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Chapter One









“Mr. McGill, so sorry. How are you today?” When I walk off the elevator, I nearly collide with him. It’s mostly his fault for standing so close to the doors, but he’s the owner so I guess he can stand wherever he wants.

His eyes widen when he sees me, but then he scowls as he walks around me. “Fine. Thank you.” I watch him push a button on the elevator and then close his eyes and lean his back against the wall before the doors close.

He doesn’t even know who I am. Not yet. That’s going to change, though. Soon, he’ll be very familiar with me. I turn around and walk through the noisy newsroom, toward the editor’s office.

“Nicolas, come in. I have a huge lead for you. Could be the story of the decade. Sit.”

I walk into his dark office. He could have had any office in the building, except Mr. McGill’s, of course, and he chose the only one without windows. All the woods in here are dark—mahogany and ebony. The three chairs by his desk and the couch on the far wall are upholstered in black leather. Even the walls are dark. In the rest of the building they’re bright and white, even if they are dingy from time. Here they’re a dark burgundy. Even the two florescent lights on the ceiling can’t brighten this space. It might as well be a cave after walking through the bright newsroom.

I sit at a chair directly across the desk from him. He’s not an unhandsome man. A little too skinny, which is strange given all the bad food choices I’ve seen this man make in the three years since I’ve been here. I’d be willing to bet my year’s salary—not that much since I’m not one of the big name reporters, yet—that this man is responsible for half of the pizza and chips eaten in this building every year. The blessing of a high metabolism I suppose. I unconsciously touch my gut when I think about it. I’m not fat, but I have to watch what I eat or it instantly adds an inch to my stomach.

“So what’s this lead?”

“A clinic that caters to rich clients. Rich male clients. These men send their wives and girlfriends there, and they come back as hot trophy wives.”

“Plastic Surgery Center Caters to Wealthy and Makes Women Beautiful. Wow, what a headline. Every single person in the world already knows that. You know I want something big. Not, this silly little fluff. Something like last month. My series about corruption in the city’s waste management system. Bribes, kickbacks, scandals. I need more of that. Get someone from the Lifestyle section to write this.”

“Just hear me out. This clinic isn’t just a clinic. First, it’s all top secret and done somewhere out of the country. No one I talked to knows where. Second, I heard a rumor that not all of these women are happy in their relationships. But when they come out, they’re like the perfect Stepford wives. There’s something going on here. It’s way more than just a plastic surgery camp for the rich. This is big. I know of at least one senator who sent his wife there—“

“Who?”

“I guess they were having problems. You’ll know who it is when you hear. She was about to file for divorce, but then she disappeared for a couple of months. When she came back, it was clear she’d had some work done. Nothing too garish. No one would have guessed if they didn’t know what she looked like before. But the big story is that she’s been fully devoted to their marriage ever since. Not a peep about a divorce. Not even to her friends, from what I hear.”

“Wait. You’re not saying—”

“Yep. He’s the one.”

“But she was going to leave him. Like had her bags packed and had papers drawn up.”

“I know.”

“Then she went to this clinic, and that’s what changed things?”

“That’s what changed her. I don’t know what they do, but it’s more than just plastic surgery. And it’s not couple’s counseling either. There’s something else. That’s why I said this could be big. Why don’t you take a couple weeks and check it out. See if you think it’s as big as I do.”

“I guess. Still sounds like nothing to me. If it is, I get to drop the story, right?”

“Absolutely.”

“Give me your source on this. I’ll start by talking to them.”

“No can do. That was a one and done thing. They’re burned now. You’re on your own. And it’s gonna be tough. This is the most private of private clinics. I don’t even know if you’ll be able to find anything on it.”

The idea of a challenge makes me bristle. I’ve been doubted by people my whole life, and I’ve always proven them wrong. I’ll do it again this time. “You should know better by now. If there’s anything to this clinic, I’ll find out about it.”













Chapter Two









Lumley wasn’t lying. This clinic has almost no presence at all. The website is just a black page with a white email address. Nothing else. No description. No About Us page. They don’t even pretend to be a legit clinic. From what I can see there aren’t any hidden pages behind a password wall either.

Their business records are more sparse than the website. There is literally nothing on them. No record of ownership. No land deeds. No articles of incorporation anywhere. Not in any country that I’ve searched.

There’s no way a clinic like this can exist without a paper trail. They need a bank account and payroll provider. They have to order their medical equipment and supplies from somewhere. Even their food has to come from somewhere. All of these things leave a trail. The more I come up empty, the more determined I am to find it.

Uncovering what people want to hide is what I do best. It’s how I rose up from a small newspaper with two thousand daily readers to the Herald, a paper with over eight hundred thousand daily subscribers and over fifteen million online viewers each week. And I’m only twenty-seven years old. I’m not stopping here, though. This is just a stepping stone. The more I look into the clinic, I think this story might be the one that changes everything for me.

With no luck online, I need to change tactics. I call Lumley.

“I need a favor. You were right when you said there was nothing on this Sanderstill Clinic. So I sent them an email posing as a client. But they’re going to need a reference. And I’ll need some money. The vetting process isn’t going to be a problem. We both know I can BS my way into the war room at the White House if I want to. If someone would just give me my shot.” I can’t resist getting the dig in. “But I’m sure the clinic going to want a deposit. I need some of that big investigative budget to back me.”

He laughs. “What investigative budget?”

“Oh come on, you’re not going to tell me that you don’t blow a ton of money on Wilson each year. And Diaz? I don’t see either one of them flying coach. And I know neither one of them has to call begging for a handout like this. Look, you’re right. This is going to be a big story. There’s nothing here on the surface, so that means there’s a lot buried. And it’s buried too well. This isn’t just some clinic that values its privacy.”

“I still can’t just throw money around for you to burn.”

“It’s not going to burn. This is going to bring eyes. Don’t you always say we need more eyes and clicks on our stories? Well, this is it. Don’t miss out because you don’t want to spend a little bit of that money. You know I’ve got the best gut in the newsroom. It’s telling me that there’s something here.”

“Fine. Let me know when you find out how much you need. If it’s not ludicrous I’ll make sure you get it.”

“This is going to be the best decision of your career.”

“It’s going to get rid of a major headache, that’s for sure.”

As I set my phone down, I look around my apartment and think about the money that they’re going to spend on this story. The money they’re going to spend on me after this story breaks. Right now, I live in a tiny one bedroom apartment that takes open concept to the extreme. I look from my couch to the stained and cracked tile in the kitchen. Soon no more of this. Once I’m finished with this clinic, I’ll be able to write my own ticket. Maybe I won’t live in a mansion, but maybe I won’t be too far off either. Either way I’m going to have more bedrooms than I know what to do with. It’s not like I have company over. I don’t really have any family. Or friends for that matter. There’s no time for any of that. I’m not here to make people like me. I’m not even here to tell people the truth or break these stories. I’m here for me. I’m going to be big. Heads are going to turn when I walk into a room.

The next morning I receive an email from the Sanderstill Clinic. There’s no message. Just a link. It seems like a random mix of letters and numbers with .com added at the end. But it’s another clue. I copy it, so I can search for the ownership records later. Now, though, I click and look at the page. It’s a form. An application.

Name: Derrick Nichols. It was the third choice on a random name generator website, and I like the way the last name mirrors my first name. Like an inside joke they won’t get until they see they story on page one.

Occupation: Owner, AquaFlo Valves. A couple of years ago, I registered ten businesses and trade names for an occasion just like this. As an investigative journalist, you never know when you’ll need a paper trail to prove that you are who you really aren’t.

Client’s Name: Hannah Nichols. My imaginary wife.

I fill out the rest of the first page. It’s all demographic information. They want to know our ages. I make myself a little older, but Hannah is just twenty-four. She needs to be young if she’s going to be a trophy wife for a millionaire. Then our address. I’ve already pulled tax records and found a mansion in Utah that’s owned by a corporation. It’s perfect. Utah property records are famously difficult to access, so they’ll never know that I don’t actually own that house under a shell company.

I have to read through the next page twice. It’s asking for medical information. Typical questions about history that any doctor’s office would ask. But these questions aren’t for Hannah. They’re for Derrick. I don’t understand why they need to know my medical history, but I fill out the form anyway. I wasn’t expecting this, so I don’t have anything prepared in advance. Instead I just answer the questions honestly, as if they were asking about the real me. Family history of heart disease. Allergic to coconut. Personal history of depression. Suicidal thoughts? I leave that blank. Not anymore. Not for a couple of years now. I knock on the wood of my desk just thinking about it.

The next pages are about Hannah and Derrick’s sexual history. I’m more prepared for these. Then a page about Derrick’s sexual kinks and fantasies. I open the notes program on my computer and copy the list that I made earlier for this. Derrick is a classic alphahole with a soft spot for his girl. So he gets off by being in control, but also by giving Hannah what she wants, even if she doesn’t know that she wants it at the time. There’s never any impact play or bondage. Derrick and Hannah don’t like that. Occasionally some light D/s role play, but never outside the bedroom.

On the final page, there’s just a four word prompt and a large white box to fill in the text: Describe your ideal woman. Again, I assumed there would be a question like this, so I have an answer already written. She’s beautiful with long dark hair. Her facial features are soft and delicate. She has large breasts, and is slender but not athletic. Her hips are full despite her small size. Quiet around strangers. She has a personality of her own, but she knows she has to defer to me on the ultimate decision if we disagree. And if we do disagree, she’ll share her opinions. She knows I value her input even if I don’t always take her advice.

As I read through my wishlist again, I realize that this is my actual wishlist for a partner. If I could ever find a woman like this, I would do whatever it took to make her mine. I hit submit and close the lid to my laptop.

There’s another email waiting for me the next morning. Another link to a webpage made of seemingly random and meaningless numbers and letters. This time the link leads to a series of videos. I click play on the first one, but the sound is so low that I have to pause and put on my earbuds.

It’s just a history of the Sanderstill Clinic. It was founded in 1983, so its older than I ever imagined. There are some exterior shots of a very modern building that looks more a luxury hotel than a clinic, but there’s nothing that would give any clue about its location. Even in the videos they send to potential clients, they’ve very careful. But no one is ever careful enough. I watch the video again, sure that I’ll find some clue.

I don’t spot anything in the first video, so I move on to the second one. This one is set inside, and is a list of services that they provide. Between the boring subject matter and the narrator’s voice, I have to fight to keep my eyes open. It’s not long before I lose the battle.

A loud knock at the door wakes me, and I look at the clock. 4:17p.m. I napped for over six hours? That’s not possible. I shake my head to clear it, and that’s when I notice the video is still playing. Still the same video. It must have been on repeat. I chuckle. I ought to know everything in that video by heart now.

The person at the door knocks again, and I walk to the door. Through the peephole, I see it’s a delivery person, so I open the door. He doesn’t say a word. Just hands me a package and walks away. I look at the envelope, but there’s no return address on it. Strange. But it’s made out to me. I tear it open. Inside are two bottles and a note.



Mr. Nichols,

I trust you found our videos informative and enlightening. I’ve enclosed your new medications. You’re to take one tablet of each, every morning and every evening. For your first day, however, take them now and again before going to bed.

I look forward to meeting you in person.

Dr. Kendall Gooding

Sanderstill Clinic





Finally, a name of someone associated with the clinic. This delivery is the break I’ve been waiting for. I walk to the kitchen, pour a glass of water, and take a pill from each bottle. One pill is a large white circle. The other is a smaller pink oval. I swallow them both. I never question what I’m doing. I never wonder why the envelope was addressed to my real name, Nicolas Mallen, or why it was sent to my real address.













Chapter Three









Over the next month, it gets harder and harder to concentrate on my work. I know I can’t let this clinic story crowd out all the other stories I’m working on, but every two or three days they email a new video. Normally I’m very attentive to details. Nothing gets past me. But there’s something about these videos that makes it hard to concentrate while I’m watching them. Or maybe it’s these pills that I’m taking. I still don’t know what they are. I just know the clinic wants me to take them, so I do.

Today, I feel a slight tingle when I open my email and see one from the clinic. They haven’t sent anything in over a week, so I was starting to worry that I wouldn’t hear from them again. Maybe I had done something wrong. Maybe they got suspicious because of the number of times I watched each video. Maybe they somehow caught on to me. But now I know I was worried for nothing. I sigh and click the link.

I expect another video. I have my notepad out and my pen in my hand ready to take notes. Instead, it’s text. Short and to the point.



Hangar 74B

Metro International Airport

Saturday 9:00 a.m.

Dress comfortably

Bring nothing

Everything you need will be provided





What’s going to be in the hangar when I get there? Is this just a meeting, or are we going somewhere? It sounds like I’m going somewhere after I arrive, but where? I won’t be gone for long since they tell me to bring nothing. Are they taking me to the clinic? Am I finally going to get what I’ve wanted from the beginning of this story?

The Lyft driver drops me off just outside the airport’s private entrance. After giving her my name, Derrick Nichols, the guard lets me in. I walk along the hangars until I find 74B. It’s massive. And isolated. The only hangar in the row. I’m no expert on this, but it looks like it could store an entire fleet of personal jets. The main door is closed, but the smaller door to the side is open. I walk inside.

It takes my eyes a second to adjust to the dim interior, but when I do, I see a plane. I count 8 windows running along the side. Jet engines on both wings. I wish I would have brought a pen and paper, so I could write down the tail number. Instead I do my best to memorise it. YJFW6. I’ve never seen a tail number like that before, so I’m not sure what to make of it.

“Hello?”

There doesn’t look to be anyone here. I am a little early, but I expected someone to be waiting on me. I walk around the plane. It’s white with light grey striping that runs from the nose, over the windows, to the tail. The stairs are down, and I just set my foot on the lowest step when I hear someone behind me.

“Mr. Nichols. Excuse me for not being here to greet you. I was momentarily called away. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

I’ve heard that voice before. I turn, but I don’t recognize him. He has dark brown hair has just the barest hint of a wave and is swept up and away from his face. His cheeks and jaw are covered in a closely trimmed, well-maintained beard. His eyebrows, while thick, are almost definitely trimmed and shaped. Under them are the most startling blue eyes I’ve ever seen. They’re almost unnatural. They’re certainly mesmerizing. I stare at them while he speaks.

“I trust you are doing well this morning. We’re most pleased at the interest you’ve shown in the clinic. As you know, we offer a rather specialized service. One that isn’t for everyone. Dare I say, it’s not even for most people. But you’re not like most people, are you Mr. Nichols?”

He winks at me. The corner of my mouth rises in the slightest of smiles. I wish I could place his voice.

“I’m excited to show you the facility. I believe you’re truly going to love it. It’s just what you’re looking for. Please, board and make yourself comfortable. I have one brief matter to attend to, and then the pilot and I will be joining you. No more than a few minutes. The flight, however, will be considerably longer than that. I’m glad to see you followed the directions and dressed comfortably. Following instructions is so important. I can tell you value that skill as much as I do. We’ll get along quite well, you and I. Please make yourself at home.”

He gestures me up the stairs. I walk up them as he disappears through a door that I assume must lead to an office.

He’s not gone long. When he returns the pilot is with him. Her blonde hair is parted in the middle and then pulled back into a long ponytail. She’s wearing a black suit. The typical pilot uniform. Gold bars on the cuffs of her sleeves. A plain white shirt and a slender black tie. She’s wearing makeup, but not much. Black eyeliner and mascara, a beige eyeshadow just two shades darker than her natural skin tone, a natural pink lipstick. I wonder what she would look like with more dramatic makeup. A natural look has its place, but rich pigments can accentuate so much more. So many women don’t understand the wonders that makeup can do for them. She nods at me before entering the cockpit and closing the door behind her.

“You’ll have to forgive my rudeness, Mr. Nichols. I know your name, but I seem to have forgotten to introduce myself. I’m David Lattimore, vice-president of the Sanderstill Clinic. In all the excitement, proper introductions quite slipped my mind. I just love the feeling I get when I get to meet a new client and escort him—or her—to the clinic. It’s such a special moment”

Is that a smirk on his face or just a simple grin?

Just then the plane moves forward, and we both lurch backward in our seats.

“I suppose that is as good a reminder as any to fasten out seatbelts. No matter how much I travel, I can never get used to the takeoffs. The way my stomach drops when we leave the ground. The extra force pulling on me from the acceleration makes my heart flutter. It’s so much worse on smaller planes like this. I prefer to take one of the larger jets, but unfortunately they were all booked this weekend. My fault for not scheduling ahead.”

The plane gains speed down the runway, and I can hear the frequency change in the engines as they strain to give enough power to break free from the ground. The thunks of the wheels over the tarmac become more frequent but less jarring until finally everything smooths out. I feel momentarily dizzy. When I look outside, I see the ground dropping below me. I settle back into my seat and close my eyes, focusing on the high pitched drone of the engines. This part of the flight, the feeling of heaviness and the background roaring always puts me to sleep. Today is no different.

I have a dream that I’m falling, and my eyes snap open. I look around unsure for a moment where I am. David must see me jerk because he reaches across the aisle, taps my shoulder, and motions to his ears. I’m puzzled at first, but then I realize he’s telling me to take my headphones off. I don’t remember putting any on.

“We had a slight bit of turbulence. That’s what woke you.”

That’s right. I’m on a plane. Flying to the Clinic. Hopefully to start unravelling this mystery. Wow, I’ve never slept so soundly that I’m this out of it when I wake. “How long was I asleep.”

“A couple of hours. Three-and-a-half to be exact.”

I feel my eyes go wide when he tells me that.

“You didn’t miss anything. Until the turbulence it was a very uneventful flight. And I assume a person as busy as you are, Mr. Nichols, could use all the sleep you can get. I can only imagine the hectic life of a successful water valve manufacturer, such as yourself.”

“Oh. Yeah. It’s, um, it keeps me busy.” I shake my head trying to force away the grogginess that still lingers.

He smirks. “At least you have Hannah to come home to. I can’t wait to meet her. I truly feel that she will benefit greatly from our humble program.”

“I think so too.”
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It’s another three hours before we land. As we descend, I imagine a map and try to figure the places that are over six hours away by plane. I stop trying to guess when I realize that our flight path may well have been 3 hours of circling just to conceal our destination. Or David could have lied about how long I was asleep, but that idea doesn’t occur to me.

When the plane comes to a stop, I walk down the stairs and onto a small but very modern airport. We’re somewhere tropical. Near the sea. I can smell the salt in the air. There are palm trees. And my clothes are already starting to stick to me. I was dressed for a chilly day, not tropical humidity. David ushers me toward a black SUV with tinted windows.

During the ten minute ride, the driver doesn’t say a word. I’m not sure if that’s because he’s quiet, because he’s been ordered not to say anything, or because there’s no space to insert himself between the words pouring from David. It’s remarkable how much information he shares during the course of the ride. He tells me about the climate of the island. Sunny over three hundred days a year. Never below fifty degrees Fahrenheit and never above ninety five. He tells me about the island’s history. A now-inactive volcano. No locals. Legends of an angry god who would kill the animals of anyone who tried to settle here. And he tells me about the clinic. Founded in the early 1980s by a Beverley Hills plastic surgeon who realized that there was a market for a clinic offering more than just the standard procedures. They offer a service that, as far as he knows, no one else in the world does. It’s costly, but they maintain absolutely secrecy and investigate each client thoroughly before accepting them.

I stifle a sniff when he says that. They obviously don’t vet their clients as carefully as they think. The paper trail I’ve created for this identity is good, but to hear him talk, they should have been able to see that it was a fake right away. I wonder if he realizes that he just gave me more than enough information to find the exact location of this clinic. And when I have that, I’ll be able to find out everything I want to know. Over-confidence is the downfall of so many.

When we reach the end of the long gravel driveway and pull in front of the main building, I know exactly where I am. I feel like I’ve seen it one hundred times before. Probably because I have, watching each video over and over until it’s seared into my brain.

The driver opens my door for me, and then opens David’s. It’s a nice touch. I could get used to having a man open my doors for me. But no matter how famous I get, I’ll never have that kind of money. David escorts me up the six steps, past the veranda, and though the main entrance. Double doors painted a tropical blue, contrasting the white on the exterior of the two story building.

We walk into a large sitting area that resembles the lobby of a hotel. There are several chairs arranged in groups and all of those are placed around a fireplace. I wonder how much use the fireplace gets here. There are a two women sitting in a set of chairs nearest the corner. They are both beautiful, and I wonder immediately if they’re clients. They don’t have that unnatural look that a lot of women get after extensive plastic surgery. In fact, they appear to have a natural beauty. It’s hard to tell their ages, but I would guess no older than thirty. They’re both wearing light-colored dresses that fall casually about their crossed legs. They have high-heeled sandals and both are wearing full makeup with expertly done hair. I catch myself staring and look away.

“Gorgeous, aren’t they?”

I look at David. “Are they—”

“Satisfied clients. Impeccable in every way. Their faces, their bodies, their manners, even their very behaviors. Simply perfect. Just as Hannah will be when she finishes this program. Now, follow me please. The director of the clinic is a very busy woman, but she’s cleared her schedule to meet with you.”

Her first-floor office is filled with light. There are windows all along one wall. The walls are painted white, but not such a stark white that it appears clinical. She has pretty, framed watercolors lining the other walls. There are two chairs upholstered in bright pink along the wall of windows. Opposite that is a sofa the same blue as the front doors. Her desk is the only clue that this is an office rather than a living room. She smiles as I enter.

“Mr. Nichols, so wonderful to finally meet you. I’m Dr. Gooding. Please have a seat. You must be parched after that flight. Let me get a water for you.” I sit on the sofa as she opens a small refrigerator next to her desk. She hands me the cool bottle of water, and I crack open the lid and take a sip. Then another. I didn’t realize how thirsty I was.

Dr. Gooding walks back to her desk. I watch as her powdery light blue skirt sways with each step until she turns and faces me. Her perfectly portioned rear resting against the side of her desk. She has a thin silky blouse over that. Her hair is pulled up into a bun with some strands hanging out, but there’s nothing casual about it. Each hair is placed perfectly. She’s not wearing as much makeup as the women in the front but is definitely wearing it. She’s every bit as beautiful as those women. I wonder if she’s had any procedures done here too.

“I’ll take you on a personal tour of the facility in just a bit. Unfortunately, I have to take a call with the board first. It really shouldn’t be more than a few minutes. But please, make yourself comfortable here.”

“That’s no problem at all. Take as much time as you need.” The longer she’s gone, the more time I’ll have to look around. I don’t see any filing cabinets or bookcases, so I assume all the records must be on the open laptop sitting on her desk. I hope she leaves it unlocked when she walks away.

“Thank you. I still feel very rude, but there are certain necessities that must be dealt with. As you know. Take this chance to relax from your flight. Take deep breaths of the wonderful tropical air.” Her chest rises with a breath, and then she laughs and walks out of the room, shutting the door behind her.

As soon as the door latches, I’m up and walking toward her desk. The computer is unlocked. I just double-click the first folder when I notice the smell. Floral. Almost like a perfume. I jerk my body upright, wondering if someone walked in on me. But there’s no one. I turn my attention back to the computer, but the room starts spinning and I have to close my eyes. I sit in the office chair. It’s so comfortable. I tilt my head back against the headrest. Just a second more, then I’ll start searching for information.
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The first thing I’m aware of is the noise. It’s very faint. Whoosh. Whoosh. It sounds like waves. I try to open my eyes, but I can’t. My muscles won’t react the way I want them too. I should be concerned by this. I should panic. Dr. Gooding could be back any second. I must have fallen asleep. I need to get away from her desk before she comes back. I try one more time. I just need to concentrate. But the rocking of the waves is the only thing I can focus on. I exhale and let the sound pull my mind away. Whoosh. Whoosh. Whoosh.
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I think I groan, but it comes out so weakly that I’m sure it comes out at all. My face feels swollen, the skin stretched to its limit. I blink my eyes open, and all I can see is a white ceiling. And more white at every corner of my vision.

“Good morning. Please don’t speak. Everything is fine. Just rest your head against the pillow and relax. There you go. Close your eyes.”

I know that voice. But how? It’s so soothing. I do what it says.

“Good girl. You’ve been through a tremendous amount, so some discomfort is to be expected. But you’re on the mend now. Soon, you’ll feel better than ever. You already are better than ever, but soon you’ll feel it too. For now, though, don’t speak. You had a surgery on your vocal cords, so speaking would just undo all the progress that we’ve made. And neither of us wants that, do we?”

I shake my head.

“No, I thought not. Are you comfortable? Perhaps another brief hit of morphine if you’re in pain?”

I shake away the thought of morphine. I don’t have any pain. Just this discomfort behind my face. And in my chest. I hadn’t noticed that before. It’s there too. Was I in some sort of accident? The last thing I remember was sitting in Dr. Gooding’s office. Did something happen there? I hear my breaths becoming more forced now. What is going on? What could have happened that—did he say surgery? He couldn’t have.

“Shh, it’s alright. Here, just one brief push to help with your nerves.”

I hear a beep and within a few seconds, my body sinks into the bed. The mattress is enveloping me and cradling me. It’s like a cocoon protecting me. I know I’m safe as long as I’m here.

“Good girl. Now just relax, Hannah. I’ll be right here.”

I know I’m safe as long as he’s here.













Chapter Four









I wake up and I’m alone. I hear a beeping and follow the wires and tubes from the sleeve of my gown to a machine on a stand next to my bed. A hospital? Why am I in a hospital? When I look around, I see that I’m wrong. This isn’t a hospital room. At least not like one that I’ve ever seen. The walls are a soft lilac and the trim is a light cream color. There’s art on the walls. Framed watercolors that remind me of something. What is it? To my right there is a sofa and then bank of windows. Outside I can see a courtyard. There are trees. Palm trees. I can see immature coconuts in their tops. To my left is a recliner. Pastel pink just like the sofa. Then three doors. I assume one must be to a hallway. I’m not sure what the others go to. Between two of the doors, there’s a bookcase filled with books. I can’t read the titles from here. I can just see the colorful bindings. Someone sorted them by color. I appreciate the attention to detail.

As I look around, there’s white in the corner of my vision. I remember that from before. I didn’t know what it was then. Now I know it’s gauze. My face is wrapped in it. What happened? Then I remember—do I remember? Am I imagining it? I remember David Lattimore sitting in that chair. He said something about a surgery. He told me not to speak. That speaking would somehow damage… something. I can’t remember. I remember that he told me it is alright though. I remember him telling me to relax. Just hearing his voice in my head calms me. I lean back into my pillow. I don’t close my eyes, but I stare at the ceiling. Just… listening. I can hear waves in the background. It soothes me.

I don’t know how long it is, but I eventually I hear the latch on my door. I turn my head. Slowly. No part of me is moving quickly. I watch as a woman wearing all white walks in. Scrubs. A doctor? A nurse?

“Hi sleepyhead. How are you feeling?”

I’m not sure how to answer. I nod my head and hope that she’ll know I mean I’m feeling fine—My face. I remember before. My face was… it must have been swollen. It felt so big. It feels normal now. Other than the wrap around it. What happened to me?

“It’s okay to talk now, sugar. Enough time has passed. Your old vocal cords have had plenty of chance to heal.”

I know her voice too. I’ve heard it before. Hearing her accent makes me smile. It’s southern, but I can’t quite place it. Maybe southern Georgia? Either way, I’m glad she’s here with me.

“Does your throat feel okay? Do you want to try just a teeny sip of water?”

I nod my head and then remember that I can speak to her. Now. “Yes.” The word is a quiet squeak that startles me.

My surprise must have been evident on my face. “That’s totally normal, sweetie. It’s going to make all kinds of squeaks and chirps and who-knows-what-else for a while. You don’t have to worry unless it starts growl or hiss. That’s when you’re fixing to be in trouble.”

We both laugh as she hands me a styrofoam cup. My hand squeaks against the side, and it reminds me of my voice. The thought makes me giggle.

“How was it?” she asks after I take a drink. “Feel alright?”

“Feels fine.” It’s barely more than a whisper, but it sounds wrong. I don’t know why. I cough to clear my throat.

“Oh no. Don’t do that. That’s one of the few things you can’t do. We can’t have you ruining your brand new angelic voice right away. No coughing, shouting, or singing. At least until the doctor says it’s okay.”

“Dr. Gooding?”

“That’s the one. Isn’t she the sweetest?”

I smile. She really is. Wait. Is she? I’ve only spent a couple minutes with her. Not enough time to decide if she’s nice.

“She’ll be coming in to see you in a little bit. She was visiting one of the other new girls down the hall. Then you’re next once she wraps up there. Should be any minute.” She squeezes my hand and takes the empty cup from me.

As she’s wrapping a blood pressure cuff around my arm, there’s a knock at my door. It swings open, and Dr. Gooding peeks her head in.

“C’mon on. Just getting her vitals.”

“Hi Miss Hannah, you’re awake. You had a nice long nap. How do you feel?”

Miss Hannah? That… doesn’t seem right either. Does it? But it does. Why is that so confusing? “I feel good.” My voice is more steady now, but it’s still weak and sounds twenty-seven octaves too high.

“Good. Any pain?”

I shake my head.

She goes through various parts of my body. Asking my about some of them. Pushing on others. Each time, I tell her whether or not I feel pain. Each time I do not. When she pushes on my chest, I wince. There’s only a slight discomfort, but there’s more. More than I expect. It feels like I have padding there.

“I think we’re finally ready to take the wraps off. This is always the most exciting part.” She smiles and puts her hands together like she’s clapping. “Are you ready to see the new and improved you?”

New and improved me? What is she talking about?

“Nora, can you bring that tray over while I start cutting her bandages?”

“Sure thing, boss.”

Dr. Gooding pulls a pair of scissors from her coat and walks up to me. She pulls at the gauze on my face, and I feel the cold of her scissors against my skin before she pulls it away with an apology. Then I hear the snips. The sound of sharpened metal tearing though the fabric. She cuts and unwinds, cuts and unwinds. Every so often she stops and sets some of the used gauze into the tray that the nurse is holding. Nurse Nora, apparently.

When she pulls the last piece of gauze from my head, she stands back to look at me.

“You are going to be so pretty. This is going to sound like I’m bragging, but I really think this might be the best work I’ve ever done. Of course, if you tell any of the other girls I said that, I’m going to deny it.” She laughs. “What do you think, Nora?”

“I agree. She’s already gorgeous, and she’s not even cleaned up yet. And once the swelling is done, she is going to be a heart breaker.”

I know they’re talking about me, but the words don’t quite register. “She,” and “her?” It’s familiar and normal at the same time that it’s totally wrong. But why? Each time I reach for an answer, I come back empty.

“This is like Christmas. Ready for the rest?”

The excitement in her voice and on her face transfers to me. I’m excited now, too. I want the rest to come off. I want to see the new and improved me.

Trying not to turn me too much, she slowly takes the gown from my shoulders and lowers it to my hips. This is the first time I’m seeing my chest. I’m totally wrapped in bandages from the upper part of my chest to well below my waist. My chest seems larger than I remember it. My belly less so. But that has to be from the bandages. She starts cutting the bandages around my belly.

This goes more slowly than my face. After every couple of snips, she turns me slightly to the side and pulls the loose bandage from under my body. But we gradually work our way up. Higher. Closer to what seems like a giant mound of gauze on my chest. When she cuts through it, though, I see what it really is. It’s breasts. There are breasts there? I have breasts? That can’t be.

“They’re so pretty,” Nora says. “I bet you can’t wait to show those off for all the boys back home.”

Of course not, I… Suddenly my mind is filled with images of me wearing low cut tops. The exposed line of my cleavage visible to everyone. An electric thrill runs through my body as I think of it.

“Let’s sit you up so you can see everything. Now remember, your face is still swollen and bruised. Nora did a great job cleaning you while I was cutting the rest of the bandages off, though. Just remember this isn’t the final result. It’s the same with your breasts. They’ll seem too high and firm right now, but they’ll soften and drop. Give them a few weeks, and it’ll look like you developed them at puberty. And I’ll never tell anyone differently if you don’t.” She gives a conspiratorial wink that is meant to be humorous. And maybe if I weren’t so confused about everything that’s happening I would laugh. Instead I simply smile politely, as a lady should.

When they raise the back of the bed, I can see that there’s a mirror directly across from me. I see… someone being raised in a bed. I know that it has to be me, but it also can’t be me. She’s… well she looks like she’s been beaten up. But she’s beautiful. She looks like a gorgeous woman who fought the wrong opponent in a mixed martial arts match. I scratch my cheek, and the woman in the mirror does the same.

“You’re so pretty. Don’t you think?”

I hear her, but I can’t answer Nora’s question. I just stare at myself. My face. My breasts. I am pretty. And the thought makes me smile. I shouldn’t smile at that, should I? Why not? What’s wrong with a woman knowing that she’s attractive? Should I be ashamed of it? A woman? The thoughts are swirling in my head. Around it. Above it. I see the woman in the mirror gasping for air. Her eyes are wide. Her mouth is hanging open. Her head is rocking back and forth as she fights to suck in air. Why is she panicking? I watch as her body begins to shake. Just a slight shiver at first. It’s barely noticeable. Then it grows, and now I see the tremor in her hands. It’s odd watching it happen like this. It’s me, but it’s not. It’s some other woman, not me. I see Dr. Gooding rush to her side and take the woman’s hand in hers. Now Nora is on her other side. She’s brushing the lady’s too-short hair with her hand. Both of them are whispering to her. I can’t see their mouths, but I know they are. Can I hear them? I wish I could feel their touch too. I feel lonely while this other woman gets all of their attention. In the mirror, I see Nora take a step back. Her hand is still on the woman’s head, but it’s just resting there now. No longer stroking. With her free hand she reaches to the machine on her right and pushes a button. As soon as she does, she returns and cradles the woman’s head against her chest. I hear her say that it will be alright. I heard that. It’s the last thing I hear before Nora, Dr. Gooding, and the woman all disappear.













Chapter Five









I walk down the stairs in the most stunning red dress imaginable. With each high-heeled step on the stairs my breasts bounce just a little. Every eye is on me, and I love it. I smile. But not too much. Not so much that people recognize it as a smile. They just think I’m glowing. And I am.

My hand glides down the banister, and in the corner of my eye, I see my red fingernails float above the polished wood. When I reach the bottom, I expect to see him waiting for me. But he’s not. I look around. Where is he? Someone laughs. A woman. Then the others join her. What are they laughing at?

“Look at her makeup. She looks like a clown.”

“And her hair. My three-year-old styles her hair better than that.”

I look around to see who they’re talking about, but they’re all staring at me. Each face is contorted in laughter. Hideous. Mocking. Sneering at me.

“I just did my hair and makeup. Just before I came down.”

They laugh even harder now.

“It’s looks like a man did her makeup.”

“Like a man,” someone else says.

“She looks like a man.”

I gasp and open my eyes as I hear the knock at my door.

“Come in.” I wipe a tear from my eye. How silly to cry because of a dream.

“Good morning, Hannah.” Nora is carrying my breakfast tray.

“Good morning, Nora. How are you?”

“I’m excellent. How about—what’s wrong?” I see the concern on her face

“Nothing.”

“You’ve been crying.”

It’s nothing. Just a silly dream.”

“It’s obviously not ‘nothing.’ Do you want to talk about it?”

“It’s so stupid… but do you think there’s anyone here who could teach me how to do my hair and makeup?”

“Girl, of course. We’re the one-stop-shop for everything beauty. I’ll talk to them and set up an appointment for you.”

“Thank you.”

“Sweetie, you’re very welcome. It makes me so happy to see the woman you’re becoming.”

I can’t stop the smile the spreads across my face and stays there. Me too. It makes me so happy too. I can’t imagine anything I’d want more.

The next day, a woman I’ve never seen before comes to my door. She looks to be slightly younger than me which makes her the youngest staff person I’ve seen here so far.

“So I hear you want to learn how to do your hair and make up?”

“I do.”

“Excellent. I always enjoy converting one more to the girly way of life.” She puts her hands together, wriggling her fingers like a comic book villain.

I giggle. “You’re not going to say that about me. I’m almost hopeless.”

“Oh stop. No one is hopeless. When I’m done you’ll be able to do it better than a lot of professional makeup artists and hairstylists. Except me of course. But who knows? Maybe the student will become the master, and you’ll outdo me.”

“I wish. You’re gorgeous.”

“You’ll be able to do it too. I promise.”

My first attempts start out clunky and awkward. I’m always afraid that I’ll burn my hair with one of the irons, and it’s like I’ve never held a brush in my life. For hair or makeup. But as the next couple of weeks go on, I continue in what I call “my girly classes,” and I slowly get better. She shows me the best ways to use highlights on my face, so I can contour without getting that heavy makeup look. Then we try different ways of wearing eye makeup until we find one that is perfect for me. When I complain to her about my hair being too short, she spends the entire afternoon giving me extensions. It looks completely natural, but I still can’t wait for my own air to grow out

After the second week of classes, Dr. Gooding clears me to finally leave the wing I’m on. I can’t wait to go explore and maybe meet some of the other women who are here. Nora says there are four other girls in the clinic right now.

Wednesday morning, I shave like I do everyday. Then I do my makeup. I choose a pink lipstick and a blue metallic eyeshadow. It’s almost reminiscent of the eighties looks that Jessi showed me during our classes, but this is a modern twist.

When my makeup and hair are done, I walk to my closet to pick out the dress I want to wear. As soon as I was able to walk around the floor of my wing, Nora let me wear dresses instead of those awful hospital gowns. I was so glad when I finally got to wear real clothes instead of those. Her one condition was that I could only wear a dress if I also wore high heels. And I tried. I wore a pair around my room, but quickly gave up. I wanted to wear, them, but there was just no way. Nora, though, didn’t let me give up. The first time I walked from my room into the hallway, she was there by my side. At first she held on to me as I wobbled with each step, but when I started to get more comfortable she let go. She was there the entire time, though, just in case she needed to reach out and save me. We did this for the next couple of walks too. On the fourth time, she walked toward me, but I waved her off. I wanted to do this on my own. And I did. I was so proud of myself. Now, I just automatically reach for heels when I’m putting shoes on. I can’t imagine ever wearing flats unless it’s sneakers for a workout.

Today, I smile at Nora as I walk past her office. Toward the stairs. My heart flutters a little as I approach them. Each step is white marble, and the handrail is a black wood painted to a high gloss. This isn’t like the dream. This isn’t like the dream. I repeat this over and over to myself as I walk up to them. Only, it is like my dream. These is the same staircase. I’m wearing my prettiest dress. Just like the dream. At the top of the stairs, I almost back out. I’m sure I can’t do this. But then I look down. No one. No crowd. No party. I exhale. It’s not the same. I rest my fingertips on the rail. They’re painted light blue. Not red. Another difference. Not the dream. I take one step down and then another. The heels of my sandals clack against the marble, announcing my presence to everyone. Yet no one comes. It’s going to be okay.

When I get to the bottom, I have to fight back tears. I’m so relieved. I look around for anyone, but there’s no one. I walk to the lounge and sit in the chair nearest the fireplace. There’s no fire now, but I can smell the remnants of last night’s. Last night was very chilly. It would have been wonderful to come down and warm myself by the fire, but I wasn’t ready. A couple of times, as I lay in my bed reading, I heard women’s voices rising from the floor below me. I couldn’t tell what they were saying, but I wished I could join them. Now I can. Now that I’ve proven that my nightmare was just a nightmare.

I’m not sitting long before I hear the click of heels approaching. I slip the fabric bookmark inside my book and look up.

“Is anyone sitting here?”

“No. Please.” I gesture to the seat beside me.

She has the most gorgeous red hair. Wavy and flowing past her shoulders. She looks like a shampoo commercial came to life. Her green dress with white flowers is the perfect match for her hair and skin. Everything about her is beautiful. I wish I could be that pretty.

“I’m Erin. I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.” Her voice is musical. The sweet warm tones of a marimba. I’m instantly captivated.

“So glad to meet you. I’m Hannah. I’m new. This is the first time I’ve been downstairs.”

“Ah, that explains it then. I hope to see you around more often.” She smiles, and I can feel the warmth even five feet away. “I didn’t mean to interrupt you. What are you reading?”

“Oh, just a silly romance novel.” She follows my eyes as I glance down at the shirtless man on the cover. “They’re my weakness. Totally addicted to them.”

“Me too. There’s just something about them isn’t there? The fantasy. The women you wish you could be. The men you wish you could be with. The happily ever after at the end. It’s every woman’s dream.” She laughs.

“It certainly is.”

Erin and I talk all morning and make plans to see each other again that night. We do. And the next night and the next. Soon we’re inseparable, wandering around the building, sneaking in and out of rooms just to explore, giggling like two schoolgirls.

Now, though, I’m just sitting on the corner of her bed. My legs are dangling off the side, and I kick them out to look at them. I smile at my sandals and pretty toenails. Her room is almost the same as mine. The same bed. The same doors. The same bookcase full of romance novels. She wasn’t lying when she said that she was just as addicted to them as I am. We’ve spent hours talking about them. I look over at her. She’s lying down with her head propped up on her hand. Her hair is pooling around her like a lake reflecting the last orange light of sunset. I smile.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“What?” She reaches for my hand and pulls me down toward her.

I roll over, so I’m facing her. My dress is bunched and twisted around my waist. “I was just thinking that you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh stop. I certainly am not.”

“No, you really are. Everything about you is perfect. I hope your boyfriend knows that.”

She smiles.

She’s told me all about him. Her lover. Her soon-to-be husband. He’s the one who sent her here to the Clinic. Every time she mentions him, I sigh. I wish there were a man waiting back home for me. One who thought I was perfect. Just waiting to marry me and make me his forever.

It’s not something I decide to do—I don’t even think about it—but I rest my hand on her thigh and slowly slide it up toward her hips. When I notice what I’m doing, I’m just as shocked as Erin. I pull it back right away.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know—I don’t…”

“It’s alright.” She takes my hand and puts it back on her thigh.

Then she leans across the gap and kisses me. It’s just a quick peck on the lips, and she pulls away as soon as our lips touch. But her smile makes my body bubble. I lick my lips and taste her lipstick on mine. I move forward and kiss her. Just a peck, and then I pull away. She licks her lips and laughs. Then she reaches over my arm and puts her hand on my thigh.

“Is this okay?”

I nod my head. My hand moves under her dress as she slides closer to me, and I feel the elastic hem of her panties. I look into her eyes. Her beautiful green eyes. They’re wide but not in shock or anger. I wonder if her heart is beating as fast as mine. I want to put my hand on her chest and feel it, but I’m not in control of my hand as it works its way to her waistband and slips between the smoothness of her panties and her silky skin.

She shaves. And must have this morning. My hand wanders further down. Then I stop. With my hand resting on top of it, I look at her. The question is burning in my eyes.

She smiles. “I’m not quite like most other girls. I hope that’s alright.”

Alright? She’s so beautiful. I never would have guessed. It’s silly, but all I can think about is her hair. She has the most perfect hair of any woman. How can a woman with that hair have this too? I wrap my fingers around her cock, and it starts to swell in my grasp.

I kiss her again. “Can I…”

She opens her mouth to me and grinds her hips into my hand. Obviously, I can. With my lips pressed against hers, I start to slide my fingers up and down her length. I’m just exploring at first. I want to feel it. Her panties are tented out now, giving me room to feel my way around. And I do. I wander briefly to her balls and scrape a nail along her sack, but it’s her cock that I want to touch. I bring my hand back to it. Teasing it with my fingers. She moans. A feminine moan from a beautiful and feminine girl. I want to hear more of it, so I slide my hand up and down her shaft.

She’s completely hard now, and I can’t wrap my hand all the way around it. Still I keep moving up and down. Moving faster. Her breaths coming swiftly. I match her breathing. Inhaling as she exhales. Her air tickles across my lips and nose as I breathe it in. My nose is resting against hers now as I bring her closer to the edge. The heat from her cock wants to burn me. I want it to burn me. Her breath catches as her muscles tense. Then I feel her body quiver as she spills her seed into her panties. Spurt after spurt. She comes, and I keep stroking her. Keep stroking her until she starts to soften.

When she regains her breath. When I regain my breath, I run my fingers one last time along her cock. And then along her panties. Her thick liquid coats me. Carefully, I pull my hand out and raise it to my lips. I want to taste her. I want to take this small part of her and make it mine. I lick the tip of each finger until its salty and sweet tang covers my tongue. I move it around my mouth. Savoring it. I’ve never tasted cum before. It’s wonderful.

She moves her head, and now her lips are against mine. Maybe I’m selfish, but I keep my lips closed. I don’t want to share this with anyone. I want this to be only mine.

Just then I feel her hand outside my panties. She slides it up toward my waist and then inside. I freeze when I feel her hand against my skin. I couldn’t move if I wanted to. Does she know what she’s going to find? I gasp when her finger brushes against the base of my cock.

No.

I pull back, and she jerks her hand away. “I’m sorry. I can’t.”

“It’s okay. We won’t. You don’t have to.”

What’s going on? I feel my cock tighten against the fabric of my panties. My cock? I don’t understand. I can’t slow my breathing. I roll over onto my back and close my eyes. Go away! I try to push the thoughts from my head. My cock? No. No, no, no. This isn’t right. No. No.

“Hannah? Hannah, it’s okay. You’re alright. I won’t tell anyone. I promise. I didn’t know, but I don’t mind. You know I don’t. You felt me. I’m a special girl too. Just like you. I know what it’s like.”

Special girl like me? What is she talking about? I’m not a girl. I’m not—And why is she calling me Hannah. My name is… My name is Hannah. No. What’s happening to me?

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” My voice is so high-pitched. How can this be? “There’s something wrong with me. I’m so sorry.”

I almost fall from the bed as I stand up. I see the tears on Erin’s face carrying the mascara down her cheeks.

“Sweetie, no. Erin, don’t cry. You’re perfect. I adore you so much. More than you’ll ever know. This is… this is me. There’s something wrong with me. I just… I don’t know what it is.”

“Hannah, stop. There’s nothing wrong with you. Hannah?”

She calls to me as I leave her room, but I can’t turn around. I need to be alone. I have to be away from everyone. I have to—the story! I’m here for a story. I’m… a journalist? Yes! I’m here for a story on… what?

Back in my room, I close the door behind me and throw myself on the bed. I don’t even bother kicking off my heels as I do. I pull the covers over my head. I want to hide. I want to be alone. I want to wrap this around me and never come out.

As I lie there, I work to remember my life before the clinic. My life as a man. As a reporter. I can recall it in bits and pieces. And like a color-by-number picture the more details fill in the space, the more vibrant the image becomes. Until I remember enough to see most of it.

I was doing a story on the Sanderstill Clinic. A trophy wife factory. I contacted them pretending to be a client. They sent me an application. They flew me here. Then… I still haven’t colored that part yet. As hard as I try it’s just black and white lines. I can’t tell what they represent. It doesn’t matter. I know enough.

I know that they must have found out who I really was. Not Hannah. Someone else. A man. I wish I could remember his name. My name. But they found out. And they set me up. I suspect they may have drugged me, but I’m not sure. I wonder if a toxicology screen now would show the remnants of whatever it was.

Then the surgery. I cup one of my breasts in my hand. They gave me these. I’m sure of it. I don’t know if they did anything else to me. I don’t think so. Maybe they haven’t had a chance yet.

I’m still not sure how they made me think I was really a girl, though. That can’t be possible right? Maybe they kept me drugged the whole time, and I was suggestible under whatever it was. It must be worn off now. I can’t let them give me anything else. Not even a drink. I can’t trust anything.

I’m panting now. I try to take deep breaths, but I can’t. I pull the blanket tighter, like I want to drive out the little air that’s left inside me. Were they making me one of their women? Was that the plan? I have to get out of here before they do that. I have to get out. But I need a plan to do that.

They trust me to have almost full access now. But I can’t just leave in the middle of the day. There are too many people around. I’ll have to do it at night. And it has to be soon. If I can’t trust any of their food or their drinks, I won’t have my strength for more than a couple of days. Tonight, I’ll walk around and look for weaknesses. Then plan. Tomorrow night will be the night.

I lie there making a mental map of the facility. Tonight I’ll go through and fill in the spots that I’m unsure of. As I’m doing this, Nora walks in.

“Hey sweetie. Are you cold? We can turn up the heat in here.”

I pull the blanket down and look at her. How am I supposed to act? I need to say something, but what if it’s the wrong thing? “No, I’m fine. Thanks.”

“Okay, just making sure. So anyway, I’ve got great news for you. Dr. Gooding just called. She says you’re ready, so she scheduled you for tomorrow morning. The last surgery. That means we’ll have to get you prepped tonight. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Ready?”

“I knew you were. You’ve been doing so well. I’m going to miss you when you’re gone. I shouldn’t admit this, but you’re one of my favorites. I’ve just loved watching you bloom.”

“Gone? Where?”

“Back home, goofy. Back to your man. You must be so excited!”

Back to my man? Do I have a man back home? The thought of waking up next to someone and feeling his body against mine makes me smile. But that’s not right, is it? I don’t think I’m even dating anyone. I couldn’t be. My career always comes first. I wouldn’t let myself be distracted by anything else. There would be time for that later.

“I knew that would make you happy.” She must have seen my smile and is grinning back at me now. “It’s the dream, isn’t it. Well, tomorrow morning it comes true. You’ll be a full woman, in every way. It’s what you want, right?”

“A full woman?” As soon as I say it, I realize I probably shouldn’t. At least not as a question. “Of course.” I try to cover my mistake with another smile, forced this time, and hope that she can’t tell the difference.

“I’m so thrilled for you.” She rubs my leg through the blanket. “I’ll be back later to go over all the details, but I just couldn’t wait to tell you.”

Does this mean… It has to. What else could she mean? I don’t have time to plan my escape. It needs to happen tonight if I want to go back to my old life. And keep my manhood.













Chapter Six









That’s exactly what she meant. Nora and Dr. Gooding come in to my room a few hours later to officially tell me the “good news.” Of course, Nora is beaming because she had already snuck and told me, but we still pretended to be surprised. For very different reasons. Apparently, I’m to start a bowel prep late tonight, and then first thing in the morning, they’ll take me down to have a new vagina… installed. They think I should be happy about this. So I have to pretend that I am. I’m wearing my biggest smile, showing all of my teeth the whole time they’re telling me about it. They go on and on about the procedure. What exactly will be done, and what I can expect afterward. In recovery and beyond.

As they talk to me, I realize I’m not forcing a smile anymore. Hearing about the procedure and imagining my life afterward is making me happy. I cover my mouth and pretend to cough, so I can gather myself. I don’t want this. I don’t. Their enthusiasm is just rubbing off on me. That’s all it is. It doesn’t change the fact that I’m a man.

Finally, they leave, and I know that I need to start preparing. They won’t bring dinner tonight, so I don’t have to worry about someone else coming in. I should be alone for the rest of the night until they bring the bowel prep. I get out of bed and walk to my closet. There’s not much in here that’s practical. And the few things that are, are definitely not meant to blend in when trying to escape in the dark. Nearly everything in the closet is dresses, but in my drawers there are a couple of workout outfits. Capri leggings and sports bras. Bright pink. It’s not ideal. Not close. But it will have to work. I slip out of the dress I’m wearing and pull them on. Then I lace up a pair of matching sneakers, and pull my hair up into a bun. Next I look around for something I can pack my belongings in. I don’t have a backpack or any other kind of practical bag, but there are some crossbody purses. I take the largest one and start filling it. I don’t have anything valuable, so this is strictly necessities. I shove my other workout outfit in there. A few pairs of panties. And some basic makeup. I don’t know why I pack that, but it seems important that I have it. I fight the urge to put some on now. I just don’t have time for that.

When I’m sure that things outside are quiet, I crack open my door and peek out. My heart is racing. But there’s no one in the hallway. I creep past room after room. I know there is only one other girl in this section, so I just need to avoid her.

It seems to take forever, but I finally reach the staircase. I remember the first time I walked down these stairs, so proud of myself. I tiptoe down them now, looking around after every step to make sure no one spots me. When I’m at the bottom, I stop. The main entrance is in front of me. In the corner of my eye, I see the chair where I met Erin. My jaw clenches. I hope she’s alright. I wish I didn’t have to leave her the way I did.

As I’m staring and imagining her hair—like a phoenix perched on her shoulder—the front door squeaks. I inhale sharply and dash down the hallway to my right. From here I can see someone walking inside. He’s huge. He takes up almost half of the double-width door frame. I’ve never seen him before. He’s dressed in all black. As he walks into the building, I hear the crackle of a radio. He must be security. So much for walking out the front door unnoticed.

Instead, I walk down the hallway. There are no lights shining under the doors, so I try each one as I walk past. I know from my previous explorations that these are all offices and examination rooms. Tonight every one is locked.

When the hall turns to the left, I pause. I’ve never been this far before. The walls here are bare. No artwork hanging. I go more slowly now There are only three more doors. One on each side, and one where the hallway dead-ends. These doors are the same as in the rest of the building—speckled wood stained the honey brown color of weakly brewed tea—but I’m not sure what’s behind these. So, while I still turn each knob, I turn them with just enough force to move them. I don’t want to make any noise in case someone is inside. Each of the side doors is locked. The last door, however, is not.

It seems to take five minutes before the knob turns far enough that I can open the door. But I’m not going to rush now. When I open the door just enough to see in, the smell of moisture and mildew smacks into my face. I almost step back. Is this an exterior door? It’s too dark to see, but I twist my body and squeeze through, hitting one of my new breasts on the edge of the door as I do.

When I’m inside, I shut the door behind me. I stand for thirty seconds, a minute, two minutes. Hoping that my eyes will adjust to the dark, but they don’t. I can’t wait anymore. I have to go now before someone notices that I’m gone. I take two tentative steps forward. With my third, though, the world falls away from me. My foot drops lower and lower, but there’s no floor. Desperate, I pinwheel my arms. They have to catch on something. And they do. It feels like a railing. Stairs. There are stairs going down. My body is shaking too much to move, so I stand still until my nerves settle. When they do, I take the steps. Slowly. Feeling each one out before I shift my weight away from the foot planted on the step above. Even then I still grasp so tightly to the handrail that my arm trembles.

When both my feet are on what feels like concrete or stone, I run my hands along the walls, feeling for a lightswitch. I find one to my left. Just about to flick it up, I stop. I don’t know if there are windows in here. I don’t know if there are lights at the top of the steps that might shine around the gap in the door. It’s too much of a risk. I have to continue in the dark.

I shuffle my feet forward no more than a few inches at a time, but I still hit my shins over and over. When my right foot kicks something solid, and I feel a concrete wall in front of me, my heart drops. Is this really it? I can’t have come all this way, just to be trapped here. I feel the wall above my head. There has to be a window. I move along the wall, running my hands up and down every inch, but every inch is just concrete.

It’s silly, but a tear runs down my cheek. This really is the end. There’s no where to go. Maybe I can hide down here. Maybe they won’t find me right away. But they will sooner or later. And then what? The surgery that will end my life. I put my back against the wall and slide down, slumping onto the floor. I was going to be the Herald’s Chief National Correspondent by the time I was thirty. I had three years to do it, and I know I would have. My whole life had been building to it. The years on the student papers in high school and then college. All the journalism classes. All the interning every summer, every Christmas break when the other students were spending time with their families. Not me. All my relatives are mostly gone, and the ones that are left are no family of mine. No, it’s always just been me. That’s why I had to do this. It was going to be my legacy. I sigh. Now, there’s nothing left for me. I’m nothing.

I’m just about to lie down and wait for morning—wait for them to find me here and do whatever it is they’re going to do to me—when something blows a hair across my face. I sit still and concentrate, trying to find what it was, but I can’t. It’s gone. Was it just an errant breath? Maybe it was a draft from somewhere else in the building. Or maybe it was a push of air from outside. Maybe there is a way out. I bounce to my feet. I can’t give up until I’m sure, so I turn to the wall and start running my hands over the surface again. I don’t go far before something catches my hand. I pull back, not sure if it cut me. But then I feel it. Cold and sticking out of the wall. Cylindrical. A hinge? I move my hand past it, and feel the crack outlining the opening of a door. It is! No more than three feet away from where I was going to lie down and give up on my life.

I run my hands along the cold metal and find the knob. I don’t try to be quiet now. I twist and pull. The door swings toward me. I can see sandy ground just past the opening, and then trees. I made it! I’ve never been so happy to see the moon—just a sliver—but to my eyes everything is as bright as during the day.

While I was in the basement, I got completely turned around. Even with the light I have no idea which way to go. I’m just about to randomly guess when I hear the breaking of waves to my right. It has to be the sea. If I can get there, I can follow the coast until I find a town or at least a marina. I can convince someone to help me. I’m free of this nightmare.

I don’t care what noise I make now. I sprint toward the sound of the water. My feet are pounding on the sand as hard as my heart in my chest. And then I can see it. The rippling reflection of the moon. The silver and black waves rolling inevitably toward the shore. The seem to be moving so slowly as they push themselves in. Higher. Gathering into peaks. But just as they do they crash down and scatter onto the smooth and shiny sand. The wave becomes water again and slides quietly back to the sea.

I don’t hear him until it’s too late. His body slams into mine. My head hits his shoulder and then rebounds into the sand. I gasp air into my lungs, but nothing will come. Each attempted breath feels like a stab in my stomach. The pain becomes too much, and I stop trying to breathe.

“My apologies Miss Hannah. I certainly did not intend to handle you so roughly. I mistimed my last steps, and the momentum carried me into you. I am sincerely sorry, and I do hope that you’re not seriously hurt. I am sure, however, that you will be sore in the morning if you aren’t already. Now, could you please roll over onto your back, and I’ll help you up. I hear you gasping. It’s quite alright. It doesn’t seem like it, but the best thing we can do is to sit you up. It will be painful, as you are already experiencing, but please just trust me. It’s happened to me several times. We simply need to relax those muscles. Don’t panic. You’ll be just fine.”

He’s right. The last thing I want to do is sit up, but he pulls me up anyway. And in a couple of minutes, the pain goes away, and I can breathe normally. I look at his face.

“David?”

“It is. I truly am sorry, for the way I handled you. That was not my intention.”

Now there really is nothing left. This is it. This is the end. I fall backward onto the beach and sob.













Chapter Seven









David and the large man I saw earlier take me back to the building and into one of the locked rooms on the first floor. There’s not much inside. A mattress on the floor. A toilet. A sink. There aren’t even sheets on the mattress. The minivan-sized man carries me inside the room and sets me on the mattress. He’s much more gentle than I would have assumed based on his size.

“I do wish we could take you back to your real room so you could sleep comfortably tonight.” It’s David who speaks, of course. “Perhaps tomorrow evening you’ll be able to relax and then sleep there. Tonight, however, we must take precautions with you. We must ensure that you don’t seek to harm yourself. You do have a history where that’s concerned.”

I look up at him. I didn’t put that on the medical questionnaire they sent me. How much do they know about me? No matter. The thought of harming myself didn’t occur to me until he just mentioned it, and even now I dismiss it right away. I’m not that person anymore. I’m literally not that person anymore.

“I know that makes you unhappy, but it really is for your own protection. Now, before I leave is there anything else I could possibly do for you, Miss Hannah?”

Let me walk out the front doors? Put me back on that plane that you used to bring me here and fly me home? Other than that, I can’t think of a thing. “No. Thank you.” I can’t believe I’m thanking him. The man who kidnapped me and then recaptured me when I was so close to getting away. He gets a thank you from me?

“Please try to make yourself comfortable then. Dr. Gooding will be here in a few moments to talk to you.”

He closes the door, and I hear it lock from the outside. There’s a large window looking out into the hallway. I watch him walk away.

I slide to the far side of the mattress, against the wall, and I turn my back to the window. It’s over. I accept that. I see the headline in my mind: Local Nobody Disappears, No One Cares. What have I left behind? A dilapidated, hole-in-the-wall apartment. And what do I have there? Nothing. I don’t own anything of any real value. Everything is replaceable. Just like me. No one is going to miss me. Maybe a couple coworkers will wonder where I am. Maybe Lumley, the editor, will look into it. But not for long. He’ll move on to the next big story. I don’t blame him. It’s what we do. And now someone else is going to get that next story. Someone else will take the career I had planned for me.

Would I have been happy if I got that career? I don’t know if I ever truly wanted it. Everyone told me that I should. I was good at journalism, very good, so all my mentors and advisors told me that I could be big one day. They kept pushing me to become more than I was. And eventually their dreams for me became my dream. My way of making something of my life. My way of being different from the people I came from. But as I lie here now and think about the life I’m about to lose, I wonder how much of that dream was really mine. How was just a desire to escape? Journalism was never my love. It was my tool to prove that I wasn’t like everyone else. Proving that is what drove me

The realization comes too late, though. I’ll never have that life back, so there’s no point in sitting here wondering if I want it. I’ll have the surgery in the morning. They’ll make me into one of the hot wives that this place cranks out. They’ll do… whatever it is to my mind, so I’ll never even know any better.

I laugh at the irony. Since I was a teenager, my life has been planned out. I plotted every last thing. I knew every milepost I needed to reach, and I knew when I wanted to reach it. Once it was laid out, my whole life become about meeting those goals. I never re-evaluated or thought about deviating. I didn’t give myself the choice. Now, my life is just as planned out as it was before. I have to follow the path that they set for me instead of the one that my teenaged self set. Either way, I’m following the road that someone else laid.

A knock at the door interrupts my brooding, and I’m glad. I don’t want to be alone right now. I sit up and look toward the door.

The keys clank against the knob and then turn in the lock. When the door swings open, Nora peeks her head in.

“Hey Miss Hannah. Mind if I come in?”

“Where’s Dr. Gooding?”

“Would you rather talk to her? She was going to come, but I stopped her and said I wanted to see you instead. Do you want me to get her?”

“No. Not really. Come in.”

“You don’t look so good.”

I laugh, and when I start I can’t stop. Everything bubbles out in my laughter, and soon I’m gasping for air because I’m laughing so hard. “I suppose I probably don’t.”

She sits next to me on the mattress and pulls me into her. “I thought you wanted this.” Her words are so quiet, I have to force myself to stop laughing to hear them. “I thought you would love this.”

She sounds sorry. “Why?”

“You’ve been so happy here. Happier than almost any other client we’ve had. I know what we do is hard on some people. The ones who don’t come here by choice will struggle before they finally give in. Nearly all of them go on to love their new lives, but they always rebel at first. You’ve always seemed different.”

“What do you mean, different?”

“You were never like the other girls. Not those at least. You were like the women who come here on their own. There were a few moments, but you never really fought us on anything. Not seriously. And then you just always seemed so content. Like it was the real you shining out.”

“Hardly.”

“I think it was. I’ve been here long enough and seen enough women come through here. I can tell. Maybe you don’t even know yourself, but I do. Your happiness was genuine. That’s not something we did to you.”

That can’t be true. I just felt that way because of what they did to me. That’s all. She’s wrong. I don’t say anything.

“The surgery tomorrow is canceled. We won’t do it until you ask for it.”

“That’ll be never.”

“That’s fine. This last step is your choice.”

I snort.

“Is it okay if I just sit here with you for a bit longer. I meant it when I said you’re one of my favorites.”

I don’t know what to say. I just know I don’t want her to leave yet, so I put my hand in hers and squeeze. She leans her head against mine.

It can’t be true. Can it? I was never happy with what they did to me. I try to remember everything. Hoping to jog my memories, I start with Jessi teaching me hair and makeup. Before that, learning to walk in heels. Wearing dresses. Having my surgery bandages removed and seeing myself for the first time. Hearing them call me Hannah. I feel the tingle go through my body as I think about each change. There’s something electric about each one. Could she be right? I close my eyes and let my head rest against hers.













Chapter Eight









“Mrs. McGill, has anyone ever told you how utterly sexy you are?”

“I may have heard it a time or two, but not from my husband.”

“Oh, I have the feeling you’ll get sick of hearing him say it.”

“Never.”

I walk out of the bathroom and toward the bed where he’s lying naked, staring at me. I hear my heels on the wood floor as I get closer to him. I’m wearing a white lace bra and matching panties. On my legs are white thigh-high stockings secured in place with a garter belt. The perfect wedding night lingerie, starting what I hope will be the perfect honeymoon.

“Do you like what you see?” I already know his answer.

“Very much.”

“I like what I see too.” I stare at his firm cock.

This isn’t the first time I’ve seen it. It’s not even the tenth. But this is the first time I’m seeing it as his wife. As the new Mrs. Hannah McGill. And that makes this special. It makes me want it even more than I usually do. I climb onto the high bed and crawl on my knees to him. Over him. I straddle his legs and stare into his eyes as I grip his cock. He looks down at my hand for a second, but I wait, unmoving, until he again looks into my eyes. When he does, I squeeze, a reward for his good behavior.

As I glide my hand up and down his length, he smiles. Just the corners of his mouth at first, but then it spreads into a full grin. It’s the same grin he gave me at the ceremony today. When I walked into the room—my dress sparkling from the woven metallic bodice and the diamonds beaded on the tulle skirt—every head turned toward me. But my eyes were on him. On that grin. He was wearing a dark navy suit over a grey vest and with a navy tie. His boutonniere—a pink tulip, my favorite flower—matched the bouquet in my hands. His curly hair is always a mess, and today was no different. But I wouldn’t change that for the world. His messy hair is emblematic of the messy road we traveled to get to this point.

I watched that grin the whole way down the aisle. I watched it as he promised to love me and cherish me. As he slipped the ring on my finger. As he kissed me in front of his family and our friends and coworkers. Seeing it again now causes a warmth in my core that spreads into the rest of my body. I lean down, my body pressing into his cock, and kiss him. This isn’t a mostly chaste kiss at the altar of a church. The instant my lips find his a shiver runs down my spine. My tongue pushes into his mouth. Both of us are wide open. His taste is pouring into my mouth, and I drink it all in. And suddenly I feel his hands sliding under my panties.

With his lips still against mine and his tongue still inside my mouth, he pulls and I hear the fabric rip. I reach down and feel the new hole that he created between my legs. Now I’m smiling. Our mouths separate, and I raise my body up off the bed and move forward just a little. He has one hand resting on my hips, but with his other he positions his cock at my dripping entrance. I lower myself and take him inside me. I gasp when he’s inside me. I’ll never get used to that sensation.  He whimpers as I rock my hips in a circle around him, moving his cock around inside me.

“Do you like that?”

“I love that.” He says.

“I love you.”

I know I’ve said it at least fifty times today. One hundred. But it’s not enough. I can never say those three words too many times to this man. My arms wrapped around him, I had just whispered it in his ear at the reception today when Nora and Dr. Gooding walked up to us. I let go of him and give each of them a hug.

“Girl, you are beaming.” Nora says.

“You are so gorgeous today.”

“It’s official!” I squeal. “Thank you both. It’s all because of you.”

“No. This is all you, honey. Dr. Gooding might have helped, but you did all this.” She motions around the room and then at me.

My lips hurt from smiling so wide. “I did, didn’t I? But you two—both of you—played such a huge role. I’m so glad you could make it Dr. Gooding. And you,” I look at Nora, “are the most gorgeous maid of honor ever, if I do say so myself.”

Her face turns red.

When Weston and I started seriously planning our wedding, I knew right away Nora had to be my maid of honor. There was no one else. And even if there were, there would have been no one else I wanted more. I had to have her by my side, as this dream came true. Especially since she’s the one who helped me find the courage to even have this dream.

“Not nearly as much as I love you, Mrs. McGill.” Weston thrusts his hips upward into me and refocuses my thoughts. Not that they could ever drift too far from him or his cock.

I lean over him again. My breasts are at his mouth now, and he wastes no time taking my pebbled nipple between his lips. He pulls it into his mouth, sucking on it while he runs his tongue around it. Over it. I throw my head back trying to regain my breath, but I can’t. I start moving up and down faster on his dick, clenching myself around him. He groans, and the vibration against my nipple sends a wave of pleasure rolling through my body. With each movement his cock rubs against the sensitive spot inside my vagina. He bites my nipple and I let out a surprised yelp.

When his finger finds my clit and starts circling, it’s all I can do to keep my balance. I tighten the muscles in my legs. Weston pumps harder now. Our bodies moving in opposition. Slapping together. Groaning as I ride him harder and he drives further inside me with each thrust.  Now his free hand is gripping my ass and pulling me into him.

I feel a cramp start to grow in my right leg, but I ignore it. I don’t have room for anything other than him. He is my everything right now. I keep moving but my breathing almost comes to a stop. Short and shallow, like a woman trying to fight back a sneeze. I get dizzy and know I’m close.

I look down at him. His mouth is still around my nipple. Still sucking. But his eyes are on mine. Right where I want them. Everything else disappears. All sound stops. There is just those eyes. The two most precious jewels in the world, and they’re mine. A present from him to me. And I can’t imagine ever wanting anything more.

With a final thrust, we both come at the same time, and the sound of the world comes rushing back. It startles me, like a violent clap of thunder following a bolt of lightning. He grunts as he continues to drive his cock inside me. His juices filling me. I moan. I don’t want him to stop. I don’t want this to end. I keep going. Sweat dripping from my forehead onto his. But soon our exhausted bodies give out and we stop. I collapse on the bed next to him.

Eight months ago I would never have imagined this moment. I sat on that mattress, Nora leaning against me, and I thought about everything she said. I thought about the steps along the way. And as I thought about that, I realized I was happy. Every new thing they did added to it. And I couldn’t remember ever feeling as happy as I did there. The job I had based my whole life around never made me feel that way. So why was I fighting the final step? Why was I giving into the panic and shame rather than unwrapping the gift that was given to me?

It was three days before I told them my decision, but I made up my mind that night. That night that Nora and I fell asleep leaning against each other. I wanted the surgery. I wanted to finish things. I wanted to be a full woman in every way. There was so much promise in my new life. So much that I could do and become.

Two months later, I met him. Weston McGill, the thirty-year-old owner of the Herald, my newspaper. He flew to the Clinic, and we sat in the first floor living room as he told me everything.

He told me about the first time he saw me in the newsroom. He couldn’t take his eyes off of me. I laughed because I remembered it. I was standing next to another reporter and asked who the man staring daggers into me was. When he said it was the owner, I froze. That was the man I knew I had impress. And I tried every way I could, but nothing worked. Or so I thought.

Weston said he knew then that he had to have me, but if he did he would lose everything. His very opinionated, very bigoted parents wouldn’t hesitate to take everything away from him if he starting dating a man. But he had to find some way to make me his.

That’s when he told me about how he and Jason Lumley came up with this plan. They were old friends, and Weston had confided in him his feelings for me. One night when they were drinking, Weston told Jason about the Sanderstill Clinic. Jason laughed and joked that they should send me. It could solve all of Weston’s problems.

Even when he sobered up, Weston couldn’t stop thinking about that. He pestered Jason over and over, but Jason refused each time. For a while. Then he finally relented. Maybe it could work after all. So they devised the rouse of a story as a way to send me here.

As he told me this, my mouth went dry. Before he even told me, I knew that he was the one who sent me there. The one who paid for it. The one who arranged the fake story to lure me into his trap. But hearing the confession from him was different from having deduced the knowledge. I tried to sit there with him. I tried to listen to what he said next, but I couldn’t. I stood up and walked away. Up the stairs. To my room where I locked the door behind me.

He didn’t follow me, but he stayed at the clinic. Every day I would see him. He would always sit in the same chair. No matter what time I walked by, he was always there. Each time he saw me, he would smile. He was like a boy looking at a puppy in a shop window. His smile was full of the possibility of his wishes but mixed with the reality that it would never be.

But seeing him sitting there every day and seeing that same grin each time, wore on me. And one morning, I walked up and sat across from him. We talked. Not about the mountainous obstacle that we would eventually need to climb, but about smaller things. It was like talking about the flowers and the pebbles along the way to the executioner’s stand. But each day we talked. And each time we talked I softened toward him.

Just as she had been through the whole process, Nora was wonderful. After I talked to Weston each day, I would talk to Nora each night. Two girl friends sitting in my room talking about a man. I wished Erin could have been there too, but she went home while I was recovering from my surgery. I was just glad I was able to see her again before she left, and that she as able to see the choice I made.

When I left the Clinic to fly home on the same plane as Weston, I still wasn’t sure what the future would bring. He promised that he would support me financially no matter what and with no strings attached. I appreciated that. It was more than he had to do. In exchange, I promised him I would seriously consider a future with him.

When I got home, I moved into a hotel suite. I didn’t want to go back to my apartment. That wasn’t my home anymore. I didn’t see Weston for the first two weeks that I was back. And I missed him. I missed his company and his stories and the way he looked at me. I missed looking at him and talking to him. That’s when I knew I had to give him a chance. We spent the next three months dating, and as much as I didn’t want to, I started to fall in love with him. But then I gave in and moved into his house. That’s when we started to talk about marriage. It was something we both wanted, and neither of us wanted to wait any longer than necessary.

Now here I am, sharing my honeymoon bed with the man I love. I slide my body against his, and I’m still surprised by how amazing it feels to have him next to me. I hook one of my sticking-clad legs over his and close my eyes. His scent fills my nostrils, and I inhale. I smile, thinking that I’m going to be next to him every night for the rest of my life.
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I only had to wear a dress for one night. Just long enough to fool my boyfriend’s parents. I didn’t know it would change my whole life.



 


My boyfriend hates his family. His spiteful sister and his very anti-gay mom and dad. But they’re also very rich. And if he wants his inheritance, we have to pretend to be a straight couple. That means I need wear a dress and makeup.



 


But only one time. Just for dinner. So why do I buy more women’s clothes every time I watch one of these silly videos that comes to my inbox? And why am I flying to a clinic that promises to help me become who I’m meant to be?
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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.







THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

















Read My Latest Book











FINDING JASMINE
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"Trust me, you'll love this," she says.



 


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



 


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



 


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







FINDING JASMINE

















Also by Kenzie McKay









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.

 

FINDING JASMINE

My heart races as she hands me a pair of black stockings. I’ve never let anyone see this side of me, but when she kisses me, I forget all my doubts.

 

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.

      

        

      
        https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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