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I met Trevor at work about a month after I started. He was on a different floor, running the sales team as a manager. I was working in IT and got called up to his office to fix the wireless printer. He was friendly with a big smile and bright blue eyes along with a loud, booming voice that commanded respect from the six men working on his team. He was only a couple years older than me, but he seemed so much more mature than I did that it was shocking.

He was an adult, in business suits and wearing cologne, and I seemed like a confused imposter in my ironic T-shirts and cheap jeans. Was that the difference between being in your twenties and thirties? It felt like we were from different worlds. It was humbling.

While I was working on fixing his issue, one of the sales guys came in and asked him for the rest of the day off to take his wife out to lunch for their anniversary. Trevor cut him down to size with a cruel laugh, letting him know he should be worried about getting his sales numbers up before asking for any more favors. His underling agreed and scurried off with their tail between their legs.

I froze as he turned his attention back to me, hoping he wouldn’t use that voice. I’ve always been sort of shy. I would never have applied for a high-pressure job like sales where I had to compete with other guys for promotions and raises. I was happiest behind a computer screen using a fake persona.

“Sorry you had to hear that,” Trevor apologized.

My nerves calmed back down and let my shoulders relax. He flashed me with a big smile that made me melt a little inside and I wasn’t sure why. 

“Did you get it figured out?” he asked.

“I did,” I let him know, hitting print on his computer and hearing the machine pushing a test sheet out.

“Fantastic,” he said.

I tingled with pleasure at his compliment, which confused me. I’d never cared for praise or attention before. But when Trevor said it, I felt a part of me swell up inside with joy.

Maybe it’s because he’s someone in power, I thought. Could that be it? I’m getting praised by a higher up? Or maybe because his praise is hard to earn. He chewed that other guy out right in front of you.

I couldn’t figure it out. I liked how it felt. Which might explain why over the next few weeks I began finding reasons to help Trevor and his team with their computers more than might have really been necessary. In that time, I saw that my new friend had some strange ideas on how to motivate his team.

He gave some lavish gifts and praise while he forced others to endure public humiliations. One guy got a huge bottle of champagne, and another got golf clubs, then later he made the losing sales guy on the team crawl on their hands and knees through the office while the rest of the gang sprayed shaving cream on him and taunted him with childish insults.

But Trevor treated me like gold. He never raised his voice to me, and he demanded his team treat me like royalty. I loved visiting his office because he had an espresso machine and I could do nothing wrong while I was there. In the IT department I was the new guy with no respect sent to do all the worst jobs. While visiting Trevor, I was special and valued.

One day Trevor asked me to clean up his computer so it would run faster. He said he’d run an antivirus program on it, but it was still slower than it should be. 

“I need help from a professional who knows what they’re doing,” he explained.

I agreed, swelling at his compliment. He left for lunch, driving off in his new luxury sedan. I uploaded a program onto his system and began to clean his files, then left to make an espresso while it was running. When I came back, I was able to look at and delete all the stuff slowing down his system. I emptied the trash and rebooted the computer. I tested the speed by opening several different apps. It was much more responsive.

I felt a twinge of pride at how good a job I’d done.

Trevor is going to be thrilled, I thought with joy in my heart.

I was getting ready to close his computer when I saw a folder on the desktop that read VACATION PHOTOS. I clicked it and saw photos of tropical beaches and palm trees taken from a hotel balcony. There were sunrises and sunsets as well, and an outdoor shopping mall crammed with tourists.

I scrolled through enjoying the shots, thinking about how wonderful it would be to be able to afford to go on a trip like that. I’ve been poor my whole life and my new gig barely covered the rent and bills. Daydreaming was as close as I was going to get to a fantasy tropical vacation.

As I scrolled, I saw pictures of the hotel suite that made me burn with jealousy. Then there were images of his room service dishes. And then one of the hotel bathrooms. And then I saw it—a picture of his big, hard, throbbing cock. At first, I didn’t realize what I was looking at. I hadn’t expected to find anything like that. It was a bit of a shock. I had been expecting a pineapple and instead saw a massive banana.

My heart thumped hard in my chest, and my mouth went dry. I looked around to make sure no one was watching me. I stared at the image long and hard wondering who it was meant for. Trevor didn’t have a girlfriend now, but I hadn’t known him for that long. Maybe back when he was on vacation he still did.

I clicked ahead to the next picture and was even more surprised. There was a petite, naked Asian woman on the bed smiling alluringly at the camera. She leaned in like she was about to fellate the person taking the picture. My eyes went from her devious smile to her petite, firm looking young tits, then wandered down between her legs. That’s when I saw she had a small, limp penis dangling there.

I felt my heart pounding like it was about to fly out of my chest and race out the door. I clicked ahead with shame and guilt and saw more pictures of food and beaches and sunsets. But I couldn’t just let it go. Something inside of me urged me and compelled me to scroll back. And I did.

When I reached the pretty Asian girl, I glanced at her penis for a second, then moved on to the image of his erection – and froze. I was mesmerized.

I couldn’t stop staring at his dick. It was massive! I remember feeling jealous but also something else, something I didn’t recognize and hadn’t felt before.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I mumbled to myself.

I can’t tell you why I did it. I opened his email and sent the image to myself. I opened my phone and downloaded it, then deleted the email from my side. Then I deleted it on his computer, getting rid of any trace of what I’d done. I had barely finished when I heard footsteps behind me heading in my direction.

“So? What do you think?” Trevor asked. 

I wheeled around to see Trevor walking in with a grin on his gorgeous face. My heart jumped out of my chest, and I nearly died of shock. Trevor was back and had almost caught me staring at his dick pic. I closed his email application and pushed away from his desk. Standing up abruptly, I shoved my phone into my pocket looking guilty as fuck. I couldn’t make eye contact. I was sweating.

“About what?” I said, biting my nails and looking down at my shoes as a shiver of fear raced through me.

“Were you able to speed it up?” Trevor asked, shifting his box of take out from one hand to another.

He doesn’t know, I realized. He has no idea you were just drooling over his impressive erection.

A wave of relief washed over me. I let out a sigh and relaxed.

“No problem, boss,” I said. “It’s all taken care of. Just let me know if you need anything else.”

“Excellent,” he said. “I like people who know how to take direction.”

He walked past me and patted my shoulder with his big, warm hand. I felt shivers race through me at his touch. He sat at this desk and began typing. I put my head down and moved to the door.

“Wait,” Trevor called out to me in his deep, commanding voice.

I froze in fear, unable to turn back around.

He knows, I thought. I must have left the folder open. Oh my God. I’m so embarrassed. He’s going to think I’m a creep.

What am I going to do? There is no way to explain this. Either I’m gay and obsessed with his big dick or I’m going to use the image to blackmail him. That’s what he thinks. I know it! I’m totally fucked!

Slowly I forced myself to turn and face him. I expected him to be pointing at the screen and yelling about how I’d violated his privacy, and he was going to make sure that I was fired. Instead he was holding out the box of take out. His eyes twinkled with amusement, like he’d just heard a funny joke.

“Do you like tiramisu? Marinelli’s makes the best in the tri-county area.”

I forced myself to walk back and take it with a smile.

“Thank you,” I said.

He locked eyes with me and held onto the box for a moment, then let go. 

“Enjoy,” he said, a slight smirk crossing his lips.

I nodded and left.

It was only one word, but it stuck with me as I went back to my office. I made sure I was alone in my cubicle before pulling out my phone and staring at the image of his cock again. I ate the tiramisu while I did. He was right. It was amazing, just like his dick!

I stared at his massive, tanned erection sticking straight up in the air for a while then shut my phone off and put it away. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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The entire next week I didn't talk to Trevor or see him at all. Word around the office was that the sales team were working on a big deal. I’ll admit that I missed hearing from my new friend. I worked on different floors that week and when I felt forgotten, I’d remind myself that Trevor was doing adult stuff.

I never looked at the picture of his dick during the day. But at night I'd come home and sit on the couch staring at my phone, flipping through websites, and scrolling on social media. I found myself opening that picture and staring at his cock so often it became like a bedtime ritual.

It's incredible, I thought.

I was small in the dick department by any standard. Below average would be fair to say. Trevor, on the other hand, had a fat, juicy, curved cock that was much larger and thicker than mine. I was definitely jealous looking at it.

What did you expect? I asked myself. That’s why he’s such an alpha at work. He’s hung like a stud!

I would place my own dick next to the screen and stare at them both and I must admit that seeing them side by side together made me feel a tingle of jealousy. Mine was soft and pink with a button top. His was thick and veiny and hairy. It curved a little to the left and bulged in the middle. His looked purple compared to my blush-colored cock. 

I knew my cock was nothing like his dream dick. His was amazing and mine was smaller and sort of feminine for a penis. Mine was pretty but his was something else. Magnificent. Inviting. Alluring.

“It's gorgeous,” I said to myself as I stared at it and stroked my own.  

He had big, fat, hairy, plum-colored balls that looked full of a week’s worth of cream. I pictured him ravaging the sexy trans woman on his hotel bed then pulling out and painting her in bright white bursts of his sticky semen.

The thought made me want to masturbate and I’ll admit, I wanted to be that girl more than a little bit. As my fantasy carried me onward, I found myself jerking to the image of his cock and imagining him showing it to me in real life. I imagined us both masturbating together, using the sight of one another to reach bliss city.

I could almost hear him encouraging me, telling me what a nice dick I had, urging me to climax for him. I came hard but no sooner had I finished than a feeling of shame hit me. 

What are you doing, beating off to a picture of another guy’s dick? I asked myself. You’re not gay and you’re too old to be curious. 

And despite that shame, despite being mean to myself about it, I couldn’t shake the desire to take it into my mouth and gave it a good suck. I fantasized about it as I fell asleep and woke up in denial that it had ever happened. I wasn’t ready to ask myself what any of it meant. It was all brand new, and I had no way of knowing if it would last or how long.

It’s just a kink, I told myself more than once. It’s fun to daydream about because you know it’s taboo. That’s all. Don’t make a big deal out of it.

Friday night arrived and I was glad to get out of the office. It was a holiday weekend, and I didn’t have any plans which meant I’d spend most of my time alone in my apartment watching television. The first thing I did when I got home was plop down on the couch and take out my phone. I was staring at Trevor’s dick a few minutes later. I’d practically memorized it by that point. I couldn’t deny that I deeply enjoyed looking at it.

It's just the loneliness talking, I told myself, but I knew there was something more. 

I was staring at it twenty minutes later when my phone let me know I had a new text message. My heart raced as I saw it was from Trevor. Did he know what I was doing? How could he? He couldn’t. But still I was paranoid.

I opened the text and saw an image that made my heart drop into the pit of my stomach. The picture showed me at Trevor’s desk staring at the image of his hard prick on his computer screen. I looked like I was about to lean in and kiss it.

I froze in fear. He knew!

What’s he going to do? I wondered as I held my breath. He’s going to humiliate me for sure. And he’ll never trust me again. My life at that job is over. I’ll be known as the freak who obsesses over dude’s dicks. I’m ruined! What am I going to do?

I saw he was typing a new message and began pacing around my small home. 

Caught you looking, the text message said. Did I not mention that I have cameras all over my office? 

“Shit,” I cried in frustration. 

This was bad, really bad. I wasn’t sure I could handle being exposed as a pervert to the whole office. My mind raced for explanations that sounded believable. I considered telling him it was out of concern for a medical issue, then decided to tell him I was having a surprise dildo made out of it, as a gag.

That will never work, I told myself. Think! Think!

A half dozen other ideas raced through my mind, but they all seemed dumb.

I can see you reading my messages, Trevor texted. Guess what? You forgot to empty the trash when I came back early from lunch. I see you emailed it to yourself. Now why would you want to do that?

I gasped. 

“That’s it,” I said out loud to my empty apartment. “I’m never going back to that job again. I’m done. I might have to move out of town at this point, just to be sure I don’t run into anyone who still works there.”

I sat wondered what to say, what to text Trevor, how to defend myself. Nothing came to mind.

You know what I think? Trevor texted. I think you like to look at it. That’s it, isn’t it?

Was he teasing me? Was he baiting me to say I did so he could call me a fag? Probably. But a little part of me didn’t think that was it at all. Even though I knew he could use it against me later, show it to everyone, I decided to be honest.

You have an amazing dick, I wrote. Can you blame me for wanting another peek? 

I hit send, feeling both guilty and excited all at once as my cock grew hard in my underwear. 

I wasn’t going to apologize. I was past that. We were past that. I wasn’t sorry. Not one bit. 

Thank you for being honest, Trevor replied without hesitation. 

You’re welcome, I said, desperate to keep the conversation light.

How many times have you looked at it? 

“I can’t tell him that,” I said to my empty apartment. “If I tell him the truth, I’m going to sound obsessed. Okay, so maybe I am, but he can’t know the truth. It will freak him out.”

But I wasn’t so sure anymore. He didn’t seem freaked out at all. He seemed calm and in control, as always.

I froze, then pushed myself to be honest. I reminded myself that life as I knew it was already over. What did I have to lose?

I lost count, I admitted. I just like staring at it. I don’t know why.

It wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t quite the truth either. Trevor didn’t let it go.

I think you sent it to yourself so you can stare at my dick as you jerk off, he texted. Be honest. You’ve masturbated to the picture, haven’t you?

“Do I tell him the whole truth?” I wondered aloud.

There was still a big chance he was just setting me up, getting me to say more so he could mock me later with his team. But I realized that lying wouldn’t change that. I had nothing left to lose.

“You’ve already told him that you emailed it to yourself and stare it all the time now,” I scolded myself. “Of course you’ve pleasured yourself while staring at it. Anyone will believe that, whether you admit it or not. Might as well just say it.”

I held my breath as I divulged my deep, dark, dirty secret to him. I typed out my most honest answer. My cock was so hard as I thought about him reading my response.

I’ve masturbated to your dick pic several times now, I texted. I can’t stop looking at it. I was staring at it on my phone when you texted me. Like I said, your dick is amazing!

Well, I told myself as I hit send, he said he wanted to know the truth. Now he knows. If he wants to tell that world, there is nothing I can do to stop him.

Still my anxiety grew as time passed without a response from him. Then, even worse, I could see that he was typing a reply, but it was taking forever. Finally it arrived. I stared at it in shock. It was shorter than I had expected, given how long it took to type out.

You know what’s better than an image on your phone? Trevor texted. The real thing.

I gulped. What did he mean? The real thing? Was he suggesting that he wanted to show me his dick in person? No. There was no way that was what he meant, I told myself. He was just being edgy.
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