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THE BOSS'S TOY

Patrick got lucky when he landed the perfect job—a once in a lifetime opportunity. His hours are short, his pay is great, and his co-workers are wonderful people. But he foolishly jeopardizes it all one afternoon when he sneaks into his boss’ office to see his Christmas bonus. His boss catches him—and it wouldn’t be so bad, had his boss not left his computer open on a transsexual hook-up website.

Now, if Patrick wants to keep his job, he’s going to have to give his boss a reason to keep him around. And becoming the boss’ personal toy might just be the solution he’s looking for.


CHAPTER I

My boss, Mr. Laine, always insisted that he didn’t have a favourite employee, but I knew that was a lie—at least it became a lie after me.

I wasn’t the greatest employee ever—I certainly wasn’t the smartest or the most efficient. I’d been at that company for three years already, and I’d watched new interns climb higher up the corporate ladder than I ever had. I didn’t mind though—I was always just happy with the job security. And the pay was pretty good too.

I knew that I would never be in Mr. Laine’s position. He worked more than I would ever be able to work. He was always there when I showed up at 8:00 AM, and he always stayed after everyone left at 5:00 PM. One time I left my phone at work. I went back to grab it at 8:00 PM and he was still there, still at his desk, still working. At least I assumed he was working. I couldn’t see what was on his screen—but what else could he be doing?

He had his staff, myself included, over for a party during the Christmas break one year. I wasn’t surprised to see that he had a large office in his home, teeming with files and stacks of papers. The man never stopped working. Whenever I overheard employees talking about how they wished they could be paid as much as Mr. Laine, I was never able to agree. “You couldn’t pay me nearly enough to work as much as Mr. Laine,” I would say. And it was true. I didn’t want my work to become my life.

He was divorced—no kids. He kept his house in his divorce and it was impressive: three stories, at least eight bedrooms and three separate living rooms. It had two kitchens—what single man needs two kitchens? But he was the kind of man who liked to flaunt his money—and wouldn’t you want to flaunt your money if you made over a million dollars every year?

He was always going on vacations, but he certainly deserved them as far as I was concerned. Even with his four or five weeklong vacations each year, he was still working twice as many hours as anyone else—so who were we to nag? Some employees nagged, of course—the ones who were completely naïve to how much work he did.

He was a nice guy. But everyone just wanted his money. I’d watched three different female co-workers lose their jobs trying to wriggle their way into his life. I had a good laugh when one of them tried to seduce him in the middle of a workday. She went into his office wearing lingerie under her pencil skirt, and we all watched from across the space as she carefully pulled up her skirt and asked if he was interested in an ‘employees with benefits program’. He shut her down and fired her later that week.

During that aforementioned Christmas party at Mr. Laine’s house, one of my co-workers tried getting him drunk to sleep with him. Near the end of the night she was nibbling on his earlobe, trying desperately to get him to feel her breasts. He wouldn’t do it. After Christmas, she was let go.

And then there was Janice—a co-worker and friend of mine. She wanted his money more than anyone—it was all she ever talked about. She would always bend over in front of him and she was always saying inappropriate things around him. A week didn’t go by where she didn’t mention that she was “Still single and still looking for a nice guy.” Janice was pretty: a young blonde with stunning eyes. I would have fucked her in a heartbeat had she given me the chance. But she wanted Mr. Laine. Mr. Laine didn’t want her. She stayed late one night, and rumour has it, she tried to suck his cock after following him into the bathroom. He turned her down, and a week later, she was no longer an employee with Foxtrot Corporation.

Rumours began buzzing that Mr. Laine was secretly gay—that his first wife left him after finding him with another man. I didn’t believe it, but I had no reason not to believe it. He just didn’t seem like the type. We had plenty of men in the office and he never batted an eye at any of them. And it’s not like I thought he was asexual or anything weird like that—I just assumed he was a professional guy who wanted to keep his work separate from his personal life. And why was that so hard for everyone else to believe?

He probably had no time for love or even sex. At least that’s what I thought. I assumed he just didn’t want to waste thirty minutes fucking some bimbo when those thirty minutes could have been spent finalizing some paperwork. I mean—the man didn’t even take sick days for crying out loud. Even when he had mono, he still showed up and locked himself in his office, his desk covered in tissues and medications. He was a working iron man.

Even I took at least one sick day a month, even if I just had a runny nose. I only had a runny nose the day I stayed home and he announced our Christmas bonuses. I got a text from one of the guys who worked on our floor: Kade. “I got an extra five thousand bucks! What’d you get?” I checked my e-mail, but my inbox was empty. “That’s double what I got last year!”

It was Friday, and Monday was a holiday. I couldn’t wait until Tuesday to find out what kind of Christmas bonus I’d gotten. I’d gotten three grand the year before, and I couldn’t even imagine getting an extra six grand. It was around 7:00 PM when I got dressed and decided to head down to the office to see what I’d gotten.

The place was empty. Everyone was probably out at the bar celebrating their unexpected bonuses. My desk was empty. I was expecting to find an envelope or something with my bonus inside. I looked around. Even Mr. Laine was gone. But I could see that his computer was left on. The screen was making his office glow blue.

Surely my bonus was written in some document on his computer. What was the harm in taking a peek? I looked around to make sure I really was alone and then I snuck into his office. I knew that I was doing something wrong, but I just couldn’t stand the anticipation. I hated the idea of waiting until Tuesday to find out what kind of money I would have to spend on a new car or maybe a nice vacation. I didn’t even consider the possibility of being caught.

I walked around his desk and then I scanned his desktop for any documents relating to bonuses. And that’s when I noticed an Internet tab that said, ‘Beautiful Trannies’. I was shocked. I assumed it was a popup. I clicked on it. It was a page full of pornography: women with big, hard erections. Some of the women were more convincing than others. There was another tab opened up: Convincing Sissy Boys. And I assumed it was just some spam popups, and then I noticed he was signed into the website. His username was ‘Fox Boss’. And then I noticed other tabs that were open—including one for a transgender hook-up website. He was signed into that one too, with a similar username.

Mr. Laine wasn’t into women and he wasn’t into men. He was into trannies.

He even had a chat window open with a trans girl. His last message read, “Be right back. I just need to use the washroom real quick.” And as I read it, my heart sunk into my gut. I heard a door closing in the other room. And I wasn’t able to get out of his office fast enough. He caught me. I found myself face-to-face with him across that office floor. I was doomed.


CHAPTER II

He said nothing. I said nothing. We stared at one another with white faces. He was caught and I was caught, too. I was going to lose my job. He probably thought that I was going to tell everyone in the office his secret. That silence lasted a long time—way too long.

“I just wanted to see my bonus,” I said. “I—I’m sorry.”

“My computer has a virus,” he said after another lengthy silence. “I can’t get rid of it. I think I was hacked. What were you doing on my computer? Were you the one who hacked me?” His voice lacked conviction. He was caught and he knew it. But he had the power to fire me, and he also had the power to withhold his reference—the only serious job I’d ever worked in my life. I couldn’t imagine leaving without even a reference.

“I didn’t see anything,” I said, but my own voice lacked conviction. “I just wanted to see my Christmas bonus.”

“Your bonus is with HR,” he said. And then that horrible silence returned.

And after I couldn’t take any more of that horrible silence, I said, “I’ll see you on Tuesday,” and I ran out of the office as quickly as I could. I didn’t look back. When I got home, I tried to convince myself that the encounter never happened—that it was all just a figment of my imagination. But I knew it happened. And I knew within a week, I would be out of a job, just like the others who had crossed the line.

So during my three-day weekend, I wasn’t able to relax. I was constantly nervous, constantly waiting for my phone to ring, so I could find out that I’d been fired. Would I still get my Christmas bonus? Probably not. I wouldn’t get a bonus or a reference—nothing more than an awkward walk through the office with a box filled with my things.

I thought about using what I saw on his computer as blackmail. But I wasn’t exactly the blackmailing type. I had a lot of respect for Mr. Laine. I didn’t want to ruin his career. He worked his ass off every single day. Besides, I shouldn’t have been in his office and I definitely shouldn’t have been snooping around on his computer. Who was I to judge what he did in his free time?

But if I didn’t blackmail him, then I was certainly going to be unemployed—just before Christmas. Is there any worse time to become unemployed? Maybe I could call Mr. Laine and plead for my job, but I couldn’t see that working. Why would he care to keep me on staff? I wasn’t even an efficient worker. I got the minimum amount of work finished each day and I left it at that. What value did I have? It certainly wasn’t worth keeping me around and always having that horribly awkward tension in the office.

That Sunday was December 1st. And my rent was due. I had the cheque ready to take down to my landlord, and then he knocked on my door. “What’s up?” I asked.

“Your lease is up after this month. I need to know if you’re going to stay or if I should start trying to find someone to rent your apartment,” he said with a blank, uninterested expression.

“I’d like to stay,” I said. It was a nice apartment—a bit expensive, but it had a great view of downtown, and it was close to the office (assuming I still had a job).

“Okay, that’s fine. Just to let you know, rent is going up by ten percent. Decide now whether or not you can afford it. I don’t want to be trying to rent this place over Christmas.” He left me with that. A ten percent increase? I was already paying fifteen hundred, and that was already steep for me—especially if I was going to be out of a job, without even a decent reference on my resume.

My weekend got worse. It was only a few hours after the visit from my landlord when I got a call from a towing company, letting me know that my car had been towed. Apparently I was parked within five meters of a stop sign. They wanted me to pay two hundred dollars to have my car released from the impound lot. I didn’t exactly have two hundred bucks to spare, seeing as I already had to start saving for my increased rent.

I met up with an old friend of mine to ask him for advice. I didn’t tell him about the tranny website thing—I figured that wasn’t anyone’s business except for Mr. Laine’s. “So why are you so worried that you’ll lose your job? Is he really so mad that you were on his computer?” my friend asked. I thought about telling him that I saw something I shouldn’t have seen, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. It was just so private. I hated the idea of blabbing about someone’s private matters.

“He’s just a very personal guy,” I said.

My friend shook his head. “It’s too bad you can’t just seduce him.” He laughed. “Unless of course he’s into men.” He didn’t mean it seriously, but it resonated in my head. It really wasn’t such a terrible idea—what if I could seduce Mr. Laine? I knew that he was into trannies and sissies. He liked chicks with dicks. And the chicks I saw that he was admiring online didn’t even have tits. Some of them were completely flat chested in their lingerie.

Maybe I wasn’t one to judge his secret temptation, but I could be one to use his temptation to my own advantage.

But I pushed the consideration out of my head. What exactly was I considering? Dressing up like a chick and sleeping with my boss? It was insane. Many woman had tried sleeping with him and failed miserably. But they didn’t have what I had: they didn’t have a cock. And apparently that’s what Mr. Laine liked on a woman.


CHAPTER III

I got an e-mail on Monday morning. It came from Mr. Laine. He was working through the stat holiday. “Hello Patrick. I’d like to see you after work tomorrow (Tuesday), in my office. Thank you.” It was a simple message, and the simple messages always suggested the worst. I had a feeling it would be the last meeting I would have at Foxtrot Corporation.

My rent cheque went through that morning. My bank account was empty. My credit card had a balance I couldn’t pay thanks to my towed car. And in my desperation, I started considering that horrible consideration once again: what if I got dolled up and tried to seduce Mr. Laine. Would he know that I was just trying to save my job? What if I made him think that I was into it, too? I could tell him that I had accounts on all of the same trans hook-up websites.

And if he didn’t fall for it, I could always just blackmail him to keep his mouth shut. I didn’t love the idea of blackmailing him, but I had to do what I had to do. I couldn’t move back in with my parents.

But could I really go through with it? If I walked into his office in a pencil skirt and a tight white blouse and he actually wanted to stuff me with his big boss cock, could I do it?

Of course not, but it wouldn’t get that far. He would probably just get all flustered and maybe he would say some horny, inappropriate things, and that would be that. He wasn’t stupid enough to actually sleep with one of his employees… Was he? I mean—if HR found out about it, he would probably lose his job, and he didn’t seem like the type to risk losing his job.

My sister worked at as a legal accountant on the other side of town. She didn’t have the day off that Monday, and I had a key to her apartment—she gave it to me a few months before while she was out of town, so I could watch her cat. I went over to that apartment now, to see if I could look even remotely like one of the girls he was admiring on his computer that evening.

I punched in her door code and then I made my way up to her room. I looked around before letting myself in. Her neighbours knew me, but I didn’t want them asking my sister why I was around—she could never know that I was there. I closed her apartment door quietly and I crept down the hallway towards her bedroom. I didn’t even want the people downstairs to know that someone came by in the middle of the day.

I was careful while digging through her closet. I made sure to remember where everything was, so I could have it all back to normal before I left. I took down a black pencil skirt, a white blouse, a pair of black stockings, and a pair of black heels. I felt so stupid when I started to get undressed. I was actually entertaining this stupid idea of trying to seduce my boss. I nearly stuffed the stuff back into her closet without trying it on, and then I remembered how hard it was to get my job. I must have interviewed at fifty firms before I was hired. I worked as an intern for eight months—without pay. I couldn’t go through all of that again, just because I was too afraid to fool around with my boss.

It could have been worse Mr. Laine was a handsome guy. He was in shape. He was rich. And he was only thirty-eight—it’s not like I was entertaining the idea of fooling around with some eighty-year-old walrus. I could close my eyes and bite my tongue with Mr. Laine, if it meant saving my job and my career.

The pencil skirt fit surprisingly well. The blouse was a tad too big, particularly in the chest. I slipped into one of my sister’s bras (which I had to stuff with toilet paper), to fill the missing bust. It didn’t look half bad—I was going to need a good shave though.

The black stockings helped the illusion, covering up my hairy legs. If I decided to go through with it, I would definitely have to shave. But for now, I just wanted to see if my insane idea was even possible.

I had to squish my feet into the heels. I didn’t have big feet by any means, but I apparently had bigger feet than my sister. Still, I managed to squeeze into the shoes, and they didn’t look terrible. I stepped back and looked in my sister’s full-length closet mirror.

And I didn’t look half-bad—when I was covering my whole head, anyway. But my face was undeniably masculine and my hair was short and boyish. The girls that were on Mr. Laine’s computer didn’t have boyish faces. Sure, some of them had broad shoulders and flat chests and they all had big dicks—but the faces were always feminine. With some of them, I even wondered if they were authentic, or just composites made in Photoshop.

I was going to need a wig—something long that I could use to cover part of my face. And I was going to need a lot of makeup if this stupid plan had a shot in hell of working. My sister’s bathroom was covered in makeup. So I started messing around, not entirely sure what I was doing. I started with lipstick first, but I just looked like a clown, so I cleaned it off. I tried darkening around my eyes with eye shadow, but then I just looked like a goth, so I cleaned that off too. Then I found the eyeliner—I didn’t look half-bad with eyeliner, so I used lots of it.

I’d heard of girls ‘contouring’ with makeup before, but I had no idea what they used. So I tried using my sister’s highlighter and her blush. I had to wash off my face and start again a number of times. My fifth attempt really wasn’t so bad. I looked in the mirror and actually thought I kind of looked like a chick. I went to my sister’s bedroom to find a choker. I knew she had one somewhere—I’d seen her wearing it a number of times before. I found it in the top drawer of her dresser.

And then, as I was on my way back to her bathroom, she opened the door and walked into the apartment. She froze as her eyes met mine, and I froze too. Once again, I was caught.


CHAPTER IV

My sister reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone. She quickly started dialling a number—probably 911. I took a step forward and she jumped back through her doorway. “Stop!” she said, thinking that I was some psychopath who broke into her house to try on her clothes and sniff her panties.

“It’s me,” I said before the lump in my throat was too big. My hands started trembling. My legs started to go numb. I don’t know how I stayed on my feet. I don’t know how I didn’t fall to the ground. My face must have been so pale, like some old corpse that was just pulled out from the ground.

She stared at me with wide eyes for a moment. Then I watched her face turn red. She brought her hand to her lips in an attempt to stop herself from laughing, but it was a failed attempt. She couldn’t help herself. “Oh my God, Patrick. What the hell are you even doing?” She couldn’t stop laughing, no matter how hard she tried. She hung up her phone and slipped it back into her pocket.

“I can explain,” I said.

“I’m waiting,” she said.

But I really couldn’t explain—not without admitting that I was planning on fooling around with my boss in an attempt to save my career. But what else could I tell her? That I was trying out for some play? She would never buy that…

“I screwed up at work,” I said.

“Oh, this should be good,” she said, already starting to laugh again. I felt so stupid standing in the middle of her apartment in her clothes and makeup.

I took a deep breath. I just had to do it—I had to tell her the truth. So I did. I explained the websites I found on Mr. Laine’s computer. I explained his history of firing people for much less. And I explained how I had a meeting scheduled the very next day with him.

“So wait. That doesn’t explain why you’re dressing up in my clothes. I mean—not unless you plan on… Oh my God,” she said, slapping the palm of her hand to her lips again. “You’re going to sleep with your boss?”

“No—I’m just going to…” I couldn’t say the word. It was too humiliating.

“Seduce him?” she said, and then she burst into a fit of laughter that nearly took her off of her own feet. “Oh my God, this is just too perfect.”

“Laugh all you want. My rent is going up, my car got towed, and I can’t move back in with mom and dad.”

She shook her head. “Go and wash off that makeup and get out of that skirt and blouse.” I didn’t waste a second. I wanted to be out of my disguise. I wanted to start the long process of trying to forget the horrible humiliation I’d just suffered.

“I don’t know what I was thinking,” I called out from the bathroom. “I’m just desperate. It took me so long to get that job, and the job market is so bad right now—it might take a year or more to find another job in the same field.”

“You aren’t going to lose your job over this,” she called back to me from across her apartment.

I splashed warm water of my face and used toilet paper to scrub off the stubborn eyeliner. It took a lot longer than I thought it would. “You don’t understand—Mr. Laine isn’t going to want me in the office. It would be too awkward. It’s just not worth the awkwardness. Believe me, I’m losing my job.”

“You aren’t losing your job, Patrick. Don’t worry about it.”

I used one of her towels to dry my face. After staring at myself in makeup all afternoon, I hardly recognized myself without. I slipped a towel around my waist, seeing as my clothes were still on the floor of her bedroom. “I really hope you understand that I’m just desperate. I’m not some pervert or anything like that,” I called out as I made my way to her room.

She was in her bedroom, sitting on the edge of her bed, waiting for me. Next to her, she had a series of outfits laid out and she had a big smirk on her face.

“What’s all this?” I asked.

“If you’re going to do this, you’re going to do it properly. You need to dress in outfits that will be flattering on you. And you need to do your makeup in a way that won’t make you look so much like a… mime.” She started laughing again.

I felt the colour drain from my face as my heart stuttered. “No—I’m not doing it. It was a big mistake in the first place. Let’s just pretend like it never happened.”

“Oh no, you’re doing it—we’re going to save your job. Hell, we might even get you a nice raise.” She lifted up a little black dress. “I’m thinking we’ll try this one on first. But go and shave your legs first. I need to grab something from my storage locker downstairs. I’ll be back in ten minutes.” She wasn’t giving me the option.

I held up the dress. It looked so small—way too small for my body. “You’re kidding, right?” I said. It was soft though—softer than anything I’d ever had on my body. But it was light; the fabric was thin. I couldn’t imagine it doing anything to hide my bulge. Then again, that’s probably what Mr. Laine was looking for…

She shook her head. “I’m not kidding. I’m going to help you. Just swallow your dumb pride. I’m shocked you even have any left.”

I looked at the little dress again. She was right—why did I have any pride left? I’d already been caught by my sister while wearing her clothes and makeup… How much worse could my situation really get? And if she could help save my job, then why not put a little bit of faith in her?


CHAPTER V

She must have had me try on seven or eight different dresses that afternoon before she was satisfied. We ended up going with a white dress with a black band around the waist. My sister insisted that it was the most flattering for my figure. She commended my idea to use her choker. “Definitely put the choker on tomorrow,” she said.

My legs felt strange shaved. I couldn’t believe how smooth they were. They actually felt like women’s legs. They looked like them, too, especially once I was finished painting my toenails pink, as per my sister’s command. And is that all it really takes? Is the only difference between male and female legs the leg hair? My sister seemed to think so.

She retrieved a wig while she was down in her storage locker. It was a long brunette wig from an old Halloween costume. “I never through it out because I always liked the way it looks.” It actually didn’t look terrible on my head. The hair was surprisingly real. Hell, it might have been real human hair.

It was dark out when we started my makeup tutorials. My sister dragged a chair into her bathroom and she made me sit down. She told me to listen carefully. “You’ll have to do this yourself tomorrow, and you need to do a good job.” She explained all of the different makeup supplies to me: what to start with, how much to use, how to properly apply. She made me do my own makeup, so she could judge whether or not I was listening. She watched me carefully as I did my best to apply the makeup.

After many hours in her apartment, I still felt like a complete fool. Every second was just as humiliating as the one before it. I knew that my sister was just trying to help me, but that didn’t make it any less embarrassing. I was still preparing to seduce my male boss in an attempt to save my job.

She told me to practice my makeup while she went to her iPad to, “look some stuff up.” She ended up coming back with her iPad in hand. She had a bunch of photos pulled up—photos of trans chicks she’d pulled from the same websites I caught Mr. Laine checking out. She zoomed in on the photos to show me the makeup details. And surprisingly, I was able to see what she was showing me. I was noticing little details that I’d never noticed before. “Interesting,” I said. “This girl only uses eyeliner on the edges of her eyes.”

“It gives her more of a mysterious look,” my sister said.

“I kind of like that.”

“You’ve already got big eyes, so you don’t need to go too heavy with the eyeliner. Something lighter would be better—like this.” She pulled up another photo and zoomed in. And I was starting to get it—I was starting to see how all of the little details came together in the bigger picture. I could see how different techniques framed the face differently. I was no expert—not even close. But I felt like I had enough understanding to attempt a look by myself.

And that’s exactly what I was going to do in less than twenty hours: I was going to transform myself in the office bathroom before my meeting with Mr. Laine.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. How could I? I was about to attempt one of the most outrageous things I’d ever attempted in my life. I was either going to lose my job and every last drop of humility that I had left, or I was going to successfully seduce my boss. And the latter option wasn’t exactly something I was looking forward to.

But I had to try.

When I showed up for work, Mr. Laine was already in. He looked up at me as I made my way to my desk. I looked away quickly, and so did he. There was no way he was going to be willing to put up with that awkward tension for the foreseeable future. My predicament was starting to seem hopeless.

I placed my bag under my desk. In that bag was my dress, a pair of black lace panties, white stockings, black heels, a wig, the black choker, and a makeup kit. I knew how to get dolled up—that part was going to be easy. But I had no idea how to seduce a man. I’d never even successfully seduced a woman before. Sure, I’d had sex—usually with women who had seduced me. Do I just walk into his office and ask him to fuck me? Should I warm him up with a few naughty lines? Or do I simply walk into his office and take a seat while dressed as a woman, and hope that he gets the idea? What if he thinks that I’m mocking him? I never even considered that possibility…

It didn’t matter—worst-case scenario, I lose my job. It didn’t matter what happened before I lost it—that was all irrelevant, but necessary if I was going to have a chance.

I watched the clock tick slowly throughout the day. Those eight hours felt like an eternity. I found myself going out every hour or so with the smokers, even though I didn’t smoke. I just needed fresh air. And I needed time to make sure I was truly making the right decision.

It was 1:00 PM when new files were sent out to all of the staff. Usually new files were sent on Mondays, but because Monday was a holiday, we were getting them on Tuesday. I only got one file. I usually got between twelve and fifteen new files each week. And seeing as I only had enough time to finish one file before the end of the day—before my meeting with Mr. Laine—it was obvious that I was about to be let go. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself. Had I gotten a normal load of files, I might have had a chance—and maybe I wouldn’t have to doll myself up so I would have one last chance of keeping my job.

But now it was looking like I had to go all the way.

My phone buzzed at quarter to five. I’d set an alarm to remind me when to go and change. It would take me thirty minutes to properly doll myself up and I wanted to get into the bathroom before 5:00 PM—before Mr. Laine called me into his office. And I wanted to emerge from the bathroom once everyone was gone for the day.

So I grabbed my bag and stood up. My body felt cold. My hands were trembling. I looked around. It may have been my last afternoon in that office. It may have been the last time I saw any of my co-workers. I took a deep breath and started towards the bathroom.


CHAPTER VI

I stared at myself in the mirror. It was well past 5:00 PM. I knew the office was already empty, and I knew Mr. Laine was waiting for our meeting. It wouldn’t be long before he assumed that I’d forgotten and simply sends me an e-mail letting me know that I’d been fired. I needed to go and face my destiny quickly or all of this humiliation would be wasted.

But I couldn’t bring myself to leave that bathroom. I managed to get my hand on the door handle, but I just couldn’t turn it. I felt so stupid. I knew that I looked good—I even sounded good, too thanks to hours of practice. But that didn’t make it any less embarrassing. In a way, it almost made it more embarrassing.

I took a deep breath. “You can do this, Patrick,” I said to myself. I needed this job. I had to face the music.

I turned the handle. My heart began racing—pounding mercilessly against my ribcage. I felt sick. I felt dizzy. I staggered slightly, even though I’d spent the whole previous afternoon practising walking in my heels. I had to stop to get control over my breathing. I don’t think much oxygen was getting to my brain. My vision was blurred slightly.

The office was empty. Mr. Laine was in his office, but his door was closed. I started towards his door. I could feel the cool treated air breezing up the short skirt of my dress. I felt more exposed than ever before. I was certainly showing more leg than I ever had in public. Part of my bum was exposed to anyone standing behind me.

When I reached his door, I reconsidered. I could still turn back and forget about the whole thing. I could tell my sister that the plan failed—she would probably have her laugh but I don’t think she would tell anyone. Within a few months, I would probably start to forget I’d ever considered seducing my boss.

But I’d come this far. I couldn’t just turn back now. I knocked on his door, and a moment later he said, “Come on in.” So I went in. He looked up at me slowly and then he stared at me for a moment. “Can I help you?” he asked, as if he didn’t recognize me. And to be fair, I was hardly recognizable. But he caught on after about twenty silent seconds. His eyes became wide and his lips parted.

“I’m here for my meeting,” I said in my best female voice. I tried to force a smile, but it was difficult. My heart was beating so fast; I was worried that I was about to have a heart attack. I tried my best to swallow the lump in my throat.

“P—Patrick?” he said.

“You can call me Pattie,” I said. I took a seat across from him. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t make a judgement call based on his face, whether he was going along with it or not. There was only shock on his face.

“What the hell are you doing?” he asked. He leaned over and looked through his window into the office, to make sure no one was around. “What is this?”

There was a cold sweat on the back of my neck. “The other day I saw that you were into some of the same things I’m into. I thought we could maybe have some fun together.” I honestly didn’t think my heart could pound any harder, but it managed to.

He was silent, his lips still parted, his eyes still wide. “Is this some sort of joke? Blackmail? I told you that those websites were popups,” he finally said.

“No. I won’t tell anyone—promise. And I saw your username, Mr. Laine. I looked you up. You’ve got a cute profile.” I forced myself to wink. I don’t know how I was still functioning. I don’t know how I managed to fight through the rigidity that was suddenly set into my joints.

He stared at me with those big, terrified eyes. I was putting him on the spot. I felt bad about it. But what other choice did I have? I wasn’t blackmailing him—I really wasn’t going to tell anyone. I would sooner die than tell anyone. If I told anyone, Mr. Laine could turn around and tell everyone that I got dolled up and tried to seduce him—and surely he realized that.

“So what do you want?” he asked cautiously.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Whatever you want,” I said.

He looked behind me again, to make sure there were no camera crews or a TV show host ready to jump into the room screaming, ‘Gotcha!’ He looked back at me. “I could have you fired for this. I wouldn’t even have to run it past HR.”

“You wouldn’t want to fire me, would you? Imagine all the fun we could have,” I said. I hid my hands hind his desk, so he couldn’t see them shaking.

He stared at me for a moment longer before saying, “Stand up.” I followed his command. “Come here.” I came around the desk and looked down at him. He didn’t move. He stayed in his chair with that serious face. “How can I trust you?”

My heart skipped a beat. He was actually going along with it. He actually wanted to fool around with me. I was really going to save my job… But what did that mean? Did that mean that he wanted to fuck me? Was I about to experience a cock in my asshole?

“I guess you just have to,” I said.

He carefully reached out and put his hand on my thigh. He started sliding it up the skirt of my dress. “You’re soft,” he said. “If you’re screwing with me, I have lawyers. They would make sure you never work in this industry ever again.” My heart sunk further into my gut.

“I’m not screwing with you, but you’re welcome to screw with me.” I grinned. I don’t know where those words came from and I couldn’t believe they came out of my mouth.

He slid his hand up further, onto my bulge. He massaged it gently. Then he stood up. He brushed my hair off of my face. “No one can find out about this,” he said.

“Deal,” I said.

“I want you to grow your hair long—your real hair. The wig is good, but I’ll need something I can pull on.” My whole spine felt cold. My legs trembled. I don’t know how I was staying on my feet.

“I can do that,” I said.

He brushed my cheek with his hand. “You’ve got nice, feminine skin,” he said. And then he reached around back and squeezed my tush. “Your ass is nice, too.” He slid his fingers in-between my butt cheeks, under the thin strip of my panties. He pushed one of his fingers into my butthole. “A nice tight pussy—it won’t stay tight, though.” My head was spinning. He was really falling for my trap.

But was it a trap? It’s not like I was going to blackmail him. So what were my options? I could go along with it and keep my job or I could retreat and cut my losses, before I had to experience sex with a man. But if I went along with it, when would it end? Would it ever end? I didn’t plan on retiring for another thirty years, and knowing Mr. Laine, he would never retire. Would he ever give me a reference for my resume? Would he want me to leave as long as I was putting out?

He took a deep breath as he pulled my cock out from my panties. He leaned in and began kissing my neck. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath of my own. I tried my best to imagine a woman fondling my cock and kissing my neck, but his stubble made that thought difficult.


CHAPTER VII

Mr. Laine’s sissy boy fantasy was strong. Once he had his hands on me, there was no hesitation. He lifted me up and placed me down on his desk. He was obsessed with my cock. And he really liked kissing. He had soft lips, but he was a bit overwhelming. He didn’t hold back. He stuck his tongue into my mouth and I had to strain to stop myself from pushing him back.

His free hand explored my body, rubbing up and down my legs, squeezing my ass, fondling my chest. He was becoming more and more energized with each passing second—like a bull, getting angrier and angrier. He reached around me and pushed everything carelessly off of his desk. Then he pushed me down and ripped off my panties, which hurt a little bit. And the next thing I knew, he had his head between my thighs. He was sucking my cock.

I became tense. My cock was inside of a man’s mouth—my boss’s mouth. The man really loved my cock. He was acting as if he hadn’t had sex for ten years and this would be his only chance. He was ravaging me, overwhelming me, and dominating me… And I kind of liked it in a strange way. I closed my eyes but I wasn’t able to imagine a woman between my legs. Still, I was getting hard, which was embarrassing. But perhaps it was more embarrassing for him. His face was dark red, but he wasn’t stopping. He couldn’t stop himself.

My knees rose up and my thighs clenched around his head. His sucking felt good. He was gently fingering my asshole, which also felt nice. In fact, it started feeling too good. I’m pretty sure I let a bout of pre-cum spray into his mouth. He didn’t seem to mind. I was worried he was about to get the real thing, but thankfully he stopped.

He walked around his desk. He was breathing heavily. He quickly pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. He pulled his erect cock out from his pants. He was big. “Suck me off, slut,” he said. He pointed his cock down at my lips, and I froze. I just stared at it. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock before—not in person, anyway. Sure, I’d seen pornos before, but this was different. It’s different when you can see it in three dimensions, throbbing. I could feel the heat radiating off of it.

He slapped my face. “Suck it, slut,” he said. I took a deep breath and slowly opened my mouth. He pressed his cock through my lips without hesitation. Then he let out a long elated sigh. “Your mouth is so wet and warm,” he said. He slipped his fingers into the hair of my wig. He started to gently thrust his cock in and out of my mouth. I had to close my eyes. Imagining a woman at this point was impossible.

If anyone walked into that office, they would be in for a traumatic surprise: seeing their boss face-fucking a dolled up employee with her erect cock out. Mr. Laine was apparently willing to take the risk, which surprised me, seeing as he was caught looking at sissy porn just a few days before. But maybe he liked being caught.

His thrusts were progressively less gentle. He was beginning to plunge his cock all the way into my throat. He was holding my head tight. He didn’t care that I was gagging or salivating all over my own face. His cock was as hard as a steel post. It was throbbing intensely. I did my best to massage the underside of his shaft with my tongue—It was all I could do, pinned down on that desk.

He slapped my face again, this time without any reason. He just liked roughing me up a bit, and to be honest, I kind of liked it too. I don’t know why I liked it. I hated the fact that I liked it—but that didn’t change anything.

“I’m going to come,” he said. “If you don’t swallow my whole load, you’re fired.” My heart trembled. A cold shill ran down my spine. I could feel his cock bulging, getting ready to burst. I didn’t know what cum tasted like, and I was terrified it would be disgusting. But I didn’t have a choice. I had to swallow.

He erupted, coating the back of my throat with his cum, making me gag. He had a massive load that I nearly coughed out all over his desk. But I strained and forced myself to swallow his seed. I even sucked the last drop out of the tip of his erection.

He staggered back, beads of sweat on his forehead. His gaze was inward, as if he was realizing what he’d just done: fucked one of his employees. He looked at me for a moment and then he looked away quickly. All of that intensity was gone.

And suddenly, he became a different person. He put his cock away and his cheeks became red. He started picking his things up off of the floor. “I have a lot of work I still need to get done, so if you don’t mind…”

I pulled myself up to my feet. I could still taste his cum in my mouth—like raw pancake batter. I picked my ripped panties up off the floor and I left his office without saying anything. I hurried back to the bathroom and I locked myself inside. And then I stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe I’d actually done it—I’d slept with my boss to save my job. And I couldn’t believe how sexy I looked with my eyeliner smudged and my hair ruffled from our rough romp.

I washed my face and got changed, stuffing my clothes back into my bag. My job was saved, but now I had a whole new problem on my hands: I had a boss that was sexually interested in me, and if I wanted to keep my job, I would have to do everything he asked me to do.


CHAPTER VIII

When I was getting ready for work the next morning, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to bring. Did he want me to put out again? Was he going to ask me to stay after work so he could fuck my face and make me swallow his big, warm load again?

Or was that it? Did he realize how insane the whole thing was, and now he would never mention it again?

To be safe, I packed my wig and a little outfit: some skimpy black lace lingerie that my sister gave me. I placed that bag under my desk and then I started working. I thought about going into his office to ask if he wanted me to stick around, but then I figured it would be best to leave that up to him. A part of me hoped that after a few days he would forget all about it—but how could anyone forget about that time their employee seduced them while being dressed up like a woman?

I checked my e-mails constantly, waiting for one from Mr. Laine, but I never got it. I kept an eye on his office, and my heart would start pounding every time he stepped out to fill his water bottle or grab another coffee. But he never came up to my desk.

When 5:00 PM hit, I got up and left without looking back. But when I got home I began to worry that he was simply expecting me to put out again—maybe he didn’t think he had to ask. I did tell him that I was into dressing up and being fucked. He obviously believed me, so why would he assume he had to ask?

But the next day I couldn’t bring myself to make any assumptions. I brought my bag full of my wig and lingerie and I placed it under my desk. But he never came to talk to me, and I didn’t receive any e-mails. So I left again at 5:00 PM. Was I in the clear? Was he just trying to pretend like it never happened?

I still brought my bag with me the next day—and it turned out to be a good thing that I did. Mr. Laine came by my desk while doing a pass around the office. “I was hoping you could stick around after work today to run me through that report you sent me,” he said, but I hadn’t sent him any reports. I knew what he wanted: he wanted round two.

So at quarter to five, I slipped into the staff bathroom and I locked the door. I stood in front of that mirror for thirty minutes, meticulously perfecting my makeup. I was getting pretty good. I was learning new things every time, too—like how to properly fill in eyebrows. It’s amazing how big of a difference nicely filled in eyebrows can make…

I squeezed myself into my sister’s black lace lingerie, and then I squeezed my feet into her black stiletto gladiator boots. I loved the way those boots looked on my legs, even though they weren’t exactly comfortable on my feet.

I took a good look at myself in the mirror, and then I started towards my boss’s office, so I could be his pet for another afternoon.

This time he closed the blinds and locked his office door once I was inside. He didn’t want anyone to see what he had in store for me.

From his desk he pulled out a big black dildo. It must have been close to a foot in length, and almost two inches in diameter. It certainly wasn’t for the faint of heart—and I just happened to be the faint of heart. I suddenly felt faint, but I had to go through with it. He bent me over his desk. First, he made me suck the dildo, to get it wet. Then, he began to push the massive thing into my ass. It hurt at first—my ass had never been stretched before, never mind by a foot long rubber cock.

I could hear Mr. Laine breathing heavily behind me, trying to control himself. Like last time, he was getting more and more revved up with each passing second. I could see his erection pressing eagerly against the crotch of his pants. He was horny. He wanted to get off, and he wanted me to get him off.

He started pumping my ass with the dildo. “Jerk yourself off,” he demanded. So I reached down and began to pump my own cock with my clenched fist. He watched carefully, not looking away for even a second. He loved watching me beat my cock. His face was dark red and his eyes were full of intensity. “Don’t come without warning me,” he said.

I have to admit, it felt pretty good—a euphoria unlike anything I’d ever felt before: him pumping my ass while I pumped my cock. I was rock-hard in no time, and I could feel my orgasm coming on after just a minute or two. I started moaning, trying to hold it back. “I think I’m going to come,” I said.

He dropped down to his knees and slid underneath me. He kept pumping my ass with that big black dildo. He opened his lips wide and made sure my cock was lined up with his mouth. And I couldn’t hold back. I came in his mouth—and I came more than I’d ever come before. My orgasm felt endless. I don’t know how he managed to hold it all in his mouth.

But he didn’t swallow—he saved that for me. He walked around his desk and grabbed my face. I opened my mouth and then he spat my own come onto my tongue. “Swallow,” he said, so I swallowed my own load. He had a big smile on his face. “Okay, you can go now,” he said before taking a seat at his desk and continuing to work, as if nothing had happened.

So I went back to the bathroom and got out of my feminine guise, and then I went home.

And for the next few days he was silent again. I kept bringing my bag of supplies to work, just in case. I was on call—essentially a part-time prostitute: Mr. Laine’s own private whore. It was a few days later when he asked me to come into his office after work again. This time he wanted to watch me jerk off while he watched from his desk. He wanted me to stick a vibrator in my ass and then cum into the palm of my hand and then he wanted me to rub it all over my body—so I did.

And I came surprisingly quickly. I don’t know if it was the vibrator or the excitement of it all. When I was with Mr. Laine, adrenaline surged through my body. I’d had sex many times before, and I’d masturbated countless times—but this was different. There was a naughty excitement that drove me insane.

On evenings when Mr. Laine didn’t ask me to stick around, I would find myself at home, fantasizing about our little romps. I liked it when he put his hands around my throat and choked me while I sucked his cock. But it was so strange—I’d never fantasized about any man before. But it wasn’t Mr. Laine that I was necessarily fantasizing about. It was that rush—that burst of adrenaline, knowing anyone could walk into that office and see us. It was the excitement of knowing that we were doing something so naughty that we could both be terminated without notice. And it was the way that he looked at me, his eyes glowing with lust. He wanted to fuck me so badly. He wanted to make me his. I’d never experienced that before: being lusted after. It was a great feeling. I’d never felt so sexy and so wanted before in my life. I didn’t just feel like some tragically mediocre employee. I was so much more—I actually meant something to him. I was something to look forward to: a reason to get through each day.

After a couple of weeks, our little romps became a daily event. He didn’t need to ask me to stick around. I would simply slip into the bathroom at quarter to five and I would get myself nice and dolled up, and then I would follow whatever command he gave me.

And one day, I showed up for work with my sexiest outfit yet: a little Lolita dress that I bought on a lingerie website, high quality breast inserts, and a fresh new pair of fishnet stockings. But I didn’t get to put the outfit to use. When I walked into the office, one of the big bosses was standing there waiting for me. He’d flown in from Toronto to tell me and six other employees that we’d been promoted. We would be moving to a different floor and working under a different boss. Mr. Laine was no longer my boss and he no longer had the power to fire me.


CHAPTER IX

My new desk was pretty much the same as my old desk, though it was a bit closer to the window. I was two floors up from my previous office. My boss was an older woman who wasn’t around much. In fact, she wasn’t there at all the day that I started working in her division. One of the other employees told me that she was on vacation and she’d already been on vacation for nearly a month. “When is she back?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know, sometime next month?”

The floor even had a separate elevator because of the way the building was designed—so people who worked on higher floors didn’t have to wait endlessly in the mornings as the elevator stopped at every floor. So there was a good chance that I would never see Mr. Laine again. And isn’t that what I wanted? Was that not the solution to my whole conundrum? Now I couldn’t lose my job and I didn’t have to embarrassingly put out like a little office whore. I was free. And not only was I free, I was making more money.

I asked the big boss why I’d been promoted. “Excellent employee reviews from your manager,” he said. Apparently Mr. Laine gave me a shining review in his most recent office review. But did I deserve it? I hardly did the minimum amount of work. I hadn’t worked a single hour of overtime in two years.

I sat down at my desk with a smile on my face. My new job wasn’t much different from my old job—almost exactly the same but with different names on the files. I spent most of my first day organizing my desk and relabeling my folders. I got an e-mail with my files for the week—it was a normal load, nothing daunting. The clients were richer, hence the promotion.

But it felt like I was simply returning to my normal life. Once I had my desktop background changed to that same picture of the Rocky Mountains, it felt like I’d gone back in time—back to the day before I snooped around on Mr. Laine’s computer, looking for my Christmas bonus. But I couldn’t force myself to smile.

I still had my bag under my desk—the outfit I was really looking forward to wearing. But was I actually looking forward to wearing it? Or was I just looking forward to pleasing Mr. Laine, so I could keep my job? I didn’t need that outfit now. I could take that bag down to the dumpster behind the building. I never had to put on another dress or piece of lingerie in my life. I never had to suck another cock or allow anyone to plunge my butthole with a big, hard dildo. I could pretend like that part of my life never happened, and I could begin the process of forgetting about it.

I made a detour through the alley on my way home from work that day. I was going to throw that bag into the trash. And once I was home, I was going to stuff all of my sister’s clothes back into a bag and I was going to drop it off at her apartment, and beg her never to mention it ever again. But I couldn’t bring myself to throw out that bag of clothes. I never even got a chance to wear that sexy Lolita dress.

So when I got home, I closed the blinds and locked my door and I put on that little dress. I got dolled up one last time—at least I thought it would be the last time. I got my makeup just perfect. The fishnets fit my legs just right. I squeezed my feet into a pair of black heels. My hair was starting to get long, but it wasn’t nearly long enough to replace the wig yet, so I got the wig snug on my head. And I looked sexy. I loved that dress. I didn’t want to take it off—so I didn’t. I kept it on and went about my night in the skimpy outfit. I cooked dinner while dolled up. I did some cleaning while dolled up. I even sat down and watched a movie while dolled up.

I felt good. I felt happy. I loved the feeling of the satin fabric against my skin. I loved seeing my reflection in my television screen every time the screen was dark. I just wanted to stare at myself all night long.

I went to grab a drink from the fridge when I noticed the cucumber. I pulled it out. It had a nice, smooth end, and I knew that I had a condom and a little bottle of lube in my nightstand. Once the idea was in my head, I couldn’t resist. I skipped to my bedroom with the cucumber. I hopped up on my bed and turned towards my closet mirror. I was trembling with excitement. I lubed up the phallic vegetable and I began to push it into my rectum. It felt nice—a bit cold at first, but it heated up quickly.

I bounced up and down, watching myself the whole time. It was fun and it felt great, but it left something to be desired. And I knew exactly what that something was: Mr. Laine. I couldn’t help but imagine his big cock being pushed in and out of my body. I’d never felt him inside of me before. He’d only ever penetrated me with toys or his tongue. He always left me wanted his thick member inside of my body. I wanted to feel his veins throbbing against my anal walls.

I closed my eyes and imagined him ramming be from behind—and then I came. I didn’t even hold out a tissue to stop my cum from ruining my bed sheets. I had a spare set in the closet anyway.

But now I was sad. I had that perfect little outfit and I had no one to enjoy it with. Though I couldn’t help but smile when I began to consider the idea of sneaking down to Mr. Laine’s floor after work, so we could have a little bit of fun together.

The next day couldn’t come quickly enough. I woke up early the next morning. I stuffed my makeup and my wig and my dress and my fishnet stockings and my heels in my bag and I counted down the hours until 5:00 PM. I hardly got any work done, unable to think of anything but his big, warm member sliding up inside of me. I snuck out at 4:30 PM, going down to his floor. I slipped into the bathroom and locked the door. I gave myself more time than usual to get ready because I wanted to look perfect. I made sure every little detail was flawless before stepping out from that bathroom.

My heart was pounding harder than ever. I couldn’t wait to see him. I’d only had one day away from him, but it somehow felt like a lifetime. My heart jumped up in my chest when I saw him. I watched as his face lit up. Maybe he thought that our little romps were over now that I was working on a different floor, under a different boss. Maybe he thought that I was only ever fooling around with him because I wanted to save my job. He wouldn’t have been wrong in thinking it before, but he would be wrong now. Now, I just wanted him to fuck me because I wanted his throbbing erection inside of my butthole.

And that’s just what I got. We kissed for a while and then he bent me over his desk. He dropped to his knees and ate out my asshole for ten minutes or so before standing up and pressing the tip of his warm dick to my puckering hole. I was trembling all over, ready to feel every inch of him.

He pushed in without much effort. I wasn’t clenching—I didn’t want to clench. I didn’t want to stop him from stuffing me completely. And I probably wasn’t as tight as I used to be—after being stuffed by so many different toys. But he didn’t seem to mind. He started pumping my tush, grunting in euphoria. It was only a few seconds before I was numb on that desk—a glorified sex toy. My own erection slipped free from the short skirt of my Lolita dress. He reached around and jerked me off while he filled my hole. I came almost instantly—how could I not? It felt unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. Even once the final drop of cum oozed out from my cock, I still felt like I was having an orgasm.

He didn’t last long either—maybe five minutes if I’m being generous. But he didn’t have to last long; we had years of daily sex ahead of us. I was even considering showing up early for work every morning, to get a little action in before I clocked in. I knew Mr. Laine would be there—he was always there, waiting for me whenever I wanted him.

THE END
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