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AFTER HOURS

Eric has always had a thing for older women—particularly his co-worker, Carly: a pretty, mature brunette in her late-forties. Twice divorced and not afraid of making the odd dirty joke, Carly has been the fuel of Eric’s fantasies for years. But it isn’t until a hot June afternoon, helping her open a window in her office, that he finds out that she had a horse-sized appendage between her thighs.

And finally, after a few drinks at the bar, he gets the chance to fool around with her, but the opportunity isn’t exactly how he’d always imagined it.


CHAPTER I

Another late night at work: lots of paperwork to catch up on, lots of e-mails to answer, and lots of mindless social media surfing to eat up the time. It was a warm June—not warmer than usual, but it seemed that way because the air conditioner in the office was on the fritz and our manager was doing nothing to have it fixed.

The damp warmth was making it hard to get any work done—particularly during the day when the sun was shining in through the windows and cooking us all like a baked lasagna. It wasn’t so terrible at night, so many of us started showing up late and staying late—those of us with the option, anyway.

On the bright side, our manager decided to ease off the dress code during those warm days. We were free to show up in whatever we wanted. One of the guys in a nearby cubicle would take off his shirt and his shoes and even his socks while he worked. At first, the sight of his glistening hairy back grossed me out, but after a few days, I started to consider doing the same thing. His damp hairy body wasn’t as bad as the guy in the cubicle next to him, who insisted on coming to work in his usual attire, which wasn’t at all warmth-appropriate. Within hours of showing up for work, he had dark pit stains and hair gel would run down the back of his neck in greasy lines; then, by lunchtime, the odour would begin and everyone would make a point of walking the long way around the office just to avoid him.

There was another bright side to the unfortunate heatwave: the girls in the office started coming to work wearing lighter outfits. Two cubicles down from me was the intern: just nineteen-years-old, wearing nothing but a pair of pink booty shorts and a tight white tank-top, which showed off her impressive teen bust. When she skipped down the hallway, her bum and tits would all jiggle, distracting every man in that office. I think she liked the attention; it would explain the red thong she would wear under the skimpy outfit that would ride up to her lower back, making my heart race. I think the intern had a crush on me, because she would often stop at my desk to ask pointless questions while leaning forward so I could see her matching red lacy bra and round sweater muffins, which would glisten with perfume-scented sweat. I wanted to lean forward to bury my face in those bouncy milkers, but somehow I resisted, doing my best to keep my gaze up off of her chest.

Then there was the girl who worked down the hall. She was my age—early thirties—with big lips and big eyes. Normally she wore skirts that reached her calves, but now she was coming to work in tiny skirts that would have been too small for college cheerleaders. She was tall, so she would have to bend over to use the office printer, showing off her perfect bum cheeks and her white cotton panties. As the day went on, those panties would start to become translucent with what I liked to call ‘pussy sweat’. By the end of the day, I could make out her lips and even her little clit. I knew that she liked me because she would always make a point of sitting next to me whenever our team went down to the bar for drinks after work. One night she had a few too many vodka sodas and she ended up putting her hand on my knee. “I really like working with you, Eric,” she said while staring into my eyes. She was married, but her husband was always out of town for work. I thought about taking her into the bathroom of that bar for a quickie, but I had a rule: don’t shit where you sleep.

And I was pretty good at sticking to my rule—committed to it, with one exception...

Carly used to be my manager, until we were both promoted and I found myself working as her co-worker. She was older than me by at least fifteen years, but there was something about her experience that made my heart flutter. She was pretty: brunette with bright grey eyes—curvy and twice divorced. There was something sexy about the fact she was twice divorced: maybe it was just a reminder of how experienced she was, and how she obviously knew what she wanted.

She had a dirty mouth. I would often hang out with her in her office during long work days. She wasn’t afraid to make crude sexual jokes. Before Christmas, she joked a number of times about wanting to suck our boss’s tiny cock for a better Christmas bonus. And she sometimes referred to her tedious Monday meetings as ‘gang bangs’. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d been in the middle of a gang bang before. She certainly had the body for it: a nice, big butt, bouncy tits, and a will strong enough to take at least a dozen cum shots. It wasn’t uncommon for me to catch myself mid-fantasy, imagining her on top of one man with another man on top of her: two thick cocks inside of her body at the same time, hands all over her soft body. I don’t know why, but I had a feeling she liked it rough. She definitely liked being slapped and spanked and choked. She definitely liked having her hair pulled, and she probably liked the occasional gagging and the occasional anal.

If one of our co-workers said something unintentionally sexual, she would look at me and wink, making my heart race. I always played it cool with a smirk and a chuckle, but I couldn’t help but wonder if she wanted me. Sometimes, when I went to hang out in her office after hours, she would close her office blinds without any comment. I wondered if she was waiting for me to grab her and pull off her clothes. I wondered if she wanted me to sink my cock into her wet, middle-aged cunt. I was tempted a few times, but I always remembered my rule.

Then that air conditioner broke, and she started coming to work in tighter outfits: more skin, shorter skirts, and looser bras. Her nipples would press against her tight tops, as if she wasn’t wearing a bra at all—and at times I was fairly certain there was no bra under those tops. Her perfume smelled like something my own mother used to wear, but it drove me wild, making me remember my childhood fantasies where I would be seduced by my mom’s friends. She was almost old enough to be one of my mom’s friends. Hell, there was a good chance they went to the same school at the same time.

It was that late June night—close to 10:00 PM—when Carly asked me to come into her office. I wasn’t working on anything important, so I got up and followed her. She closed her door behind me and then she walked over to her desk. Her whole office smelled like that perfect perfume. She looked at me with a smile and said, “I’m bored.”

I looked up at her clock. “You can probably go home,” I said. “You’ve been here for at least eight hours now.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “But I’ll be even more bored at home,” she said, staring into my eyes. Then she winked. Had that statement and wink combination come from anyone else, I would have assumed I was being seduced. But I knew Carly well enough to know that she was just kidding around. She probably got a kick out of my rosy cheeks.

“Think they’ll fix that air conditioner soon?” I asked.

“I doubt it,” she said. “They’re too cheap to replace that old printer. And the air conditioner would probably cost ten times as much as a new printer.”

“You’re probably right,” I said, taking a seat.

I watched her as she leaned forward, stretching her arms across her desk. I could see down her top, at her shiny tits, trying to pop out from her tight top. She didn’t normally dress in such tight clothing. I always knew she had a nice body, but now I could hardly look away.

“One of the top floor guys slapped my ass today,” she said.

“Seriously? Who?” I asked.

“A guy I’ve never seen before. Well, I’ve seen him a few times, but I don’t know who he is,” she said, as if it wasn’t that big of a deal.

“Are you going to make a complaint?” I asked.

She giggled. She had a cute giggle. “If I complain then he won’t do it again,” she said with a grin.

I cleared my throat and leaned casually back in my seat. “So do you like the guy?” I asked.

“No. He’s a creep,” she said. “And he’s older than me. I like younger guys.” She winked again, making that hotness return to my cheeks. After years of working together, I still didn’t found myself taken off guard by her little winks and comments. Maybe I was just gullible and naive. I looked around, waiting for her to say whatever it was she wanted to say to me. But she was saying nothing. She was probably just looking for someone to hang out with while the minutes ticked by.

She sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. Her roots were damp with sweat. She pulled her fingers through her hair, tilting her head back, showing off a bit of the loose skin under her chin, reminding me that she was older than me. But she looked good for her age. Unlike the other older women in our office, she was fit, still with the youthful glow of a twenty-year-old. She still had full lips, and those tits could have belonged to a nineteen-year-old swimsuit model.

“So have you fucked the intern yet?” she asked with a big grin.

I laughed nervously. “What do you mean?” I said.

“Well she clearly wants it from you. I saw her bending over your desk this afternoon, showing off those big titties. You should do it,” she said.

I laughed again. “She’s not my type,” I said.

“Oh, bullshit. She’s a hot nineteen-year-old. She’s every guy’s type.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not mine.”

Then she winked again. “You’re just holding out for me, aren’t you?” My heart stammered and I forced a smile.

“You know it,” I said. Then there was a silence. My brain shuffled through the possibility that she wasn’t joking; it was always shuffling through that possibility, because there was a small chance that she wasn’t just kidding around. There was a small chance that she was waiting for me to make a move. There was also a chance that I would get instantly rejected and I would lose my job. So I bit down on my tongue and looked down at my feet.

“Well,” I said, “I should wrap up and head home. I feel like my productivity ended hours ago, and it would be nice to get away from this heat.” I stood up. “Don’t stick around too late.”

She smiled. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I left with a buzzing heart. I liked our little hangout sessions. I liked that I wasn’t sure if we were kidding around or flirting; it gave me something to look forward to every day. If I knew that she was just kidding—which I was pretty sure was the case—then the little hangouts wouldn’t have been as fun. And if I knew that she was actually coming onto me, then I don’t think I would have been able to handle the tension. We had the perfect office relationship—and that was all about to end. 


CHAPTER II

It was just after lunchtime the next day when I sauntered into her office to ask her how she was doing. Work was slow and I knew that she was bored because I’d spotted her pacing around her little office a number of times. “Working hard or hardly working?” I asked.

She grinned. “At this point, I’m just waiting for the sun to go down so I can focus,” she said. It was a particularly hot day, and the sun was shining directly through the slits in her blinds.

“Can’t you open your window?” I asked.

“I can’t reach my window,” she said.

I laughed. “Have you tried standing on your chair to reach it?” Her window was up high: all the windows in the office were up high, supposedly to stop potential office suicides. Though if someone was really determined to kill themselves, I don’t see how an extra four feet would stop them.

She rolled her eyes. “This chair?” she said, pointing at her swivelling office chair.

“What’s wrong with that chair?” I asked.

“It’ll spin and I’ll fall and break my neck!” she said.

“Well I can hold it for you,” I said. So I wheeled her chair to the window. She opened the blinds and then carefully stood up on the chair in her high heels. But she wasn’t wearing her usual jeans. Now, she was wearing a short skirt, and no pantyhose, so her legs could breathe in the hot office air. As she stood up, wobbling, I could see right up her skirt. At first, I looked away out of respect, but then the desire to look up at her panties got the better of me. We’d worked together for years and I’d always wanted to look up her skirt. Now I had the chance. So I looked.

And there it was: the bulge of her pussy. She apparently had a fat pussy, making my heart stutter. It was more of a bulge than I was expecting. It was almost too big. I blinked a few times and then I squinted as I looked between her plump thighs. It was definitely too big to be a regular pussy. And it was too cylindrical: not two lumps, like you would expect from a pair of pussy lips. It almost looked like a thick cock, tucked between her legs. In fact, I could make out the contour of her bulbous tip, and I was pretty sure I could see the contour of a long vein.

My lips opened and I heard a soft whimper slip out from my mouth. Carly was a man? Or was this just one of her little jokes? Did she set this up to make me stutter? Did she stick a big dildo in her panties knowing that I would look up her skirt?

But it wasn’t just the shaft: I could see the lumps of her balls as well. And the more I looked, the more real the whole thing looked: moving slightly as she pushed on the window, as if the whole package was truly attached to her soft, curvy body.

She looked down at me and I looked away quickly. “Mind helping me down?” she said. I offered her a hand and helped her down to her feet. I said nothing as I stepped away. “That’s a bit better, right?”

I looked into her eyes, to see if she was smirking, but there was no smile. She looked innocent and natural—not like when she was making her little dirty jokes. Was that cock real or was she just doing a tremendous job now of staying in character?

“Um, yeah, there’s a bit of a breeze now,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “What’s the matter with you? Why is your face so white?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Huh? Nothing. It’s just...” It felt like my tongue was swelling up near the back of my throat. I cleared my throat and laughed nervously. Surely it was all just a joke. Surely she was just trying to tease me. “It’s funny. You got me for a second there.”

“What are you talking about?” she said.

“The dildo—I didn’t see it coming. It took me off guard. It’s a good one.”

Then I watched as her face turned white. Suddenly my tongue was puffed up again and my heart was pounding. Was it not a dildo? Did I just see something that I wasn’t supposed to see? “W—What are you talking about, Eric?”

I looked around the room awkwardly. “Nothing. I—I think I’m just tired.”

“Eric,” she said with a stern look. Now I knew she wasn’t kidding around. I’d only ever seen her like this a few times: only when she was in a bitter mood, like the time the boss came in and told us we all had to work through the weekend because of a technical glitch that was the fault of a worker on another floor.

“In your, uh, panties. You have a dildo. It’s funny,” I said. I could feel my face turning dark red.

Then her face turned red. Her eyes widened and she nodded her head slowly. “Oh my God,” she said.

“What?”

“Why are you looking up my skirt?”

“It was hard not to—I was standing right under you while I was holding that chair. I—I just looked in that direction. Wait—is it not a dildo?”

“Keep your voice down,” she said with a hush.

Now my heart was racing faster than ever: pounding against my ribcage. I saw too much. I said too much. Now I was going to pay the price.

If the cock was real, did that mean I’d spent years ogling a biological male? Had I been cheekily flirting with a man for years?

“I guess I should probably head back to my desk,” I said.

I walked to the door and reached for the handle. Then she said, “Don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Okay,” I said without looking back. If she was teasing me, she was doing a fantastic job of sticking to her little character—or I should say, her very big and very thick character. If that was her cock, then she was bigger than me! It was flaccid and already the size of a novelty dildo. How did she keep that thing hidden? How could she have a unit like that and not have a deep voice and broad shoulders and a five o’clock shadow before lunchtime?

I sat down at my desk, but now I couldn’t work. I couldn’t get the image of those stuffed panties out from my mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about the way it moved and swelled slightly as she squirmed on that chair. And then I found myself thinking about her face, which still seemed beautiful to me. I wanted to flick a switch in my head to make her unattractive, but I just couldn’t do it. It was only an hour before I started imagining her naked body, with her long, thick shaft dangling between her legs. I imagined her reaching down and grabbing it, stroking it, pulling her foreskin back from her swollen tip.

Then I shook my head to make the image go away. I wasn’t gay. I liked women. Why wasn’t I sitting there and fantasizing about the intern? The intern was currently wearing a pair of jean shorts that didn’t even cover her whole ass. When she bent over to use the printer, her braless tits fell out from her top and I saw everything, including her perky nipples and extra-large areolae—but still, I was thinking about Carly.

Did this mean that Carly’s tits were fake? Or were they the product of years of hormone pills? Could any man grow a pair of tits like that? Was it wrong to call her a man?

It was around 3:00 PM when she walked out from her office to grab something from the break room. I watched her bum bounce as she walked. And then I found myself imagining her cock, slipping out from her panties and swaying side to side, slapping against her plump thighs. In my imagination, she was clean-shaven down there: perfectly smooth around her massive feminine cock.

Someone tapped on my shoulder and I jumped. It was the pretty little intern, looking into my eyes and smiling. Her fake eyelashes were especially long and dark today. “Hey Eric,” she said.

“Hey,” I said. I couldn’t remember her name.

“We’re all going out for drinks in a few hours. Want to come?” She leaned all of her weight onto one leg before putting both of her hands behind her back, like a young girl asking a young boy to be her boyfriend.

“Um. Sure. Okay. That sounds fine,” I said.

She smiled and bit her bottom lip. “Okay. See you there,” she said. And then my mind went right back to Carly. Why couldn’t I stop thinking about Carly? I wanted my brain to erase her from my memory. I wanted to think about the little sexy intern. I didn’t want to waste any more brainpower on the office tranny. But for some reason, her curvy body remained in my mind, stopping me from getting any work done. I was thrilled when the intern came to my desk to let me know that everyone was heading out. I shut down my computer and jumped to my feet in an instant. “Great. Let’s go,” I said. I had to get out of that office. I grabbed my bag and I followed the group. We reached the stairs and I looked back, hearing a pair of heels behind me.

Carly was following. She had her bag with her. She looked at me with a smile and said, “Wait up.”

My heart fizzled down into my stomach. I somehow managed to force a smile. I wasn’t going to be free from her at the bar. 


CHAPTER III

The bar didn’t turn out to be the escape from Carly that I was looking for. In fact, when I came back from the bathroom after arriving, she’d moved to the open seat next to me. And now, all the other seats were taken, so I had no choice but to sit next to her.

I looked at her with a fake smile as I lowered myself onto my seat. Everyone else was chatting openly: laughing and smiling and apparently not feeling the tension that was currently festering between Carly and I. I looked over at her again and she was looking at me, as if she had something to say. Why did she sit right next to me? Did she enjoy making me feel horribly awkward? Maybe she did. I still wasn’t convinced that this whole thing wasn’t a big joke—maybe the whole office was in on it.

She ordered a strong drink. It seemed like a good idea, so I did the same thing. I thought maybe booze would help to ease the tension, but I was wrong. The burn of the liquor just made me feel even more awkward. Now I was drinking with her. We were the only two at the table drinking something stronger than light beer. “So did you get any more work done?” she asked me, breaking the long silence that had been lingering between us.

I shrugged my shoulders. “A little bit,” I said.

“Distracted?” she asked, reminding me about what I saw. Why did she want to remind me? Why couldn’t she just help me to forget, so we could both move on. It was obvious that it was the only thing on her mind as well.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, not sure how to respond. The others kept chatting. I swallowed more of my drink than I should have. I nearly choked it out, but the burn was welcomed. Then she said, “You know, it’s not that big of a deal.”

“I know,” I said with a thin smile.

“But actually. It’s not like anything’s different,” she said. I hated that we were having the conversation in public. I kept looking around the table, waiting for someone to say, ‘What are you guys talking about?’ I wasn’t good at lying. I was terrified I would just spit out the truth the moment one of them asked.

“I know,” I said again.

“Do you?” she said.

“It doesn’t bother me,” I said, looking into her eyes. I found myself surprised by how big and glistening her eyes still were. For some reason I expected to look at her face and see a manly man: something horribly unattractive—but that wasn’t the case.

She got up to get a drink from the bar, and I used the opportunity to sneak away for the bathroom. I didn’t need to use the bathroom—I just wanted to catch my breath and gather my senses. I stared at myself in the mirror. My cheeks were dark red and my eyes were glazed over. I tried splashing some cold water on my face, but it didn’t help much. Then I turned to the door and tried to gather the courage to go back out. Why was I so flustered? Why was I so overwhelmed? I was more nervous than I would have been if I was on a first date with a Victoria’s Secret model. I gave myself a firm slap on the cheek. “Pull yourself together, man,” I whispered.

Then the bathroom door opened. I expected one of my male co-workers to step in, but instead it was Carly. I froze. I suppose she technically wasn’t in the wrong bathroom. “W—What are you doing in here?” I asked.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she turned around and flicked the lock on the door and slowly turned back to me. My heart galloped. “I can’t take this anymore,” she said. “You need to get over this so we can get passed it.”

“Get over it?” I said.

“I have a cock. So what? You’re acting like you just found out I have cancer or something. It’s annoying. So let’s just get it out of your system.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said with an awkwardly forced smile. “I really don’t care.”

“Good. Then you won’t care if I just show it to you.” She reached down and grabbed the base of her skirt. I froze. A cold tingling overtook my body. I groaned and trembled, but I couldn’t move. She lifted up her skirt, exposing her black panties. Then she gently pulled her panties down from the front, stretching them as she slowly exposed her long, thick shaft. It was real: uncurling slowly as it peeled away from her shaved taint. I couldn’t believe how big it was. I stood in awe as her ball sack began to fill out and swell, as if her testicles had been stored up inside of her body for many hours.

I couldn’t look away, even though it was all I wanted to do. “Just get it out of your system,” she said.

It was a moment before I was able to respond. “Huh?” I said. “Get what out of my system. I told you that I don’t care.”

“Then why are you staring at it like it’s an alien.”

I looked up into her eyes. I could feel that my face was a dark shade of red. “B—Because you’re a girl.”

“Yeah, and I technically used be a guy a long time ago. So get over it.”

“Okay,” I said, biting down on my tongue, hoping to will the blood out from my cheeks so I wouldn’t look so foolish. I was so glad that door was locked, but I was terrified someone would come and find it locked. I didn’t want anyone thinking we were messing around—especially if other people knew. What if I was the only one who didn’t know her secret? What if it wasn’t a secret at all? What if someone thought we were fooling around and then it came out later than she was trans? Would people think that I was a homosexual?

“Eric,” she said.

“Huh?”

“You’re acting weird,” she said. “I’m not going to lie—this isn’t the reaction I was expecting.”

“It’s not?” I said. I could feel my heart rate increasing.

Then her eyes narrowed and she smirked. “Wait,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip. “Are you into it?”

“Am I what?” I said. Now I could taste copper on my tongue. I pressed my lips thin, but they were suddenly dry.

She laughed and bit her lip again. “Oh my God, you like it. I’m surprised, Eric. You didn’t peg me as the type.” She walked towards me, letting her skirt fall down—but I knew that her long cock was still dangling out from her panties. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes. I could smell that perfume; it was making my mind spin in fast circles. My heart wouldn’t stop throbbing against my ribcage. “Relax, Eric,” she said.

“I’m relaxed,” I said.

“No, you aren’t. Just take a deep breath. Good. Now hold it. Okay, now release it. Do it again. Do you feel better?”

But I couldn’t get my mind straight. I could feel her soft skirt brushing against me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that big dick was brushing against me too, under that thin layer of fabric. “I should probably start heading home,” I said.

“Nonsense,” she said. “You’re not going anywhere until we figure this out. Now I have another idea.” With her hands still on my shoulders, she began to press down. I felt my trembling knees beginning to buckle. I caved quickly, sinking down to my knees on that recently-cleaned bathroom floor. I looked up at her with wide eyes. She looked down at me with a grin. Then she grabbed her skirt and lifted it up, exposing that huge cock, which was now just inches from my face. “Go ahead,” she said. “Put it in your mouth.”

“What? No way. I’m not doing that,” I said.

“Yes you are. Don’t worry: I won’t tell anyone. But you’re not going anywhere until you do it, so do it.” I looked down from her eyes, at her thick shaft. It was so intimidating—so big. It was nearly as thick as my wrist, and almost as long as my forearm. It was an impossible specimen, and she was right: I liked it. It was mesmerizing and arousing. It didn’t belong between her legs, and that somehow made it even more appealing. I took a deep breath and I closed my eyes, trying to find my sanity before I did something I regretted.

Then, she became impatient. She reached down and lifted her heavy shaft, pointing her tip at my tongue. She grabbed me by the chin and said, “Open.” I opened after a short moment of hesitation. Then she pushed her cock into my mouth. 


CHAPTER IV

I felt it slide along my tongue. It was warm and a bit sweaty from being crammed in her panties all day. Her sweat was slightly salty, with a slight tinge of vanilla. As she pushed her dick into my mouth, I felt her foreskin pulling back on my tongue. Her tip was round and smooth, and a bit squishy as it pressed against the inside of my cheek. I groaned. I didn’t want that cock in my mouth—especially because it was making me feel more aroused than ever, and more confused than ever.

It wasn’t right. She wasn’t supposed to have a cock and I wasn’t supposed to be excited by the idea of sucking a cock. My mind was racing even faster now. My heart was fluttering down into my stomach, making me feel nauseous. But there was nothing stopping me from spitting that heavy snake out, standing up, and leaving. I didn’t have to suck her cock. She wasn’t even my boss anymore! It’s not like she could fire me. In fact, I could probably have her fired for sexual harassment. So why wasn’t I moving? Why was I just taking it?

“Relax, Eric. You need to relax. Everything will be better once you just accept it,” she said with a soft voice. “Don’t worry. No one will find out about this.”

I paused for a moment, closing my eyes. I tried to let the anxiety flutter away. And strangely, it did start to go away. I gently ran the tip of my tongue along the underside of her penis. Then I began to bob my head back and forth, feeling her tugging foreskin on my lips and tongue. She moaned, carefully slipping her fingers into my hair.

I kept sucking, feeling her cock pulsing. It was growing and getting warmer. Her tip was now pushing against the roof of my mouth. My heart was pounding faster than ever—leaving me worried that I was going to have a sudden heart attack with a cock pressed into my mouth. I gagged slightly as she thrusted gently into the back of my throat.

I’d imagined myself with Carly many times over the years. She often slipped into my fantasies, but this was somehow even more surreal than my bedtime fantasies. I never imagined her like this, with a big, hard erection. I never imagined myself sucking her off, feeling her swollen ball sack against my chin as her tip plugged my throat. It wasn’t normal or natural, but it felt so strangely amazing.

She let out a long sigh of relief. “Better suck harder before someone tries the door,” she said. My heart bounced. She was right. I needed to work quickly because I didn’t want anyone finding us together: with or without the cock. I began to bob my head quickly, slurping my tongue along the length of her erection. I could feel her veins pulsing. I could feel her whole shaft bloating. My own cock was rock hard in my pants. I desperately wanted to reach down to massage myself, but I resisted. For some reason, I didn’t want her to know that I was enjoying myself. I didn’t want her to know that I was loving every second of sucking her cock. I didn’t want the moment to end, even when I was gagging and choking on her impressive tip.

Her whole body trembled. She grabbed a tight handful of my hair and let out a soft whimper. Then she put her hand on my forehead and pushed back, until her cock slipped out from my mouth. She grabbed it firmly, aimed her tip at the middle of my face, and then I watched seemingly in slow motion as her little hole opened up and expelled a blast of thick, warm cum, directly on my nose. I closed my eyes before the next shot, which coated my left eyelid. Then she hit my cheek, then my forehead, then my nose again, and then my chin. She put her hand behind my head and pulled me forward. I instinctively opened my mouth; her cock slipped inside and then the final few blasts pooled on my tongue. I could feel her thick globs dripping off the tip of my nose and running down my face. I was able to open one eye, to look up at her sexy, older body. She was smiling at me.

“Now you look more relaxed,” she said.

She pulled her shaft out from my lips and tucked it back into her panties. She turned to the mirror to quickly check her makeup, then she said, “I’ll see you back out there.” She smiled at me and left me alone. I remained still and silent for a moment before realizing the door was now unlocked and I was sitting on the floor with cum oozing down my face. I needed to get myself cleaned up before anyone found me in such a humiliating state.

I used toilet paper to wipe off the cum, then I used soapy water to clean my face. There were a few drops of thick cum on my shirt. I tried wiping the drops away, but they left behind white stains. I figured I could lie if anyone asked, and say that the stains were from the ranch dip that came with the table’s order of wings. Though I must admit that I felt a combination of humiliation and excitement as I sat down at the table with cum stains beneath my chin. I looked over at Carly, who was still smirking, as if she’d just told the funniest joke ever told. She looked into my eyes and winked before turning back to our co-workers. My heart stammered, and I knew deep in my heart that nothing would ever be the same at work again.

And I was right. 


CHAPTER V

When Carly came into the office the next day, she already had a grin on her face—or maybe it hadn’t gone away since the moment in that bathroom. When she looked at me and winked, my heart nearly blew out from my chest. When I woke up that morning, I wasn’t sure if I’d been dreaming or if the whole thing had been real. I had to dig my polo shirt out from my dirty laundry bin to see if the whole thing had been a crazy dream. Sure enough, those cum stains were there: and they were real. I leaned in and smelled the polo, and I could smell her perfume.

So it was no surprise when I wasn’t able to get any work done. I sat at my desk and stared at my blank computer screen, unsure of what I was supposed to be doing. Every time she stepped out from her office, my brain would fizzle off and it would take many minutes to reboot.

It was still hot in the office. The air conditioner was still busted. Everyone was still dressed down. The intern was especially out for attention that day, with her eyes on me whenever I looked over. Her outfit was surely not office appropriate, but no one was complaining. She was wearing a crop top, which didn’t even cover her whole bust, and she wasn’t wearing a bra, so whenever she leaned back, the whole office could see the underside of her breasts. I think she was leaning back often on purpose, to get my attention, but my attention was elsewhere: either on Carly, when she was visible, or on her office door, when she was working.

I kept thinking of her big cock. It was particularly hot that day, so her cock was probably particularly sweaty. I wanted to rub her slick member on my face. I wanted to lick the sweat off her shaft. I wanted to make her come all over me again.

It was noon when she stepped out from her office and waved me over. “Can I see you in my office for a minute?” she said.

I hopped up to my feet as my heart began to race. I walked over slowly, suddenly very conscious of each step I took. I felt like an awkward marionette as I stepped up to her door. “Close the door behind you, please,” she said in a very official tone of voice. I closed the door. Then she reached down between her legs and held up a pair of red panties. She tossed them at me, and I almost didn’t catch them in my frozen state of confusion. I looked down at them. They were wet in the crotch with white goo: likely cum. I felt my eyes widen. “Go to the bathroom and put them on while they’re still fresh,” she said.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

She nodded her head with a bright smile. “Quickly, while they’re warm. I just got off.” She waved me away. I clenched the panties into a tight ball in my fist and I stepped out. Now my heart was truly pounding. I could feel the warm goo squishing into my palm as I held the panties tight. I quickly skirted to the bathroom and I locked the door. I took a deep breath as my jaw trembled. I stumbled out from my pants and I stuffed my underwear into my pocket. Then I opened up the panties and looked at the thick, gooey strands of cum that were now all over the inside of the tiny garment. I’d never put on women’s underwear before—it was never something that crossed my mind. But now I was terrified that I would bend over and someone would see the tinge of red lace. I was going to have to be careful. I stepped into the cum-soaked panties and I pulled them up, nestling that warm cum against my crotch. I groaned as a strange excitement washed over me. I pulled up my jeans and walked back to my desk. As I sat down, the cum squished around my shaft, which was getting hard. It was ten minutes later when Carly peeked out from her office at me. She was grinning. I looked at her with red cheeks and she giggled before disappearing back into her office.

I liked the feeling of her cum in a mess all over my crotch. I liked the tightness of her red panties, and the thought of her loose cock under her short skirt: so many arousing thoughts darting around in my head. Now I really couldn’t get any work done. Now I was really overwhelmed and on the brink of fizzling out completely.

I had to go for a quick walk outside. The heat wasn’t much better outside, but at least the air was fresher. I took a deep breath and wiped the sweat off of my forehead. Why couldn’t I stop thinking about her? Why was she driving me so insane? And why was I allowing myself to wear her soiled panties? Why did I suck her cock?

There was only one explanation: I liked that she had a cock. Maybe I was bisexual, or maybe I was just really into chicks with cocks. Regardless, I had to come to terms with the fact that I was attracted to her, no matter how much that conflicted with who I thought I was. I still liked girls. I still thought the young intern was smoking hot—and I still liked the idea of fucking her—but the thought of being with Carly was even hotter. Maybe that meant there was something wrong with me…

I returned to the office and tried to get some work done. I actually got a tiny bit done before Carly stepped back out from her office and slipped a note onto my desk. ‘Stick around until 9:30 PM’ the note said. It was later than I was planning on staying, but I found myself excited and teeming with energy. I went out for a bite to eat at six, and then I sat eagerly at my desk while the office emptied out.

It didn’t empty out completely. There were a few people who normally stayed in the office close to midnight, so I still had to be careful. I watched my clock as the seconds ticked down. The moment the clock changed to 9:30, I hopped up to my feet. I scanned around the office and then I quietly skirted over to her door. I knocked gently before letting myself in. “Y—You wanted to see me?” I said. I’d been mentally preparing for the meeting since I got the note, but as soon as I found myself staring at her, I became dangerously nervous. My heart throbbed and my gut turned. I took a deep breath and forced a smile, trying not to look nervous.

“Do me a favour and close the blinds,” she said without getting up from her chair. I did as she asked, then I turned back to her. She stood up and walked casually around the desk. She was barefoot. The tall heeled boots she normally wore were next to her desk now, and had been since she arrived for work. It was too hot to be wearing tall boots. She hopped up onto her desk and said, “How do those panties feel?”

I nodded my head, feeling warmth rushing into my cheeks. “Okay,” I said.

“Just okay?” she said with a smirk. “I filled them with cum just for you.”

I nodded my head slowly, unsure of how to respond. I could feel my cock already starting to throb with euphoria. I’d never felt so aroused before.

“I caught you staring at my crotch earlier,” she said. “When I was at the printer. I stared right at you and you didn’t even look up.”

My face became even redder. “Really?” I remembered looking at her skirt, trying to imagine her big cock between her legs, but I didn’t remember her looking back at me. Maybe I really was too distracted to notice. I must have looked like a complete creep.

“You can have it now, if you promise to be quiet,” she said. She took her skirt and lifted it up, exposing her long snake, cradled perfectly between her plump thighs.

I didn’t hesitate: I moved in and put my hands on her knees before lowering myself down. Then she laughed. “You really are horny, huh?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Why are you apologizing?” she asked.

“I—I don’t know.”

“I’m surprised. I never thought you were the kind of guy,” she said. “Well? Go ahead. Get me hard. That dick isn’t going to suck itself.”

I paused as a cold shiver crept through me. Then I slipped my fingers under her shaft and lifted it up. I aimed her tip at my mouth and I plunged down, feeling satisfied for the first time in twenty-four hours. God, that cock felt so good on my tongue. I loved the way it throbbed inside my warm mouth, and I loved the way it stretched out and hardened. I could feel her veins against my lips. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. She nestled her fingers into my hair, and I was in heaven. I moaned, unable to stop myself. I pushed my head down as far as I could, gagging myself. Then, as she became fully erect, I looked up at her.

“You’re naughty,” she said.

I nodded my head, too overwhelmed to come up with a reply.

“Stand up,” she said. I followed the command. She put her hands on my waist and she turned me around. Then she pressed on my back until I bent over.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“What do you think I’m doing?” she said. She reached around me with both of her hands and grabbed my belt. She took it off quickly before tugging down my pants.

“Seriously. What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said with a cute giggle.

I froze. A lump filled my throat. I didn’t move, but I wanted to. I’d never been penetrated before, and her cock wasn’t exactly the size of a finger or a Sharpie. I looked back at her towering erection. She gently stroked it, spreading my own saliva up and down her length: the same saliva that would soon be lubricating my hole. I felt so humiliated and vulnerable with my pants down and my ass pressed out. But why wasn’t I moving? Did I secretly want her to fuck me? I was afraid—sure—but did that mean that I didn’t want it?

I looked down at her desk and then I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath. Her door was closed but it wasn’t locked. What if one of the employees needed to see her? They often didn’t knock, even when Carly’s blinds were closed. She always let people slip in and out of her office freely. Now, I was gambling. If someone walked in, it would be a matter of hours before every employee that worked in that building found out. I would be the laughing stock.

But still, I remained bent over as she stepped up behind me and slid her long cock between my butt cheeks. She gently pressed her cock up and down, nestling her erection between my cheeks. Then, after a little giggle, she pressed her tip against my hole. “I hope you’re ready,” she said with a grin in her voice.

“Oh God,” I groaned, closing my eyes again. She grabbed my hips firmly and began to press forward. I groaned loudly. I could feel my hole clenching tight, not wanting her inside of me. But she kept pressing, determined to push through my resistance. I kept clenching, and then I had a moment of weakness, relaxing out of curiosity, but only for a second. She only needed one second. As I relaxed, her cock penetrated me, stretching my hole. Now when I clenched, I was just hugging her cock. I had nothing to stop her now.

“Oh God, you’re tight,” she said as I groaned and squirmed.

It was too big. My hole was too small. No human asshole could possibly take such a monstrous cock! I gripped the edge of the desk and let out a loud sigh. “It hurts,” I said.

“Just relax. It will feel fine in a minute,” she said.

I tried to relax, but it seemed impossible as her cock continued to press into my body. Was it safe to have such a long, hard member inside of my body? I’d heard horror stories of ER visits and people needing to get mesh implants so they could operate relatively normally for the rest of their lives. Was I going to be one of them? Why was I letting it happen? Why wasn’t I stopping her? Why was I starting to relax so she could push her cock deeper?

I could feel her veins throbbing. I could feel her tip swelling. I took a deep breath and she started to thrust, even though she didn’t have her whole length inside of me yet. I spread my legs wider for her. She gently rubbed my ass with both of her hands before spanking me and making me clench again. She seemed to like it when I clenched. It probably felt good: that warm tightness around her thick womanhood. And I liked it when she rubbed my thighs and my butt. I never thought being so submissive would feel so satisfying.

I loved the way her foreskin pulled back and forth as she went in and out. I especially liked the feeling of her round tip when it would tease my rectum before she plunged deep. She was right: the pain was going away. And her cock was pressing directly against some sort of pleasure spot, making my legs tremble. I started groaned and squirming. My legs were shaking. I ended up going limp as the powerful euphoria began to consume my body.

She caressed my sides with her gentle hands. Her perfume swelled up my nostrils. I could feel the anxiety and tension fluttering out from my brain. I no longer cared if anyone walked in and saw us. I had no cares in the world. I began to moan louder.

“Shh,” she said. Then she pulled out for a second, leaving me feeling empty. Her cock pressed back into me before I could look back. Then she reached around with the panties I’d been wearing. She pressed them into my mouth and I could taste her dried cum on my tongue.

I moaned, now muffled by her panties. The taste was sweet, not too different from the taste she left in my mouth the night before.

She was beginning to thrust harder and harder, making my whole body shudder and tremble. I squirmed violently, reaching for anything I could grab. She slapped my ass again, making me clench, and then she giggled as if it was funny. Then I heard her moaning. “Oh God,” she hushed quietly. I could feel her shaft bloating up. I knew that she was about to come. I couldn’t wait. I wanted to feel it so badly! I wanted to feel her thick, warm goo inside of my body.

She dug her fingernails into my skin. The pain was slight—not nearly enough to distract from the pleasure. I tried to scream with those panties stuffed in my mouth. Then I felt exactly what I wanted: her warm cum, feeling me deeply. She only let a few shots blast inside of me before pulling out and spraying my ass and back. I wasn’t thrilled about the new embarrassing stains on my shirt, but I loved the feeling of her warm goo oozing down my body.

It was only a minute before her substance was draining out from my body and running down my legs.

I stood up slowly, still wobbling as my legs trembled. “T—That was nice,” I said.

“Just nice?” she asked. She used the tip of her pointer finger to wipe the last drop of cum off of her stiff erection. She brought that drop to her lips with a smirk on her face. Then she gently licked the drop off, making my heart flutter. She was so sexy. That cock only made her sexier, and I had a feeling she knew it.

“Was it okay for you?” I asked. She didn’t reply. Instead, she just laughed and shook her head.

“I’m going to need your help with a big meeting tomorrow,” she said. “A few of the managers are coming down to talk about evaluations, and I’m not sure I can put up with them on my own.”

I nodded my head, surprised by how quickly she was able to change the subject back over to work. I couldn’t figure out how she was able to disassociate sex and work so easily. Our little romps didn’t seem to affect her processing power the way they affected mine. I could see a large pile of work on her desk: paperwork she managed to finish that day, while I got next to nothing done.


CHAPTER VI

She was already in the office when I showed up the next morning. She waved at me with a little wink, completely erasing all of the mental preparation I’d done the night before and that morning. My plan was to get some work done, and to tell her that the messing around needed to stop. It was just too risky: the possibility of getting caught, and not to mention the complete lack of working progress since we started our after hours romps. I didn’t want to end up losing my job over my strange obsession with her big, hard cock.

But as soon as she winked at me, I forgot all about my plans to break up with her. My head instantly filled with euphoric memories of her cock in my mouth and in my asshole. I couldn’t stop thinking of the amazing feeling of her cum running down my body.

She sent me an e-mail shortly after I sat down. It simply read, “Check your bottom drawer. It stays in all day.” It was a confusing e-mail, until I checked my bottom drawer and saw the thick black butt plug and the black thong. I gasped and closed my drawer quickly as the intern walked behind me. She was looking at me with a sly smile, still waiting for me to ask her on a date. Today, she was wearing a tight white t-shirt, which didn’t do anything to conceal her perky breasts. But those tits were the last thing on my mind.

I took the butt plug to the bathroom and I pulled down my pants. I had to use my own saliva to lubricate the toy before getting it lodged into my asshole. I groaned and gasped as it pushed in deep. It wasn’t something I was used to using, but it felt nice, especially once I returned to my desk and sat down. The feeling of the thong was nice in its own way as well, hugging my skin in all the right places. I felt so feminine and so submissive: a feeling I was starting to really like, though I had no idea why. I found myself swaying slightly in my seat throughout the morning, making the butt plug massage that sweet spot in my pants. I managed to get it in the perfect spot at one point, and then I started to rock my hips until I could feel a tingling at the tip of my penis. I was pretty sure that I was about to come, but I didn’t have a change of pants so I stopped and remained frozen until the brilliant euphoria passed.

Then I got another e-mail from her. “Be in my office at 10:55 AM—no later,” she wrote. It was already 10:30 AM. I couldn’t help but wonder if she wanted to see me about a sexual matter, or if she just wanted to go over the details of the coming meeting. My mind quickly became filled with fantasies. How was I going to be of any use during this meeting? I couldn’t stop thinking about sex. I couldn’t stop thinking about sucking her perfect cock. I couldn’t get work onto my mind, no matter how hard I tried.

“Are you coming or not?” she e-mailed. I looked at the clock. It was 10:58 AM. I’d lost track of time while submitting to my dreamy sex fantasies. I jumped to my feet and I rushed over to her office with only a couple of minutes to spare before the big meeting. “What’s the matter with you?” she asked.

“I’m sorry. I lost track of time,” I said.

“Well now there’s no time. Get under my desk,” she said.

“Do what?” I asked.

“Under my desk. Now. You have less than thirty seconds.” I looked around as she pushed herself back from her desk. It was a cramped space: at least ten degrees hotter than the rest of the hot office. She slid forward in her chair, making the space turn dark. Then she spread her legs wide and said, “Don’t make any noise—and get to work.”

I was still for a moment before seeing that she wasn’t wearing panties. Her legs were spread and her long cock was flat on her office chair, waiting for a good sucking. As I reached out for it, I heard her office door open. “Carly!” said an older male voice. “So nice to see you. It’s been a while.”

“Nice to see you too,” she said, leaning forward to shake the man’s hand. I could hear more footsteps coming into the office. I froze with my fingers curled around her warm shaft. I could see Carly, but I couldn’t see the men in the room, who were now sitting around her desk, starting their meeting. “Let’s get right to business. We’ve got a lot to talk about. Do you have the evaluations with you?”

“I have them right here,” Carly said.

She gave me a little kick with her bare foot. “Go ahead and get started,” she said.

“Excuse me?” said one of the men.

“With the meeting,” she said with a smile in her voice. “Let’s just kick it off.” But I knew she was talking to me. She wanted me to suck her cock while she had her meeting. Was she crazy? What if someone noticed me? What if one of the men stood up and saw my head in her lap? What if I ended up making a noise? There was so much that could go wrong, but I felt like I had no choice. So I leaned forward and pressed her flaccid member into my mouth. I started sucking.

They continued talking, but my brain was tuning them out. All I could hear was a loud ringing in my ears: maybe my brain trying to beg me to stop before it was too late. But it was already too late. I was already flirting with the end of my career. There was no turning back now. I was sucking a cock under a desk while my bosses were just feet away.

I closed my eyes and pressed my lips tight. It was hard not making any noise, especially once my mouth started to salivate. I had to stroke my tongue carefully, opening my lips slowly when I needed a breath of fresh air. I felt so foolish and so vulnerable and so humiliated, but none of that mattered once I started to feel her growing: stretching long and bulging wide. Her tip began to press against the roof of my mouth, and it was only a minute later when I got a taste of her delicious pre-cum. I started bobbing my head quickly, gripping her ankles tightly with both of my hands to keep her and myself steady. She was squirming slightly, obviously enjoying what I was providing her: probably trying her hardest not to moan.

“Is everything okay, Carly?” asked one of the bosses.

“Yep. Everything’s fine,” she said with a bit of strain in her voice. The meeting went on. They continued talking evaluations and I continued sucking. I liked making her squirm. I liked making her cock ooze pre-cum onto the flat of my tongue. I could feel beads of warm sweat glistening on the back of my neck in that hot, humid cove—and I could feel the slick sweat forming on her legs as well. I leaned back for a moment while I caught my breath, and I stared at her magnificent erection, which was twitching and pulsing: on the verge of an orgasm. I wanted it inside of my asshole. I wanted her to stretch me out again. I wanted to feel her hot load spewing inside of my body; sucking it down didn’t seem like enough. But I had to take what I could get. The feeling of her thick goo sliding down my throat was better than nothing. So I leaned in again and I finished her off: bobbing my head and wrapping my tongue around her amazing erection.

She produced a record amount of cum. I loved the way it streamed down the insides of my cheeks and the back of my throat. I even pulled her out of my mouth, just so I could take one hit on my cheek, so I could feel her warm substance on my skin. Maybe I was turning into a degenerate. Maybe I was veering into pervert territory. But I didn’t care. Fooling around with Carly was so much fun. I couldn’t get enough of her meaty cock; for days, it had been the only thing I could think of.

I was stuck under that desk for the next thirty minutes, cramped into a tight and uncomfortable ball. But it wasn’t so bad, because the whole time, I had a perfect view of that perfect cock, resting on her seat like a tired snake. Just to tease her, I would occasionally lean forward and tickle her tip with the tip of my tongue. I made her giggle at one point, which brought the meeting to a silence because they’d been talking about possibly letting one of our co-workers go. “Sorry, I just remembered a joke I heard this morning,” Carly said with a smile in her voice.

When the bosses finally left and I was able to stand up, many of my joints cracked. I had to stretch out my back. She was looking at me with a big smile. “You did well,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said, biting my bottom lip in an attempt not to smile too much. I didn’t want her to know that I was obsessed with her. I didn’t want her to know that I hadn’t thought of anything besides her cock since the moment I saw it stuffed in her tight panties. 


CHAPTER VII

Carly took the day off of work the next day. She had to help a relative with a move, so she used one of her personal days, leaving me in that hot office with lots of work to do and only memories of her to keep my brain entertained. It seemed like a good opportunity to play catch up, but even without her there, my brain refused to focus.

The intern was still trying to get my attention. She came to work dressed in a skimpy schoolgirl outfit: short plaid skirt and an almost-translucent white blouse, without a bra underneath. I overheard her claiming that the laundry machine in her building was being fixed, so the borderline-Halloween costume was all she had to wear. She came over to my desk a few times, bending over so I could smell her juvenile perfume. She would ask questions I suspected she knew the answers to, like, “How do I turn on the printer? Someone turned it off.”

“The green button on the top,” I would say.

Then she would come back a minute later. “Maybe I’m stupid, but I can’t find it. Can you come help me?”

It was around noon when she asked if I could take a look at her car. “I don’t really know much about cars,” I said.

“But you probably know more than me. I literally know nothing,” she said. So I went out to the parking lot with her and looked under the hood of her car.

“What’s the issue?” I asked.

“When I turn it on, it makes a funny sound.”

“Can you turn it on so I can hear it?” I asked.

She turned on the car, and it sounded perfectly normal. It was a newer car, probably bought for her by her daddy. She hadn’t even put 10,000 miles on it yet. “It all seems fine to me,” I said. “But like I said, I don’t know much about cars.”

Then she hopped up on the car, with her skirted bum on the hood. “I really wanted a muscle car, but I got stuck with this. It’s kind of cute though, don’t you think?” She crossed her legs slowly—possibly trying to show me her pussy like the scene in the movie Fatal Attraction. I’m pretty sure I caught a glimpse of her shaved cunt. And admittedly, the sight of her tight slit made my heart stutter. She was staring into my eyes with a big grin.

“It’s cute,” I said.

“It’s really low to the ground, so you feel all the little bumps when you’re driving,” she said. Her grin grew bigger. “It’s fun. Do you want to go for a ride? We can grab some lunch. It’s around lunchtime, right?”

I stuttered. I knew she wanted me to fuck her, and apparently she was giving me an easy in. I couldn’t help but imagine my thick cock being pressed into her tight, possibly-teenaged pussy. It would probably feel great to come inside of a young woman. It had been a while since I’d been with a girl. And there was something slightly unsatisfying about my romps with Carly: she always got off, but I was always left with a throbbing erection.

I took a deep breath. I looked at her long, smooth legs, and then I looked up at her big, young eyes—surrounded by dark eye makeup, with long, thick lashes. And then the strangest thought went through my mind: I was sad that she wasn’t Carly. I wished I could have been in the same situation with Carly, with Carly sitting up on the hood of her muscle car, crossing her legs slowly to show me her thick cock. Pussies were fun, but goddamn: I wanted a taste of hard, feminine cock.

“I really need to be catching up on work,” I told the intern. I watched as her expression dropped. I don’t think she’d ever been rejected before. And I had no idea why I was rejecting her. Was I insane? Was I stepping away from a golden opportunity, just to preserve some strange idea in my mind that I had something going with my once-male co-worker? Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe I was making a gigantic mistake.

I turned away and went back to my little desk. I still wasn’t getting any work done, even though I was skipping lunch. I was still just staring blankly at my computer screen, trying to imagine all of the fun I was going to have once Carly was back in the office.

I nearly jumped up from my seat the next day when she stepped into the office. I wanted to run up to her and hug her, but instead, I remained in my seat and smiled at her when she smiled at me. My heart fluttered when I got an e-mail from her, telling me to come to her office for a minute. She had a surprise for me: a little bag, which she wanted me to take to the bathroom. My legs began to shake as I stepped across the office with the bag. I felt like everyone was staring at me—like everyone knew that it was a bag filled with sissy sex fun—but really, no one was looking at me.

I locked the bathroom door and then I opened the bag. Inside was some lacy lingerie to wear under my clothes. At the bottom of the bag was a big black dildo with a suction cup base—and then there was a note. “Stick it to the wall, and don’t come out until you’ve made yourself come. And no touching your cock!”

My heart raced. The bathroom door wasn’t very thick. I could hear people walking by. But I didn’t want to let Carly down, so I slipped into the lingerie and I fastened the black dildo to the wall. She was gracious enough to include a little bottle of lubricant this time, and I used a lot of it to make that cock slick and ready. Then I bent over and back into it, feeling my asshole stretching. The fake cock was about the same size as her cock. It didn’t feel nearly as nice: not as warm and not throbbing, but it still felt good once it was pressed against that sweet-spot. I began to rock back and forth, letting the ribbed shaft slide in and out. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. The cock was thick: almost as thick as my wrist. Did that mean that my asshole was currently stretched that wide? I tried imagining my gaping hole—then my cock began to twitch and pulse. I rocked faster, letting the cock slide deeper. My butt cheeks were now slapping quietly against the wall with every penetration.

I had to fight to stop myself from moaning. My cock became erect quickly, and I was tempted to touch it, but I wanted to follow the rules. I rocked faster and faster. I put a hand against my lips to stop myself from screaming out in pleasure as a group of my co-workers passed the bathroom door. My legs were trembling and I could feel my face turning dark red. I groaned and squirmed and ran my hands down my lingerie-clad body—and then I looked down at my tingling tip just as cum began to spew out onto the bathroom floor. I did it! I made myself come without touching my cock!

I carefully leaned forward, plopping the dildo out from my ass. I could feel that my hole was remaining agape. The cute lingerie wasn’t even big enough to cover that gape. I put my jeans and polo back on, over the cute outfit, and then I went back to my desk with a big smile on my face.

The intern was staring at me with a curious look. I looked at her for a moment and then I looked away quickly. Did she know what I’d just done? Had she been spying on me? My heart began to race, but I remained calm. I took a deep breath and told myself that I was just being paranoid.

Later that night, I slipped into Carly’s office. Most of the people on the floor had gone for the night, so it seemed like a good time to get another stuffing. And she gave me exactly what I wanted: bending me over her desk and exploring my asshole with her long, warm, veiny shaft. She pulled out and came all over my bare back. I loved the feeling of her thick globs oozing down my sides and wrapping around onto my chest. I rubbed the cum up and down my pecs and abs while she stood there giggling at me. “You’re such a slut,” she said with a big grin.

And I found myself grinning. I was getting braver and more comfortable with my status as her pet sissy.

I stepped out from the office and saw that face again: the intern staring at me with narrowed eyes, as if she knew exactly what I had just done. I froze for a moment before forcing myself to smile. She smiled back and then she went back to her desk. Why was she still in the office? Why hadn’t she gone like all the other interns? No one was paying her to stay so late, and I was fairly sure she didn’t care too much about a career at that office.

The intern came to my desk the next day, dressed in an unsurprisingly slutty outfit. She leaned over my desk, showing off her round, tight cleavage. Then she looked into my eyes with a  big grin on her face. “I know your secret,” she said.

“My secret?” I said. My heart immediately started to pound into my ribcage like an African war drum.

She nodded her head. Her lips were puckered. She thought she was so adorable—and I have to admit, she was cute, but she was no Carly.

“What’s my secret?” I said, laughing nervously, hoping she was just referring to the fact that I’d stolen a few handfuls of someone else’s chips in the break room when nobody was looking. I was pretty sure that everyone did it from time to time.

She looked around to make sure no one was looking, then she reached towards my lap. I perked up and froze as her teenaged fingers pushed down the front of my pants. “What are you doing?” I said. I nearly grabbed her by the wrist, but I acted too late. She had already grabbed onto what she was reaching for: the waistband of my red thong: the one Carly slipped into my desk that morning.

I stared into her eyes in a state of frozen terror. Then she started laughing. “Are they from Victoria’s Secret?”

“I—I can explain,” I said.

“I know you can, but you don’t have to because I already know everything.” Then she leaned closer, hovering her glossy lips next to my ear. “You’re her little pet.” She giggled and then she hopped up onto my desk, crossing her bare legs so I couldn’t see her tight, cute pussy. I could feel beads of frozen sweat tickling the back of my neck. “It’s okay. I think it’s cute.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but I knew that my lie didn’t sound even a little bit genuine. I couldn’t lie to save my life.

“I’ll make you a deal. I like you—even though you like to put on some old lady’s panties. I mean—I don’t like-like you, but I don’t like being turned down. So here’s the deal. We go into the bathroom together. You do whatever it is to me that she does to you, and then I won’t tell the other interns about those cute lacy panties.”

I looked around with my pounding heart, terrified my co-workers could hear her soft voice. Then I looked back at her. “You want me to do what?” I said, still processing her ‘deal’.

“I want you to fuck me. Is it really such a bad deal? Am I really so repulsive to you?” she said, making her eyes glossy like a scared puppy dog.

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay. Fine. Let’s do it—but only if you promise you won’t tell anyone.”

She made a big smile and then she jumped to her feet in a childish way. “Let’s go,” she said before skipping off towards the bathroom. I followed her closely, looking around as we went. I was lucky: the office was strangely empty. Many of my co-workers had gone out for an early lunch, and many of the others were in meetings on different floors. Nobody saw us heading to the bathroom together. Nobody saw her reach for my hand, curling her fingers between mine as we reached the bathroom door—nobody except for Carly.

I looked back and saw her looking at me with a blank look on her face, moments before I was tugged into the bathroom and the intern closed the door.

My stomach groaned as my mind began to spin. Nothing about this felt right. The intern was hot and she had a great body, which she wasn’t afraid to show off—pulling off her blouse and exposing her perky tits within seconds of locking the door—but she wasn’t Carly. She lifted up her skirt and giggled, showing me her shaved cunt and lack of panties. She swayed from side to side. “I bet I’m way tighter than her,” the intern said. I was pretty sure she didn’t know that Carly had a cock.

I laughed nervously. “Probably,” I said awkwardly. Then she skipped towards me and sunk down to her knees. She began to fiddle with my belt, and then she unzipped my fly. My whole body felt cold. Everything about this felt wrong, even though it was so much more natural than what I’d been doing with Carly. The intern was younger than me. She was cuter—traditionally speaking—and she was actually a woman. Sure she was a slut, but I could potentially start a family with her; she had the ability to have children, and I wouldn’t have to be embarrassed to bring her home to meet my family. If I brought a woman who was nearly fifty, my parents would probably freak out. But if I brought the intern home, my dad would probably pat me on the back with a big smile.

She grabbed my cock and squeezed it playfully. Then she giggled before toying my panties with her fingers. “You’re not actually into these, are you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “No,” I said. “I just wear them because she likes it.”

The intern nodded her head with a big smile. “That’s what I thought,” she said with her ditsy, naive voice. She grabbed my cock again and began to jerk it—somewhat painfully. She didn’t have a cock of her own for practise—not like Carly. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. I wanted to enjoy myself, but it just didn’t feel right.

“Sorry. Stop,” I said.

She looked up at me with a confused look. “Am I being too aggressive?” she asked. “I can be gentle.” She smiled and started to jerk more gently. It actually felt much nicer, but it still wasn’t right.

“No. Just stop. I don’t want to do this,” I said. “I’m sorry. It’s nothing personal. I just—I like her.”

“You like her?” she said.

I nodded my head.

“Do you like her enough to have the whole office know that she dresses you up like her little lesbian sex doll?” the intern asked with a condescending smile.

My heart fluttered. “I—I guess so,” I said.

She was silent. Her smile faded and her lips pressed thin. She shrugged her shoulders and then she said, “Fine. Have it your way. Oh, and have fun putting your girlfriend in an old age home when you turn fifty.” She stood up and slipped her blouse back on before storming towards the door. She pushed the door open, and there was Carly, standing a few feet away with a pale look on her face.

The intern scoffed and brushed by her, and then I remained frozen in the bathroom, staring at her. “Hey,” I said.

“Hi,” she replied.

“Did you hear all of that?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Most of it. The next few days might be a bit embarrassing for you, I guess,” she said.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind.”

“Are you sure? I mean—you can just give her what she wants. I won’t mind.”

“I don’t want to do anything with her,” I said.

Carly laughed. “Why not? She’s cute.”

“She’s not my type.”

“What’s your type then, if not a hot teenaged blonde with big tits?”

I bit my lip. “You’re more my type,” I said. And then she bit her lip, holding back her own little smile. She looked around and then she slipped into the bathroom with me, closing the door carefully before wrapping her arms around me. We kissed for a long time. It was only a minute before I felt her growing bulge pressing against my leg, trying to break free from her short skirt. “You really don’t care if people know that you’ve been wearing my panties?” she said, looking into my eyes.

“It’s a very small price to pay,” I said. “Maybe just remind me why I turned her down.” I turned around and pressed my hands against the wall. She lifted up her skirt and tugged down my pants. Within seconds she was inside of me, exploring my anal walls with her thick, veiny cock. I groaned as she slid deep: her cock curling up through my anal passageway, pressing into that amazing sweet-spot that she seemed to know exactly how to find. She started thrusting as my fingers curled against the wall.

The intern ended up telling a few people, and I got a few weird looks from a few of my co-workers. But like I said to Carly: it was a tiny price to pay. In fact, it was almost relieving to not have to worry about being found out. Now that my little secret was out on the table, I could really relax and I could really enjoy my time with Carly: I could be her little pet sissy, and I could service her monster cock without any anxiety looming on my shoulders.

I was happy.

THE END
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