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The Lancer corporation was a big fish that made surprisingly few news headlines. They weren't publicly traded, so they didn't have shareholders to answer to, nor did they end up on the stock websites or the investing shows. That helped them to stay under the radar, despite their over $1 billion market reach in commercial real estate. Their executives kept things rather private, and it was clearly working on the business side of things, so there wasn't much push to change how things were done.

All of that was well above Chris's pay grade. He just wanted to move up the corporate ladder.

He wasn't trying to do that tonight, though. Tonight was pretty much the opposite. Tonight was going out with the guys from the office, having some drinks and blowing off steam. 

Chris was sitting at a table at Moony's, a small brewery and restaurant that wasn't too far from the office in the city. The place was loud and raucous, bustling in the peak of dinner hours on a Friday night. Perhaps as a result of the surrounding noise hiding their conversation, the guys from Lancer weren't worried about people overhearing risky parts of their conversation.

Chris was at the table with four other guys from Lancer, two of whom had higher titles than him, but he had known before they got promoted to their management rules in the logistics department. As happy hour gatherings with people from work tended to be, most talk was about work, with people mostly loosening up and branching out in conversation after a drink or two but then a couple drinks later, the conversation would come back to work.

"Well, why do you think I've been in this department for so long?" One of the guys, Michael, was saying, his hand holding onto the half-empty pint glass he was working down. "I don't just want to go and supervise on one of the warehouse floors or over in accounting or something. I'm holding out for a promotion that will put me where things are moving."

Michael was just an associate like Chris, and he talked a lot about being where things were moving, or shaking, or happening, though when he was pressed on it, Michael couldn't explain exactly what he meant. He just thought it was obvious in his wording, and waved away most questions about his goals.

"Sounds to me like you want to be a fitness instructor," Terry chimed in, one of the two managers sitting at the table, though neither of the two managers worked directly with any of the other men. Terry was a middle-aged black man whose eyes got a much younger sparkle in them when he prodded little jokes at Michael.

Michael had to laugh at that, his beer sloshing around in his glass. "Listen, I wouldn't mind being the personal trainer for Annie or Kayla," he said to the table with a lascivious wink. "Not that they need much training. But you know, I just like to tell them to jump here or lift this and then I get to sit back and watch."

The table laughed, the sound lost quickly in the noise of the restaurant. The yellow-orange lights hanging from the high ceiling shone down, making glasses shine and plates glisten with what was left on them from the remnants of dinner.

"Yeah, I'd like to see that." This was Ron, the other manager who was also in logistics. "Either one of them could crush your head between her thighs like a cantaloupe, Mike. Especially Kayla."

"She's fine as hell, though," Terry said, giving a low whistle. He looked over at Chris, his eyes sparkling. "I seen you looking at her during that all-hands meeting, Chris. Don't act like you weren't."

Chris shrugged, a little smile on his face. "What, I'm supposed to be embarrassed? She's fucking hot."

The truth of those words rolled around the table. Kayla was a black woman, with long hair that was usually curly unless she took the time to straighten it, which was a gorgeous look, but Chris liked it either way. Not that it mattered, because Kayla had shown nothing resembling romantic interest in Chris. She was a busty woman who wore her power suits well, but nothing could stop her ass from filling out her pants the way that it did. She knew how the men looked at her, and she took it in stride and used it to her advantage when she could. To get her asks prioritized, and all.

"That's for sure," Aaron, the last man at the table said. "But if one of them had to kill me with her thighs, I think I'd choose Annie." He barked out a laugh.

"Yeah, they're both hot," Chris said, after taking a long drink from his almost empty glass of beer. "But I'm trying to move up. Aaron, I know you are, and Michael, you're gonna land that fitness instructor job eventually."

Michael shook his head, grinning.

"Somehow I don't think complementing them on their asses is going to get it done," Chris said. He looked over at Michael. "When's the last time you got on a project with Annie? I feel like I haven't seen you on any requisitions. Annie and Kayla are both sales managers, and I figure the best way to get on their good side is to actually do good work and get them to notice you. Instead of just you noticing them."

Michael shrugged. "Maybe I've been focusing on the rec league basketball team a little more than I should. At least it keeps me...fit."

"There's other sales managers who can get you some good experience besides just Annie and Kayla," Ron said.

"Yeah," Aaron agreed, "but Annie and Makayla both work on our floor. And I'd rather sit in a meeting with either of them than with fucking Robert and have to hear him talk about fishing."

"I like fishing," Terry said.

"And I wouldn't want to listen to you talk about it, either." Aaron tipped his glass towards Terry, then took a drink.

The drinks were drained and more were ordered. The dinner rush died down some around them, but they were all still at the table, and the restaurant was still pretty loud. So Terry didn't seem self-conscious at all when he spoke next, the beers helping him along.

"We've established that your managers both like good workers," Terry said, looking around the table. "So yeah, you can bust your ass and see what happens. But you know, they also like to fuck."

Chris lowered his glass from his mouth, stopping in mid-sip. "What's that supposed to mean? "He said it with a smile on his face, swaying a little bit in his chair, a very pleasant drunkenness hanging over him.

Terry shrugged and leaned back in his chair, throwing an elbow over the back of it and relaxing. "I mean, shit. Everybody has heard the thousands of stories of the boss fucking his secretary and giving her a raise or whatever. Do you think that kind of sexual privilege really only extends one way, especially with women like Annie and Kayla?"

"What, like they fucked their way to the top?" Michael inquired.

Terry looked over at Ron, rolling his eyes. Ron picked up where Terry left off.

"No," Ron said. "Not like that. Well, I mean, it's possible they did, but I really don't know. And I don't say this because of them or what they're like, but because of how the Lancer corporation is. There's a surprising amount of closed-door stuff that goes on, but it really only benefits people, so the practices haven't changed."

"You're just confusing me more," Aaron said, looking down into his drink as though the answer were there.

Ron laughed at himself a little, perhaps realizing he was being obscure. "Sorry. Fine, I'll be more plain about it. I don't know whether Annie or Kayla fucked their way to the top. But what I am sure about is that the inverse is true. They love good and competent workers, yes, but now that they're in a position where they can enjoy a good lay and benefit someone's career from it, well...they do that."

The understanding dawned over Chris, Michael, and Aaron then, all of them with one hand on their drinks and realization on their faces.

"Wait," Chris said, shaking his head to clear his thoughts. "Ron, did you—?"

Ron raised a hand before Chris could finish the question, cutting him off. "No, I didn't. Not that that's a point of pride for me, or anything. Honestly, I wish that either of them had been above me so that I could climb their ladder, so to speak. I would have taken the opportunity. But it wasn't there for me."

"Let me jump in," Terry said, smiling. "I didn't either. But I also would have."

Michael blinked. "You don't think that's, I don't know, kind of wrong?"

Terry shrugged. "Like Ron said, there's a lot of closed-door stuff that happens at Lancer. Two consenting adults making good use of their bodies, I don't hate that. Lancer is a big corporation, but it could have been a lot bigger by now if it followed typical growth patterns of the industry. But the management is good and conservative, and people don't get jobs just for fucking. They have to be good at the work, too. If they're not, they're out of there. None of this 'rising to the level of your incompetence' bullshit."

"But neither of you did anything with Annie or Kayla," Aaron pointed out. "So you're just going on rumors."

"A lot can happen with a rumor," Chris muttered, picturing the office in his mind, and Kayla's nameplate beside her door.

"That's true," Ron agreed, though Chris wasn't sure whether Ron was agreeing with him or with Aaron. "But listen, I know you're all good at what you do, so I'll let another rumor out there. There's an unwritten way that these things happen, or at least that's how it went sometimes in logistics. I imagine it's the same in most departments."

Though the three of them professed their skepticism, all of them leaned in unconsciously as Ron spoke.

"There's that shared mailbox right outside the corridor that leads to the bunch of managers offices," Ron said, and Chris knew what he was talking about. "If someone were hypothetically interested in pursuing a sort of... let's call it
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