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      Morgan, a sales manager at a big corporation, is overwhelmed with work. Deadlines are fast approaching, employees are calling in sick, and, to make matters worse, one of his employees is suddenly leaving for a vacation. Short-staffed, Morgan has no choice but to ask his team to work through the weekend. He can’t help but think that they all want him dead—particularly after Morgan gets a phone call from HR; concerned for his mental wellbeing, HR is forcing him to go on vacation, effective immediately.

      It’s not what he wants. He wants to get his work done, so his team doesn’t hate his guts. How can he possibly relax, knowing his team is working through the weekend while he’s at an all-inclusive Mexican resort?

      Morgan is sure that he won’t be able to get work off of his mind—and then he meets the beautiful, captivating, and very shy trans girl named Jess.
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      Another email from the top floor: the quarterly reports weren’t good enough.

      I groaned, almost letting my face fall into my keyboard. “We need new reports by the end of the day tomorrow, before the quarterly board meeting.”

      I grabbed my keyboard and lifted it off of my desk. I thought about snapping it into two pieces. My hands were trembling. I could just picture the executive who wrote the email, which was filled with typos by the way. She probably wrote it in all of ten seconds after skimming the reports quickly. For her, it was thirty seconds of her life. For me and my team, it was an entire week.

      Five long days were spent making those godforsaken reports.

      I took a series of deep breaths and read the rest of that email from the top floor. “Also, we need the projections for the next quarter by Monday afternoon. Thanks, Morgan.”

      I pulled my keyboard so hard that it yanked the USB cable right out of the tower. Then I threw it against the wall, next to the door, which had just opened without me realizing it. Now, Robbie was standing with wide eyes and a pale face. “Um, is this a good time, Morgan?”

      I tried to force a smile onto my face. “It’s a fine time. In fact, I need to talk to you about something—and the rest of the team.” Before going on, I leaned over and saw that the others were packing up their stuff to leave for the evening. “Son of a bitch… Robbie—can you call in the team really quickly—before they go. This is important.”

      He stood in place, still with that pale look on his face.

      “Quickly!” I said, seeing that Jane was already on her way to the elevator. So Robbie stopped her and called her into my office. The whole crew came in: eight employees, all standing on the pieces of that broken keyboard. It wasn’t really broken—I could push the keys back into the little slots and it would work like new again; it wasn’t the first time that month that I broke a piece of my work station in a fit of rage.

      “You want us to do what?” Jane said after I explained the situation.

      “Stay,” I said, hardly able to look any of them in the eye. “We need to redo the reports. The format wasn’t right and we weren’t detailed enough with the earnings. The guys upstairs want everything broken down by item, with different pages for each department.”

      “That will take weeks,” said Ryan, crossing his arms and shaking his head, as if he was refusing to do it.

      “I know,” I said. “But they need it by tomorrow afternoon, so we’re all staying late and then we’re all coming in early tomorrow.”

      “You can’t do this!” Jane yelled. Her glasses fell off of her face, and she was too angry to pick them up.

      “It’s not me asking!” I said. “It’s an order from upstairs!”

      “Fuck this shit!” Ryan groaned, throwing up his hands. “It’s my kid’s birthday. He’s going to bed in two hours. You can’t actually expect me to stay.”

      “I—I have to make you stay,” I said. I felt terrible. I couldn’t look into their eyes. They all wanted me dead. I was worse than Hitler to them—worse than Satan—worse than the guy who sat downstairs playing out-of-tune Neil Diamond covers for spare change. Sadly, it was in their contracts: they had to work when I told them they had to work. I could make them stay as long as twelve hours each day, and I could limit them to two fifteen-minute breaks and a thirty-minute lunch break. Whenever possible, I let them take an hour for lunch, and I let them take breaks whenever they wanted… but it had been a while since they had that much freedom.

      “Fuck this,” Ryan said. “I’m leaving. Write me up if you want to.”

      “I’ll have to,” I said softly. I didn’t want to write him up, because he’d already been written up twice. After three writeups, HR had to do a review, and a review almost always meant being fired. Ryan knew it; now, his face was dark red. He was shaking, probably trying to resist the urge of punching my nose into my skull.

      “This is fucking bullshit.”

      “You can call your kid on FaceTime,” I said. “I’ll give you fifteen minutes.” It was me trying to be nice; the reality was that I needed him, and the rest of them, to focus hard for the next four hours, so that there would be a chance of getting the reports done before the board meeting.

      The others didn’t put up a fight, looking defeated as they dragged their feet out of my office. I heard swearing under their breath. I heard something like a death threat. They thought that I was making them stay, but I was just trying to avoid getting written up myself.

      I should have never taken that job promotion; I wished I was with them. Sure, they had to stay late with me, but at least it would have been someone else taking the heat—probably Ryan, seeing as he was next in line for the promotion.

      One team member didn’t leave my office: Robbie. He just stood there, looking small and frail as he blinked, clutching some paper in his hands, in front of his chest. “I really need you on the floor, Robbie. If we can bang this out, we can be out of here before nine.”

      “I’m going on vacation,” he said, taking a half step back, as if I was going to lash out at him.

      “A vacation? What are you talking about? You can’t go on a vacation. It’s literally the busiest time of year.”

      “I’m sorry,” said Robbie, taking another half step back. “But I, uh, got it cleared by HR. I leave tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow!?” I said.

      “I put in the request a month ago!” he said, looking like a nervous church mouse. “It just finally got approved today, and it starts tomorrow. I honestly forgot that I put in the request. But I can’t miss this. I tried telling HR to change the dates, but they said it would take two to three months to reprocess the request, and… and I just—I really need a vacation!”

      I bit down on my tongue—so hard that I drew blood. I could feel the heat entering my face.

      “I’ll stay tonight—I’ll even stay past eight. I’ll do as much as I can with the reports…”

      “You can’t stay past eight,” I groaned. “HR will write me up if your system is on after eight.”

      “Sorry, Morgan,” he said softly.

      I waved him out of my office. Now, I was down a team member, going into the busiest week of the year. Now, I was going to have to make the whole team stay late every single day. I was going to have to call them in on the weekend. I was going to have to work them to the bone if we were going to have any chance of getting those projections done.

      Robbie scurried away, looking guilty, even though it wasn’t really his fault. Sure, I wanted to strangle him for putting in a vacation request without telling me—but I couldn’t blame him. I put in a vacation request months earlier and it was still processing. I couldn’t even remember the dates I requested… they were probably long gone, and the request was lost.

      I couldn’t believe they even approved Robbie’s request—or maybe I could believe it. The HR department was completely separate from the rest of the company; they had their own bosses and couldn’t be fired by the company’s executives. They were run by an external company, owned partially by the government: a system put in place to keep big companies in check, so they weren’t taking advantage of employees. It was a system put in place to protect employees, but all they were succeeding in doing was fucking everybody over. Even Robbie was being fucked over—now, for the next month, he was going to be the most hated person in the office. Hopefully he was smart enough to wear tons of sunscreen, so that he wouldn’t even have a ghost of a tan when he came back.

      I spent the next ten minutes piecing together my keyboard. A couple of the keys wouldn’t go back in properly, so I decided I was going to just have to really push hard whenever I needed a K or a P. It didn’t seem like such a big deal, until two hours of answering emails went by, and my pointer finger started getting sore from jamming those two keys.

      “Son of a bitch,” I groaned.

      Then, I went to the break room to pour myself a coffee. There was nothing left in the pot; whoever took the last cup didn’t start a new pot—breaking the break room rule. I swore under my breath. I didn’t have time to wait for a pot to brew, so I started back towards my office. Then, on my way, I overheard Ryan whispering to Stacy in his cubicle.

      “He’s going to ask us to come in this weekend,” he said.

      “No,” Stacy groaned. “Not again. I can’t. It’s my anniversary.”

      “Well, cancel your plans now.”

      “I made reservations.”

      “Cancel them.”

      “Morgan is such a fucking prick,” Stacy moaned.

      I wanted to storm around the corner and chew them out; I wanted to tell them that this wasn’t my fault. Why was I a prick? What did I do? I was just following orders!

      “Here’s what we do,” Ryan said with a grin in his voice. “Let out a few coughs over the next couple of hours—nothing serious. Don’t overdo it. Then, tomorrow, cough more. I’ll start coughing tomorrow too. By the end of the day, we’ll both be coughing a lot. Then, before he can call us in on Saturday, we phone HR and report our symptoms.”

      “You mean to call in sick? We need a sick note to take a sick day,” she said.

      Ryan scoffed. “Yes, technically, but the new protocol says that employees can’t be told to come in if they have flu-like symptoms. We aren’t calling in sick—we’re just reporting symptoms. They’ll tell us both to stay home.”

      “That works?”

      I wanted to burst their party. I wanted to tell them that I was listening. I wanted to tell HR what they were planning. If they didn’t show up on the weekend, then there was no chance of finishing the projections in time. If those projections didn’t get finished, I would be getting a writeup—my third writeup, meaning they would conduct a review. No—I needed that job. I had to be the bad guy. I had to tell them what Ryan was planning to save myself, even if it meant Stacy missing her anniversary.

      God, I hated myself for what I was about to do.

      I took out my phone and recorded the rest of their conversation.

      “Thank God for the new sick protocol,” Stacy laughed. “I reserved that restaurant, like, a month ago. They need a full week’s notice for cancellations, or they charge fifty bucks.”

      “Enjoy your Saturday. Don’t let these fuckers ruin your anniversary. It’s bad enough Morgan is ruining my kid’s birthday. His cake is in my car.”

      “Fucking asshole,” Stacy groaned. “Whatever—we’ll stick it to him. He can finish these fucking reports on his own.”

      “There’s just one thing,” Ryan continued. “We have to space out our calls, when we call HR. If we phone in at the same time, they’ll know we’re up to something. Maybe you can call tomorrow night and I’ll call early Saturday morning.”

      “Right—that makes sense,” Stacy said. “Oh—there’s a beach party on Sunday. I meant to invite you and your family. It’s at Porter’s Point. Want to come?”

      “Lewis already invited me! I’ll be there.”

      “Great!” Stacy said. “Oh—speaking of Lewis… if they call us in on Sunday…”

      “We need to get him in on this too. I’ll let him know the plan.”

      Stacy laughed. “What about the projections.”

      “Fuck the projections,” Ryan groaned. “Let Morgan figure that out.”

      So instead of busting them to their faces, I took the recording to my computer. I uploaded it and attached it to an email to the HR department. I hesitated before pressing send.

      I felt awful. I knew that it meant Ryan losing his job. I knew that it meant Stacy going on an unpaid leave. I knew that it might mean a writeup for Lewis too. I liked Lewis a lot—we started at the company together and he never put up a fight when I asked favors from him. Maybe I could just cut the ending off of the recording…

      So I spent ten minutes editing the recording before pressing send.

      I pressed send, even though the image of Ryan’s little boy was now in my mind. Stacy was saving up to buy a house… a month of unpaid leave was going to be crushing to her plans. Ryan was probably going to struggle to find a new job, seeing as he came into our office with no work history, and now he was going to be leaving without a reference… oh well, that was his problem—he should have thought about all of that before conspiring to screw our team over.

      Was I bad person for ratting them out?

      My hands were shaking. I felt a sickness entering my stomach. I decided to slip out, to have a quick cigarette. While I was smoking, an intense frustration filled my body. The whole day came crashing down on me very suddenly, and I broke down. I screamed and kicked over a trash can. I swore over and over, as loud as I could, just letting out some steam.

      It was an embarrassing moment, and I thought that nobody was looking… but I was wrong. I turned to the side and saw Horatio, the head of the HR department, holding his briefcase, halfway to the staff parking lot.

      I tried to recompose myself, but the damage was done; he saw everything.
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      Before the end of the day, I got the email from HR. When I saw those two words in the subject line: ‘Human Resources’, my heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I knew what it was: a review notification. I knew that Horatio went and filed what he saw. He told them all about my freak-out moment.

      I reluctantly clicked on the email, dreading the words inside. I didn’t want my time at that office to come to an end. Was it the best job in the world? Definitely not. Was it the best thing I could get? Absolutely. The pay was better than anything I could ever find again. I’d been there for so long; I had so many benefits. Sure, the stress was borderline unmanageable, but I’d spent the better part of a decade making that job into my career. I wasn’t ready to lose it all because of a few bad weeks.

      I got my first writeup a month earlier, after I was caught using the company card to pay for lunch for my whole team. I knew it was something I wasn’t supposed to do, but I needed to boost their morale, and I really didn’t think the expense would be noticed—it was something I’d done many times before.

      Then, my next writeup came when I was caught at the mall, after calling in sick for work. One of my favorite authors was doing a book signing. I tried for weeks to get the day off, so I could wait in line to get his autograph, but HR never got back to me—so I made a fake doctor’s note, submitted it the day before, and then I went to wait in line. Sadly, it was Horatio’s favorite author as well, and Horatio showed up ten minutes after me.

      Now, I was facing my third writeup, meaning they were going to ‘review’ me. All that meant was, they were going to have a meeting to decide who could do my job better than me, and then they were going to talk about who could replace whoever replaced me, and who could replace that person, and so on. Eventually, they would reach into a pile of resumes to pick someone willing to work for cheap, and they would send me off with a cardboard box and a note saying, ‘Please do not use us as a reference on your resume.’

      My hands trembled as I read that email from HR.

      “Mr. Stewiacke, we are writing to inform you that a meeting has been held in regards to your health and wellbeing,” it said. I groaned and sunk into my chair, already flustered with humiliation. “We believe that it is in your best interest to take a leave from work. The HR department (Human Resources Department) has reviewed your request for a vacation and cleared the requested dates (seven days, starting on September 17th). These seven days will be PAID. For the sake of your health and wellbeing, we ask that you avoid checking emails during this time. We will advise your superiors to refrain from contacting you; please notify us if they do otherwise, or if you are pressured in any way, shape, or form to maintain communications with your superiors. Please reply to this email letting us know that you understand the terms of your leave, and please let us know who, in your command, will be filling your role while you are gone. Your direct superiors have been included in this email chain, so please make sure to click ‘reply all’ with your reply.”

      I had to read that email five times. It wasn’t at all what I was expecting to read. It wasn’t the bad news that I was expecting to get…

      It was worse. It was the worst email I could have possibly gotten.

      I was going to email them back, but this was a matter that needed to be dealt with urgently—emails were too slow. So I phoned Horatio. I had to call three times before he finally picked up. “What is it? I’m not on the clock right now and I shouldn’t be answering calls.”

      “Horatio,” I said, shaking my head and pacing around my office. “I just got your email.”

      “I rushed your request for you,” he said. “You need it, Morgan. Have a good vacation.”

      “Wait!” I said, knowing he was just about to hang up the phone. “You can’t do this! Not now! Our quarterlies are due tomorrow, and they want projections by next week!”

      “That’s not your problem now,” he said with a smile in his voice. “You’re on vacation as of two hours from now. Oh, and we got your recording. Thanks for sending that in—we’re going to be handling that tomorrow. It’s our top priority—the meeting is already set for nine.”

      “Horatio—no. You can’t do this. My team can’t do all of this without me.”

      “Not your problem, Morgan. Take your vacation. Enjoy the time off.”

      “How can I possibly enjoy the time off!? My team is going to murder me when they find out that I went on vacation, while they’re all working the weekend!”

      “Not your problem.”

      “Stop saying that! It is my problem! They’re all going to hate me!”

      “They’ll understand. Everyone needs a vacation. So where are you going, anyway? Some place nice?”

      I was at a loss for words. It took me a moment to break free from my state of complete confusion. “I—I don’t have any plans.”

      “Staycation?” he said. “If that’s your thing, I’m sure you’ll benefit from it. But, if you want a recommendation, there’s a place in Mexico; they have this great last-minute deal on right now. It’s four stars, all inclusive, and it’s only $140 per day—that includes airfare. I’ll send you the link once I get home.”

      “You can’t be serious right now,” I said, hardly listening to him speak. I could only hear the angry screams of my coworkers that were going to be filling the building the next morning, once they all found out they would be working the weekend—and I wouldn’t be there with them.

      “Take this time to relax, Morgan. It’s all that matters right now. Let us deal with the rest.” Then, he hung up on me. I stood there for five long minutes, feeling a coldness chilling my whole body.

      I looked out of my office window, at Ryan, who had no idea he was about to be fired, at Stacy, who was about to be in big trouble, and at the rest of my team—all about to be working through the weekend, tireless hours, while I was away on ‘vacation’.

      I didn’t have the heart to tell anyone of them. Even when Christine said, “See you tomorrow, Morgan,” on her way out the door, I just smiled and nodded my head. God, they were all going to hate my guts.

      When I got home, I took out my laptop. I was exhausted, hungry, and I desperately needed a shower—but I had to work. I had to get as much done as possible before the office’s servers locked me out. A year earlier, HR forced the company to install software that locked employees out when they were supposed to be off-duty. Thankfully, managers weren’t affected by the after-hours blocker—but I would be locked out as soon as it was September 17th—which was now just three hours away.

      If I could just finish one report out of twenty, it would mean less work for my team…

      But I couldn’t focus. My vision was starting to blur after a long day of staring at the screen. Or maybe it was the rage and frustration swelling inside of my brain. An email popped up from Horatio: a link to that resort. I tried to ignore it, but I made the mistake of clicking it, and I knew that meant he knew that I saw it—so I had to reply to him. “Thanks for this,” I said. “I’ll look into it.” But really, I wanted to strangle him.

      Yes, I wanted a vacation, but this was not the time—especially with Robbie going on vacation as well, and Ryan about to be booted to the street for trying to undermine the sick-day system. A team of four or five was going to be stuck with a job meant for at least eight people—and a job that was meant to take two weeks, not a weekend.

      I groaned and squirmed and hit my face against my laptop keyboard. Then, when I looked up, that resort page was open. I must have navigated over to it with my forehead. I was about to click away, but the image was actually quite appealing: tall palm trees, wide open beaches, crystal water, giant blue swimming pools—and an unlimited bar: all you can drink for such a low price.

      Did it really include airfare?

      I bit down on my tongue.

      Maybe I could wear lots of sunscreen. Maybe my employees didn’t have to know that I was really on vacation. I could message them and tell them that I was simply being forced to stay home because of some mental health problems… Hell—I would rather my team think that I was psychotic before they knew that I was out relaxing while they were buried to their ears in tedious paperwork.

      I found myself booking a room. A slight grin came onto my face. When was the last time I went on vacation?

      My heart raced as I hovered over that ‘PAY NOW’ button. My credit card info was already filled in—and it was non-refundable once I clicked that button. What did I have to lose? I was being forced to stay out of the office for a full week, and I had nowhere else to be. I didn’t want to be stuck in my apartment, afraid to go out, afraid to be seen by one of my co-workers. Maybe some beer and sunshine would do me some good. Maybe I really did need a vacation.

      So I pressed that button. The booking was confirmed seconds later—my flight was in seven hours.

      My head was spinning. It had been almost eight years since my last vacation. I couldn’t even remember what sand felt like! Unless you count the sand in my nephew’s sandbox, in his backyard.

      I stood up and paced around my apartment. “Was that a mistake? What the hell am I doing?”

      I found my suitcase, covered in dust, in the back of my closet. I heard my phone buzzing in the other room. By the time I went back to grab it, I had six messages, all from my coworkers. They wanted to know if they would be working on the weekend. I knew the answer: yes. But I didn’t have the heart to break it to them. “I’m not sure yet,” I replied to them all.

      Horatio and his team would choose a temporary replacement for me in the morning. Then, that person could be the bad guy; that person could tell everyone they would be working through the weekend. That person could feel what it was like to be hated for just a little bit… Or maybe they would all still redirect their anger towards me.

      I tried not to think of it; like Horatio said: it wasn’t my problem. I just needed to get away. I went to pack my suitcase. It took me forty minutes to find my swim trunks, in a box in the basement storage room of the apartment building. Then it took me another hour to find clothes that were appropriate to wear at a resort. Over the years, my closet had been filled with work attire. I even stopped wearing t-shirts on weekends, just because it was easier to stick to my work clothes.

      I found an old bottle of sunscreen—expired in 2013. I packed it anyway; does sunscreen really expire? Well, it would be good for the first day—then I could buy some from a shop in Mexico.

      Next, I dug out my passport, which was not easy to find, buried in the back of my desk, under a pile of paperclips and pens. I looked so young in the photo… and the passport was just two months away from expiring.

      By the time I had everything together, and I had a bit of dinner in my stomach, it was midnight. I went to check my work phone, but the screen just said, ‘UNABLE TO ACCESS SERVER. TRY AGAIN LATER.’ I was locked out; my vacation had officially started, and I hadn’t told a single member of my team.

      I thought about texting them privately. I had a few of their personal numbers, even though I technically wasn’t supposed to; but with two writeups already tied to my name, I didn’t want to take any risks. I could get in a lot of shit for messaging an employee after midnight on a personal phone. They were just going to have to figure out that I was gone the hard way…

      I wouldn’t know their reaction. I wouldn’t know how much they hated me until I got back… at least that’s what I thought.

      I was boarding the plane the next morning when I got a text message from an unknown number. “I hope that your plane crashes, you useless prick. Enjoy your vacation.”

      My fingers were suddenly cold and my legs suddenly felt numb. “Who is this?” I replied. Whoever it was, they had my personal number. I could think of four people in the office—Ryan wasn’t one of them, but maybe he found my number somewhere else. Who else could be so angry with me?

      “Go die,” the person replied. They apparently weren’t in a mood to talk it out, but I still felt strangely defensive, wanting to explain myself.

      “I didn’t want to go on vacation. HR forced me.”

      “Oh really?” the mysterious person replied. “They’re forcing you to go to Mexico?”

      How did this person know so much about where I was going? I literally told nobody—not even Horatio. Sure, he gave me the link to the website, but he didn’t know that I booked a trip. I hadn’t even told my own mother that I was going away.

      “Message me again and I’m calling the cops,” I replied—and there was no response. I guess I scared them away… though I really felt like the scared one. This person seemed dangerous; they were somehow spying on me, and they clearly hated my guts.

      When the stewardess came by, I ordered a strong drink. “Please make it fast,” I said, even though it was only nine in the morning. A strong glass of whiskey came a minute later, and I needed that drink more than anything.

      I couldn’t help but think that the mysterious message wasn’t just from one person; it was everyone in the office, gathering together, hovering around the same phone, working together to form that message, just like the Cossacks in that famous painting—except I had a feeling my employees weren’t laughing; they were probably seething, stabbing a voodoo doll that looked just like me, maybe planning to drive by my address armed with 9mm handguns…

      I couldn’t let those thoughts get to me. I didn’t need any more stress in my life. I just wanted the stress to go away. I couldn’t stand the idea of another meltdown, like the one that I had in front of Horatio; I couldn’t be humiliated like that again.

      The stewardess made me turn my phone to airplane-mode before we took off. I have to admit that it was a weird feeling, shutting off my phone’s ability to send and receive messages. I couldn’t remember the last time I was disconnected like that. One time my phone died for fifteen minutes before I was able to charge it, and I’d left my work phone in my car, and for those fifteen minutes, I was in a complete panic.

      Now, I just stared at my phone, tempted to take it off of airplane-mode while the stewardess wasn’t looking. I knew that it didn’t actually make a difference. It had been decades since cellphones interfered with a plane’s instruments…

      But after the plane took off, and we’d been in the air for an hour, I started to feel a strange sense of freedom with my phone off. With that phone off, there was no way for anyone to contact me. Nobody knew where I was going, except for that stranger who messaged me—but even he (or she) couldn’t message me now. It was almost like I no longer existed.

      I kept having mini-panic-attacks as I thought about the office. By now, my co-workers all knew that they would be working the weekend—and not just a pair of eight-hour shifts. They would be working the full-twelve hours, the maximum allowed by the HR department. They were all probably cursing my name. They all certainly knew by now that I was on vacation…

      But I kept remembering Horatio’s words: “That’s not your problem.” Maybe he was right; maybe it wasn’t my problem. Maybe it was something that I didn’t have to think about. Because the damage was already done: they already hated my guts, and there was nothing I could do about that now. If the damage was already done, there was no sense in ruining my vacation over it. There was no sense in wasting this vacation that I never really wanted.

      I looked over at the man in the seat across the aisle from me. He was clutching a margarita (in a small glass and watered down to conform to the airline’s rules). He had a gold visor on his head and a Hawaiian t-shirt on his torso. But it was the big smile on his face that was most astonishing. The man was practically trembling with excitement. He couldn’t wait to be on vacation. He looked like such a fool in his tight shorts, rocking back and forth with that dumb smile on his face. He looked like he went onto a stock photo website and searched ‘tourist’ before picking out his outfit. He was going to be swarmed by salesmen as soon as he stepped off the plane. And he was probably going to fall for all of their nonsense. He was going to book the snorkeling tour. He was going to buy the overpriced souvenirs. He was going to consider going to the time-share consultation in the hotel conference room.

      He had a slight tinge of stubble on his cheeks, and a slight tan line on his neck, where a collared shirt had been all summerlong. I could just tell that the man worked in an office just like me. I could tell that he put in his vacation request months earlier. I could tell that this was something he’d dreamed about for at least a year. And maybe that’s how I should have been feeling: excited, and not dreading a week away from my responsibilities. This wasn’t just a vacation from the office—it was a vacation from my responsibilities.

      The stewardess came by. “Can I get you anything?” she asked.

      I eyed the man’s margarita again. “I’ll have one of those,” I said.

      Maybe the man looked like a fool, but he looked happy—and for the next week, I wanted to be happy too.
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      The resort was an hour-long bus ride from the airport. It was a long ride, with my phone clutched in my hand. I still hadn’t taken my phone off of airplane mode. I stared at the screen, waiting to build up the courage to do it, knowing there was probably another message from that mysterious sender, and maybe even a message or two from my coworkers. I could only assume they had questions for me—I just left them without warning, with a truckload of work that needed finished.

      But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I couldn’t bring myself to connect with the world. I knew that I would be glued to my phone as soon as I could accept messages and emails. I knew that my vacation would be spent with my gaze glued to my screen, and that would defeat the whole purpose.

      So I left it off. I got to the resort and put my phone into my suitcase, in a tight pocket that I planned on leaving untouched until I touched back down back north.

      My skin tingled. My heart fluttered. I looked around the resort and was taken back by the beautiful palm trees, the glittering swimming pools, and, of course, the ocean. The sound of distant waves brought an immense sense of peace. I felt my muscles turning suddenly to melted butter, as if my anxiety was being pulled from my body. And no, this isn’t some paid promotion from the government of Mexico.

      But that resort was a dream, even though it really wasn’t anything special. It was a generic resort. I caught a glimpse of the all-you-can-eat buffet, and the food looked like it was mediocre the day before when it was prepared—and now it was day-old-mediocre buffet food. My room was small; the bed was hard and cheap, and there were probably bugs living in the cupboards that I was too afraid to open. It was a no-smoking room, but the walls still smelled like cigarette smoke, suggesting the previous occupant was just doing whatever he wanted. The sheets were old and not at all soft, and the television had at least a dozen dead pixels. But that place was still paradise, because it wasn’t the office.

      I needed that vacation more than I realized. I needed a break from my life. I walked out onto my balcony and took a deep breath of that sea air. The sound of the crashing waves soothed my heart in a way that it hadn’t been soothed in a decade. I looked down at the pool and grinned when I saw the group of girls, ten in total, no older than nineteen, laughing, drunk, floating in the hot sun, occasionally swimming up to the swim-up bar to refill their watered-down boozy beverages. I put on a pair of sunglasses so that I could watch them without looking like a creep.

      And to think! I still had seven days left in this paradise.

      Maybe I really did need that vacation…

      But to think! I only had seven days left in that paradise… it suddenly seemed like nothing at all. In just a week, I would be back in the office, back behind my desk, surrounded by people who wanted me dead. In my life, I had no escape; I had nothing to look forward to after a long day of work. Now, as I stared at those beautiful young women, I couldn’t help but wonder: what exactly was I living for? What was the point of working myself to the bone, day after day? Sure, I had weekends, but my weekends were usually just spent cleaning, grocery shopping, trying to catch up on chores that I couldn’t do during the week. Then there was the week I got off at Christmas time—it was spent Christmas shopping, visiting relatives that probably didn’t think about me throughout the year (and to be fair, I didn’t think much about them). It almost seemed like I was literally living just for those rare vacations. One day I would retire… maybe. It seemed unlikely with the way inflation was rising. I used to be able to buy groceries for eighty dollars—enough to last me a week… now, that same haul was close to two-hundred bucks. And let’s not even talk about gas! My daily commute used to run me about fifteen dollars. Now, it was close to double that, and it’s not like I was making more at work to cover the difference…

      I tried not to think of those anxieties now, pushing them out from my head, as I stared down at the girls. I listened to them laughing. I watched their tight bodies as they stretched out to absorb as much sun as possible on their scantily-clad bodies. One girl had massive natural breasts that bounced and flopped in every direction: a stunning natural beauty. I let out a sigh and then I looked back at the ocean, just in time to see a distant whale shooting water into the air.

      Paradise…

      But it wasn’t long before I was thinking about work again, thinking about my boring apartment, thinking about all of the hobbies that I once had, and now I didn’t have time for any of it. I should have never taken that promotion. Yes, the ten thousand per year was nice, but what was it good for? It came at a big price: having to work an extra five hours each week (at least), being the office punching bag, having to work through most weekends while my team (usually) got to be free to do whatever they wanted to do. They all hated me; they had no idea just how good they had it. Sure, they had to work the occasional weekend and the occasional twelve-hour shift, but they got double time for every hour after eight hours… I was probably making less than them during those hectic weeks. They had time for hobbies, time to go see hockey games, time to go to parties… time for relationships.

      Relationships… when was the last time I had one of those? Before my promotion, I was dating a girl who worked downstairs. When I got my promotion, they asked me, “You aren’t dating someone from the company, are you? I heard a rumor—but I just want to remind you that we don’t allow that here.”

      I didn’t want to ruin my career, so I broke things off with her quietly that very night. We’d been dating for eight months, and maybe I blindsided her just a little bit—but I knew about that company rule, and I knew from the start that it wasn’t going to work out, under the circumstances, as long as we both stayed at the company. I guess I was half-hoping that she would quit; she always talked about pursuing a career as an artist. I tried to push her into it, mostly because I knew that our relationship wouldn’t work as long as we were at the same company—but she needed the financial stability, and I had to focus on my career.

      Now, looking at those young women, I imagined myself with one of them. Maybe they were from the same city; maybe a resort romance could turn into something more serious that could continue back home. We could move in together, sleep together every night, go on dates…

      No—I didn’t have time for that. Once I was back home, I would be playing catch-up at work for weeks, maybe months. Once I was all caught up, I still wouldn’t have time to take a girl out on proper dates. No girl would want to sleep over, with me staying up late to work, waking up early to be sure I was the first one at the office. And how could they put up with my phone? My last girlfriend was driven to the brink of insanity by my constantly ringing phone. “At least turn it to vibrate!” she cried.

      “But then I might miss an important message!” I said.

      I was probably better off not looking at those girls at all, not getting those ideas into my head. I was just going to let myself down. I was just going to disappoint myself. I could think about relationships in fifteen years or so, once retirement was back in sight. I just needed to work hard; I needed to put in as many hours as I could, and I needed to save every penny so that I could figure out some sort of investment strategy, so that I could retire by fifty-five… maybe sixty… maybe sixty-five. And then I could find a girl. I just had to… wait.

      It was that afternoon when I found myself with my phone in my hand once again, tempted to turn off airplane-mode so that I could check my emails and messages. My hand trembled as I fought myself, knowing it was better turned off—but I was so curious to know what was happening. Maybe I could just call Ashley to make sure things were running smoothly…

      No! I had to keep that phone off. I had to resist those urges.

      I went down to the buffet and filled a plate with mediocre food. I sat and watched the sunset while I ate. The food was meh, but the moment was peaceful. The restaurant was loud, but it still seemed strangely quiet without my phone chirping at me. I couldn’t stop thinking about that damned phone.

      After eating, I took a shower. I thought about those scantily clad girls, and then I did something naughty in the shower using my clenched fist. The hot shower water cleaned up after me.

      Then, I looked out at the glowing resort and saw that those young women were now at one of the outdoor bars, all sitting in a row, giggling, drunk.

      When was the last time I had sex? It had been at least six months… I wondered if any of those girls were looking for a one-night stand, or maybe a resort romance. A little week-long fling might be a fun way to make that vacation even better.

      I went into my suitcase and found my best shirt, which I hadn’t worn in almost a year. It smelled a bit like dust, but a squirt of cologne solved the problem. I sauntered down to the bar with a racing heart. I took a seat at the bar, about four seats away from the girls.

      A nervousness suddenly overwhelmed me; it wasn’t something I was used to; it wasn’t something I’d experienced since I was in high-school. Normally, I was quite confident around women, but now, I just felt like I was out of practice. I could hardly remember the last time I spoke to a woman about something that wasn’t work related. I looked up at them. When they looked at me, I darted my gaze away. They all giggled and I bit down on my tongue.

      I knew it was a perfect chance to break the ice. I knew that they were open to chatting. They were drunk, and they seemed to be easy-going. They were young enough to know no better. I’m sure it wouldn’t take more than an hour to woo one of them, to bring her back to my room. But I was tense, unable to muster up a single word, unable to even look up at them; maybe it was because their breasts were practically out as they sat in their bikinis. Maybe it was because they were all dolled up with plump lips and long lashes. When was the last time I approached a girl like that? Girls didn’t look like that in the office. I was used to long pencil skirts and buttoned-up blouses.

      I heard them giggling. Were they laughing at me? Was my sudden shyness pathetic?

      “What’s your name?” one of them asked.

      I took a moment before looking up and saying, “Morgan.” And that’s when I saw that they were talking to another man: a young, fit male with his shirt off. They all looked at me strangely. I blushed, smiled awkwardly, and then I backed away from the bar. I had to get out of there; I was just embarrassing myself.

      I took my drink down the beach, walking alone, wondering what the hell happened to me. I used to be good with women. I used to have no problem flirting, joking, getting attention. I guess it’s one of those things: if you don’t use it, you lose it. I hadn’t ‘used’ that charm in years. I spent all of my time in the office, letting my personable skills erode. I could sell plumbing products to anyone, but I could no longer sell myself.

      The brutally embarrassing interaction left me wondering if the office was maybe the best place for me; maybe that’s where I belonged. Maybe I needed to just embrace that tedious, repetitive lifestyle. It was something that I was good at—when I wasn’t so stressed out. I could manage a team; I could keep things running. I could avoid writeups. Hell, maybe I could even make a little bed behind my desk and sleep in the office. I could live there. I wouldn’t have to buy groceries as long as I didn’t mind the food in the café downstairs: stale sandwiches and croissants that were obviously from Costco.

      I spotted another bar. The resort apparently had a dozen different ones scattered throughout. This one was much quainter, nestled on the beach, away from the noise of the pools and the all-you-can-eat buffets. There was only a single other patron sitting at the bar: a woman with long blonde hair, about thirty-years-old, sitting in a long white dress. I sat on the other side of the bar from her, and tried to make a point of not looking over at her.

      I could only assume that she was at that remote bar because she wanted to be left alone. If she wanted to be hit on, she would have gone to one of the busier bars, one of the bars crawling with horny men, looking to bring girls back to their rooms.

      She was slowly sipping from a tall, cold beer, keeping her focus on the nighttime waves as they crashed against the dark beach.

      The bartender asked her if she wanted another beer. She didn’t reply with words, just shaking her head instead. I’m not sure why, but I felt comfortable sitting next to her, not pressured to chat, not pressured to create some boring conversation just so that I wouldn’t look shy. It was almost like that bar was for people like us, who just wanted peace and quiet.

      Maybe I was getting old. Maybe my priorities were changing. Though I still would have loved a fun romp with one of those young women. I guess it just wasn’t something I was desperate for; I’d been there… I’d fucked my share of loose girls. Now, it just seemed nice to enjoy a cold drink while listening to the waves.

      But the bartender wasn’t on the same page. He had his eye on the blonde woman. Apparently, she was his type—or maybe he thought that she was there for him, since she made a point of venturing all the way over to that remote bar. “What’s your name?” he asked her.

      She took a long moment to reply, looking up at him before looking down at her drink. She didn’t want to chat, but the bartender didn’t clue in. He just stood there, waiting for an answer. “Jess,” she said softly, almost whispering.

      “Jess, as in Jessica?” he asked, now with his hands on his hips. He was standing uncomfortably close to her.

      She nodded her head.

      “Just starting your vacation? You don’t have a tan yet.”

      She looked up at him with a small smile before looking back down. I’m not sure why she was so shy; she was a pretty girl. I never understood when pretty girls were shy; it just made no sense to me.

      “I’m guessing you just got here today,” said the bartender. He made no point of talking to me. “Do you like it here? We have the best beaches in Mexico—no—the best beaches in the world. I’ve been everywhere. I’ve been to every country except for three. Try to guess which three.”

      But the girl wasn’t interested in his stupid game, or his stupid lie (it was obviously a lie, nobody has been to every country except for three). So the girl just shrugged her shoulders and sipped her drink.

      “At least guess. If you can guess one, I’ll give you a free drink.” He laughed ridiculously at his own joke. All of the drinks at the resort were free.

      “I don’t know, Panama,” she said softly, reluctantly playing along.

      He scoffed. “You’re guessing Panama? I’m from Mexico and you think I haven’t been to Panama!?”

      She shrugged her shoulders again.

      “Guess again,” the man asked.

      She obviously wasn’t looking for a loud, annoying conversation partner. I was almost tempted to tell the guy to cool down, but it was none of my business. I didn’t need to protect this woman. If she wanted to leave, she could pick up her drink and leave—she didn’t even have to wait for the tab.

      “Moldova,” the girl said.

      “Moldova? I said countries, not cities,” he said.

      The girl stared at him blankly, not sure if he was joking.

      “The answer is Canada, Ireland, and Scotland. I’ve never been to any of them.”

      “Scotland isn’t a country,” she said.

      The man scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous,” he said. “Where have you travelled?”

      The girl sipped her drink. She looked to the left, as if she was looking for an escape. Maybe I needed to give her one. I quickly finished my drink and then I said, “Hey bartender, could I get another one?”

      “In just a minute,” he said, smiling at me with contempt on his face. He looked back at the girl. “So where are you from?”

      She looked to the left again, seemingly more nervous, looking like a student who was late for an important class.

      “What’s the matter?” he said. “Am I making you uncomfortable or something?”

      “No,” she said softly. “I just—I think I need to go and, uh, do something.”

      “Is this guy making you uncomfortable?” the bartender said, motioning to me. He looked at me with a glare.

      “What? No,” she said, eyeing me for a brief second before looking away.

      “Hey man,” I said. “Quit giving her a hard time. Let her enjoy her drink.” I don’t know why the bartender was giving her so much flak, making her so uncomfortable. His job was to pour drinks, not to mingle.

      “He your boyfriend or something?” the bartender asked.

      “What?” she said.

      “Why are you giving her such a hard time?” I asked.

      “Hey man, I told you that I would get your drink in a minute. Just mind your business,” the bartender said. Now he was being a prick to me, getting under my skin. I was strangely tempted to warn him that I was going to report him to HR for his behavior. I’m not sure why that’s where my mind went. Or maybe I am sure—because I’d been cooped up in an office setting for years, and that’s how we settled disputes.

      “Thank you for the drinks,” the woman said softly, and then she stood up.

      “Wait a minute!” he said. “Come and sit down! Don’t let this creep scare you off!”

      “Hey!” I said. “What’s this all about? You’re lucky I’m not calling your manager here right now!”

      He rolled his eyes and scoffed. “You think my manager will get mad at me, bro? I’m just trying to protect my clients from creeps like you.”

      “Creeps? I just sat down! What the hell are you on about?”

      Now, the girl was walking away, moving fast to get away from the bartender.

      “Get out of here, bro—and leave that girl alone. I’m not sure what your deal is, but she don’t want you, bro.” He was suddenly talking like he was straight from the Mexican ghetto, putting on a thick accent and throwing up his hands as if he was part of some gang.

      “What’s the matter with you?” I scolded. “You know what? I am going to go to your manager—right now. This behavior is unacceptable.”

      “Get bent, bro.”

      I groaned and turned away from the bar. I had no idea what the hell was going on with the man, but I had no interest in sticking around to engage with him; it wasn’t productive. So I went to the front desk, which was a fifteen-minute walk away. I waited at the desk until the receptionist came. Then, I tried to ask for a manager. “The manager will be in in the morning,” she said with her thick accent. “Can I leave a message for him?”

      “I just want to report one of your employees,” I said.

      She just stared at me blankly.

      “He’s working the bar at the end of the beach. Tall guy, thin, a bit of hair on his chin.”

      “I don’t know him,” she said.

      “Well, he was harassing a girl, and then he harassed me. I want to report him,” I said.

      She kept staring at me.

      “Are you going to take this down for your manager?”

      “I’ll let him know,” she said without writing down a single word.

      “Do you know who I’m talking about?” I asked.

      “I don’t, but I’ll let my manager know.”

      “He’s working at the bar now. I’m sure it’s on a schedule or something—the bar at the end of the beach, on the left side—over there.” I pointed in the direction.

      “Okay. I’ll let the manager know, sir,” she said. And I knew that she wasn’t going to let the manager know. I knew that I was wasting my breath.

      I groaned and turned away.

      “Just try to enjoy your vacation sir,” she said. I looked back at her curiously, looking into her eyes. It seemed like such a strange thing to say. Did she think that I wasn’t enjoying my vacation? Was I enjoying my vacation?

      It definitely seemed like I was bringing my stress with me when I should have been leaving it behind. I was determined to keep those thoughts in my head. Whenever I closed my eyes, I could see my office walls. How could I make that all go away?

      “Why don’t you go to another bar and have a drink?” she said with a smile on her face. And maybe that was exactly what I needed: more booze. I could drink the anxiety away. I had nowhere to be in the morning. I had nowhere to be for a whole week. When was the last time I could say that?

      So I found another bar and I ordered a stiff drink. It wasn’t so stiff—watered down like everything else in the resort, but it was free and endless, so I ordered two more within the next thirty minutes.

      Then, I found myself on the dancefloor with strangers. I think they were a group of mothers, getting a break from their kids. One girl told me that her parents were at home with her daughter. “What about your husband?” I asked.

      “He had to work,” she said with a grin, and then she kissed me. The moment was a bit of a blur; maybe that booze was stronger than I realized. Maybe they weren’t putting as much water into the mix as I thought…

      I think I did more than kiss her. I think I might have squeezed her boobs and she might have fondled my dick. But I swear I didn’t fuck her! I pulled myself away and stumbled over to another bar, telling myself that I wouldn’t be a home wrecker. I had a big grin on my face. It was a sloppy, guilty kiss, but it was still fun to be a bit crazy. Now, I was sitting with a bunch of tall, straight-faced Slavs. They were speaking Russian, or something similar, and they kept ordering me drinks. We laughed together, even though I didn’t understand a word they were saying. They were all wearing Adidas tracksuits. After an hour, we all went to one of the pools and jumped in together, naked. Yes, I swam with naked Slavs. It was fun. One of them finally spoke English to me. “Come back to my room and I give you tattoo.”

      “What?” I said, laughing.

      “You know? Tattoo. Anything you want.”

      I don’t remember the next few hours, but I got the tattoo: a picture of a dog. It was small, on my right calf. It was actually remarkably well done, especially since the artist was almost blackout drunk and I was probably squirming the whole time. I actually quite like that tattoo; it’s the only one I have.

      I never saw those Slavs again. When I was sober and conscious again, I was in my room, on the bathroom floor. The bathroom smelled of vomit, presumably my own. But I sat up with a strangely clear head: no hangover at all. I perked right up and smiled as I went to take a shower. Then I poured myself a coffee and looked out at the pool, at that same group of busty nineteen-year-olds. This time, I watched them without my sunglasses. They looked up at me and giggled, and I waved back at them.

      I was starting to relax, starting to feel like my old self—how I was before I took that big promotion at work. I missed the old Morgan. Maybe it was time to go to my boss at work and ask for a demotion. I could be back on the floor, making ten thousand less each year, but gaining a life… This time, I would actually appreciate it.

      No—I couldn’t do that, not with the cost-of-living skyrocketing. I wouldn’t be able to afford groceries if I got demoted. I would have to move out of my apartment. I would have to take the bus to work every morning, squished between a bunch of smelly strangers. I didn’t want to go back to that… Or did I?

      I sauntered over to the buffet for breakfast. As I sat down, I saw that blonde again, sitting two tables over, with her back to me. Now, she was wearing a slightly sheer green dress with a one-piece bathing suit underneath.

      I watched her for a while, trying not to be too creepy. But she really was quite beautiful. She’d gone gracefully into her thirties, not like many women, trying to turn back the clock with fillers and injections and implants and nips and tucks. She had a charm to her. She was petite, but she had curves and long legs. She was wearing tall cork shoes now, almost like heels, but strappy and comfortable like sandals. The sheer dress showed off her bum whenever she stood up. She had a great ass.

      Her breasts were small, but I didn’t mind small tits on girls. It was actually quite refreshing in a day and age where breast enlargement was so common. Her tits were just big enough to bounce slightly with each step, but no bigger. And her long blonde hair was perfect—almost too perfect, done in loose curls that bounced and danced on her shoulders.

      When she saw me, her face turned instantly red. She recognized me from the previous night. The sight of me was probably enough to resurrect that discomfort that was forced onto her by that bartender. I smiled and she looked away.

      I didn’t want it to be awkward between us, so I got up and walked over to her. “Hey there,” I said. “I’m really sorry if I made you uncomfortable last night.”

      She stared into my eyes, looking nervous and tense. I couldn’t help but wonder now if the bartender was right, if maybe I was the one who made her suddenly uncomfortable. Did she think that I went down to that remote beach bar just to single her out? Did she think that I was singling her out now?

      “I just went to that bar for a drink,” I said. “I don’t know what that bartender was on about.”

      She kept staring at me. Finally, after a moment, she cleared her throat and looked down at her plate. “It wasn’t you,” she said. “He was being awkward.”

      “He was,” I agreed, and I was happy to hear her say it, happy to know that I wasn’t some creep without knowing it. Nobody wants to be that person.

      She smiled and then looked down at her plate again. I think it was my cue to leave her alone, so I started to back away. “Enjoy the rest of your vacation,” I said.

      She eyed me again with a smile. I nodded my head and smiled back. Then, I saw her again later that afternoon. She was sitting in a chair by the pool, absorbing some sunlight, still glistening from her dip in the water. Her body was quite impressive: long, smooth legs, narrow waist. I took a seat across the pool and put on my sunglasses, this time so that I could take the odd glance at the young women swimming and splashing playfully—but my gaze kept going over to her. For the first time in my life, I found myself more attracted to the girl in her thirties instead of the young, tight nineteen-year-olds. Maybe I really was starting to get old. Those young girls just seemed so immature, so noisy, so energetic. I didn’t have that kind of energy anymore—and I didn’t feel like competing with those twenty-five-year-old bodybuilders who were swarming them.

      Those bodybuilders were missing out on the real diamond: that blonde woman. Those curvy young girls weren’t going to look anything like that blonde at her age. She looked amazing for her age. She had those big, flashing eyes that would always be beautiful. On the younger girls, I could already see the features that weren’t going to age well—features that were already starting to let them down. One girl had a big ass—something that was in vogue, but big asses like that turn into dumpy flabs before thirty. Another girl had huge natural breasts—those would be halfway to her knees within five years, especially if she kept wearing skimpy bikini tops like she was wearing now. Then there was the short girl. She was a bit chubby, which was cute for her age, but those eating habits were going to be detrimental as her metabolism slowed even more—and with her short height, the weight was going to be so much more noticeable.

      But the blonde had none of those issues; she was built to last. She probably had experience too—a girl her age would let you know what she wanted in bed; younger girls just squirm and say ‘ouch’ constantly. I like a girl who knows what she wants, and isn’t afraid to ask for it.

      Finally, one of the bodybuilders noticed the blonde. “Hey there!” he called out from in the water. “Come into the pool! The water’s warm!”

      She smiled back. “I was just in,” she said. It was the first time I’d heard her speak without whispering. It was the first time she’d spoken without knowing I was there. There was something curious about her voice—something slightly… off.

      “C’mon!” the man laughed. “We need one more to play a game.” He grabbed an inflated volleyball.

      “I’ll pass. Thanks though,” the girl said. Her voice—there was a slightly deep tinge to it.

      And that’s when she uncrossed her legs, repositioning herself, getting herself more comfortable so she could enjoy a bit more sunshine. For a quick second, I saw a bulge that shouldn’t have been there had she been just like the other girls. But she wasn’t just like the other girls: the blonde was trans.

      It explained why she was so timid, despite her beauty. It explained why she kept her voice so low. But why wasn’t she keeping her voice low now as she spoke with the bulky man? Was it because she was afraid of what I would think of her? Did she want to set a good impression with me?

      I blushed suddenly, feeling flustered. Now, I found myself even more infatuated with her, looking over at her constantly, getting a glimpse every time she recrossed her legs, listening every time she spoke to the other tourists. I watched her stand up and walk to the bar to get a cold drink. I eyed her package, which was actually quite large. I was impressed that she didn’t seem to be nervous about flaunting it, only covering herself with that tiny bathing suit and that sheer green dress.

      I’d never been with a trans girl before, but I often thought about it, wondering if it was something that I would be into. Of course, like any man, I was a bit worried about what others might think of me if they found out, but it wasn’t something that really bothered me. A friend of mine dated a trans girl for four years—he got a bit of flak for it at first, but after the first couple of months, we all more-or-less forgot that she was trans when we all hung out together. Like anything, you get used to it and it becomes normal.

      If anything, it was to my advantage. I watched as the bodybuilder boys clued in; I heard them gossiping about her and then giggling. They made fun of their friend for hitting on her, and then they continued to go after the group of young girls. A few of those burly men even went after the group of mothers, despite the blonde being far more attractive.

      I saw the blonde again during dinner. I didn’t approach her, but I did take a few glances at her. I sat close enough to share a few smiles. I caught her blushing when I smiled at her. Now, my head was filled with fantasies. I still had five full days at that resort; maybe a five-day fling could be fun. Maybe some time with the blonde girl would take my mind away from the work-related anxieties that kept on creeping into my head.

      And it seemed like fate wanted me to make a move on her. That evening, as I strolled to find a suitable bar to drink at, I spotted her, sipping a cold beer, with an open seat right next to her. I sauntered over, heart pounding. I took that seat and then I ordered myself a drink. In the mirror across the bar, I watched as her face turned dark red. She shied her face away.

      I felt like I just needed to address the elephant in the room. I had to just get it out of the way, so it wouldn’t be on the front of our minds. “I, uh, think it’s cool that you’re trans,” I said. I had no idea if I was saying it in an appropriate way; maybe it wasn’t the best way to word it—or maybe she wasn’t actually trans and I just insulted her. “I mean—you are trans, right?”

      She kept her face turned away from me, and for a moment, I wondered if she could even hear me.

      “I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable. I think you’re really pretty. I just—I still feel a bit awkward about what happened last night. I hope you don’t think I’m a creep.”

      Finally, she turned to me with a warm smile and blushing cheeks. “I don’t think you’re a creep,” she said softly. With me, she used that soft voice, as if she was trying to hide her trans voice.

      “Well that’s a relief,” I laughed. “I, uh, really thought that I did something to offend you.”

      She shook her head and turned to look away. I think it was her polite way of telling me she wasn’t interested in me; maybe she thought that I was trying to make a move on her, trying to get into her panties. Was I trying to get into her panties? I certainly liked the idea of getting into her panties—slipping them down, caressing her shaft, feeling her growing as we kissed… It was an alluring thought.

      “If you want me to leave you alone, just let me know,” I said with a small laugh. “I’m pretty bad at picking up on social cues. I used to think that I was autistic. Maybe I am a little bit autistic.

      She giggled. She had a cute giggle, though I wasn’t quite sure that I’d made a joke; maybe she thought that I was joking. “Your name is Jess, right? I think that’s what you said.”

      She nodded her head, still looking down with those shy cheeks.

      “My name is Morgan,” I smiled.

      Then she looked up at me, strangely perplexed, and I had a feeling I knew why. “I know—a lot of people think that it’s a girl name. But I think it was a man’s name before people started using it for girls.”

      “Oh—I didn’t think that it was a girl name,” she said.

      “Oh,” I said. “Well never mind then. So tell me, Jess, what brings you here?”

      She giggled again. That giggle was strangely contagious—and almost familiar in a comforting sort of way. “I’m on vacation,” she said.

      “Well, of course,” I said. “But you’re here alone—or are you?”

      She nodded her head.

      “Not too many people go on vacation alone.”

      “Everyone needs to go on vacation from time to time,” she said.

      “They made me take this vacation,” I groaned, turning away. “I mean—I’m not complaining… It’s just not what I wanted. Or, I should say, it’s not when I wanted. I was kind of hoping to go to Europe, maybe visit a few countries—but two days ago, the HR department at my company told me that I had to take a week off of work, and this was the only semi-affordable trip that was available. Like I said—I’m not complaining; it’s nice here. The weather is perfect. It’s easy to relax with the beach and the water and the warm air. Sorry—am I rambling?”

      “Just a little bit,” she laughed. “It’s okay. I don’t mind.”

      “So what brings you here? What are you taking a vacation from?”

      “Similar story,” she said with that soft voice. “The timing wasn’t ideal, but it’s what the company insisted.”

      “Where are you from?”

      She shied her face away, looking uncomfortable again, as if I undid all of the progress that I’d made in the last five minutes.

      “You don’t have to answer that. I was just curious,” I said.

      “It’s not that I don’t want to answer you,” she blushed. “It’s just—I want to leave all of that behind while I’m here for the next week. Well, four days now. My God, the week is almost half over already. A week seemed like so long just a few days ago. Now it seems like nothing at all.”

      “Isn’t that the truth?” I said. “I take one vacation every five years. A week… it’s basically the blink of an eye.”

      “I guess that’s just life,” she said.

      “Cheers to that,” I said, raising my glass. She giggled as we clinked our cups together. She took a small sip, seemingly nervous to let herself get carried away. I wanted to see her unwind. I could tell that she was holding back; she was doing the same thing the night before. Now, her vacation was almost half over and she was still holding all that tension, probably from the office. I could relate to her; I felt like I understood everything she was feeling, even though we’d hardly talked.

      “So you work in an office?” I said.

      She nodded her head.

      “With a cubicle and a dress code and all of that?”

      She nodded her head again.

      I sighed. “Well, I know how it goes. I mean—I have an office now, but let me tell you—it’s not any better. If anything, it’s worse.”

      “Worse?” she said, raising her brow. “How is it worse?”

      I thought for a moment. “Let me put it this way. Imagine being put in prison. You’re surrounded by inmates. And every day, at mealtime, everyone gets the same bowl of gruel and a cup of Luke-warm water—everyone but you. You get steak and a freshly baked potato, and a glass of red wine. And then you have to sit there, in the middle of all of them, eating your steak while they all watch.”

      “At least you get the steak,” she said.

      “Well I’ve never been much of a steak guy to begin with. I’m more into seafood.”

      She giggled again, and this time I let out my own giggle. Her laugh really was quite contagious.

      “It’s hard,” I said. “I get to be the office punching bag. I don’t know—I really shouldn’t be unloading all of this on you. I’m not supposed to be thinking about work while I’m here.”

      “It’s impossible,” she said. “It doesn’t matter how hard you try.”

      I looked around at all of the drunk, laughing, rosy-cheeked tourists. “They’re all doing it just fine.”

      She looked around and saw the same thing. Then she shrugged her shoulders. “Well, maybe it’s just me and you. Or maybe it’s just that we haven’t had enough booze.”

      “I’ll drink to that,” I laughed.

      After a few more sips from her drink, she started to relax, letting more of that trans voice slip as she let the volume of her voice rise up to a natural level. I no longer had to strain to hear her. She started to sit more upright, no longer tugging constantly on the skirt of her dress to keep her thighs covered. I kept asking her questions about her life, but she really didn’t want to tell me anything; at first, I thought that she was just worried that I was some creepy stalker, and then I started to realize that she really just didn’t want to think about her life while she was at that Mexican resort.

      But she seemed perfectly happy listening to me talk, and strangely interested when I talked about work—or maybe I should say, when I bitched about work. She would stare at me with wide eyes, nodding her head, listening intently. It took me by surprise; usually when I moaned about work, people zoned out. Nobody wants to hear someone complain about how tedious their job is. But I had a feeling that Jess was on the same page as me; I had a feeling that we shared the same workplace issues. Maybe she was even the manager where she worked. Maybe she led a team just like me. Maybe she had an office with windows, just so her employees could stare at her, loathing her, blaming her for all of their problems.

      “So,” I said. “I know you don’t like to talk much about your work, but I’m really curious—is it hard being trans in the workplace?”

      She stared at me for a long moment. “It’s not really an issue,” she said softly, taking the volume of her voice down. It almost seemed like I reminded her that she wasn’t a biological woman—and now I was left feeling guilty.

      “You’re incredibly convincing, by the way. Like—I wasn’t even really sure that you were trans; it was more of a hunch than anything.” I felt my cheeks turning red. “I hope you don’t think I’m insulting you in any way. I—I think you’re really beautiful.”

      Now her face was turning red—maybe even redder than mine. “Thanks, Morgan,” she said softly. “Well, when I’m at work, I’m, uh, not really trans.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked. And it took a moment to realize that she was telling me she went to work as a man. “Oh,” I said before clearing my throat. “Why is that? Do you think people wouldn’t accept you?”

      “It’s something I’ve worried about,” she said softly.

      “Well then you should come work for me,” I smiled. “I can’t really speak for everyone in the office, but I’m cool with it. In fact, I think it’s awesome.”

      She giggled. “Thanks, Morgan,” she said, sipping from her drink. But now, I couldn’t help but notice her breasts. They were small, but they were still breasts. Now, her dress showed off the perfect amount of cleavage.

      I cleared my throat again, already regretting the question I was about to ask—but I was curious. “How do you hide your, uh, boobs?”

      “I use binders,” she said.

      “What’s that?”

      “Like a tight chest corset that pushes them down. It’s getting harder though. The pills I’m taking are getting stronger every few months as my doc ups the dosage. My breasts are still growing, and, well, it’s going to be hard to keep my chest covered.”

      “Well, it’s a shame the people in your office are so lame.”

      She stared into my eyes for a long moment. I stared back into her eyes. There was a spark; in that moment, I just knew that I was getting exactly what I fantasized about earlier: that fling that seemed so exciting, to take me away from my anxieties for the rest of that week. She lifted up her glass and finished the last sip of her drink. “Do you want to go for a walk, Jess?” I asked.

      She smiled.
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      We strolled down the beach until we reached one of the resort’s tall buildings. Jess pointed at a ground-level suite, looking out at the ocean. “That’s my room,” she said.

      “Is it nice?”

      “It was a last-minute reservation—so it’s not the greatest room ever.”

      “Same with my room,” I said. “Uh, mind if we compare rooms?”

      She took me to her private door and swiped her card to unlock the sliding glass entry. Then, I didn’t give her a chance to show me around. I grabbed her wrist gently and pulled her to face me. Before she could finish gasping, my lips were pressed against hers. My heart raced as I took that nervous chance, not knowing if it was going to be reciprocated. But she kissed back, mashing her lips against mine before letting her tongue move playfully into my mouth.

      We stumbled over to the wall. I pressed her back against it. Then, she surprised me by spinning me around and pressing my back into the wall, pushing herself against me. Her hands clutched my wrists, pinning them against that same wall. She pushed her body hard against mine… and speaking of hard…

      I could feel her package, already throbbing, already warm and solid, pushing out of her panties, pushing against the thin fabric of her green dress, pushing against my abdomen. My heart fluttered. I wanted to reach down to grab it, but she was holding my wrists firmly as we kissed.

      For the first time that trip, I wasn’t thinking about work. Hell, for the first time in what must have been five years, I wasn’t thinking about work.

      She finally released one of my hands so that she could reach down the front of my shorts to grip my cock. She gasped loudly. “You’re hard,” she said with wide eyes, as if she couldn’t believe it—as if she was expecting a soft noodle. “And—And you’re big.”

      “Of course I’m hard,” I said with a grin. “Look at you.”

      And I was surprised when she actually looked to the side, looking at the mirror, at her own reflection. And that’s when I looked at the same reflection, seeing the hard shaft that was pushing up against my abdomen. “My God,” I said. I couldn’t believe she called me big when she had… that.

      It was massive.

      It was bigger than massive.

      It was still growing.

      I looked down and saw it, pulsing with every beat of her heart, stretching up into the air with impossible proportions. How was she able to wear a bathing suit at all? Sure, she had a bulge, and that’s how I knew she was trans—but her bulge didn’t suggest this. “It’s… It’s… It’s massive!”

      She grabbed it with both hands, trying to cover it, forced to use her wrists because both hands weren’t even big enough. “I’m sorry. Is it too much? I—I thought you were okay with it.”

      “I am,” I said. “I—I just wasn’t expecting… It’s so big.”

      She blushed. “I know that it’s really big. It… It sometimes scares guys off.”

      “It’s fine. It’s cool. It’s just… I’ve never seen one so… big. I didn’t know they could be so big. And you—you’re a girl.”

      “I know,” she giggled. “It’s kind of ironic, isn’t it? I guess God wasted it on me.”

      “I wouldn’t use the word waste,” I said.

      The stiff anaconda lured me down to my knees. I stared up at its towering heights. I gasped at its gigantic size. I put my hands on it, curling my fingers around it, feeling the throbbing as it continued to stiffen and grow, surely making her lightheaded as it took away all of the blood from her body. It almost didn’t seem real—it couldn’t be real… but then how was it throbbing? How was it growing before my eyes? I gently began to tug on it, pulling back her foreskin, revealing that fat, glistening tip. I reached up and cupped her tip with the palm of my hand.

      I had to pull with a curious amount of strength to tilt the huge shaft down to my lips, and then I had to open wide to get her tip onto my tongue. Sucking her felt strangely… pointless. I wasn’t even getting a quarter of her size into my mouth, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she could even feel anything. She was moaning, but were those moans of pleasure real? I was trying hard to suck, trying to bob my head, trying to get more than a quarter of her dick in my mouth, but I could hardly do much with her wide girth stretching out my lips.

      She reached down and grabbed my head. She nestled her fingers into my hair. She pulled me in tight, making me suck more of her, even though she was making me gag. Saliva ran down my chin and dripped onto my thighs. I ended up spitting her out so I could get a breath of air. While I was breathing, she grinded her long veiny cock up the length of my face, rubbing the underside of her shaft on my nose, on my forehead, pushing her ball sack into my lips. Then, she grabbed her cock with one hand and my head with her other hand. She forced her shaft back into my mouth, so I kept sucking.

      And now I was determined to try hard, determined to get more of her in my mouth, determined to make her moan louder. I sucked as ferociously as I could. I bobbed my head fast, using both of my hands to massage her big shaft while I worked. I wanted to prove to her that I would make a good fling for the rest of her vacation. I wanted her to be mine for the rest of that trip, and now I had to prove my worth—and I had to prove to her that I really was cool with the fact that she was trans.

      So I didn’t stop, even when I could feel her cock twitching. She tried casually to pull back, but I had her pinned against the wall. She laughed nervously. “You’re going to make me come,” she sighed. But I didn’t stop. Maybe she wanted to save herself for more naughty fun, but I was locked in, not willing to stop until I—

      She came. Thick white cream spewed from her shaft into the back of my throat. I gasped, but I held on, feeling my mouth getting fuller and fuller with each pulse of her dick. I tried to take a careful breath in through my nose, still pulling on her cock. Then, there was just too much cum to hold in my mouth; it pushed out from my lips, oozing out around her thick, throbbing shaft. It ran down my chin—but she was still coming! She was still filling my mouth with her warm cream. Now, it was pouring down my chin, dripping on my thighs as she moaned loudly.

      I tried again to breathe through my nose, but that was a mistake. I accidentally inhaled some cum, and that activated my choking reflex. I pulled back. The tip of her cock slid up the length of my face, leaving a long streak of cum before she let out her final burst: a small gush into the air that splattered on the ground by my knees. As I coughed, all of the cum came out of my mouth, pouring down my face, down my torso, and onto my erection and thighs.

      There was so much cum on me—and not just because of her orgasm; while I was blowing her, I came. I’m not sure how it happened, because I never touched myself. I didn’t know it was possible, but apparently it was: I came from arousal alone. My cock was slicked with my own cream, and hers.

      As she stared down at my crotch, with a final drop billowing out from my tip, I felt the sudden need to cover myself, embarrassed that I wasn’t able to hold on for long enough to pleasure her. “I’ll be good to go again in, like, twenty minutes,” I said, feeling all of that redness entering my face.

      She just giggled, apparently flattered more than anything. She dropped down to her hands and knees and gave my shaft a long lick, cleaning both her cum and mine off of my tip. The lick made my body shudder with a final jolt of euphoria.

      I eyed her big king-sized bed. “Room in there for two?” I asked.

      Then, the redness in her face vanished, replaced by a sudden whiteness. She stood up and wiped her lips. She cleared her throat and then she said, “I don’t really want to offend you, but I’d rather sleep alone.”

      “Oh,” I said. “That’s fine.” Though I must admit that I was a bit offended. I couldn’t help but wonder if I did something wrong. Maybe I smelled. Or worse—maybe she was disappointed by the premature ejaculation. Maybe she didn’t take it as a compliment, and it was just a letdown. Now, I was flustered with embarrassment, trying to convince myself that the issue wasn’t me coming before we could get properly down and dirty.

      “I think I’m just going to clean up and get some sleep. Booze makes me so tired.” She smiled, trying to be polite as she kicked me out.

      So maybe it wasn’t the weeklong fling I thought that I was going to be getting. Maybe it wasn’t some exciting romance with no strings attached. Maybe it was just a quickie and nothing else. “I’ll, uh, see you around tomorrow.”

      “Okay,” she said. She had her bottoms on now, covering that monster cock. She stood there, waiting for me to leave so that she could lock her door and go on with her night. My head was spinning. Apparently, her feelings for me weren’t quite the same as my feelings for her. I wanted to shower with her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fall asleep with her in my arms. I wanted to wake up next to her. I wanted to watch the sunrise with her. I wanted to take her out for breakfast. But she didn’t even want me taking more than five steps into her room.

      I told myself not to complain; I got to have some fun. And she was still going to be at the resort for four more days. I still had time to get her to warm up. I still had time to make this vacation something memorable, and not just a forced leave of absence from work.
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      I saw her at the breakfast restaurant the next morning, eating at a table with a view of the ocean, alone. I wasn’t sure if she was expecting me to sit with her. I had no idea if she wanted me to pester her, or if she wanted space. I didn’t want her thinking that I was ruining her vacation. If she was the type of person who was comfortable vacationing alone, then maybe she was the type of person who valued alone time. I didn’t want to take that away from her…

      But on the other hand, I still wanted her. How could I help it? I felt like I only got a tease the night before. I still wanted the full package: I wanted to see her naked. I wanted sex. I wanted to feel her in my arms. I still wanted that vacation romance. I wanted her to be my resort fling.

      I played it safe. I filled my plate with mediocre buffet food and then I circled the room, taking a wide berth around the tables until I caught her eye. As she looked up at me, I pretended like I was just noticing her. I smiled and waved, and then a massive wave of relief came as she waved me over, nudging out the chair in front of her: an invite.

      I sauntered over and took the seat. “You don’t mind?” I said.

      “Not if you don’t,” she smiled.

      I was giddy with excitement. That smile on her face meant everything: she didn’t hate me. I’m not sure why I assumed she did… I guess I’d never been asked to leave after oral sex before. The previous night left me feeling strangely rejected, something that I wasn’t used to. And maybe she was just being polite now; I had to ask the right questions to find out for sure. “Sleep well?” I asked.

      “Totally,” she said. “The air was just perfect last night. I slept with the window open, and that ocean breeze was just… magical.”

      “I’m glad,” I smiled. “You look really beautiful today.” I looked down at her tight white dress, almost looking like a clubbing dress with its thin straps and cut out at the hip. Then it had that deep cut to expose her supple breasts. “I, uh, like your outfit.”

      “Thanks,” she blushed. “It’s new.”

      “Big plans for today?”

      “Just more relaxing. That’s all I really want to do while I’m here.”

      Of course, I read into her reply. When she said that was all she wanted to do, was that her way of saying that she didn’t want to do anything else—not even me? Did she want her space? Was she hoping I would excuse myself so that she wouldn’t have to awkwardly reject me again?

      God, I felt like a school boy, trying to figure out what was happening in her mysterious brain. “I want to hear more about where you work,” I said. “Tell me about it. Sales?”

      “Why are you so obsessed with work?” she asked with a laugh.

      I paused for a moment. Was I obsessed with work? I tried to think of something else to ask, but nothing came into my head. Work was all I knew, and I guess I just assumed it was all anybody over the age of thirty knew. “Um,” I said, thinking. “Do you, uh, have a degree?”

      “A useless one,” she giggled. “Something I thought I wanted to do, but there was no work in it.”

      “What’s that?” I asked.

      “Don’t even ask. It’s embarrassing.”

      “Well now you have to tell me.”

      “Art history.”

      “Why is that embarrassing?”

      “It just is,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s embarrassing because I don’t actually know anything about art. It turns out, you don’t really learn anything in college. You just learn how to study for tests. You cram information into your brain, do the test, and then you forget it, because it’s mostly pointless. Like, memorizing the dates of long-forgotten art movements. Memorizing names of painters who influenced other painters. An entire year was spent on pre-modern art influence. Do you know who George Bridgman is? Do you care? Is that knowledge applicable anywhere in the world?”

      “So why did you do it then?”

      “My parents told me I needed a degree to get a job, and I wanted to work in art. I should have just gone to art school, but… well, that’s not a real degree, at least that’s what I was told. Art history—that’s a real BA. I have the paper signed by the school—it’s official and I can put it on a resume if I ever go back to the temp agency that got me my job. They can politely shift it to the bottom of the resume where nobody will see it while submitting me to sales jobs.”

      “So you do work in sales,” I said.

      She groaned. “You really are obsessed with work.”

      “I can’t really help it. My bosses have me working seven days a week. I work eight to twelve hours at the office, then I go home and answer emails. It’s mind-numbing. I hate every minute of it, but it’s all I know now. I used to know other stuff. I used to have hobbies and interests, but to be honest with you, I can’t even remember what they were. It seems pointless to even think of that time again, because it’s gone—as if it was part of some other life.”

      “Wow,” she said. “You really hate your work, huh?”

      “Hate is a strong word. I guess it’s a love-hate relationship. It’s… It’s my life, but it gets me down.”

      “What do you love about it?”

      I had to think for a moment. What did I love about it?

      “The money?” she said.

      “No,” I said quickly. “I don’t love the money.”

      “But you make a good amount, no?”

      “I guess so,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “But I just… I don’t really care about the money. Maybe I would if I could actually use it. I’d love to have some girl I could spoil, or some hobby… like how my photographer friend spends his entire paycheque on new lenses. It’s insane how much money he spends on those lenses—my God! And I always thought that he was insane. He eats ninety-cent noodle packets for dinner, because it’s all he can afford, but he’ll spend two-thousand dollars on a lens! But he’s not crazy. I mean—that’s the whole point, isn’t it? What’s a better way to spend money? I just spend mine on gas, on rent, on bills, and on… work. I bought a new laptop for work. I buy new suits thinking if I look better, I might get a raise. I spent all of my money on this car. It’s a nice car; it turns a lot of heads. I bought it to impress the company directors, but I don’t think they care. It was maybe enough to let them let me park on their floor in the parking garage. Last month, I spent two hundred dollars on a pen, because one of the guys from upstairs saw the pen that I was using—a pen I nabbed at the pub across the street—and he made a comment about how it looked cheap. And the month before that, I spent two-thousand on a watch, because the same guy kept eyeing my bare wrist. I don’t like wearing a watch—it just feels heavy and it gets in the way.”

      “So just stop,” she said. “Spend your money on whatever you want to spend it on. Who cares if you impress the top brass?”

      “Good question. I don’t even care. There’s this big promotion that everyone’s talking about at the office. If it went to me, it would mean moving up three floors—and that’s kind of a big deal. And I’ve been putting in the extra effort, working late… That’s why I bought that pen, by the way. Anyway—I don’t even want the damned position. I don’t want to work on that floor, with those arrogant pricks. I don’t want to have the extra workload, even if it is an extra ten thousand per year. It’s work that I hate, managing managers—and travelling to conferences. I loathe conferences. But if I don’t go for the promotion, then what exactly am I doing with my life?”

      “Wow,” she said. “That got really deep really fast.” She giggled and sipped her coffee.

      “So what do you suggest that I do?” I asked.

      She shrugged her shoulders. “Just do what you want. Be yourself, and if you get a raise, great. If not, no big deal. If you can afford a fancy car and a fancy pen, you can afford a demotion if it means being happy—right?”

      I smiled. It sounded so obvious out loud, but it still nagged in a complex way in my head. “Is that how you live your life?” I asked.

      Then, I watched as she turned her gaze to the table, looking suddenly broken, as if I just reminded her that her mother was killed in a car wreck. I had the urge to apologize, but I wasn’t sure why. She wasn’t looking into my eyes anymore. Now, she was just lost, forlorn. “Sorry,” I said, remembering that she told me that she was a man when she went to work. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

      “It’s fine, Morgan,” she said. She finally looked up with a forced smile. “It’s something I’m working on. I guess it’s something we’re all working on.”

      “Maybe it’s something we’ll all figure out one day,” I said. Though I didn’t have a ton of hope. I knew that I was still going to go back to work on the following Monday, still going to show up early, stay late, wear my best suit, put on that watch, ensure that I ate lunch at the same overpriced food truck that the top guys all went to—I was going to continue being a slave to the high-ups, because it was all that I knew and it seemed like wasting the last five years of my life to stop now.

      “I think I’m going to change into a bathing suit,” she told me, pushing herself back from the table. “You’re not offended if I leave you here eating alone, are you?”

      “Of course not,” I smiled. “Maybe I’ll see you around.”

      “I’m sure you will,” she said, and I swear she winked—or maybe that was just in my head. But what did a wink even mean? What was she suggesting? Were we going to pick up where we left off the night before? Or was she just being friendly, and that was just a little friendly mannerism? I was thinking too much into it—I was always thinking too much into everything.

      And then I saw her in the bathing suit.

      Everyone saw her.

      She turned heads across the whole resort, male and female. It was a scandalous one-piece, cut deep on the front and sides. She was showing a lot of skin, and a lot of bulge, but she owned it with a pride that I can’t say I’d ever seen on a woman before. The young girls all looked at her with frustrated jealousy. I literally saw a wife cover her husband’s eyes when he turned to gawk at the trans girl’s perfect ass. I can assure you that there were at least a few dozen straight men (myself included) now fantasizing about sucking a cock.

      And then, heads turned to watch me when I approached her. “May I sit next to you?” That’s when I noticed her hair was straightened now. She had glossy pink lipstick on her lips and the perfect amount of blush on her cheeks. She was a vixen. She owned every penis in that resort.

      “Go ahead,” she smiled. And then she had me put some tanning lotion on her back and shoulders. My hands trembled the whole time. I felt unworthy as I rubbed her soft, flawless skin. She arched herself back, pushing into my hands, grazing my wrists with her long blonde hair, which I’m sure was a wig—but what difference did it really make? The hair looked amazing on her either way.

      Once I was finished oiling her, I had to remain hunched over until my erection went away. She noticed, giggling. “Is it something I said, Morgan?” she asked.

      “You look really nice,” I blushed.

      “Thank you.” She was beaming. I was at a loss for words. I just wanted to stare at her, but I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.

      It was only ten minutes later when a man swam up to the edge of the pool, resting his chiseled forearms on the ledge, staring up at her with his beady eyes, flat chin pointed up. “He with you or just sitting with you?” the man asked, nodding towards me without looking at me.

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Why are you asking?” Jess asked.

      “Have a drink with me,” the man said, now nodding towards the swim-up bar.

      “I’m okay for now, thanks,” she smiled.

      Now, the man looked at me. “This guy?” he said. “With all due respect, you can do better.” He winked, and I can’t say I took offense to the commend, because she probably could do better. Looking like that, she could have had her pick of the whole resort. I’m surprised there wasn’t a line of men waiting to offer themselves to her, like suitors before a royal princess.

      The man swam away, and then I looked over at Jess, feeling flustered. “I’m not holding you back by sitting with you, am I?”

      “Holding me back?” she said. “Why would you be holding me back?”

      “I don’t know. I won’t be offended if you have a drink with the guy. He’s right, you know…” I laughed. “You can do better.”

      “Don’t be so hard on yourself.”

      “It’s just the truth. Look at yourself. Pick any guy here—probably even the married ones. Just pick one out and he’s yours.”

      She turned dark red. “Aren’t you a flirt?”

      “It’s just the truth—I’m not trying to flirt.”

      She giggled. “You’re not so bad, Morgan. But I wouldn’t be upset if you went and got me a drink.” She winked and bit her bottom lip, so I went to serve her like a proper servant. I was happy to be her servant. I would have dropped to my knees and kissed her toes if she asked me to.

      I brought her a drink and we sipped together, staring at the ocean as the waves rolled in and out. It was a tall drink, running right through me. When I was finished, I excused myself to use the bathroom. Once I was finished in the stall, I found her there, in the bathroom with me, door locked behind her. I must say that I jumped when I saw her, but the fright turned quickly into passion. She threw herself at me and I accepted her, wrapping my arms around her as our lips connected. Her warm body felt perfect against me. Her big bulge was exactly where I wanted it, nestled against me so I could grind myself against it.

      She pushed me up against the bathroom stall door. Then she pushed my shoulders down until I fell to the ground. She fished her cock out and it fell out hard, swinging left and right like a lead ball on the end of a long chain. I stabilized it with my hand and pulled it into my mouth—no hesitation. I sucked her for a blissful minute, until she was rock hard.

      Then she pushed my head back. “Don’t make me come,” she giggled. “Stand up.”

      I followed her command. She wanted to taste her own cock, so we kissed. Then she spun me around. I must say: my heart was sent aflutter. This was new for me. I’d never been penetrated, not even by a toy—but I was excited. I knew it would feel good. I knew it was something that was going to make me scream out in pleasure. I was probably going to embarrass myself. I was probably going to end up coming without touching myself again—but it would be worth the experience.

      She tugged down my shorts and I let out a soft whimper. Her petite hands ran down my sides, over my ribs. Then. She found my ass cheeks, spreading the wide, forcing my asshole open. I groaned, looking back, biting my bottom lip. I saw her big erection and I wondered if it would even go in. I probably needed to spend months working up to something that big. I should have started with a finger, moved onto a sharpie, then maybe a mini-cucumber before moving onto something like a banana. But now, we were going right to anaconda.

      She pushed a saliva-slicked thumb into me, making me gasp. She giggled and I clenched. “Relax, Morgan,” she whispered.

      I nodded my head and tried my best. Then, her other thumb pushed in, making me groan louder. She used her thumbs to pry my hole open, stretching me out to get ready for her. I strained, biting hard on my tongue. I squirmed and moaned and looked back into her beautiful eyes. She was looking at me. I wanted to kiss her, but she was busy now: busy stretching my hole wide. She pulled hard, and I could feel the ocean breeze tingling inside of me. She bent down and spat into me. I felt her warm saliva gushing as she used her fingers to push it deep, lubricating me, getting me ready for that big performance.

      I still didn’t think that it would actually go in.

      But she was determined to try. Grabbing my hips, she held me steady. She pushed her tip between my cheeks and tried to penetrate me. The attempt failed—her cock suddenly bent to the side and slid across my ass cheek. Then it failed the second time as the cock slid up my butt crack, up the lower part of my back. The third attempt failed as well as she jabbed my ball sack with her fat, throbbing tip.

      And just when I thought it was never going in, I suddenly felt a fullness. I heard her let out a loud moan. I felt that hard stretching. I looked back slowly to see three-quarters of her veiny cock; the other quarter was gone: inside of me, lost in my body, pushing up into my guts. “Oh my God,” I whimpered.

      She grabbed my hips to hold me again, pushing further into me. I clenched hard, but nothing could stop that monster-cock. It pushed deeper and deeper and deeper. I could feel her throbbing. I could feel her tip pushing up towards my lungs. I made the mistake of looking down at my belly once she was almost entirely inside of me, seeing the lump that was the tip of her cock pushing against my abdomen. “Holy shit,” I muttered.

      “You’re so tight,” she moaned.

      Then, my body went limp. My legs wobbled and I fell forward, against that stall door. She held me upright with impressive strength. Then, she started pumping me, forcing her long cock in and out of my body. I felt everything: every ridge, every vein, and the fat tip of her cock stretching out my organs. The feeling of her heavy ball sack slapping my ass had my brain confused. I kept looking back to see her beautiful face, reminding myself that she was a beautiful woman and not some jacked porn-star man with big muscles and a bushy moustache.

      “That feels so fucking good,” I groaned. She thrusted with an amazing elegance, slowly. I don’t think she could possibly thrust fast with a cock like that, like the trunk of an elephant. If she tried thrusting fast, it might snap in two pieces! Though it felt like a steel rod, strangely unbreakable, as if it had a bone of its own inside of it—something hard, like a femur. My knees wobbled hard, buckling together. I slumped forward, onto my knees, but she just went down with me, now fucking me against the bathroom floor. I tried to hold myself up with my hands, but it wasn’t long before I lost control and fell onto my face.

      I will admit that it was a bit gross, having my face against the floor of the men’s bathroom, but in that moment, I didn’t care. I was lost in the euphoria of her thrusting cock, massaging the inside of my body, pumping in and out, in and out.

      “Oh fuck,” she moaned. “I—I’m coming.”

      “Come inside of me,” I begged.

      She dug her fingernails into my skin. She pushed hard and then she yelled loudly, thrusting down ferociously until her pelvis was pressed against my butt cheeks. I felt her gushing inside of me: spewing warm goo deep in my cavern. “Oh God, it feels so good!” I screamed. And I’m sure other tourists heard me. I’m sure I was embarrassing myself, but I really didn’t care. I loved the feeling of her fat cock inside of me, and I didn’t want it to end.

      But the feeling that came next was nice too, when she pulled out and I felt all of that warm goo rushing out of my body, flowing out of me, down my thighs. She pulled me up to my feet and we kissed. Then she spanked me hard on the ass. “Get yourself cleaned up,” she said with a smile and a wink. I was happy to oblige, happy to have her as my vacation fling—even if it was only for the duration of that vacation.

      I limped back to my room so that I could take a shower and get changed. I must have looked ridiculous, waddling through that resort. I did my best to clean the cum off of my legs, but I could still feel it trickling out of my stretched hole.

      I got into my room and I took a long shower, with her beautiful face on my mind. Then, as I stepped out and toweled myself off, I had an unwelcomed thought enter into my brain. ‘I wonder what’s happening at the office…’ I decided to check quickly, and it was a mistake.

      I pulled out my phone, turned it on for the first time in days, turned off airplane mode, and that’s when I saw the text message, from that mysterious sender. “I have everything I need to end your life,” he said, and attached to the message was a picture, taken from outside of Jess’s window, of me on my knees, cum pouring out of my cock while I sucked on her big dick.

      My heart fell far into the pit of my stomach.
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      The person didn’t need to elaborate for me to know that they were threatening to release the picture to the world, to try and humiliate me, to paint me as ‘gay’, or maybe just as some sort of degenerate. I didn’t care if people knew that I’d been with a trans girl—that much didn’t matter. But I didn’t want an intimate photo of me being released to the world: a photo with my erect cock, dripping semen—and it wasn’t fair to Jess either. Photos like that can ruin careers, current and future relationships, and they can cause a lifetime of trauma for so many different reasons. “What do you want?” I replied.

      And then I sat around my room, with my phone glued to the palm of my hand. I stared at the screen, waiting for a reply, but the reply never came. My heart didn’t stop pounding fiercely against my ribcage. I felt faint and lightheaded. I kept looking at that picture, trying to decide just how bad it was. It was clearly me in the photo; the picture was clear, zoomed in just enough. It was so clear that you could make out the throbbing veins of Jess’s hard cock.

      I knew that I needed to show Jess. It was her life being messed with now too. But I knew that it probably meant the end of our fling. There was no way she was going to want to continue hanging out with me knowing that it meant intimate photos of her being circulated around…

      And it meant something else too: the person who was threatening me was there at the resort. They must have followed me—or they’d paid some Mexican local to stalk me; the latter seemed unlikely.

      Who was this person? Why did they want to torment me? What exactly did I do to them? I thought of all of the people I’d let go from work since my promotion. I could think of four people—two of which were quite irate when I told them we were letting them go. Only one was angry enough to do something unpredictable—I actually worried for a few weeks that they were going to show up at the office with a gun.

      That man’s name was Aaron. He was always in a bad mood—long before I let him go. In fact, when I started working at the company, he was already there, already brooding, already mumbling under his breath. But he wasn’t just angry at me; he hated everyone in the office: me, coworkers, the people upstairs—he even hated the mail girls who came through the office once a day, dropping letters off on desks. He hated the cleaning staff. So why would he single me out? He knew that it wasn’t strictly my decision to let him go… but maybe he was stalking the others from upper management as well…

      No—We let Aaron go nine months ago. I’m sure he’d moved on. There was no way that this was something he’d been plotting for that long. But who else could be stalking me?

      I thought about Ryan, who had certainly lost his job by now because I ratted him out… But HR handled his termination; they were always careful to keep everything anonymous. Was it obvious that I was behind turning him in? Did he know that I submitted that recording to Horatio?

      I looked to my window, hearing a noise. Was the person still spying on me? Were they still taking inappropriate pictures of me? Were they going to release that photo to my coworkers? I walked over to my window and carefully pulled back the curtains, half-expecting to catch some creep there with a camera. But there was only the view of the water from my balcony.

      I took a deep breath. Then, I saw Jess strolling with a casual smile on her face, making her way towards one of the resort’s many restaurants. I quickly got dressed, determined to catch up with her. I knew I had to fill her in; she needed to know that someone went up to her suite’s window and snapped photos of us—but once I was face-to-face with her, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I just stared into her eyes and crumbled under the pressure. “Nice evening, isn’t it?”

      She smiled. “It’s a shame that this is all going to be over in a few days.”

      “As long as we make the most of it while we’re here.”

      But for me, the vacation was over. Now, my phone was in my pocket. It buzzed every hour or so: messages from the office group chat (which I wasn’t supposed to get on my phone, but I found a way to forward the messages from my work phone, just so I could stay up to date). Whenever I had a chance, I would find myself scrolling back through the messages, reading what my coworkers were saying. “I want to kill myself,” said Susanne, talking about having to work through Sunday, which was her birthday.

      “There’s no way we’re making these deadlines. We’re all going to end up being written up,” said Jerry.

      “We can make it. Just come in early tomorrow,” said Roger, who had taken my spot while I was on vacation.

      “I can’t do another early morning,” said Susanne.

      “It’s not an option. If you don’t come in, they’ll write us all up.”

      My team was clearly miserable. When I scrolled back to Friday—the day that they found out I was on vacation—there was a long gap in the message history: surely the team going into a chat group without me in it so they could openly talk shit about me. I couldn’t help but wonder what they were all saying—though I really didn’t want to know, because I knew it was all bad.

      “Is everything okay?” asked Jess, looking across the table at me as I read a new message on my phone: a message in that group chat.

      “Everything’s fine,” I lied. “Why?”

      “You’re looking at your phone a lot.”

      “Oh,” I said. “Just, uh, some stuff at work.”

      “Can you ever get your work messages here?” she asked curiously, leaning over to see my phone’s screen, just as I checked to see if that mysterious villain had replied to me. I quickly hid my screen as my heart skipped a beat.

      “Um, yeah,” I said. “I can’t get into my email from here, but I can see messages. I’m just making sure everything is okay.” I looked up, into her eyes, and I thought about telling her what happened; I thought about telling her about that photo. But I didn’t want our little fling to come to an end. I wasn’t ready for it to come to an end.

      I did my best to keep my phone away for the rest of the night, but it stayed in my pocket, vibrating occasionally. It was 9:00 PM and my coworkers were still at work. The poor souls were being worked to death. I kept checking the messages, hoping to see them talking about leaving so I could know that they were getting some rest—but they were still working.

      “You sure everything’s okay?” asked Jess.

      I nodded my head and forced a smile.

      We ended up back in her suite after a few drinks. But it was harder to stay in the mood. After kissing for a couple of minutes, I made up a lame excuse about a distant lamplight casting a glare in my eye, so I went to the curtain to ensure that it was fully closed. Then, we continued to make love, but there were small sounds stealing my attention. “We don’t have to do this if you aren’t in the mood,” she said to me.

      I shook my head quickly. “I am in the mood!” I said, putting my hands on her waist. “I’m just—I keep hearing a funny sound. I’m, uh, worried it’s a cockroach. I hate cockroaches.” She giggled, but I could tell that she was catching onto me; she knew that my mind was elsewhere. I tried to distract myself with her cock, but the thought of that hate-fueled enemy kept entering my mind.

      I was having a hard time getting her in the mood—probably because I wasn’t doing a great job sucking her off. So I let her have me. I let her pin me to the bed and I let her pump me with her enormous cock. For ten minutes, I was freed from my anxieties, forgetting that I was being stalked and threatened. Then, she came, the mood settled, and I remembered those messages. I heard my phone vibrating in my pants on the floor. “I took my pants with me to the bathroom, and then I checked to see if the villain had responded to me—or sent me something new. But there was still no reply.

      I didn’t get much sleep that night, or the next night. It didn’t help that Jess insisted on sleeping alone. Her excuse was different this time. “The air conditioner in my room is wonky and it gets really hot at night,” she said.

      “We can sleep in my room,” I said.

      “I like to be near my stuff,” she said. I knew I could keep on suggesting ideas to satisfy her ‘problems’ but really, I knew that she just didn’t want to sleep with me. I was starting to think that she just wanted me for sex… and wasn’t that okay? Wasn’t that the whole point of a vacation fling?

      Did I want more than sex? Was I hoping that this would turn into something more? My heart fluttered at the thought of seeing her after the vacation…

      But I didn’t even know what city she lived in. Hell—there was a chance that she lived in another country entirely! I decided to ask her where she lived on her second-last day at the resort. I’d asked her before, and she quickly changed the subject before responding. Now, she was looking down at her lap with an awkward smile on her face. “Do you not want me to know?” I asked.

      “It’s not that,” she said. Then she paused. “It’s just… I guess when I go on vacation, I like to be… myself. And my life back home… that’s not me.”

      I had to think for a moment to figure out what exactly she was saying to me. “Are you not a girl at all when you’re back home?” I asked—and maybe the question was a bit blunt.

      She hesitated before answering.

      “You can tell me,” I said. “I won’t think any differently of you.”

      “I’m like this whenever I can be, but there aren’t many opportunities to be like this,” she said. I’m not like this at work, or when I leave the house. My brother lives in the same building as me, and I don’t want him to see me like this, because he would tell my parents, and they would probably disown me.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. “Maybe you should move.”

      “I want to move, but money is tight right now,” she sighed. “But even if I moved—sure, I could maybe be like this—like myself—more at home, maybe out of the house a bit more, but I spend most of my time at work, and…”

      “And what?” I said.

      “It’s complicated. It’s just… tough.”

      “Well, like I said, you should come work for me… though sometimes it means long hours… and you would probably end up hating me like everyone else.”

      “They don’t hate you,” she said.

      I laughed. “Oh, they do. Believe me,” I said. “It’s basically my job description. I’m the office punching bag. It’s my job to tell people bad news. I have to tell them when they’re staying late, and I have to pretend like it’s my idea. I have to tell people when they have to work through holidays, and I have to fire people, demote people… that’s my job.”

      “But you’re a nice guy,” she said. “And most people can see through your job. They know that you mean well.”

      “Maybe,” she said. “Maybe sometimes. And yeah, I would make you work late, because I would be fired if I didn’t, and yeah, I would make you work through the odd weekend and the odd holiday—but I would never make you feel bad for being yourself, and I would never let anyone make you feel bad.”

      She looked up at me with a glimmer in her eye. She let a half-smile slip before wiping her eye. “Thanks, Morgan,” she said softly.

      “So what town do you live in?” I asked again.

      She just winked. “Maybe I’ll tell you tomorrow.”

      “Are you going to let me leave with your phone number?”

      She shrugged her shoulders with a big grin on her face. She was teasing me—or maybe this was just her way of trying to turn me down without hurting my feelings too badly. She was using her big, cute smile to soften the blow of the rejection. I had to remind myself that this was nothing more than a vacation fling, and I couldn’t possibly expect anything more from it…

      But I hated the thought of going home and never hearing from her again, never getting to experience her extra-long appendage again, never getting to hear the soothing sound of her beautiful voice again.

      I spent that second-last night alone in my room, wishing she was there with me. I still hadn’t heard back from the mysterious villain. And for a brief moment, I really thought that maybe he or she had decided to leave me alone. Maybe threatening me just didn’t get the reaction he wanted. Maybe they had time to sleep on it and realize that I wasn’t such a terrible person…

      But they weren’t finished with me.

      It was Jess’s final day at the resort. She came to me with a blank look on her face. We had quite a bit to drink the night before, so I thought that she was just suffering from a bad hangover, and then she said, “I got a message this morning.”

      “About what?” I said—but I could tell from that frightening doe-eyed look that it was exactly what I was afraid it was.

      “I don’t know who took it, but someone took a photo of us together. They’re, uh… going to release the picture… to everyone.”

      And in that moment, I realized this villain had been listening to us talk. They’d been eavesdropping on us, and they must have realized that Jess had much more to lose than me.

      The picture wouldn’t make me lose my job; the company wouldn’t risk the lawsuits. There weren’t many people in my family that would care if they saw the photo—at least on the same level that Jess’s family would care. For her, the photo leaking meant her life changing forever; it meant losing loved ones. It meant losing close family members. And maybe this villain could tell that Jess’s circumstances meant more to me than my own circumstances.

      “I—I meant to tell you,” I said. “I wanted to tell you… I got the same message, a few days ago.”

      “A few days ago?” she said, looking up at me with a horrified look. Maybe I shouldn’t have told her. Now, she just saw me as the evil man who kept dark secrets from her. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

      “I was afraid to lose you,” I said, looking down at my feet.

      “I—I’m going to lose everything,” she said. Now, her eyes were filling with tears.

      “I’m sorry, Jess,” I said.

      “My parents help me with my rent. I can’t afford a place on my own, with my lousy salary. I mean—maybe I could, but it would mean scaping by with almost nothing. It would mean selling my car. It would mean finding a part-time job to work on the side. I—I don’t want to go through that.”

      “Jess,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I don’t know if I can stop this creep from leaking that picture. I’m sorry that you’ve gotten mixed up in this—I don’t even know who this guy is… But I can try to help you. I mean—I don’t know where you live, but you’re welcome to come and live with me. Like I said before: I can get you a job at my office. You’re free to be yourself there.”

      She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “How do I know if you’re being serious right now—or if you’re just telling me what I want to hear because you know it’s my last day here and you want to have sex one last time?”

      I smiled. “All you can really do is take my word for it, I guess,” I said.

      We had breakfast, and then we went back to my room. My room was safer, up high, with only the single window to keep covered. We made love for an hour, and then we had sex. This time, I started on top, pumping her ass while reaching around to stroke her long shaft. With that warm, throbbing cock in my hand, I didn’t last long—who could last long? I filled her bum, and then she ordered me onto my back. Once I was still, she climbed onto me and plunged her cock down into my mouth. As an added humiliation—or maybe it was a bit of a naughty bonus, she slid her bum over my face and pushed my cum out into my mouth. I will admit that it took me by surprise, and the taste was a bit shocking, but it was strangely sensual, especially when she bent down and kissed me, making her lips sticky with my cum. We swapped a couple of times and she made me swallow. Then, she lifted up my legs from under my knees and she penetrated me. She pumped me until I was moaning and limp all over. She fucked me like a sex doll and filled me like a cream-filled donut. Then, we spent the next two hours together.

      “So can I have your number?” I asked, eyeing the clock. I knew her bus for the airport was leaving soon.

      “I’ll think about it,” she said.

      “You don’t have long to think about it,” I said, now looking at her suitcase by the door.

      “Well…” she said, taking a deep breath. “Maybe I already gave it to you, and you don’t even realize it.”

      I smiled. I had a feeling that she slipped the phone number into my suitcase, or maybe into my carry-on bag. After we kissed and she left, I looked for it—I looked everywhere, tearing everything apart. I flipped that room upside down…

      But there was no phone number.
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      I had one more day at the resort, but it wasn’t relaxing at all. I remained in a state of despair, knowing that villain was probably still planning to attempt to ruin my life (and Jess’s life) and I was going to be leaving the resort with no way of contacting Jess.

      That last night, I went to the bar where I met her; it was the only bar that wasn’t packed with drunk guests. I just wanted some peace and quiet while I sipped a drink and listened to the waves. The odd resort guest came and left. A girl tried to start a conversation with me; she was cute enough, but I wasn’t interested in connecting with anyone on my final night. She ended up leaving me alone.

      My phone was buzzing in my pocket. I checked it a few times, and then I got sick of it, so I turned it off and put it away. Maybe my coworkers were going to hate me when I returned, but there was nothing I could do about that. I’d accepted my fate, my role at the office. They would all hate me for a bit, but then they would move on with their lives. They would eventually forget that I made them all work the weekend, just like they eventually forgot about the previous injustices.

      “Excited to go back to work?” asked a familiar voice next to me. I looked up slowly and then froze when I saw Ryan’s face. He was grinning at me, dressed in his pink Hawaiian t-shirt, neon green beach shorts, and black flip-flops. He had stubble on his face that I’d never seen before.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, and before I even asked, I knew that he was behind everything. He’d been stalking me. He sent me that message at the airport. He was threatening me with those pictures.

      “I’m on vacation, Morgan! Just like you!”

      “What do you want?” I said, cutting the bullshit.

      “Who says I want anything?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. “I mean—because of you, I’m unemployed. My financial situation is serious, thanks to you, and it’s affecting my relationship with my wife. I think she’s going to leave me. It’s all your fault. But I don’t want anything, Morgan. I just want to have a nice vacation.” He smiled and took a big sip from his dark-colored drink. He was drunk. His eyes were filled with rage.

      “I had a feeling you took that photo. Well, go ahead and release it. I can’t stop you—though I would ask that you just keep it between the office and my own personal relations. There’s no sense in roping Jess into all of this.”

      Then he started laughing uncontrollably. “You’re so naïve!” he roared. “Send it to the office, but keep Jess out of it!? Listen to you! My God, how naïve can a man be?”

      “What is that supposed to mean?”

      He shook his head and then wiped his eyes. “I’ll let you figure that one out on your own,” he said. “Well, Morgan—aren’t you going to beg me not to do it? I want to hear you beg. I might not release the photos if you just beg. And before you tell me you’re not going to beg, I want you to think about your mother seeing a picture of you with a big, fat dick in your mouth.”

      “I don’t care,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “I doubt she would care much. Do what you want, Ryan. Release the photos.”

      “Beg me,” he said, now clenching his teeth together. “Beg me not to do it. I want you to beg me the way that I had to beg them not to fire me.”

      “No,” I said. “I told you: I don’t care.”

      “Yes, you do!” he growled. “Then at least beg me to spare your ‘girlfriend’.” He rolled his eyes.

      “What did she do to you?” I asked.

      “Is that you begging?” he asked with a grin.

      “No,” I said. “I can’t control you, Ryan. I can’t stop you from doing anything. I can call the police—and believe me, I’m going to no matter what.”

      “You wouldn’t dare,” he said, taking another sloppy, swaying sip from his drink.

      “Ryan,” I groaned. “I don’t know what happened to you. Do you really think it’s my fault you lost your job? Do you really think it was me forcing you to work late?”

      “You made the decision,” he hissed.

      “Then you just might be the naïve one here,” I said. “And blaming me for your failed relationship—that’s just nonsense. You need to start taking some responsibility in your life.”

      He shook his head. “Then I’ll do it. I’ll send that photo to your girlfriend’s family members.”

      “Okay,” I said.

      “Well it’s too late!” he snapped, as if he’d been predicting my response wrongly. “I already sent it. And I sent it to Susanne, and I sent it to Julia, and I sent it to Roger. By now, they’ve all seen it.”

      “Alrighty then,” I said.

      “And I sent it to your girlfriend’s family. I spent days getting their personal information.”

      “Then what’s the point of this conversation, Ryan?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

      His face turned red as he strained to keep himself upright. He looked like a kettle that was about to burst. “You can act all mighty and superior, Morgan, but really, you’re just a… just a…”

      “Just a what?”

      He stared right into my eyes and pushed himself off of his chair. He wobbled for a moment before grinning. “You’re just a lonely loser,” he said, and then he stumbled away, mumbling something under his breath. I didn’t care to turn on my phone, to see if Ryan was telling the truth. I was a bit curious to know if I was getting messages from my coworkers, but it really didn’t matter; it didn’t change anything.

      I could only hope that he was lying about ruining Jess’s life. She didn’t deserve to be attacked, but there really was nothing I could do to stop Ryan. If there was something I could have done, I would have done it; but her best chance was in Ryan thinking I didn’t care. He was attacking me, so if he thought it made no difference to me, it wasn’t something he would waste his time with.

      I didn’t get a lot of sleep. I woke up early and went to the airport early, just to make sure I didn’t have any issues. I got onto my plane as soon as I was able, and then, once we landed back home, I turned on my phone.

      There were no messages—nothing from coworkers about the photo, and nothing from friends or family members. I could only hope that Ryan was bluffing, afraid to actually release the photos because it would end in him being arrested.

      Maybe he released them, maybe he didn’t. I never asked anyone. I got a few curious looks when I returned to the office, but it was impossible to know for sure…

      I honestly didn’t care. I wouldn’t have cared if someone sent me a photo of one of my coworkers being intimate with someone else; it wasn’t my business. If anything, I would be happy to know that they were having fun with their life.

      Two new people were starting when I returned from my vacation. They both arrived early, and it was my job to run them through their new duties. I showed them around the office. Roger, Susanne, and Clarissa looked exhausted from a long week of overtime. “You can all leave the office early this afternoon,” I told them. “We can finish playing catchup on Monday.”

      Roger looked at me with a smile. “Thanks, Morgan. Nice to see you back.”

      Maybe he hated me, maybe not. It definitely didn’t seem like it.

      “It’s good to be back,” I said. “Sorry they made me leave at the worst possible time.”

      “The vacation did you good,” he said with a small laugh. “Don’t apologize.”

      People are generally more understanding than they get credit for. Sure, emotions can get heated when people are tired, when they’re forced to change plans, and so on—but in the end, people generally understand that we all have crazy lives, and we can’t always control the circumstances.

      Horatio came to my office after I finished showing the new people around. “Do you have a minute, Morgan? How was your trip? It looks like you got some sun. Nice weather in Mexico?”

      “It was nice,” I said. “I’m just happy everything got finished here.”

      “Everything always gets finished. Don’t worry about that when you’re off work, Morgan.” He paced around my office, clutching his hands behind his back. “So, there’s something that we need to talk about it—something that we probably should have talked about a long time ago—but it’s better late than never, right?”

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “Well, it’s something I’m going to talk too all of the managers about. And then I’ll need you to talk to your team about it. It’s about… inclusivity. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

      “I don’t know,” I said. “Did I get a complaint or something?”

      “No, no,” he laughed. “Nothing like that. It’s just—yesterday, someone… came out. And I was alerted by someone on your team. It’s a sensitive topic, and I want to make sure that you handle it properly. It’s important that the workplace is inclusive.”

      “Sure,” I said. “That’s fine. I get what you’re saying.”

      “I’m glad you don’t need me to explain any more than that,” he said. He paused for a moment and then he smiled. “Let’s just leave it at that. You’re a smart guy, Morgan. You don’t need me to talk to you like a child.”

      “Sounds good,” I said.

      “If there are any issues, just give me a ring. We can work it out so that everyone here feels welcome.”

      “Alright,” I said. He left it at that, and I must admit that I was curious to know who came out, even though it didn’t affect me at all. I had a feeling that it was Roger. I always suspected that Roger liked men—only because he put his hand on my thigh once at an office Christmas party. His fingers got awfully close to my cock, but I walked away before anything weird happened. I didn’t care if he was gay—but I didn’t have any interest in dating men.

      It was noon when I got the latest memo from HR. I was told to print out copies and hand them out to my whole team—not just email them, because it was apparently a matter that was better handled face-to-face. It was a write-up about the importance of inclusivity—some generic jargon that was almost certainly pulled from some website, filled with a bunch of legal terms, ensuring that nobody would actually read it. Basically, it just said that if you’re homophobic, you’ll be out a job; it was nothing we didn’t already know.

      So I went through the office, handing out the memo, asking the employees if they had any questions. Nobody had questions. Then, I got to Robbie’s desk. There was a girl sitting there, with the blonde back of her head turned to me. Was Robbie out? Was this a new girl I hadn’t met yet?

      “Hi there,” I said. “I, uh, have a memo for you.”

      Then she turned around. Her cheeks turned red before I realized who I was looking at.

      “J—Jess?” I said, stunned, with parted lips.

      “Hi Morgan,” she said softly. “It’s, uh… nice to see you.” She bit her lip and turned dark red.

      “W—Where’s Robbie?” I asked, feeling flustered. It was probably a silly question, and I’m not sure why it’s what came out of my mouth. I was overwhelmed. I didn’t know what to say.

      “I am Robbie, Morgan,” she said softly. And I’m not sure why it took so long, but I could suddenly see the similarities. She had Robbie’s eyes, Robbie’s cheekbones, his lips, his frame… because she was Robbie. “You convinced me to come out.”

      I smiled, biting my tongue so I wouldn’t look too goofy. “I can’t believe it’s actually you.” I had to hug her. Maybe it wasn’t totally appropriate in the workplace, but it’s what I did. She hugged me back.

      After that, work wasn’t quite so horrible anymore. It was no longer something I dreaded every single day. In fact, I started looking forward to those big deadlines, when we were all forced to stay in the office, late into the night. I was thrilled to accept any excuse to be near Jess.

      As for our relationship—we had to keep it a bit of a secret, at least from HR. Workplace relationships were frowned upon, but some rules are meant to be broken. We were both much more productive as a couple—though we definitely had our moments of distraction. Every now and then, we were nowhere to be found. Horatio called me and gave me a little warning. “Just don’t do it again,” he said. He didn’t write us up, and I’m sure he knew what we were up to, but he was at least pretending to be naïve.

      “I need you to stay a bit late,” I would say to her, at least once each week. Then, once the rest of the office was empty, I would lay her out on my desk. I would pull up that skirt that suited her so perfectly, and then I would go down with a smile on my face.
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