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Hiroko and I had worked together for a while. She was an interesting mix. She met her husband in Japan, got married and moved to the States. Now she sounded split. One minute a loud American. The next, traditionally Japanese. I couldn’t believe how hot she was. Wild hair, dynamite body, and sexy lips. I wanted her so bad. You meet someone so hot that you want to take her on the spot. Then say thanks and so long. But time went by and nothing happened. I wasn’t looking for anything. Things change though.

The open house was a big success. We didn’t have a lot of time to hang out together. When did I cross the line and fall in love? I’m not sure. She talked at times about problems with her husband. It sounded like abuse to me. But I tried to stay out of it and off help as needed. Then I realized I wanted her. You’re a perfect fit with someone and you know it’s right. Now does she? That’s where it gets complicated. All I know is that I had to be with her. So the thing to do was to just tell her the truth. And see what happened.

I kept thinking about her all day. She fine as usual in her kimono. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I found her talking to someone else and waited. Finally she turned around and we were incredibly close. 

“You came back.”

I wanted to do her right there. But I took her by the handd and we went into an empty office down the hall. We went in and I closed the door. Then I grabbed her and kissed her hard. She struggled and then slapped me hard.

“What’s wrong with you? Are you crazy?”

“I can’t take it anymore. For months now your husband’s been treating you badly. And you stay. Why?”

“It’s my business and my life.”

“True. But I really hate to see you waste it. You deserve better. I love you Hiroko. You can say I’m crazy, disgusting, whatever. But I’m not going to lie. I want everything out in the open. If you want me you know where to find me.”

Then just like that I walked away. No mind reading, obsessing, etc. And for the first time
in a long time I finally felt free. No matter what I could move on. I made the mistake of not being honest before. And I swore I’d never do that again.

I was through for the day and left. As I drove home I just said, see what happens. I had some work to do and that kept me occupied for a while.

The time flew by and then I heard a knock at the door. I looked and it was her. I let her in and wasn’t sure what to expect. But she locked the door and turned around. And started to take off her kimono. The tension was thick, but we said nothing. Finally she stood there nude and it was everything I hoped for. She was fine and she knew it. Awesome body, great ass and breasts. 
She looked at me. “I’m sorry.” Then she put her arms around my neck and kissed me passionately. We grabbed each other close and all of our desire came out. She helped me take off my clothes. We kissed again and fell on the floor. As we rolled around we tasted each other and we were on fire. Finally I was in her pussy and it was perfect. I pulled her up and we were wrapped around each other. We kissed again and I sucked on her nipples. She was hot and we were ready to cum. 

Finally we did and we fell back on the floor. Our dream had come true. We held each other tight and she started to cry. I held her close and tried to reassure her. We knew we were being honest about how we felt. 

Then we got up and went to bed. Again all of our passion and desire came out. We were like perfect lovers. Later she was on top and had her head on my chest.

“What do we do now?” she asked.

“I don’t know. But there’s no going back now.”
