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FEMINIZED & RECKLESS

A SHORT EXCERPT

My fingers grazed my ear, pressing the button on my recorder. My boss didn’t need to know what I was about to do next. I had everything I needed for the breaking news story—and yes, what I was about to do was reckless, but it was my business and no one else needed to know about it.

I gave in to my impulses and kissed him.

He looked surprised but kissed me back. His hands were suddenly on my chest, lightly squeezing the thin fabric plastered to my skin. His fingers brushed against my chest.

It was a weird feeling.

“Could we go somewhere more private?” I whispered.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

He took me by my hand and we walked through the hallways until we ended up in some kind of storage room that was dark and dingy with stained walls, clearly not meant to be seen by the public.

He went straight for my neck this time, and I groaned.

He stumbled out of his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt in a frenzy. I could see the outline of his pecs and abs, tight as a drum, and for a minute I was just imagining what he’d look like shirtless and then suddenly I was sure I was in a dream. This couldn’t be happening, could it? Was I really making out with another man? While I was supposed to be working? It had to be some kind of crazy dream. Why was I hard?

And then I was confronted with his bare chest and abs, and my breath got caught in my throat. His body was perfectly proportioned. His skin looked dark and soft and luscious and all I wanted to do was lick him down there.

He rested my back against the dirty wall and we made out, our tongues lapping and swirling and there was the smell of lust and saliva in the air.     

“Do you want to…?” he breathed.

I bit my lip and nodded.


FEMINIZED & RECKLESS




CHAPTER 1

I stepped out of the cab, smoothed down my skirt, and gazed at the glass building in front of me.

The building that held the fundraising office of The Lovelane Foundation, a high-flying yet controversial charity boasting donors from the rich and the famous, had all the glitz and glamor I’d been expecting. The massive mirrored exterior, stretching high into the clouds above, was polished to perfection but seemed to be hiding secrets inside. And from what I knew about the charity, the secrets were very, very dirty. 

I took a deep breath and walked towards the entrance, my handbag and folder in hand. My heels made satisfying clicking sounds as they hit the marble floor. Following the signage, I slipped inside the elevator and went up to the thirty-third floor. The hallways were as cold as a freezer. Men wearing expensive shirts and the finest of fragrances smiled as they hurried past me. The clamor of high heels, the unexpected graciousness from men. Those were just some of the quirks of assuming a female identity.

“Hi, I’m Cecilia. I’m here for a job interview,” I said sweetly to the man seated at the reception.

He didn’t miss a beat. “Stay seated, please,” he said. “We’ll call you when the interviewer’s ready.”

I smiled at him.

He smiled back.

He didn’t know I wasn’t really Cecilia.

Hell, no one knew in this building knew that beneath my flawless feminine façade, I was really a man.

I was Scott Leavy, a twenty-one-year-old journalism graduate working at Tenacity, a top publication with one of the strongest known investigative journalism units in the country. And getting a hold of the juicy secrets hiding behind The Lovelane Foundation was my first official work assignment.

“Once we put this wig on you, you’re no longer Scott.” The words of senior editor at Tenacity and my boss, Emily Brooks, were echoing inside my head as I sat down on the fancy reception seat shaped like an ‘S’ and crossed my legs. “You’re Cecilia Jansen, an undergrad majoring in history with a minor in English. You’re hardworking, left leaning, sexually confident, up for any kind of challenge, and have enough charm to keep any man on their toes. You’re a lover of philosophy books and all kinds of contemporary art. You’re a big fan of Frida Kahlo. Biking is how you keep fit. You’re currently working on the side as a waitress and looking for additional income. Oh, and your dad is Dutch. That explains the height.”

I’d been both excited and nervous as fuck when I’d received my first assignment brief. Not many journalism grads could say they got the chance to work undercover for their first big story, let alone go undercover as the opposite sex. Emily, however, had told me I’d be perfect for the job, though deep down I knew that was probably because none of the more experienced journalists wanted to do it. I was entering dangerous territory with a lot of risk for potentially zero reward. No woman wanted to be potentially groped by slimy old men, and no man had the guts to dress as a woman.  

“Our target is Preston Parker, the CEO of the biotech startup GenRay,” Emily had told me, her eyes narrowing as she looked at me. “Have you heard of GenRay, Scott?”

“Sure,” I’d said. “The up-and-coming cancer detection company?”

“Correct.” Emily seemed pleased. “They use—or claim to be using—molecular genetics technology to predict little-known cancers. Preston also happens to be the biggest donor of The Lovelane Foundation, a charity that helps cancer patients facing financial struggles.”

“They hold those exclusive fundraising dinners,” I piped up, eager to show my boss that I already knew something about them. “Dinners where no one knows what actually happens.”

“Yes. Dinners that are shrouded in secrecy,” Emily said. “Dinners that are so exclusive they are men only.”

I hadn’t known that, but I pretended I did. I nodded.

“These dinners, without fail, hire young and attractive women as hostesses,” Emily continued. “But the openings haven’t been publicized for a long time now. Well, except for this week. I’ve been eyeing their website like a hawk, and they’re inviting applications for new hostesses for a fundraising dinner happening next month.”

“We have to get an application in,” I said.

Emily laughed dryly. “I’m two steps ahead of you, Scott. I already sent in an application. Or dare I say, your application.”

“Huh? But you just said they only hire young, attractive women.” I glanced at Emily nervously. She was hot, sure, but she was far from young.

“Don’t be silly, Scott,” she said. “You’re the perfect candidate for this. You’re tall, yes, but you have…very feminine features. You’ll make a very attractive hostess.”

She saw the skepticism on my face and scoffed.

“Make no mistake, Scott, you’ve been very lucky to land yourself a job at Tenacity. Investigative journalism is not for the faint of heart. I hand out tough assignments for newbies because I like my youngsters to prove themselves. And it’s easier for me to nip it in the bud if they don’t.”

I swallowed. Emily Brooks did not play around.

But she was right. Scoring my first job in print publication before I’d even graduated had been an incredible stroke of luck. Tenacity was known equally for their breaking news stories and their iron-willed journalists who’d stop at nothing to uncover the truth. The fact that I’d been selected out of hundreds of applicants boggled my mind—and this too at a time where print journalism was fading into oblivion, along with the dream careers of both wannabe and established journalists. I’d been very, very lucky.

Honestly, if it hadn’t been for that callback from Tenacity, it would’ve either been flipping burgers at the closest drive-through or writing gossip columns for something like the Daily Mail. Not sure which is worse.

“But let’s not get ahead of ourselves here,” Emily continued. “Lovelane called in this morning inviting your alter-ego for an interview. Your first goal is to get the charity dinner gig. Second, go to the dinner next month. Third, dig the dirt on Preston.”

I repeated those instructions under my breath, trying hard to calm myself down.

“Good journalists are made, not born,” I finally said. It was one of Emily’s favorite sayings.

She smiled. “It’s a matter of you putting in the work. We’ve got the best resources here, so don’t let me down. The last thing we need is someone from Silverpress getting the scoop before you.”  

It was my turn to scoff.

Silverpress were our rivals. Emily was forever paranoid about them publishing stories faster than us, but in my mind she had nothing to worry about. How could a couple of small players compete with the Tenacity, the oldest in journalism business for years and years on end? We were a big name for a reason. We had brains, and we had resources they couldn’t even dream of.

“I won’t let you down,” I told Emily. “Promise.”

As I sat on that ‘S’-shaped lounge chair, waiting for the man at the reception to call me, I mentally rehearsed everything I needed to know about Cecilia again.

I was suddenly overcome with nerves and my hands felt very clammy.

I had a lot on my hands.

Could I really do this? Pass as a woman and get a flashy hostessing job?

I didn’t have much time to panic, because ten minutes later I was being ushered through a door situated at the end of a corridor. A small woman in her mid-50s wearing glasses gazed up at me. The skin on her face and neck seemed to be stretched a little too tight. She didn’t smile.

This was Mrs. Nelson, head of fundraising at The Lovelane Foundation. My interviewer.

I awkwardly went over and sat on the cushioned chair opposite her. I smiled at her to show that I was confident, but the corners of my mouth were trembling.

“Miss Cecilia Jansen,” the woman began in a snooty voice, inspecting her computer screen for a moment before shifting her attention back to me. She interlaced her fingers and placed her hands on the table in one white bony heap. “What made you think you could be a hostess?”


CHAPTER 2

I watched Mrs. Nelson’s eyes glower down at me and I shriveled up like a dried-up leaf.

If I didn’t get it together now, I might as well chuck my journalism career out the window. So I took a deep breath, summoned up all my courage, and answered her.

“Mrs. Nelson, I’ve had a lot of experiencing waitressing and hostessing, as I’m sure you already know,” I said, glancing down at my resume laying neatly in front of her. “My passion is customer service and I pride myself in providing a luxury experience that patrons find unforgettable. I’ve had nothing but great feedback from my managers. To sum up, I think I’m perfect for the job.”

“This is no ordinary hostessing job, my dear,” Mrs. Nelson said, still giving me that lethal stare through her glasses. “As I’m sure you already know.”

“I’m well aware of that,” I said with a straight face.

“Hmm.”

She took a fountain pen in her hand and leaned her back against the chair. Twirling the pen, she studied me for several minutes with those beady eagle eyes.

Could she tell I was a man? My wig was suddenly hot and scratchy on my head and I had an intense urge to scratch my scalp. The fact that I couldn’t made the craving worse. I funneled all my energy into staring back at Mrs. Nelson, showing her that she didn’t intimidate me.

Maybe she thought I was trans.

“Remove that blazer of yours,” she said smoothly, as if it was the most normal thing you could ask in an interview. “I need to see what’s going on under all those layers.”

Darn it, I thought. The navy blazer had been Emily’s attempt at hiding my broad shoulders, a dead giveaway that I was more masculine than I was letting up.

But I got up and amicably slipped off my blazer, exposing my black floral button-down and pencil skirt. Then, as a gush of confidence came out of nowhere, I turned around, making sure I elongated my spine as much as possible and made my lower back arch.

“You have a nice back profile,” Mrs. Nelson said.

“I’ve been told that before,” I said.

Was she going to ask me to strip?

Panic rushed through me and for a second all I wanted to do was run out of the room. But Mrs. Nelson gave a curt nod and her eyes traveled towards the chair in front of her, inviting me to sit back down. I almost sighed with relief but stopped myself from making a sound.

“You’re tall for a girl,” she said.

“Six feet two inches,” I said, flipping my hair to one side with an air of confidence. “It comes from my dad’s side. He’s from the Netherlands. I’m very proud of my height.”

“Hmm. Do you have any questions for us, Miss Jansen?”

“What can you tell me about the dinner, Mrs. Nelson?” I asked sweetly. “Anything I should know to prepare myself?”

Her eyes narrowed. There was a glint of suspicion in each of her pupils, but it quickly faded away.

“It’s only one of the biggest fundraising dinners we’ve ever held,” she said. “A glamorous black-tie extravaganza that delivers on a truly unique experience for our supporters. As you know, it’s going to be attended by the some of the most elite of society, and on that end, we expect our hostesses to be nothing but the absolute best.”

“I’m up for the challenge,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound too robotic.

“What should they prepare for? They should be prepared to go above and beyond,” she continued, giving no sign of hearing what I said. “They should be absolutely impeccable. Go beyond the highest of expectations. Our guests have only ever experienced the best and they have unrelenting standards. But I must make one thing clear, Miss Jansen. We value confidentiality—what starts at Lovelane will remain at Lovelane.”

I gulped. I couldn’t really make heads or tails of what she was trying to say. It was like she was talking in riddles, and I wasn’t smart enough to figure it out.

Yet.

But that had lit the fire within me—I had to try my hardest and get this gig somehow. It was the only way I could figure out what these shady people were up to.

I started to speak again, trying to get back to her with a clever follow-up question but Mrs. Nelson held up her tiny white arm to stop me. Her fingernails pointed upwards like the claws of a cat.

“We’re done here,” she said, her mouth curled into a mocking smile. “You’ll hear from us soon enough. If you get the job, that is.”

***

“I’m sorry, Emily,” I said in a hushed voice in the cab on the way back to the office. “I let you down.”

“What do you mean?”

I took a deep breath. “I think Mrs. Nelson hated me. I think they’re looking for people of a very high, uh, caliber.”

“Ha!” she snorted. “To do what? Entertain a few old muppets?”

“A lot of rich old muppets,” I corrected her. I brought down my voice to a whisper. “She made me take my blazer off.”

“Scott, that’s wonderful!” Emily said, sounding much more enthusiastic. “That means she was clearly interested in you. We might hear from then soon!”

“Don’t bet on it,” I said. “For a while I thought I’d be made to strip naked. I don’t have a good feeling about this dinner…what are they going to make the hostesses do? She didn’t really say anything when I asked her. I assume they’re going to be doing a lot more than greeting guests and serving drinks. But what? And how is Preston involved?”

I remembered Mrs. Nelson’s dark beady eyes and tight facial skin, her pruney, ghost-white hands and sharp nails. A shiver ran down my spine. It was all very weird.

“Oh my god!” Emily suddenly squealed in my ear. I winced at her volume.

“What’s wrong?”

“You got in! Scott, you got in!”

My heart almost stopped. “What?”

“I’m looking at your inbox right now!” Emily shouted. “Cecilia’s inbox, I mean. She just sent you a message. Mrs. Nelson.” She began to recite the email contents, her voice full of unmistakeable glee. “Dear Miss Jansen, we are delighted to inform you that you have been offered the opportunity to help host The Lovelane Foundation’s exclusive charity dinner. You will be receiving a follow-up email with further details.”

“That was quick,” I muttered.

“I’ll get Janet and we’ll all go shopping once you get back,” Emily said. Janet was assistant editor at Tenacity and Emily’s sidekick. “I know how Lovelane does things. They’ll provide the actual outfit you’ll wear on the night, so until then we’re all in the dark. But we’ll need to get you a nice casual top and a good pair of jeans, some nice, lacy lingerie—all black—and like ten tubes of Nair.” She laughed. “Oh, and a good, expensive perfume so you’ll fit right in. Something lightly floral but sexy, like Chanel.”

My throat had gone dry. Getting the hosting gig was a huge breakthrough—but I knew that now the real work had begun.

I was being transformed into a sexy girl by my boss, about to go undercover at one of the most secretive charity dinners in the country. 


CHAPTER 3

One of the biggest things I learned about becoming a woman was just how invisible I’d been as a man.

On our numerous shopping trips for clothes, lingerie, perfume, and makeup before the big event, Emily and Janet made me go out as my alter-ego, kitten heels and all, as a kind of warm-up exercise. As we waded through flashy department store aisles and counters full of sparkly, feminine things, shoppers and store clerks eyed me eagerly.

At first I thought it was because I was sticking out like a sore thumb, but then I realized they were smiling. They weren’t staring at me because I was Scott in a dress. They were acknowledging the fact that I was an attractive girl and as tall as a model—a killer combination in modern-day beauty standards, I’d slowly come to learn. They were looking at me and going, “damn, she looks good” or “damn, I wish I looked like her”.

And even though I’d never been one to enjoy the spotlight, secretly I was loving all this attention.

When the day for the Lovelane charity dinner finally came, I had butterflies in my stomach. I arrived at the hotel exactly on time, and the minute I stepped into the lobby I was struck by the grandeur of the place: impossibly tall ceilings, walls engraved in gold and grand oak-panelled columns set the mood. They all screamed one word: money.   

As Emily had said, the follow-up email I’d received informed us we needed to do our hair and makeup but that black dresses would be given to us before the event. I had on a simple T-shirt and a pair of jeans. Janet had done my makeup and hair flawlessly—gold eyeshadow, a striking red lip, barely visible blush, and my wig styled in long, effortless curls. 

I followed the directions to a room set up for hostesses in a small corridor next to the lobby. What I saw took my breath away. The tiny room was filled with women, real women, wearing next to nothing. Rosy round butts in thongs and sheer underwear, and shapely boobs swinging in the air as they laughed and chatted to each other. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them.

“Name, please?” a woman said in a snappy voice, coming to stand in front of me. She looked stressed out.

“Uh, Cecilia,” I said. “Cecilia Jansen?”

She scanned through a checklist on her clipboard with heavy mascara-ed eyes that looked like crinkly spider legs. “Okay. Follow me, please.”

She took me towards one corner of the room where there were rows and rows of racks full of clothes, making black waves out of their varying lengths. “Here’s your dress for the night,” she said sharply, handing me a dress that was still giving off that freshly laundered smell. “We’re running late. You have fifteen minutes to put this on and get to the lobby for the briefing.”

I studied the dress. It was black and one-shouldered, with a slinky-looking zipper on the side. The one sleeve was long and elegant. The waist was made out of a different kind of material and clearly see-through.

Fuck, I thought. I’ll need to take off my bra.

“Perfect,” I said, forcing my voice to sound cheerful and perky. “Where’s the dressing room?”

The woman stared at me like I was speaking an alien language. Her eyes swiveled around the space around her as if she was saying, right here, idiot.

“Uh, got it,” I mumbled, turning around so she couldn’t see the embarrassing flush rise up my cheeks.

I did a quick check to see who was around. Everyone was dressing up, and those that had finished huddled together in groups, snacking or having small talk with each other. No one was looking in my direction. I breathed a sigh of relief and proceeded to lift up my T-shirt, my back to the rest of the room.

“Hey there!”

I jumped, rushing to smooth down my T-shirt again.

The voice belonged to a very attractive woman wearing a summer dress. She had shoulder-length straight blonde hair and eyes that were as blue as cornflowers. She was holding a skimpy black dress in her arms. She beamed at me.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been so nervous in my life!” she said, giggling, although she didn’t look nervous at all. “Is this your first time hosting for Lovelane?”

“Um, yeah,” I said.

“Oh!” Her eyes grew wide and she made a show of her surprise, drawing a hand to her mouth. Then she giggled again. “Let’s just say it’ll be a night you’ll never forget! I’m Marla by the way.”

“Cecilia,” I said.

I stared as she proceeded to strip, letting her summer dress fall to the floor. A set of perky tits hung on her chest, and she was wearing simple black cotton underwear. She was beautiful.

“Well?” she prompted, giving me a side glance as she wiggled into her black dress. “Aren’t you going to get dressed?”

My cheeks already red, I proceeded to remove my T-shirt. Underneath was the tiny lace bra Emily had been kind enough to gift me for the event. It had the softest A-cups, even though they were still a little loose in the front. I reached behind me to unhook the bra. Once it loosened I clumsily pulled it off, my arms almost getting twisted in the straps in the process. I cupped my chest with one arm hoping Marla wouldn’t recognize my man tits.

One down, one more to go, I thought.

I slowly unbuttoned my jeans, sliding it down my upper thighs, then my lower thighs. Instantly, my crotch began to feel cold. I haven’t thought this through, I chided myself. It wasn’t even ten minutes into my first Tenacity assignment, and it was already becoming painfully clear to me I hadn’t done nearly enough to prepare. One wrong move and Marla would be treated to my nice man bulge inside my very feminine panties.

“Hey, can I help?” Marla said. “You kind of look like you’re struggling?”

“I’m fine,” I said firmly, scooting a little bit to the side.

I could deal with Marla thinking I was a bitch. I couldn’t deal with her finding out I was a man.

I was just about done wrestling my way into the dress, which was just a tad tight, when a loud whistle pierced the room.

“Girls! On your way to the lobby, please! Now!”

It was the same staff worker who’d handed me my dress. She was practically red with anxiety.

“You look amazing,” Marla said, and her hand slipped into mine.

“Really?”

“There’s a mirror on our way out.”

Right before the exit was a mirrored column. I almost didn’t recognize myself as we walked up towards it. All I saw was an insanely pretty shorter girl alongside another insanely pretty much taller girl. Gone was the six-feet Scott with the cropped brown hair, stick-out ears, and lanky appearance. In my place was a six-feet girl with flowing brown hair arranged in sexy ringlets, red lipstick, and a waist-hugging black dress that made her look like a model.

“Ugh, I love your height,” Marla said as she watched me examine myself.

“Girls!” The staff worker was giving us the death stare. “Lobby! Now!”

“God, Belinda’s such a bitch,” Marla muttered under her breath. Her hand stayed firmly in mine. “C’mon, let’s go.”


CHAPTER 4

We all filed through the side entrance to the main lobby, where a polished panelled screen had been set up to separate us from the public. Standing on a small stool at the front was Mrs. Nelson. She was wearing a golden-yellow cocktail dress that was studded with sequins, her short hair combed back to perfection and styled to look like it was wet. Even her crepey skin was glittering.

“Good evening ladies,” she spoke, waving her small arms about theatrically. “Welcome to the thirteenth fundraising dinner of The Lovelane Foundation. It is, as you know, a privilege for each for you to be here. Some of you have already done this before, in which case you already know what to expect.” There were whispers of affirmation among the audience. “For those of you who are new, I’ll keep it brief. Tonight, you’ll be meeting a lot of high-profile people. Politicians, CEOs, celebrities, scientists, high achievers, you name it. You’ll see them all. Your job is to make them feel welcome and assist them however you can. As soon as you enter through these doors, the guests will be allowed in.”

That doesn’t sound too bad, I thought.

Mrs. Nelson stepped off the stool and the doors to the main hall were pushed open by a few men who looked like they were security. Marla grinned at me and we both marched inside. Immediately, the air felt crisper and like it was of a higher quality in there. The space was washed with purple light, and doozy instrumental music played from unseen speakers.

Through the main entrance, guests started pouring in.

It was an odd sight. They were mostly older or middle-aged men, impeccably dressed in custom-made suits blended with silks and satins and cashmere. A few younger men trooped in, their jackets showing off lapels with gold roses and peacock feathers. The place looked like a scene from The Witches, except, of course, the attendees were all male. Apart from Mrs. Nelson and the hostesses, there were no other women visible in the hall.

Marla didn’t seem to be thrown off by any of this. She pushed me towards a long table set up with drinks and hors d’oeuvres. She tried to hand me a cocktail, but I declined.

“We can drink?” I asked, raising my eyebrow.

She giggled as if I’d asked her the dumbest question.

We watched the crowds for several minutes together. The other hostesses looked like they were having the time of their lives. Glasses were clinking, air kisses were being exchanged, and fake laughter emanated in the air. It was now obvious that the men were way too relaxed at this dinner, and no one even batted an eyelash. I watched as an older guy in a loud-patterned suit wrapped his arm around the waist of a hostess and pecked her on the cheek. She snickered and winked at him.

It was almost unbelievable. Lovelane seemed to be an opportunity for wealthy, powerful men and young, skinny women to mingle without any consequences. Both parties seemed to know what they were getting into and were very, very willing. It was hard to tell who was the biggest beneficiary at the end of the day—was it Lovelane, with the millions of dollars raised for charity, or the married businessmen who could charm one of these hostesses into bed with him?

I couldn’t wait to tell Emily everything I’d learned.

While serving drinks with Marla, I kept an eye out for Preston. He had to be somewhere in here, and if everything worked out in my favor, I’d be having a piping hot story for my boss at the end of the night. No matter what way you tried to twist it, this was not a good look for him. And if I could gather evidence of him being one of the high-profile attendees openly targeting female hostesses, that could practically be like striking gold.

More men poured in through the grand oak doors, but I still couldn’t make out if Preston one of them.

“Can I introduce myself to you two sexy ladies?” A middle-aged man in a leather suit came up to Marla and me. He had a thick Eastern European accent and a spine-tingling smile. “I’m Alexander Bauer, the CEO of Memoril. We’re a tech startup.” He winked at Marla then turned his attention towards me. “My, my, my…you’re so tall and beautiful. You must be a model. Pleasure to meet you!” He stretched his arms out towards me and I hugged him awkwardly. His arms lingered for a second longer than needed. He smelled like incense and rosewood.

“What does Memoril do?” Marla asked. She was smiling radiantly.

“Oh, AI-driven photography,” Alexander replied casually. “Realistic fake photos, in other words. I took a ten-hour flight to be here. I’m staying here for one night, if you must know.” He winked at Marla again.

I suddenly wanted to barf.

“Uh, excuse us!” I said loudly. “We have to go to the restroom.”

I grabbed Marla by the elbow. Alexander gave us a disgusted look, shrugged, then started walking towards a couple of other hostesses.

“What are you talking about?” Marla asked. She looked a little annoyed. “We can’t go anywhere. The dance is about to start!”

I swallowed. “What dance?”

She said something I couldn’t catch, because her voice was drowned out by a loud bass that made my entire body vibrate. I saw black bodies congregating like ants  towards the side of the stage.

They were the other hostesses, and it looked like they were gearing up for some kind of performance.

“C’mon!” Marla yelled, reaching out to hold my hand again.

Feeling confused, I followed her towards the end of the stage. Dance beats filled the air and the male guests sat with their eager eyes glued to the stage.

My mouth flew open as one of the hostesses walked up onto the stage and began to dance.

She was short and slim with copper-colored hair that moved like a halo around her face. She twisted and churned her body to the music, her hips swaying up and down easily and sultrily. The motions made her black skirt flutter around in circles, exposing her underwear and the half-moons of two plump ass cheeks. The audience clapped and hooted.

Then the girl stepped off, still dancing, while another hostess wearing an elegant dress with a matching updo walked up to take the stage.

Her dance was everything but elegant. She shimmied her ass at the men surveying every inch of her exposed skin. At one point, I thought she was going to tear her dress off and dance up there completely in the nude.

I watched as, one by one, the hostesses went up and put on a sexy personal show, while the male attendees enjoyed them with very hungry eyes.

And then suddenly there was no one else except for Marla, another girl, and me.

The realization hit me like a rock.

Would I have to do the very same thing?

I couldn’t bust a move to save my life, let alone dance like a woman.

“I can’t do this!” I said, my voice shaking. “I can’t dance!”

But Marla couldn’t hear me above the music.

She beamed at me, said something like ‘Go, Cecilia!’, and pushed me up the stage stairs. 


CHAPTER 5

I squinted at the lights blaring into my eyes and almost fell flat on my face. Then my vision adjusted and I saw a sea of men, all watching me, their eyes lighting up with pleasure and anticipation of the tall, glamorous woman about to sway her hips just for them.

Y’all are in for a big disappointment, I thought wearily.

The music elevated into a beat with renewed energy. I gulped and began to sashay my body very slowly. Two inches to the left. Two inches to the right. I kept that going while I counted the beat inside my head and drew one foot out, tapping my toes to the rhythm. When I brought out the other foot, the slit down the side of my dress exposed a patch of my very pale, shaved thigh.

The audience went wild.

This was not the response I’d been expecting. I’d expected to make a fool out myself, maybe dance like a wooden puppet to an unamused audience of high-profile executives and financiers. But that wasn’t the case at all. Instead, they were loving it.

I began to sway my shoulders, then moved my hips in circles. I raised my arms into the air and closed my eyes, trying to do the sexy snake thing one of the previous hostesses had done. Clearly my audience was being very forgiving, because they erupted in cheers and hoots at every little thing I was doing. When I opened my eyes again, I scanned the sea of men for Preston, searching for that bulky face I’d studied for hours on end in Emily’s office. He was nowhere to be seen. My gaze settled on a man in a dark suit who was watching me intently. He couldn’t have been much older than me, maybe in his mid-20s or so.

I heard the rapping of high heels and realized another hostess was climbing up the stage stairs.

My turn was over.

The nightmare was over.

I walked as sexily as I could off the stage, and the drumbeats changed as the men clapped and hooted and whistled with feverish energy. I tried my best to disappear off into the crowds, walking towards the back of the hall.

Now that the adrenaline rush of the surprise dance was over, I was more focused on Preston. If I didn’t have something, anything, on him I could show Emily by the end of the night, the chances of me penning down that ground-breaking exposé were pretty slim. I had to be more proactive and talk to the guests. The guy had to be somewhere inside this giant purple hall.

But I was distracted as a loud cheer erupted from the front of the room. I watched as Marla took the stage with amazing confidence, twirling around in her pretty black dress. Her dance wasn’t over the top, just subtly sexy. She made eye contact with the audience as she flashed them with her winning smile. The stage lights glinted off her dazzling jewelry, making the whole performance light up.

“She’s good,” a low voice besides me said. “But not as good as you. If you don’t mind me saying that.”

I whipped my head around, making eye contact with a man in a dark suit. It was the same guy I’d seen when I was up on stage.

Up close, I could see he was very good-looking. His tanned skin and rugged face were contrasted with a very sincere smile. His eyes were piercing blue and almost looked like diamonds under the hazy hall lights.

I laughed awkwardly. “Thanks.”

“I’m Matt.” He extended a hand towards me.

“Cecilia.” I shook it.

“I have to ask,” he said with a twinkle in his eyes. “What’s a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?”

This time I actually laughed. “Oh, you know, a girl’s got to do things to make ends meet,” I said smoothly. “How about you? What’s a gentleman like you doing in a place like this?”

“Same as you,” he said. “I’m here for work. What do you do?”

“I’m a journa—” I caught myself just in time and coughed. “I mean, excuse me. I’m a history major.”

“Really? I’d pegged you as a girl who’d study something a little more exciting. Like, I don’t know, astronomy. Marketing. Or maybe even…journalism.”

I reddened. Had he caught that?

“Believe it or not, history’s pretty exciting for me.” I switched the subject quickly. “So tell me more about you, Matt. You must be in a very exciting line of work yourself, no?”

“You could say that. I’m in cancer research,” he said.

My ears pricked up.

“Cancer research?” I asked.

“Mhmm,” he said casually. “Why? Is that something you’re interested in?”

He leaned closer to me, and I could smell him. I could tell that he could smell me too, and for once I was glad that Emily had splurged on that Chanel perfume and spritzed a fuckton of it over the side of my neck. All the hairs on the back of my neck were standing up, and I couldn’t really figure out why. He was very tall, having at least a good inch on me, and he was surveying me very intently, like he was studying every pore on my face.

“Kind of. I had an aunt pass away recently from cancer,” I lied. I felt bad, but journalists weren’t exactly known for their ethics. “It was heart-breaking. But I found out about a company and I’ve heard they’re going to do all kinds of great things for cancer patients in the future. GenRay. I only wish that kind of technology had been available for her.”

“What a coincidence,” Matt said, his eyebrow cocked up with intrigue. “I work for GenRay.”

My heart practically stopped.

“It’s kind of loud in here,” I said. “I’ll get us some drinks and we can go somewhere quieter?”

Matt’s face broke into a big smile.

My throat was getting drier by the minute as I waded through the crowds to get to the bar. I could hardly believe my luck. I got us both martinis, and we clambered through the attendees again, who were now settling in for the live auction. I had to get Matt out of the ruckus of the main hall somehow, because that would be the easiest way for me to gather my evidence. As I crossed the threshold, where the swirling patterns of the hall’s carpet turned into stunning marble, I was happy to see that Matt showed no objection.

There was a settee towards the end of one hallway, right next to a potted plant. I went over and sat down and crossed my legs, arching my toes ever so slightly, just as I’d rehearsed.

“So what do you do at GenRay?” I asked sweetly.

Matt raised his eyebrow again.

Don’t blow your cover now, I chided myself. Be patient and go slow. Sloooowwww.

“I mean, I’ve always found research kind of fascinating,” I added, then nonchalantly took a sip of my drink. “Especially cancer research.”

“Ah. Well, I do a lot, actually,” he said. “You know Preston Parker? He’s my father.”


CHAPTER 6

I almost spluttered my drink everywhere.

“Your dad is who?” I asked in a very quiet voice.

I touched my ear inconspicuously. Buried in there was a tiny voice recorder in the form of an earbud, which was now activated and archiving our entire conversation.

“My dad,” Matt repeated. “Preston Parker. He’s the head of GenRay.”

He was watching me curiously. Had he seen the tiny black earbud? I tried to distract him by running my fingers through my hair.

Wrong move.

He must have thought I was flirting with him, because before I knew what was happening, he leaned in close, placed a hand on my knee and kissed me.

Goddamnit, I thought as we pulled apart.

He stared at me with those hungry eyes, and I knew at that instant he wanted more.

How was I going to explain this to Emily?

Anything to get to the truth.

Emily would’ve told me to keep going. Go all out for the sake of the truth. I was reminded of Gay Talese, the journalist who’d spent ten years taking part in orgies at Sandstone Retreat for a book. Now that was commitment.

Anything to get the information I need.

If kissing Preston Parker’s son was going to help him spill the beans, so be it.

So I kissed him back, breathing in his scent again, allowing him to inhale my seductive Chanel perfume. He pulled me even closer.

Kissing a guy was a totally different experience. Making out with a girl was all soft skin and warmth and tenderness—but sometimes just a lot of hair and not much else. A guy, on the other hand, was muscles and heat and a huge, defiant kick to all my senses. Matt’s hands were roaming everywhere, feeling my bare shoulder, the back of my arms, the lining of my waist, the curve of my butt through my dress. His hot breath landed on my collarbone before he kissed me there. Then his lips were on mine again.

I felt his tongue entering my mouth.

I pulled apart.

“So, uh, where’s your dad?” I asked innocently. “He couldn’t make it tonight?”

He looked a little out of it. “Uh, yeah. I mean, he left early.”

“He was in here before?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Matt, if you don’t mind me asking—” I started, then paused to figure out the best way I could phrase it for the recording. “Why is your dad supporting such a sketchy foundation?”

His face scrunched up like a wad of paper. He looked crestfallen.

“Uh, sorry if I crossed a line there,” I said quickly. I placed a hand on his knee, patting it gently. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

Reverse psychology, baby.

“No, it’s fine,” Matt said, sighing. “I don’t think you’ll really understand.”

I suddenly felt queasy. What was he going on about?

“Try me,” I said.

“My dad…” Matt sighed again. “My dad has cancer.”

“Oh my god,” I said, my hand flying to my mouth. “I’m so, so sorry.”

“He’s being trying to hide it for a while now,” he said. “I’m not really sure why. I think he wants to look strong for the rest of us.”

“Is it terminal?” I pressed. “What kind of cancer is it?”

Matt just shook his head.

Was he crying?

“I’m sorry, Matt,” I whispered.

I’m sorry I’m going to have to break this news to the entire world, Matt.

And I truly was.

“Could you…could we not talk about it?” Matt asked.

Looking at those scrunched up eyes again made a huge wave of emotion wash over me. It was sadness and pity, but mingled with something else.

All of a sudden I wanted to kiss him.

My fingers grazed my ear, pressing the button on my recorder. My boss didn’t need to know what I was about to do next. I had everything I needed for the breaking news story—and yes, what I was about to do was reckless, but it was my business and no one else needed to know about it.

I gave in to my impulses and kissed Matt.

He looked surprised but kissed me back. His hands were suddenly on my chest, lightly squeezing the thin fabric plastered to my skin. His fingers brushed against my nipples.

It was a weird feeling.

“Could we go somewhere more private?” I whispered.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

He took me by my hand and we walked through the hallways until we ended up in some kind of storage room that was dark and dingy with stained walls, clearly not meant to be seen by the public. He went straight for my neck this time, and I groaned.

“Matt…” 

The high was amazing. He was clearly into me.

He stumbled out of his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt in a frenzy. I could see the outline of his pecs and abs, tight as a drum, and for a minute I was just imagining what he’d look like shirtless and then suddenly I was sure I was in a dream. This couldn’t be happening, could it? Was I really making out with another man? While I was supposed to be working? It had to be some kind of crazy dream. Why was I hard?

And then I was confronted with his bare chest and abs, and my breath got caught in my throat. His body was perfectly proportioned. His skin looked dark and soft and luscious and all I wanted to do was lick him down there.

He rested my back against the dirty wall and we made out, our tongues lapping and swirling and there was the smell of lust and saliva in the air.     

“Do you want to…?” he breathed.

I bit my lip and nodded.

I got down on my knees and within seconds, Matt’s cock was inside my mouth.

The scent of his privates was overwhelming and made me giddy. He grew and hardened inside my mouth, and soon he was pumping at a rhythmic pace and I was opening my jaw as wide as it would go and sucking him hard and fast. Gay Talese had done so much more, I kept reminding myself. Gay had had fun in orgies in the name of journalism. He’d fucked other men’s wives and climaxed before their watching husbands for his damn book. This was nothing. And yet I knew I was lying to myself. I was blowing Preston Parker’s son not to get to the truth, it was because I wanted to see what it would feel like to be a real woman for one night. 

Matt grunted and stuck his cock deeper into my throat.

“Oh man,” he muttered. “Oh baby. So fucking good.”

I felt his shaft pulse and vibrate on my tongue, getting warmer, harder, and ballooning with pressure. I didn’t let go.

“I’m going to cum,” he warned me simply.

The release hit the back of my throat. His cum was goopy and salty, and some of it dripped out of my mouth onto my dress.

“You want to lick this off?” he whispered, and I could see in the dingy lights he was grinning.

There were droplets of fresh cum oozing out of his dick. I sucked them all out and swallowed, and looked up at him like I was a real good girl. He wasn’t going to be thinking that for long. He was going to hate me when he found out I’d revealed his dad’s darkest secret, and that I wasn’t even close to who I’d said I was.

I felt terrible about that.

Matt lifted me up and his hands were wandering over my dress, searching for the place where he could zip it off of me.

That’s when I realized he wasn’t done yet.

“I—I can’t do this,” I said.

“What do you mean?” Matt looked shocked.

“I mean, you’re pretty hot.” I didn’t even know what I was saying. I suddenly felt sick and deeply ashamed of what I’d just done. “But I’m a terrible person and I have to go.”

With that, I left him inside the storage room, my tongue feeling gross, my legs weak, and the guilt rising up my stomach, threatening to vomit itself out.

***

I woke up late the next day with a thick blanket of exhaustion still over me. Bits and pieces of the previous night came to me as I struggled to stay awake. Purple-hazed men swarming around that grand hall wearing fancy suits and drinking. A sea of lustful eyes gazing up at me. The leering, groping, open flirting.

The taste of another man’s mouth on mine.

I think I deserved my day off.

The incriminating audio file had been sent to Emily. I was waiting for her to call me back with her feedback. I already had the story half-written in my head—the big exposé on The Lovelane Foundation and the beloved Preston Parker. The tragic truth about a family man who had fallen victim to the disease he’d been obsessed with throughout his career. I’d done it. The shocking report was going to throw everyone in for a loop.

I’d survived my first assignment. I should’ve been doing my victory dance. And yet, something didn’t feel right. All I could think about was Matt’s blue eyes and the vile thing I’d done.

My phone finally buzzed.

I let it ring a couple of times, my arms still feeling heavy from sleep. Then I pushed myself off the bed to grab the iPhone on my bedside table.

The first thing I saw was a message notification.

‘Call me. NOW.’

It was from Emily. I frowned.

“Scott!” Emily was practically screaming when I picked up. “I need you in the office right now!”

“Huh?” I said, confused. “It’s my day off. We had a deal. Remember?”

“I don’t give a flying fuck,” Emily said, and my stomach dropped as I registered the anger in her voice. “Get over here.”

I tried desperately to shake off the last waves of sleepiness.

“What in the world were you doing last night?” Emily growled in my ear. “Were you out of your fucking mind?”

“Wait—what are you talking about?”

I still didn’t get it.

“The number one rule of investigative reporting,” Emily said through clenched teeth. “Is fact checking.”

“And?”

“Preston Parker doesn’t have a son.”

My vision blurred for a second. Surely I didn’t hear that right?

“He does! I met him last night,” I insisted. “Did you listen to the recording?” I swept apart my bedroom curtains, allowing the sunlight to flood in. “His name is Matt.”

“If you’d done your fact checking properly, you’ll know that Preston Parker is divorced and childless.” Emily was practically spitting the words out now. “Listen to me, Scott. You got everything wrong. Preston doesn’t have a son. Check your damn email!”

I hung up and steadied myself, flicking through my phone to check my inbox. My hands were shaking.

There was a new email from Emily. A link to some kind of article.

Undercover Tenacity Journalist Spotted At Lovelane Charity Dinner, said the blaring headline. And right underneath it: Makes Out With Attendee Under False Pretenses.

I felt like I’d been kicked in the groin.

What in the world was going on?

I called Emily back.

“I don’t understand!” I blurted out. “Then who did I talk to last night? Who would do such a thing?”

“Silverpress, the guys who published the article.” Emily sounded close to tears. “Looks like they got an invite. They’ve been after us forever, but we’ve always been too smart for them. Always. Until now. Do you know what this means, Scott? Our reputation is fucking ruined.”

“I’ll be there in ten minutes,” I said. “Fuck. I can’t believe this. I’ll do whatever I can to make it right.”

“No,” Emily said, and I heard a thud and the flutter of paper, like she’d thrown a fat folder on the floor. “Actually, I’ve made up my mind. You don’t need to come now. Or ever again. You’re fired.”


CHAPTER 7

The day I lost my job, I spent hours laying in bed, frozen and dazed about what had just happened. My journalism career had only just started, and now it was over.

I read the Silverpress article so many times that words swum before my eyes and sentences lost their meaning. The worst part about it was that it had published a short video of me, dressed as a woman sitting on that settee with my legs crossed, taken from Matt’s point of view. The guy (was his name even Matt?) must have had a hidden camera on his shirt. The footage cut off with me asking to go somewhere a little private. Everyone at the office had probably seen the way I’d kissed another guy, maybe with a little too much interest, and probably gone and fucked him while I was supposed to be actually working.

How had I been so stupid?

I’d let Emily down. I’d let myself down.

I spent the whole of next day moping as well. I ordered a large pepperoni pizza, stuffed myself, then played video games until my fingers hurt and my eyes began to twitch. Then I took a long nap, and ordered another pizza. I ate the entire thing in one sitting and fell asleep re-watching The Queen’s Gambit.

When the sunshine bled through the curtains again and I woke up, I felt much better. I had my energy back. And for some reason, I wasn’t depressed anymore.

I was angry.

I’d beaten hundreds—no, thousands—of other applicants when I’d been offered the job at Tenacity. At a time when it was hard as heck to get a start in journalism, especially in something as niche as investigative journalism. I’d made a fatal flaw in not doing my fact checking, yes, and maybe I’d even deserved to get fired over it. But I wasn’t going to have some lame sucker steal my entire career away from me. ‘Matt’ was a journalist, and he’d been ruthless, cruel, in the way he’d manipulated me. But I was a journalist too—maybe not on paper right now—but two could damn well play the same game.

I thought hard about what I could do.

I could go meet Emily. Beg to get my job back. But deep down I knew she wasn’t going to budge. All that was likely to do was cause an embarrassing commotion and I’d probably be escorted out of the office by security.

I could go to Silverpress and try to find ‘Matt’. Find out what his actual motivations were. Confront him about printing that article. But what good was that going to do? The damage was already done. And as far as I was concerned, I didn’t want to see that guy ever again.

Then I stopped short.

There was one small silver lining hidden underneath the mess.

‘Matt’ hadn’t realized I was a guy—had he?

I sprang up on bed and took out my phone to read the article again. Yes, I’d been right. There was a lot of shit-smearing, and a lot of questions about the ethics and values and standards of Tenacity’s journalists, but nothing about me actually being a man.

That meant one thing and one thing only: I passed as a woman.

I remembered the way Matt had practically salivated over me. There was no way he was faking that. He’d truly believed I was a hot chick.

At least that was one thing I’d gotten right.

I got up and took out my laptop. Emily had been right about one big thing. There was very little I knew about Preston Parker.

I keyed his name into my search engine and went to the images tab. The pictures of him that popped up were mostly overly staged portraits that showed him looking thoughtful or contemplative, and some candid ones of him at events and at work. Something about his smile looked fake—maybe it was the too-white teeth or the slight smirk leaking through his lips. I guess if you squinted and crossed your eyes at the same time you could call him handsome. I noticed that every couple of pictures he’d be accompanied by a younger woman who was extremely beautiful, their own eyes shining and posing next to the multi-millionaire. Preston was short, and the women loomed over him like giants trying to hug a beaver.

What was this man hiding?

I had to find out.

I resumed my search. Somewhere on the seventh or eighth page of the search results was a forum, where an anonymous poster was accusing Preston of using his status to coerce women into engaging in sexual relations with him. Even worse, these women were then hired under false pretenses to work for his company.

And the nail in the coffin?

The poster claimed Preston was using charity networking dinners to meet these girls, and leveraged his reputation as a top donor to keep any suspicions at bay.

I slammed my fist on the table. I fucking knew it, I thought. I knew there was something shady about you.

I spent the next five hours knee-deep in research, reading everything I could about Preston and The Lovelane Foundation. I went through news archives, every interview I could get my hands on, publicly accessible company reports, press releases, and social media pages. Then I spent the rest of the day digesting everything I learned,  finally did a round of groceries, came home and cooked some dinner.

I was just about to sit down to eat when my phone buzzed.

Caller unknown.

I frowned.

“Hi, I’m not sure I’m speaking to the right person…” came the uncertain voice of a woman. The voice was faintly recognizable, but I couldn’t place it anywhere. She sounded nervous. “I’m looking to speak to Cecilia, the Tenacity journalist?”

I wanted to hang up. Chances were it was a pesky journalist wanting to be nosy. But something stopped me.

“Uh, yeah, hold on for a sec,” I said. I took a deep breath and switched voices. “Cecilia speaking. Who’s this?”

“It’s me, Marla! You have no idea how many hoops I’ve had to jump through to get your number!”

Marla. I remembered her cornflower-blue eyes and the way she’d danced on that stage, shimmering and sparkling with all her jewelry while all eyes were on her, mesmerized by her quiet confidence.

“I read the news story about you!” she continued, and my appetite disappeared. “I had no idea you were an undercover reporter! That’s so cool…” There was a pause, as if she was trying to figure out what to say next. “Anyway…the article said you were trying to investigate Preston Parker’s background. Is that true? If so, I have information that could help you.”

“Marla, I need to come clean about something.”

I switched back to Scott’s voice.

By the time I was done filling her in about who I was and what I was actually doing that day, Marla appeared stunned and unnerved, as if she had no idea how to process this new piece of evidence.

“Scott! You’re Scott,” she breathed in amazement. “I’ll tell you one thing right now, Scott. I would’ve never guessed, not even in my wildest dreams, that you weren’t actually a woman.” I heard her take a long, deep breath. “I’ve been doing this kind of gig for the longest time. And it’s not the most wholesome job in the world, I know. But if I can help you out, or help someone else out, or…I don’t know, have something good come out of my experiences, well, I’ll be happy. I’ve seen Preston Parker before at Lovelane dinners. I’m not sure why he didn’t attend this one. Anyway—”

“Someone must have tipped him off,” I said slowly. Little by little, some of the puzzle pieces were starting to fit together.

“I’ve not just seen Preston. I’ve spoken to him,” Marla said. “Or rather, he’s spoken to me. And trust me, he’s wild.”

“Wild? Wild in what way?”

“He was hitting on so many of us,” Marla said. “He was so touchy feely. He kept telling us he could give us jobs at his biotech firm. I never picked up on his offer, but I know someone who did and it wasn’t good.”

“What happened?”

“Once you get hired at GenRay, you’re expected to sleep with Preston,” Marla said bluntly. “It’s fucked up. And even if these girls speak out, who’s going to believe them? He’s the guy trying to save the lives of people all over the world. He’s the guy who’s so selfless he’s donated millions to a cancer charity. How could a man who acts like that be a pervert and a predator?”

I was silent, but my mind was hurtling in a million different directions.

“Preston gave me his card,” Marla continued. “And I almost took up on his job offer. It was too good not to check out, you know? But when I called the number, I got to his executive assistant, Charlie. And he…”

“He’s the one who warned you?”

“He’s the one who saved me.” Marla’s voice trembled as she spoke. “I’m not sure if he’s still working there anymore. But if you’re looking to expose Preston, he’s your guy.”


CHAPTER 8

Charlie turned out to be a friendly guy in his early 20s. When I met him, he was smartly dressed in a blue button-down and jeans, his brown hair immaculately set and perfectly voluminous as if it belonged in a men’s shampoo commercial. He also had one of the most radiant smiles I’d ever seen.

“Thanks for doing this,” I said. “I know it’s not easy.”

We were at a sleepy coffee shop about fifteen minutes away from the GenRay office. Charlie had slipped out during his lunch break. Even so, he had multiple calls throughout our meeting, ducking off into the restroom to answer them each time.

“Funnily enough, a lot of the work we do is highly confidential,” he said with a sparkle in his eyes. Then he laughed. “The irony isn’t lost on me, of course. I think my time at GenRay’s almost up, anyway.”

I knew the risk for him was real. The hazards of talking to a journalist and spilling a multi-millionaire’s secrets to the world were probably not something even on his radar. Which was why I’d spent an hour on the phone with him prior to our meeting explaining everything—and half-expecting him to back out. To my surprise, Charlie genuinely wanted to back me. He’d become disillusioned with the company a long time ago.

Sipping on our cappuccinos, he took the time to reveal the more sinister side of his boss’s character, one he’d been successfully hiding from the public for far too long. The working culture at GenRay was fraught with sexual harassment—Charlie painted the picture of an old yet powerful and hungry leopard who knew he could pounce on anyone he wanted. His modus operandi was to use charity networking events to connect with his ideal type of woman. They had a few things in common: they were all young, slim, tall, and broke.

“He has a thing for very tall women,” Charlie said. “I think it’s because he’s pretty short himself.”

Forty minutes in, his lunch break was up and I’d listened to enough. The fact that Preston had been abusing his power for so long without anyone else knowing was shocking to me.

“He was lucky,” Charlie said. “Plus he’s careful to surround himself with the right people. I wish I could say money wasn’t an issue for me. But I’ve been choosing to turn a blind eye towards his shit for far too long. I don’t think I can do that any longer.”

He smiled. I noticed the smile lingered for a few seconds more than it had to. It warmed my heart—we could’ve easily been friends if we’d met another way. I could tell why Preston loved him too. There was something about him that gave away the fact he was reliable, responsible, and fiercely loyal.

I had a plan brewing in my mind. But in order for it to work, I needed to enlist the help of Charlie. I needed to let him know that in order for me to gather the evidence I needed to expose Preston in a way he couldn’t deny it, evidence that wasn’t based on hearsay but on the cold, raw, hard truth, I had to go undercover as a woman again. It was the only way this could work.

And as Charlie’s bright eyes met mine again, I decided to trust him.

***

This time when I stepped off the cab, I was staring ahead at the 100,000-square-foot property housing the GenRay headquarters. Glassy and angular with black accents, the building looked lavish yet isolated and gloomy at the same time. There was no greenery visible except for a small roof garden about thirty floors up.

I walked towards the revolving entrance in my heels. This time, I wasn’t nervous. Transforming into a woman had, strangely enough, given me an insane high. I wasn’t Scott anymore. I was an attractive woman, and I’d never felt more powerful or confident in my life.

I knew I could pull this off.

I knew I could get my job back.

I knew I could seduce.

I’d had help with my transformation from the best. Marla had selflessly spent the entire day helping me groom and dress up. We’d gone shopping together for brand-new wig and clothes, and she’d helped me pick out makeup shades that went perfectly with my eye color and skin tone. If I could say so myself, I looked even better this time around. I had on a black skirt that purposefully ended around my mid-thighs and a white button-down with frills at the front that created the illusion that my chest was actually bigger than it was. Plump red lips made my face look seductive, and my black stilettos made every step a treacherous balancing act.

To slip past the security guards, all I had to do was show my appointment confirmation.

We’d exploited one of the Preston’s known weaknesses: he was often forgetful about his appointments. Charlie had booked a fake appointment with me, and if Preston had questions, he’d just convince him that he’d agreed to meet me. I was a supposed friend of a girl Preston had met at a previous Lovelane dinner, who wanted to see if he’d extend a job offer for me.

Inside, the interior of the GenRay building was exquisite. It looked more like a hotel than an office. Charlie had instructed me to go straight up to Preston’s office, so I hopped into a see-through elevator up to the twelfth floor. The moment Charlie I saw me his jaw dropped. He was seated at an open cubicle just a few feet away from the CEO’s office. He recovered quickly though, and sent me through. I gave him a thumbs up, took a deep breath, and entered the room.

Preston sat on a huge shiny leather chair, his back towards me. The bulky chair easily overpowered him and I could only see a tuft of his head from behind.

“Hi, Mr. Parker,” I said coolly. “It’s so nice to finally meet you.”

He swiveled around and I finally saw the small, round, grim face I’d seen in countless pictures.  He had in a pen in his mouth, and he chewed on it thoughtfully as he gave me the once-over. I could see the clear glint in his eyes. I was exactly his type. To him, I was just prey entering his luxury cave.

“The pleasure is all mine,” he said. “Do I know you, Miss…?”

“Mr. Parker, you agreed to see me,” I said, not missing a beat. “I’m Katrina. You know my friend Diane. She told me you’d consider me for a job here.”

Preston’s eyebrows moved like caterpillars as he tried but failed to recall any memories of Diane or Katrina. Because they both didn’t exist, of course. But I knew that it didn’t matter him to a man like him. Not when he had eye candy standing willingly before him.

“Please, call me Preston,” he said, his gaze settling on my chest. “I’m not looking to hire anyone at the moment, though.”

I bit my lip. “Couldn’t I at least score an interview with you? I’d be so honored. I’d do anything to join GenRay.”

Preston huffed impatiently and those eyebrows fidgeted again. I was taken again by how small he was—he was really a tiny man, not more than 5 feet 4 inches tall. He couldn’t be all that physically strong.

In a heartbeat, I decided to do something reckless. I moved two steps towards him and said sultrily, “Are you thinking what I’m thinking…Preston?”

His body twitched as when he heard his first name. Shots of adrenaline were pumping through me. I could tell it lit a fire within him.

I loved that I could control him with just my femininity.

Preston didn’t say anything.

So I braced myself and did something even more reckless. Something that could easily get me escorted out of the building before I got what I desperately needed.

But if I was right about Preston, that wouldn’t be happening today.

I did a little hair flip and went over to the giant oakwood table. I sat on it, and without breaking eye contact, spread my legs just a bit.

Preston was just millimeters away from my sheer black stockings. The pen fell from his mouth and onto his lap. I could see a patch of his slimy orange tongue.

I swung one of my high heels towards him and pressed down on his crotch. It was round and tubby. Preston’s eyes bulged out of his sockets and I could see the insane lust and desire in his eyes.

His hand reached out and tapped a button by the side of his desk. The red curtains that hung against the glass wall moved silently by themselves, obscuring the view of the high-rise buildings across from us.

Now it was just me and Preston in the dim room.

“Oh yeah, baby,” he whimpered. “I like your kind.”

His crotch was growing steadily underneath my heel.

I wanted to crush his head in with my foot.

“I’m dangerous, Preston,” I said. “You’ve got to be careful of me.”

“If there’s one thing about me you need to know,” Preston said. “It’s that I like skirting with danger.” He smiled. That same fake half-smirk smile I’d grown to hate.

“Then prove it.”

Preston shook his head. “Not in here, baby cakes. I’ve got a reputation to protect. Let’s do our dirty things behind closed doors…as these things are usually done.” He popped his pen back into his mouth. For the first time I saw that his shoes were custom-made, the heels several inches thick and as dense as stone. I guessed they were to make him look taller than he actually was.

“How about that interview, eh?” he continued. “Meet me at the Sylvester Hotel tonight at nine. Come right on time, and the guys there will let you know where I am.”


CHAPTER 9

The sky was starless and pitch-black by the time I reached Sylvester Hotel. Preston swung open the hotel room door. He looked like a miniature version of himself, a pint-sized action figure of the real GenRay CEO. Then I realized it was because he was barefoot. Like the fat sole of his custom-made shoes, his outer illusions were slowly shedding away.

I sauntered over to the bed, sat down, and crossed my legs. I was wearing one of Marla’s tight dresses with a belt around my waist. The dress was dangerously short on me, and I loved it because of that.

Preston crouched down in front of me and began to kiss my legs. I knew I had to get him talking. And fast.

“I don’t want to be just anyone to you,” I said. “Do you do this to every girl you interview?”

“No, baby,” Preston lied. “Who cares about anyone else? It’s just me and you in here now. Go on, I need to see what you’ve got underneath that sexy little dress of yours.”

I lifted one foot up and waved it in front of his face. He smacked his lips, bundled his body into a tiny ball, and began to kiss each toe. I really had him wrapped about my little finger.

“The guys here know you so well, huh. You’ve been doing this for a long time,” I said, adjusting the top of my dress. That’s where I’d hidden the tiny video camera, camouflaged as a single button. It was capturing every single word Preston was saying and every gross move he was making.

“Says who?”

“Says me,” I said.

He grunted, going back to kissing my feet.

“If you were to hire me, Preston,” I said sweetly. “Would you want to sleep with me?”

“Only if you want to.”

He wasn’t biting.

“But have you? Slept with your employees, Preston?”

“It’s a fair exchange. What do you think I pay them so much for?”

I had to muster up all my strength not to kick him again in the face. But he was finally talking—the truth had to reveal itself eventually.

I let our conversation naturally take its course. 

“Have you always been a philanthropist, Preston?” I asked. “I’ve admired your generosity so much. Especially your donations to The Lovelane Foundation.”

“Altruism is in my blood,” Preston said airily.

“Oh? And what’s it like being a multi-millionaire?” I said, giggling like Marla. “Men with money are just so fucking attractive.” I wiggled my toes and pressed one foot right under Preston’s nose. He sniffed it.

“It’s so easy to make money, isn’t it,” I continued without waiting for him to answer. “When the money you donate just gets funnelled back to you.”

He stopped short. “That’s a very serious accusation to make, baby cakes.”

“We can both be honest with each other,” I said. “After all, you’re about to fuck me. And then hire me. And fuck me again. Trust me, I don’t care. I just don’t want to be like all the other ones you fooled into sleeping with you.”

“But baby, you’re special,” Preston whined. “The ladies—I smell like money to them, and I’m not one to complain. When life gives you lemons, you have sex, darling. Lots and lots of it.”

“But GenRay hasn’t been profitable for some time, and there’s been no new investments for years,” I said without batting an eyelash. “So how can you afford to donate so much money in your name?”

Preston whipped his head up and I saw those eyebrows mutate again. “How did you know about that?” This time, his voice was low. Suspicious.

“I did my own digging,” I said, flipping my hair. “I’m not stupid, Preston. Like I said, I don’t want this to be anything like your usual flings.” I waved my feet and then dragged my body back, out of his grasp. I spread myself sexily on the bed, bringing my arms up, rounding my back, and pointing my toes outward. “If you want me, you gotta be honest. I hate liars.”  I rolled over once and winked at him.

I was elated. I had a video confession of Preston admitting that GenRay wasn’t as successful as he made people believe, and hadn’t been for a heck of a long time. That was a sacred secret shared by Charlie. Slowly but surely, all the skeletons were exiting the closet…

Preston was unbuttoning his shirt. “You’ve been a bad, bad girl, Katrina. Bad girls deserve to be punished.”

He was thinking with his dick, and not his brain.

“Bad boys don’t deserve any pussy,” I whispered. “How’s it like working with family?”

“What did you say?” The air had turned distinctly sour. Preston stood frozen like a scarecrow in a cornfield, topless and laughably un-self-conscious about his hairy, out-of-shape body.

“Oh, you know. The head of fundraising of Lovelane? Mrs. Nelson? Or should I say…your sister?”

“How did you…who told you…what are you talking about, you silly fucking bitch,” he growled.

“No one,” I said truthfully. “But she is your sister, right? I’ve read a lot about you, Preston. Including the biography you published of yourself when you first joined GenRay. Your mom got pregnant with your sister when she was really young and gave her up for adoption. For the longest time you had no idea who or where in the world she was. But then you got successful. If I had an estranged sister, the minute I had the money and means to find her I would have. And you did the same thing, what any loyal brother would’ve done.”

Preston went over and sank into the chair at the hotel room writing desk. All the color had drained from his face.

“Except…” I continued, turning over to look at him. “You wanted to cut out a deal with her. Profit from your blood ties. And the only way you could do that was to keep the facts buried.” I stretched my arms, yawned, and smiled. “Long lost sister. I’ve always wondered who it was. And then I met you. You and Mrs. Nelson actually look remarkably similar. You’re both small…and petite.”

“You have no proof,” Preston spat. “This is all just speculation. Keep your conspiracy theories to yourself.”

“But it’s the truth, isn’t it, Preston?”

He didn’t have to say anything. The answer was written all over his face.

“W-Who are you?” he asked, and for the first time I could register fear in his face.


CHAPTER 10

There was no time for me to answer because there was a loud knock on the hotel room door.

“Who’s that?” Preston cried out. He was breathing heavily, like he was on the verge of a panic attack. “Get me out of here, bitch.” He tried buttoning up his shirt again, but his quivering fingers were getting in the way. His body heaved and wobbled as he tried to get a hold of his nerves.

The room suddenly grew cold and my chest felt a little too tight. Preston didn’t know I hadn’t come in alone. Charlie had insisted he’d follow me into the hotel and hang around the lobby. The only problem was, I had no idea if he’d found out which room I’d gone into and was the person outside the door.

This could all go wrong very quickly.

“Open the fucking door!” I heard an angry voice, and at that point I knew for sure who it was.

“Charlie!” Preston sputtered. He stumbled towards the door, stopping short just inches from the knob and his eyes bulging like a frog who had no clue where to jump next. I knew he was oscillating between two theories. His first thought was that Charlie had come in to save him, his precious boss—the other theory, of course, was that his executive assistant had been plotting his downfall behind his back. I watched him take a painfully long time trying to figure it out.

“Open the door or I’m gonna call the fucking cops!” Charlie screamed.

In a bold move, Preston took his chances and opened the door. “Charlie? Help me please,” he wheezed. His voice dripped with innocent helplessness.

I almost couldn’t recognize the man who barged in. His face was seething with anger and the veins on his forehead were sticking out. “Get the fuck out of here, Preston!” he said. “It’s over! I’m not letting you fuck up another girl’s life—I’m not gonna let you get away with it! So get the fuck out of here if you know what’s good for you or I’ll—”

His shirt still hanging off by one sleeve, Preston pushed Charlie away from the door and stumbled out the room, shuffling towards the end of the corridor where the elevator stood. He only left behind the distinct smell of his sweat and presence.

“Coward,” Charlie muttered. He went back and swung the brass latch shut on the door. “In case he comes back.”

“What did you do that for?!” I yelled the moment we were alone. “I was just getting to the meat of his confession!”

“I—I—I just wanted to make sure you were doing okay.” He was red in the face in the face again. “I know what he’s like. He’s evil. Once he latches onto you, he won’t let go.”

“I can take care of yourself,” I said forcefully. “You don’t have to protect me. Plus now it looks like you’re out of a job.”

“It doesn’t matter,” he said heatedly. “I told you, I don’t care about this job anymore. I’m done covering up dirty work for dirty people.” He squinted his eyes and stared me up and down. “Did he make you do anything?” he asked, balling up his fists into tight knots. “God—I won’t be able to forgive myself—”

“I’m fine,” I said, carefully shutting off the small camera attached to my dress. For some reason, I felt elated. “How’d you find where I was in the first place?”

“Those dumbfucks at the reception,” Charlie said. “They know me. Preston’s been at this for a long time. And so have I.” He stared blankly into the distance, suddenly silent.

Something came over me at that moment, and I leaned forward and kissed him.

I knew he wanted it.

I knew he wanted it the first time he laid eyes on me as a woman.

Charlie’s cheeks were as red as a tomato this time, but he recovered quickly. He kissed me back. It was like melting into the softest, snuggest blanket on a cold winter’s day. Once we pulled apart, I slunk to the carpet on my knees. Charlie’s eyes grew wide but he got the hint and unzipped his jeans. We had to be quick, but we had to do it. I was so overcome with a craving of having his dick inside my mouth.

Charlie’s cock was bigger than I’d expected, and his balls were huge. I gently clasped his shaft between my fingers and tugged at it. I wanted to please him. I wanted to show him what I could do, and that I was as good as any girl out there.

As I sucked on his meaty cock, Charlie stroked my hair gently and when I looked up at him I saw the biggest grin on his face, like he couldn’t believe a hot chick was blowing him. His cock was full and pulsing, and getting harder by the second. I was so happy that he felt the need to protect me, to shield me from another man’s potential wrongdoings. It made me feel pretty and beautiful and so many other feminine things that had never even crossed my mind before. I loved that he was so caring.

His head throbbed desperately in my mouth, and I could tell he was close to cumming. So I slowly slid his cock out of my throat and swallowed all of that wonderful precum. I headed towards the bed, but this time I didn’t cross my legs. This time I didn’t need to act all demure or act like a lady. I spread my legs wide so he could see the pretty pair of panties I had on.

I saw him looking and a thrill ran down my spine.

I wanted to show him all of me.

I wanted to do it.

He came over, bent down, and kissed me again. I could smell his erection and it was making me horny. His tongue lashed around my own, and I was sure he was tasting the remnants of his pre-cum in there too.  This guy wasn’t afraid of bodily fluids, and I loved it.

“I want to tear that pretty black dress off you,” he murmured.

“You’re welcome to do anything you want to me,” I said sultrily.

I settled into position on the bed, reaching behind me to slap my butt playfully. Charlie’s hands squeezed my cheeks through the top of my dress before slowly lifting it up and bringing my panties down to my lower thighs. Things felt drastically different from the encounter I’d had with Matt, or whatever his real name had been. Charlie knew who I was and I had nothing to hide from him. I knew he liked and accepted me for who I was. I could be myself, and that made feel like the sexiest human alive. And yet, my heart was racing. I was really about to go all the way, about to be fucked by a handsome man for the first time. And we couldn’t have picked a riskier moment to get frisky. But right now all bets were off. The thrill of getting caught was making me even hornier.

Charlie put his knees on either side of me, prodding me to move my body further up against the bed. Then he was warming up my asshole with his cock, rubbing and flapping it against my crack. My rear end felt wet instantly, and I realized he was spreading his precum all over. I shivered with excitement at the thought of his fluids entering me along with his huge cock.

“Mmm, fuck me good and hard,” I begged. “Stick it inside me now. Charlie, please…”

I uttered a groan as he finally pushed through my anal opening. It was wonderful and nerve-wrecking and intoxicating. I was giving up the most sacred part of me to a man I hadn’t known for more than a few days—and yet I felt so secure in doing it. Charlie plunged his dick centimeter by centimeter, pausing and taking his time as he mumbled that he didn’t want to hurt me. I closed my eyes and clutched onto the pillows and completely surrendered myself to these new feelings.

“You okay?” Charlie whispered.

“Mhmm,” I said, biting my lip. I met his eyes for a second before I sunk my face into the bedsheets again.

“Fuck, you’re too damn sexy,” he said. “I’m trying not to go too fast since it’s your first time. It is your first time, right?”

“Yes,” I murmured. “You’re special, Charlie…” I giggled.

Slowly but surely, I felt my insides stretching to let him in. Then he experimented a bit more, plunging his rod a few inches in and gliding it out before pushing it back in again. Each time he did that my core expanded a little more, and my tight little hole was squeezing his shaft so firmly it felt like there was a mountain being wedged inside of me. Deeper and deeper it went, and Charlie was grunting now, and I could feel he was forcing himself not to give in and cum too soon. I was amazed that there was so much of space down there in my anal cavity, because the more Charlie pushed, the more that opened up, like a tunnel that was leading its way through to a ginormous cave tucked and hidden away inside my body. Eventually I relaxed, and along with that I became tuned into strange new sensations of pleasure.

“Fuck me harder, please…” I moaned. “Fuck me with all the energy you got!”

“You fucking nasty beautiful little slut…” Charlie slapped my ass so hard there was a ringing in my ears. He was reaching under me to fondle my balls and tugged at my cock, which was throbbing in ecstasy. I followed suit and began to slowly rub myself, being careful not to allow myself to get too excited too soon. I wanted this moment to last forever.

Charlie’s hips bucked and rocked as his fucking became more aggressive. My asshole felt like it was going to be destroyed and would never feel like normal ever again. The only sounds in that hotel room were of the air-conditioning unit blasting right above us and the slaps of his big, healthy balls against my ass. I thought I heard footsteps right outside my door and for a second my heart dropped to my stomach. Was it security? Would the guys from the reception barge in unannounced? Anyone could easily break open the latch and come right in. But all they’d see was an unknown journalist getting screwed in the ass by the handsome executive assistant of GenRay’s CEO.

Right now, I really didn’t care.

“Oh yeah…yeah…yeah…yeah…” I was making the exact sounds of a woman who was just starting to lose control. And my voice was loud. I didn’t give a damn anymore about who heard me and what they’d think.

The shivers of pleasure up my body were intensifying. I was leaking onto the bed sheets so I reached behind to grab my butt as it rocked backwards and forwards, and clutched onto my cheeks to spread them even wider so Charlie could get a better view of my gaping hole.

“Oh god, I’m close…” he grunted. 

I groaned desperately.

I couldn’t wait to have his cream fill up inside me.

Charlie’s thighs hit me hard and he moaned like a madman as he squirted into me. Instantly, I felt his hot, delicious seed splutter inside me and radiate its warmth all over my core. It was just as I’d expected—no, it was better than anything I could’ve expected—having a man’s most intimate juices exploding inside your rectum after your tight hole caused him to go out of control. His cock pulsed and thickened and throbbed as he squirted even more into me, his hands clawing so deep into my hips I was sure I’d have trouble walking the next day. Then finally, he retreated, his pipe slowly slipping out of my dripping wet insides, leaving me breathless and over the edge.

“Oh god…” he whispered again, like he’d just come down to earth and was confronted by what he’d just done to me.

My body reacted by combusting. Not really, but that’s what it felt like. My cock spasmed and pulsed, and I cried out as I shot my load all over the sheets and pillows. I was dripping from my front and behind, and my cock was emptying like it was the first time I was ever having a real orgasm. So much fucking cum. It was incredible.

Once I was done, I collapsed onto the stained sheets, shuddering, unable to move or say or think anything.

“Uh…” came Charlie’s voice hesitantly. “Are you okay?”

“Y-Yeah,” I said, dazed. I sat up and reached for my phone. “I just need a minute.”

Charlie’s juices were still exiting my butt as I tried to wrap my head around my next steps. He’d already cleaned himself up and he now sat beside me, gingerly bringing down my dress and placing a wad of tissues onto my lap. Then he pushed my hair aside and kissed my neck.

I felt like I was at the top of the world.

“You know, I think you’d be really good at investigative journalism,” I said. “We have some openings coming up at Tenacity. We have them on a yearly basis and they’re pretty competitive. I could talk to my boss and get a good word in for you, though, if you’re up for it. You and Marla, both.”

Charlie looked at me skeptically. “As it stands, we’re both kind of unemployed,” he reminded me.

“I won’t be for long,” I said firmly.

I was already sending the file off to Emily as we spoke. My job was all done inside my head. Emily would see the video confession tape and she’d be so ecstatic I’d get my job back. I’d tell her how Charlie and Marla were instrumental in helping expose Preston and she’d offer them roles in our department too. I’ll only get a couple of days to write the whole exposé, and we’d have to be quick before Preston tried anything smart. And then we’d just have to sit back and watch as the whole thing blew up—the tragic uncovering of a man who’d been too bold and too wealthy for his own good.

I cleaned myself up quickly and washed my hands in the ensuite. In the mirror, I saw my reflection and smiled at her. All I saw was a beautiful girl whose face was happy and radiant from the exhilarating sex she’d just had.

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” I said.

Charlie looked into my eyes and nodded. He reached out to hold my hand.

I smiled at him.

We were waltzing down the corridor towards the elevator when my phone rang.

It was Emily.

“I have to get this,” I said. My heart was thudding again. There was a ton weighing on this conversation. “It’s my boss.”

“You’re so beautiful,” Charlie murmured, totally distracted. He was staring at me like he was the luckiest man in the world. “You’re a beautiful woman.”

I squeezed his hand. My eyes did all the talking.

I believed him.

THE END
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