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LITTLE MISS BIG

Danny, Mark, and Rubin all think they’re going to get the big promotion at work. They’ve all been working at the company for over a decade, and now it’s finally time to move up to that top floor with the big executives.

And then the CEO announces that his nineteen-year-old daughter, Tegan, will be taking the new job as head of international operations. The office is outraged, especially when the ditsy young woman comes prancing through the office as if she actually earned the job.

She’s intolerable on a good day, but she’s decided to create three new top floor jobs at the company, and the positions are open to anyone willing to go through Tegan’s unconventional interviewing process. And part of her testing involves bearing her big, hard secret.


CHAPTER I

Danny, Mark, and Rubin had all been employees at Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas for nearly a decade, so naturally they were all outraged when the CEO of the company announced that his nineteen-year-old daughter, Tegan Cross, would be the new head of international operations—a job all three men had been working towards for so long.

The office was silent the day the announcement was made. For weeks, the company had been conducting interviews for the coveted position. No one thought the position was going to end up being filled by a girl straight out of high-school, with nothing more than a high-school diploma (not even graduating with honours). What could she possibly know about the oil and gas industry?

To make matters worse, Tegan was now technically and officially the boss of Danny, Mark, Rubin, and a few hundred other employees who had all been working at the company for at least a couple of years. It was near the end of her first day on the job when she made her way down to boys’ floor. She stepped out from the elevator with her little posse of assistants and a big smile on her face. Everyone did their best to smile at her as if they were all happy for her, but really everyone on that floor wanted to strangle her and her lousy father.

As Danny watched the ditsy young girl walking down the isles of cubicles, waving at employees as if she was British royalty, he couldn’t help but wonder if he really had a future at Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas. Where could he go from his current position of ‘team manager’? It seemed like he’d reached the end of his ladder after just ten years with the company. And sure, his $120,000 salary was nothing to complain about—but the little girl practically skipping in front of him now was making over $550,000—and everyone knew it because it was public information.

Tegan stopped in front of Danny’s office and looked right into Danny’s eyes. He tried his best to force a smile, but he had a feeling the contempt was all over his face. He tried to nod his head politely. She waved her hand the way a toddler might wave her hand. “I’m Tegan,” she said. “I’m the new head of international operations.”

Danny bit down hard on his tongue. Was she trying to rub it in? Did it not occur to her that every manager in the building had applied for her job? “Congratulations,” he managed to say. “I’m sure you’ll do a great job.” He wasn’t sure how he managed to say it. He wasn’t sure how he managed not to say, ‘You stupid little cunt—you have no idea how lucky you are. You’re such a privileged little snot and you should wipe that cunty smile off of your cunty face.’

He watched her skip off to rub her new job in a few more faces. Though surely she wasn’t stupid enough to actually be rubbing her family privilege in everyone’s face. Surely she was just an oblivious little snot and had no idea that there were people like Danny who had been working overtime for nearly a decade just for a shot at the job she didn’t even have to go to college for.

Though Danny could sort of see why they made her the face of international operations. It was a procedural job. The head of international operations didn’t actually have a proper job description or a list of daily duties. Tegan’s job was essentially to be present for meetings and press conferences. She would have to memorize a list of vague answers that could be used for any question, much like a career politician. She had a whole team trained to do the actual work, and she just had to be there while it was being done. So maybe the job was a good fit. Maybe it was more important to have a pretty face rather than to have a seasoned employee like Danny. Danny certainly couldn’t button down his top the way Tegan had her top buttoned down. He couldn’t show off his big, round tits. He couldn’t put on a tiny skirt like Tegan had on now, which barely covered her ass. He couldn’t walk around in four-inch heels all day long just so his legs would look better. Unlike Tegan, Danny wasn’t a pretty girl.

But even though he was able to muster up the justification in his head, he still couldn’t stop himself from screaming into his pillow the moment he was home from work. His apartment was still a big mess from the many, many, many hours of overtime he’d put in over the past month, since the positioned had become vacant. His kitchen table was a mountain of paperwork. Even his bed was covered in spreadsheets and reports and contracts. He’d put so much effort into standing out. Why could they just flat-out say that they planned to fill the role with a family member? Or was their plan to get a bit of extra work done? Because Danny knew that he wasn’t the only one who worked his ass off.

As soon as he was finished screaming into his pillow, he picked up his phone and called Mark. Mark didn’t even say hello after picking up. Instead, he just started yelling. “What a fucking joke! Can you believe this? I should sue! I should go to the media! This is a load of bullshit! Do they have any idea how long I’ve been with this company? Twelve years! Any idea how many times I’ve slept at the office? Easily over three hundred times. That little shit thinks she can just come in and have one of the top jobs in the company? This is bullshit! We should go on a strike. What do you say? We can get all of the managers and go on a strike. I know a guy at Global News. I can have the TV crews there in the morning. I swear I’ll do it!”

Danny did his best to calm Mark down, even though he felt the exact same. “Mark, you make a lot of money and the economy isn’t great right now,” Danny said. “Just try to sleep on this for a week or two before you do anything you might regret later on.”

“How are you so calm? Doesn’t this little bitch piss you off too?”

“It’s better to be pissed off than pissed on,” Danny said, letting a little chuckle slip.

But Mark didn’t find the joke funny. He was silent for a moment, and then he started up again. “How can you joke at a time like this? We’re just pawns, Danny! We’re nobodies! We’re expendable! I went through two hundred quarterlies over the past week—and for what? Just to be slapped in the face? Fuck that!”

Danny kept doing his best to calm Mark down. A strange part of him enjoyed hearing Mark’s fury. It was nice to know that Danny wasn’t the only one on the verge of a mental breakdown because of Tegan Cross.

“Your hard work will pay off soon—I’m sure of it,” Danny told his friend. “Karma is a real thing. Just try to stay focussed.”

“What the hell are you even on about?” Mark said, and then he hung up the phone. Danny didn’t take the hang-up personally. He just put his phone down and started cleaning up the paperwork he’d spent the last month working on. For the first night in many weeks, he was going to relax on the couch and stare at the TV. He wanted to do his best not to think about Tegan Cross—but that goal turned out to be an impossibility. Even when he went to the bathroom to masturbate, he could only seem to think of Tegan’s round pushed-up tits in her tight white blouse. After ten minutes of trying to expel her from his mind, he decided to fantasize about hate-fucking her. In his fantasy, he had her bent over a desk. He had both of her wrists in a single hand behind her, and his other hand was pressed against her back, pinning her firmly to the desk while he rammed his cock in and out of her while she moaned in a combination of pain and pleasure. He ended up getting off surprisingly quickly. Once he was all cleaned up, he felt a bit better. Though a touch of dread was still churning in his gut. A nineteen-year-old chick was still his new boss at work.


CHAPTER II

Mark spent the night pacing around his apartment, grumbling under his breath. He was trying to come up with a good speech, which he wanted to make in the morning, during the monthly staff meeting (which Tegan should be present at). His speech was a combination of fury and resignation. He wanted to make a bold statement, and he wanted to fire up all of his co-workers, assuming they weren’t already fired up. In his imagination, everyone stood up with him at the end of his speech and they all stormed out together. Soon enough, they would be begging Mark to come back. ‘You can even have Tegan’s job,’ Tegan’s father begs.

But Mark knew it was just a stupid fantasy. He knew that everyone would remain in their seat with their eyes down on the table. He knew they weren’t stupid enough to risk their six-figure salaries just to make a statement—and he knew he wasn’t that stupid either. Mark would keep his mouth shut through the staff meeting, the same way he kept his mouth shut when that little cunt skipped through the office, waving at everyone as if she was the pope. Maybe Danny was right—maybe he just needed a week or two to calm down. Maybe this was just the reality of big business: some people have it easier than other people. Tegan was certainly on the ‘having it better’ end of the spectrum.

Though Mark didn’t believe in any of that karma bullshit. He knew that he was born into the wrong family and his shitty fortune would follow him around for the rest of his life. This wasn’t the first time he watched someone else get a promotion that should have been his. This wasn’t the first time one of the executives’ relatives received special treatment within the walls of the massive energy company. It was just something Mark had to get used to. But he was allowed to let off some steam from time to time.

He thought about calling Danny back, even though it was past midnight now—just to apologize for hanging up so abruptly. He didn’t mean to take his anger out on his friend. He knew that Danny was just trying to help—though he could have done without Danny’s lousy sense of humour.

Mark finally fell asleep at 2:30 AM. His alarm went off three hours later. Tegan was the first thing on his mind as he sat up. Though now he tried not to get himself too worked up. He didn’t bother ironing his shirt or pants, which he’d done every single morning since that position became available. He didn’t stop to get his shoes shined on the way to the office. He didn’t show up thirty minutes early. He just strolled in exactly one minute before the big meeting, taking a seat near the back of the room because it no longer mattered if he was noticed or not. Then he looked around at the quiet faces in the room—also sleepless and still a bit red from a mutual anger that was felt by Mark and all of his co-workers.

Tegan wasn’t in the room—late for her first official day on the job. Mark fought back the urge to roll his eyes when she rushed into the room, five minutes late. Had it been anyone else, they would have been fired instantly. But her father, Steven, who was sitting at the head of the big table, didn’t seem to care. He stood up and gave her a hug, and then he gave her a minute to get settled before starting the meeting.

“Our company is about to undergo some big changes,” he said. “With help from our new head of international operations, we’re going to bring Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas into the new millennia.”

Tegan waved at everyone with a big, oblivious smile on her face. She had no idea that just about everyone in that room wanted to choke her out. “I’m so excited,” she said with a sort of Valley Girl twang. Mark bit down on his tongue, resisting the urge to stand up and scream at her. Was that all she had to offer? ‘I’m so excited?’ Did that even count as a statement? Did she not prepare her own speech for her first ever staff meeting? He took a deep breath in and tried to stop his hands from shaking with rage.

Then, someone else stood up, just a few seats down from Mark. It was Liam Pentworth, who had been working at the company for just as long as Mark. His face was red. “This is horseshit!” he yelled, pointing a finger at Tegan. “I’ve been here for twelve years! This girl knows nothing about this business! Are you trying to run this company into the ground? Because this is how you do it! It’s not fair! This is the biggest joke I’ve ever seen in my life. I feel like I’m on a hidden camera show. Why her? Why not me? Why not Mark?” He pointed over at Mark, making Mark sink into his seat. “Why not Phil? Why not Danny? Why not Roger? Why not Rubin? Why her? She doesn’t know shit! She doesn’t know jack shit!”

The room suddenly became silent. Liam was still standing, still breathing heavily, still red in the face.

Steven slowly raised his hand and pointed at the door. “You’re fired,” he said.

“What?” Liam said. His voice was suddenly a whimper.

“I said, you’re fired. Get out. Someone will bring your stuff down to the lobby for you. Now leave.” His voice was calm and collected.

“I’m fired? But I’ve been here for twelve years. I’m the reason we had that six percent bump last quarter. You’re going to fire me for this?”

“Get out!” Steven roared. The walls and floor shook and everyone sunk into their seats. Liam remained still for a moment. Then he awkwardly turned and walked towards the door.

But before he left, he stopped and turned back to get a few more words in. “You think that hiring your tranny son is going to improve the public image of this company?” he said with a scoff. “What a fucking joke.” Then he turned and left. And everyone slowly turned to look at Steven and his daughter. Or was she his daughter? What did Liam mean by that last comment: ‘Your tranny son’? Was Tegan actually a boy? Was she one of those transgenders you hear so much in the liberal-leaning news?

“I’m sorry about that,” Steven said, adjusting the collar of his shirt. “Does anyone else have a problem with my daughter being the new head of international operations?”

The room was silent. Everyone stared down at their binders, waiting for the horrible moment of anxiety to pass. Mark snuck a quick glance up at Tegan. And now that Liam mentioned it, she did look a little bit like a trans chick. Her shoulders were a bit broader than the average nineteen-year-old girl’s. Her jaw was a touch more rigid, and that Valley Girl twang in her voice suddenly seemed more like an attempt to hide her natural masculine voice.

“We’ll be creating three new openings on the top floor over the next two weeks. These openings will help to boost our company’s image and to expand our reach into new sectors. My daughter, Tegan, will be handling the hiring of these new positions, and she’s going to explain the purpose of them now.”

Tegan stood up slowly. Her face was a shade of pink—probably feeling embarrassed after being called a tranny by the now fired Liam. She cleared her throat and then she held up a printed piece of paper. “The first position is to head our new renewable energies department. We’ll be opening a whole branch of wind, solar, and geothermal research. The second position will be to lead ecological recovery—this person will be in charge of contracting environmental clean-up crews to work alongside our rigs and drills. And finally, we need someone to manage our diversity, sensitivity, and inclusion training. This person will be in charge of monthly diversity meetings and ensuring the company’s workforce is representative of America’s population.”

Mark had to bite down hard on his tongue to fight back the urge to groan—though he wasn’t able to stop himself from rolling his eyes. Diversity, sensitivity, and inclusion training? What the hell did that even mean? And how were they going to make the workforce represent ‘America’s population’? Did that mean straight white guys like Mark were going to be on the chopping block, to make room for minorities and gays? How was that fair? Mark carefully looked around the room to note the reactions of the others. Most of them were still staring down at their binders, probably still reeling over Tegan getting the job they all wanted.

“Any questions?” Tegan asked.

Mark wanted to ask a question, but he knew it would get him fired: ‘Will the three new positions just be given to family members of the executives?’ The whole room was silent—that same question was probably on everyone’s minds.

Someone slowly raised their hand.

“Yes, you,” Tegan said. Her voice suddenly seemed more obviously masculine. Was it really true? Was she a boy wearing women’s makeup and clothing, with some fake tits implanted on her chest?

“What is the salary of the new positions?”

Tegan nodded her head. “All three positions have a starting salary of $280,000, with our executive benefits plan.”

Mark’s heart jumped up in his chest. Sure, it was only about half of what Tegan was making, but it was still twice as much as he was making—and that’s not even mentioning the executive benefits. That probably meant three times more vacation days, full medical, full dental, massages, country club memberships, free airfare—and probably access to the amazing condos and houses the company owned all over the world.

Sure, the positions sounded like silly nonsense, but Mark was pretty sure he could endure some silly nonsense for a massive raise and some sweet benefits.

“Anyone interested in the new positions can come up to my office after 1:00 PM today. Interviews will start later this week. Oh, and I’m very excited to meet all of you.”

Mark looked around and saw that everyone was still staring down. Maybe they didn’t even hear the news about the new positions. Maybe this was Mark’s chance to slip himself into one of those new roles. With that raise he could buy a new condo—maybe go ahead and buy that cabin he’d always wanted. He could start to take more time off and worry less about getting promoted constantly. This was his chance to get into the good books of the boss’s daughter—who was technically his boss now.

Then Mark noticed Rubin, with his scruffy hair and big glasses, staring at Tegan with wide eyes. He’d certainly heard the offer, so Mark was going to have at least one other opponent in trying to score that big promotion. But there were three positions, more than enough for both Mark an Rubin.


CHAPTER III

Rubin was angry when he heard the boss’ daughter was getting the big promotion, but that anger fluttered away the moment he saw her. When she walked out from that elevator, everything suddenly became slow motion. Her big, firm tits bounced slowly with each heeled step. Her carefully curled hair bounced perfectly on her shoulders, and her amazing eyes glittered in the fluorescent office light.

Rubin was mesmerized, and then the moment she was gone, he was confused. He thought he knew everything about all of the company executives. He always made a point of asking the same questions whenever he saw his bosses: “How’s the wife? How’s the new daughter? How’s that ranch house in Montana treating you?” It was his little way of staying ahead of his colleagues. But whenever he saw Steven Cross, the CEO of the company, he would only ask, “How’s your son?” Steven only had the one old picture of his son on his desk: a baby picture, which was about nineteen years old now. So where did this daughter come from?

So that night, while all of his colleagues were raging about the lost promotion, Rubin went online and did some digging. It was after a couple hours of research that he discovered Steven’s son started transitioning at the age of sixteen. Tegan was Steven’s son.

When he made the discovery, he was on the phone with Liam Pentworth, who had been ranting for almost a whole hour while Rubin only half-listened. “Oh my God,” Rubin said.

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

So Rubin told Liam, and Liam decided to make the announcement the next morning at the staff meeting. Thankfully he didn’t implicate Rubin in his passionate speech. No one knew that Rubin was the one to figure out where the ditsy blonde came from.

But strangely, it now seemed obvious: her broad shoulders, her slightly deeper voice, and her large fake breasts… Now Rubin was confused. His emotions were swirling around quickly in his mind. Just the day before, he watched her walk through the office in slow motion, as if she was the girl of his dreams coming down from the heavens. And now he knew that she was actually a boy under that blouse and skirt and makeup. But even with that new knowledge, she was still smoking hot. He still couldn’t look away from her, even when she wasn’t talking. Everyone else at the staff meeting was staring down at their laps, but Rubin was staring right at her.

She even looked into his eyes at one point and smiled. Rubin was too terrified to return the smile. He just sat frozen, trembling slightly, wondering what was wrong with him. Where were these feelings coming from? Why weren’t they going away knowing there was a cock tucked inside of those panties?

She gave him another sweet glance when the meeting was over, as she was making her way to the door. Everyone else was already standing and collecting their reports, but Rubin was still in a frozen state, still staring at Tegan—not sure if he was completely smitten or if he was just terribly confused.

Someone nudged his arm, making him jump. He looked over quickly and saw Danny looking into his eyes. “The meeting’s over, Rubin. Why are you still sitting there?” he asked.

Danny forced a smile and shook his head. “I—uh—was just processing everything. Lots to take in. Three new positions. They sound interesting, right?”

Danny looked around, and then he waited a moment for the big bosses to filter out of the room. Then he looked back down at Rubin. “Sure. Let’s go with interesting,” he said, letting a little laugh slip. “Just what every energy company needs: more diversity. God, I’m getting so sick of this PC crap. Just hire the best people for the job—am I right? Like—do we even have a chance at these new jobs, or are they just going to give them to the first minorities who apply?”

Rubin shook his head slowly. He wasn’t listening entirely, still thinking about Tegan and her curvy hips. How were her hips so curvy if she wasn’t biologically female? Could hormone pills do that? Was she wearing some sort of insert? Or could a man’s hips be naturally curvy like that?

“Well?” Danny said.

Rubin nodded his head. Danny’s little rant sounded just like the other dozen rants he heard the night before on the phone. “They’re just trying to appease the stockholders.”

“Right,” Danny said. “You okay? You seem… distant? Sad you didn’t get the job?”

Rubin shook his head. “No—that’s fine. I didn’t really think that I would get it. So many people applied—and so many of them work so much harder than me.”

“But you’ve been with the company for over a decade. Surely you thought you might get it.”

Rubin shrugged his shoulders. “I like my job,” he said. “It’s low-stress and the pay is pretty good. I can’t complain.” He stood up and gathered his notes. Then he started towards the door. Danny followed closely.

“I wish I could be more like you,” Danny said. “Things like this—they just get to me. How do you stop them from getting to you?”

Rubin held up his coffee mug, which had a picture of a bunch of turkeys standing on top of an elephant.

“What’s that?” Danny asked.

“It used to say, ‘Don’t let the turkeys get you down.’ But that part faded away a long time ago.”

“So what—you just look at that mug and feel better?” he asked.

Danny shrugged his shoulders again. “If you’re waiting for the world to be fair, you’re going to be waiting a long time. It’s better to just enjoy what life gives you. You’re doing pretty well, right? I think you make more money than me. You have a nice condo and a pretty girlfriend.”

“We broke up. But I get your point. I just wish… I just wish it didn’t have to be so hard. I wish we could all be on the same playing field, you know? I really thought that I was going to get that promotion.”

“Well you still might—didn’t you hear? There are three new positions up on the top floor. Just apply for one and hope for the best.”

Rubin smiled, nodded, and then he skirted away, heading back to his office. On his way, he caught another glimpse of Tegan. She was waiting for the elevator, with her back to Rubin. Her skirt was so short—how was it even covering her tight tush?

Rubin stumbled and dropped his notes. I dropped down to the ground to quickly pick everything up. And then he looked back up at Tegan, who still had her back to him. Now, from down on the ground, he could see up her skirt. He could see the perfect roundness of her tight ass, and he could see the tight red lace of her panties, hugging her package firmly between her legs. Looking hard enough, Rubin could make out the contour of her shaft, pushed back towards her asshole so that it wouldn’t bulge out against her tight pencil skirt. He could even see the contour of her bulbous tip, which was much thicker than the rest of her shaft, like the head of a python. And for some reason, he couldn’t look away.

Then his gaze drifted up and he saw that Tegan was looking down at him with a smile on her face. “You okay?” she asked.

Rubin nodded his head. He could feel his face becoming red-hot. He tried to reply but no understandable noise came out. Then the elevator opened and Tegan went inside. Rubin remained frozen until that door closed, and then he suddenly snapped back to life.

And in that moment, he realized he was even more attracted to her now that he knew she was a transgender. But why? He was in his mid-thirties and he’d always been straight. He’d never even considered the possibility of sleeping with a man. In fact, whenever he watched porn (which wasn’t very often) he would only watch lesbian porn because the sight of another man’s erect penis would make him terribly uncomfortable.

When he got back to his office, he continued researching his new boss. Part of his job included doing background checks on applicants, so he knew all of the tricks. He knew how to use a photo to find a person’s Facebook and Instagram pages—and even sometimes their SnapChat and Tinder accounts. So Rubin used all of the tricks, with his office blinds shut. And sure enough, he managed to find her Instagram account: QT Trap 6969. Her photos were far from modest: a collection of selfies in various skimpy outfits. She had her lips puckered in a sexy way in each photo, with her chest pushed out and her stomach sucked in. Her perky nipples were trying so hard to push through the thin fabrics of the bikinis and lingerie she stuffed her petite body into.

Rubin found one photo of Tegan in a tiny skirt. The caption read, ‘When it just won’t stay down.’ He looked at the photo closely and saw a bulge pushing out from between her legs.

Had Tegan been a normal applicant, through the HR department, Rubin would have slapped her application with as many red flags as possible. There was no way in hell she would have gotten the job—not with her lewd social media being so public. And maybe that Instagram page would come back to haunt her and the rest of the company. Maybe Rubin needed to say something, before the public found the page and the company became world news in the worst possible way.

Rubin continued his little research project, back-searching some of the images from Tegan’s Instagram page. After searching about a dozen, he got a match to a page on Reddit. The Reddit username was QTTRAP6969, and she was posting many of the same photos, this time on a subreddit called ‘hot traps’. Her top post was called ‘Do you like my new skirt?’ and in the photo, her tiny skirt was not enough to cover the whole length of her long, curved cock. It hung down in the photo, with its foreskin pulled back. She had her fragile fingers slipped under it, holding it up slightly to make it look just a little bit bigger—in case it wasn’t already big enough.

Rubin’s heart skipped a beat. He looked through more of her posts. She had a video of her jerking her cock until she came on her own stomach: a massive batch of white goo. She picked up some of the cum with a single finger and then she brought it to her lips to taste it. “Dear God,” Rubin said. He squirmed, and then he reached down to wrestle his erection down.

He knew it was none of his business, but he also knew how much damage it could do to the company. He had to do something about it. He had to make sure those pictures and videos didn’t make it to the press.


CHAPTER IV

Danny wanted one of those new positions, but he knew that hard work alone wasn’t going to push him past the other applicants. Everyone would be working hard for that massive raise, so he needed to go above and beyond—and he had an idea.

He took to his computer to do a little bit of research on his new boss. He wasn’t quite as savvy as Rubin with social media and background checks, but he still managed to find her professional Twitter account. And after scrolling down enough, he discovered that it didn’t used to be so professional. He found pictures of her, early in her gender transition, at parties: drinking, dancing, and posing for selfies. He had no idea what he was looking for: just whatever he could possibly use to his advantage. Maybe he could find a note about her favourite flower, and he could bring a small ‘congratulations bouquet’ when he went up to drop off his new application. Or maybe he could find something about a favourite brand of chocolate—just anything to get his resume onto the top of the pile.

He didn’t find anything terribly useful, except for a single post reading, ‘Guys lose interest the moment they find out I’m trans. Maybe I’ll be alone forever.’

Danny’s heart skipped a beat before pounding hard against his ribcage. He reread the little Twitter entry as an idea began to form in his mind.

Danny was a handsome guy—at least that’s what girls often told him. He was tall with a defined jawline and a good head of hair. He spent most of the small amount of free time he got at the gym, and he’d noticed his female co-workers admiring his muscles more than once. Though until now, he’d never had a chance to use his handsome charm to his advantage, seeing as his bosses had always been men. But now he had a female boss, who apparently had some troubles finding interested men.

Back in high school, Danny took a couple of acting classes. He wasn’t terrific, but he wasn’t bad. He was the lead in the school play for his senior year. The reviews were okay. But how hard could it be to act interested in his boss? She did have a nice rack, after all—even if it was fake. Her body was curvy and petite, and her face was admittedly attractive, thanks to all the makeup she wore.

Danny looked at the clock. He had twenty minutes before Tegan started accepting applications. He printed an application out and quickly filled out the information, attaching the same resume he used for the job she got. Then he stood up and walked over to the small mirror on the wall across from his desk. He looked at himself for a moment before taking off his tie and undoing one of his buttons—and then a second button. He ran his fingers through his hair, ruffling his neat hairdo up a little bit so he would look more ‘sexy’ for his young boss.

And then he took a moment to practice his smile. He didn’t want to go too over the top with it: just a casual little smirk—something confident and sexy. He tried winking at himself, but he knew that was too much. But maybe too much was a good thing. Maybe he needed to make himself feel a little bit uncomfortable if he was going to have a chance at wooing her. He only had to woo her for two weeks, then he could just pretend like she didn’t exist… though they would be working on the same floor together if all of this worked out. Oh well—she couldn’t fire or demote him for suddenly losing romantic interest in her… Could she?

He looked at the clock again. It was now 1:00 PM: time to submit himself for the job. He picked up his resume and his application and he started towards the elevator. He could feel the gazes of his co-workers turning towards him, watching him as he made his way towards the new boss’ office. He could feel their judgement, even though he knew they would all be swallowing their pride and submitting for the new positions as well. He didn’t look over at them. He didn’t want them getting into his head. He had to stay focussed—stay on task.

He got into the elevator and then, once the door was closed, he took a deep breath. Going up to the top floor was always nerve-racking. The air on that top floor smelled like money and every person was so intimidatingly confident. He always felt like a peasant walking into the king’s court—even when he just had to drop off a quarterly report.

When the elevator door opened, his heart began to race. He stood up straight and felt the bright light of the heavily windowed upper echelon of that massive energy company. The pretty receptionist looked up at him and she smiled as her cheeks turned a shade of pink. Danny had always figured the executive’s secretary had a little crush on him.

“Danny,” she said, nodding her head. “Can I help you?”

“I’m looking for Tegan’s office.”

Her eyes suddenly glazed over. Danny wondered if she was just as bitter about Tegan as the guys downstairs. She was silent for a moment, and then she pointed down the large open hallway. “It’s the last door on the left—the corner office, with the big windows and the view of the park.” There was contempt in her voice—and rightfully so. For years, she’d been staring at the elevator door. A few days out of high school and Tegan had the corner office on the top floor of one of downtown’s biggest skyscrapers.

“Thanks,” Danny said. He started towards the office. His heart rate increased. He took a series of deep breaths and then he stopped at her door. He looked down at his shirt, to make sure his slightly exposed chest wasn’t too over the top. Then he knocked.

“Come in!” he heard Tegan call out with her slightly masculine voice.

Danny hesitated for a moment, staring at the doorknob. Was he really going to attempt to woo her? Would she really fall for it? She was straight out of high school—what did she know? He pushed the door open.

“I’ve got an application to drop off,” he said, poking his head in.

She was sitting behind her desk, but there was nothing on her desk as if she had no actual work to do. She waved him in. “Come on in. Just put your resume and application right here, and I’ll get right to it.”

Danny waltzed in slowly. He looked around, nodding his head. “Nice office. That view is something else.”

She looked back. “It’s okay,” she said. “Though I was kind of hoping to get an office on the other side, overlooking the ocean.”

“I bet the ocean is beautiful from up here,” Danny said. He gently placed his application down on the desk.

“Thank you,” she said with a smile.

Then Danny became still. His heart raced and he tried not to squirm. “Congratulations on the new job, by the way,” he said.

“Thank you.”

“I’m really excited to hear your ideas.”

“That’s very kind of you to say. Thank you.”

Danny bit down hard on his tongue. “I think it will be good to have a young, beautiful girl up here with all the old guys. I think you’ll bring a nice balance in perspective.”

He stared into her eyes, hoping to see her reaction so he could respond accordingly. She just smiled and nodded her head. “That’s my goal,” she said.

Danny took a second to think of where he could go from here. “I really like your hair,” he said. And then he realized how stupid he was sounding. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to be fired for sexual harassment.

“Thanks,” she said, gently primping her hair with both of her hands. “I just got it down yesterday.”

“Well it really suits you.”

She smiled and nodded her head.

Danny wasn’t making the ground he thought he would be. “Uh, about what Liam said before they dragged him out of the building—I just wanted to let you know that we don’t all think like that. We’re all very happy to have you as head of international operations.”

She smiled and nodded again.

“That Liam guy—he was way out of line. I think he was just trying to get under your skin. I think you’re going to do a great job, and you’re very beautiful.”

“Are you trying to hit on me?” She picked up my resume to see my name. “Daniel?”

“Hit on you?” Danny said. A rush of warmth filled his face. “No, no—I was just trying to say that we’re all happy to have you on board. I think you’ll find that we’re all very nice around here—not like that Liam guy.”

“So what does me being beautiful have to do with my performance here?”

Now Danny could feel his face turning white. “What? Nothing. I was just saying… Liam said that thing about you being a… you know… and I’m just saying that I don’t agree. I think you’re beautiful, though that doesn’t have anything to do with your performance.” Danny put his hand behind his back and then clenched it into a fist. He dug his fingernails into the palm of his hand and stopped himself from digging a deeper hole.

“But Liam didn’t say anything about whether or not I was beautiful, did he? Did he mention my looks at all?”

“No, ma’am—I mean, miss. I don’t think so. But he did say, uh—he said some mean things.”

Tegan started laughing. She leaned back in her chair and shook her head. “I’m just messing with you, Daniel.”

“You can call me Danny,” Danny said. It took a moment for colour to start returning to his face.

“Sure—Danny. Tell me the truth, Danny. Everyone downstairs—do they all hate my guts? When I walked through the office yesterday, I felt a vibe.”

“A vibe?” Danny asked.

“A lot of disdain,” she said. “I hope you’re not all angry because I’m the CEO’s daughter. I promise that has nothing to do with why I got the job.”

Now Danny had to bite down on his tongue to stop himself from pointing out the fact that was the only reason she got the job. “Right. Of course,” he said. “Anyway—there’s my resume. I’m looking forward to learning more about these new positions. I have a feeling I’ll be a great fit.” Danny turned to leave.

“Hold on,” Tegan said.

Danny stopped and looked at her, with his hands casually clasped behind his back. “Yes?” he said.

“Do you really think that I’m beautiful, or were you just trying to sweeten up your application?” she asked.

He shook his head quickly. “No—I really meant it. But like I said, it has nothing to do with your performance as head of international operations.”

“Your friend—before he left—he called me a tranny. Did you believe him?”

When Danny heard the remark, he didn’t believe it—not until he saw that little tweet on Twitter. Now he just shook his head. “I didn’t believe it,” he said. “Not that it matters. What difference does it make, right? It’s none of my business.”

She smiled. “Say it was your business. Then would it matter?”

Danny was suddenly wishing he would have waited to drop off his application—maybe he could have slipped it under her door once she was gone for the day. “No. Of course not.”

“So if I told you it was true—that I really am a tranny—would you still think that I’m beautiful?”

Danny nodded his head quickly. “Yes, of course. Like I said—what difference does it make?”

She laughed. “You really want this promotion, don’t you?”

He shook his head. “No, no. I’m just being honest with you. I mean—yes, I would like to be considered for the promotion. But I’m more interested in having a good working relationship with you.”

“How badly do you want the promotion?” she asked, still with that big smile on her face. She was still snickering like a teenaged girl—and probably because she technically was still a teenaged girl. This job was basically a joke to her—something her father got for her in an attempt to teach her about responsibilities, even though she probably had more than enough money to live like royalty for the rest of her life.

“Well, to be honest,” Danny said. “I want it badly. I’ve been with this company for a decade and I think I deserve it. But I want to earn it—and I want to prove to you that I can earn it. I’m not going to beg for it or pull any dirty tricks. I’m just going to do everything I can to prove I deserve it, and if you think that someone else deserves it, I’ll understand and I’ll work harder for the next promotion.”

“Then sit up on my desk with your pants off,” she said, scooting her chair back. She was biting her bottom lip, still with that big grin.

“Excuse me?” Danny said.

“Take off your pants—and your boxers—and sit up on my desk, facing me.”

“A—Are you serious?”

She nodded her head. “Do you want to be considered or not?”

Danny remained still for a moment, waiting for her to tell him that she was joking. But she was just staring at him, as if she really wanted to see how badly he wanted the promotion. So if this was what he had to do, then so be it. He wasn’t shy about his cock. He was fit and well endowed.

So he reached down, unclipped his belt and then he began to tug down his pants. He looked up at Tegan before pulling them down completely, to see if she would stop him and expose her bluff. But she was still sitting with that childish smirk on her face. So he closed his eyes and tugged down his pants. He took a deep breath, opened his eyes, and climbed up onto her desk. He felt silly with his ball sack resting on the cool wood and his cock dangling over the edge. “Happy?” he asked. “I have to admit, I feel very silly right now. I really hope that you won’t tell your father about this.”

“Of course I won’t,” she said. “This is my own process—it’s none of his business. Now jerk yourself off.”

“Excuse me?”

“Jerk yourself off. Get yourself hard and rub your penis until you come. Then I’ll read your resume.”

“I don’t think that’s appropriate. This is already very inappropriate for the workplace—not that I’m judging your process. I just know that HR wouldn’t approve of this kind of nudity.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Okay. Don’t do it.” She took Danny’s resume and opened the bottom drawer of her desk, as if she was about to toss it in and never look at it again.

“Okay—okay!” Danny said. Now Danny was looking around at all of the big picture windows. He could only hope that no one was looking through with binoculars. He looked down at the flaccid penis between his legs. He couldn’t believe he was actually going to do this. Was he really this desperate? Did he really want the job this badly?

He closed his eyes and tried to find his composure. Then he tried to think of a naked woman, so he could get himself hard. But he was only able to think of his own bottomless, vulnerable body. He strained and squirmed and he even tried to get the process started by gently massaging the tip of his penis, still with his eyes closed. “Shit,” he mumbled. “I don’t think I can do this. I just can’t do it—this is crazy.”

He opened his eyes and saw that his resume was already being slipped into that bottom drawer. Tegan wasn’t being very forgiving, and it was starting to piss Danny off. “Okay—you know what? This is sexual harassment. I’m going to HR right now and I’m telling them about this. This is unfair. You should be judging applicants solely based on their experience and skillset. Just wait until HR hears about this.”

“Are you going to tell HR that you couldn’t get it up for me? Or are you just going to tell them that you took your pants off in my office and flashed your cock at me?” Tegan said, still with that big smile on her face.

Danny paused for a moment, his heart stuttered. “Y—You made me do this.”

“I didn’t make you do anything.”

“You told me I had to if I wanted the job!”

She shook her head. “No, I didn’t.” Would she be able to hide the smirk when HR came to validate Danny’s story? Would they believe Danny or her? Would they believe the middle-aged male employee or their young female boss? She was right—going to HR was a stupid idea. But what other option did he have? He could either go back to his office and accept that he wasn’t going to get a raise, or he could jerk himself off in front of her and hope that she was serious about him getting the big promotion.

His original plan had completely backfired. His plan was just to ask her on a little date and tell her that he liked her, even though she was trans. It was a simple plan, which didn’t involve any nudity or jerking off during work hours.

“Take my resume back out,” Danny said. He climbed back up onto the desk, dropping his pants back on the floor.

Tegan’s smile grew and her eyes lit up. She opened that bottom drawer and pulled Danny’s resume back out. “Go ahead,” she said, leaning back in her very comfortable chair.

Danny wrapped his fingers around his cock. He started to massage and tug, trying to stimulate some blood flow. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine Kate Upton, his favourite swimsuit model. He imagined her shaking her tits and rubbing her nipples. But once again, nothing was happening. His anxiety and embarrassment was overriding his ability to become erect. “Will it come all soft like that?” Tegan asked after a moment of watching him yank and tug on his soft penis.

“I can’t get it up,” he said. He could feel that his face was a shade of dark red.

“What’s the matter? Don’t you actually think that I’m beautiful? Was that all just a lie?”

“No—of course I think you’re beautiful.”

“Then quit closing your eyes and look at me,” she said.

Now Danny’s task was even harder. He couldn’t turn down the offer to stare at her without her knowing that he was indeed lying. But he knew he would never get it up while staring at her. But he had to try.

She was smiling and her eyes with glowing. She had those few top buttons undone, showing off the bust of her fake breasts. Her lips were impressively plump—probably from some injections—and her hair looked soft. Danny let his gaze fall down to that space between her breasts. He could see her black lace bra, pushing her implants up.

“Do you like them?” Tegan asked. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them firmly, making them flatten out and squish, just like real tits. Maybe they weren’t as fake as they looked in that push up bra.

Danny nodded his head against his better judgement. “Yeah,” he said. He watched as Tegan played with them, bouncing them up and down, making them jiggle and ripple. Then he watched as she unbuttoned one more button on her blouse, revealing even more of her supple cleavage. She grabbed the cups of her bra and folded them down, exposing her perky nipples. “Does this help?” she asked. She was looking straight into Danny’s eyes.

Danny looked down at the cock in his hand, which was now starting to throb and grow. “Yeah,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “That helps.”

She continued to play with her breasts, massaging and squeezing them, and occasionally teasing her nipples. “You know, if I squeeze them hard enough, milk will come out—because of all the hormones I’m taking. Want to see?”

Danny wasn’t sure he wanted to see—it certainly wasn’t on his bucket list: see a biological man squirt milk out from his fake tits. But he knew he couldn’t say no. “Okay,” he said, his voice cracking again.

Tegan closed her eyes and took a deep breath in. She started to fondle her nipples firmly, rolling them gently from side to side while squeezing them harder and harder. It was only a few seconds later when razor-thin streams of fluid began to spray forward. Some of it even splashed against Danny’s legs. The sight should have been disturbing—but Danny’s gaze was now fixated. He found himself wondering what the difference really was between a man and a woman. If a man can produce breast milk by taking some hormone pills—is he really so different from a woman?

Tegan giggled in a cute way. “You like that?” she asked.

Danny nodded his head. His cock was rock-hard now. He was stroking it with big, fast pumps. The bulbous tip of his shaft was reddening fast.

“Do you want to come on me?” she asked.

Danny nodded his head again. There was a buzzing pleasure between his legs now. He was successfully aroused. He didn’t want to look away from his young trans boss.

“Jerk it faster,” Tegan said. “I want to see you come. C’mon—squeeze it harder, pussy. Pump it!”

Her voice was becoming louder in an uncomfortable way. Danny found himself side-eyeing her office door, worried the pretty secretary could hear Tegan. But he knew he would never come if he let his anxiety wash over him. So he forced his gaze back onto Tegan, who still had her breasts out.

“I like your big dick,” she said.

“Thanks,” he managed to say, without missing a pump.

“Want to see mine?”

Danny’s gut turned and his head became suddenly light. He looked down at her lap, which seemed inconspicuous enough. “Y—Yours?” he said.

“Yeah. You said you didn’t care that I was trans—didn’t you?” she asked with a big smirk.

Danny shook his head quickly. “I don’t care,” he said.

“Good,” she said. She reached down and flipped up her skirt, exposing her black lacy panties. She slipped a finger under the thin strip of fabric and then she pulled it aside, letting her long, hard cock flip out. She let out a little sigh of relief, as if she’d been waiting ages to do it. And it probably felt better out in the open instead of pushed back between her legs inside of those tight panties.

Her cock was enormous—about ten inches long and nearly as thick as her wrist. The sight of it made Danny gasp. How did she keep it between her thighs? Danny could see her veins throbbing, and her foreskin wasn’t even pulled completely back, as if the cock still had a bit left to grow. “Ta-da,” she said with a cute giggle. But now that giggle didn’t quite seem so cute.

Danny’s heart trembled and his gut gargled. He knew it was true now: she really was a biological male. He really was staring at a male while her jerked off.

He forced his gaze back up to her breasts, hoping to keep his arousal going so he could come and get this nightmare over with. “Stare at it,” she said, noticing him looking away.

He had to strain to bring his gaze back down to her throbbing shaft. She curled her fingers around it and gently began to stroke. “Watch me stroke her,” she said, referring to her cock as ‘her’. Danny wanted to be put off. He was trying to convince his brain that he was disgusted. But unfortunately, he was still aroused. He was struggling to look away. He loved the way her foreskin pulled on and off of her pulsating tip. He loved watching her meticulously manicured fingers sliding up and down, rubbing her thick shaft in all the right spots.

“Keep staring at it,” she said.

He didn’t need to be told. He couldn’t look away, no matter how hard he tried. The tingling in his shaft was strong now, making the muscles in his body tense up. He squirmed and groaned and continued to pump his shaft. He bit down hard on his tongue and then he noticed Tegan’s eyes lighting up.

“Oh my God, are you about to come?” she said. She slid herself forward in her office chair, so that she was just a foot away from Danny’s cock. “Come on me. Please—I want your hot load all over me. Just come—do it already!”

She held her blouse open to expose as much of her chest as possible. She tilted her head back—possibly to protect her hair—but she moved her face closer and opened her mouth to make sure some of Danny’s jizz ended up on her tongue and plump lips. Her erect cock was now standing and throbbing on its own, teasing the bottom of Danny’s line of sight.

He tried to hold back his orgasm, knowing it was wrong in so many ways, but his efforts were futile. He came, groaning loudly, spraying his boss’ face and chest. His final few globs fell down perfectly onto the tip of her tall shaft. They billowed over and dribbled down to her pelvis, and Danny still couldn’t look away.

Tegan carefully pushed herself back. She used her fingers to scoop some of Danny’s cum from her chin to her lips, so she could lick it up. Then she looked into Danny’s eyes and said, “Consider this your interview.”

“For which position?” Danny asked, standing up awkwardly, realizing he just came while staring at a tranny’s throbbing cock.

Tegan shrugged her shoulders. “I haven’t decided yet. But I’ll be sure to let you know if you make it to the next stage or not.”

Danny’s mind was too clouded to realize he still wasn’t guaranteed the job, even though he’d just humiliated himself in front of his boss—and his boss’ daughter. He finished getting dressed and then he left without saying anything; his glazed over eyes said enough.


CHAPTER V

Mark was staring blankly at the wall of his small, windowless office. He had a large photograph of a cityscape, which he thought would act as a window when he bought it, but now it just seemed to tease him more than anything: a constant reminder that he didn’t actually have a window.

When he bought that photograph, he thought it would just be a temporary solution to his lack of view. He figured he would move up in the company quickly enough and he could leave that photograph behind for the next person, so they could be motivated to climb the ladder the way he was going to. But that was five years ago, and he was still in that office, still staring blankly at that bland, two-dimensional cityscape. Maybe it was time to start looking for a new job. Maybe he could attempt to climb through the ranks of another company—one that didn’t just hire family members for the best positions… Or maybe that was all of them.

Mark had his office door open because it was the only way he could get fresh air into the small room. He looked out now at all of his co-workers, frantically typing at their computers: filling out applications and forming new resumes for the three shiny new positions up on the top floor. Everyone wanted to get their applications in as soon as possible, as if it would make a difference. Mark was the first one to get his resume in for the head of international operations position, and he was the first to be interviewed. In the end, it made no difference. Tegan was getting that job even if Mark would have had a Nobel Prize and forty years of management experience with Fortune 500 companies. And with these new positions, the same was probably true.

He was tired. He’d hardly slept in four weeks. He couldn’t go through that again. He wouldn’t go through it again. He’d put at least two hundred hours of extra work in over the past month, and it certainly wouldn’t take two hundred hours to find a new job at another company.

So he fired up his Internet browser and he started looking at job listings. There weren’t many oil and gas positions open—not with the recession and all—but he had to try anyway, for the sake of his mental sanity. He found a couple of low-level positions: positions with less than half of his current salary. He decided to fire his resume off anyway, just so he could get through the door to meet with the hiring supervisors. Maybe he could convince them to open up a better position.

He looked up from his computer again, watching as his co-workers made their way to the elevator one at a time, to go upstairs to drop off their resumes. What a bunch of suckers. Were they really so oblivious? Did they really think they had a shot? Mark had seen the same scene so many times. Just a few months ago they opened a top floor position, and after weeks of interviewing, they gave the job to some guy from the Toronto branch. Surely the same would happen with these new slots. No one on Mark’s floor had any experience with ‘diversity’ or ‘ecological recovery’ or ‘renewable energies’. They weren’t going to gamble on Mark or anyone of Mark’s co-workers. So why bother trying?

While all the suckers were working through their breaks to try to impress their new boss, Mark decided to slip away. He figured he would actually take a break during his break, for the first time in many months. He hopped on the elevator and went down while everyone else was going up. He still wasn’t sure where he would go: maybe to the café for a latte, or maybe to the sandwich shop for a bite to eat. He couldn’t even remember the different options in the area because he was so used to spending every waking minute at his desk, busting his balls.

He felt strangely invigorated as he strolled through the empty lobby, past the building’s security guard. Then he started thinking about his current position with Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas. He actually had a pretty good gig, even though he didn’t have an office. He was basically his own boss, except for that one day every few months when the big boss came down for an hour or so for his quarterly meetings. Mark didn’t have to wait for ‘break time’ if he wanted to slip away from a bite to eat. He was still making a decent six-figure salary, and he got plenty of decent benefits. Sure, it would have been nice to be up on the top floor, making a lot more money and receiving many more benefits (with an actual view and not just a picture of a view) but he really couldn’t complain, especially now as he stood in a line outside of a food truck, behind a bunch of businessmen who were in a serious hurry to get back to work before their fifteen minute break was through. At least Mark wasn’t like them.

He ordered a plate of fish tacos, and then instead of taking it back to his office, he decided to walk across the street and enjoy his food casually in the park. He found a seat on a bench by a little stream and he took a deep breath in, tasting a freedom he was just noticing for the first time now. Maybe this whole debacle was a good thing. Maybe this was what he needed to realize he actually had it pretty good. He took a bite of his first fish taco, and then he heard a familiar voice. “Don’t you work on the thirty-first floor?”

He looked up and saw Tegan, his new boss, standing in front of him, holding her own plate of fish tacos. Mark froze. He looked down at her skimpy little outfit—the same outfit a teenaged girl might wear to a Halloween party if she wanted to dress as a ‘sexy businesswoman’. “Um, yeah, I do,” he said. “I’m on my break. I’ve already put sixty hours in this week.” He felt suddenly defensive, even though she hadn’t chewed him out yet for being away from his desk. The mere sight of her made him remember why he was so angry at the company, and at Steven Cross—and even at her. He instantly remembered that he was working for sociopaths. He remembered that his new boss was a nineteen-year-old brat who was beyond spoiled. She would probably never log a sixty-hour workweek in her life.

“Have you already dropped off your application for one of the new positions?” she asked.

He bit down on his tongue, resisting the urge to say, ‘Fuck those stupid new positions’. He had a feeling the positions would be dissolved within a matter of a few years anyway, once the whole ‘diversity’ trend died away. “I, uh, don’t believe that I will be submitting myself for the new positions this time around,” he managed to say with a charming smile on his face. “I think there are others who are far more qualified than me. If I’m going to be honest, my expertise is in oil and gas, and not ecological recovery, or diversity, or… what was the other one?”

“Renewable energies,” she said.

“Right—that.”

“It could be a very good opportunity for you to move ahead with your career,” she said—as if she knew anything about moving ahead with a career. It took a lot of willpower for Mark to not scoff in her face.

“I just think it’s best that I pass on this one. I think I’m in a good place now with my current position.”

“And what position is that?” she asked.

“I’m the district manager of operations,” he said. It killed him that she didn’t even know his position, never mind his name. She knew nothing about this company. How could she even show her face at the office? Didn’t she have any shame?

“Oh,” she said. “Well as long as you’re happy being a measly district manager—that’s fine with me.”

Mark had to bite down hard on his tongue. But even that wasn’t enough to suppress his suddenly rage. “Excuse me?” he said.

She just smiled, taking the seat next to him to eat her tacos.

“I’m not a ‘measly’ district manager,” he said through clenched teeth. “I’ve been working for this company for twelve years. I worked my way up to this position. I didn’t just get it because my daddy pulled some strings.” The moment the words came out from his mouth, he was filled with regret. He bit down again on his tongue, this time painfully. He suddenly wished he could go back in time. He was afraid to look over at her to see her reaction. He knew his time with the company was likely about to reach its end. Why couldn’t he just keep his stupid mouth shut? “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean that,” he said, now desperate to keep his job.

Tegan didn’t reply. She was completely silent as she sat next to him.

“I just meant to say that you’re very lucky to have such a powerful father, and, uh—I wish I could be in your positions—not that you didn’t earn it.”

She looked over, into Mark’s eyes. “You don’t think I earned this position?”

“I didn’t say that,” Mark said. “Of course you did. Your dad is a smart guy—he wouldn’t just give you a position that wasn’t right for you. He knows what he’s doing.” He forced a big smile.

Then Tegan started to laugh. “Oh, don’t give me that crap,” she said. Mark’s stomach churned and the reality of his termination was starting to seem even more obvious. “Obviously I didn’t deserve this job. I’m nineteen. Three months ago, I was nearly flunking out of chemistry class—and now I’m a boss at a big oil and gas company. I obviously got this job because of my dad. I don’t even care about oil and gas—or ecological recovery, or workplace diversity, or any of that crap.”

Mark just stared blankly into her eyes, trying to figure out if she was toying with him or if she was coming clean to him.

“My dad only gave me the job because my mom threatened to leave him and take half of his money if he didn’t. You know he cheats on her? He cheats on her all the time—with girls my age. I hate the prick.”

“Why are you telling me this?” Mark said cautiously.

She shrugged her shoulders. “What difference does it make? Everyone is walking on eggshells around me. I just wish you could all relax. Though I guess I don’t blame you—I saw my dad fire that guy in that meeting.”

“I just want to keep my job so I can keep paying my bills,” Mark said. “If there’s a promotion I think I can get, I’ll apply for it. Otherwise, I just want to stay locked in my office. I don’t want to be in anyone’s way—and I definitely don’t want to get between you and your dad.”

Now Tegan was looking into Mark’s eyes again, with that big smirk on her face. “We should do it on his desk,” she said.

Mark was slow to react to the suggestions. “W—What?” he said.

“He leaves the office at five every day. We should go in and fuck on his desk.” Her smirk grew even bigger.

Mark shook his head. “I—I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” he said. “Like I said: I just want to keep my job. It’s all I have.”

Then Tegan grabbed Mark’s hand and inspected his finger. “You aren’t married. Do you have a girlfriend?”

Mark shook his head. “I don’t have the time for one,” he said, trying to keep his distance, even though Tegan kept inching closer.

“Then what’s the problem? You worried I’ll tell my daddy about it? Worried someone will catch us?”

Mark shook his head. “I just don’t think it’s such a good idea.”

Tegan rolled her eyes and sighed. “Is it because I’m trans?”

Mark’s gut rolled violently. “What? No—no—definitely not. I don’t care about that. I’m, uh, all for the whole trans thing. I’m not political. I don’t even vote.”

Tegan laughed. “Political? What does that have to do with anything?” She shook her head and then inched closer again, putting her plate down on the bench next to her. “Come and fuck me on my daddy’s desk and I’ll give you one of the positions. It’ll be fun—and you’ll make twice as much as you’re making now.”

Mark’s head was spinning. He didn’t want anything to do with this crazy nonsense. He was lying to her when he said he was ‘all for the whole trans thing’. He was also lying when he said he didn’t vote. He specifically voted conservative because it was the only party that didn’t approve of the ‘whole trans thing’. He thought it was a trend—and a dangerous one as far as children were concerned. He’d read an article about how taking hormone blockers young can sterilize children for life. How was that right? And it’s not like hormones actually could turn a man into a woman. Sure, they could soften the skin and create breast tissue where there was none before—but there’s a lot more to being a woman than that.

That being said, an extra $150,000 per year was a lot of money, even after the government took away nearly half in taxes. Mark could do a lot with that money. It would only be a handful of years before he was looking at having an extra million. And surely a quick romp with a transgender was worth the money. Everyone has their price, don’t they?

“I just really don’t want to lose my job,” Mark said.

“Well if you don’t want to lose your job, then you’ll meet me in my daddy’s office at 5:30 PM. Sound good?” She hopped to her little heeled feet. Her tits bounced and jiggled before settling into place. “It’ll be fun.” She picked up her tacos and started back towards the office, leaving Mark with a lot more anxiety than he could wrap his mind around: He had a hot date with his tranny boss, and it was sounding like his job was on the line.


CHAPTER VI

When Rubin pressed the button to call the elevator, he still wasn’t sure what he was going to say to Tegan regarding the photos he found on the Internet—he just knew that it would be best to talk to Tegan about the images instead of someone else. The fewer people who knew about the lewd photos, the better. He could only hope that she wouldn’t think he was some perverted snoop, or that he was trying to blackmail her. He had to choose his words carefully, so that she knew he was just trying to protect the image of the company. When the company does well, everyone does well.

Maybe he could lead by stating, ‘I’m not here to embarrass you or to blackmail you.’ Or even better: she had no idea who he was. He could just tell her that it was his job to keep close tabs on all the employees in the company. She didn’t have to know that his actual job was hiring new employees. But what if she found out that he lied about his job? Would she fire him? Would she tell her father that he’d been secretly researching her like a total creep? Maybe it would be better not to go up. Maybe he could write an anonymous note and slip it under her door after hours.

The elevator door opened and Rubin was about to step in, and then he saw her standing there, in her buttoned-down blouse and tight black pencil skirt. She looked into his eyes and smiled, and he froze. “Getting on?” she said.

It took him a moment to break free from his frightened paralysis. He thought he would have more time to figure things out. He thought he would have at least another few minutes to make a final decision on how he was going to handle this little crisis, before it became a massive company-wide crisis. “Um,” he said. “Yes—of course.” He awkwardly stepped into the elevator, planting himself next to her. He looked into her eyes and forced a smile before looking forward at the closing elevator door.

“Coming up to drop off your resume?” she asked.

Rubin nodded his head, not fully listening to what she was saying. His head was swirling with anxiety, desperately trying to figure out the best next step. “Yep,” he said. And then he realized he wasn’t holding a resume or an application. And now, Tegan was staring down at his empty hands.

“Forgetting something?” she asked.

Rubin looked down and then he laughed. Now the elevator door was opening, revealing the top floor, where he’d only been half a dozen times in his dozen years with the company. Tegan stepped out and started towards her office. She looked back at Rubin and waved him to follow. Instead of using his lack of resume as an escape from the horrible anxiety, he followed his cute trans boss.

He walked down the hall with a ferocious pounding heart. His hands were trembling and his lungs were suddenly shallow, unable to hold much air at all. He turned into her office and found himself immediately impressed by her incredible view of the downtown core. “Wow,” he said. “Great office.

“It’s okay,” Tegan said. “Now you wanted to drop off a resume?”

Rubin looked around sheepishly. He looked down at his empty hands again and realized that a perfect solution to this little problem wasn’t coming to his fear-ridden brain. He just had to tell her what he knew and hope that she understood he was telling her for her own good. “Mind if I close this door for a moment?” he said, walking back to her office door.

“Go ahead,” she said, leaning back in her office chair.

He closed the door and then looked back at his new boss, clasping his hands at his waist like a shy toddler. “I, uh, don’t know the best way to tell you this. But, um, I was doing some research and I found—quite easily, actually—some material that you might want to consider—um…” He couldn’t find any of the correct words. His heart was pounding so hard he was worried she could hear it slamming against his ribcage.

She had a big smirk on her face, almost as if she knew what he was about to say and she found it funny. But surely she wouldn’t think it was funny—would she? She was a major employee at a major energy company—a company that made international news on an almost-weekly basis. There was no way she wanted the whole world to know about her lewd photographs. “What is it?” she said, still smirking.

“Well—if you look up your name, you find your LinkedIn. And, uh, when you search the images on your LinkedIn, well that brings you to your Instagram. And if you search the images there, well that brings you… somewhere else.”

And still, she had that smirk on her face, as if this was all a big joke to her.

“Now, of course I don’t care personally. It’s none of my business. It’s actually my job to look into these things. And technically it’s my job to tell the HR department and the executives, but given the sensitivity of the images... I hope you don’t think I’m trying to blackmail you. I’m not—I’m really not. Those pictures are your business, and I just wanted to make you aware that they’re somewhat easy to find. Once it’s announced to the press that you’re the new head of international operations, journalists are going to be performing the same searches that I did, trying to find a story for their papers, you know.”

“So you were looking me up?” she said, still leaned back casually in her chair.

“Like I said, it’s sort of my job.” Rubin forced a big smile. He could feel that his cheeks were starting to turn pink.

“And what is your job exactly?” she said.

Rubin’s heart stuttered. He wasn’t expecting to be put on the spot. He thought she would be thanking him for letting her know. Was this all a big mistake? Should he have kept his mouth shut? “My job?” he said, trying to think. “Well, technically, I’m head of this district’s entry hires. I do background checks on all potential new employees.”

“And am I one of your potential new employees?”

Rubin stuttered again. “I mean—technically you’re a new employee. So I ran a simple background the check—the same kind I run on everyone, really.”

“And what exactly did you find?” she asked.

Rubin felt his face becoming redder. Now he was wishing he would have kept his mouth shut. Sure, if the press found out about the images, there would have been a controversy. But that wasn’t Rubin’s problem. The executives would handle it and Rubin would continue his little job down below as if nothing happened. Why did he feel like he needed to be the hero? Why did he have to dip his feet in the deep end of the pool? “Like I said, some pictures and a few videos—the kind of thing that you don’t want attached to your professional name.”

“Describe them to me,” she said.

“Excuse me?”

“Describe what you saw. Be detailed.”

“Well, in some you were half naked, and in others you were completely naked—it’s none of my business. I just wanted to let you know that those images and videos are publically accessible.”

“I told you to describe the pictures to me in detail. The video you saw—describe it, from start to finish.”

Rubin’s legs were becoming weak, tempted to buckle. “Why?” he asked with a coy voice.

“So I know what you’re talking about. How can I address the problem if I don’t have a detailed description of the issue?”

“Well, at the start of the video, you have your clothes on. You’re in a bedroom—maybe a hotel room. You’re up on the bed, rubbing your body with your hands. Do I need to go on?”

“Yes,” she said.

Rubin tried to swallow the lump in his throat. “Okay. Well you’re rubbing yourself, and then you slip a hand up your skirt and begin to rub… down there. You lift your skirt up to show the camera your… down there.”

“I don’t know what ‘down there’ means,” she said. But that smirk suggested she knew exactly what he was talking about.

Rubin cleared his throat. “Your penis, Miss Cross. You take it and, uh, stroke it. Then you fetch a, uh, large phallic object from the nightstand.”

“Describe what you mean by phallic object,” she said.

“It’s a dildo—a purple one. You lie on your back and, um, put it into your rear end. For the rest of the video, you use one hand to, um, pleasure your penis, and the other hand to move the phallic—I mean the dildo—in and out of your, uh, rear end—until you’re done.”

“I’m done what?” she said.

Rubin cleared his throat again. “Until you come on yourself, Miss Cross.” Rubin felt ill now. His whole body was paralyzed with regret. He should have stayed in his office. Now he would never be able to look at his own boss in the eyes.

“So tell me: why did you watch the entire video? It’s twelve minutes long—that’s a long time to watch a video.”

Rubin closed his eyes for a moment, hoping he would open them and see the ceiling of his bedroom, and the whole thing would just be a dream. But that wasn’t the case. “I just skimmed through it.”

“And then you looked at more?” she asked.

“I just skimmed through, so I would have an idea of what we’re dealing with.”

“And then you watched more. Tell me what else you saw.”

“Like I said—I just skimmed through most of it.”

She stared at him with her big smirk as the room became completely silent. “Did you like what you saw?” she asked, finally ending that horrible silence. The silence that came now was even worse.

Rubin bit down on his tongue and tried to come up with an appropriate response. It was just like when the bullies in school asked, ‘Do your parents know you’re gay?’ You can’t say yes or no, so you have to be careful with your words. “It’s just my job,” he said.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

He hesitated, considering the possibility of giving her a fake name. But he knew she would eventually see him again and it wouldn’t be long before she found out his real name. “Rubin,” he said.

“Did my videos make you hard, Rubin?”

“Hard?” he said, his voice cracking.

“When you watched my videos, did you find yourself wishing you could fuck me?”

Rubin looked back at the closed door. He thought about running. He thought about getting out before this meeting became any more absurd. But he couldn’t just run away like a coward. He couldn’t just leave his fate undecided and in the hands of an apparently crazy nineteen-year-old girl. “I, uh, was just doing my job.”

“Tell me the truth, Rubin. Admit that you watched all those videos wishing you could fuck me.”

Rubin squirmed and bit harder on his tongue. Why wouldn’t this moment end? “I—I think you’re very pretty.”

She laughed. “You want to suck my dick, don’t you?”

Rubin was silent. Is that what he wanted? Was she offering? Or was this all a big set up to get him to admit his lies. Was he lying? He didn’t even know anymore. His mind was spinning too fast—he couldn’t collect his thoughts to save his life. “I just want to make sure the company is protected,” he said.

Tegan stood up suddenly. She reached down and grabbed the base of her tight pencil skirt, and then she lifted it up, revealing her tight black panties. Rubin could see that big bulge. He watched as she reached down and gently pulled the lace undies to the side, making her long cock flop out. His heart skipped a beat and he gasped. It looked bigger in person than it did on his laptop screen. Now he could feel that his face was turning white. Was this really happening? Was she really showing him her cock?

“Well? Come and suck it,” she said. “Get your little crush out of your system.”

“I—I don’t know if this is appropriate,” he said.

“Come and suck me off, Rubin. I want you to suck me off.”

Rubin’s legs nearly gave out on him. He groaned and then he found himself stepping forward, looking back at the closed door briefly. It wasn’t locked—anyone could open the door and see this crazy scene. He walked around her desk and then found himself in front of her. He looked into her young, intimidating eyes, and then he dropped down to his knees so he was face-to-face with her long, curved shaft. He gently reached forward and slipped his fingers around it, gripping it firmly. It was warm and heavy and surprisingly hard considering it was still flaccid. He lifted it up, pointing it at his lips. His lust was overriding his anxiety. He wanted to suck the cum out of her cock so badly, even though he knew it was a horrible idea.

He opened his mouth, closed his eyes, and leaned forward. He felt that warm throbbing cock slip into his mouth. He closed his lips around her girth and started sucking.

He’d never sucked a cock before. He’d never wanted to suck a cock before—except for one time, during high school, when everyone found out that the new girl was a transgender. Everyone mocked her until she stopped showing up for school, but Rubin had different feelings. Before her secret was revealed, she would sit next to him during class. He never thought much of her—she was an average-looking gal with long brown hair. It wasn’t until her secret got out that he started to notice her and fantasize about her. Those fantasies terrified him. He’d never thought about cocks before, but suddenly he was going to bed at night with the strangest fantasy in his head: the new girl with a big, hard erection, fucking his mouth and coming all over his face. He fought those fantasies away and forced himself to never think about them again.

But apparently all of that effort was for nothing. His strange trans attraction was apparently something he couldn’t just will away so simply. Now, he was fulfilling his fantasy—and risking his career while doing it. And maybe it was worth it. That cock felt so good on his tongue. He could feel her getting harder and harder. He wanted her deeper—as far into his throat as he could handle. He loved the feeling of her soft pubic hair rubbing against the tip of his nose. He loved her soft ball sack in the palm of his hand. The soft polyester of her pencil skirt was now resting gently on the top of his head.

Was he gay? He’d eaten girls out before—which he liked—but he never felt this amazing with any biological girl. His heart never pounded this hard—but maybe that wasn’t from his arousal. She was rock-hard in his mouth. She had her fingers nestled in his hair.

He started slipping his hand around her bum, moving his fingertips into her butt crack. His middle finger casually found her butthole. He started to tease small circles around her tight back door. She wasn’t stopping him, so he gently started to press his fingertip in. She still wasn’t stopping him. He got down to his knuckle, feeling her squishy insides—and she still wasn’t stopping him.

Now, Rubin had a biological male’s erection in his mouth and he had his finger deep in a biological male’s asshole. How was that not gay?

What difference did it make?

He kept sucking, bobbing his head faster. Tegan was holding his head tighter now, thrusting gently, rubbing her tip all over the inside of his warm, wet mouth. Drool was running down the side of his face. She groaned and suddenly reached forward. She grabbed a big black Sharpie and quickly handed it to him. He didn’t have to ask why she was giving it to him.

He reached it around back, pulling his finger out from her asshole. Then he pressed the Sharpie in, pushing it in as deep as he could without losing it. He held it carefully with the tip of his thumb and the tip of his pointed finger. He tried to pump it, and then he suddenly lost it as she sucked it into her body. His heart leapt. He tried sticking his finger inside of her to get it out, but she managed to push it out naturally. Something about it made Rubin absurdly horny. His cock was suddenly firm against the crotch of his slacks.

Tegan pulled her cock out from his mouth. “Bend over my desk,” she said, pointing firmly at her mostly-bare desk. Rubin was still for a moment, trying to process everything. Then he stood up and awkwardly bent over, placing his hands down on the hard wooden surface. Tegan walked around him while his heart throbbed.

He’d often dreamed of fucking a tranny, but he never even thought about being fucked by one. Would it hurt? Would he like it? Was his willingness proof that he was indeed a homosexual? She quickly pulled down his pants, and then he felt her wet throbbing tip press up between his butt cheeks. She groaned as she began to press forward. He clenched, terrified it would hurt.

He bit down on his tongue and forced himself to relax. Then he felt her entering his body. “Oh God,” he groaned loudly. She pushed in deeper and deeper as he clutched desperately at her desk. He was facing that door now, still terrified it would open and one of his bosses would see him in such a humiliating position. He closed his eyes so that horrible anxiety wouldn’t be staring him in the face. With his eyes closed, he could feel everything: every rigid inch of her massive cock. He could even feel her long veins pumping blood into her shaft, and the harsh ridge of her tip sliding through his anal cavity.

She started pumping, slapping her pelvis against his ass. Her nails dug into his skin, but he didn’t mind. Everything about it hurt, but at the same time it all felt so good. He could feel himself stretching out, but strangely it didn’t bother him. He loved the feeling of her cock moving in and out. And he loved the sound of her groaning—it wasn’t quite a fully feminine groan, but somehow that only made it better. Maybe he really was gay.

His own cock was throbbing and twitching. A strong buzzing was growing in his tip. He had to reach down and squeeze his cock to satisfy a strange urge, but even that didn’t quite do it. “Harder,” he said. She followed his command, slamming her cock into him harder and deeper. That helped. Now the buzzing was intense and amazing. He wanted to hold onto that feeling forever. His legs trembled violently and would have buckled if they had been supporting his weight.

“Oh God,” he groaned. He looked down and saw his cock bursting cum all over the side of his young boss’ desk. How was it even possible? He wasn’t even stroking his shaft—just holding it. But it wouldn’t stop coming, blasting shot after shot after shot, all over that fancy wooden desk. He squirmed and then went limp on the desk, overwhelmed with exhaustion and euphoria.

Then he felt Tegan’s nails pressing into his skin. She groaned and then started filling him up with thick, warm goo. He could feel all of it, sloshing around inside of him. It felt nice—beyond nice. He moaned like a cow giving birth, and then she pulled out of him, leaving him feeling empty but satisfied.

He managed to look back at her as she rolled her cock back into her panties, pushing it between her legs, the only way it would fit. She pulled down her skirt and took a deep breath. “I think our little meeting here is done,” she said.

Rubin pulled himself to his feet, wobbling slightly. His bum hurt, and he had a feeling it would hurt for a few hours—or maybe even a few days. He smiled as he pulled up his pants. Then he stumbled awkwardly towards the door. Before leaving, he turned to look at Tegan, and he said, “Those pictures and videos—are you going to take them down?”

She laughed. “No,” she said. “Then how will people like you find them?”

Rubin stood silently for a moment, trying to wrap his head around what she was saying. But he just couldn’t figure it out. He couldn’t figure out what she wanted. But maybe it really was none of his business. Maybe he just needed to let the press come down on her and the company. It’s not like a little sex controversy would be enough to bring down a major Fortune 500 Company, right?


CHAPTER VII

It was 5:20 PM. The office had mostly cleared out, save for a few employees desperately trying to go the extra mile to impress their new boss, who probably didn’t even know they existed.

Mark looked down at his watch. He had ten minutes before his meeting with Tegan—his dreaded ‘hot date’ in her daddy’s office—in the CEO’s office. He’d spent that whole afternoon trying to come up with some sort of out—some way to save his job while saving himself from having to fuck his shemale boss. But he thought of nothing. Everyone was afraid of her, including the guys in the HR department. She wasn’t just the boss’ daughter, but she was also a transgender, and HR departments were still trying to figure out how to handle LGBT cases. The company would surely do everything in its power to avoid any sort of trans-related controversy.

So what options did Mark have? He could either risk losing his job or he could sleep with Tegan. The latter option made him shudder with nausea—but it still seemed like a better option than losing his job. He needed that job. He’d put in so many hours over so many years—he couldn’t just let it slip away because of an angry little outburst on a park bench.

He looked at his watch again. It was 5:26 PM. He needed to move. He grabbed a resume, just so it would look like he was going up to the top floor to drop off a job application. Then he stood up and straightened his suit jacket. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then he started walking.

The next four minutes went by in super-slow-motion. Each step sent a shockwave of nausea through his body. It seemed like every face still in that office was looking his way, judging his every move.

He knew Tegan was practically insane—so how could he be sure she wouldn’t just tell everyone that Mark fucked her on the CEO’s desk? Hell—she was crazy enough to film the whole thing secretly and then e-mail it out to everyone in the company. Maybe Mark was better off being fired by his new nineteen-year-old boss. Maybe it was just a matter of time before she fired everyone. At least if he was the first one out, he could get into one of those other companies before the market was flooded with unemployed oil and gas administrators.

The elevator seemed to move slower than normal. It trembled and bounced and rocked, making Mark’s nausea even worse. When the door open, he expected to see that cute secretary with the little button nose, but even she was gone for the evening. He’d never seen the building so empty before. Maybe, like Mark, most of the workers had lost their motivation to go the extra mile after Tegan got the job everyone else wanted.

He looked around. The whole floor was silent. He knew how to get to the CEO’s office, even though he’d never been there before. So he started walking down the long hallway, past all of the giant offices. He tried to walk lightly but his footsteps seemed louder than normal. When he finally reached that large door at the end of the hallway, his hands began to tremble. But before he could grab the handle, the door opened.

Tegan poked her head out. She had a big smile on her face. “Come in—before anyone sees you,” she whispered. So Mark slipped in. Tegan closed the door, and then Mark noticed her outfit: tight black lingerie, complete with fishnet stockings and fishnet gloves. She had a thick black choker around her throat.

“I was worried you weren’t going to come,” she said, grinning ear-to-ear.

“Well, I want to keep my job, so let’s just get this over with. The outfit is a bit much, by the way.”

“You don’t like it?” she asked, doing a slow spin to show off her whole body. The lingerie did nothing to cover her perky bum, which Mark couldn’t help but notice. He also couldn’t help but notice the thick bulge pressed between her legs. He could even see a glimmer of flesh pressing out the side of that thin strip of lingerie, as if nothing could hold all of her in place.

“Just do me a favour and keep your bits where I can’t see them,” he said. “And I just want to say: you’re lucky that you’re trans, or whatever you call it. If you were a guy and I was a girl, this would be major lawsuit material.”

“Oh, quit being such a prude,” she said. “Take out your cock for me.”

“This is insane,” Mark said, sighing. He looked around and the extremely wealthy room. The ceilings were impressively high and the windows stretched from top to bottom. There was a bar in the corner that was bigger than Mark’s entire office. And to the left was a private bathroom, and through the bathroom door, Mark was sure that he could see a sauna.

“What are you waiting for?” she said.

Mark looked at the dolled up tranny. “If I don’t have sex with you, what are you going to do?”

“It’s a pointless question,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because you are going to fuck me, and you’re going to like it.”

“But if I don’t—am I fired?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe,” she said.

“And you realize how illegal and morally corrupt that is, right?” Mark said, resisting the urge to seethe at his young boss.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Did I say I would fire you?”

Mark bit down on the edge of his tongue. Maybe this wasn’t so different from the way powerful men get their female employees to put out. She was being vague enough that she wasn’t really doing anything technically illegal—but she was being clear enough that Mark knew he had no choice.

“So go ahead and take your cock out,” she said.

Mark sighed and groaned, and then he reached for his belt. “Just for the record, I’m only doing this to keep my job.” He felt like he had to say it, in case she was recording the act to show as a joke around the office—even though he knew she would probably edit the line out if she were filming it. He undid his belt and then he unzipped his fly. He reached into his boxers and grabbed his shaft. He hesitated for a moment and then he pulled it out.

He felt so humiliated, flashing his cock to his boss. But he had to do it—he had to protect his job. “Happy?” he said.

Tegan walked forward, one step in front of the other like a model on a runway. She looked down at his shaft and said, “Let’s see who’s bigger.” She reached down and fished her own cock out.

“What are you doing?” Mark asked as his heart leapt up into his throat. He saw her long curved shaft flip out before he looked away quickly. “I thought you were keeping that hidden.”

“I never agreed to that,” she said. She stepped forward, pressing her warm cock against his. She held them together with a single hand. She had to stand on her tippy toes so that the cocks were properly in line. Her cock was bigger by a good inch. She giggled. “Are you feeling intimidated?” she asked with that grin in her voice.

Mark closed his eyes. His cock was rubbing against another cock—something he could have gone his whole life without. “Whatever you want. Let’s just get this over with, please.”

“Open your eyes and look down,” she said.

He bit hard on his tongue and followed her command. She was massaging their dicks together.

“Here’s the deal,” she said. “If you get hard before me, I get to fuck you in the ass. If I get hard before you, you get to fuck me.”

“You’re not putting anything in my ass,” he said firmly.

She giggled again. “You would like it.”

“No—I’m not interested.”

“How badly do you want to keep your job?”

Mark was silent for a moment. Would he take her giant sissy cock in his ass to keep his job? Were a few minutes of uncomfortable pain worth a position with Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas? He looked back down at the cocks, which were still being mashed together. It kind of felt nice, but only because of the physical stimulation. He knew the euphoria had nothing to do with the fact he was rubbing against another cock. He could have been rubbing against a raw chicken breast or a couch cushion and the feeling would have been the same. He wasn’t gay.

But he was worried—if that pleasant feeling got any stronger, then arousal might kick in. She was still soft, but he didn’t want to get hard before her. Hell, he didn’t want to get hard at all, but he knew he would eventually have to, especially if he would be going inside of her.

He looked away from her cock, at her lingerie-clad body. Even he had to admit: she had a good figure. She had nice curves and perfect tits. Her nipples were showing through the thin lace. They were perky and she had big, round areolas. Then he noticed the grin on her face and he looked away quickly, closing his eyes again. He could feel something between his legs: a throbbing. Was it him throbbing or her? Was he getting hard or was she? He was too afraid to open his eyes to look. But with his eyes closed, he could now only picture her in her tight lingerie, with her garter belt and her fishnet stockings. He tried to push that image away because it was just making that pleasant feeling between his legs even stronger. But why? He knew he was thinking of a biological man—why wasn’t that mental image disgusting him?

He could feel her fingers gliding up and down the length of his cock. Her strokes were long and firm. An erection was starting to seem inevitable now. “Shit,” he muttered, trying as hard as he could to will his cock down. But now he could feel it hardening and thickening. He was going to lose the deal that he never even agreed to. He was going to have to take her gigantic cock in his ass. But it wasn’t fair.

“Damn,” she said. “I guess you win—but barely.”

He opened his eyes and looked down, suddenly shocked by the size of her enormous erection. It stood tall—a few inches bigger than his cock, and much thicker. It was curved to one side as if she spent a lot of time jerking off with her right hand. “Oh my God,” he said, unable to look away from her impressive size.

She climbed up onto her daddy’s desk, laying herself on her back. She looked over at Mark. “Don’t worry—it’s a strong desk. It can hold both of us.”

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was broken and quiet. His head was swirling with a whole new set of anxieties. Why was he so aroused right now? Why wasn’t he nauseous and disgusted anymore?

“Come stick your cock in my mouth. Let me suck it.”

“Can’t we just get right to it?” Mark asked.

She giggled. “I need to get you wet before you’ll fit in my asshole.”

Mark hesitated. He looked around again at the impressive room. Did Steven Cross not have cameras and security? Would the cleaning crew be in shortly to tidy up the room? Was this really a sane idea?

He climbed up onto the desk. The only way he could get his cock into Tegan’s mouth was by straddling her backwards, facing her cock, which was now throbbing on her flat tummy. He aimed his cock downwards and sunk it into her mouth, and she immediately started sucking and teasing with her tongue. And Mark wasn’t sure what to do. He could either close his eyes and pretend like a real girl was sucking his dick, or he could keep his eyes open and stare at her lingerie-clad body and her massive erection. For some reason, he chose the latter option.

His gaze became fixated on that huge appendage. He watched as it throbbed and twitched, as if it was its own living organism. His heart stuttered and his gut turned, but he just couldn’t look away. A part of him wanted to reach down and feel it, to see if it was real, but another part of him wanted to jump off that desk and get as far away from it as possible.

But he just kept staring at it while Tegan’s plump lips massaged the length of his rod, puckering up and down. Her tongue meticulously drew circles around his tip, tickling his tiny pee hole. He squirmed and wished it didn’t feel so good. He was starting to worry that he wasn’t going to last long—but maybe that was for the best.

“Fuck my face,” she said, muffled by his cock. It took a moment for the command to reach his ears and process through his brain. He carefully planted his hands down at her sides, getting his face uncomfortably close to that monster cock. Then he started to gently thrust his cock up and down, plunging it in and out of her mouth. He looked down, under his chest, at her face as she gargled and gagged on his shaft. He watched as her saliva trickled down her cheeks while he throat-fucked her. It was another arousing sight that he wished would have put him off.

He looked away quickly, back at that big cock, still throbbing on that soft tummy of lace and satin. He groaned again, overwhelmed with arousal. He forced his eyes closed and wished he could go back in time, so that he would never end up in this room, and he would never end up realizing he was possibly a homosexual.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

Tegan whimpered and gagged, so Mark pulled out suddenly. “What’s wrong? Are you okay?”

“You just sprayed pre-cum down my throat!” she said after clearing her throat. “Are you trying to kill me?”

“I’m sorry. I can’t help it—I didn’t even feel it.”

She laughed. “I’m not actually mad,” she said. “You know, you’re kind of cute.”

“Thanks,” he said, feeling flustered and embarrassed.

“Want a promotion?”

“What kind of promotion?” he asked.

“One of the new positions: three hundred thousand a year and you can be the head of ecological recovery.”

“But I don’t know what that means,” he said.

“Who cares?”

“I guess so,” he said.

She smiled. “If you want the job, you need to come on my stomach and then you need to lick it all up—and you have to swallow.”

His heart plunged into his gut. He took a deep breath in an attempt to make the spinning in his head go away, but it did nothing. “O—Okay,” he said.

She smiled. “Okay. Fuck me.” She spread her legs wide without moving from her place. Mark was slow to turn around and sink down. His heart was racing with terror and a touch of excitement. He’d never tasted his own cum before—but how bad could it be? Girls swallowed all the time, and none of them ever gagged. He slipped his hands under her soft thighs and lifted them up to create a better angle into her ass. He looked at her puckering hole, just under her thick ball sack. His rod was still dripping with her saliva, so he pushed his tip against the hole. She pushed her hole open wide, as if to invite him inside. Then she giggled.

Mark closed his eyes one last time, reminding himself that he could still leave with a bit of his dignity. But instead he decided to push in. He penetrated her ass deeply, making her cry out with a loud gasp. He slid his saliva-slicked cock far in, until his pelvis was pressed firmly against her bum. Then he started to thrust, holding her thighs firmly in the air. He watched as her cock throbbed on her tummy and then he watched her perky tits bouncing on her chest.

The sight was beyond arousing, even though he knew it was so wrong. He was fucking a biological man—and he was fucking his boss—and he was fucking his boss’ daughter. Everything about it was so taboo, yet there he was, penetrating her over and over.

He could feel his cock swelling inside of her. He groaned and strained. He was tempted to close his eyes to make the feeling last longer, but he didn’t want to look away from her body. He didn’t want to miss a single second of her amazing beauty. He was starting at her big cock when he felt his orgasm coming. “Fuck,” he groaned. He tried to hold back, but it was pointless—he knew nothing could hold this orgasm back.

Tegan was moaning and groaning, as if she was about to come. A gentleman would have held back so she could have her climax, but not Mark. Mark pulled out suddenly, just in the nick of time, and then he began to spray her tummy with his hot cum. It wasn’t the longest fuck ever, but it was certainly the most pleasurable. His lines of pearl goo shot across her abdomen, and one thick blast even coated the length of her cock. The final blast got her on her smooth ball sack.

Tegan’s face was red. She was still panting and squirming. “Shit,” she groaned. And then suddenly, she started coming, as if she’d been holding it back since the moment he pulled out. Her thick goo joined his on her abdomen, making a big pool of sticky whiteness. Mark watched every blast leave her tiny hole. Then he carefully bent over. Now it was time to get that promotion.

He closed his eyes and started licking, scooping cum into his mouth. Some of it was sweet and some was salty. He had no idea whose was whose, but he licked it all up regardless. He made sure he got every little bit off of her lingerie-clad tummy, and then he went to her shaft. He licked the dribble coming out from her tip, then he licked up the long strand across her throbbing shaft. Finally, he sunk down and carefully scooped up the glob on her ball sack before swallowing all of it.

Tegan giggled and sat up. “How was dessert?” she asked.

Mark nodded his head. He could feel that his face was a deep shade of red. “Good,” he said.

“I told you that you would like it,” she said. And she was right: Mark did like it. He was sad that it was over, and he was already trying to think of ways to get her alone again, so they could fuck on more desks in that big office building.

Tegan hopped off the desk and pranced over to her daddy’s private bathroom. She turned around and waved at Mark before slipping inside. And Mark knew that was his cue to get dressed and leave, so that’s what he did.


CHAPTER VIII

It was a week later when Danny showed up for work early, for no reason in particular. He was on his floor fifteen minutes before anyone else, though he didn’t get straight to working. Instead, he poured himself a coffee and sat by the big window near the cubicles, and he looked out at the city. He had a strange feeling that today was going to be a good day.

Rubin was the next one into the office. He looked over at Danny with a big smile. He waved. “You’re here early,” Rubin said.

Danny looked at his watch. “So are you,” he said.

The men shared a little chuckle, though Danny wasn’t sure why—and he had a feeling Rubin didn’t know why either. There was something in the air that morning: a pleasant stillness.

Mark was next into the office. He waved at both Danny and Rubin as he went to pour himself a steaming mug of coffee. Then he took a seat near the break room and inhaled deeply. “Nice day,” he said, even though the weather wasn’t particularly nice. Maybe he felt that pleasant stillness as well.

There was a silence. All of the men looked at each other for a moment before Rubin finally broke the silence. “So that Tegan girl is doing a pretty good job,” he said. And it was true—in the past week, Tegan had made some big moves (and some controversial moves), making headlines in many newspapers around the country and the world. But despite some of her big risks, the Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas stock was way up. One of her ideas was to ban paper completely from the office. Everyone thought it was crazy when she announced the change, thinking that it would be chaos while everyone adapted, but it only took a few hours before everyone was walking around the office with iPads instead of binders and file folders.

But it was strange, because Danny, like most people, was under the impression that she didn’t care at all about the job or the company—and maybe she didn’t. Maybe that’s what the company needed: someone who had no blood in the game, who could take big risks without worrying about the fallout. She convinced her dad to fire three big executives on the top floor—men who made millions of dollars each year. Then she had their salaries turned into bonuses for everyone who worked in administration—which worked out to be about a fifteen thousand dollar bonus for everyone. The next day, productivity was through the roof. Stock prices soared and the company found itself in a position to take over another large company. Steven Cross didn’t want to go through with the merger, worried it would make the company too massive, but Tegan convinced him otherwise.

More and more people filtered into the office. No one else seemed to be buzzing with that same pleasant calmness—just Danny, Rubin, and Mark. They just sat and enjoyed their coffees while everyone settled into place.

Then the elevator door opened and Tegan stepped onto the floor. She was dressed to kill, as always, wearing a tight navy blue dress with black stockings and expensive black heels. But now, people weren’t seething at the sight of her. Everyone smiled and waved at her, knowing she was the reason they all got those big bonuses.

She waved her arms in the air. “Can I get everyone’s attention?” she called out. And instantly, the office became silent.

“I have two quick announcements to make. First, I want to let you all know who I’ve decided to put in charge of our new departments.” Somehow the office became even more silent. She gazed around the room and then her scanning stopped when she saw Rubin. “Rubin—you’re going to be the head of diversity, sensitivity, and inclusivity training.”

Everyone looked at Rubin. His face lit up. It was a well-deserved promotion, seeing as he’d been with the company for so many years.

Then she looked at Mark. “Mark, we’ll have you in charge of ecological recovery,” she said.

Then she looked at Danny, making Danny perk up. “Finally, Danny will head our new renewable energies research department. We’ll have the three of you relocated upstairs later today, once we get your new offices cleared out.”

People clapped. No one looked at the three men with disdain. Did they deserve the jobs? Maybe—maybe not. It was hard to say, seeing as the job descriptions were still so vague and unclear. But so far, Tegan hadn’t made a single bad business decision. In just a week, she’d done more for that company than anyone on that floor had done in a decade.

“And finally, I just want to let everyone know that I’ll be stepping down as head of international operations.” There was an audible sigh in the room. Danny looked around and saw many mouths agape. She was stepping down? But why? She was doing such a great job—and Danny was still hoping to get her alone again, so they could fool around like they did when he dropped off his application. “I never cared about this stupid company, and I still don’t,” she said.

The room was impressively silent. Even the hum of the air conditioner seemed to be shocked into silence.

“But my dad wanted help modernizing things, and I did what I could. Now I think I’m going to go travelling. So this will be the last time you see me.” She waved at everyone and then she stepped back into the elevator. The silence continued, even for a minute after the elevator door closed and she disappeared. Then everyone started rabbling loudly over one another.

No one saw her again. She never came by the office again, and she deleted all of her social media accounts. It was almost as though she never existed—or as if she only existed to pick Danny, Rubin, and Mark for the new positions. And maybe that’s the only reason she did show up at that office. Maybe the whole thing was just a big test to see who was really serious about their career with Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas. Maybe she just came in to see who was honest and willing to do anything for that big promotion.

It was a few days later when Danny was called in to chat with Steven Cross in Steven’s office. When he stepped in, he noticed the picture of Steven’s wife on his desk, and he noticed a few more picture of Steven with his wife on the walls. But there were no pictures of Tegan anywhere. It really did seem like Tegan never existed.

THE END
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