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Ultimate Violation

When 5:00 rolled around, I was anxious about the meeting, so I set my out-of-office on instant messenger and blocked my calendar. At 5:25. I heard a knock at my door and Clemmie  slipped inside. She quickly looked to make sure no one else was inside and turned to lock the door and snapped off the lights. It was still daylight outside, so it had little effect on the lighting in the room except to dim it a little.

She then turned and walked towards my desk, holding her finger to her lips, showing I should be quiet. I loved the way her huge fake breasts struggled to break loose, bolted onto her petite body, her ass sculpted by endless hours at the gym. She was, as the guys would say, a “butter face,” her face showing her actual age - over twice that of her apparently 20-something figure.

She dropped her purse on the desk, took one step back, and in a quick motion, unfastened and dropped her dress, leaving herself completely naked, except for her heels. I loved seeing her beautiful breasts and petite figure. She was shaved bald as always, and I started getting hard thinking about how great her body felt when I was inside it.

I must have had the right expression on my face, because she smiled as she dropped to her knees and motioned me forward. I knew what she wanted, even though I was still confused, so I stepped in front of her. She quickly unfastened my belt and pants, and pulled them with my undershorts to the ground. She then grabbed my growing erection and sucked me into her mouth.

It only took a few moments to get me rock hard, she really knew how to turn me on, massaging and licking my balls as she swirled her tongue around the head of my cock. I said, “I thought you had dinner with Louie?”

She looked up at me as she tried to deep-throat me, dragging her head back off my cock, she said, “I do. You are an appetizer!” She continued to suck and lick my cock, bringing me near orgasm as she reached over and searched in her purse with one hand, quickly pulling out a bottle of lube. She dripped some on my throbbing hardness, using one hand to make sure my entire cock was coated, then she stepped up to the desk, facing the full-length windows, and applied some lube to her tight little asshole. As she did this, I stepped behind her, ready to feel her hot tight ass again, happy about my good fortune, but a little confused about the situation.

After she worked a good amount of lube and a couple of fingers into herself, she looked back and said, “I have a little surprise that you may like or not, but *I* think it is great!” She saw me step forward, ready to enter her, and said quickly, “Wait! Listen to me for a second.” I paused, wondering what she could say, hardly able to restrain myself from taking her as she was bent over in front of me.

She continued, “I turned off the lights so no one in the cars out there could see us,” as she gestured with her head towards the cars parked 15 feet away, windshields facing the windows. There was only one car with an occupant – a large pickup truck with a guy inside, who appeared to be looking towards us.

I asked, “Are you sure they can’t see us? That guy seems to be looking in here.”

She turned back towards the desk, facing him, and braced her hands on the desk. I heard her say, “I checked, you can’t see in here, even from right against the window. That guy is looking in here because he knows *I* am in here ‘in a meeting.’ That’s Louie, and I want to look at him while you use my body as hard as you can and leave your come inside me!”

It took me a moment to digest that she was acting this way with her husband sitting just outside the window, and a little more time to assure myself he couldn’t see us. I finally couldn’t resist the opportunity, and placed my hands on her hips and eased myself into her tight lubed asshole as she moaned softly.

I paused for a moment when she moaned, but then heard her say, “Please! Fuck me as hard as you can! Use my ass while my jerk husband waits for me!” I couldn’t hold back anymore, and pounded her with a ferocity fueled by the situation, as I reflected on how I ended up with this good fortune...


Office Flirt

I was working on a consulting job in Savannah one year, where I was helping optimize operations. The engagement required that I work on site all week for an extended period, so I would fly in on Monday mornings and depart Fridays. This of course meant long hours at the office and dinners at the hotel bar or local restaurant with a ‘table for one.’

The engagement was to evaluate systems and processes for operational efficiencies. This included interviews with all the staff, as well as shadowing their work which required long periods of time with each staff member. At this company, nearly all the staff except senior executives were women, and they were all friendly showing southern charm. They were kind enough to join me for lunch, and often I would take a few of them out after work for drinks or movies.

Over time, some of them became quite flirty, and I got the idea that I might talk one or more of them into my hotel room sometime over the next couple of months. After the first couple of weeks at this assignment, a new woman began working at the location, who seemed to already know everyone. Curiosity got me and I asked one girl about her (I say ‘girl’ because she was under 25 and acted young, and I was in my mid thirties.)

She quietly told me she would tell me over lunch, but couldn’t talk at the office. I wasn’t sure whether she was telling me the truth, or if she wanted to go out to lunch with me. She was one of the ‘flirty’ girls, but not really my type - beautiful but she just seemed too young to have any experience. Unlike many guys, I am not really turned on by the virginal ones - I prefer women who have experience and are older, that’s always been the case with me. I don’t think I have ‘mommy issues,’ but never really think about it. I know what I like.

We went to lunch, after evading a few of the others who wanted to join us, and I waited to ask again about the new woman after we took our seats and ordered. Laura smiled, obviously ready to share ‘the dirt’ on her co-worker.

“Well, she’s not really ‘new’ - she has just been out for ‘medical’ reasons,” she giggled a little and continued, “Her boyfriend bought her those big honking boobies she has been strutting around with!” I thought for a moment, and realized her breasts seemed large for a woman with such a petite frame. Laura must have misread my thoughts and said, “I think he bought them so he had something to distract his eyes from her face. She is  getting old and wrinkly!”

This seemed a little too mean-spirited to me, so I gently redirected, “I’m sure he paid for them because he loves her and she wanted to feel good about herself.”

Laura snorted, “Loves her! Oh, my God! He tortures her! That short little shit throws her out of the house about every 3 months. She goes crawling back to him each time. We’ve told her to dump him, but I guess she thinks she can’t do better than a five-foot tyrant contractor! I don’t know if she loves him, or if she wants his money and the security.” She seemed frustrated and finished, “She’s living a dream - that little asshole will never propose to her. I mean, she’s like 45 and never been married! There must be something wrong with her. I dunno, maybe they deserve each other.”

Lunch was delivered and we ate in relative silence while I thought about the woman and what kind of situation she must be in. To break the silence, I asked, “So, what’s her name?”

Laura looked up at me and said, “Clemmie.” In reaction to my raised eyebrow, she added, “It’s short for Clementine. She prefers Clemmie, believe it or not.”

I nodded, and she looked at me with a smile, “Hey- why talk about her when I’m right here to talk to?”

“OK,” I said, feeling that something unusual was about to come my way, and kept it light. “What are you up to this weekend?”

She finished the last of her lunch and said, “Nothing much. Larry is going fishing with his buddies, so I have the weekend to myself.” She looked up at me with a sly smile and said, “You know, if you decide to stay through the weekend we  could do something…”

My stomach jumped with excitement, thinking this girl might actually be hitting on me ! I tried to avoid jumping to conclusions and responded, “Hmm, what do you think we could do?”

Laura stood slightly, leaning very close over the table, letting her shirt hang open, which displayed her bra and smooth young breasts to me, as she said, “Well, I was thinking I could come visit you at the hotel Friday night and we could do anything  you want all weekend,” she paused as she licked her lip and said more quietly, “I wasn’t planning on packing any clothes at all, if that’s OK with you?” While she waited for my reaction, she pointedly glanced down at where her shirt was hanging open, then slowly looked back up to meet my eyes.

I was so excited and taken aback, I could barely breathe. I also recognized trouble, which I usually liked, but this was a different kind of trouble. Laura was too inexperienced to have a fling and not get her boyfriend involved. I didn’t need the drama and focused on an imagined confrontation at the office as I quieted my emotions and tried to ignore the tight youthful body.

I smiled and said softly, “Oh my God! That is the offer of a lifetime. You are gorgeous and I know the weekend would be one to remember, but I think it would cause trouble with you and Larry. I don’t want to make your life terrible because you want to be nice to me.” She slowly sat back, a stunned look on her face, and I felt I needed to add, “Oh God, that was the hardest thing I’ve ever had to say,” and gave her a brief grin.

We paid the bill and left. On the drive back to the office, she was silent and looked out the window the whole quick trip. As we pulled into a spot, she turned and said, “Well, I don’t think it would have caused any problems, and I would have done anything  you wanted! I was ready to fuck you, suck you and swallow you - and I don’t do that for Larry. Don’t think that you’ll get another chance like that!” She quickly got out and walked back to the office.

I sat for a moment, thinking how much fun it might have been, as I watched her firm butt walking away. Then I thought about her reaction and realized it would have been trouble, no matter what she promised.

Over the next few weeks, work was fairly regular, with some girls joining me for movies and beer, and often for lunch. I finally got to spend time with Clemmie  as part of the consulting interview and shadowing, and found myself attracted to her, although she was a lot older than the other women, and wasn’t classically ‘beautiful.’ She had quite a southern accent, and a quick smile. I also noticed that she had a tendency to wear light dresses with dark thong panties underneath, which were fairly easy to see. It seemed she was trying to make up for her age by dressing that way.

I had to admit her new breasts were quite impressive and looked great on her tiny frame. I actually had a hard time not staring, as she liked to wear dresses and tops that showed them off. One time when we were working in my office, she caught me looking, and I quickly apologized, finding myself stumbling over the words.

She smiled and laughed and said, “That’s OK Darlin’, Louie spent good money on these, and I like to be stared at. I would have been upset if you didn’t look. The doctor did a great job on them, don’t you think? They are more perky than when I was 20! Want to see them?”

Before I could get a word out, she had jumped up and shut the door, and turned to me as she was unbuttoning her blouse.

I quickly blurted out, “No, that’s OK! You don’t need to…”

She walked toward me as she finished the last button and reached up for the front clasp of her bra as she said, “It’s OK, everyone in the office has seen them! I’m proud of them,” and with that, she pulled the cups of her bra back to show off her naked breasts right there in my office, 4 feet away. At her height, they were staring me right in the face. All I could do was stare.

She smiled and reached down to pull each one up with both hands, showing them off, and said, “See? No scars underneath or around the nipples,” as she traced the edge of her areolas showing the lack of scarring. After thoroughly showing off her breasts, she pulled at her belly and said, “The doctor went through my belly button, but you can’t see a scar there either.” She turned in profile and put her hands at her side and slightly back, forcing her breasts out and up, and looked at me as she said, “See! They are perky as a teenager! I don’t even need a bra, really.” She turned to me and gently touched each erect nipple, as she said, “The only thing is, is that now my nipples are always hard and sensitive, otherwise I wouldn’t wear a bra. Well, what do you think?”

I stared for another moment or two at her magnificent breasts and said, without thinking, “Oh my god. Those are awesome! Um, I don’t think you need a bra either - you should be proud of showing those nipples.”

She fastened her bra as she smiled and said, “Yes, but that may be a little too much  attention.” As she buttoned her shirt while walking to the door, she said over her shoulder, “I think the women here are jealous enough of these, I don’t want to ‘poke them in the eye’ with them.” She giggled as she opened the door and returned to the desk. She looked up and said, “So, where were we?” as if nothing happened.


Drinks

I spent the next few weeks continuing to work as usual, but couldn’t stop thinking about Clemmie, often thinking about what she would be like in bed. I wasn’t sure whether her display of breasts was an invitation, or whether she was just that open about them.

I finally decided to find out and casually asked if she’d like to go out for drinks after work one day. When she found out that it wasn’t a group thing, she seemed a little surprised but still happy to join me. All that day I thought about what might happen, and tried to rein in my fantasies, so that I didn’t get too forward with her at dinner and get into trouble.

The day finally ended, and I met her at the bar, where we found a small table off to the side and ordered our drinks. We spent a little while chatting about the office and some happenings there, and worked our way through two rounds before I could work up the nerve to open the conversation about what I was really thinking.

She was wearing a low cut top, as usual, and I looked at her breasts more often as we drank, so finally started, “You know, I have a hard time looking at you without thinking about the other day in the office...”

“What other day?” she responded. I couldn’t tell if she was playing, or if it really wasn’t such a big deal to her.

I chuckled, “You know… The day you showed me your new, um, body work,” as I nodded to her cleavage.

She beamed and said, “Oh! Well that’s good. I wouldn’t want to think all that money went to waste.” She leaned closer and said more quietly, “I told you I love to be stared at.”

“Well, then you should be happy all the time,” I chuckled. “How does Louie feel about that?” I added, testing the waters to see if there was any chance.

She sat back and smiled, “He enjoys showing me off, so it works for both of us.”

“Isn’t he afraid someone will steal you away?” I asked.

“Oh yes, he’s very jealous. But he’s fixed that now.” She leaned forward again and added, “He asked me to marry him!”

“Oh,” was all I could say at the moment as my fantasies were crushed. After a brief pause, I added, “Congratulations! Let’s see the sparkly!”

She quickly responded, “Oh, it’s being sized at the jeweler’s. We bought it this weekend, but it had to be resized. I pick it up tomorrow. I didn’t tell the girls at the office because the first thing they’ll want to do is see the ring.” She went on to describe it in detail, but I wasn’t listening closely, trying to recover from my crushed plans.

She finished and took another sip of her drink, then looked at me with a smile and said, “What else  were you thinking about me?”

I know I must have leered “Oh, lots  of things. Things that would make you blush.”

She smiled broadly, obviously excited by the attention, and replied, “Oh, I can guess. Unfortunately, I’m Louie’s now. Besides, I would think you’d prefer that little girl Laura.” The image of Laura and her flirtation passed through my mind.

“Laura?” I played dumb.

Clemmie  giggled and leaned close as she said, “Oh yeah. You haven’t noticed her ‘showing off’ for you? She told all the girls that she wants you to..” She glanced left and right then continued, “She says she wants you to fuck her pussy until it turns inside out!”

I was a little shocked by the words that ‘the girls’ used, and surprised at the confidences they shared, particularly that I was a ‘target’ for Laura. Clemmie  stayed leaning close, and she had to know her breasts were trying to leap out of her top like they wanted to land on the table. I looked down at ‘the show’ for a moment or two, and emboldened by the drink and language, responded, “Hmm, is that so? Well I’d rather turn yours inside out.”

I thought I saw a flicker of shock, or surprise in her eyes as she responded with what sounded like a moan, “Mmmmm… Oh well, I’m off the market now.”

She sat back, and we finished our drinks in silence as we watched each other. I paid the bill and we left. As we said goodbye, Clemmie  reached in for a hug, and as we pulled apart she said, “Well, I’m going to hurry home - you put me in quite a ‘spell’ that Louie’s going to have to take care of.”

I took one last shot, “I bet I could take care of that for you?”

She smiled and said simply, “Off the market!” as she turned and left.


Bridal Shower

As the weeks rolled by, I kept the flirtations by me under wraps. Every once in a while Laura would make another attempt to get me alone and regularly made her intentions clear, however I stayed clear of her. I could smell the crazy on her.

The women in the office, who were nearly everyone in the office, were excited about Clemmie ’s upcoming wedding, no matter how they interacted with her in the past. There was more energy and excitement about throwing her a bridal shower - it seemed there was more attention on this than her actual wedding.

Despite the celebratory mood, I would often overhear conversations between the women about how they thought Clemmie  was making a mistake marrying ‘the jerk.’ Apparently Louie’s poor treatment of her was well known.

The women kindly invited me to the shower, however as it was on a weekend, I wouldn’t be in town. I was a bit relieved at the idea of spending hours with the giggling crowd, but a little disappointed that I would see the show - apparently the theme was to shower the bride with many sexy and naughty gifts.

With that in mind, I visited the local Frederick’s to select a gift for the bride-to-be, so I could at least attend by way of a gift, if not in person. As I browsed the items, I thought very horny thoughts about Clemmie  as I imagined her in each outfit. The saleswoman approached me as I was about to settle on a teddy and panties set.

She complimented me on my choice, as I explained I wanted to pick something ‘over the top’ sexy. She smiled and said that she had something I might also want to consider, along the same lines. She then led me a few racks down to an area where the clothing looked similar, so I was a little confused and asked her what the difference was?

She winked and said, “Well, these tops are ‘open cup,’ meaning they push your girl’s breasts up but leave the nipples exposed.” She continued with, “And the panties have open crotches, leaving her, um, ‘open for business’.”

I picked out a set with bright red material (what little there was) and black lace. Luckily the saleswoman was close to Clemmie’s size, but with smaller breasts, so sizing was easy. I asked for one cup size larger, which I knew was still too small for Clemmie, but hoped that would cause her breasts and nipples to stick out more. I had it packed and gift wrapped, and spent the rest of the evening thinking of her dressed in it.

Of course, I realized I was not going to enjoy seeing her in it, but it fueled my little horny fantasy that evening.

* * *

I left the gift with one woman in the office to bring to the party. I was given a smile, and a raised eyebrow when she saw the packaging, but nothing was said, other than a nice ‘Thank You’ and expression of sadness that I wouldn’t make it to the shower.

When I arrived in the office the next Monday, after a delayed flight, overly friendly, knowing smiles greeted me with their ‘hello’s’. The women were always friendly, but this morning it seemed they were more so, with some going out of their way to greet me.

I grabbed some coffee and started unpacking my papers and laptop in the office when Clemmie came in and said “Good morning. How was your weekend?”

It was a little strange for Clemmie to pay me a visit like that, so I sensed something was amiss. “It was great. My flight was a little late this morning. How was yours? Was the shower fun?”

She smiled and said, “Oh yes! We had quite a bit of fun - some girls drank a little too much, but it was great. And of course, I received a lot of very nice presents.” She paused, apparently waiting for me to say something.

“Well, did you like what I got you?” I asked carefully.

“Yes, it was great. In fact, it was the second most sexy gift at the party. Which is saying something, with some  of these girls!” She paused, waiting for my attention, then continued, “That’s the problem, the girls all know you picked it out for me, and they all assume you have the hots for me.” She seemed a little irritated.

“Well, yes, of course I have ‘the hots’ for you,” I smiled, then added, “I don’t suppose you’d like to model your gift for me?” I said with a smile and a wink.

She seemed a little flustered and said, “No, I won't model it for you. I’m off the market, remember? What do I tell the girls?” She was waiting for me to solve a problem that wasn't really a problem.

“Tell them I had the saleswoman pick it out, and that I told her I wanted to make your husband’s eyes pop out,” I said. She seemed unconvinced, so I added, “Make sure they know I had someone else pick it out for Louie, not for you.”

She thought about that for a moment and said, “That should work, thanks.”

I had to know so asked, “Only the second  most sexy thing? What was number one?”

She blushed a little as she said a little quietly, “An 18 inch black dildo.”

I laughed a little and said, “I don’t suppose you’d model that  for me?”

She blurted out, “No!” feigning anger. After an awkward pause she added quietly, “Thank you.”

As she turned to go, I asked, “Did you really like my gift?”

She turned back to me and said, “Oh yes. It’s a perfect fit for me!” She stepped a little closer and said in a quieter voice, “I think it made Laura very jealous. I won’t be surprised if she shows up to your next meeting in the same outfit.”

I laughed as she left and wondered for a moment if Laura would really do that?


Wedding

Of course, I was invited to the wedding along with everyone else at the office. I actually expected Laura to ask me to go as her date, and had prepared a kind response to turn her down - as much as I would have loved to take her, in multiple ways, I knew it would be trouble.

I ended up going to the wedding solo, which was just fine as it let me be by myself whenever I wanted, and talk to anyone about anything. The ceremony was nice, and it was a fairly simple setup. Clemmie looked lovely walking down the aisle, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her naked breasts and that sexy little outfit I had selected for her.

During the reception, there was quite a bit of drinking, and I noticed that the girls from the office were having quite a time and became outrageous as the night went on. I had seen Laura earlier and met her boyfriend, who was a bit of a dolt. Later in the evening, I noticed Laura was flirting with some guys in the band and her boyfriend had escaped outside to smoke joints - it didn’t look like he was interested in returning inside.

During the evening, I met Clemmie ’s new husband, Louie, who was short and pushy - he certainly fit the description of ‘Napoleonic.’ I noticed he ordered Clemmie  around more than treat her like his bride. I complimented Clemmie  on how lovely she looked, and she just beamed.

Most of the family members were related to Louie, and only Clemmie ’s mother attended from her family. As I chatted with Louie’s family, it was pretty clear they all felt the same as the girls at the office about him. They often remarked that they couldn’t believe that anyone, let alone Clemmie , would marry him.

I stayed until the end and noticed Laura sitting by herself so I went to talk to her. The liquor had been flowing and seeing all the couples had gotten me ‘in the mood’ to make a mistake. I sat down next to her and said, “Hey there! Where’s your date?”

She had been watching the band break down their equipment, and turned to respond, “Oh, I don’t know. He got bored and left.”

I saw an opening and got a little excited as I asked, “You need a ride? I’d be happy to give you one.” I hoped she caught my meaning as I gave a crooked smile at the end.

She giggled and said, “Oh, no thanks. I’m going back with the band.” I could tell she was a little tipsy.

I looked over at them, then back to her and said, “Well, go easy on them. It’ll be only four to one.”

At that point, one of the band members waved to her, showing they were leaving as they carried the last of their equipment out. As she struggled to get out of the chair, she tried to whisper, “There’s one more driving the van!” She giggled again and winked at me as she joined the band and they left.

I left alone and spent a long night thinking about Clemmie on her wedding night, and wondering whether Laura was really going to screw all the guys in the band. I don’t know which turned me on more!

* * *

The following Monday, there were some shy faces on the girls that had misbehaved, and rumors flying about Laura and her band escapades. While I thought about Clemmie  on her honeymoon, Laura also intrigued me - it turned me on enormously to think about what a slut she might be.

Later in the week, I invited her to lunch. Work turned out to be very tough, so I had to bump it to a beer after work. As we sat at the bar, she asked if I had fun at the wedding. I told her I did, but it looked like she might have had more fun and gave her a wink.

She looked into her beer for a moment, and said quietly, “I guess you’ve heard rumors at the office?” She looked up at me expectantly.

I smiled at her and said, “Yes, I have. I kind of hope they are true.”

She looked surprised and said, “Um, what rumors did *you* hear?”

I sipped my beer before I set it down and leaned forward a little to reply quietly, “I heard your boyfriend left you at the wedding, so you went back with the band and slept with all of them.” I paused as I saw her eyes grow a little wider, then finished, “I hope that’s true. I think that’s incredibly hot!”

She just stared at me as she fumbled for her beer and finished it. I grabbed mine and finished it as well. I think she was trying to think of a response, so I helped by asking, “Well, is it true?”

She quietly said, “Yes.” After a pause, she continued, “They share a house, and I went back with them. We had a couple of shots and I ended up naked, and well...”

I leaned closer and finished for her, “And they took turns with you?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “And sometimes two at a time.”

I sat back, turned on and feeling my heart race. I had to ask, “Did you like it? Will you try that again?”

She gave me a silly smile and said, “I’m still staying with them.” Then she glanced at her watch and stood, adding, “They have a gig tonight. I’ve gotta run!” She turned and left quickly, leaving me sitting alone. I watched her butt swaying as she left and thought about her being double-teamed and taking on all those guys. I ordered another beer while I waited for my erection to go down.


Honeymoon is Over

Over the next couple of weeks I thought about Laura a lot, and not so much about Clemmie. Unfortunately, Laura was not very flirty or receptive to offers of lunch or beers. I finally resigned myself to the fact that Laura had found five other guys to ‘fuck her pussy inside out.’

On the day that Clemmie  was to resume work after her honeymoon, she didn’t show until after lunchtime, and apologized profusely blaming her lateness on ‘issues at home.’ During the rest of the afternoon, I had a few of the girls report to me that Clemmie  wasn’t paying much attention to work and appeared to disappear to the restroom, where it was clear she was crying. Of course, they represented they were telling me out of ‘concern’ for Clemmie , but it was clear they were simply looking for ways to ‘poke’ her. I couldn’t figure out why they all had a problem with Clemmie , other than the age difference.

Near the end of the day, I went to Clemmie’s desk to check on her, and it was clear her head wasn’t into work. I offered to buy her dinner and a beer so she could ‘talk about any problems’ she had. She just nodded her head, obviously choking up again and unable to talk.

I went back to my office and closed down the computer, packing my briefcase as I had to fly out to a client meeting the next morning. I wondered why she was so upset - she had just returned from her honeymoon, and no real work pressure could have accumulated in just one day to make her that upset.

* * *

I met her for dinner at the hotel restaurant - I figured it would be quiet and she might prefer not having a crowd around. I also knew we would be seated and served quickly, so if it was too awkward at least the evening would be over quickly.

We ordered drinks, and she looked over the menu while I watched her; I already knew the menu by heart after eating alone here so many times. After she had decided, she reached for her glass and I raised mine to hers to toast her return to work. To my surprise, she drained her glass immediately. I flagged down the waiter and pointed to her drink, telling him to keep refilling whenever we ran low. He was back almost immediately with another for her, which she began drinking.

I started out with, “Well, it’s great to have you back. Work is always tough after you’ve been out for a vacation. Tough first day?”

She studied her drink as she replied, “Nah, not really.”

I waited for more, then pushed a little more, “Well, you don’t seem too happy. The honeymoon must have been fun, so why the sad face?”

She looked up at me as if she had just realized I was there and said, “The honeymoon was OK. The beach was beautiful, and we had glorious weather.” She paused as if deciding whether to go on, and drained her glass before continuing, “It’s just that Louie was in one of his moods. He gets like this every once in a while, I just wish it wasn’t on the honeymoon.”

I tried to brighten up the mood a little with, “Well, I bet when you wore my shower gift it got him out of his mood,” I winked and finished, “and got him into an entirely different mood !”

She started on her third drink before replying sadly, “No, he didn’t even pay attention.”

We ordered our dinners while I thought about her response and mood, and figured she needed something positive to snap her out of it. After the waiter left, I touched her hand to get her attention and smiled wickedly “The sight of you in that outfit would have distracted me from any thought!” I winked and added, “Well, except one  thought!”

She smiled a little finally and said softly, “Off the market.”

We sat quietly until dinner arrived and ate with little talk, as she finished her third drink and started another. Midway through dinner, she looked up at me and said, “You know what that asshole did today?” I didn’t respond, but stopped eating to pay attention. She started crying a little as she said, “He told me to ‘get the fuck out of the house’ and got a storage Pod delivered and started loading my stuff in it!”

I was shocked, and it took a minute to console her, “Oh, Clemmie , I’m so sorry. Why did he do that?”

She tried to stop crying enough to say, “I don’t know. He gets this way sometimes, but I thought that was all over now that we’re married ,” she emphasized the last word as she started sobbing again.

I didn’t know what to do or how to handle her breakdown, so I pushed her glass over to her and said, “Here, have a drink. Calm yourself down.”

She polished off her drink and blotted her eyes, while the waiter appeared with another. I didn’t look up, but imagined the few other people in the restaurant were looking at us. She was quiet, but it was obvious she was upset and crying.

She started on her drink, as I asked dumbly, “Well, what are you going to do?”

She sniffed and said, “I don’t know. I’ve stayed with my Mama the other times.”

I could tell she was drunk and didn’t think she should drive. I was also a little drunk and had ungentlemanly thoughts about whether I could talk her into what I wanted to do. I said, “Well, you could stay with me here. You shouldn’t drive in your current state.” I smiled when she looked up at me, but I know I must have shown my lust and true intentions.

She said, “Oh. And what do you think will happen?”

I smiled and winked, trying to keep it a little light and said, “Well, I know what I hope  will happen.” I paused for a moment before I added, “If he  doesn’t want you sleeping next to him, I know I  do!”

She looked at me for a long time before she upended her glass and said, “Fine. I’m going to the Ladies’ room. Pay the bill and I’ll stay in your room.”

Before I could answer, she rose and unsteadily made her way to the restroom. I waved the waiter over and had him put our bill on my room charge, still not believing that she was going to go through with this and that I was going to have a chance with her. I expected her to return and back out after thinking it through and running water over her face.

I waited by the exit, eager and excited like a kid on Christmas eve, and watched as she walked back from the restroom. Her breasts were pushing out of her top as usual, and the dress she was wearing showed off her thin body and tight hips.

I offered her my hand as she approached and she took it, turning and saying, “Let’s go.”

I asked stupidly, “Really?”

She smiled at me and said, “Yes, really. Let’s go.”

We made our way to the elevator, where one was immediately ready. I punched our floor number and felt her pull my hand. I looked over at her and looked me directly in the eyes as she said, “Hey. I’m still ‘off the market.’ But Louie doesn’t want me right now, so I’m all yours to do anything you want with. Do you understand? When Louie wants me back, I go back.”

I was shocked and still processing the ‘anything you want’ part as I automatically answered, “I understand.”

* * *

She continued holding my hand the entire way to the room, and I used the card to open the door. Before we stepped in, I turned to her, feeling a little bold and said, “Carry you across the threshold? Sort of like a wedding night?” I grinned a little at the last bit.

She giggled and said, “Sure. But not like a wedding night - more like I’m one of your belongings. Remember, I’m yours tonight only.”

I picked her up and carried her in - feeling her warm body against mine got me excited as the reality of what we were about to do sunk in.

As I put her down at the foot of the bed, I immediately leaned in for a kiss, which she eagerly returned. I could feel myself beginning to get erect as her tongue entered my mouth, and she reached around my neck to pull closer. After a couple minutes of feverish kissing, she stepped back and in a quick motion, reached up and released her dress, letting it fall to the ground as she stepped out of it.

I could only stare as I saw her there, wearing black thong panties, and a filmy black bra which showed off her ever-hard nipples. Her body was smooth and tight, nothing like I expected from a woman her age. She clearly enjoyed me staring, and turned in a little circle to show herself off to me, her heels helping to stress her calves and tight ass.

“Oh, my God. You’re gorgeous!” I said, which made her beam.

I quickly pulled off my jacket, tie and shirt while I kicked my shoes to the side, then stepped close to kiss her again. I could feel her warm skin against mine, which only caused me to get harder. She obviously felt me pressed against her as she moaned into my mouth and reached to stroke my erection through my pants. After a moment, she stepped back and unbuckled my pants. I unfastened her bra and pull it off, releasing those perky new breasts her husband had purchased for her. I smiled as I thought about how he never imagined that another man would enjoy them!

I stepped out of my pants as she pushed them to the floor, and pulled her close again, feeling her naked breasts against my skin. I ran my hands down to cup her bare ass cheeks and pulled her up and closer, feeling my hardness settle between her legs. She moaned into my mouth as she spread her legs and hooked them behind my legs, rubbing herself against me so I could feel how wet and hot she was. After a moment she broke the kiss and said simply, “Bed.”

I turned and lowered her onto the bed, hooking my fingers into her thong as I ran my hands off her ass and down her legs, peeling off her undergarment. As I threw the wet thong to the ground, she spread her legs wide, revealing her shaved pussy - with only a small strip of hair above her glistening opening.

I got on my knees and grabbed her ass, pulling her pussy to my face. Again I marveled at the muscles in her ass and legs as I ran my tongue up her leg to her wetness, tasting her for the first time. I heard her moan as I probed and found her clit with my lips, and alternated between tonguing her nub and sucking on it. I sucked a little harder and was rewarded by hearing her gasp and moan louder as she said, “Yes!”

After a few minutes, I felt her hips humping against my face in time with my licking and sucking. I could tell she was getting close to orgasm, but wanted to prolong the teasing and make sure she had a memorable one, so I switched to licking her up and down her slit, occasionally pushing my tongue as deep as I could into her.

I heard her moan “Oh!” in obvious disappointment as her hand moved to rub her clit while I licked her labia and tongue fucked her. I moved one hand off her ass and brushed her hand aside, then started nuzzling her clit as I tongued her. After a few more minutes, she began the humping motion in time to my thumb and tongue. I felt her building up by the strengths of her thrusts and teased a little more as I ran my tongue down and gently ran it around her anus. I could hear her moan even louder and make a loud “Ungh!” exclamation each time I did this.

After another few minutes of this, I wasn’t sure I could keep up the pace as my tongue and hand ached from all the work. As I was about to give it a break, her pace quickened quite a bit and she was almost yelling out her moans. Just as I thought she was peaking, I jammed my tongue into her anus, and she tensed up and yelled, arching her back and trapping my head between her legs as she shivered and screamed for almost a full minute.

She relaxed and fell back on the bed, releasing my head and releasing the grip on my hand, which I hadn’t noticed, but which left fingernail marks on my wrist. I lay my head on her inner thigh, feeling her muscles continue to pulse as she was still coming down from her orgasm.

After another couple of minutes, she looked down at me with an exhausted smile and said, “Up here. I want to feel you inside me!” I stood and pulled my boxers down, letting my erection spring free. I leaned forward, grabbing her ass and pulling her toward me as she spread her legs. With little ceremony, I found her wet pussy and slid all the way into her, working the last bit in with a couple of pumps of my hips.

I closed my eyes and savored the feeling of her hot pussy around my cock, feeling so warm and wet. I slowly began sliding myself in and out of her, keeping a slow pace as I heard her moan. She was watching me as I pulled her ankles onto my shoulders, getting a better angle where I could get so deep into her I could feel myself pushing against the back of her pussy and hitting her cervix.

I kept this up for several minutes before I pushed her up the bed to get a better angle, bending her legs up against her shoulder as I thrust deeper and more rapidly into her. I sucked and pulled at her nipples, causing her to moan even more. At one point I smiled at her and said, “You like this?”

She smiled back and said, “Ungh! Yes! I want you… Ungh! to come inside me! Ungh!”

I began thrusting hard and faster and said, “OK, But you first.”

She nodded but only bit her lip as she moaned even louder.

I could feel myself beginning to get ready to come, but wanted to hold out until she did first, so picked up my pace and really pushed deep into her each time. I also started playing with her clit with my thumb as I continued the thrusting. Her moans became louder, and she was thrusting back, just like her earlier orgasm. I knew she had to be close, so kept up the pace until she finally arched and moaned so loud she was almost yelling. It was at that point I thought about the fact that I was at her wedding just two weeks earlier and I was fucking another man’s new bride. That brought me over the edge and I exploded inside her as I felt her legs against my hips in a death grip as she rode her orgasm.

* * *

I held on until her grip relaxed and I felt myself getting soft, then rolled to my side, where she immediately cuddled against my side and put her head on my shoulder. I lay there catching my breath and reflecting on how long it took me to get her off, when I realized she was softly sobbing onto me.

I figured she was having remorse about our encounter, but asked anyway, “What’s the matter, honey? Are you feeling bad about this?”

She silenced her sobbing enough to say, “Oh no. It’s not that. It’s just that I’ve never had an orgasm with anyone but Louie, and never had two in a row like that. I can’t believe how good that feels and I‘m all emotional because of it.” She sobbed a little longer, then said, “I’m sorry. It’s silly.”

I didn’t have a response for her so I lay silent, waiting for her to pull herself together. I thought about the fact that Louie was the only one to give her an orgasm, and wondered if that was the reason she stuck with that jerk. Finally, her crying stopped and her breathing evened out. I gently turned her head to mine for a kiss, and was surprised that she was asleep. From the amount she had drunk at dinner, she might have passed out, but she was out either way.

I rolled her head back onto a pillow and worked the covers down under her so that I could tuck her in. As I stood over her, I looked hungrily on her naked body spread out on the clean white sheets, and couldn’t stop myself from running my hands all over her new breasts, which felt a little hard, with those unbelievably hard nipples. I then leaned down to kiss her pussy one last time and saw that my come was running out of her.

I felt myself getting hard as I looked at her, and considered waking her for more ‘fun,’ but decided she had enough for the evening. I was a little sad that I might never get the opportunity again, but excited and a little euphoric over my luck for the evening. I covered her up carefully, brushed my teeth and climbed into bed next to her, feeling her warm naked body next to mine. I fell asleep thinking about how I wanted to keep fucking her as long as possible.


Hotel Stay

The next morning, I rose early for my flight, and she was still there, curled up and sleeping soundly. I let her rest, and quietly left to go to the airport, although I really wanted to find a reason to cancel the meeting and stay with her.

I spent most of the flight there thinking about her, and wondering if she was going to have regrets. I also wondered if she and Louie were making up and she’d have a hard time at work after our fling. Mostly I kept thinking about how great she felt and how wild she was when she orgasmed.

When I arrived for the meeting, the work distracted me, and I stayed focused as this was only a one day in-and-out trip. The work was tough, and there were a lot of details to sort out, so the task consumed me and didn’t have time to think of Clemmie . Even on the trip back, I spent most of the time working on the laptop without time to daydream about her.

As the plane circled, I thought about seeing her at the office, and wondered how she would act. I really hoped to get some time to talk to her, but as I listened to the pilot telling us about air traffic delays, I realized I wouldn’t be able to get into the office today before everyone else left, so I resigned myself to waiting until tomorrow to talk to her.

We finally landed, and I drove straight to the hotel, even though it was only 6:00, I was hungry and a stop at the office would just make me more crazy thinking about her. When I got to the room, there was no sign of her. Housekeeping had obviously made the bed and cleaned up, but there was no note from here. I thought it was going to be limited to a one-night drunken fling. I called room service, as I was too wrapped up in my thoughts to deal with a table for one for another night.

I poured a scotch from the mini-bar and kicked off my shoes, lost the tie and jacket, and settled back to watch some CNN while I waited for dinner. I couldn't think about focusing on work with thoughts of her in my head.

* * *

After a little while, there was a knock on the door and I got up to answer it, opening wide to let in the room service waiter and trolley. I was shocked when I opened the door and Clemmie stood there, clothed in the red open-cup teddy and crotchless panties, standing in the middle of the hallway with her hands on her hips and a huge smile on her face.

“Uh, Hi?” was all I could manage. I’m not even sure how I got that out - I was fairly certain I had stopped breathing and thinking.

“Recognize this?” she motioned to her outfit. I saw she was wearing only those two pieces, and a pair of high-heeled black shoes. I noticed the glimmer of her ring as she replaced her hands on her hips, shifting her stance to open her legs a little more. She continued, “It was your present for the shower, remember?”

“Oh God, yes. I remember,” I croaked out. “I thought about how you would look in it many times.”

She reached up and pushed up her breasts, then reached down and pulled her pussy open through the crotchless panties and said, “Well, how do you like it?”

“Oh, my God. It is better than I imagined.” I paused for a second then said, “I’m sure you got the same reaction out of Louie.” I wanted to know her current status with him, but didn’t ask directly, so thought this might be a good way to open the question.

She made a sour face and said, “That asshole didn’t even notice.” She gave me a big smile and added, “So you get to be the first to test drive me in this!” She made a pouty face and said, “That is, if you’re still interested in me?”

I smiled back and said, “Holy shit! Of course I’m interested. Anyone who saw you like that would be interested. You better get in here before everyone in the hall comes out for a look, or more.”

She slowly spun around and said, “That’s OK. They can all look if they want, only you  can touch!” She nodded to her left, “Two guys down the hall took their time getting in their room so they could watch me get ready.”

I looked down the hall, but it was empty. I turned to her, puzzled and asked, “You came up here like that?”

She laughed as she reached for a rolling suitcase she had set to the side of the door. She lifted the dress that was draped across it and said, “No, of course not. I wore this under my dress at work today and took off the dress just a few minutes ago.”

She paused as she turned to pull her suitcase into the room and said, “Do you mind if I stay with you this week? I promise I’ll make it up by letting you do anything  you want to me!”

I laughed as I told her, “Of course. And I look forward to doing anything I want to you!”

She said over her shoulder as she passed me, “So do I.”

* * *

I told her I needed to “clean up” and ducked in to take a shower. The day was long, and I didn’t want to be sweaty, at least at the beginning. As I showered, I thought about all the possibilities, and was very excited to spend an extended time with Clemmie . The entire experience made me even more excited as I thought I would be using another man’s wife, just two weeks after their wedding. I had a few fleeting nervous moments as I thought about what bad things might happen if things went ‘wrong,’ but mostly imagined all the fun I was about to have. Clemmie  was turning out to be much more daring than I originally imagined.

I toweled off and exited the bathroom to find Clemmie sipping a glass of wine and watching TV, with the room service cart placed next to the desk. It took me a moment to realize that room service must have arrived while I was showering, and that Clemmie had to have let them in. I looked at her as she turned to smile at me, and I asked, “Uh, thanks for letting room service in. Sorry I didn’t warn you. What did you throw on when they got her?”

Clemmie giggled and said, “Nothing. This is how I answered the door.”

I froze, thinking about what she had done - she was serious about liking to have men look at her. I finally said, “Wow. I guess he was surprised?”

She giggled again, and said, “You can say that again.”

I spotted the wine and said, “The mini-bar has wine?”

She smiled and said, “No. The young man ran down and got me some when I asked him sweetly and the right way.”

She was obviously waiting for me to ask her, so I bit, “And how did you ask him the right way ?”

Clemmie  smiled sweetly and looked toward the room service cart as she said in a syrupy voice, “Oh sweetie, could you run down and bring a bottle of chardonnay?” She then raised her right leg and planted her high-heeled foot on the bed next to her, leaving her legs spread wide, exposing the pinkness of her pussy clearly through the crotchless panties. She continued in the syrupy voice, “I could really use a drink to loosen me up.”

I was shocked at her behavior but said, “I bet  that got him running for you.”

She put her foot down and giggled, “Yes. I think he came in his pants before he got out the door. He must have run the entire way because he was back in less than 5 minutes.”

I laughed at the idea of the poor kid being so flustered. As I walked towards the serving cart, past her, I asked, “Did you tip him?”

She looked a little surprised and said, “Well no, now that I think of it. Was that bad?”

“No,” I laughed, “I was just wondering what kind of tip you would give him after that show.”

She put her glass down and reached for my towel, gently drawing me towards her.

“Hmm. Why? What kind of tip should I give him” She pulled me directly in front of her.

“I dunno,” I said softly, “I figured you might have had some idea.” I felt her reach under my towel and grab my hardening erection and pull it out as she leaned forward and sucked me into her mouth. I became hard almost at once and closed my eyes as I felt her warm mouth slide down my shaft. Once I was fully erect, I felt the head of my cock slide into her throat as she effortlessly took me all the way in. I had never experienced someone who could do that so smoothly.

After a few moments, she pulled her head back and looked up at me, still gripping my hard-on and said, “Is that  the kind of tip I should have given him? Would you have wanted to see me doing this to him  when you got out of the shower?” She didn’t wait for a response before she sucked me back into her mouth again and resumed her unbelievably enjoyable sucking.

I thought about her and the unseen waiter, and realized that it turned me on. While enjoying the feeling of her hot mouth, I said, “Umm, I think that would have been hot to watch, but I don’t think I could have waited for my turn!”

I heard her moan around my cock, as she continued to bob her head on me, taking me down her throat and pulling back until just the head was in her mouth, After a few more times, she pulled all the way off and looked up at me, still gripping my erection and said, “Oooh, you’d like to watch?” I just nodded. She smiled and as she looked directly in my eyes she said, “I’d do that for you.”

I was shocked and could only say, “Really?”

She smiled more broadly and nodded her head, saying, “I told you I’d do anything  you want. Even that!” She was waiting for my reply as she continued to hold my cock and look up at me.

I was having a hard time focusing as the lust was on me. I wasn’t sure how to proceed, but I definitely wanted her for myself at the moment, so I asked, “And what do you  want? Besides doing whatever I ask, I mean.”

She paused for a moment, thinking, then giggled and said, “I want the same thing that Laura does.” I must have looked confused, so she added in a louder and more commanding voice, “I want you to fuck my pussy inside out!” She stood, releasing me and laid back on the bed, grabbing her ankles to spread her legs wide, her ass on the edge of the covers, displaying her obviously wet pussy. “Come on! Don’t you want to be the first to use your present to me, um, I mean, your present to Louie and me?” She giggled again as she slowly humped her hips up and down.

I was even more turned on by her display, and almost overwhelmed as I dropped my towel and stepped up to her, my hard cock nearly touching her wetness.

She could see my lust as she watched me step up to her, and squealed a little, saying, “Oooh, you do  want to be the first?”

I was feeling powerful and horny and so turned on by the thought of fucking this married woman in her honeymoon lingerie, and couldn’t really think of much else as I placed the head of my cock against her wetness and began pushing in, feeling her heat engulfing me. “Oh God! I want to fuck Louie's hot bride in her pretty honeymoon outfit! I want to fuck you and come deep inside your married honeymoon pussy! I want to take you like Louie didn’t! Keep those legs spread for me!” I gripped her hips to give me purchase as I pushed all the way into her, savoring her heat and wetness and smelling her sex as I pounded into her, mindful only of my need to use her to reach orgasm.

She held her legs even wider as she encouraged me, “Oh yes! Fuck my kitty! Come inside me! Make love to me!”

I remember little other than my base desire and need, and how hard I felt as I pumped her pussy, thinking about her in the white dress and the ring on her finger and how tight and wet she was. I peaked as I thought about her giving her married body to me and getting dressed up just for me and not her husband. It wasn’t long before I saw stars and felt my orgasm rushing through my hips and balls as I pulled her tight and came deep in her body for what felt like ten minutes straight.

I was still standing at the foot of the bed, and stood up, leaning against the bed as I reached down and kissed her. I was still out of breath and managed, “Oh God! Oh that was so good! I’m sorry - I didn’t even think of you coming, I’ll make it up.”

I could see that her pretty panties were wet and covered in our white froth, as she let her legs fall to the ground. She was flushed, and smiled weakly as she said, “Oh no, I came just fine. I’ve never had a guy talk that way and make love to me intensely. Usually they just give a few strokes and get off, but never with that intensity. A few more minutes and I might have come a second time.”

* * *

I pulled the dinner cart over to us, and we picked at dinner for a while as I watched her and thought about how long she might stay with me. I poured a scotch and refilled her wine as I sat there naked and she continued to wear her ‘honeymoon present.’

I asked her, “You’ll really do anything  I ask?”

She smiled and nodded as she said, “Uh, huh.”

“You’d really  suck off the waiter?” I persisted.

“Yes, if you asked me to,” she replied. Then, after a pause, “I’d have sex with him too, if you wanted me to.”

“And what do you  want? What if I’d do anything you wanted?” I was wondering if she had any limits or anything new she wanted to try.

She thought for just a moment before she jumped up onto the bed, getting on all fours, looked back at me and said, “Behind!”

I was getting hard again as I walked behind her and pulled her by her hips to the edge of the bed, so I could stand behind her - she was just the right height. “Mmm, from behind for you.”

She wiggled her butt and said, “No. I mean in  my behind!”

I was a bit surprised as I had never been with a woman who wanted  anal sex, some tolerated it, but none that liked it. I reached up and pulled her panties down to her knees, then worked them off her ankles and dropped the wet garment on the floor.

As I returned to look at her beautiful ass, I reached out and touched it - she was firm, obviously from working out. I watched as she reached behind herself, letting her head rest on the bedcovers, and used her hands to pull her cheeks apart, exposing her still wet, slightly puffy pussy lips, and a pretty little puckered hole. I couldn’t help myself as I leaned forward and flicked my tongue over her pucker, and was rewarded with a moan. I tongued her some more, harder and faster, touching the area between her pussy and asshole. She tasted and smelled like our sex, and she moaned louder, occasionally hissing out ”Oh yesss!”

As I continued tonguing her asshole and the sensitive area below, she started rocking a little and her moans became more feverish, so I grabbed her hips and forced my tongue into her ass, feeling her sphincter give way as I pushed into her. This caused her to really go wild, and I could hear her begging, “Please! Don’t stop! Oh, God! That’s it!” In just a minute, she tensed and shuddered, apparently having an orgasm from this.

When she recovered and stopped panting, she said faintly, “Lube. In my purse. I want you inside me!” I started going through her purse on the end table, and was forced to pull some contents onto the table in my search for the lube in all her junk. When I pulled her phone out, I saw she had a few missed calls from Louie, and the lube was laying right next to it. I felt a rush and my erection got harder as I thought about how his new bride was giving her ass to me just two weeks after he walked down the aisle with her.

I turned back to Clemmie  as I opened the lubricant and asked her to hold her ‘behind’ open again for me. I rubbed lube on my cock, and on her ass, shooting a little inside her, as I watched the wedding ring sparkling on her hand. I then placed my hands over hers, holding her ass open and her hands trapped under mine. I don’t know which turned me on more: the feeling of her tight hot anus opening for me as I pushed, or the feeling of her diamond wedding band under my hand as I took another man’s wife.

She moaned loudly as I pushed into her, which increased my excitement as I felt her tight ass gripping me. I paused about halfway in, and asked, “Are you OK?”

She was panting, and nearly yelled, “Don’t stop! I want you all the way in! Please!”

She moaned even louder as I gripped her and buried myself fully inside her ass. I paused, relishing the tightness of her, and excited that she seemed to really love it. In the past, the couple of times I had tried anal with women, they reluctantly agreed and made it very clear that they didn’t like it while during the act.

“I’m going to fuck you now. Are you ready?” I warned her, wondering if she really wanted this.

“Oh, yes. Please!” she moaned into the bedsheets.

I withdrew my cock, then pushed into her tightness, watching as her sphincter gripped my meat like it didn’t want to let go. As I pushed into her ass, Clemmie wailed loudly, then turned her face into the bedsheets to stifle the noise.

I repeated the action, feeling the difference between her tight asshole and her soft pussy. After a few strokes, I sped up, and pushed into her harder each time. She wailed again, then started jerking and screaming as she orgasmed.

This drove me wild with lust, as I continued to plunge into her harder and faster, listening to her screams and feeling her jerking and her asshole tighten on my cock.

I wasn’t sure where she got the energy, but I kept at it until I couldn’t hold my orgasm back any more. With a final hard thrust, I buried myself in her ass and felt my semen pulsing out of me and into her bowels. She continued to shriek and jerk as I finished emptying my balls into her.

I finally pulled out of her when she calmed down and flopped on the bed next to her. She lay down next to me, and looked into my eyes, saying, “That was the best I’ve ever had. This isn’t fair that I found you after I married Louie.”

I reached over, and stroked her breast “But now you can have both,” as I grinned at her. I then asked, “Do you really like anal sex like that?”

Clemmie laughed and said, “I like it better than regular sex. Didn’t you feel me orgasming the whole time?” She paused for a moment and said, “And I really liked your tongue. That felt so great - Louie never does that.”

We lay looking at one another for a while, then she asked, “Do you want to call the waiter now and I’ll do something with him? Do you want to watch, or join in?”

I smiled and said, “I think I’ll keep you for myself right now.”

She purred and wrapped herself around me.


Head Office

That next day, we took separate cars so that it wasn’t obvious she was with me. I had a hard time not checking on her and purposely avoided lunch with her to avoid rumors around the office.

Late in the day, Clemmie appeared at my office door, then let herself in, quietly locking the door. She approached my desk, and said, “That man is just being mean to me.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Louie. He said he doesn’t want me. That I’m too much trouble and I should stay with my Mama.” She stepped to my side of the desk and sat up on it. As her skirt rode up, it was obvious that she had no panties on.

She looked at me and asked, “You want me, don’t you?”

I chuckled and said, “Hell, yeah.”

She got quiet and shyly asked, “Will you lick my bottom again, like you did yesterday?”

“You want me to eat your ass?” I said, thinking how she was so shy.

“Uh, huh,” she nodded.

“Then ask, and I’ll do it. Use the right term,” I pressed her.

She looked conflicted, then said, “Eat my ass?”

I immediately grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled her to the edge of my desk, causing her to yelp. I then lifted her legs and shoved my tongue into her pucker, causing her to moan. I kept licking and tongue-fucking her, moving my hands around to torture her clit, oblivious to whatever noises she was making - my ears were trapped between her thighs, anyway.  

I got her to orgasm within only a few minutes, then released her as she calmed down. As I pulled my face from under her skirt, she had little tears in her eyes and said, “Oh my God. You DO love me. I can’t believe you do that for me.”

I laughed and said, “Any time you want, I’ll make you come, sugar.” She giggled, knowing full well I was making fun of her southern accent.

She slid off the desk, and walked a little wobbly towards the door as she said, “I’ll see you at the hotel tonight?”

“I certainly hope so, beautiful.”

She left the office, still walking a little shakily. The woman in the cube across from me gave me a knowing look, then went back to her work. Fuck. I didn’t care. I had a horny little piece of ass, and I would not miss any opportunities.

***

That night at the hotel, as we lay naked in bed, Clemmie commented, “You know, I think the ladies know about us.”

“I’d be surprised if they didn’t.”

“I guess I’m louder than I think. Does it bother you they know?” she asked.

“Not really. As long as it doesn’t affect the office. You’re the one who’s married.”

“Yeah. They don’t like Louie very much, so that’s OK. I think we’ll try to be quieter from now on.”

***

The next day, Clemmie  rode into the office with me. If anyone saw us, they mentioned nothing to me. Clemmie  also left me alone all day, not stopping into my office for any “fun.” That was fine by me - I was falling behind on work, so felt better when I caught up on things.

The day after, Clemmie slipped into my office just after lunch, and quietly locked the door. I was surprised a bit, because she had promised to be quiet. She smiled and said, “I figured out how we can be quiet!” She stepped next to my desk, and as she got on her knees, she said, “I can’t make noise with my mouth full!”

And with that, she pulled open my pants and fished out my hardening dick, then gave me an unbelievable blowjob. It didn’t take me long to orgasm - the feeling, plus excitement of doing it in the office made it hard to hold off.

When Clemmie finished, she said, “See? Now we have a plan.” She quickly exited my office, having spent less than 15 minutes from start to finish.

This became her regular after-lunch routine, and I had no objections. I asked about Louie near the end of the week, wondering if they were permanently splitting.

“Oh, Louie is still in a spell. He said he needs time, so he thinks I’m still at Mama’s house. I’ll stay there this weekend if he doesn’t want me back.”

“What if he stops by there to see you?”

She snorted, “Huh! Mama hates him, and he won’t ever stop by there. That’s why I’m not worried about him checking with Mama.”

I left town on Friday, and Clemmie went to her mother’s house. On Monday, she moved back into the hotel room with me.


Something for Home

After a couple weeks of Clemmie  staying at my hotel, it looked like this might be a regular thing. She told me of a couple of phone calls with Louie, but she wasn’t sure how things would work out. She said she still loved him, and wanted to be back with him, but she was also thrilled to stay with me while he thought about what life would be like without her around.

I thought about whether he was out screwing around and used the excuse of sending her to her Mom as an excuse to keep that up, but kept my thoughts to myself. We kept things cool at the office, and I tried to make sure we didn’t have “closed door” meetings to start any tongues wagging. I also made sure we left at different times each evening, but I frankly couldn’t wait to get to the room with her, so I wasn't spending the time at the office that I usually did. I might have become paranoid, but I felt like the staff was wondering why my change of intensity.

One Monday I flew in and got to work as usual, already thinking about my evening with Clemmie , eager to get her naked and have more wild fun with her. I had tried most of the things I ever imagined, with no hesitation from her, and was ready to push her for any fantasies she hadn’t yet discussed. As I imagined all the dirty things we might do, I saw an appointment invitation from her for 5:30 that afternoon, simply entitled “1 on 1.” I checked the details and saw nothing more, so pulled up the instant messenger and sent her a note that read “1 on 1 - what’s up?”

A couple of minutes later, a message from her popped up that said, “Louie wants to get back together. Have dinner tonight. Need to see you.”

My stomach churned, from both jealousy and from a little anxiety over what she had told him. I wondered if this was about to evolve into some ugly confrontation, and also was very upset about possibly losing the kinkiest sex partner I had ever been with. I know it was irrational to be jealous; he was married to her, not I, but I was still jealous. He was a jerk, and I treated her well, even if I got to use her any way I wanted. I needed to know more, but didn’t want to message her again, especially as I didn’t want to seem needy or whiny. I tried to talk to her twice during the day, but she was always busy, or with someone else, and I couldn’t find the right time.

When 5:00 rolled around, I was anxious about the meeting, so set my out-of-office on instant messenger and blocked my calendar. At 5:25. I heard a knock at my door and Clemmie  slipped inside. She quickly looked to make sure no one else was inside and turned to lock the door and snapped off the lights. It was still daylight outside, so it had little effect on the lighting in the room except to dim it a little. She then turned and walked towards my desk, holding her finger to her lips, showing I should be quiet. She dropped her purse on the desk, took one step back, and in a quick motion, unfastened and dropped her dress, leaving herself completely naked, except for her heels. I still marveled at her beautiful breasts and petite figure. She was shaved bald as always, and I started getting hard thinking about how great her body felt when I was inside it.

I must have had the right expression on my face, because she smiled as she dropped to her knees and motioned me forward. I knew what she wanted, even though I was still confused, but stepped in front of her. She quickly unfastened my belt and pants, and pulled them with my undershorts to the ground. She then grabbed my growing erection and sucked me into her mouth.

It only took a few moments to get me rock hard, she really knew how to turn me on, massaging and licking my balls as she swirled her tongue around the head of my cock. I said, “I thought you had dinner with Louie?”

She looked up at me as she tried to deep-throat me, dragging her head back off my cock, she said, “I do. You are an appetizer!” She continued to suck and lick my cock, bringing me near orgasm as she reached over and searched in her purse with one hand, quickly pulling out a bottle of lube. She dripped some on my throbbing hardness, using one hand to make sure my entire cock was coated, then she stepped up to the desk, facing the full-length windows, and applied some lube to her tight little asshole. As she did this, I stepped behind her, ready to feel her hot tight ass again, happy about my good fortune, but a little confused about the situation.

After she worked a good amount of lube and a couple of fingers into herself, she looked back and said, “I have a little surprise that you may like or not, but *I* think it is great!” She saw me step forward, ready to enter her, and said quickly, “Wait! Listen to me for a second.” I paused, wondering what she could say, hardly able to restrain myself from taking her as she was bent over in front of me.

She continued, “I turned off the lights so no one in the cars out there could see us,” as she gestured with her head towards the cars parked 15 feet away, windshields facing the windows. There was only one car with an occupant – a large pickup truck with a guy inside, who appeared to be looking towards us.

I asked, “Are you sure they can’t see us? That guy seems to be looking in here.”

She turned back towards the desk, facing him, and braced her hands on the desk. I heard her say, “I checked, you can’t see in here, even from right against the window. That guy is looking in here because he knows *I* am in here ‘in a meeting.’ That’s Louie, and I want to look at him while you fuck me as hard as you can and leave your cum inside me!”

It took me a moment to digest that she was acting this way with her husband sitting just outside the window, and a little more time to assure myself he couldn’t see us. I finally couldn’t resist the opportunity, and placed my hands on her hips and eased myself into her tight lubed asshole as she moaned softly.

I paused for a moment when she moaned, but then heard her say, “Please! Fuck me as hard as you can! Use my ass while my jerk husband waits for me!”

At that, I grabbed her hips and jammed myself as deep as I could get, then started pumping in and out of her, pushing and pulling her hips while I thrust and pulled out. Her head flailed around and I could hear her sobbing, “Yes, yes, that’s what I need. Use me like a whore.” Her words shocked me, but turned me on as I vented my lust on her body, while watching out the window at her husband just 15 feet away. I could feel her shaking and jerking with an orgasm just as I tensed up and came deep inside her bowels. I held her tight to me by her hips until I finished ejaculating and softened, then stepped back as I released her.

She pushed herself back from the desk, and turned to me, smiling and apparently a little exhausted and said, “Thanks! That was unbelievable!”

I smiled weakly back and said, “Are you still going to dinner with him?” as I gestured to the guy in the truck.

She grabbed her dress and slipped it over her head, as she responded, “Yes. But I wanted to go with your sperm in me, as a reminder of the fun I could be having.”

She dropped to her knees in front of me one more time, and took my cock in her hand, about to suck it into her mouth, when I said, “Are you sure about that?”

She smiled up at me and said, “Yes, certainly! If he finally wants a kiss after two weeks, I want it to be special,” and with that, she sucked and licked my cock from top to bottom, getting me hard again in the process.

She quickly stood up, grabbed her bag, and said, “See you later, Boss!” as she walked out the door.

I turned to watch as she left the building and approached the pickup. I saw Louie jump out of the truck and meet her in front of the vehicle, just feet from where I had been fucking his wife. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but he moved to kiss her and she stood back. He grabbed her by both hands and forcibly drew her to him, then I saw her cease resisting and give him a deep tongue kiss, turning so I could see her eyes, and I saw her wink towards my office window, acknowledging our shared secret that she was sharing the taste of my cock and her ass with him.

Then she climbed in his truck and drove away, being sure to raise her dress enough to show me her nakedness underneath.


Messy Endings

The next day I arrived at work, eager to find out if she worked things out with Louie, and whether I’d still have a bedmate while I was in town.

Clemmie showed up late to work, and went right to work, so I didn’t have a chance to catch her to talk. I tried again at lunch, but she slipped away before I could look for her. Laura saw me and said, “I think your girl is avoiding you.”

“My girl?” I asked innocently.

Laura raised an eyebrow and said quietly, “Come on. Everyone knows you’re fucking her. We can hear you two through the door.” She looked to make sure no one was nearby before she added, “She must have a magic pussy if you picked her over me. By the way, my pussy is magic, too.” She was persistent.

I broke off the conversation and headed back to my office, deciding to skip lunch. Later in the afternoon, Clemmie tapped at my door. I smiled and invited her in - her tits were on display as usual, and I swear her skirt was the shortest I’d ever seen it.

She entered, but did not shut the door, so I knew this was not a booty call. She stood in front of the desk and said, “I’m going back to Louie’s. He unpacked all my stuff and put it back, wasn’t that sweet?” She was sincere in her comment - she really thought it was nice of him to bring her stuff back in the house after he had moved her out.

She leaned forward and asked, “Can I have the hotel key card so I can get my stuff today?”

I couldn’t help but stare at those huge jugs as I replied, “Why don’t I help you after the day is over?”

She smiled and said, “I know what will happen, and I’m going back to Louie.” She then giggled and said, “But you can still look as much as you like!”

I handed over my key, sad to see her go, but glad that she seemed happy.

At the end of the day, I went to the hotel, got a replacement key from the front desk, and ate dinner alone at the bar. I went upstairs and found that Clemmie  had moved all her stuff out of the room. It felt empty and lonely, but I sat and watched the news for a while before I could fall asleep.

***

The hotel phone rang about midnight, and it took a few seconds before I could find the light and the phone. When I answered, the front desk said that I had a visitor.

“Um, what kind of visitor?” I asked.

“A lady,” said the kid. He was probably a college student working the night shift.

“Can you send her up?” I asked.

“Um, we don’t do that, sir. Do you even know her? She seems upset and crying and may cause a problem for you.”

“Does she have red hair and big tits bolted on a small body?”

The kid laughed, “Oh yeah.”

“Just send the tits up, buddy? OK?”

“OK, Sir.”

What the fuck was Clemmie doing here? Apparently her reconciliation with Louie wasn’t as permanent as she thought. Crying? What a mess. At least I’d get some pussy out of this again.

After a few minutes, there was a tap at my door, and I immediately opened it. I was wearing just my boxers - there was no reason to get dressed for someone who regularly saw me naked.

When I opened the door, Clemmie  was standing there, still crying. Her eyes were red, hair was messy, and she was wearing the dress from today, except it looked different. I realized she was braless, and her nipples were poking through the material, her areolas barely visible. She was barefoot and carried no bag.

As I put my arm out to her, she rushed against me and hugged me tightly, crying loudly. I pulled her into the room, hoping that we didn’t wake any of the guests.

I got her into a chair, and poured her wine from the mini-bar, then went into the bathroom and started running a bath.

I sat on the bed, watching her. I remembered the shortness of her skirt from work today and saw that her bare pussy was exposed as she sat gripping her wine glass. After a couple of minutes, I asked softly, “So? Louie? I thought things were better.”

She sniffed and said, “They were. We had dinner. He took me to my car to get my bag, and we went home. He said he wanted to drive me to work in the morning so we could spend time together.”

She started crying softly as she said, “When I was unpacking my bag, he saw the hotel keycard.” She looked at me and said, “I had to tell him the truth. I told him it was over, that I loved him and was waiting for him to take me back.”

“Oh,” was all I said when she paused. She made a terrible mistake. She wanted to unburden her guilt, but hurt him instead.

She sobbed, then tried to continue, “He yelled. Called me a whore. A slut. He said I left just to go fuck around, but HE threw me out! HE moved my stuff out! I told him that, but he just yelled and demanded to know how many guys I had been fucking.”

She paused for breath, then “He made me strip and inspected me. He told me my kitty and behind looked like a hundred guys had been fucking me. But he called them cunt and asshole. He never uses that word, cunt.

“Then he threw my dress at me and told me to put on my hooker dress, with no bra or panties, or even shoes! He drove me here and pushed me out of his truck. I begged for my purse and phone, and he said I would get by just fine using my cunt to get into a bed. And if I was hungry, there were plenty of black dicks to eat.”

She cried some more, and I led her to the bathroom, and put her in the tub.

I was sad for her, and mad at that asshole Louie, but knew there wasn’t much I could do for her. I hung her dress on a hanger and put the robe and a towel by the tub for her and got her another wine.

After about a half hour, I heard the water draining, then Clemmie emerged, stark naked. I loved seeing her naked.

“I left a robe for you next to the tub,” I said.

“I know. I want to pay for my bed. With my cunt ,” she emphasized the word.

“Clemmie…” I started to cut her off.

“No,” she stepped closer. “Louie said I should pay with my cunt , so I will. This room is nice, and you gave me wine, so I’m sure the bill will be huge. I’ll also pay with my asshole .”

She walked to the edge of the bed and said, “I want you to use me  like the hotel slut he imagines me to be. Fuck me like you’ve fucked no one before. Or call the black waiters or porters. All y’all can fuck me.”

She clearly didn’t want to be comforted, just used. I felt guilty taking advantage, but was also incredibly horny. I spent the night fucking her everyway I could imagine and fingered her holes when I couldn’t get hard. I even tried to fist her, stretching her as much as I could, but didn’t get my hand inside of her.

I think I finally fell asleep at 4:00 am. I awoke before Clemmie, so went downstairs for coffee and bought her some toiletries from the gift shop: toothbrush and paste, deodorants, a couple of brushes, and shampoo.

When I returned to the room, she was just rousing, laying naked on top of the sheets. I handed her the bag, then began stripping to shower for the day.

Clemmie said, “Oh, how sweet. Thank you. What a surprise.”

I leered at her and said, “Don’t worry, you’re paying for it.” I then pounced on her and fucked her like meat again. If I was inheriting trouble, I was going to get bonus pay for it.

After we showered, I dressed for work and Clemmie pulled on her dress. She looked at me and said, “I can’t go to work like this.”

“Why? Because all the guys will want to fuck you?” I chuckled.

“Not me,” she said.

“My god, your nipples and barely covered butt scream ‘fuck me’” I laughed. “I said you should go braless!”

Clemmie said, “Yesterday’s dress? No shoes? No makeup?”

I thought for a moment, then handed her my rental car keys and a credit card. “I’ll take a cab to the office. You call from here and tell them you’ll be late, then take my car to the mall and buy some makeup, shoes and clothes.” I winked and said, “Maybe you can skip the bra and panties?”

Clemmie’s face lit up as she said, “I can do that?”

“Sure.” I grinned and said, “You can pay me with your cunt later.”

“Oh God, yes!” she said as she kissed me.

“You don’t have a phone, so just make whatever choices you feel are right when you’re shopping, OK?”

She nodded and took my card and keys.

I went into the office, and Clemmie appeared about two hours later, dropping my card and keys on the desk. She smiled as she twirled to show off her new dress. I could feel my erection grow as I could see her nipples and areolas through the thin top, and when she put her foot on my desk to show off her new shoes, I could see her bare pussy.

She said softly, “I didn’t waste any money on bras and panties.”

“You look like a wet dream,” I responded in a low voice.

I was trapped in the office for most of the day on calls and in meetings. Around 4:00pm, I received a note from the admin saying that Clemmie had quit and left immediately.

I was shocked, so I went out to make the rounds and investigate. Louie had shown up at the office, and he and Clemmie  had some heated words outside. Just after that, Clemmie  came back in, gathered her belongings, and stopped at the admin’s desk to leave a resignation letter, effective immediately.

I guess maybe Louie didn’t really want her to be a hotel whore. I suspected he kept his control of her by making her feel that no-one else wanted a barren 45-year-old unmarried woman. He probably realized that he would lose her if he left her free.

***

I went back to my office and canceled the last call of the day as I sat pondering the situation.

Just before the end of the day, Laura the flirt came into my office, shutting and locking the door behind her.

She walked over to stand a few feet in front of my desk and said, “We heard your girl quit. Sorry about that.”

“Yeah,” I responded, wondering what her play would be.

Laura tilted her head slightly and said, “Don’t know why she’d do that. Clemmie said you eat ass like a god - that you love doing it.”

“I do,” I admitted, feeling mixed emotions about the conversation.

Laura said, “Ooh, good,” as she reached up and pushed the straps of her dress to the side, letting it fall to the ground. She wasn’t wearing any undergarments, so was standing stark naked in front of me.

As I admired her toned, taut, 20-something body, she said, “Because I have an ass that needs eating - right now!” My cock sprang to attention as she climbed onto my desk, pushing the papers aside, and spread her legs right in front of my face.

I stared at her thin pink slit and tight sphincter inches from my face, and said, “Tell your boyfriend that you won’t be home for a few days.”

As I shoved my tongue into Laura’s asshole, her moans chased thoughts of Clemmie from my mind.
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Sharon Becomes A Hotwife (Pass Around Wife Book 1)

Sharon and her husband decide that swinging might be fun to spice up their marriage. Like the saying about ‘best laid plans,’ her husband plans but she gets laid. They are both excited by her new found love of exhibitionism and other men and ready to try some more. Sharon’s libido and self esteem are both raised to new heights by the man half her age who wants her to be his ‘porn girlfriend’.

It sounds like fun and games until they discover her first ‘hookup’ moves in next door. Will Sharon become a full time ‘porn girlfriend,’ hooking up in their home, or will they keep the play at bay?

Turning Kate Out : Journey from Hotwife to Ho

Kate was on a journey to improve herself - getting healthy, fit, hotter - whether through plastic surgery or the gyms, she wanted men to want her again.  Her husband supported her, and when he saw that the young stud at the gym was interested in her, he encouraged her to cheat.

Her cheating with the young stud, branched out to include her stud’s father, then his friends at the country club.  Eventually Kate decided that trading favors could be a more exciting fantasy, so she asked her husband to be her pimp.

Ed helped with her fantasy, until it became a reality.  Even though Kate wanted it, could he really sell his wife to strangers?  If he did, where would it end?

cover.jpeg
\ )
g the Honeymoon
Cherﬁn; Wife)






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




