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CHAPTER ONE

When Chris got to work on Thursday, there was a note on his computer to go see his boss. Chris wondered what he could have done to make his boss want to see him. He took a deep breath, squared his shoulders and walked down the hall to Mr. Rogers’ office. Chris had just raised his hand to knock on the door when he heard laughter coming from inside. He wondered if he should come back later but the note did say immediately.

Chris took a deep breath and knocked on Mr. Rogers’ door.

“Come in.”

Chris opened the door and walked inside. There was a woman sitting across from Mr. Rogers’ desk with her back to Chris.

“Excuse me. There was a note on my computer that said you wanted to see me. I can come back later if you need me to.”

“No, it’s okay. Come on in and join us.”

Mr. Rogers had a snarky smile on his face as Chris walked into his office. Chris felt a wave of dread fill his stomach. He walked over to the chair beside the woman and sat down. Chris turned to the woman to introduce himself. He extended his hand and immediately felt sick to his stomach. In the chair was sitting his ex. She wasn’t an ordinary ex either.

Chris’s words stuck in his throat. He had to clear his throat twice before he could ever say anything. “Hello, Sandra.”

“Hello, Chris. You’re looking pale as usual.”

“Thanks. I see you’re still a bitch.”

“You know me so well.” Sandra purred.

Mr. Rogers’ was smiling behind his tented fingers. Chris turned to Mr. Rogers. “Is this why you wanted to see me? Am I supposed to give her a reference or something?”

“Nope, she has already been hired. I wanted you to show her around the place. You know where the cafeteria is, the break room, bathrooms, etc.”

“Fine, I can do that.”

Chris started to stand up. “There’s one other thing.”

Chris sat back down another wave of dread filling his gut. “What’s that?”

“She will be sharing your cubicle.”

“My cubicle? She is going to be sharing my cubicle? Why?”

“I just thought it would help her get to know her way around the place better.”

Chris looked from Mr. Rogers to Sandra. He could tell by the look on his face that this had all been planned. He also knew that there wasn’t anything he could do about it. Once again he just had to bend over and take it up the ass.

Sandra stood up and slid her arm around Chris’s. “Shall we go. I’m anxious to get to know this place.”

Chris grimaced as the sickening smell of Sandra’s perfume filled his nose. “I suppose.”

Chris walked over to the door of Mr. Roger’s office and opened the door. Sandra was leaning heavily on him. She looked back over Chris’s shoulder and gave Mr. Rogers a wink. Chris didn’t see this but he wasn’t supposed to.

Chris walked Sandra down the hall and took her to the breakroom on their floor. He showed her where the bathrooms were and then he stopped in front of the elevators. He hit the up button and waited. Sandra never moved her arm or her body off of Chris. When the elevator doors opened in front of them, Chris maneuvered Sandra onto the elevator. When the doors closed Chris couldn’t hold his questions any longer.

“Why are you here?”

“I’m working, Chris. You really are quite dense aren’t you?”

“You know what I mean. You knew I worked here why did you choose this place?”

“You should know. They have an excellent benefit’s package, their pay is the highest in the business, and well, you’re here.”

“Yeah, that’s the biggie. Sandra, there is no us. You have to get that through your thick head.”

“Oh, I know there isn’t an us but that doesn’t stop me from being near you.”

Chris closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He wondered what in the world he could have done to cause the Universe to make his life a living hell. He knew there wasn’t anything he could do about it so he was just going to have to figure out a way to deal with it.

The elevator doors opened onto the ninth floor. The entire floor was made up of the cafeteria that was free for employees but there were other restaurants on this floor that you could eat at if you chose to. Most employees used the free cafeteria whereas the bosses would eat at the other restaurants.

“They have good food here for the most part. If you don’t see something you like, you can ask for something special and they will make it if it isn’t too extravagant. Today it looks like they are setting up for spaghetti and lasagna and those kinds of things but if you would rather have a burger and fries or something like that, just ask and they will make it for you.”

Sandra playfully slapped Chris on the arm. “Silly, you know I don’t eat meat or carbs.”

“Yeah, I know. Well, I guess we’d better be getting to work.”

“Whatever you say.”

Chris led Sandra back to the elevators and waited impatiently for the doors to open. “You know you don’t have to hang on to me.”

“I know.” Sandra snuggled in closer to Chris.

Sandra’s perfume was making Chris a bit sick and was giving him a headache. How in the world was he going to survive sharing a cubicle with her? Chris knew he had to find a way to keep her smell from taking over his senses.

When the elevator opened, he walked Sandra back to “their” cubicle. “Well, here we are. I’ll show you how to get into the system and then you can get started.”

“Okay.” Sandra tossed her pocketbook under the desk on her side of the cubicle. She sat down in her chair and deliberately shot her skirt up about four inches. Chris rolled his eyes.

“You turn the computer on here.” Chris pushed a button on the front of the monitor. “Did Mr. Rogers give you your employee number yet? You should have a company badge that you are supposed to wear at all times.”

“Yeah, let me get it out of my purse.”

Sandra scooted her chair back and made a big show of bending over in front of Chris. She wiggled her butt as she reached for her purse. Chris rolled his eyes and moved backwards so she wouldn’t touch him.

Sandra pulled out the company badge. “It clashes with my outfit.”

“It’s company policy that all employees wear it. Even the bosses have to wear one. If security catches you inside the building without it in plain sight, they will escort you out of the building.”

Sandra pouted as she clipped the badge onto the waistband of her skirt. “Will this do?”

“That will be fine. Now, let’s get back to getting your computer going.” Chris moved the computer mouse and the screen lit up. “Now type in your employee number.”

Sandra did and another screen popped up. “When you get to this screen, you click on group number 12. This is the group we are in. Once you click on that, you will see all the projects that we are working on.”

Chris clicked on the group and chose the project that she needed to be working on. “This is what we are working on right now. Read over the description and then choose something that needs to be worked on and begin working. If you have any questions, ask.”

Chris went to his computer and began working. He heard Sandra sigh behind him. He slowly turned around to see what she was doing. It didn’t surprise Chris to find Sandra sitting there with her compact in her hand putting lipstick on her lips. He shook his head. He didn’t have any idea what Mr. Rogers had been thinking when he hired Sandra. She never stayed at any job long.

Chris remembered that day two years ago when Sandra entered his life. He was fresh out of college and was waiting to be interviewed for a job at a new ad agency that was opening. He was extremely nervous and wanted to make a good impression. He needed this job or he would have to find a cheaper apartment.

The secretary called his name and he walked toward her desk. “Mr. Jennings will see you now. Go through those double doors and take the hallway to your left. Go to the third door on your right. You will see Mr. Jennings’ name on the door.”

“Thank you.” Chris straightened his tie and pulled open one of the double doors. He turned to his left and walked down the hallway. He saw the third door on the right open and this drop dead gorgeous woman walk out of the door. She was blatantly flirting with the man standing there which had to be Mr. Jennings.

Mr. Jennings looked a bit flustered as she giggled, tossed her hair, and began walking toward Chris. “Good luck, sugar.”

“Thanks.” Chris stopped, turned, and watched her walk away. He felt his manhood twitch. He took a deep breath to control himself before he turned back to Mr. Jennings. He didn’t want to go into the interview with a hard on.

Once this woman turned the corner so she couldn’t be seen anymore, Chris turned back to Mr. Jennings. Mr. Jennings broke the ice with, “Wow, she is certainly something to look at, isn’t she?”

Chris laughed. “Yes, she sure is.”

Mr. Jennings extended his hand, “Hello, I’m Mr. Jennings, head of human resources.”

Chris shook hands and introduced himself. “Hello, I’m Chris Cologgi, nice to meet you.”

“Come on in and let’s talk.”

The interview went well and Chris started his job there the next day. He was about a week into his new job when he heard a voice that made his heart begin beating faster.

“Well, hello again sugar, long time no see.”

Chris turned around slowly and there stood the buxom beauty he had seen a week earlier.

“I don’t believe we were properly introduced last week. My name is Sandra and who might you be?”

“Hello, my name is Chris.”

“Well, Chris, we just have to get to know each other better. How about having lunch with me?”

“Sure.”

Sandra wasn’t a one-man woman and it didn’t take Chris long to figure this out. They had been seeing each other for about a month when he caught her with the head of the accounting department. Chris didn’t deliberately set out to catch her, he just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Chris was on his way to see his boss about an idea he had come up with when he heard giggling coming from the copy room. The door wasn’t closed all the way and Chris decided to peek in. He saw Mr. Cross leaning against one of the copying machines. To his surprise, he saw Sandra on her knees in front of Mr. Cross. It didn’t take a genius to know what she was doing. Chris heard Mr. Cross grunt and saw him shake. He slumped over the copying machine while Sandra finished him off. Chris moved quickly down the hall before he was seen.

It wasn’t long before Sandra decided Chris wasn’t high enough up on the corporate ladder and she ended their relationship. It wasn’t a pretty break up either. Sandra took every opportunity to belittle Chris within the company while she worked her way up the corporate ladder on her knees. Chris tried his best not to let this bother him but Sandra was making it harder and harder on him. She was spreading lies and rumors that he was plagiarizing his work even though no one could find proof of this.

Chris was on his way to his boss’ office to put in his resignation when he heard Mr. Cross yelling with someone in his office.

“Don’t give me that bullshit, Henry. It’s all over the company. Everybody knows you’ve been screwing that bimbo Sandra. I’m sure some of the other wives are going to be showing up soon if not today. You either have her fired or I will get it done.”

Chris scooted on down the hall but stopped short when he heard screaming coming from behind his boss’s door.

“What are you talking about Mildred?”

“I’m talking about the blonde bitch that’s been screwing every manager in this place to get where she is at within this company. I’ve done some digging on her and do you realize she doesn’t even have a high school diploma? That’s right. You men always end up thinking with the wrong head and it bites you in the ass every time.”

“She doesn’t have a high school diploma?”

“No, and if Mr. Jennings had done some homework on her, he would have known it before now. Now what do you plan on doing about this? The wives are not going to take it anymore. We’ve already sent an email to the president of the company and he’ll be here next week. So I suggest you get everyone together and get your stories straight. I’ll be talking to my lawyer after lunch today. I’ve put up with your infidelity long enough.”

Needless to say, Sandra caused a lot of commotion and problems for the ad agency and once the president found out she didn’t have the credentials she claimed to have, he fired her.

Sandra was soon known at every place of business and employment agency in town and she wasn’t able to get a job anywhere that wasn’t a fast food restaurant. She decided she needed to leave town and lay low for some time.

Sandra had heard that Chris was living in the same town and did some digging. She found out where he was working and just had to see if she could weasel her way into his life again. She was extremely successful at accomplishing that and couldn’t wait to make Chris’s life a living hell again.

Sandra was already doing that and she had only been at work for a half a day. Sandra tried every trick she had to get Chris to feel sorry for her but it wasn’t working on him this time. When Chris saw her go into the ad department’s offices, he knew where she had set her sights. Chris left her to her own devices and went about his work.


CHAPTER TWO

By the end of Sandra’s first week, she had already been seen in the head of the ad department’s office, the head of human resources, and of course Mr. Rogers’. Chris wondered how long it would be before the wives showed up. Chris shook his head at how stupid Sandra truly was. He knew she was after someone who would be able to look the other way on her infidelity but who would be able to provide her with the lifestyle she wanted.

Chris drove home in his rented car since his was still at the mechanics. He knew the mechanic was screwing him over because it started out that he just needed brakes. Then the master cylinder was bad, and then the brake lines needed to be replaced, every week something new was happening to his car. He had just about made up his mind that he was just going to tell them to keep his car and he would buy a new one. He could afford one and it would at least be under warranty for a while. He made a mental note to call him first thing in the morning.

As he drove into his driveway, he noticed the window in his front door had been broken. Another feeling of dread crept into his gut. He parked his car, got out and carefully opened the front door. He made sure not to touch or disturb anything. He quickly called 911 and told the police what had happened.

Chris was walking around his house looking at all the damage. They robbers had broken most of his dishes, upended his couch, chairs, and tables. His televisions, gaming system, computer, and stereo were gone along with all his movies, music, and games. His mom’s silver service was gone. This hurt him more than anything because his mom had just passed away and left it to him. This had been passed down through four generations.

Chris jumped when he heard a knock on what was left of his front door. He went to “open” it.

“Hey, are you Chris? Did you report a robbery?”

Chris looked questioningly at the cop and then at his messed up house. “Um, yeah.”

“Sorry sir, just making sure.”

Chris moved out of the way so the cops could do their investigation. They walked around taking pictures, carefully opening doors to make sure nobody was still there, and bagging and tagging what they saw as being evidence. The detective asked Chris if he had the serial numbers of all the things that had been stolen so they could distribute them to all the pawn shops in the area.

It was a good thing that Chris kept a list of everything he owned including serial numbers. Chris went to his safe that he had hidden in the garage and pulled out a list of everything he owned and their serial numbers, if they had one. He kept multiple copies of this list and gave one to the cop with the missing items circles. He had a picture of the silver service that used to be his mom’s so they could give that to the pawn shops, too.

The cops had gathered back into the living room. They compared notes and was getting ready to leave.

The detective gave Chris the all clear to try and put his house back in order. One of the cops hung back. He talked to the detective and then came over to Chris.

“Hello, my name is Stanley. If you would like, I can stay around a bit longer to make sure they don’t come back.”

“Do they normally come back?”

“Not normally, but anything could happen.”

“It is fine with me. I’m just going to start cleaning up some of this stuff.”

“Okay, I’ll keep looking around.”

“That’s fine.”

Stanley walked back into the house while Chris decided to call his insurance company to let them know about the robbery to see if they would cover some of the expenses he was going to incur. He was on the phone with them when he noticed Stanley walking from room to room. He didn’t think anything about it and kept talking to his insurance agent.

“Well, they stole my computer but I have everything backed up onto thumb drives. I can send all that information to you tomorrow when I get to work.” Chris paused while his agent talked.

“That sounds great thanks.”

Chris started picking up the furniture in the living room. Chris decided to put all the broken furniture into the garage until he could get someone to take it to the landfill for him.

Stanley really didn’t stay behind to protect Chris in case the robbers showed up again. He had ulterior motives. He found Chris extremely attractive and was hoping he could either talk Chris into having sex with him or find something to blackmail Chris into having sex with him. Stanley was going through Chris’s closet when he found a wig, dress, sexy underwear, and heels. This was what Stanley had been hoping to find.

Stanley walked back into the living room just as Chris hung up the phone. He had the bag of clothes hidden behind his back. Chris walked over to the front door to see if it would shut and lock. To his surprise, it did. All he needed to do was put some cardboard or plywood over the broken window and everything should be fine until he could start the repairs.

Chris turned around and saw Stanley standing there.

“Oh, hi, did you see anybody?”

“No, but I did find something very interesting.”

“What?”

Stanley brought the bag out from behind his back. “I found this in the back of your closet.”

“What is it?”

“Open it.”

Chris took the bag from Stanley and opened it. His stomach clenched when he saw what was in the bag. He had forgotten all about that Halloween costume he had been dared to dress up in. He thought he had thrown it out years ago.

“This is just an old Halloween costume I was dared to wear a few years ago. What about it?”

“I want to see you in it.”

Chris looked questioningly at Stanley. “Are you serious?”

“Perfectly.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

Stanley moved closer to Chris. “Then I will just have to make you.”

Stanley and Chris were about the same size but Stanley did have a few more muscles. Chris wondered what harm it would do if he did put on the dress for Stanley. After all, nobody was here but the two of them. Besides, it kind of made Chris feel pretty when he dressed up for Halloween.

Chris just shrugged his shoulders, took the bag out of Stanley’s hand and walked toward his bedroom. Thankfully, there wasn’t much in here that they bothered. Just some clothes thrown here and there that wouldn’t take him long to clean up. Chris was just about to take off his clothes when he noticed Stanley was standing in the room with him. He moved into the bathroom to change clothes. Chris quickly took off his work clothes and placed them in the dry cleaning hamper. He put on the underwear and slid the dress over top. He slipped on the heels and wig and walked back out into his bedroom. Chris called from the bathroom.

“I didn’t take the time to shave so I’m going to look a bit scruffy in this.”

Stanley was leaning on the dresser when Chris walked out of the bathroom. Stanley pushed himself off of the dresser and slowly walked toward Chris. Chris just stood still and held his breath. Stanley stopped right in front of Chris and ran the back of his hand over the stubble on Chris’s face.

“I like scruffy.”

Stanley captured Chris’s lips in a soul searching, breathtaking kiss. Chris broke the kiss.

“I’m not sure what you expect from me…”

Stanley put his finger on Chris’s lips. “All I expect from you is to do exactly what I say, when I say it.”

Chris took one step back. “And if I refuse?”

“Well, let’s just say I can make your life a living hell.”

“That’s blackmail.”

“Really, since I’m a cop, I didn’t know that. Now, do I have to get rough or are you ready to do what I say?”

“We’re about the same size, I think it would be a fair fight.”

“Do you really?” Before Chris could react, Stanley had taken his handcuffs out of their holster, slapped one cuff on Chris’s wrist and pulled it behind his back. Stanley grabbed Chris’s other hand and had his hands cuffed behind his back in a matter of seconds. Stanley put pressure on Chris’s arms and Chris dropped to the floor on his knees.

“Now, what were you saying?”

Chris looked up at Stanley standing above him smiling. “Okay, so you have had some training and I haven’t.”

“Who has the upper hand?”

“You do?”

Stanley led Chris over to the edge of the bed on his knees. He put Chris’s back against the mattress. Stanley quickly took off his utility belt and unfastened his pants. He let them fall to the floor. He stood in front of Chris with his erection straining against his underwear.

Chris tried his best not to look at Stanley’s erection but it was right there. What was he supposed to do? Stanley pressed his erection up against Chris’s face and Chris tried his best to move his face away from Stanley. Chris’s head was pressed tightly up against the bed and he couldn’t move.

To Chris’s dismay, Stanley pulled his underwear down and his erection hit Chris in the face. Stanley slid his erection up and down along the side of Chris’s face. The stubble on Chris’s face was causing a lot of amazing friction.

“Open your mouth.”

Chris shook his head no.

Stanley pulled his hips back until the tip of his manhood was pressed against Chris’s lips. He kept a tremendous amount of pressure against Chris’s mouth. He knew eventually Chris was either going to suffer a split lip or open his mouth.

Chris could feel the pressure getting worse against his mouth. He began tasting blood and knew if he didn’t open his mouth he would have to explain how he got a split tomorrow at work. Chris wrenched his head away from Stanley’s erection.

Stanley had put up with Chris’s denial long enough. Stanley bent down and grabbed his nightstick. He put it under Chris’s throat and pressed it against his Adam’s apple. It wasn’t long before Chris opened his mouth to protest. Stanley took this opportunity to shove his erection into Chris’s mouth.

Chris couldn’t move his head. He didn’t have a choice but to suck Stanley’s manhood.

Stanley pushed his erection as far into Chris’s mouth as he could get it to go. He then pulled it out until only just the head was still inside Chris’s mouth.

“Open your mouth as wide as you can.”

Chris rolled his eyes up at Stanley. Stanley pushed the nightstick tighter against Chris’s neck. Stanley raised his eyebrows in a questioning manner. Chris opened his mouth as wide as he could.

Stanley began thrusting his erection in and out of Chris’s mouth as fast and hard as he could. He shoved it far enough back that it caused Chris to gag. The gagging motion just about set Stanley over the edge. Stanley pushed his manhood against the back of Chris’s throat.

“Swallow.”

Chris frowned up at Stanley. Stanley pushed harder. “Swallow.”

Chris swallowed and to his surprise, Stanley’s erection slid down his throat. He gagged more and this caused Stanley to shoot his load down Chris’s throat. Chris couldn’t breathe and almost started to panic. Tears began streaming down Chris’s face. Stanley finally stopped shooting cum down Chris’s throat and pulled his manhood out of Chris’s mouth. Chris was coughing, gagging, and gasping for air.

Stanley bent over and rested his head on top of Chris’s. He took the nightstick and pulled Chris’s face up toward his. Stanley kissed Chris softly and tenderly. Stanley pulled his clothes back up and took the handcuffs off of Chris. Before Stanley could react, Chris hit him right in the mouth. Stanley staggered backward a few steps.

Stanley knew that Chris was mad and had been through a lot today so he let it slide.

“I know you’ve had a rough day and I’m going to let that one slide but next time you will be hurting.”

“We’ll see. Now get out of my house.”

“I’m going but I will be back on Sunday and we’re going to have some real fun.”

“I don’t think so. I do. Remember, I can make your life a living hell. Cops following you all the time, stopping you for whatever reason, going by your work and checking up on you… see you will never be left alone. So, we going to party on Sunday or what?”

“I guess we are going to party on Sunday.”

“Good, I’ll send some stuff by tomorrow.”

Stanley left and Chris went to the bathroom and showered in water as hot as he could stand it. He brushed his teeth four times and still couldn’t get the taste of Stanley out of his mouth.

Chris didn’t sleep well that night. He tossed and turned and kept seeing Stanley’s erection bobbing in front of his face. At four in the morning, Chris quit fighting sleep and just got up. He went into the spare bedroom he had turned into a home gym and turned on his workout music. He always exercised heavy metal and cranked it as loud as he could stand it but made sure the neighbors wouldn’t be disturbed. Chris worked out harder than he had ever worked out in his life. He had sweat pouring down his body, and his lungs and muscles were screaming at him. Chris changed the music to meditation music and sat down on the floor. He did his best to push what had happened to him the day before out of his mind, but he was failing miserably.

Chris finally decided just to quit trying to meditate. He turned off the music and went to take a shower. Nothing he tried made him feel any better. Chris stood in the shower and let the hot water pour over his body, and decided to stop trying to stop Stanley from defiling him. He knew there wasn’t anything he could do to stop him, so he just pushed it out of his mind and got ready for work.

Chris decided to go to work early since he just couldn’t be at home right now. All the things that happened the day before kept running through his mind. Chris had completely forgotten about having to deal with Sandra at work but was soon reminded when he drove into the parking garage and saw Sandra crawling out of the backseat of Mr. Rogers’ car. Chris stopped his car so they couldn’t see, but he could see them.

Chris did something that was not like him at all. He pulled out his cell phone and began recording the interactions between Sandra and Mr. Rogers. He knew Mr. Rogers’ wife was expecting their second child, and he was so tired of Sandra ruining the lives of people he knew.

Chris recorded Sandra getting out of the car with nothing on but her underwear. She reached back into the car, and Mr. Rogers’ handed her bra to her. You could plainly see Mr. Rogers’ hand. Mr. Rogers’ head came out of the car. He looked around to make sure nobody else was around and stood up. He pulled up his trousers and tucked his shirt into his trousers. Sandra had put her bra on, and she slinked up against Mr. Rogers. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him to her for a deep kiss. Mr. Rogers’ arms went around her waist, and he pulled her closer. Mr. Rogers’ hands ran up Sandra’s sides, and he cupped her breasts in his hands. His thumbs rubbed her nipples through her bra. Sandra bowed her back as Mr. Rogers bent his head and kissed her chest between her breasts.

Mr. Rogers laid his head against her chest, and Sandra wrapped her arms around him and held him close. They stood like that for a few minutes until Mr. Rogers’ cell phone rang. Both of them jumped, and Mr. Rogers fumbled with his phone. Chris could see his mouth move as he said, “It’s my wife.” Mr. Rogers walked a few feet away from Sandra to talk to his wife. Chris could only catch some bits and pieces of their conversation. Sandra ducked her head into the car and grabbed her skirt and blouse. She quickly got dressed and walked into the building as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Chris stopped the recording and waited until Mr. Rogers had finished his phone conversation and went into the building before he parked his car.

Chris smiled to himself. He had never blackmailed anyone, but he knew how he was going to get out of sharing a cubicle with Sandra. Chris patted his pocket and waited for the right time to confront Mr. Rogers. Who knows, maybe he could add another video to his blackmail scheme. Chris walked into the building and went straight to the cafeteria to grab a cup of coffee and a pastry. When the elevator stopped on his floor, and the doors opened, he was face to face with Mr. Rogers and Sandra.

Mr. Rogers and Sandra were standing there kissing, oblivious to what was happening around them. Chris eased his cell phone out of his pocket and began recording again. He kept the phone down at his side but pointed at them. Chris waited a few minutes before he cleared his throat.

Mr. Rogers and Sandra jumped apart, and both looked like deer caught in headlights.

Mr. Rogers cleared his throat. “Oh, Chris, you’re here early.”

“So are you.”

Chris’ eyes slid to Sandra, and she was positively beaming. “How is your wife, Mr. Rogers? She’s due in June, right?”

Mr. Rogers cleared his throat again, and he had the dignity to look embarrassed. “Um, yes, yes, she is due in June, and she is doing fine.”

“That’s good. I know you said she had a hard time with morning sickness with your first one. Glad this one is easier for her. Well, you two, have a good day. Tell Mrs. Rogers’ I said hello.”

Chris stepped off of the elevator and brushed past the two lovers. Chris knew he had given Mr. Rogers a lot to think about. He could deal with Sandra and her using her feminine wiles to get what she wanted for a bit longer. He was giving them both enough rope to hang themselves. If Chris was right, Mr. Rogers would be breaking things off with Sandra by the end of the day. Mr. Rogers had too much to lose, and he wouldn’t jeopardize his marriage or family for a wild fling with a new employee.

Chris was just finishing up his pastry and coffee when Sandra sauntered into their cubicle. Her perfume immediately made Chris want to throw up. He flipped the small fan he kept near him toward her to keep her perfume from wafting up to his nose.

“Oh, darling, that’s making me cold. Could you please turn that off?”

“Nope, your perfume is making me sick. I don’t want to smell it, and the fan blows it away from me.”

Sandra turned her chair to face Chris. “You aren’t going to cause problems between Gene and me, are you?”

“Gene? Oh, Mr. Rogers, nope.”

“Good.”

Chris turned toward his computer and began working. He smiled to himself and knew he had already caused problems between them. Before lunch, Mr. Rogers had called Sandra into his office. He could hear yelling coming from behind the closed door. Sandra came storming out of his office, tears streaming down her face. Chris just kept smiling and working.

Chris didn’t even have to use his blackmail video on them. It was a good one too. He guessed Mr. Rogers was smarter than Chris gave him credit. Chris went to Mr. Rogers’ office before he left work Friday.

Chris knocked and waited. He soon heard, “Come in.”

Chris opened Mr. Rogers’ office and walked in. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but could I speak with you for a few minutes?”

“Sure, Chris, come on in.”

Chris walked in and sat down in front of Mr. Rogers’ desk. “I don’t mean to cause problems, but could you please move Sandra to another cubicle?”

“Ah, yes, Sandra. I’ve been meaning to talk to you about her.”

Chris raised his hand. “I’m not going to cause you any problems with your wife or marriage. I know what I did this morning at the elevators was a bit mean, but I know how Sandra is. She runs through men to get where she wants to go, and she doesn’t care how many lives she destroys in the process. I tried to warn you.”

“I know you did, and I should have listened, but she is just so beautiful and….”

Mr. Rogers’ words trailed off as he became lost in thought. Chris had seen that look too many times.

“Mr. Rogers, you don’t have to worry about Sandra going to your wife to try to get anything from you. She doesn’t like confrontations. She just tries to use her sexuality to advance in whatever career she chooses to have at any given time. I guarantee you won’t hear from her again. She will move on to someone higher than you.”

Chris could see Mr. Rogers visibly relax. “Thank you, Chris, and about moving Sandra, I’ll have her moved by the end of the day. I think she would work out better downstairs anyway.”

“Downstairs? You’re putting her in the archives department?”

Mr. Rogers smiled. “Yeah, let’s see how she does seducing Old Man Worley.”

Chris and Mr. Rogers both had a good laugh. Chris had felt better than he had in a long time, and Stanley had been completely forgotten. Chris went through the rest of his day with a smile on his face. At the end of the day, people were dashing for the elevators to begin their weekend. Chris always waited until most everyone had gone as he didn’t like being crowded on an elevator.

Chris was standing at the elevators waiting for them to come back to his floor when Mr. Rogers walked up beside him. They waited silently. The elevator doors swooshed open, and both men entered the elevator. Chris hit the garage button, and the elevator bumped into action. Mr. Rogers turned to Chris again.

“I just want to thank you again, Chris.”

“No problem. I did mean it when I said to give Mrs. Rogers my best. You guys really are a great couple.”

“Thanks, I don’t know what I was thinking when I decided to, well, you know….”

Mr. Rogers’ voice trailed off again as he thought about Sandra. They rode the rest of the way in silence. As they stepped off the elevator, Chris walked beside Mr. Rogers since he had decided to park right beside him this morning. Mr. Rogers looked at Chris and where he had parked. Chris raised his eyebrows and smiled. Mr. Rogers knew at that moment Chris had seen them together that morning, but he also knew that his secret was safe with Chris.

Chris waved at Mr. Rogers as he backed out of the parking spot and headed home. He knew that he could get whatever he wanted out of Mr. Rogers for a while. He felt happy until he drove into his driveway and saw packages sitting on his front porch.


CHAPTER THREE

Chris had a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach as reality came rushing back in. He had completely forgotten about Stanley and his little scheme. He parked his car in the garage, closed the garage door, walked into his house through the garage, and then back out the front door to retrieve the packages.

Chris brought the four boxes into the living room and was about to open them when he heard a knock on his door. He walked to the door and opened it. Chris had been afraid it was Stanley, but he remembered Stanley said he would be back on Sunday.

Chris opened the door, and his neighbor from across the street was standing there with another box.

“Sorry to bother you, but this one was left at my house by mistake.”

“Thank you for bringing it over.”

“You’re welcome. I saw a bunch of cops here yesterday. Is everything okay?”

“No, I got robbed. They ransacked the house and stole a bunch of things. Did you happen to see anything?”

“No, but I’ll go check my doorbell camera to see if it picked anything up.”

“That would be great. Thanks.”

“No problem. I’ll let you know if I see anything.”

“Great.”

Chris wondered why he hadn’t ever spoken to her before. She was cute. There was no way she could be single, could she? Chris shook his head and watched her walk back across the street. He could have sworn she wiggled her butt just a bit more, knowing he was watching her walk away. As soon as she was inside her house, Chris turned around and carried all the boxes into his spare room. He didn’t think anything else about them as he went through his normal weekend routine.

Sunday rolled around, and Stanley was having his breakfast on the back deck when he heard a knock on his door. Reality smacked him in the face as he was walking toward the door. He opened the door, and there stood Stanley. Stanley smiled when he saw Chris.

“Good morning, Chris.”

“Hello.”

“Hey, be a bit more enthusiastic. We are going to have a great time today.”

“You might have a good time, but I doubt I will.”

“Not with that attitude. Come on, let’s get started.”

Chris moved back to let Stanley enter his house. He saw his neighbor picking up her paper. She waved at him and smiled, and Chris waved and smiled back at her. Stanley watched the two exchange pleasantries.

“She’s cute. You got something going with her?”

“What, no!”

“But you want to, don’t you?”

Chris just shrugged and closed his door. He made sure to lock so nobody would walk in. He lived in a nice neighborhood, but with Stanley there, he didn’t want to take any chances.

Stanley looked around the living room. Chris had done a lot of cleaning in just a couple of days.

“Where are the boxes?”

“I put them in the spare room.”

“Did you go through them?”

“Nope.”

“You’re going to make this as difficult as you can, aren’t you?”

Chris just shrugged again.

“Go get the boxes and bring them outside.”

“No! You aren’t touching me outside where my neighbors might see us!”

Stanley walked over to Chris and grabbed him by the chin. “I’m really getting tired of you being insubordinate. I guess I’m just going to have to punish you instead of having fun.”

Stanley grabbed Chris by the hair and brought his mouth in for a kiss. Chris stiffened and tried to pull away, but Stanley had some tremendous upper body strength. Stanley wrapped one arm around Chris’s waist and pulled him closer. Stanley deepened the kiss and pushed his tongue into Chris’ mouth. Before Chris realized what Stanley was doing, Stanley had cuffed Chris’ hands behind his back. Stanley pulled up on Chris’ arm.

“Ow, you don’t have to get rough.”

“Don’t I? You keep defying me, so what am I supposed to do?”

Stanley held onto Chris’ arms and led him down the hall. “Where’s the spare room?”

“Second door on the left.”

Stanley opened the door to the room and saw Chris’ home gym. “Nice equipment. We can work in here.”

Stanley pushed Chris into the room and sat him down on the weight bench. Stanley began opening the boxes and throwing things here and there. When he came to the box of clothes, he pulled out one outfit and threw it into Chris’ lap.

“You need to change into that.”

“How can I do that with my hands cuffed behind my back?”

Stanley walked over and took the cuffs off of Chris. Chris started to walk out of the room.

“Where do you think you are going?”

“To change my clothes.”

“You can change in here. I’m not looking. I have to put some things together.”

Chris looked at Stanley. He did seem to be busy assembling something.

Chris quickly took off his pajamas and slid on the dress and lacy underwear that Stanley had given him. He sat back down on the weight bench and waited for Stanley to get finished.

“Great! There is always some part that they forget to send. This is useless.” Stanley put the partially assembled thing back into the box and turned toward Chris.

“Wow, that looks better on you than I thought it would. It brings out your eyes.”

Stanley walked over to Chris and held out his hand. Chris took his hand and stood up.

“Do you have any music in here?”

“Sure, what would you like to hear?”

“Something we can dance to.”

Chris walked over to a shelf and picked up a remote control. He clicked it, and soft music filled the room. Stanley smiled and held out his arms. Chris walked into his arms and allowed Stanley to lead him in a slow dance. Stanley began kissing Chris on the neck. Chris knew there was no use in fighting Stanley. He figured if he let Stanley do what he wanted, he would leave sooner and be out of his life.

Stanley captured Chris’ mouth in a fiery kiss that actually took Chris’ breath away. To Chris’s surprise, he felt his manhood twitch to life. Stanley moved his hands down Chris’ back and pulled Chris’ hips against his own. Stanley smiled against Chris’ mouth as he felt Chris’ erection pressing against his own. Stanley began bunching the dress up in his hands to pull it above Chris’ hips.

Before Chris realized what he was doing, he began kissing Stanley back. Chris kissed Stanley’s neck as Stanley was pulling the dress above his waist. Stanley knelt in front of Chris and moved the lacy underwear to the side. Chris’ erection popped out, and Stanley slid it into his mouth.

Chris sighed as the warmth of Stanley’s mouth engulfed his manhood. Stanley sucked Chris’ erection in and out of his mouth, increasing the suction with each pass. Chris grabbed Stanley’s head to steady himself. Stanley swallowed Chris’ erection down his throat and began humming. Stanley reached around Chris’ butt and began playing with his ass. Chris stiffened, but Stanley didn’t stop. Stanley kept the pressure on Chris’ puckered ass, and suddenly it gave way to his finger. Stanley pushed his finger up to the first knuckle.

Chris groaned and began shaking.

“Stanley…”

Stanley increased the speed and suction power of his mouth. It wasn’t long before Chris grabbed the back of Stanley’s head and shoved his erection farther down Stanley’s throat, and shot his load. Chris slightly bent over Stanley as his heartbeat and breathing began to slow. Stanley pulled Chris’ softening manhood out of his mouth.

Stanley pulled Chris into the floor with him and laid him down. Stanley kissed him deeply. Stanley moved in between Chris’ legs and picked them up. He put Chris’ legs across his shoulders and moved the lacy underwear to the side. Stanley put his finger into his mouth and wet it with his saliva. He pushed his finger against Chris’ puckered butt.

“Please….”

Stanley pushed his finger into Chris’ tightness, and Chris brought his hips up off the floor. Stanley kept adding fingers until he had three shoved up Chris’s tight ass. Chris was beginning to breathe heavily, and his erection was leaking and bobbing. Stanley took his fingers out of Chris’ ass and quickly put his erection in its place. Chris stiffened for only a minute. Stanley bent forward and kissed Chris. When Stanley shoved his tongue into Chris’ mouth, he also shoved his erection up Chris’s ass. Once again, Chris brought his hips up off the floor.

Chris groaned. “Ohhh, GGGOOODDD!!”

Stanley didn’t immediately begin moving; he just let Chris get used to him being there. Chris was breathing hard, and Stanley was trying his best to keep himself in check. Chris moved his hips slightly to invite Stanley to begin moving. Stanley began slowly moving in and out of Chris’ virgin ass.

“God, Stanley, wow.”

Stanley bent forward slightly and placed his hands on the floor beside Chris in a pushup position. This pushed Stanley farther up Chris’ colon. Chris reached out and grabbed Stanley’s hips to pull him farther into him. Stanley and Chris were both sweating and breathing heavily. Stanley pushed himself up and began moving faster and faster inside Chris.

“Yes, Stanley, yes, make me cum!”

Stanley shoved himself as hard as he could in Chris and emptied his load deep in Chris’ bowels as Chris blew his load all over his dress and Stanley’s chest. Stanley collapsed on top of Chris and just lay there trying to learn how to breathe again. Chris wrapped his arms around Stanley and held him. The men lay in each other’s arms until Stanley’s softened manhood slid out of Chris, and they both fell asleep.

Stanley spent the weekend with Chris and taught him everything he knew about making love to another man. Chris knew deep down he was not gay, but he did know that if he was attracted to another man, he would make love to them if given a chance. As for Chris’ next-door neighbor, she helped the police locate the people who robbed Chris, and they became very good friends. In fact, she introduced Chris to another guy friend, and they had a wonderful bisexual weekend together, making love and having all kinds of fun.
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Reid and Smith walk over to the door that was marked dressing room and find lingerie and makeup. They again looked at each other.

“Reid, what have you gotten us into?”

“How was I supposed to know the leader of the Thunder Dogs was gay, and he would choose us to be his pets? How bad could it be? We’re gay. It’s not like we don’t know what to do or what he’s going to do to us?”

Smith just shrugged and found some lingerie that was his size. He saw the case of makeup. “Are we supposed to put on makeup, too?”

“He did say to use everything in here.”

Reid finally found something that fit him, and they both sat down in front of the mirrors and began applying makeup. Reid wasn’t too bad since he had sisters, and he used to watch them put on their makeup. Reid was having a hard time.

“Here, wipe that off and let me do it.”

Smith wiped off the makeup he had putting trying to put on and turned toward Reid. Reid had already applied his makeup. “Wow, you look great. How did you know how to do that?”

“I grew up with two sisters. I used to watch them. I picked up some pointers.”

It wasn’t long before Reid had Smith looking like a million bucks. “There, what do you think?”

Smith looked at himself in the mirror. “Wow, if I didn’t know better, I would have thought I was a totally different person.”

They each grabbed a wig to finish off their ensemble and went out to find Damon.

Damon had been sitting in the shadows anxiously anticipating Reid and Smith’s return. His manhood was beginning to hurt, being squished in his tight black jeans. When the door to the dressing room opened, he looked up in disbelief. If he hadn’t known better, he would not have recognized the two men who walked out of the room. He moved forward hesitantly.

“My, God, you two are breathtaking.”

Reid and Smith both blushed. “Thanks.”

“Come on, follow me.”


THE END
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