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Working for a software engineer company shouldn’t have been nearly as tense as it was. I didn’t want to tell anyone, but the assistant they got me was excessively uncomfortable for me. Not because she was doing anything wrong, but having a woman older than myself by almost fifteen years getting my coffee was strange.

I didn't mind having her around, of course, but it didn't mean that I felt I deserved her. Abby was super sweet, but how could she know that her service had inspired other desires of mine. Working alone in an office for an extended period of time could lead to some very, very perverse thoughts.

She wasn't exactly the most aloof of women and she tended to wear clothes that were a little too sexy for work. No one complained and I certainly wasn't going to be the first.

"Terra, is there anything else I can get you while I'm making copies?" she asked.

I checked my coffee cup. Still full. Her cleavage caught my eye and I struggle to make eye contact, "I think I'm good for now.  When you're done with the copies, do you think you could help me make a presentation for the meeting on Friday?"

"Of course I can, I'll be back soon," she said sweetly. As she turned to walk away, she dropped the folder she had in her hand. When she bent over to pick it up, I couldn't help but look up her skirt.

There was no possible way she couldn't have done it intentionally. Abby wasn't wearing any panties and I couldn't pretend that her pussy didn't look absolutely beautiful. Thirty-nine or not, I'd love to have a meeting of our own together at some point. Preferably just the two of us.

My panties tightened uncomfortably as my arousal grew. A flash of doubt ran through my mind. Would Abby even be interested in me if she knew I had a cock? As far as I could tell, I was the only woman in the office she flirted with. Surely, those tanned legs and tight ass would be more than welcomed by anyone in the office.

From what I heard, Harold even tried to get in her panties. She turned him down. Apparently, he was too much like her ex-husband for her to want to do anything with and I couldn't blame her. Any guy that would turn her down had to be a bit unsavory.

Abby was a sweetheart, even if a little flirtatious at times.

As the day progressed, things continued to spiral out of control. The firewall hadn't been updated like it was supposed to be by my coworker so I had more on my plate. Creating exceptions and trying to keep my sanity so the doctors could continue using their workstations was infuriating. By the time I finished, it was nearly six at night.

I grabbed my things and opened my office door and curiously enough, I saw Abby laying face down on a desk. The light snoring that came from her made me smile and I walked to her side and gently shook her shoulder, "Abby, it's time to go home."

She awoke with a red imprint across her face, "Huh, what?"

"Yeah, is everything okay?"

Abby took a second to collect herself and nodded, "Yeah, I was waiting to help you with the presentation. I know I could have gone home, but there really isn't anything to do there."

"It's got to beat napping on a hard desk," I mumbled.

"You know, there's something strangely comforting about sleeping when you know you should be working. I felt a little guilty for not getting what you wanted done, so I figured I could stay late and help," she said.

"If I would have known, I would have sent you home."

"Of course you would have, that's why you didn't know."

I chuckled and nodded towards the door, "Still doesn't change the fact that I'm heading back to my apartment."

She frowned, "What are you going to do there?"

"Probably eat some fast food and watch TV until I'm tired, shower, then go to bed."

A dark cloud fell over her and she shook her head, "Fast food and TV? That sounds like what I used to do when I was a loner. Why don't you come over to my place? I'll cook you something, no strings attached, promise."

"Done. I'll follow you there," I didn't hesitate to answer her. Free food was good food and if I could have a little company while I was there, things would be absolutely wonderful. Even after having seen her goods on display earlier, I couldn't bring myself to think too much about that. I didn't have much time for activities outside of work and I didn't exactly feel comfortable with approaching people in the first place.

Making friends wasn't my strong suit.

We convened in the parking lot and she drove to her house with me following just a little ways behind her. I pulled into the driveway of her one-story house and felt reminded of the place I grew up. It wasn’t anything magnificent, but it was home.

I got out of the car and Abby walked back to join me, “It’s not much, but it’s what I’ve got.”

“It’s lovely,” I said quietly.

“You say that until you get inside, then it’s going to feel really cramped,” she said with a grin.

We walked inside and contrary to what she said, it was rather spacious. Sure, it wasn’t a mansion and didn’t have a large den, but it was a roof over our heads. Abby led me into the small den and gestured to the couch, “I’m going to change and get started on dinner.”

“You want some help?” I asked.

“With changing, sure,” she said.

“Don’t tempt me,” I said while locking eyes with her.

Abby’s hands fell to her waist and she leaned forward to display that lovely cleavage, “Who says I wouldn’t let you?”

The tension in my panties was growing to be unbearable. “You don’t really know all that much about me. Besides, wouldn’t it be unprofessional of us? We work together, Abby.”

“I think I know enough about you, Terra. It’s not like I haven’t noticed you giving me looks in the office. I don’t mind them. Unlike most of the guys we work with, you haven’t been begging me for a date. I think that says plenty about you,” Abby said.

I couldn’t bring myself to tell her no. I wanted to take her up on her offer to help her change, though we both knew what that meant. After having her flash her pussy at me earlier, I wasn't dumb enough to pretend she was just wanting help unclasping her bra.

My eyes met with hers and I let my hand slide down her arm. I grasped her wrist and gently guided her hand towards my groin and she smiled warmly. My hand quivered as she touched the bulge in my pants, "Still think you know me?"

She ran her thumb along the outline of my cock and nodded, "I don't think this changes anything. Maybe things will be a little more fun, I was hoping I wouldn't have to ask you to use a strap-on."

My cheeks reddened. She continued, "So why don't you come help me out of these clothes, Terra? I'll help you out of yours."

That honeyed voice was impossible to argue with. I let her guide me into her room. Her queen-sized bed was the centerpiece of the room, flanked by nightstands. Across from the bed was a dresser that had a TV on it. The various decorations in the room were tasteful, but I couldn't focus too much on them.

She pulled my hands to the bottom of her shirt and I slowly lifted it away. Her belly button was pierced and I couldn't help but chuckle at that. For someone in her late thirties, she surely was a rather progressive woman. She was okay with me being trans, willing to flash me in the office, and even planned on making me dinner after this. At least, I hoped she wouldn't just kick me to the curb after I came!

I reached behind her and unclasped her bra, but she held it to her chest, "Not before you show me yours."

A smile crossed my lips, "Fair enough." I quickly took off my shirt and reached behind my back to unclasp my bra. The black straps fell down my arms and I let her see my perky breasts.

"Mm, not bad at all," she purred. Her hands fell away and she let the bra fall to the floor. Abby's round breasts made mine look tiny, but that didn't matter to me. Size wasn't everything, at least, not when it came to the chest.

I leaned forward and took one of her pink, puffy nipples into my mouth and let my hands rest on her ass. She let out soft moans as I licked and suckled on her breast. Abby unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor.

Now that she was naked, I couldn't help but release her nipple from my lips. I took a step back and smiled at her while I undid my jeans and pushed them down my thighs. Her pussy had the slightest trace of hair and I would lovingly lick and tease her folds until she screamed my name.

The upper half of my cock had escaped my panties and Abby didn't hesitate to drop to her knees. Her right hand tugged my panties further down while her left started stroking my length.

"I didn't think you'd be so big, Terra," she whispered while looking up at me.

I shrugged my shoulders, "I didn't think you'd be interested in knowing."

"Shows just how much you know about me, sweetie," she purred. Abby engulfed the head of my shaft and let her tongue swirl a few times around it.

I couldn't withhold my moans if I wanted to. Her warm mouth coupled with those lithe fingers stroking my cock was absolutely blissful.

Part of me felt bad for her. She'd invited me over to her house as a guest and yet, she was the one going down on me. That just wouldn't do.

"Lay on the bed, Abby."

She looked up to me and gave me one last swirl of her tongue before she pulled away. "Mm, but you taste so good," she whined.

"Don't worry, I'm not going to make you stop for long," I said huskily.

Abby smiled and got on the bed. Her long, tanned legs were beautiful and I wanted nothing more than to part them and bury my cock in her, but that had to wait. Manners were important and it would be rude to jump to the main course without even trying the entree.

I got on the bed and positioned myself above her with my head just above her hips. Under other circumstances, I would have loved to have her on top, but she seemed like the kind of woman that would appreciate a cock being forced down her throat. I lowered my hips and spoke softly, "If you need time to breathe, just scratch my thighs a little, baby."

"Ooh, pet names already? You're spoiling me, Terra," she teased before taking my cock back into her mouth. Her hands slid up my thighs and further up until she cupped my ass. I could feel her fingers teasing along my pucker and I wasn't going to stop her. She might want me to fuck her, but that didn't mean I couldn't enjoy a little anal play.

As her fingertip prodded against my back door, I leaned down and started teasing her clit with my tongue. Short, rapid strokes to get her worked up, then I slowed down and let myself explore her labia.

Abby's muffled moans sent waves of pleasure through my cock and I couldn't stop myself from pushing deeper into her. The head of my cock passed her throat and she let out a quiet gag but made no move to stop me. As I lowered my thighs further, she pushed her finger into my ass.

I moaned quietly and dove back into her pussy. My lips surrounded her clit and I gently thrust my hips into her mouth. I suckled on her clit while my tongue lavished it with affection. Her hips ground against me and I could feel her tongue dancing along my shaft.

Before long, I felt her nails gently teasing the sensitive flesh of my thighs and I slowly lifted my hips away to let her breathe.

Abby pushed a second finger into my ass as she pulled away from my cock, "I'm going to cum if you keep on!"

"Then cum, I don't care. I'm fine with giving you a little snack before you cook dinner and then letting you have dessert after, baby," I said.

"Deal," she said. Her mouth surrounded my shaft again and she bobbed quickly while I went back to work on her delicious folds.

The fingers in my ass pumped in and out of me as quickly as she could. It was nearly impossible to focus on her clit as she continued to work on my prostate. My assistant knew a thing or two about how to make a girl like me scream!

I didn't bother warning her about my orgasm. She would find out soon enough. My attention was focused on her pleasure. I worked her clit as quickly as I could and snaked my hand around her thigh so my fingers could push into her entrance.

Abby's muffled cries of ecstasy sent ripples through my length. I didn't want to stop myself from pushing my cock as far into her throat as I could. Her walls contracted and she bucked against me as I continued to push her to her breaking point.

My balls tightened and I could feel myself losing the grip I had on my endurance. Her teeth gently grazed against my shaft and she lifted her hips as high as she could as her body tensed up. A rush of her sweet juices escaped her and Abby's peachy scent filled the air.

While her body was still convulsing from her orgasm, my own had just begun. Heated waves of pleasure consumed my body, burning me from the inside and gathering in my groin. My hot, thick seed shot into Abby's throat and I finally stopped licking her clit. Her tongue danced along my shaft, coaxing out the rest of my cum.

Once my balls were empty, she gently scratched my thighs again. I pulled out of her and slowly rolled off of her. She moved to lay beside me with her head on my chest. Abby's hand stroked along my smooth stomach and she whispered, "Mm, I usually don't enjoy getting out of my work clothes that much."

I let out a long sigh and put my hand around her shoulders, "It's been a while since I've done anything with anyone. Thanks for this, Abby."

"Why are you thanking me?" she asked.

"Because you didn't have to do this. It's nice to feel wanted, but I can't pretend that you aren't out of my league," I mumbled.

She weakly slapped my stomach, "Don't say that. I want to enjoy this and if you're thinking it's some kind of pity thing, you're wrong."

We laid their quietly for a few more moments before she sat up, "Anyway, I'm going to get started on dinner. After that, would you still be willing to offer me that dessert?"

"Of course, but I do need to know something, baby."

"And what would that be?"

"Is this a one-time thing or are you looking to be a little more serious?" I asked.

She hesitated for a few seconds. "I don't know. I can't imagine that you'd want to actually date me. I'm a bit older than you and that's probably weird," she said.

I sat up and put my arm around her waist, "It doesn't bother me at all. We might need to keep things quiet around the office."

"I wouldn't want to lose my job, especially if it means I get to see you more often."

"Yeah, but it's work. As tempting as it might be, we're going to have to play it safe there. That does mean you couldn't drastically change the way you dress, but I would hope that you wouldn't flash someone else," I said jokingly. Of course, that wasn't a joke, but I didn't want to sound like a bitch.

She shook her head, "You have no clue how hard it was for me to even do that with you. I don't mind people looking at me, but taking chances on someone is a little hard to do. I'm just glad it's working out."

"Me too," I said.

Eventually, we got out of bed and she made dinner for us. It wasn't a surprise to me to find out that she was an amazing cook, but that didn't make the meal any less enjoyable.

Abby told me a little about her ex-husband and the issues they had together. I didn't know that she'd only been divorced for a few months. With that in mind, it made a lot more sense why she was putting herself on display.

She walked to the sink to start cleaning the dishes and I followed her. My hands fell to her shoulders and I started kneading at the tense muscles, "I'd enjoy it if we could go steady, Abby."

"Are you just saying that because I'm putting out?" she asked bluntly.

"I'm not going to pretend that isn't a nice perk, but no. You've seen enough of this life to know that there isn't a lot of joy. I'm enjoying my time with you and that means a lot. If you'd have me, I'd love to be around," I said.

Abby pushed her hips back and ground against my crotch, "You're not moving in until I'm sure you're serious. But I'm not going to pretend that I don't want you to fuck me tonight. And tomorrow. And the day after. I'm a horny person, so you'll just have to get used to that."

"You're doing dishes, Abby. That's not a very sexy thing, is it?"

"Are you saying you don't want to fuck me right now? I'm going to be a few minutes, I don't need this to be super romantic, I just need your cock inside me," she said.

I wasn't going to pretend that her ass grinding against me didn't feel great. As my cock hardened, I slid my hands down her back and held onto her hips, "You weren't joking about the horny thing, were you?"

"Shh, just fuck me," she cooed.

I chuckled and reached between us and positioned my crown at her entrance, "Such a bad girl."

"Shh, youngun. If you call me girl one more time, I'll bend you over my knee and spank you like the brat you are."

My hips pushed forward and I let out a quiet moan at the warm sensation surrounding my cock. Her walls massaged my shaft as I pushed deeper into her and she let her head hang limp for a moment. Right or wrong, this workplace relationship was definitely something I needed in my life.

Abby's hands moved to hold either side of the sink and she leaned further forward, "F-Fuck the dishes."

I took hold of her hips again and thrust into her slowly, "I'd rather just have you, baby."

I could practically hear her eyes rolling. "The more you talk, the sillier I feel about this."

Point taken. She was a woman that knew what she wanted and I wasn't going to pretend that I was something I wasn't. Right now, I was a woman that was turned on and needed release.

I worked into a steadier rhythm while picking up my pace gradually. Each thrust was a little faster than the last until I fell into a comfortable pattern. While I wanted to cum, I wanted this to be pleasurable for her as well. I slid my hand around her waist and let my fingers massage her clit while I hammered into her.

The slightly snippy banter was nowhere to be found. All Abby could do now was moan like an absolute whore and that was music to my ears. Between my cock stretching her pussy and my fingers working her clit, Abby was soon cursing under her breath.

I didn't care how many times I made her cum before I finished. The goal for tonight was to show her that I cared about her pleasure as well. If she was a horny woman, she would need a girlfriend that knew how to take care of that problem.

Abby let out a loud cry as her thighs clamped together. Her pussy tightened around my shaft. I didn't stop pounding her for a second, instead, I chose to force her to even higher levels of bliss.

My balls slapped against her wet thighs and I couldn't hold a train of thought any longer. All that was on my mind was the mind-numbing sensation of her tight lips around my cock. This could be my life with her.

Casual conversation and good sex. That's a combination that anyone would kill for.

Abby's thighs finally relaxed enough to let me work my hips faster. My own moans flowed from me and I couldn't stop myself from whimpering softly on occasion. She felt too good. I didn't want to stop hammering away at her depths, but I knew that I would cum if I didn't.

I moved my free hand to her shoulder and pulled her into my strokes. Each time my base slammed into her, I let out a quiet grunt. She didn't tell me to stop or warn me to pull out, so I had to assume that she was on birth control.

Warmth radiated throughout my body and I moaned uncontrollably. I couldn't hold back any longer if I wanted to. My fingers furiously worked her clit as I gave a few final thrusts into her.

She looked back at me with wide eyes and an open mouth. The shock on her face told me that I might have fucked up, but it was too late. My thick cum was already shooting deep inside her and I didn't have the willpower to pull out if I wanted to. In the heat of the moment, I didn't care if I got her pregnant.

Her pussy gripped my shaft one final time as her third orgasm of the night consumed her. Shocked or not, she seemed to enjoy having my cum inside her. I slowly pulled out of her and she let out a deep, content sigh.

After a few moments, she spoke softly, "I enjoyed that more than I should have."

"You're not the only one," I said quietly.

"I'm not upset."

"I should have asked."

"If I get pregnant, you'll stick around, won't you?" she asked, the worry creeping into her tone."

I turned her around and gave her a deep kiss. She didn't fight my tongue pushing into her mouth. Her hands fell to my ass and she returned the kiss passionately. After a few moments, I broke the kiss and flashed her a smile before saying, "If that's what'll get you to keep me around, I'll keep pumping you full, baby."
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