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Part One


Chapter One


Henry knew he was spending too much time
surreptitiously staring at her breasts, but he couldn’t help
himself. The worst part was that he knew she was watching him, or
at least she was catching him sneaking peeks over at her. He hated
that his cock was growing uncomfortably in his jeans, but that was
his fault because he had decided to dress comfortably for the
all-day required seminar that was routinely dismissed by most of
the staff at his agency.

If she hadn’t been wearing something so low-cut
showing off her cleavage, it wouldn’t have been so bad.

Aimee, for her part, liked the attention. Why else
would she be wearing something so revealing to a casual training
seminar? Two reasons, actually. First, the seminar rooms were known
to be hot and she didn’t want to overdress and be hot the entire
day. Second, she knew she had put on some weight recently so she
was curvier than usual.

Those were the two reasons she was going to use in
public if someone said something. The two private reasons she kept
to herself. First, she liked the attention of people staring at her
boobs. They were already big and putting on a few pounds had
actually helped that. Second, she was hoping that someone would
tell her she looked hot. Aimee knew that wasn’t going to happen,
but she could wish it all she wanted.

They were sitting two chairs apart. Both the chairs
between them were empty as their seminar was only half full. That
was good because too often the rooms were overcrowded. But it was
bad because it was impossible to hide in the crowd. They were,
however, sitting in the back row trying to avoid any interaction
with the presenter or the other attendees.

After the mid-session break, Aimee boldly moved one
chair closer to Henry. The crowd was taking its time settling down
so she managed to catch his eye when he glanced over at her
cleavage one more time.

“Hi. I’m Aimee.”

Henry guiltily blushed and averted his eyes to the
front. “Henry.”

“Do your friends call you Hank?”

“Ha! Um…no. Henry.” He glanced back at her and
couldn’t help but sneak another look at her cleavage.

She caught him again and smiled. “Like what you
see?”

Henry couldn’t answer. Most of the conversations
between people at these training seminars revolved around where
they worked, why they had to be there, and how much the training
sucked. He had never flirted with anyone in a seminar because he
didn’t have the confidence to do it.

Aimee had flirted with guys at seminars before, but
either they were too old for her to seriously consider, or they
were too turned off by her extra weight to take her seriously. She
didn’t consider the possibility they were too intimidated to pursue
her.

His blush turned redder. “Sorry. I shouldn’t
stare.”

“I don’t mind,” she said softly. The room was coming
to order and things were quieting down.

Henry used that as an excuse to face forward and not
have to interact with her.

Aimee took that as a challenge. Tearing a piece of
paper from the folder they had been given to make things look
organized and official, she wrote on it and slide the slip across
the chair to Henry.

It was like in high school. He couldn’t help but
pick it up. Aimee. Call/text me. She added her phone number
on the bottom.

That he could do. Cell phones weren’t banned at the
seminar so he slipped his out of his pocket. Flirting via text or
messenger he could do because it never went anywhere.

—Sorry to stare, but you make it hard not
to.

There was a buzz from her small purse. She removed
her phone, read the message, smiled, and picked out her own
message.

—Am I making anything else hard for you?

He glanced over at her. She was staring at him and
completely ignoring the speaker now. Her smile was bold and she
lifted her eyebrows at him.

Henry was hard and he shifted in the chair. It was
uncomfortably hard. Not knowing how to respond he just stared at
the message on the phone. It buzzed again in his hand as Aimee sent
another text.

—Want to cut out of here early and get to know
each other?

 


They had gone to a restaurant the moment it was
clear to leave the seminar. Henry had stared across the table at
her cleavage the entire meal. She didn’t mind and actually
encouraged him. When she said her place wasn’t far he couldn’t
believe what he was doing. Maybe she wasn’t his type, but he really
didn’t have a type. Why would he say no?

Her apartment was attached to a semi-suburban house.
The moment they walked in the door, their hands were all over each
other and Henry found kissing her lips was easy and incredible.
They were soft and luscious. Her tits pressed into his chest. They
were soft and she didn’t mind them being crushed. He was certain
she could feel his hard cock through his jeans.

It wasn’t exactly luck, but things had progressed
ridiculously fast for Henry. He was geeky and awkward at best and
here he was in a woman’s apartment and moving toward the
bedroom.

She wasn’t perfect, but neither was he.

For her part, Aimee was thrilled to have given in to
her inner desires and was happy that Henry was playing along. While
he seemed uncomfortable and at first it seemed like he wanted to be
anywhere else but alone with her, it was working out well.

She was reasonably certain that even though his cock
felt huge in his pants, it was probably a lot smaller than it
seemed. It was just the denim making it seem larger.

Still, she wouldn’t have been disappointed if it was
exactly as advertised.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Henry asked as
they moved through the door to her bedroom. The room was small but
the bed seemed huge.

“I’m doing it, aren’t I?”

“Aren’t we moving kind of fast?”

Aimee paused. She liked that he was only a couple of
inches taller than her. Maybe he was a bit skinny, but he was firm
in all the right places. “Since when are guys worried about
that?”

“I can worry about it,” he said defensively, but
with a grin as well.

“Are you looking for a relationship?” she
teased.

Henry didn’t know what he was looking for. “Maybe,”
he hedged. “I just don’t want to screw this up.”

She kissed him again and slid her hands up from his
waist, under his shirt, feeling his warm skin and firm muscles.
“The only way you can screw this up right now is by being lousy in
bed,” she said as she ground her hips against him, feeling his hard
cock under his clothes was driving her mad with lust. “Let’s see
how our physical relationship goes and then we’ll work on an
emotional one.”

That seemed strange to Henry, but Aimee had been in
the same position before. She had created an emotional attachment
when she shouldn’t have. Now all she wanted was a little bit of
sex.

Maybe a lot of sex.

Emotional needs could wait. Physical needs were
immediate.

“Are you sure?” he asked hesitantly.

She paused; Aimee was in the process of pushing up
his shirt to get him naked. “Yes, I’m sure. Ask me again and I’ll
say no and kick you out of here.”

“Okay,” he agreed. There was no reason to say no
that he could think of. “What do you want to do?”

“Let me be in charge, okay?” she asked as she got
his shirt off. To her delight he wasn’t thin and weak; he just wore
overly baggy clothing. Maybe he wasn’t a bodybuilder, but he was
lean and muscular in the way she liked. Once he was topless things
progressed quickly.

They fell to the bed together. She was conscious of
the fact that she was heavier than he was, but since Henry wasn’t
complaining, neither would she. They were both on their sides but
he slowly asserted himself and eventually wound up on top as they
kissed, exploring each other’s mouths and necks.

Henry lost his nerve as he started kissing his way
down into her cleavage.

Noting his pause, Aimee looked down at him, her
hands resting on his shoulders. “Don’t stop.”

“What do you want me to do?” he asked, remembering
his promise not to again ask ‘are you sure?’

“Anything and everything you want.” She pushed him
back a bit and fiddled with the buttons on her
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