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A Romantic Weekend Rewritten

Carmen Villegas sat by herself at the restaurant bar sipping a margarita. The 31 year old wife and mother was dressed to the nines in a red deep v-neck halter dress that fell to her mid-thigh, teasing both her well rounded C-cup breasts and long, shapely legs while also hugging her nicely curved figure. With her hair and make-up done up, she was perfectly put together for what was supposed to be a romantic date night with her husband.

It was the first night in several weeks that they were really going to get to be together as a couple. Her parents were looking after their daughter for the weekend, so they could stay up and wake up late if they so chose. It was meant to be a couple days of escape from the ever-nagging responsibilities of parenthood, and a chance to have a bit of fun, like they used to early on in their marriage. Unfortunately the weekend wasn’t getting off to a smooth start.

Carmen had just received a text from her husband telling her that he was stuck in traffic and might be awhile. She’d arrived at the restaurant early and had already been waiting at the bar for him. Now it seemed she’d be waiting by herself even longer. She let out a sigh, trying not to feel too disappointed. She’d been looking forward to this weekend for quite awhile, and to have things going wrong right off the bat felt like a bad omen.

She found herself disturbed from her reverie when someone sat down next to her at the bar. She heard the bar stool move and could smell the scent of cologne. It wasn’t one that she recognized, not that she was really a connoisseur, but she found the scent more alluring than any she had previously been exposed to. She glanced over quickly to see who was taking the seat next to her.

The man in question, to put it bluntly, was nowhere near Carmen’s league. He looked older than her, though it wasn’t exactly clear if he was or if his disheveled state just made him appear to be. He was jowly with a pot belly that pushed against his ill-fitted suit. He had too little hair on the top of his head, too much on the sides, and a layer of stubble that spoke more to laziness than style. Given how alluring she found his cologne, Carmen was surprised by the man’s slovenly appearance. The two didn’t really seem to fit together. Not that it really mattered how handsome (or not) the man was. She was married and had no desire to be hit on, much less anything more. As such, she hoped that this man wouldn’t try to make conversation, and would leave her to her drink until her husband arrived, but those hopes quickly proved to be in vain.

“Hey, pretty lady,” he said in a gravelly voice. “What are you doing sitting here all by your lonesome?”

“I’m waiting for my husband to get here,” Carman replied politely, hoping to shut down the man’s clumsy attempt to pick her up as quickly as possible.

“Ah, I see,” he said. Carmen figured at that point that he would leave her alone, maybe even move away and try to find some other woman to chat up. But instead he leaned in closer to her and spoke in an almost conspiratorial tone. “And how long until your husband arrives? Tell me the truth.”

With the stranger’s new proximity Carmen breathed in more of the cologne he was wearing. She felt her head swim for a moment. Then she found herself replying.

“I don’t know. He said traffic was really bad, and it might be awhile before he could get here.”

It was the truth, like he’d ask. It vaguely occurred to her that she could have, maybe should have, said that her husband was close by, but it just seemed so much easier in her dazed state to do what he wanted and tell him the truth.

“Good,” the man said, smiling at her. “Then we have some time to spend together. What’s your name?”

“Carmen.”

“Well, Carmen, I’m Lester. Now tell me what your plans were for this evening.”

Her head still foggy, Carmen forced herself telling him about how her parents were watching her daughter and she had her husband were going to be spending a romantic weekend together starting with a dinner date and this restaurant, and then hopefully having some other kinds of fun in their now-empty house.

“As nice as that sounds, I think I have some better ideas about how you can spend this weekend,” Lester said. “In fact, I have some thoughts about what we should do right now.”

“Oh?” Carmen said. The scent of his cologne was still wafting to her, and she felt a bit loopy and unsure of where this conversation was going, though she wasn’t overly concerned. “And what’s that?”

“There’s an alleyway out back of this restaurant,” Lester said, nodding towards an exit door at the rear of the establishment. “We’ll head out there, get some privacy, then you’ll suck my dick, show me what you can do with that pretty little mouth of yours. And then after that, you’ll let me fuck you, slide right into that hot, wet cunt of yours. I think that’s a much better way to kick off this weekend.”

“I, um…” Carmen stuttered in response to Lester’s crude suggestions. In her foggy state she was having a hard time thinking of a response. It just felt so much easier, so much nicer, so much better to just go along with and agree with him. But his plan was too outlandish, and Carmen found that she had to push back against it. “I — I can’t do that. I’m married. That would be…bad. I think you, uh, need to go.”

“Do you like the smell of my cologne?” Lester asked, his tone shifting to a more gentle, less commanding one.

“I — um — yes?” Carmen replied, caught off guard by the sudden change in subject.

“I thought you might,” he went on, smiling at her as he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out to cologne bottle. “It’s actually a special design of my own with some very unique properties other than just its scent.”

“Oh? Like what?” Carmen asked, struggling to follow where this was going.

“Well, it makes people who are exposed to large doses of it susceptible to my voice and my commands,” he explained, his smile turning more menacing as he spoke. “I think you just haven’t had enough of a dose yet.”

Before Carmen’s foggy mind could get her to react, Lester had raised the bottle up to her face and sprayed. The scent hit her instantaneously, and she felt herself relaxing, like she was drifting off, floating away.

Then she heard Lester’s voice as he whispered into her ear.

“Now let’s try this again, shall we? We’re going to head into the back alley, and you’re going to show me a good time. You want to please me, Carmen, that’s very important to you. But more than that, you desperately want my cock. You want to taste it, to suck on it, to take it deep in your throat. You want to feel it in your pussy, to have me inside you. You know that you’ll love every second of it, and you’re desperate for the experience. It doesn’t matter that you’re married. Obeying me, pleasing me, and enjoying the pleasure you get from serving me is far more important.”

Carmen heard his words, and as she listened she felt herself changing. The desires and impulses he instructed her to have began to fill her mind, crowding out all of the things that had been there before. She didn’t feel any sense of concern over this re-arrangement of her values and her wants, remaining totally relaxed, her mind happily receiving Lester’s input. It felt like a eureka moment, like she was finally discovering some deep truth about herself.

“Tell me, Carmen, what is it that you want?” Lester asked, and she found herself coming back down to Earth, to the bar, to being seated closely next to this man who was leaning in and speaking softly to her. But it was a new her that had come back to that moment, not the one who wanted to run from Lester’s suggestions and hold on to her old life, rather the one who wanted to embrace the new paths he was going to lead her down.

“I want your cock,” she answered, looking at him with a deeply lustful gaze. As she said the words she could feel how true they were, the way her mouth watered to taste him, the way her pussy was already wet in anticipation of receiving him.

“That’s right,” Lester said, smiling at her. “Let’s go. Oh, and bring your phone.”

He stood and began to walk towards the back of the bar without checking to see if she was following. But of course he didn’t need to. Carmen rushed to comply, picking up her phone and stuffing it into her purse, taking it with her as she quickly rose to follow, her heels clicking against the restaurant’s wood floor as she hurried after him. He lead her through the exit door he had indicated earlier, which opened into an alley behind the restaurant, a space between it and the back of another building. He led her away from the doors where people might emerge and round a corner where it was unlikely anyone would disturb them.

As soon as Lester stopped, Carmen tossed her purse gently to the alley floor and moved to him, pressing her body against his. She kissed his cheek and reached for his belt buckle, wanting desperately to undo his belt, to get to his cock, but he took her hand firmly in his, stopping her progress.

“No, not yet,” he tutted. “I need to set something up first. Give me your phone and unlock it.”

Carmen went to her purse and pulled out her phone. She unlocked it and handed it to Lester. He stepped over to a ledge jutting out from one of the alley walls and pulled a small tripod out of his jacket. After a little fiddling, he soon had her phone propped up on the mini-tripod. He moved out of the way, and Carmen could see that the camera app was open. She saw herself on the screen looking back at her as she stood in the alley.

“Um, what are you doing?” she asked hesitantly.

“Oh, I just want to document our time together,” he said, smiling at her.

“I…I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” Carmen said, concern creeping into her voice. Even through the lusty haze that had overtaken her mind, she had the sense that she shouldn’t be letting Lester record what they were about to do together. Who knew where such a thing might end up?

Lester smirked at her then sauntered close and leaned in so she could breath in his cologne once more.

“I think it’s a great idea,” he said. “In fact, you want me to film you and take sexy pictures of you. You find it arousing, and you’re happy to let me do it.”

“Mmm…you’re right,” Carmen replied, feeling her thoughts on the issue shifting. Suddenly that concern was replaced with excitement. “I think it’s a pretty hot idea.”

“Good girl,” he said. Then he let his gaze drift down towards her chest. “Now why don’t we get things started with you showing me those tits.”

Carmen moved quickly to obey, reaching back and untied the bow around her neck that held the halter dress in place and let the top of it fall forward. With no bra underneath, her full, rounded breasts with their dark areolas came into view, her nipples already hard with arousal.

“Oh yeah those are nice,” he said, reaching into his jacket once again. This time he pulled out his phone and raised it to take a picture of her standing there topless before him. “Why don’t you push those titties together and give me a nice, sexy smile.” Carmen complied, smiling as he snapped yet another picture. “Yes, very nice.”

Then he shoved the phone back into his jacket pocket and reached out his hands to feel her breasts.

“You like how I touch you,” he said, leaning in so he was whispering into her ear.

“Yes,” Carmen sighed. She closed her eyes as she felt him press his lips to her neck and his thick fingers caress her tits and toy with her nipples. Then his lips began to move south, kissing downwards until he was alternatively pressing his lips to her breasts and swirling his tongue around her nipples, all the while groping her ass with his meaty hands. Carmen could only moan in response, gently stroking his balding head as she enjoyed the sensations of his mouth and hands on her.

“Mmm…such a nice body,” Lester said, when he finally pulled his lips away from her. “But now I think it’s time to let you have what you want. Go ahead, get down on your knees.”

Carmen did as he said, kneeling down in the alley, still topless with the upper part of her dress bunched around her waist. She felt her heart beating faster as she raised her hands towards the fly of his pants. This time he didn’t stop her.

“Yeah, you want my cock, don’t you?” he taunted. “That’s right, take it out. Nice, isn’t it?”

Carmen didn’t answer, too mesmerized by the feel of his wonderful girthy, already rigid cock in her hands. She heard the man chuckle and looked up to find he had taken out his phone again. He pointed it at her.

“Go on, put it in your mouth,” he said. “You know you want to.”

She leaned forward, her lips touching their first new cock since she had started dating her now-husband so many years ago. She started slow, kissing along its length before opening her mouth and taking in his head. She swirled her tongue around it, and then began to bob her head forward, getting a feel for this new member and taking more of its length into her throat.

“Oh yeah, that feels nice,” Lester said, encouragingly. “You love sucking my cock, don’t you?”

“Mmm-hmmm,” Carmen moaned in reply, as she continued to worship his dick with her talented tongue and velvety mouth.

“Say it for the camera.”

Carmen let his member fall from her lips with a wet plop. She made sure to keep working him with her hands, stroking along his length as she looked up at the camera with a sultry stare.

“I love sucking your cock.”

“Just like I said you would,” he said with a wolfish grin. “Now spit on it, get it nice and wet. That’s right. Now get those tits in on the action.”

Carmen looked up at the man as he filmed her titty-fucking him. She had never much enjoyed doing this and rarely did it with her husband, but somehow having this stranger’s dick between her tits felt more enjoyable. The fact that he was filming it only aroused her further, and she was quickly reaching a boiling point. But as much as she loved the feel of this new cock in her mouth and between her tits, she wanted desperately to feel it in her wet and ready snatch.

Luckily for her she didn’t have to wait much longer.

“Mmm, alright…that’s enough, whore,” he said, putting his phone away again. “On your feet.”

No sooner had Carmen stood up when Lester spun her around so her back was to him. He guided her until she was standing bent over, her ass thrust back towards him, her hands pressed against the alley walls to hold her up. She felt him raise her skirt over her hips, bunching it around her waist. She gasped as she felt him run a finger over the outside of her thong, no doubt feeling how soaked the fabric was with her juices. Then she felt him pull the thong aside and slip one of his thick fingers inside her. She moaned as it slid easily into her wet folds.

“Oh yeah, you’re so nice and wet for me,” he said, bemusedly.

Then she felt his finger retreat and something much larger press up against the entrance to her hole.

“You want my cock inside you,” he said in a knowing way.

“Yes,” Carmen said, pushing her hips back to try and get him inside.

“Then you need to beg for it,” he taunted.

“Please, please put it in,” she whined without hesitation, desperate to feel him fill her up. “Fuck me! Please fuck me! I need you inside me.”

“And what about your husband?”

“I don’t care,” Carmen said without thinking. “He doesn’t matter. I need your cock. Please!”

She heard the man laugh and then felt him thrust forward. She moaned loudly as she felt his length fill her, her world exploding in pleasure. And then he was retreating from her needy pussy, then thrusting back again. As he established a rhythm the pleasure inside her only grew.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes! My God! Ungh!”

“Yeah, you love this cock, don’t you, slut?”

“Oh yes! It’s so good!”

“Better than your husband’s?”

“Yes! Yes! So much better! Oh God! Fuck me!”

Carmen had never really been one for dirty talk, but she found herself feeding off of Lester’s words, her pleasure only heightening with their exchanges. The arousal from that, her excitement about being filmed, and her joy at finally getting to feel his glorious cock inside her quickly pushed her to her peak.

“Ungh! Ungh! Oh! Yes! Don’t stop! Fuck! I’m close! Don’t — oh! I’m — I’m — I’m gonna cum!”

“Oh yeah, that’s right, bitch! Cum on my cock! It’ll be the best orgasm you’ve ever had!”

His last words entered Carmen’s head as a command, and as she felt herself go over the edge, she knew she was about to experience something phenomenal. She moaned even louder as the damn burst, the pleasure of her orgasm flowing through her and overwhelming her senses. She coasted on wave after wave of joyful release as she continued to feel Lester’s cock moving inside her, hips hips smacking against hers.

“Mmm…you like that?” Lester growled, as he continued to pound into her.

“Yesss,” Carmen moaned, as she began to come down from the high of her orgasm. “So good. Never had it so good.”

“Only my cock can ever make you feel that good,” he said to her, and Carmen felt the words worming into her brain. “Your husband can’t fuck you this good. No one can. You need to be with me if you want to feel real pleasure.”

Carmen could only moan in response as this new set of truths reshaped her mind. She knew that there was no way she could give up Lester’s arousing cock. She wasn’t sure what that would mean, and it was hard to think about as she continued to enjoy the feeling of him rutting into her, but she knew her life going forward would never be the same.

“Oh fuck, I’m close,” Lester grunted.

“Yes, baby, cum for me,” Carmen moaned, looking over her shoulder at her new lover. “Fill me up.”

“Fuck yeah,” he said, beginning to thrust faster. “This is my pussy now, ain’t that right?”

“Yes! Oh God! Yes!”

“Say it, bitch!” Lester said, and Carmen felt a sting on her ass as he gave her a spank. “Who owns this pussy?”

“Ungh! You do! You own this pussy! It’s yours! It’s all yours!” Carmen mewled, telling him what he wanted to hear and what she knew to be true. She felt her body responding to his words and his faster thrusts, her arousal building yet again.

“Oh, ungh, here it comes!” Lester said. “Cum for me. Cum for me again while I fill you up!”

Carmen’s body responded to Lester’s command, and she felt herself peak once again. She gasped as he body shuddered in pleasure. She heard Lester groaning behind her and felt his cock pulsing inside her. He pushed deep and held himself there, depositing his load.

They remained joined like that, pressed up against the alley wall until their orgasms had subsided. Then Lester withdrew his deflating member from her body. She heard the zip of his fly as he redid his pants, and so she slid her thong back into place and stood up straight, attempting to smooth out her dress. She knew she looked a mess, and while she didn’t regret her actions, she began to worry about her husband and that he might notice how disheveled she was. As much as she had enjoyed Lester’s cock, and as much as she knew she wanted to have it again, she didn’t want to blow up her marriage and her family.

These conflicting, anxious thoughts were racing around her head when she heard Lester chuckle. She looked up and saw that he was holding her phone in his hand, the tripod already removed. He was looking at the screen, then looked up and grinned at her.

“Looks like we finished just in time,” he said. “Hubby just texted, said he’s looking for parking and will be here soon. Oh, and he apologized again for being late. I wonder what he would think if I sent him the little video we just recorded so he could see what you got up to while he was stuck in traffic.

“No, please,” Carmen said. “My family…I — ”

“Don’t worry,” Lester said, holding up his hand to stop her. “I’m not going to send him the video. At least not yet.”

He walked over to her and took her by the hand, then pulled her to him.

“I have a plan that will let you keep your marriage and allow us to fuck as often as we want,” he said, leaning toward her. “How do you like the sound of that?”

“It sounds amazing,” she replied with full honesty, barely believing that such an arrangement could be real.

“That’s what I thought,” Lester said, grinning at her. Then he pressed his lips to hers. Carmen returned his kiss passionately, opening her lips and letting his tongue play against hers. She wasn’t sure exactly what Lester had in mind, but the thought of getting everything she wanted excited her, and she wanted to show him that in that moment she was on board.

X-X-X

“Oh! Mmm! God yes! Fuck!”

Carmen cried out in pleasure as Lester fucked her for the second time that night. This time she was in his apartment laying naked on his bed. Her legs were draped over his shoulders, her ass perched on the edge of the mattress while he stood next to the bed, his hips aligned with hers, his glorious member pumping into her soaked snatch.

They’d just recently arrived at his apartment after having a lovely dinner, on her husband’s dime, at the restaurant where they’d met. Meanwhile her husband was back at home alone in their empty house, though Carmen had no doubt he was occupied and enjoying himself. And this was all thanks to Lester’s simple, yet elegant plan.

“Oh, baby, his cock feels so good, so much better than yours,” Carmen moaned as she looked up at the phone Lester held while he thrust into her. “Oh! Yes! Ungh! You could never fuck me like this.”

Carmen had been waiting at the bar when her husband arrived armed with the bottle of Lester’s cologne. When her husband came to her, she told him she had gotten him a gift and showed him the cologne, spraying it so he could try out the scent. That’s when Lester, who had been sitting at the bar nearby, swooped in. With a little time and a couple more sprays of the cologne, he explained the new state of Carmen’s marriage and how things would be different moving forward.

“I bet it’s getting you so hard, watching a real man fuck your wife, pleasing me like you never could,” Carmen went on, continuing to luridly taunt the camera as it recorded her taking Lester’s dick. “Oh God yes! It’s so good! He’s gonna make me cum, baby. He’s gonna make me cum so good.”

Carmen moaned, her back arching, her hands reaching out to grab the sheets of the bed as she came yet again on Lester’s cock. “Oh fuck! Fuck me! Ungh! So good! Oh!”

She felt Lester continuing to pump into her as she rode out her orgasm, the waves of pleasure crashing over her. As it began to subside she looked up at the camera, a dreamy smile on her face.

“Oh yeah, so good. You could never do that for me, baby, not with your little wimpy dick,” she said with a giggle.

“Mmm…I’m gonna cum soon,” Lester grunted. “Where do you want it, slut?”

“Oh, put another load in my pussy, lover,” Carmen moaned. “I want Cucky to see it up close this time, to see his wife getting filled by a real man’s sperm.”

“Oh yeah!” he growled, thrusting faster in response to her words. “Here it comes! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”

“Oh yes, baby! Give me your cum!”

As Lester finished he pulled his cock from her and knelt down between her legs so he could film Carmen’s pussy up close. While he did she flexed her muscles and pushed some of his cum out of her, letting it leak from her hole and onto the sheets of the bed.

“Oh yeah, he filled me up,” she cooed.

She reached out for the phone, and Lester handed it to her. She rolled over to lie on her stomach and positioned the phone so it captured her face.

“Mmm, I bet you’re making a mess right now, spraying your seed all over the place, thinking about how Lester gets to cum in me and you don’t,” she said, smiling into the phone’s camera. “I know you’ve been getting off on those first videos we sent you of Lester fucking me in the alley, but I hope you enjoy this one too. I’m sure you will. And don’t worry, we’ll be spending the weekend making more of these for you to enjoy…among other things.

“Lester and I were talking about it over dinner, how we wanted to spend our weekend together, other than fucking, of course. Tomorrow we’re gonna go shopping so I can buy some hot little outfits to wear out on dates with him and some lingerie that you can see me wear while you watch me fucking him. We’ll probably hit up some bars in the evening where he can show me off. Maybe we’ll even find some other hot slut while we’re out that we can bring back here and share. Mmm…I bet you’d like to watch that.

“Oh, and then on Sunday, I’m gonna let him mark me,” she said, giving the camera a mischievous grin. “We’re gonna go and get me some nipple piercings, and I’m gonna get a tattoo of his name over my pussy, just in case you forget who it really belongs to.”

Carmen felt the bed shift, as Lester climbed on next to her. She felt his body press next to hers, his hand rest on her waist. She felt his lips press against her shoulder, and the warmth of arousal began to build in her loins once more.

“Mmm…,” she moaned softly in response to his touch, though she didn’t move her eyes from the camera. “Anyway, it seems I should wrap this up. Talk to you tomorrow, Cucky.”

She blew a kiss to the camera and then ended the recording. A couple of minutes later it was sent off to her husband. She got a little thrill knowing he would surely go wild watching it.

“You finished?” Lester asked, his hands continuing to roam over her body.

“Yes,” she replied, placing the phone on his night stand and letting him pull her body to him.

“Good,” he said, turning her to face him and leaning in to kiss her.

Carmen embraced him, pressing her body to his and kissing back. She was used to her husband’s body, fit and muscular with a clean shaven face. Lester’s large, flabby body with his thick hair and the stubble on his face felt different, better really as Lester had explained to her earlier in the evening. She desired him and his touch more than she had anyone before.

They cuddled and kissed for some time, enjoying the feel of their bodies against each other. At some point Carmen found her hand wandering between her lover’s legs and was delighted to discover that he was starting to harden. She began to kiss her way down his body until she arrived at his member. She swirled the head of his wonderful cock with her tongue, then began to kiss along its length. She looked up to smile at Lester and saw him reaching for her phone.

“No,” she said gently, and his hand stopped. “I don’t think we need to share everything with him. Right now I just want this for myself, for us.”

Lester smiled, then let out a sigh as Carmen closed her lips over his dick and began to blow him in earnest. Moments later she was straddling his waist, mounting him to slide her pussy over his fully hard cock. A moan escaped her lips as she savored the magical feeling of his member penetrating her yet again. It had been an amazing night and was surely the start of what would be an amazingly romantic and sexually charged weekend. It wasn’t the one she had expected, but she had to admit Lester had been right; his plans for it were far better than hers.

X-X-X

To enjoy another story about a wife being mind-controlled to serve the sexual whims of a man who is not her husband, check out Landing The Client.
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