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I came into work early like I always do. An hour early, to be exact. My favorite time to get things done in the office was before the sun was peering in through the window of the eighth floor before everyone showed up and started typing away the day. Accounting might not have been most of my coworkers' passion, but I craved any sort of validation from my boss and that was reason enough for me to work my hands to the bone.

Her long, slender legs led into a beautiful tight ass that I could only dream of squeezing. Ms. Williams was absolutely the type of woman who came to her business dressed for her job. Usually in a black suit that showed just enough of her frame to be appealing while still retaining that powerful aura.

Even as I daydreamed about what sorts of things I would love to do with her, I was inputting data into a spreadsheet. Ms. Williams asked for it to be sent to her by nine, but I wanted to send it to her before she even came in for work. Anything for just a little praise from her.

By the time I finished with what I was doing, it was just about time for people to start filtering in. I got up from my desk and headed into the break room to start a pot of coffee. As little as we all socialized throughout the day, I knew how much people appreciated a nice hot cup of coffee in the morning. Besides, Brenda was a complete bitch if she didn’t get her morning coffee.

“Good morning, Lexi,” came a rumbling voice from behind me. Mr. Crothers shuffled beside me and filled his coffee cup half full of water and continued, “You ready for another glorious day in the office?”

His sarcasm wasn’t lost on me, but he’d grown on me quite a bit. Something like a fungus, but he was still more tolerable to be around than he used to be. “Of course I am, I’ve got my coffee and at least some kind of an idea of what I’m doing today.”

“You’ve already got coffee? I’m calling bullshit,” he said gesturing to the pot that was just starting to fill.

“You know what I meant,” I said, pouting a little.

He chuckled and started away from the break room, “I do, but you’re a fun one to tease. Talk to you at lunch.”

I followed him out and went back to my cubicle. Before long, the quiet murmuring of all of my coworkers mixed in with the rattling of keyboards. It was nice ambient noise at this point, but someone knocked on my cubicle and pulled me from what I was doing.

Turning around, I immediately straightened up and put a smile on my face, “Yes, Ms. Williams? Anything I can do for you today?”

“I got your email, thank you for doing the report on time. However, I would like you to come in tomorrow. Is that going to be a problem?” she asked.

Tomorrow was Saturday. No one in the office worked on Saturday, “No problem at all. Is this something I could get started on today?”

“It isn’t. You’ll be helping me with something different while we have a conversation about your work performance,” she said before turning away from me. As quickly as she came, she was gone.

My stomach immediately turned into a knot and I could feel the pressure dropping onto my shoulders already. What did she mean by that? I thought that I was doing a damn good job, above and beyond if I had to rate my own work.

I knew from the second she asked me about my transition that she might have an issue with transgender women. Then again, I was probably overreacting. If she wanted to talk to me, it might have been something she didn’t have time for at the moment. Maybe she was worried about possibly upsetting another employee if they overheard. Knowing some of the women in this office, it wouldn’t surprise me if they got caught with their ear to Ms. Williams’ door trying to listen in on our conversation.

Anything for a little gossip around here…

Lunch with Mr. Crothers was the same as it always was. He bitched about having to get all his reports in before the end of the work week and I simply nodded along and validated how hard he worked. In reality, he wasn’t doing much more than any of the rest of us, but seniority had its perks.

I’d only been with the company for eight months, but I already felt like I was making an impact. I could only hope that this conversation with Ms. Williams wasn’t to fire me…

The rest of the day drug by and for once, I didn’t stay a minute past the end of my workday. I didn’t want to talk to my boss before tomorrow morning. Coming in early was my choice, coming in on the weekend… Something didn’t feel right about the request.

I spent the night on my couch, worried as to if I was getting fired the next day or not. Everything I thought I might have done wrong didn’t make any sense and it certainly wasn’t a reason to lose my job. Maybe it wasn’t bad, then? The slightly positive thought didn’t last long.

As much as I’d done and hadn’t even been publicly recognized for my hard work, I doubted this was going to be anything beneficial to me. Then again, Ms. Williams was a little distant with us. She mostly interacted with us via emails. She wasn’t a bad boss, but she certainly wasn’t the kind of woman that I ever imagined casually mingling with.

Before too long, I ended up asleep on my couch. My phone’s alarm woke me up and I quickly hurried through my normal morning routine. Saturdays weren’t supposed to be started like this, but I told her I would be there already. My free time wasn’t nearly as important as trying to make sure Ms. Williams had no reason to think anything negative of me.

The one choice I made that was different was instead of wearing heels, I wore my sneakers. If I was going to be at work on a weekend, I might as well be able to be comfortable. Aside from that, I had my casual work wear on. Today, that meant a light purple blouse and a black skirt the stopped just above my knees. I chuckled as I looked in the mirror and mumbled, “Maybe something sexier would be smarter today.”

Even as I said it, I wanted to take those words back. There was no way she could have heard what I said, but the thought of what she might do to me if she did hear kept me company as I drove into work.

The roads were less busy than usual and I didn’t even have to fight for a parking space. I let myself in the building and got in the elevator. There was a lingering scent of folders in the air, not unpleasant, but it seemed to be almost artificial in a sense. It always got me in the mindset that I was about to start working, but there was no logical reason for it to be in the elevator!

The elevator’s bell dinged as it stopped on the eighth floor and straight down the walkway between cubicles was Ms. Williams. She was sitting in an office chair, her arms draped over the back of it with her chin on them. The black sleeves of whatever she was wearing were all I could see of her upper body, but she leaned back and let her hands rest on her knees. “You’re early again.”

“I-Is that a problem, Ms. Williams?” I asked, but my eyes couldn’t lock with hers. I never would have imagined Ms. Williams to wear anything but a somewhat masculine business suit, but her legs on either side of the chair were covered with thin black stockings. On her feet were beautiful black heels that were probably worth more than my lemon of a car.

“Not at all, I was hoping you would be. It’s not hard to see that you work your ass off here, Lexi. I don’t want you to think these things are going without being seen,” she said.

My cheeks warmed and my hands fidgeted with one another as I walked slowly closer towards her, “Thank you, Ms. Williams.”

“Chloe. No need for all that formality when no one else is around. I’ve got some things I’d like to ask you about, Lexi,” she said.

I nodded my head and she spoke quietly, “Do you ever see me leave the office before you do?”

“No ma’am,” I said quietly. By this point, I was just a few steps from her. Those stockings she had on gave way to her smooth thighs, but I wasn’t seeing any signs of a skirt. The back of that office chair was slowly becoming enemy number one. Enemy number two was the growing bulge in my panties.

“If you had to guess, how many hours do you think I work every day?” she asked.

I paused for a moment and mumbled, “You come in a few minutes after eight and I don’t see you leave. Twelve?”

She smiled and shook her head, “Usually fourteen. I leave at ten, get to the gym in fifteen minutes, change there, work out, then I go home. It’s usually around eleven when I get home and I make heat up dinner that I’ve prepared, usually on Sunday. Any idea of why I’m telling you this?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Because I feel like you’re about the only employee I have that treats this job like more than just a nine-to-five. You come in early, you get work done throughout the day, and you’re willing to make sacrifices to try and make me happy,” she said.

That was a lot blunter than I hoped she would say it. The praise I wanted all this time condensed into just a few seconds of her pleasant voice, “I try, Ms. Williams.”

“Again with the formality. You respect me, and I respect that, Lexi. But the reason I wanted to talk to you was that there is something else you might be able to offer me. Before I tell you what that is, I need to ask you something and I need an honest answer. Can you do that?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“When you were interviewed, you said you were looking for a place to work until you retired. You’re twenty-two. Is that still what you want?” she asked.

I nodded, “This company has good benefits, the pay is fair, and you as a boss haven’t made me feel like I don’t belong due to my, er, differences.”

“You mean being transgender?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled and her fingers started tapping the top of the chair, “Your gender identity doesn’t have too much to do with why you’re standing in front of me right now. I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t playing a part, though.”

“Ma’am?” I asked.

“I don’t think it’s much of a secret that I’m a lesbian, Lexi. I’m not playing favorites with you, you’re genuinely the hardest worker I have. But I expect you to know better than to repeat this. I’m certainly glad that you’re the hardest worker,” she said.

Chloe stood up and pushed the chair out of the way. My heart froze in my chest. There was no skirt. The top she had on covered most of her midriff, but still left her lower abdomen exposed. My eyes fell to her simple black boyshorts. Under that thin material was something I’d been fantasizing about for months.

She snapped to get my attention and chuckled, “Eyes up here. Don’t look at the benefits of the offer before I’ve told you the deal.”

I swallowed hard and forced myself to look her in the eyes, “S-Sorry.”

“Don’t be, I wouldn’t keep myself in shape if I didn’t want to have people crave me. As things stand, Lexi, you’re in a position where you deserve to be recognized for your hard work. That being said, I’m in a position in my life where if I don’t have a child soon, I won’t be able to. I’m not getting any younger and if I don’t have a kid before I’m forty, I won’t be young enough to raise them in any fulfilling manner,” she said bluntly.

Chloe took a step closer to me and glanced down at the bulge in my skirt before making eye contact once again, “So what I’m offering you is a bribe. Plain and simple. You keep working at this company and I’ll double your pay as long as you come in every Saturday morning and try to help me achieve my goals. Once I’m pregnant, you won’t have to visit anymore. Don’t worry, the pay will continue. It’s bribery, plain and simple.”

Even though she said it twice, I struggled to believe what she just offered me. It wasn’t uncertain in any term that she wanted me to have sex with her, that part I could understand. But doubling my pay? I would have happily considered just seeing her naked as the real reward.

“A-And if I can’t get you pregnant?” I asked.

“Then I’ll just enjoy having sex in the office. I’d hope that you know I’m human. I have desires too, Lexi, I just can’t be bothered with trying to find a compatible partner the normal way. You work hard, you are dedicated, and let’s be honest, you get off on hearing me tell you that you’ve done a good job. As long as you listen, I’m sure that whatever this little taboo relationship is will work out just fine for the both of us,” she said.

Of all the people that approached me in my life wanting me to do something with them, Ms. Williams had to be the most confident by a mile. She had every reason to be. Chloe had a multi-million dollar business at her fingertips. The rest of her life was probably already set up for margaritas on the beach.

I nodded slowly and mumbled, “What if someone finds out?”

“They won’t find out. Not before I get pregnant at least,” she said. “And even if they did, you don’t think I couldn’t sweep this under the rug? My sex life isn’t worth the media’s attention. If people in the office have a problem with it, they’re mostly replaceable. I don’t want to fire anyone, but if they try to twist my arm for some sort of promotion, they’re gone.”

“So then I’m special?” I asked.

She laughed and put her hands on my shoulders, “You’re a hard worker. You’ve got a cock. You’re not a man. I’ll be honest, that’s the reason you’re here. That’s special to me, but I don’t want you to get hung up on all the little details. So are we having sex on Brenda’s desk or Mr. Crothers? I don’t honestly know which of those two you don’t like, but I’m not in the mood to keep going over the details right now. You want this raise and a good time or are you just going to come back to work on Monday like normal?”

My hands tentatively fell to her hips and I looked away from her, “Brenda’s desk. She’s a real bitch.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she purred before pulling away from me. Chloe walked into Brenda’s cubicle and I heard her moving things around as I apprehensively followed her in. From the sounds coming in there, Ms. Williams was either very horny or very vindictive against Brenda. Both options suited me just fine.

“I took a picture of what it looked like before. After we finish, I expect you to put it back the way it was,” she said as I stepped in behind her.

The once-tidy area was still somewhat tidy, but her computer accessories were shoved into one corner, the cables unplugged and strewn about. Brenda’s administrative area was stacked high with her colored folders and other various objects. While I wasn’t looking too forward to fixing this mess, I couldn’t help but think I’d be getting paid nearly twenty-five dollars an hour to do it.

I didn’t expect a raise like this, not so soon after joining the company. Then again, the circumstances around my raise were a little wild, so how could I even try to rationalize it?

As soon as my boss finished clearing off a spot, she pushed her black boyshorts down her thighs and sat down on the desk. Her left foot lifted onto the desk and she held it against the cubicle wall and ran a hand down to her exposed pussy, “What are you waiting for? Permission?”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her fingers as they massaged her clit. My skirt dropped to the floor in an instant and I blushed as my cock rolled out of my panties, “S-Sorry, it’s been a while.”

“Don’t give me that shit. I haven’t been fucked in almost two years. So hurry up, I’m not asking you to get me off, I just want you to cum in me. No pressure to perform other than that, Lexi,” she said calmly.

My cheeks flushed once again and I pushed my panties down to my ankles before stepping out of them. I took a step closer to Chloe before she leaned forward and hooked a hand around my neck. She pulled me in closer and I could feel her sticky juices on my neck as she pressed her lips to mine.

The passion behind that kiss was unexpected and I moaned softly as she reached down with her other hand. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she stroked me a few times before running the head of my cock up and down her drenched slit. She pressed the head of my cock against her entrance before breaking the kiss, “If you’re a good girl, I’ll use tongue next time we kiss.”

I let out a whimpering moan before pushing my hips slowly into hers. Chloe’s tight entrance stretched around my cock and she let out a soft groan as my cock slid deeper into her, “Fuck, you’re thicker than I thought you’d be!”

The burning embarrassment in my cheeks only deepened as her hands slid past my sides. Her fingernails dug into my back and she growled, “But I want you to fuck me, not whimper and cry.”

Of all the times I’d had sex in my life, I never once had someone this controlling. How could I have known that a firm hand was all I could ever want in the bedroom?

There was no guilt as I sank further into her pussy. Each inch that disappeared inside her helped melt away my lack of confidence and by the time our hips connected, I knew that my weekends were going to be blissful from here on out.

Chloe’s head tilted back and she let out a deep sigh, “That’s more like it, baby. Damn your cock feels so fucking good inside me!”

I leaned in and rested my head on her shoulder. Much to my surprise, one of her hands slid up my back and her fingers laced through my hair, “It’s okay, baby. You don’t have to be rough.”

The encouraging words spurred me on and I let my hips slowly rock into her. Chloe’s inner walls massaged my cock and while I certainly had more than enough length to be arrogant, this was the first time I’d ever felt competent with it. Her quivering breaths washed over my ear and she started slowly rubbing my back, “A little faster, baby.”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” I whimpered. She probably thought I was a little pathetic, but how was I supposed to just slam myself into her? She was my boss and she could ruin my life if I messed this up!

Still, I wanted to perform for her. I needed to make her moan…

I’d never been an average worker and I couldn’t let myself start now! I leaned back and spoke softly, “Lean back.”

Her eyes widened and for a second, I thought she’d slap me. Instead, her hands pulled away from me and she leaned back onto her elbows, “That’s more like it. Being honest, I’m glad I don’t have to coddle you.”

I didn’t bother acknowledging her response. She wanted me to fuck her and I wanted to make her crave me. Ms. Williams wasn’t the only woman here who knew what she wanted. Just because I wasn’t a sex goddess didn’t mean I couldn’t try to make her do something I wanted.

While I slaved away at my desk, I wanted her to simply praise me. While I slaved away at Brenda’s, I wanted Chloe to look up to me. Validation always felt wonderful, but getting it from a woman like Chloe after making her scream my name… That would make my life feel complete.

My hands fell to her hips and I pulled out of her pussy until only I could see the deep purple crown of my cock. I looked her in the eye and felt a familiar warmth engulf my cheeks as I slammed myself into her.

Chloe gasped before letting out a quiet moan. Once again, her head tilted back and she groaned, “That’s more like it.”

I repeated the motion again and again, slowly building into a rhythm. Each time I plunged into her, I pulled out a little faster just to slam into her pussy again. Those tight walls squeezed my cock and sucked me back in with every stroke and before long, I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan each time my balls slapped against her.

It wasn’t just the sensations of her heavenly pussy that were making me moan. Hearing her soft moans, the occasional gasp as my cock explored her sensitive insides, and watching her bite her lip as I pulled out were making this the best experience of my life. And yet, I was the one getting a raise for this.

I leaned forward over her slightly and let my hips hammer into hers as I tried to maintain eye contact. The bliss that radiated through my body made it hard to not close my eyes and just bask in the ecstasy, but I had to prove to my boss that I was going to do my best, even in this capacity.

Her wet juices had long ago soaked my balls and I purposefully slammed into her hard enough to cause them to smack against her soaked cunt. She could deny it all she wanted, but I knew Ms. Williams was getting more than what she expected out of me.

“F-Fuck!” she gasped before her thighs tried to close. I let my right arm hook under her left knee and held her legs open as I continued to hammer into her. Those sharp green eyes met with mine and for a second, I could see confusion in those eyes. Then, they snapped shut.

Her pussy clenched around my cock and she let out a loud scream. Chloe’s leg fought against me as her hips bucked and writhed against me. All the while, I continued fucking her. She wanted a child, but I wanted her to crave me like I craved her. For months, this had been my fantasy, there was no way in hell I wouldn’t make her beg me to stay longer after work to simply have me in her arms again.

For all of my confidence, the second I felt her warm juices spray onto my crotch, I let out a loud gasp. The physical ecstasy was one thing, but knowing that my boss had cum was another. I could have bit my lip and tried to soldier on, pounding her for as long as my thighs would let me, but my job was finished.

My balls tightened up and I furiously slammed my cock into her for a few final strokes before plunging into her hard enough to force her hips back a few inches. Chloe’s eyes opened and her jaw dropped. There was a pause, a temporary silence that was so surreal. Then she let out a quivering gasp.

There was no denying it anymore, as my cock throbbed deep within her pussy, my boss got much more than she expected from me. She might have only wanted my cum, but that wasn’t enough for me. That would have been meeting expectations. Exceeding them was just natural for me.

My chest heaved and fell as my cum flooded into her tight pussy and once I finished, I slowly pulled out of her. She let out a quiet chuckle before sitting up on the desk. Chloe draped her arms over my shoulders and she spoke quietly, “Such a good girl.”

Her lips pressed against mine again. This time, she didn’t tease me with a half-hearted kiss. Her tongue worked into my mouth and I happily kissed her back until my lungs burned with the need for oxygen.

When she finally broke away from me, she let out a satisfied groan and then gently pushed me back a few steps. Ms. Williams got off the desk and looked at the slight puddle of her juices that were spreading over Brenda’s desk, “Clean that up. I’ll email you the picture of her desk. When you’re finished, you can go back home. Or visit me in my office…”

An hour later, Brenda’s desk was perfect once again and I was back inside Chloe. Staying late for work never bothered me…
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