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Jack is an elite trader at his investment bank. People have high expectations for his daily performance at work and elsewhere, but not as high as his own expectations. Everything seems to be right where he wants to be in his life career wise. Dating wise, Jack lands the woman, but nothing seems to stick. He’s still young and has plenty of time to find the right woman, right?

When the CEO of the company asks him to visit the top floor of the office, Jack drops everything to go. It turns out that the CEO has a hot prospect coming to intern at the company and he wants Jack to personally mentor them.

Mandy the intern is more than hot stuff on the financial markets, she is hot stuff period. To make matters better, she also shares Jack’s passion for sports. Mandy is just about perfect in every way for Jack. If only she wasn’t transgender. It seems like a straight guy like Jack just can’t catch a break. Well, not unless a guy like him can learn to overcome his fears.

The Intern is a transgender romance short story.


Chapter 1

The executive office assistant let Jack into the old man’s office. This office assistant was a cut above the regular assistant. She could have been a lingerie model. Yeah, only someone like the old man could afford an assistant like that. Winston Pettigrew III was the main man at the company. He was the CEO, but everyone called him the old man. When the old man sent word downstairs that he needed to speak with you, you dropped what you were doing and went upstairs as fast as you could. At least, if you were smart and no one ever called Jack stupid.

The office assistant left Jack alone in the office lobby. Yeah, when you’re as rich and important as the old man, then your office has its own lobby. Jack knocked on the interior door.

“Enter,” said a raspy voice.

Once he had permission, Jack didn’t hesitate, he went inside. He knew you didn’t get ahead in life hesitating on an opportunity. Jack found the old man was casually standing by his drinks cabinet. It must be nice to have a full bar inside your office, thought Jack.

The old man greeted him, “Scotch, my boy?”

The term my boy made Jack slightly uncomfortable. The old man didn’t use that term with just anyone. Jack knew that the only correct answer to the old man’s question was yes. The old man was of that age where business was done mostly by men in suits drinking. He didn’t trust other men that didn’t drink. Jack didn’t drink excessively, but he knew when it was called for and when it wasn’t. That was the game of climbing the corporate ladder and Jack played it better than most in this company. No one played it better than the old man, though. He had started in the mail room at sixteen and look at him now.

Jack replied, “I wouldn’t mind one if you’re offering.”

As the old man poured out a tall glass of aged scotch, he asked Jack, “Seeing anyone socially, my boy?”

“Not lately, sir.”

“But that cute little blonde I saw you with at the Christmas party, what happened to her?” asked the old man.

“It didn’t work out,” confirmed Jack.

“Good to hear it,” replied the old man, handing Jack his drink. The old man poured himself a tall glass as well.

Jack sipped his scotch and waited. The old man wasn’t making small talk. If he asked about Jack’s dating life, then it was for a reason. The old man did everything for a reason. Understanding the reason was the key to interacting with him.

Truth be told, Jack’s dating life was a bit unfulfilling. That statement wasn’t only true of late, but during his life in general. The young Jack of five years ago might not appreciate that fact. But the older Jack approaching thirty was starting to catch on to it. Jack was twenty nine and a junior partner at a trading firm. He had money and as a former college quarterback standing at an athletic six one, he had the good looks to go with it. He could basically date anyone he wanted. That was the problem, a young man like him wanted and wanted. But the women he attracted were a dime a dozen. He just never met one worth more than a few month’s of his time. Beauty was only skin deep, what he needed was . . . If he knew that answer, then he’d start looking for it. Instead he had looked for pussy and a pretty face and got plenty of it. Now he was nearing that age and wondering when Mrs. Right would fall into his life. A man had to settle down eventually, right?

“Are we here to set me up on a date?” asked Jack.

The old man seemed satisfied with his liquor content. He sipped his glass. He then explained, “Not exactly. I have a hot one coming in for you all the same.”

“Hot one, sir?” questioned Jack.

“I was referring to an intern. She will be here tomorrow and I am looking for a mentor for her.”

Jack knew that meant he found his mentor or else Jack wouldn’t be here. Jack asked, “She is which partner’s daughter and from which Ivy league school?”

“Jack, my boy, she isn’t one of your typical legacy junkies. I told you she was hot stuff. She went upstate to a Suny school.”

Jack cleared his throat. “I was under the impression that this firm doesn’t hire state schoolers.”

The old man handed Jack a photograph. This intern was a young blonde, probably not a day over twenty. She was tall, curvy, and that spelled trouble. Yeah, an intern that was this attractive would be trouble.

The old man explained, “She graduated college at sixteen. She is finishing up her MBA and her PhD in economics. My good university friend works upstate. He owns his own small scale investment firm. Good ole, Spotty, I haven’t seen him in ages. Well, Spotty had her working for him part time this Spring. He told me point blank that she is too good for him and he sent her name my way. When Spotty talks, I listen. Well, I can’t intern a girl that looks like that with Johnson or Walker. They’re married men. People will talk and I can’t have that. You on the other hand can’t get in any trouble in the rumors department, if you know what I mean. Indeed, in my opinion you, my boy, could use some rumors and even more desperately you could use some actual trouble.”

“Sir?”

“Let’s face it, you are at that age, Jack. A year or two more and you will be a full partner. That is a good time to settle down with the right woman.”

“I will keep that under advisement.”

“You best do that, my boy. As for your new intern. Start her with the Martins account, Jack. Give her slack. Let her show us her worth. She will be onboarded by HR tomorrow morning so expect her in your office around one o’clock.”

“She will be working out of my office?”

“Exactly.”

“The rumors will be thick, sir.”

“She is nothing you can’t handle.”

The old man put his glass down. That signaled the conversation was over. Jack gave the photograph a second look. Jack had gone to bigger named schools, but she in some sense was better educated than him. That didn’t mean anything in this business. A degree from an Ivy League school and legacy contacts went further than book smarts. Heck, half the partners were complete morons. The old man knew that as well as Jack. What mattered in the end were people like the old man and Jack. Yeah, in this business what mattered were people that knew the when and where to buy, sell, and short. That was something Jack had. Did this hot stuff with degrees know it, he’d find out soon enough. One thing was certain, the old man believed in her. That went a long way with Jack. The old man was rarely wrong. He hired Jack after all.

“Thanks for the scotch, sir,” said Jack. He placed his scotch glass down. Jack took the photograph and headed for the door.

“Jack, my boy, there is one more thing.”

“Oh?” replied Jack, turning around to face the old man. The old man had a grave look of concern on his face now.

“She is a transgender woman,” bluntly stated the old man.

“Transgender?”

“I don’t pretend to understand all this new gender stuff myself. But Spotty says it doesn’t matter, so it doesn’t matter. Understood?”

Jack raised an eyebrow. He glanced at the photograph again. It was funny, when someone tells you a girl is trans your eyes went right to her pelvic region. If this girl had a bulge in her panties, then she must tape it down or something. Maybe she cut it off. Jack couldn’t see a trace of it. He was perhaps a little disappointed by that fact. Which felt odd. He was as straight as an arrow. Yup, he dated five models/actresses in a row this last year alone and they could attest to how straight he was. Jack liked his woman cis and he couldn’t possibly go for anything else. He was sure of that. Not that it matters, she was only his intern. Yeah, it didn’t matter to him one way or another if she had the goods trading wise.

“We are an equal opportunity employer, so I don’t see how it could possibly matter,” replied Jack.

“Good boy. But I want to warn you that some of the partners don’t see it that way. I have a consensus against me hiring her. Not that I listen to anyone but myself when it comes to these things. Still, there are more than a few who have complained to me because this company I am told doesn’t want any DEI hires anymore.” The old man laughed. Then he added, “We both know most of those partners are really the DEI hires in this company. I take my own advice in this, but it is your ass I am putting on the line if she fails to work out.”

Jack cracked a smile. He knew he shouldn’t, but the old man didn’t seem concerned. They both did know which partners were complete dead weight.

“If she is worth her salts, I will get it out of her, sir,” assured Jack.

“Good boy, very good boy. You are one of my favorites, Jack my boy. Don’t let me down. That is all.”

Praise like that from the old man went a long way. There was no way Jack was letting this intern screw up.

“That’s for the show of confidence,” said Jack.

“Very well, that is all.”


Chapter 2

Tomorrow afternoon saw Jack return from pickleball. He loved destroying the other junior partners at pickleball. The younger morons in this company thought they could beat a real former college athlete at sports just because their mommy and daddy bought them all their childhood trophies. He had to laugh at that thought because it was true. Jack was the undisputed firm champ. The winning didn’t really matter to him, though. It was the dominating them that mattered. Jack was going to be a partner before any of the other junior partners and he wanted them to all know it every moment of every day.

Jack walked by his secretary and pushed his office door open. Jack’s office had nothing going for it compared to the old man’s. Still, he had his own desk, small leather sofa, secretary sitting outside, and a tiny “executive-lite” bathroom. The bathroom was his favorite perk. There was nothing like not pooping with the proles to boost a man’s self esteem.

He tossed his athletics bag on the small office sofa and started to take off his gym clothes. He pulled his towel from the bag and headed for his bathroom. He had only a small shower. A full partner at this company had a full bath in their office. It was only a matter of time before Jack got to that level. The old man even hinted at that fact yesterday. The old man liked him. Jack tried to ignore that fact because it might go to his head. He wanted to earn his way to the top. He was pretty sure he had. Yeah, soon Jack would be a full partner, he was sure of it.

A knock came to his office door. Then his secretary casually let in someone. Jack quickly pulled the towel around himself. He checked the clock. Who visited someone at noon during the workday? The answer to that question was a tall blonde, because that’s who came through his office door. She looked picture perfect. She was so picture perfect that Jack had her picture actually sitting on his desk. She was the new intern, there was no mistake about that. Since she was expected, his secretary must have let her in, no questions asked. Only she was early by a solid hour. She wasn’t supposed to arrive until one.

Jack gave her a good going over. She was dressed in a button-down white cotton shirt that hugged her curves. The same could be said for her black pencil skirt. For a former man, she had a lot of feminine curves. Her blonde hair had body and bounce. Jack thought, no way this was once a man, right? Was that a normal thought to have when meeting a trans-girl for the first time? He didn’t know, he had never met one before. He hadn’t expected her to be so attractive. Well, not attractive per say. Really, she wasn’t attractive at all to Jack because he wasn’t gay. You had to be gay to find transgender girls attractive, he was sure of that fact. Still, she was as pretty as her picture, but that didn’t really mean anything. She was only his intern, right?

“Hi Mister Kilroy, I’m Mandy Moore . . .” She froze after seeing him not exactly dressed for the office.

“You’re early,” replied Jack.

“Oh my God, I didn’t know you were indecent,” she covered her eyes.

“Just finished a round of pickleball. Do you play?” he asked.

“I lettered in tennis in high school,” she replied. She then added, “Should I come back?”

Jack suppressed the laugh he was feeling. The best part of him was currently the parts the towel covered, after all. He said, “The old man said you were an eager beaver. Have at it, the Martins account is up on my computer. He is eighty-five, she is seventy eight. They are retired and live in Florida off their investment income.”

“And?” she asked.

“Go make them some money,” he said. Then he grabbed his bag and entered his tiny bathroom. He closed the door and dropped his towel. It felt a little odd to have a hot blonde in his office while he was naked showering in here. Not that she was a real woman. Yeah, it probably didn’t matter seeing that she was trans. Trans-girls liked and dated only total fags and Jack was no fag. He wasn’t certain about that as a fact, but it felt correct. He hit the hot water and squeezed into his tiny shower. His mind went to Mandy’s legs. Jack was an ass and leg man, and that skirt showed off her black panty hose covered legs perfectly. If she wasn’t his intern and a fag, she would have possibilities. The old man understood that fact which was why Mandy wasn’t anywhere near the office of a married man. She would be safe in his office, though. Their relationship was going to be strictly business.

“Jack, she is going to be trouble. There are going to be rumors no matter how strictly business you are,” he told himself. But he was completely straight so he was safe.

He turned the hot water off and toweled off. He splashed some cologne on. He needed to smell like a man right about now. It was good to put this chick in her place. She might be hot stuff upstate; downstate she was nobody until proven otherwise. Yeah, the high-risk trading business was a man’s job. To move money in the amounts Jack traded you had to have a big pair hanging between your legs. In one moment, you’re up millions, the next moment, grandma’s living on cat food. That was the trading game. It was not for the weak and stupid.

He put on his designer button down shirt. He clicked on his gold cufflinks. Then he tugged his jockeys on. He put on his socks and trousers. He checked himself in the mirror. He looked like a million bucks, maybe more. It was time to see how his new intern was doing.

He exited the bathroom. Mandy was hard at work on the computer. That was a good sign. She didn’t notice that he had entered the room. He walked over to his desk to see what she was doing to the poor Martins. Mandy was so into trading she didn’t even notice him standing just behind her. She was focused when she worked, he liked that a lot. What didn’t he like was that she had moved the Martins money from bonds into one penny stock? That could not be right. He had told her their situation. The old man was a million miles off, this chick was dumb as rocks. Jack nearly flipped out at what he was seeing. He didn’t yell, though. He would handle this situation with class.

He spun her chair around. He said, “What did you do to our clients? I told you the Martins are retired and near death. They are not ultra-high risk traders, they are income traders.”

“And they are dangerously close to out living their income without more base investment capital. Thus, we need to up their basis and I have a can’t miss penny ready to pop. I have all my money in it. You should put any money you have in it too,” Mandy assured him.

“There is no such thing as a can’t miss penny stock,” he warned her.

She slapped his hands and rotated her chair back around. She opened a website. It was called TrannyDate.com. The name was not at all promising. She explained, “You have no idea how hard it is to date as a girl. Most dating sites for transgender girls are just booty call apps or worse escorted services. There is no place to find real men looking for real women, until now. I know the girls that started this company. Trans-girls trust other trans-girls to understand their needs. This is going to be huge, and it just hit the market. Word is getting around. I got a gut feeling it is ready to pop.”

“And it is down fifty percent today since the opening bell,” warned Jack.

Mandy shrugged. “Within a day this is going to be worth ten times the current asking price.”

“Are you willing to risk the poor Martins retirement on this penny stock?” asked Jack.

“It isn’t a risk. This is a sure thing,” Mandy insisted.

Jack scratched his chin. Well, did she have it like the old man thought or didn’t she. Jack had to admit, this trade to big brass ones hanging between the legs. Jack pushed her chair to the side. He opened his personal trading account. He moved one hundred thousand into her stock pick. He felt crazy to have just done that trade. But Jack had instincts too. His inner voice said, take a chance. Mandy can’t be the only one with balls in this office. Maybe it was her long legs influencing that idea. Maybe. But business is just business.

“Okay Mandy let’s see how good you really are,” said Jack.

“You won’t regret it, sir, I promise,” she replied, with confidence in her voice that was unmistakable. It was time to treat the intern like an intern before she got a little too big for her britches, or pencil skirt as the case was.

“Fine, now go down the hall and fetch us some coffee,” he ordered.

“Coffee?”

“Being an intern isn’t all high risk trading, sweetheart.”

“Right, and I’m not your sweetheart,” she replied.

She headed for the office door. Jack turned his focus back on the trade he just made. Was he really crazy enough to risk one hundred thousand dollars on a tranny-oriented penny stock? Suddenly a hint of perfume hit him. Mandy, she smelled like a real woman. Buying a potentially hot penny stock, he had done crazier things for a woman. Not that he was doing it for her. Yeah, she wasn’t really that interesting at all. Nah, a real man didn’t date a tranny. Who did date trans-girls? He sat at his desk lost at the answer. He had felt so sure just minutes ago that it was fags. But Mandy didn’t give off a gay feel. She was just like any other woman he met. Only, she had a brass pair. Going all in on a penny stock, she had a huge brass pair.

He clicked on the Martins account. He really shouldn’t leave them at risk like that. Only they had made twenty thousand already. Mandy’s stock pick, it was starting to move up. It didn’t feel real.

She returned with a cup of coffee. He switched accounts. He didn’t want her to know she might just have been correct. He said to her, “Your laptop will be here at one o’clock. I suggest you take on the Tyler account next.  Safe traders, no penny stocks, understand? We trade according to the carefully formed prospectus created by our partners and CEO.”

“Always?” she asked.

“Well, mostly.”

“You won’t get ahead playing it safe.” Yeah, she already understood the game on her first day. She was trouble alright. But the kind of trouble Jack liked.

“Just get to work,” he ordered.

“No problem.” She looked around, then she asked, “Do I get a desk?”

“Laptop and a seat on the sofa are the best I can offer you.”

“It is more of a loveseat,” she pointed out.

“Then you will love sitting on it.”

She shrugged. “People have to start somewhere, it isn’t where I started, but where I ended up that should worry you, sir,” she said, then she sat down.

Jack suppressed a smile. Yeah, she had Jack’s attitude to a T. The old man, he knew his stuff. Mandy was hot stuff, but that penny stock needed to stay hot, or she was going to be in trouble.


Chapter 3

The market had been open for five minutes already this morning. Jack was currently up one million dollars on that penny stock pick of Mandy’s. He blinked his eyes. He couldn’t believe it was still climbing in price. It was the hottest damn stock on the entire market. It had popped after hours. Every day-trader in America must be buying it. How could she know this shit would go up like this?

His office door opened, and Mandy strolled in wearing a blue pencil skirt and another white button down shirt. An hour early yesterday, five minutes late today. That wasn’t a good sign. She was carrying her gym bag, though. That was a good sign. She tossed it on the floor next to his bag. Looks like pickleball at lunch was definitely on tap for today.

Jack greeted her at last, “You’re late.”

She displayed her laptop. She explained, “This day and age you have to be ready to trade anywhere and anytime. I was executing the Martins trade while waiting for the elevator in the lobby. I moved them back into bonds. Now they have enough to stay retired for the rest of their lives, thank me very much.”

“You sold already?”

“Bears make money, bulls make money, pigs get slaughtered in this business,” she replied.

The pain of such a junior member of the firm telling him basic stuff pissed him off. Mostly because she was correct. He had been sitting there making fool’s gold type money, but he forgot to get out while on top. You don’t make money in this business until you sell. A penny stock could go sour in a moment’s notice. He sat down and executed his own sale.

“I estimate you made a little under a million if you were just selling,” she said.

“Around that,” he tried to sound like he made that every week.

“Quite the tax bill you have coming your way. The Martins too. I will refer the account to our tax department.”

Jack asked, “How did Mandy do on her own trade?”

She sighed. “I only made fifty thousand, but I am just starting out. I don’t have the nest egg like you. These unpaid internships don’t make a girl rich,” she said. Then she sat on his sofa and opened her laptop. A million dollars went a long way, maybe he should get her a desk. Maybe. Only, every intern needed to suffer a little. 

He gathered himself. He said, “I have three lovely clients lined up for you this morning. Try not to make them so much money we need to send them to our tax department too.”

“I have three can’t miss dividend trades for today,” she boasted.

“How many times must I tell you there is no such thing as a can’t miss trade.”

“Then you don’t want to hear my three picks?”

Jack looked at Mandy. She had a smug look on her face. Sure, she got lucky on that first trade, but you didn’t hit it like that often. But you didn’t have to hit it like that to make money. “You just give your attention to our clients.”

“Short IBM, Intel, and . . .”

“I thought you said you had dividend trades,” interrupted Jack.

“But I’m not trading them for the dividend,” she replied, with a wicked smile on her face.

He knew for a fact she was hot stuff. Worse than that, she knew it too. He eyed his personal account. He put a few shorts in. It never hurts to take good advice.

“Are you as good on the pickleball court as you are at trading stock?” he asked.

She got up from the sofa. “Better.” She headed for his office door.

“Hey, where are you going?”

“Coffee and Danishes in the front bay, I’m the intern remember, I fetch and learn. Well, maybe I better not get you any Danishes, I don’t want you to start getting fatter.”

“Fatter!” He stood up and hit his fist on his abs. “I have three percent body fat.”

“Oh, that’s how all men at your age start. But a good woman comes into your life and she puts fat on their man. We girls can’t help it. A girl just loves a man-bod. Well, not most man-bods, but they all love their man’s man-bod. Yeah, we can’t resist putting the fat on them. It is a scientific fact.”

“I’m just your mentor, not your man,” reminded Jack.

“They all say that while the pounds pack on,” she replied, then slipped through the door.

He sat back down at his desk. He inspected his morning clients. He needed to be thinking about them. He had the corporate prospectus in front of them. He was supposed to steer his clients toward it. Only the corporate prospectus was dead wrong. Any fool could see it, but not the fools in corporate. They had been wrong about Mandy; they were wrong on their prospectus. How had they gotten the old man to buy into this outlook? He would have to go on his own instincts.

He wasn’t her man. He paused. Where did that stray thought come from? Stray thoughts weren’t good for business. He knew that thinking with your dick during business hours got a trader in trouble. She was cute for a tranny. He couldn’t tell if she was packing. But he also wasn’t interested in knowing. No, he wasn’t interested at all. IBM was dropping. He frowned. She was cute and smart. That was a bad combo if you were not going to be interested in her. Why did she have to be so perfect? Well, not perfect.

His door opened. She strolled in carrying coffee and donuts. “I went with donuts.” He loved donuts. This was getting serious. He sort of might like her, a little.

“Fine with me,” he said. Must not hint at it. She is his intern. There shouldn’t be even a hint of romance in their personal transactions. Not even a hint.

“I knew donuts would be a fav of yours, because you’re a real man.”

He gave her a glance. “What does that mean?”

“A real man loved anything that came with holes. Donuts have one hole, and I have two.” She paused and gave him a sly glance. Then she placed his coffee and donut on his desk.

“Do you always speak with such vulgarity?” he asked.

“I can be as vulgar as the next employee. I know how you guys talk to each other when a woman isn’t around,” she assured him. She might be a little correct about that. But Jack wasn’t one to join in the vulgarity. He wasn’t a misogynist. Business was business and any sex could do good business. He changed the subject before he had to confess that some of the other junior partners talked that way. “Did you know that IBM is tanking as you expected?”

“Lucky guess,” she replied with sarcasm in her voice.

“How did you know?”

“I don’t guess, I just know,” she replied. She tapped her head. Then she went back to the sofa. She opened her laptop and started working. A good trader doesn’t share their methods, just boasts their results.

He tried to pay attention to his clients. The truth was, she was distracting. She didn’t cross her legs. He could see her pink panties. No bulge, though. For some reason he wanted a bulge. He blinked. Damn it. This was never going to work. A woman like this was going to make him lose money. He was completely distracted. Only that wasn’t true. She made him money twice already.

“Are you looking at me?” she asked.

He coughed. Then he reached for his coffee. “No, just lost in thought.”

“It is nice to know that my mentor uses his brain to think,” she replied smugly.

God, she could be a complete bitch. Only that was another turn on. Not that he was turned on. No, he wasn’t going to let her turn him on. He was straight. He dated models. She was better looking than a lot of those models. He wondered if she knew that. Most models were dumb as rocks. Nah, that wasn’t fair to rocks. Speaking of rocks, his trousers were sporting a rock. Shit, this was no good at all. He bit into his donut. Then he shot her a glance again. She was one up on the donut in the holes department. She was smiling as she typed. The phrase putting fat on my man came to mind. He wasn’t her man. He bit the donut again. He was a free man. He never got tied down to a woman for longer than was needed. But the old man thought it was just about time that Jack found someone. What did the old man know about modern dating? Nothing. These days people get married late in life. They had a lot of good meaningless sex before that. He frowned. He never had meaningful sex before. Not once. Don’t think about it, Jack, he told himself. It was wrong to get involved with someone that didn’t know if they were a man or a woman. Only she seemed to know. Oh, she seemed to know a lot. A woman like that did everything for purpose. Yeah, if you had sex with Mandy, it would have meaning. He didn’t doubt that. That was a big if, though. She was his intern; it should just be business between them. Just business, Jack, strictly business.


Chapter 4

Jack hit the ball with the paddle. Mandy’s serve was pretty nasty, but he had returned it. Unfortunately, he could only manage a weak effort. Mandy reached his ball with ease. She returned it with a backhand that had a lot of authority. The ball smacked against the court out of Jack’s lunging reach. There went yet another point in Mandy’s favor. He shouldn’t have let her serve first. She clearly earned that varsity spot of hers in high school. He mopped the sweat off his forehead and got ready for another serve.

“I thought you said you were good at this game,” said Mandy.

“Don’t worry about me. I’m just warming up,” replied Jack. He didn’t believe he was going to get any warmer, but he was slightly worried she was. This might get embarrassing.

Mandy turned her back to him and bounced the ball onto the court a few times and just like that Jack did get a little warmer, but not how he wanted to get warmer. He tugged at his shirt collar. It wasn’t fair. She was dressed in a tiny violet sports bra and Spandex athletic shorts that left nothing to the imagination. Only that wasn’t entirely true. With a girl like Mandy, it was what the eye couldn’t see that made all the difference. It led a man’s mind to imagine things he shouldn’t imagine. Even a completely straight guy started imagining. That was a lot of the problem right now with his pickleball game. Did Jack want to see it or was it best to leave it to his imagination? She was a brilliant trader, a killer on the pickleball court, and a knockout with the body, had sassy in her voice, what was there not to like about Mandy? The answer to that question was getting harder and harder for Jack to find. It was just the gender thing holding him back. That fact was beginning to worry Jack. He wasn’t raised a bigot. The old man trusted Mandy to him because he knew Jack was not a bigot. Only he felt a little like one. He never bothered to learn the first thing about transgender people. Why was that?

He had been lost in thought as the serve shot off her paddle. It went to a perfect spot in the box. There was no way Jack was going to reach it. He was caught flat footed thinking about things it was best not to think about. Clearly, she wasn’t distracted in the same way that he was. That was sort of insulting. He was a great looking guy. She should be into him. Heck, he had looks, social standing, corporate position, and wealth. He was a catch for any woman. Granted, no one caught him yet, but they didn’t have Mandy’s bait. They weren’t everything Jack desired in a woman. That was it, Mandy was everything he had been searching for. He turned his back on her for a second and sighed. If only she was a real woman. He hated having that thought. Maybe, just maybe he lacked experience with girls like her. Maybe she was a real woman, and he had to learn to appreciate the fact. It was possible, right?

“I guess you can only beat other old men like yourself,” boasted Mandy.

Old men? In a heartbeat it didn’t matter what Jack thought about her. He was being so arrogant. He had never considered what Mandy would think about him. Truth was, Jack wasn’t such a catch anymore. Maybe that was it. Jack was an old man now. Twenty-nine didn’t feel old, though. But to a twenty-year-old with hot stuff in every department, twenty-nine must feel ancient. It was just as well, he was her mentor, he shouldn’t get involved with her. Not that he would ever date a trans-woman. Only what was really the problem with that? A man only had to see Mandy to know she was all women where it counted. Yeah, Jack was growing convinced that labels like trans and cis were stupid. A woman was a woman, Mandy had shown him that. In some ways, she was his mentor. You are never too old to learn about something new. Good on the old man for giving Jack the opportunity to learn this gender stuff.

The ball sailed by him again. There went the set. He faked pretending it was nothing to him mentally to lose to a girl. “Great workout so far,” he said.

“Not for me, I’m barely sweating,” she replied.

A knock came to the window wall of the court. Jack turned to see Johnson and Walker standing there on the other side of the glass grinning ear to ear. Great, an audience to watch his humiliation was not what he needed.

Mandy walked up alongside him. She asked, “Are those two any good?”

“Individually no, but they won the couples tournament last year,” explained Jack.

“They look like they would make a nice couple.”

“They’re both married.”

“To each other?”

“To their wives.”

“Hetero, I guess it takes all kinds in this world. Want to beat them in doubles?” asked Mandy.

Johnson spoke through the glass, “Jack, watch out for her pickle and balls.”

“Yeah, those dudes can sneak them down your line at any time,” added Walker.

Jack felt a little embarrassed. People shouldn’t mention Mandy being a . . . Different. They shouldn’t show their bigotry in front of her mentor.

Jack pointed to them through the glass. He said, “You two are going to talk smack or play?”

Johnson laughed. “You want to play against us with a fag as a partner?”

Mandy whispered, “He isn’t that sharp, is he?”

“Legacy hire,” whispered Jack back.

“And those shorts he is wearing tell me that he has nothing up front. His poor wife must have the world’s best vibrator to enjoy that marriage,” added Mandy.

Jack giggled. Then he motioned to the guys to bring it on. Johnson and Walker took the bait. If Mandy was half as good at doubles as she was at singles, this was going to be embarrassing.

Mandy and Jack took up their side of the court. The two junior partners about to be destroyed slowly moved into position. Jack asked, “Do you two want to serve first?”

“Ladies honors,” said Johnson.

“That’s no way to refer to Jack,” said Walker.

“Well, we both know that Jack’s intern is no lady,” snickered Johnson.

Jack bit his lip. Mandy gave him a wink. Then she stepped up to serve. She hit the ball about as hard as he ever saw it get hit. It was shot at a perfect location. Walker never even moved toward the ball.

Jack asked, “Are you guys playing or not?”

“Very funny,” grumbled Walker.

“She can’t get that slow shit by me,” boasted Johnson. He was technically correct. Mandy’s next serve hit Johnson’s paddle. He proceeded to play the ball into the back of Walker’s head. The poor bigoted asshole’s glasses flew off due to the impact. Jack almost felt sorry for him.

Not Mandy, though. Mandy openly laughed. That wasn’t very nice of her. Jack hoped she kept on being not very nice. He liked to win. It was clear that Mandy liked to win too. Another thing they had in common. Yup, there was no doubt in Jack’s mind, she was perfect for him. In pickleball as in life, there are winners like Mandy and there are men like Johnson and Walker. Jack liked being with other winners.


Chapter 5

Mandy opened the door for him. If the ache in his legs wasn’t making him feel old, her treating him with too much respect by holding a door open for him certainly was. Mandy entered his office, tossed her bag on the sofa, and said, “You better hit the showers first, old man.”

Jack eyed his little office shower. He resisted the urge to take a hot shower and refresh. He replied, “Ladies first.”

“That sounds sexist.”

“I amend that then to, the lady that scored most of our points goes first. She earned it.”

She didn’t appear any happier with that response. She said, “I wanted to check on a few stocks that I’ve been watching first before my shower.”

“Mandy, it can wait. Shower now, that is an order.”

She gave him a face, but she moved toward the shower. He was glad she wasn’t too unhappy because of anything he said. Still, there was a point when someone worried too much about the stock market. It was a beast no one could control. A knowledgeable trainer could understand and anticipate the beast, but they could never control it. The same could be said about a trader and the stock market. In a way, it was a lot like a proper woman. He sighed. It was on his mind, wasn’t it. The it being a proper woman. That could only refer to the perfect Mandy.

As Mandy headed for the bathroom, she tugged her sports bra off at the door. Jack saw her bare-naked back. There was something about the bare back of a woman that men loved seeing. She kicked the bathroom door shut. He wondered if she meant for him to see her bare back. Probably not. He was feeling old, unathletic, and worse stupid. It was bound to happen. The younger generation was bound to show up and replace you. Jack’s fate was to become another useless partner and interns like Mandy were bound to take over the real operations of the company.

His office door pushed open. Jack didn’t like uninvited guests. His secretary should . . . He stopped mid-thought. The real old man had just entered his office. The old man rarely left the top floor. Jack sprung over to greet him. He felt out of place since Jack was still dressed in his athletic gear. “Sir, had they told me you were coming . . .”

“What, you would have baked me a cake,” finished the old man.

“Well . . .”

“Jack, I want to talk about the Martins account. That was a damn risky trade. You are never to do something like that again. I should fire you now for that jackass stunt.” He finished that statement with his eyes darting to the bathroom door. The water in the shower was running by now.

Jack replied, “Sir, I have our accountants working on the Martins unexpected tax implications. Mine as well.”

“Yours?”

“Mandy made me one million on her first day on the job.”

“Beginners luck?”

“She is as advertised, sir. The Martins were never in any danger,” assured Jack.

“If you put your own ass on the line, I feel different about it I suppose.” The old man let out a laugh. Then he added, “That damn Snotty never lets me down. I knew it, I knew it. She is the real deal.”

“Sir, she is . . . Ah . . . Very interesting,” Jack fell short of what he wanted to say.

The old man’s eyes fell on Jack. He asked, “How is she on the court?”

“We beat Johnson and Walker in straight sets.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Really? Be careful Jack or you might end up married to her.”

The water in the shower stopped. Jack suddenly realized what he should have known from the beginning. The old man wasn’t really mad at him. He came down here to meet his hot stuff because the Martins gains showed him already that she was as advertised. Only she was much more than that. The old man saw that fact for himself. The bathroom door opened, and Mandy came out wearing two towels. One was around her wet hair. The other was around her body. She said, “I forgot my bag on the sofa.” Her eyes fell on the old man. Jack could see fear in her eyes. To be caught by the big boss like that, it must have been terrifying to her. She snapped to attention. “Sir, I can explain my casual appearance.” Her snapping to attention let her towel slip a little. Not enough to see anything naughty, but enough to be embarrassing.

The old man didn’t care. He went over and offered her a hand at tightening the towel. He said, “Mandy, keep this boy of mine in line.” The old man added a wink to Jack. “You have all done very well. I just came down here to ensure that you both knew that. But that is silly, of course you both knew that already.” Then he started to make his exit.

“Sir, I won’t disappoint you or the firm,” said Mandy.

The old man paused at the door. “That is a promise I am sure you will keep. Keep up the good work intern.”

The old man left. Mandy looked toward Jack. Jack assured her, “He likes you.”

“Really?”

“You sound surprised.”

“My life experience tells me not everyone likes me.”

“Nonsense, you’re very likable, Mandy.”

“I think Walker and Johnson would disagree.”

She pulled the towel from her head. Then she walked over to Jack. She ran her free hand across his chest. She had a gentle touch. He wished that hand touched him all over. Instead, she tugged his sweaty shirt off. She smelled it. Then she tossed it on top of his bag. “Old man, you stink. You need a shower.”

“I take the hint.”

He headed for the bathroom. He picked up his bag and went inside. He turned to close the door. Mandy dropped the second towel onto the sofa. She was completely nude. He only saw her from the back. Those little Spandex shorts of hers she had worn on the courts had hidden a bit from view after all. It was a bit worth seeing. Did she know he hadn’t closed the bathroom door yet? Did she want him to see her goods? The answer scared him. Mostly because he was so glad to have seen her that way. He couldn’t lie to himself. He lusted for her now. He wanted her so badly that it hurt inside.

He slowly closed the door and then locked it. He was safe from his lust while inside here. Then he leaned on the door. Did that just happen? She had smelled his shirt. A true woman loved the scent of a real man. Particularly the scent of her man. Was he her man? She liked him, maybe. That fact was unmistakably, right? Yeah, she was attracted to him. He was only twenty-nine, that isn’t too old for her. He was relieved that he still had it. Now the question was, did he give it to her? She was his . . . Well, not his intern. He dropped that pretense. He was his first trans-woman. That felt stupid. A woman was a woman, and she was hardly his first one of those. But he was the first one he really wanted in a real relationship.

He started to undress. If only she tugged off more than his shirt. But what then? He couldn’t act on it. There was always that excuse that she was his intern to hide behind. You can’t bang your own intern. You could in theory. It had happened before at the firm. But Jack was not like that. Not if it meant . . . What? Jeepers, he feared commitment, didn’t he? He tossed his socks off in disgust over himself. He couldn’t help noticing his cock was hard, rock hard. His cock was ready to commit. It was braver than the rest of him. Cocks sometimes have a mind of their own.

He turned on the hot water. He needed this bath more than ever. He was sweaty from the match and having dirty thoughts he could commit too. He looked at his manhood. He better jerk that out if he wanted to end the dirty thoughts before something bad happened like he walked Mandy down the aisle. Yeah, after a good jerk he would come to his senses. He couldn’t bang his intern anywhere but in his fantasies. He started stroking himself as the hot water splashed all over him. He liked it hot and wet. He liked Mandy. She was perfect. She was hot, but how wet was she? Could she even get wet? He didn’t know the answer. He wished he knew more about that type of woman. They didn’t teach stuff like that at school. He wished they did. He wanted to know. He didn’t want more from Mandy than she could give. Why were the perfect ones so hard to date? Why couldn’t Jack commit? She was perfect, where would he find better?

The mental image of that perfect bare ass of hers filled his mind. He was an ass man. He never had seen a tighter one. She was perfect. That ass was so tight. He wanted that ass. He wanted to be up against her. He loved taking women from behind. He was good at it. Only was anal as good as pussy? He didn’t know. But that ass, that ass was perfect. He wasn’t gay but fucking a feminine ass like that wouldn’t be gay. His mind repeated, Mandy is a woman, Mandy is a woman, Mandy is a woman. He erupted. He didn’t realize how stimulated his manhood was. He relaxed. Mandy should be his woman. He had let out a lot of his precious bodily juices all over the shower’s tiled wall. That felt good. He gave it a few last strokes to work it all out. He had needed that. He looked down at the drain. His spew would be washing it down any minute. Jerking in the shower was the perfect crime. No one would know he jerked to thoughts of Mandy while in his office shower. He spied a mat of Mandy’s hair partially clogging the drain. Women, they always clogged the drain. Only he noticed there was more than that clogging the drain. There was something else tangled up in the hair already. He studied it. It was . . . It was cum. Only it couldn’t be his own. His cum was still washing down the wall. The facts were not to be debated. It meant Mandy must have jerked herself off in the shower. That meant she still had her spunk down below. It also meant she liked him every bit as much as he liked her. His heart began to race. Should he do something about his feelings now that the fact they were mutual couldn’t be denied? How could he not? The old man told him the time had come for Jack to find his true love and settle down. Could his true forever wife be a girl like Mandy? Commitment, he had run away from it for twenty-nine years. He had done that because no one else had been a perfect match. Now there was Mandy, and he needed to commit. Damn it! He had to do it. He was determined to find out. Yes, he needed to know how to treat a woman like Mandy. If ever there was a woman in his life worth going for, it was Mandy. The only question now was, did he have the guts to tell her just how he felt? Commitment in your mind doesn’t mean shit without actions. He could put one hundred thousand in a penny stock. But could he tell Mandy he was in love with her?


Chapter 6

Jack checked himself in his mirror. His haircut looked tight. He had on his best outfit he owned. He was even wearing a tie. Not any tie either, but a power tie. He only wore one of those at departmental meetings. Those meetings also turned into biggest dick contests. It was best to play the alpha and out man your competitions at a departmental meeting. Not that it was hard when the guys attending were clucks like Johnson and Walker. Even Mandy had spotted Johnson didn’t have much manhood up front to offer. Of course, Jack was dressed for success and not to out alpha his co-workers. He could out alpha them in blue jeans and a tie dye. When a man was alpha material, it showed through to other men no matter his appearance. He was dressed up this way for Mandy. She just had to see that he was the one for her.

He slipped out of his bathroom and walked over to his desk. He checked the clock. She was five minutes late again. He knew that meant she would be here soon. As he thought that, his office door knocked, and she walked through. She was wearing a light pink button-down blouse and a white pencil skirt. His heart skipped a beat. Yeah, he had it bad for her.

“Trading before official hours again?” he asked.

Mandy apologized, “Sorry, sir, I’m only late because the subway was running behind.”

“Unfortunately, the market doesn’t run on subway time,” he replied.

“I will make it up to you. I will fetch the coffee and donuts at once.”

“No need.” He grabbed the coffee cup he had on his desk. He walked it over to her. He handed it over.

“This doesn’t look or smell like the firm brewed stuff,” she said, receiving it.

“There’s a mom and pop by my place that brews the best cup in the city.”

She took a sip. “Sometimes there is truth in advertising.”

“I told you. They have bagels too. I don’t know what flavor you like, so I bought a mixed dozen with a few choices of smears.” Jack offered her the box.

She opened the box. She asked, “What, no lox?”

“It is over in the fridge.”

“If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to fatten me up.”

“Well, you know what they say, guys like to fatten up their women.”

“No one says that because it isn’t true. In this society, women are to remain stick figures with boobs at all times.”

“Guys aren’t that demanding of their woman’s appearance.”

“I didn’t suggest they were. Fat or thin, a woman can swing a dick just about anytime they want. You men aren’t so hard to catch. Mostly women put that pressure on themselves. Women, though, like the whole glamor thing. I dare say we’re all a bit vain.”

He reached into the box and retrieved his own bagel. He said, “Vanity ends at my office door. Inside here we just do business.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, sir, but what is up with all this?”

“All this?” He replied, trying to display innocence.

She walked up to him and tugged on his tie. “The tie I mean. Are you planning on making a power play today?”

He was. Indeed, he thought he was making one now. He replied, “I have a meeting with the other junior partners today.”

“Sounds like your typical dick waving contest?”

He smirked. “Exactly.”

“You men sound like a bunch of fags behind closed doors. What do women like me do at a meeting like that?”

Jack clenched his fist. “Bust balls if they’re good.”

“I have you all beat then. I’m the type of person that can bust balls, and wave a mean dick at the same time,” she replied.

Jack’s heart sunk in his chest. There was nothing he wanted more than for Mandy to do just that to him. “Mandy, please,” he said, as he turned his face away from her.

“Did I embarrass you?”

“No, I mean . . . No.”

“Sometimes I do that. I don’t mind who I am because I’m good at everything I put my mind toward doing. Like you, sir.”

“Like me?”

“You’re good at it too.”

“Mandy, you have made me a lot of money since you arrived. I personally owe you. Indeed, I owe you a lot more than coffee and bagels. I was thinking of taking some of my winnings and buying a new Rolex,” he said. Jack displayed his bare wrist.

“Sir, people don’t really use watches anymore,” she said, retrieving a bagel at last. She took a blueberry one. He took a mental note of that fact. He wanted to know her likes and dislikes. Her happiness meant a lot to him now.

He took up her free hand. He pointed at her bare wrist. “Are you telling me you aren’t joining me at the watch store to receive yours?”

She laughed. “I can’t afford one.”

“Consider it as my payment to you for your stock picks. It beats coffee and donuts, right? Besides, the junior partners like to wave their dicks and designer gear. It is all part of the power play. You will need to play the game too when you join the firm,” he explained.

“But I can’t accept a watch as a gift. It would be too much.”

“I’m not asking you to accept it. I am telling you to accept it.”

“It’s an order then?”

“Yup.”

“No thanks, sir. My foot is down on this matter.”

She eyed him with suspicion and sat down on the sofa along with her spoils. She must suspect how he feels about her. She apparently didn’t want to act on it. She opened her laptop and ignored him.

He took a deep breath. Then he said to her, “Mandy, I don’t want to sound forward. I didn’t want to just give you presents.”

“Bagels aren’t exactly presents.”

“What I’m trying to tell you this morning is that I want you on my staff permanently.”

“I’m on it as an intern already, duh,” she replied.

“No, I mean . . .”

She interrupted, “Are you making me an official offer to join the firm as more than an intern, sir?”

“Not just an offer . . .”

“Oh, because it sounds just like a job offer to sit on your staff.”

Did he want her on his staff? That had to be the worst pick-up line in the world. Yet, he did want her on his staff. More than anything in the world did he want it. Was he making her a job offer? No, he was offering her everything. Only he couldn’t get the words out correctly. He had cold feet because she didn’t seem interested in acting on her own feelings that he was sure she had. He never had cold feet when asking out a woman before. That was because he was never so worried she might say no before. Some big power player, he was. He felt ashamed to not be able to just tell her. She liked him, though. He knew that for a fact. Why couldn’t he just say what was in his heart? The words, though, they failed him. She liked him, but she was his intern. Apparently, she didn’t want to appear to be sleeping her way to a job offer. She was so talented; couldn’t she understand it was more than just one or the other. But commitment, it could be hard for both men and women for a lot of reasons. He accepted that.

He stumbled in his tongue. He replied, “I . . . The firm . . . I just hope you consider us long term.”

“Because of the endless offers of coffee and watches?”

“No.”

“You know what I think, sir?”

“What?”

“The FED is going to cut rates. We should shift portfolios into bonds.”

Work, that is the only thing on Mandy’s mind. Her no nonsense attitude was what attracted him to her. He shrugged and accepted that today he had failed. Yup, she wouldn’t be his today. He sat down at his desk. He replied, “The consensus of the firm is the FED will hold at current rates.”

“They’re dead wrong, sir,” she replied bluntly.

He leaned back in his chair. It was risky to make a move outside of the consensus. Well, that was how ball-less men like Johnson worked. Jack knew when it was time to take a chance. He looked at Mandy. Well, in trading he knew when to go for it, when it came to love he was just learning. Love, it was harder than lust. He could bang models no problem, but to confess his true feelings to the woman he loved, that was so hard. He wouldn’t ask . . . Mandy why she thought the FED would cut rates. He would ask her how she felt about him. Not now. Just a little bit later today. The time didn’t feel right at the moment. Jack was in a timing business. When trading on the markets proper timing was everything. Mandy would appreciate that idea.

“I think we will move portfolios toward the idea of a rate cut,” Jack announced.

“Sir?” said Mandy.

“Yes.”

“I think I would like to keep working under you after the internship ends.”

“I will see about the old man extending you an offer.”

“The old man likes you.”

Jack raised an eyebrow. That wasn’t the response he expected from her. “No more than most I assure you.”

“I think you’re wrong. He gives off a feeling like a father figure to you.”

“And you know this how?”

“Just how he speaks around you. Trust me, women pick up on these things. Besides, he wouldn’t have sent me to work under you if he didn’t care about you.”

Jack laughed. “That move shows the old man cares about you, not me.”

“I think we both know the truth about this. Yup, the old man clearly thinks you need to be looked after by the right woman.”

“That is not how internships work, Mandy. I am your mentor.”

“Sir?”

“Yes?”

“I look forward to working under you in the years to come.”

“Then you accept my informal offer?”

“Oh, I’m still thinking about all your offers you made this morning. Trust me, you will know when I accept any of them.”

He swallowed hard. Then he started moving money into bonds.


Chapter 7

Jack pointed to the one he desired behind the display case. The clerk took out the watch from the display case. He laid it out for Jack to inspect. Jack picked it up without enthusiasm. It was more fun when the idea was taking Mandy here to reward her. He hadn’t thought that she’d turn him down. He respected her for it, but it took the fun out of shopping. He wanted to reward Mandy so badly. Yeah, he didn’t really want a watch for himself anymore. Still, there was something about owning a Rolex. He didn’t need it, but sometimes it was nice to be able to get things you didn’t need. Particularly when the thing you needed the worst felt too hard to obtain right now.

After he paid the taxes on his gains, he would have plenty of money to pay for a watch, so he might as well buy one. Money, what else was it good for but to buy things. The things in life you really needed, you couldn’t buy. Most people never appreciated that fact.

He returned his focus on the watch. He wasn’t sure about the color. Mandy was correct. Watches like these are completely out of fashion these days. A lot of guys wore smart watches instead. That was because they were dumb and needed a watch to think for them. Jack didn’t have that problem. He placed the watch on the counter and pointed to another one.

“Never thought of you as an old fashion watch man,” said the old man.

Jack looked over his shoulder. The old man was practically standing next to him. Jack snapped to attention. He said, “Sir, I was just browsing during my lunch time.”

“If I had an intern like Mandy, I’d find better things to spend my lunchtime on.”

“She had other priorities today, sir.”

“Sorry to hear it. Jack, my boy, you don’t need a watch like these. After all, I heard you power played the junior partners today just fine without one already. Not a real prick in their trousers among any of those others.”

“Sir, I was just making suggestions to them. I agree that there is a lot of groupthink among them.”

“Did you hear, the FED cut rates today. Surprised the hell out of everyone. The firm’s consensus was dead wrong about that. I checked your portfolio. You hit the FED move on the head, didn’t you?”

Jack confessed, “Not me, sir, it was Mandy that made the correct call.”

The old man slid up his sleeve. He showed Jack his antique Submariner Rolex. Then he said, “I think you should make our girl Mandy an offer.”

“Way ahead of you. I did make that offer, sir, this morning. I asked her to continue working under me after the internship is over. I think she is agreeable to the offer.”

“I didn’t mean a job offer, Jack my boy. I didn’t put her in your office just to work.” He dropped his cuff and covered his watch. He added, “Time moves faster than you think, my boy. One day you think you have all the time in the world to marry, the next you’re too old to care if you’re married.”

“I will keep that in mind, sir. But you can’t be suggesting I have a relationship with my intern.”

“In my day we did more than just have relationships with a girl like that.” He hit Jack on the shoulder. Then he headed for the store exit.

Jack called out to him. “Sir, I don’t know if I could ask her on a date. She is . . . And I am . . .”

The old man turned and gave him a fatherly look. In that instant Jack knew Mandy was correct yet again. The old man did care about Jack. Not just his career, but him as a person. “You never know what you can do until you try. That’s what the old man told me when I was a junior partner just about your age.”

“But she is one of those.”

“Smart, funny, athletic, a genius at trading, what, my boy, is wrong with that?”

“Still, she is hard to ask out.”

“Never knew you to have problems asking lesser women out.”

“But they weren’t one of those, sir.”

“If you don’t ask, then you will regret it the rest of your life.” The old man left the shop.

“What is one of those?” asked the clerk.

Jack turned around and faced the clerk. It wasn’t any of his business. On the other hand, that didn’t feel like a bad thing. Sometimes you could tell a stranger the words you couldn’t tell someone you knew. Jack replied, “She is transgender.”

“Oh, one of those.”

“Why do you care?”

“Care is a harsh term, but in my business, knowledge is power,” replied the clerk. The clerk picked the watch off the counter. He then returned it to the case. He grabbed several different watches. He explained, “We have a whole line of unisex sized watches.”

“Unisex?”

“That way you don’t have to commit one way or the other. It takes the pressure off.”

“Yeah, it sort of does, doesn’t it?” replied Jack.

“I took it for granted you were shopping for her, weren’t you?” he asked.

“Maybe.” Jack picked up a watch with a pink dial. He frowned. “I don’t want anything like this.”

The clerk nodded. “Too gay for her then?”

Jack corrected, “She isn’t very gay. She is really quite natural in personality. Not gay at all.”

“I understand. She is a serious type. We get women like that all the time. You don’t want sparkles and diamonds for a lady like that. What you want, dare I suggest, is a Dateline Tiffany blue. Not too feminine, but still with a hint of feminine. Definitely not gay.”

Jack took the watch from the clerk. It was strong, smart, and just a touch feminine. It was Mandy. He flipped it over. He raised an eyebrow. He said, “Sixteen thousand dollars?”

“A bargain at that price,” assured the clerk.

“Any discounts?”

“Seeing that you’re in love, maybe. I do have a sister that is one of those. Makes my heart grow fonder to hear a girl has found a man like you. Dare we say, two hundred off?”

Jack doubted the man had a sister or a heart. He did have a watch Jack was interested in. Jack tossed his phone on the counter. He said, “Ring it up.”

“Would you care for a box and a gift card?”

“Sure.”

“And what would you like the gift card to say?”

“Say?” repeated Jack.

“Yes, normally people write congratulations, happy anniversary etc.”

What message could he write Mandy? Could he say in words that which he hadn’t said very well verbally? He said to the clerk, “Give me the card and a pen. I will write my message myself.”

“My penmanship is excellent,” said the clerk.

“The message is more important than the delivery,” replied Jack.

“If you say so.” The clerk took the watch to the backroom. He returned with a Rolex gift box and a card. He placed the card on the counter. He then placed a pen next to it.

Jack looked at the clerk. He said, “If you don’t mind, but this is a private message.”

“I will process your payment,” said the clerk.

Jack clicked the pen. It hovered over the paper. There seemed to be only one thing to say. He wrote three words down. He closed the card and put it in the envelope.


Chapter 8

He passed by his secretary’s desk. She never gave him the time of day unless he asked her too. She was there on demand. He asked her, “Any messages?”

“No sir,” she replied.

“I don’t want to be disturbed by anyone, and I mean by anyone.”

“Even the old man?” asked his secretary.

“Especially the old man,” replied Jack. The old man could find out how right he was later. Jack wanted to make him correct first and to do that he needed to not be disturbed.

He popped through his office door. Mandy was already inside sitting on the sofa. It was more of a loveseat or at least he hoped it was about to be. He amended his previous thought. He didn’t mind her disturbing him. He welcomed her distractedness.

She had delight in her eyes at the moment. He knew what put that there. He wished it was him. Maybe soon it would be. He wouldn’t spoil her day by telling her that he already knew her news. She was so cute when she got excited about business. He knew she’d spill out her news.

“FED cut the rate while you were at lunch,” she announced proudly as a greeting.

Jack pretended to be shocked. “Oh, I do believe that goes against our company’s consensus opinion. Indeed, at today's meeting I was told by both Johnson and Walker that a rate cut was never going to happen.”

“Both those men are ignorant pricks. I told you the FED would cut, and they did.”

Jack waved that comment away. “Never mind those two and the FED. I didn’t come here to talk about anyone, but you and me.”

“Oh, and here it was that I thought you came here to work, it is your work office.”

Jack was moving closer to her. With every step he sized her up. Would she or wouldn’t she. She liked him, he knew that. But that didn’t mean she would. Still, he was taking it for granted she would or else he’d stop moving his feet. She had to or else he might die inside. He explained, “I saw the old man at lunch. I told him what a good job you’ve been doing. He agreed with me that I should make you an offer.”

“I told you; I would have to think over any job offer.”

“This time he wasn’t telling me to make you a job offer. You were right about the old man; he cares about more than how well I do my job. I tell you bluntly he told me to marry you.”

Mandy burst out laughing. She covered her mouth and apologized. “I’m sorry, you were being serious.”

Jack shrugged and closed the distance between them until he was right next to her. At last, he displayed the box he had purchased. “Old men have ideas, you know? I do have something else for you.”

Now she grew angry. She scolded him, “I told you I didn’t want, nor will I accept any gifts.”

Jack handed it to her just the same. He explained, “This isn’t about work.”

She scratched her head. “Come again.”

“Open it and see. Maybe I agree with the old man.”

“What do you mean?”

“Open it.”

“It is just a stupid watch that I won’t accept.” She tossed it to the ground.

Jack casually picked it up and handed it back to her. She was turning up her nose at it, but she gave in and opened it. She wouldn’t toss it a second time. She took out the watch. She exclaimed without enthusiasm, “Wow, what a surprise, a stupidly expensive watch.”

“And a card.”

“Oh, and a card.”

“I would read it if I were you.”

“Fine.” She tore open the card. She casually read it. She said sarcastically, “You love me?”

“I would read it with a different voice, but the message is the same. I couldn’t say it as easily as I could write it down,” Jack explained.

She looked at him. He could tell she was slightly puzzled. “You’re serious?”

“I told you the old man thinks I should marry you and I’m telling you I agree with him.”

“I . . . I guess I don’t know what to say. You are sort of old for me.”

“The response I love you too comes to mind as simple enough to say. You do love me, right?” asked Jack. He reached for her hand. He placed the watch around her wrist.

“Look, sir . . .”

“Jack,” he corrected.

“I think we should keep a formal relationship,” she said.

“As long as we have a relationship, I don’t care about formalities.”

“Sir . . . Jack, you must understand, you have so much more experience. I’m not ready to marry. Heck, I’ve dated exactly three people ever. All three were complete fags. You understand straight men don’t exactly go for me.”

“When you find the right person, you marry them. Maybe not today, tomorrow, but eventually.” Jack loosened his tie and took it off. He pulled it tight in his hands. He ordered, “Turn around Mandy, I think you want it as bad as I want to give it.”

“It?”

“It.”

She didn’t reply. She just turned around. He pressed his hands on her bottom. He never felt a firmer one. He took her hands behind her back and tied them with his power tie.

“I think you were right about bonds today,” he said.

“Then bind me tighter,” she ordered. And he pulled tighter on the tie knot.

Then he unzipped her pencil skirt and tossed it to the floor. She was wearing black lace panties. He liked seeing her ass bare instead, so he tugged those panties down.

She spoke. “Look, Jack, I’m your intern, this won’t look right to others.”

“From now on we are a team. At the office and at home. The old man won’t object to it either.” He spanked her bottom. Then he dropped his own trousers.

“I shouldn’t accept this. People will talk behind our backs. I don’t want to be known as the intern that fucked her way to the top. It is hard enough being trans,” she worried.

“If you don’t accept it, my cock might explode.”

She sighed. She replied, “I guess if it has to explode, it might as well be inside me when it does.” She bent over and looked between her legs. “My, that is a big one.”

“I never had one complaint,” he bragged.

There was something about getting exactly what you wanted. It was perfect. Not everyone got exactly what they wanted so when you got it, you took it and ran with it. He fingered her pink surprise. He just ran his finger around the rim. Her bald delights dangled between her legs. He never saw a girl’s shaved balls before. He fondled them. Nothing felt quite like shaved balls. He had eaten plenty of pussy in his day, but never shaved balls and ass. There was a first time for everything. He knew there would soon be a second and a third time as he went down for his first taste. Yeah, he knew they wouldn’t just do this once. Once a man tongued the pink treat of a girl like this, he wouldn’t want to lick any other vagina. Nothing else would ever taste as good.

“Oh Jack,” she squealed in delight as his tongue hit pay dirt. He pried her cheeks apart and leveraged his tongue deep into her pink delights. He cupped her balls as he lapped up her anal juice. She didn’t exactly get wet like most girls, but that didn’t mean Jack couldn’t tell she was enjoying the tongue petting. Her proud member was coming to life. It was intimidating. Johnson and Walker could not hold a candle to her wick. Well, she had warned him that she came prepared to play hard ball with the boys. Girls like this had one thing over other women. With a pocket rocket, there were no mistakes. She was sporting wood. Yeah, she desired him.

“Please, make me yours,” she begged.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He pressed his member against her pink prize. Slowly, he worked his snake down into her bottom treats. He planned to keep working it in until she begged him to stop. She never did beg him to stop, and his balls soon met her balls. Having his cock inside her ass wasn’t much different than pussy. It was warm and inviting inside. As a bonus her ass gripped his cock and held on for dear life. He began to slowly pump her. He didn’t want to go fast. When you have wanted something this badly, you want it to last.

“You like being on my staff, Mandy?” he asked.

“Frankly, I thought it would be harder to get on it, sir,” she replied.

“I confess, I’m a bit of a slut.”

She laughed. She was a lovely naughty girl. He rewarded her by giving it to her harder. The rhythmic slapping of his flesh and hers soon filled the office. He wondered what his secretary thought about the sound. Well, he didn’t care too much. She wasn’t paid to think.

Mandy let out a pleasant squeal. Jack discovered the best part about a trans-girl. They couldn’t fake an orgasm. She had climaxed all over the sofa. There was nothing that made a man feel more like a man than knowing he made her girl climax. Especially if she climaxed while riding on his cock. He made a mental note to have the cleaners in tonight. But to really make it worth their time, he better make a few more stains.

He started to pull out. He said, “I think I’m going to . . .”

“Stay inside me. I crave your seed,” she begged. He wasn’t one to not give the woman he loved what she wanted. It wasn’t like she would get pregnant. He went all in and unloaded. It was a smooth delivery. He never needed to offload a burden that badly before. He pulled out with a sense of satisfaction. He noticed that he should have worn his athletic gear. He had pitted out his shirt from the workout. Oh well, at least it was an honest day’s work at the office. Pumping Mandy burned more calories than pickleball.

“Untie me,” she asked. He grabbed the ends and pulled then gently took his tie off her hands. Free from her restraints, she added, “Your turn to be submissive.”

He backed away from her. He balked, “I don’t do that type of thing.”

She took him by both hands. She pulled him toward her. They kissed on the mouth. It was a long hard kiss. The kind you give your girl after dropping a load deep inside her. Once the kiss was over, she whispered, “Don’t worry I won't completely unstraighten you. I’m just going to bend you a little.”

“I don’t think I can give up my ass.”

“You are a trader, right? Well, I’m offering the trade of the century. You pump my ass, I pump yours. Trust me I want you every bit as much as you wanted me.”

Well, Jack had gotten ass deep in love with a trans-girl. It was too late to back out now. No, he was not backing out, he was going to have to back into her instead. His initial fear of trying to be a bottom subsided. He began to wonder how it felt to feel your woman make love to you like you made love to them. It was going to be a dirty secret shared between them. Those were often the best types of secrets in a relationship.

He climbed on the sofa and bent over the armrest. He felt Mandy secured his hands behind his back. There was no turning back now. His ass was like his heart, totally hers now. She reached into her athletic bag. Mandy was always prepared for every situation. She lubed up her fingers. A man like Jack had to be taken a little at a time. He felt her press against his anal rim. His bottom gave in and let her finger inside. He had never had his prostate massaged before. She wiggled that finger giving it a good massage. It was one of those experiences a man never considered until it happened. After it happened, he wondered why prostate massages weren’t talked about more because wow they were amazing.

“Does it hurt?” she asked him.

“At first, now it is starting to feel rather pleasant.”

“It gets easier the more you do it.”

He trusted her experience in the matter. He also trusted he would be doing it more often. He wasn’t the type of man to shy away from making sure his girl got what she needed, what she wanted even if that thing was his ass on a silver platter. In this case, what she wanted most was about to be ten inches inside him. And it wasn’t ten inches of finger. Mandy was gifted in so many ways. No wonder he liked her from the start.

Her finger massage ended. He was hard again. He longed to stroke his cock, but in this matter, his hands were tied. The only pleasure his cock would get would come through stimulation of his prostate, which would transfer to his balls, and finally up through his manhood. The slow burn was an unusual experience. But it wasn’t half bad, not half bad at all.

She went all in. He grunted a little. She pulled on that tie binding his hands to gain leverage. She was going to need that leverage to force Jack into submission. His ass didn’t do passivity easily, but Mandy wasn’t one to accept failure. His bottom slowly yielded ground. Her cock was harder to take in than just that finger of hers, but it wasn’t going to win this battle. Not when all parties involved wanted defeat. At last, he yielded completely. Mandy went at his ass the way she went at the ball on a pickleball court. She scored her points quickly and the match was over before it really started. Jack was the loser. Only it was a sweet defeat. He deposited a participation trophy in the form of a salt load on the sofa. He had suspected there would be more stains today and he was now correct. He had an anal climaxed. He didn’t know a straight guy could do that. Now he wondered how soon before she made him do that again. It couldn’t be soon enough.

Mandy stopped treating him to her cock. She didn’t pull it out. She buried it deep and left it there. He knew what that would mean. He let it happen. It seemed only fair to take one from her. Her face filled with delight as his ass filled with her warm load. She then pulled out.

“Oops, I sort of came inside you, sir.”

“I don’t mind,” he replied.

“There is nothing like an alpha man that can take a load. It is sort of a huge turn on of mine. I never thought I’d meet one up to the task,” she explained.

“It is a huge turn on of mine now too,” he said. He stood up and turned his back to her. “Untie me now.”

“I don’t know about that. I think I like having you under me.”

“Mandy, darling, we do have to get back to work.”

She reluctantly tugged on the knot. He was free again. Only he would never be that again. He had committed now. Yup, he had a ball and chain now. It wasn’t a burden. It never was if you were tied to a person you couldn’t live without.


Chapter 9

Jack arrived on the top floor. He had an office right next door to the old man these days. Rumors were rampant throughout the company that the old man was stepping down next month and Jack would replace him. It was silly, but most rumors were. After all, the old man was planning on being his best man at the wedding Jack had planned six months from now.

Jack opened the door and stepped into his full partner office. The smell of coffee and donuts filled the air. He pinched a little bit of fat on his belly. His shirts were fitting a touch snug these days. He should probably lay off the donuts. He had it on good authority, though, that women liked a dad bod. At least, his woman did.

He looked over at Mandy’s desk. He was the only partner with a junior inside his office with him on a permanent basis. If anyone talked about Mandy sleeping her way to the top, they didn’t voice their opinions with Jack or the old man. Mostly they didn’t voice them at all because she made her clients more money than any of them.

The office door opened, and Mandy burst in. “Sorry, I’m late.”

They lived in the same home and left for work at the same time, how could she always be late. He let it go because men just had to let things like that go.

She came over to him and grabbed him by his tie. She reeled him in. She said, “I was thinking about playing pickleball today at lunch.”

“On the court or on the office sofa?”

“Both.”

“Who is the pickle, and who is getting balled?”

“Both.”

He kissed her on the lips. Then he whispered in her ear, “Sounds like a plan.”

She whispered back, “I have a little commodities trade. Short copper and cotton.”

And like that Jack was reminded of why Mandy was perfect. She could think about work and pleasure at the same time. That wedding couldn’t come soon enough.
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