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“When you finish that report, come to my office for a quick talk, Emily,” Victor said with his typical smug tone.

I nodded and feigned a smile, “Of course, sir.” There was nothing worse than dealing with a piece of shit boss. Victor was a petty tyrant if I’d ever met one. He always found a reason to remind people that they were beneath him.

To put it gently, my work environment was absolutely toxic and I hated being here. The money was nice, but even that wasn’t enough to keep me from wanting to quit. If Victor had one more thing to say that was an off-handed compliment about my ass, I was going to walk the fuck out.

After I finished my task, I headed to Victor's office and started preparing my 'fuck you' speech. He smiled warmly at me and had a card in his hand.

I cocked my head to the side and he extended his hand to me, "Hey, so my wife wanted to throw a party for the office on Saturday. You're a part of that and I would really appreciate it if you could show up."

After having gotten myself ready to tell him to go fuck himself, I was a little shocked. I took the card and nodded, "Yeah, I should be able to make it. Is there any kind of attire I should wear?"

"Casual, but try not to show too much skin, I wouldn't want to see the guys staring at you too much. Not in my house, at least," he quipped.

If it wasn't for the somewhat sweet offer of the party, I would have let him have that damn speech I had somewhat prepared!

After the workday came to a close, I headed home and opened the card he gave me. Inside was a handwritten invitation from what I could assume was his wife. I'd met her a time or two and I didn't have a problem in the world saying that Victor didn't deserve her. She was leagues beyond him and I figured she was only with him for the money, but damn. Jennifer could do much better than that weasel.

I threw on a pair of jeans and a nice black blouse to keep things casual but not too much so. I knew that Victor had quite the impressive home which is why I figured it would be best to err on the side of safety. If not for that, I would have loved to wear a pair of short shorts and a tank top. Being comfortable was far more important than being dressed up to me.

Once I was finished getting ready, I headed over and pulled into Victor's driveway. The three-story home was beyond impressive, the fucker didn't deserve this nice of a home. My two-bedroom apartment was about all Victor deserved. He made his living by cutting the throats of his business partners and laughing while their companies failed.

I hated being a part of what we did, but at least my hands were clean. Accounting wasn't the most glamorous of jobs, but it was something that kept food on my table. Even if it meant working for a scumbag like Victor.

I was greeted at the door by Jennifer. My eyes immediately dropped to her cleavage and I blushed when she cleared her throat, "Hey, Emily. Come on in, make yourself at home. The party isn't officially going to start for another fifteen minutes. I like that you're early though."

It was hard to keep from looking back down at her exposed chest. The dark blue cocktail dress she wore had her curves on display. My panties got a little tighter as I walked in the house, "I try to be early to most things I care about. What's the occasion?"

"Girl to girl, Victor finally agreed to start trying to get me pregnant," she said excitedly.

I nearly stumbled at those words. I knew they were married, but I could at least pretend that Victor wasn't actually getting to fuck this woman. She was gorgeous and at best, he was average. I guess money really can win a woman over. Then again, I shouldn't judge, if a handsome guy wanted to sweep me off my feet and pay off my college debt, I'd probably let him.

"I'm excited for you. You deserve nice things, Jennifer," I said quietly.

She brushed her straightened brunette hair over her ear and smiled at me, "I don't think it's that big of a deal. To be honest, he's been trying for a while. He went to a doctor earlier this week and got the confirmation that he's not shooting blanks."

I cocked my head to the side, "So what's been the hold-up?"

Jennifer looked at me and then looked to her feet. My shame knew no bounds, with her eyes averted, I let myself enjoy the sight of her lightly tanned breasts once again. When she looked back up, she spoke quietly, "Could we talk somewhere a little more private for a few minutes?"

I nodded and she led me into a guest bedroom. "You can't tell anyone, but you're a woman and I hope you've got a little insight into this. Victor isn't exactly the largest. By that, I mean, he's barely able to get inside me at all and most of his... You know..."

I shrugged my shoulders.

Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson and she blurted out, "His cum doesn't even stay inside."

I should have been able to sympathize with her. Truly, I wanted to. But I just heard that my prick of a boss had a micropenis and his wife thought I was a genetic female. Those were two very nice things in my book. Being trans isn't a walk in the park, but having a beautiful woman not notice any signs of my birth gender felt amazing.

"Have you thought about getting the sperm put in an egg and have that put in you? In-vitro fertilization or something like that?"

"God, Victor would die if he had to explain why he couldn't get me pregnant to another soul. Speaking of, you won't tell anyone I told you this, right?" she asked, the concern shining through.

I shook my head, "Your secret is safe with me. I don't like your husband and I'm not going to pretend to, but you've never done anything to hurt me. If he can't get you pregnant and isn't willing to take other steps, what do you think you can do to get pregnant?"

"Short of cheating on him, I don't know," she said. Her shoulders slumped and she looked into my eyes for a moment before smiling weakly at me, "But I guess I shouldn't be bothering you about it."

"You're not bothering me. I wouldn't want you to think that I don't care. I want to help you if I can, but this seems like something that I shouldn't get involved in," I mumbled.

She sighed and nodded towards the door, "The party should be getting started soon. I hope I can talk to you later?"

"Yeah, that would be nice," I said quietly. She led the way back into the den and before long, people started showing up.

I couldn't help but feel bad for Jennifer. She was a nice woman that did deserve nice things. Victor managed to coil around her and bring her into his suffocating presence, but she probably had to be there for some reason. I'd have to ask her about that, maybe she would be able to shine some light on why she was with him. Surely, she could have found someone better than him.

Victor found me about half an hour into the party and pulled me off to a corner. "Hey, Emily, I was just telling Steve about how great you've been to have on board. He suggested something that I thought was a damn fine idea. Want to hear it?"

From the slight slur in his voice, I could tell he'd been drinking. "Sure?" I asked.

"I think you should get a raise. Just a bit of a raise. Maybe a dollar and a half? That sound good? Is that fair?"

Jesus, how much had he drank? "I would really appreciate that, but you don't have to, Victor."

"No, you deserve it. You've been good. Good, good girl," he muttered.

"Hey, Victor, you might want to lay off the booze for a little while," I said.

He shrugged his shoulders and drank from his bourbon glass, "I've got a reason to celebrate. My wife wants to have a baby. That means I'm going to eventually have to take more time off. That means you're going to be looked at for a promotion. Don't get cocky about that, Emily."

All this news felt a little too soon. I hate Victor's guts, why the fuck is he offering me these things? Surely someone else in the office could have done a better job. Well, maybe not. I do work my ass off, but there are only so many things that I can do as an accountant.

I sighed and patted Victor on the shoulder, "I'm excited for you. Just take care of yourself, alright?"

He nodded, "You take care of yourself too. Oh, my wife wanted to talk to you. Something about needing help making more snacks. I think she was in the kitchen."

Anything would be better than having my drunk boss eying me up and down while talking about a potential promotion. I didn't like the thoughts that sprung up regarding that. If he expected me to spread my legs for his micropenis, he would be disappointed on two accounts. I doubt he'd want to see mine, not if he was shy about his tiny cock.

I headed into the kitchen and found Jennifer there cutting sandwiches into triangles. "Hey, Emily, just in time. Do you think you could help me get some more of these made? The guys are getting hammered in there and they're going to need something to soak up the alcohol. I didn't expect to have to feed a bunch of drunks. The way Victor was talking, I thought this was going to be something a lot more relaxed."

"Not a problem," I said. I wasn't the serving type, so the sandwiches I made weren't nearly as nice and neat as Jennifer's, but I doubted any of the drunk shits would even notice.

Once we finished, we took them into the den and the guys crowded around the table to devour the food. Jennifer and I scurried away to the safety of the kitchen.

"They're acting like animals," she said.

I chuckled, "Drunk guys will do almost anything. Just give it ten minutes and one of them will be crying and hugging another one. Someone else will be trying to start a fight, then one dude is just going to whip his dick out and start hollering."

Jennifer laughed, "Let's hope it isn't my husband that decides to do the last of those things."

"Oh yeah, mass office firing," I said.

She smiled and nodded, "He's always been really prideful."

I stepped closer to her and crossed my arms over my chest, "So what's the deal with you two?"

"What do you mean?"

"I just don't think he's the kind of guy that a woman like you would be into," I said.

She sighed and looked away from me, "It's not really something you'd want to hear about."

"I wouldn't have asked if I wasn't interested."

"I warned you," she said and turned to look at me again. "My parents forced me to marry him or they would remove me from their wills. They said that they would rather me have nothing if I couldn't give my children a proper future. It didn't make much sense to me at first, but once I got to know him, he's not all bad. Sure, he's a bit rough around the edges, but he's still a good man. Most of the time."

I nodded, "That does sound a little fucked up. Are you happy?"

"Happy I guess I can be. I would have preferred to live my life a little more before I settled down. But now we've been together for eight years and I've kind of just given up on my old rambunctiousness."

Her tone made me want to wrap her in a hug and never let go. "I'm sorry to hear that, but I'm kind of curious. What kind of stuff were you wanting to do before you got married?"

"Oh god, I don't know if it's a good idea to talk about this. Especially not with all these guys around, they might overhear and make things uncomfortable," she said.

The look in her eyes made me believe that she wanted to tell me, but I could also see the measure of trepidation just under the surface. I'm sure Victor would probably hate finding out I was getting his wife to tell me these things about him, but he wasn't around.

"So why don't we go somewhere a little less crowded?" I asked.

Jennifer looked around for a moment before shrugging her shoulders, "I don't see why we can't." As she started leading the way towards the second floor, she called out, "So what's it like being the only girl in the office?"

"It's not so bad. I get a lot of stares, but most of the guys know I'm..."

"You're what?" she asked.

Fuck. I didn't want to tell her, but I kind of already messed up. "I'm a lesbian." That wasn't exactly the truth of the matter, but it wasn't a lie either. She didn't need to know that I was born a male, that was something she had no reason to know.

She looked back at me, "I kind of figured you were interested in women. You were staring at my chest when you first saw me."

"What can I say, you're a beautiful woman. I don't mean to be vulgar, it's just hard to ignore someone as attractive as you," I said.

She turned around, but before she could try and hide it, I saw the redness in her cheeks. "Well, thank you. I don't have an issue with your sexuality at all. Let's hope the guys don't give you too hard of a time about it."

"They usually don't," I said as she opened the door to what I could assume was another guest room.

She sat down on the bed and nodded to the door. I closed it behind me and laid beside her. "So you asked what I wanted to do before I got married. Honestly, I wanted to experiment with a woman. I thought about trying a threeway. I really shouldn't be telling you these things."

"Don't be embarrassed. There is nothing wrong with exploring yourself, you just have to keep yourself safe when you do it. Maybe if you talk to Victor, he might let you try those things." He wasn't the kind of guy that would let his wife sleep around. Even if she wanted to, he would have to be involved and I honestly doubted he would show anyone else his tiny cock.

"I don't think he would be interested in letting me try those things. I've mentioned bringing toys into the bedroom before and that was something he absolutely wouldn't let happen," she said.

Such an insecure man. "So then why not do it without him knowing? If he isn't going to let you explore yourself with his permission, I'm sure you could find someone discrete enough to not let things be known."

She paused for a second and then got on her side and looked into my eyes. There was a moment of hesitation before she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. In that moment, time seemed to stand still.

I was trying to encourage her to explore herself with another person, but I wasn't going to just turn down the opportunity to explore her. She needed to know about my cock, but that would have to wait a moment, until after I'd let myself fall in love with her strawberry lipstick.

I parted my lips and she slowly pushed her tongue into my mouth. Jennifer rolled on top of me and started grinding against my crotch. My hands shot to her sides in a moment of panic and she broke the kiss for a moment, "It's fine. I could see the bulge in your pants earlier. You're still a woman, Emily. B-But do I need to stop?"

"If you're fine with this, I'm not going to say a damn thing to Victor," I said.

She smiled and kissed me again. Her cocktail dress rode up slowly and I didn't bother holding back. My hands fell to her ass and I squeezed those tight cheeks while grinding my own hips into hers.

Her breathing got faster and I could feel my own heart racing in my chest. If she was half as horny as I was right now, this wasn't going to end well for Victor. Maybe it would. If he didn't find out, his wife might just be able to be happier around the house.

After a few more moments, she rolled off me and panted heavily. "I'm going to ruin my panties if we keep this up, Emily."

"I'm sure Victor will buy you more," I purred and unbuttoned my jeans.

She reached down and unzipped them and pushed her hand into my panties. Her thin fingers wrapped around my thick cock and I let out a quiet moan.

"Shh, you don't want them to hear you, do you?"

"If someone hears us, they're way too drunk to be sure of what they heard," I said.

She smiled and slowly stroked my cock, "Or so you hope, Emily. Just how big is this damn thing?"

"Ten and a half," I said confidently.

"Son of a bitch. You've got seven inches on Victor. This fucking thing is going to rip my pussy in half," she groaned.

I smiled and pushed my pants and panties down to let her see my cock in its full glory. "So you've already decided you want to go all the way?"

"Why wouldn't I? It's not like you can tell anyone. You'd lose your job and you wouldn't get to come over and visit anymore. You wouldn't want to ruin a good thing, would you?"

"I think I should have a little bit of a condition as well."

Jennifer shifted down the bed and licked the head of my cock before looking up to me with hungry eyes, "And what makes you think you can play that game?"

I smiled and put my hand on the back of her head, "Because I can get you pregnant."

She pulled away from my cock and a smile crossed her lips, "So what would condition are you trying to propose, Emily?"

"That you tell your husband that you really feel a connection to me and you want to visit me occasionally. Don't worry, it's not about the sex. I'm just hoping that you're feeling the same way I do. Trapped in a situation that has too many pros to run away from, but too many cons to really want to stay."

"Victor will know first thing in the morning," she said. "Because I do feel the same. Maybe this is just about the sex. I don't know yet, Emily. But I do know that I'm going to lock the door and make sure to give you a reason to keep your job."

Jennifer got off the bed and locked the door. She pulled her dress off gracefully and let it fall to the floor. The natural light streaming in through the curtains gave her an almost supernatural glow. Truly, Jennifer looked the part of an angel in that black lingerie set.

She walked back to the bed and worked her panties down her thighs before smiling sheepishly at me. "I never thought I'd get naked for anyone other than a doctor or my husband. Consider yourself lucky."

I kicked my jeans and panties the rest of the way down my legs and smiled at her, "Trust me, I definitely think I'm one lucky gal right about now. A raise and a sexy woman in one day? I think I might be in heaven," I teased.

She got on the bed and straddled my cock, "Not yet." Her hand moved to grasp my thick shaft and she let out a quiet moan as my head positioned against her entrance.

There was a moment of hesitation before she eased herself slowly down the first few inches of my cock.

Jennifer let out a quiet cry of pain as my cock stretched her wide, "F-Fuck it's so big."

"You can stop if you want, Jen, I'm not forcing you," I said quietly.

Her body didn't look like it could even handle my cock, but she kept forcing more inside her, "S-Shut up, I can take this. Fuck I want it so bad."

I sighed and put my hands on her waist, "Stay still."

She sighed and stopped moving. I rolled her onto her back and smiled down at her and whispered, "Let me take care of this. Just enjoy yourself, Jen. You deserve it."

Jennifer smiled and that familiar blush lit up her cheeks once more, "F-Fine."

I slowly thrust into her tight lips. Each time I felt her heated desire around the middle of my cock, I pulled back out and started again. I needed her to be drenched if she had any chance of taking my entire length.

That didn't seem like it would take all that much work though. She moaned and writhed under me, each time my cock pumped into her, she let out a whimpering cry of pleasure and bucked her hips to meet mine again.

I didn't care how wrong it was to sleep with a married woman. Hell, I couldn't care less that she was cheating on Victor. All I cared about right now was making sure that Jennifer wanted me to come back again and again.

She looked up at me with half-lidded eyes and spoke in a lusty tone, "I want it all or I want you to stop fucking me."

"When you put it like that, I guess I don't have a choice," I purred.

Her cocky smile faded as soon as I thrust until her pussy kissed my base. A slight bulge formed in her stomach and she looked at me with confusion in her eyes. "A-Am I okay?"

I smiled and nodded, "You're going to be just fine, baby. How does it feel?"

My hips ground into hers slowly. Each short motion had brought a gasp from her and I loved every sound coming from her. She wanted the entire thing, she got it. Poor little Jennifer, she didn't realize just how big I really was. Especially not when she had Victor's cock to work with.

"I-I think I'm in love," she moaned.

"That's fine by me, just don't forget to keep this a secret. You wouldn't want Victor to take me away from you, would you?" I asked.

"F-Fuck no," she said.

I smiled and leaned down to kiss her. She opened her mouth to let me explore her further and I started thrusting into her in long, deep strokes while my tongue danced with hers. This is what Jennifer deserved. Not that piece of shit Victor that just wanted her as a trophy.

Her legs wrapped around my lower back and she let me take full control. Every time my hips crashed into hers, the bed shook and I felt myself getting closer to my orgasm. Her inner walls gripped and massaged my cock with each stroke and I couldn't imagine going back to masturbating after having something so heavenly around my shaft.

She moaned into our kiss and I felt her hands grip my shoulders tightly. Her nails dug into my shirt and further into my skin. A little pain didn't do anything to make me want her less.

Her stomach tightened and I could feel her pussy start convulsing around my cock and within moments, a warm rush of juices squirted onto my hips. Her thighs were soaked and I couldn't help but giggle as I hammered into her. My balls slapped against her wet thighs and I let out a quiet groan as I felt the heated surge of euphoric release pulsing through me.

I slammed into her one final time and broke our kiss as my cock throbbed within her depths. Each pulse sent another wave of my hot, thick cum into her depths and I collapsed on top of her. Her legs let go of my back and her fingers stopped digging into my shoulders. She rubbed my back weakly and spoke quietly, "I hope you don't mind me saying this, but I think I love you, Emily."

"It's just the sex right now, Jen. But that doesn't mean you won't actually mean that soon. I think I could get used to this. Victor is a pain in my ass, but if you're here for me, I'm pretty sure I can find a reason to stick around for a while longer."
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