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      “Good morning.”

      Part of my mind wants to startle me awake, to look for the intruder, but my body and the rest of my mind aren’t cooperating. They want to sleep. The other half of my mind does too. At last I open my eyes. I try to turn my head, to look for the man speaking, but I can’t turn it. It feels almost like there’s something blocking it from moving. I raise my hand to feel what it could be, but it won’t move, either. Now that part of my brain is desperately sending my body signals, screaming WAKE UP AND DO SOMETHING. The best I can do is weakly shake my hands. I don’t care enough yet to do more.

      “It’s no use. You’re quite well restrained.”

      I look for him again. He sounds so much higher above me. For a second, my mind stupidly wonders if he’s God. No matter how much I move my eyes, I can’t find him. I’m only able to see a stark white ceiling with several recessed florescent lights shining dimly on me. If I move my eyes far enough, I can see the walls, painted in the same sterile white. There doesn’t seem to be anything on the walls.

      “I believe I will now let you become acquainted with your situation. Be a good girl, and I’ll visit soon.”

      Where am I? And who is he? I’ve got to figure this out. I’ve got to remember how I got here, wherever this is. Instead, I close my eyes and fall asleep.

      I’m not sure how long I’m asleep. When I wake up, everything is the same—different from what it should be. I still can’t move my head or arms or legs. And I’m thinking just clearly enough to know that I’m not thinking clearly. My heart races. I’ve been drugged and kidnapped. I look around the room again, trying to find any clue, but there’s nothing. Just the ceiling. Just the walls. Just the lights. Just… cameras? I didn’t notice them before, but there are cameras in each of the four corners of the room.

      “Hello! Hello! I’m awake now. Please. Are you there?” I wait for a response but I receive none.

      As the drug wears off more, I realize that I’m restrained. It seems so obvious once I notice it, but now I can feel the thick leather straps wrapped around my wrists and ankles, spreading me apart, pulling me lightly in four different directions. And there’s another series of straps around my head. One large strap wraps under my chin and pulls toward the top of my head. Another goes around my forehead. And I can barely see two more straps leading from those off to either side.

      “Hello? Is anyone there? Hey!”

      I pull at the straps, but none of them move. They’re all drawn too taut and secured too tightly. It’s when I try to move that I notice I’m naked and lying on the floor. No covering on me or under me. Just the cold floor draining my body heat. I don’t understand this. This has to be a nightmare. Any minute I’m going to wake up.

      They say if you realize you’re in a dream, you can sometimes take control of it. I pull my arms slowly in toward my body, knowing that they will come free. I close my eyes and concentrate on unlatching the cuffs around my wrists. Maybe that’s too much. Maybe I need to focus on just one cuff. If I get it open, I can do the others the old-fashioned way. Maybe that’s all too much. I focus on waking up. I need to just wake up. I need to get out of this.

      What’s the last thing I remember before falling asleep? If I can make my mind go back there, then this will all fade away. I was out, right? That club. I can’t think of its name. The one downtown on 1st street. Yes, I was there. I was there with Patrick and Michelle and… and… what was her name? I just met her a couple of days before. Why can’t I remember her name? Emily! It was Emily. It was her idea to go there. So I was there with them, but then what? I remember we had a booth at the side of the dance floor. It was loud as hell. None of us could hear the others. Then Emily and I danced, and when we saw the Patrick and Michelle had gone off somewhere, we went back to the booth and made out. I remember sliding my hand up her skirt and under her panties. I fucked her right there at the table with my fingers. Then… then what? Did we go back to my place? Is that where I am now? I have to be.

      I concentrate on my bedroom. I imagine my bed and my blankets and pillows and curtains and the color of the walls and the rug and the wood trim around the doors and windows. I imagine it in as much detail as possible. I’m there now. I can feel it. I feel the bed and my pillow under me. I just need to open my eyes slowly. Slowly, and I’ll be awake. I’ll look over to see if Emily is there beside me. I just need to open my eyes and I’ll be there. But I’m not.

      Exhausted, I close my eyes again and relax my muscles. Trying to wake up is no good. I’ll have to wait until I do it naturally. Until then, I’ll lie here and relax. I hear a faint rushing noise in the background, like the quiet roar of a distant, constant wave. And… are those voices? I think they are. I still everything about me and try to listen, but I’m still not able to make out what they’re saying. I can’t even tell what direction the noises are coming from. It sounds like they’re coming from all directions at the same time. I fall asleep doing my best to concentrate on the words I can’t make out.
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      When I wake up, I’m afraid to open my eyes. Before I went to sleep, I was so convinced that this was a dream, but now I don’t know. If I keep my eyes closed, then it’s all a dream. None of it is real. I can lie here happily, oblivious to the truth, whatever it might be. As soon as I open them, though, that’s shattered. I’m in either one world or the other. Even if there’s a fifty-fifty chance I wake up and it really was all just a dream after all, that means there are equal odds it’s a nightmare. Worse.

      I don’t know how long I lie here doing my best to just ignore everything, but eventually my body does me in. Just a simple itch on the side of my nose. Not a big deal at all. Something I would normally give no thought to. And I don’t today either. Without a single thought, I try to raise my hand to scratch it, and I can’t. I feel the pull of the restraints, the weight of the shackles. I feel the straps around my head. And I know it was all real. Everything I hoped was just a fucked up dream. And I’m trapped.

      “Hello? Hey!”

      My eyes are open now, but they don’t take in any more than they did yesterday. The same ceiling. The same walls. The same cameras in the corners. This isn’t good. This can’t be good. I’m not going to make it out of here. I’m starting to hyperventilate—my chest pushing up and down rapidly as I suck in the air. I’ve got to calm down. This isn’t doing me any good. If I pass out, they might not even notice. I could lie here and die. No. I’ve got to take care of myself until I get a chance to get out of this.

      I look around one more time. There has to be something I’m missing. Some clue. Some weakness. There’s always something in these situations. Some flaw. The kidnapper leaves a window unlocked. Or maybe one of the shackles isn’t tight enough, so I can slip my hand free. Or maybe if I pull hard enough, one of them will come loose from the wall. There are so many things that could go wrong for a kidnapper. I just have to find the one that I can use to get myself out of here. I just have to keep exploring my surroundings.

      That’s easier said than done when I can’t move any part of my body more than an inch. None of the shackles are loose enough for me to escape from them. I try pulling on them, but they’re attached securely to the walls. As far as I can tell, there’s no window in this room. There has to be a door, but I can’t even see it. I give up searching for now. If there’s no flaw yet, then I’ll just have to make my own. I’ll have to wait until someone comes in.

      I don’t know how long I’ve been here trying to quiet those voices in my head that tell me I’m going to die. I try reasoning with them, telling them that if these people wanted me dead, I wouldn’t be alive now, but the voices don’t listen. They don’t care for logic. But they are silent when we hear him. The same man who spoke to me yesterday.

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      I look around as much as I can, but I don’t see anyone.

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      “Where are you? Where am I?” His voice gives me no clue. It seems to come from everywhere. No matter which way I turn, it seems like he’s both there and in the opposite direction.

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      “I’m not a girl! Who are you?”

      There’s no answer from him.

      “Hello? Can you at least tell me why I’m here? You don’t even have to tell me where here is. I don’t need to know. I just want to know why I’m here. Why me? Hello? Can I see you? Can you move so I can see you? Hello?”

      I still myself as much as I can to listen for any noise. The shuffling of his feet on the tiles, his breathing, maybe even his heartbeat. But all I can hear is the same wavy whooshing I heard yesterday. The same voices, faint like they’re carried across a field on a strong wind.

      “Can you please just say something again so I can hear you? Hello?”

      There’s still nothing. It’s like he vanished. Or like he was never here. I look around once more. This time I’m looking for speakers, but I don’t see any. Still, they have to be here somewhere. His voice has to be coming from them. He never even steps foot in my room. He probably watches me on the cameras. Then he has to know. I’m naked. He has to know that I’m a man. He has to know. Maybe that was meant for someone else? Maybe I’m not the only captive here. Maybe they have Emily too. Maybe that’s why they don’t answer me. They were talking to her. What could they want with us?

      It’s infuriating how time can pass or not pass in here and I have no indication of it. There is no change in the light. There is no ticking clock I can count. No footsteps walking up and down the hall I can use to give some demarcation of time. There’s nothing here. I don’t know if I’ve been here for hours or days. Just the constant light. The constant whirring in the background.

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      His voice startles me out of a stupor.

      “Hello?”

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      “Hello.” I scream as loud as I can. “Please, can you hear me? Please!”

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      “I’m starving! Please. I don’t know how long it’s been since I’ve eaten, but I’m starving. I need food and water, or I’m going to die. Please…. Hello?”

      They have to know I’m here. They can’t just leave me here forgotten, can they? Someone has to hear me. Someone has to check the cameras and see I’m here. The rumble in my belly has just turned to constant pain now. I need something. Anything. I just need the calories. I just need the liquid to keep me alive. They can’t just leave me here to die, can they?

      I panic as I feel the tears run down the sides of my face. No! No! I can’t let myself cry! I can’t! That’s moisture that I can’t lose. I need it. I need it all if I’m going to get out of here. I can’t! I can’t! I can’t!

      I find if I let my mind go blank—if I force away all thoughts—I can be calm. When I do that, I can almost feel at peace. Almost like I’m not chained to the wall in some psycho’s basement. I can almost relax. Just force everything away. Make room for everything to flow in and out.

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      Oh my God! Is that real? Is he back? My heart races when I hear the voice.

      “Hello? Oh please… please, please.”

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      “Yes! Yes! I promise to be a good girl! Just please help me.”

      Above my head, I hear a door unlatch. Oh thank God! Thank God! I can hear the footsteps as he approaches me. He’s got to be just a few feet away from me now.

      “Hello? Please, can I get water?”

      The footsteps stop as soon as I speak. He’s waiting, for something. I don’t know what.

      “Hello?”

      He starts to walk toward the door.

      “No! No, no, no! I’m sorry. I promise to be a good girl. I’ll be a good girl. I’ll be quiet.”

      I hear him pause again before he turns back toward me. This time I don’t say a word. I must not be allowed to speak while he’s in the room. That’s fine. I can be quiet. I don’t need to speak. As long as I know someone else is here. As long as I know I won’t sit in this cage all alone and slowly die.

      He’s standing next to my body now. I can see him. He’s dressed in all black. Black pants, black long sleeve top, black gloves. On his head, he’s wearing a mask. A black mask of an animal with twisted horns. The silicone or rubber around his face swirls and distorts around his mouth and nose and eyes. Eyes that look as black as the mask.

      He squats beside me, and even though I know I can’t, I try to slide away from him. I want to be as far away from him as possible. He runs a hand gently down my cheek, and I cry. Like a damn fool, I’m crying at this simplest touch. Please don’t leave me alone again. Please.

      His hand slides down my cheek and toward the back of my head, where I feel him tug on something. Is he unloosening this strap? I can’t let myself believe it. I can’t live with the false hope. The dream that maybe he’ll unfasten at least my head. At least one strap on my head so I can move it, even just a little. I can’t imagine that. It’s too much. But it’s true. I hear the buckle jangle against the floor. Then another. Then he pulls the strap from under my chin and sets the whole rig to the side. I want to turn my head, to twist it, to do anything with it, but I don’t dare. I don’t want to scare him away. I don’t want him to take away the little freedom that he’s granted me. So I lie perfectly still. Perfectly quiet as he moves to my hands.

      He grabs my left hand first, and I feel him tug the strap and release it, letting it fall to the floor. When he does, he takes my wrist and massages it gently with his fingers. His touch is almost caring. I don’t want him to stop. But he stands up and walks to my other side. To my right hand, where he does the same thing. And again he kneads my wrist when he’s done, taking the time to make sure the blood is flowing again. Taking the time to let me know that it’s OK. I’m sobbing now.

      I hear his footsteps as he walks away from me, but I’m still too scared to move. Too scared to follow him for fear he’ll take away my new privileges. I want to ask him where I am or who he is. Maybe if I can just connect with him on a personal level, he’ll eventually feel guilty about holding me. He’ll free me. But I’m afraid, so I say nothing. I hear the door open and my heart sinks. He’s leaving me. Please don’t leave me! Not yet! Please!

      But his footsteps don’t walk outside. They pause at the open door and then they turn back to me, the door swinging closed behind them. He’s not leaving me after all. Thank God! He returns and stands over me, on my left side. I look up at him and turn my eyes so I can see. He’s holding two paper baskets, the kind that vendors at the summer fair serve french fries and fried cheese and banana splits in. He bends over and sets them beside me. I can smell them now. Before, I couldn’t. Before, I couldn’t let myself smell them. But now I can. At least one is chicken. Does this mean…? I’m still unwilling to move my head to look over at them. He could take them away if I do. He could refasten my restraints. No, I have to be good. I must be good!

      He stands again, his hands now empty, and points toward his feet where he has set the baskets. Is he telling me I can eat? That they are mine? Should I acknowledge him? Does he expect me to? I nod my head slightly. Hoping it will be enough but not too much. It must be because he turns and walks toward the door. This time when it opens, I hear him walk through it.

      Should I eat? Am I allowed to? They did bring it to me. They must intend it for me, right? I hesitate, waiting for… I’m not sure what. Waiting for him to come back in. Waiting for the voice again. Waiting for someone to give me permission to eat? But there’s nothing. I can’t take it anymore. The smell is too much. I finally turn to see it. It’s chicken in broth. The other container has broccoli. Just plain green broccoli, and it has never looked so wonderful to me.

      There are no utensils, so after I glance around nervously, I pick up the food and start eating with my hands. I devour everything, acting like I hadn’t eaten in days. And maybe I haven’t. I don’t know. And I don’t know how long it will be before I can eat again. Or if he’ll change his mind and take this from me now, so I shovel it into my mouth as fast as I can. Almost choking on it. And using the broth to wash it all down.

      Satisfied, I sit up and lean against the wall. My back to it. I can see the door now. It’s metal and painted the same white color as everything in the room. I notice there’s no handle on this side of it. Just a piece of metal that extends to cover the door frame where a handle should be. Where a handle, no doubt, is on the other side. But I heard the door shut and latch while he was in here, so that must mean there’s someone on the other side of the door waiting for him. Someone to open the door for him. There are at least two people involved in this. This isn’t just some random psycho who picked me up off the street. There’s more to it than that.

      I examine the door for any other clues it might give me. There’s a window close to the top of it. That must be what the other person watches us through. I can’t see any light there now. Maybe there’s a cover over it when they aren’t using it. At the bottom of the door, there’s a slot. I assume that could be used for sliding food in? But I wouldn’t be able to reach it unless they unfasten my legs too. Is there hope they will? That will be my chance. I just need to play along and do whatever they ask until they trust me enough to unfasten my legs. Once they do, it’s just a matter of picking the moment.
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      The meals are somewhat regular now, so I can use them to tell time. 5 meals have passed since I first woke up. Each meal is the same. A basic protein and a vegetable. Just enough to keep my body going, but sparse, so I never forget this is a necessity and not an indulgence. They’re bringing me drinks with my meals now, too. Each time I get two cups of water. Two paper cups, just like the paper baskets.

      My legs are free now. They released those shackles when they served me my second meal. I quickly learned, however, that I’m not allowed to stand. The man in the mask—I can see now it’s some combination of a ram and a monkey—set my food on the floor halfway between the far wall where I was sitting and the door. When I stood to walk over to it, he clapped his hands and shook his head no. I instantly froze where I was, worried I had upset him. He pointed me back down to the ground, and I dropped to my knees. He nodded. He then pantomimed an animal walking on all four legs, and I understood what he wanted. I was to crawl to the food. I did. Once I reached the food beside him, he stroked my head a couple of times, “good girl.” It was the first time I’d heard him speak. He wasn’t the man on the speakers. That man’s voice is deeper, rougher, more masculine. I stood still while he patted me. Any human contact at all felt good at this point. When he was done, and when he took a step back, I scooped pieces of food into my mouth using my fingers. I should have known then that meals would be regular occurrences as long as I was good, but my mind was still worried that each one could be the last. As I ate, the man walked to the door. I glanced up just enough to see another man in an identical mask watching us through the window near the top of the door. When the door closed, both men disappeared, and I finished eating.

      Being completely unrestrained means I have access to move around my cell now. I still do so from my hands and knees, though. I never know when they are watching, and I’ve not yet received permission to stand. But it still feels wonderful just to move around, even if I am crawling like a baby or some animal. It also gives me access to the toilet in the room's corner. Afraid to stand, I sit on it to use it, but it’s amazing the sense of civilization that simply using a toilet confers.

      Now, after 8 meals, my captors will buzz one minute before they enter my room. I was able to count sixty seconds between the sound and the opening of the door. During that time, I’ve learned that I am to crawl to the corner of the room furthest from the door and sit on my knees waiting for them. I stay there until I’m given permission to move or until they leave my room. I don’t know how I’ll be able to jump one of them, but I can’t let myself think too much about that. I just need to bide my time, doing exactly what they want while I wait.

      Before he brings my 12th meal, my captor asks if I would like clothes. I’ve still been naked this whole time. I’ve actually grown accustomed to it, my bits just dangling and swinging as I crawl. I’m still sitting on my knees when he asks, but I want to jump up and down. Yes! I would very much love clothes! No matter how much I’ve gotten used to the nudity, clothes are very preferable. I nod my head in silence. He returns a single nod in response and leaves the room. I imagine how wonderful it will be to wear pants and shirts again. Or maybe just shorts and a shirt. No matter, I’ll have some sense of privacy returned to me. Some sign that my body is my own and not on display all the time.

      I barely have time for these thoughts before he’s back. He walks inside the door and lets it latch beside him. He’s holding something in his hand, but I can’t make it out. With his other hand, he’s calling me to him, “Here.” I crawl forward to his side and when I do, he strokes my head again. It’s become a ritual, and one that I enjoy, even though I know I shouldn’t. When he’s finished, he holds out the clothes stretched between his two hands. Clothes is not the appropriate word. It’s a pair of pink panties. Is this a test? Do they want to see if I’ll cooperate?

      “Put them on.”

      I reach up and take them from him, looking to see which is the front and which is the rear. I’m uncertain for a moment how to put them on while I’m sitting on my knees. I look up at him, but he just gives a single nod. Unsure what he wants me to, I twist my knees around in front of me so I’m sitting on my butt. I pull the panties up to the middle of my thighs, and then return to my knees so I can pull them up the rest of the way. I don’t care what they are, it just feels great to have something on and covering me.

      “Good girl.”

      I smile when he says it.

      After 6 more meals, my captor brings in different clothes for me. This time, it appears to be a dress. I can’t wear that! He holds it out in front of him while I am on my knees across the room. When he does, I shake my head no. He instantly turns and leaves.

      I don’t know how long it is before he comes back. I imagine it to be a couple of days, but it could be less. Maybe it’s more. I just know I feel like I’m dying of thirst and my stomach is cramping when he does come back.

      When I hear the buzz, I crawl to my corner, slower than usual, but my body isn’t working as well as it has been. I’m barely there and settled on my knees when he comes in. He has the dress in his hands again and he holds it out in front of him. I hesitate. Perhaps too long. He starts to turn away.

      “Please wait. I’ll do it.” I hope to stop him before he leaves.

      He turns around and motions for me to crawl to him. I do. Once I’m there, he strokes my head once more. I lean my head into his hand as he does. I’ve missed this almost as much as I’ve missed the food and the drink. He then lifts my hands above my head and slips the dress over them, over my head, over my body. I fell like a fool, kneeling before him wearing a dress and panties, and I start to cry. He notices my tears and wipes them away. Kissing me on my forehead afterward.

      “Good girl.” He has his partner open the door while he brings my food into me. Setting it on the floor in front of me. Running his gloved hand down the side of my face once before he walks through the door.
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      I try to be the best girl I can be for them through several more meals. Now, after my 48th meal, my captor comes into my room and announces that he has a special treat since I’ve been so good.

      “Come here.”

      I eagerly crawl to him and then sit on my knees at his side while he crouches. He runs his hand down my back through my dress several times, and it gives me goosebumps. I can hear myself breathe as he does it. There’s some tiny part in my brain that tells me I shouldn’t enjoy this, but I do. I want this. When he isn’t here with me in my room, this is what I crave. This is what I think about. When I dream, it’s about wearing pretty dresses that will make him happy.

      “You’ve made such great progress. We’re all very happy with what a good girl you are.” His words fill me with pride. “Hold your head up straight for me.”

      I do, and he puts cold something around my neck. I can’t see what it is, but I feel him fastening it behind me.

      “Do you know what this is?”

      I shake my head no.

      “This is a collar. Only the best girls get to wear these. You should be very proud of yourself for earning this.”

      I am. I feel as if I could burst.

      “Stand up.”

      What? On my feet? The feeling of pride turns to panic. I’m not sure if I can. It’s been so long. What if I can’t do it? What if I lose my balance and stumble, or worse, fall? Will he take my collar away?

      I push myself up from the tile floor, praying I can do it. My knees and hips are stiff, and I feel a little wobbly once I’m fully upright. But I manage it. Everything seems so different from up here. The room that had seemed massive before now seems so very room-sized. The door that had taken on mythic proportions in my mind—to me, it has become a portal to another world—is back to being a door. I look at my captor, unsure of what to do now.

      I see a chain in his hand. He reaches to my neck and fastens it to my collar. He must sense my panic because he gives me a reassuring caress down my back, almost reaching my ass.

      “Since you’re such a good girl, you don’t need to worry about those old restraints. You’re moving to a different room.”

      As soon as the words are out of his mouth, his partner opens the door for him. For us! I’m leaving this room! He takes a few steps and then gives a gentle tug on the leash, urging me to follow. I do. With the chain secured to me, I have to remain within about 3 feet of him, but I’m glad of that. Being close to him comforts me. Everything around is different, but he’s the same. He’s still here, leading me.

      At the end of the hall, 5 doors away, we stop while he unlocks a room using a fingerprint scanner. The door springs ajar and he pushes it open, revealing a room decorated in the prettiest shades of pink. We walk inside, and the first thing I see is a bed. A bed! With a giant blanket stretched over it and pillows stacked along the headboard. I just want to dive into it, but I know I can’t.

      “This is your room now.”

      My jaw drops open as I look around. There’s a bed, a chair, a television, a bookcase filled with books. There’s a large dresser and a table with a mirror behind it. Seeing my gaze drift toward a closed door, my captor drops my leash and walks in front of me, opening the door. It’s a bathroom. With a bathtub and shower. And he tells me I can use it anytime I like. When I think nothing could be better, he opens the door next to it. It’s a closet, and it looks to be filled with beautiful dresses! My heart skips a beat thinking about wearing them. I want to explore every inch of this room. I want to see what treasures are waiting inside for me, but I know I can’t. Not until I receive permission. Until then, I stand where we stopped. Always a good girl.

      In addition to the television, this room has an alarm clock, so I can tell the passage of time. I know now that meals come at exactly 9:00am and 6:00pm. So there are two meals a day. That means I’ve been here around a month. Only a month, but so much has changed. It takes me two days in my new room before I work up the courage to ask my captor about the clothes in the closet. In the meantime, I’ve discovered an entire array of makeup, too. And even though I’ve never worn makeup and never thought of wearing makeup, it suddenly becomes very important to me I be allowed to try it.

      “Excuse me?” My voice is hollow and raspy from not using it for so long. “May I ask a question?”

      “Only if you address me properly.”

      I freeze. I’m not sure how to address him. I try to think back to anything that he has said in the past. Anything I might have overlooked. I try to remember hearing his partner call him anything. But no matter what I try, there’s no memory of anything. I lower my head, unsure how to proceed.

      “You are to address me as Master.”

      Master? I—yes, I can do that. He is in a very real sense my Master. I depend on him for everything. My clothes, my food, my very survival is all linked to him.

      “Master,” I smile. “The clothes in here and the makeup… May I try them on?”

      “Of course you may. Everything in this room is yours to use. Feel free to try on any of the clothes or experiment with any of the makeup in here.”

      The smile on my face is enormous as he tells me this. I am elated. I’ve thought about this for two days but have been afraid to ask. Afraid he would say no. Afraid he would think me disrespectful for asking.

      “Thank you, Master.”

      “You’re very welcome, girl.”

      As soon as he leaves, I rush to the closet. I want to try them all on, but I want the first dress to be something special. I push the hangers from right to left—quiet so I don’t disturb Master if he should be nearby—until finally I see it. It’s not something one wears about the bedroom—it’s meant to be seen in—but I just have to try it on. A black sleeveless gown with a corseted top and a long flowing skirt overlaid with sheer black lace. It’s so gorgeous and feminine and everything I want to be, and I know I have to wear it. I step into it and pull it up my body, already feeling wonderful even as it just barely passes my hips. When I have it fully to my chest, I struggle to close the zipper behind me but finally do. The dress pools on the floor around my feet. I walk to the mirror, and fall in love with the image I see. I want to wear this dress every second of every day. I want to always be in it. I want to sleep in it and eat in it and when I die I want to be buried in it. This has become my everything. I turn to the left and the right. I spin. I look at myself over my shoulder from behind. I’m in love.

      I walk to my makeup table and sit, smoothing the dress under me. I wish I knew how to do this. I need to practice. This dress deserves better than the amateur makeup application that I’m about to give it, but I so desperately need to see what I look like with makeup that I have to do it. I open the drawers and look through them. Eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, foundation, lipstick. I know the basics, and I basically know how to apply them. But I don’t have an artful touch. Yet. When I finish—foundation covering my imperfections but caking in some spots, black eyeshadow giving my eyes a very smokey but slightly smudged look, dark red lipstick making my lips so sensuous, but also just a little too large—I’m mostly happy with my attempt. I’m very happy knowing it’s my first try. I walk back to the full-length mirror to see the full image. Oh my God! My jaw drops open, the red contrasting with the white of my teeth. I’m beautiful! This is way beyond my wildest dreams. I reach up and run a hand along my platinum collar and smile.

      Just as I do, I hear the buzz signaling that the door will open in one minute. I quickly gather up my skirts and drop to my knees, kneeling at the ready for Master when he comes in. Only this time it’s not Master. I don’t know who this man is. He’s not wearing a mask, so I can clearly see his face. Pale skin, green eyes, blonde hair. I don’t want to think he’s sexy, but he is.

      He walks to me and puts his hand under my chin pulling up, showing that I’m to stand. I do and I see that he’s a couple of inches taller than me. I lower my head and feel his hand slide around me. It goes to my ass where it glides up and down smoothly, forcing the smooth skirt to slide against my silky panties. I start to breathe harder, and he pulls me into him. Our bodies are now touching. He leans to the side of me, and I feel his lips brush against my neck. Just grazing at first, but then he sucks, pulling my skin tight between his lips. He holds that there for a moment and then lets go, moving slightly higher and doing the same. My heart is beating faster now. I’ve never thought of being with a man before—except for occasional dreams about Master—but here I am. I’m wearing a stunningly beautiful dress and makeup, and a gorgeous man is caressing my ass and working his mouth across my neck. It’s nothing I’ve ever imagined, but I’m loving every second.

      Slowly, he moves his mouth upward, pausing between kisses as he does. He reaches my chin and kisses it. I close my eyes, and he moves higher. I feel his lips against mine and my mouth opens to make room for him. He takes advantage and thrusts his tongue inside my mouth. I moan and, for a moment, enjoy the sensation of our tongues moving across each other. But then something happens. I’m not sure what. Something breaks inside me, and I push him away, snapping my mouth closed. It doesn’t seem that I’m in control of my body as I feel my arm rise and my hand slap across his face. I’m horrified. My eyes are wide. What did I do? Before I have a chance to beg his forgiveness, I feel his hand sweep across my cheek. The force of the blow knocks me to the floor where I stay, groveling at his feet.

      “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry. I don’t know what happened. Please forgive me. I’m so sorry.”

      Without a word, he walks out the door and slams it behind him. I lie on the floor, my dress crumbled around me, sobbing.
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      No one comes to see me the rest of the day. I don’t move, and finally I fall asleep on the floor. The next morning, I hear the buzz and wake up, immediately moving up to my knees. After one minute, Master walks in. He’s carrying my leash, and he secures it to my collar. I rise when he pulls on it, and I follow him out the door and down the hallway. No! We stop outside my old room. My old cell. He walks me inside.

      “You’ve been a very bad girl.”

      “Master, I’m so sorry. Please believe me. I don’t know what I was doing.”

      “Enough. You’re not to say another word. Strip.”

      I look at him, pleading, but his face is steel. Dejected, I try to unzip the dress, but my hands are shaking too badly. He reaches behind me to yank the zipper down, while I mumble a thank you under my breath. The dress falls in a heap at my feet. I step out of it and then hand it to Master.

      “Panties.”

      I remove those as well and set them on top of my dress in his hands. Without a word, he turns and walks out of the door. The clang as it closes is possibly the loudest noise I’ve ever heard. I fall to the floor, unable to stop my tears.

      I’m unsure how long I lie there. Long enough that I run out of tears. Long enough that I once again hear the old familiar whooshing background noise. The noise that eventually brought me comfort while I was in this room before, but now just reminds me of what I’ve lost. Suddenly, I hear the voice. The voice of God. The voice I’ve never yet identified in my time here.

      “I am very disappointed in you.” Somehow, hearing it from this voice makes it even worse. Each word crushes me. “Do you want to redeem yourself?”

      “Yes! Please, yes! I’ll do anything. Please…” Master? Should I call him Master as well? He’s obviously in a position of authority, yet no one has told me how I’m to address him.

      “You must prove yourself to be a good girl. Can you do that?”

      “Yes. Absolutely! I promise I will be a good girl! I’ll be the best girl!” I’ll do whatever it takes to show him I’m a good girl. I’ll show them all I’m a good girl.

      “Good. That would make me very happy.” His voice becomes my everything and suddenly the only thing that matters to me is making him happy. “Prove you’re a good girl by asking for breast implants.”

      What? Breast implants? I’ve never even thought about those. I look down at my naked chest, and I realize how unusual it looks. It’s so very… flat. So lacking. It’s missing something. Breasts. Yes. It would look so much better with breasts. Why haven’t I thought of this before?

      “You must ask me for them if you really want them.”

      I do. I do really want them. “Please, may I have breast implants?” I desperately need them. I never noticed before, but I do now. “Please, sir, I need them. Please. Please…” Everything in life centers on breast implants now. I have to have them. I have to convince him to allow me to have the surgery. “I’ll be a good girl from now on. Just please let me get implants. Please.”

      “Do you promise to be a good girl?”

      “I do. I promise I’ll be the best girl ever if you let me have these. Please, sir.”

      “Very well. I’ll make the arrangements.”

      Tears roll down my cheeks, giant happy tears. I didn’t know if I could talk him into letting me get them, but I’m so glad I was able to.

      That night I can’t sleep. I’m so excited. Master had come in earlier and told me I would have my surgery in the morning. I threw myself at His feet and thanked Him for everything He had done. I don’t deserve a Master as kind as He is.

      The next day I wake up, but I’m still groggy and unsure where I am. Strange thoughts had been filling my head. Thoughts of a bedroom I never had—a king sized bed, red duvet draped across it. Mahogany headboard and nightstands. An apartment I’m sure I never set foot in—exposed brick walls and floor to ceiling windows overlooking the city’s skyline. In my thoughts I walk through the apartment and look in the mirror, and there’s a man staring back at me. It startles me, and I think there must be someone there with me. But when I turn around, it’s just me. I’m the man I see in the mirror. I touch the glass, expecting it to shatter, but it doesn’t. Instead, I wake up.

      When I look around, I’m back in my room. My real room. I look around at the pink walls and the makeup table. The television in the corner. The bathroom is to the side. I’m wrapped in a fuzzy cream-colored blanket. What a strange dream that was. Satisfied I’m home, I close my eyes again and fall asleep.

      The next time I wake up, I notice the bandages. They aren’t just on my chest, but also on my face. What could those be from? I’m not awake for long before Master comes in. I try to get to my knees for Him, but he stops me.

      “No, girl. Not this time. Until you heal you are excused from that. You’ve been through a major surgery, so you need to recover.”

      I’m disappointed I’m not able to show my respect for Him, but I’m glad He understands. I stop and wonder what major surgery I had, though. Are implants considered a major surgery?

      “How do you feel? Any discomfort?”

      I shake my head. “No, Master. I feel fine.” I really do. I’m a little groggy, but I feel elated to have finally had this done. I finally have the breasts that I’ve dreamed of for so long.

      “You’re such a good girl.” He walks up to me and runs His fingers down the length of my arm. I wish I could show Him how much I appreciate Him. “I’ll be coming in a lot to check on you in the next few days, but if there’s anything you need in the meantime, I want you to push this button.”

      He hands me what looks like a garage door opener.

      “Push that, and it will page me. But only press it if you really need me. Do you understand?”

      I nod my head.

      “Tell me. Let me hear you say it.”

      “I am only to push this button if I really need you. I understand, Master.” I reach my hand out and brush it against His, but I pull it back as soon as I do. I don’t know if I’m allowed to touch Him.

      As if He could read my thoughts, he says, “I’ll let that slide now because you have some powerful drugs in your system, but you’re not to touch me without permission. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, Master. I apologize.”

      “Don’t give it another thought. I’ll always forgive a good girl like you for an honest mistake.”

      I smile at Him. I truly don’t deserve Him.

      The next days I grow more and more uncomfortable as the pain medicines wear off. Nearly everything is sore. My chest, my face, even my groin. It is the worst of all. It feels so painfully full that I can’t find a comfortable position no matter what I try. Thankfully, Master is able to give me something to help me sleep.

      It’s not until a few days after my surgery that I understand why I hurt so badly and so extensively. Master decided I wouldn’t just have breast implants. He gave me plastic surgery on my face and also reconstruction on my genitals. I’m not sure what the latter could mean, but with a smile He tells me I’ll find out soon enough. I’m very excited about the other surgeries though.

      He explained that the plastic surgery would help to make me look even more feminine than I already did. My mind instantly jumps to thinking of myself in that pretty black gown, with my makeup done, and long hair piled beautifully on my head. I can almost envision myself wearing it while Master’s arms are wrapped around me, dancing me across the room. In my imagination His body feels so wonderful next to mine. We match perfectly together, and I never want Him to let me go. For now, in real life, I have to enjoy every delicate touch He gives me and be patient until there can be more.

      A doctor came to examine me today, and I’m not sure what to think now. She took out my catheter, and also removed the packing from—I can’t even think the word, it’s so foreign—my new vagina. As she’s explaining about dilation and cleaning, I lay in bed numb, not hearing what she’s telling me. A vagina? How? I didn’t want this. I wanted breast implants. Not this. Did Master know this was going to happen? Is this what He wanted?

      It’s not long before He comes in to check on me.

      “How’s my girl this afternoon?”

      “I’m good. But may I ask a question, Master?”

      “You may.”

      “The doctor who was here earlier removed the packing and explained how to dilate my vagina… Is that something you wanted?”

      “Ah, so you’ve finally discovered it. I wondered how long it would take you.” He chuckles. “That’s my little surprise for you. Since you’ve been such a good girl for me, I wanted to give you a treat. Do you like it?”

      “I…” For me? Hearing that he did approve of it, and that he did it for me, changes everything. “Yes! Thank you, Master! I love it!” I am such a lucky girl to have a Master as good to me as He is.

      “As you heal, we’ll have lessons on it, and on your whole body, to make sure you know how to enjoy it properly. But that will be later. Now, I’m going to take you for a walk.”

      He attaches my leash to my collar and helps me out of bed. I am still very weak, so He helps me and we go slowly. Just out the door and then down the hall and back. It’s enough. By the time we finish, I’m exhausted and hurting. But this is a good pain. This is a pain Master gave me because I’m such a good girl.
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      “I want you to pay very close attention to her. You are to behave for her like you would for me. Understood?”

      “Yes, Master.”

      He brought a woman in with Him today. She’s standing in the doorway now. When He starts to leave, she moves aside and then takes His place in front of me. She’s wearing a skintight, low-cut red dress that shows off her cleavage and ends just below her ass. Her legs are bare and on her feet she’s wearing red platform shoes that have, I’d guess, a five- or six-inch heel. I stare at her in admiration. I hope to look like her for Master once I’m completely healed.

      It’s been three weeks now since my surgeries, and I love my new body. My face is still swollen in spots, but almost all the bruising has disappeared except for some lingering around my eyes. My breasts shock me every time I see them, and every time I accidentally bump into them. They are enormous. Master says they’re beautiful and will only look better when they settle into their final spots. They’re such a change, that I’m just now getting used to them. But I think I really am going to love them.

      My vagina is a completely different story. Sometimes I think back to the day I first found out that Master had done that for me. I was surprised and, I didn’t admit it to even myself, a little angry for a moment. It was such a tremendous change, and I was upset He didn’t tell me about it first. It’s embarrassing when I think of it now. He’s my Master. He doesn’t have to tell me anything before He does it. And like always, He knows me better than I know myself. Despite the hours I spend each day taking care of it to make sure it heals properly, it has quickly become the favorite part of my body. I adore it! I set up a mirror and look at it sometimes. My pretty new pussy.

      Mistress Ella clears her throat. “Are you focused on me, girl?”

      “I was not. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

      “Apology accepted, but don’t let your mind wonder again. You’ll need to know everything I’m going to teach you.”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      I sit up fully on my knees and watch her as she spends the next several hours of the day and then the next couple of days teaching me about fashion and makeup. I learn how to dress for different situations, always asking myself what Master would expect of me as I dress or do my makeup. I must put Him at the forefront of all my decisions, no matter how large or small.

      On the last day of my lessons, Mistress Ella walks in with a large bag. I’m already dressed and ready for her. I have on a white dress that’s almost a size too small across my breasts but which then flares out over my hips and comes to the middle of my thighs. I’m not wearing panties or a bra underneath, so I feel exposed to her. Even more so when she immediately walks in and spreads my knees apart with her foot.

      “You’re still recovering, so I’ll take it easy on you. But today, we’ll cover some of the sexual things you can expect men to want from you. Most of the time, men are predictable, so these basics will cover ninety percent of situations.”

      She unpacks her bag. Inside is a flogger, a whip, several different dildos, a couple of different vibrators, things that I would learn later are nipple clamps, and several different restraints. It takes a whole day, but she shows me each of them and how to use them—on myself and on someone else. Since I’m recovering she doesn’t have me try any of the sex toys on myself, but she does hit me across my back with the flogger and the whip so I’ll know what those feel like. Both hurt, and I can’t imagine ever liking either one. But she told me that in the right hands and after a few swings, it can become a very pleasurable pain.

      Before we’re done, she takes a dildo out of her bag again. This time she tells me she’s going to teach me how to deep throat a man. I blush immediately. I don’t think I’ll ever need to know this, but she says I’ll be surprised. With my arms tied behind my back, she holds the dildo in my mouth. Slowly moving it further and further in until I feel it on the very back of my tongue and start to gag. She pulls out just a little and tells me to focus on relaxing those muscles. I do, and she’s able to go a little deeper this time. We repeat this process until she’s able to slowly fuck my mouth with its entire length. When we’re done, she pulls it away, thick strands of my saliva still clinging to it as she does.

      “It looks like you’ve learned a lot, girl.” I hadn’t noticed, but Master had entered the room and was standing in my doorway.

      “She’s been a very attentive student. I think she’ll serve very well.”

      “I never had a doubt. She’s certainly one of the best we’ve ever had in our program.”

      Program? Are there others? Have there been others? What happened to them?

      Mistress Ella leaves, and Master sits on the bed and tells me to look up at Him.

      “You know you’re very special to me, right? And I only want the best for you.”

      Of course, I know this. I can’t help but smile at hearing it aloud, though.

      “Starting tomorrow, you’re going to have a new Master. No, don’t look like that. This is for the best. You love me and trust me, right?”

      His pause tells me I’m supposed to answer, but I don’t know if I can. I can’t even breathe. How am I supposed to breathe and use that breath to make a sound? It seems impossible. I nod my head vigorously. I do. I do love Him and trust Him unconditionally.

      “Then trust me in this. You will love your new Master. I promise you. I would have never allowed him to purchase you if I weren’t absolutely sure.”

      Purchase me? “Master? I’m sorry, but I don’t understand.”

      “I was never meant to be your permanent Master. You were here to be trained. And you’ve performed better than any of us could have imagined. I can honestly say you’re the best slave we’ve ever taught. You are so much better than all the other girls. You should be very proud of that. Your new Master is. I am.”

      I can no longer see Him through the tears that are building in my eyes. I try to hold them back, but it’s no use. Starting tomorrow I won’t be His? I’ll belong to someone new? No! This is a nightmare. I can’t do this. I have to find someway out of this.

      “But Master… please.”

      “No, girl. I don’t want to hear anymore out of you about this. This is final. You are to trust me on this. No questions. You will be happy. I promise you.”

      But I won’t be. Not without Him. I know I won’t be. I could never. But I stay kneeling silently as he runs his hand tenderly down the side of my neck and to my breasts. Is this the last time I’ll feel his touch? He lets his hand linger for just a moment on my breast before walking out of my room and closing the door. I climb on the bed and collapse.

      As the night goes on, I know what I have to do. I slip out of my dress and walk into the bathroom, hanging my silk robe on the door as I do. Then I fill the tub with hot water and add a tangerine bubble bath, watching as the bubbles form and rise. Just when the bubbles reach the top of the tub, I turn off the water and step in. The water is almost too hot. My skin tingles from it, but I let myself relax and slip down until the water is at my chin.

      I sit there for the longest time. My eyes closed, blocking out the entire world. The water that was too hot is now too cool. I’m starting to get cold, but I’m not finished yet. I reach for my razor and take off the cover. I then use that plastic to pick around the blade guard. Eventually I free one end of the blade and with several quick slashes I swipe across my wrists. I let myself completely submerge under the water as it turns a pale pink.

      I don’t get to stay under the water very long, though, before I feel a pair of arms yank me out. I look up to see Master’s blue eyes, and I immediately begin crying.

      “I can’t be apart from you. Please, just let me go. Please. I can’t do it.”

      “Shh, shh. It’s going to be alright, girl. It’s going to be alright. I’m here now. It’s lucky I was watching you on the monitors when you tried this.”

      I close my eyes and feel his warmth next to my cold body as he wraps his hands around me and carries me out of my room. I want this sensation to be the last I ever experience.

      But it isn’t. I wake up later in my bed. All the lights are out. I try to move, but my hands and feet are restrained. There are bandages on both of my wrists.

      “Hello? Is anyone there? Hello? Master? Please.”

      No one answers. No one comes.

      I lie back in the bed. I’m groggy. My body wants to sleep, but I fight it as long as I can. Eventually, though, things turn black.

      I wake to the lights fully on and the sound of my Master’s voice. He’s lying beside me and running his hand across my forehead. I lean into His touch.

      “Poor girl. Poor girl. I told you to trust me. Why couldn’t you trust me?”

      “I’m so sorry, Master. I didn’t mean to hurt you. Forgive me.”

      “Of course I do. Of course I do.” He leans across and kisses my forehead, but then He stands up. “There’s someone here I want you to meet. You new owner is here.”

      My heart drops into my belly. This can’t be! Didn’t I show Him I couldn’t do this? Doesn’t He know I’ll never go along with this? As soon as I’m free, I’ll do it again, but this time I’ll succeed. I’ll make sure there’s no one watching me and no one around to stop me.

      “Hello, precious. It’s good to finally meet you in person. You’re much more beautiful than in the security video.”

      The voice? Is that the voice again? I look around and see him. He’s standing next to Master, standing taller than Master. At least a couple of inches taller. His brown hair is just long enough to fall into his eyes, and he reaches up with his hand to brush it away. He’s… enormous. I’ve never seen a man as large as him. Even through his clothes, I can see the ripple of his muscles. The solid outlines of his strength. I can’t believe he’s real. Is he real? Maybe I’m hallucinating. I wish I could touch him to be sure, but I can’t.

      “This is your new Master.”

      Him? The voice? This can’t be. I have to be hallucinating. “I… is it really you? You’re not real, are you?”

      “I am very much real. At least as far as I know.” He laughs. His laugh! “May I sit with you for a moment?”

      “Um.. Of course. If you want to.”

      I can’t stop him. I couldn’t stop him. I don’t want to stop him. He sits next to me and grabs my left arm in his hand. His touch is made of flame. He bends over and kisses my bandage and moves his mouth up my arm.

      “I’m so sorry about this. I’m sorry you thought you had to do this. I promise you’ll never feel like this again. I will do everything I can to make you proud to belong to me.”

      A swallow catches in my throat. I belong to him now. He’s truly my new Master. I should have trusted my old Master. I look to him and smile. He told me I would love this, that I would love my new Master, and I do.

      Master spends the next hour in bed with me. Just talking to me, running His fingers over my body, the body that now belongs to Him.

      “You are perfect. Do you know that? You are absolutely perfect.”

      My nipples harden when He tells me this.

      “I can’t wait to get you home. Do you feel well enough to travel? It’s a six hour flight.”

      “I… Yes, I think so, Master.”

      The rest of the day is a blur. Master insists I take a sedative to help me travel, and I’m aware of life passing in short clips. I’m in a wheelchair being pushed to a waiting car. Master and I are in the backseat. Someone else is driving. I don’t recognize them. Then I’m on a plane. It’s just me, Master, and the man who was driving the car. I look around and my head is swimming in wood and gold and leathers. I have to close my eyes.

      I remember nothing else until Master wakes me up. I’m in a bed now. An enormous bed. There is a pile of pillows behind my back, propping me up and thick warm blankets covering me.

      “Wake up, my precious. You need to eat something. I’ve had some soup prepared for you. Open up.”

      I do what He says, not fully processing what’s happening until He puts the spoon into my mouth. At first, I sit still with my mouth open, forcing Him to tilt the spoon, but then I close my lips over it as He pulls it away.

      When we finish, Master sets the bowl on the table beside the bed and takes off His clothes. His back is to me at first, and I can’t believe a person can have this many muscles. I try to reach out to touch Him but realize I don’t have permission. I pull my hand back just as He turns. Just as He turns and I see His enormous cock. I’m sure He sees the look on my face because He laughs.

      “Not right now. Once you feel better, though, you’ll get plenty of chance to play with this.” He climbs into the bed beside me and slips under the covers. I feel Him slide next to me. I can’t wait.

      “Master, I think I feel up to just a little. May I? Please? Just a little? Just a kiss?”

      His cock is the only thing I can think of. I want to touch it. I want to smell it. I want to lick it. I push myself upright so I can better look at Him.

      “Please?”

      “If you think you’re up to, that’s fine. Just a little, though. I don’t want you to do too much.”

      I immediately slide under the blankets and toward the foot of the bed where I straddle Him. My face is still several inches away, but I can already feel the heat rising from His manhood. I lean forward and kiss the tip of it. Just a little like I promised. But I can’t help myself. I need more. I start licking the length of his shaft as it hardens and climbs up to meet me. I’ve never seen a cock this big. I can’t wait until the day I can finally take it into my pussy, but for now, we both have to wait.

      I open my mouth and lower myself over His cock. God, He tastes so wonderfully musky and salty. I start slowly. Focusing on relaxing each set of muscles as I take Him further and further. I feel Him tense as I move up and down. Cautiously. Careful to not do too much too soon. Finally, when I’m sure I can do it, I go faster, creating suction as I do. Swirling my tongue along the underside of His cock as I pull away and then plunge back down.

      I hear Him grunt as I go up and down on his rod, and then I feel one of His hands on the back of my head, pushing me into Him as he thrusts His hips. It feels like it goes on for hours, and I still can’t get enough of it. I need Him inside of me. My mouth, my ass, my pussy. I don’t care. I just need all of Him in me. I can hear myself moaning now, too. Each time I take more, I release a feminine murmur. I hope He hears this. I hope He hears what He does to me.

      Suddenly, He pumps me with a new urgency. He’s pumping harder, and I am here for all it. For everything He can give me. I swallow, some of his deliciousness catching in my throat as I do, but I make sure to take it all. I don’t want a single drop left when he pulls out of my mouth. I may belong to him, but this belongs to me. And I am claiming all of it.

      When we are both finished, I crawl back to the top of the bed and lie next to him, nestling myself into his body.

      “Master?”

      “Yes, precious?”

      “I know I said I just wanted a little kiss, but I couldn’t help myself. I’m sorry. I’m a bad girl.”

      “Shh, no. You’re not at all. You’re a very good girl.” He wraps his arm around me and pulls me tight against him. “A very good girl.”
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        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
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      INJECTED BUNDLE
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        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.

      

        

      
        It’s an injection created to help transgender women get the bodies they always should have had. But when an unethical CEO uses the drug as a punishment instead of a treatment, things quickly spiral out of control for everyone involved.

      

        

      
        Soon, the medication goes from the lab to the real world. Into the hands of other scientists. And into the bodies of other men. Some of whom never saw the transformation coming…

      

      

      
        
        INJECTED BUNDLE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Kenzie McKay

          

        

      

    

    
      CHASING THE STORY

      Nicolas has spent his whole life proving himself to others. His latest story is another chance to do that. But what happens when he wakes up as a patient of the clinic he’s supposed to be investigating?

      

      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

      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 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?
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