve this. All of this. I deserve everything I’ve been through since then because it’s not even a tenth of what I did to you.”

“No. It’s not.”

When he sat right there on the couch and told me we could get through anything, I was elated. I believed he meant it. I believed he loved me.

“I’m trans.” At the time, it was such a relief to say those words to him, but even through my tears, I saw his entire body go stiff.

“What does that mean?”

I laughed. It would be the last time I’d laugh in months. “In my case, it means I’m a woman.”

“You’re a…”

“I’ve known it my whole life, but I always hid it. From everyone. Even from myself for a long time. But I can’t do that anymore. I can’t go through life pretending anymore.”

“So this is all pretend?” he asked. Looking back, that’s when my heart started to break.

“No. No! Not us. Nothing about us is pretend. The way I feel—the way I love you. It’s all real. That’s what made me realize I have to do this.”

“Have to do what?” He stood up and walked to the window, his back to me.

“I’m going to transition. I’m going to start living life as me, not who everyone wants me to be.”

“But transition can mean—”

“It means I’m going to live as the woman I am. To everyone. I’ve already been taking hormones, and I’m going to file to change my name soon. When I do that, I’ll tell everyone at work.”

“Everyone? Do you really need to do that? What if we just keep this our secret? You don’t want people to think you’re some sick freak. They’ll never understand.”

“A sick freak? Is that what you think I am?”

He turned to me, and his face was blank. “I… of course not. But you know how people are. They’ll think that. You’ll never be more than a man in a dress to them. They’ll all know you aren’t a real woman.”

“Jeremy, please stop before you say anything more.”

“You can’t do this. Let’s just keep this between us. You can dress up when you’re here with me. I won’t judge you, and that way, no one has to know about this.”

“This isn’t dress up. This is me. I am a real woman, and I don’t care what anyone else thinks.”

“You can’t do this. You can’t do this to me.”

Couldn’t do this to him? It felt like he yanked my intestines out through my navel. I just stared at him.

“You can’t.” He walked to me and took my hand. “You can’t. You just need to accept who you really are. You’re not a woman, and you never will be.”

I shook my head so violently that my hair whipped around me. I still couldn’t speak. When I got to the door, I looked back. He was staring at me, watching me leave. But he didn’t say a word. He didn’t try to stop me. He just let me go.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath. I won’t go through that again. I won’t let him break me again. Not when I’m finally starting to glue my life back together. “I shouldn’t have come here.”

“I want to show you something.” He extends his hand, but I just look at it.

“What is it?”

He pushes his hand closer. “I have to show you. Please?”

I sigh and wrap my hand around his. When I do, goosebumps spread up my arm, moving like an earthquake until my entire traitorous body is tingling.

When we get to the base of the stairs, I stop and pull him back toward me. “I’m not going up there with you.”

“It’s not like that. I swear. What I have to show you is in my bedroom.” He must see the blood drain from my face because he gasps and shakes his head. “Not like that. I don’t mean anything like that. Just trust me?”

Not anymore. Never again. But I don’t fight him when he pulls me up the stairs.

We stop just inside his bedroom door. “Wait here.” He doesn’t take his eyes away from me until he gets to the closet. When he does, he takes a deep breath, blows it out, and reaches for the handle. He slides the clothes aside and reaches behind everything.

When I see it, my heart races. “I don’t get it. What’s it supposed to be?”

“A dress.” He’s shaking so badly the fabric is rippling.

Did he bring me up here to show me that he’s dating someone? Is he telling me he’s moved on? I’m glad. I’ve moved on, so I’m happy that he has too. Or I should be. Instead, I feel like my chest is being squeezed, and I can barely breathe.

“It’s my dress.” He mumbles, and I’m not sure I hear him correctly at first. I flash a puzzled look. “It’s mine… Fuck.” He doesn’t wait for me to say anything before he strips off his shirt and pants and slips the dress over his head. It falls over his shoulders and settles at his knees. The fact that he’s wearing a dress doesn’t register with me at first. All I can think about is how odd it looks with the black crew socks he’s still wearing.

“Please say something.” His voice quivers, and his chin is shuddering.

I wish I had some profound observation I could make, but I don’t. “What does this mean?”

“This is why I couldn’t accept it when you told me you’re transgender.”

“Because you’re trans too?”

He squints his eyes shut and blows out a long breath. “No. I… Shit, Dani.” He covers his face with his hands. “Because I sometimes like to wear women’s clothes.”

“You did this when we dated?”

“Ever since college.”

“But what does that have to do with me?”

“At first, I was sure you found out and were making fun of me. But when I knew you were serious, I panicked. If people knew I was dating a trans woman, what would they think about me? Would they have questions about me? Get suspicious? I’ve never told anyone about this until right now. It’s always been my darkest secret. And I’d do anything to hide it.”

“Even if it—”

“Even breaking your heart. My reaction wasn’t about you. I was a coward. I fucked up the only good thing I ever had because I was afraid other people might guess the truth.”

“Just because you were with me? Like what… like I have some trans cooties that you were scared would rub off on you?”

“I was so damn stupid to let you walk out that door.”

“Why didn’t you tell me? I laid everything out in front of you, and you stomped all over it instead of just telling me.” I slump against the wall.













CHAPTER FOUR



          
JEREMY







Dani has been gone almost two hours now, and I’m still sitting on the couch, staring at the door. She didn’t say anything when she left. Not a word, not a grunt. I followed her as she walked down the stairs, grabbed her purse, and opened the front door. When she stepped onto the porch, she turned around, and I think I saw tears sparkling in her eyes, but I’m not sure. She didn’t even wave. Just turned back around and thudded down the two concrete steps to the sidewalk out front and then to her car.

I lied to her when I said I didn’t have any expectations for tonight. I thought if anyone would understand, it would be her. I hoped she could forgive me once she knew the truth. But maybe the truth is, I don’t deserve any forgiveness. If I hadn’t given in to my fears last year, she might still be here with me. No, she would still be here. I don’t have any doubt about that. The only person who I ever considered letting in and knowing my darkest secret—the only person I ever loved—and I blew it. And now it’s too late.

I should have known better, but that kiss gave me hope. The sparks that shot through my body. The feeling of her, hard under my fingers. The little moan that escaped her lips. I thought she still felt the same way I do. I thought maybe there was a chance.

With a groan, I lift myself from the couch. My joints are stiff and unwilling to move, but I force them. Upstairs, I pause in front of my bedroom closet and chuckle. The dress looks a lot better on me since I took off the socks I wore to work, but I still pull it over my head and toss it against the wall. I’m too exhausted to even walk it into the bathroom and drop it in the hamper.

I grab a silky nightie from my dresser drawer and slip it over my head and then pull a pair of panties up my legs. Then I slide into bed, click off the lamp, and stare at the dark ceiling. My eyes burning, I close them and see her face as soon as I do. Her pink lips swollen and hanging open. She puts her hand on me and slides it across my chest. And I know it’s an invitation for more. I don’t waste any time. I cup her breasts in my hands and tenderly circle my fingers around her nipples. They harden under my touch, and I bend forward to kiss them through the smooth cotton fabric of her top.

Her head rolls back as I do, and she slides a hand down her front and under her jeans. I smile and do the same, my hand dropping to my panties. I rub my finger along the fabric and my cock expands instantly, almost painfully. I keep rubbing it while I stare at her. Her eyes are wide now and her head is rocking back and forth gently as she strokes herself. I match her rhythm, and soon my breaths turn to moans. We stare into each other’s eyes as we pleasure ourselves. Each matched stroke faster than the last one. And just as her eyes roll backward, I feel my cock twitch and then pulse. A bliss I haven’t felt in a long time fills my body and I feel the wetness spreading across my panties.

My breaths are ragged as I turn to my left and see the empty space next to me. The space where she would be if I hadn’t fucked up. I close my eyes and know I won’t sleep tonight.
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I debate calling off in the morning. I haven’t heard anything from her, and I don’t know what to expect when I get to work. My mind conjures images of everyone laughing at me as soon as I walk in, because she told them all.

When I’m in the building, every instinct tells me to go straight to my office and lock my door. I can avoid everyone. Especially her. I’ve done it for the last fifteen months. Instead, I find myself standing just outside her office. Her hair is pulled up in a bun, and I wish I could kiss my way down her long neck. Down to the black dress she’s wearing. The back of my neck tingles. She almost never wears dresses. Why today? Is she trying to tell me something? Is she mocking the dress I wore for her last night? I shake my head to clear my thoughts. It’s nothing. She’s just wearing a dress.

I knock on her door, and she looks up. I guess I expected a smile—at least a curve to her lips—but there’s nothing. Just a single quick nod and a “good morning.”

“Morning.” I shut the door behind me. “Do you care if I sit?”

“Okay.” Her face still gives away nothing.

I exhale as I lower myself into a chair.

“Are you wearing panties?” she asks.

My skin has never been this hot before. I know I just shut the door—I know we’re alone—but I still turn to see if anyone is behind me. “No,” I whisper. “Only at home. I’ve never left the house with any of that on.”

She leans back in her chair and studies me for a moment. “You’re not trans?”

I shake my head.

“You just do this for… fun, then?”

I wince. “It’s like this other, feminine, side of me, and this is how I can express it.”

“That sounds a little like—”

“It’s not. I’m a man. I’m happy as a man. I don’t want to be a woman. It’s not the same.”

We stare at each other so long I feel like I’m in a contest with a statue. Finally, I break. “What happens now?”

She swallows. “I’m going out with a couple girl friends tomorrow night. Maltoni’s. You know it. Even on a Saturday, it’s quiet. Everyone minds their own business. Why don’t you come out with us? As her. Does she have a name?”

My heart stops. “Out? Dressed like… in public?”

She nods her head and smiles, and this is the first time she’s smiled at me since we broke up. Since I broke her.

“Dani, I—why? Can I just come like this?”

“No. What’s the fun in that? Don’t worry about my friends. They’re cis, but they won’t judge you. I promise. It’ll be a totally safe first time for you.”

Safe. I chuckle, and then I can’t stop laughing. I know I look like a mad man so I bury my face in my hands, but I keep going and soon I can’t tell if I’m laughing or sobbing.

“Hey, it’s okay.” I inhale as Dani’s hand runs down my back. “You’ll be fine. Trust me. And then maybe we can keep talking afterward? I miss being able to talk to you.”

“This is revenge, isn’t it? Mock me in front of your friends? Your chance to make me feel the way I made you feel.” I hop from the chair and away from her touch. “Well, I’m not going to do it. I probably deserve it, but I won’t do it.” I stomp my foot like a child.

“Jeremy, calm down. It’s fine. You don’t have to. I just thought maybe—”

“I know what you thought. You thought you could laugh at me. You probably did last night too, didn’t you? As soon as you drove off, you probably burst out.”

Her eyes are wide, and her hands are clasped in front of her mouth. “That’s wrong. That’s not it at all. I wanted to do this for you.” She reaches out and her fingers graze across the back of my hand before she clutches it.

“What are you doing?” I hiss out the words as I shake my hand free. “Not here! Someone could see that. I shouldn’t have come here. This was a mistake. I need to go. I’m sorry. I’ve got to go.” I rush down the hall and into my office, slamming the door behind me.













CHAPTER FIVE



          
DANI







“I still can’t believe him!” I look down at Cattison. She’s curled up in her fuzzy pink shark’s mouth bed, but she has one eye on me. “I mean, I know better, right?”

She stretches out a paw.

“I know. I was stupid. I don’t need to hear it. Or apparently I do. After what he did to me… But he seemed so sincere the other night. And it wasn’t like I was going to have sex with him, or even date him. That passed a long time ago. But I thought we could at least be friends. Was that too much?”

Cattison licks her lips and rolls over. Her belly in the air and her arms stretched above her head, covering her eyes.

“You’re right. Well, you know what? Fuck him. He doesn’t get to make me feel bad. The only person who has any power over the way I feel is me. And you, of course.”

She gives a self-satisfied purr and rolls the rest of the way over, facing away from me. She’s done with this conversation, and I should be too. I need to be done with Jeremy. Whatever little flame of hope I had has been completely drenched now. There’s nothing between us and never will be. There’s not even a tendril of white smoke curling up from still warm ashes. Everything has gone cold.

I pull out my phone and find my Fuck Everything and Everyone Playlist and crank it as loud as I can stand. At the first thump of the bass drum, Cattison rises with a long stretch and meanders out of the room. She knows her momma is on a mission now.

I fling open my closet door and scan through all the colors until I see it. It’s perfect for tonight. Red, tight, and so low-cut it shows more of my boobs than it covers. I take off my bra and toss it on the bed. Then I step into the dress and shimmy it up my body. When I have the thin straps on my shoulders, I reach behind for the zipper. It’s so tight, I have to force it closed as I pull it up. When I’m sealed inside, I adjust my breasts and then look at myself in the mirror. It’s absolutely perfect for an I Don’t Care About Anyone Except Me and My Friends night out.

Only one thing can make it better. I pull a pair of black pumps from my shoe rack. The four-inch heels send a shiver through my body. I lift my legs, one at a time, and pull them on. My toes are already pinched, and I know that by the end of the night, I’ll be cursing the moment I decided to wear these. But for now, they’re just what I need. I turn to look at myself from the side. Exactly right.
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As soon as I step through the door at Maltoni’s, I feel like every eye is on me, and I eat it up. I want them all to witness how over Jeremy I really am. Meghan and Fi are already there. Fi’s eyes go wide when she sees me. When I get to the table, both girls give me a quick hug before we settle into our seats.

“So, who is he, and why don’t we know anything about this?” Fi asks.

Megan cocks an eyebrow. “Yeah, you’ve been holding out on us.”

“There isn’t a guy.”

“Mmm-hmm.” They both shake their heads.

“There’s not! You two would be the first to know. Promise.” I smile and hope that it will placate them.

Fi looks under the table. “And those shoes? There’s a guy.”

I try to tuck my feet under me but it’s too late, and Meghan sees them. “Yep. Dish. Now.”

I look away. “It’s Jeremy.”

They both groan and my face turns red. They know the full history of me and him.

“But it’s not like that. I swear. This is my Moving On Dress. For real this time.”

“Dani, you remember what happened.” Meghan looks worried and puts her hand on my arm.

How could I forget? They don’t have to worry about me. I’m not about to make that mistake again. Not after yesterday. I shake my head and start to tell them it’s really over, but Fi interrupts me. “How long was it before you went out of the house after that?”

“Girl, you almost called off your whole transition because of him!”

“I know! Enough. It’s over. Really. This is the Moving On Dress, remember?” I gesture my hands along my body.

“And you’re so fucking hot in it too. Rawr! But I thought you already moved on. Why are we talking about him again all of a sudden?” Meghan asks.

“Oh my God, it’s nothing. We talked Thursday night. He might have maybe possibly kissed me, but it was nothing.” I look away and speed through the words as quickly as I can, hoping they won’t hear that part. “He’s the same jerk he always was. Too embarrassed to be seen with me, and I’m obviously not going to hide away just to be with someone who doesn’t appreciate me.” When I look at them, Meghan’s jaw is hanging open and Fi is muttering something under her breath. Apparently, they heard. Would they believe me if I tell them I feel a sudden case of stomach problems coming on and head for the door?

Meghan is the first to speak, but she just keeps repeating the word “no” over and over. I’m just about to poke her arm to reset her when she stops and looks over Fi’s shoulder. The look on her face changes from I’m About to Give You Twenty Reasons Why You’re a Fool and You’d Better Not Argue with Any of Them to a friendly smile. When I turn to see what she’s looking at, I see a blonde woman standing behind Fi. She’s wearing a dress that’s almost as green as her face, and for a second I wonder if she’s had too much to drink and is about to be sick. Then I look closer.













CHAPTER SIX



          
JEREMY







Since I stormed out of her office—since I made a fool of myself—my stomach has been cramped. I couldn’t sleep last night, and I’ve barely been able to drink. Dani was finally talking to me. I spent the last fifteen months praying for a second chance, but when it came, I let panic take over. I ripped the olive branch from her hands, whittled the end, and stabbed her with it.

“I am such a dumbass!” I yell to no one.

That’s why I have to do this. If I don’t, I’ll never have another chance. I shouldn’t even have this one. When I forced myself on her in the corn maze, she should have slapped me. She should have screamed for help. But she didn’t. And that thought is the only thing motivating me right now. She didn’t.

I pull the dresser drawer like the slightest jostle will cause it to explode, but once it’s open, I don’t have to look. I know exactly what I want. There’s a pair of lacy black panties that I keep on the side, away from the others. They aren’t meant to be worn around the house or to bed. In fact, I’ve never worn them until now. My cock threatens to burst as soon as I start pulling them up my hairless legs, but that’s not what these are for either. When I put them in here, I didn’t know what I was saving them for. Now I do. Once they’re pulled up, I tuck my bits up and between my legs. I’m not going to take a chance with any bulges tonight. Then I move to my closet.

I don’t have much in here and nothing close to perfect for tonight, but I’ll have to make do. I shuffle the hangers along the rod until I finally settle on the vintage green short-sleeved dress. High-waisted with a sweetheart neckline and a skirt that flares out as it falls to my knees. I lay it on the bed, careful to not wrinkle it, and go to the bathroom.

I’ve worn makeup hundreds of times in my life—so often I can do it without thinking—but tonight my hands are shaking so much I go through five cotton pads drenched in makeup remover to wipe away my mistakes. But when I finally get it right, I lean back and look at myself. Grey eyeshadow, black eyeliner, and a dark red lipstick. It’s perfect. And my entire body trembles as soon as I see it.

I close my eyes and force several deep breaths. This is for her. I have to prove I would do anything for her. And I would. I open my eyes and stare at myself in the mirror. Not the makeup. Not the stuffed bra on my chest. I look at me. Into me. I let her go once. I’m not going to do it again. I can do this. I am a smart, confident man who can do anything he sets his mind to. And I would do anything for the woman I love, even wearing a dress and makeup in public.

Adrenaline courses through my body, and I actually start to get angry with myself. I am in control of myself. No one else. No one else is going to dictate what I do or who I am. Definitely not people I don’t even care about.

I fasten the wig to my head. Each hair is exactly in place, and I know that’s a sign. So I move back to my bedroom. Back to the dress. I step into it and pull it up around me, adjusting my butt and my false breasts. When everything is in place, I zip it up and look at myself in the mirror. It’s the perfect dress to show the world I don’t care about anyone else except Dani. I slip into a pair of black flats, grab my purse, and walk down the stairs. I force myself to take them slowly when all I want to do is sprint down them and run away with the woman I love.
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When I push the button to turn off the car, I freeze. My heart is beating so loud it sounds like it’s echoing around the interior. I try to take a calming breath, but my chest is too tight. Am I really going to do this? This isn’t something I can just undo. It’s not something I can laugh off and pretend was a joke. Dani knows I’m serious. I’m sure she’s already told her friends, so they know I’m serious.

I close my eyes, and I see her face. Pale. Her lips curled down and colorless. Her eyes dull and watery. Every part of her hurting. Because of me. Two times because of me. I push open the door and force myself out. I don’t even think about the fact I’m wearing a dress until the door closes behind me. I look around. No one is watching me, but I lower my head anyway as I walk up the two steps into the bar.

The inside is dark and quiet, almost quieter than the outside. Dani was right. There aren’t many people here, and they’re all wrapped up in themselves. Not a single person looks my way as the squeaky door closes behind me.

I see her right away, just a glimpse behind one of the women she’s sitting with, but I’ll always recognize even the smallest bit of her. My eyes drop from her face to the dress she’s wearing. It might as well be body paint, it’s so tight on her. And those shoes. My cock comes to life and I can’t stop it this time. I just hope it’s tucked securely enough that it won’t spring up and give everyone a show I don’t want them to see.

I’m halfway there when I notice him. He’s sitting two tables away from Dani, and his eyes are locked on me. But not my face. My breasts. He looks like he wants to bury himself between them. My heart is racing now, and my stomach is queasy. A tiny part of my brain tells me I should be flattered. I should be happy that he doesn’t suspect anything, that he thinks I’m attractive enough to leer at. But everything else is screaming at me, yelling for me to get out of here. To go back home where it’s safe. Where no one will ever have to know my secret.

I blow out a breath and make myself look at Dani. No one but her. I don’t let myself see anything except her light brown skin, the cute little nose that curls up at the tip, the almost black eyes that I could stare into for ages and never find the bottom.

“He’s the same jerk he always was. Too embarrassed to be seen with me, and I’m obviously not going to hide away just to be with someone who doesn’t appreciate me.”

Everything is in slow motion as I hear her words. Each step I take is like moving through concrete. She’s talking about me. Who else could it be? I should turn around. I shouldn’t take another step toward her. It’s too late to get her back. But my momentum carries me forward until I’m standing beside the table, just feet away from her. Her friend notices me first, but then Dani turns to face me. She just stares, and I think I’m going to be sick.

“Jeremy?”

My jaw drops open to say yes. To tell her that I came for her. That I did all of this for her. But nothing comes out.

“Her? That’s… This is Jeremy?” The woman who was the first to notice me keeps looking between me and Dani. Her wavy brown hair flying side-to-side. It should be funny. I should laugh.

I nod my head, but she wasn’t asking me.

Dani ignores her and keeps staring at me. “Why are you here?”

For you. To win you back and then never let you go. To start spending every day of the rest of my life with you. “I’m not embarrassed of you.” My throat is so dry the words sound like fallen brown leaves scratching across concrete. I swallow and take a breath. “I’m not embarrassed of you.” My voice is louder and more sure now.

“What?” Dani looks at me like there’s no one else around.

“You said I’m too embarrassed to be seen with you. I’m not. The opposite. You don’t know how incredibly proud I am of you.”

She snorts and rolls her eyes. “Obviously. That’s why I can’t even touch you in my closed office without you panicking. That’s why you called me a freak and told me I have to hide myself—my authentic self—from the world if I wanted to be with you. It was all because you were just so damn proud of me.”

I shake my head. I thought I explained this the other night. I guess not. “That was because I was scared. Scared that the world would see me with a trans woman and think that I’m less than a man because of it. I was scared that they would guess my secret.”

“Well, I can’t stop being trans, so you’re just going to have to be scared by yourself then because I won’t let you drag me down.”

The blonde sitting beside Dani grabs her hand, and it makes me realize we’re not alone. If I could just get her to go outside with me, I could explain this. I know I could.

“That’s not what I’m saying. That’s why I came here tonight. I need to get over my fear. I need to lift myself up to your level. And I’m going to. For you. I would do anything for you. Anything you ever ask me to do.” I look around. No one is watching me except the two women sitting at the table with Dani.

I close my eyes and gulp. “Everyone! I have loved this woman since the very first time I saw her. Even before our first date. But I’ve fucked things up between us. Twice. And I know I don’t deserve it, but I want to spend the rest of my life with her. Waking up next to her and falling asleep while I look into her eyes. If she’ll have me.”

The quiet bar comes alive with murmurs and then shouts of “ring” and “say yes!” I raise my hands to quiet everyone, and they’re all just staring at me now. Me and Dani.

Her face is red, and I’m not sure if it’s with embarrassment or anger. “I am certainly not marrying you, if that’s what this is about.”

I shake my head and chuckle. “No. I wasn’t planning on doing that, so things kind of got away from me.” I turn to the crowd in the bar. They’re all smiling as they watch us. “There’s no proposal. Just me telling her how much I love her. Sorry.”

A few people throw their hands up in the air like their horse just lost a race. Some others boo, and one man yells, “goddamn drunks.” His words are slurred so badly I can barely understand him.

I look back at Dani. She’s biting her lower lip and watching me. “Maybe we could start by just talking with each other? As friends?” I ask.

Her mouth curls just a little. “Just friends. And no pressure for anything more?”

I shake my head. “Whatever happens, happens.”

“I’d like that. Join us?” she asks.

I pull out a chair and sit, being careful to smooth my dress under me.













CHAPTER SEVEN



          
DANI







When we leave Maltoni’s and go back to his house, I insist he stay dressed for me. I tell him he can wear whatever he wants, but I want him to be a girl. I wait in the living room, and when he comes down the steps, he’s wearing a dark gray satin slip. Garters lead from the bottom hem to black stockings. The lace tops are clipped in place and tug the slip with every step he takes. I look down at his feet and see a pair of black platform heels. “You should have worn those shoes to the bar tonight.”

He smiles. “These? These are my house slippers.”

I snort and walk over to him, meeting him at the bottom of the stairs. I run my hand across his chest, and he shivers. “Have you ever been touched like this?”

“Dressed like this?” He shakes his head.

“So I’m your first?”

“I don’t know. Are you?” he asks. “What happened to just friends?”

I slide my hand down to his cock and tickle it through his lacy panties. “Do you have any idea how hot you are?” I breathe the words into his neck while I kiss his skin, tracing the curve of his jaw. He has just a whisper of stubble prickling my lips.

I press into him, and he leans back against the wall. He pulls his arms from behind him, and I notice something in one of his hands. But I don’t care what it is. My only focus is torturing his cock until he begs me for release.

“I have something for you.”

“Yes you do,” I say. My knees bend and I almost drop to the floor so I can take him. But I’m not done tormenting him yet. I wrap my fingers around him and squeeze. He moans, and his head thuds against the wall.

“Not that. I mean this. I want you to put it on.”

I keep my grip on his cock, but I look to see what he’s holding. A pink satin nightie. “Is that yours?”

His cock twitches, and he groans out a yes.

“Then I’d love to wear it. Help me out of this dress.”

He drops the nightie and wraps his arms around me. It’s been too long since I was in his arms, and I could stay like this forever. But as soon as the zipper is down, he slides the straps off my shoulders and tugs the dress along my body. When he gets it to my waist, he stops, and his hands move to my breasts.

“These are an upgrade.”

I giggle. “Do you like them?”

“Do you?”

“I love them.” I kiss him while I wiggle my dress down to the floor.

His hands knead against my pillowy flesh and make me purr. “I think I love them too,” he says. His hot breath searing my lips.

“Do you want me to keep my panties on?”

“Mmm.” Suddenly he’s aware that something other than my breasts exists, and his hand flies between my legs. I moan as he gets his revenge, squeezing my cock through the material. “What do you want?”

“I want them off.” I roll the waistband down until it falls into the pool of my dress, and I’m standing before him completely naked. He runs his tongue across his lower lip.

“You’re going to smear your lipstick,” I warn him.

“It’s not going to last much longer anyway.” He kisses me and then pulls back, staring at me. “You’re more gorgeous than I remember.”

“A lot’s changed since then.”

“But a lot is still the same.”

I follow his eyes to my middle, where my dick is reaching out. I press myself against him, my cock pushing against the top of his thigh. He takes it in his hand and slides it between his legs. I thrust my hips forward and back, moving between him. Fucking him while his dick spears me with each push.

“Oh my God, Jeremy.”

“Leslie.”

“What?” I pull back and look up at him.

“You asked me before if I have a femme name. It’s Leslie.”

“Leslie.” I smile and run my finger up the underside of his cock. “Leslie.” I drag out each syllable while I swirl my finger around. “I like that.”

He grunts. “Are you forgetting something?”

“No. I just got a little sidetracked.” I bend over and pick up the nightie. Before I stand back up, I kiss the tip of his dick through his panties, and I smile as he squirms.

“Let me.” He takes the nightgown from me, bunches up the material, and then drops it over my head. I slide my arms under the straps, and the satin falls around my body.

“I guess it’s a little big on you.”

“I like it. I think wearing my boyfriend’s things is sexy.” I gasp. I didn’t mean that word. That’s too far. There’s still a lot of work we need to do before we can get to that point. If we ever can. “I—”

“I know.” He kisses me. “It was just the heat of the moment. That’s all.”

“Right.”

“Maybe we could go upstairs now?”

I bite my lip and dash around him and up the stairs. I make it all the way to his bed before he catches up to me. His body presses against mine from behind and we both fall, laughing, onto the mattress.

“You’re not going to get away from me that easily.”

“Maybe I just couldn’t wait to get up here.” I squirm under him, and the satin of our lingerie rubs together. The feeling makes me moan. “I’m so turned on right now.”

“What are we going to do about that?”

“I might have an idea.” I slide out from under him and roll over so I’m on top. My legs on either side of him, I sit back and my ass is on the back of his thighs. I glide my hands down his legs, tickling him through his stockings, and he exhales. “Do you like that?”

“Mmm.” His face is buried in the blanket.

“Promise me you won’t move. I’ll be back before you know it.” I rub my hand across his ass as I slide off him and off the side of the bed. He groans in disappointment but then perks up when he hears his nightstand drawer sliding up. Everything is still in the same place. I take a condom and his bottle of lube and settle back over him.

I unclip his garters and slide his slip up above his ass while I yank his panties down. “Since you’ve been such a good girl, I’ll let you watch. Roll over.” I lift onto my knees to give him room. When he’s on his back, I see his cock, and my mouth waters. I almost forget everything I have planned.

“Let me.” I don’t know what he’s talking about until he takes the condom from my hand and rips open the package. He raises himself up on his elbows and slips the ring over the tip of my dick, rolling it down my length and teasing me with a finger trailing behind.

“You are a good girl, aren’t you Leslie?”

“I’m a very good girl.”

I press his shoulders down against the bed. Then I squirt lube into the palm of my hand and rub it against my dick. I’m already close to coming, and I haven’t even started. He knows what I’m going to do, so he lifts his legs to give me easy access.

“You want this, don’t you?” I tease my tip against his asshole.

“I’ve waited for you.”

My body stops. My movement, my breathing, my heart. “You waited for me?”

He nods his head, and I bite the inside of my cheek to keep myself from coming right then.

“I did too.” I don’t give him a chance to respond. I slip inside him. His muscles relax right away, like they remember exactly what to do.

I start slow, but I can’t help myself. After just a couple of strokes, I’m thrusting harder and faster. The smooth satin material of his slip makes him slide up the bed until his head is against the headboard, but I don’t care. I just move up with him and keep pushing inside.

In just a minute, he’s beyond moaning and his breath comes in choked-off little squeaks. I know he’s close, and I’m glad because I can’t hold out much longer. Just as his body shudders under me, I fall forward, catching myself with one hand on either side of him. He turns his head and bites my forearm. I scream his name as my cock twitches and then explodes. Thick ropes of my cum filling the end of the condom. I slip out of him and collapse on his chest. He wraps his legs and arms around me and pulls me tight.

“I do still love you, you know,” he whispers.

My heart tells me to say the same to him, but I know I can’t admit it out loud. Not yet. I kiss his chest through his slip and rest my head against him. I fall asleep before I know it.

When I wake up, his arm is wrapped around my waist, so I weave my fingers through his. When I do, he takes a deep breath and pushes closer to me. I smile. “Good morning.”

His lips brush against the back of my neck. “Good morning.”

I gasp and sit up. “I fell asleep. We have to clean up.” I pull my hand away from him, but he refuses to let go.

“I already did.”

“You—”

“Both of us. You didn’t even stir when I ran the washcloth over you. I don’t remember you being such a sound sleeper.”

I look under the sheet and see my nightgown—his nightgown—that I’m wearing. It makes me smile. I lift it up and look at my dick, like I expect it to still be wrapped in the condom. It’s not.

“You don’t trust me?” He guides me onto my back and straddles me, his lips falling onto mine, and I melt into the bed. I do. I absolutely do.











EPILOGUE



          
LESLIE







“Oh my God, I swear you’re worse than a woman. We’re going to be late.”

I sigh. “I could get ready a lot quicker if you didn’t keep bothering me.”

“You could get ready a lot quicker if you just pulled your hair back like me instead of curling it.”

There’s a purr at my feet, and I look down. “Would you tell her, Cattison? Go explain to your mommy that I’m a boy so it takes me extra time and work to look pretty, I don’t get to just wake up gorgeous the way she does.”

It’s only a couple more minutes until I’m ready and head down the stairs. My heels click across the hardwood of the living room floor. I grab my purse from the table and go to the kitchen. Dani is facing the counter, looking through our mail. I walk behind her and wrap my arms around her, nuzzling my lips against her neck.

“You’d better not leave a lipstick mark on me.”

“What if I do?” I kiss her over and over. “What if I mark you as mine all over that sexy little body of yours, Mrs. Fischer?”

She spins so she’s facing me. “We don’t have time, or I would take you up on that offer, Mr. Fischer. Maybe when we get home.”

“Only if you’re good.” I give her a quick peck on her lips.

“Me? I’m always good. You’re the one I have to watch. Now you be a good girl and let go of me so we can leave.”

“You don’t enjoy being in my arms?” I ask.

She kisses my chin and then wipes away the lipstick mark with her thumb. “There’s no place I’d rather be. But Meghan and Fi are going to be waiting. You know they’re always early.”

I drop my arms and she slides away from me.

“Leslie, come on.”

“Coming, dear.” I sigh sarcastically.

The restaurant is crowded. People are lined up on the sidewalk out front to get in. Thankfully, Dani called ahead, so we walk past the line and to the check-in desk.

“My wife and I have reservations. Fischer.”

Hearing her call me her wife makes me grin. It’s something she started on our honeymoon last month, and I chuckle to myself each time she does it.

The man leads us to the middle of the restaurant, and sure enough, Meghan and Fi are already sitting there. They stand when we get close and take turns hugging each of us.

“Oh my gosh girls, you are both glowing! Santorini must agree with you.” Fi smiles at me as we sit down.

“It’s the Greek food. All that olive oil is good for the skin.” I run a finger across my face and pose like I’m modeling for her.

“I think you mean all that ouzo. I swear Leslie was drunk more than she was sober.” Dani elbows my arm.

“I was not! I just enjoyed myself. That’s what newlyweds are supposed to do.”

“Oh yeah. We certainly enjoyed ourselves.” Dani and I both laugh as I take her hand in mine and pull it to my mouth. I kiss the back of her palm and smile at the red lipstick mark I leave behind. “I love you so much,” I whisper.

She leans in to me and bites my earlobe. I jump a little. “I know you do. And I love you even more.”
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“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.”



 


The idea is ridiculous. No matter how much I need the money, I can’t perform at the club. Not dressed like a woman.



 


I only agree to dress up for him to prove how absurd this is. I want us both to laugh at how foolish I look. But when I brush the makeup on my face and smooth the dress around my body, my heart flutters. Now, we’re standing in his bedroom, just inches apart, and neither of us is laughing.



 


His stare burns through me. His hands slide down my arms and scorch my skin. Isn’t this what I always dreamed of? His fingers. His lips. On me. But I was never dressed like a woman in those fantasies. I never wanted to be his girl. So why can’t I stop thinking about that now?
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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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        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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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.
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My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…
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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 to get a free story and bonus chapters.
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