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    GETTING THE JOB 
 
    Jared has been working for Herman Prosthetics for years, but that promotion he’s always wanted (and deserved) has just never come his way. The reason: they say he’s just too valuable down in the workshop, building artificial body parts. But Jared gets an idea after eavesdropping on two of his managers, who apparently blackmailed their way into their well-paid positions. Jared knows one thing about his boss, Michael Herman: he loves women. 
 
    Jared’s got the skills to turn himself into a beautiful, convincing woman. But does he have the skills he needs to seduce his boss and get something he can use to blackmail his way into a corner office? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    You wouldn’t think so, but being too good at your job can be a real problem. How backwards is that? I worked my ass off for years at Herman Prosthetics, hoping to work my way up to one of the coveted, well-paid management positions in one of those upstairs corner offices. But no matter how hard I worked, I never got the promotion I wanted. Sure, I got a few raises, and I eventually became the ‘team leader’ downstairs, in the shop, but I never got an office, I never got a desk, I never got that manager title I wanted so badly. And what about the guys who came in late and did a half-ass job? Of course they eventually worked their way up the ranks. One of the guys I trained during my first year had managed to become the director of the entire company.  
 
    So why not me? “You’re too valuable to us down in the shop,” they told me when, after years of building up confidence I finally asked. “How’s about a dollar an hour raise?” was their counter-proposal. It wasn’t about the money. I made decent money, more than I needed to live within my comfort zone. I wanted the recognition. I wanted the title. Unfortunately, it was starting to seem like that was never going to happen. 
 
    My job was fairly simple—at least I thought it was. No one seemed to be able to do it half as good as I could. The designers upstairs would create some hand-drawn mock-ups of different prosthetic pieces and I would build the prototypes down in the shop. Sometimes I had to create a few different versions before the guys upstairs were happy and they sent my prototype off to another shop to be produced on a larger scale. We mostly made fake arms and legs for amputees, and occasionally we got to make more interesting pieces for big movie sets, though with computer graphics quickly taking over the film market, that was becoming less and less common. 
 
    The highlight of my job was seeing the guys upstairs looking at my pieces in awe, watching them touch the pieces, hearing them say, “It looks and feels so real.” The worst part of my job was watching them turn to the engineers with big smiles on their faces. “You’ve really done it this time. Good job!” The praise was never for me, even though all those lazy engineers ever did was send me some rough doodles and some vague dimensions. I was the one who did all the work. I was the one who worked evenings and weekends and hardly ever got to spend time at home. It was totally unfair.  
 
    Every September, the bosses of Herman Prosthetics, including Michael Herman himself, would hold their third quarter progress meeting downtown, in a private booth at the local Oktoberfest festival. It was less of a meeting and more of an excuse to hang around scantily clad ladies, drink lots of beer, and get away from work for a bit (not that they spent much time at the office anyway). I know this because I was there at the Oktoberfest festival, eating dinner with some friends of mine, when I saw them from across the establishment. I don’t know what came over me in that moment, but I decided that enough was enough. I was going to go up to them and demand my promotion, demand my office upstairs. Maybe it was the effects of the beer seeping into my brain, or maybe I really was just finally fed up (probably a combination of the two things). 
 
    I marched over to their table. “Mr. Herman,” I said, standing tall and confident. 
 
    He looked up at me with narrowed eyes for a moment before tilting his head slightly. “You look familiar,” he said, slurring his words slightly. He took a big sip from his beer, spilling a bit onto his lap. Under his arm was a Bavarian beauty, dressed in the traditional dirndl—a beer maiden goddess. The men with him had Bavarian beauties of their own. Unfit, older men with some of the most beautiful women on the planet… And they say money can’t buy happiness. “I know!” Herman finally shouted. “You work in the shop. You’re name is…” He scratched his balding head. 
 
    “Jared, sir,” I said. “I wanted to talk to you about something.” 
 
    “Another time, Jared. We’re busy here.” 
 
    “It’s very important,” I said, though Mr. Herman was probably right, it probably was a topic more appropriate for another day. Still, I went on. “I think I deserve a promotion. I think I should be a manager and I should get an office upstairs.” 
 
    Everyone at the table stared at me for a moment and then they all started to laugh. “Get out of here,” he said, shooing me away with his hand. “You should be ashamed of yourself, interrupting a business meeting like this.” Maybe I should have stood my ground, but my confidence was rattled and my ego was destroyed. I backed away and made my way back home. Luckily I didn’t lose my job. Luckily, no one even seemed to remember my proposition. Maybe the booze had my back and erased their memories. But I learned my lesson. After that, I stayed away from Mr. Herman and I began to lose sight of my dreams of making my way upstairs. 
 
    Until I learned a little secret about Mr. Herman.  
 
    The annual Oktoberfest festivities were approaching once again and I found myself alone in a bar one night after work. I’d just spent fifteen hours in the shop trying to figure out how to make the fake skin on a prosthetic arm more realistic. “It’s too rubbery,” the engineers told me, giving me no suggestions on how to improve it. Their goal was to make “the world’s most realistic prosthetics.” It was more like their goal for me, rather than their own goal. It was part of Mr. Herman’s new company mission, which was a response to dwindling profits in a terrible second quarter (and a worse third quarter). 
 
    As I was sitting at that bar, I heard a familiar voice. A few seats down from me were two of the managers from Herman Prosthetics. They were discussing the reasons behind the company’s recent failings. “What do you mean you don’t know why profits are slipping?” one of the managers said. “The reason’s obvious.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Think about it. How did you get your job? How did I get my job? How did Erin get her job?” 
 
    I carefully turned my face away from the men, so I wouldn’t be noticed or recognized. I wanted to hear what they had to say. Herman had just laid off a dozen employees. Everyone knew things were rough, but no one knew why. No one was piping up. Did I have to worry about my own job? Was Herman Prosthetics going to go out of business? 
 
    “What are you saying?” one of the managers asked. 
 
    “I’m saying, this is what happens when no one is actually qualified to do their job. This is what happens when your CEO is corrupt.” I listened to the two men chat for the rest of the evening. From what I was able to piece together, they both got their jobs thanks to ‘gifts’ from their very rich parents. Erin, the company’s hiring manager, apparently got her job by sleeping with someone in a high up position (who, I should point out, was married). By the sounds of it, there were very few people working upstairs who actually earned their place.  
 
    And by the sounds of it, Mr. Herman was a man for sale. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the money to get my own promotion, which was too bad, because after listening to the two men talk all night, I knew I could fix things. After years of working for the company, getting to know everyone and all corners of every operation, I knew exactly who needed to go, who needed to be promoted. I knew which materials the company could cut back on. For instance, the engineers insisted on using a product called Meleonite for the artificial bones, but there was a plastic product called Gyrex-III that was a tenth of the price, and just as good (they were under the assumption that anything plastic was cheap, a silly assumption). 
 
    Everyone who worked upstairs got stock in the company. If I could just get upstairs and lift the place back up, everyone would love me. I could be the hero. I could make everyone rich—if they would just give me a chance.  
 
    The next day, the fellow I trained who had managed to become president of the company, was arrested for laundering money. There was an opening. “Who’s going to be the new president?” everyone downstairs was asking. 
 
    “Mr. Herman won’t be making any final decisions until after the third quarter progress meeting,” it was announced. As you would expect, everyone downstairs was excited. If one of the managers gets upgraded to president, that meant there would be an open management position. It was all anyone could talk about. “Who’s it going to be? Who’s going to get the spot?”  
 
    Unlike my co-workers, I wasn’t excited. I knew it wasn’t going to be me, because I knew that I was “too valuable downstairs”. And after listening to those managers in the bar, I had a good feeling it wasn’t going to be any of my co-workers either. 
 
    That afternoon, we got a private order for a film—a full female body. Apparently there was a scene in the movie where the bad guy throws a naked prostitute out of the window and needed to have a realistic dummy to fall down to the ground. “As realistic as you can possibly make her,” the client said, so naturally I was given the job. 
 
    And that evening, as I began to form my moulds, I had an idea. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    We had a collection of fake dummies in a back room that we usually used when we had to mould whole bodies. It was too expensive, especially in the company’s current state, to hire actual people to stand around for hours while we casted moulds of their figures. 
 
    But instead of using the dummies in the back room, I decided to make a mould from my own body. After everyone went home for the night, I set up my workstation, mixed the latex, and I stripped down. I used my own body for the dummy prostitute. By the time everyone came in to work in the morning, the mould was finished, set aside to dry, and no one had any idea the fake prostitute body was my own. I poured the latex into the mould and spent the next week working out the details. When the client came to pick the dummy up, he was thrilled. He couldn’t stop feeling her, squeezing her tits (which I sculpted myself, seeing as my own body did not have tits on it). “It’s so real!” He ended up turning her over to see if her pussy actually worked, attempting to stick a finger up her snatch. It didn’t. 
 
    Of course, it was my manager who got the pat on the back. “Great job,” the client said with a big smile on his face. My manager didn’t even bother to introduce me or let the client know it was me who made the damn thing, but it didn’t matter, I was used to it. Besides, I got what I needed out of the job. I had a life-cast of my own body, complete with a pair of tits and a plump little pussy. 
 
    After everyone left for the weekend, I loaded that life-cast up in my car and brought it home to my garage, which would become my secret work station for the next week. I cut the legs, arms, and head off of the cast, because I only needed the torso. Every night, I would sneak a few supplies home, including a few buckets of silicone, latex, fake hair, and some tools. I was creating a suit that would fit snug to my body. I was a known perfectionist at work, but with this project, my perfectionism reached a whole new level. The suit needed to be absolutely perfect. It needed to fool not just your regular bystander, but it needed to fool the owner of one of the biggest prosthetic firms in the entire country—not an easy feat by any means. 
 
    I spent most of my time on the tits, making sure they not just looked real, but felt real too. I carefully mixed warm silicone with water until the consistency was absolutely perfect. It took a few attempts, but the end result was worth the effort. What I’d created would have made plastic surgeons drool. And best of all, they were big tits—they had to be big. They were, after all, going to be stuffed into a dirndl, showing off lots of cleavage. 
 
    In case you don’t know, a dirndl is the female equivalent of a lederhosen. You know those sexy little outfits German girls wear at Oktoberfest, with the puffy skirts and the big cleavage and the drool-inducing white stockings? Those are dirndls.  
 
    My plan was to work my way into Mr. Herman’s little circle, to sit next to him and get some secrets out of him. Yes, I was going to attempt to seduce my boss. It sounds absurd, but it really wasn’t so crazy. He was a horny man who had a reputation of getting around with just about anything on two legs. He had two weaknesses: women and money. I couldn’t invent money but I could invent a woman. 
 
    I shaved my legs and my arms and my face. My fake torso wrapped under my crotch and even included a fake ass—because who would say no to a nice, plump ass? Unlike the dummy prostitute I’d made for the film shoot, my female suit actually had a working pussy, in that there was a hole and a working pee-tube that wrapped around my own cock like a condom. It wasn’t the most comfortable set up, but it sure looked realistic. As for the vagina, that worked too, not because I had any intentions of actually sticking anything in it, but because it was the only logical place to put an access point in case I needed to adjust anything down there (for instance, if my pee tube got disconnected).  
 
    My wig was blonde and I styled it into two long braids that hung down to about my sternum. The outfit, I ordered off of Amazon, express shipping. I got it in just two days. While I waited for the delivery, I practiced different voices, recording them to see which sounded best, and then perfecting the one I went with so no one would be the wiser.  
 
    Makeup was easy, thanks to the help of many online tutorials. I tried out a few different styles but ended up going for a more understated look, light on the mascara, light on the eyeliner, light on the blush. It wasn’t until after I finished shaping my eyebrows that I wondered how I was going to explain my thin eyebrows to my co-workers. So I spent some time learning how to draw on realistic eyebrows so no one would notice. I also started to wear a ball cap to work, which helped, too. 
 
    With the outfit complete, I stood in front of the mirror. I did a little hop, watching my cleavage bounce up and down, to make sure everything was secure and fitted properly. Everything seemed fine, and I have to say, I looked adorable.  
 
    I did a few different poses and practiced a cute little giggle. I was pretty sexy in that little outfit, with my boobs pushed up and my blonde braids resting over them. It was surreal, seeing myself as a woman. Because it wasn’t like I was wearing a mask and I hadn’t changed any of my facial features. I was still me, just with some makeup and a head of beautiful, blonde hair. It was almost discouraging to think how good I looked as a woman, how flattering the dirndl was on my body, and how good my legs looked all shaved and smooth. It was almost a shame to cover them up with the white stockings, but the white stockings were sexy in their own regard. 
 
    I did a little spin, letting the skirt of my outfit lift slightly off the ground. I really did look good. I grabbed my tits and gave them a firm squeeze, making sure they would withstand a possible groping. They stayed in place perfectly. And it was strange, I swear I could feel them, as if they were really an extension of my own body. I felt like I could feel my fingertips running along the bare skin of my breasts, and I could feel strong pulses as my fingertips ran over my nipples. Such a thing was, of course, physically impossible. Maybe I’d just put so much time and work into them, they practically felt like a part of me. 
 
    After a while, the suit really wasn’t so uncomfortable. Though it started to get rather warm after about an hour, so I took the suit off and spent the rest of the night poking tiny needle-sized holes over the entire thing to imitate pores in the skin. I thought it was a pretty clever idea and I was surprised I hadn’t thought of it before for the custom prosthetics we did at the shop. It was nice to think that, even if my plan failed, there was still some innovation to come out of my little scheme. 
 
    But I was determined to see my plan succeed. I was sick of being the shop boy, destined to spend the rest of my life pouring latex and silicone moulds, watching undeserving morons take all of the credit. This was my big chance.  
 
    There was just one last piece of my costume that I needed—the microphone. I ordered a small lavalier microphone off of the internet, which I was easily able to sew into the chest of the outfit where it couldn’t be seen. Turning it on to record was easy. All I had to do was reach down between my tits and flick the tiny recording switch. It would look like I was adjusting my rack and no one would be any wiser.  
 
    The outfit sat on my dresser, next to my body suit. It sat there taunting me as the day of the big meeting approached. Looking at it filled me with anxiety. It was a constant reminder that I was about to do something very extreme in the name of my career. It also filled me with a strange excitement. Part of me was excited to get suited up and take my persona out into the real world. I was excited to see if my hard work would really pay off, if men would stare down my top, slap me on the ass, buy me drinks—and if Herman would let me into his little circle where I could get the recording I needed to blackmail my way into a management position at the company. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I spent a couple of hours in front of the mirror, building up my confidence to leave the house in my female body-suit and my skimpy little Bavarian beer maiden outfit. If, for some reason, my plan was a total failure, and I was the only one who thought I looked half-decent, I would be the laughing stock of the company for years to come. Sure, Mr. Herman quickly forgot about my promotion proposal, but no one, drunk or not, would forget about their male employee dressing up as an Oktoberfest girl attempting to seduce the CEO of the company. No one at the entire festival would forget something like that. I would have to quit and move out of town.  
 
    When I left my house, I was feeling pretty good about myself. I’d succeeded in building up my confidence in my plan, and I was ready to see it through. I was practically skipping down the street towards the subway train that would take me to the centre of town where all the festivities were taking place. I noticed a few people staring in my direction, but I just assumed they were admiring my perfect body and my adorable outfit (and let’s be honest, my busty cleavage). I didn’t stop to think that maybe they could tell something was off, that maybe the person under that makeup and under those long, blonde braids, wasn’t actually a woman at all. 
 
    It was when I arrived at the gate of the festival that my confidence began to falter. The women there were gorgeous, stunning, with their beautiful blonde hair, their big, plump cleavage, and their cute, little outfits. I had to remind myself that I had all of those things. I was one of them. But would I fit in? 
 
    I realized in that moment why women were always so jealous of one another. It’s demoralizing, spending hours perfecting your makeup, your hair, and your outfit, just to go out into the world and see dozens—hundreds of women who look like they just rolled out of bed looking absolutely beautiful. But who says they just woke up like that? As far as I knew, they’d spent just as long or longer perfecting every little detail about themselves. 
 
    “Willkommen, mein schatz!” a man dressed in traditional attire shouted at me. “You look absolutely stunning. Come in! Come in!” He took my hand and gently pulled me into the fair. “Quit looking so shy. Cut loose. Have some fun.” The man smiled at me and then disappeared into the crowd. I couldn’t see a single person without a big mug of beer in their hand. That’s what I needed—a beer. It was too overwhelming, going from my quiet little house to the Oktoberfest festival, like learning to drive one morning and then getting into a Formula 1 car later that afternoon.  
 
    I wasn’t even at the bar when someone slid a big mug of beer towards me. “Cheers!” they said, but I couldn’t even tell who in the crowd gave me the drink. As far as I knew, it was spiked with something, maybe even some date-rape drug. In that moment, I didn’t even care. I just wanted to have the edge taken off. I downed half the beer in a single go. “Look at her drink! She must be a real German!” someone said, and then there was some cheering (in fact, I was half-German). A small crowd formed around me. “To Germany!” someone shouted. “Prost!” Everyone brought their drinks to their lips, so I did the same.  
 
    “A girl that knows the way to my heart,” one of the men said, leaning over my shoulder with a big, drunken smile on his face. “Get your ugly face off of her,” someone said laughing. The drunk fellow laughed along. “Surely you can see that she’s far too beautiful for you.” 
 
    “Oh, please. You’re too kind,” I said, my cheeks turning red.  
 
    “Another drink for the beautiful Frau!” 
 
    Another large mug of beer slid my way. “Thank you, but I actually should be going,” I said. I needed to find Mr. Herman before he got settled at his table with another woman. I needed to be that woman, or my whole plan was a waste of time.  
 
    “Nonsense! Just one more. One more beer never hurt anyone!” Everyone around me raised their drinks. I was surprised to see women in the little crowd, none of whom seemed to notice anything off about my appearance, which was comforting. If anyone would be able to see through my guise, it would be another woman. “Prost!” someone shouted again, and then we drank. 
 
    “Get her another!” 
 
    “No, really. I need to go,” I said. I politely slipped out from the crowd. A series of disappointed sighs ensured, but I needed to be careful. I could already feel the effects of the alcohol in my system, clouding up my brain. My anxiety seemed to be gone and my confidence seemed to be back, either from the liquor or from the keen male attention I’d gotten at the bar. 
 
    I scanned the room, looking for my target. He wasn’t in sight, so I slipped outside. There was a band on a stage playing some traditional music as a crowd danced before them. Again, I looked around. And again, I couldn’t see Mr. Herman. I began to walk around the dance floor. Suddenly, someone pulled me in.  
 
    A younger man, dressed in a traditional lederhosen, began to swing me around to the music. At first I was completely tense, worried something would be rustled out of place. Could you imagine? If my bodysuit came undone and fell to the ground in front of everyone—how humiliating that would be? Thankfully, everything stayed in place, on my body.  
 
    The man was a good dancer, in that he did all of the work, pulling me through all of the moves, spinning me around, making my little dress lift up. People cheered and clapped. I couldn’t help but laugh, my face turning a bright red. It was fun. As the music ended, he gently released me back off of the dance floor.  
 
    I was so flustered, I’d almost forgotten who I was out there looking for. It was the back of a balding man’s head that reminded me, so I continued on my hunt. I found myself back in the bar, scanning the faces of the crowds. Mr. Herman’s private table was still empty. Maybe, for once, they decided to hold their third quarter progress meeting elsewhere. It seemed unlikely, seeing as Mr. Herman loved nothing more than ample booze and plenty of cleavage.  
 
    “Ma’am,” someone said, and I turned around. A stranger was holding up a big mug of beer. “For you.” 
 
    “I’m okay, but thank you very much.”  
 
    “Please, take it. It’s paid for, from that man over there,” he said, motioning towards a man standing at the bar. As I looked over, the man turned to me. It was Mr. Herman. He smiled and nodded. Getting Mr. Herman’s attention turned out to be easier than I’d expected. 
 
    “Hey sweetheart,” he said to me as I walked up to him, my heart pounding.  
 
    I did my best to control my breathing and keep my composure. I didn’t really believe he would recognize me—how could he? If none of the other hundreds of people around me knew any better, why would the half-drunk boss of my company? “Hi darling,” I said back.  
 
    “What’s your name?” he asked. 
 
    “Anna,” I said, grabbing the first name that came to mind. I thought it suited my character, my petite figure, and my cute, blonde braids. It had a nice ring to it—Anna.  
 
    “Pleasure to meet you, Anna, I’m Mike.” He extended his hand to me and I took it. I expected a shake but instead I got a gentle kiss on the back of my hand. It was a different side to Mr. Herman that I’d never seen before. It seemed strangely genuine. I knew he would try to charm me, but I’d assumed I would be able to see right through it. Now, I wasn’t so sure. Was it possible he was a genuinely charming man around women, or was he just an expert bullshitter? “Have a seat, would you?” he said, nudging out a chair for me.  
 
    He was drinking alone. None of the other company heads were around. “You’re here alone?” I asked. My heart hadn’t slowed down. That tiny possibility that I would be recognized lingered in the back of my mind. Every time he looked over at me, my heart jumped and I became tense.  
 
    “I’m waiting for some friends,” he said. “Tell me, Anna, what do you do for a living?”  
 
    I invented a dry backstory about working in insurance. I figured, the more boring I made it, the quicker he would lose interest and move on to a different subject. I didn’t want to be the one talking. I wanted to get him talking. I wanted to get him rambling, leaking secrets. You would think thirty seconds of insurance talk would make anyone lose interest, but Mr. Herman actually seemed interested. He stared into my eyes, smiled, and nodded his head as I spoke. Most surprising of all, his eyes didn’t drift down to my cleavage, even for a split second. He was keeping his cool. Even after a few drinks, he remained consistent.  
 
    I needed to get his defences down. “I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but you’re very handsome,” I said, inching closer to him. I was wearing a perfume that I was hoping he would notice, that I personally found completely irresistible. He laughed and his hand slipped onto the bare spot on my back. 
 
    “I don’t mind you saying that at all,” he said. “But you aren’t fooling anyone. You are the real beauty in this room.” He looked me in the eyes and winked and a warm buzz ran through my body. Mr. Herman was a rich and powerful man, who could have had any woman in the world. And can you believe it, in that moment, he wanted me? Of all the beautiful women buzzing through that festival, he called me over, he sat me down next to him, he had his hand on my back. 
 
    My cheeks became warm. I caught my reflection in the mirror behind the bar. I was actually blushing—Mr. Herman had successfully made me blush. 
 
    The company CFO and the vice-president showed up and approached from either side of us. “Mike—you’re early,” said the CFO, Andrew Francis, a tall, skinny man. Unlike Mr. Herman, Andrew took a good glance down my top, and not just once. He took just about every possible chance to sneak in a glance, though he wasn’t very subtle about it. The vice-president, Ronny Glint, a short man with a rather large head, also took his share of peeks down my top, but at least he tried to be subtle. 
 
    Mr. Herman introduced me as the two men took seats around us. More drinks were ordered, the volume became louder, and a couple more girls ended up in our company. “Let’s migrate over to our booth, shall we?” Mr. Herman said, and we all started towards the big, private booth in the corner of the busy bar. It was time to talk business. It was time to get what I needed to blackmail my boss. 
 
    Mr. Herman looked at me and then he looked at the other girls. “Make us a promise, ladies. What you hear at this table, stays at this table. Got it?” The other girls all giggled and nodded their heads. I did the same, playing dumb. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I went to adjust my tits in my top, carefully flicking on the little recorder hidden inside. I figured it would be easy. They were all drunk and getting drunker. They were starting to talk about their slipping profits, and Mr. Herman opened the discussion up to ideas. It was just a matter of time before one of them suggested something illegal or unethical, something they wouldn’t want on a tape, leaked to journalists of major news outlets.  
 
    “For starters, we should cut the wages of the guys working in the warehouse. You realize some of those guys are making over twenty bucks an hour?” Andrew said. “Some of them are even on salary. We have a guy down there who makes fifty grand a year.” I was on salary, and I was that guy Andrew was talking about—and if you did the math based on how many hours I was putting in, I was hardly making minimum wage. It took a lot of me not to snap at Andrew. I knew it would accomplish nothing, so I kept my cool. I took a big sip from my drink, letting my rage settle. 
 
    “Those guys work hard. If anything, we should give them all raises,” Mr. Herman said. I have to say, it was very shocking to hear those words come off of Mr. Herman’s tongue. He wanted to increase our pay out? I was under the impression he was the one who wanted us all replaced by robots. “We’ve got guys working eighty hour weeks. That needs to end. The question is, how can we make things more efficient?” 
 
    “With the money we have, we can’t,” Andrew said. He downed his beer and then burped. 
 
    “I have an idea,” Ronny said. “I’ve been doing some research. You can buy a warehouse in the Philippines for under fifty thousand. You can get workers over there who work for less than five grand a year. The cost to ship products back to America would be almost nothing compared to what we would save. Millions.” 
 
    “No way,” Mr. Herman said. “We’re keeping operations here. I don’t believe in any of that outsourcing bullshit.”  
 
    “We would save millions in wages, and even more in taxes,” Ronny continued. 
 
    “Next idea,” Mr. Herman said, waving his hand, motioning for Ronny to shut up.  
 
    Mr. Herman wasn’t giving me anything. It was like he knew I was recording the conversation. He was shutting down every unethical idea from his partners. Was all of this for nothing? Was I barking up the wrong tree? I looked up at the clock. It was getting late. 
 
    Under the table, Mr. Herman took my hand in his. He began to gently caress my fingers, unbeknownst the others at the table. “Any other ideas?” he said. Slowly, he began to pull my hand over to his lap, slipping it in between his legs. I could feel the big bulge of his cock. Did he want me to massage it? Did he want me to jerk him off under the table? That increasingly-familiar tension returned to my body. 
 
    I couldn’t do it. There was no point. He wasn’t giving me the sound-bites I needed to blackmail him, so what was the point of going the extra mile? Maybe they were saving the juicy conversation for later, when us ladies weren’t around. Mr. Herman pushed on my hand, pushing it down on his cock. He really did want me to rub him off. I wasn’t going to do it. 
 
    I noticed the girl next to me let out an elated shudder. I looked down and then saw Ronny’s hand between her legs, up her skirt. He was fingering her under the table and she was getting off. Her grip was tightening around her mug of beer as she did her best to contain her approaching climax. If only there was some way to get that on my little recording device.  
 
    “What if we move some of the numbers around,” Mr. Herman said. And then my heart jumped back up into a frenzy. Here it was, the content I was looking for. Was he suggesting laundering money? Tax evasion? I knew I needed to stick around to hear more, and if I was going to have the privilege, I needed to act under the table. Reluctantly, I started to rub Mr. Herman’s cock. 
 
    “I know a guy,” Mr. Herman continued, “with a database of thousands of fake citizens, all with real social insurance numbers.” 
 
    “Who’s the guy?” 
 
    “His name is Warren Wang. You know that pizza shop a few blocks from the office, American Pizza? That’s his shop. It’s a front.” 
 
    “Are you suggesting we hire fake people, pay them, and then what?” Andrew asked. 
 
    “Write them off. We can call them the market research department.” It was exactly what I was looking for—money laundering, fraud, tax evasion, the works. “It would get our profits down into a lower tax bracket, we would get a much greater tax bonus.” 
 
    “But what would we do with the actual profits? If it stays in the company account, it will be seen when we get audited.”  
 
    “Fake bank accounts for our fake employees. We simply take it out in cash. Our fake employees would all file tax returns, and all we would have to do is create fake deductions to maximize profits.” Mr. Herman was suggesting a scheme that could put him in jail for years. It was the highest degree of fraud, and I had it all on tape. I continued to rub his cock, feeling it harden and grow between my fingers. He was a big boy—with a big, warm, throbbing cock.  
 
    “And what, we pay ourselves out more?” Andrew asked.  
 
    “Some of it, sure. The rest we can use as under the table bonuses for employees, gifts, to boost morale and promote efficiency.” I was suddenly torn. Sure, he was suggesting a major illegal operation, but he was going to do it for his employees, he was going to do it for me. I would have never thought, in a thousand years, that Mr. Herman gave a damn about me or any of my co-workers. He took my hand and slipped it under the waistband of his underwear. Suddenly, my hand was on his bare, throbbing dick. My heart skipped a beat. Gently, I wrapped my fingers around his girth and started to stroke his warm length. 
 
    He took his hand off of mine, leaving me to do the rest. Then, he slipped that same hand under my dress and began to rub the inside of my thigh, making his way slowly up towards my pussy. I bit down on my tongue. My fake female body was very realistic, but it wasn’t real. I did the best I could, but there was only so much I could really do. As I’m sure you know, the vagina is a very complex organ. All I had down there, covering my cock, was a latex and silicone replica.  
 
    “You’re talking about some seriously big bonuses,” Andrew said. “You really care that much about your employees?” 
 
    “I do,” Mr. Herman said, his hand slipping onto my pussy, over my panties. He started to rub the length of my artificial lips. Again, like with my breasts, I swear I could feel it, like my pussy was real and sensitive. Every stroke sent pulses of elation buzzing through my body. Or maybe it was the fact he was rubbing over my cock, which was tucked under the fake pussy. 
 
    Meanwhile, he was rock hard in my grip. It was hard to stroke him off discreetly, because he was just so big. It took my whole arm to rub the length of his massive cock. But I loved the way I could feel every hard ridge and every throbbing vein as my fingers glided up and down his manhood. There was something very satisfying about the way his cock fit perfectly in my grasp and slid so effortlessly up and down. 
 
    “So how does that help the business?” Andrew asked. “Our real profits would still be down.” 
 
    “Our problem isn’t profits. Profits fluctuate. Right now they’re down, next year they’ll be up, and in a few years they’ll be down again, and we’ll survive. What’s important is our employees. We need to start treating them like we care about them, like they’re family.” Hearing Mr. Herman speak so fondly of us made me actually want to rub him off. I really felt like, if anyone at that table deserved it, it was him. I tightened my grip and started to stroke faster—as fast as I could without drawing any attention to the act. 
 
    But what was I going to do now? It didn’t seem right to use the recording against him when he was trying his best to defend my interests. I couldn’t just blackmail the only guy at the table who was suggesting doing me a favour. And I couldn’t blackmail Andrew or Ronny. Sure, they’d suggested some cutthroat ideas, but they hadn’t suggested anything illegal. Journalists wouldn’t care to hear about a company considering outsourcing or cutting wages during a downturn. I had nothing I could use. 
 
    And I still had a problem: Mr. Herman’s fingers were starting to slip under my panties. As long as he kept them out of my snatch, it would have been fine—but of course he wasn’t going to stop at rubbing my plump lips. He was going to work his way inside to finger me the way Ronny was currently fingering his elated beauty. The inside of my pussy was made from the same material as the outside. Not to mention, my very real cock was just through that hole. 
 
    All of Mr. Herman’s rubbing had gotten me hard, which in turn had made my little apparatus come off and slide down, out of reach—which was probably for the best. If Mr. Herman reached into my slit and felt a plastic apparatus, that wouldn’t be good. Though, the fact he was about to reach in and feel a cock—that was probably worse.  
 
    But I had an idea. It was a long shot, but I didn’t have many other options. As I went to take a sip from my drink, I subtly slipped some spit into my hand. Then, I reached down, pushed Mr. Herman’s hand aside, and I reached into my hole, moisturizing myself (to make it feel more realistic) while pushing my cock out of the way as best I could. I took Mr. Herman’s hand, and I slipped it inside my pussy myself. This way, I was able to direct him away from my cock. 
 
    My plan didn’t totally work. As soon as I took my own hand out of the equation and Mr. Herman began to plunge his fingers in and out of me, he went off on his own course. His fingers inevitably found my cock, though he didn’t seem to notice. He had no idea he was rubbing the tip of my erection. And God, it felt good. It felt so good, my legs became weak. Maybe he thought it was my clit, or maybe he didn’t think anything of it at all. Either way, he had me squirming. I clenched my fist tighter around his cock and I started to beat him off harder.  
 
    My mind drifted away from their conversation. With the swirling pleasure in my head, I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t even focus on the fact my boss’ fingers were rubbing the bulbous tip of my cock. That should have been enough to send me into an anxiety-ridden paralysis. I should have reached down and moved his hand, or pulled him out before he realized what he was rubbing. But I let him go on, I allowed him to continue rubbing me closer to orgasm. 
 
    I bit my lip in an attempt to stop my eyes from rolling into the back of my head.  
 
    I came. My hot, sticky cum began to blast into my fake snatch and then it began to ooze down, over his fingers, down into my panties. I nearly went limp, the pleasure was so intense. Instead of pulling his hand out in revolt, he began to rub my cum around, smearing it all over my pussy, all over the tip of my cock. Maybe he thought I’d squirted. Maybe he didn’t even notice (though that was hard to believe). Thankfully, it didn’t seem to raise any eyebrows or send him into an outrage. He continue to finger my hole until I had him coming in my hand. 
 
    His cock blasted a massive, hot load. I was surprised at how well he kept his cool as he came, though I could see that he was biting down on the edge of his tongue, and I could feel his legs quivering. It was strange to think I’d successfully gotten a man off—I’d gotten my boss off. It was stranger to think I’d done it as a woman. 
 
    Once I managed to tune back into the conversation, the topic had changed. “The Rangers are doing great this year, hey?” Andrew said, his focus now directed at a nearby television. The business meeting was over. I’d gotten what I came for, but now I was torn. I couldn’t possibly do anything with the recording. It didn’t seem right to throw Mr. Herman under the bus when it seemed like he was the only one fighting for his employees. 
 
    I left that night with a newfound respect for my boss, but I wasn’t anywhere closer to my goal. All of the work I’d put into my body suit, my outfit, my hair, my makeup, my voice, my personality, my everything, was for nothing. But it really didn’t seem that way. It really seemed like I’d accomplished something, but I couldn’t put my finger on what. 
 
    I didn’t end up throwing my body suit out. I kept it. And every now and then, I found myself putting it back on, getting into my wig and my makeup. I even ended up ordering a bunch of outfits on the internet, and it became a secret little hobby of mine, getting dressed up and going out. I loved the feeling I got when men looked at me with awe and lust. I loved the warm, fuzzy feeling I got when men told me I was beautiful, when they begged me for my phone number. I kept telling myself to throw the suit out and forget about it, feeling like it was sending me deeper and deeper into a rabbit hole, and soon, I wouldn’t be able to get out. But I couldn’t bring myself to toss the suit, to toss Anna. 
 
    I had this strange feeling that fate wasn’t done with Anna. And I was right. 
 
    I accidentally stumbled upon a job posting put out by my company, looking for a new president. “We’re looking for a new face for our prosthetics company,” the ad said. A part of me was disappointed (though not surprised) that they hadn’t asked me, and were instead looking for new blood. But I saw it as an opportunity. I replied to the ad with a fake resume, in Anna’s name, not my own. 
 
    I got called in for an interview. It was Mr. Herman who interviewed me, and I didn’t even have to wait for a call-back. I got the job on the spot. “I can’t wait to start working with you, Anna,” he said. 
 
    “Likewise,” I said. I learned that he was a great kisser, and, with the office door shut and the blinds closed, I went down on my knees and sucked his cock until he came on my big tits. We really were going to have fun working together.  
 
    I took a stroll down to Warren Wang’s pizza shop and asked to buy an identity. “Do you have any Anna’s?” I asked, and he did—he had an Anna Schmidt, so that became my new name. The identity only cost me five hundred bucks—well worth it, seeing as it would last me a lifetime. 
 
    It turned out, my little scheme wasn’t for nothing. I got my promotion (far better than I could have ever dreamt), and I learned something about myself: that I loved being a woman, I loved being Anna. And with the salary I was being paid as president, the sex change operation was nothing.  
 
    THE END 
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