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It's 12:03 in the afternoon, and the hot noon sun is beating down through the windshield of my car. I can hear your phone buzzing away in my glove compartment. We've been on the road for over fifteen hours, and your phone has been going pretty non-stop for the last four of them. I just let it go to your voice mail like all the other calls. How about that? You've been missed. It doesn't matter though, that part of your life is dead now anyway. 

“Come here please, pretty please,” you actually say. I laugh inwardly to myself to see you so meek and mild. 

You went from an alpha male CEO to unassuming and intimidated so very quickly. You look up at me from your position hogtied in the backseat of my car trying to figure out where you are, and trying to get your bearings. I just smile down at you silently. 

This is strictly business to me, though it's a business that I enjoy thoroughly. Some people can barely tolerate their job, I revel in it. As we drive down the busy street, the neon lights flicker by, only to be lost in the shadows. I know you have no idea where you are, but I won't take any chances so I pull off to the side of the road to gag and blindfold you securely. The last words out of your mouth as you finally recognize me are “the temp.” 

You're not a stupid man. You know that I'm not really a temp and you know that you've hurt a lot of people. 

Whatever I intend to do to you, you deserve, and you know it. Still, I can almost hear the gears in your head spinning. You know I'm a professional. You've made little belittling comments to me, and you've definitely ogled my ass in the short tight skirts that I've been wearing to the office. I must admit that you haven't been any more of a pig than most men in your position would be, and you must know that I wouldn't have gone through all this work out of some sense of feminist vengeance. 

So who am I? My name is Marisol Escamilla and I grew up fast on the uncaring streets of Archer Point. It was a tough life. Before I was out of junior high, I was in a girl gang. By the time I was twenty, I was their leader. I tried to go straight. I thought it was part of growing up. I even got a sweet job working at  Cactus Consulting and started dating a white boy, but you know, none of that was me. Working for you was my last and worst experience in the corporate world. My particular set of skills aren't all that prized on the right side of the law, but I learned I could sleep at night and get paid very well if I was just picky about the type of work I took. 

Guys like you can afford a team of powerful attorneys and tie anything up in court for years while you work on destroying the lives of your accusers. The laws were made for people like you. They weren't made for people like me, and they certainly weren't made for my clients. For a reasonable price, I can make problems like you disappear. 

I know it seems cold blooded, but your pain will ease my clients’ suffering, and I am in a service industry. 

You sold out so many people, and those actions are haunting you now. Your behavior helped to weave the web you're caught in now. The funny part is that you can think of so many people who would be justified doing horrible things to you that you can't even hazard a guess as to who my employer is. You make a few more half hearted attempts to escape from your bonds, but I know how to tie a man up.Soon, you realize you're not accomplishing anything except tiring yourself out. 

This is what I do. I exact justice for a steep price. I'm paid well for what I do and that's only natural because I'm the best there is. I do have a moral code. I stay on the side of the angels even if that's a razor-thin edge sometimes, but my conscience is clear enough to let me sleep at night, and I still make a seven figure income that affords me all the luxuries that I love so much. 

Getting to you was easy. You knew that you had a lot of enemies, so you tried to hire the best bodyguards you could, foolishly believing that they'd keep you safe. I simply had to get a job with a temp agency that I knew you hired from. My résumé and skills were top notch, so of course they sent me to your company. I made sure to impress the right people at your business. You were easy enough to impress. It just took a tight skirt and some very high heels. 

Everyday I'd make sure you saw me leaning over a file cabinet or changing a light bulb or doing something—

anything—to let you get a good glimpse of my body. I tried to act the total airhead completely impressed by you and your wealth, but it was hard to keep up the charade. I'd slip up and do something intelligent and then have to cover it up. Still, it was easy enough to hide in plain sight while I bided my time. Then it happened. You made the mistake of working late one evening, surprisingly late for you actually. I hung back pretending to be hard at work. 

When you held the door to the elevator for me, you had no idea that all those people you had cheated, stolen from, and harmed would have led you to this position. Instead, you saw me as yet another vulnerable target—prey for you to hunt. After all, you were sure you could easily seduce a naive young woman and if you couldn't, you could still take what you wanted. After all, what would my word be against yours? I'd be just another powerless woman you could dispose of when you were done with her. 

You flirted with me in the elevator. Of course you did. I don't think you were expecting me to be quite so receptive, but then again you were too stupid and too arrogant to wonder why. You just followed me into the parking garage, probably seeing yourself as a mighty predator stalking his next conquest. 

You must have felt so powerful when you pushed me against my car and began to reach underneath my short skirt. I even started to resist just because I wanted to see if you were as big a creep as I'd been lead to believe. As you ripped open my blouse, I had no doubt. I watched my buttons spill onto the asphalt of the parking garage and cursed you under my breath. I liked that blouse. 

I was half way tempted to break your nose right then and there, but there was no need to physically overpower you when I had a syringe full of a powerful sedative in my purse. I jabbed it right into the side of your neck. I know you were shocked. The look on your face was priceless. Then you stumbled forward a few steps and collapsed to your knees. I wonder if you thought about who might have sent me at that particular moment. 

I can see you still trying to get your bearings. When you attacked me in the parking lot, it was dark out and two states ago. Now, it’s nearing dawn. You have no idea where we are or where I'm bringing you. The gag that I shoved in your mouth is stifling all attempts you're making at speech, but I know what you're trying to do. 

You're a very powerful man with a lot of money. Right now, you’re planning on promising me anything to let you go. If you knew me at all, you'd know that I consider such attempts to persuade me to be an insult. Besides, we're really not that far from our next stop. I guess you woke up just in time. My, how the mighty have fallen. You can't control much of anything now, can you? 

I will enjoy breaking you. I enjoy breaking powerful men the most. They think they're so invulnerable—that their money and power insulates them from what is to come, but it doesn't. You're actually the perfect size and build for what I intend to do to you. I will break you down and remold you until you will only be happy pleasing other people. You will only reach sexual arousal by servicing cock, and you will only be truly happy submitting to your master or mistress. 

Your days of being an alpha male—well actually any kind of a male—are over, and you don't even realize it yet. It seems like the perfect penance to pay for all that you have done. Make no mistake, you weren't chosen at random. This was all your doing. 

A pool of drool is collecting underneath your gagged mouth. You're determined not to cry. You don't want me to think of you as less of a man do you? That's actually kind of funny considering what awaits you. Your heart will break and you may well go mad. We'll see if you still refuse to cry then—you have a long road ahead of you. 

You hear the car tires pull onto gravel. Looking back at you I practically sing a happy, "We're here!" and exit my car door. You're scared, trembling, and disoriented—that's just how I like you. I undo your hogtie and pull you out of the back of the car and steady you on your bound legs. You're on my turf now, and your life as you knew it is over. Now my pet, let's go get you settled. 

Your legs are so unsteady as I haul you out of the car, I almost think the sedative hasn't warn off, but then you start trying to pull away from me. As if you have any chance of being successful. Even if your wrists weren't bound behind and your eyes weren’t covered with a blindfold, you're a doughy old sedentary CEO, and this is what I do for a living. I grab you, digging my fingers into your ancillary nerve to let you know resisting me is only going to lead to more pain. 

I push you through the door into my foyer, and then push you into my living room. There you fall, sprawled face first on the beautiful Brazilian walnut floor. Of course you can’t see the beautiful hardwood, only feel it hit your face and skull. 

That fall looked painful. I didn't mean to do it, but I can't say I was terribly upset either. I help you sit up and rip the blindfold off of you. I think you're surprised to see me laughing. I know you were surprised to find yourself in a very tastefully decorated home. 



"Welcome to my dungeon," I smirk. "It doesn't look like a dungeon does it? That's kind of the point actually. 

Nobody goes looking for missing men in a nice home in a nice neighborhood. It is soundproofed though. That's just one modification I made, you'll feel the others soon enough." 

I can afford to laugh. In my home, I am the queen. I have the power and I know how to use it. You are a minor annoyance to me, like a mosquito, but no real threat. It wasn't always that way. 

As you look up at me trembling, I wonder if you recognize me. I was twenty-four and fresh out of college when we first met. It hadn't been easy to get off the streets, but my dreams were big. I wanted to be a powerful CEO

just like you. I had no idea how you'd use that against me to satisfy your vulgar appetites. You shouldn't have messed with my young girl dreams. You shouldn't have crossed that line because you turned me into what I am today. You made me grow up and you made me mean. 

In your office you may be king, but you have no pawns or bishops to save you here. Instead, you're a pathetic

tied up man looking up at me and wondering what I'm going to do to you. I still remember how you licked your lips salivating over what you'd do to the new girl, but now I'm in control. Now, you will learn what suffering means. 

I grab a knife and cut off your pants. That suit you're wearing must have cost you a pretty penny, and I notice you wince thinking about the destruction of your clothing. Or are you afraid of losing something even more valuable as you see how perilously close I bring the blade to your balls. 

"I'm going to help you into a chair," I say. "Unless you want to stay on the floor, I suggest you cooperate,  mi perra." 

Of course you do cooperate. If you knew what I had in store for you, you wouldn't have done it. I walk you into the kitchen and sit you in a hard wood kitchen chair. I then tie your legs to the front two legs of the chair, totally exposing your vulnerable balls. I take a long chord hanging next to the window blinds and attach one end to your balls. 

You feel an unexpected weight and grunt into the gag. You have no idea what pain is, but seeing as your balls are now attached to a lightweight planter hanging outside with some dirt and flowers inside, I think you're about to find out. It probably weighs about five pounds. Unfortunately for you, the storm clouds are coming and each rain drop will increase that weight. 

It's fun playing with you the way a cat plays with a helpless little bird. When the rains come, your moans get so much louder. It's a good thing I know how to apply a gag. I bet you feel like your manhood is going to rip right off. I know from experience that it can take a lot more abuse than one would think. 

I curl up on my favorite couch with a good book. With the storm brewing, I absolutely can't resist starting a fire in the fire place. There's just something about a warm fire, a good book, and a bottle of fine wine on a rainy afternoon that gets to me. Of course as the rains fall, the bucket that you're supporting begins to get heavier and heavier. You don't disappoint me. I lick my lips as I can hear your moans of agony over the crackling of the flames. 

I realize that neither of us has eaten in awhile. It's a terrible thought. I don't want to feel sympathy for any of my assignments and especially not you. As far as I'm concerned you're merely a border who isn't paying rent or an unwanted roommate. You've fallen into my trap and that's simply your bad luck. 

"I'm going to order us a pizza," I say. "You'll be gagged the whole time, but if you try to make any noise, I will kill you right then and there and be done with you." 

You nod, and though you try to call out for help, your muffled protests are lost on a 17 year old delivery boy with a dirty mind and a vivid imagination. I sit down and I have a slice. I wonder if it's sunk in yet that you knew me a decade ago. I doubt it. I eat my fill of pizza and then go get some hot sauce. I know how you hate spicy food, but if you're going to eat, you're going to eat what I want you to. 

As soon as I take the gag off you begin to beg me again, "Let me go, I can make you rich," you plead, but I just slap you hard across both cheeks. 

"Do you remember me?" I ask. 

"Of course," you bark confused and frightened. "You're the temp." 

"Oh you stupid, silly man of course I'm the temp, but before that quite a bit before that, I was your new employee. You took advantage of your position. You assaulted me and then you threw me out like the trash. You probably thought I'd just dry up and blow away." 

I see a look of recognition in your eyes. I doubt that you know who I am, but this was a scenario you repeated with so many young women that you know what I say is almost definitely true. 

Unfortunately for you, I didn't just spend the rest of my life staring out the window afraid to speak like my mother. No, I got tough and angry. I decided that life was too short to measure it by the ticking of a clock. I found I could make just as much money taking care of people like you as I could in the corporate world. For that, I have you to thank. 

I begin to feed you the pizza a tiny piece at a time. The sauce is burning hot and only a few drops make each piece unpleasant for you to eat. You barely make it through one slice before you're begging me for water. "My mouth is on fire," you plead. 

"Well now that you've eaten, I was thinking it’s time for some good old fashioned cock and ball torture. After all, we've got all night," I said, stuffing the gag back in before you could object. 

I really enjoy watching you squirm. It's always amazing to me just how little it takes to cause a man intense pain if you apply the right tool to the right area. In this case, the tool is that bottle of hot sauce, which is nearly 350,000 Scoville Units. As you see me approaching you with the bottle, you try to pull away, but I've tied you very securely and I just laugh at your feeble attempts. 

"How many times, you must have longed to have my fingers around your dick," I say. "Now, you get your wish." 

"Mmmph," you try to scream, but the gag muffles your reply. I begin by cupping my hand and pouring a good

couple of tablespoons of the sauce into my palm. I then rub it into your balls. I know that the real pain won't begin for another few minutes. 

Then I take the bottle and I pour about another tablespoon into a condom. I make sure to swirl it around and coat the inside before putting the condom on your dick. Just to be safe, I put a small zip tie around it, but I doubt you'd be getting that condom off without your hands. Once I'm finished, I grin at you. You look at me with a worried expression, but I can tell that it hasn't started working yet. 

Now, I just sit back and watch the show. What a show it is too. You begin to breathe shallowly and I can see your eyes watering. Soon, you are spasming and gyrating as much as your bonds will allow. 

You're screaming at the top of your lungs, but the gag is reducing your noise output to a low hum. My clients had asked that I not make the process easy for you. Frankly, when you get good at something, the way I am when it comes to disappearing men, you learn how to do it with as little fuss as possible and a minimum of pain. The more torturous the process is, the more resistance you get, but for you  chica, I wanted real pain. 

I knew the capsaicin was going to burn your sad excuse for a cock, but with the condom still on there, it would be a long time until you got any relief. I decided to watch a bit of television while you endured an hour of further agony. 

"Did you have fun?" I asked upon my return, but you just hung your head. You didn't even want to make eye contact with me. That was a good sign that let me know I was breaking you. "Would you like me to hose you off and remove all that nasty hot sauce?" 

Even that question only achieved a meek nod of your head. I almost hated to do what I had planned next for you, but then again you deserved it. I untied and ungagged you completely and ordered you to strip down to your underwear. Then I led you out the back door. "No need to worry about your modesty," I told you. "Doing this to pigs like you let me acquire very isolated property. My nearest neighbors aren't close enough to see you." 

"It still hurts," you whine. "Can we please just rinse it off now?" 

"Just remember," I remind you. "Just because we're secluded doesn't mean I want you screaming your damn fool head off. If you yell, I will get very angry." 

"No, I promise," you beg hopping from one foot to another, still obviously in agony from the hot sauce after I remove the condom. 

"Then you go out first, but remember I'm right behind you," I say. I don't want you to see me grabbing a bottle of honey. I almost feel a bit guilty about what I intend to do to you once I get you outside. I follow you out and down the stairs demanding that you "stay here." 

I walk to the side of the house to get the hose. I'm not foolish. Right now you are terrified and I know that as soon as I turn my head you'll make a break for it. Sure enough when I grab the end of the hose and bring it into the backyard, I can see that you've run off. 

I give chase. I'm not even really sprinting because I know I don't have to. You're not going to get very far in just your hot sauce stained underwear and your bare feet. I'm quite a good runner. When I was younger it came in handy for running away from police and rival gang members. Now, I run to stay in shape. 

There's a very pretty path leading through the tree line and I know that's where you'll go. Anywhere else means running over rough terrain or jagged rocks and you have no shoes. I can see you ahead of me now and I call your name not expecting you to stop, but rather to announce my presence. 

"Help! Help! I'm being kidnapped!" you scream, obviously not believing what I said about how far we are from my neighbors. I don't mind, the more oxygen you use yelling, the less you'll have for running away from me. 

As you dash headlong towards what you believe is the highway, you instead see a fence blocking your path. 

You veer right and I use my knowledge of my own property to close the distance. Finally, I launch myself at you with a flying tackle worthy of Brian Urlacher. You go down hard screaming, "No!" 

As you wiggle out from under me, I immediately regret not bringing the bag of rope with me. It'd be easier to bring you back if I could tie you up. Fortunately, other than the uncomfortable heels I was wearing, I still have on my work clothes. As you back away from me, I reach under my dress and remove the pantyhose I've been wearing. 

The look on your face says it all. This would actually be a great time for you to begin sprinting towards freedom again. When the pantyhose are only partially down my legs, I can't really give pursuit, but you're still backing away as I pull them off. 

I reach for you and bring your head down to meet my knee. It's a direct hit and blood is spurting from your nose. You stumble backwards and I send three quick punches right into your stomach. The pain is enough to make you double over, which makes it easy for me to flip you over my shoulder. You hit the ground hard, but scramble to your feet. 

I twist the hose in my hands and you know what I intend to do with them. You're too frightened to turn your back on me and that lets me dive at your ankles and take your legs out from under you. You crash hard on the grass

and it would be so easy to restrain you now, but I promised my clients to give you a night you wouldn't forget, so I roll you over unto your stomach and climb onto the small of your back. 

"Are you having fun yet?" I ask as I bring your wrists behind your back and begin tightly snaking the hose around them. 

"I'll give you anything you want," you say. "I have money." 

I laugh as I continue to thoroughly tie your hands behind you. I'm well compensated for what I do and besides, you deserve everything you have coming to you. Instead of giving into your incessant pleas, I haul you up to your feet and march you back towards the house. 

I'm not bringing you inside though; instead I throw you down on the ground by a pile of rope, some metal spikes, and a wooden mallet. You probably didn't notice them in your dash to freedom, but now you're getting very worried about their true purpose. 

Your nose was bleeding, but not broken. Still you couldn't do anything to stop the bleeding with your hands tied and I know I put you in a world of pain. 

I gave you a look to let you know that running away at this point would be a very bad idea as I hammered the first spike into the ground. I took some rope and used it to attach your bound wrists to the spike. I then hammered in two more quite far apart from each other. You had no idea they were for your ankles until I began to secure them. 

Your legs were spread so far apart that you were practically doing the splits. 

Sadistically, I pulled out the bottle of honey. Your eyes showed such terror and you pleaded with me not to do it. Like I said, there were no neighbors around us, but just to be sure I took off my panties and shoved them into your mouth, using rope to tie them in place. I returned to the honey bottle and poured the entire thing down your pants. 

"You know, we have a big problem with field ants around here. They're nocturnal you know." 

You didn't even try to speak. You just hung your head dejectedly. I reached into my pocket and pulled out some tissue, which I used to stop your nose bleed. "Pleasant dreams," I sang as I skipped back into the house. You were in for quite a night. 




***

 

I slept very well that night, though I bet you couldn't say the same thing. When I made it out to check on you in the morning, you were quite a sight. It wasn't yet eight o'clock, but you had been out there for nine hours. This after the long car ride, much of it spent hogtied in my trunk, and the beating you took from my floor and knee. When I came out you were asleep, perhaps in spite of yourself. Your little white underwear was crawling with ants. 

Honestly, I wasn't completely cruel. Field ants can bite humans and, on your balls, I'm sure it could be painful. 

But these weren't fire ants, and they wouldn't do any real damage—just cause some pain and discomfort. Mostly, I wanted you to have the sensation of all those ants crawling all over you. 

Frankly, I had you tied up too well for you to really disturb the ants anyway. There was still a lot of honey dripping out of your underwear. It must have taken the ants awhile to find you. I'll have to find a better way to ensure they do next time. 

I woke you up by hitting you with a spray of water in the face before thoroughly hosing off the honey and ants from you. I pulled off your gag asking, "Did you have a good night's sleep?" 

"Why are you doing this?" you asked, truly afraid for the first time. 

"When did I give you permission to speak,   Princesa?" I snarled untying you from the spikes, "You don't want me to gag you again, and you certainly don't want me to leave you out here, so don't make a sound. If you don't cooperate and do exactly what I say, you are going to be in a world of hurt. Do you understand?" 

You didn't know if I was bluffing or not, but you knew without use of your arms, that I was powerful and sadistic enough to hurt you badly without a second thought. You decided that keeping your mouth shut was the best option and followed me as I led you inside to the guest bathroom and pushed you into my shower. 

I untied you and ordered, "Clean up and then take the razor and shaving cream and remove all your hair from the neck down." I warned, "If you miss anything, I'll get it, but I can't promise I'll be gentle." 

It shouldn't come as any surprise that a man who was used to giving orders would be so bad at following them, but I kept a close eye on you first as you cleaned yourself and then as you shaved off your body hair. You didn't really complain, but when you came to your balls, still tender from the ants, you looked wordlessly at me and I demanded, "Yes, that too." 

When you were finished I did go over the missed spots, but most of them were the obvious places where guys always missed. I decided you had done your best to comply and didn't make things too bad as I fixed your mistakes. 

After leading you to my bedroom, I sat you down at my vanity still naked. I bet you imagined being in my bedroom many times before, but I bet those fantasies were nothing like the reality. 

I'm no makeup artist, but I've learned enough about doing a man's makeup that I'm pretty good at it. From my vanity I removed a bottle of foundation, which after warning you not to speak, I proceeded to spread over your entire face. 

"Wow! I guessed perfectly on the foundation. I have more makeup for all you sissies than I do for myself, that's for sure," I said. "Now you just stay perfectly still  niñita and don't move unless I tell you." 

You sat there too frightened to resist as I applied blush, eye shadow, and eye liner. I was quite happy with the smoky effect I achieved on your eyes. You obeyed my instructions to blink your lashes while I caked them with deep dark waterproof mascara. Your lashes were fully coated when I was finished with them. 

"Almost done," I said screwing the cap on the mascara and grabbing my lipstick, "Now pucker your lips, bitch." 

You did as I said and soon your lips were a bright crimson. I gave your makeup a once over and declared it satisfactory. You were no real beauty, but you kept yourself in decent shape and you were young enough to pull this off. I'm sure with a steady hormone regime and a strict thousand calories a day diet, you'd be looking much better in no time. 

"It's time to get you dressed," I declared pulling a black lace bra and corset from my dresser. I'm sure you were happy to have some clothes to put on, but this was not what you wanted, especially when I put my knee on your back and tightened the corset as much as I could. 

"I can't breathe," you complained. 

"Take shallow breaths," I advised. "You're going to get used to it." 

"It's too tight," you protested. 

"Nonsense," I replied as I attached a pair of black fishnet stockings to the corset's garters. "Besides, it gives you a very nice B cup." 

"Why are you dressing me like this?" you asked, gasping for air. 

"Even I have to admit that dressing you in a French Maid's outfit was really clichéd. That was what my client wanted though, and I always please my clients. Usually, in these cases I ship my future sissies to Canada. There they are given a pretty intense month long training session. Those who show any aptitude for housework and the ability to obey simple commands generally become household slaves in the United States or Canada. For those who can't make that transition, there is a brothel in Paris that caters to clients with unusual fetishes. I know three different sissies I brought in wound up there servicing a variety of kinks." 

"I won't do either of those things," you protest. 

"Well, your situation is different though. One of your old victims came into some money and has taken it upon herself to build a dungeon for you on her property. It's so secluded that it makes this place look like the heart of the city.” 

I have you step into the tight, short black dress and zip it up the back. I place a long blonde wig on your head and brush it to straighten out the hair. As a final touch, I add the maid's cap, apron, and lace cuffs. You can't believe your own reflection and you involuntarily gasp. 

"I can make it worth your while to let me go," you plead making one last effort to convince me, but I'm already restraining you. I place a black choker around your neck. It perfectly matches the maid's outfit, but it also will give a disobedient sissy a very nasty electrical shock. Next, I run a chain around your waist and attach your wrist cuffs to it. Finally, I lock a pair of ankle cuffs on you with just twelve inches of slack so you can walk, but not run. 

"I have to admit it's been fun  mi perra, but I can see your new owner pulling up," I say, shoving a large black penis gag in your mouth to silence any further protest. "I'll be sure to keep in touch with your new owner and see how you're doing." 

You look at me with pleading eyes, but with my hand on your shoulder, I lead you outside to begin your new life. 

  

 El fin
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

 

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading. 

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable

























index-9_1.jpg
Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
il (e ) A1 5 {e):& when he calls a phone sex operator

KYLIE CABLE, with a story about an imaginary mis-
Y tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and
finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.





index-11_1.jpg
enjoy
men, you'l love those stories read by a sexy female voice.

I have created auio books
out of six of my most popu-
lar eBooks and | have three
more currently in production
and being recorded by
some of the best narrators
in the field.

Hearing a story brings it to
life in a new way and if you
already own the eBook,
Amazon will even cut the
price.

Look into Audible.com mem-
bership for a real bargain on
my audio collection.

lm&mmmhﬂshmm
and Claudia Acosta on Amazon.com and Audible.com






index-1_1.jpg
Wl 73'62"'&' Wiﬁf

KYLIELGABLE2E
AGOSTA





index-10_1.jpg
\

Four great books in one
money-saving collection.
KYLIE GABLE






