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WORK TRIP

Richard loves work trips: exotic destinations, foreign women, and all expenses paid by the company. But he’s not so thrilled when he’s sent to some tiny town in rural Canada: a town with nobody under the age of sixty, only a single bar, and nothing fun to do.

To make matters worse, he has to share his one bed motel room with the new intern: a pretty, young woman. She’s shy and strictly against breaking any rules. So Richard decides to make the intern his project for the week. Little does he know that she has something not-so-little hidden under her skirt.


CHAPTER I

I’d never heard of Morinville before but I assumed my weeklong business trip there was going to be as much fun as my last three weeklong business trips. The month before, I spent a week in Tokyo, getting drunk, partying with beautiful Japanese women, all while exploring an amazing city. The month before that I was in Prague, soaking up the architecture and the old culture… and of course the booze and the beautiful women. And two months before that was my trip to Las Vegas for the annual framers conference. I only spent a few hours at the conference—the rest of the week was spent gambling, partying, and fooling around with beautiful women.

I didn’t think to look up Morinville before getting on the plane. I just assumed it was some party city in Canada, seeing as my work was always sending me to the best places. It was a five-day conference and I was getting in a day early, planning to stay an extra day after the conference was wrapped up. I was set to make a little speech on day three; I was a bit nervous about it, but my excitement to once again be surrounded by partying and beautiful women completely washed the nerves away.

The best part of my business trips was that everything was free: I could expense pretty much everything—even liquor. They always put me up in luxury rooms, let me eat out at fancy restaurants, and no one ever seemed to mind when I submitted bar receipts worth hundreds of dollars. We were just fifteen minutes from the airport when I looked to my side at the older man who was just waking up from his nap. “Excuse me,” I said.

He looked at me, rubbed his eyes, yawned, and said, “What is it? Are we in Morinville already?”

I shook my head. “Close. I was wondering: are you from Morinville?”

He slowly nodded his head. “Born and raised,” he said. “I’ve spent my whole life in the town. In fact, I never even left the area until a few years ago, when my daughters moved to the big city.”

“Cool. Anyway, I was wondering if you could maybe recommend a bar. I’m hoping to get a drink once we’re off the plane. Maybe somewhere with pretty girls,” I said with a grin and wink.

His lips curled into a smile. He stared into my eyes for a long moment before saying, “Oh, you’re serious?”

I stared at the man for a moment, trying to figure out why he was smirking, as if he was about to make fun of me. Did I say something funny? Did I say something stupid. “I’m serious. What are the best clubs?”

Then he started to laugh. He literally slapped his knees with both of his hands and began to shake his head. “Oh my,” he said. “It’s too much. It’s just too much.”

“I don’t understand. What’s so funny? What’s the matter with you? Why are you laughing like that?” I asked, but he wouldn’t stop laughing. “Whatever, old man. Maybe you have a weird sense of humour up here in Canada—who knows. If you don’t want to tell me, I’ll just figure it out myself.” I turned away from the man and sighed. He must have laughed until the plane landed on the runway.

I looked out, scanning around for the airport, but I could only see a forest and some shacks. “Where the hell is the airport?” I mumbled under my breath. “Did we just make an emergency landing?”

The old woman next to me reached her shaky finger to the window. “It’s right there. Are you blind or something?” I had to squint before realizing that shack was the airport: it was just a single room with two men on staff.

“And where’s the town?” I said.

“It’s about an hour away.”

“An hour? Are you kidding me? Do you know how much an hour in an Uber costs?” I said.

She stared at me with narrowed eyes. “What does that mean?” she said with her raspy voice. And then I suddenly understood why the old man was mocking me: Morinville was a shithole. It was nothing: a name on a map and not much else. It was a tiny town, filled mostly with old people in retirement facilities. There were no Uber drivers, so I had to take a bus (which took over an hour to arrive). The bus let us out in the middle of the small town, so I had to walk five blocks to my hotel. Along the way, I didn’t spot a single bar or restaurant: just a knitting store, a flower shop, and nasty-looking grocery store, and a few small, boring houses. Even the hotel wasn’t a hotel, but a dingy motel.

There was nobody at the front desk, so I rang the bell about fifteen times. Finally, an old man came out from the back, rubbing his eyes. “Sorry, I was having a nap,” he said with a groaning voice.

“It’s fine. I just want to check in. I’m here with Quality Framers—out of Los Angeles.”

He looked down at a book and became silent for a long minute. I scanned around the boring room. There was only a single piece of art in that lobby: a framed painting that wasn’t a painting at all, but a picture of a painting, printed using a household printer. It even looked like the printer started to run out of ink before the end of the picture. I looked back at the old man. “What’s taking so long?” I asked.

“It says you already checked in,” he said.

“Well I didn’t. So can you just give me a key so I can go and take a handful of sleeping pills, and hopefully sleep through the next week.” I wasn’t in a good mood anymore—and it was getting worse. Why would my work send me to this shithole? Why would my boss allow to me come here? Would he be mad if I got back on that bus and got onto the very next flight home?

I noticed a binder next the old man, labeled ‘BUS SCHEDULE’. “Hey, mind telling me when the next bus to the airport comes? Maybe we can just forget about the room—I’ll sleep at the airport until the next plane comes.”

“Wednesday,” he said with his groaning voice.

“Excuse me?”

“Wednesday,” he said in the exact same tone of voice, as if I hadn’t heard him the first time.

“It’s Saturday,” I said. “You’re telling me that the next bus doesn’t come until Wednesday? That’s four days.”

“That’s for the Toronto flight. If you want the Vancouver flight, I would take the Saturday morning bus.”

I reached over and grabbed the ‘bus schedule’ binder. I flipped it open and then shook my head. “What’s the point of his binder?” I said. Every page was a different month, but each month was the same: empty squares on Sundays, Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays. Every Saturday was marked 6:00 AM. Every Wednesday was marked 9:00 AM.

“It’s the bus schedule,” he said, as if it was necessary.

“What’s wrong with this city? I can’t wait until Wednesday. Is there a taxi service? I need to get out of here. I’ll pay anything. Maybe you can drive me to the airport, old man. I’ll pay you.”

He stared at me for a long, long moment. “But the plane doesn’t come until Wednesday.”

I felt my stomach groan. I was stuck in Morinville for the week. I was trapped in the biggest shithole I’d ever seen. “Just give me my key,” I said through clenched teeth.

“I’ll need to see your ID,” he said. I groaned and grumbled as I fished my ID out from my wallet. He stared at it for much longer than necessary before handing it back. Then he flipped through his date book for a few minutes before handing me my key.

“Thanks,” I said without much enthusiasm. I stepped outside and groaned, pulling my suitcase behind me. I looked down the isle of rooms: five in total. My room was at the very end, so I started walking, cursing my boss under my breath. I couldn’t help but think he sent me to this braindead town just to get back at me for kissing his wife.

It wasn’t my fault; we were all at a party together and she was drunk. He kept kissing her, as if he was trying to get everyone to acknowledge that he had a hot wife. But the way he kissed her was so off-putting. He kept opening his mouth, making his wife squirm. “You need to learn to kiss your wife, Parker!” I said with a bit of a drunken slur.

“She likes how I kiss her,” he said with his own drunken slur.

I shook my head. “No offence, but she clearly doesn’t like it. You need to kiss her like a real man. Watch how I do it,” I said, and then I spun his wife around, making her giggle. I leaned her back and then I leaned in and locked my lips with hers. She melted in my arms and her face turned red. I gave her a good smooch with a tiny bit of tongue, and then I leaned back. Parker’s face was red, but he didn’t look mad at the time—just nervous.

“Try that,” I said, spinning his wife back towards him. He awkwardly tried the mimic me. It was a step in the right direction, but he still needed some work.

And I don’t think it would have left him so sore had his wife not spent the rest of the night ogling me, winking at me whenever Parker wasn’t looking. Maybe they had a fight later that night. Maybe Parker thought the only proper revenge was to send me to the middle of nowhere for an entire week, with nothing to do but rot from boredom. I dragged my feet to the door, pressed that old key into the keyhole, and then the door drifted open. It was never locked and it was never properly closed. “Great start,” I mumbled under my breath. I let myself into the room. The light was on. There was a suitcase already on the bed. I checked the number on the door.

“Hello?” I said cautiously from the doorway. I could hear something: running water. Was it coming from my room or was it coming from one of the other rooms? The walls seemed to be thin. I could certainly hear the neighbouring television playing. I took a step into the room and looked towards the bathroom. I could see a light slipping through the bottom of the door—and someone was moving inside, about to get into a shower. “Great,” I mumbled.

They’d given me a key to the wrong room—or maybe they double booked my room. I took my small suitcase and I left the room, closing the door behind me. I went back to that lobby and rang the bell five times, waiting for the old man to once again wake up from his nap. He came out slowly, rubbing his eyes. He looked frustrated once he saw my face. “What is it now?” he asked.

“There’s someone in my room. And honestly, I don’t feel like sticking around to deal with this right now, so do me a favour and figure this out. The guy’s in the shower. I’m going to go out, find a bar, have a drink, and once I’m back, I’m assuming you’ll have all of this shit ironed out. Got it?” I didn’t wait for the old man to reply before taking my suitcase and storming out of the small office. I went straight to the road, which didn’t have a sidewalk, and I started walking into town, hoping to find a place that served liquor. 


CHAPTER II

I found a veteran’s bar a few blocks away. It was a dingy joint. The space was small and it smelled like a mouldy bathroom. The lighting was atrocious: flickering tube lights overhead, so white that it was almost green. The humming of the lights quickly gave me a headache, but none of the senior citizens seemed to notice. The place was silent: not a word being shared between men. There was no television: no sports games—not even a radio. I drank my beer and then the old man behind the counter asked if I wanted another. “No,” I said. “That was warm and flat enough.” I paid with exact change and then I took off back for my motel room. I was already starting to count down the hours until the trip from hell was over.

I was happy to see that my room’s windows were dark as I walked up to the motel. Presumably that person had been kicked out, and I finally had my room to myself. So I stuck the key in the keyhole, pushed open the door, and I placed my suitcase on the suitcase rack. I took a deep breath and looked towards the bathroom. I considered having a shower, but I was tired, and I wanted the trip to be over and done with sooner rather than later. Time flies when you’re sleeping, right? So the best thing to do seemed to be sleep. I kicked off my shoes, shimmied down my pants, and walked through the dark room to the double bed.

The smell of perfume was strong, which didn’t surprise me. I had a feeling they didn’t do much to clean the rooms between visitors. They probably didn’t even change the sheets half the time; I’d heard of cheap motels spraying cheap perfume in lieu of a proper cleaning routine. I pulled up the blanket and I slipped in. The bed was strangely warm: probably placed right under an overhead vent that was siphoning warm air into the room.

I stretched my back, groaned and rolled over. Then I felt my body press against a large pillow. But it was a strange pillow: long and warm. The smell of perfume was very strong now. I placed my hand on the side of it and gently stroked up, feeling a number of peculiar curves that didn’t belong on a pillow, unless that pillow was shaped like a living human. I came up to a squishy bust and I could feel a hard lump: a nipple. Then the pillow suddenly jumped away from me and screamed.

I did the same thing, rolling back and falling off of the bed. My body hit the floor with a dull thud. “Oh my God!” she screamed. She was no pillow: she was an adult woman, and I’d just squeezed her bare tit.

“I’m sorry! I thought you were a pillow,” I said.

“What the hell are you doing in my room? Get out!” she said.

“This is my room!” I said. “You’re the one sleeping in my bed, technically. But don’t worry—I’ll straighten this out. I’ll go straighten that old man out. This is his fault—not mine! I didn’t mean to, uh, touch you like that. I really thought you were a pillow.”

She was standing naked in the dark, covering her pussy with one hand and her tits with her other arm. She was backed into a corner, as if I was some evil rapist. And now, I was fuming with anger. I was ready to threaten to sue: a serious lawsuit. I would sue the motel and I would sue the old man personally as well. I was traumatized, and I was pretty sure I had a pain in my neck after falling from the bed. Was it whiplash? Maybe I could sue that motel out of business.

I rang the bell nonstop until the old man emerged from the back room, rubbing his eyes and looking like some sort of victim. “What time is it?” he asked.

“It’s not even midnight. Calm down. You have some explaining to do, old man. There’s a woman in my room and she’s about to press sexual assault charges on me because you failed to do your job. Well? Why are you just standing there? Explain yourself, old man—before I call the police and press charges of my own. I fell out of that bed and nearly broke my neck. You’re looking down the barrel of a class action lawsuit.”

He blinked a few times and then he shook his head. He looked down at his little book. “When you booked your room, you booked it for two guests. One Richard Plank and one Kelsey Kerrigan.”

“Kelsey Kerrigan? Who? There’s obviously been some sort of mistake. I’m going to get my boss on the phone. He booked the room. He’ll tell you that you’re wrong, and then we can begin the process of compensating me for this nonsense.” I pulled out my phone and dialled my boss. I had to ring him a few times before he woke up and answered his phone. I explained the situation and then I turned the phone to speaker mode. “Okay, Parker. Tell this guy that he screwed up. Tell him he’s about to owe us a lot of money.”

The line was silent. Why wasn’t Parker speaking?

“Hello? Parker? You still there, buddy?”

“Richard,” he said. “We booked the room for both of you. We literally talked about this the other day.”

I felt my cheeks turning red. I could see the old man smirking out of the corner of my eye. “Sorry, Parker. I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Kelsey Kerrigan is our new intern. You told me that you would be okay sharing a room with her at the convention. We literally talked about this the other day. Remember?”

I had a vague memory of the conversation. I was showing Parker a new online video game and he was trying to tell me about some new HR rules that the company was implementing. It was boring nonsense, and I was surprised that he was wasting his time telling me about it. And then he mentioned something about sending an intern to the convention with me. But did he say anything about sharing a room? Did he say anything about sharing a bed?

“Well they have us in one bed, Parker,” I said. “It’s not even a queen.”

“You told me you didn’t mind sharing a bed,” Parker said.

“Parker. C’mon. Help me out here. Why did you send me here? This place is a shithole. I want to come home. Do you want me to say sorry about kissing your wife? Is that what this is all about?”

“Goodnight, Richard,” Parker said, and then he hung up the phone. I looked back at the old man, who couldn’t stop smirking.

“Wipe that retarded grin off of your dumb face,” I said, pointing my finger at him. “Your motel is a dump and you smell like an old towel.” I stormed out of the office and I went back to the room, which I was apparently sharing with a girl.

I knocked and waited for her to open the door. Now she was wearing a red night robe. She had her hair tied into a bun on top of her head. She was actually kind of cute, despite the awful overhead lighting that made giant shadows streak across her face. “So you’re the new intern, huh?” I said.

“You must be my supervisor,” she said.

I nodded my head. “I guess so. Apparently we’re sharing a bed. I’m assuming you’re not cool with that, so maybe we can figure out a way to make a bed on the floor for you.”

“I don’t mind, as long as you don’t fondle me again,” she said, stepping aside so I could step into the room.

“I didn’t fondle you,” I said as I walked in. “I told you: I thought that you were a pillow. Don’t flatter yourself too much.”

She smirked, and possibly winked: a relieving little gesture, letting me know that I hadn’t caused too much trauma. Though now I couldn’t help but wonder if she had a bit of a thing for me. Maybe she liked having her tit squeezed. Maybe she was already thinking of rolling over onto my side of the bed once the lights were out again.

I took a moment to look down her body. She had a petite frame and a great ass. She was a white girl with a little Latina body. Her hair was long and straight, her skin was smooth, but she didn’t have much of a chest to speak of. Her breasts felt bigger than they looked.

“Are you staring at my chest?” she asked.

I looked up quickly. “No,” I said. “I’m looking at your dress. It looks soft.”

“It is,” she said. “I have another one if you want to borrow it.”

I smiled, pressing my lips thin. “I’ll pass. Thanks though. Sorry they sent you to the world’s biggest shit hole as your first work trip.”

“It’s not so bad here,” she said.”

“Please,” I said. “Is it the bitter old people that you like? The stale beer? That paper mill aroma that seems to stretch from one end of the town to the other?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s simple here. No one’s in a rush. I like that.”

I took another opportunity to look down her body. I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were erect, pushing against that soft satin nightgown. Maybe we would end up fucking if we were going to be sharing a bed for a week. “Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked. “Because if you do, he probably won’t be thrilled to find out that we’re sharing a bed.”

She shook her head, looking down at her feet. Now she was shy like a little church mouse. I couldn’t quite get a read on her. Was she flirty and outgoing or was she shy and nervous? “I’m single, and I want to keep it that way.”

She climbed into bed. She rolled up the spare blanket and put it down the middle of the bed, creating a safety barrier. “It was a long day. Good night.”

I made a quick trip to the bathroom to wash my face and hands. Then I turned out the light and slipped into the bed next to her. I was tempted to reach over and feel her up. She was young and she seemed to have a sort of low self esteem. Girls with low self esteem are always easy. I was an attractive man: fit, with a healthy bank account and a stable job. I was probably her dream guy. I rolled over carefully to face her back. Her nightgown was backless. She had cute freckles on her back. I reached out, tempted to feel her soft skin, tempted to seduce her so we could bang. I stopped myself before touching her skin. I hovered my hand over her luscious, young body. She was probably only eighteen or nineteen years old—possibly the CEO’s daughter or niece or something. Maybe I needed to control myself a bit better—even though it seemed inevitable that we would fuck. I would get her softened up sooner or later.

And it’s not like I had other options in that shithole town. The next youngest woman within fifty miles was probably fifty-nine years old. I couldn’t go a full week without at least a little touch.

I managed to contain myself that night. I rolled back over and fell asleep. But I was already trying to think of ways to soften her up, to make her wet between the thighs. It was inevitable, after all. 


CHAPTER III

The conference was lame: ten booths in the local community hall, and about four dozen people wandering aimlessly around, not actually interested in anything that anyone had to say. A different speaker took to the stage every couple of hours to make a long, boring speech about some new framing technique. I pulled my chair up to the coffee maker in the corner of the room, which was on the other side of the large room from my booth. I decided that that’s where I was going to camp out for the week: sipping coffee nonstop. I’d heard a story once of a guy who drank so much coffee that he began to hallucinate as if he was on LSD. Maybe I could get to that point. Maybe then the trip wouldn’t be quite as boring.

Kelsey came over a few times to fill up her own cup. She was by far the prettiest girl at the convention—and without question the youngest by at least ten years. She never had much to say to me when she came by, aside from, “People keep asking questions at the booth and I’m not sure what to say.”

“Just make stuff up,” I said. “It’s not like they actually care. People only come to these conventions to get away from their wives at home.”

She nodded her head. “Oh. Okay,” she said. She wandered back to the booth and continued to talk to the occasional person who came by.

That town was so painfully boring that townspeople started to come by the convention, wandering around the small space for hours because there was literally nothing else to do in that town. An old woman came up to me and started chatting about her grandchildren. I kept trying to end the conversation, but she wouldn’t stop talking. She was obviously lonely and looking for anyone to talk to. “Excuse me, miss. Do you see that young woman over there, sitting at that booth? I’m sure she would love to talk to you while I go and use the bathroom.” But I didn’t have to go to the bathroom. I didn’t bother even getting up to pretend, not wanting to lose my spot next to the coffee machine. There was a shortage of chairs at the venue, so I knew my chair would be gone the moment I got up.

Kelsey the intern was trying too hard. I was becoming exhausted from just watching her: always on her feet, always perked upright, wearing those tall heels and all of that makeup even though it was ninety degrees in that community hall. She was making a point of talking to everyone, even though there wasn’t a single person there who actually had any interest in purchasing framing tools. She was wasting her time and energy—and I kept telling her as much every time she came to get another cup of coffee, but she just wasn’t listening. She wasn’t standing down.

I snuck out around noon to find a liquor store. The closest one was a fifteen minute walk away, down a long dirt road. I bought a large bottle of cheap whiskey and a cheap metal flask. I filled the flask, slipped it into my pocket, and returned to the venue. I had a new plan now—a new way to pass the time: try to get the intern to relax.

I came up to her after she was finished chatting with some old lady. I held out the flask. “Take a swig,” I said.

She stared at the flask. “We’re technically working right now,” she said.

“So what?” I said. “Cut loose a little. You’re going to work yourself to death.”

“We can’t drink at work,” she said, blushing slightly.

I took a swig and then I looked around. “I’m still employed,” I said. “It’s not like there’s anyone here to rat us out. And it’s not like I’m asking you to get blackout drunk. Just have a sip.”

She took the flask and stared at it for a moment. I let a little smirk slip. Then she handed it back to me. “You should put that away. It’s not appropriate.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. “Square,” I said. I took another big sip. There was no chance of her surviving a week of boredom without letting loose, even just a little bit. So I tried again an hour later, handing her the flask and saying, “You know you want it.”

She pushed it away quickly and looked around, looking panicked. “Someone’s going to see you with that. You’re going to get us thrown out of here.”

“I know that you’re new to the company, and you’re hoping to make a good impression, but right now you’re just making yourself look bad. Wearing yourself to the bone for nothing isn’t a good look. None of the grey hairs wandering away from their nursing homes are going to need specialty picture framing tools anytime soon. They’re just bored and wasting your time.”

“Well, the company is paying us to be here,” she said. “Now put that liquor away before you get us kicked out of here.”

I groaned again before slipping the flask into my pocket. “I’ll get you to loosen up sooner or later.”

I decided to go for a long walk, away from the convention hall. I went down a series of dirt roads and quickly got lost because they all looked the same. But it was easy enough to get reoriented in that town. There was a grain tower at the east end of the small town, and the convention centre was only a few streets down. I was on my way back when my phone rang. It was Parker calling. “What’s up, Parker? Please tell me that you’re calling to let me know there’s a plane leaving tonight. I’ll even pay for the ticket—take the money out from my next paycheque.”

“I’m calling to tell you that I just heard from the intern. She had a few concerns, and now I’m concerned.”

“She ratted me out?” I said, nearly crushing the phone in my fist. Kelsey told on me like a little schoolgirl? “This intern is out of control, Parker. She’s such a square and she’s making us look bad. I overheard some of the other companies laughing at her. She’s trying to sell framing tools to senile seniors, Parker. She’s wasting her time and now she’s wasting your time and my time. I’m not going to lie: I don’t think she has a future with this company. I think we should cut her loose—that’s just my opinion. She’s not a good fit at all.”

“Rich, she’s not technically an intern,” Parker said. “They brought her in to be the new regional manager.”

“Blake’s old spot?” I said. My heart skipped a beat. “But that’s the job I’m supposed to get.” I’d been waiting to take over Blake’s old office for months already, since long before he retired. “Why is an intern being pushed up to regional manager?”

“She’s not being pushed up. She’s from head office.”

“Well then why the fuck did you call her an intern?” I asked.

“I’m not supposed to be saying anything to you about this,” Parker said. “And to be honest, I have no idea why I’m saying anything to you about this.” He took a deep breath. “It’s not news yet. The position hasn’t been confirmed yet. This convention is supposed to be a sort of trial run. One of the higher ups is going to be there tomorrow. Oh God, why am I telling you this? I could lose my job for telling you this—I hope you know that.”

“So you lied to me? You told me she was an intern but really she’s here to take my job?” I said, clenching my other hand into a tight fist.

“It’s not your job, Rich. You would keep your current job and, uh, she would be your boss.”

“She’s a teenager!” I said.

“She’s twenty,” he said.

“Oh, good. That’s so much better. She’s twenty. I’m sure she has all the experience necessary to be a regional manager. Let me guess: the company wants a woman and she was the best they could come up with… Affirmative action at work! By this time next year, the company will be broke.”

“Rich, calm down. I wasn’t supposed to tell you anything and now I regret saying anything. Please just keep this to yourself. Try to be professional. Sell some of the company’s new framing tools. Show the big boss that you deserve the spot. This is me trying to help you, though I’m not sure why. You’ve been a real asshole lately.”

“Whatever, Parker. I’m hanging up.”

“Please—whatever you do, do not tell anyone that I told you—”

I hung up the phone and then I threw it against the ground. It shattered into hundreds of tiny pieces. I yelled at the sky and then I took a deep breath. It was a moment before I realized my phone was destroyed: my only source of entertainment. I hadn’t even brought my laptop with me, thinking I would be spending all of my time between a hotel bed and a busy club. Now I had nothing. And that horrible little girl was soon going to be my boss. How could they lie to me like that? And Kelsey must have been in on the lie—she never mentioned that she was already working for the head office.

I took a deep breath and made my way back to the convention hall. I scanned around the room and spotted Kelsey chatting with a few old people. I sauntered over to hear what she was saying. “I know that these tools are mostly for industrial framing, but if you were to start framing as a hobby, it wouldn’t be long before something like this was very useful to you.” She held up a corner clamp designed for a very massive picture frame. I couldn’t help but laugh.

I put my hand on one of the old ladies’ backs and guided her aside. “Don’t listen to this girl,” I said. “You don’t need a clamp like this.”

“Oh. I don’t?” she said.

“Let’s be honest. Were you really going to buy one?”

She looked around and then shrugged her shoulders. “Well, I’m not really sure I need one. I don’t even really know anything about picture frames.”

“Look, lady. I get it. You’re here because you’re bored and it’s the only thing in town.”

“Richard!” Kelsey said with wide, horrified eyes. I held up my finger to shush her.

“After we close down here in an hour, you’re going to go back to your lonely room, with that ten year old picture of your son by your bedside: the son that never visits you.”

“Excuse me?” the old woman said.

“Well, why would he visit you? You have one little picture of him, which he gave to you. Am I right? You can’t even be bothered to get your own photos printed. You know it costs less than a dollar to get a nice enlargement, right? You can just go onto Facebook and find a picture of him and get it printed. But you won’t because you like being miserable and lonely. If you actually started printing out pictures and putting them in nice frames—and showing your family that you actually care about them and not just the money they send to pay for your care—then maybe they would visit more often. I mean, if my grandma spent a week making a special picture frame with a picture of me in it, I would be buying a plane ticket right now to go visit her. But I’m not doing that because, like you, my grandma is rotting away in some retirement centre. No one cares about her and I’m almost convinced she doesn’t care about any of us. You even look a bit like her, to be honest. And that’s how I know you aren’t going to buy any of these tools. You aren’t going to start a new hobby because you like the pity you get from being bored and lonely.”

She stared into my eyes with a disgusted look on her face. Kelsey’s look was even more horrified. Then, the old woman spoke. “Well that starter kit right there. How much is it?”

“It’s one ninety-nine. I can work out a payment plan that works with your pension. Take out your credit card, would you?”

Kelsey stared at me in horror until the paperwork was finished and the old lady was on her way with a set of industrial picture framing tools that she would never use. “That was horrible. You almost made that woman cry.”

“I made her buy a set of tools. How many sets have you sold today?” I looked across the table. “Looks like none. It’s fine. You’re just an intern. Though I would expect an intern to at least move a few units over the course of an entire day. But some interns are just more gifted than others, I guess.” I winked as that horror lingered on her face.

She didn’t have the experience I had, and I was determined to make it obvious over the next few days, while head office was spying on us. Though it hardly seemed fair that they were sending someone from head office, seeing as she worked for head office. Surely she would recognize the spy; I would just have to guess. I would have to stay on top of my game.

The table next to us started to clean up. “Is it that time already?” I said.

Kelsey nodded her head. “Time to go back to the room.” And until that moment, I’d forgotten that we were going to be stuck sharing a room while we competed for that coveted managerial position. 


CHAPTER IV

I was pretty proud of myself and my one little sale. It was the first sale I’d made at a convention in years—no one ever went to those conventions to buy anything. But my moment of pride was short lived. After we returned to our motel room, Kelsey said, “I can’t believe you talked to a customer like that. I just can’t believe it. She was a nice old lady and you almost made her cry.”

“How was she nice? She was standing there, wasting your time. Sure, she spoke softly and looked like a nice old grandma, but she was just out to satisfy her own needs.”

“She was lonely, Richard,” Kelsey said with narrowed eyes.

“And it was nice of her to make that our problem?”

“You know, I could have reported you for fondling me last night. And I could report you now for abusing a little old lady,” she said as she stormed off to the bathroom to check her makeup in the mirror. “And not to mention the drinking—and the fact you just disappeared for an hour in the middle of the day.”

“You’re going to tattle on me? That’s amazing. Aren’t you just a wonderful person,” I said, rolling my eyes and shaking my head. “Fine. Tattle on me. See if I care. You think that will make you look so amazing? In fact, when you call, why don’t you just tell them that I went on some antisemetic rant, and that I punched a black guy in the face because I’m a white supremacist, and that I hate trannies and gays.”

“Excuse me?” she said.

“Oh please. You know I’m joking, right? You can’t be this thick.”

“No. What did you say. ‘Trannies’?”

“What about them?”

“You can’t say trannies, Richard. Do you know how offensive that word is?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes again. “Oh boy, here we go.”

“I’m serious. That’s not a nice word. It’s cruel, actually.”

“Is it now? Let me guess: you’re one of those little white girls who fights for the oppressed: blacks, gays, trannies—even though you know nothing about them. Really, you’re just the daughter of some wealthy businessman; you were probably raised in a rich, all-white school, and you’ve probably never even seen a tranny before, outside of the Internet. Just spare me the guilt trip. Save your energy for the next Amnesty International rally. And stop trying to ruin careers based on your stupid assumptions.”

“Stop using that word,” she said, suddenly looking shy and defeated.

“Which word? Tranny? Tranny, tranny, tranny, tranny, tranny. What are you going to do about it? Go tell your non-existent tranny friends about how horrible I am? And what’s so wrong about that word anyway? Just a few years ago, that was what they wanted to be called.”

“We never wanted to be called that,” she said.

I paused for a moment, and then I laughed. “We?” I said with a little scoff. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“What do you think it means?” she said with her shy, quivering lips. Apparently I was really starting to trigger her.

I had to think for a moment. “What? Do you identify as a male or something? That seems unlikely, seeing as the company hired you with the new HR rules. I’m pretty sure they’re done hiring white men for the next decade. Or do you identify as a black man? That would be interesting. Why do you look like you’re about to cry? Did I touch on a nerve?” I shook my head. She couldn’t even handle a supposedly mean word (that had nothing to do with her). How was she going to handle being the regional manager? How was she going to be in charge of nearly one hundred employees if she couldn’t emotionally handle a single word? “Look, Kelsey. I think you need to find a new career path if I’m going to be honest. This probably isn’t the right fit for you. The sales world is tough. You have to compete. You have to be mean. It’s a competitive landscape. You can’t let silly words like tranny hurt your feelings.”

“Just stop using the word. Is that so much to ask?” she said. I could tell that she was biting her tongue.

“Would you prefer shemale? Or ladyboy?” I shrugged my shoulders and laughed. Why was she so hung up on the word.

“Transgender works fine.”

I rolled my eyes. “Transgender. Tranny. What’s the difference?”

“Richard,” she said sternly. “I’m trans.”

“Sure you are, sweetie,” I said.

“I am.”

“Right. What kind of trans are you? Female to female? Give me a break.”

“I used to be a man,” she said with a dark red face.

“Oh, I see. You’re fucking with me. Okay, well in that case, I used to be a toad. But a princess gave me a kiss on the lips and now I’m Prince Charming.”

“I’m not lying to you, Richard.”

“Sure. You’re a man. Let’s go with that. So does that mean you could impregnate a woman? Is that what I’m supposed to believe.”

“Yes,” she said.

“So you’ve still got your ding dong down there?” I laughed, shaking my head.

She nodded her head.

“This is ridiculous. Why are we wasting our time with this ridiculous role playing nonsense?” I said. I took a deep breath. She was beginning to exhaust me: trying to make me feel guilty while making her case more and more ridiculous.

She took a deep breath. Then she reached down and grabbed the base of her short skirt. She paused for a moment and then she pulled up, revealing her black panties. I froze for a moment, shocked that she was flashing me. But there was nothing unusual to see: a woman’s crotch, clad with black panties. “What am I not seeing?” I said, shaking my head.

She looked down. Then she pointed with her finger at a bulge between her thighs: the bulge of her pussy.

“Yes, I know what a pussy looks like. So when you rat me out to head office, are you going to tell them that you flashed your pussy at me because I kept saying the word ‘tranny’?”

She sighed, then she grabbed the panties from between her legs and began to pull them to the side. Was she seriously about to show me her cunt? Was this her weird way of coming onto me?

Suddenly, something fell out. It uncurled quickly and swayed from side to side. It was smooth and long and a slight shade darker than the skin on her smooth, pale legs. It was a cock, and it sure as hell looked real. I opened my mouth to speak. No words came out. She grabbed her dick and pulled it back into her panties.

“Now will you stop using that word?” she said.

I tried to comment—to say anything—but I couldn’t produce anything but a soft whimper. Did I just see a cock, or was I hallucinating? “W—What was that?” I asked.

“You know what it was. Now stop using that word. Got it? Or I will tell HR about the slacking off and the drinking and the harassing of old ladies. And I mean it.”

I nodded my head slowly. “O—Okay,” I said. I couldn’t believe I was looking at a biological male. I still wasn’t sure I believed it, even though that cock looked awfully real. I felt her breasts the night before—only for a few seconds, but long enough to feel that they were real. At least they felt real. They were soft and squishy. Her skin was warm and smooth. Her scent was undeniably feminine—though that was easy enough. Any man could use girly soaps and deodorants and perfumes. Any man can shave his body and moisten his skin with moisturisers. Any man can grow his hair long and use nice shampoos and conditioners. But what about that face? She had those big eyes and those amazing lashes and those feminine cheekbones. Did she use makeup to cover her surgery scars? Was I missing something? Now I was staring at her throat, trying to decide if I could see a lump or not.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Huh?” I said. “What do you mean? I’m fine.” My voice cracked slightly.

She put her hand to her lips and let a giggle slip. “You’re all red. Are you blushing?”

“I’m not blushing,” I snapped. “That wasn’t real. You’re screwing with me.” Then I remembered the cock: the way it swayed and the way it seemed to swell slightly. It was definitely alive. If it was a prosthetic, then it was one of the best ever made. And if it was a prosthetic, then why did she have it? It’s not like she set the conversation up. I was the one who kept pushing the tranny thing. It’s not like she was waiting for me to go on a rant about trannies. So it must have been real, which meant I needed to make it clear that I wasn’t attracted to men. “I mean—you look pretty convincing, but I had a hunch.” I cleared my throat. “Now that you mention it, I guess it’s kind of obvious. But I mean, good job. You look better than most tran—uh—transgender people.” I forced a smile. I could feel my face getting redder.

She giggled and shook her head before turning away from me.

And now it seemed even more obvious why she was competing with me for that management position: HR wanted to shove a trans person into the spotlight so they could show off. It was classic corporate virtue signalling. I probably stood no chance, unless I managed to absolutely humiliate her on the convention floor when the ‘scout’ was present.

I went to the bathroom and closed the door. I stared in the mirror for a long minute, and then I realized that it was probably strange that I was making no noise, so I turned on the shower and went back to the mirror to stare at myself. My face really was red, and my eyes were dilated. I felt strangely foolish, and a bit grossed out. I slept in the same bed as her the night before, and I was about to sleep in that bed again. I wouldn’t have slept in that bed had I known she had a cock between her legs… And it wasn’t a small cock, either. Flaccid, it was at least five inches long. My own cock wasn’t even four inches long flaccid. It wasn’t fun to think that the barely legal little white girl had a bigger dick than me.

And what was I going to do now? The motel was booked completely and the nearest motel was probably also filled with convention attendees. So it was either sharing that bed or sleeping outside somewhere, in a town infested with gigantic mosquitoes and frequently changing weather (and not to mention the creepy old people, who I didn’t trust in the slightest).

I went into the shower and stood under the hot water for a long time. I felt strangely dirty, having slept in the same bed as that big dick. I wondered how close I came to touching it when I first put my hands on her, after I crawled into bed with her. And did Parker know that she was trans? Did he know that I was sharing a bed with a big cock? Was he laughing about it with all of my co-workers? Was this his way of getting revenge after I kissed his wife?

The water started to turn cold. The motel’s hot water heater was empty. So I got out, got dressed, and quickly took off for the town’s only little bar, just because there was nothing else to do.

I went straight to the bartender and said, “Two fingers of whiskey—the strongest stuff you have. And don’t cheap out—it’s being expensed.” He just stared at me with an unfriendly expression. “What’s your problem?”

“I’m just remembering the tip you left me last night,” he said with that scowl. It was hard to tell: was he the same bartender? All the old men looked the same in that town—they were all probably related.

I sighed. “Are you upset about it?” I said. “Then take it up with your employer. It’s not a customer’s job to make sure you’ve got a living wage.”

“I’m retired, kiddo,” he said with a deep voice. “Tips go to the veterans’ fund.”

I looked around. A number of old people were staring at me, waiting for me to get up and leave. But I couldn’t leave. There were no other bars in that town and the liquor store closed at 6:00 PM. I had to figure out a way to stay. So I forced a chuckle. “Oh, I didn’t know that,” I said. “Well let me make up for it. I’ll buy everyone here a round.”

But the bartender didn’t flinch, and neither did his posse of old men.

“C’mon, guys. Don’t let something silly ruin your day. I had a long day, stuck in a hot community hall with a number of people who haven’t bathed in days. I’ve had nothing to eat but stale buns, and I’m stuck sharing a bed with another man—who likes to sleep in lingerie.”

Now their eyes were beginning to narrow.

“It’s a long story,” I said. “Well actually, it’s really not that long. I mean—she’s long, assuming it’s real. The point of the story is: I’m exhausted. I need a beer. When I was here last night, I was in a bad mood. Now I’m offering to make it up. I’ll buy you all a beer. Isn’t that fair?”

“These guys already drink free here,” said the bartender.

“Oh. Well that’s just great, isn’t it? I bet they really appreciate that. Here,” I said, reaching into my wallet. “Here’s ten dollars. Consider it a 200% tip on yesterday’s bill. Now, if you wouldn’t mind, could you please pour me two fingers of your strongest whiskey? I’ll even pay in advanced. Here’s another twenty. That should cover the whiskey and the tip. Why are you just standing there?”

“I’m going to ask you to leave,” the man said.

“Don’t do that,” I said. “C’mon. Just serve the drink. I’ll pay double. It’s all on the company, after all. Here’s another twenty. I just gave you fifty dollars in total.”

“Boys, want to help this young man leave?” the bartender asked, looking at his gang of senior citizens. I couldn’t help but laugh. Then they stood up.

“Wait. You’re not kidding? C’mon, boys. This is crazy. You’re going to kick me out because I didn’t leave a tip yesterday? That’s where we’re at now? Which war did you fight in? I’m guessing World War II, am I right? And now look at you, kicking a guy out because he didn’t leave a voluntary tip—God forbid! You fought for freedom and now you’re acting like a bunch of commies.” One of the men put his hands on my arm. I pulled to free myself, but his grip was strong. “Hey now. Let go of me or I’ll press charges. I just want whiskey. Pour me a damn whiskey!”

Another man grabbed my other arm. Now they were holding me tight. I wanted to throw a punch but I was worried I would end up killing one of the men—though I was no longer so certain that they were very fragile. “Let me go!” I said. Now everyone in the bar was watching: senior citizens and convention presenters alike. I wriggled and fought. I was determined to get that drink. I wasn’t going to let a bunch of old men expel me from the only bar in town—especially since I still had five more days to survive in that horrible little shithole.

Suddenly everyone stopped. I continued to flail, and suddenly I pulled loose and jumped to the side, fists up, ready to fight. But the men weren’t looking at me. Now, they were looking at Kelsey, who had just arrived at the bar. She was wearing a red silk dress that wasn’t so different from her little night dress. She had a black choker on around her throat and her eyes were dark with thick eyeliner. She was dolled up and she had the attention of every man in that bar. They were all frozen like thick-skulled characters in some cheesy movie, all in awe of her beauty, which was only a step above mediocre in any normal place, but in Morinville, she was an easy 10/10.

I was tempted to announce to the bar that she was actually a man, with a cock curled up in her panties. But I was happy to have the attention away from me. She scanned around the bar, smiling at the men staring at her. She looked shy, but she was dressed like she was looking for a hookup. “Hello,” she said softly. A few of the men replied with soft helloes of their own.

Then she noticed me. Her eyes narrowed. “Richard?” she said. “I was wondering where you went.”

“You know this goon?” the bartender asked.

She nodded her head. “Isn’t he the worst?” she asked.

“He’s certainly a lowlife,” said the bartender. I rolled my eyes but fought away the urge to snap back.

“Believe it or not, he means well.”

There was a moment of silence. I could almost hear the old bartender biting down on his tongue. “If you say so, ma’am,” he said.

“Come on and sit down. I’ll buy you a drink,” I said.

She stepped towards me with a smile. The angry old men stepped back from me, giving me a pass, likely because they were worried I was going to steal away the only pretty girl in town if they pushed me any further. They let me sit down and they watched cautiously as I patted the seat next to me.

Kelsey sat down. Her perfume was strong, scrambling the signals in my brain. I knew that she was male, but that reality just wasn’t computing. How could she be a male? How could she smell so good and look so pretty? Were my standards starting to sink down to the same low standards as the rest of the town?

“What the hell did you do now?” she whispered to me.

“I don’t know. The people here are sensitive.” I looked up at the bartender. “Two fingers of whiskey and whatever she wants.”

“Just a vodka soda, if that’s okay,” she said.

“Of course it’s okay. It’s a bar, Kelsey. It’s literally the guy’s job.” I said it loud enough for the bartender to hear, just so I could creep under his skin a little bit more. For some reason I was safe with Kelsey. For some reason, having a pretty girl next to me meant they didn’t want my head on a plate.

“You’re going to make a bad reputation for our company,” she said.

“We’re a global company. You think poking fun at a few seniors in a no-name Canadian town is going to affect our reputation?”

“You should just try to be nice wherever you go, and whoever you’re talking to.”

“Don’t forget what I told you: being nice doesn’t move product,” I said. “You want to make it in this business, you’re going to need to learn to be a bitch… Or a prick, whichever you prefer.”

The bartender came back with our drinks. He gave me a dagger stare before looking at Kelsey. “Ma’am. You look lovely, by the way.”

“Thank you so much,” she said. “And I’m sorry about him. He’s been having a rough week.”

I forced a thin smile before turning back to Kelsey. I took a long sip from my drink. I waited for the bartender to walk out of earshot. “So how long have you been a girly girl, if you know what I mean?”

“Five years,” she said.

“So what? Since you were fourteen?” I said.

“That’s right,” she said.

I nodded my head. “So, you were, like, actually a boy.”

“That’s correct.”

I took a long sip from my drink. “So—and don’t take this the wrong way—don’t you think that maybe you only got your job here because every HR department in the country desperately wants people like you to prove that they’re more ‘inclusive’?”

“Is that why you think I got this job?” she asked, taking a sip from her own drink.

“It’s nothing personal. I’m just wondering if that bothers you.”

“Could you honestly tell that I was trans?” she asked.

“Like I said, I had a hunch.”

“Is that why you were staring at my ass all morning when we were getting ready? What? You don’t think I could see you through the mirror? And is that why you cuddled up to me last night and rubbed your boner all over my back?”

“I didn’t do that… Did I?” I said. I couldn’t be held accountable for what I did when I was asleep! That wasn’t fair. But I had been checking out her bum that morning while she was getting her makeup done. It didn’t help that she was standing in front of the mirror, leaning forward slightly, making her ass perk out.

She laughed. “I’ve lost count of how many times you’ve stared at my chest. And every time your eyes go down, your cheeks turn red. Is that just a coincidence?” she asked.

“You’ve got me all wrong,” I said. “And I can’t help where my eyes go. If you wear dresses like that one, with your tits practically falling out, my eyes are going to wander. Besides, maybe I’m just distracted by your implants. Where I’m from, girls don’t have implants, so that’s new to me.”

“I don’t have implants, asshole,” she said. She grabbed her boobs and gave them a shake. “These are from five years of HRT. And I’m surprised you can’t tell the difference between implants and the real thing—even after grabbing me last night.”

I opened my mouth to reply, and then I stuttered. “Don’t be ridiculous. I can tell the difference. I just—you have—whatever. If you want to be mad, then be mad. It must be exhausting, being outraged all the time.”

She stared at me with a smile. “At first I thought you were some big player, but now I’m starting to think that you’re just insecure.”

I laughed and shook my head. “Insecure about what?”

“Your sexuality, mostly. Maybe some other things as well.”

I perked up. “Are you calling me gay?” I asked.

She started laughing as if I just told the funniest joke she’d ever heard. And now I felt like other people were staring at me again, giggling behind my back. A cold shiver ran from the base of my spine to the top of my skull.

“I assure you that I’m straight.”

“Are you sure?” she asked. Then she leaned over to whisper. “Because you seemed awfully excited when I showed you my dick.”

“I don’t care about whatever you have between your hams,” I said. I took a big sip from my drink. “Boy, girl, tranny—I could care less. But I only sleep with women; I know that, and I’m confident about that. I’m not insecure about anything. Sorry to burst your fun bubble.”

She was staring at me, glaring into my eyes, not looking away no matter how long I stared at the wall in front of me. “I told you to stop saying that word. It’s offensive. And even though you know that, you continue to use it.”

And honestly, I did purposely use the word to get under her skin. It only seemed fair after she accused me of being a closeted homosexual. “Whatever,” I said.

“No—not whatever. If that’s how you want to be, maybe I will give your boss a call. I don’t want to be that girl who goes around getting everyone she doesn’t like fired. But maybe you need to learn a lesson. Maybe the world doesn’t become a better place until people like you are punished.”

“Punished?” I said. “You’re starting to sound like a proper communist.”

She shook her head. “Okay, so you’re just going to double down then? Then I’m going to call Parker.” She pulled out her phone. My heart skipped a beat. I thought she was kidding, and then I remembered what Parker told me earlier, about the new HR rules. They were changing their three strike policy to a zero tolerance policy. One phone call from Kelsey and I would be unemployed.

“Wait. Don’t do that. C’mon. I’m just teasing you,” I said.

“Too bad,” she said.

“No—not too bad. Don’t call Parker. You’ll get me fired. What the hell is wrong with you? C’mon, Kelsey. Don’t get me fired.”

She started the call. She put the phone up to her ear. I thought she was bluffing, and then I heard Parker’s voice coming through her phone. “Hi Kelsey. Is everything alright?” How did she get his number? Was she actually about to ruin my life because of a little joke?

“Kelsey. Give me that phone,” I said. “Please don’t do this. I’ll do anything.”

She turned to me with a grin on her face. “Anything?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Anything,” I said.

“Kelsey? Everything okay? Are you there? Did you pocket dial me?” Parker’s tiny voice asked.

“Sorry, Parker. I did pocket dial you. Sorry about that.”

“No problem. Hopefully everything is okay at the convention.”

“Everything is fine. Great, even,” she said with a smile. “I’ll call you tomorrow with an update.” She hung up and turned to me.

My heart was pounding ferociously. Why was she messing with me? Why was she so offended by that stupid little word? “So you’ll do anything, huh?” she said.

“Sure. Whatever.”

“Finish your drink and let’s head back to the motel.” She took her drink and impressively poured it back, finished a strong amount of alcohol in a very quick period of time: one of her few masculine qualities. I chugged back my whiskey and then I pulled another twenty out from my wallet and slapped it down on the counter. I had no idea what Kelsey had in mind but I was determined to keep my job—and I was still determined to get that promotion. 


CHAPTER V

The first thing she did back at the room was close the curtains. Then she turned on the lights and I saw the big smile on her face. “Okay, so what are we doing?” I asked.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

“Why?” I said.

“Because you’re going to do whatever I say. And if you try to tell Parker about any of this, I’ll tell him about everything. You’ll definitely lose your job, and you’ll probably never get another job again—at least not on this continent. So take off your clothes.”

I groaned and shook my head. I had to play along with her dumb game. She was so shy and timid; her punishment was probably going to be weak and lame—but I knew I would have to pretend to hate it so she wouldn’t be inclined to make it any worse. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. “Now what?” I said.

“All your clothes. Even your socks.”

“What about my underwear.”

“Take them off. I want you naked,” she said.

My hands began to tremble. What kind of humiliation did she have in mind? I stood still for a moment, weighing my options. I had a feeling she was bluffing, but I couldn’t help but wonder what she would have said to Parker had I not promised to do anything. I had to follow through, no matter how embarrassing. So I took off my clothes. I turned my back to her and pulled down my underwear. I tried to pull on my cock a little bit to stimulate a bit of blood flow, so it wouldn’t look quite so small. I hated that she was bigger than me: that was the real humiliation here.

When I turned back around, with a hand covering my cock, I saw that she was holding a tiny black dress in one hand and a pair of fishnet stockings in the other. “Put these on,” she said, letting a shy giggle slip.

“You’re kidding me, right?” I said.

She shook her head. “No. Put them on,” she said. She handed me the outfit. I stared at it for a long moment before letting a long sigh out from my lips. “This is so ridiculous.”

I turned my back to her and slipped into the dress. Sadly, it fit quite well. I wasn’t a big guy: shorter than most men, and skinnier than most as well. I wasn’t quite as petite as Kelsey—at least I assumed as much. Though now I was beginning to wonder, seeing as I could fit into her dress. Maybe she wasn’t quite as small as she looked. Maybe she just knew how to pick the right outfit and do her hair the right way. Maybe I was just as small and feminine as her.

She giggled as I pulled the stockings up my legs. “Those look cute on you,” she said.

I forced a smile. “Thanks,” I said.

“You look like a proper trans girl now,” she said. “Sadly I don’t have a nice wig for you, but your hair is kind of feminine in a hipster sort of way.”

I had medium-length hair, short on the sides, and I kept it slicked back. Though now it was hanging to the side after a long day in a hot community hall, and after being roughed up a bit by a gang of old men.

“Now what?” I said.

“Now, I want you to drop to your knees,” she said.

I paused for a moment before following the command. I took a deep breath, getting my knees comfortable on the old carpet. I looked up at her cute body. I had to admit that she was kind of cute. She knew how to hide her masculine features, and she did happen to have many naturally feminine features. “Happy?” I said.

Then, from behind her back, she pulled out a long blue dildo. It was rubber and floppy, swaying up and down and side to side. I pulled my head back. “Careful. Where did you get that? Is that yours?”

She shrugged her shoulders. Her face was dark red. “It’s mine. Do you have a problem with it?”

I watched as it bobbed up and down. It was a big dildo. The thought of it having been up her biologically male asshole made me cringe. “Get it away from me.”

“No,” she said. “It’s clean. I clean it regularly—don’t worry about that. Now I want you to suck it.” She held it up to her pelvis and let it dangle in my face. She giggled, leaning forward so the big tip was close to my lips. I squirmed away, catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror, dolled up in her little black dress and fishnet stockings. Why did she even have the outfit with her? It was like something an escort would wear—or maybe a young girl on a hot date with some rich billionaire. It didn’t seem at all appropriate for a Morinville framing convention.

“I’m not sucking your dildo,” I said.

“You’ll suck it or I’ll call Parker.”

“Why?” I said. “What lesson am I supposed to learn from this, exactly? Will sucking your butt toy make me learn to never say the word ‘tranny’ again?”

“Because it’s what I want,” she said. “There’s no reason. I just want to watch you suck a big cock.” Then she held up her phone with her other hand. “Or I can call Parker.”

I groaned. I stared at the swaying blue cock. Then I shook my head. “Fine. Whatever.” I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and I leaned forward. The cock went into my mouth, sliding down along my tongue. I felt incredibly stupid.

“Suck it, beautiful,” she said.

I closed my lips around it and began to suck, bobbing my head to entertain her. Luckily, it didn’t taste like an asshole. I could smell her perfume, which somehow made the whole situation feel less gay. I kept bobbing my head.

She kept giggling. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “Try to go deeper. Get it down that pretty throat of yours.”

I pushed further, gagging slightly as the tip hit the back of my throat. I shuddered, remembering that toy had been deep in her anus—probably many times. I couldn’t believe I was doing something so humiliating. Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut. Maybe I should have just been nice and let the week pass by without any controversies.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“No,” I said, muffled.

“Speak like a lady. And I want to hear you say yes. Well? Come on now. Do you like it?”

I groaned. “Yes,” I said with a girly voice. And then I kept sucking. I could feel the fake cock’s bulbous tip and thick fake veins. It was a weird feeling.

She began to use her hips to thrust the toy in and out from my mouth. She put her phone down and then grabbed the back of my head. Her fingers slipped into my hair as she went in and out. And then she giggled again.

“You really do like it,” she said.

“Whatever,” I said.

“Look,” she said. I opened my eyes. It was a moment before I realized where she was trying to get me to look. I looked down and saw that I had an erection pressing against the thin fabric of the dress. I suddenly froze with embarrassed terror.

“That’s just—it’s because of your perfume,” I said.

“I haven’t heard that one before,” she said with a laugh.

I leaned back, away from the cock. “I’m not gay,” I said.

“No one said you were gay. You’re sucking a toy, not a man.”

“You know what I mean,” I said.

“I’m not sure I do know what you mean. And you aren’t sounding very ladylike right now. Try to soften your voice. Speak higher.”

I took a deep breath. I could feel anger building up in me. I wished I would have had another shot of whiskey before leaving that bar. “I’m done with this. You had your silly fun,” I said, standing up. I felt a cool breeze creeping up my little dress. “I’m exhausted. I’m going to bed. If you want to stay up and play your weird games alone, you go for it. As for me: I’m done.”

I stormed off to the bathroom to take that little dress off. I had no idea why I had that erection. Even once the dress was off, my cock continued to throb mercilessly, begging me to give it a quick rub. And I was tempted to quickly pump it, just to make it go away—but I fought the urge. I had a feeling Kelsey was by the door, listening, waiting for me to make my humiliation even worse. I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction. 


CHAPTER VI

I saw a man wander into the convention the next day; he didn’t look like any of the presenters, and he certainly didn’t look like a local. He was wearing a black suit, nice shoes, and a short, neatly trimmed beard. He had a pair of expensive sunglasses dangling from the top button of his dress shirt. I stared at the man for a moment before noticing Kelsey; she was looking his way, watching him closely. When she noticed me staring at her, she suddenly looked away from the man, turning back to the three old men standing at our little booth, scanning through products they had no intention of buying.

“Who’s that guy?” I asked casually.

“Which guy?” Kelsey said without looking up from the table.

“The guy you were just looking at,” I said.

“I wasn’t looking at a guy.” She looked around the room. “Which guy are you talking about?” There was a falseness in her voice. Was she lying to me? Was that man one of her co-workers from head office? Was he here to decide who was more worthy of a promotion: me or her?

I stood upright. The suited man was walking slowly with his hands in his pockets. He kept inching closer and closer to our booth, glancing over occasionally. Surely he was the man Parker warned me about. Surely he was the judge in my battle with Kelsey.

“Excuse me,” I said to the old men scanning through our products. They all looked up at me.

“Could you please put that down,” I said to the old man holding up one of our company’s signature corner clamps.

“Oh. Okay. Sure,” he said.

“It’s just very expensive,” I said. “It’s one of our most expensive products.”

The man looked down at the price tag. “It is?” The clamp was priced at thirty dollars. We had products valued around $250.

“It’s a $150 clamp. Have you ever even seen a clamp worth $150? It’s priced that high because they’re all handmade by some of the world’s best framers. Sometimes, when we sell out, we’ll see people trying to sell them on eBay for two hundred bucks. And right now, these five here are the only five on the market. The team that makes them is on a hiatus—so it would be a real disaster if you accidentally broke one.”

“The price tag says thirty dollars,” the old man said.

I paused for a moment. “What? It does?” I leaned over. “Oh no. That’s a mistake. Shit.” I looked over at Kelsey. “Have we been selling these for thirty dollars? Do you have any idea what these are worth online?”

She stared at me with narrowed eyes. She knew that I was trying to rip the old men off; she clearly didn’t like it, but she wasn’t doing anything to stop me. “I need to go make a call. I’ll be back in a minute.”

I stepped out of the venue, paced around for a couple of minutes, and then the old men were still there when I got back. I let a few profanities slip under my breath before turning to Kelsey. “They said there’s nothing we can do. If we changed the price now, it would mess with accounting and everything. I don’t see why they can’t just let us change the price. I mean—it’s more money. Isn’t that all that matters? If you ask me, they’re just being pests. They’re probably too lazy to go into the system and make the change. It’s that staff party right now, isn’t it? Ah, that’s it. Those bastards.” I turned back to the old man, who was once again holding the clamp. “Sorry, sir. What did I say? Put it down if you don’t want to buy it. That clamp is worth more than a month of Meals on Wheels.”

“Maybe I’ll buy it. Actually, I think I’ll buy a few of them. What website did you mention before? Was it iBay?”

“Yes, sir. The site is iBay.” I sighed. “And I guess I have to sell these for thirty bucks a pop. You’re really ripping me off, old man. Wipe that grin off your face. I feed my family with these commissions.”

The suited man was close when I was accepting the money from the old man. He stopped and watched for a minute. His eyes widened; he looked impressed. I bit my tongue to stop myself from smiling. “Hello, sir. How can we help you today?” I asked with a straight back, hands clasped properly at my waist.

“I’m just browsing around,” he said calmly. But I knew he was really scouting us out. Kelsey knew it too—she was perked up and nervous: cheeks red as she gently bit her bottom lip. But she was too nervous to take command. Instead, she let me do all the talking, giving me the best opportunity to prove that I was the better of the two of us.

“Do you have framing experience, or are you new to the craft?” I asked.

“I have a bit of experience,” he said, nodding his head slowly.

“Great. Great. Then let me show you some very exciting products.” Kelsey was staring at me now with a cautious look. I led the man through all of the different products, pretending to be more and more excited about each one. “We carry this line of amazing stains,” I said, pulling the stain samples to the front of the table. “These are the highest quality you will find on the market.” I kept talking his ear off, trying to sound as enthusiastic as humanly possible. It wasn’t easy, seeing as I didn’t really care in the slightest about framing products, and I had a feeling he didn’t either. He only cared about the company’s profits.

“That’s lots of great information. Thank you,” he said. Then he looked at Kelsey. “Anything else I should know?” He was asking her.

She paused for a long moment, stuttered slightly, and then she shook her head. “I think he covered everything.”

The man stared into Kelsey’s eyes for a long moment. Surely they knew each other. I could see a glimmer of disappointment on the man’s face, as if he expected more from his affirmative action hire. “Okay, well I’ll process all this info while I walk around. Thank you so much.” He sauntered off, hands back in his pockets. Over the next twenty minutes, he glanced back at us a number of times. I did my best to stay on top of my game, bringing people over, trying to look like the greatest employee the company had ever known. Once the man was gone from the convention, I sat down and let out a big sigh. I was in the middle of talking to an old woman about framing glue.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I’m fine. You don’t actually need glue, do you?”

She stared at me for a long moment. “I don’t know. I don’t really have any picture frames.”

“Okay, then beat it.”

Her face became white. I grabbed my flask from my inner pocket and took a big swig. The alcohol was a nice treat: quickly making my tense body relax. Maybe I really did have a chance to get that management position: the position I’d spent the better part of the past five years working towards. It belonged to me—not to some little T-girl who couldn’t even muster up the courage to open her mouth to a client. It was nearly the end of the second day and she still hadn’t sold anything. And I could see on her face that she was quickly realizing that the sales world wasn’t for her. So how was she going to manage a large team of salesmen? What could she possibly say in a productivity meeting if she couldn’t even sell a set of frame clamps?

She was looking at me now, shaking her head. “You really haven’t changed at all,” she said. “Look at you: berating old ladies, drinking on the job...”

“Actually selling product,” I added. I watched as her expression dropped. Now she looked like an injured little lamb. “Look, Kelsey. I get it: you think everyone should be nice and karma will lift the company above the competitors. But guess what? That’s now how it works. You need to learn to be dominant. You need to know when someone can be manipulated and when someone just isn’t interested. That last old lady—she wasn’t interested. In fact, I’m pretty sure she was broke. Didn’t you see the way she kept looking at all of the price tags? She had no money to buy anything. Like everyone here, she’s just bored. But once you’ve been at this for a while, you’ll learn to pick out the ones who at least have some money to spend—or some space on their credit cards. I know you think you’re better than me, but look through our receipts and show me one that exists thanks to you. I’ll wait.”

“I just don’t think you have to be an asshole,” she said.

“No, but you have to be dominant. And that’s definitely something you aren’t.”

She pressed her lips thin and said nothing else. I kept looking around to make sure the man in the black suit didn’t return. “Should we clean this shit up early? I think we had a pretty good day. Want to get a drink?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. Her feelings were hurt. “Sure,” she said softly. But what was I supposed to say? Was I supposed to lie to her and tell her that she was doing an amazing job? That was obviously untrue. She knew that she hadn’t sold anything. She knew that the scout from head office came in and saw her fail completely.

So we went to that bar and got some drinks. Kelsey didn’t have much to say. It was clear that she had a lot on her mind. I couldn’t wipe the smirk off of my face. It felt too good: to know that experience and tenacity could win at the end of the day, despite the odds. The company desperately wanted to put Kelsey into that management position, and I wasn’t giving them the excuse they were looking for.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Tomorrow, we’ll work on making you more dominant.” I winked at her.

“It’s not easy for me,” she said. “I don’t like making people uncomfortable.”

“Well why don’t you practise on me? Try to use my insecurities to sell me something. Make me feel uncomfortable. Go ahead.”

She was staring into my eyes. Suddenly, her face lit up. Her lips curled into a smile. “Okay,” she said. Then she looked around before leaning in close. “I want you to suck my dick—over there, in the bathroom.” Her cheeks were dark red—almost crimson. She was biting her bottom lip hard.

I laughed and shook my head. “Your toy or the real thing?”

“The real thing. And then I want you to swallow.”

“Okay. Uh, I don’t think you get the point of the exercise. You’re supposed to sell me something. I think you’re missing the point.”

“I am selling you something. I’m selling you my load.” She winked.

“I don’t want it,” I said. “Don’t be gross.”

“I don’t care if you want it. You’ll buy it from me. In fact, you’ll pick up the bill here just so you can have my cum.”

“I really won’t,” I said. “C’mon. Try to sell me frame clamp.”

“If you don’t suck me, then I’ll call Parker again. I’ll tell him that you lied to a customer about the price of a product. I’ll tell him that you’ve been drinking on the job.”

“That’s not being dominant—that’s just blackmail,” I said.

“How is it any different from what you do?” she asked as she took a long sip from her drink.

“Well, for one, I don’t threaten to end anyone’s career.”

“No, but you ruin people’s days. You hurt their feelings. You make them feel worthless and then they feel like they have no choice but to buy what you’re selling. And now I’m doing that to you. Because guess what? You are worthless? Your entire career is currently being decided by whether or not you’ll suck my dick.” She bit her lip again, looking strangely cute, even though she was being terrifyingly menacing.

“You’re messing with me, right?” I said.

She shook her head, looking more shy than ever. “You told me to be more dominant. Now let’s go to the bathroom and I’ll be more dominant.” She held up her phone. She already had Parker’s phone number queued up. My stomach groaned.

I assumed she was bluffing. I assumed this was just a joke, to see how far she could push me. Once we were in the bathroom and I was on my knees, she would call the whole thing off. She didn’t actually have the balls to stick her cock in my mouth—did she? I looked into her eyes. I felt like I was playing a game of high-stakes poker. “Fine,” I said, calling her bluff. “Let’s go to the bathroom.”

I got up and she followed me, taking one last big sip from her drink. I got to the bathroom door first. I opened it for her and then looked back at her. She was swaying slightly as if she was drunk. Was she drunk? If she was really buzzed, would she end up following through? Was she in that sort of ‘bad decision making’ state of mind? I took a deep breath. No—surely it was all just a bluff. She entered the bathroom and I followed her in, locking the door behind us.

She looked down at the floor. “On your knees,” she said, once again biting her bottom lip with cute red cheeks.

“Fine,” I said, lowering myself down. Any second, she would call this whole thing off. I looked up at her. She wasn’t doing anything: keeping her distance while staring at me with that nervous look on her face. “Any day now.”

She took a step forward. She reached down and grabbed the bottom of her tight pencil skirt. She danced her hips from side to side as she pulled it up. She was delaying—obviously trying to make me nervous. She was hoping I would tap out first. But I wasn’t going to tap out. I knew she was bluffing. Now I could see her white panties, and I could see the long bulge of her transgender cock. I took a deep breath.

“Let’s get this over with, girly,” I said.

She took another step forward, surrounding me with the smell of her amazing perfume. My hands began to tremble. That bulge wasn’t far from my lips. I stared at it for a moment while she slipped her fingers under the waistband of her panties. My heart skipped a beat. Surely she was about to cave.

Then the panties shimmied down. I watched as her long snake was slowly revealed. I couldn’t believe how big it was: long and thick and bulging with veins. It looked like a shrunken version of Stallone’s arm.

I laughed nervously. “Okay. Wow,” I said. “I think you’re drunk, Kelsey. We should probably get you home.”

“I’m not drunk,” she said. “I’m hardly buzzed.”

She slipped her fingers under her heavy shaft. She lifted it up. “Now suck it,” she said.

Was she bluffing? Was this some sort of weird joke? “Okay. I get it. You’re being dominant. Good job. I think this is a big step in the right direction. Now put it away.”

“Suck it, asshole,” she said. “I want you to suck me off. Either that or I’ll call Parker.”

“That’s blackmail,” I said. “This is crazy.”

“Is it blackmail? It’s literally my job to tell Parker what you’re doing. It’s taking a lot of willpower to stop myself from calling him and telling him everything.”

“Okay, okay!” I said. I looked back down at the curved shaft, which was throbbing and seemingly growing. I could see her tight foreskin being pulled back over her bulbous tip. My heart stuttered down into the pit of my stomach. I shook my head. “I can’t believe I’m going to do this,” I muttered. I took a deep breath, still partly convinced she was bluffing. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Surely now she would cave!

Then I felt something warm on the tip of my tongue. I twitched and gasped. She giggled. Then I felt it pushing in, through my lips. I was too afraid to open my eyes. I wanted to convince myself that it was just her dildo again—but even her dildo wasn’t this warm. And I could feel it throbbing. Maybe it was just her finger… No, it was way too big to be her finger. It was exactly what I feared: it was her big tranny cock.

“Oh God,” I moaned as it pushed deep into my mouth. She pushed deeper and deeper, sliding her big tip along the inside of my cheek. She giggled again. I felt her fingers press against my lips where she was grasping her semi-erect shaft.

“Now suck it, prick,” she said. “Close your lips around it and suck.”

I paused for a moment. I felt so humiliated. But I couldn’t lose my job, so I closed my lips around the warm throbber and I began to suck as if there was a popsicle in my mouth. And once again, she giggled.

I had to open my eyes, just to see if it was really happening, and it was: she had half of her monster cock in my mouth. She was staring down at me with a big grin and dark red cheeks. My heart fluttered and sputtered. I was really sucking a cock: something I never thought I would come even slightly close to doing.

She grabbed my head with both of her hands and began to guide it, pulling it forward and then pushing it back, over and over, making my tightly pressed lips massage her impressive girth. She let a little moan slip. “That feels nice. Your mouth is so warm.” Her cock was getting harder. I could feel it bloating against my lips, filling out my mouth.

Drool began to trickle out the side of my mouth. I reached up to wipe it, then she grabbed my hand before I could place it back down. She pulled it up to her cock, near her base, and then she forced my fingers to curl around it. Now I was holding her cock and sucking it. “That’s a good little slut,” she said. “Suck it.”

Maybe she wasn’t as shy as I thought she was—or maybe she really was more drunk than I suspected.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “God, it feels so good.”

I kept sucking and bobbing my head. I could feel my pride fluttering away. I couldn’t think of a more humiliating moment in my life. And to make matters worse, now I had an erection throbbing in my pants. I was hard from sucking her. But why? It’s not like I was attracted to her… or was I? It was hardly fair. She was the only young woman in that town. She was attractive simply by contrast. And that perfume had some sort of magical quality to it. It was such a sexy, haunting smell.

She grabbed my head again and began to pull it quickly into her crotch. She was full-blown face-fucking me, pressing her cock down my throat. She was rock hard now. Her cock was impossibly enormous. I gagged and nearly spat up, but I managed to keep myself together, partially thanks to the whiskey that was currently buzzing through my system.

“I’m close,” she said a minute later.

I wanted to be done. I wanted this humiliation to be over. So I pressed my lips as firmly as I could and I bobbed my head as quickly as I could. Spit was running down both of my cheeks now. Her ball sack occasionally slapped me on the chin while she thrusted in and out from my mouth. I could hear her moaning more consistently. I could feel her cock throbbing harder. She really was close! She really was about to come in my mouth!

I closed my eyes again, knowing it was about to explode. I was terrified that it would taste disgusting—but I was more terrified that I might like it. I kind of liked the feeling of her warm cock throbbing on my tongue. I kind of liked to think that I was making her so aroused. I was about to make a beautiful woman come! I looked up her body. I loved her subtle curves and her small tits. And I really loved her flashing eyes and her soft skin.

Her lips parted and a whimper slipped out. Then suddenly, she came. I gasped. Huge blasts of warm goo splattered against the back of my throat. I coughed and nearly pulled back, but she held my head in place until her cock was drained and my mouth was full of her warm load.

“Now swallow it,” she said, half out of breath. I closed my eyes and gulped the cum back. And my worst fear was starting to be realized: I kind of liked the way it tasted. I kind of liked the way it felt on my tongue. And I really liked that I was able to make it happen.

But I did my best not to smile while I wiped my lips and looked down at her still-throbbing cock. I took a deep breath, bit my lip, and stumbled up to my feet. “Now you can’t tell Parker anything. Got it?” I said as my face filled with embarrassment.

“Now you need to behave yourself for the rest of this convention. Got it?” she said.

I paused, bit my tongue, and then I nodded my head. “Okay. Fine.” Maybe it really was a big step in the right direction in terms of her being more dominant. 


CHAPTER VII

Something interesting happened the next morning. We’d only been set up at the convention for an hour when a man sauntered over to our booth. I watched as he scanned through our products, then he began to step away. Suddenly, Kelsey said, “Wait.” The man stopped and turned around to face Kelsey.

“What is it?” the man said.

She paused for a moment. “Uh, don’t you want to buy anything?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I think I’m just browsing.”

“Well you should buy something,” she said. “It’s, uh, a good deal. It’s all a good deal.”

The man remained still for a moment. Was she trying to be assertive? “I’m okay. Thank you.”

I let a little snicker slip, and then Kelsey doubled down. “No. I think you should buy something. You’d regret it if you didn’t.”

“Why’s that?” the man asked.

Kelsey paused again. Then she looked to me, as if she wanted me to save her. Then she looked back at the man. She stuttered and said, “Are you interested in framing?”

“I own a craft store a town over. We sell some framing supplies,” he said.

“Then you definitely need these frame clamps. They’re world famous.”

He looked at them. “They look like normal frame clamps.”

“Well they’re not,” she said. Then she looked back at me, still hoping I would bail her out of the hole she was digging. “They’re, uh, special clamps. They make the most secure fit on the market, and they don’t cause any damage.”

The man shrugged his shoulders. “I just don’t think any of my customers would spend that kind of money on a clamp. Sorry.”

“Oh, I see,” Kelsey said. Then the man started to turn away. “I guess your customers just expect a lousy product then.”

The man stopped and was still for a minute before turning around. “Excuse me?” he said.

“I said, your customers have low expectations. There’s a booth just over there that sells cheap stuff. It breaks easily and tends to do a bit of damage, but it sounds like that’s what you’d rather sell to your customers.”

“You shouldn’t talk to a customer like that,” the man said, narrowing his eyes.

“But you’re not our customer. We sell nice stuff. You’re looking for crap,” she said. “So, uh, just go buy the crap over there.”

“I don’t sell crap,” he said, tilting his chin up.

“Right, but you don’t sell the best.”

“I’m not buying your stupid clamps,” the man said with a scowl.

“I know you’re not.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

I let another little laugh slip.

“You say you don’t sell your customers crap, but the moment I look away, you’re going to buy a bunch of crap from the cheapest booth here and you’re going to sell it to your customers. Look: I don’t care. We’re the top selling framing supply company on the continent. We don’t need your business. But I’m not going to be dishonest and say that you’re not selling your customers crap.”

“My customers can’t afford thirty dollar clamps!” the man said.

“Or can you just not afford to buy them from us?” she asked, stepping back slightly as the man stepped forward, as if she was worried he was about to throw a punch.

“I can afford them just fine.”

“Okay.”

“Okay what?”

“Okay,” Kelsey said, shrugging her shoulders. “I mean, I don’t believe you, but it is what it is.”

“I can afford them. I’m not poor.”

“Right.”

He stormed over to the table, looked around, and then said, “I only see five here. Give me a whole box.”

“A box is a lot of money, sir.”

“I can afford it!” he said. His face was turning red.

“Really, sir. It’s a lot of money. It’s about five hundred dollars.”

“Sell me the fucking box.”

She reached under the table, peeled the price tag off of the three-hundred dollar box of clamps, and then she placed it down in front of the man. “We take cash or credit.”

Once the guy was gone, Kelsey turned to me with a big grin. “How much have you sold again?” she asked with a little wink.

“So you made one big sale. Big deal,” I said.

“I bet I can easily sell more than you by the end of the day,” she said with a big smile. She was clearly on a high. She didn’t realize that she just got lucky and happened to single out the one person who owned a local craft store.

“Not including that sale?” I said.

“Why not?” she said. “You can’t just erase the biggest sale of the week from the scoreboard like that. Or are you scared?” She leaned forward and her lips curled into a bigger smile. She was cute when she smiled. Her smile showed off her perky cheek bones, and it somehow showed off her cute little nose too. I could suddenly smell her amazing perfume. Her bee-stung lips were glistening. I wanted to pull her in to kiss her. I wanted to push her down to the floor so she could put those blowjob lips to work.

“Fine,” I said. “It’s a contest.”

“The loser has to bend over,” she said. Her face was quickly turning red.

I laughed nervously. “Bend over?” I said.

She nodded her head. “That’s right.”

“Are you serious? You mean—like—penetration?”

She winked. Now there was a giant lump in my throat. But I wasn’t worried. Sure, she sold five hundred dollars worth of product already, but I could match that with just a few sales. I knew how to manipulate people easily and she was just learning. I was the one with the advantage, despite her early sale. “Okay, fine,” I said. Also, I wanted to bend her over. I wanted to spread her butt cheeks wide so I could see her puckering hole. I couldn’t wait to sink my firm tip into that tight rectum. I could wait to hear her moan while her asshole stretched wide to accommodate me.

I didn’t even think losing would be a possibility. But I was wrong.

She quickly got better at playing my style of sales. She even stole a few of my moves, convincing a number of older women that their children would essentially disown them if they didn’t invest heavily in picture framing supplies.

I was able to make a few sales. Our booth was by far the highest selling booth at that convention. We moved nearly all of our product. And for a little while, I was convinced that I was ahead. Then Kelsey sold another box of our signature clamps. I looked over and saw her noting down her daily total. That total was more than I’d ever sold in a single day, since I started with the company.

She noticed me looking at her notepad. She looked up into my eyes and grinned. I knew that I’d lost. I knew that I would be bending over for her. “Let’s get a few drinks first, to loosen you up.” She winked at me. My heart stuttered and then plunged down into my stomach. “Or do you think you can sell a few thousand dollars in the next hour?”

Many of the other sellers were beginning to pack up their booths. The contest was over. Kelsey was the winner. And now I was going to get a thick cock rammed deep into my asshole. “Let’s get a drink,” I said. I was going to need the alcohol. 


CHAPTER VIII

We had our drinks. I poured at least four shots down my throat—and I say ‘at least’ because I quickly stopped paying attention to what was being put down in front of me. My mind was elsewhere. My body was rigid with fear. But there was something much, much worse than my fear of being pumped and stretched and hurt by her giant cock: I was worried that I would like it.

And if I liked it, what would that mean? I found myself looking around the bar at all of the men who were looking our way: admiring Kelsey as if she was a perfectly normal girl. Would they still be staring if they knew what she had stuffed into her panties? Did it really make a difference? If people couldn’t tell the difference, then was there really a difference? Sure, she had a cock, but it’s not like she suddenly spoke with a deep voice the moment her panties came down. It’s not like stubble suddenly grew on her face as soon as we were in private. She was still a girly girl: still petite and cute and soft and gentle.

Kelsey tapped on my shoulder. I looked back at her. “The bill’s paid. Let’s go,” she said. I looked forward and saw that my glass was empty. I’d quickly lost track of the night. Now, there was only one thing left to do: get fucked.

The smell of her perfume made my heart skip a beat. Her eyes seemed to flash at me as she smiled. Her little outfit was tight; I could see her perky nipples. I wanted to suck them. I wanted to squeeze her body and I wanted to kiss her all over—even though she was biologically male. I kept reminding myself that she was a boy, not even a full decade ago. But it didn’t seem to matter what I told myself: I wanted her.

We quickly got back to our motel. Kelsey giggled and skipped over to the bathroom. “Get undressed and get bent over,” she said. “I’ll just be a minute.”

It took at least a minute before I realized she’d already closed the curtains, locked the door, and put on some soft music. The lights even seemed to be dimmed. The mood was set, but I was too afraid to move. Somehow I managed to pull off my shirt. My skin was bumpy and cold. I took a deep breath. I wasn’t sure whether to tell myself that it wouldn’t hurt or that it would hurt. Which did I want more?

I closed my eyes. I really wanted it to feel good. I wanted her to make me moan. I wanted to feel euphoria like I never felt before—and I wanted to feel her warm goo oozing out from my body. But at the same time, I didn’t want my life to be reduced to that degeneracy. I was straight. I liked girls. I liked being normal. I didn’t want to be a weirdo. I didn’t want to go to bed every night dreaming about Kelsey and her amazing cock. Though maybe it was too late. Maybe that’s already the only thing I had on my mind. It was all I could think about all day—and it’s why I lost the contest.

I took another deep breath. “Are you almost ready?” Kelsey called out from the bathroom.

I opened my mouth to speak. Nothing came out. I coughed and took yet another deep breath. “Almost ready,” I said. I reached down and slipped off my pants. Now I was naked. I felt small and vulnerable. I walked over to the bed and bent over. My legs were trembling. Was I supposed to widen my legs or keep them close together? Should I be trying to stick a couple of fingers in my ass, to stretch it out and get it ready for her horse-sized appendage?

I heard the bathroom door open. I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to gather my sanity. Then I looked back and saw her walking into the room, clad in adorable lingerie. She was wearing a black satin one-piece, which looked a lot like what the Playboy bunnies wear. She had her hair down, cascading over her shoulders. The same fishnets she made me wear were now on her perfect legs, and she was wearing tall heels, making her body look absolutely perfect. And hanging down between her legs, having been fished out from her tight outfit, was her massive cock. She gently swayed from side to side with smiling and biting her lip. Her cock slapped both of her thighs. My body shuddered with the strangest excitement.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Too bad. You’re going to take all of it.” She walked forward and gently placed a hand on my lower back. Her hand was warm and soft. Then she used her other hand to slap me hard on the ass, making me gasp. I tensed up all over and clenched my asshole tight. She giggled. “Relax, Rich. It’s not going to hurt… much.” She gently caressed my back before moving that hand onto my ass. Her fingertips found my butt crack. She nestled them in and discovered my asshole. She gently teased using the tips of her manicured fingernails.

She stepped up close, pressing that warm snake up to my bum. She giggled again. My body shuddered and I nearly moaned. I was a puddle of mush in front of her. She had complete control of me. I carefully pushed my bum back and began to move it up and down, cradling her cock with my butt cheeks. Then I let a real moan slip before biting down on my tongue. I couldn’t let her know that I was into it. I couldn’t let her know that I badly wanted her to plug me with her giant cock.

Did I lose the contest on purpose? Did I let her outsell me at the convention? Had I been secretly dreaming about this moment for days—since the moment I saw her amazing shaft dangling between her thighs? I wanted to beg her to fuck me, but I kept my mouth shut.

She used her foot to kick my legs apart. She continued to caress me with her hands while her cock got bigger, warmer, and harder. Another embarrassing moan slipped out from my lips. “Get it over with,” I said.

She laughed. “Are you sure you don’t me to make it last?”

I didn’t know what I wanted anymore. My whole body was in a constant cycle: contracting with fear one moment, and then relaxing with excitement the next. I wanted the cock inside of me. I wanted to feel it pulsing in my body. I wanted to know what it felt like when she came. Maybe she would pull out and come on my back so I could feel it dribbling down both of my sides. Maybe she would fuck me so hard I wouldn’t be able to move for twelve hours.

Now her shaft was hard. I couldn’t help myself: I had to feel it. I reached back and slipped my fingers around it, feeling her throbbing veins and her bulbous tip. I squeezed it hard and moaned. My own cock was hard hair, smushed against that bed. I already felt like I was on the verge of coming.

“Put it in me,” I said. I couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted it so badly. I couldn’t pretend to resist any longer. “Oh God, just stuff me. Fuck my brains out.”

She giggled. “Calm down, slut. You’ll get what you want in a minute.”

She took her cock in her hand and gently pulled it up and down, teasing my hole with her tip. She giggled again, circling that tip around my tight hole. I turned my head to the side, so I could see her in the mirror. My God, was she ever beautiful! Her body was perfect, her hair was glistening, and her eyes were amazing. I loved the feeling of her touching me.

“Please. I need it now,” I said. “Please fuck me.”

She nestled in close, cozying her feet up against mine. Now her cock was pressed hard between my butt cheeks. I could feel it throbbing, making my legs weak. I moaned softly as she slowly pulled her tip to line up with my asshole.

There was a long moment of silence, then she suddenly pushed in. Her cock was slick with some sort of lubricant, or maybe it was her saliva. I could feel my hole stretching wide, but it didn’t hurt. I could feel every single millimetre of her amazing cock. I clenched, just so I could squeeze it harder, so I could feel even more of it. Then I began to push my bum back, so it would enter into me faster. “Oh God,” I groaned.

I truly was losing my grip on my sanity. I was completely obsessed with her now. I wanted her to fuck me—but I wanted more than that. I couldn’t wait to sleep next to her again. I couldn’t wait to spend the next three days with her. Was that just my mounting horniness? Or was I falling for her? Was I really falling for a transgender girl?

What difference did it make? No one could tell the difference—and even if they could, did it really matter? Even if people had a problem with it, did it make a difference, as long as I was okay with her? The thought of feeling that cock inside of me every night was appealing. The thought of being close to her, cuddled up in bed, was amazing. I wanted that, more than I’d ever wanted it with any girl before. So maybe I did have a thing for trannies—or I should say, for trans girls… At least one trans girl in particular.

I looked back at her. She was gently caressing my ass, slowly pushing the final two inches of her cock deep into my body. “I like you,” I said.

She smiled. “I like you too,” she said. “But you need to be less of an asshole.”

I nodded my head. “Maybe you’re right,” I said. And then she suddenly pushed that last inch into me and I gasped. Euphoria suddenly started to tingle through my whole body. I smiled and then my body suddenly went limp. I pressed my face down on the mattress and she began to pump me, giving me exactly what I wanted. She pumped hard and fast, holding my hips firmly with both hands. Her little grunts were cute as she used the entire length of her horse cock to fuck my tiny asshole.

I gripped the bed sheets firmly with both of my hands. I groaned loudly before staring to scream her name. My legs were trembling. “Don’t stop!” I said. It felt so good: exactly what I wanted and exactly what I was worried about. But I didn’t care now. The pleasure was too amazing to care. And I was starting to think that I wanted to have her, despite the fact she was trans, and despite the fact she was my competition.

Technically, we weren’t really competitors. Maybe that competitive instinct was just my self-preservation kicking in. At the end of the day, we worked for the same company. If the company succeeded, then we would ultimately succeed. Why was I so determined to ruin her? Why did I hate her so much when she was on my team?

“Harder,” I said. She pumped harder, slapping her pelvis against my butt. She dug her nails into my skin. I yelled loud. The neighbours were probably starting to become concerned. It didn’t help that the headboard was slamming against the wall between our rooms. “Fuck me harder!” I begged.

She rammed harder and harder, until my whole body was convulsing. Cum began to soak into the bedsheets around my crotch. I was coming, ejaculating a massive load. And she wasn’t far behind. I could feel her amazing shaft bloating up. I could feel it hardening as she pumped harder and faster. I could hear her groaning, trying to hold back the coming orgasm. I didn’t want the amazing fucking to end, but I desperately wanted to feel her cum inside of my body. So I clenched hard, making my hole tighter for her. Then she dug her nails deep into my skin and pushed into my body hard.

I yelled. The feeling was amazing: blast after blast of hot cum, deep inside of my body. I could feel her shaft twitching as it unloaded. I could feel her goo building up against her tip, waiting for her to pull out so it could all flow out like water through a broken dam.

She slumped forward, pressing her beautiful body on top of me. She giggled into my ear. “Maybe we should have contests like this more often,” she said.

“I’m okay with that,” I said between deep breaths. I was strangely exhausted, still tingling in my state of euphoria. She suddenly pulled out and let the cum flow out from my hole, oozing down my bare legs. It was a peculiar feeling, but a nice one.

She fell down on the bed next to me and turned her head so she could look into my eyes.

“I know that you’re from head office,” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “I know that you know,” she said. “You made it pretty obvious.”

“I did?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“I was sure that you were just being pushed into a management job because you’re a trans girl. I know that you know that—but I don’t think that anymore.”

“You don’t?” she said.

I shook my head. “You aren’t a bad salesperson,” I said. “You have a lot to learn, but you’re pretty gifted. I think management would be a pretty good fit for you.”

“I would be a good fit for you, too, if you could learn to stop being such an asshole. Though it sounds like you’re on the right track.”

I shrugged my shoulders as her cum reached my feet. “It’s probably a better job for you,” I said.

“Why’s that?” she said.

“You sold more today than I’ve ever sold in a single day. And you’re practically still a teenager.”

She smiled. Then she leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the lips. That kiss was almost better than the ass-fucking I’d just received. Almost...

“And you’re pretty,” I said.

She laughed. “Well, the job is yours,” she said. “I was never up for it.”

“What do you mean?” I said, narrowing my eyes. “They even sent that guy to test us yesterday—your friend from head office.”

She shook her head. “I had no idea who that guy was. He asked me on a date when I went to use the bathroom. I turned him down.” She laughed. “I lied and said that you were my boyfriend.”

“He wasn’t a spy?” I said. “But Parker told me they were going to send someone.”

“That someone is me,” she said. “They sent me to spy on you, to see if you deserved the job. They probably just told Parker that I was your competition because they knew Parker would end up spilling the beans—and it sounds like he would have.”

“Shit,” I said.

“The job’s yours, Rich,” she said with a smile. “As long as you work on being a bit more tolerant.” She jumped up to her feet and fixed her lingerie. Her cute bum jiggled for a moment before settling. “But luckily, I have just the thing to keep you in check.” She winked as she reached down and grabbed her massive cock, stuffing it back into her little outfit.

I bit my lip. “So you told that guy that I was your boyfriend, huh?” I said.

She smiled. “A white lie,” she said.

“Maybe it doesn’t need to be a lie.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment before letting one of her cute giggles slip out. “Let’s take it a day at a time. We still have two days left with this convention. We wouldn’t want to rush into anything.”

“C’mon. What’s so bad about rushing? You’re worth rushing for.”

“I don’t know. I guess you’ll need to sell me on it. Try being a bit more dominant.” She winked. I bit my lip. Then I stood up, grabbed her, and I playfully threw her down on the bed. She laughed. I pounced on top of her, then I rolled her over.

I grabbed her little lingerie one piece and pulled it aside, exposing her perfect butthole. “Hey now,” she said. “You didn’t win that contest.”

“I sold three cases of stain while you were in the bathroom,” I said. “I didn’t tell you.”

She gasped. “You’re bad.”

“Now hold still. This won’t hurt… much.” I lined my erection up with her tight asshole. I couldn’t believe how perfectly perky her bum was. I gave her a firm spanking before spitting on my cock and pressing it into her body. She gasped. “Try to say no to this,” I said.

She moaned as I began to fuck her.

THE END
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