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CORPORATE BENEFITS

Jake can’t help but wonder why his co-worker, Tony, is suddenly getting way more vacation time than anyone else, or how he can afford that new BMW, or why the manager is letting him leave so early every day. It’s especially frustrating, seeing as Jake is the one stuck picking up Tony’s slack.

When Jake catches Tony at the mall, wearing women’s clothing and makeup, he doesn’t expect Tony to be so casual about it. He also doesn’t expect Tony’s offer to be let in on the little scheme—a scheme that involves being a little sissy for the boss.


CHAPTER I

I’d been working at the Hodgson & Burk law firm for a year when I started to realize something wasn’t quite right. Tony, the guy who worked in the office across the hall from me, who was hired on the same day as me and worked the same hours as me, seemed to suddenly be getting more benefits than me.

I don’t know whether he was being paid more, but he was certainly spending much more money. He came into work with a brand new computer one morning—one of those Apple computers that cost more than a down payment on a house. And he was wearing a sparkling gold watch. Maybe it was old money, a sudden inheritance, but that didn’t explain the other benefits he seemed to be cashing in on.

He’d just come back from two weeks of holidays, his skin evenly dark and glowing. He was already talking about another upcoming trip, this one to Japan, for another two weeks. I caught him looking at the hotel he had booked, and it looked like the kind of place millionaires and celebrities might stay. The room he was looking at—and I wasn’t sure it was really the room he’d be staying in—had its own private swimming pool and a deck that was as big as the room itself, with two fireplaces and two flat-screen television sets.

I only got two weeks of vacation each year, and I had assumed Tony got the same. In fact, I wasn’t aware of anyone, save for the senior staff, who got more than two weeks of vacation.

Though I’d heard stories from other firms about employees finding loopholes in the system. One friend of mine told me about a guy who went to the human resources department and complained that his job was worsening his anxiety. They ended up giving him an extra day off every week—yes, every single week—and a paid-for pass to a massage therapist twice a week. I guess it was cheaper than slugging out a lawsuit for a year.

But as far as I knew, Tony hadn’t gone to the human resources department to complain. He’d never slugged around the office or complained about any anxiety or depression or any disabilities. So maybe there was another loophole that I didn’t know about.

I didn’t think too much of it—worried that if I let it get to me, I would be miserable for the next twenty years or so, as long as I was with the company. I tried to console myself in thinking he was just burning through an inheritance, burning through his savings, setting himself up for a whole lot of future debt and regret. And then, one afternoon, I found myself behind him in line at the little café on the first floor of our building. I wasn’t paying much attention until the gleam of his credit card caught my eye.

It was a glossy black card with a gold border. I knew that card. I’d been given that card before, to pick up coffees for the whole office, back when I was starting out. It was a company card, loaded with unlimited money. But Tony wasn’t buying coffees for the whole office. He was buying himself a large coffee, and a sandwich with extra bacon. I watched him from across the café as he ate with a big smile on his face. I had to see him eat the sandwich for myself—to make sure he wasn’t buying lunch for one of the bosses. But sure as shit, it was for himself.

The next day I followed him when he left for lunch. I stayed back about a half block, and watched him slip into a fancy restaurant. I looked through the window and saw him being seated at a private little table. The waiter brought him two bottles of expensive wine, and let him taste both before making a decision. I got lunch at the fast food joint across the street, where I could watch the whole thing unfold.

He ordered the steak and lobster, had a second and then a third glass of wine, finished the lunch off with a slice of pie, and then out came that black and gold card.

When he went to the bathroom that afternoon, I slipped into his office, rifled through his coat pocket, and found his wallet. It really was the company card, with Hodgson & Burk embezzled on it. Was he stealing? I put the wallet back and slipped out before he came back. I got no more work done that afternoon, watching him as he surfed the net, the glow of the screen on his smiling face. He was leaning back in his chair without a goddamn care in the world.

He shut down his computer an hour early, put on his coat, and headed for the exit, whistling as he went. Our manager stopped him by the door, so I slipped out from my office to hear Tony’s excuse. “There’s still an hour left on the clock, Tony,” said the manager.

Tony just smiled. “I know. I’ve got some errands I need to run.”

“For the company?”

“No. I’ve been putting off grocery shopping, and I’ve been meaning to go to the mall to get a new suit.”

The manager didn’t look impressed. “Yeah, you’re not going anywhere,” he said, pointing Tony back to his office.

But Tony didn’t move. “Should we take this up with Mr. Hodgson upstairs?” he said, and then the manager wavered.

“Maybe we should.” The manager went to the receptionist, asked her to put Mr. Hodgson on the phone. There was a silence, Tony still smirking like a rotten prankster. “Um, yeah,” the manager said, finally through to the big man upstairs. “I’ve got an employee wanting to leave early to run some personal errands. Employee ID 7732.” There was another long silence. Everyone in the office had stopped working to watch everything unfold. “Um, are you sure, sir? No, no, I’m not questioning you, I just want to make sure you’re sure. Okay, I’m sorry to bother you. Have a good day now.” He hung up the phone, his face white. He looked to Tony and said, “Okay, you can go.” He couldn’t look Tony in the eye.

Tony whistled as he left an hour early, an hour before me and everyone else in the office. And I can only imagine he went to the mall to buy the most expensive suit with the company’s credit card. And the rest of us were left scratching our heads.


CHAPTER II

It was a month later when I saw Tony’s picture as I scrolled through my Facebook feed. It was a picture of a beach in Hawaii, taken from the other side of a window: the impressive view from his suite. I guess two weeks in Japan wasn’t enough, so he decided to stop in Hawaii for a week on his way back. But there was something very strange about the picture, that I didn’t even notice until the third time I looked at it (I spent a lot of my working days on Facebook, scrolling bored through the same posts over and over). In the picture, you could see a vague gleam of Tony’s reflection—or maybe not Tony, but someone holding Tony’s phone.

It was a woman, in a bikini, holding up Tony’s phone with its black and white zigzag striped case. I’d seen that phone sitting on his desk. Maybe he was there with a girl, and he’d posted the photo she took. Maybe she was the one with all the money.

The next theory I came up with satisfied my curiosity: maybe Tony was dating Mr. Hodgson’s daughter. Though I’d seen his daughter in the office before, and I was fairly certain she was still a teenager. Tony was almost thirty, so I doubt Mr. Hodgson would allow such a thing. But maybe he had an older niece, or a sister. Somehow, Tony had gotten in with Mr. Hodgson’s family.

I asked my manager that day if Mr. Hodgson was in. “He’s been away for the last three weeks on vacation,” I was told. And that left me scratching my head. Tony had also been gone for three weeks. Were they vacationing together? Was it a family vacation? Was Tony related to Mr. Hodgson and he’d just never mentioned it before? It would certainly explain all of the corporate benefits he’d been indulging in.

He returned to the office the next week, even more tan than before, with an even more careless smile on his face. I knew I shouldn’t let it bother me, but I couldn’t help it. I’d been sleeping less than four hours each night, trying to keep up with a growing workload—a workload that wouldn’t have been so bad had Tony been around to do his part. And now that he was around, he still wasn’t doing his part. He was still going out for extended lunch breaks, still leaving early, still putting everything on the company card. I even caught him using the company card to do some online shopping, holding that black card up as he punched the number into his computer—probably ordering a hot tub to his house or something.

Everyone else at the office was starting to talk about it when he wasn’t around. When he would leave early for the day, everyone would start to gossip, spread their own theories as to what was going on. One of the girls who had been working there for three years longer than me had a good theory: that Tony was blackmailing Mr. Hodgson. Her guess was that he’d gotten his hands on a sex tape, though that seemed farfetched to me. How could he have gotten such a thing? He was no hacker as far as I could tell. When he first started, he would ask me how to use Excel to create spreadsheets. Surely anyone capable of hacking someone’s camera to steal a sex tape could figure out how to use Excel, unless it was all a rouse.

Regardless, I couldn’t take any more. I had too much pride, and Tony was stomping all over it, making me more and more bitter with each day, with each steak and lobster while the rest of us were eating discount burgers and sandwiches. So when Tony left early one afternoon, I went to the manager and said, “I’m not feeling so good. Do you mind if I go home?” He would have said no had he not still been dealing with the embarrassment from his confrontation with Tony. “Yeah, go ahead,” he said, with defeat still lingering in his voice.

I ran down to the parking lot, hoping to catch Tony before he was gone. He was just pulling away as I emerged from the building. I got into my car and went after him. I thought I’d lost him at first, and then I noticed the gleam of his white car (a brand new BMW) five cars ahead. I followed, keeping that five car distance. My hands were trembling, palms becoming sweaty.

He pulled up to the mall. I parked three rows behind him, and put on a big coat and a pair of sunglasses before following him inside. He had a backpack flung over his shoulder as he whistled towards the door. I followed him through the large, busy mall, and I watched him turn down the hallway towards the bathrooms. By the time I reached that hallway, he was gone. But there were only three doors at the end of that hall: the men’s bathroom, the women’s bathroom, and the handicapped bathroom.

I waited around the corner for him to re-emerge. But fifteen minutes passed, and only two people walked by—a woman and a brown-skinned man. So I decided to go see what Tony was doing.

My heart was pounding as I approached the men’s bathroom. I don’t know what I was expecting to discover, what I was hoping to catch him doing. I opened the door and stepped in quietly, keeping my head down in case he looked at me for longer than a few seconds. But that bathroom was empty. I looked under the stall doors to make sure I wasn’t insane, but I was the only person in that room. So I looked in the handicapped bathroom, which was also empty. And then I found myself back in the hallway, scratching my head. Was he in the women’s bathroom? I looked at the door, waited a few minutes, and then decided to go in. There was no one around, and I hadn’t seen anyone go in since I’d been there. I figured, worse case scenario, I can pretend like I wandered into the wrong bathroom.

So I went in. But it was empty, too. But not completely empty. In one of the stalls, I found his backpack—the one that was flung over his shoulder. But what was it doing in the bathroom, abandoned? In the bag were his clothes.

Tony must have been in the women’s bathroom, and he must have left while I was searching the men’s bathroom. But why?

Was he working some second job? Was that how he was paying for everything? And he was going into the bathroom to change into his work outfit? But why the women’s bathroom? Unless he was changing into women’s clothing…

Wait—was Tony changing into women’s clothing?

I found myself standing in the middle of the mall, faltering, wondering what the hell was going on. I felt like I was on the brink of uncovering some dark mystery, like if I just strained and thought about it for a few seconds, it would all make sense. But I couldn’t figure it out. None of it made any sense. Somewhere around me was Tony, wearing different clothes, maybe even women’s clothes. But how could I recognize him, surrounded by hundreds of other people?

I started going into random shops, looking closely at the shoppers, trying to match Tony’s characteristics while keeping my distance. Shop after shop after shop, but still no sign of Tony. Maybe he’d just changed and then left. But was he going to leave behind his bag of clothes?

An idea occurred to me: why not wait by that bathroom? He was probably going to return for his clothes, so all I really had to do was wait, right?

But I didn’t even have to do that. As I turned to head back to those bathrooms, a glossy black gleam caught my eye. A woman at the front of a line, with multiple shopping bags at her sides, was holding up the company credit card—that small rectangle of obsidian and gold. And as I looked closely at the woman, I realized I was looking at Tony.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Tony was dressed as a woman—in a little skirt, a blouse, high-heels, makeup, a blonde wig, the works. He even have big gold hoop earrings, and as he brushed by me, I could smell perfume. But it was definitely him. I could see him through his eyes. Or maybe I recognized him from that photo he took in Hawaii.

I was so shocked, I had to remind myself to breathe. With such a revelation, you would assume everything would suddenly make sense, but it was the opposite. Now nothing made sense. Now I was stumped, trying to figure out how cross-dressing like a little slut could lead to all sorts of corporate benefits. And the only theory I could muster was, he was sleeping with Mr. Hodgson. That theory knocked the air from my lungs. Tony was sleeping with Mr. Hodgson? No, no, it was impossible.

Sure, Tony was convincing. Had I not seen that credit card, I would have walked right by him. Hell, I might have even taken a peek at his ass had he bent forward. But he was still a man. There was still a cock under that skirt, and toilet paper stuffed into that bra. Unless of course Mr. Hodgson knew he was a man, and was into it—a sort of cross-dresser fetish.

My head was spinning. I had to jog to catch up with Tony. He was carrying eight or nine shopping bags. I didn’t get close enough to see what was in the bags, but I could see the logos—all expensive women’s clothing outlets. So he was buying more women’s clothing? Was he secretly a transgender?

He was heading for the parking lot. I kept following. He stashed all of the shopping bags into his trunk and then he turned and started back towards the mall, back towards the bathroom where he’d made his transformation. My heart was beating fast, and my head was filled with swirling thoughts—nothing I could make sense of. So I let my instincts take control, and my first instinct was to stop him and confront him.

In retrospect, it was a bad idea. He was obviously close with Mr. Hodgson, or someone in high places. If he felt cornered, he could have easily gotten me fired, gotten my name slapped onto a blacklist so I would never get hired at another law firm ever again. But still, I tapped him on the shoulder, and once he was looking me in the eyes, I said, “Tony, what the hell is going on here?”

I expected his fact to turn white, for him to turn around and run, or to at least deny he was Tony. Instead, he smiled, looked around, and said, “Follow me.” He led me to the women’s bathroom, closing and locking the door behind us. He immediately began to undress, going to the mirror to wash off his makeup.

“Well? What’s going on here? What is this?” I said, and he continued to smile.

“I’m about to tell you something that you absolutely cannot tell anyone else. Understand?” he said.

I shrugged. I wasn’t going to agree to that. I owed him nothing. If anything, he owed me. I’d been doing his work for the last month, losing sleep, working ridiculous hours. And now I was the one with dirt on him—so he was in no place to throw around demands.

“Well?” he said.

“I don’t know. Maybe I will, maybe I won’t,” I said. “I just want to know why the hell you’re here prancing around in high heels while I’m at the office filling out your reports.”

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic,” he said. He splashed some water on his face, making his mascara run down the drain. “You should be proud of me. That raise you and everyone else on the floor got last month—that was all me.” He was referring to a small raise of two-thousand a year. Mr. Hodgson made one of his rare appearances on our floor to announce the raise. He said it was his way of thanking us for our hard work, though we’d been behind for weeks, since Tony started taking his long vacations.

“I’m still waiting for that explanation,” I said. Two thousand dollars wasn’t worth all the extra work I’d been doing on his behalf.

“Sheesh, calm down, man. You want another raise? I bet I can make it happen.”

“I just want to know what the hell this is all about,” I said.

He finished cleaning off his makeup, and he took off his wig, making him recognizable again. It was a strange sight, Tony in a bra and a skirt and heels. Now that he wasn’t all dolled up, his body suddenly seemed much less flattering. Or maybe it was because he’d slipped out from the heels, which helped to perk up his ass and made his legs look longer and more slender. “Mr. Hodgson likes to treat women. A few months ago, I was digging through old files, and I found an old lawsuit document. Mr. Hodgson was sued for harassment. I ended up digging deeper, and I found out he’s been sued a number of times. He’s always won, but it was always employees suing him.”

“So what does that have to do with anything?” I asked.

“Well, on that document I found, the plaintiff listed all of the things Mr. Hodgson did: he let her use the company credit card for whatever she wanted, he let her take work off early, gave her as much vacation time as she wanted, gave her a raise… And as I dug deeper, I found pictures of all these girls. None of them were particularly attractive, in my opinion. But I noticed he had a type. He likes his girls blonde, with lots of makeup. He likes them taller, with ‘athletic’ builds. And when I was looking at those photos, I couldn’t help but think, I was basically his type, minus the being a woman part.”

“So you just bought some clothes and a wig and… what? This all sounds insane. You know that, right?”

“Hey, man. It sounds insane because it is insane. But I was sick of the nine-to-five grind. I needed more in life than two weeks of vacation and a handful of sick days. Four sick days a year? What is that? A single cold lasts longer than four days.”

I was slow to respond, not sure I was properly hearing him. Maybe I’d slipped into some delusion. Maybe I was dreaming. It was all too crazy. “So you just went up to him dressed as a girl? That’s a pretty… bold move, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, totally nuts, but I decided if it didn’t work, I would quit. Besides, I could already do the voice. When I was in college, I was part of an all-male theatre troupe and I was always cast as the woman. Sometimes you need to take big risks.” He slipped into his pants and began to button up his dress shirt. “Do me a favour and don’t say anything about this. I’ll make sure you get another raise. Mr. Hodgeson will literally do anything I ask him to. You know Malinda on the second floor? The little blonde secretary? Ever wonder why she’s hardly ever there? She’s one of his girlfriends, too. Hell, if you want in, just let me know. I just got a brand new flat screen TV. It’s one-hundred inches—hardly fits in my apartment. I’m thinking of asking Mr. Hodgson to buy me a new apartment. I’m thinking in that new tower they just built a few blocks from the office. I wonder if the penthouse suite is spoken for already…”

He brushed by me, that smile on his face. He had it made. His life was a dream. I bet he hadn’t spent a dollar of his own money in three months. And there I was, standing like an idiot in the women’s bathroom, wondering if I could afford to get a hot dog in the food court, or if the extra three bucks would make my rent cheque bounce.

I was still angry with Tony when I returned home that evening. His selfishness was affecting the rest of us. While my microwave dinner was heating up, I was answering work e-mails, trying to catch up with the never-ending workload, and he was out doing God knows what—probably drinking champagne in a VIP booth at some ritzy club.

I thought about texting some of the other guys from work, letting them know what I’d discovered, but I wasn’t sure anyone would believe me. I still wasn’t even sure I believed any of it myself. So I decided to sleep on it, make a decision with a clear head in the morning.


CHAPTER IV

When I woke up, my head was far from clear. Maybe it was because I didn’t really get much sleep at all, more questions filling my head with each passing minute of insomnia. I thought of so many flaws in Tony’s system—flaws I couldn’t help but wonder if he was aware of, if he’d already worked around them, or if they were going to show up soon and bite him on the ass.

When I saw him at the office, I needed to ask. I knew that if I didn’t ask, the questions would keep me up for another night, maybe for weeks. “How does Mr. Hodgson know you work for the company if he doesn’t know you’re a man?” I asked quietly as soon as the door was closed behind me.

He laughed. “There are hundreds of employees working here. He doesn’t know any of them.” He said it as if it was such an obvious answer.

“Can’t he just look up your name?”

“I suppose he could, though the name he knows me by wouldn’t show up.”

“But he knows your employee number, or else how did you get a raise?”

He laughed again. “Yeah, he knows my employee number, but unless he takes that number down to accounting and asks them to look me up, he won’t know my real name or my real gender. Look, man, you need to realize something about these executive guys: they don’t give a shit. They only show up for the bare minimum amount of time so they can stay on the payroll.”

“Aren’t you worried they’ll find you out?”

“And do what? Fire me? Fire me for being transgender? That’s discrimination. That’s a pretty serious lawsuit.” He said it with a wink, as if he was so clever. And maybe he was clever, but I wasn’t thinking about a lawsuit.

“I’d be more worried about getting the shit kicked out of me,” I said. Mr. Hodgson was an ex-NFL running back. He wasn’t the two-hundred and fifty pound tank he used to be, but he was still big, and he still scared the hell out of me. He still made the ground shake when he walked onto our floor.

I still had one other question that was burning in my mind. I looked around to make sure no one was spying, then I took a step closer. “And so what—do you sleep with him? What is he getting out of this deal?” I asked.

Tony shrugged. “I do what I have to do. It’s not as bad as you think. But hey, it was nice chatting with you. I’ve got a lunch to make. Maybe we can chat more later, when I’m back from Morocco next week.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing—or seeing, for that matter. And what did he mean, it’s not as bad as I would think? What’s not as bad? Having sex with a man? But how could he have sex with a man if he didn’t have a pussy, unless he was taking it from behind—but even then, how could he keep everything hidden? None of it made sense.

Or was he just sucking Mr. Hodgson off? No—he couldn’t be. He wouldn’t have been so forthright about the whole thing if he was actually getting down and dirty with our boss. Surely he was referring to something else when he said ‘I do what I have to do’. But what else could that mean?

I was kept awake by a plagued mind again that night, more questions popping into my head, begging for answers but receiving nothing. And again, in my mind was the image of Tony sitting on a private jet with a glass of wine in his hand, en-route for Morocco. Dressed up as a woman or not, I could have used a vacation in Morocco. In the grand scheme of things, it seemed like a small price to pay—pretend to be a woman and get everything you could ever want…

The next day, I went down to the accounting department where a friend of mine worked. I asked him to look up Tony’s salary, which was against the rules, but I’d stopped caring. If Tony could ignore all the rules, then I could get away with a few slips of my own. My friend didn’t hesitate in looking up the salary when I told him that Tony had taken six weeks of vacation in the last three months.

$180,000 per year. We both stared at the screen with glowing eyes. “What the hell… Is this a mistake?” he asked me.

“No, I don’t think so.” And we both continued to stare at that number—a number only triumphed by the men who worked on the top floor in their corner offices, spending more time on the golf course than actually working.

“Whatever this guy’s doing, I want in,” my friend said.

“I think he’s related to one of the bosses,” I said.

“Must be nice. For that kind of money, I would be bending over naked for the bosses.” He laughed, obviously kidding, but oblivious to reality. Tony may have been bending over. And maybe it was worth it for that kind of money—money that Tony wasn’t even spending. That number on the screen didn’t even include the many thousands of company dollars Tony was spending at the malls and restaurants. It didn’t include the cost of the vacations he was taking, the airfare, any of it. It was all just bonus cash—bills to line his healthy pockets.

That night, Tony posted a photo on his Facebook feed of his view from his Moroccan penthouse suite. It looked so warm and pleasant. And on the table, next to empty bottles of wine, were literal stacks of money. He was halfway across the world, living like a god—or I should say, goddess—and what was I doing? Sitting in my cold apartment, staring at his photos on Facebook.

So when Tony was back from his vacation, his skin a whole shade darker, I went into his office and I asked, “So how do I get in on this?” and he smiled and told me to close the door.


CHAPTER V

Tony brought me to the mall that afternoon. “You’ll need a good wardrobe—at least ten different outfits, I’d say—formal and casual,” he said as we entered the mall. “Walk around and scope out some clothes you like and then I’ll catch up with you.” He slipped into the women’s bathroom with his change of clothes, and left me to wander the mall. I had no idea what I was looking for. I wandered into a few stores, pretending as though I was shopping for a girlfriend.

The sheer amount of options was intimidating. As a man, you get a single rack of clothes near the back of a store, if you’re lucky. As a woman, the whole mall is for you: a sea of clothes and makeup and accessories and bags and shoes and so on and so on. From across one busy store, I watched girls going in and out of change rooms, trying to see what they were buying, what they were matching with what. Walking from store to store, I tried to pay close attention to what the girls were wearing—the women that I found attractive. Because I figured if I found them attractive, they must be doing something right.

And it wasn’t until that day at the mall that I realized how complex a woman’s outfit can be. One woman, whose outfit I really admired, had so many meticulously chosen pieces. She was wearing a light long-sleeved cardigan over a loose-fitted tank top, with blue jeans and a thin brown belt with a gold centre. Her gold loop earrings matched the gold of her belt, as did her necklace and her gold ring bracelets. Her socks matched her tank top, as did the little elastic band that held her hair in a loose ponytail, and her shoes matched her cardigan. In case the outfit wasn’t enough work, her hair was curled (carefully, with one nice, perfectly-curled chunk hanging on the left side of her face), and her makeup was impressive: perfect lines around her eyes, and the perfect shade of pink on her cheeks.

She caught me staring at her—and granted, I’d been staring for a while, trying to dissect her look so that I could perhaps do the same. I smiled and she looked away and continued on her shopping excursion.

Tony tapped me on the shoulder, so I turned around. He was all dolled up, almost unrecognizable (he would have been totally unrecognizable if I hadn’t already seen him this way before). “Let’s get started,” he said in his feminine voice, which was terrifyingly convincing in itself.

The afternoon started out slow. After we left each store empty-handed, my regret grew stronger. There were a few times I wanted to back out, say ‘never mind’ so I could go home and forget about the whole ordeal, but I’d already come this far. I’d already told Tony I wanted in, and I’d already exposed my vulnerability. And all I had to do was look at Tony’s pretty shining eyes with his dark eyeliner, and I would remember the perks I was gunning for—the benefits that were reserved only for pretty ladies.

We finally bought something about two hours into our mall outing: a little black dress that could be worn at formal events. It was tight-fitted and shorter than I would have liked. Tony was the one who found it, and when he handed it to me and said, “Try it on,” my face turned dark red and my heart began to stutter.

“Now?” I said.

“Yeah, let’s go to the change room,” he said. And then he took the dress and skipped over to the change room. He was good. He had the whole girl thing down. I caught myself a few times staring at his body when he wasn’t paying attention—the way I would steal a glance of any pretty girl who wasn’t paying attention. And there were a few times I needed to remind myself he wasn’t actually a woman, but a man—my co-worker. But the way he spoke, the way he emoted with his hands, the way he skipped when he was excited—it was like I was at the mall with a bubbly young woman. At times it even felt like I was out on a date. Whenever I remembered his real identity, I would get a chill.

I slipped into the changing stall with him. “Alright, get undressed,” he whispered, even whispering in his girl voice. I wondered if I would get to that stage eventually, where every tiny little detail about me was female when I wanted it to be, and not at all when I just wanted to be myself…

“In front of you?” I said.

“Yeah, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And here, put these on.” He reached into his purse and pulled out a pair of black lacy panties. “Don’t worry, they’re clean.”

“Why do you have them?” I asked, taking the tiny undies from him.

He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “Are you going to get dressed or what?”

I slipped out from my clothes, turning my back to him once it was time to take off my boxers. Warmth rushed into my cheeks with intensity. I felt so silly stepping into the tiny lacy panties, with my hairy legs, which Tony told me I would have to shave once I was home, and every morning from now on.

The panties gave me a wedgie, the thin strip of fabric on the backside slipping right between my cheeks. I kept reaching back to fish the wedgie out, and then Tony told me to stop and just get used to it. The real problem was keeping my cock and balls in. Either my balls wanted to spill out, or my cock wanted to slip out. “They’re too small,” I said, trying once more to keep everything in place.

Tony laughed. “Get over yourself. They aren’t too small. You don’t seriously need help, do you?” He let out a little laugh that sounded just like the laugh my high-school crush used to make. No wonder Mr. Hodgson couldn’t tell he was really a man. He had his routine down so perfectly. I would never be able to pull off femininity like that. Maybe this was all a waste of time. Maybe this was a special talent that I just didn’t have.

“Do you mind if I help?” he asked, stepping up behind me.

I felt my body tense up as my face became red hot. Help? Help with what? With my panties? I looked over my shoulder at him, and he was looking into my eyes. And it was very, very hard to remind myself I wasn’t looking at a girl. “I guess so,” I said, my heart suddenly pounding.

He reached around and down, slipping his fingers down the front of my lacy panties. He moved my cock out of the way and then he pushed my balls up into my body. It didn’t hurt, but it felt incredibly strange, like there was an emptiness where something used to be—which is exactly what was there now. He finished by tugging up my panties, worsening my wedgie. “You want tight panties,” he said. “They’ll keep your balls up.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. I was shocked, trembling. A man just handled my package, but it didn’t feel like a man. Even his hands felt strangely feminine. But I’d felt those hands before. I’d shaken his hand after business meetings, and I’d never thought they felt all that feminine. So why did they now?

“Well? Are you just going to stand there, or are you going to try on the dress?” He held the dress out to me.

I put it on. He helped zip it up. I turned to the mirror. It fit nicely, save for the sagginess where my tits should have been, and the fact it highlighted the scruff on my face, and the hair on my legs. The image was far from flattering, unless I squinted and focussed on my hips, which actually looked pretty good. That’s where Tony was looking now, with a smirk on his face. “Damn,” he said. “You’re going to be just fine.” I couldn’t tell if he was being sarcastic or honest. The smirk could have gone either way.

But I’d come this far, so all I could really do now was trust that he knew what he was doing. He was a more convincing woman than most of the women that worked in our office, after all.


CHAPTER VI

I went home with more shopping bags than I could carry. It took me three trips from the car to my apartment to get everything inside, but I didn’t pay a single dime, it was all with company money, that black and gold company card. It was the first benefit of my female endeavour, though it wasn’t exactly clothes that I wanted. Tony ended up picking everything out. Every time we went into a store, I thought I would have the courage to pick some items off of racks, but I would constantly freeze up, and Tony would have to go through the racks and pick things out that he thought I would look good in.

A few of his selections I wasn’t too sure about. But the rest were spot on. He bought me a pair of white overalls that looked so cute with a black top he bought for me. The outfit looked even cuter with the little black sneakers he bought me. “But you won’t really be able to wear this around Mr. Hodgson,” Tony said. “He’s not into the casual look. He likes dresses and gowns—that sort of thing. Even just around his house, he’ll prefer you wear a cocktail dress.” So I ended up with a large selection of cocktail dresses as well.

I was shaving my legs smooth when my doorbell rang. I crept up to the door—crouching so whoever was there wouldn’t see me through the door window—and I peered out the peephole. It was Tony, all dolled up and pretty. He had a few shopping bags with him. I opened the door and let him in. “I have a few things for you, to bring everything together,” he said, and then he looked down at my legs. “Hey, you’ve got great legs! Look at those legs,” he said. And he was right. Smooth, my legs looked like they belonged on a model. I’d never really noticed before—I knew I had skinny legs, but I never realized I had legs that were meant to be in short skirts and heels.

Tony had a few different blonde wigs, a few different bras, and a bag full of wobbly silicone tits. “They lend these out to women getting implants, so they can decide what size to get. I’ve got an assortment of sizes here for you to try on,” he said. I lifted one of the fake breasts out from the bag, letting it wobble in my hand. It felt surprisingly real. Even the nipple had its own unique texture, the way a woman’s nipple does. At the bottom of the bag were a number of bras.

“Wow,” I said, giving the fake breast a good squeeze.

“Pretty good, huh? Well, I’ve got to run to a dinner. Have fun!” he let himself out. I looked out the window and watched him slip into his shining new BMW, which was parked just behind my aging, rusty Toyota.

I found myself in front of my mirror, struggling to tie up my bra. It took a few attempts before I figured out it was easier to put on backwards and the spin around before slipping the straps over my shoulders. Once I had the undergarment on, I slipped in a set of D-cups. They were way too big, making me look outrageously busty. I didn’t want to have too much attention on me. I didn’t even really want Mr. Hodgson’s attention on me—just enough that he would let me into his world, let me use that credit card, give me that big fat raise that he gave to Tony.

The B-cups looked much better, and the way they bounced when I did a little hop was just perfect. I slipped into one of the cocktail dresses, also putting on a pair of black heels, which made my butt look great. And with my body hair all shaved away, I didn’t look half bad. Once I had one of the blonde wigs on my head, I looked even better. Getting the wig on just right took a while, but the time was worth the effort. The long hair helped to cover parts of my face, making me less recognizable, and the less recognizable I was, the more confident I felt.

Maybe this was going to work.

I was putting on makeup—using a book that Tony had dropped off called Makeup Tutorials: Looks for Day and Night—when I realized it was almost 2 AM. I’d been dolling myself up for five hours. I hadn’t even eaten dinner. And for the first time, I actually felt like a woman. I’d always wondered why it took women so long to get ready, and now I understood it. There was just so much that went into it. And it was so hard to be decisive with so many options at my disposal: clothing options, makeup options, hair options. As a man, I could do my hair one way—the way it was cut to be. With my long blonde hair, I could do so much! I could do a braid, a pair of braids, a bun, a pair of buns, a ponytail, pigtails, a swirly up-do, leave it down, curl it, straighten it, crimp it, or a million combinations of all the above. And that night, I kept finding myself back in front of the mirror, changing up my look, trying to see what looked best and then getting a new idea twenty minutes later.

I got undressed and was about to wash off my makeup when I noticed something red at the bottom of one of the bags Tony dropped off. It was lacy lingerie. And with it was a pair of fishnet stockings. My heart pounded as I lifted the sexy pieces out from the bag, felt the soft fabric in my hands. It was all so small, so revealing. It was late but I wanted to try it on, see how ridiculous it would look.

But it didn’t look ridiculous. I looked hot in the lingerie and the stockings that stayed up with help from the lacy garter belt. I turned profile to the mirror and found myself staring at my ass, admiring my curves.

My heart throbbed. I looked like a woman. I was staring at a woman in the mirror. The only giveaway was the slight bulge of my cock, but even that could have been mistaken for a camel toe to someone who didn’t know better.

I turned my back to the mirror and looked over my shoulder. And that’s when I realized there was a hole in the ass, designed for anal penetration. Now my heart was really throbbing. Was this how Tony did it? Was this how he got it on with our boss without revealing his true self? I tried bending over, looking between my legs at the mirror, to see what it might look like to someone about to mount me. But still, the bulge of my cock looked like a camel toe. My back curved downwards just like a hot model, and I loved the way my long hair hung down. No man could look at me and think I was actually a man. I couldn’t believe it. I was hardly wearing any clothes, and I still looked like a woman.

Is that all it takes? A shave, long hair, some fake tits, and a little bit of makeup? Did I even need the makeup? Sure, it made me look hotter, but did it make me look any more like a woman? A cold chill crept down my spine. Did I have a chick’s body? Or could any reasonably thin man pull this off? Was there really that much of a physical difference between men and woman, aside from genitals?

I put on the tallest pair of stilettos I had at my disposal. The heels were so thin, I couldn’t believe they supported my weight. I did a lap around my apartment, wobbling, grabbing onto the edge of the counter a few times so I wouldn’t fall. It was far from elegant, but my God, did I look good. Every time I passed the mirror, I found myself hypnotized by my own reflection. I was actually pulling it off. “Hey there,” I said to my reflection in my best female voice. “Looking good, baby.” I reached up and slipped my hands over my tits, giving them a good squeeze. “You want to play with me?” I asked myself. I ran my hands down my lace-clad body, slowly, reaching down between my legs, over my cock. I started to rub my crotch. “You like that, baby?” I asked.

My voice sounded surprisingly genuine, and it came out surprisingly naturally, as if the whole getup made it easier. I bit my bottom lip, staring into my own eyes, which seemed to be bigger and brighter, probably thanks to the makeup. “You like that? Tell me how much you like that.” I rubbed the length of my cock as if it was my pussy, up and down, rubbing in circles where my clit would be. And then I stepped back and sat down on a sofa chair, still facing the mirror. I lifted my knees up, exposing my puckering asshole. So I reached down lower, past my pussy, until my fingertip was massaging my tight hole. I rubbed in circles. “Shit, that feels good,” I muttered in my girl voice.

I continued to stare into my own eyes, continued to rub, continued to talk dirty to myself. My heart raced. I was so horny. My cock sprung out from its tight lacy prison, but I didn’t mind—it was somehow still hot. I pushed the tip of my finger into my butthole. I’d never penetrated my asshole before, but it felt good. It made my legs tense up and my heart race. I sunk my finger until I was down to my knuckle. It felt good, but it looked incredible. The sight of me all dolled up with my finger in my ass was a sight to behold. My cock was rock-hard now, throbbing on my lace-clad abdomen.

I looked around for something a little bigger, something I could plunge a bit deeper. Then I remembered there was a cucumber in my fridge, and a condom in my bedroom. I got up to get both, running with small steps in my wobbly heels. I couldn’t get the condom on the cucumber fast enough. I stuck it in my mouth to get it warmed up and lubricated, and then I brought it down to my asshole. And looking in the mirror, I realized it was much bigger than I anticipated, way bigger than my index finger. But still, I wanted to do it. My heart was pounding, begging for it.

So I started to push in, with both hands clutching the long vegetable. It hurt a bit at first as my asshole stretched out. And whenever I started to feel embarrassed or silly, I would look up at my reflection, and those worries would wash away. It was like free, high-definition pornography. I couldn’t believe how hot I looked. I couldn’t believe I had a body that could look this good.

I got the cucumber deep, about half of it in my ass before it started to feel uncomfortable. And then I started to plunge it in and out. My legs trembled. My asshole suctioned to the cucumber, puckering out with each pull-out, and sinking in with each penetration. At first it didn’t feel like much more than a feeling of having to use the potty, but after a dozen or so penetrations, I started to feel a buzzing. “Oh God,” I muttered. I plunged it faster and faster, moving it around slightly until I found a sweet-spot that made my whole body quiver and tremble. I took a sharp breath in. Holy hell, did it feel good, like I was pressing on some hidden orgasm button.

“Right there, right there,” I said to myself, biting my lip, plunging the cucumber down hard and fast. My quivering became intense. My legs shook like I was having a seizure, and I started to moan. And then I felt something hot on my belly. I thought maybe I’d spilt my tea, then I looked down and noticed the pool of cum on my belly, and the string of it still oozing from my cock. I made myself come by fucking myself with the cucumber.

I slipped the vegetable out and felt suddenly empty, but extremely satisfied—more than I’d ever been in my life. And I looked at myself in the mirror, and I thought: this isn’t going to work. I liked it too much. I loved the way I looked in the clothes too much. It all turned me on. I could never go out into public in a skimpy little dress without springing a boner. I could never see my own sissified reflection without picturing myself in that skimpy lingerie, taking that big cucumber in the ass.


CHAPTER VII

Tony came into my office a few weeks later at work. He closed the door behind him and he had that big grin on his face. “I’m going to introduce you to Mr. Hodgson tonight. There’s a big party and he asked me to bring some friends,” he said.

I forced a smile, felt a nervous tingling crawl under my skin, and then I said, “I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.”

“What? Why not?”

“I don’t think I can do it. I’ve been thinking about it, and I just don’t think it’s such a good idea.”

“But we got you all the outfits, and we got your look down—and your voice is convincing.” Tony and I had gone to the mall a few times since our initial shopping spree, both times to get me used to being a woman in public. He wanted to show me that it wasn’t so hard, that everything came naturally once you let yourself relax—and he was right. We weren’t at the mall for an hour before I started to forget I was really a man. I even ended up chatting with one of the store employees about the upcoming fall fashions they would be stocking in a few days.

But my body reminded me that I was a man when I was browsing around a store that sold the cutest little skirts. I started getting a boner. I had to slip into the change room before anyone would notice, but the erection didn’t go away. I ended up rubbing one out in the change room, and I was good for a few hours, but it happened again before we left the mall, when we were in a little lingerie store. Whenever I got dressed up at home, the same thing would happen. It had gotten so bad that, sometimes when I was at work, all I had to do was think about myself in drag and I would get hard.

There was no way I could be around Mr. Hodgson, being hit on. And there was no way in hell I could bend over and put out without a wardrobe malfunction.

“You have to come. Don’t chicken out now,” Tony said. “We’re talking about a huge raise, and so many other bonuses. You know that BMW I drive? It was a gift from Mr. Hodgson. He’ll give you one too, or whatever other car you want.”

I was frustrated, but I tried to hide it. Not only could I not go through with it without embarrassing myself, now I had a new fetish that I couldn’t get out from my mind. It had started to consume me. It was all I could think about at work. I would drift away and catch myself on women’s clothing websites, filling up online shopping carts with adorable dresses and heels.

“I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll pick you up at your place, at seven. Be ready to go. And maybe wear that cute red dress, the strapless one. Mr. Hodgson really likes girls in red dresses.”

I had a thick lump in my throat. I’d come this far. I couldn’t just turn back now. Besides, I could have used a new car, a nicer apartment, a big raise. With the money Tony was saving, he could have enough to retire in five years instead of thirty. I wanted that, too. So maybe I could just bite my tongue and go through with it.

I started getting ready as soon as I got home, taking a shower, shaving my legs until they were perfectly smooth. Tony had bought me a jar of lotion from a ritzy cosmetics store that I rubbed all over once I was out of the shower. It made my skin look and feel so smooth. I got into my wig and started doing my makeup. And then it already started happening: the pounding heart, the buzzing excitement, and the erection. I put on a different pair of panties—the strongest pair I owned—hoping it would do a better job of keeping everything in place. It seemed to do the trick, but the bulge was obvious, and if Tony wanted me in that red dress, I needed to deal with the bulge.

I decided I would jerk off, right before heading out, and hopefully that would be enough relief to get me through the night.

In the meantime, I finished doing my makeup (a cat-eye look I’d gotten really good at), and I got into my red, strapless dress. It had a long slit down the side that exposed my smooth leg and a hint of my lacy panties. I had the strangest sensation swirling inside of me: a combination of confidence and utter dread. I knew I could pass as a woman—not just a woman, but a woman that the whole party would notice and stare at and wish belonged to them. But that was the problem—it’s not what I wanted. The fewer eyes on me the better. My career and dignity were both on the line.

I looked up at the clock. It was quarter to seven, fifteen minutes until Tony would be at my door to take me to the big party. I still needed to get myself off. So I went into my bedroom, fetched the dildo I’d ordered online, and I returned to my living room, to the sofa chair that faced the mirror. I had a bundle of paper towels ready for my climax, so I wouldn’t ruin my dress. I sat down, pulled my little panties down to my knees, and I started to penetrate myself. I slid the dildo in slowly. I’d gotten used to the feeling of being stuffed, and my asshole no longer hurt upon penetration.

I sunk the dildo in deep, took a deep breath, and then I started to pump myself. I let my head fall back and I closed my eyes. In my mind, I saw a big, muscular hunk, holding my legs apart, his big long dick sliding in and out of my asshole. I could almost feel his warm veins throbbing inside of me.

And I started feeling that buzzing, that buzzing that I’d become all-too familiar with over the past couple of weeks. It was the approaching climax, the hands-free orgasm. I opened my eyes to watch the spectacle, to get the paper towels ready to catch the pool of my hot load. And then I noticed him standing in the doorway—Tony, all dolled up and ready to go, with eyes as wide as an owl’s. His lips were parted slightly in amaze. I pulled the dildo out and quickly covered myself with my dress. I stopped just moments before coming, and that euphoric feeling lingered, making my eye twitch and my legs tremble. “What are you doing in here?” I said.

“It’s seven. I knocked, but you didn’t answer. Your door was unlocked, so I let myself in. I see you’re getting yourself ready,” he said.

“I—You—I mean—You weren’t supposed to see this. I was just getting ready, so it doesn’t hurt the first time,” I said, feeling stupider and stupider as each word fell off of my tongue.

“So it doesn’t hurt the first time? So what doesn’t hurt the first time?” Tony said, his eyes still glowing.

“With Mr. Hodgeson,” I said.

He covered his mouth in a failed attempt to stop himself from laughing. “I’m sorry,” he said, but then he kept on laughing. “What exactly are you planning on doing with Mr. Hodgson?”

The lump in my throat prevented me from responding, not that I had anything to say anyway. I found myself standing there, feeling like a complete idiot, confused as hell. “What’s so funny?” I finally managed to ask, my whole face a shade of crimson.

“Mr. Hodgson doesn’t have sex. He’s asexual,” Tony said.

My head was spinning now. He was asexual? What did that mean? What was Tony talking about?

“He just likes having women around him as a status thing. If you even mention sex, he gets totally uncomfortable. When we were in Hawaii, one girl tried to give him a handjob and he sent her home on a private plane. She’d barely touched him, and then we didn’t see him for three days.”

Now I felt especially stupid. Not only had I been caught fucking myself in the ass, but I’d been preparing for anal sex for weeks, physically and mentally. I’d gotten myself ready for it, gotten used to being stuffed in the ass, figured out how to look drop-dead sexy without giving any part of my true self away. But all I really needed to do was put on the outfits and do a convincing girl’s voice.

Tony had his hand over his mouth again, giggling. Even his giggle sounded totally convincingly feminine.

“Okay, let’s just go to the party. Please just forget you saw all of this,” I said, standing up, fixing my dress, doing my best to hide the bulge of my erection that didn’t want to go away.

“Are you going to go with that big boner?” he asked, laughing some more. And somehow, my face got redder and hotter.

I tried to say something, but couldn’t, too overwhelmed with embarrassment.

“Can I help you with it?” he asked, looking down at it and then back up at me, biting the corner of his plump, glossy lip.


CHAPTER VIII

I didn’t respond, but my lack of response was enough for him. He stepped forward, slipped his hand onto my abdomen and then slid it down, onto the bulge of my throbbing erection. “You’re big,” he said softly with that cute voice. He rubbed it up and down through the satin of my dress.

With his other hand, he reached up and cupped my breast, and he squeezed. Even though my tits were fake, I felt like I could feel it, and it felt nice, strangely relaxing as he rubbed my rod. I let a nervous laugh slip. “You’re going to make me ruin my dress,” I said.

“You’ve got other dresses, right?” he said. He pulled the skirt of my dress up and then grabbed my cock with his bare hand. He started to stroke me off. “Does that feel okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, taking long, deep, controlled breaths. I stared into his eyes and he stared into mine. My God, he was beautiful. I leaned forward and kissed him and he kissed back, slipping me some tongue, making me even harder—somehow. I was so hard, it hurt, like my cock was trying to grow even bigger but it was being held back by my tight skin.

“You look really cute in that dress,” he said to me.

“Thanks. You look good, too.” Every time his hand pulled over the tip of my cock, I thought I was going to erupt. I was holding back, still on the verge of coming from my anal play a few minutes earlier.

“Did you try on the lingerie I left for you?” His grip tightened. I took another deep breath.

“Yeah.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yeah,” I said.

He sunk down to his knees, moved his hand to the base of my shaft, and plunged my rod into his warm, wet mouth. He started to suck. My legs trembled so I grabbed onto the edge of the counter. “Like that,” I said. One of his hands ran up and down my long, smooth leg while he sucked. He managed to get my entire length into his mouth, plunging half of my cock down into his throat. He gagged a little, but remained sexy and elegant.

My fingers found their way into his hair, massaging his scalp, pulling him forward to take more of my cock. I looked down and he was looking up at me, his eyes shining, making me weak. He let my cock slip out from his mouth, slapping his chin with warm saliva. “Do you want to suck me off?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. He fell back onto his elbows, hiked up his skirt, revealing his red panties. I sunk down between his legs and ran my fingers over that bulge. He was big, throbbing, getting bigger. He smelled like lavender and vanilla. I kissed the inside of his thigh before slipping his rod out from his panties. I couldn’t wait to plunge it into my mouth, to suck it, to make him squirm and moan. I didn’t waste a second.

I don’t think I was quite as elegant as he was. When I first plunged his erection into my throat, I gagged, and nearly broke off into a coughing fit. But after a couple of minutes, I had the technique down pat, and I had a good rhythm. His hips rose gently off of the floor and he began to thrust himself into my mouth. I let him, my nose pressing repeatedly into his pelvis.

When I finally had to spit him out to catch my breath, he said “Come here,” motioning me towards him with his pointer finger. I couldn’t resist those eyes, that face, that incredible body. I crawled up on top of him and we kissed again, tasting our own cock’s on each other’s lips. On impulse, I started to grind my ass on his hard, wet shaft.

He reached down, aimed it at my asshole, and then I sat down, sinking it into my body. My God, it felt so much better than the dildo I’d been playing with for weeks. It was warm, throbbing, and I could feel his foreskin pulling back. It felt real, and the best part came next: where I was no longer the one in control.

He rolled me over onto my back, pinned my arms at my sides, and then he started to pump my asshole with his cock. And he seemed to find that sweet spot without a word of guidance or a moment of hesitation. Within seconds, I was a squirming mess, moaning loudly, unable to look away from his tits bouncing in his dress. “You like that, you little slut?” he asked.

“Yeah. Fuck me,” I said. He came down harder and harder, faster and faster. That buzzing came back with a fierce intensity. “I’m going to ruin my dress,” I said.

“Fuck the dress,” he said. I swear I could feel his hard rod up near my throat, it was so big. “Come all over yourself, baby.” And then I did. I screamed and that buzzing became so intense that I wanted to thrash, and would have had he not been holding me down. Hot cum blasted out from my cock, all over my body. He watched with glowing eyes and parted lips. I got myself in the face, my neck, my chest, my abdomen, everywhere. He fingered a dab off of my cheek and brought it up to his mouth. He licked it with a big grin. “You really are a little slut.”

“So are you,” I said.

“I know,” he said. I watched his face become red. He bit his lip, strained, trembled, and then I felt his hotness filling me deep. He was coming, letting out a little battle cry of his own. And then he fell off of me, laying at my side, breathing heavily as cum dribbled out from my asshole. It was a minute of heavy breathing before he said, “We’re going to be so late for the party.”

“Screw the party,” I said, still floating in a serene euphoria. The final few drops of cum were still slowly trickling out from my cock in the most incredible extended orgasm I’d ever had.

“You don’t want to get in with Mr. Hodgson? What about all the special benefits?”

“Do you want to come around here again tomorrow?” I asked.

“Yeah. Hell, we should do this every day.” He laughed.

I ran my hand down the side of his soft, precious face. I looked down at his body, his cock slumped on his satin dress in a little puddle of cum. “Then I’ve got all the benefits I want,” I said. We looked at one another at the same time, with the same goofy grins on our faces.

THE END
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