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Chapter 1






He’s enormous, like a mountain come to life as a human. When he walks up to me, I’m holding my hose, watering the practically dead plants in the front yard. He reaches out to shake my hand, and even our hands couldn’t be more different. My small pale hand is lost in his large dark grip. It’s so muscular it almost hurts, but he knows precisely how hard to squeeze without crossing the line.

“I’m Mr. Sanderson. I own Sanderson’s Total Renovations. I want to give you this personally.”

“Renovations?” I turn around and glance at the house. When I face him again, he’s staring at me.

“Total. Anything you need. Top to bottom. I’ve seen you around, and I thought you might be interested.”

“I don’t know. I suppose some things are maybe stuck in a bit of a rut,” I laugh.

“It just takes the right person and a little nudge to get out of that.”

“There are things I wish were different, but overall, everything is mostly good enough.”

“You shouldn’t have to settle for good enough.”

“True. It’s just such a hassle to do anything about it.”

“But when it’s all done, you pull back that curtain and see what’s hidden underneath. That makes it all worthwhile.”

“Yeah… yeah.” I turn back to the house to escape his stare before it causes me to melt. “I’ll, uh, give you a call if I decide to do anything.”

“Make sure you do.”

I turn and see him grin as he walks away.

I look at the flyer. “Sanderson’s Total Renovations: We Take Charge and Make Change.” Maybe some other time. When I go inside, I toss it into the recycling bin, onto the growing mound of junk mail and junk food wrappers. Then I look around at the pathetic house around me.

I was so happy when I heard dad died. A man I’d met maybe four times in my entire life had a sudden attack of conscious on his deathbed and left his house and money to his abandoned only child? Sounded like a great deal to me. And it was. I got this house and enough money to live on for several years.

The day his will was read, I quit my job. Enough. Done. I was nothing but a socially acceptable mid-level marketer. I always had to sell products to customers—more and more each quarter—not just to earn more money, but to even justify my existence at the company. I was over it. And now, I could afford to be.

I should have known things were too good to be true. The house dad left me is in terrible shape. I could spend the rest of my inheritance just fixing it up. In the two years I’ve lived here, I’ve already replaced the furnace and the roof. Now the water heater makes enough clangs and bangs and moans and hisses that I’m sure it can’t last much longer. There’s mold in the bathrooms. There’s mold in the other rooms. Then there’s the kitchen.

The kitchen bothers me the most. Its orange walls and green tile countertop are obviously from another era. The faucet only works when it wants to. Sometimes that might be when I’m holding the glass under it, or sometimes it might be when I’m lying in bed upstairs. The cabinets, though, are the real centerpiece of the kitchen. The gold cabinets. Someone sometime painted them golden yellow, and then, just to drive home the point, they used gold leaf to make veins running through them. I have to be the only man in America who fondles his veiny cabinet anytime he wants to eat.

Right now, though, the only gold I want from my cabinets is the box of Golden Flakes cereal. And that’s the one I can’t have. I pull the handle to open the cabinet, but the door decides not to move. I give it another yank. My arm comes snapping back at me, brass handle in hand, but the cabinet is still stuck shut. I throw the broken handle across the room, where it pokes a hole in the wall.

I grab a butter knife from the drawer and thrust it into the crack where the two cabinet doors meet. At first, they don’t want to part for me, but as I apply more force, they relent. I just really hope the neighbors can’t hear my grunting. Finally, I’m in and have the box of cereal. I set it on the counter, too frustrated to eat.

Maybe I should do something about this. Maybe it was fate that caused the contractor to stop here. I noticed this was the only house on the block he stopped at. Of course, if I were a contractor looking for work, I wouldn’t need to look any further, either. Maybe I will dig his info out of the recycling bin and call him.





Chapter 2



“This is Mr. Sanderson of Sanderson’s Total Renovations.” He sounds stiff and formal.

“Yeah, hey, this is Brian Ball. You gave me a flyer yesterday, and, well, maybe there are some things that need a little work around here.”

“I thought I’d hear from you. I’m glad you called.”

“Um, yeah. So anyway, I’m thinking about remodeling the kitchen.”

“That’s a great place to start. The heart of things. It’s amazing how changing just that one room has such a large effect on everything around it.”

“That’s what I was thinking, too. And this kitchen is bad. It’s definitely seen better days. So, can we set up a time for you to come see it? Then maybe give me an estimate?”

“Of course. I’ll be there at three o’clock tomorrow.”

“Oh, um, yeah, three works for me too, I guess. I’ll see you then.”

The next day, at exactly three o’clock, there’s a knock on my front door. Actually, three forceful knocks that startle me. The kind of knocks I thought only police officers used. When I open the door, Mr. Sanderson is standing there, two feet away and larger than life. My breath catches just seeing him.

He has a well-trimmed black beard and closely cropped hair. His eyes are dark, nearly the color of his hair, and they match his dark skin perfectly. The white T-shirt he’s wearing is stretched tight across his muscular torso and shoulders. Like the dark blue, almost back jeans he’s wearing—jeans that leave little to the imagination—and his bright beige boots, the T-shirt looks flawless. It’s like every item he’s wearing is brand new today. It’s all perfect, and it matches the perfection of his body.

“I’m Mr. Sanderson.” He breaks me out of my stare.

“Right, right. I’m Brian. Come on in.”

He pulls the handle to the screen door, which promptly screeches and shifts out of alignment. I might do the same if he yanked on me. I take him to the kitchen, and he whistles as soon as we step inside. He walks right up to the cabinets and starts poking and prodding them, running his hands over them to get a feel for the amount of work that needs done.

“This will obviously be a total transformation. It’s a lot of work, but it’s nothing I can’t handle. Before I agree to do anything, though, we need to be clear on our roles. I’m a bit of a control freak. I respect your opinion on things, and you’ll always have the ultimate choice, but in the day-to-day renovation, I’m completely in charge. Is that OK?”

The way he says it is off-putting, but I suppose it does make sense. After talking to him for just half-an-hour, I can tell he’s obviously an expert. “I don’t know anything about any of this, and I trust you. So yeah, that’s fine. Let’s do this.”

“That’s exactly what I want to hear. Are you a morning person?”

“Not really. I’ve always been more of a late night person.”

“Then that’s the first change we make. I work every day, except Sunday, from eight o’clock until five o’clock. You’re usually here during the day, right?”

“Um, yeah.” I always feel slightly embarrassed when someone asks me that. Even when I know there’s no judgement, I insert my own into their meaning.

“Good. Then you’ll be here to help me. For the most part, I work alone. Control, again. But there’s a chance I could have a sub at some time. Have you ever done any home construction?”

“Me? Oh no! Like I said, I’m clueless.”

“Then I have a lot to teach you, but don’t worry. Not only will this be like a brand new house when I’m finished, you’ll be a brand new person.”





Chapter 3



I rush down the stairs, almost missing several steps as I do.

“I’m coming! I’m coming!”

Apparently, when he says eight o’clock, he means eight. I was lying in bed, almost completely awake but with my eyes still closed, when I heard his knocks. Three solid knocks, just like last time. It took me a second to realize it was him, but I jumped up as soon as I did. I didn’t even have time to shower yet. Now, I’m almost killing myself to yank the front door open just in time to see his truck drive away. Seriously, dude? I grab his number from the kitchen counter and call it, but there’s no answer. I try again several more times that morning, but still nothing. What an ass. Finally, at two o’clock, my phone rings.

“Hello?”

“You were late this morning.”

“Sorry about that. I got to the door right as you were driving away.”

“I accept your apology. It won’t happen again.”

I don’t think he’s asking, but I still answer him. “No. No, it won’t.”

“Good. I’ll see you tomorrow morning at eight.”

“Right. See ya—” my phone beeps. He hung up on me. This had better be worth it. At least I know from now on that I have to be ready exactly on time.

The next morning, I wake up at seven-thirty. I want to make sure I’m ready in plenty of time, so I get out of bed right away. At exactly 7:55 a.m., I walk onto my front porch. I’ll show him. I stand there until his truck stops at the curb three minutes later.

He steps out and smiles at me. “Much better. I knew this was going to work. Come here and give me a hand with these bags.”

“Yes, sir,” I say jokingly. “So, I only know you as Mr. Sanderson. What should I call you?”

“That’s fine. Or Sir, if you prefer that.” He flashes a smile that promises something, but I’m not sure what.

Once everything is inside, he hands me something pink and round from one of the duffel bags.

“This is for you.”

“What is it?” I reach out my hand and take it, spinning it around to look at it. “A hard hat? A pink hard hat? And matching gloves inside it?”

“Put them on.”

I do as he says.

“It looks good on you.” He smiles and means it. “You’re to wear that anytime we’re working in here. It’s my job to protect you.”

“Um, thanks? But pink?”

“Pink. It’s your color.”

I roll my eyes.

We start by prying the old trim off the walls and cabinets. Whenever I see demolition on TV, the workers just attack everything with big sledgehammers and make a giant mess. It looks fun. We don’t do that. Everything has to be meticulous and neat. We simply lay things in an orderly pile.

After an hour, I hear a truck beeping outside. Mr. Sanderson tells me to keep working while he takes care of it. A few minutes later, I hear a giant thud. I hope everything is OK. But I keep working, unscrewing the cabinet doors from the upper set now.

A couple more minutes and he walks back in. “That’s our dumpster. Let’s take a couple of loads out now.”

When I step out of the front door, I see it. Enormous and black and taking up my entire driveway. “Sorry, but how long is that thing going to be here?”

“This will take a while. Maybe a couple months.”

“I can’t have that. My car’s in the garage. They need to come back and move this so I can get out.”

“That won’t work. You should have had it out before, but no matter. This is going to be an inconvenience for me, but I’ll be your ride until this is done.”

“You… what does that mean?”

“When we’re finished each day, I’ll take you anywhere you need to go. I’ll run you, so you can do your shopping and errands.”

“But wouldn’t it just be easier to have them move the dumpster?”

“Doing things the easy way gets people in trouble. We’re going to do this my way.”

“Um… OK, I guess.”

When we go back inside, I take a screwdriver and start unscrewing the electrical covers.

“That would be a lot easier if you use a drill.”

“I know I’ll probably get my man card revoked for this, but I don’t know how to use a drill.”

“You’ve never used one before?”

“Never.”

“Here, let me show you.”

He hands me his drill. It’s much heavier than I expected it to be. I wrap my hands around it and squeeze, but nothing happens. He just laughs.

“Flip that little switch there first. One way for screwing, the other way for unscrewing.”

I flip it and hold the bit up to the screw. This time, when I squeeze the trigger, it immediately starts spinning at one hundred miles per hour. I look at him in embarrassment, but he’s just smiling at me.

“Whoa. You really need to pace yourself. Let me show you. Hold it up there again.”

I do as he says, and he comes behind me, his firm chest pushing into my back. He’s so hard, I’m not sure he’s even human. I have his drill steady in my hand as he wraps his arms around me, putting his hands over mine. I lean back into him. I can’t help myself.

“Now the first step is to make sure you get it in the hole. If you don’t do that, nothing else matters. So line it up. There. Just like that. Good job. Now we’re going to give it a gentle squeeze. Very lightly at first.”

He moves his finger over mine and pulls back on it. Slowly. Trapping my finger between his and the trigger. I hear the drill whir as the bit slowly turns.

“See? You’ve got this. Now let’s squeeze a little harder and go a little faster. Ready?”

My mouth is so dry I’m not sure I can speak, but I mumble out a “ready.” He puts a little more pressure on my finger now. At the same time, his arms squeeze me tighter. Why am I letting him do this?

The drill is a louder now. Louder and faster. Before I even notice, the screw falls out of the hole and clinks to the floor. His arms are still around me. Neither of us moves except to release the trigger.

“You did so well. With the right teacher, you can do anything.”

His breath is hot on my neck as he says this. My hairs are standing on end. I want to spin around and look at him. I want us to be face-to-face. No. Before I can do anything, his lips brush my neck, and he backs away from me. Once we’re at a safe distance, I turn to him.

“That was… um… Thank you… for that. For showing me.”

“You’re welcome. You’re a natural.”

My face flushes, and I have to look away.

Over the next few days, we settle into a rhythm as we slowly tear apart the kitchen. Every morning at eight I’m standing on the front porch, pink gloves and hard hat on, waiting for him. Every morning I hope he won’t touch me today the way he did the first morning. Every evening I wish he would have. Every night I lay in bed and think about that touch and wonder what I did to scare him away.

Monday morning, as he walks onto the porch, he hands me an unlabeled shopping bag.

“What’s this?”

“Bring it in and see for yourself.” He holds the door open for me, and I stop inside.

“Panties? What are these for?”

“What do you think?”

“I don’t know. Polishing something?”

He chuckles. “I suppose you could polish something with them. For now, that’s your business. You’re going to wear those.”

“I—what?”

“You heard me.”

“I can’t wear these. These are women’s.”

“I believe that will be true, but it’s yet to be determined. Now, take off your pants and underwear.”

I stare at him. There’s no way I’m doing this. Our eyes are locked as we stand in the middle of the living room. The more he looks at me, the more I feel the pressure building.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” I kick off my shoes and strip from the waist down. With a lacy pair of mint green panties in my hand, I bend over to step into them, but he puts his hand on mine to stop me. I feel a tingle spread through my body. It’s heading toward—Oh please, no. But I can’t stop it. I’m standing naked, in front of him, and with an erection just from his touch on my hand.

“Do you like the idea of wearing panties? Or maybe it’s this that you like?” He glides his fingers up my arm, and my cock grows even more firm. “Oh, it’s definitely that.”

He takes both my hands and guides me to a recliner where he sits down. Using his hands, he turns me so I’m facing to the side, standing while he sits to my right. He runs his hand up and down my leg one time.

“I want you to take care of that.”

“You what? I don’t understand.”

“Shh. Don’t speak. I want you to masturbate until you come. Right here while I watch you.”

“I can’t just—”

He slaps me hard across my ass. “I said don’t speak.”

I look at him, the warm sting rippling through me, but he doesn’t budge. Finally, I look away and wrap my fingers around my cock. I rub them slowly back and forth its length until I feel my body respond. My heart rate and breathing quicken and the outside world starts to fade away as there’s just my cock, my hand, and the memory of his touch. His warm touch. His electric touch. I feel myself building quickly and know I’m close.

“Look at me!”

I open my eyes.

“Look at me while you come.”

I turn my head to face him. To face his dark, rich mahogany skin. To look into his eyes, as still and deep as a black pond on the darkest night. Seeing his face should embarrass me. I’m not gay. It should make this harder. But as soon as I look into his eyes, my body spasms and my cock pumps out its own rhythm. I open my mouth to draw more breath and lean my head back, but I’m sure to keep my eyes on his until I finish. Until he releases me.

“So good. You did so well.” His finger tips barely brush against my hips. “Hand me your panties and go clean up.”

I give him the pair that I still held in my left hand, and I walk to the kitchen, my exposed cock swaying with each step.

Once I’ve cleaned myself and the floor, he tells me to stand in front of him, facing him this time. The panties are in his hands, and he holds them out for me. I step into them. He then glides them up my legs until they are resting around my hips and waist.

He sweeps his fingers across my cock, through the silky material, as he stands up. “You’re my good girl.”





Chapter 4



I no longer meet Mr. Sanderson outside in the morning. Now, each day I wait for him inside the door—hidden just enough so my half-naked body can’t be seen from outside. When he walks in, I hand him a pair of panties to put on me. And each morning he does—rubbing my cock when it’s encased in silk and calling me his good girl.

I know I shouldn’t like this. I shouldn’t like wearing panties for him. I shouldn’t like his too-brief touches on my body. I shouldn’t like hearing him call me his good girl. Sure, I’d wondered about some of these things before. What man hasn’t? But I’m not gay. I’m not trans. This isn’t me. So why does it feel like it is?

This morning, Mr. Sanderson has a surprise for me. I can see the bulge in his jeans, and he tells me to reach for it. But this isn’t the bulge I think about more and more often. This one is in his pocket. I stick my hand inside and pull out a women’s razor.

Right away I know what he’s telling me, but I play along anyway. “What’s this?”

“I want you clean and shaved for me every morning from now on. Everything below your head is to be completely hairless.”

“OK. When do you want me to start?”

“Now. There’s a can of shaving gel in that bag. Go upstairs and don’t come back down until there’s no stubble. Understood?”

“Yes.”

I take the razor and shaving gel upstairs to the bathroom. It takes nearly an hour, several nicks, and one outright cut, but finally I’m completely hair free except for that on the top of my head. I dry off, pull my shirt on, and return downstairs, where I present myself to him.

I make sure he notices me, but I stand quietly in the doorway until he’s ready. He’s on his back under the kitchen sink, replacing the old plumbing. I just stare at him, at the way his muscles flex under his shirt while he wrenches the pipes. I fantasize about what those hands could do to me. Stop. I can almost feel them on my naked erection. Stop! I don’t want to get hard for him. Not now. I try to think of anything else while I stand there.

After fifteen minutes, he finally walks to me. “Take off your shirt.”

First, he looks me over, then he runs just one finger along the length of my body. He starts at my neck and goes slowly down my chest, circling my left nipple, over my belly, around my cock, and down my leg. Then he does the same thing on the right side, moving up my leg to my balls, then up until he circles around my right nipple.

“Very good, girl. Hand me your panties.”

I do as he says, and step into them while he holds them for me.

“Since you’re so good. I have another surprise for you today.” He reaches into the bag sitting on the counter. “Go put this on your fingernails.”

He hands me a bottle of light pink nail polish.

“But won’t this chip off when we work?”

“Make sure it doesn’t.”

I take the bottle to the living room where I apply two coats, listening to him bang around in the kitchen while I do. I wish I could be there with him, but the quickest way to be with him is to keep doing what he asks me.

At the end of every day, Mr. Sanderson examines my fingernails. For every chip he sees, I receive one lash from an extension cord. I’ve always hated pain—been terrified of it—so by the end of the week, I’ve unconsciously trained myself to hold my hands in the most feminine way possible, trying at all costs to avoid chipping a nail. And it works. On Saturday, he doesn’t find a single chip. He smiles and calls me his good girl. I had not heard that since the start of the week, so the words make me smile.

“Come sit on my lap. I want you to feel something.”

He’s sitting on the recliner that used to be mine. The one he has taken over as his when he’s here and wants a break. I bounce over to him and sit on his leg where he pats.

“Do you feel that?”

How could I not? It feels massive. Even through his jeans and my panties, it pokes uncomfortably up the crack of my rear. I want to shift to a more comfortable position, but I’m sitting exactly where he told me.

“That’s what seeing you act feminine does to me.”

“That’s from me?” I can hardly believe I would have that kind of effect on him. He seems above me, so unobtainable.

“That’s how much I love when you act girly. I want that from you all the time. Do you think you can you do that? Can you be a good girl for me all the time?”

I can’t answer him right away. I don’t know. Yes! Of course, I can! No! I’m a man; I can’t do that!

“It’s OK. I know it’s hard, but I think you can do it. I think you know you want to do it if you really think about it. But you don’t have to answer me yet. Now, though, I need to take you to the store. I noticed you’re getting low on food.”

The store? Oh. I probably should go. For the last couple of days, I’ve been having to eat all the things that had gotten pushed behind the foods I like better.

“OK. I should go shower first. Right? And what do I do about this? Did you bring any remover?” I hold my hands out and wriggle my fingernails in front of him.

“You’re going to wear that into the store. But yes, go shower and then bring all of your clothes down here, so I can dress you.”

My heart rate soars. “I can’t do that. I can’t go to the store with this on. What if someone sees me?”

“What if they do? You’re going to wear that to the store. End of discussion. Now, upstairs and get clean.”

“But—”

“Do you want the extension cord? I didn’t think so. Now go. Not a peep.”

I do as he says. When I finish in the shower, I bring my clothes to him and he pulls them on my body. Normally, I love the feel of his hands on me, and I’ve wondered what it would feel like for him to dress me entirely. But I’m too nervous now to enjoy it. The slightest touch from him causes me to jump. Too soon, I’m dressed, then in his truck, then sitting in front of the grocery store working up the courage to open my door.

I know I have to do this. I know he expects me to do this, and I can’t disappoint him. It’s that thought that finally pushes me out of his truck and into the entrance. I try to keep my hands balled into tight fingernail-hiding fists, but when I grab a shopping cart, I realize that won’t work. Instead, I resort to deep breaths and unspoken prayers. The produce section is the worst. It’s where I’m the most exposed. Mr. Sanderson has made a list for me—he wants me to eat healthier—so I wind through the serpentine displays of fruits and vegetables. I move so quickly that I don’t have time to see if what I’m buying is even fresh. The kale is the scariest. There are three other people in that area. I walk up between them, grab a bundle of kale, and dart away. No one says a thing. Not there. Not anywhere in the store. By the time I load my groceries into the backseat of his truck, I’m elated.

I smile the whole ride home. I can’t believe I just did that! Other than an initial “I’m very proud of you,” Mr. Sanderson doesn’t say a word. At one point, he puts his hand on my knee and squeezes gently, and he doesn’t have to say anything. That’s all I need.

At my house, he helps me put the groceries away. As we do, I decide I need to thank him for what he did. I set the tomatoes on the plywood serving as my temporary counter, and I brush my hand across the back of his fingers. He doesn’t say a word. He just looks at me. And that gives me all the encouragement I need. I wrap my hand around him and pull him along behind me. I hear his quiet steps as I lead him to his chair. He sits down, and I drop to my knees in front of him.

Even though I’m almost eye-level with what I really want, I look up at him, unsure. I've never done this before, so I don't know what to expect. He gives the slightest of nods, and I unfasten his pants. His cock starts to stir, and I salivate. Unbuttoned and unzipped, we work together to free it from its prison. While he lifts himself up from the seat and moves closer to me, I pull his jeans and briefs down until they rest around his ankles. His manhood immediately springs up.

For a few seconds, I can do nothing but stare at it. The beautiful, thick, chocolate shaft. Bulging veins circling it. The gorgeous head stands proudly, just starting to bend back up toward him. Never in my most obscene fantasy did I imagine I would kneel this close to another man’s erection. I could never imagine wanting to take a man’s entire length to thank him for making me wear pink nail polish in public. But here I am. I should feel degraded and ashamed, but there’s nothing degrading or shameful about this. This is wonderful. This is exactly what I want.

I lean forward and lick along the base of his monstrous shaft. After a hard day of work, his manly taste and scent have really come out now. With my eyes closed, I suck it all up. I don’t have time to tease him. I need this now. Running my tongue along, I lick him the way I would lick a sticky drip running down one of my fingers. But this is better than any sweet liquid. As I get to the tip, I pause for just a second. There’s no way I can take all of this. I don’t know if I can take even half. It doesn’t matter.

I wrap my lips around his head. My mouth is so wet right now, a tiny drop of drool slithers from the corner of my lips and down to my chin. I squeeze my lips and slide down his length until I feel him against the back of my mouth. Any more and I’m afraid I might gag, so I stop there. As I pull my head back, releasing more and more of him from my mouth, I gently drag my teeth along, careful not to bite down too hard. He squirms just a little in his seat, enough to let me know he likes this.

When I return to the tip. I kiss it. A cock this majestic deserves to be worshipped. It deserves to have me kneeling before it, subjugating myself. With an inhale, I plunge forward rapidly. In and out. In and out. Sometimes sucking as I do. Sometimes flicking my tongue along its length. Sometimes dragging my teeth once more. I take all of him that I can. I know it’s not enough. It could never be enough, and at one point he fists the hair on the back of my head and pulls me in closer, forcing me to take even more of him. So much that I gag a little. But I can’t stop. I never want to stop. I need this. I need this man’s cock.

Together. We’re each pumping in synchrony now. Up. In. Down. Back. Up. In. Down. Back. Like the coupling rod driving the wheels on a train. Faster and faster. We go. We move. Up. In. Down. Back.

I hear his breath hitch. I know what’s coming. His cock thrusts into me even harder, even deeper now, but I take it. I take it. I want this coal burning inside me. I want it. With a spasm, he releases and floods my mouth. I swallow every drop. I won’t waste a bit of this seed, my hard-earned prize.

He relaxes back into the chair, but I’m not finished yet. I use my tongue to make sure his entire length is clean. Once it is, I give him one more kiss and lay my head on his lap. His cock is against my lips. When I feel his hand stroke the side of my face, I close my eyes.





Chapter 5



“Brianna? Brianna. Time to wake up.”

I open my eyes, confused. My head is still resting in his lap. I must have fallen asleep. “What time is it?” I mumble into the front of his leg.

“It’s nearly seven-thirty. You’ve been asleep for almost an hour.”

“Oh.” I pop my head up. Oh my God… Memories of what we did—of what I did—replay in my mind. I feel the heat in my cheeks.

“You were so peaceful. I didn’t want to disturb you.”

“Uh, thank you. About that… I—wait, did you say Brianna earlier?”

“I did. I hope you like it. It’s so close to your old name that I thought it would make the transition easier for you.”

I lean back, wanting to move away from him, but I can’t feel my legs below the knees. I don’t trust myself to stand, so I crawl to the chair opposite from him and hop in it. When I’m facing him again, I see his smile.

“I love seeing you crawl for me, Brianna.”

When I hear that name, I’m not sitting in my living room anymore. I’m standing in the high school locker room. The other boys are laughing at me, at how scrawny I am. I’d always been small for my age, but it was never a problem until high school. Until the boys started to grow up and fill out, and I didn’t.

“Look at little Brianna over there pouting like a girl.”

“I’d pout too if I played like that. Poor Brianna.”

“He already throws like a girl. You think if he had some tits, he might look like a girl a girl too? Do you want tits, Brianna? Maybe he secretly wants to be a girl.”

I look across the room at him. Trying to center myself in the present. “I don’t think I like that name. Kids used that to tease me.” My voice is a whisper, but he still hears it.

“I would never use that name to tease you. I use it because you’re special to me, and I think that’s a special name for you. But if you don’t like it, we can decide on a different name. Think about it tonight and tomorrow. I’ll be back Monday, and if you’re a good girl, I’ll have a treat for you.”

The thought of a treat distracts me from my childhood memories. It distracts me from questioning why he insists I need a different name. As he stands and walks to the door, all I can do is walk behind him and wonder what Monday will bring.

Monday morning I wait for him, half naked and panties in hand, while he walks inside and closes the door behind him. I had so many conflicting thoughts about him over the weekend. What I did was wrong. It can’t happen again. But I loved it. I adore the way he makes me feel. That doesn’t matter. It’s wrong.

He smiles when he sees me. “So what did you decide about Brianna? No matter your decision, I’ll respect it.”

Surprisingly, that’s the one thing I’m not conflicted about. “I like it when you call me that.” Fuck those boys in high school. They tried to belittle me and take something away from me. And they did for years, but no more. They will not dictate who I am or what name this man calls me.

“I think that’s a wonderful decision. I’m glad to hear it.” He walks up to me and holds his rough hand on my cheek. The warmth confirming that I made the right decision. “So, I mentioned that I would have a treat for you?” Oh? I’d totally forgotten. Or thought about it all day yesterday. One of those two. “Well, here it is.”

He hands me a bag and I look inside. Unable to tell what it is at first, I pull it out. “A dress?”

“I want you to wear that for me today.”

“I…” I want to. I want to wear this for him. I start to slip it over my head, but he stops me.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Oh!”

I hand him the panties, and he holds them out for me to step into. Today, when he pulls them up, he spends extra time fondling my cock through the material. First, it’s one finger circling around the tip. Then, it’s his fingers up and down the length. The sound of his rough skin sliding across my panties, the touch of his strong hands—it’s almost too much for me. I gasp and close my eyes.

I’ve never had a man touch me like this before, but it feels so good. All these years alone… The few times I tried to date a woman just to find it never felt right. Was this the reason all along?

My cock tightens. I feel the surge of pressure. “Oh my God, I’m going to come.” He pulls his hand away.

“Not yet. Now, be a good girl and put that dress on for me.”

I’m not sure I can stand the tension. With every movement, the fabric of my panties rubs against my unfulfilled cock. But I don’t protest.

I hold up the dress and really look at it. It’s a sleeveless V-neck with a wavy orange and pink pattern on it. “It’s very wild.”

“It’s bold. Just like you. You always hide yourself in your clothes. Let the real you out.”

I’m sure no one would ever use the word bold to describe me. Unless they were calling me the opposite of bold. But I am different around him. I am, if not bold, less timid. The old me wouldn’t have gone into that store Saturday night. He wouldn’t stand here wearing panties and about to pull a dress on. He wouldn’t let a man stroke him the way I just did. And he would have missed out on all those experiences. So maybe I’m not bold, but I’m certainly not who I used to be.

As soon as the dress settles around my shoulders, I spin to show it off, laughing. When I come back around, Mr. Sanderson catches me in his arms and stares at me.

“You are so beautiful.”

My heart races as the words fly from his mouth.

◆◆◆
Over the next month, my “true wardrobe” as Mr. Sanderson calls it, grows larger and larger. Soon it’s pushed away most of my old clothes, and my closet is all dresses now. Dresses and heels. After a couple of days wearing work boots with my dresses, Mr. Sanderson surprised me with a pair of high-heeled shoes. Simple at first. Black. Two-inch heel. I wore them all day while he was with me, and then all night after he left. I felt so magical in them. So girly. I never wanted to take them off. And I didn’t until I went to bed.

Once I did take them off, though, the spell broke. I looked at them. I looked at me in the mirror. What am I doing? I shouldn’t be doing this. I crawled under the covers wearing just a pair of black lace panties, and I decided I couldn’t do this anymore. I would tell him in the morning.

But the next morning brought a new dress—leopard print and ending just above my knees—and new shoes, and I didn’t want it to stop. They were brown booties with an even bigger heel than the first pair. It was like he was challenging me. The old me would have let the challenge go, but not the new me. I stepped into the shoes and did my best to act as if I’d been wearing heels my entire life. Now, after just a few weeks of them, it feels like I have.

Normally, Sunday is the only day of the week I don’t see Mr. Sanderson, but today is different. It’s the end of July, and we’re in the middle of a week-long heatwave with temperatures over one hundred degrees. Today, Mr. Sanderson decided, we would use the pool in the backyard.

It’s been here since I moved in, and since I moved in, I’ve paid for someone to make sure it’s working properly. They clean and add chemicals each week during the summer. But in that time, I’ve never used it. I’ve told myself over and over that I should either enjoy it or stop maintaining it, but I’ve never done either.

It was Wednesday when Mr. Sanderson announced we would use the pool this weekend. At first I protested that I never use it. Then, that I have nothing to wear. But he wouldn’t budge. So here I am, at 12:56 p.m., standing just inside the front door, waiting for him to walk in at exactly 1:00 p.m. When he does, he hands me a swimsuit. Two piece. Bright pink, just like my hardhat.

“I can’t wear this.”

“You can’t or you won’t?”

“I… I think I can’t?”

“Well, I think you can. And you will. I want to watch you put it on.”

He takes two steps back, and I hold the bottom piece out in front of me. It’s a bikini bottom, but there’s a tiny skirt around it. When I pull it up, I see it’s just enough to hide the unsightly bulge I have below. The top has molded cups that give the impression of breasts, even though I have nothing to fill them.

“Exquisite. You are absolutely exquisite, Brianna.”

I blush and smile.

“This gives me an idea. You’re going to start wearing bras and padding the cups. I love seeing you with breasts.”

I walk to the mirror hanging above the fireplace and turn to the side to see myself, to see the protrusions on my chest. I shouldn’t like this. I shouldn’t like seeing these. I shouldn’t wonder what it’s like to have real breasts filling these cups.

Those doubts don’t have much time to live. Mr. Sanderson wraps his arms around me from behind, and everything except the two of us disappears. The dark skin of his arms is in opposition to the shimmering white of my exposed belly. Both of our skins contrast against the fluorescent pink of my bikini. I lean backward against his embrace, and he nuzzles my neck, first kissing me and then playfully running his teeth across my skin.

“My beautiful girl. You’re making me so hard right now.”

“I know.” I push my ass into him, teasing him.

He spins me around and forces his lips onto mine. I open my mouth in surprise, and as soon as I do, his tongue thrusts inside. Probing me, filling me. My shoulder is pressed uncomfortably into the mantle now, but I don’t care. Every thought in my mind has vanished. Every sensation is gone. There’s just the feeling of his body against mine. The scent of his body. The sound of our lips working against each other. The taste of his tongue on mine.

I slide my hand down his chest and slip it into the front of his jeans. Just as my fingertips caress his burning cock, he moves back and gently removes my hand from his pants.

“Not today, beautiful girl.” He kisses me chastely on the lips. “Not today. But soon.” He turns to sit in his chair. As soon as he does, he begins untying the laces of his shoes.

“Stop. Let me.”

He leans back in the chair. I don’t know what makes me do it, but I drop to my knees and crawl to him. I can tell by the way his eyes widen that he likes this. I shouldn’t do this. When I get to him, I take his shoelace in my teeth and pull. One. Then the other. Using my tongue, I undo the knots. Completely untied, I sit back on my knees and look up at him. Our eyes lock together as I pull the shoes from his feet. Then his socks. I kiss the top of each foot before I rise to my feet and use his hands to pull him in front of me. I feel so small next to him. So vulnerable. This isn’t right. I start to unfasten his pants, but he puts his hands on mine.

“I know, not today. But just let me dress you. Please. The way you dress me.” I need this. I need to stop. He pulls his hands away, and I continue. Loosening his belt and button and zipper, I draw his pants to his knees. Then his briefs. His cock is fully erect in front of me, and it takes all the willpower I have to not take hold of it. But I know I can’t. Instead, I gently push him back into the chair. Lifting one leg at a time, I tug his pants and briefs from his body.

I slowly glide the swimming shorts up his legs, teasing my fingers up his legs along the way. When I have the shorts nearly to his waist, I look again at his manhood. Again, I fight the wave of desire. But now I wonder how I can tuck it into these shorts. He must see my confusion, or want to remove all temptation from me, because he takes over. He stands to finish pulling them up, somehow tucking his full length inside. I stare at the massive bulge as he takes my hand and leads me outside to the pool.





Chapter 6



For two weeks, we continue in near-bliss. Now, every day when we eat lunch together, I sit on his lap. Sometimes, he feeds me while I’m sitting like that. More often, I eat while his hand rests between my dress and my panties, covering my cock. Focusing on anything other than the fire his touch ignites in me is torture. Each bite becomes sensual. The food in my mouth is more than food. Every mouthful is a way to take him inside me.

On a Tuesday in the middle of August, though, things change. He walks in as usual. I’m standing naked inside the doorway as usual. He pulls my panties on me as usual. I fasten my bra and lower the dress over my body. All as usual. But then he steps back and hands me a gift-wrapped box.

“What is it?”

“Open it.” The smile on his face is so broad, I can’t help but smile, too. I don’t know who’s more excited—him to give me this gift or me to receive it. I untie the ribbon and tear open the paper.

Inside are two pill bottles. “What are these?” He had better not turn out to be the leader of some druggie sex cult. If this was all just a way to recruit me—

“Hormones. I ordered them off the internet. For you. One bottle is estrogen. The other bottle blocks your testosterone. I want you to start taking these.”

“Hormones? Like… what old women take?”

“No, Brianna. What girls like you take.”

“I can’t just take these. What… I don’t even know what they’ll do to me.”

“You don’t?”

“Well, I mean, I guess I do, but I can’t do that. That’s too much. I just… I can’t.”

“OK. The choice is yours. Everything we do is your choice. But I want you to think about this. Just like you did with your new name—your real name. These take time before they cause any permanent changes. If you want, you can take them for a while to see how they make you feel. It’s your decision, but I do want you to think about it before you decide.”

“No. I don’t need to. I don’t need to think about it. I can’t do that. I can’t. I just… I can’t be a girl. Not like that.”

“Is that really you saying that?”

“Of course it is! I can’t do this.”

“So you won’t even think about it?”

“I… it’s too much. No. I… can’t.”

“You’re not giving yourself a chance. If you won’t even consider it, then I’m not going to be able to work here any longer. I’m sorry.”

“What?”

He picks up his two bags and turns toward the door.

“So, you’re just leaving? You’re quitting? Because I won’t just blindly take these?”

“No. I’m quitting because you won’t even think about it. I know you. The real you. I know those would make you happier, but you refuse to even consider it. You’ve disappointed me.”

He steps through the door, and I start to follow him before I remember what I’m wearing.

“You can’t just leave. We’re not finished! There’s still work to do.”

He doesn’t say a word. Hiding behind the door, I watch as he gets into his truck and drives away. He can’t just leave. He can’t.

I slam the door, not caring that it probably rattled loose some of the trim on the outside of the house. How could he just leave like that? How could he leave me? This is just a stunt. He’s doing this to get my attention. He wants to make me feel bad. Well, it’s not going to work. I’m going to be here tomorrow morning at 7:56 a.m. just like always. And he’ll walk through that door at 8:00 a.m. just like always.

The next morning I’m there, ready. I have my panties in one hand and my dress and bra slung over my other forearm. It’s 8:07 a.m. and he’s not here yet. I wait another ten minutes. Then another ten. Then I decide to wait until nine o’clock. And I do. I stand there. Every noise from outside is him walking up the front porch. Every car is him pulling up to the curb. But he never comes. I drop my clothes to the floor and sit in his chair. His scent is still trapped there, and I inhale deeply as I sit down. I underestimated him, but he’ll be back tomorrow.

I wait for him again the next morning, and again he doesn’t show up. At nine o’clock, I put on my clothes and walk to the kitchen. It’s a mess. Everything is either half torn apart or half put together, and nothing is very functional either way. There’s a set of old cabinets in the middle of the kitchen. It represents where the island is going. I lean across it and rest my head on the plywood top.

Then I hear it. Beeping. It has to be him! I run to the front door and throw it open, but it’s not him. It’s the driver of the dumpster company. He sees me and waves, but I hurriedly duck away. I can’t let him see me like this! Behind the window curtains, I watch as he takes the temporary construction dumpster and drives away.

So is this really it? Is he really done after all? It’s for the best. He could never really want a girl like me. Listen to me! “A girl like me?” What has been going on with me? How did I let him twist me like this? I’m a man, not a girl. I can’t believe I went along with any of this. This is all just some… some stupid fantasy. Nothing more. It was never going to be any more.

I kick my feet, sending my shoes flying. Then I march upstairs. Ripping this dumb dress off of me as I do. What was I thinking? So stupid! In my bedroom, I toss it and the bra into a pile in the corner. Like an idiot, I threw away all my men’s underwear, so I have to wear the panties for now. But at least I still have my old men’s clothes. I slip into a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. That has to look better, right? I start to look in the mirror, but turn away before I do.

I return to the kitchen. I don’t need him. I put on my hardhat and gloves. The pink hardhat and gloves he brought me on the first day. For just a second, I think about that day while I pull them on, but I make myself stop. That doesn’t do any good. He’s just some pervert who had me convinced I was someone I’m not. I’m glad he’s gone. I need to get back to normal.

For the next week, I am back to normal. I went out that first night and bought all new underwear. Now, the women’s clothes that Mr. Sanderson insisted I wear are bagged up in my room, just waiting for me to donate them when I get a chance. I’ve been working on the kitchen without him too. I really think I’m making good progress. For the most part. There are still some issues. A couple of the doors I hung aren’t quite straight, so they catch on each other when I try to open or close them. And the uninstalled countertop is leaning against a wall. I need to look up how to do that. And how to mount the cabinets too. They’re all either placed loosely in position or scattered around the first floor wherever there was room for them, still in their boxes. But once I get those two things taken care of, I really think I can make progress on this. The rest is easy. Finishing the plumbing and electricity can’t be that hard.

Why am I kidding myself? I can’t do this. I can’t do any of it. Not without him. I’ve been trying all day to cut a strip of wood along the stove. Each time I do, it’s either too wide or too narrow. Finally, I give up. I just leave everything where it is and go upstairs to collapse on my bed. I even leave the saw plugged in. Mr. Sanderson would kill me if he knew that. Damn him! Why did he have to push me so far? Why couldn’t he just let me be?

Why did I tell him no? What was I so scared of? Other people? Society? The internalized shame I’ve been taught I should feel for being me? Fuck all of that! Why am I letting that stop me from what I want? Is this what I really want? I grab my phone from the nightstand and look up hormone therapy.





Chapter 7



Come on, girl. You got this! Deep breaths! I can’t believe I’m doing this. I’m wearing a sleeveless canary yellow dress that falls to the middle of my thighs. Under that, I have a padded bra with my breast forms, and matching white lace panties. Black strappy sandals with three-inch heels on my feet. On my head, a wig that I splurged for—nearly one thousand dollars, but worth every penny. And makeup. As soon as I decided I needed to do this, I starting watching makeup tutorials nonstop. Some days, my face was raw from washing off so many attempts. Today, though, my face is perfect. It was worth it. It was all worth it. At least I hope so.

I sigh and step out of the car, taking deliberate steps as I march to the door. Sanderson Total Renovations is printed in bold white letters across the tinted glass. For a second I worry he might not be here. But I know he is. I’ve been parked out front for nearly an hour working up the courage to do this, and I saw him arrive nearly forty-five minutes ago. So, I know he’s in there. I pull on the door handle and walk in. A bell signals my presence.

“Be right with you.” He calls from a back room.

I don’t answer.

“Yes, ma’am, what can I—Brianna?” He stops. His face is frozen, not in happiness or disgust. I wish it were one of those two. This is indifference.

“Hi.” I smile, hoping to ease some of the tension. “Do you have a minute?”

“I suppose. My office is right here.” He turns and walks back into it without inviting me.

I hope I’m supposed to follow him because I do. As I walk in, he leans against his desk. It’s covered in papers, but not at all messy. Everything is in an orderly pile, exactly where it should be.

“You look lovely.”

His face looks to be warming up just the slightest bit.

“Thank you. Do you like the wig?”

“I do. And the makeup. It’s all very elegant.”

I was going for sexy, but I suppose elegant will do. “Thank you. I didn’t like where we left things.”

“No. I didn’t either.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have behaved the way I did.”

“All I asked was that you think about taking the hormones. That’s all. If still said no after thinking about it, I would have accepted that.”

“Would you, though? Would you have still been there?”

“I would have. It wouldn’t have changed a thing. I would have felt the same way about you I did from day one.”

“And how was that?”

“I think you know.”

“Do I?”

He cradles my cheek in his hand. “Yes. You do.”

I close my eyes at his touch, at the memories that it brings back. I raise my hand to hold his. To trap it. I never want it to leave me again. I’m so sorry for the way I behaved. Without warning, I feel his lips against mine and his free hand sliding around my back. I open my mouth for him. I open everything for him. Anything he wants is his. But he pulls away. Too soon. Again. Will I ever be able to have him?

“Wait right here. I’ll be back. I promise.”

I watch him walk to the front door and lock it. Then he disappears behind a door down the hallway. In a couple of minutes, he’s back.

“Sorry. I needed to make sure no one would walk in on us. You don’t know how badly I want you.”

The rock hard cock under my dress might disagree. “I guarantee it’s not as much as I want you.”

“Oh, is that so?” He raises my arms and lifts the dress over my head.

“That’s so.”

“That sounds like a challenge to me, Miss Brianna.”

“It’s definitely a challenge, Mr. Sanderson.”

“Good. I love challenges.”

I squeak as he suddenly spins me around. Now, I’m facing the back wall of his office, trapped between his desk in front of me and him behind me. He pushes himself against me. Against my mostly naked body. Brushing my hair aside, he kisses the back of my neck. His weight is pressed onto me, forcing me to bend slightly over his desk. I sigh. I’ve missed his body against mine. His masculine scent. The heat that rises between us.

His kisses move lower as they trace my spine. Soon, he’s at my bra strap. Now below it. I gasp when he gets to the small of my back.

“Are you ticklish there?”

“Just a little.”

“Let’s see how much.”

He skims his fingers gently around the area, just barely enough to call it a touch. Enough to make me squirm, lost in laughter, as I try to get away from him, but he’s holding me securely in place. Finally, I collapse, my upper body flat against the top of his desk. It pushes the papers out of the orderly piles they were in.

“I’m so sorry.”

“Shh. I don’t care about that.”

He’s stopped tickling me now, and I feel his breath on my lower back. His fingers hook in the waistband of my panties before pulling them down. They drop to my ankles.

“Is this what you want?”

Do you even have to ask? I’m here. This is all for you. This is all because I want this. “Yes. Very much, yes. Do you?”

“I’ve thought about this moment since I first met you. I knew then you were special, even if you didn’t realize yet. You don’t know how hard it’s been to wait. How hard this last month has been.”

“For me too. I’ve been miserable. I tried to go back to who I was before, but I can’t. He doesn’t exist anymore.”

“He never existed. You just didn’t understand that. So yes, Brianna, I want this. I’ve wanted this for months.” I hear his belt jiggle and then the sound of his pants dropping to the floor.

“I started taking the hormones, by the way. Three weeks ago.”

“Good girl. I knew you would if you could be honest with yourself.”

I look behind to see what he’s doing, and I see him tearing open a condom wrapper. Below that, I see his enormous cock, and I whimper. “I've never done this before. I don’t think that will fit inside me.”

“Don’t worry.” He runs a hand down my spine. “You’ll be just fine. I have plenty of lube, and I’ll go slow. We have all the time in the world. Just take what you can.”

I turn around and try not to worry as I feel him spread my cheeks apart.

“This will just be my finger at first, OK? Just so you get used to the feeling.”

I hear his lubricated finger slide into me a split second before I feel it. I tense up. “This is my first time.”

“Shh. It’s OK, my beautiful girl. You’re doing great.”

Suddenly, my breath catches as he moves his finger around inside me.

“Do you like that?”

“Yes!”

“Good. Now I’m going to add more. You’ll just feel a little more stretched.”

He pulls out and then plunges back inside me. I can’t tell if there are two or three fingers now, but it feels wonderful as he slides them in and out, massaging me while he does.

“Such a good girl. I think you’re ready.”

I think so too. My fists clench when I hear him open the bottle of lube once more. I’m ready for whatever pain this is. It’ll be worth it to have him inside me.

I think back to the first time I met him. When he walked up to me on my front lawn. Could I have ever imaged then that this would happen? That my life would be so drastically different just a couple months later? Would I have even wanted it then if someone offered it to me? Maybe. But I would have been too embarrassed to ever admit it. I smile, thinking about what a completely different person I am. What a different person he has helped me to become.

He spreads my cheeks apart again, and I brace myself. He’s gentle, entering with just the tip at first.

“Are you doing alright? Does that hurt?”

“I’m fine. It’s fine. I can take more.”

He slowly pushes in. “Let me know if this hurts. I’ll stop as soon as it does.”

“No. It doesn’t. Honestly. Keep going.”

“That’s my girl.”

We continue for what feels like forever until finally his entirety is inside me. I can’t believe it. I can’t believe I can hold all of that. My face flushes with pride.

Once he’s in, he starts moving in and out. He’s still moving slowly at first, making sure I’m fine, but then he starts rocking back and forth harder and harder. And before long he’s driving every inch of his cock inside me. I’m screaming out with each thrust. Oh God, I need this! My cock has never been as hard as it is right now. As it is while he pushes himself in, trying to fill every inch of me.

I can’t control myself. I have to hold on to something, and as I grab for the edges of his desk, I knock all the papers off. I don’t care. I barely notice. The only thing I can notice is this man ramming himself inside me, again and again and again. It’s maddening. And it’s not long before I know I can’t hold out any longer.

“I’m going to come.” I’m afraid to say it. I’m afraid he’ll pull out. He’ll cut me off like last time, but he doesn’t.

“Just hang on for… another minute. Just hang on. I’m so close… I’m so close.”

“I can’t.”

“Yes, you can. I’m close. I want this. Together.”

I hear his breathing become more shallow as his thrusts become even more forceful.

“Now! Now!”

I stop holding back the wave and let it crash around me. Between my spasms and his lunging into me, I feel like I’m going to explode. And I do. Everything comes loose. Everything that has built up inside me. Everything I’ve repressed and held in all these years. It all comes out, and I collapse on the desk.

Both of us spent, he lays me on the carpeted floor and lies next me. His arms are around me. I don’t want either of us to ever move.

“You are absolutely glorious, Brianna. That was amazing.”

“I’ve never felt anything like that. I didn’t want it to end. I never want this to end. Tell me we can just stay like this forever.”

“On the floor of my office? It might get a little uncomfortable after a bit. But we’ll stay here as long as you want to. I promise.”

And we do. We lie there all afternoon until finally I roll over and grab his hands.

“Let’s go back to my house. I want you to take a look at my bedroom. I think I might need some work done there, too.”
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Join my mailing list!

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

When you subscribe, you'll get the full story Enslaved, a steamy bonus chapter from my book Homecoming, and more to come!

Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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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







More 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.

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.

THE NEW GIRL — I’m always so careful. How did he find out I wear panties under my suits? And why is he offering me a job?
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I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watching the fun trouble they get into.

 

Something in one of my stories that you either loved or hated?

Something you’re dying to see in an upcoming story?

Have a great idea for the name of a character’s favorite cocktail?

Email me! I adore hearing from you!

kenziemckaywrites@gmail.com
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