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The Bookstore Clerk's Lucky Day



I almost always get to the bookstore early. The basement cafeteria is a great spot to try and write before my late-morning shift starts. Unfortunately the operative word for me is all too often “try”. Sometimes I'll jot a few words down on the page, but it's not uncommon for me to simply sit and people watch while I drink my coffee. I was doing exactly that on this particular day. And the person who caught my attention, as he so often did, was Edwin.





Edwin was one of my fellow workers at the bookstore. Generally the store had two types of employees: college kids who needed to make a buck, and artists, like myself, who needed a day job to net some income before we hit it big. Edwin was neither of these things. I'm not sure if he was just slow or if he had some sort of condition; I never asked. Suffice it to say, he wasn't the brightest light.





On that day I was watching him move between tables to pick up books or magazines that patrons had left behind and to scrub down any of the surfaces that were dirty. He waddled around the cafeteria area lugging his immense girth with him. Most of the customers just ignored him, and he them. He avoided the tables where anyone was sitting, doing his best not to disturb them. If anyone asked him a question, he would answer in a mumble and point vaguely in the direction of whatever the customer was looking for. I didn't think he liked people much. And so it struck me as odd when he stopped by the table where the family was sitting.





They were a couple, both Asian, with a young son. The man was average looking, and the son looked like every other kid his age. The wife was certainly attractive, or at least had a very pretty face. She was dressed demurely in a loose fitting button down shirt and khaki pants. Ultimately they weren't very distinct, and the only reason I gave them more than a passing glance was because Edwin went over to their table. It was a larger table, one of the six seaters instead of the usual circular two-person tables that populated most of the cafe area, and he went to scrub down a part of it that wasn't being used. Then he put his chubby hands on a pile of books next to the wife. I was close enough to the table to overhear the conversation.





“Are you done with these?” he asked.





“Yes, thank you,” the woman replied, bowing her head.





“And I'm done with these too,” the husband said, putting a couple of magazines on top of the stack.





Edwin looked at him oddly for a moment, almost like he was about to give this guy a piece of his mind. Instead he smiled at him broadly and nodded.





“Yes, sir.”





Then he picked up the books and turned to go. He caught me watching him, as he was leaving and nodded at me in acknowledgment. I smiled back. We got along okay, Edwin and I, though I wouldn't go so far as to call him a friend.





I watched Edwin waddle away from the cafeteria towards the bookshelves. After he was gone I looked down at my writing pad again and saw that I still hadn't written anything. I sighed and took a sip from my coffee.





“I'm bored of this book, mom,” I heard the child of the Asian couple say.





“Okay, honey,” the wife said, smiling at him. She stood up and reached out her hand. The boy stood and took it. “We'll go find you another one. Mommy was about to get up and stretch her legs anyway.”





“I'll be here,” the husband said.





I watched the pair walk away, following in Edwin's footsteps. Again I turned back to my writing pad. I picked up my pen and forced myself to jot some words on the page. They were terrible. I would have to get rid of them later. Still, I pushed myself to try and get something done. A scene. An exchange of dialogue. Anything.





A few minutes later it was almost time for my shift to start. I finished up my coffee and gathered up my writing materials, stuffing them into my backpack. As I slung my bag over my shoulder I saw the young Asian boy return with a new book. He went to the table and sat down next to his father.





“Where's your mother?” the man asked.





“She said she had to use the bathroom,” the boy said, opening the book and turning to the first page.





I left the two of them sitting there reading their books. As I was leaving the cafe my manager came up to me.





“Have you seen Edwin?” she asked.





“I little while ago,” I replied. “He was cleaning down the tables, moving books. You know, the usual.”





“Okay, well I haven't seen him in the past few minutes, and I wanted some help re-stocking a few shelves upstairs. If you run into him, tell him to find me up there.”





“Sure thing,” I said.





“Anyway, hurry up and change into your work clothes,” she continued. “You're almost on shift.”





The storage area, and changing room and bathroom for employees, was located near the customer restrooms in the back of the bookshelves. I strolled in getting into the mentality for work. Once I threw on the green polo of the bookstore uniform, I had to be all customer service and ready to help. I was walking through the storage shelves, where they kept all the new shipments of books, looking for a place to stash my backpack when I heard what sounded like a moan.





I stopped in my tracks and listened. The place was large and full of books and crates, so I couldn't see anything. I thought maybe I had just been hearing things. But then I heard it again, towards the back of the storage room. I walked slowly towards the sound, curious to know what was going on. I moved through the shelves quickly until they ended, and I came upon an area where they stacked more crates. And it was in a clearing around the crates that I saw them.





Edwin was naked, his fat, hairy belly fully exposed. And bent down in front of him on all fours was the Asian wife. With her modest attire removed, her body was on display, and I saw that her clothes did little to emphasize how amazing her body was. She had a flat stomach and amply sized breasts, which swung back and forth below her in time to Edwin's thrusts. His fat belly jiggled and slapped against her pert ass, as he entered her repeatedly.





“Yeah, fuck me, fuck me, just like that,” she said around labored breaths. She reached back to the space between her long, well-sculpted legs and began to stroke at her clit. Then she let out a moan of pleasure.





Neither of them saw me immediately, and I was unsure of what to do. I stood rooted in place feeling like a voyeur. Should I tell someone? Was this something the manager had to know about?





“Oh yes! Fuck me with that big cock. That feels so good, so much better than my husband.”





I could feel myself growing hard at her lurid words, my cock straining against my pants. It was embarrassing, but the scene was strangely erotic. I'm not sure if I moved or made a sound that I didn't realize, but the woman turned and looked at me then. An expression of alarm passed over her face, and she bit down her on lower lip to stifle a moan. But I didn't move to stop them or turn to leave and rat them out. I stood, my eyes locked with hers, and the look of alarm turned to one of lust. She was enjoying this, being watched.





I walked towards her, positioning myself in front of her. Edwin looked up at me then. His eyes went wide with shock looking like a kid who was caught with his hand in the cookie jar. He stopped his thrusting.





“Don't say anything,” he pleaded.





“He won't,” the wife said. She reached her hand up and ran into over the front of my pants. My erection twitched under her touch. She looked back at Edwin. “Keep going, lover. I'm almost there. I want you to make me cum again.”





Looking unsure, Edwin began thrusting again.





“That's it,” she said. She closed her eyes and let out a sigh of pleasure. “Oh yes, that's it!”





I couldn't take it anymore. I unzipped my pants and dropped them hurriedly, pulling my cock free of its constraints. She smiled at me and took it in her hand. Then she took the tip of it in her mouth and began to suck. She pumped up and down the length with her fist, her tongue swirling over the head of my cock. Then she took it deeper into her mouth, looking up at me alluringly as she did so. I could feel her moan around my length, as Edwin continued to drive into her.





I could feel the pleasure of impending release building at the base of my prick, her dancing tongue and slowly moving fist working to get me there. Then, suddenly, she let out a loud moan that was mostly muffled by my cock.





“I'm cumming,” she announced breathlessly, pulling her lips away from my member. She looked up at me, her face contorting in ecstasy, then looked over her shoulder at Edwin. He had begun thrusting harder, his fat belly slamming against her ass. I could hear the slapping sounds, as he entered her repeatedly, driving her through the orgasm. She moaned wordlessly, then let out a series of high pitched yelps. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”





“Oh, I'm, I'm there,” Edwin grunted.





“Oh, baby, yes, fill up my pussy,” the wife said, urging him on. “Cum inside me. Make me yours.”





That was all it took. He grabbed her hips and thrust one final time, imbedding himself inside her. He let out a rumbling, bass moan of satisfaction. Then he slumped backwards, pulling out of her with a loud plop.





“That was so good, baby,” she cooed at him. “That cock is so good.”





Then she turned back to me. She looked into my eyes, as she ran her tongue along the entire, rigid length of my cock. She grabbed my ass in her hands, and plunged her head down, swallowing as much of me, as she could take. I inhaled sharply, as she began to bob up and down. The suction of her lips, and the soft, wetness of her mouth was incredible. She pulled off to take in a breath but grabbed my cock in her fist and began stroking it quickly.





“We need to finish you off quickly so my husband doesn't miss me too much longer,” she said, smiling wickedly. Then she wrapped her lips around me once more and began to bob her head faster, her fist moving back and forth in rhythm with her mouth.





I felt the pressure building in me. It wouldn't be long. “I'm going to cum,” I warned her.





She removed her lips from my member, and put both her hands on it. She swung her head from side to side to throw her hair behind her back. Then she pointed the head of my cock at her tits and began to work me with quick, circular strokes.





“Do you want to cum on my tits?” she asked.





I was lost for words and only moaned in response.





“Yes, yes you want to cum on my tits,” she said. “Do you know what I'm going to be doing all day? Walking around with my boring husband. But he doesn't know what his good little wife is up to on the side. It makes me so horny thinking about walking around being covered in two men's cum. So fucking horny.”





She paused to take my cock in her mouth again. She pressed her hands against my thighs and took it as deep as she could. Then she pulled up and gasped in air. Her hands went quickly back to working my member.





“Mmm, yeah, I want your cum. I want your cum all over my tits. Don't you want to cum on this slut's tits?”





“Oh yeah,” I moaned in a whisper.





“It makes you horny thinking about cumming on another man's wife, doesn't it?”





“Uh huh,” I moaned again, the sounds barely escaping my mouth.





“You're thinking about it, aren't you? How your cum will be all over my tits, and he won't even know. We'll be together all day, and he won't know. Only you know what a dirty slut I am. Oh, that makes me so fucking hot. Doesn't that make you hot? Don't you want to cum for me?”





“Oh, yes!” I heard myself say, though whether it was to her question or just the sound of my release, I wasn't sure.





I came and she directed my cock over her tits, the streams of cum landing on them. When I was done, she took me in her mouth, cleaning me and suckling out the last drops of my climax.





Edwin was already getting dressed. He tried to wipe the sweat of his exertion off his brow with his meaty arm. His green polo shirt of a uniform was already dotted with sweat.





The woman dressed hurriedly. She picked her bra, a lacy black number, off the floor and pulled it on, clasping it in the front over her cum-covered tits. She squeezed her tits in place, and I could hear the squish of my cum underneath the bra. A small trickle escaped, running down her side. She scooped it up with her finger, and put it in her mouth, looking at me as she did.





Then she grabbed her panties off the floor and used them to wipe away a stream of Edwin's cum that had run down her leg. She pulled them on quickly, trapping the rest of his load inside her pussy. By the time she had her pants and shirt on she looked fully composed, as if nothing had happened. She walked over to Edwin and kissed him.





“A pleasure as always,” she said. “I'll see you soon. You know how I can't get enough of that wonderful cock.”





“Yeah,” he said, smiling wide like an idiot. “I can't get enough of that pussy too.”





She kissed him again. Then she walked up to me and extended her hand. “Camille.”





“Robert,” I said. It felt odd to be just now introducing myself to a woman who had so voraciously sucked my cock.





“It was nice to meet you,” she said with a smile. Then she gently caressed my cock, which I had not yet put away. “I'm sure I'll be seeing you again soon.”





She pulled herself to me and pressed her lips to mine. Our tongues danced with each other. After what felt like a long moment, she broke the kiss. Then she waved at both me and Edwin, smiling coyly, and made for the entrance of the storage room. I hoped that I would see her again. I could already feel myself getting hard at the thought of it.





I turned to Edwin who was looking at me earnestly.





“Thanks for not saying anything,” he said. “I don't want to get anyone in trouble.”





I just nodded.





He smiled at me. “Well, back to work then.” And with that he waddled out of the storage room as well, leaving me to get ready for my shift.








Afterword



Thanks for reading!
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