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UNDERCOVER ASSISTANT

Sam has returned from college to help take over his father’s business. It’s a responsibility he’s keen to take on—for years his father looked after the family, building up his company from nothing, and now it’s Sam’s turn to take the reins. Only when he takes charge he realises things are not going quite as he expected.

His father’s company is struggling. Worse than that, its deep in debt and if Sam doesn’t fix things soon it could go under completely, leaving his father’s legacy in ruins and his family with no means of supporting itself.

Sam is desperate to get to the bottom of what’s gone wrong when he discovers a rival business has been stealing customers away. Clearly Sam needs to work out how this rival company is able to lure away long standing customers, he needs to work out what their secret is.

Then Sam comes across the perfect opportunity, an advert for a Personal Assistant to the man who owns and runs the company. Only Sam is going to have to go in disguise. He’s going to have to go undercover, as a woman.

In the end, Sam gets a lot more than he bargained for… and what he discovers will change the course of his life forever.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

It was worse than I had realised, so much worse, and I knew I was expected to fix it. The problem was I had no idea how.

I’d just graduated from a prestigious college, in the top five of my class, majoring in business and economics. I could have got a job anywhere really. I’d had offers from some of the best companies in the country after interning at a few, but I’d turned them all down. I’d turned them all down so I could return home, return to family, because they needed me.

I hadn’t really wanted to go but I didn’t have much choice. I knew I could say no, that I could refuse, but at the same time, I didn’t have the heart to. I was needed.

My father had passed unexpectedly, leaving a gaping hole where once the centre of our family had been. He’d been everyone’s rock, including mine, through thick and thin, so his passing had left all of us in shock.

I knew I owed it to my family, and to him, to return. He’d done so much for me. How could I turn my back on my family now?

My father had always taken care of us, of me, so now it was my turn.

“We look after family, Sam.” My father had always told me when I’d tried to refuse his generosity. “It’s what we do. It’s what family is about.”

His words had stuck with me.

Only… things were far worse than I’d ever realised. Why had he not told anyone? Why had he pretended like everything was doing fine whenever I’d spoken to him?

But then that was just like him. Always protecting us. Always protecting me.

It was thanks to him that I’d been able to go to college. He’d never had the chance, never had the opportunity, so when I got accepted to such a prestigious institution he’d done everything in his power to make sure I could go—he’d scraped together all the money to pay for my tuition fees so I would leave with heavy loans, had given me money for accommodation and food so I could focus on my studies, and it was thanks to that I’d been able to leave with such high marks.

I knew it hadn’t been easy for him. He was a self-made man, unlike the parents of most of my classmates. He’d come from nothing, had built his own business with the family name on it, and it was thanks to his hard work that my younger sister and I had grown up safe, secure, cared for, wanting for nothing. He’d worked hard to build an empire that housed us, clothes us, fed us, kept us healthy, and that educated us. It was all him.

So, when he passed, how could I turn my back on his legacy? I’d just finished college. I’d studied business and finance, inspired by my father to build my own empire, but now his empire lacked a leader. I was the obvious candidate. I was family, I had the education, I’d even worked at the company for several summers as a teenager.

They needed me and I’d just graduated so… I headed home to take over my father’s business, the empire he’d spent his life building, so I could look after the family as he’d done. It felt like part burden, part honour, part legacy.

It was only a few days after the funeral though that I realised just how much of a burden it was...

[image: ]

“I can’t believe it's this bad.” I said to myself.

I kept my voice quiet so I wouldn’t be overheard, though I knew I was alone. I was in my dad’s office, or rather my office—I was still getting used to the fact that it was all mine now—and it was well after hours. I’d spent the day going over files and accounts to get an idea of what state the company was in but as I worked I felt a growing sense of dread.

I’d known things hadn’t been great recently. My father had let small things slip to keep me up to date with the company and life back home, but the truth was the state of it all was dire.

The company was deep in debt, partially due to the fact that my father had refinanced many of the company’s assets to pay for mine and my sister’s college fees, which would have been fine had it still been as profitable as it used to be, but it wasn’t. The company was doing a fraction of the business it used to do so the debt was just piling up. If I didn’t do something soon the entire company would be lost. My father’s entire legacy, and the means by which my family was supported, would be gone.

I felt the panic and dread growing, a pit opening up in front of me. With all the stress of the debt and the struggling company, it was no wonder my father had experienced such a sudden and fatal heart attack. I was young, fit, and healthy, and I could feel my heart thundering.

“But what’s the problem?” I asked myself. “What’s changed?”

I checked the figures but couldn’t find anything out of the ordinary. There were no sudden increases in costs. The company was still charging what it had always charged, was still working the way it always had. I could have even argued that prices should be higher with the rising cost of materials and labour and utilities but clearly my father had wanted to keep prices low.

He always was about treating people fairly, treating people right. It was one of the reasons I’d always respected him so much, why I’d always looked up to him. And it was because I’d always looked up to him, because I still looked up to him, that I wanted to do my best to keep the company going.

To do that though I needed to work out why it was struggling, get it back to profitability, and begin paying off the debts he’d accrued on behalf of me and my sister. I knew technically that it might have been easier to simply declare the business bankrupt and start over with my own ideas, the plans I had for building my own legacy, but that felt wrong to me. It would have been like saying goodbye to my father all over again, like losing another part of him, and I wasn’t ready for that.

He’d spent his whole life building the company up. It was his name above the door. I was going to do anything within my power to save it, to save his legacy and his empire. I was going to do whatever it took.
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“I think it was when that competitor showed up in town that things began to get hard.” My mother said when asked about it.

I’d heard a few comments from my father while away at college about this competitor, but not much. I hadn't realised their appearance had affected business so badly. I set out to investigate.

I talked to workers at the company, spoke to loyal customers and customers who had taken their business to this competitor. I began to get a clearer picture.

Things had been going well for years. My father had built a solid, reliable company that people trusted. He’d built it from nothing, had over the years bought out the various other companies that worked in the same sector locally, and had, in the end, formed a virtual monopoly in our city. He’d got comfortable with that, but it hadn’t lasted.

Another company had been set up, with a similar work model, but a more dynamic, youthful image. They had grown quickly, had begun stealing away regular customers. My father, stuck in his ways, hadn’t known how to adapt. Things had spiralled.

I was young though, fresh out of college. I was full of ideas. I’d spent the last decade of my life studying hard, labouring over books, attending lectures, developing ideas, all so I could make my father proud of me, show him that his faith in me was well placed and now… now was my chance to do it. I could make him proud by saving his company. I smiled at the thought.

I threw myself into it. I began to plot and work all the hours I could, planning the company make-over, the relaunch, the thing that would save my father’s empire.

After a few weeks, I was ready to begin, except… it wasn’t anywhere near as successful as I hoped. True, I’d not had much capital to spend on rebranding and relaunching, but I and the rest of the company had all put in time and effort. We’d done a good job so why was it such a flop?

In the weeks following the relaunch we only managed to draw back two old customers and recruit one new customer. The company was doing better than it had been but it wasn’t enough.

When I spoke to old clients about why they didn’t feel they could return they were always vague, talking about cost and value. The truth was clear though. Our competitor was beating us. If I was going to get the company back to profitability I needed to work out what they were doing so I could do it better.
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I spent the next few weeks looking into the new company that was stealing most of our business. It wasn’t hard to find out about it. I just needed to talk to people, dive into a few business records.

It had only been running for a little over eight years. The owner was a man named Mitchel, in his very early thirties. He’d had the same idea as me.

When he was fresh out of college he’d wanted to start his own company, and since his family had a history of working in the same industry as my father’s company, he figured that was a good field to establish himself in. Only he didn’t know quite where to set up.

And then he’d stumbled across the city where my father operated. A city with only one company running the entire market. Had I been in his place I’d have come to the same conclusion.

It was a market screaming out for competition. He’d moved here, set up his company, and within a few years he was doing well. From what I could see he was doing really well. His company was youthful and dynamic and was being run with fresh ideas and innovation. It was everything my father’s company had been when he’d started. I’d have been slightly in awe of Mitchel’s business acumen if it weren’t for the fact that he was now my rival, if it weren’t for the fact that he was the one between me and saving my father’s legacy.

No matter how impressive his business skills were though I knew what needed to be done. I needed to take him down. I needed to take his business down. Yet… how?

I’d hope that studying Mitchel and his strategy would expose a weakness I could capitalise on, or that I’d be able to work out what he’d been doing so well so I could do it better, but there was nothing obvious there. It was just a well-run, efficient business with a solid reputation offering quality service for a fair price. Sure its branding was all good and they had a few innovations I could try to copy, but there was no obvious secret to his success.

I needed something though. My father’s company was struggling, was only months away from going under completely, so I needed something quickly to help, to fix the mess I was in. I’d been hoping for some easy-to-implement strategy that would win customers back. There had to be something I could do. There had to be some secret to Mitchel’s success that I just hadn’t noticed.

And then I saw it…
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In amongst all my research was an advert. An advert for a vacancy at Mitchel’s company. A vacancy for a personal secretary, a personal assistant for Mitchel. Someone in that kind of position would get to know all the secrets about how Mitchel worked.

Someone in that position would be able to learn every detail about how the company operated, would be able to learn exactly how they operated, would know all Mitchel’s weaknesses, which customers were unhappy, what suppliers he was using, the company’s finances, the staffing issues, would be able to learn about any new innovations before they happened.

Someone in that position would be perfectly placed to help me turn around my father’s company’s fortunes and beat Mitchel. Someone in that position would be perfect for helping me save the company.

Only, who?

My sister wasn’t any good. She was away at college still and wouldn’t have been a suitable fit anyway given the qualifications the advert said were required. There was no one I knew who I trusted, no one I knew who was capable. If only…

I felt my head spin as an impossible idea came to me. I chuckled, reading over the advert again. The qualifications were nothing too demanding, and running down the list I felt like maybe, just maybe my idea was possible.

“It’d only take a few weeks to get all the information I needed.” I said.

It was a wild idea, but I really was willing to do anything to save my father’s company. I read the advert for a second time, then a third, then a fourth, and each time the idea seemed to be more insistent.

I needed information if I was going to make my father’s company successful again. I needed to know how Mitchel’s company worked if I was going to beat him, outcompete and outmanoeuvre him. I needed to learn how he thought and who was better placed to get me all that information than his personal assistant.

There really was no one I could ask and even if there was it’d be second-hand information. It would be better if I could gather that information myself but I knew I couldn’t apply for the job. There was a very high chance Mitchel would recognise me, would know me as my father’s son.

There was no way someone got to be as successful as Mitchel without doing research on a competitor. That was, after all, exactly what I was doing. If he’d looked into my father’s company, had monitored it, which is what I’d have done, then he’d know about his family, his wife, his kids. It was likely too that he knew my face, since my father was very open about his company being a family company, even including wholesome photos on the company’s website.

Given all that, there was no way I could apply for the job. But then there was no one else.

And there was one other detail…

No matter what anyone said it was a well-known fact that most personal assistants were girls, were women. Even if Mitchel didn’t know who I was, applying as a man would automatically put me at a disadvantage, even with my excellent qualifications.

But… what if I didn’t apply as Sam? What if I applied in disguise?

What if I went undercover? What if I applied for the job as a woman?

It would be easy enough to find someone to run the company for me day-to-day for a few weeks, and it wasn’t like I wouldn’t be able to check in regularly for big decisions. I could even start using some of the information I learned immediately.

If I made myself over as a woman, for just a few weeks, I could apply for the job—which I had a good chance of getting since I was very highly qualified and I knew the industry—get all the information and secrets I needed, and then get out. It would be a big task, and the thought of it made me feel uncomfortable and strange, but I knew if it meant saving my father’s company then it would be worth it.

If I had to become a woman for a month to get the information and the secrets I needed then I’d do it. If I needed to become an undercover personal assistant to my business rival to save my father’s company then I’d do it.

There was just one problem… how did I go about becoming a woman?


Two

The job posting had already been up for several weeks so I knew I didn’t have much time to waste. At any moment the vacancy could be filled and I’d lose this perfect opportunity, so I threw myself into research.

I was amazed at just how much information there was about how to feminize yourself. Websites, forums, groups all dedicated to feminization, the process of transforming a masculine body into a feminine one.

Some of it was inappropriate, built more for fetish or kink purposes, and though what I read intrigued me, I knew that I couldn’t dress or look like the users there because I needed to be able to work in an office, in public. If I followed their guides I’d never get the job because I’d be turning up looking like a stripper rather than a personal assistant.

Still, I found more than a few websites made by and for transwomen. They were far more suitable, since they were focused on subtle ways to become more feminine, ways to pass in public as a woman, ways to move and act in ways that women tended to act so you wouldn’t give away the fact you’d been raised and socialised as a boy, a man.

As I read I realised I’d never even thought about a lot of it. Small details about how to sit, walk, how to talk or laugh, the way you entered a room or made eye contact, the way you flirted, ate your food. There was so much to consider if I wanted my disguise to be as complete as possible. It was so much more than just clothes and makeup and hair, which is what I’d thought in the beginning.

I began to make lists and as I did something in the back of my head began to almost tickle. I smiled. I realised it was going to be easier than I had thought.

I realised I was, in a strange way, perfectly suited for this. Unlike my father, who’d been tall and broad and hairy, I, like my sister, took after my mother. I was short, slim, with a relatively svelte, almost petite figure.

I’d never been that masculine, a fact that had bothered me when I was young, but that I’d learned to accept. It was one of the reasons I’d thrown myself into books, studying. Sports were something I’d never be able to compete in against peers, so I chose to work on my brain instead of my brawn.

Though that wasn’t to say I wasn’t in good shape, because I was. I ran, did yoga, and would often go for long bike rides along trails on weekends. I was fit, just not muscular in the sense that most men were muscular. I’d tried to bulk up in high school, to terrible results, so now I just focussed on my strengths—core, legs, glutes, maintaining aerobic fitness and flexibility.

All of that meant that I was almost perfectly suited for the task of becoming an undercover assistant. So, with that in mind, my confidence boosted, I began to plot my transformation.
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My sister had left a lot of things behind when she went off to college, since there was no way she’d be able to fit everything into a small dorm room. That meant there was lots I could use, but… there was something about the idea of wearing my sister’s underwear that made my skin crawl.

If I was going to do this, I decided, I needed my own underwear. So, I skipped out of the office early and headed to the nearest department store to pick up what I needed. Entering the underwear department was a revelation. Why was there so much choice?

It was mind-boggling, but I had the list I’d made, a guide of what to buy, and I used that almost as a shield. I kept the list out, looking at it often as I wandered amongst the silky, lacy undergarments, hoping that anyone who saw me would think I was shopping for a girlfriend or something.

Thankfully the store was mostly empty. There was only one other woman in the section, and the two girls on the checkout desks.

I moved as quickly as I could, though it wasn’t that quick—there was so much choice I became almost lost, and the sight of it all, lace, silk, stockings, panties, suspenders, bras, items I had no names for, made me flustered and excited. The thought that I was buying these items for me to wear was stuck in my head, making my heart race and my belly flutter.

I found what I needed in the end though. Several sets of pantihose, panties, bralettes. That was all I needed to get started, apparently. I bought enough that I’d have several sets, then went to pay. I did my best to avoid making eye contact with the cashier but from the way she looked at me, I couldn’t help but wonder if she knew.

Was my embarrassment and timidity making it that obvious? Surely men bought underwear all the time for wives and partners and girlfriends? Right?

I paid and left in a hurry, heading back to my apartment to drop everything off. After that, I went round to my parents' house.

It was not unusual for me to have dinner with my mother, since I’d been trying my best to keep her company and help out in the aftermath of my father’s passing, so my arrival provoked no questions. We chatted about our days, my mother asking after the company, and I reassured her as I always did, just as my father probably had, and then we ate. Afterwards, I made the excuse that I needed to borrow a few things from my sister before heading up to her room.
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My sister’s room had always been forbidden to me when I lived at home, but now we were both adults and she was off at college. Still, that thrill of entering her sanctuary made it feel almost as though I were doing something wrong. I realised, blushing, that I was in a way.

I was stealing, or borrowing, her clothes, so I could wear them. The thought sent a shiver up my spine and made me blush. It was for a good cause though. She’d understand if I told her.

There was no chance I was ever going to tell her though. I was going to keep all of this a secret for as long as I lived. I was willing to go undercover as a personal assistant, a woman, to save my father’s company, but it was going to be my secret. No one could ever find out about it. Ever…

Not wanting to take too long, wary of rousing my mother’s suspicions, I moved quickly. I grabbed a few toiletries, some makeup supplies, and I stuffed a bag with some clothes that I thought would be suitable for an interview and an office job.

My sister didn’t have as much as I’d hoped. I’d need to do some online shopping once I got home, and once I got the job, if I got the job, I’d need to buy more clothes, but… it was a start. I had enough to go to an interview, make a good impression, and that was all I needed, right?

With my bag full I headed downstairs and said goodbye to my mother. I let her know I’d try to visit soon, then headed home.

By the time I arrived, it was later than I’d hoped, and I was tired, but I had things to do. I wanted to see if my plan had potential so that I could apply for the job—I figured there was no point even applying if my disguise was terrible. Committed, I began phase one of getting ready. I needed to shave.
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Using an old razor of my sister's and a bar of shaving soap I set about shaving my whole body. I was, thankfully, not very hirsute, so it did not take me as long as it might have. Still, it took longer than I would have liked, mostly because my body hair was long and kept snagging in the razor.

I figured this was the worst bit though. Once I was shaved it would be quicker to stay shaved. The first time was always going to be the worst.

I lathered myself up and then began to work. The razor slid over skin. I worked calmly, efficiently, starting at my feet, working up my calves, over my knees, up my thighs. The sensation of the blades skidding over slippery skin made me shiver and the slow reveal of smooth skin made my heart race.

I knew I’d be able to hide my lack of body hair under my usual clothes but… seeing it suddenly made my plan real. I’d been hairy since I was a teenager, and even though I’d never been that hairy for a man it was clear just what a difference it made. Without hair, my legs looked longer, softer, and more feminine.

I felt my face blush.

I worked up over my belly, chest, getting my arms, my armpits, and I even made sure to get my butt, my butt-crack, and around my cock and balls—that was a tip I’d read, make sure to be smooth and soft everywhere, even if it wasn’t visible, because it wasn’t just about how I looked, but about how I felt, and being smooth all over would help me feel more feminine.

I shaved my entire body and it was only when I was satisfied that I’d got every last hair that I stepped into the shower to rinse off. The water, hot, cascaded down my body, and washing myself was a revelation.

My skin was so smooth, so sensual, so soft and delicate, and it was so sensitive. I’d never considered that shaving really would make that much of a difference.

Being shaved all over really did make me feel different. Just washing myself sent a thrill through me and I couldn’t help but shift and squirm, wiggling my hips and ass as I caressed myself with soapy hands. The back of my head itched, flustered and fluttery.

I could feel myself getting excited. Was this what it felt like to really touch a woman? I’d only had limited experience with dating, and I was, technically, a virgin.

I wondered as I washed if what I was experiencing was what it was like to be a woman. I knew I needed to start slipping into the right head space if my disguise and undercover mission were to be successful so I allowed my mind to wander.

I imagined myself as a woman, smooth, soft, feminine, washing herself. I closed my eyes, pictured a sexy body, hands roaming, touching my nipples, squeezing my ass. It felt… good. It felt far better than I had expected. I could feel excitement, desire, arousal growing, but also something else.

I didn’t have time to indulge though. I wanted to apply for the job as soon as possible, preferably before I went to sleep, and that meant I needed to get dressed up to see how I looked, to see if I could pass, so I rinsed off and shut off the water before stepping out to dry myself off.

Next was getting dressed.

[image: ]

I chose simple underwear. Matching panties and bralette—the latter with a little padding so that it would seem like I had small tits. I’d figured I’d need large tits to pass as a woman but reading about it I’d learned that was a common mistake. Going too large would make me stand out. I needed tits that suited my frame and when I measured myself I realised that my tits should be smaller to seem natural.

I was a little disappointed with that, so I’d gone up one size to the recommended size in the guide I had, though I’d been tempted to go up two sizes. When I slipped the padded bralette on I was suddenly thankful I’d only gone up the one size.

The padding gave me tits that were a lot bigger than I’d been expecting. Just one size gave me large breasts. Had I gone up two sizes I’d have looked like a bimbo rather than a personal assistant and even with just the one size increase I was going to look more provocative than I’d been intending.

I blushed at that though, the idea of being provocative, having people think of me as sexy. I thought about going back to the department store to size down but then I figured maybe being a little sexy would be an advantage.

I was definitely qualified for the job, but maybe if I played the part of a sexy personal assistant it’d give me even more of an advantage. I really needed to land the job after all if I wanted to save my father’s company so I needed all the extra help I could get.

Maybe I could lean into the idea of being sexy? I smiled at that thought, a heat in my belly.

I’d never really been much of a flirt as a boy or a man. I was relatively plain, and being short and slim meant I was always overlooked. The idea that I could, for a little while, play at being hot appealed to a part of me that I hadn’t ever really felt before.

“I suppose being a little sexy couldn’t hurt.” I said to myself, blushing.

I laughed, feeling flustered, The white panties and bralette alone were relatively demure and innocent, more practical than sexy, but they still felt a lot more revealing and sensual than my usual underwear, soft against my body, tight, and very revealing.

They’d be good enough to start and if I needed to increase the sex appeal I could always buy something more revealing and risqué. With the panties and bralette on I slipped on the sexiest pantihose I had bought, a sheer tan pair with seams up the back of the legs, and reinforced around the waist and hips and butt to help shape my body.

I was surprised by how delicate they felt, clinging to my feet, calves, thighs, sheer and snug, the material more sensual than anything I’d ever worn before, gossamer caressing my skin. As I pulled them up I felt a shiver run up my spine, my heart racing.

They felt almost… pleasant, a warm fuzzy feeling in my gut, delicate and sensual and arousing. I looked down and was surprised by what I saw.

The underwear on my smooth body had made me look girly, almost womanly, with curves, but the addition of the pantihose had only furthered my transformation. Reinforced as they were I could see my waist cinched in, ass lifted, squeezed, so that I had hips, butt, curves.

That along with my padded bralette had given me a figure. A woman’s figure. I looked… kinda sexy. I’d figured that my disguise would be passable, but with my body looking as it did I realised I was going to be more than passable. I was going to be… hot.

That would help though, right? I could play that up, use a little extra makeup, walk with more sway, flirt a little. I was qualified for the job, but I knew getting a job required more than just qualifications. I needed Mitchel to like me. Maybe being cute and flirty would give me that edge.

I smiled, feeling more optimistic, more hopeful, and… more joyful than I had in a while. My plan was going to work. It had to work. If I needed to make myself a little sexy and flirty to make sure it worked then… that was acceptable, right?

The only thing that worried me was the fact that the thought of being sexy was almost… exciting.
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Over the panties and bralette and pantihose I chose to wear a skirt, charcoal grey, tight and stretchy, that came to mid-thigh, and a white blouse along with a simple light grey cardigan. I paired my outfit with low heels.

The blouse did not button all the way up to my throat, leaving my collarbones and a small glimpse of my chest exposed. I decided to leave the very top button undone too, to flash just a hint of bra.

The outfit was more fitted than I had expected. I was close to my sister’s size but she was in reality just a little smaller than me, but that was working in my favour. As tight as it was it just emphasised my curves and the shape of my body, making me seem more provocative, and that paired with how the heels made me stand and walk certainly boosted my sex appeal.

I’d never realised what a difference heels made. They forced me to stand in a way that made my shoulders go back, making my chest seem ever fuller, and they made my legs seem longer, my ass rounders. Plus, walking in them, once I got the knack of it, gave me a very prominent wiggle in my hips that I was sure would help my chances of getting the job.

“It’s just about doing what’s necessary.” I said to myself.

Yet… it felt like more than that. Moving about, dressed up, smooth, in heels, I felt genuinely sexy in a way I never had before and I liked it. I liked how thrilling it was, the sense of empowerment. I like how sensual I felt, pantihose-clad thighs rubbing together. I could feel my head throbbing.

After getting dressed there was the final step to check my plan would work—though I was pretty sure now that it would work—which meant makeup. I watched videos, read guides, understood the theory, and I’d borrowed all the makeup and various brushes my sister had left behind. I figured it would be easy.

It wasn’t though. Knowing theory was one thing. Having the skills was another.

Still, I persevered, and after only a few tries I’d managed something that was attractive and alluring without being too slutty or brazen. I had on mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, and some highlight and shadow, along with lipstick. I figured if I got an interview I could paint my nails, order some clip-on earrings, and a wig. For now, this was just to see if I could pass.

And as I looked in the mirror I realised I could pass.

I could really pass. Even without a wig, with just clothes and makeup, I looked transformed. I was no longer Sam, a boy. I was… I was a cute girl. I looked like my sister or my mother, not my father, only… the extra padding in my bra made my figure look more exaggerated than my mother’s or my sister’s had ever been. I was busty, curvy, and the tightness of my clothes made me look sexy.

I stared at myself, posing, turning, examining my body, my face. I was blushing, cheeks aching from grinning. It was almost miraculous.

“Well, I suppose that’s a green light.” I said.

I’d wanted to see how I looked, to check I could pass, before applying for the job and going further with my plan, but in my outfit, heels, and makeup, I definitely passed. Which meant…

“Time to sort that application.” I said.

It was late, and I was tired, but I was committed to getting the application off before I slept.


Three

I heard back within a couple of days and organised an interview for the following Monday. I wanted to move quickly, aware that each passing day was one day closer to my father’s company going under.

Speaking to the recruitment agent I made it clear I was able to start as soon as possible. She seemed relieved, apparently they’d been struggling to find a suitable candidate that was qualified, but that she was hopeful about me. I smiled at that.

I hadn’t lied about anything in my application—with the exception of my name. I knew I was highly qualified and I knew the industry well. That, combined with a little flirting and sex appeal would guarantee me the job. Or at least I hoped it would. I figured I had a better chance than most at getting the job.

So it was with a sense of optimism that I got ready for my interview. I made sure to shave my body the night before, and I spent the morning running through potential interview questions in my head.

I wore a slightly sexier set of black panties and a padded black bra, to give myself confidence, aware that the black bra would be more visible beneath the white blouse, and the outfit I’d worn before—short skirt, tight blouse, heels. I felt almost as though I were wearing a suit of armour as I got ready.

After getting dressed I did my makeup, a little heavier than before, but still demure, and it was quicker and easier than the first time thanks to the practice I’d been putting in. I even had my nails painted, from the day before, and as a finishing touch I clipped on some large hoop earrings and fitted a long, curly, platinum blonde wig.

Finished I turned to look at myself in the mirror and I couldn’t help but smile at what I saw. My reflection was so utterly different. It was like I was no longer looking at myself, but instead was faced with a cute, pretty, hot blonde. I looked sexy, like the kind of sexy office worker I’d have been too timid to talk to. Yet… I was her.

It was strange seeing myself looking so attractive. It was part uplifting, feeling sexy and cute, and part bewildering, knowing I made a better-looking girl than I ever would boy. Yet, there was a complete lack of any negative emotions like I’d been fearing. Instead, I just felt good, confident and bold and empowered.

“I can do this.” I said to myself, facing the hot girl in the mirror. “I’ve got this.”

Psyched up, I turned to pick up the cute handbag I’d bought myself, packed full of a purse, my phone, keys, and a few essentials like makeup and gum—for fresh breath—and headed out. I was nervous, almost terrified, but also… there was a subtle sense of excitement too, a sense of adventure, wildness. Part of me was almost looking forward to it all.
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“Sara to see Mitchel.” I said to the receptionist.

She looked up at me and smiled. It was the first time I’d spoken to someone in person, the first time someone had really looked at me. Was she going to notice? Was she going to call me out? Was my plan about to be foiled?

I’d had to travel to work as Sara, the name I’d chosen for my alter ego, but that had been different. I’d been one person amongst a sea of faces. There’d been anonymity in it. Sure a few people had stared at me, looked me up and down—which was an odd experience, having men eye me up with desire and lust—but no one had really been focussed on me. I’d just been a woman on her way to work.

I’d been nervous, but there’d also been a sense of adventure and excitement in it. Now, stepping into Mitchel’s offices, having to speak to someone, aware I was going to be interviewed, it felt different. I was the focus of attention. People were going to be watching me closely, talking to me, questioning me. They were going to be paying attention to me. I needed to be on top of my game.

I stood in place, smiling, hoping, and then…

“Take a seat, please. He’ll be right with you. He’s expecting you.”

I could have let out a sigh of relief, but I didn’t want to make a scene so instead I just smiled politely and moved to sit in the waiting area. I was impressed with how lavish the offices were. Clearly, his business was doing a lot better than my father’s.

I sat and waited, trying to stay calm. I was prepared for the interview, ready, keen. I knew I could do it, get the job, but the difficult bit was going to be passing as a woman. Still, I’d been working on that, practising my movements, spending as much time as possible dressed up, moving in heels. I’d even taken to recording my voice and listening back so I could master a cute voice, a pleasing tone of voice. I was ready. I was…

“Sara?”

The voice was deep, resonant, masculine. I looked up and saw… Mitchel, standing in a doorway, waiting for me, smiling.

I’d seen pictures of him. I knew he was a good-looking man, in his early thirties, toned and well-dressed, but seeing him in person was… I felt a fluttering in my chest and my belly. Maybe it was nerves, the fact it was an interview and I needed to get the job, or maybe it was the fact I was dressed like a girl, a pretty girl, or maybe it was the fact that I’d come armed and prepared to flirt to try to secure the job, but in that moment I could feel something in me I’d not really felt before.

Mitchel was kinda… hot, in a very masculine way. I smiled, blushing, and let the feeling swell. I was in disguise, playing a character. It made sense that I embraced whatever feelings of attraction I had, right? It would make it easier to flirt, to charm him to get the job.

“Hi, yeah, that’s me.” I said, almost jumping up from my chair.

The sound of my slightly giggly voice made my blush deepen. I sounded flustered and giddy. Still, Mitchel was smiling at me, a sparkle in his eyes, so I knew I hadn’t blown my chance just yet.

He continued to hold the door for me and I made sure to put an extra strut into my walk as I crossed the waiting area, stepping heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, hips and ass wiggling. I could feel my pantihose-clad thighs brushing against each other, my skirt short, tights, my blouse just slightly open.

I watched Mitchel closely and I was pleased to see him stare, eyes widening, a subtle glance up and down. The interview might not formally have started just yet, but I knew I’d made a very good first impression.

“Hi.” I said as I reached him, offering my hand to him. “It really is lovely to meet you, and… thank you for letting me interview.”

I smiled, widely, and batted my eyelashes. I’d read all about how to flirt with men, how to seem the right mix of sexy and professional, how to be forward without being too forward.

I maintained eye contact, shifting slightly, biting my bottom lip. Mitchel took my hand and shook it.

“The pleasure’s all mine.” He said. “Now, if you’ll follow me we can get started? I’ve been looking forward to meeting you. Between you and me I have high hopes for this interview. I’ve been struggling to find a new assistant since Barbara left, that’s my old assistant, you’ll hear me talk about her a lot as she was a dream to work with but she retired a few months ago. However, seeing your resume, I’ve got a good feeling about you.”

I blushed a deeper pink, grinning. It was strange being flattered by such an obviously attractive man, the way he looked at me, talked to me, smiled at me. It was new and thrilling and fun and… kinda addictive.

“Well, I just hope I live up to your expectations then.” I said in a slightly sultry voice.

I was shocked at how easy I was finding it to flirt with him, how fun I was finding it. I smiled, brightly, and was pleased to see a subtle pinkness in Mitchel’s cheeks.
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Flirting with Mitchel was easier than I had imagined it would be. He was attractive, charming, and very engaged. All I had to do was look pretty, flutter my eyelashes, and giggle every so often…

Well, there was more to it than that, it was an interview after all, so I needed to be engaged and answer questions, and I made the effort to make the occasional flirty comment, Mitchel did a lot of the flirting for me. I just got to sit there, looking cute and hot, shifting in ways to draw his attention, playing with my hair, biting my lip, fluttering my eyelashes, giggling.

It was so much easier than flirting as a boy and more fun too. Flirting as a man was work, difficult and clumsy and awkward, and it had never felt quite natural. Flirting as Sara though was easy, almost effortless.

I felt comfortable doing it, and the reward of seeing how engaged Mitchel was with me was a powerful encouragement. This was an attractive man in his prime, tall and fit, masculine, successful. He could have had any woman, must have had a string of women flirting with him for his attention, must be almost fed up with women vying for him, yet… he was choosing to flirt with me.

Mitchel was choosing to flirt with me because I was cute, because I was hot, because I was sexy. It was validation like I’d never felt before.

I knew it should have felt weird, having a man flirt with me while I was disguised as a woman, but it really didn’t. Maybe it was because I’d thrown myself into the character, knowing I needed to get the job as his personal assistant, or maybe it was because my dating life as Sam was just so bad—it had been months since I’d been on a date and the last one had not gone particularly well, but then none of my dates ever went particularly well.

I figured the reason didn’t matter though. It was fun. I was used to living a life where I had to do all the hard work to get attention, was used to being overlooked constantly, was used to being plain and boring and unexceptional. Now though I was getting a taste of what it was like to be on the other side. I was getting to feel what it was like to be a cute girl, to have people want your attention. So… why not enjoy it?

Flirting was always part of my plan, to help me get the job, and I was dressed up, interviewing as Sara for a reason, to save my father’s company. It wasn’t like I wanted to be there. I didn’t have much of a choice. So, given all that, if parts of it were fun, why shouldn’t I embrace that?

So… I did. I embraced it. I began to have fun.

And maybe that was why the interview went so well. Maybe it was because I was able to really relax and enjoy myself. I was qualified for the job, and had experience of the industry. My skills and knowledge were not in question, so maybe it was my personality that made it go so well.

If I’d been there as Sam I’d have been nervous, unsure, perhaps even anxious. As Sara though I was relaxed, calm, engaging, flirty, and I was having fun.

“You know, I probably shouldn’t say this, but I’m going to. I’ve really enjoyed interviewing you today. I’ve been struggling for ages to fill this role but meeting you today has been a breath of fresh air after all the disappointing interviews.” Mitchel was grinning as he spoke.

I smiled back, shifting in my seat in a way that I knew showed off my legs, uncrossing and recrossing them. I felt a fluttering in my chest as he glanced down briefly before looking back to meet my gaze.

There was a subtle pinkness to his cheeks, his pupils dilated. He really was attracted to me. That knowledge felt… good.

“I need to talk to my HR department to formalise things but… I’d like to offer you the job. Given how qualified you are, and your obvious knowledge of the industry, I think we can make you a pretty competitive offer.”

As he spoke he scribbled a number on a piece of paper, slipped the paper across the table towards me. I looked at it and my eyes went wide.

It was more than I was making as the owner and CEO of my father’s company by a lot. Even if the company had been doing okay I’d have not been making that much. It was a very generous and lucrative offer. Mitchel’s business must have been doing a lot better than I had realised.

“I… yes, thank you. I’d be happy to accept.” I said.

I’d done it. I’d got the job. I’d landed the role of Mitchel’s pretty personal assistant and I was going to be well paid for it too.

I smiled at him, fluttering my eyelashes. I felt a swell of joy and then… I felt a pang of almost regret as I remembered why I needed the job. I was there to spy on him, steal his secrets, betray him. He really was quite sweet and charming but… I had to do it, right?

I had to save my father’s company.

“Wonderful.” Mitchel said. “When can you start.”

I fixed my smile, doing my best to seem upbeat and cheerful.

“I can start Monday.” I said.

And with that, I was in.


Four

With the job secured I spent the weekend getting ready. I headed out to buy myself more clothes, aware that most of the clothes I’d borrowed from my sister’s wardrobe were not quite suitable.

I spent more than I had wanted to, but I knew the pay from the job would be more than enough to cover it if I worked the job as Mitchel’s assistant for a few weeks. Plus, it was an expense I was willing to pay to save my father’s company, to preserve his legacy, to help my family.

I bought a collection of skirts and blouses, several blazers, and a few sweaters. All of them were in formal, muted colours, suitable for the office, fitting for a personal assistant, but I made sure all of them were tight, fitted, and just a little revealing.

I even made sure to buy myself a pretty necklace—a tip I’d read, to encourage the gaze to wander down the chest and emphasise my breasts—and a new pair of heels—higher than the ones I’d worn to the interview, sexy and sultry. I knew in those I’d be walking with even more of a wiggle and I had images of bending over Mitchel’s desk, his gaze roaming up my legs and over my ass. I had visions of strutting into his office in a short, tight skirt, ass and hips swaying.

I felt my body grow warm and fluttery at the thought of it all. I was there for a reason, to get secrets, to save my father’s company, but… why shouldn’t I also enjoy it?

Over the weekend I spent time mastering my makeup, learning to style my wig, picking out outfits for the week. I made sure I was ready for the week ahead, while also sending out enough emails and messages that my father’s company would be able to function while I was away on a business trip.

I trusted those I’d asked to manage things in my stead, knew they’d do an okay job, but I also wanted to give them enough guidance that things would continue to grow while I wasn’t there—they were all old hands at the company, loyal employees, which meant they were very trustworthy, but not very innovative. They all knew I could be reached in a dire emergency, but that otherwise I was not to be disturbed. No one knew what I was really up to, and I intended for things to stay that way.

As Sunday came to a close I began to feel nervous. Tomorrow was going to be my first day in the office as Mitchel’s assistant. I was going to be spending my first full day as Sara, surrounded by people, meeting new people, getting to know people.

The day of the interview had been hard, but not as difficult as I’d imagined or feared, yet that had only been a few hours, and I’d not had to meet that many people, had not had the additional stress of learning a new job, trying to make a good impression, all while trying to steal company secrets.

Monday was a whole new level, and I wasn’t sure if Sara was ready for it. Still, there was no backing out. I needed to see it through.

Plus, part of me was excited. I was curious about how it would feel to be feminine for so long, to meet more people who only knew me as Sara, and… I was looking forward to seeing Mitchel again, to flirting with him. As I thought about how I might tease him I felt my body grow hot, a fluttering, a tightness in my chest. I was smiling, blushing, and in the back of my head, there was something… new unfolding.
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“You’ll be working here.” Mitchel said.

Mitchel had met me in the reception to his building early, had greeted me warmly with a handshake and a compliment, telling me I looked good. I was wearing a short, tight, black skirt with a small slit up the back, and a pastel pink blouse.

I had on seamed pantihose again, my higher heels—heels that I’d spent the weekend walking around in to make sure I could walk and strut in them—and I was wearing my favourite set of panties and bra. The fact that I now had a favourite panties and bra set still seemed wild to me, but it was true, not only were they the most comfortable but they were skimpy and sexy and they made me feel confident and powerful for my first day.

I had enjoyed Mitchel’s compliment, the way he looked at me, and I’d blushed, a tightness in my chest. I’d almost forgotten how charming he could be.

As he showed me through the building to his office, my desk, he introduced me to people. I greeted everyone warmly, with a smile, a handshake, and it was strange to notice how people looked at me. People noticed me. Men stared at me, eyeing me with desire, and I could see that a few of the women looked at me with something like envy or jealousy.

It felt… new, but bright and hot and pleasant. Sam was never noticed, not really. But Sara… Sara was hot, and people couldn’t help but pay attention to me.

I stuck close to Mitchel, doing my best to flirt, but subtly, giggling and wiggling. As he showed me my desk I smiled.

It was right outside his office and was close to the major record office. I was well placed to be able to get all the information I needed, once I found the opportunity to go looking for it. It was perfect.

The only problem was again the pang in my chest. Mitchel really was quite sweet and charming. I felt bad betraying him, but… what choice did I have?

“If you sit and get settled I can go fetch us a coffee. The first one’s on me.” He said.

“Then after that I can go over what I want from you, get you up to speed. Okay?”

I nodded, smiling widely. I did as he said, sitting, settling down as Mitchel wandered to get us both coffee. The login details for my computer were in the folder on my desk along with the various onboarding documents. I signed in and began to scout around the company’s various systems. I smiled as I realised a lot of what I wanted to discover could be found from my computer. As Mitchel’s personal assistant, I had a lot of access.

I began to dig.

“Here you are.” Michel said, putting a mug down on my desk.

I looked up, smiled. There was a sparkle in his eyes. He was easy to be around, despite being the owner of the company and my boss.

“Thanks.” I said, taking a sip.

“Ready for me to show you what I need from you today?” He asked.

I smiled at that, feeling a fluttering in my belly. I shifted in my seat, looking into his eyes, battling my eyelashes.

“I’m always ready for you to show me what you need.” I said.

I saw a slight blush in Mitchel’s cheeks. It was fun to tease him, a sense of joy and excitement, nervous fluttering. I knew it was going to make my undercover mission easier, but… it was more than that. I was flirting with him because it was enjoyable and because it made me feel good.

I knew that was strange, maybe even wrong, but I wasn’t going to let that stop me. Once I had what I needed I was going to quit the job and leave Sara behind so why not enjoy it while it lasted?

[image: ]

My first day went smoothly, with only a few minor bumps as I found my way around. Mitchel checked in on me often and everyone working around me was pleasant and friendly, helpful. I settled in and began to work, focusing on the tasks in front of me while I kept my eye open for information and opportunities.

At times I almost forgot why I was really there. It was a relatively simple job to be a personal assistant given the skills and knowledge I had, and the fact I was always busy, bustling about, meant I had little time to dwell on just how strange the situation was.

I picked up scraps of information here and there, details of potential clients, clients who were unhappy, suppliers and new potential solutions. I made a note of all of it. My job as Mitchel's personal assistant was proving to be a gold mine of knowledge and secrets.

Yet, I made sure through all of it to do the best job I could. I felt it was the least I could do. Mitchel was sweet, kind, and thoughtful, not the brusque go-getter I was expecting. Sure he was obviously smart and motivated and he worked hard, but it was also clear he cared about his company and the people he employed.

Everyone who worked for him had positive things to say about him. They all seemed highly motivated and committed and upbeat, people seemed content, cared for, and like they wanted to do their best for a boss who genuinely cared for them. The entire atmosphere reminded me of my father’s company when I used to work there over the summers in high school only more vibrant and youthful and innovative.

I even got to meet clients, and again it was obvious how much they respected Mitchel. Everyone was satisfied. Mitchel charged a fair price to customers and paid a fair price to suppliers. His entire business model was built on fairness and respect, building long-term relationships, loyalty.

In my head, I’d made Mitchel the villain without even realising it. He was the bad guy who’d stolen work away from my father’s company, he was the one I needed to defeat in order to survive and thrive, but… seeing him now, getting to know him, working for him, getting to know others who worked for him, I was realising I was wrong.

He was kind and sweet and thoughtful, funny. He cared. People liked him because of how he treated them. People respected him, admired him, looked up to him. He was, in many ways, a man just like my father.

I knew I still had to steal work away from him to help my father’s company to survive but I was beginning to feel worse and worse about it. He wasn’t a villain or a monster. He was just a man trying to build a successful company and who wanted to do right by his customers and workers. Even I was beginning to admire him.

It didn’t help that working so closely with him meant I was seeing a lot of him. I found myself flirting more and more, increasing the intention and brazenness. Mitchel seemed to enjoy it, flirting back, giving me attention, and I began to crave that attention. I began to feed on it. I began to want more of it.

Over the next few days, I learned more about how Mitchel worked, got to learn more about his business and how it worked, the systems, the secrets. I got to know more about Mitchel too.

He got into the habit of inviting me to lunch each day and we would talk about work, then about ourselves. He told me about his life, family, growing up, why he started the business.

He wanted to be someone. He’d grown up in a difficult environment and he craved stability, wanted to build somewhere he felt safe, where he could have security, and wanted to give others security too. He knew what it was like to be treated unfairly, cruelly, and he never wanted to treat anyone like that.

He even told me that he was putting his younger sister through college, medicine, since she too wanted to help people.

“You remind me a bit of her actually.” He said when telling me about his sister. “You’re both good people, sweet and thoughtful.”

I smiled at that, but it made my heart hurt. If only he knew the truth. He was trusting me and I knew, deep down, that I didn’t deserve that trust. I was going to betray him. But what other choice did I have? I needed to save my father’s company. Didn’t I?

As the days passed I knew I needed to act quickly. Not only was my father’s company close to going under but… the more time I spent with Mitchel the more I began to feel like maybe, just maybe, I was the villain in the story.
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I found my opportunity towards the end of my first week. I’d managed to pick up a few bits here and there that I’d made note of, but on the Wednesday I found out Mitchel was looking to pick up a very large and lucrative client that had just moved to the city. I only got to see a few details of the prospective deal but it was enough to tell me that closing just that one deal would go a long way to saving my father’s company.

I needed to see the entire deal, all the pricing, the structure of it, the suppliers. If I saw that I could come up with a better offer and approach the client with a better deal. If I could close that I’d be able to give my father’s company another couple of months at least, long enough for me to really start turning things around.

Yet, the details were kept in Mitchel’s office. He had it all printed out and handed to him ready for a preliminary meeting with the client on Friday. The only things I could find in the computer systems I had access to were overlying details.

I needed access to Mitchel’s office and his computer to get everything I needed, but… he was always around. So, I decided to wait until he was gone.

Mitchel always worked late, staying past the end of my day, but he never insisted anyone else stay late, in fact encouraged people to leave on time to relax or spend time with family. This meant I always left before him. On Thursday though I had a different idea.

At the end of my day, I pretended to leave, then went to hide out in the bathroom and I waited. I waited for over an hour before emerging, creeping towards Mitchel’s office in case he was still around.

I found the door open, his desk empty. I smiled. He’d left for the day.

I seized my chance, headed into his office, and closed the door behind me. I then set about looking for what I needed, the file on the deal Mitchel had set up for the new prospective client. I moved to his desk to begin looking but before I could really get into rummaging I heard the door click.

I realised in that moment I should have checked the car park to be certain Mitchel had gone. I should have looked out to see if his car was still there.

I was close to his desk, had not yet gone to his drawers or his computer, but I had a stack of papers in hand. I quickly dropped them onto the desk and turned to sit on them, trying to compose myself. I faced the door as it opened and Mitchel stepped in.
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Mitchel looked almost shocked, eyes wide. I did my best to smile and look innocent and cute.

“Hi.” I said.

I had no idea what else to say, what to do. I was trying to think up an excuse for being in his office so late, for sneaking in when he was out, but… I had nothing.

“Sara? I thought you’d left. I was just getting ready to go home and I thought everyone had left for the day.”

I nodded. I knew everyone else had left. I’d thought Mitchel had left too, but it was just like him to stay late and pick up extra work so no one else had to.

“I wanted to hang around to wait for you. You’re always working late and I… I just figured you might like some company.”

I smiled, heart racing. It was a stupid lie to cover up getting caught but it was the best I could come up with. Mitchel stared at me, smiled, and then… he stepped into the room and closed the door behind him.

“You wanted to keep me company?” He said. “Yet… you waited until everyone else had left before joining me in my office, and even then you just happened to perch yourself on my desk while I was out to surprise me? If you’d wanted to keep me company then you could have just stayed late. No, I think… I think there’s something else going on.”

Mitchel walked towards me. I shifted, feeling nervous and exposed. I was only pretending to be a woman but in that moment I felt small and weak and vulnerable. Mitchel was taller than me, broader than me, stronger than me. I felt a shiver run up my spine.

“Don’t think I haven’t noticed you flirting with me all week.” He said, smiling.

I blinked, head spinning.

“I’ve enjoyed it. I’ve liked flirting back. We have… there’s a spark. I was wondering if it was just you trying to get along with your new boss. I didn’t want to assume. You’re pretty, talented, smart, funny. I didn’t want to ruin a good working relationship by assuming. But… seeing you here now I realise I was right. You really were flirting with me, weren’t you? You weren’t just buttering up your new boss.”

I felt a blush creep across my cheeks. Mitchel thought I was in his office after hours because I was into him, because I was trying to seduce him.

I smiled. As an excuse that wasn’t terrible. I nodded.

“Of course, I was really flirting with you. Why wouldn’t I? You’re handsome and successful and kind. You’re cute. I’d be a fool not to flirt with you.”

Mitchel’s smile widened. It was fun to see him react to my words. I wiggled on his desk, sitting up straighter in a way I knew made my chest stick out. I loved the effect it had on him.

“I wonder… maybe the reason you waited until everyone was gone to keep me company was because you wanted to make sure we were alone together.”

The tone of his voice was soft. He moved closer.

“Maybe you wanted it to just be you and me.” He said.

I was blushing. The room felt too hot. My heart was racing, belly tight. I realised Mitchel was between me and the door. I was trapped.

I’d flirted with him to get the job, had kept flirting with him to make sure he liked me, so I could better spy on him, and… maybe a little bit because it was fun. But I realised now my flirting had gone too far, that there were consequences. Mitchel thought I was into him.

Yet at the same time that was my way out. That was my escape plan. If I didn’t want to be discovered there was nothing I could do. I was trapped. I needed to flirt my way out of it.

And the worst thing was that didn’t even sound that bad. Part of me thought it sounded like fun.

As Mitchel walked towards me I uncrossed my legs, but didn’t recross them. I was in a short skirt, pantihose, a blouse and a padded bra. I knew I looked good—no, more than good, I looked pretty and sexy and hot. I parted my thighs slightly, saw Mitchel look down. I knew he’d be able to see the barest glimpse of my black satin panties.

That thought made my body throb, blushing, an aching in my cock. What was I doing?

“I suppose it’s just a shame that it’s time to go home.” I said, slipping off the desk to stand.

I figured I could slip around Mitchel, move towards the door, head home. I could pass it all off as flirting, teasing, hoping he wouldn’t realise what I was really up to.

“Oh, I’m in no rush to leave. After all, we’re finally alone, and it seems a shame to waste such an opportunity.”

Mitchel moved in closer, looming over me. He was close enough now that I could smell him, the faint musk of his body after a day of working hard, the faint scent of his aftershave. He smelt… good.

He looked down at me.

“Unless you want to leave?” He said. “I’d like you to stay, but if you want to leave…”

He let the words hang. I knew what I wanted to say, what I should have said, but instead.

“I don’t want to leave.” I said.

Why? Why did I say that? And… why did I mean it?

Mitchel smiled and then… he leaned in to kiss me.


Five

The kiss was deep and full of fire, longing, passion. It was like no kiss I’d ever had before.

I’d kissed girls before, women, but… it had always been a bit underwhelming. They’d never really given me anything and I’d never known quite what to do.

With Mitchel though it was different. He was taking what he wanted from me, he knew exactly what he wanted to do, what he should do, and he was giving me heat and lust and desire. He wanted me.

From the way he kissed me, it was clear just how much he wanted me. I could feel his energy and his desire washing over me in a wave. I couldn’t help but melt into him and kiss him back.

I pressed my body into his and kissed him deeply, with fire, want. I could feel the firmness of his pressing against me, pushing me back into his desk, pinning me, and then I felt his hands on my body, roaming, caressing, teasing.

I kissed him hard, kissed him with more intensity than I’d ever kissed anyone before. I felt hands on my hips, gripping me, pulling me into him, then hands sneaking down, around, to my ass, cupping and squeezing.

Mitchel’s firm grip made me moan, lips parting, and then I felt his tongue slip into my mouth. I knew I should stop, that I was going too far, but… I didn’t want to. It was like the animal part of my brain was taking over and the animal part of my brain was fired up with lust.

I squirmed in Mitchel’s grip, writhing in pleasure, letting him grope me, kiss me. In the back of my head, I knew I should have been pulling away, making my excuses, leaving, but… I just didn’t. My mind might have wanted to leave, but my body wanted to stay.

Our lips pressed against each other, wet, hot, tongue and teeth. I pressed my ass back into Mitchel’s to feel more, then… I felt something hard and thick press into my belly. I felt Mitchel’s cock press into my belly.

He was hard. His cock was hard. It was thick, long, throbbing, and it was pressing into my belly.

I felt my heart flutter as I realised I’d done that. I’d got him hard. He was hard because of me, because he thought I was hot, because he wanted me, because kissing me excited him.

I felt powerful, sexual, in a way I’d never felt before, and I kissed him harder. Then I let my hand roam.

I let my hand roam down, over Mitchel’s chest, over his stomach, feeling his belt buckle. I couldn’t believe what I was doing but I couldn’t stop myself. I was kissing him, kissing a man, while undercover as his hot, flirty personal assistant. I was kissing him and I was enjoying it and…

I let my hand roam down to his cock.

I felt it throb as I touched it, so hard and thick and long. I explored it, letting my finger wrap around the girth through the material of Mitchel’s trousers. I teased it, feeling it twitch, and as I did Mitchel moaned into our kiss, thrusting his hips.

I could feel the fire in him, feel how turned on he was. It was like nothing I’d felt before. I’d made out with a few girls but it had never been like this. I’d never been so turned on and I’d never had this effect on them.

Knowing I was hot, that Mitchel found me sexy, was a powerful drug. I felt wanton and brazen and I wanted more. I wanted to feel more of it.

My body was aching with need, desire, hunger, and I kissed him hard as I stroked his cock. In the back of my head, a small voice was in disbelief at what I was doing, but I couldn’t stop. I was burning up from within in the most amazing way possible.

I was… I was Sara, the sexy personal assistant seducing her hot boss. It felt wild and outrageous and liberating. I felt like I was free. Like I’d stepped out of a cage I’d never known I’d been locked in, and I was flying for the first time in my life.

I stroked Mitchel’s cock, teasing my hand up and down, and the way he responded was magical. The thrust and moan, the throb and twitch, the shivers of his body, all of it made me yearn.

I felt his tongue invade my mouth, deep, wet, exploring, and my tongue wrestled with it. I wanted more though, wanted…

I smiled, giggled, pulled back from the kiss, looked up into Mitchel’s eyes.

“Why did you stop? Are you… that was okay, wasn’t it? I’ve been thinking about that since I met you and I just… I thought… I thought you wanted it. I couldn’t stop myself.” He said.

Hearing that made my smile widen. I was glad he couldn’t stop himself. He wanted me, lusted after me and… wanted him.

It was the first time I’d admitted that to myself. I wanted Mitchel. My body ached and burned and my hand kept stroking his cock, teasing him. I delighted in how his cock throbbed and ached, yet… I wanted more.

“It was fine, good, hot. You don’t need to worry. I… I wanted it to.” I said.

I meant it. It made me blush to realise how much I meant it.

“I just… I want more than kissing.” I said.

In the back of my head, I could hear Sam screaming, but Sam wasn’t in control. Sara was, and Sara wanted more.

I looked up into Mitchel’s eyes, smiling, and, slowly, I sank to my knees.
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I knelt in front of my handsome older boss, rugged, masculine, His cock was so hard and I couldn’t stop stroking it. He looked down at me and we both knew what happened next.

I ran my hand up Mitchel’s shaft, to his belt, and I used both hands to slowly undo it, unfastening his trousers, unbuttoning and unzipping them. I was staring at the bulge of his cock now, watching it throb, twitch. I could feel him shifting slightly.

Was he as nervous as I was? Why did that thought thrill me?

I tugged, pulling his trousers down, gripping the waist of his underwear to pull them down. They snagged for a moment, catching on the hardness of his massive cock, but I was not going to be so easily denied. I tugged harder and then… his cock popped free, his underwear and trousers coming down.

I’d never been so close to a cock before. I’d never seen another man’s cock in person before. I had a real, flesh-and-blood cock in front of me, hard, throbbing, excited for me. It made my body squirm and I realised my cock was hard too. My cock was as hard as it had ever been.

I was turned on like never before. Why?

I smiled, letting the question fade into the background. I had more important things to worry about. I had a cock to satisfy.

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around Mitchel’s girth and I began to stroke, working my hand slowly up and down his thickness. His cock drummed with the beating of his heart, and he thrust his hips into my grip.

I had my hand wrapped around a naked cock, skin on skin. It was so hot, so hard, and yet the skin was almost smooth like silk. I stared at the slit on the tip, oozing precum.

I licked my lips, aware suddenly of how wet and empty my mouth was. I blinked, almost hypnotised, then… I moved, forwards, driven by my instinct, desire, lust, need.

My lips met the tip of his cock and I kissed it, gently. My body was acting on its own, acting out of hunger, desire, need. My brain was fuzzy, almost drunk on the lust, excitement. I could feel part of me shocked at what I was doing, but another part, a loud, bright, demanding part that was new, was screaming for more.

This was never part of the plan. I was supposed to go undercover to get information to save my father’s company, but now… now I was on my knees about to suck a man’s cock. Mitchel’s cock.

What was I doing?

I kissed, wetly, parting my lips, letting my tongue explore. I licked the precum, tasting the tang of it. I licked down his shaft, feeling it throb on my tongue.

The truth was I was having fun. I was enjoying myself. I was letting go. And… why shouldn’t I? It felt good, right? Why shouldn’t I enjoy myself? Mitchel was cute and kind and sweet and funny and intelligent. He wanted me and I wanted him.

I was giving him pleasure, was taking pleasure for myself. It didn’t need to mean anything. It was just… it was me having fun for once. I could still see my plan through, do all the things I needed to, and in some ways being this close to my boss would make it easier. Why shouldn’t I just have fun?

I felt myself letting go, really letting go, the last chains holding me back breaking. I licked down Mitchel’s cock to the base and then back up to the tip. I paused there, holding it gently, breathing in the scent of him, feeling his cock twitch in my hand, wet with my spit. I parted my lips slightly and then… I leaned forward to take him into my mouth.

The head of his cock pierced my lips, wet, tight, and I sucked as I took his cock deeper. I felt it throb against my tongue, felt Mitchel thrust his cock into my mouth.

I’d not done anything like it before. I’d kissed girls, but little more than that. Now though I was on my knees sucking my boss's cock and… I was dressed like a girl, like a sexy personal assistant, and it felt better than anything I’d felt before.

I sucked harder, closing my lips around the girth. I worked my mouth down, licking, then back up.

My head was fuzzy, spinning, and I could feel Mitchel’s cock throbbing. I worked my mouth up, down, drooling, wet and hot, sucking, lapping with my tongue. It came easily, naturally, and I began to enjoy myself. I began to really enjoy myself.

My cock was hard in my panties, throbbing, aching, and I sucked, teasing with lips and tongue and spit. I felt Mitchel’s hand on the back of my head, encouraging me, pressing me down, his hips thrusting as he fucked my face.

I let him fuck me, fucking my mouth. I worked in time, sucking and teasing, lapping, wet and hot, feeling his cock getting harder, thicker, longer, tasting the tang of his precum on my tongue.

I could feel my cock getting harder, aching, and I could feel my whole body thrumming with pleasure and need and desire, want, lust. I felt bright and hot and good. I wanted more.

I took more. I took Mitchel’s cock deeper, letting the head press at the back of my throat, teasing, eased back until just the tip was between my lips. I sucked hard, my cheeks drawing in, bobbing my head up and down slightly, working my tongue, mouth full of spit.

I could tell from the way Mitchel’s cock throbbed and his moans that he was enjoying it. I wanted him to enjoy it. His pleasure was my pleasure. I wanted… I wanted to make him cum

Realising that drove me on, sucking harder, teasing. I could feel his cock throbbing, getting fatter, harder, and I knew he was close. I could feel my body burning with need and desire and lust.

I worked my mouth up and down, letting his hand on the back of my head guide me, letting him fuck his cock in and out of my mouth. I felt my cock drooling in my panties. I’d never been so turned on.

I sucked, teasing, and then… I felt it. I felt his cock twitch, hard, and he was cumming, cumming hard, cumming into my mouth, over my tongue. He came so hard and so fast that I almost choked on it, had to swallow over and over to stop from drowning, but I did so willingly, eagerly, not wanting to waste a single drop.

It tasted… better than I might have imagined, a sharpness, but slightly sweet too, like fruit. I swallowed it over and over, feeling my body throbbing, aching, and then… I was cumming too. I was cumming without ever being touched. I was so turned on from sucking my bosses cock, from swallowing his cum, that I was cumming, and I was cumming hard.

I came into my panties as I swallowed Mitchel’s cum, basking in the tide of pleasure and delight. It was more than I ever could have imagined.

I kept sucking until I’d captured the very last drops of Mitchel’s cum, swallowing all of it, then pulled my head back, his cock leaving the seal of my lips with an audible pop. I made a show of opening my mouth, sticking my tongue out, to show it was empty.

Then I licked my lips. I could feel my cum cooling in my panties.

I stared up and Mitchel, grinning, buzzing. He smiled down at me.

“That was… fuck… that was hot. I’ve never done anything like that before, with an employee I mean. I… I hope you know that this isn’t why I hired you. I… I really do think you’re a good fit for the job but I just… I’m really attracted to you. Like, really attracted to you. I just… I want you to know that.”

I smiled up at Mitchel, blushing, heart racing.

“I… I’ve never done anything like this before, but… I wanted to. I really wanted to, and I’m glad I did. It was fun. You’re… you’re cute and hot and I had fun. I liked the noises you made, and… I liked how hard you came for me.”

The words came tumbling out, spoken without thinking, but I meant all of them. I smiled, belly fluttering. There was a warm gooeyness in my gut, Mitchel’s cum.

“I think now though it’s time I went home.”

I rose slowly to my feet, slightly unsteady, aware of the cooling puddle of cum in my panties. I felt almost drunk, heart racing, head fuzzy.

“I… yeah, sure.” Mitchel said.

He sounded dumbstruck, and I smiled at that, aware that it was me, my body, my lips, that had affected him like that. I had power over him.

Mitchel’s cock, now limp, was still out of his pants. The sight of it stirred something in me.

I rose up on my toes to kiss him on the lips, once, gently, then left. I made sure to put an extra wiggle into my hips and ass as I strutted out of his room, hoping that he was watching me.

Five

Part of me wanted to run away from what I had done, and part of me wanted to run towards it. I felt like I was being torn apart from within so I decided the best course of action was to try to ignore it all.

I pushed down the feeling I had, the longing and the lust, the joy and the fire, the shame, angst, fear. I pushed it all down and pretended like nothing had changed. Partly because nothing had really changed. I still had a plan to get on with. I still had to get the information I needed to save my father’s company, didn’t I?

That thought kept spinning in my head. I wanted, needed, to save my father’s company, but the more time that passed the worse I felt about it. Mitchel trusted me. He liked me. He wasn’t a bad person, if anything was a good person, yet I was betraying him.

I figured I was the hero of the story, but I was beginning to wonder if I was actually the villain. Was saving my father’s company worth becoming the kind of person I’d always looked down upon?

I was lying, stealing, cheating. And worse, I was doing all of that to a good person who was just trying to make something of himself, who wanted to look after those around him. Taking from Mitchel would mean taking from his company, putting the jobs of all those who worked for him at risk, the money he sent to his sister to pay for her medical studies.

He wasn’t rich. He’d worked hard. He was kind and sweet and… he’d been nothing but good to me. Could I really bring myself to betray him?

But if I didn’t what would happen to my father’s company? I was torn. In the beginning, I’d had a clear plan but things had become complicated. My head and my heart felt heavy, and it was all I could do to push it all away.

I had to just see my plan through, right? Saving my father’s company would all be worth it in the end.

I could work as Sara until I got what I needed and then leave. I wasn’t trying to take everything from Mitchel. I wasn’t trying to ruin him. I just… I just wanted enough to stop my father’s legacy from being destroyed.

I could do that, right?

I could just take enough to help my father’s company. That wasn’t wrong, was it?

I could go ahead with my plan, be careful, take just what I needed. Both companies could co-exist. Maybe I could even work to redirect my father’s company over the coming years so both could thrive, so there’d be less competition. That would allow Mitchel’s company to flourish in the long term while allowing my father’s company too to prosper.

I just needed to save my father’s company in the now, and for that, I needed to take drastic action.

I felt resolve. I really did want to see Mitchel prosper, he deserved it, but I was committed to the memory of my father, his legacy. That was my priority. I really did like Mitchel, cared about him in some way, but my father’s company, and my family, were more important.

I could go ahead with my plan, continue to work undercover, take what I needed, and leave enough behind that Mitchel wouldn’t suffer too much. Yet, that just left the problem of Sara.

I was enjoying being Sara more than I would have ever imagined. I was enjoying being Mitchel’s personal assistant, and it was very clear that he liked me. After our moment in his office, me on my knees, his cock in my mouth, I couldn’t deny how complicated it had all become.

What was I supposed to do about that?

I had no idea. Part of me wanted to run away from it, part of me wanted to run towards it. I couldn’t figure anything out, so I decided to just ignore it all. Maybe it would all just go away. Maybe it would be a one-time thing. Maybe Mitchel would be satisfied with one blowjob. Maybe that one experience would be enough to satisfy Sara, the voice in me that was getting stronger with each passing day, the voice that wanted more.

I hoped it would be enough. That I could move on, forget about it, and focus on my plan. Mitchel though had other ideas.
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I arrived at work to flowers on my desk, chocolates, and a card. I felt my heart leap and I felt my heart sink.

No one had ever bought me flowers before, bought me chocolates, or a card. No one had ever bought me anything. I’d never been romanced. I’d never been treated as special.

I knew the moment I saw them who they were from, and, sitting down at my desk, reading the card, just confirmed what I already knew. They were from Mitchel, thanking me for being such a wonderful assistant, apologising if he’d been inappropriate, a sign of affection and appreciation.

Part of me was overjoyed to know he liked me, had feelings for me, was attracted to me, wanted more from me. Part of me screamed internally. This was not part of the plan.

“Hi, Sara.” Mitchel said when he saw me.

I smiled as I looked up at him, blushing. The last time I’d seen him I still had the taste of his cum in my mouth.

“Thank you.” I said. “For the presents.”

My blush felt hot, a tightness in my chest. This was not part of the plan. I was there to get information that would help my father’s company survive. The flirting was just meant to help me infiltrate Mitchel’s company. He wasn’t supposed to get feelings for me.

I wasn’t supposed to get feelings for him.

And then it clicked. I had feelings for him. I had feelings for Mitchel.

The fluttering in my belly, the racing in my heart, the fuzziness in my head. I had feelings. I had a crush on my boss.

That was not part of the plan.

“You’re welcome.” He said, smiling at me.

That smile. That charming smile. I could feel my heart skip, my blush worsening.

I needed to focus on the plan.

“I was hoping… maybe we could have lunch together so we could talk. Last night it was… amazing, really amazing, but you left in a hurry.”

I smiled. Things were going off the rails. This was not how it was supposed to go. I needed to fix it.

How was I supposed to fix it? I could feel something in me screaming, raging, demanding my attention, but I couldn’t understand what it was saying.

“I… yeah. Sure.” I said.

Mitchel’s smile widened.

“Cool. Great. Yeah. I… I have a busy morning. Meeting. You know how it is, but… I’ll be looking forward to it.”

I smiled.

Part of me was looking forward to it but… a larger part of it was terrified. I’d started the day confused, but resolved, but the flowers, the chocolate, the card, the feelings had thrown all of it to the winds.
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I spent the morning in a panic, not able to get anything done. I had thought I had a plan, that I knew how to proceed but now… now it was all changing.

Yet, as I sat at my desk I couldn’t help but stare at the flowers. They were beautiful.

The chocolates too were delicious, and the card was so sweet. How was I supposed to betray Mitchel now?

He was so sweet and gentle and kind. He was so thoughtful. How was I meant to betray him?

And what did it mean that I had feelings for him? I was just playing a role, I was in disguise. I wasn’t actually Sara. I was Sam. I wasn’t a woman. I was a man. Wasn’t I?

I couldn’t actually have feelings for Mitchel, could I? And even if I did nothing could come of it. He saw me as Sara and that wasn’t who I was.

Only… that thought tore at me. It was like a storm was raging inside of me, multiple voices screaming, struggling for control.

I had thought it would be easy, slip in, get what I needed, get out, save my father’s company. I had thought the hard part was not being discovered, but I’d been wrong.

I’d discovered something about myself. I liked being Sara, liked being Mitchel’s personal assistant. It had been only a week and yet it had changed me. The thought of just abandoning Sara and returning to Sam left me cold. The thought of turning my back on my new life made me feel sick, but what else was I supposed to do?

I knew one thing for certain. I needed to get out before I got in any deeper. I needed to run. I needed to flee before things really got out of control.

So… I fled.
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I left without talking to anyone. I left the flowers and the chocolates and the card. I left the building, my job, and I left Sara. I had to. I had no other choice.

It would be hard to save my father’s company without the information I’d hoped to get from working as Mitchel’s personal assistant, but it was for the best. If I’d stayed… staying wasn’t an option. I needed to go back to being Sam. I needed to go back to my life before it became impossible to go back.

I went home and I got changed out of my skirt, my panties, my pantihose. I took off my heels, blouse, bra, washed off my makeup, and stashed everything that was part of Sara away in the bottom of my wardrobe and I got dressed into a pair of comfy sweatpants and a t-shirt and I got drunk. I got drunk because I wanted to forget. I wanted to put it all behind me. I had to put it all behind me.

I spent the night drinking, alone, trying to make sense of what I was feeling. But it didn’t make any sense. I was confused and in pain. My heart hurt, and when I woke up my head hurt too.

I fell out of bed, dreary-eyed, headed to the kitchen to make coffee, grumpy and heavy. I felt awful. I’d hoped that just blowing off steam would help, that maybe I’d have a revelation that would make it all make sense, but nothing made sense any more.

I missed Sara and… I missed Mitchel. My plan was meant to make my life easier, help me save my father’s company, but it had made everything worse.

My father’s company was still in trouble and now I was confused about who I was, who I wanted to be, and I had feelings for a man who I could never see again. I thought of Mitchel, the kiss, the way he’d looked at me, and I felt something in me ache. He wanted Sara though and that wasn’t who I was. Was it?

As the coffee brewed I checked my phone and found it blown up with messages. Texts, voice notes, missed calls, emails. Mitchel. He wanted to know what had happened to me.

I sorted through the messages as I drank my coffee. They started softly, him asking me where I’d gone, when I’d be back so we could still go to lunch, but then became more and more desperate. He wanted to know what had happened to me. It began as a slight panic, then became more worried.

There were apologies, words of regret, I could hear the pain and the worry in his voice. Mitchel was a good person. He cared about the people around him and the thought that he had hurt me, hurt Sara, was tearing him apart. It was clear he genuinely cared, that not knowing, was hurting him.

I didn’t want to hurt him.

The not knowing why I had left had caused a wound in him. He was thinking the worst. He was spiralling.

I had fled to save myself, had fled to avoid causing further harm, because there was no way I could go through with my plan, and because Sara scared me, confused me. I’d wanted to save Mitchel from hurt, but I hadn’t thought about how my disappearing would affect him.

After the moment we’d had in his office it was clear though that he thought he’d done something wrong, that he hurt me and I was running from him. He was falling apart. I’d tried to minimise harm but I’d made it worse. I… I needed to fix it.

I knew I couldn’t go back but maybe… maybe I could offer him answers, closure. Maybe I could explain it in a way that meant he wouldn’t blame himself.

I had intended to put Sara away forever, to return to my old life, to forget about the plan, and how it felt to be pretty. I’d wanted to block how the joy I felt and being cute and feminine, had wanted to put the kiss and the taste of Mitchel’s cum behind me but maybe… maybe one last afternoon as Sara was okay.

One last afternoon so I could save Mitchel from harm, so I could explain. I didn’t know what I was going to say but I knew I needed to do something. I couldn’t leave Mitchel in pain.

He was a good person, a sweet, kind, gentle person. He deserved better than how I’d treated him. He deserved… the truth.

But there was no way I could tell him the truth. Could I?
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I agreed to meet Mitchel for lunch on the Sunday. I hoped that would give me a chance to get over my hangover and sort my head and my heart out. But though it was enough time for my hangover to clear up it was nowhere near enough time to sort out the mess I was in internally.

I didn’t have the heart to back out though. I knew asking for more time would just confuse Mitchel, and me. I needed to face it all so I could get it over with and get on with the rest of my life. I needed to just put it all behind me and to do that I needed to face Mitchel one last time as Sara so I could let him know it wasn’t him.

I couldn’t face the idea of him being hurt, couldn’t face the idea of him suffering because of me. I owed him more than that. He’d been kind to me, good, and… I cared about him. I genuinely cared about him. Part of me wished it could have been different, but I wasn’t Sara. I’d told him lies. I’d hurt him.

The best thing I could do was give him closure, peace, and get out of his life so I could go back to my old life. The plan had turned out to be a mess. I needed to put it all behind me so I could focus on saving my father’s company, and to do that I needed to let Mitchel go.

I took time to shave my body for the last time, pulled out the box of Sara’s things for the last time. My heart felt heavy, body slow.

“One last time.” I said to myself.

Those words made my heart ache. I didn’t want it to be the last time. Admitting that to myself that was hard, because of what it meant, what I might mean, but I couldn’t keep doing it. I needed to draw a line, needed to put Sara behind me.

“One last time for Mitchel.” I said.

I could do it for him. I owed him that.

I picked out my favourite set of black panties, bra. They were skimpy, sexy, and made me feel confident. One last time deserved something special.

With that in mind, I picked out the suspenders and stockings I’d bought. I’d never worn them, had not known quite why I’d bought them, but… it made sense to get one wear out of them. If it was the last time why shouldn’t I enjoy myself a little?

I slipped my underwear on, my lingerie on, then slipped on the dress I’d chosen to wear. It was one of my sisters, and something I’d never have dared to wear to the office—it was too tight, too short, too revealing, too pink.

As soon as I slipped it on I felt something in me. I felt a bright joy and I couldn’t help but smile. I wiggled, beaming, heart fluttering. I was happy and sad at the same time, aware that I would need to leave that warm, perfect feeling behind when I left Sara behind.

With my dress on I did my makeup, heavier than I’d usually have done, prettier, sexier, and I fitted my wig, clipped on my earrings, slipped on the jewellery I’d bought. The final piece was my heels.

Once dressed I checked myself in the mirror. I looked…

I smiled, brightly. I felt joy spread through me. I couldn’t remember ever being so happy and I couldn’t remember ever feeling so sad. Why did it have to be so complicated? Why did it have to be so heavy?

Why couldn’t I just… why couldn’t I just be Sara and embrace the feelings I had?

I looked beautiful, hot. I looked happy. The dress fitted me perfectly, and my body was lean, with subtle curves, my face pretty, big eyes, full lips, long wavy blonde hair.

I stood in my heels, wiggling my hips and ass, admiring myself for one last time. It felt so right. I could see the tops of my stockings peeking out from the hem of my dress it was so short.

Even as sad as I was I still couldn’t help but smile as I thought about how Mitchel was going to react. I looked better than ever and I knew I was going to drive him wild.

Yet… I was going to let him down, let him go. That was what I needed to do.

My heart yearned. I felt joy, sadness, anger, lust. Why couldn’t it have been different?

I took one last, long look at myself, at Sara. I was going to miss her, but… I had a life to live, my father’s company to save.

I could take today, give Mitchel the closure he needed, and then… it would all be over. Sara would be left behind. At least I was going to have one last day, one last time with Mitchel. That was something at least.

“Better make it memorable I guess.” I said.

I would make it memorable.


Six

I saw Mitchel before he saw me. He was sitting at the table staring at his phone looking pale and unwell. It made my heart ache to know I was the one to do that to him.

The last time I’d seen him he’d looked nervous and unsure, but happy. Today though he looked almost unwell. As I stepped through the door of the cafe he looked up, saw me, and smiled. His smile was like a beam of sunlight, his entire demeanour softening. Maybe he’d been worried I wouldn’t show up.

“Hi.” He said as I sat. “I was getting worried. I mean… you’re not late but… I was anxious. After you left and… I just… I suppose I’m saying it’s nice to see you. Really nice. I’ve missed you.”

I smiled. He was so cute, handsome. I could feel myself almost glowing. I knew what I had to do but… it was going to be harder than I had thought. Why couldn’t I just…

I pushed that thought away. I had to go back to my old life. I had to go back to Sam. Sara wasn’t real.

In that moment she felt real though. She had wants, dreams, desires. She had a voice, and she had fire.

“Sit, please.” Mitchel said.

I sat opposite him. I liked how his eyes explored my body, a fleeting glance. I wanted to tell him he could take a proper look, wanted to put on a show for him, wanted to flirt with him, but I knew it would confuse things.

I wanted… I wanted to kiss him. Wanted him to kiss me. Fuck… why was it all so complicated and difficult. I did my best to keep smiling.

We were quiet for a moment. I was happy in that moment. I could almost pretend it was normal. That it wasn’t all about to end.

“So… what happened?” Mitchel asked. “What did I do?”

I knew this was coming. I knew I should have prepared an answer but… I had no idea what I was supposed to say, how I was supposed to save him from harm. I looked at him, looked him in the eye, and I felt my heart breaking.

He was so sweet, so kind, so gentle and good. He didn’t deserve the way I had betrayed him, the way I had treated him. He deserved… he deserved the truth. I could feel it in me, bubbling up. I should have planned what to say, should have written a script. Maybe that would have saved me, but I hadn’t, and I could feel the truth bubbling up from deep inside me, unbidden. I couldn’t hold it back.

“I… there’s something I need to tell you.” I said.

And once I started talking, I couldn’t stop.
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I talked and talked and talked. Mitchel sat and listened. It was like I was screaming at myself to stop, desperate, but my body wouldn’t listen. The part of me that was in control wouldn’t listen.

As scared as I was, as anxious as I was, it felt good to get it all off my chest. It felt liberating. I told Mitchel everything. Everything.

I had no idea why I trusted him but I did, yet it was more than just trust. I owed him the truth. Getting to know him he’d told me so much about himself, his past, his family, had been vulnerable with me, and I’d told him nothing. I’d been undercover after all, in disguise.

Well… I was no longer undercover. I wanted Mitchel to see me, the real me, to know what had happened and why I was leaving his life for good. I wanted to say sorry for hurting him. I wanted to know that I was sorry for what I’d done. I wanted to offer him myself, my truth, just once, before I left Sara behind for good.

I sat and talked and talked and talked. Mitchel sat and listened, quiet, nodding. His smile softened, his brow furrowed. I watched for anger, annoyance, hurt, but his face was a mask, a serious, intent expression. He listened and I talked.

I poured my heart out to him. It was… an unburdening. I hadn’t realised how much I’d been holding in. The pressure of having to live up to my father’s legacy, having to be there for my mother, saving my family, the business, no time to even grieve my father.

I talked about my childhood, college, coming home, discovering the trouble my father’s company was in. I talked about my plan, how I intended to betray Mitchel, how I’d decided it was wrong, why I’d fled.

I apologised, over and over and over again. He listened.

I let it all come pouring out and then… I fell silent.

There was a long silence. I waited, fearful, anxious, for Mitchel to speak.

“Wow.” He said. “I was not expecting that.”

He smiled.

“But… thank you. For the truth. That can’t have been easy.”

I smiled, nervous.

“I… I really am sorry. I just… I wanted you to know why I had to leave, why I fled. I wanted you to know that it wasn’t you, or anything you did. Or maybe it is… if you’d been cruel or unpleasant or an asshole maybe I could have stuck around, but… you’re too sweet and kind and cute and I just couldn’t do it.”

Mitchel’s smile widened.

“You think I’m cute?” He said, grinning.

I realised too late what I’d said. I blushed, laughing for the first time in what felt like forever. I nodded, slowly.

“I mean… yeah. That’s part of the problem. I… it was all just a dumb plan. I wasn’t even sure it would actually work, but then… then I met you and it all went off the rails because you’re… you’re cute, and I like you and I don’t want to hurt you or betray you or… that’s why I ran away, why I can’t ever see you again. Not because you did anything wrong, but because you did everything right and because none of this is real. I’m not real.”

Mitchel stared at me, his head tilting slightly, staring at me. He laughed again, kindly.

“You look pretty real to me. And… you felt real.”

There was a twinkle in his eyes, a smirk in his smile. I knew what he meant, and I blushed.

“That’s not… I just… Sara isn’t real. This is just a disguise.” I said.

Mitchel shook his head.

“From what you said, from what I saw, felt, I’d say Sara is real and that’s the problem. You might be running from me but… you’re also running from yourself. You’re running from your truth because it scares you. What it means scares you.”

I stared at him. What he was saying was true. I knew it was true.

“I… yeah, maybe, but… I have to. It’s not like I have a choice. My family need me. I can’t… I can’t just throw it all away. I can’t throw everything away just because this feels…”

“Right?” Mitchel said. “It does feel right, doesn’t it?”

I smiled at him. I nodded.

“You said this is about your family, your family’s business, your father’s legacy, right?”

I nodded again. Mitchel smiled.

“Well, how about I help?” He said. “I knew of your father, know of his company. What if… what if we had a merger?”

I stared at Mitchel.

“A… merger? But then I’d be losing the business to you anyway.”

“Not necessarily. We could make it a full merger. You wouldn’t be selling the company to me, you’d be joining me. We could work together. I already know we work well together, but we could make it official. We could head the joint company together as a team, a partnership. I know you’re capable and smart, too capable to be stuck working as my personal assistant, so… why not just join me? We could create a new company out of the two, keep your father’s name in there somewhere to preserve his legacy, and you could be part of it.”

I stared at Mitchel. I was confused.

“Why?” I asked. “Why would you do all that for me? You barely know me?”

He smiled.

“I know, but… I want to get to know you, The real you. The you that sits in front of me. I think you want to get to know her too. I’m offering you a chance. We can go slow. I’m happy to help give your father’s company a lifeline to stay functional. We can discuss the merger properly, with legal representatives so neither of us are doing anything rash or foolish, and during all of that, we can get to know each other. We can spend time together, you and me, see if it works, if we work.”

“You want Sara?” I said.

Mitchel nodded.

“I want you. I want the person I met at the interview, the person I kissed, the person I’ve been flirting with, the person sat in front of me. Tell me who that is. Tell me who you are, who you want to be.”

I stared at him.

“I… I want to be Sara.” I said.

I meant it.

“Well, this is your chance. You can save your father’s company and explore who you are, embrace Sara, and get to know me. I want it. I think you want it too. Are you willing to try?”

I had come to meet Mitchel with the plan to let him down gently. Instead, I had told him the truth, unable to hold back, and he’d shocked me but accepted me, offering me hope.

What could I say to that?

“I… yes.” I said, smiling. “Just one thing.”

“What’s that?” Mitchel asked.

I smiled wider, wiggling in my seat, sitting up straight to make my chest stick out.

“We need to agree on the deal, and I don’t think in this instance a handshake is appropriate.”

Mitchel smiled at me.

“What do you suggest then?” He asked.

I shifted in my seat, wiggling, showing off my body. I liked how Mitchel was looking at me. I felt suddenly hot and joyful at the thought that I didn’t need to leave Sara behind.

“I have a few ideas.” I said.

[image: ]

The moment the front door to Mitchel’s apartment closed he was on me. His hands were on my body and his lips were on mine. He pushed me back into the wall, pinning me, and he kissed me hard.

I wanted him to kiss me hard.

The entire ride back to his place I’d been teasing him, flirting with him, stoking the flames of lust in him, and now his desire was unleashed. I wanted all of it.

I kissed back, matching his fervour, lips and tongues and spit. I felt him grind against me, his cock hard, throbbing. I could feel the weight of it pressing into me. I wanted to feel it again. I wanted to know how much he wanted me, how much he desired me.

It made me feel powerful, sexy, affirming the truth, that I was Sara and that there was a future. He meant his offer, a future for me and my father’s company. There was… hope.

And, more than hope, there was pleasure. A lot of pleasure.

I kissed him hard and shifted, twisting away from the way, breaking the kiss.

“Bedroom.” I said, breathless. “Where?”

Mitchel smiled at me. He didn’t speak. He grabbed my hand and led me.

As we stepped into his room he pulled me to the bed and pushed me down. I tottered in my heels, fell backwards, let myself fall onto his bed. I’d never done anything like this before, had never allowed myself the freedom, had never had the chance. As Sam it had felt wrong, I’d not been wanted and I’d not wanted myself. As Sara though I wanted… I wanted Mitchel.

I wanted his lust, his fire, his desire. The way he stood over me, looking down at me, admiring my body, made me squirm. I spread my legs, feeling my dress rise up, exposing my thighs, my panties. I saw the bulge in his trouser twitch.

I wanted his cock.

“Come seal the deal then.” I said, voice teasing. “I’m waiting.”

“Fuck you are impatient.” He said, teasing back.

I giggled, squirming on his bed, blushing.

“I’m impatient for you.” I said.

That was apparently enough to encourage him. I watched as Mitchel began to strip, peeling off his shirt, his trousers, stripping down to just his pants.

He was so fucking hot. I’d never realised I was into men, but… I was into Mitchel. He was toned, muscular, but not too muscular. His chest hairy. In just his pants the hardness of his cock was even more obvious.

I moved to peel off my dress.

“No.” Mitchel said. “Let me.”

I stopped, lay there, and watched as Mitchel moved towards me. I lay still as he crawled up the bed towards me, looming over me. His hands roamed to the back of my dress, the zip, and he leaned in close, kissing my shoulders and my collarbones and he unzipped it. He reached down to the hem and tugged it up, revealing my stocking tops, suspender straps, pulling it up over my body, over my head.

He threw the dress to the side and I lay beneath him in just my lingerie. His gaze roamed my body, taking in every inch of me, I lay still, and he lifted one hand up to caress fingertips over skin. I shivered at his touch.

“You are beautiful.” He said.

I smiled, suddenly bashful.

“Thank you.” I said. “You’re really okay with… this… me?”

Mitchel stopped suddenly, stared hard at me.

“I’m absolutely okay with you. Whoever you are. I want to help support you as you work that out but… yes, I’m okay with you. More than okay. You’re hot and I want you.”

I felt my heart flutter. His words made my body throb in ways I could not describe.

“Willing to prove it?” I said, teasing.

“Yes.” Mitchel said. “I’m willing to prove it.”

And with that, he kissed me again, hard.


Seven

As Mitchel kissed me I kissed back. I let my hands explore his body, groping him, scratching, gripping his ass to pull him down on top of me. I felt his cock press into me.

He lay on top of me, pinning me to the bed, and I spread my legs wide. I felt his kiss intensify, his hands groping over my body, molesting me, and I wanted more. More of him, more of everything.

He kissed and touched and I felt the fires in me stoked to the new heights. Finally, I reached down, slipping my hand between us, and I wrapped my fingers around his girth. As I stroked he moaned, thrusting into my grip.

I loved how his cock felt, knowing I was the one that had made him hard, that he wanted me, that he desired me. Loved how powerful he felt pressing me down into the bed, the heat and the fire and the lust, how hard he was, his lips, tongue, spit. I moaned, grinding into him, spreading my legs wider.

I worked my hand up, to the waist of his underwear, and slipped my hand in, gripping his bare cock. He was so hard, throbbing, thick and long. I wanted it.

I broke the kiss and looked up into Mitchel’s face.

“Fuck me.” I said. “Seal the deal. Show me you mean it. Show me you want me. Take me. Fuck me. Breed me. Claim me.”

He looked down at me, smiling, and nodded.

“You ask so sweetly.”

He shifted, easing his weight off me slightly, then moved to the side of the bed, rummaging in a drawer, pulling out a small bottle. I smiled as it clicked what it was. Lube.

I giggled as Mitchel moved back towards me, cheeks blushing.

I shifted, sitting up slightly, and reached out to grip Mitchel’s underwear, almost tearing it off. He was naked, utterly naked, and I stared at his cock for a moment, watching it throb and wave. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around it, stroked it. I loved the way my touch made Mitchel’s face change, his expression of pleasure.

“Fuck you feel good, but… I want more than your hand.”

I smiled at him.

“Come take what you want then.” I said.

Mitchel grinned and then… he leapt on me.

[image: ]

I squirmed, wiggling, struggling but not really struggling as Mitchel pinned me down.

“You never said anything about this being a hostile takeover.” I said, giggling.

“I’m normally very gentle but you… you bring out fire in me. I want you Sara. I want all of you.”

I smiled as he said that. I could feel the truth of his words. I heard and felt how much he meant it.

“You can have it. All of it. All of me.” I said.

The words just sprung from my lips but I meant them. Mitchel pinned me to the bed by my wrists and I surrendered, lying still. He kissed me and then began to kiss down my neck, down my body. His lips were soft and wet and I could feel his hard cock touching over my body too.

He released his grip on my wrists as he moved down but I didn’t move. I lay still as he worked his way down to my panties, gripping the waist, tugging them down slowly.

I felt a heat in my cheek as I realised he was going to see my cock, but… he didn’t care. He pulled my panties down—I was glad I’d followed the advice I’d read online about putting panties on after stockings and suspenders, for easy removal—and my cock popped free.

It was hard, smaller than his, and Mitchel traced a single finger along the length of it as he pulled my panties down over my stocking-clad legs, tossing them to the side.

“You’re beautiful.” He said to me.

I smiled. I felt how much he meant those words.

“Now… are you going to spread your legs for me so we can finalise this merger.” He chuckled.

I watched his face as I did as he said, the look of lust in his eyes as I spread my legs wide, exposing my ass, my crack, my hole. I shifted my body slightly to offer myself up.

“Not just beautiful.” He said. “But hot too. Sexy.”

My blush deepened. I bit my bottom lip and wiggled, trying my best to entice him. I didn’t need to try that hard.

Mitchel picked up the lube and opened it, pouring a dribble out over his hand before shutting the bottle and dropping it to the side. He stared into my eyes as he reached down to run his fingers along my crack, making me wet. His fingers were slippery, moistening my hole.

He teased, fingers circling over sensitive skin. I shivered, working my hips to feel more, and I felt the tip of one finger press just barely into me.

“Breath.” Mitchel said.

I did as he instructed. Focussed on my breathing, relaxing. I felt my body relax, his finger slipping deeper, slipping out, slipping further in. Mitchel worked one finger into my ass, fucking me slowly, stretching me.

It felt… amazing. My cock throbbed, hard, body aching. I’d never played with my ass before, had never realised it was so sensitive, such a source of pleasure.

“Fuck that feels good. More… please.” I whimpered.

Mitchel obliged me, working his finger deeper, fucking me slowly, getting me wet and slippery. He pulled his finger out until just the tip was inside me, then pressed a second to join it, fingertip easing in slowly until two fingers were inside me, stretching my wet hole. He began to fuck me with his fingers again, working harder, faster, teasing me.

His fingers pressed on a bright spot of pleasure inside me, a rumbling in my belly, my cock drooling precum. I began to work my hips in time with his fingers, fucking myself as he fucked me.

“Fuck… yes… don’t stop… god yes…”

I was moaning, almost delirious. It felt so good. I was dressed in sexy lingerie, legs spread, and Mitchel was fucking my ass with his fingers. I’d never felt anything like it before but… I wanted more. I needed more…

“No… do stop… stop… I… I don’t want to cum on your fingers.” I said.

Mitchel stopped working his fingers, held them inside me, keeping my hole wet, stretched, teasing me. I couldn’t help but wiggle, the pleasure was too addictive.

“You were going to cum from just my fingers?” He asked.

I nodded. I’d been close. Really close. I could feel the pleasure rising and falling in me like a tidal wave threatening to engulf me.

“Such a slut.” He said, teasing me.

I blushed. I liked that word. I was a slut… I was…

“I’m a slut for you.” I said. “But… not your fingers. Not the first time. I want your cock. I want to cum on your cock while you fuck me, while you cum in me. Please…”

I meant it. I was almost begging. Mitchel nodded.

“Because you’re so sweet.”

He slipped his fingers out from my ass, slowly, teasing. As they popped free I wiggled, feeling wet and stretched, but… his cock was a lot larger than two fingers.

I lay there, legs spread, and Mitchel worked his lube-wetted hand over his cock, making it glisten, slick and slippery. He gripped it at the base and shifted forwards, working his way towards me, kneeling between my legs. I lifted myself up slightly, curving my back to offer my ass, offering my hole, my body, my heart to him.

I felt myself opening up and then… I felt the head of his cock press at my entrance. Thick, hot, slick. I felt the head of his cock press at my ass, stretching me open.

I moaned.

“Yes…”

I wanted more. Needed more.

I pressed my hips down as Mitchel pressed his cock forwards. My ass stretched. It was so much thicker than two fingers, throbbing, but I wanted it.

His cock worked in, forcing me open, fucking slowly into me. I felt it, pressure, pleasure, pain, I wanted his cock, wanted him inside me.

There was a moment of resistance, my ass tight. I felt Mitchel pause, reluctant to hurt me. I felt him shift and for a moment I feared he was going to take his cock away, was going to leave me empty. I feared he might not fuck me, claim me, breed me. I forced my hips down, relaxing my ass, and I fucked myself onto his cock.

I felt pressure, tightness, and then… I felt my ass open, forced open by his cock, the thickness popping past my last walls of resistance. I fucked myself fully onto his cock, taking all of it inside me. Mitchel thrust, claiming me.

I was no longer a virgin. I was… his.

[image: ]

I moaned, loudly, as Mitchel took me, claiming me. I felt his cock expanding, throbbing, my hole tight and slick.

There was pain but… there was also pleasure. A deep, radiant pleasure that was more than physical. I could feel my body, my heart, my soul opening.

As he fucked into me I ground my hips down, riding his cock, letting it work deeper. I felt him thrust, gently working his cock in and out, each time pressing it deeper into me and then… I felt his hips and his belly press against my ass. His entire cock was inside me. He was buried deep within me.

“Fuck you feel so good.” Mitchel said.

I smiled, wiggling, relishing the way he felt.

“It’d feel even better if you kissed me too.” I said.

And then… he did.

Mitchel kissed me, deeply, and I moaned again. I felt his cock slip out then fuck in again, working deeper.

I kissed back, lips, teeth, tongue, working his hips and ass to fuck back, clenching my hole to milk his cock. I’d never felt pleasure like it. I’d never imagined pleasure like it was possible.

My heart was pounding, head spinning. My whole plan had been built around a way to save my father's company, his legacy, and in a way that’s what I was doing, but… it was more than that. In the process of saving the company, I’d saved myself without even realising it.

I’d always been lost, confused, but had never realised how lost or confused. But in becoming Sara I’d found myself. I’d found the parts I’d been missing. I’d found… more than I could have ever realised.

And I’d found Mitchel.

I’d not known him long but I could feel how important he was. He was kind, sweet, charming, and generous. And he wanted me.

He really wanted me.

Not only did he want my body, but he wanted my mind, my heart, and he was willing to give me so much in return. He was going to help me save my father’s company, and he was going to be there with me while I worked out who I was.

With him I felt safe, empowered. I felt like I could take on the world, and like I could really discover who I was meant to be.

Plus… his cock was amazing.

I kissed him deeply, with fire, passion, lust, and fucked back as he fucked me. I’d not meant to fall for him, had not known just how powerful being Sara would be, but… I was glad I’d made the crazy decision to go undercover as his assistant. That decision had changed my life forever, in the best way possible.

I felt his cock throb, getting harder, fatter, filling me, stretching me, working deeper, pressing on a knot of pleasure deep within me, and I could feel how close he was getting. And I was close too.

I chased the pleasure, fucking him as he fucked me, riding his cock as he pressed into me. Pleasure swelled, wave after wave, each higher than the last. Mitchel broke the kiss, looked deep into my eyes.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum.”

“Do it.” I said. “Cum in me. Breed me, claim me, make me yours.”

I meant every word of it. I wanted to feel his cum inside of me. I wanted his cum inside of me, marking me.

Mitchel thrust, deep, powerful and his cock throbbed, swelling, and… I felt him erupt. I felt him cum.

Mitchel thrust, filling me, breeding me. I felt his cock throb, over and over, hot cum deep inside me. He was cumming. He was cumming inside of me.

That fact, and the pleasure, the lust, the joy, was the final piece I needed to push me over the edge. As I felt his cock throb, claiming me, warm cum filling me, I came. I came, hard, harder than I’d ever cum before.

I came as Mitchel came, ass tight on his cock, writhing in pleasure. I’d never experienced anything like it, bright, hot, joyful, cumming over and over and over, the pleasure like a rebirth, and I wrapped my arms and legs tight as I held Mitchel close.

My pleasure peeked, as did Mitchel’s, and, slowly, we collapses back into ourselves, I looked up at him, panting, sweaty, gasping for breath. I could feel his cock softening inside of me, warm cum slowly leaking out. I giggled, suddenly shy.

“You were amazing.” He said. “No… you are amazing.”

I smiled up at him.

“You’re amazing too. Thank you. For everything.”

I meant it. I was basking in the warmth of cumming so hard, body radiant and aching. I was sated as I’d never been sated before, but still I craved more.

“There’s just one problem.” I said, smiling.

“What’s that?”

I giggled again.

“Merging two companies, me changing my whole identity, that’s… a lot of paperwork.” I said. “And I really hate paperwork.”

Mitchel smirked at me, chuckling.

“What you need is an assistant.” He said.

I looked at him and… I laughed, hard, so full of joy and light I thought I might burst.

THE END
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The Barista's Tip
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Rob is delighted to get a job at his favourite coffee shop. As a coffee nerd he’s excited to work at the best place in the city, to refine his skills and learn from Jen, the owner, but also Jen is hot. She might just be the hottest woman Rob’s ever met.

Jen is happy to take Rob under her wing, to teach him everything she knows, and she’s glad for the extra help. But when Jen needs help for a private function she’s been hired to run Rob isn’t sure he’s the right person for the job. For a start there’s the uniform.

Yet Jen is persuasive and beguiling, and, if Rob agrees to help, she’s willing to give him a very generous tip. How can Rob refuse?


FIRST CONTACT
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Morgan and Charlie are off on a camping trip to escape the dreary routines of life in the big city. Yet their planned escape ends up being far more effective than they could have imagined.

When the best friends are kidnapped by aliens they are soon faced with a life-altering decision. The visitors are here to investigate humans and part of that aim means they need to study human mating rituals.

The best friends inform their captors for that they’ll need a man and a woman, but they’ve captured two men. Unfortunately for Morgan and Charlie they aliens have a solution to that problem. Now all they need to do is choose who becomes the woman…

When Charlie and Morgan set off on a camping trip they hope they’ll be escaping their dreary lives in the big city. They’ve been planning the trip for ages and they’ve got a remote, scenic spot in mind where they’ll be able to relax and unwind.

When they get a little off track though they come face to face with the unexpected, and soon they’re off on an adventure neither of them could have imagined, kidnapped by aliens, on board a space craft, meeting extra-terrestrials.

And then things go from bad to worse…

The aliens inform the best friends that they want to study human mating rituals, that they want to study human breeding practices. When they boys kindly inform their captors that such a study is impossible, since they’ve captured two men, and they need a man and a woman to study breeding, the aliens come up with a plan to fix the issue.

One of them will become a woman. They just need to decide who.

Neither of them speak up, but then then Charlie volunteers Morgan, and Morgan soon discovers just how advanced his captors technology is, and he finds out first hand just what they’re capable of. Thus begins Morgan’s journey of self-discovery, feminization, and transformation as he becomes the female component in a study on human mating.

What Morgan experiences on the spacecraft promises to change the course of his life, forever...


Dress Rehearsal
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Mitch is dreading his year at the school for “troubled young men”, but it turns out not to be as bad as he was fearing. The other boys are friendly and the school is well equipped.

When Mitch is invited to join the drama club to help them prepare for their big annual performance he accepts, wanting to fit in with his new friends, but then he hits a problem. He’s cast as the female lead...

Mitch is not happy that he’s having to attend a school for “troubled young men” instead of heading off to college, but it’s just a year. Yet, despite his fears, Mitch begins to make friends and for the first time in his life he feels accepted, held.

The school too is pleasant. The teachers are firm, but kind, friendly, and the school is very well equipped. As Mitch settles in he begins to relax and enjoy himself. It’s only a year, and it could definitely have been worse.

But then Tom, Mitch’s new best friend at the school, tells Mitch that the school insists all students join at least one extracurricular club. Tom offers to take him with him to one of the drama club’s rehearsals, since they’re running auditions for the annual performance and it’s a pretty big and exciting event.

Mitch is reluctant but agrees, and he even summons up the courage to get up on stage and audition, landing himself a lead role.

The only problem is it’s the lead female role, opposite Tom, who’s cast in the male lead.

The drama teacher thinks Mitch is perfect for it, that he’s a rare talent. Mitch isn’t sure he can do it, but when his new friends all encourage him he gives in, not wanting to let them down.

To help Mitch get into character his teacher insists that each rehearsal is a full dress rehearsal. So begins a journey of self-discovery and romance.

And all Mitch can think about is the final scene of the play. The one with the kiss...


THE FEMININE SHADOW
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Michael is happy. He’s successful, rich, and living his best life. Or so he thinks.

When he’s ordered by his company to attend therapy sessions for inappropriate comments made to a co-worker Michael comes face-to-face with the truth.

He’s been hiding from himself, repressing parts of himself in his shadow. Yet Doctor Wren is adamant she can help him transform and find peace, acceptance, happiness.

All Michael needs to do is embrace the feminine within that he’s been running from...

Michael is a successful man. He’s got everything he wants. He’s got an amazing job, he’s rich, and he’s living the life he was always meant to live. Things are perfect.

That is until he gets into trouble for a comment made to a co-worker. His company’s HR department decides that he needs to work on his biases with a therapist. Michael is reluctant, he doesn’t need or want any therapist messing about in his head, but he knows if he refuses it would cost him the job he’s worked so hard for.

So he agrees, and Doctor Wren is nowhere near as unpleasant as he was expecting. However, she does expect Michael to do the work. She’s convinced Michael isn’t as happy as he seems and that there’s a root to his comments at his work, that his life choices and his attitude are all connected.

Soon Michael is exploring his shadow, the parts of himself he was taught to suppress, and what he discovers surprises him. There’s a side to him that’s soft, gentle, feminine.

To help Michael accept and integrate the parts of himself that he’s neglected and shunned Doctor Wren leads him on a journey of healing and self-discovery, and journey that leads to him becoming whole…


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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