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Preface










I never expected to be writing erotica part-time, but I'm so glad I started. Even though I haven't made millions of dollars, this medium allows me to express a part of myself that I can't normally show. I feel that my writing has  improved a lot over the past few months, and this is the fruit of my labor: My first, but definitely not last, five-story anthology.




I won't keep you too long; I just wanted to thank you for buying (or just previewing, if that's how you're reading this) the fruit of the last few months' labor. Enjoy, and always remember, nobody said you couldn't read with one hand ;)


Milkshake

Ellie came to slowly, groggily. She tried to sit up, but a splitting pain in her head forced her to lie back down almost instantly. The surface she was lying on was warm, presumably from her body heat, and slightly padded, but the rest of her slim body was uncomfortably cold. Goosebumps had formed on her arms. She realized she was naked.

Where was she? She cast around in her memory. The night before was hazy at best. There had been alcohol, she knew; the headache proved that. It had been a party in another dorm room for her friend Thea.

But this wasn’t her dorm. The ceiling was concrete, painted pale gray, and high, maybe fifteen feet. The walls seemed to be padded, except for one, directly in front of her, which was a mirror. The table, or platform, or whatever it was that she was lying on seemed to be in the center of the room.

Taking a deep breath, she tried once more to sit up. That was when she noticed the cuffs on her wrists and ankles. A jolt of panic shot through her as she wriggled, trying to break free, but it was no use. They were padded, she reflected ruefully, so at least they wouldn’t rub her raw.

For several minutes she struggled. She was strong; as a member of her university soccer team, she worked out for hours each day, honing her muscles, and she pushed them to their limit trying to escape the cuffs. She imagined she could feel the cuff on her right wrist weaken slightly, but it would not yield further, and her strength was all expended before she was able to make any more progress. Exhausted, she lay back, panting.

She made several more attempts to break free over the next half an hour. She didn’t want to think about what being trapped here meant: That she might never get to return to her old life again, see her family, pet her dog, play the guitar. And she didn’t have to think as long as she was throwing herself at her restraints with all her might.

Finally, she collapsed. There wasn’t an ounce of strength left in her. Maybe the cuffs had weakened, maybe they hadn’t, but she had. There was nothing more she could do but bide her time and wait.

It was impossible to track the passage of time in the room. The LED lights set into the ceiling never flickered, never dimmed. She wanted a window, wanted to see the outside world, to leave this half-life of stillness and silence, but still nothing changed, no one came. After a while, she began to wonder whether she had been left in the room to starve.

At last, after what seemed like several hours, she heard a door swing open behind her, but she couldn’t twist around to see who it was. Heavy footsteps echoed, and then she felt someone standing behind her. A cloth mask was placed over her head so that she could no longer see, and then she felt the table she was strapped to begin to move. She guessed that she was being wheeled out of the room, but with no idea what kind of place she had found herself in she could only imagine where she would be taken next.

The gurney (or what she assumed was a gurney) trundled out of the room into what she judged to be a hallway, based on how the squeaks from its dodgy rear left wheel echoed off the walls. She was suddenly very aware of her nakedness. In the room, alone, it had been one thing; but now there was at least one person looking at her, and maybe more, though they were being quiet if they were; aside from the clattering and the squeaks of the gurney, she could hear nothing at all.

After several minutes of motion, the cart abruptly turned to the left. Ellie heard the clattering end and felt the wheels rolling on carpet. And then, at last, the cart stopped before turning once more to the left and coming to a final halt.

A moment of silence ensued as Ellie’s apprehension grew. Then, suddenly, she felt another cuff snap on to her left wrist, and then another on to her left ankle. Then the cuffs that secured her left ankle and wrist to the gurney were unfastened. During this whole process, she felt the presence of a person leaning over her, and heard heavy, male-sounding breathing. The apprehension began to turn into fear. What would this man do to her? Had he kidnapped her? Did she know him? She had answers to none of these questions. Terrified, she felt herself locking up.

All of a sudden, the cuffs on the right side of her body were also undone, and she was roughly flipped over so that she was now lying facedown on a soft surface that felt a lot like a mattress with sheets. Initially frozen with shock, she realized that the right side of her body was now free to struggle, but before she could do anything she felt a new cuff close around her right ankle. She began to thrash with her right arm, to attack, and her hand found purchase on what felt like someone’s chest. She heard a grunt of surprise, and then two strong hands closed around her arm and began to force it down. She tried to fight, but all her strength had already been expended trying to free herself from the gurney. Quickly, her assailant overpowered her and locked her wrist into the final cuff. She was helpless once again.

For a moment, she considered fighting anyway. The shackles on the cart had begun to yield; maybe she had a chance of breaking her new bonds. But as she prepared to make a new effort, she felt the exhaustion in her limbs. Her soccer training regimen had granted her plenty of cardiovascular endurance, but no expertise in bending metal. Instead, she settled back down, resolving to recover and then try again later. After all, if the previous room had been any indication, she would have plenty of time alone and not a whole lot to do.

But then she felt a weight on the bed next to her. It had to be her jailer. She felt her stomach drop into a pit as he lowered himself onto her. A hand grabbed at her small breasts and then she felt his dick pushing into her pussy. She wanted to scream, to cry, but fear made her stay as silent as she could. Her mind was filled with a million emotions, but for some reason she noticed, even in this horrifying moment, that he was wearing a condom. Why did he choose to do that?

But then he started thrusting. In and out; every time he pushed himself into her, Ellie felt tears welling up in her eyes. After perhaps a minute, she was sobbing as he pounded her.

And then, as soon as it had begun, it was over. She heard him grunt as he came, and then his weight lifted off of her. Just as she thought he was about to go, she felt a needle plunge into her ass. She yelped and heard him laugh. He slapped her on the ass and then the wheels of the gurney began to squeak as he rolled it out of the room. Then the door shut and locked, sealing her inside the room.

She felt horrible, empty. She wanted to go home, to leave that terrible place, but there was no way out. She cried for a long time, hours maybe, letting her emotions roil and pour out of her. A few minutes after the man left, the cuffs clicked open as if by magic, but she was far too overcome to do anything, except throw away the mask and then rub her eyes as she wept.

Eventually, she felt a new strength creeping into her. She had been kidnapped, violated, injected with some kind of substance (which, curiously, she still wasn’t feeling an effect from), and locked in that room, but she had not been conquered. They would not conquer her. Summoning her courage, she lifted herself up off the bed and onto the soft, carpeted floor.

The room was fairly large, considering how minimally-furnished it was. Improbably, it had been decorated in a soft pink theme. The walls were wallpapered in a pale cherry-blossom pink, and a white trim set them off from the carpet, which was a similar color. The bed was a darker shade, maybe a dark rose. There were two doors leading off of the room on the hallway side. One, as she expected, was a bathroom, which had a shower, toilet and sink, but one was locked and would not budge. Oddly, though she knew where the hallway door would have been, she couldn’t see it. It was probably flush with the wall. There was no need, she reflected sadly, to be able to open it from the inside.

Across from the bed, there was a large white vanity with a chair, though all the drawers were locked, and a TV screen set into the wall. She found a remote on the nightstand.

The strangest feature of the room, though, was definitely the large silicon dildo sticking out of the wall at about waist height on the far side of the room. It was mounted on some kind of track that would seemingly allow it to rise to just above her head. She shuddered whenever she looked at it. Clearly, whoever was keeping her here had some sexual intent for her; that man might only have been the beginning. But what gave her the most pause was that there was a plaque above the dildo marked FOOD AND WATER.

She decided to inspect it more closely. It was definitely possible for something to travel through the dildo; there was a hole that went all the way back through it, like a real dick. What if…? She banished that line of thought from her mind. She was a little hungry, not having eaten (to her knowledge) since the previous night, but she didn’t need food yet. She would wait.

Instead, she picked up the remote and turned on the TV. There seemed to be a DVR connected to it, which was filled with chick flicks and rom-coms, but nothing sinister.

She decided to shower. She needed to wash away the terrible experiences of the day, and it would also calm her down. Whenever she thought about what had happened to her, she wanted to vomit, and she noticed that her hands were shaking.

The shower stall was nicer than she anticipated, and there were both soap and shampoo dispensers. It got up to a pleasingly high temperature too; she turned it up as high as she could bear, seeking to scour away the torment that had been forced on her.

After perhaps fifteen minutes and a thorough cleansing, she stepped out of the shower. She felt a little better and decided to inspect herself in the mirror. The shampoo had been surprisingly high-quality, and her shoulder-length, dark brown hair looked better than it had in a while. If I have to be trapped in someone’s glorified sex dungeon, she thought to herself, at least my hair can look good. She grinned ruefully.

She spent a while poking around the room some more, looking for obvious escape routes, secret compartments, or anything that could help her get out of her predicament, but there was nothing. The locked drawers intrigued her, but all they represented was yet another way she was completely at the mercy of her captors. She tried not to think about that.

Finally, she decided on watching TV. There was nothing else to do except, well, eat, and she didn’t want to do...that. They had The Bachelor, which she had always been a fan of, so she flipped it on and relaxed back on the left half of the bed, away from the spot where she had been attacked.

Quickly, she noticed herself zoning out as she watched. She would be invested in the competition one second, and the next she would be staring into space, tuning out everything except the talking from the TV. She shook her head. She had to still be in shock.

Still, there was something funny about the TV’s audio output. The speakers had to be broken or something, because a hiss or murmur always seemed to be playing under the sound from the TV. It was irritating, but she reminded herself that this would be the only entertainment she would get, so she would have to get used to it. She had to be strong in this new situation. There were worse things than bad TV speakers; she had just experienced proof of that. She shuddered and kept watching.

After six episodes, she felt tired, like maybe it was nighttime. She had no way of knowing whether it actually was or not, but she decided to get some sleep while she was in the mood. She curled up under the sheets, hoping for her nightmare to end soon. As she drifted off, she heard a strange, barely audible murmuring sound, an undercurrent to the ambient noise in the room. Once she realized it was there, though, it only took a few minutes to tune it out; it was almost like a box fan or a white noise machine.

She had a strange dream. She felt herself floating in a pinkish gel, swimming in a featureless, endless world. She could go anywhere, she realized. At first, she did flips in the fluid, diving and climbing in a graceful, carefree dance.

And then, beneath her, she noticed dark shapes that rose up through the gel. They were...buildings? She even recognized one or two of them, even through the shifting, distorting gel. It was the skyline of her hometown. Eagerly, she began to swim down towards them. But making progress through the gel was next to impossible. She was growing tired, and even the tallest building was still far out of reach below her. Slowly she realized that this freedom she had been granted brought her nothing. There was nowhere to go in the gel, nothing to do but swim and dive in a place without purpose, without meaning. And what she wanted was still, despite her freedom, far beyond her reach. This was a new kind of frustration. She almost grew angry as she fought against the gel. What was the point? It was all so futile.

She awoke breathing heavily. Her heart was pounding in her chest, and she noticed that her nipples were erect. When she reached up to touch them, she almost cried out at how sensitive they were. She took a few deep breaths to calm down. She still felt a little irritated from the dream. Was that why her blood was rushing?

Her stomach growled. It had to have been almost a full day and a half since she had eaten anything. She looked over at the dildo and decided she could wait a little longer. Instead, she took a walk around the room once more, but no escape opportunities presented themselves. She sighed. In a prison movie, they would already have seen the weakness in the system that would allow them to break out. Clearly, this would not be so simple.

And still there was the murmuring, always there, always at the edge of her hearing. She almost thought she could make out words, but it was just a little too quiet. It seemed to be coming from everywhere. It was better to have the TV on than to listen to that, she decided, and turned on The Bachelor once again.

After four episodes (Is this what life is now?, she thought, measuring time in Bachelor episodes?), her stomach was screaming. It had been a little tamer when she had woken up, expecting breakfast, but now it was in full force, demanding food. It was too much. She got up, and, trying not to think about what she was doing, placed her lips over the head of the dildo and began to suck.

At first, nothing came out, and all she could taste was silicon. But then a trickle of liquid began to flow into her mouth. It was fatty and sweet. They’re feeding me a milkshake, she thought. Well, there were worse things to be fed.

But the trickle was way too slow. The first taste of food had almost turned her into an animal; she had to have more. She took more of the dildo into her mouth and sucked as hard as she could. Now a pleasingly rapid stream was flowing out of the fake dick into her stomach. She gulped the milkshake down, enjoying the flavor and the fatty feeling as it slid down her throat. I could get used to this, she thought.

Wait. She was on her knees (when had she gotten on her knees?) giving a dildo the most passionate blowjob of her life. What was she doing? She’d gotten enough food. Disgusted with herself, she got up and walked away, staring at the fake dick. What power had it held over her?

She decided to distract herself by looking for escape routes once more. Soon, she found herself standing in front of the locked door. Surely there was some secret, something behind the panel of wood that there was a reason to conceal.

On a whim, she reached out and tried the door. To her amazement, it clicked open. When had it been unlocked? Had it been while she had been eating? She didn’t doubt that someone was controlling the locks remotely, in which case they were probably also watching her walking around naked.

Behind the door was a closetlike room which contained a large, ornate wardrobe. She wasn’t surprised to discover that the main doors were locked, but there were two drawers at the bottom that slid free when she pulled them.

The first was full of high-heeled shoes. They varied in height from maybe five inches all the way up to platform heels of seven or more, but there was no reasonable footwear at all. What was the point of wearing something like that in a place like this? Ellie felt almost insulted as she closed the drawer. She wasn’t here to just be eye candy for whoever was watching her.

The other drawer was better. It had underwear! Sure, it was all frilly, strappy lingerie, but at last, something to cover herself with. She chose a black teddy that seemed to cover a bit more than the other options. The bottom was thong-style, which wouldn’t have been her choice, but she had learned not to look a gift horse in the mouth. She could get so little in this place.

Quickly, she slipped her new clothing on. She imagined that she looked ridiculous, but she was far past caring about that. It was better to be covered.

Still, though, it made her wonder. She had given in and...eaten, and then this cabinet had unlocked. Was it some kind of perverse reward? Strange.

She noticed that her muscles were restless, aching to be worked out, but she had no space to do that. There wasn’t even a door lintel to do pull-ups off of. She hadn’t thought about her athletic career since she had woken up in this place, but she would miss a lot of training; she was sure to be behind when she got out...if she got out. She shuddered. It was probably better to do what it took to survive, and worry about the consequences later.

There was nothing to do after that, really, but watch TV and wait to get hungry again. Her heart was still beating faster than usual, and the teddy felt surprisingly nice as it brushed against her unusually sensitive nipples. She finished the first season of The Bachelor and moved on to the next. She was no longer surprised when she zoned out and lost time while watching. If it passed the time, it passed the time. If anything, turning her brain off for a minute actually felt kind of nice.

After a few more episodes, she began to feel hungry again, or maybe she was just bored enough that she wanted to eat; she didn’t really have a reason to make a distinction between the two. She got up and walked over to the dildo, but as she drew near she watched in dismay as it began to rise on the track. In a few moments, it was above her head level. She tried to bend it to her mouth, even tried to stand on tiptoe, but it wasn’t enough; the head of the dildo was always just out of reach. She wanted to scream in frustration. Now they wouldn’t even feed her?

But then she had an idea; it was one of those ideas that she was realizing they meant for her to have. She walked back over to the closet and found the highest pair of heels in the drawer, a black pair that had to be at least seven inches tall. She slipped them on and wobbled her way across the room back towards the dildo. Several times, she almost fell and had to grab on to the mattress to steady herself, but she made it.

And now she was finally tall enough. She took the fake dick into her mouth at last and suckled like a baby, chugging the delicious fluid that came from within. It tasted wonderful, and as it flowed down her throat, she felt almost at home. It felt right to be eating, to be in this place, to obey.

She didn’t know how long she was standing there, how long she was drinking the chocolatey liquid from the dildo. She only came back to herself after many minutes. It was like being dunked in cold water. Her stomach was bloated, full to bursting, and she was suddenly keenly aware of how quickly she had surrendered. Why had she lost herself? What was going on? She stumbled back to the bed and threw away the shoes. What was this place doing to her? She lay down and held her head in her hands.

To calm herself, she did another circuit around the room, looking for escape routes. This time, she also checked the wardrobe closet, but nothing presented itself. Of course they had thought of everything. In frustration, she banged her fist on the wall, and gritted her teeth when it collided with what felt like concrete under the wallpaper. But not solid concrete; there was some kind of slightly rounded object under the part of the wallpaper that she had hit. The murmuring sound seemed to be louder just here. Intrigued, she pressed her ear to the wall. Her eyes widened as she realized she could make out some of the words: “Submit...obey...drink...”

Of course. They were messing with her mind. That was why she was behaving so strangely. Maybe the TV audio had something to do with it too. But could she resist it? Did she have any way of blocking it out?

The day, such as it was, had been a wash. She had no idea how much time had passed, but she felt kind of sleepy. She noticed she had been feeling sleepy a lot lately. She walked slowly into the bathroom and took a shower, trying to scrub herself clean of everything that had happened so far, and also of the surprising amount of milkshake that had splattered all over her face and boobs when she had been drinking.

On the way out of the shower, she found herself stopping in front of the mirror to do her hair. She didn’t know why; she was going right to bed, and any style she did would be destroyed as she slept. But maybe spending some time on herself was what she needed. This place was aiming to whittle her down; feeling strong, feeling beautiful, feeling seductive would help her stay resilient for what was to come.

After that, she went to bed and lay down. Sleep did not come easily; maybe it hadn’t actually been that long since she had last gotten up, or maybe she was just frazzled. At last, though, she felt herself slipping off into the void of dreams. Just as she went under, she sleepily noticed that the sound of the murmuring had changed.

She soon found herself having another dream. She was in the bottom of a large, circular glass structure. The world beyond was hazy and distorted, but she could make out tall shapes, many dozens of times larger than her and many times larger than even the glass building. They were moving around her, and she could hear low rumbles that she might have guessed were conversation.

She looked more closely at the structure she was in. She felt a twinge of discomfort when she noticed there were no doors, but that to be expected at this point. There was no top; instead, it was roofless, the circular opening ringed by glass that spiraled around the lip. At her level, the walls curved when they met the floor. Wait a second…

She was trapped in a jar. She was tiny, or everything else was giant, and she was trapped in a jar. What was this place? Looking down, she realized she was on a massive granite countertop. Those shapes beyond the jar...were they people?

She heard a deep, low rumble that she could only guess was laughter. The shapes shifted nearer, their shadowy masses growing darker as they thumped towards the jar. Every footstep was like an earthquake.

One of them said something. It sounded like a question, but it was so deep and slow that she couldn’t understand it, and she wasn’t sure at all that it was meant for her anyway. It probably wasn’t.

Another rumble, and now the jar darkened as something large was raised over it. She watched in a mix of awe and trepidation and something was poured into the opening. As she watched the fluid, golden and viscous, descend towards her, she realized that it was honey.

Honey! They were giving her honey. Her stomach growled as she realized how hungry she was. As soon as the first sweet, sticky globule touched the ground, she ran to it and began to drink. More rumbling from outside; maybe that was more laughter. The honey continued to pour in, and soon the floor of the jar was coated in it, a rising tide that Ellie paid no attention to as she happily drank, covered in sticky fluid. This was where she was supposed to be. It felt right.

Suddenly, she awoke. There was no honey, and she was hungry; her stomach was growling. Probably, the milkshake hadn’t stuck with her very well. She wondered, again, what time it was. She had no idea how long she had slept.

Hearing the murmuring again, she remembered about the speaker and the words. They had been telling her to do...things; she had a hard time remembering what, exactly. But she also remembered that she wanted, needed, to fight back. She had been doing that the day before too. If only she could remember…

Looking over at the dildo on the wall, it came rushing back to her. The way to fight back was to drink. Stumbling out of bed, she rushed over to the wardrobe and grabbed the pair of heels. Her hands shook as she fumbled them onto her feet and then lurched across the room to the dildo.

Once the fake cock touched her lips, everything seemed to melt away. As the sweet milkshake flowed down her throat, she felt her mind floating away from her body. She was drifting in a warm, soft, wet place, and she couldn’t feel anything, hear anything, see anything from the physical world. She was beyond that now. She could still hear the whispering from the walls, only now, in this new existence, it sounded more like an unearthly song weaving through space. This was a moment she felt that she had been waiting for her whole life. She became aware that tears were flowing down her cheeks, but it was just so perfect, so sublime, so unreal. She drank until she was full to bursting and then collapsed backwards onto the bed, shoes still strapped to her feet, floating in a haze of ecstasy. She spasmed in bliss, her limbs jerking around as she lost all physical control.

And then she felt a weight settle on to her. It was warm, heavy, and she heard breathing - a human? She came out of the delirium a little as she realized what was happening, but it was too late; she felt a thick cock at the entrance of her pussy, and then she was gone again, floating on a cloud in another layer of heaven. What was happening to her earthly body was no concern of hers; her fleshy prison had only held her back. They had helped her to be free.

Slowly, the head of this mysterious man’s cock pushed into Ellie’s eager opening. The sensation was utterly divine, of being taken, owned, used for the pleasure of another. Though she was barely conscious of reality, she understood what was going on as he stretched her wider and wider. She wanted to give him more, to worship his cock, to suck it, to pleasure it with her hands and mouth, but if this was what he wanted...well, she would give it to him. She would give him anything.

More of his shaft buried itself inside of her, and she felt herself moaning in pleasure, but no mere moan could express the feelings swirling inside of her. Maybe she was just a cheap hole for him to use, a quick way to get off, but that didn’t matter; she was in love with his cock, with his musk, with his strength. As he slowly began to thrust, to slide himself in and out of her little pussy, her feelings only strengthened, multiplied. He would never know her name, nor would she know his, and yet...that didn’t matter. She didn’t want love, only unbridled lust, pleasure. She wanted her insides painted with his cum.

And that moment seemed like it was coming closer. He was pounding into her now, pushing aside any resistance from her tight hole, stuffing as much of himself into her as possible. She gasped, pussy humming with pleasure, pleasure that rebounded, amplified, as it bounced through her. The question now was who would cum first; it seemed proper that he should, but Ellie was almost there as well, and the pleasure of her convulsions might also send him over the edge -

He upped the tempo one more time, thrusting with all his strength, and she was yelping, gasping with pleasure. Being mounted, pounded like this was a sensation that she found utterly, indescribably amazing. Her old life, full of schoolwork and stress, faded away in her mind as she found herself submitting totally to this giant of a man and his huge cock.

And that thought, that she was forgetting, letting go, was what sent her over the edge at last. She moaned, pleasure blasting through her, overwhelming her, leaving her disoriented but wild with joy. Clutching the sheets, she pressed up into him, trying to take more of him inside of her, to stuff her pussy completely, to make the sensations last forever.

For a moment and for an eternity she lived in that realm of pleasure, unaware of anything except her breathing, and his breathing, and the whispering. But then, after a chunk of his human time had passed, he grunted, cock spasming, and then it was over. A small part of her recognized that grunt, but for the rest of her it was utterly irrelevant. He was done. She hoped he had had a good time; she certainly had.

From then on, Ellie’s resistance was over, and she thought no more of escaping. The rest of the wardrobe soon unlocked; it was full of seductive dresses, short shorts, skinny jeans, yoga pants, everything she needed to make herself beautiful. That became her new hobby; She would spend the mornings preparing for visitors, and the afternoons receiving them. She slept, and drank, and men would come to use her, and then she would float away. Over the weeks, her body softened; her muscles dwindled away, and her curves became more pronounced. Sometimes, as she floated away, she felt hands grabbing at her new body.

She was grateful to them for showing her this new existence. She didn’t know why they had chosen her, or what their plans were for her future, but she didn’t care. The present was far, far too good.


Tremolo

Suzie stared blankly at the piano keys. She was supposed to be practicing that month’s piece, a Chopin étude that she knew would require hours and hours of practice to master. Usually, she would just have started up right away, practicing from then (three o’clock in the afternoon, right when the shadow of the floor lamp touched the piano bench) until dinner, after which she would do her homework. But today, something was stopping her.

Maybe it was just the weather outside. It was one of April’s first sunny days, a special event in Seattle, and the light coming through the window carried an alluring yellow glow. Maybe it was this particular piece; she had never really been a fan of Chopin, after all, except for his more famous works.

Or maybe it was senioritis. Suzie had classmates at Roberts High who skipped most of their classes, flunked tests, and spent all day messing around on the school grounds, smoking weed and eating takeout from the Korean place. She never joined them. Her parents had been quite clear: “This ‘senioritis’ they are talking about, you can’t get it! Work like it is the first day of freshman year!”

But why? She had already been accepted to a good college. She knew she couldn’t fail her classes, but surely they would understand if she got a few Bs. If her classmates were any indication, no university could expect too much of students during senior spring.

And schoolwork was one thing; piano was another. Sure, it had helped her get into college, and she had been accepted on the understanding that she would audition for the music program. But she didn’t even know anyone else who was still doing piano, or had done piano past the eighth grade. She was good at it, yes, but the thought of practicing piano all afternoon made her feel ill. Everyone else would be spending their summers playing video games, hanging out with friends, even just watching TV; the only thing she did for fun was staring at the dust as it floated through the sunbeams in the living room.

Worse still, she had almost no social life. She ate lunch with people at school who she might have considered friends, but she never saw them outside school because she had no time. Her long, shining black hair and deep black eyes had attracted attention from boys from time to time, but her parents would have none of that. Her only love, it seemed, could be the piano, but their relationship was on the rocks.

Sighing, she turned back to the piano and started on the etude. She didn’t sound nearly as good as she usually did. The notes she played were mechanical, lacking the resonance that made piano music sound truly polished, and she flubbed easy chords, even on her dominant left hand. Fifteen minutes went by and she felt no closer to mastering the piece than when she started.

“Suzie?” came the sound of her mother’s voice. She winced. Attracting her mother’s attention was rarely a good thing. She could only sit still as she listened to her mother’s footsteps draw nearer. “It sounds awful out here. You are not trying hard enough.”

“Mom, I…” Suzie looked at her mother and gulped. “I don’t really feel like playing piano today.”
“Feel like?” asked her mother. “FEEL like? Do you think your father and I ‘felt like’ working sixty hours a week to feed you when you were a baby? That’s not how life works! If you want something, you have to work hard for it!”

“But…” said Suzie. The feelings of guilt, anger, and fear mixing inside of her caused her to say something she would otherwise have kept hidden. “I don’t want to play the piano anymore. I want to do something I care about.”

“Don’t tell me ‘I don’t want this, I don’t want that’! The piano is the reason you got into college. The piano is the reason you have such good grades. It taught you to work! I won’t allow it. My own daughter, saying this! Your grandparents would be so disappointed. Imagine, their granddaughter giving up on something!”

“I…” Suzie couldn’t meet her mother’s eyes. She could find nothing to say to her.

“I have other things to do, but when I come back here in fifteen minutes the piece will sound better!” Her mother stormed off.

Suzie felt terrible. It wasn’t her fault that the thought of playing piano held no appeal for her any more. It was time to move on, wasn’t it? But her parents had done so much for her, and she felt a duty to do as they asked. She was utterly torn.

She tried to start practicing again, but nothing was working. There was a tricky arpeggio right at the beginning of the piece, and whenever she tried to get past the first couple of notes, something went wrong. Eventually, she found herself making the same mistake over and over again. She groaned in frustration. She knew she could do better, but there was a part of her that didn’t really want to.

A few minutes later, she heard her mother’s footsteps once again. “It’s no better! You call yourself our daughter, and play like that?” She was shouting now. “People won’t respect you if you have no work ethic, if you never do things you don’t want to do! What kind of a child am I raising?”

Suzie knew she couldn’t say anything more than she already had without regretting it later. “Sorry, Mom, I’m just...not at my best today, I guess.”

“At your best! Your father and I were never at our best when you were a baby, but we somehow kept you alive! That’s not how things work. You can’t give up the piano. What you need is a change in approach! I will talk to your father about finding a piano instructor. With the structure lessons will provide, you will make progress again!”

“Okay…” said Suzie. Piano lessons might be better than practicing at home. At least the instructor wouldn’t be as strict as her mother. Was that even possible?

She plunked keys until dinner, making a little progress, but not a lot. Normally, after three hours of practice, she would have had the general outline of the piece in place, but this time she had barely even nailed down the main theme. Exhausted and emotionally drained, she got up and headed to the kitchen table, where her father and mother were already sitting.

“I heard about your issue,” said her father. “I agree with your mother that signing you up with an instructor would be a good idea.”

“You can’t sound like that!” said her mother. “You have to improve!”

“Yes. So we’ve gotten in touch with an old family friend. Junwei Wong - do you remember him?”

Suzie remembered Wong as a friendly man, already old when she was a little girl. “I do. Does he play the piano?”

“No,” said her father. “You would be taking lessons with his son, Victor. Mr. Wong goes back and forth between here and Shanghai, but Victor is in Seattle all year round studying the piano and getting his master’s degree in music education.”

“Isn’t that wonderful?” her mother interjected. “He’s achieved all that, and at only twenty-two! Mr. Wong must be so proud.”

“Okay…” said Suzie. At least Victor was somewhere near her age. It was also good that her father had found him, not her mother; that made it less likely that he owned a set of thumbscrews.

“We have arranged for the lessons to start tomorrow,” said her father, “and to happen once a week, from four to seven on Fridays. We hope that this will increase your motivation.”

Mentally, Suzie groaned. That was a really long time to be sitting in a piano lesson. At least it wasn’t in her house; that would have made it even worse. “Sounds good.”

The rest of dinner was awkwardly quiet. Suzie’s parents could probably tell she wasn’t hot on the idea, but they’d never really been big on talking these things out. After she was done eating, she got up wordlessly and went to go start her homework. She had several hours’ worth in theory, but she knew of no one else who ever did the full amount; why would you? The teachers never asked about most of it, and most of the daily work wasn’t even graded. Her mother made her do it anyway, but she had been quietly cutting corners for a few months now.

When she was done, it was fully dark outside; probably 10:30 or 11 PM. She would have stayed up longer, but she was on her school’s swim team and would need to be up at 5am to go to practice. Swimming had given her a lithe, fit body, but also a perpetual case of exhaustion that only lessened somewhat on the weekends and over school breaks.

She stripped out of her clothes, pulled on her pajama shirt, and fell into bed. Despite her exhaustion, she couldn’t get to sleep right away. She had a mild headache, and the worries of the day were still racing through her head. She felt like a pencil that had been sharpened too many times, worn down to a stub almost too small to hold. She tossed and turned for a half hour until she finally found a comfortable, cool position and began to feel drowsy.

This had better be one hell of a piano lesson, she thought as sleep claimed her.

* * *

The next day at school oozed by as always. She dozed through the first few classes after swim practice, and by the time she was properly awake, it was her lunch period. A little while after that, she started to get drowsy again, so she only had about two hours of alertness. Calculus class, her last period, seemed to last for an eternity, but finally she could leave. She hopped on her bike and pedaled home. There was just enough time to drop off her school stuff and pick up her music before she headed to her lesson, which would be at Victor Wong’s apartment.

She decided to change out of her school clothes, leggings and an old hoodie, because she wanted to make a good first impression, and just because something was acceptable among the burned-out seniors at school didn’t mean it would be in the wider world. She picked a nice skirt, a jean jacket, and a relatively clean pair of sneakers, trying to look put-together without being dressed-up. Besides, the clothes made her feel cute, and in a new, potentially tough situation, feeling cute was always a good thing.

There was no need to haul the bike out again, because Victor lived only a few streets away, in an apartment in their neighborhood shopping district. She threw the music into a KUOW tote bag and headed out the door at 3:50.

As she walked, she realized she was buzzing with nervous energy. Meeting new people was always a little difficult, but this...felt different. She felt like she was about to do something new, to get a new outlook on things. Which was crazy, right? She was only in this to play the piano.

She found the building soon after turning onto the main street. It was one of the new ones that they’d built during the real estate boom, five stories with apartments above and a pricey grocery store on the ground floor where Suzie’s mother bought dinner sometimes. She wondered how Victor afforded the rent on his place, but then Mr. Wong was probably rich. Even if Suzie’s parents were rich, she doubted they’d be paying for her to live in a building like that next year.

She walked around the side of the building until she found the residential entrance. She knew that Victor was in 403, so, taking a deep breath, she punched in his number and pressed the buzzer.

A few seconds later, a deep, melodious voice flowed out of the speaker. “Hello, this is Victor Wong.”

“U-um, hi…” something about Victor’s voice made Suzie’s knees feel a little weak. After a second, she remembered she’d forgotten to say who she was. “Um, this is Suzie Chen, here for the, um, piano lesson…”

“Suzie! Of course! I’m so sorry, I thought you’d be coming in an hour. I get so turned around in the afternoon. Come right in!” The entryway door unlocked, and Suzie opened it and stepped inside. The lobby was about what she would have expected; modern, with light green walls and a gray stone-tile floor, all shining clean, and a receptionists’ desk at the back that seemed to currently be empty. She walked a few steps further in, looking for the elevators, until she finally spotted them off to the left. She hurried over, not wanting to keep Victor waiting too long.

She got out of the elevator on the fourth floor and checked the sign on the wall. Victor’s room was down further to the left, just a few steps away, with only one apartment separating it from the elevators. Soon, she was standing in front of the door. She took a deep breath, reached up, and knocked.

The man who opened the door a few seconds later made Suzie feel faint. He was tall, probably six feet, and the athletic shirt he was wearing seemed to be a size too small, stretching thin over his muscular chest. His short haircut looked great on him, and he had a clean-shaven, square-jawed face that Suzie kept looking at and then away from. Suddenly, she was even more of a nervous wreck. “Suzie Chen?” said Victor. “Pleased to meet you.” He stuck out his hand, and Suzie shook it. His grip was strong, his hand warm.

“Yeah, um, thanks for taking me on,” said Suzie.

“Of course, of course,” said Victor. “I love taking on new students! I have to apologize for my outfit - I was just going to go to the gym. Like I said, I’m scatterbrained after lunch. So why don’t you come in and have a seat on the couch while I run and change? Oh, the apartment is in a state, isn’t it? I’m so sorry.”

“It’s all right,” said Suzie, following Victor through the door. She had no idea what about the apartment was in a state. It was spacious, decorated in dark brown, blue, and white, with a leather couch set off by an intricately-patterned rug. The suite was in the very corner of the building, although it would be the bedroom, where Victor now headed, that would have the best views, with windows on two sides. There was a kitchenette at the back of the room that looked well-used but also well-maintained. The piano, a beautiful Yamaha grand, was across the living space from the couch and TV, so the piano bench had a view of the shopping street below; it was a little bit of an upgrade from Suzie’s cramped, mother-accessible living room at home. She decided that she wouldn’t mind spending a few afternoons here...especially with Victor. She sat down on the couch and waited for him to return.

A few minutes later, he came out of his room in a short-sleeved patterned button-down and skinny jeans. It seemed like Suzie was going to have trouble looking at his face no matter what he was wearing. “So, Miss Chen,” he said, sitting down in a chair across from her, “What are our objectives for this lesson?”

“Well…” said Suzie. She dug around in the tote bag and pulled out the Chopin. “I’m supposed to be learning one of these.”

“Ah, yes, Chopin’s études. You’re an advanced student, right? These can be pretty thorny. I studied them for a few months, so I think I can help you.”

“Okay, I’m working on this one…” Suzie flipped through the book and found the piece. Even looking at the notes gave her a feeling of nausea in the deepest part of her soul, but Victor certainly felt better to have around than her mother, so maybe she could make some progress with his help.

“All right, let’s go over to the piano then. My favorite kind of warmup is an arpeggio with the addition of rhythms from the piece itself. May I see the book, please?” Suzie handed him the book, and together they went over to the piano, where she sat down on the bench.

“Why don’t you begin with the rhythm here? And try it on an E flat arpeggio.” While Suzie’s fingers were hesitant at first, she quickly loosened up. Maybe it was Victor’s presence, or maybe she was just feeling better that day, but the warmup melody soon began sounding better and better. After thirty minutes of working on variations on that, and then a few other exercises, Suzie sounded better than she had in years. She did tend to skip the warmup at home, because she hated it and her parents couldn’t really tell, but she didn’t realize it would have that much of an effect.

Then it was time to start on the Chopin. Victor opened the book and placed it on the music rest. “Just start at the beginning and try to play through it. Don’t worry about how it sounds; I’m just trying to find the parts with the most potential for improvement.”

Suzie took a deep breath. The arpeggio near the start of the piece that had defeated her the day before was glaring at her from the page. She knew, academically, that she was able to play it. In the warmup, they had practiced all of its component parts, so that now she would just have to put them together.

She plunked out the first few notes on the page inelegantly but correctly, but then she was at the arpeggio, and the wheels came flying off. Between the visceral terror those notes inspired in her, the pressure her parents had put on her and that she had put on herself, and the presence of Victor standing behind her, Victor who she wanted so desperately to impress, there was no way she could play the figure correctly. Her fingers went to all the wrong places, and there was a horrible noise like a xylophone falling down the stairs.

“That’s all right,” said Victor. “This is one of the hardest parts of the piece. Don’t fret about it; just keep going, and we’ll work on it later.”

But Suzie couldn’t keep going. She felt hot, flushed, embarrassment filling her. She felt her mother standing over her as her father looked on. She felt all those years of practice, years that other kids had spent at sleepovers and movies, going to waste. She felt Victor’s presence, Victor, who had to be disappointed in her, and the longer she took to start again, the more disappointed he would be, but that feeling only made it harder to get moving. Tears of rage and shame began to flow down her cheeks.

She felt Victor’s hand on her shoulder. “Perhaps it would be best to take a break. Let’s head back to the couch.” That just made her cry harder. She had to be making him uncomfortable. Where did she get off invading his apartment and crying on his piano bench? It was so mortifying to break down in tears in front of a complete stranger.

The only thing stronger than her urge to run away and never come back was her fear of explaining to her mother why her first lesson had gone so badly. Obediently, she got up and shuffled back over to the couch. She sat near the left arm, and Victor sat on the right side of the middle, not close enough to be properly next to her, but close enough to be within arm’s reach.

Victor put his hand on her shoulder and kept it there as she sobbed, the feelings swirling within her coming out as salty tears. Finally, after a few minutes, she got herself under enough control, breathing in great shuddering gasps, to be able to speak. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

“Mean to what?” asked Victor. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

That made her want to cry again. “It’s just…”

“I have a trick for this,” said Victor. “Wait a second.” He got up, headed over to the kitchenette, and grabbed something out of the fridge. Suzie tried to see what it was, but she could only hear the sound of two glasses being filled. He came back carrying two shot glasses full of what looked like red wine. “Now, I know you’re not 21, but nobody is going to feel an ounce and a half of wine. The reason I like wine for situations like this is because drinking it makes you feel dignified, and it tastes so bad that you can’t focus on anything except trying to choke down the next sip. Cheers!” He handed her one of the glasses and they clinked them together. Suzie had never had any kind of alcohol before, but judging by the smell of the wine, it couldn’t be what people were drinking at high school parties. Cautiously, she took a sip and almost retched. It tasted like vinegar poured over a dusty piece of antique furniture that had been covered in rubbing alcohol.

“Just try to down that, and then we’ll talk about it,” said Victor. “The art of playing the piano can’t be practiced in a state of emotional distress. The keys will refuse you if your mind isn’t completely focused on them.” Obediently, Suzie began to take sips of the wine. Victor was right; for a few moments after she took each sip, the world stopped feeling like it was full of her overbearing parents and started feeling like it was full of this ungodly rotten grape juice. But she could stop drinking the wine, if she wanted to, and it wouldn’t yell at her if she didn’t feel like practicing the piano.

A few minutes later, she plunked down an empty glass. She felt a little twinge of a strange feeling in her head, like the alcohol was definitely registering, but she wasn’t affected in any way by it. She did feel kind of dignified, though. “Okay…”

“So...where to start. I’ll be quite honest: You don’t seem to want to play the piano.”

“W-well, I mean…” Suzie didn’t want to offend Victor by telling the whole truth, which was that she never wanted to touch the instrument again. “It’s more, um, something I do because of my parents.”

Victor nodded. “I’ve heard that one before. Actually, I’ve heard it a lot. You’re probably my fourteenth or fifteenth student, and almost all of them have been in the same situation. Sometimes, the truth comes out in the first lesson, because the pushy parent is actually there. Sometimes the student tells me later. Sometimes it’s just obvious because the student never seems to learn anything, even after months and months, which can only be from lack of motivation.”

“It’s true,” said Suzie, looking at her shoes. “I’ve been, um, doing the piano for so long now, twelve or thirteen years, that, well, my parents wouldn’t accept me ever stopping or even practicing less. It feels like it eats up all my spare time, and, um, I don’t get anything out of it. Nothing.”

Victor nodded. “I understand. I’ve been there.”

“You have?” asked Suzie.

“Your family knows my father, right? One of the biggest men in the Pacific shipping business. Well...he treated his family the same way he treated his employees, that is to say, he pushed us hard. I have a brother and a sister, and we all had to do our best for him. I was essentially told to become a piano prodigy. To be quite honest, it almost killed me when I was a teenager. I had homework and a part-time job, and I had to practice piano for hours every night.”

“That’s...just like me,” said Suzie.

“Yes. And how I survived was by finding a way to get through it. I found something on the piano that I did want to play. My favorite composer isn’t Chopin or Liszt, it’s Duke Ellington. My father is not a musical person. As long as I was playing the piano, he didn’t care so much what. That’s why I’m studying the piano now; I found a way to love it.”

“I don’t know if that would work for me, though,” said Suzie. “I think my parents want me to play these crazy pieces because they’re prestigious. And I’m not really a big jazz person anyway - um, no offense.”

“None taken! I’m not saying that you have to go down the same path I did. You have to find your own way; that’s what being a teenager is about, isn’t it? But you should think about what you want to do. Maybe you can somehow convince your parents to let up on you, or maybe you can find some other kind of music you want to play. Either way, you’ll be off at college in a few months, and they won’t be able to tell you anything. Keep your mind focused on that.”

He had a point. Suzie thought ahead to college. She had to audition for the piano program, but she didn’t have to stay in it. She could do something new, maybe try out acting, or a sport besides swimming, or just having free time in the afternoons. She had viewed college as yet another step on the treadmill her parents had set up for her, but maybe it could be an opportunity - and a way out. “I think you have a point. Maybe I’ll just stick it out.”

“That sounds good! So you’ve decided to continue the piano, then?”

“I - I guess. For now.” She got up.

“Excellent,” said Victor. He stood and briefly met her eyes, giving her a piercing gaze that seemed to look directly into her soul. She felt like an insect under a magnifying glass, being observed, analyzed. There was clearly more to her hot piano instructor than he let on.

“Okay, where should I start?” she said, when they were at the piano again.

“Well, normally, I would say to do the playthrough again. But this arpeggio is clearly a bit of an issue, so why don’t we work on that? Having it nailed down is going to give you a lot of confidence. Let’s take it note by note…” The rest of the lesson flew by. Suzie felt a new wellspring of resolve within her, a determination to survive the spring and summer by excelling at just a few more pieces. It would end. It would end and she could leave. That knowledge sustained her, fed her, and enabled her, by the end of the lesson, to play through the arpeggio slowly, hesitantly, but correctly. She felt exhausted, far more than usual after an afternoon of practice, but satisfied.

Occasionally, she stole glances over at Victor. She still couldn’t believe that she had him for a piano instructor. Between his deep brown eyes, his chiseled jaw, his toned arms, and, well, Suzie had never thought this before about a guy, but his great ass, there was something to lose herself in no matter where she looked. By the end of the lesson, she was training herself to play the arpeggio by rewarding herself with a glance towards him whenever it improved. Was it wrong to be this into someone her parents were paying to teach her things? She didn’t know, and she didn’t care.

“Well,” Victor said at 7 o’clock, “you’ve made a lot of progress! And...I know this won’t be easy, but try to keep your plan in mind over the next week. If you focus on your mantra of get-through-it-get-through-it, things will get better.”

“Yes, I’ll remember that,” said Suzie. She gave Victor a smile, despite herself, a big, goofy grin that would never ordinarily have crossed her face. He smiled back, and there seemed to be a twinkle in his eye that she couldn’t quite identify.

Gathering up her things in the tote bag, she went to head out the door, but Victor stopped her. “It was a great lesson,” he said, holding out his hand. Suzie stood there stunned for a second until she realized he wanted her to shake it again. She reached out and shook it, excited to feel his warm hand again, but then that excitement made her embarrassed. She turned away to hide her burning cheeks.

“Um, yeah,” said Suzie. “Um, see you next week.” She hurried out before she could mess anything up. It had been a great lesson, though not really because of the piano. Suzie’s cloud of elation carried her all the way through the elevator ride, out of the building, and most of the way home. She couldn’t wait for next Friday.

* * *

Over the course of the week, Suzie’s new dedication was progressively worn away by the efforts of her mother and father. The day after the lesson, which was a Saturday, had been spent at the piano. Suzie could now play through the arpeggio, but it was still choppy and not at all the smooth flourish that one heard in recordings of the piece. She knew this because her mother played the composition on repeat over their house’s speaker system. Listening to it once or twice so that she knew how it was meant to sound had been helpful, but after that it just made her feel terrible, because the pianist in the recording was much better than she was. Every so often, her mother would come by and eviscerate the progress she had made with a well-placed “why doesn’t it sound better yet?” It was impossible to improve in that environment. Even though she practiced every day for hours, just the same as usual, she made very little progress on the piece over the course of the week. There was a progression of thirds midway through that she still couldn’t play at all, and the ending flourish was also too difficult. Suzie’s excitement at Friday’s approach was mixed with dread that her parents would criticize her playing even more.

It finally happened on Thursday night. Suzie sat down at the dinner table after a particularly awful practice session where her mother seemed to be circling like a shark, ready to attack any misplaced note. The piece sounded no better at all for the three hours she had spent at the piano.

Her mother looked at her over the salad bowl. “Why doesn’t it sound better yet?”

Suzie opted for the evasive approach. “I don’t know, Mom, it’s just...hard.”

“It sounded better after the lesson last week, but it has not improved since then! You must not be trying hard enough! Nothing is too ‘hard’ for this family.”

“I’m trying my best! It’s just taking a while to come together. I can’t learn these things instantly.”

“I don’t expect you to learn them instantly. I expect you to learn them! What you were doing out there was not music!”

Suzie felt like she was going to cry. “Mom, I...it’s really hard to practice out there. Because of you.”

“What! Because of me? Are you saying that I, your own mother, am slowing down your progress? I work every day to make sure you learn the piano. That’s why we’re having this conversation now! I can’t believe I’m hearing this from my own daughter!”

“That’s not what I’m saying. I feel like…” Suzie wanted to say it, that she felt pressured, crushed under the weight of their expectations for her, but she couldn’t do it. Never once in her life had she stuck up for herself, had she told her parents how she really felt about almost anything. “I don’t know. I’ll try harder. I’ll go to my lesson tomorrow. Fine.”

“It had better improve tomorrow,” said her mother. “I’m not going to raise a slacker, or a failure!”

Suzie felt her insides sink.

* * *

The next day, Suzie was standing in her room, deciding on what to wear to her lesson. The day had been particularly exhausting, with swim practice as usual followed by multiple tests, a presentation, and group work. She felt like a lemon after all the the juice had been squeezed out, but the thought of seeing Victor again made her forget all that. She was nervous but also excited, a ball of energy pacing around the bedroom.

It was above 70 degrees, unusually hot for May, so she picked a pair of shorts and a colorful patterned t-shirt. The outfit wasn’t really dressing up at all, but it did show off her legs, which she was proud of. Hefting her piano bag, she headed downstairs and out the door.

On the walk to Victor’s apartment, the found herself unexpectedly apprehensive. Was putting in all this effort and mental energy really going to pay off? Was he really into her? She was into him, but how into him? Her heart fluttered as she thought about it. Either way, she knew she didn’t want to disappoint him.

And that included not being late. The extra time spent deciding what to wear meant that Suzie had to jog to make it to the lesson, but had to somehow avoid getting all sweaty under the heat. She needed to dart from patch of shade to patch of shade, but it was worth it when she made it to the apartment building with a few minutes to spare. She hurried inside and got into the elevator.

When it stopped with a ding at the fourth floor and the doors slid open, Suzie took a deep breath, headed to Victor’s apartment, and knocked on the door. A few moments later, she heard footsteps, and then she was standing in front of Victor again, who was wearing a different - tighter? - shirt than last time and a pair of nice shorts. “Hello, Suzie,” he said.

She struggled to pull her eyes up to his face. “Hi, Victor.”

They headed inside, over to the piano. “So,” said Victor, when Suzie was seated at the bench, “how have things been going?”

“Well, I’m not really sure the piece has improved all that much,” said Suzie unhappily. “I...well, I tried the new mindset, but my parents wouldn’t let up, and I got all psyched out again.”

Victor nodded. “You have a tough situation. But do you still want to play the piano?’

“You’re asking me that again. Shouldn’t you not be asking me that, as my piano teacher?”

“I may be your piano teacher,” said Victor, “but, well, we may have only known each other for a week, but I’d like to consider myself your friend as well. I care about you more than I care about the piano. Pianos don’t have feelings, you know.”

Suzie’s cheeks burned. “I...um…I guess I do want to keep trying. Even though my parents can be difficult, I think I owe it to them to play until I go off to college.”

“As long as you’re sure,” said Victor. “In that case, let’s start with a warmup. Why don’t we do thirds, like in this part of the piece?”

The warmup went by quickly, and then they moved on to the section of the piece with the thirds. It wasn’t easy, but after going note by note a couple times and working in what she had learned in the warmup, she got it down after a lot of practice. It didn’t sound perfect yet, but it was close enough that they could move on for now. “You’re getting the hang of this,” observed Victor. “Why don’t we head through the rest of the piece, then?”

They fixed some minor mistakes, but then Suzie had to confront the end section again. It wasn’t an arpeggio or thirds, but a seemingly random progression that was challenging on both hands. “This looks even harder than the thirds,” she said.

“I think it is. This part gave me a lot of trouble when I was learning this piece. This isn’t a concerto, of course, but I think Chopin intended the section as a sort of cadenza, a place for the pianist to show off. The trouble is, neither of us is Chopin, so it’s a very tricky section to nail down. But I think it’s a good idea to try heading through note by note, very slowly, just a measure at a time.”

But that was easier said than done. If they slowed to a crawl, Suzie could manage to play each note individually, but she couldn’t seem to put them together. Her fingers tripped over themselves and made a horrible mess of the piece. She felt a tide of embarrassment and frustration rising within her that made playing even harder.

“Hmm,” said Victor. “For this part, we might have to use my secret technique. Would you mind scooting over a little on the bench?”

Secret technique? “Okay,” said Suzie. She shifted to the left, and Victor sat down next to her, so close they were almost on top of each other. She felt the warmth of his leg as her heart fluttered in her chest.

“All right,” said Victor. “Position your hands as you would at the beginning of the section.” Obediently, Suzie put her hands in position to play the first chords. Gently, Victor placed his hands over hers, lining their fingers up, and began to play the section very slowly, moving her fingers to press down the keys. Her breath quickened at the sensation. How was she supposed to focus on the piano when this gorgeous man was the one teaching her? And especially when it was like this? He had to know how she felt about him. There was no way he didn’t. He had to be teasing her.

She glanced over at his face to see if she could find any clues there. He was looking at the keys and the music, but the ghost of a grin played over his lips as she watched.

Before she knew it, they had come to the end of the section. “You played it,” said Victor, smiling. “Good job.”

“Yes, but, um…” said Suzie, “I, um, feel like my muscle memory isn’t quite formed yet. Could we do that again?”

“All you have to do is ask,” said Victor, raising his eyebrows. Was that flirting? She couldn’t tell if he was flirting. They started again from the beginning of the section. She felt like her heart might burst from beating so hard. He had to know. He knew and he was teasing her. Each key he pressed her finger onto sent a shock through her, a pulse of heat that left her yearning for more - more than she could get in a piano lesson.

A while later, after more practice and probably more Victor-hand-guiding than strictly necessary, Suzie had the hang of the ending section. It would need more work, but maybe practicing at home would go better this week. It was easier to feel sunny about things at Victor’s apartment than at her own house. When 7 o’clock rolled around, they got up from the piano bench and she grabbed her piano bag.

“Well, um, thanks for the lesson,” said Suzie. She felt blood rushing to her cheeks again and wanted desperately to hide her face.

“It was a pleasure, as always,” said Victor. He extended his hand again, and Suzie shook it, losing herself in his firm grip for maybe longer than necessary. “You show a lot of promise as a student, Suzie. I truly enjoy teaching you.”

That made her blush harder. “Thanks. Um, see you next week.”
“Certainly,” said Victor. Suzie turned and left, her heart singing even as her mind swirled with questions. What did Victor really think of her? Was he just leading her on because he thought it was funny that she had a crush on him? Or was he genuinely into her? And how did she feel about him? Was it really just a crush, or something deeper?

Suzie had no more luck answering these questions than any of the billions of people in history who had asked themselves the same things, but she couldn’t stop herself. While her parents interrogated her about the lesson at dinner, she could escape into her mind, where Victor was still guiding her fingers along the keys of the piano.

* * *

Again, though, her parents refused to let up. Though it was obvious that she had made progress over the course of the lesson, and so they didn’t doubt Victor (which was her greatest fear), she didn’t show much improvement in her practice at home. Between the relentless check-ins from her mother and her fear of getting a chewing-out for failing to play the piece correctly, she couldn’t work out much that she hadn’t already practiced with Victor. The etude stayed in its state of 80% completion throughout the whole week.

It didn’t help that school was hard at the moment. The school year was winding down, and while for most of the students, or at least the ones who had already given up on senior spring, this meant relaxing and throwing frisbees around, for Suzie it meant rushing from class to class, where her teachers assigned endless essays, final projects, and study guides for the upcoming tests. Some nights she was up until two a.m. doing homework. So when she sat down at the piano bench, she was half-asleep and brain-dead.

All that was keeping her going was the knowledge that it would end, it had to, and also the knowledge that she had another lesson with Victor on Friday. Her anxiety and dread of everything else melted away when she thought of him. So, even though the week was crushingly busy, it also went by surprisingly quickly.

She had hoped to keep her parents off her back about the piano for the week by telling them about what was going on at school instead, but her scheme fell apart, as usual, at dinner on Thursday night, the time of the week when her parents’ disappointment in her piano playing always came to a head.

She tried not to meet her mother’s eyes as she sat down, keeping her attention focused on the lo mein in front of her, but it was no use. “The song sounds better than last week, but it should be done by now!” said her mother. “And it has not improved since your last lesson!”

“I’m trying my best, Mom,” said Suzie, hoping to fob her off with a vague answer, even though there was a part of her that knew very well that that could never work.

“Trying is good, but it’s not good enough! You used to be so good at learning these pieces. Then you came to high school and it started to get worse!”

“...Sorry,” said Suzie, grimacing immediately after the word left her mouth. She hadn’t been able to resist the urge to get snippy, and now she knew she would suffer the consequences.

“What did you say?” said her mother. “Don’t be rude to your own mother! I can’t believe I’m hearing this!”

“I’m sorry, Mom,” said Suzie. “I really am trying my best. I’m just...under a lot of pressure right now. School is really busy and I’m not getting a lot of sleep. So I can’t put a lot of energy into the piano.”

“Excuses! I work hard every day for you and I expect the same in return -”

“I see Suzie’s point,” said her father. Suzie gaped. He was usually only slightly better than her mother when it came to these things, and this was the only time she could remember him ever contradicting her. “Maybe she is just not a natural fit for the piano. She has certainly been doing it for long enough to know.”

“You too?” said Suzie’s mother. She shook her head. “I guess your father and I will talk about this later. But I expect improvement!”

The rest of dinner was spent in silence again, but Suzie had reason to be hopeful. Maybe her father would finally stick up for her and convince her mother to back off.

No, that would never happen, not really. Her father had never won an argument with her mother, and he wasn’t going to start now. But at least this meant that her mother would be mad at someone other than Suzie for a few hours.

* * *

The next day at school was crazy as always. After swim practice, Suzie had another wave of tests (the last before the final exams), and more chaotic, frustrating, exhausting group work than she really cared to deal with. At least now the reviewing for finals would begin in most classes, so the pace of work would slow. Feeling frazzled and exhausted, she hopped on her bike at the end of the day and hurried home. She wanted to take extra time getting ready for the piano lesson today. She felt a real connection with Victor, and, well...she grinned. It was no time to let her expectations run away with her.

At home, she hurried up to her room and started getting ready. To wear, she paired the same jean jacket she’d worn the first time with a white cotton dress and sneakers. She didn’t have that much time, but she did a simple makeup look she did sometimes for job interviews and school dances. Briefly, she looked over at the curling iron, but that would take too long. Besides, if she was picking up what Victor seemed to be putting down, he’d like her anyway.

She grabbed the piano bag and hurried down the stairs and out the door before her mother could say anything about her new look. Getting trapped in that conversation would just make her late, and she didn’t want to be late.

A few minutes later, she found herself standing outside of Victor’s apartment door. It wasn’t the first time she’d been there, of course, but she felt nervous enough that it might as well have been. Maybe it was the extra effort she’d put in this time, her commitment to trying to win him. Before, she hadn’t laid anything on the line, but if he turned out not to be into her, she’d be making the piano lessons really awkward for the foreseeable future.

She took three deep breaths for good measure, reached up, and knocked on the door. Footsteps could be heard briefly, and then the door swung open, revealing Victor in a hard-to-look-away-from tight button-down shirt and skinny jeans. He smiled. “Ah, Suzie. Come on in!”

“Hi, Victor,” Suzie smiled shyly as she followed him inside.

“How has the piano been?” asked Victor.

Suzie made a face. “Hopefully better after today.”

Victor laughed. “Well, that’s usually the case.” Momentarily, they were standing in front of the piano bench. It had been Suzie’s hope that Victor would sit down next to her, as he had before, but she realized that she had no way of making that happen. She had no “game.” She had never flirted with a boy before, so how was she going to do this?

“Maybe,” said Victor smoothly, “it would be better if we shared the bench again. I get a better view of what’s going on that way.”

Suzie was taken aback. Was Victor flirting now? She wished she had more experience, because then she would know these things. Was that how that worked? It didn’t really matter, though; Victor was giving her exactly what she wanted. She smiled. “Sure...if you feel like it’s helpful for you.” They sat down at the bench and got out the music.

During the warmup, Suzie had trouble concentrating on the piano. How was she going to make it clear to Victor that she was into him without actually making a move? What if she had to make a move? How were you supposed to do that?

Before she knew it, they were done warming up and were on to the piece. Suzie played it through almost from memory, even the arpeggio and the thirds, but the ending was still a little choppy. She saw her chance. “Um...can we…”

“Of course,” said Victor, placing his hands over hers. They played through the ending part once, twice, and then Suzie’s hands were still, his hands resting on top. There was an intense, overwhelming heat in the moment that left her short of breath.

“Shall we move on, then?” said Victor softly, teasingly, making as if to lift his hands off of hers. “I think we should put everything together now…”

“W-wait!” said Suzie, looking down at the keys, the music, anywhere but Victor. “I- Victor, I-”

“Yes?” he said.

“I can’t go on like this,” finished Suzie. “I d-don’t need piano lessons. I-I-” Victor raised his eyebrows, waiting patiently. He knew what she was going to say, and he was teasing her, and she would have slapped him if she didn’t want to kiss him so goddamn bad. “I need you!”

The words hung in the air for a moment. Then Victor smiled, blushing slightly. “You are so incredibly cute.” For one last, agonizing instant, Suzie could still wonder whether he was teasing her, and then he took her hand. The feeling of his warm grip came like an electric shock to her system, and when he looked into her eyes, she felt her heart begin to melt. “Is there a piano teacher code of conduct out there that says that I shouldn’t kiss my students? Maybe. But I think anyone would understand this one.” He leaned forward and, all of a sudden, Suzie felt his lips locked onto hers. She was disoriented, spinning through a reality she was just beginning to understand, and the warm feeling of the kiss was all there was. Victor pulled her into an embrace, and she fell into his arms, the strong arms that had been the first thing she’d noticed about him, and now they were all hers to enjoy.

Suzie wanted the moment to last forever, but at last she had to come up for air, a few short gasps before going in for another kiss. It was wonderful, but...there was a part of her that wanted more. She had been so repressed for so long, and never in her life had she done anything, absolutely anything, that her parents wouldn’t approve of. Well, fuck them! She was her own person, and she was going to take what she wanted. Hesitantly, she reached out and undid the top button of his shirt. His eyes widened, and, for a moment, he broke away from the kiss. “Are you sure…”

“Yes,” she said. She’d never been more sure of anything in her life.

“In that case…” said Victor. Suddenly, he stood up from the piano bench and heaved Suzie over his shoulder, as easily as if she were a sack of potatoes. “Why don’t we go somewhere more comfortable?”

Suzie giggled. “Put me down, you asshole.”

“We’re not going on a long journey,” said Victor. He carried her over to his bedroom door. Suzie briefly registered a spacious, clean, light-filled room before he set her down on the double bed. A moment later, he sat down next to her. “Now you can take off my shirt.”

Eagerly, Suzie began to undo the buttons on his shirt, each one exposing more of his toned chest and abs. It was by far the best present she had ever unwrapped, and this was only the beginning. At last, the fabric of the shirt fell away, and the whole delicious picture was revealed to her; clearly, Victor worked out.

“I hope you’re not planning on having all the fun,” Victor said. “I’d like to see what’s under here.” He pulled off her jean jacket and threw it to the side, then pushed Suzie’s arms up so that he could pull her dress up over her head. She found herself nervously wondering what he would think of her; no one had ever seen her naked. But she didn’t want to hide. She wanted to show off to him.

Finally, the dress slid over her head and her hair fell back to her shoulders, blocking her view for a second. “Well, damn,” said Victor. “It looks like your body is as cute as your face.”

“Oh, shut up!” said Suzie, smiling through her blush. Why had she worried? Victor was as much into her as she was into him. She unbuttoned his pants and started pulling them down, revealing a pair or rocket-ship boxer shorts.

“They’re lucky,” Victor explained. The man was dignified, but deep down, there was a part of him that was utterly ridiculous. Suzie shook her head, grinning, and pulled his pants off his legs, which were almost as nice as his arms, slim and well-toned.

She blushed when she looked back up at his boxer shorts and noticed the massive tent that was suddenly pitched in them. “This is your fault, by the way,” said Victor.

“Guess I’ll just have to deal with it, then,” said Suzie. She undid her own bra, wanting to spare Victor the pain of figuring out the straps, and tossed it over her shoulder.

He leaned forward and kissed her again, a deep, passionate kiss that left Suzie just as weak as the first time their lips had met, and then his tongue was exploring her mouth. She felt overcome, at his mercy, but the love and trust she felt towards him made that such a wonderful feeling that she moaned through the kiss. It was a feeling of utter bliss.

Then he broke off the kiss and moved towards her ear, tracing a path down the side of her head and neck with his tongue. She gasped at the sheer heat of the moment, the intimacy. Victor knew what he was doing, and she loved it. “Oh fuck, hurry up…”

“Hurry up?” said Victor. “Is there any rush?” He slowed down, kissing her collarbone, tracing a path of kisses slowly up the curve of her small breast. Her breathing got faster and faster until, finally, after what seemed like an eon, his lips locked onto her nipple. The sensation of having her teat sucked was unlike anything she had experienced, but mostly, like everything Victor was doing, it left her wanting more. There was a void deep within her that needed to be filled, and she was desperate for him to fill it.

But she also knew that the sweet agony of anticipation would make that moment better. When Victor finally moved off her nipple and began moving down her breast towards her stomach, the thought that it might finally be drawing near filled her with a frantic need to feel him closer to her, to prolong the intimacy of the foreplay. She locked her legs around his back and held his body close, even as he passed her navel and drew near to her snatch.

At last, it was time. He grabbed her panties and pulled them down, revealing her soaking pussy; his prize for winning her. Even though she had been so eager to go all the way with Victor, the thought of him looking at her pussy was a little embarrassing. But it was only fair, if she got to see his cock, and she really wanted to see his cock…

His tongue moved down towards her snatch, the little nub of her clit, and she arched her back in anticipation, but he refused to reward her, tracing patterns on the inside of her thighs, on her crotch, anywhere but her pussy itself. She wanted to yell at him, but when she opened her mouth, all she could seem to manage was a moan. The ministrations of his tongue were so incredible, so pleasurable, that it was almost beside the point that he wasn’t giving her hungry snatch any attention.

Almost. It was so frustrating to be teased like this, getting ninety-five percent of what she needed. She pressed into his back with her feet, trying to force his head closer. At last, he got the message. Lowering his head the last few fractions of an inch, he began to lick around the outer edges of her pussy. Each swipe of his tongue was a little burst of pleasure for her, thigh-quivering, air-gasping pleasure like she’d never felt before. Whenever his tongue touched a new place, a new unexplored crevice, she felt another jolt of bliss flowing into a central reserve deep within her, a reserve that, when filled…

Suzie couldn’t imagine it, but she hoped that Victor could do the job. He was certainly starting well. He began to work his tongue into her pussy itself, moving it in a zigzag pattern that drove her wild. And he had brought up a hand that had begun to gently massage her clit, giving her a different, more intense feeling that touched something even deeper inside her. She could only lie there, gasping, as he brought her further towards the peak with each skillful motion. She felt herself getting closer and closer, building and building towards her destination…

And then he stopped. “If you’re okay with it, I’d like it to be my turn for a minute.”

“O-okay,” said Suzie, a little disoriented from the sudden halt. Victor slid off the bed and stood up, massive erection pointing directly at Suzie. What was she supposed to do with it?

“Do what you feel comfortable with,” said Victor. “I know you’ll do well.”

Suzie gulped. She wanted to touch his pole, but she didn’t know how it was done. Well, one thing needed to happen first. Grabbing the waistband of his boxers, she slowly pulled them down, revealing his meaty cock bit by bit. Suddenly, it sprang out of the last inch of fabric, almost hitting her in the face. Victor chuckled.

But she was too amazed to be annoyed. Could a dick be this big? It was, like...well, she was bad at estimating measurements. Definitely a large number of inches, though.

Hesitantly, she reached out and touched Victor’s cock. It was much warmer than the rest of him, and so hard. She had seen a couple of porn videos, out of curiosity late one Saturday night, so she knew vaguely what to do. She placed her hand around his cock and started to pump. “Squeeze a little harder,” said Victor.

“Are you my sex instructor too now?” asked Suzie, raising an eyebrow.

“If my dick is involved, I think I have the right to a little advice,” said Victor. Suddenly, he reached out and guided Suzie’s free hand up to his balls. “Give these a massage too.”

“Point taken,” said Suzie. Victor’s balls weren’t like she had expected, not as squishy. But massaging them, which she tried to do gently, was kind of fun, like playing with a stress ball or something.

“You’ll be taking more than that this afternoon,” said Victor, raising an eyebrow. Then he grimaced. “Oh shit, just like that.” Suzie blushed, both at the innuendo and at the praise. She kept massaging Victor, but there was something she wondered at the same time. She leaned down and licked the head of his cock. There was a glob of precum already there that didn’t taste like that much, but the cock itself - well, it wasn’t so much that it tasted good as that it was incredibly satisfying to lick. She found herself wanting more of it in her mouth, but Victor had made her wait, hadn’t he? Instead, she licked stripes up and down the end of his cock, tickling it with her tongue. A grunt let her know that he was enjoying it, despite the fact that she had no real idea what she was doing.

At last, she couldn’t take it any more. She had to know what it would feel like. Cautiously, she took the head of his penis into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, feeling the not-quite-rounded shape, the shallow ridge where the shaft began. It was such a satisfying feeling, and she knew that she had him in the palm of her hand. He groaned as she went a little deeper down the shaft, tracing the lines of his veins, feeling his heartbeat pulsing through them. Slowly, slowly her lips crept towards the base of his cock. He was much too big to be able to take like this, but she went as far as she could.

Suzie felt herself getting into a sort of rhythm; she would circle his cock with her tongue, bob her head on the shaft, and then pump his cock with her hand and lightly squeeze his balls. She had no idea whether it felt good until, grunting, he pushed on her forehead. “Keep that up, and I won’t be able to seal the deal.” Obediently, she took her mouth off his cock.

“Was I good?”
“Yes,” said Victor. “You’ve never done that before?”

“No, I haven’t,” she said.

“I guess you’re a natural,” he laughed. “Want to start the main course?”

“The main course? Oh…” Suzie had almost forgotten. What they had done so far had been so wonderful that she wasn’t sure whether she wanted to go on...but no. She knew she would regret it if she didn’t go all the way. She really did love Victor, with all her heart, and she wanted to feel him every way she could. “Yes. I’m ready.”

“Good,” said Victor, slipping on a condom. “This might hurt a little, so tell me if you want me to stop.” He squirted some lube into the palm of his hand, and Suzie spread her legs, unsure exactly what she was supposed to do.

He finished lubing up and positioned his cock at the edge of her pussy. “After this, you’ll be mine.”

“I already was,” she whispered as his cockhead entered her hole. At first, the sensation was a little painful - his cock stretched her pussy beyond where it had ever been stretched before, and she gasped, sucking in air. But as he gently pushed further and further inside her, the pain faded, replaced by a pressure, a feeling of being filled that quickly started to become pleasurable. By the time half his cock was buried in her, she was yearning for more, moaning at the sensation.

“Shit, you’re tight,” he gasped. “This feels really, really good.” He slipped the rest of his cock inside, surprisingly easily, pushing past the little resistance her body had left for him and burying himself completely within her. Then he began to thrust, first gently and then a little bit harder. It felt better and better, and Suzie was already moaning when she felt a hand on her clit, which skilfully began to massage, to tweak and rub, making the sensation of being penetrated even more blissful, even more deliciously erotic. There was no question about it: Victor was a master, and she was happy to be his student.

Once he got up to speed with his thrusts, the pleasure that flowed from the penetration was just as intense as it had been when Victor was eating her out, and she felt the vessel within her filling once more. Each thrust brought her further up the mountain that he’d been helping her climb, closer and closer to the orgasmic peak that she knew they could reach together. Once again, she locked her legs around his back, impaling herself completely on his cock. “Oh my God, just like that,” she groaned.

Then Victor surprised her again, reaching up and grabbing her nipple, tweaking it between his fingers, gently pinching, twisting. Combined with the sensation of the massage he was still giving her clit, she felt overwhelmed, pleasure swirling within her, a sensation of pure ecstasy. She was getting really close now, really, really, close.

“Fuck,” Victor grunted. His cock spasmed inside of her, and he slammed into her with huge thrusts, pushing her back into the bed. Was he cumming? Had she made him cum? The thought was so arousing, so sizzling hot that she felt herself tipping over the edge…

And then she was there. Suzie gasped as a terrifyingly intense wave of pleasure washed over her whole body. Fireworks went off in her mind, and for an instant, she could neither see nor think, carried completely away by the sensations flowing through her. She felt alive, fierce, powerful, but also helpless, filled, and all in all the right ways. She was in touch with her body, doing the thing that, after all, we are all born to do. Her limbs spasmed, her body trembled, and she could only groan as waves of ecstasy washed over her, each one slightly smaller than the last, but all contributing to a warm feeling of contentment that soon overtook her. As Victor pulled out of her, she wanted to roll over and go to sleep.

“God, that was good,” said Victor. “You know, you’re a very gifted student, and not only in piano, either.”

“Um, thanks,” said Suzie. “Where did you learn that stuff?”

“Oh, here and there. I don’t want to spoil the surprise. There are a few more things in my bag of tricks that I’d like to show you, maybe next time.” Victor smiled and raised his eyebrows. “Of course, only if you want there to be a next time.”

This could happen again? The realization was startling for Suzie; this kind of experience seemed like it could come by only once in a lifetime. But the more she thought about it, the more she imagined a future with Victor and his wonderful cock in it, the better it seemed to her. “Oh, definitely.”

They went to go hop in the shower, sharing an intimate moment as she soaped him up, and he her; it was the perfect way to cool down, to get back into the normal way of things without giving up the precious intimacy that they’d just built. When they got out and were getting dressed, Victor checked his watch. “What do you know, it’s only six. What would you say to an actual piano lesson?”

Suzie giggled. “Really? Only you would go back to thinking about piano at a time like this.”

“If you want to know the truth,” said Victor, “I was visualizing the arpeggio section of your piece while I was eating you out. Rhythm and intervals aren’t just important in music, you know. I can’t help it; I’m getting a degree in it.”

Suzie rolled her eyes. “Fine. I guess I need to have something to show for this lesson, anyway. Otherwise, my parents will kill me.”

“Good, good,” said Victor, as they headed over to the piano. “Now, we should start with a run-through of the piece…” It was incredibly weird to have a piano lesson with the man she’d just fucked, but then it was also weird to fuck her piano teacher in the first place. Which came first, the chicken or the egg?

An hour later, Suzie kissed him goodbye, maybe a longer kiss than strictly necessary, and soon found herself standing in the apartment lobby, piano bag in hand, wondering what, exactly, had just happened. She had never believed that she would have sex during high school, especially not with such a gorgeous man, and she couldn’t quite convince herself that it had actually happened. But hers was not to question why, and she was already thinking about next week.

It was also hard to believe that normal life continued from this point, but it did. Suzie would be late for dinner if she stood around thinking any longer. She hurried out the door and started home. On the way, she couldn’t help grinning like an idiot; she’d be sitting down to the dinner table with her parents, who’d have no idea what their daughter had been up to all afternoon. They thought she was some kind of piano-playing machine? She’d just proven otherwise.

A few minutes later, she got to her house, headed inside and sat down at the dinner table. She’d been walking on a cloud the whole way home and had almost forgotten to dread family dinnertime, but she remembered now. What if her parents could somehow tell? What if they decided to fire Victor for some other reason?

Her father looked at her. “Enjoy your lesson, Suzie?”

“Um,” she realized that was just an innocent question, but… “yeah, definitely.”

“Your mother and I have come to a decision. You’ve been very dedicated to the piano, but you’re going off to college soon, and, well, we want to give you some space.”

Space? They had never given her space. “Space?” she asked out loud.

“Yes. So we won’t demand that you spend the whole afternoon at the piano anymore. An hour a day is fine, maybe a little more on the weekends. We are very proud of how skilled you’ve become on the piano, but maybe it’s good to try something new sometimes too.” Suzie looked at her mother, who was just sitting there, stony-faced. This was clearly something she’d been cajoled (for that was her father’s only weapon) into accepting. Still, though, only an hour a day? She could start her homework before dinner and be in bed at ten! And over the summer, she could go places and do things! She had to accept the proposition before her mother changed her mind. Maybe there was a way to mollify her.

“That sounds great! And if I can get a jump on my homework and finish it sooner in the day, I’ll get more sleep. My grades will probably improve.” She watched her mother’s face soften a bit and smiled. The piano wasn’t the only thing she could play sometimes.

That night, in bed, she thought ahead to the weekend. Some of the girls she ate lunch with had plans to go out hiking on Sunday, and even though she had had to turn them down earlier, it wasn’t too late. Maybe she could give them a call.

And she thought of Victor, his voice, his smile, his...cock. Together, they could make the piano work, and a lot of other things too. When she woke up in the morning, she half expected the tryst with him to have joined the ranks of her dreams, but it had really happened, and that made it much better than even the most vivid fantasy.

She rolled over, still smiling, and went to sleep.


The New Neighbor

Groggily, Julia awoke to the sun shining through the curtains. According to the digital clock next to the bed, it was nearly eleven o’clock, much later than she usually slept. What had happened last night? She had a headache, but...oh, yes. It had been another date with Greg. She sighed.

Julia’s love life was in a rut. As a forty-two-year-old woman who could have passed for thirty, she got a lot of attention and interest from men. Men around the office, men at the gym, men at the coffee place and the grocery store had all shown interest in her, but she never seemed to be able to find the one for her. Greg was her latest catch. He was a forty-five-year-old investment manager who probably had a lot of money, at least judging by the necklace he’d bought her after their first date, but Julia had never been about the money; she’d always been about the sex, and with Greg, sex was not only disappointing, it was actively depressing. He didn’t believe in foreplay of any kind and came after a few dozen feeble thrusts. Lying under (or, more often, sitting on top of) him was the least enjoyable thing she did all week, just behind cleaning the dryer’s lint filter. During sex, she thought about TV shows and what she was going to make for dinner the next day; anything to avoid contemplating the small, fat man thrusting into her, thinking he was some kind of Casanova. Sex with him made her feel boring, unattractive, and old.

As she always did after a night out, she contemplated sending the breakup text she’d drafted over and over, but there was something stopping her. Maybe it was affection for Greg, or maybe it was the vague feeling of satisfaction knowing that there was something he saw in her, or, most likely, it was the fear that she’d never find anything better. Sighing, she shook herself awake and got up. Briefly, she contemplated getting dressed, but it wasn’t as if she was going anywhere. Instead, she pulled off the nightie she must have fucked Greg in and just grabbed a big sweatshirt from the closet. Then she made some eggs and toast and sat down to eat brunch and think about how she was going to recover from such an utter disappointment of a night out. The gym didn’t seem attractive, and neither did a walk, really. Instead, she sat down with her e-reader and pulled up the romance novel she’d been working on for a few weeks now. It was getting close to the denouement; the woman had finally realized that she was incomplete without the man, and the man had finally realized that he needed the woman as much as she needed him. Surely, they were about to have their fairytale kiss, a thought that made Julia sigh. Would she ever have hers?

The last bit of the morning and then the beginning of the afternoon oozed away. She did yoga; she baked the loaf of bread she’d set to rise just before leaving with Greg the night before; and she checked her social media, where all her friends were having more fun than she was. Sighing, she wondered if every Sunday had to be this way.

Eventually, and she wasn’t quite sure how it had happened, the sun began to go down, afternoon fading into evening, and she began to think about dinner. She didn’t want to cook, since there was nothing in the fridge, but the thought of going out to a restaurant made her feel ill. She was done with going out for a while. Instead, Julia decided on pizza, and not the usual delivery pizza, either; instead, she’d order the expensive Neapolitan style from the place across town that delivered with the FoodGo app. She felt like cheese was going to be the answer to her feelings of emptiness; it usually was. Maybe that explained why her thighs were a little thicker than they had been a few years ago.

She placed the order, but then, since she would have to wait forty-five minutes for it to arrive, she decided to take a quick shower, cleaning off whatever remained of her disappointing Saturday night. She wore a shower cap, though, because she felt a strange impulse to do her hair and makeup afterwards, to get ready for the date she wished she’d had, which might just turn out to be a date with herself. She didn’t have that long, but sitting wrapped in a towel in front of the vanity was a sure way to feel a bit better about herself. She put up her long mane of blonde hair in a loose bun and did a makeup look she’d seen on the Internet a few days before; even though she didn’t spend as much time getting ready as she had even the night before, she felt fresh, like she was looking her best.

Just then, the doorbell rang. Julia realized she was still wrapped in the towel, but there was no time now to change into anything else, and, in any case, it would be rude to make the delivery person wait. She hitched it up and headed over to the door.

When she opened it, she was greeted by the sight of...where did she know him from?...oh, the new boy down the hall, no more than twenty years old, who was carrying a pizza box and wearing an awkward smile that turned into a look of surprise as he took in the sight of Julia in the towel. What were the odds that he’d end up delivering to his very same building? “Uh, I have your pizza here,” he said.

“Thank you so much,” said Julia, taking it. He wasn’t at all bad looking, actually. His jawline was very nice, and he had a lean but fit runners’ body that was definitely easy on the eyes. Vaguely, she wondered if she’d seen him on TV, but reflected that, if that were the case, he wouldn’t be delivering FoodGo. “You’re the one who just moved in down the hall, aren’t you? I’m Julia. It can’t be often that you deliver food to your neighbor.”

“It really isn’t,” he said. “I’m Steve. Nice to meetcha.” He made as if to stick out a hand, but Julia needed both at the moment, so he quickly pulled back.

An idea came into Julia’s mind. Why not? “Actually, I feel bad that I’ve never made more of an effort to get to know you. What kind of a neighbor am I? Why don’t you come in, and we can share the pizza? There’s enough for two.”

A look of confusion crossed Steve’s face for a moment, but then he smiled. She could feel his eyes playing up and down her towel-wrapped body, her thick thighs and long legs. Even though she should have felt bad, since she and Greg had sort of a regular thing going, it just felt right to be impressing Steve. “Sure,” he said. “You know, a customer has never invited me in for dinner before. Let me just clock out.” He took out his phone and signed out of the FoodGo app. “Okay, I’m good to go. But, uh, maybe you should get dressed first?”

Julia laughed. “Of course! I just wasn’t planning to see anyone for the rest of the day. But where are my manners? I can’t just keep you standing there. Come in and have a seat at the table!” She turned and opened the door wider, but just then the handle caught at the edge of her towel, yanking it forcefully and undoing the fold that was holding it in place around Julia’s body. It fell away, revealing her perky breasts and sizable ass. She felt Steve’s gaze raking her body, lingering on her breasts; it wasn’t an unpleasant feeling at all, getting so much attention from a man that much younger than she. A blush spread across her face as she bent over to gather up the towel. “Pretend you didn’t see that, will you?”

“O-of course,” said Steve, turning away. Looking back at him, she noticed the tent that had suddenly been pitched in his pants. She smiled. This could turn out to be a fun night.

Once she was properly covered again, she headed towards her bedroom to change. “You can come in now,” she said to Steve, looking back over her shoulder.

“Right,” he said, heading over to the table, where he put down the pizza box.

Once she got to her bedroom, Julia closed the door and looked inside her closet. She wanted to impress Steve - although, as one of the dirtier corners of her mind pointed out, she probably already had - but not look like she was desperate to do so. Eventually, she opted for a tight-fitting sweater dress, one that showed off despite keeping everything covered, and a matching pair of heels. If Steve could resist her in this, he deserved a medal.

After she finished changing, she strutted back out into the main room and noted, smiling, that Steve couldn’t seem to look away from her. That feeling, of wanting more, was one he’d have to get used to, because she intended to tease him just as long as she could. Younger men were so much fun. “What do you say to a little wine?” she asked. “Meeting someone new is always an occasion, after all.”

“Um, sure,” said Steve. “Can I help with anything?”

Julia waved a hand. “You’re fine. Just relax and I’ll get everything ready.” She took two plates out of the cabinet, followed by wine glasses and the fancy napkins. She usually ate pizza directly out of the box, but tonight she wasn’t feeling like that kind of woman. Pizza out of the box wasn’t powerful. Pizza out of the box wasn’t fierce. Steve had only been in her apartment for ten minutes, but she was already feeling better than she had on any date with Greg. And his offer of help might signal that his personality was as nice as his looks. The younger generation really had been raised right.

She poured the wine, her favorite Cabernet Sauvignon, and set the table before sitting down across from Steve. The apartment had come furnished, and the kitchen table was smaller than usual; there was plenty of opportunity for him to accidentally jostle her under it. The thought made her smile in anticipation; the dominoes were falling into place.

They each took a couple of slices of pizza and began to eat. Pizza wasn’t a great first date food, but then, was this really a first date? “So, Steve,” said Julia, “how did you end up living down the hall?”

“Well,” said Steve, “I moved out of my last place because I needed an upgrade, so I just thought, hey, this place is the closest to downtown that I can actually afford! I didn’t know the neighbors would be so great, though.” He smiled, an image that Julia instantly wanted to see again.

She winked. “I try my best.” They fell into an easy conversation, talking about this and that, feeling each other out. It had been a while since talking to a man had felt this natural for her, this right. And, judging by how Steve was hanging on to her every word, he felt the same way. Often, he would gaze into her eyes, a gesture that made her blush a little each time. Hopefully he would think that that was just down to the wine.

Before they knew it, the pizza was gone and the wine bottle was quite a bit lighter than it had been before. Julia felt herself getting comfortable. “Steve?”

“Yeah?” he said, picking the last few bits of crust out of the box.

“What do you look for in a woman?”

Steve blushed furiously. “U-um...well, I like them to be kind and caring, of course, funny, um, smart, and, well, some nice thighs don’t hurt.”

Julia raised an eyebrow. “That’s a long list.”

“Well,” said Steve, “I haven’t been dating that long, but, uh, I’ve definitely seen evidence that a woman can have all those things at the same time.”

“Really? What was the evidence?” She smiled wickedly.

“Oh, um, this one girl I had dinner with once.” He met her eyes briefly, a glance full of something that Julia couldn’t quite define, something like hunger...something that she wanted to see more of. “But I think it’s your turn. What do you look for in a guy?”

She laughed. “Oh, don’t go asking me that question. Isn’t it obvious that I don’t know how to pick them if I’ve gotten this far without one?”

Steve frowned. “Don’t say that. I think you’re a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing. You radiate...confidence.”

“I guess I do on the outside,” said Julia, “but I don’t always feel that way on the inside. Does anyone?” She hadn’t expected things to happen this way, but Steve was somehow drawing out something inside her, something vulnerable, something fragile, something that she didn’t often let other people see.

“I guess I don’t,” said Steve, though he didn’t sound convinced by her dodge.

There was a moment of silence, and she worried that she had lost him. The thought unnerved her. Her dates were usually just her playing with whoever the unsuspecting man was that she’d ended up with, but this felt real, important. She felt like a middle-school girl talking to her crush again, off-guard and uncomfortable. “Do you...want to watch a movie?” she asked, hesitantly.

“Sure,” he said. Julia felt his knee bump hers under the table. Had that been on purpose? “What movie?”

“Um…” Julia stammered for a moment, caught off-guard by the touch of his knee. “I didn’t have anything in mind. Is there a genre you like?”

“Well…” Steve smiled and blushed a little. “Do you mind superhero movies?”

“They’re a guilty pleasure,” admitted Julia. “How about Spider-Man? From 2002? I love that one.”

“That one’s great. Do you have it streaming?” They got up and cleaned up from dinner, not that there was much to clean up, with only two plates and a pizza box. Then Julia poured out the rest of the wine into the glasses and they headed over to the sitting area. In the moment of quiet, she reflected that, for something that wasn’t official in any way,, this was the best date she’d had in years. There had been that moment of tension, but even though it had been awkward, Julia looked forward to telling Steve more about herself. They had just met, but she trusted him, trusted him more than she trusted many of her friends. She felt safe. A man had never made her feel that way before.

She also reflected that the couch was a little too small for this kind of thing. She’d gotten it at a fire sale at the old Reservation Hardware when that had closed down, and while $100 for any piece of their furniture was a great deal, the thing was really more of a loveseat. Oh, well, they’d just have to sit practically on each other’s laps. She grinned. Worse things had happened.

Once they got settled in, there were about two inches separating her thigh from Steve’s, a gap she was confident she could close over the course of an hour and a half. She was interrupted in her planning, though, by the man himself. “Wait, shouldn’t we have something to snack on? It’s movie night, after all. Wait one second.” Before Julia could say anything, he got up and hurried out the door and down the hall. Even though he hadn’t actually left, the room felt a little bit dark and sad without him in it. She shook her head. Falling in love was one thing, but doing it this easily? She was old enough, after all, to be Steve’s mother. Shouldn’t she know, at her age, that taking it slower was the better way to go? This was like something she would have been up to when she had been twenty years old.

Luckily, it was less than a minute before Steve returned with a bag of popcorn, breathing heavily. “Sorry, ok, you can start it now.”

“That was fast,” she said, reaching for the remote and scrolling through the Netflix menu. Her viewing history was mostly full of rom-coms, which were what she usually watched, as consolation, on the day after a date with Greg; she blushed as Steve’s eyes scanned the titles. Oh well. It wasn’t as if he didn’t already know she was a hopeless romantic. Finally, she found the movie (which she already owned) and hit PLAY.

Superhero movies really were a guilty pleasure of hers, reserved for plane flights and weeknights when she was too tired to do anything else. She loved their wild imagination, their flashy special effects, and their wisecracking protagonists, even if there weren’t any Oscars being handed out here. Even when she was a little girl, in the age of ultra-low-budget-halloween-costume superhero flicks, she would still watch and enjoy them. It felt good that Steve liked them too - more evidence that they were on the same wavelength.

This time, though, the movie felt a little slow. She looked over at Steve, but luckily he seemed to be enjoying it. She realized she was waiting for that one scene…

She focused on the popcorn through the intro with Spider-Man’s origin story, then through the Oscorp stuff. It seemed like there were twice as many plot points as when she had last seen the movie. When would they get to the good part? She drummed on her knee in anticipation, hoping that Steve wouldn’t notice.

Then, finally, it was about to happen. Mary Jane was getting chased down the alley in the rain, and there was Spider-Man swinging in, taking the bad guys out, good, good. Only a few seconds now...he was lowering himself down the side of the building…

And then she felt Steve’s thigh touching her own, moments before she had planned to act. A blush spread across her face. He had had the exact same idea. As Spider-Man and Mary Jane kissed on screen, she felt like something just as heart-fluttering was happening in real life. He was into her. He probably knew she was into him. It was time to make a move in return.

Julia yawned into one hand as the other snaked down along the couch cushions and, after a moment, found his. She was afraid that he didn’t really mean it, afraid that he would pull his hand away, but he didn’t, didn’t even seem to be surprised. It was probably partly down to the wine, but it was impossible now to focus on the movie; she felt like there was an electric current running down his arm and up hers, lighting up her body, flowing to ground in her heart, which was beating faster and faster, and her snatch, which was quickly getting wetter and wetter. Not yet, she wanted to tell it. Wait your turn.

She couldn’t believe how attracted she was to Steve. Meeting Greg had felt like a work event for the first hour and a half, and even when they had had sex, Julia had been focused on other things. There was nothing romantic about their relationship, even though that was nominally what it should have been. But with Steve, who she barely knew...he seemed to have some kind of shortcut to the deepest, most passionate part of her brain, the part that she’d kept quiet while dating Greg, the part that, she was realizing, needed to be engaged. She savored the feeling of his hand in hers; it was enough for now, but soon she would want more. She wanted to fuck him. She wanted to fuck his brains out. She wanted to show him everything that she’d picked up over the years and utterly blow him away. She wanted to have the amazing, passionate sex that she’d only had a couple of times in her life so far, but not in the past five years. She had never wanted anything more.

The rest of the movie went by, but Julia wasn’t paying attention. During the scene where Mary Jane was hanging off the bridge, she shifted a little closer to Steve. Let him think she was scared, and that that was why she was doing it. Really, though, she wanted to test him, to prove to the tiny part of herself that still didn’t quite comprehend what was happening that this was real life, not just some fantasy. She could feel him next to her, feel his elevated heart rate through her hand, know that he was into it, but not believe it. She should know better by now that these things could happen, had happened to her before, but this felt...different. And she really, really wanted to know where the rabbit hole went.

And then it was over, the credits were rolling, and they were staring at a black TV screen. Silence filled the air. Julia didn’t let go of Steve’s hand, but it was clear that neither of them knew what to do next. “...Good movie, huh?” he said.

“Um, yeah,” said Julia. “It’s one of my favorites.” There was another silence.

“You never did answer my question,” said Steve, turning to look her in the eye. She sensed a change in him; there was a look of resolve in his gaze, of determination, that hadn’t been there before. He’d seemed a little awkward to her, in a cute way, but that was gone now.

“Question?” she asked. It was probably the wine, but she didn’t remember much of what they had talked about at dinner.

“About what you look for in a guy.”

“Oh, that. I told you, I don’t know how to pick them.” Julia smiled at him, trying to signal that she didn’t really want to talk about it.

“Yeah, you said that. Then you said that you didn’t always have confidence in yourself, right? Know what I think?”

“What?” she asked, apprehensively. He was taking control of the conversation in a way he’d never done before, and she wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

“Fuck that. You’re a wonderful woman. You’re smart, funny, and kind in a way I’ve never seen before in a person, and it doesn’t hurt, by the way, that you’re beautiful, utterly gorgeous. If some guys have come along and screwed you over, fuck them. But that’s on them, not you. There’s no fucking reason whatsoever why you shouldn’t have confidence in yourself. Listen, I care about you. I don’t know why, but after three hours, I feel more of a connection with you than I do with some of my friends. And so I feel like it’s on me if you’re telling yourself this bullshit. I...well, maybe this is stupid. I never used to believe in this happening at first sight. I thought there was no way to know so quickly. But...even though we’ve known each other for such a short time...I think I love you, Julia.”

Julia was completely overcome. What did she do? What did she say? His words made her heart flutter, her breath quicken. She couldn’t think, couldn’t process what was going on. She could only go by what she felt, what she knew already to be true, deep within her. “I...I don’t know why this is happening. I swear, you’re half my age, and...this was never how I imagined it happening, but…” she took a breath, “I think I love you too.”

And then he was leaning towards her. For a moment, she panicked, the wine scrambling the circuits in her brain, but then she realized what he wanted, and that she wanted it too, wanted it so much that she nearly fell over herself as she leaned in to meet him in a deep kiss. As their lips met, she felt her heart beating so hard she half-worried it might burst, her cheeks burning as she felt the touch of his hot breath. She felt all the tension and stress of her daily life disappear, her lingering disappointment over the date with Greg melt away, everything vanishing except the sensation, the excitement, the passion of the kiss. They pulled apart, but only to take a few gasping breaths, and then went in again. This time, Steve’s hand came up to stroke her cheek, a feeling that was comforting and relaxing, but also firm and reassuring. She realized that, over the course of the evening, the initiative had passed from her to him, so that it was now he who steered the conversation, who had initiated the kiss, who was comforting her. She also realized that she didn’t care, that she trusted him, that there was a big part of her that desperately wanted it.

But she still wanted to make him work for what she knew now that she was going to give him before the night was over. After a few moments, she pulled away from the kiss again and stretched. “Oh, my back hurts.”

“I can guess why,” muttered Steve, quietly enough that Julia didn’t hear him at first, but blushed when she did. “Well...I could give you a massage.”

“That would be lovely,” said Julia.

“I think this couch might be too small, though,” said Steve. “Unless you want to lie on the kitchen table, I think we’ll need a bigger surface…”

“Oh, that’s no problem at all,” said Julia, smiling innocently. “We’ll just use my bed.”

“Sounds great,” said Steve, grinning. They got up, and she took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. Luckily, she’d remade the messy bed while changing earlier, so it looked ready and inviting. “You should lie face down so that I can get a good view of...uh...what I’m doing.”

Julia blushed at the innuendo, but she was only too happy to comply. She lay down on the bed, putting her face down as requested, trusting Steve to do the job right. He got up onto the bed, straddling her thighs, and cracked his knuckles. “All right, let’s see what I can do here...” His hands found her upper back, pushing and kneading. There had genuinely been some tension stored there, and he was helping to relieve it - but she knew that wasn’t what either of them was here for.

He worked over her back, rubbing the tightness and stress away. The feeling of his untrained but passionate hands at work brought her to a whole new plane of sensation. The sheer intimacy of the moment, the feeling of closeness, of connection, between them was far beyond anything she had felt that night, even during the kiss.

After a minute, she noticed that his hands were beginning to travel downwards, tracing her spine, working out the kinks in the middle of her back, then her lower back, gradually coaxing every last bit of tension out of her muscles. Just when his hands were dancing through the small of her back, perilously close to her ass, which she knew he was just dying to grab, he stopped. “Hey, are your shoulders feeling tight too?”

“Yeah,” said Julia, “but keep going. This is really good…”

“Sure thing,” said Steve, shifting forwards. It was only when something hard touched her ass that she realized that that meant that his dick, straining in his jeans, was now sandwiched between her cheeks. But what was the better thing to do: Silently take it, and give the impression that he was in charge...or yell at him, and risk betraying in her voice that she liked it?

She chose option B. “Steve, you grabby…” she swatted ineffectually at him, but the weight did lift off her ass as his laughter filled the room.

“Can’t blame me for trying. Besides, you seemed pretty okay with it.” Eyes widening, she realized that her body had betrayed her; as soon as he had moved off of her, she had pushed her ass upwards, trying to feel him again. And here she thought these hormones were supposed to be going away at some point…

Steve went back to massaging her shoulders from a more appropriate position, pushing and pulling the muscle, working out the tension in that oh-so-satisfying way...but then he stopped. “I feel like this isn’t as good as it could be.”

“No, it’s actually really good. Keep going.”

“I feel like there’s something in the way...something that you wouldn’t have if you were getting a professional massage…” Steve grinned.

“What on Earth are you talking about?” asked Julia, a little annoyed. She was just fine with what he had been doing before, but Steve seemed to have other ideas.

“This,” Steve said, pulling at the fabric of her dress. “I think I need uncovered access to the area...if you don’t mind.”

“I feel like you might have other motivations here,” said Julia.

“Yes,” he said, a hint of something new creeping into his voice. “I want to see your beautiful body. I want to make you feel all kinds of good. It’s what I’ve been dreaming of ever since I got here.” He lowered himself down next to her and nibbled on her ear, the sudden sensation making her moan. “And,” he said, voice barely above a whisper, “we’re gonna do it on my terms.” Julia realized now that the new note in his voice was an edge of steel, a hint of another Steve, hiding under that boy-next-door face and goofy personality. And that realization, that new side of him...she didn’t expect it, but it was driving her crazy. In response to his declaration, she could only moan again, putty in the hands of a man young enough to be her son.

“Oh, fuck,” she finally got out. “We’ll do it on your terms.”

Steve slapped her ass, making her yelp. “That’s not how you talk to me! Remember,” he said, leaning down to her ear, voice sinking to a whisper, “you’re my bitch now.”

“Fuck,” said Julia. “I’m your bitch, Daddy.”

He slapped her ass again, harder. The impact, the lingering stinging, were sensations so sizzling hot that her breath was coming in gasps...and she hadn’t even taken her clothes off yet. But that was sure to change soon. “That’s right, bitch,” said Steve, “but you need to say it louder.”

“I’m your bitch, Daddy! Use me!” moaned Julia. Steve was making her feel like no man had ever made her feel before. Suddenly, she felt his hands slipping under her, groping her tits before moving upwards, searching for the buttons on her dress. Finally, he found them, deftly undoing each button until her dress was open to her shoulders.

“All right, let’s see what’s inside this nice wrapper,” said Steve, beginning to inch the dress down along her back, exposing first her shoulders, then her upper arms, the fabric sliding along her skin and exposing it to the cool air of the bedroom. A few moments later, his efforts bore fruit in the shape of Julia’s bra strap. “What do you know? It looks to me as if this is in the way of what I want to do.” His fingers worked it apart and tossed the straps to either side. His right hand continued to pull her dress down, slowly, surely, but his left followed one of the straps along its length, pushing under her, invading the space between the cup and the side of her breast, and then he was playing with her nipple, pulling, tweaking, twisting, gently but firmly working it, just as he had massaged her back. She groaned at the pleasure, the sweet sensation of submitting totally to this man, of being utterly at his mercy.

The dress slid further, pulling free of her bra beneath her and sliding down her stomach, and in the back beginning to uncover her asscheeks, the mounds of flesh jiggling as his hand slid over them, skipping over the waistline of her panties, pulling further and further down. Now her ass was totally exposed, and she felt his hands exploring it, grabbing handfuls of her quivering backside. She felt her heart beating faster at the sensation of having her body explored, touched, used by a man she had met just a few hours ago. Surely, this was paradise.

Suddenly, Steve delivered a stinging slap to each cheek. “You’re getting too comfortable, bitch. Remember, I’m in charge here.” He pulled the dress the rest of the way off in one go, down her legs and onto the floor. Julia gasped, overcome with shock and arousal at how roughly she was being treated. Her panties were still on, for the moment, soaking in her juices, but the rest of her body was now fully naked, ready to be violated whenever he wanted.

“Now turn over,” he told her. “I want to see what I’m working with here.” Obediently, she rolled over, exposing her big but still perky breasts and bare, smooth midriff. He climbed onto her and their lips locked together in another kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, forcing hers aside as he invaded as far as he could, pushing her even further into submission as even her mouth became his playground. But then he moved on, nibbling at her ear as his hands explored her breasts, kneading and pushing, pulling and twisting, roughly abusing her tender nipples and soft flesh. All she could do was moan as he utterly dominated her; it was such a liberating feeling, to be the slave, the toy of a man so much younger than she.

Then he moved down from her ear, planting kisses down her neck and up her breast, mouth finally locking on to her teat as he continued his assault on her mammaries. His teeth grazed her tender nipple, the electrifying sensation of pain just around the corner, adding a thrilling frisson of danger to their play.

Even as Steve’s mouth continued to torment her nipple, she felt the hand it had replaced creeping down her torso, sliding along her midriff, down past her navel, and finally across the tender flesh near her pussy, tracing lines and patterns with a lone finger, prodding and rubbing. The sensation was wonderful, but incomplete. Why wasn’t he touching her dripping pussy, her eager clit? “Fuck, Daddy, play with my pussy, please play with my pussy.”

Julia yelped as a stinging blow suddenly landed on one of her breasts. Steve took his mouth off her nipple and looked her in the eye. “I’ve told you before, and I’ll tell you again: I. Make. The. Rules. I don’t take orders from my bitch.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy. You make the rules.” She was floating in a strange mental space, one where she’d never been before: a place where pain was pleasure, where submission was liberation, and it felt so, so good. Letting him do as he pleased with her was such an unexpectedly amazing feeling that she couldn’t even imagine what other kinds of pleasure the night might hold, where else he might take her.

She realized that Steve had taken her teat into his mouth once more, swirling his tongue around it, sucking and nibbling, and that his finger was once again dancing around her pussy. He’d made her wait, but it seemed that he was willing to reward her good behavior. Finally, the finger grazed her clit, generating a wave of pleasure that traveled up her torso and down her legs, making her body tremble. “Oh...oh fuck…” groaned Julia, grabbing on to the sheets.

“Yeah, you like that, bitch?” asked Steve. “I wonder what you’ll think of this!” Suddenly, his finger dove into her pussy, probing as deep as he could reach, swimming through her slick juices. Even though it was basically what she did when she masturbated, something about what he was doing felt utterly unreal to her, utterly unbelievably good.

A second finger snaked its way into her eager hole, sliding to join its twin in plumbing her depths. The intensity of the sensation startled her, as did the waves of pleasure that came from his fingers dancing through her insides. Where had this man been all her life? She felt that she had begun to travel down the long road to orgasm, and the ecstasy awaiting at the end of that road had never felt more within reach. He could take her there, she was sure of that.

The two fingers were complemented by Steve’s thumb, which began to work at her clit. It flicked and teased, sending little sparks of pleasure coursing through her, keeping her captivated, under his spell. She gasped and writhed, but just then the two fingers stole back the spotlight, forming a hook shape inside her pussy, pulling at something inside her, and it felt so good, a whole other level of pleasure, of bliss. He was touching something inside her that no man had ever touched before, and the sensation was so wonderful that she was amazed that she had lived so long without it. Whatever he was doing to her, whatever black magic or secret ritual, was something she would need more often. A lot more often.

And then, just as Julia found herself climbing towards orgasm, he stopped. She looked up at him, confused. “W-what?”

“This isn’t just a party for you, is it? I want to get off too.” Steve stood up, threw his shirt to the side, and unbuttoned his jeans, revealing a sizable cock that sprang eagerly to attention. “See what you did, bitch? I think you should deal with this.”

“Yes, Daddy,” said Julia obediently, getting on all fours on top of the bed and crawling over to him. The hot pleasure from the fingering was still lingering inside her, but it was fading with each passing second. She had faith in Steve, though. He would make her feel good. He would remember her.

She reached out to his cock, tracing down its length with a finger, following the veins as they twisted and turned along its length, all the way down to the base. Then she found a different vein on the other side to trace back up, traveling back along its length. She knew from experience that this in and of itself wasn’t enough to make Steve feel good, but as she felt the muscles in his cock strain to get harder, she could tell that it was definitely getting him worked up.

But she also knew it was time to give him more. She reached out and took his rod in her hand, pumping gently for now. It would feel better if he waited a bit, if he let her work her magic. Even though Steve was good - really good - he didn’t have the kind of experience she did, the kind of experience she’d gotten over the years. She knew how to make a cock explode, and she would pull out all the stops for her younger lover.

To her relief, he did let her set the pace as she rubbed and massaged, grunting softly as his cock stiffened further in her hands. There was another factor, though, that she hadn’t anticipated: gazing at his meaty phallus, she felt saliva pooling in her mouth, a deep, irrepressible biological trigger telling her to suck it. She needed this cock in her mouth, needed to worship it, to cover it in kisses, to feel it twitch as she worked her magic on it. It wasn’t Steve that was going to get impatient...it was Julia.

Shifting forwards a bit, she planted a kiss on the tip of his cock, tasting the bead of precum that had formed at the end, bringing out her tongue and tracing the end of his shaft. The feeling of sucking him off, the flavor of his desire, was indescribable and utterly unlike anything she had ever experienced. He placed his hand on her head, the casually dominant motion making her pussy drip and her body flush with heat. Pleasuring this man was something she couldn’t imagine living without. And to think, they hadn’t even gotten to the main course.

Julia couldn’t resist feeling more of him in her mouth, and locked her lips over the head of his cock, beginning to suck gently and pump slightly in and out. He groaned; she was doing an excellent job. Greg didn’t like blowjobs because they were “too kinky,” and the couple of guys she’d hooked up with before him were not the kind she particularly wanted to suck off, so it had been quite a while since she’d pleased a cock this way. It was good to know that she still had the knack for it.

She felt Steve’s hand tense up a little, and then he started gently but firmly shoving her head further onto his rod, trying to squeeze more pleasure out of her eager mouth. She took this as the signal to turn up the heat, working his cock with her tongue and letting him go deeper, almost to the beginning of her throat. She couldn’t take the whole thing, but she didn’t have to; by now, he was breathing raggedly, and his heart was beating faster and faster.

For a bit, they held that position, her mouth working his cock, the passion and heat of the moment overwhelming to both of them. Julia had never wanted to suck a man off more, and now that she was getting her wish, the excitement and pleasure swirling within her were like nothing she’d felt in years. When she came up, gasping, for air, her sole desire was to go back down, to do more, to make him feel better. The desire, the screaming need for him pervaded her every cell, every atom, all of them hungrily working towards their shared goal.

But there was always the risk that it would become too much. She felt Steve’s cock tensing up, and just then he shoved her mouth off his cock, gasping as the orgasm he didn’t want, not yet, threatened to overwhelm him. “Fuck, bitch, you’re too good.”

“I’m glad you liked it, Daddy,” Julia said, smiling.

“Not as much as I’m gonna like your hot pussy,” he said. “Turn the fuck around.” She scrambled to obey his command, shifting around on top of the bed as he climbed on and positioned himself behind her. “This is what I’ve been waiting for all night. To get a piece of this.” He smacked her ass hard, sending a jiggling tremor through her flesh and a jolt of pain and pleasure through her nerves. She moaned, reveling in the sensation of submitting, being controlled, being used for his pleasure. It was almost a perfect moment.

And then, suddenly, his cock thrust into her, breaking through her pussy’s feeble resistance in a single stroke. Julia gasped as pain shot up her torso, but that pain soon turned to pleasure as Steve plumbed her depths, thrusting firmly in and out as he built up a steady rhythm, going fast but not too fast, the perfect middle ground that so many guys were happy to race right past. Each thrust seemed to touch something deep inside her, something hidden, something that she rarely let out...something hungry. She felt herself giving in to the pleasure, wild abandon overtaking whatever inhibitions she had left. In this moment, as she was getting the best sex of her life, she felt freer than she ever had before. Getting filled by Steve wasn’t just enjoyable...it was right.

And the pleasure was building now, even more than it had been before, a candle flame within her slowly rising in intensity and temperature. Each thrust pushed her further towards her goal, further towards a peak of ecstasy she’d never imagined she could reach. She pushed her hips back onto his cock, trying to take more of him into her greedy pussy, to reach that peak just a little bit sooner…

Then another slap landed on her ass. Julia yelped in surprise and pain, but that same pain sent arousal shooting through her, the sensation mixing with and magnifying that of his powerful thrusts. It was just beginning to ebb when another slap followed, triggering a burst of exquisite agony, all the more intense for landing on the raw area where the previous one had landed. “You like that, bitch?” asked Steve.

“Fuck…” groaned Julia. Talking was harder now, Steve’s cock ramming all the thoughts out of her head except the desire to feel better and to make him feel better. But she did like it. No man had ever treated her this roughly, had ever gotten her so quickly and easily to the point of climax.  Her body jerked back and forth with the force of his thrusts, and soon she collapsed forward onto her stomach, drilled into the bed by his fierce onslaught. That warm place inside of her was burning up now, the heat and arousal building to a summit. Almost, almost…

And then she was there. She let out a long, mindless moan as waves of pleasure blasted through her body. Though her eyes were closed, she saw sparks, and her limbs jerked and trembled as utter bliss overwhelmed her. Steve kept thrusting; it seemed he knew how to prolong her ecstasy, how to stretch out this mind-shattering moment for as long as possible. Everything had melted away, and she was, for a moment, floating in a realm of sensation, untouchable and ethereal. This was something she would want to do again, and again, and again.

As Julia came down at last, she dimly realized that Steve had pulled out of her. He hadn’t cum yet, had he? She panicked and shifted around, still clumsy as reality came back to her. She had to help him feel good too. As she turned to face him, she saw his cock already pointing towards her. “My turn, slut. You know what to do.”

She took the head into her mouth again, trying to give him a quicker version of the blowjob from before, knowing that he wouldn’t want to lose the orgasm he’d been building up to for so long now. His hand once again found the back of her head, pushing her onto him, and he was breathing in gasps now, nearly, nearly, and she could feel his cock twitching in her mouth, and then he was there. Waves of salty cum filled her mouth, flowing down her throat, splattering her face as he pulled out, pumping to paint her more thoroughly in his sticky seed.

Steve collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard, as Julia headed to the bathroom to clean up. That had been utterly unbelievable, an experience she doubted she could ever forget. She wondered, once again, where that man had been all her life. Never again could she settle for a Greg, not now that she knew what she’d be missing by doing that. Quickly, she ran the shower water over her body, and as she was drying off, Steve came in. “That was pretty good, huh?”

“Yeah, that was...really, really amazing.” It was hard to believe that he was so dominant in bed but so average out of it. She liked him either way, though.

“It was the best I’ve ever had,” he said. “But then, I haven’t had that much.”

“You got those skills somehow,” she said.. “When you were fingering me, I...that was just…”

“Well, I picked those up here and there,” he grinned, getting into the shower.

“Steve?” she asked.

“Yeah?”

“What...are we?” Julia looked into his eyes. She didn’t know what answer she wanted. They’d said the L-word, but it had just been one night. Where were they going together?

“Um…” said Steve. “Well, I don’t know. Maybe, though,” he raised his eyebrows, “maybe it’ll get clearer if we do this again next week.”

Julia laughed. “You’re on.”

As she watched him rinse off, she wondered how this had all happened. Why had Steve come into her life? It seemed like something in the universe had sent him right at her time of greatest need. But then, maybe it was better not to look a gift horse in the mouth. It didn’t matter why he was with her now; all that mattered was that he was. She couldn’t wait for next week.


Midnight Ride

Sophia stepped out of the bathroom and looked at her husband, asleep on the bed, unperturbed by the wet spot left by their sex, or by the fact that his wife hadn’t gotten much of anything out of it. It was always this way. Harold would want sex, then he would get tired after a few minutes of thrusting into her with his two-inch penis and want her to get on top, then he would lose control and dribble into her. She had found herself tuning it all out, letting him do what he wanted, vaguely wishing that he would go away, that it would be over soon. Never once had she felt even a flicker of pleasure when they had sex.

It was a shame, really. Harold was nice, and considerate, and patient. Sophia had always been the one to cause trouble in their relationship, and he had always been the one to patch it up. He’d given her so much, it was just...she needed more. Maybe it was a sign, the fact that she hadn’t taken his last name. Even though they’d been married for ten years, there were  times when she felt that maybe, just maybe, she’d made a mistake.

And sex was always one of those times. Though she felt her biological clock ticking, she never allowed Harold to go in without protection; the idea of having his baby made her feel less than overjoyed. With each passing day, she felt more and more sure that something had to give...she just wasn’t quite sure what.

Tonight was supposed to have been special. It had been their anniversary, and Sophia had spent a long time in the bathroom, blowing out her long black hair, doing her makeup just so, picking out a nice dress and something sexy to wear underneath, something that would frame her full breasts and wide hips...only for Harold to give her the same performance he always did. It was disappointing, but also frustrating. She took revenge as usual, by carefully rinsing off any evidence of the act in the shower, but...that wasn’t going to be enough. Not right now.

She felt sexual energy pent up inside of her, waiting for release. She’d always had a ferocious sex drive, much greater than his. Usually, she would masturbate once or twice a day, picking something from her large collection of long, thick dildos, toys three or four times the size of Harold’s little penis. But tonight...she had always had something of an exhibitionist streak, a fetish that she’d never even begun to explore with Harold, and she felt like doing something risky. He was asleep. He would never even know she’d gone.

Creeping back into the bedroom, Sophia slipped into her sexy black heels, then pulled her overcoat out of the closet and put it on, unbuttoning it to nearly reveal her nipples. She grinned. Dressed like this, naughty and willing, she would head to the lookout at the park and jill off in the car as the lights of Los Angeles spread out before her. Now that would be something to remember, to erase the bad taste of - she looked back at Harold - whatever that had been. She grabbed her keys and phone and headed out of the bedroom.

She hurried through the darkened house. It was nearly midnight, and this plan of hers, to be out so late, dressed so sexily, was turning her on so much that she nearly forgot to be creeped out by the darkness, the silence of the main rooms of the home she shared with Harold.

All of a sudden, just as she was about to turn the handle of the garage door, she remembered that the car was at the shop. Shit! Harold was always finding little problems with it. If the speedometer seemed a little slow to get started, or if the seat reclining didn’t have quite the zip that it used to, he would be consumed by stress and worry and send it in to have it looked at. He was more attentive to that car’s needs than he was to hers.

Angry now, she turned away and then stopped. She had been heading unconsciously back to the bedroom, but that wasn’t something she could handle right now; the idea of Harold sleeping next to her was almost disgusting. And there was a way, after all, that she could get to the lookout, even if it was maybe a little less romantic, and maybe she wouldn’t be able to jill off when she got there. She took out her phone and dialed up the Zuber app.

Five minutes later, a driver named Eli arrived in a junky-looking sedan, pulling into the house’s driveway before bringing the car to a halt. Sophia stepped outside to meet him, and he got out of the car and waved. “Are you Sophia?”

“Yes,” she said. Seeing his dinged-up ride, she had thought that he would have an appearance to match, but that turned out not to be the case. In fact, though she knew it was wrong, she found herself checking him out. He was tall and handsome, about college age, with perfectly-styled hair, a strong, stubbled chin, and muscular arms that she found herself looking at again and again. His girlfriend must be lucky to have a man this attractive, one that worked out, that cared about his appearance. She wondered what that was like. She stole another glance at him, then headed over to the sedan.

To her surprise, the inside of the car was perfectly clean. That was what pushed her over the edge; instead of sitting in the back seat, opposite from the driver, she opened the passenger door and sat in the front. As he got in next to her, she felt his eyes brushing over her; not a long, creepy stare, but definitely a sign of interest, maybe even...no, she couldn’t think about that. She patted her temples, trying to refocus. She was married. Yes, Harold wasn’t the greatest lover, or husband, but the bigger thing to do was to deal with it, not to go around it, to ruin it.

But sitting next to this gorgeous man on their shortish drive surely wasn’t a big deal. As a married woman, she was still allowed to browse the merchandise, just not to make a purchase, right? And there was definitely a part of her that felt like teasing him. As she fastened her seatbelt, she reached up and tossed back her hair, giving him a full view of her cleavage, of the magnificent curves she’d developed only more recently, or at least those that were visible under the overcoat.

Sophia definitely had his attention. She felt Eli watching out of the corner of his eye, gaze moving up and down her body once again. Well, he could hardly be blamed for that. “Um,” he said, “can I confirm that your destination is, uh, 1323 Bell Drive? Looks like that’s the lookout at the park.”

She blushed. So part of the attention he’d been giving her was because she hadn’t answered him yet. Leave it to her to get carried away. “Yes, that’s right.”

“Okay,” Eli said, backing out of the driveway. “Going out on the town or something?”

She smiled. “Oh, you know I’m too old to be doing that. No, I just had a strange impulse to go see the view, I guess.”

“Too old?” he said, smiling. “You can’t be more than, I don’t know, twenty-five.”

“Oh, stop,” said Sophia, blushing once more. “You must be terrible at guessing ages. What kind of a Zuber driver did I end up with?”

“One with a big mouth,” said Eli, “and an urge to find out more about you. You know, I like people who say they do things for no reason. Because nobody ever does something for no reason. There is a reason you’re going to the lookout, and you just won’t tell me, or can’t even quite articulate it for yourself, or a little of both. Either way, you have depth. You’re interesting.”

“And you’re...forward,” said Sophia. “How’d a person like you end up as a Zuber driver?”

“Well, it wasn’t my choice of career,” he said, sighing as he pulled onto an arterial. “You’ve probably heard the old joke that every waiter in L.A. is trying to be an actor? Well, it’s true of Zuber drivers, too. Except I’m trying to make it as a screenplay writer.”

“What’s that like?” she asked, intrigued. Harold was an accountant at the same bank he’d worked at for twenty years; this was fresh, interesting.

“It has its ups and downs. It’s not always encouraging, with how much competition there is out there, but I’ve managed to find work on a couple of shorts, and I’m always hoping that I’ll land a job at one of the big studios,” he said. “Until then, it’s Zuber driving and instant noodles back at my apartment. What do you do all day?”

She grimaced. “I stay at home, mostly. My husband has a pretty well-paying job, and when I turned thirty, he said that I didn’t have to work anymore if I didn’t want to. Well, at that point, I was managing a clothing store in Santa Monica, so I wanted to get out of that. But sometimes I do wish I had more going on.”

They stopped at a red light, and Eli looked over at her. “You’re married, huh? What’s the husband like?”

“He’s…” Sophia stopped herself. Was it really right to be talking about her husband with this man she had just met, this man who she barely knew? And yet...there was something about him, some kindness, that made her want to spill her guts out to him. Eventually, she came to a decision. “Well, he and I...sort of...I mean, he’s really nice in a lot of ways. But, well…” She wanted to say but we’re not meant to be, but she cut herself off just in time. It wasn’t right to tell a stranger that, even a hot stranger.

Eli nodded. “Hey, I get it. I dated a girl for three years. For a young guy like me, that’s a long time. We never tied the knot, but by the end of it I couldn’t imagine living without her. But then she dumped me.” He sighed. “It wasn’t over something stupid. It was one of those huge, relationship-ending fights, where you find out that you think about things in completely different ways. She was going to be a lawyer, and she saw the world as a place to be conquered, and life as a race to the top. I think of the world as a place to be explored, and life as a journey. I’m not sure either view is actually correct, in the grand scheme of things, but...it tore us apart. That was three months back, and ever since I’ve wondered what would have happened if we had gotten married. It would have been...well, a little bit of a disaster. A lot of a disaster.”

Sophia hadn’t meant to let Eli on to the fact that there was trouble in her relationship, and part of her felt terrible. He had read her like a book. She had been making it too obvious, and now she was paying the price in guilt. But at the same time...there was another part of her that liked having everything out in the open. She hadn’t even gone to her friends with her worries about her relationship with Harold, but now here she was telling a random stranger about it instead. Why did she trust him so much? “That sounds really rough,” she said, twirling a lock of her hair around her finger, looking out the window, suddenly as nervous as a fifteen-year-old girl on a first date. “I think our relationship is a little like yours would have been, in that we have different priorities. I want romance. I want passion. I want…” she blushed, “I want sex. And Harold wants...I don’t know what he wants. He wants a sexy wife five years younger than him, and he wants a stable job, and he wants to just, you know, exist for the rest of his life. I’m sorry, I’m making this about me. You were telling your story.”

The light changed, and Eli accelerated. “No, no, it’s fine. I’m over that girl. I wish her the best, but, well, we weren’t made to be. But you and your husband, huh? What do you think you’re going to do?”

Sophia studied her fingernails. “I...I don’t know.” She laughed. “Isn’t it awful? Here I am, bad-mouthing my own husband to a complete stranger. He and I have been married for ten years! Ten years tonight. And I don’t...the thought of leaving makes me afraid, and it makes me feel like a terrible person. But the thought of staying, of spending my life with him? That makes me feel...empty.”

He frowned. “I’m kind of an open book, you know? I just spit out my feelings. I think you might be that kind of person too. Maybe we’ll never see each other again, right? In that case, it hardly matters what you say to me right now. I wouldn’t worry about it. But more importantly...ten years tonight? It’s your anniversary?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Some anniversary, huh? Well, we did go out to dinner, and, well, do other things you would expect on an anniversary. But now I’m leaving at midnight to go look at the stars, like I’m waiting for my prince. It’s almost like a bad movie or something.”

“You know,” said Eli, “I don’t know very much about relationships. But I’ve heard that, sometimes, people need to do these things, even when they’re married to someone they really do love. Maybe you’re just at home too much, thinking about him. If he’s a career-focused guy, he’s probably not thinking about you quite as often, right? So if you went out and did more stuff, that might fix up the, you know, romantic feng shui.”

Sophia laughed. “You really are a writer. Romantic feng shui? Really?” Then she looked down. “You do have a point. But...I can’t have that kind of relationship. I think that’s why things aren’t as close between us as they once were. I need to touch and hold and speak to the person I love, and he...well, I’m sure there’s a picture of me on his desk at work. But that’s where it ends. When he’s at home, I’m still the picture on the desk. It’s like I’m not there. He’s filing reports, or checking his email, anything to avoid talking to me. When we do talk, he’s sweet and kind, just like the man I married, so that’s why I feel bad…”

He nodded. “Sounds like you’re not really on the same wavelength, then. I mean, look at me, I’m a taxi driver with no girlfriend who lives in a shitty apartment, so I don’t feel great giving you life advice. But that does seem like a good angle to approach your guys’ relationship from. What you need, what he needs, and how you can make sure you’re both getting what you want from the relationship.”

“Yeah,” she said, “and I’m not getting that. Not at all. I think he is, because he’s never said anything, but then neither have I. But if he really is content in the relationship, then that...that just makes it worse.” She felt tears coming on, rising up towards her eyes. “I...when I think about...about…” she gulped, “leaving him, I feel like a monster. He never did anything to me! He’s been perfectly sweet. And here I go, ruining everything, like a crazy bitch!” Sobs racked her body as she tried desperately to hold them in, to stop this outburst, to keep her mascara from running, to maintain the facade she’d had up for the better part of a decade, but it wasn’t working anymore. This taxi driver boy had somehow broken all of that down in less than twenty minutes of conversation. What strange power did he have over her? How had they connected so shockingly fast?

Eli put a hand on her shoulder. “That whole question is one that I think you need to answer for yourself. Word of advice, though, from a guy who has a lot less experience in the world than you do, so you probably shouldn’t take it, but...I don’t think that you’re a crazy bitch for thinking about what you need in a relationship. Your husband is clearly thinking about what he needs. He doesn’t need a second person to do that for him, does he?”

For a few minutes, neither of them said anything. Slowly, the tears began to ebb, and Sophia brought herself more and more under control. But she knew, deep within herself, that the shell that she had constructed for herself wouldn’t be easy to return to. Eli...he knew everything now. Then, at last, they pulled up to the lookout.

The view was just as gorgeous as Sophia had hoped it would be. The scrub-covered hillside, hidden in the darkness, tumbled down into neighborhoods far below. Her eye was drawn to the skyline, the buildings that marched higher and higher until they finally reached their peak into the financial district. Beyond that, she thought she could see a glimmer of the ocean, but it was impossible to tell in the darkness. Though the orange glow of the city blocked out most of the night sky, a few of the brighter stars twinkled in the sky, reminding her, perhaps, of something larger than herself.

For a moment longer, they sat in silence, and then Eli looked over at her. “Well, I guess this is your stop.”

Sophia dried the last of her tears, then shook her head. “No, I can’t...I’m sorry, I can’t let you go yet. This is…”

He nodded. “I get it.” There was another silence. “Hey, do you want to maybe...get out and get a better view?”

“That...that sounds good,” she said. They got out of the car and headed over to the railing. There really was a better view from there. They could see the San Gabriel mountains looming in the distance, and the ocean was definitely visible now. A cool breeze was blowing, banishing the last of the heat of the June day, and Sophia filled her lungs with it, letting her sadness slip away as she breathed out. Even though this hadn’t worked out like she’d expected it to, going to the lookout had been a very good idea.

She was very keenly aware of how close Eli was standing to her. There was a part of her mind, the worried, guilty part, that wanted him to go away, to leave her with her thoughts, to let her stand here alone and then return to her husband. But a bigger part of her didn’t want that, not yet. Sophia barely understood what was happening. How could she...how could she be standing here with a man who wasn’t her husband? How could she be enjoying it so much?

“Do you see the stars?” asked Eli, softly, voice barely audible over the breeze. It was hard to break the silence in front of the majesty of the view, under the weight of the darkness.

“Yeah,” she said. “They’re - they’re what I came here for.”

“Sometimes,” said Eli, “I feel like moving here was a mistake. Not always. But...sometimes. When I start to feel like that, it’s always because I’ve been looking at the stars. There are so few of them here, and when I see that, I think about home.”

“Where’s home for you?” she asked.

“An hour out of San Francisco. Some nights there are so many stars that it’s hard to find a big dark patch of sky.” He fell silent.

“That sounds amazing,” she said. “But even the few you can see here...they’re beautiful. More beautiful than anything else in this entire city.”

“Yeah,” he said, gazing towards her. “I think so too.”

There was another silence, another minute or two of contemplation as they looked out over the city, and then Sophia felt Eli’s arm wrapping around her shoulders. At first, she froze, surprised and confused, but his arm was so strong, so warm, so comforting, that it was awfully easy to forget all about Harold and their dead little house and their dead little marriage and instead think about Eli, who was so very, wonderfully alive, so she relaxed again, feeling the weight of his arm on her, exulting in the sensation of closeness.

In that moment, Sophia came to a decision. She couldn’t live without that feeling, that wonderful feeling, any longer. She needed to do what she needed to do. If she needed Harold, she would keep him, but right now...right now she didn’t need him at all. Her heart was elsewhere. She tilted her head to the side and allowed it to rest on Eli’s firm shoulder, listening to his heartbeat, safe and warm and utterly at peace.

“Sophia…” murmured Eli. “I…”

“You don’t need to say anything,” said Sophia, looking up at him. “Nothing at all. Just let this moment go on forever and ever.”

“You’re right,” he said, leaning down and kissing her. As their lips met, passion, unexpected, almost violent, began to swirl in her heart. It was a feeling she had nearly forgotten, one she hadn’t experienced for nearly ten years, and now it was back, back stronger than it had ever been. She felt herself melting in his embrace, feeling his breath rise and fall, the swirl of emotion within him clearly just as strong as it was within her. This moment, she felt, was the thing her entire life had been leading up to...and, an hour ago, she would never have guessed that it was coming. It was like something from a romance novel, something she had never believed could happen to her.

Sophia came up gasping for air and then pressed her lips onto his once more, chasing the electric feeling of connection that came when they were locked in a kiss. She lost control after a moment and moaned, the sheer intensity of the sensation pushing her past her limits, tearing away all pretense of restraint.

And then Eli’s tongue pushed into her mouth, entwining with her own, deepening their physical connection and asking Sophia a wordless question: what do you want next? There was a part of her, the same scared, guilty part of her, that wanted to push him away, not for her but for Harold, but she wasn’t about to abandon her new resolution so quickly. Maybe Harold wouldn’t have approved, but he was also asleep at home, senseless to his wife’s midnight tryst. What mattered was what she thought. To find this out, she searched within herself, brought out her feelings one by one, studied them...and found only desire.

If there was fear inside her, or shame, or revulsion, they were only emotions that she felt on Harold’s behalf, and those were emotions, she now realized, that she felt towards Harold, towards the man who had kept her imprisoned for so long in a cage of sexlessness, all so that he himself could feel better about the life he led. Well, she thought, fuck that. Decision made, her tongue dove into Eli’s mouth, giving back what he had given to her, an enthusiastic consent to the illicit journey they were about to embark on.

He pulled away and looked her in the eye. “Do you really want this? To leave your comfortable little cage? To give it all up for a man you just met, a man two-thirds your age?”

She nodded. “I’ve never wanted anything more. Never in my life.”

Eli took her hand. “Then let’s head back to my place. But I’ll warn you now - I’m different in bed than I am on the streets. On the streets, I’m a friendly, approachable guy. In bed, when I want something,” he leaned down next to her ear, “I take it. This is your last chance to back out.”

Sophia’s pussy, already slightly wet, got much wetter at his sudden change of tone, this sign that he would truly be everything that Harold wasn’t, that he would be a man who enjoyed sex as much as she did. “I’m not going to back out,” she said, looking up at him, a look of determination crossing her face. “I’m ready.”

They got back into the car, and Eli backed out of the parking lot and headed off down the street. Neither of them said much; both were processing what had just happened, and what they had both promised to do. Sophia felt a little uncertain, a little bit afraid of the consequences that what she’d just done would have for her relationship with Harold. But that was a battle she would have had to fight at some point anyway, Eli or no Eli. And...Eli was gorgeous. He was young. He was strong. He had all the energy that had been missing from her life, and she wanted to feed off of that energy, to feel like she was truly alive.

Eventually, Eli took an exit off of the freeway and into a mixed area full of liquor stores and strip clubs, but also some low apartment buildings. He pulled into the parking lot of one of these, which looked like it had been converted from a motel. They got out and headed into the lobby, which was old and a little bit dingy, and then down a hall to Eli’s apartment. He unlocked the door and motioned her inside. “Ladies first.”

Sophia was pleasantly surprised. The place was very clean, with brightly-colored furniture and plenty of lighting that made up for the small windows and old fixtures. She had been expecting a bachelor pad with a single recliner and a video game console, but Eli clearly had some interior-decoration skills. “This is actually really nice.”

“Like it? It took some work. I made most of the furniture.” He folded his arms, standing proudly in the middle of the space.

“Really?” asked Sophia. The only thing that Harold had ever made in a DIY project was a call to 911 after breaking his thumb with a hammer. There was something incredibly attractive, almost sexy, about a man who knew what he wanted from a space and had the skills to make that a reality.

“Damn right. Even though I’m self-taught, I’m pretty good at hard, sweaty work. Especially the kind that requires...skills.”

“Oh?” she asked. Well, Eli was a horny bastard. As if she had the right to judge. “What kind of skills?”

“Well, you know,” he said. “Just a talent for...doing things. Here, why don’t you come on back? I’d be happy to show you.”

“I’d be delighted to see a demonstration,” said Sophia, grinning. She took his hand and they headed back to the bedroom, a small but cozy space with colorful curtains and some tasteful wall art.

Then, as they stood next to the bed, Eli turned to face her. “That’s the wrong attitude to be having, you know.”

“Wrong attitude?” she asked, confused.

“Yeah,” said Eli, his voice lowering. “Delight doesn’t factor into this. I won’t give you anything,” he was whispering in her ear now, “nothing except pure, unbridled pleasure.”

Sophia wrapped her arms around him, breathing heavily, hugely aroused. “I want it now.”

Eli delivered a sudden, stinging slap to her sizable ass. His voice changed from a sultry whisper to a low growl. “I don’t care what you want...bitch. By the end of the night, you’ll be a whimpering puddle of pleasure. But it won’t be your choice. It’ll happen whether you want it to or not. Tonight...I take you.”

Sophia moaned as her naked pussy began to drip. This was too much. Suddenly, his lips met hers once more, but where before his kisses had been romantic, sultry, soft, this one was now fierce, passionate, powerful. Again and again, he drove his tongue into her mouth, pushing hers aside in his quest to invade her, to dominate her more thoroughly than she’d ever been dominated before. When he did come up for air, she was left gasping, disoriented, totally out of her element, awash with sensation.

And then she felt his hands on her chest, undoing the buttons on her overcoat, pushing it slowly off of her shoulders. All of a sudden, it fell away, her body was on display for him, and the sight seemed to make him even fiercer, propelled even more by an animalistic drive to take what was his, to make her...to make her his bitch. The thought drove even more heat to her pussy, and she wondered how much longer he would make her wait for real pleasure. Probably it would be long enough to drive her completely insane.

“Nothing under the overcoat, bitch?” he whispered. “That’s something that a nasty slut would do. So you’re a nasty slut. And do you know what happens to nasty sluts around here?”

“Are...are they punished?” asked Sophia, letting a note of timidness slip into her voice, knowing that it would drive him crazy. There were two parts to be played here, after all.

“You’re a smart one. Yes, slut, bitches like you get punished. And that starts now.” He slapped her ass again, in the exact same place as last time, the pain magnified by the soreness that still lingered.

Sophia gasped. “Oh, fuck! Punish me, daddy!” She surprised herself with the words, but they came as naturally as breathing. She felt the awakening of something within her, something that had always desired to submit, to be held down and fucked, to be filled with the seed of a man who could overpower her easily, who could make her scream with pleasure. And that man, she now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt, was Eli. She was his bitch. She would always be hit bitch. And it was time for him to take her.

Another slap fell onto her ass, harder now, and his teeth moved to her ear, nibbling, the tickling sensation combining with the pain from the slap to deliver an incredible feeling of eroticism. And his clothes weren’t even off yet. He planted a trail of kisses down her ear, her neck, her chest, and she waited for the stimulation that would come when he locked his lips onto her nipple, but it didn’t arrive quite yet. Instead, he moved across the tops of her breasts, leaving her groaning with anticipation until, at last, his lips locked onto her left nipple just as he slapped the same spot on her ass yet again. She yelped, the pure sensation rocking her as his tongue began to dance around her nipple, coaxing more pleasure from the nerve endings there than she had ever thought possible. It was clear now that Eli was an artist, but his true canvas wasn’t the movie screenplay; it was her willing, eager body, object of his desire, toy for his pleasure.

His left hand came up and grabbed her other nipple, and then he began to play her like some kind of instrument, licking and twisting her nipples in time with the slaps he was delivering to her ass, which burned now, burned in the most pleasurable way imaginable. The worse it hurt, the better it felt, and Sophia could barely even gasp, she was so turned on. This man was...she had never imagined that sex could be this good.

But then he changed the pace once more, lips moving down off her nipple, tracing a line down her midriff, slowing down as he circled her navel and approached her hips. She wanted, needed him to get to her pussy. She had never been more desperate for anything in her life. Reaching out a hand, she tried to push his head down. Instantly, the kisses stopped, as did the working of his fingers on her nipple. “What did you just do, slut?”

“I - I’m sorry, I...wanted you to get down to my naughty pussy...daddy,” she added the word as a sort of peace offering, but she could tell that it hadn’t worked.

A hard slap landed on her ass, and she whimpered. “That’s not how this fucking works, you dumb slut,” he growled. “I make the rules. I do what I want with you. You’re allowed only to feel good. What you want doesn’t matter.”

“I’m s-sorry, Daddy,” moaned Sophia. After a moment, Eli got back to work, but now he was moving more slowly than before; it was a just punishment for her bad behavior, she reflected bitterly. His kisses worked their way down, slowly, steadily down her body, down her crotch. Suddenly, he placed a hand on her stomach and shoved her backwards onto the bed; her pussy was now wide open for whatever he wanted to do with it.

But even still he seemed reluctant to give her what she wanted. He traced a line around her labia with his tongue, leaving her quivering with anticipation, but he never made his move, never attacked her needy pussy. And waiting was getting harder and harder. He was kissing up and down the inside of her thighs, but that wasn’t what she needed at all; she wanted his tongue, and she wanted it now. Her need, her desire, was so strong that she wanted to scream.

Then, at last, his tongue formed a spear shape and jabbed into her pussy. She groaned at the sudden sensation, the sudden burst of intense pleasure, but before she could process what was happening, his hands began to roughly maul her tits, grabbing and kneading handfuls of boobflesh, pain and pleasure mixing into one overwhelming, nearly-orgasmic feeling.

Eli was just getting started. His tongue alternated between plunging deep into her pussy and zigzagging across the tender opening, the latter giving her a wonderful sensation that went with the spearings like peanut butter and chocolate. All the while, he pulled and abused her tits, the pain building as she felt them beginning to bruise, but that only made it better.

Just when Sophia was getting used to Eli’s ministrations, he changed it up, bringing a hand down to her pussy and inserting first one finger, then two, delving them deep inside her, finding places that she had no name for, that she had never imagined existed, but that felt so, so good when he reached them. At the same time, his tongue switched to her clit, circling it, just barely grazing it, letting the sensitive nub send waves of pleasure through her.

The triple attack, the sensations of being fingered, of being licked, of having her tits abused, mixed together like a cocktail at one of the expensive bars downtown, the stimulation playing into itself, magnifying itself like an echo in a cave. She drew breath in shallow gasps, so intense was the pleasure, and she wasn’t even cumming yet.

But that was very close at hand. The waves of ecstasy that swirled through her body were building, filling some secret place inside of her, growing in intensity. She felt herself burning up, the heat of the moment threatening to boil over. Eli’s fingers and tongue, especially, were drawing out a sensation that she couldn’t describe and had never experienced, a sensation that was nearly driving her insane. She could barely move, only tremble as he played with her body, exploring her hidden areas, plunging her depths -

And then his finger did something inside of her, something she couldn’t describe, but it was enough. The dam burst inside of her, a huge wave of pleasure rocking her. It was so incredibly intense that for a split second she was afraid she might die right there, thighs vibrating, muscles contracting. She realized that she was screaming, a sound of pure, overwhelming, terrifying ecstasy that escaped from her throat and filled the room. She wished that the moment could last forever.

At last, she collapsed, gasping, onto the bed, pleasure still emanating from her pussy, flowing through her body, but a little bit less now. What had...what had Eli done to her? Vaguely, she became aware that he was taking off his shirt. “You liked that, huh, bitch?”

“O-oh fuck,” she groaned. Speaking was still difficult.

“Seemed like you had a pretty good time. But now it’s my turn to party. After all, I think you owe me one.” He threw his shirt aside and unbuttoned his jeans. “I wanna fuck that pretty married mouth of yours real quick.”

“Yes, daddy,” said Sophia obediently, turning around on the bed so that her head faced his cock. The word married brought a new wetness to her pussy. It was true, wasn’t it? She was cheating. She was a cheater. If this were the Old Testament, she could be stoned for that. Oh, God, that was so hot.

Eli pulled his briefs down, slowly revealing his cock, a thick tool that made her mouth water. It wasn’t huge, not so large that she feared for her pussy, but she would be able to feel something when he fucked her. How messed up was that, that her sex life hadn’t risen to that low, low bar before? But now...now she didn’t have to worry about that anymore. Now she only had to think about Eli’s meat, and how much, how goddamn much she wanted it in her mouth right that instant. It had some kind of hypnotic effect on her; she’d only given a half-dozen blowjobs in her life, but for some reason, it just felt right to worship his cock, to serve it, to bow down to it and be dominated by it. And the blowjob...it was part of that.

Finally, his hard, throbbing cock sprang out of his boxers and pointed directly at her. The time was now. She reached forwards and began to rub it, gently teasing its length with her fingers, exulting in the feeling of it in her hand, the meatiness, the weight of his pole. She wasn’t as skilled as he was, but she was pretty sure she knew what to do, and, anyway, he was sure to tell her if it felt good or not.

She leaned forwards and licked the length of his cock, tracing her tongue all the way down to the base and back up the other side. At the same time, she began to massage his balls, gently, gently, but enough to amplify and accentuate the pleasure she was delivering with her mouth. His breathing got heavier, a sure sign that she was doing all right.

But it was time to up the tempo. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, beginning to suck him, gently, cautiously, trying not to go too fast. The tip of her tongue traced swirls around the end of his rod as she slowly took him deeper, making it to the halfway point until she decided to stop again, enjoying the taste of him in her mouth, the feeling of his heartbeat that she could feel, faintly, in his manhood.

Eli placed his hand on the back of her head, a casual gesture, but it was one that drove her absolutely wild; that sense of being dominated, controlled, was nearly too much for her to handle. To thank him, and to obey his implicit command, she went a little deeper, soon hitting just about her limit as she pleasured most of the length of his cock.

That was when he began, gently, to thrust. Even though it was an aggressive move, and he was aiming to pleasure himself, the thrusts weren’t too much to handle for Sophia, and he was clearly thinking about her as well. That was what was so sexy about Eli; even with all his tough talk, calling her names as he dominated her, he had her in mind the whole time. As a lover, he left little to be desired.

For a minute or two, they stayed like that, her head bobbing in time with the motions of his body. The feeling of his cock in her mouth was satisfying in a completely different way than getting licked had been, and while her pussy was crying out, eager to be filled, she was happy to let this go on for as long as Eli wanted. After all, it was only fair, after the miracles he’d worked for her.

Suddenly, he pushed her head off his cock, gasping. “Fuck, slut, you almost made me cum, and we hadn’t even gotten to the main course!”

Sophia smiled mischievously. “Did you like that, daddy?”

“That was fucking great,” said Eli, “but I think you were getting a little too comfortable. Give me a second here.” He pulled a condom out of a drawer and ripped the packaging open with his teeth. “You know, you can’t go back after this,” he said, grinning. “After I slip my cock into your pussy, you’re a cheater for sure. And every time you look at your husband, you’ll think of my cock pounding you.”

It was true. Sophia was about to let Eli take her, let him take the thing that she’d never given Harold; the chance to make her cum through fucking her pussy. This wasn’t the right thing to do, not at all, and even if she didn’t want to stay married to Harold, it was wrong to do this to him. She searched within herself for the answer; it would have to be her final answer.

Soon, she realized that she didn’t care. There wasn’t one single atom of her being that worried about what would happen if Harold found out, about how he would feel. Oh yes, he had been nice to her, but nice didn’t mean caring. If he had been caring, he would have asked her whether their relationship was working for her, whether their sex life was working for her; these were things he had never bothered to do. Loyalty was about love, after all, and Sophia was quickly realizing that she didn’t love Harold at all. So she looked up at Eli. “I don’t care. I want your cock, daddy. Fuck me raw.”

“Careful what you wish for, slut,” said Eli, slipping the condom on. He climbed up on the bed behind her and lifted her ass up, getting ready to go in doggystyle. Sophia had never done doggy, but seeing Eli braced on the bed behind her, hands on her hips, was a sight that drove her wild. She couldn’t wait for him to push into her, but she knew better than to beg. She just had to trust that he wanted it as much as she did.

And then, finally, she felt the tip of his cock sliding into her pussy. The feeling was incredible; after so much foreplay, she had never been more ready to go, and her pussy seemed to be hypersensitive, incredibly responsive to anything he chose to do. As he pushed further inside, there was no pain, just pleasure, pleasure radiating through her like she’d never felt from being penetrated. It wasn’t quite as good as Eli’s tongue yet, but the simple fact that she was feeling something was completely beyond her experience, a reality totally new to her.

His cock penetrated further into her, reaching deeper and deeper, stimulating places deep within her, and she gasped. This felt right. Eli’s meat was like a nub on a puzzle piece, sliding into a missing part of her, completing the picture. God, it felt so right. How had she ever lived without this?

Slowly, he began to thrust, starting gently but soon reaching a good rhythm. She had feared that he would jackhammer her poor pussy, and expected him to at least be pretty rough, but he was at the perfect speed, reaching a little deeper with each thrust. Now the pleasure began to truly build inside of her, beat by beat. Though she was still faintly buzzing with the residue of the last orgasm, she felt herself on the path to another, something she had never experienced before.

All of a sudden, his cock hit something deep inside of her, sending a burst of pleasure through her whole being. Whatever he was doing was something she had never known was possible. Whatever he was hitting was a part of herself that she had never known to exist. And it felt so, so good. Blasts of sensation went spiraling through her being with every thrust, Eli’s thick tool working some kind of magic on her, leaving her gasping, her breathing shallow. The orgasm that was coming...even now, when she was still a ways off, she knew it was going to be powerful, so powerful that she was a little afraid. Even though she’d had the best orgasm of her life just a few minutes before, this one promised to be better.

And then a slap came down on her ass. She hadn’t been expecting it and yelped as it struck the same raw, abused area of her flesh. “What’s the matter, bitch? Forgot who was boss here? Forgot that you were being punished?” The pain and Eli’s dirty talk just made the experience so much better. She couldn’t muster a response, only a moan, but successive slaps started to land on her vulnerable backside, timed with the thrusts to amplify her pleasure to the greatest possible degree.

It was getting to be too much to handle. She was climbing a mountain with Eli, and they would probably reach the summit together - but each thrust of his was bringing her further and further, closer and closer to the peak, and they were climbing faster and faster. Maybe it was because she had already orgasmed, but this next one was going to come more easily. Groaning, she braced herself, grabbing handfuls of the sheets, pushing herself back onto him.

Then the orgasm came. It was more powerful than before, a cascading torrent of pleasure, overwhelming any semblance of control she had over her body. She shook as blasts of ecstasy tore through her, a low, long groan instead of a scream escaping her lips. Dimly, she was aware that Eli’s cock was twitching inside her, and that his thrusting had slowed down; he was probably cumming too. That thought made her pleasure better, the sensations, which were now fading into a warm afterglow, more pleasant, almost romantic. Breathing heavily, she collapsed forwards onto the bed as Eli pulled his cock out of her. “Oh...fuck.”

“Did you have a good time?” asked Eli, his domineering manner replaced by his more usual sweet, caring one. “I feel really bad if I get off but my partner doesn’t.”

“Were you...were you here a few seconds ago?” asked Sophia, still panting. “That was...that was the best sex of my life. That was...if there was a god of sex, that would be the sex they’d have all day. That was unbelievable.”

“Good,” said Eli. “I definitely had a good time too. Wanna go...get cleaned up?”

Sophia definitely did, if it involved being in a shower stall with Eli, and that was exactly how it panned out. They washed each other off, spending longer than strictly necessary letting the hot water run over them. More than once, Eli pulled her in for a kiss, which felt just as nice as it had at the lookout.

But, eventually, it was time to get out and dry off. “Do you want me to bring you home?” asked Eli, motioning towards the door. “I mean...I want to see you again, if you’re okay with that. But you should probably...deal with your husband, right?”

She laughed. “Yeah, I have to figure that out. But isn’t this crazy? I mean, I would never have thought I was the kind of person who would do this...and yet, here I am, and I would do it again in a heartbeat. I can’t believe how good that was. But...imagine if I had gotten a different driver. None of this would have happened.”

Eli nodded. “I guess it was fate.”

“Yeah, fate,” said Sophia, slipping on her overcoat. This wasn’t going to be an easy few days; she knew that. But she wasn’t going to be a scumbag and hide the affair from her husband. She had to tell him and then cut things off. Through the whole difficult process, she’d at least have Eli to support her, to give her the assurance that the path she had chosen was, if nothing else, the least-worst one. Though she wasn’t sure where she wanted to go next, what she wanted to do, she felt the exhilaration of freedom flowing through her. It was a feeling she’d almost forgotten. She felt a buzz in her pocket; it was a notification from Zuber, asking her to “rate her ride.” Smiling, she opened the app and put in a five-star review.


Better as a Bimbo

Melissa sighed. Life as a college student wasn’t quite what she had hoped it would be. Sure, she had expected work, but...this was not what she had signed up for. In one night, she had to do 250 pages of reading, a ten-page paper, and a thorny calculus problem set. And for what? She had always wanted to major in biochemistry, to be the force behind new discoveries, to save lives with medical treatments she would help to create, but if it was going to be like this…

She had come to Roberts University already a bit burned out. High school had been such a drag, and she’d put so much pressure on herself to get into the best college she possibly could, but the Ivy League had remained far out of reach, and the best she could get was Roberts. It wasn’t a name school, but it had a decent STEM program, and she’d gotten a scholarship, so it was going to be a decent stepping stone to the future. She’d kind of hoped, though, that she would get a bit of a break freshman year, a chance to reorient herself and figure out what she really cared about.

But that hadn’t happened. What was worse, everyone else here seemed to be the same way, washed up at Roberts University after failing to get in somewhere better, and they were all smarter than she was. Even though her grades were good, she constantly felt inadequate, less-than. Now she was hurrying back from the cafeteria, coffee in hand, hoping against hope that the caffeine would give her enough energy to stay up until her work was done, but knowing that there was no way that it would. Where had she gone wrong? Was the entire rest of her life going to be like this?

Climbing the steps up to the door of her residential hall, she fumbled for her keycard with her free hand, but bending over to do this led her to lose her grip on the coffee cup. It fell to the ground, splattering brown liquid goodness all over the ground. Melissa cursed and picked up the now-empty cup and lid, tossing them in a garbage can. That had been her only chance to stay awake and finish her work, and now it was gone. Walking back to the cafeteria seemed like a huge pain. She would just push through it without caffeine.

She unlocked the door and plodded up the stairs. Successive sleepless nights had drained nearly all the energy from her limbs, and the ascent to the fourth floor seemed like it was taking hours. Finally, though, she reached the top and stumbled down the hall to her room.

That was funny. There was a cardboard package leaning against her door. From its size, she guessed that it was a pair of shoes, or maybe a textbook, but she hadn’t ordered anything online, and even if she had, it would have arrived at the mailroom. That was nearly a half hour walk across campus away, so she wasn’t complaining if someone had brought it around for her, but it was pretty weird. And weren’t students supposed to report suspicious abandoned items?

Still, though, she felt her curiosity stir as she looked at the package. Surely it wouldn’t hurt to just peek inside, right? Then she would close it back up and report it. She picked the box up and unlocked the door to her room, waiting until it was shut behind her to begin picking the tape off.

When the last of the tape was ripped away, she upended the box over her bed, and a few items fell out. First, and excitingly, was a tube labeled “CAFFEINE TABLETS” in large pink block letters. She could stay up late after all. Second was a white lingerie set, which was incredibly weird. Melissa had never worn lingerie, but it looked like approximately her size, which was a strange coincidence. The last two items, and the most noticeable, were a large black dildo and a small bottle of lube labeled “extra-strength.” Why...who had...blushing furiously, she threw everything back into the box. She was now convinced that there had been some mistake, that someone else at the school - God only knew who - had ordered those things online, and that they had somehow ended up at her door.

She looked at the package again. It was just a plain cardboard box, with no markings of any kind, not even a shipping label. The mystery deepened. Still, her interest in the mysterious dildo box was waning, since there was still a mountain of homework she had to get a start on.

* * *

Hours later, after a quick dinner of granola bars and Gatorade, Melissa felt her energy failing. She had done the paper, extremely poorly, and the calculus problem set, but now there was the reading. It was an extremely dense report by an Imperial Russian bureaucrat on living conditions in Bukhara in 1890, and even looking at the title page made her want to pass out right then and there. But there would be a quiz on it the next day, and she had to at least skim it.

Once more, she thought of the caffeine pills. Whoever the package was for would never know that she had taken it and opened it, so she would probably get away with taking them. She went over to the box and grabbed the plastic bottle of pills. There was no information on the label except for the usual Supplement Facts label and an instruction to “take one per day.” But all they had in them was a little bit of caffeine, so...they were probably safe, right? What was the worst that could happen? Melissa got a pill out and swallowed it dry, praying for the effects to kick in quickly.

Fifteen minutes later, she was buzzing with energy, flying through the report, pages of notes flowing from her pen. Whatever they’d put in those pills was making her feel great, totally on top of things and ready to take on the world. Though skimming a reading of that length would usually have taken her at least three hours, she flew through it in just an hour and a half. It was still early enough in the night that she even got a jump on the next day’s homework, whizzing through more math problems at record speed.

It was funny, though; the caffeine from drinking a cup of coffee usually kept her going for at least four hours, but the caffeine pill began to wear off after just two. Maybe it was a lower dose, but that didn’t explain why the high was higher than from coffee. Quickly, drowsiness overtook her, clouding her mind and dulling her senses. She didn’t really want to take another pill; it was time to go to bed. Pulling off her clothes, she turned off the light and fell into the messy nest that covered her mattress, bundling herself into the blankets as sleep quickly took her.

* * *

Melissa had strange dreams that night. She found herself floating in a vast space, an unsettlingly enormous cavern with walls covered in geometric shapes, triangles and squares and pentagons dancing in endless motion, everything stained a deep shade of pink. An indistinguishable whispering sound echoed through the room, but she could make out very few of the words, and those that she did hear seemed to be gibberish.

She awoke feeling confused and groggy. Even though she’d gotten a decent amount of sleep, the vivid dreams made her wonder whether it had been that restful. Maybe it was just Monday morning working its usual magic on her. Getting ready for the day would be easier if she had some more energy...she remembered the caffeine pills and grabbed the bottle, popping one down her throat. It had said to take one per day, but Melissa had slept in between pills, so that probably counted as enough time, right? She hopped into the shower, and almost before she was done washing, the energy began to flow through her body once more. It felt good. She wondered whether they were really just caffeine.

After getting ready, she was heading out when she ran into Allen in the hallway. He was her next door neighbor, and they chatted sometimes, but weren’t close friends or anything. Allen was on the football team, and he had a habit of wearing tight T-shirts that made her feel faint. Privately, Melissa had always thought that he was cute, but she’d never had the confidence or the emotional energy to make a move. When he saw her, he perked up, as if he’d been waiting to ask her about something. “Hey, Melissa. There was a weird package outside your door yesterday, and I was gonna tell you about it, but then it was gone. Did you get rid of it?”

“Oh, um,” said Melissa, “yeah, I...reported it to campus security. It’s good to, you know, make sure everything is safe.” She worried that the lie was obvious, but she felt an inexplicable need to keep the truth about the pills hidden, at least for the time being.

“Yeah, totally,” said Allen. A strange look crossed his face, but only briefly. “Well, have a good day.”

“You too,” she said, starting down the hallway once again.

She grabbed a quick breakfast at the cafeteria, and then went to the first of many classes that day. Even though she was busy, she didn’t feel nearly as stressed or overwhelmed as usual, and even found herself chatting with a few of her classmates. The social anxiety that sometimes paralyzed her was nearly undetectable that day for some reason.

Class after class went by, and she put in some of her best work all year. The quiz in History seemed to be far easier than usual, and she was even able to make some insightful comments in the various discussion sections she attended. Calculus, which had always been her bane, felt manageable, even easy. The pills seemed to be giving her academic superpowers.

After lunch, Melissa noticed her energy levels beginning to fade once again. The high had lasted longer this time, four hours instead of two, but she would have to get through the rest of the day without that boost. Sleepiness crept into her mind, fogging her senses, and it was all she could do to stay awake through her English Lit class. She was usually a little bit drowsy after eating, but this seemed worse than normal.

At last, the class let out and she made her way back to her dorm. Even though her mind was cloudy, and her limbs felt heavy, she didn’t adopt her usual end-of-the-day shuffling gait. Instead, she found herself striding down the paths, buoyed partly by increased confidence; She’d destroyed that day of classes, even if she’d slowed down at the end a bit, and now she would destroy her homework - or, at least, what little was left of it after the extra work she’d put in the night before. When she arrived at her dorm building, she hurried to her room, sat down at the desk, and got to work.

But it was no use. Confidence and a newfound sense of accomplishment couldn’t clear the haze that seemed to be filtering into her brain. Even though her work should only have taken three or four hours, she was still sitting at the desk at eight, staring at another History reading, wondering what had changed. It was impossible to stay focused; her eyes simply skipped over the words as she read, and then she would lose concentration entirely after only a paragraph or two, retaining nothing at all. This was even worse than the night before.

Melissa glanced at the pill bottle, still in the cardboard box. It had said only one per day, but...it had been a long time, right? Twelve hours? Surely she could get away with that. She twisted off the cap and popped another of the small pink pills into her mouth.

About fifteen minutes later, her body filled with energy once more, vigor flowing into her limbs. She felt alert, although, oddly, not all of the fog had quite lifted in her mind. Maybe it would take longer for that to happen. She set to reading, and the pages flew by. While she wasn’t quite as fast as she had been the night before, she did manage to finish three hours’ worth of work in just two.

At ten p.m., she put down her work and headed over to bed; though her body still felt energetic, buzzing from the effects of the pills, her brainpower was fading fast, and she could no longer focus on anything except the drowsiness in her mind.

But sleep didn’t come. The caffeine, or whatever else was in the pills, seemed to be preventing her body from relaxing properly, and she tossed and turned. Stranger still, and she noticed this only gradually, but...her pussy was getting wet, begging for attention. Her sex drive had never been high, so why was it picking up now, after a long, stress-inducing night of homework?

Still, she hadn’t gotten off in over a week, and maybe cumming would be a good way to blow off the nervous energy. Slowly, her hand crept down into her panties, sliding across her pubic mound and beginning to rub her clit. The sensation was stronger than normal, and she felt a gasp escape her lips as she played with herself, fingers dancing over her most sensitive parts. At last, she thrust a finger into her pussy. Usually, she couldn’t cum from penetration, but she felt like that might be different at the moment, like the tingle of pleasure from inserting just one finger was strong enough to warrant exploring further.

A second finger joined the first, ever-so-slowly snaking its way into her hole, pushing past the resistance of her opening. Combined with the buzz of pleasure from her clit, this sensation, of being pushed into, stretched slightly, was very enjoyable, and Melissa began to work herself harder, toying with herself in a way that she hadn’t in a long time. The pleasure began to flow through her, and her breathing became heavier, her heartbeat faster.

She knew, though, that it wasn’t going to be enough. There was a hunger deep inside of her, a hunger to be penetrated, filled, fucked by something longer and thicker than a finger. She thought of the dildo in the box, and the bottle of lube next to it. Though she would never normally have considered using it, desperate times called for desperate measures. She grabbed it, squirted a liberal amount of the slippery goo onto the shaft, and positioned it at the entrance to her pussy.

Melissa took a deep breath. She’d never been penetrated by anything this big, and besides, putting the dildo in now would mean surrendering to whatever this sensation was within her, this mysterious, burning, uncontrollable lust. One the one hand, that was a scary thought...on the other hand, she really needed this. Slowly, gingerly, she began to push the toy into her.

There was pain at the beginning, enough that she almost considered giving up, but once more of the thick silicon rod was inside of her, the pain began to yield to pleasure, a constant buzz of pleasure from being penetrated, of having something bigger than she could really handle forced into her. God, it felt good. She began to pump it in and out, cautiously at first but then faster and faster once the pleasure only increased, the sensation of being fucked filling her with excitement. In and out, in and out, faster and faster, and now she was finally beginning to feel sated. This had been the right choice.

But there was a strange feeling building inside of her now too. Usually, she only came from rubbing her clit, and that was good, of course, but this was a different kind of pleasure, one that felt deeper inside her body, that she knew would lead to a different kind of orgasm. Wanting to see what it would be like, hungry for the pleasure, the sensation, she worked the dildo as fast as she could, slamming it deep inside of her, pounding the living daylights out of her little pussy like there was no tomorrow. And now each stroke was sending a larger and larger jolt of pleasure, filling something inside of her, some receptacle that would soon overflow -

And then she came. Wave after wave of incredible pleasure swept over her, leaving her gasping and trembling, able only to lie there helplessly as the orgasm had its way with her body, with her mind. Her thighs collapsed onto the bed and she grabbed handfuls of blanket, trying to prolong the ecstasy jerking through her like an electric shock.

For a few minutes, she just lay on the bed, recovering from the sensation, breathing heavily as her heartbeat slowed back down and the last of the sensation flowed out of her. That had been unreal, better than any orgasm she’d ever had...but why? Was it the pills? There was something obvious here, something she was missing, but she couldn’t seem to connect the dots, couldn’t quite put her finger on what she wasn’t realizing. Instead, she rolled over and went to sleep.

* * *

Melissa had the same dream again, of the pink cave with the shapes and the whispering. This time, though, a bright light seemed to be shining behind her, bathing everything in a warm glow. Though she wanted to look, to see where the light was coming from, she found that she couldn’t move her body, couldn’t even turn her head. As she watched the illuminated wall of the cave, she saw shadows begin to move across it, shadows of things that she assumed were behind her. There were many figures projected onto the wall, animals, stars, planets, plant life, but the most prominent were two figures, one feminine and one masculine, who approached each other through the shadowy garden, approached each other before seemingly locking in a kiss. As Melissa watched, their hands began to move over each others’ bodies, exploring, touching, caressing. It was a view so erotic that she wanted to touch her pussy again, though of course she couldn’t.

But then the masculine figure grabbed the feminine figure, pushed it roughly to the ground, and began to fuck it. Though there was, of course, no sound from the shadows themselves, the whispering sounds got louder, more and more intense, mixed together with gasps and moans, loud enough so that she could pick them out individually. Though the feminine figure was being treated roughly, used for the masculine figure’s pleasure, it seemed to be enjoying the experience, enjoying being a toy, a wet hole to be abused and nothing more. It seemed to be a liberating sensation, or at least that was Melissa’s impression, watching the shadowy puppet show.

The masculine figure got more and more aggressive with each thrust, forcing itself on the feminine figure, forcing it to submit with more and more of its being, causing it to enjoy the fucking more and more. Melissa felt a strange desire to join them, a desire that got stronger and stronger as she watched the shadows pleasure each other, but she still couldn’t move an inch, and in any case they were shadows, intangible and impossible to reach. Still, the desire lingered as she watched the feminine figure get closer and closer to orgasm, pushed down more and more, treated more and more roughly by its lover…

But then she woke up in a sweat. The alarm clock by her bed read 7:55, just five minutes before she was supposed to get up normally, but she felt like it should have been three a.m. instead. The strange, arousing dream seemed to have belonged to a more exotic time of night.

Rousing herself was incredibly difficult, even though it was usually easy when she woke up naturally without an alarm. She felt like she had a hangover, even though the last drink she’d had had been at a Halloween party months before, and she could barely even muster the energy to sit up. Getting out of bed seemed to be totally out of the question. The pill bottle...though it was probably a terrible idea to take another, this was an emergency. She had a Calculus test and needed to not only banish her weariness, but be in tip-top condition for the challenges it would present. Taking off the lid, she poured a pill into her mouth and swallowed. Within moments, she felt full of energy, raring to go, and was able to hop out of bed and do a couple of jumping jacks to get rid of the last bits of sleep left in her limbs. Her reliance on the pills had become disturbingly strong, but she didn’t feel like worrying about it. She didn’t feel like worrying about anything, actually, not even the test later that day. She felt light and joyful, nearly stress-free. It was an amazing sensation.

In any case, she needed to get ready for the day. She showered and then pulled on her usual pair of jeans. Strangely, though, she had to work to get them over her ass. Had they shrunk in the wash? But then they would have been tight the day before, too…

As she put on her bra, she glanced at herself in the mirror. Something seemed different. Was her hair...it was. Her long, generally untidy mane was usually a plain-looking shade of light brown, but in the morning sun there seemed to be a few streaks of lighter color in there now, caramel highlights or something. Where those had come from, Melissa couldn’t say. Though it was strange, to have her hair change overnight, her new color looked amazing.

She decided that whatever had happened was worthy of some celebration. Her early start meant that she had a little time, and anyway she usually took mornings very slowly, so there was a full hour before her class was set to begin. After adding the proper treatment to her hair, she tried an at-home blowout style that she’d seen on the Internet a few days before. Soon, her hair was cascading down her shoulders in shimmering waves, and she felt better about how she looked than she had in years. She pulled up a makeup tutorial on YouTube to create a complementary look. Lastly, she dove into the closet and pulled out her cutest shirt, a striped crop top that would go perfectly with everything else. The ensemble wasn’t really an everyday look, but Melissa didn’t care; she felt pretty, and the nervous energy that the pills gave her had definitely needed an outlet.

Even with the extra time spent getting ready, there was still time to get breakfast before Calculus. She ate yogurt with granola and a banana, a welcome (for her body) change from her usual pair of extra-large black coffees and bowl of sugary cereal, looked over her notes one last time, and headed into the test.

Fifteen minutes later, Melissa was staring at her blank paper, wondering what had gone wrong. She had studied for this! Even things that she knew she had gone over just a little while ago had fallen out of her head. Every time she tried to reach into her memory for a fact or formula, she found herself frustrated by the fog that seemed to cloak her mind. Everything was just out of reach, even the most basic things they’d learned during that unit. She wanted to bang her head against the desk in frustration. Why was this so hard?

The word hard reminded her of the dream she’d had the night before. She found herself slipping into a reverie, imagining what it could possibly have meant, what the figures could have represented, whether she’d have it again, a third time, and, of course, how turned on she’d been...when she finally shook herself back to the present, there were just five minutes left, and she had to rush to get something, anything, down on the paper. She was so ashamed of the absolutely terrible result that she hid her effort under the top few papers on the professor’s desk. Hopefully, she’d be able to forget all about it; checking her grades wasn’t something she’d exactly made a habit of doing, even though they were usually better than this one was bound to be.

Feeling defeated, she hurried to her next class; her body was still energized, the pills seemingly mocking her with what they were capable of. Melissa was angry with them; they’d worked before, so why not now? It almost seemed like they’d made her performance even worse...but no, that couldn’t be. A drug wouldn’t change its effects on her like that in just two days.

After what seemed like years, her last class let out and she headed back to her dorm room. There was homework to be done, as always, but she was still filled with energy. Before, she had rarely exercised, but the time seemed right to pull out her gym clothes and go for a run. She pulled on a sports bra and yoga pants and was going to open the door when she heard a knock coming from the other side. It was Allen. “Hey, Melissa, I was wondering…” He paused, eyebrow raised, when he noticed her cleavage peering up at him from the sports bra, which she realized was too small. But she had bought it just a month before...whatever.

“Hey, Allen,” said Melissa. “Wondering about what?” Normally, having a guy stare at her was unpleasant, but a voice inside her was telling her to tease him, to really make him squirm. It was a lot of fun watching him scramble to get himself together. Subtly, she shifted her shoulders closer together, making her breasts stick out further towards him.

“...Yeah, I had a question about the calc homework. You’re in the other section, right?”

She pouted. It was something she never usually did, but she knew it would drive him crazy. “Oh, Allen, you know I’m not very good at that stuff. You should ask someone else.”

“Wait, what? You’re one of the better students in that class.”

“I was, but...today I kinda bombed the test, so I can’t help you with whatever was on that unit.”

“Oh, shit,” said Allen. “That sucks.” He paused. “Hey, I want to make it up to you. Maybe...we can get burgers on Friday? My treat, obviously.”

Melissa’s eyes widened. Was she being asked out? “Oh...yeah! Yeah, that would be great. I’d love to.”

“Cool, see you then.” He smiled broadly and headed off down the hall.

* * *

After her run, which had followed her usual two-mile route but taken a full minute and a half less than usual, Melissa rinsed the sweat off in the shower and then sat down to do her homework. As she settled into the chair, though, she began to feel groggy again. It was time to take another pill, or else have no chance at all of making progress on the work she had to do. She was resigned by now to taking two of them per day; if that was really a bad overdose, she’d probably have experienced side effects, right? Well, maybe the mental fog was a side effect. She frowned. Thinking about that was hard and unpleasant.

The homework was also hard and unpleasant. The fog had returned in full force, only slightly weaker than it had been during the test, and even simple concentration required a Herculean effort. For the whole rest of the day, she struggled and sweated, trying to make progress on her work, but eventually, when dinnertime rolled around, she gave up and fudged it, cutting as many corners as possible. It wasn’t easy to stay motivated when she felt so dumb for some reason.

Before leaving her room, Melissa refreshed her hair and makeup, reveling in her newfound confidence. So maybe she was feeling dumb all of a sudden - she was also feeling hot. And there was a desire deep inside of her to show off, to demonstrate to the world that she was put-together, that she was desirable. This new version of herself was worth it.

In celebration of that, she switched her usual grungy sneakers for the pair of heeled booties that she had bought on clearance and barely worn. They made her feel invincible, sexy, as she clicked down the hall and out the door, ready to turn some heads.

And turn heads she did. Melissa had never felt so many eyes on her, even on the walk over to the cafeteria. Men, especially, seemed to be unable to stop themselves from staring. She drank it in like a plant in the sunshine. As she assembled a large salad for dinner, she cast surreptitious glances over her shoulder to see who was looking. The validation, the attention, was addictive. Why hadn’t she done this before?

After dinner, she walked back to her dorm, taking a longer route around campus to see if she could attract more attention. Her body was something that she felt like advertising, displaying. It was amazing what a makeover and an outfit upgrade could do...or maybe there was something in the pills? If there was something, it was making her feel totally hot - and, well, that couldn’t be a bad thing, could it?

Because she had fudged her homework, Melissa now found herself with a free evening. What to do? She could watch a TV show, or maybe some YouTube videos, or even read a book, not that she really felt like reading...but the answer presented itself once she got back to her room. The dildo was peeking out of the box, and her pussy began to drip with wetness when she saw it. It was time to have some fun.

She stripped off her clothes and got the thick toy lubed up and positioned at the entrance to her pussy. Before she began, though, an impulse took hold of her and she began to toy with her nipples, tweaking and twisting them, tickling the sensitive nerve endings. It felt amazing, and nothing was even in her pussy or rubbing her clit. Each touch sent a thrill through her, making her pussy even wetter, getting her even more ready for the assault of the huge rod that was ready to penetrate her.

At last, she couldn’t take it anymore, and slid the dildo into her pussy. She took it slowly, inch by inch, but it went in much more easily than it had been the night before. The pleasure began to light up her body once more, little hints of the ecstasy that surely awaited her…

Unbidden, a fantasy crept into her mind’s eye. Allen was shirtless, standing in front of her, his cock (which she imagined to be even thicker and meatier than the dildo) standing at attention, ready for her touch, her services. Then he was sliding into her, just as the dildo was, pushing his thick tool into her eager little pussy, making her his bitch. Slowly, his thrusts began to speed up, and she pumped the dildo faster to match, and she gasped as each thrust sent a little burst of pleasure through her body.

She imagined his body, muscles rippling as he had his way with her, sweat glistening off his chiseled torso, a body big and strong enough to truly dominate her, to force her to serve as she had always been meant to serve. Her body was built to fuck him, to be fucked by him, to service men like him and make them gasp with pleasure.

In and out, in and out, and now the sensations were getting stronger, more powerful with each thrust. In her fantasy, Allen was biting his lip, trying to stave off the orgasm that he knew was coming, but Melissa was bound to cum first, so intense was the pleasure coursing through her. She gasped and moaned, wrapping her legs around his torso, trying to get the full length of his huge cock, taking it all into her needy pussy. This felt, good, natural, right - being Allen’s fuckhole, his slut, his whore, was all she had ever wanted or needed. Thoughts like those, floating through her foggy mind, accentuated the pleasure, added to it and multiplied the result, sending drop after drop of water into a glass that was about to overflow.

And then it did overflow. She shoved the dildo into her pussy one last time, a hard, energetic thrust that finally blew past her defenses and set shockwaves of pleasure rumbling through her. This orgasm was even better than the one from the night before, and she realized that she was moaning, moaning Allen’s name, begging him to fuck her, to make her his bitch. Gasping and trembling, she pulled the dildo out as the waves of ecstasy began to subside.

Then she realized that Allen, real-life Allen, was probably just on the other side of the wall, and had probably heard everything. Clapping a hand over her mouth, she blushed furiously. How embarrassing. Wasn’t it wrong to have that kind of fantasy about a person she’d barely spoken to? There was a part of her, though, that secretly hoped that he’d heard, that he’d gotten a taste of what he had signed up for...but no, where had that thought come from? Having sex with Allen, fucking him...the idea was hot, super hot, but she didn’t know him well enough...feeling confused, she got cleaned up as best she could and then surrendered to her drowsiness (by now, the pill had worn off), fell into bed, and went to bed.

* * *

That night, the dreams returned a third time. She was frozen, immobile in the center of the empty pink expanse, and the only sound was the whispering, which now seemed to be a bit louder and a lot more agitated. She waited for the shadows to appear, secretly hoping for another sex show, another display of dominance from the masculine shadow, who had been really hot, for a shadow...but instead, when they finally arrived, the projections were just plants, trees, and a few animals. Where was the action?

But then a feminine figure appeared. It was alone, standing in the middle of the forest. Melissa couldn’t turn her head to check, but her proportions seemed to match those of the shadow. There were some differences, though; The shadow may have shared her slim body, but its butt and chest were definitely larger, and its hair, just barely visible in the faintly flickering light, was longer. It stretched, seemingly enjoying the natural setting, the view of trees and plants.

In the background, the whispering began to get louder and louder, and Melissa grew a little uneasy, wondering what it could possibly mean. As she watched, the feminine figure stopped and clutched at herself, seemingly in pain, stumbling over to a tree, which it leaned against for support. Its chest rose and fell, breathing heavily, but...the proportions of its body were changing. Its breasts began to expand, as did its ass. Its waist cinched slightly inwards as its hair grew longer. Where before it had had a relatively plain, unremarkable body, now it was a vision of eroticism, a teenage boy’s wet dream. She found the sight incredibly arousing for some reason, even though she wasn’t into girls, so arousing that she tried to burn the image into her mind, for use...later.

The figure seemed to read her mind, reaching down to its crotch, hand beginning to work in and out of its pussy. Soon it was trembling, mouth opening and closing in silent moans. The whispers continued to increase in volume, and Melissa could almost make out words...almost, but not quite. Besides, she was focused on the pussy-soaking display in front of her, this mysterious, ethereal sex show. Even if she had been able to take her eyes away from it, there was no way she would have wanted to.

At last, orgasm seemed to be approaching for the shadowy figure. Its body tensed up, the motions of its hand increasing in speed, knees bending slightly for easier access to its pussy...and then it was there. Tremors seemed to rack its body, and its mouth opened in one long groan, letting out a sound that Melissa could hear perfectly in her imagination.

Then something incredibly strange happened. The figure stopped in mid-orgasm, frozen, with no sign even of breathing. Then its head opened, the face hinging forwards like the door of a mailbox, and a strange vapor began to billow out, a little at first but then more and more as the gap widened, forming a cloud that began to form into a shape, the shape of the figure before its transformation. This shadowy wisp of the past hung in the air for a moment, reaching down towards the figure below as the rift between head and face began to close once again. When it shut, the figure began to move once more, tilting its head to gaze up at the ghost of what it had once been, but only for a moment. Then it turned away, and no effort of the cloud could attract its attention again. Eventually, blown by some unseen wind, the vapor dispersed, and the figure turned and walked off into the trees once again.

Just as Melissa was wondering what would come next, the dream ended and she woke up. She was aroused, but also groggy, incredibly groggy, so sleepy that even opening her eyes was a challenge. Blindly rummaging under the bed, she found the pill bottle and shook one into her mouth. Soon, she was able to open her eyes and get up, shaking the sleep off as she walked across the room to go take a shower.

When she got back, she was greeted by the sound of her alarm and realized that it was only just eight a.m. She had woken up a full half hour earlier than usual. Maybe it was down to her early bedtime, but that did mean she would have time to do a more in-depth morning makeover, like the day before.

Sitting down in front of her mirror, she snapped on her bra and noticed that it felt tight. It couldn’t have shrunk in the wash - she barely ever washed it - so what was the matter?

Melissa’s eyes widened as she realized: Her breasts had grown. From a decent handful before, they were now spilling out between her fingers as she grabbed at them. Was there some kind of...super hormone or something in those pills? What could possibly have done this to her? Not that she was really complaining...

And her ass, too, was bigger than it had been, so much bigger that when she tried to pull on her jeans, they simply refused to slide over her cheeks, no matter how much she jumped and wriggled. Her waist seemed to have cinched in, like the figure’s in her dream, so they probably wouldn’t have fit that well even if she had been able to get them on. Tossing them aside, she decided to do her hair and makeup first, then figure out an outfit that would work with this new, and dramatically different, body.

Her hair was different as well. The caramel highlights seemed to have expanded, becoming the main color of her hair; her old brown lingered only at the roots and a few of the ends. But there were also streaks of something entirely unexpected, a light dirty blonde that looked fantastic with the rest of her hair. It was like an expensive dye job at a salon, but completely free, courtesy of those pills. To highlight it, she decided to do a simple wavy style, leaving her hair shimmering and sure to attract attention. For her makeup look, she decided to try a smoky eye, which was more elaborate than what she had done the day before, but she had enough time to get it right. Paired with a bold shade of lipstick, the whole look made her feel ready to go out on the town, but really she was just going out on the Calculus class. Well, she would knock their socks off.

There wasn’t a lot in Melissa’s closet that would fit her new body, though. Pants were out of the question; even the baggier ones weren’t going to work with her expanded ass, unless she wanted to go with sweatpants, which just seemed...wrong. Gross. By the process of elimination, she was left with a miniskirt-and-sweater combo that looked pretty good, but was probably a little too warm for the spring weather. Oh well. She slipped the same heels on again and headed to breakfast.

Turning heads had never felt so good. Even though most of the attention she was getting was from bleary-looking men in pajama pants, she felt like a queen. The power she wielded with her body was intoxicating, and she wondered how she could ever have been so boring and unnoticeable. She ate a healthier breakfast again, since it had made her feel good the day before, even if it hadn’t brought her success in math. Then it was time to face the day.

Classes were easy. Whenever the professor would start talking about something she didn’t understand, she’d let her mind drift away, imagining the pinkish cave again, wondering what the dream would be that night, if she had another dream, of course. And what had the vapor meant? But thinking about that was almost as hard as thinking about classwork. During English Lit, she even found her hand drifting towards her pussy, and had to stop it. The desks in the classroom were arranged in a circle, and there was no way she wouldn’t be seen. But then, would that be the worst thing? And now she had a new fantasy to sail away with…

There was a lot of homework, though, and as she walked back to her room, she wondered and worried about how she was going to do it. She hadn’t really taken in much from the classes. It was easier to focus on the glances, double-takes, and blatant stares she generated as she crossed campus. That electrifying feeling was intoxicating, addictive, and, strangely enough, encouraging; if she could get that much attention, surely she could handle some stupid schoolwork?

* * *

It was about four thirty in the afternoon when Melissa decided that those two skills weren’t linked at all. Reading was incredibly difficult, so was writing, and she couldn’t do a single one of her Calculus problems. She threw her pencil down, popped a pill (because it was about that time), and let her mind wander. Maybe not finishing, or even really starting, her homework wasn’t a great idea, but then, wasn’t it the professors’ fault for giving her work that was too hard? Hard...she had probably made some cocks hard over the course of the day. She giggled.

Oh, but...there was the clothes issue. She had nothing to wear, right? That was something that she could fix. It was time to go to the mall. Melissa had a car, a beat-up old piece of junk that she’d bought with summer-job money, and it would probably be able to get as far as the mall and back without breaking down. She grabbed her purse and left her room, headed towards the freshman parking lot. It had been a long time since she’d been this excited about anything.

On the way to the mall, she almost got hit because she accidentally forgot to signal, but that was the other car’s fault, right? They were being irresponsible! It was stupid to assume that other drivers would always remember the turn signal! It wasn’t easy to remember the turn signal.

Parking was easier; since it was a weekday afternoon, only a quarter of the spots were taken. She tried to back into one, but she couldn’t remember which way to turn the steering wheel to get the car to go into the spot. She was backing up, so...it would be opposite? But then, she was turning the same way as she would be if she were leaving the spot, so maybe it would be the same...after a few minutes of trying and failing to get it to work, she gave up and parked across five or six spots. At least she was out of the way.

As she walked towards the mall, her excitement got the better of her and she sped up into a run, at least as fast a run as the heels would allow. She had a million outfits planned out in her head and desperately wanted to make them a reality, or at least as much of a reality as her debit card would allow.

It was as if Melissa’s mind had passed away into a haze. She was vaguely aware that her body was tearing through the mall, going into nearly every store, trying on dozens of outfits, but she had a sort of detached, vacant view of whatever was going on below. There was simply no time to think; the shorts she’d found wouldn’t coordinate themselves with a cute top, after all.

When she came to, she was standing next to the fountain in the middle of the mall, holding a dozen bags and breathing heavily. Her bank account was probably hundreds of dollars lighter, judging by the volume of her purchases, but it had all been worth it. Definitely.

She was turning to leave when someone called out to her. “Hey, Melissa!”

She turned and blushed. It was Allen. “Oh, hi, Allen!”

He walked up to her. “I was just saying hey. I’m with some of my friends, shopping for running shoes. The summer training season is coming up, so we have to be ready. But I see you made out like a bandit.”

“Oh, come on, Allen,” said Melissa, giggling. “I didn’t steal these. I wish I had, ‘cause, like, they were really expensive!”

“I didn’t mean that you stole them,” said Allen. “It’s a figure of speech...you know what? Never mind. I’ll see you on Friday.”

“See you!” said Melissa, waving and watching as he headed back over to his group of friends, who were all grinning widely. The date was sure to be a success; they just had chemistry. She could sense it. But it was no use fantasizing about that yet, because she had a lot of clothes to get sorted out back in her room. She left the mall and drove back, dodging the beginnings of rush-hour traffic by cutting through strip mall parking lots. You were allowed to do that, right? That was definitely legal.

Back at the dorm room, she dumped her haul out onto the bed. It wasn’t as much as she’d wanted to get, because she’d had to leave a couple hundred dollars for emergencies, but there were still twenty or thirty things in front of her. She felt a bit different than she had at the mall, a little more lucid, like the fog in her mind was less dense, and...what, exactly, had she been thinking? It was like another person had been shopping for her. The clothes she’d bought were cute, yes, but...a week ago, would she ever have even taken a second glance at any of them? She picked up a stretchy band of cloth that seemed to be a tube top. It couldn’t have been more than four inches wide. Something about the trip didn’t feel right. She hadn’t been herself for a couple hours...

But the more that Melissa looked through the clothes, the more she fell in love with them all over again. There were so many cute crop tops, another tube top, some bras (in a much larger size than before), a pair of nice big hoop earrings, and, of course, shoes, so many shoes. She was so excited to wear her finds that she knew she would have to do laundry that same night. She piled everything into a basket and headed downstairs.

Once she was done, it was long past dinnertime and she needed to hurry to the cafeteria, where she ate a large, satisfying salad with a side of stares and attention. Of course, she couldn’t blame the other diners; she had quite the look going. She was wearing a dress that fit very snugly (perhaps too snugly, since she’d intentionally bought a size smaller than she needed), and a matching pair of heels that towered a full five inches. So maybe she couldn’t do her homework and couldn’t quite drive very well; getting this much attention was clearly all worth it.

She had business back at the dorm, though. There was a store at the mall that sold sex toys, and she’d made a quick purchase there as well. Once she got to her room, she dove into the bag and pulled out a slightly smaller fleshy dildo. She’d had a wicked idea, and tonight she was going to make it a reality.

Lying back on her bed, Melissa lubed up both toys and then slid the larger one into her pussy. It went in much easier now that she’d been training with it; there was no pain, just pleasure at the feeling of her boundaries being pushed past, her little pussy being violated by a giant, scandalous dildo for the third time in as many days. God, it felt good.

But that was just the first course. She took the second, smaller dildo and positioned it behind her virgin asshole. She’d heard that anal felt good, and feeling good was what she wanted to do. Being a biochemistry researcher - well, that felt a little less important at the moment. Breathing out, she pushed the dildo into her ass.

At first, there was pain. Tears sprang to her eyes as a painful stinging sensation radiated through her body. Was this really what everyone on the Internet got so excited about? It hurt! But then, as the silicon toy pushed deeper, she felt the pain begin to yield to a strange sensation of pleasure. Fucking her pussy felt good; fucking her ass could well feel better. It was too early to tell, though.

Once both dildos were settled inside her, she began to pump the one in her pussy in and out. The sensation was different, with her ass stuffed too; it felt better, naughtier, and it was hitting different spots. She moaned and pumped faster.

The sex Melissa was having with herself was better than it had ever been. Whereas before she would jill off to fulfill a craving, then roll over and go to sleep, now she was in love with her own appearance, turned on whenever she looked in a mirror, and incapable of running out of material to think about as she fucked her own pussy. Each thrust was made better by the thought of the creature she was becoming, the utterly sexual being that could charm and tease as much as it could fuck and please.

She reached back with her other hand and began to pump the anal dildo in and out as well, matching the rhythm of the one in her pussy, gasping as they pleasured her. Using one dildo was pleasurable enough, but using two was leading to a short-circuit, a red-hot, raging sensation inside of her that just got more and more scorching with every passing second. The feeling was incredible, and she worked the dildos faster and faster, trying to squeeze more and more pleasure out of them.

Melissa imagined that the dildos were the cocks of two of Allen’s hot friends; surely he wouldn’t mind if she took them for a spin, just once. She wrapped her legs around one, and braced her arms around the other, their muscular torsos giving her all the support she needed as she bounced, sandwiched between them, their lips locking on to hers, first one, then the other, making her their bitch, their toy, their cocksocket. And she wanted it all, wanted them to cum inside her, to mark her. She gasped, moaned, groaned as they violated her, pushed into her, turned her entire lower torso into an electric minefield of buzzing, explosive pleasure. It felt good; God, it felt good…

And, what was better, she was perfectly built for them, the perfect set of fuckholes. Her ass slapped against the thighs of the man in the back, jiggling as it was forced apart, while her tits presented an easy target for the man in the front; when he wasn’t kissing her, his mouth was on her nipples, sucking, licking. It felt so wonderful to be the girl they’d had wet dreams about. She had been made for this.

But now her orgasm was getting very close. The sensation of being fucked in both her holes was incredibly powerful, and even though it hadn’t been very long, the pleasure inside her was threatening to overflow. She imagined Allen’s friends grunting as they approached orgasms of their own, digging their fingernails into her soft flesh, using her roughly, a doll to be tossed aside, just as she wanted, had always wanted. This had always been deep inside of her, this desire to be used and abused, and it was only now, when she had discovered it, that she could truly become the person she was destined to be.

The orgasm took her in a great, unexpected wave, coming out of nowhere and leaving her gasping and trembling, blast after blast of ecstasy emanating through her entire being. Pleasure from her ass and from her pussy ping-ponged off each other, amplifying in a feedback loop that created a sensation more intense than anything she’d experienced before. Her legs shook, and for a moment she was almost afraid of how much she was cumming, how strong the pleasure was, but it was so wonderful that she couldn’t get enough of it anyway.

And then, at last, the orgasm faded, and Melissa lay there panting, trying to collect herself. She felt bad, she reflected, about fantasizing about Allen’s friends. But then, she had already fantasized about him, right? So why not spread the love? It wasn’t as if she was exclusive with him. They hadn’t even really started dating yet.

Shakily, she got out of bed to get cleaned up. The grogginess was coming to claim her once more, so she hurried through her nightly routine and then fell back into the waiting nest of blankets. She was asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

* * *

The dreams returned again. Melissa was in the pink cave, and shadows danced across the walls, mostly birds and animals, frolicking across the stage. It was entertaining, but that wasn’t what she had come for. Come for? Wait...was there a part of herself that was choosing these dreams? But that didn’t make sense. Everyone knew that dreams were just a reflection of whatever you’d been thinking about during the day, made into a sort of reality at night, right? But then how was she thinking about...well, whatever. That all made her brain hurt.

Soon enough, her attention was drawn back to the show. The animals and birds left the stage, and now the shadowy set seemed to become an urban environment, with streetlights and fire hydrants. It wasn’t nearly as peaceful as the forest, with shadowy cars racing around and dozens of shadow figures bustling this way and that, but there was no noise except for the whispering, which was loud, ringing in her ears, but indistinct. The feminine figure entered from stage right, and the other figures quickly cleared away, except for a single masculine figure behind a desk. It tapped its watch, seemingly impatient, and the feminine figure shrugged. Then it crawled under the desk, and though Melissa couldn’t see what was going on, within moments the masculine figure reached under the desk and began to thrust its hips back and forth. Clearly, it was fucking the feminine figure’s mouth and enjoying every second of it. That thought made Melissa’s pussy tremble; to get under a desk was the perfect way to serve a man, to submit totally to him.

A little while later, the masculine figure pushed harder with his hand, thrust his hips further, and threw his head back, grunting or crying out. The feminine figure had nursed him to an orgasm, and now she emerged from beneath the desk, wiping her lips. The casual nature of the act, the silent expectation that the feminine figure could be used and abused however the masculine figure wished, drove Melissa wild.

Waves of shadow washed across the scene, and when they cleared, the feminine figure was standing inside a building of some kind, holding the door open, seemingly talking to a figure representing a pizza delivery man. After a few moments, the pizza guy came in, and their lips locked together in a kiss; the feminine figure responded, grasping on, and they writhed in each other’s embrace, another sexual scene beginning to unfold in front of Melissa’s eyes…

This went on for a good while, scene after scene passing by of this long movie, showing the feminine figure trying to navigate modern life, failing in some way, and using its body to make up for it, fucking and sucking its way to whatever it wanted. It was incredibly erotic to watch, and Melissa felt a strange connection to the figure, wondering whether perhaps some of its experience might translate to her own, if she didn’t have money to tip the pizza guy...she was awash in the sensation of pure sexuality emanating from the display and would have been content if it had continued forever, a pussy-drenching whirl of light and shadow, pink and black, geometric shapes and whispering…

When she awoke, she was equal parts turned-on and incredibly groggy. It felt like most of her brain was still asleep, and that the part that was awake was working double-time to sustain and direct her, but wasn’t fully able to replace what was missing.

Wait, that was a funny thought. And it was kind of silly, too. Of course her whole brain was working! Didn’t it have to be working for her to be alive? To prove that part of her wrong, she popped a pill - or wait, had that been two?

It didn’t matter. In a few minutes, she was up and buzzing with energy, pacing around the room, ready to start her day. Ooh, but first it was time to do her daily check-in at the mirror! Had anything changed overnight?

Melissa struck a pose, allowing her to admire all her angles. Her ass looked a bit bigger once again; whereas a week before it had been unremarkable, now it was pants-rippingly thick and absolutely mouthwatering. She gave it a slap, admiring the way it jiggled, a display so erotic that she wanted to pull down her panties and masturbate right then and there. Her boobs - no, now they were tits - seemed to have grown a bit (something she had planned for, since the bra she’d bought the day before had just slightly bigger cups than she’d needed at the time), but mostly, seemingly yielding to the fact that she’d already spent a lot of money on clothes that would accommodate them, they had stopped changing. She was fine with that; they were much bigger now than she could fit in her hands, and easily fat enough to take a dick between them. Wait, where had that thought come from?

The most dramatic transformation, though, was to her hair. Almost all of the caramel color was gone, replaced by dirty blonde, and there were even lighter streaks shooting through her long mane. It was utterly gorgeous, shimmering even in the dim dorm-room light, and Melissa loved it to bits. Now it was time to accentuate a look that was already enough to make most straight men stop dead in their tracks.

She repeated her smoky-eye look from the day before, adding a pair of false eyelashes that looked gorgeous when she blinked, and swapping out her previously matte lipstick with a nice pink. To match the upscale makeup look, she decided to blow out her hair once again, a lengthy process now since it seemed to have grown four inches in as many days. But the result was beautiful, and she felt fully ready to parade around campus, putting on the same outfit she’d worn the night before and a new pair of even higher heels. Time to make some men cum in their pants.

Leaving the dorm building, she strutted off to breakfast, then to Calculus. Midway there, she realized that she’d forgotten her books and only had her brand-new purse, but it was no big deal, and besides, a backpack was totally not cute with the look she had going. Once in class, she sat down in the back and zoned out, thinking about Allen and what he might look like naked.

Melissa only returned to Earth when she realized that the professor was trying to get her attention. Class was over and everyone else was filing out, but she was still sitting at her desk. She looked at him, face like a deer in headlights. “Um, sorry, what?”

“I was just asking you to please come up here, Melissa. I want to talk to you about your grade on our recent test.”

Oh yeah, the test. Hadn’t that been kinda hard? She got up and walked over to the professor’s desk. “Test?”

“Yes? The test we had a few days ago, remember? I’m not done grading everyone’s papers, but I did go over yours, and...well, let’s just say you should be thankful your previous grades were pretty good.”

“Um...did I do a bad job?” Melissa tried to look innocent and cute, but the professor wasn’t looking. Instead, he was fishing around for her test in a thick manila folder.

“Well...that depends on how you define ‘bad,’” said the professor. He held up her paper; out of fifty possible points, she’d scored three.

“Three? That’s, like, the magic number, right?”

The professor frowned. “Melissa, this is no laughing matter. If you continue to get grades like this, even with your solid beginning this semester, you won’t pass.”

“Oh, fuck,” said Melissa. “That’s not good.”

“I wouldn’t use that language,” said the professor, raising his eyebrows, “but I agree with you. So I’d like to hear how you plan to improve your study habits and get your grade back up. It’s not too late, but you need to make a change.”

Melissa wondered what to do. Studying was...gross, right? It was no fun. There were better things to do, like fuck herself. But she didn’t want a bad grade, either...suddenly, she had an idea. It wasn’t an idea she would have had normally, but thinking was so hard with the fog in her mind, which was really thick right then, maybe because she’d taken two pills instead of one. So the plan was the best she could come up with. It didn’t hurt that she was bursting with energy and incredibly horny, which probably also had something to do with the pills. Flashing an innocent smile, she half-sat on the professor’s desk so that her juicy thigh was staring him in the face. He also got a view, in profile, of her massive ass, which was threatening to shake itself free of the hem of her dress. “Oh, but Professor, I already made a change, over the last week. And, like, I don’t really feel like studying, because I have, like, other things to do. So...maybe there’s another way we can work this out?”

The professor flushed beet-red. “I...Melissa...first of all, I...this is incredibly wrong, totally, totally, incredibly wrong. I’m sorry, I…”

“Oh,” said Melissa, pouting. “That makes me really sad. Are you sure we can’t work anything out?” She leaned forwards until he was forced to stare directly at her cleavage, which seemed like it was going to burst out of her dress. “I’m willing to do anything, anything at all…”

“I…” said the professor. “I can’t allow you to do this, but…well,” he sighed. “Fuck it. There aren’t any cameras in here, right? Just...I’ll give you an 85 if you give me a blowjob. My wife hates doing that.”

“Your wife sounds even dumber than I am,” said Melissa, giggling as she got down off the desk and fell to her knees in front of the professor. “Why wouldn’t you want to suck a cock when you got the chance?” She looked him in the eyes as she slid her hands over his thighs, watched an expression of shame mixed with helpless, endless lust fill his face. Her fingers found the button on his pants, undid it, unzipped the zipper, and then slid down the waistband of his boxer shorts just enough to allow his hard cock to spring out. It was kind of small, but then the professor was kind of old. Did they shrink with age? Her brow furrowed for a moment as she thought about it. Well, whatever; it was still a cock, and it needed to be pleasured. She had never given a blowjob before - never had sex at all - but she knew vaguely what to do, and that he would show with his movements whether he was into it or not.

She reached out and stroked his shaft, first with one finger, then with a second, feeling his veins, the ridge behind the head of his cock, exploring every inch (not that there were many of them) of his manhood. Even though he was no Allen, this felt right, like something she was supposed to do. Leaning forward, she stuck out her tongue and licked the very tip of his cock, drinking in the little gasp he let out at the sudden sensation. She felt sorry for him; his gross old wife didn’t take care of him properly at all. But that was okay, because Melissa was there for him. She allowed the lick to turn into a kiss, tenderly making out with his rod, while her right hand pushed past his pants and boxers and began to play with his balls, oh-so-gently massaging them, cupping them, softly pleasuring them as he began to breathe more and more heavily.

Now it was time to turn up the heat, because if she didn’t, she’d be late to English Lit. Taking the head into her mouth, she began to gently suck his cock, working her mouth up and down the shaft, slowly fucking him with her mouth. He shuddered, so she knew it felt good; probably just a little more, and then she would have held up her end of the bargain. She got a little rougher with his balls, squeezing them as if to get the cum out, giving him a twinge of pain to go with his pleasure.

The professor was breathing harder now, face flushed, so Melissa looked up, locking her gaze onto his as she bobbed up and down, his cock pushing at the entrance to her throat. It was getting to be too much for him, and he grabbed her head, pushing her down onto his rod, pushing, pushing...and then a wave of hot, salty cum blasted down her throat. There was a lot more than she’d expected - his wife kept his balls blue, clearly - but she swallowed madly and managed to keep it from splashing out and ruining her makeup. Pulling her head off his cock, she planted a loving kiss on the tip and then got up, smiling widely. “I hope you had a good time, Professor.”

“Get...get out of here,” he said. “I’m already regretting this, but it was a damn good blowjob. I’ll give you your grade.”

“You’re so sweet! Thank you!” Melissa winked and waved goodbye, leaving the professor blushing a deep shade of red and busying himself with some work on his desk.

She was late to English Lit after all, but only a few minutes, and it wasn’t as if she was going to pay attention anyway. At one point, the professor, a severe old woman, cold-called her, and she had nothing to add to the discussion, which was a little embarrassing, but it was okay because afterwards she could go right back to thinking about what she’d just done, the blowjob she’d just given. He had just been some random old man, but...she wanted to do that again. The feeling of being able to please, to perform, to impress, was one that had been missing from her life ever since she’d come to college. But if she could do it with her mouth, her tits, her ass, her pussy...that was a truly intoxicating idea.

It was so intoxicating, in fact, that she now found herself propelled by the idea of getting more adulation, more approval. It was time for lunch, she walked into the cafeteria and headed over to the deli counter. The man who worked there was an item of Roberts University lore, a cute twenty-something who always wore a backwards baseball cap. He was the subject of countless rumors and numerous online thirst posts, which Melissa had always laughed at...but she had gone to the deli counter more often than maybe was strictly necessary. She doubted he’d recognize her after the week’s changes, but that hardly mattered.

He was putting the finishing touches on a display of sandwiches when she strode up and came to a stop across the counter from him. When he looked up, he seemed to notice her wicked expression, and his cheeks began to flush. “Um, can I help you?”

“Yeah,” said Melissa, breathily. “There’s a special item that you guys have over here sometimes, and I was looking to get a piece of it for myself…”

“Uh…” said the deli boy. “Um, I don’t really know what you’re talking about...what’s the special item, exactly?”

Melissa leaned in closer, voice lowering to a sexy murmur. “You, big boy.”

“I...what...I…” he looked away, staring at his shoes, the ground, the sandwiches, anywhere but at her. “I’m not sure if that’s a good idea…”

“Isn’t it?” she purred. “I can make your dreams come true…” She pulled her dress and bra down, letting one of her fat tits spill out, nipple pointing directly at him. “This could all be yours, you know.”

“Oh God...I…you know what? I don’t have a girlfriend. Why the hell not? I’m on break in five minutes, so, um, meet me in the truck loading zone out back.”

“That sounds great,” said Melissa. She blew him a kiss, then turned and headed out of the building. This power she suddenly had...how had she ever lived without it? These feelings of validation, of joy in being wanted, desired, were the best thing she’d felt at college. Maybe they were the best things she’d ever felt.

She strutted around the cafeteria building, walking on air, and found the truck loading zone. Luckily, it was empty; probably, fucking a cafeteria worker would be enough to get her expelled. Or would it? She shrugged. The school was a great place to get fucked, so it was better to steer clear of trouble.

A few minutes later, the deli boy emerged from a back door. She struck a pose for his benefit, hand propped on her newly-narrowed waist, checking her fingernails as he cautiously approached her, looking uncomfortable and unsure of himself. Those were feelings she could cure. In a way, she was doing these men a service, wasn’t she?

“Um,” he said, pointing to another door in the building’s wall, “there’s a maintenance closet in there. I don’t think anyone ever uses it, so...we can, uh, go in there…”

“Are you sure no one will be able to hear me screaming?” asked Melissa, winking. “I can get loud, you know.”

He blushed again. “I...don’t think so? The door locks from the inside, anyway.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful, then,” she said, extending her hand to the deli boy. After a moment’s hesitation, he took it, looking guilty and a little scared. The tent in his pants, though, gave the lie to the idea that he didn’t want her...and, anyway, he could have said no, or not come to meet her.

He produced a ring of keys and unlocked the nondescript gray door. Inside was a concrete room that smelled a little musty, tools scattered on the floor and gauges and meters of various kinds lining the walls. Flipping a switch, he bathed the space in harsh fluorescent light, then shut and locked the door behind them. Melissa smiled. This was the perfect place to get reamed.

The deli boy turned to look at her, a little awkwardly, but before he had time to wonder for long about what came next, she leaned in and locked her lips onto his. His eyes widened, but after a moment he relaxed and returned the kiss, tongue diving into her mouth as he slowly began to get into it. And why shouldn’t he? She had been boring, lame - now she was beautiful, almost a goddess, and she was showering him in her favor. After a second long kiss, she trailed her lips down the nape of his neck, eliciting a shudder of pleasure, of desire. His hands moved over her chest, groping her tits, squeezing and massaging them as she nibbled on his ear. This was...it was magical. And to think, she’d barely spoken to this man before.

Melissa guided one of his hands to the zipper of her dress, allowing him to slowly inch it down her back until it fell away, revealing her bra and the tits that were still trapped beneath, begging to be freed. She didn’t feel like waiting for him to figure that out, though, so she popped open the clip and let it fall to the floor. Now she was nearly naked, except for her panties, and she felt his gaze raking over her, drinking in the image of the prize he had won.

But she wasn’t just there for his enjoyment - she was also there for hers. And right at that moment, she felt like sucking another cock. Nearby, there was a folded-up cardboard box leaning against the wall, which she grabbed and threw on the floor, forming a sort of pad for her knees. It was better to be prepared, right?

She got down on the box and looked up at the deli boy, who was taking off his shirt. He raised his eyebrows when he noticed that she was on her knees. “Are we going to…”

“Do you, like, want a blowjob from a hottie or not?” Melissa rolled her eyes. Some people were just so dense.

“Uh, w-wow, yeah, I do…” Fumbling a little with his pants, he pulled out his cock. She gasped. It was massive, slightly curved, probably eight inches long. To serve small dicks, average dicks...that was a lot of fun, sure. To serve a massive, throbbing piece of man-meat...this felt like something she was destined to do. It was perfect in every way, and, as she watched, a little bead of precum formed at the tip and began to drip down. “Do you like it?” he asked, a little sheepish.

“I...I…” Melissa had no words. “I love it.” Reaching out a hand, she guided his rod to her mouth and licked the precum off, savoring its taste as it slid down her throat. She had an idea; while gently pumping his shaft with her hand, she leaned over to his balls and treated them to a sloppy, delicious kiss, taking first one and then the other into her mouth, toying with them. If the deli boy had had sex before, he hadn’t had anyone do this; she could tell by the surprised, joyous gasp that escaped his lips.

She kept that up for a little while, but then it was time to move on to more important matters. His meaty manhood deserved her attention as well. She began to take it into her mouth; even the tip felt like it filled her up. Something drastic would need to be done if she wanted to pleasure his whole cock.

But there was no need to rush. She swirled her tongue around the head of his shaft, enjoying the feeling of it in her mouth, the blunted spear shape that was so much fun to play with. Its flavor, of sweat, precum, and musk, was utterly divine.

Slowly, Melissa began to bob up and down on his cock, letting it hit the entrance to her throat, still unable to take more than half the shaft, but the feeling of it in her mouth, the sensation of weight, of warmth, was still undeniably exquisite. She started to suck, gently, gently, letting him ease into the feeling of fucking her. Once they went further than this, he would need to know that he was in charge, that she needed him to take what he wanted, and that that was how she would feel good too.

Unless she went all the way and gave him a real show, though, he wouldn’t realize that she was his toy, his fuckhole, his cum bucket. Opening her throat into a wide, fuckable tube, she slowly edged forwards. The deli boy gasped, the sensation of being this deep inside her temporarily overwhelming, but her ploy was working; a moment later, he grabbed her head, started to push it further down onto him, to get her to take more, to make him feel better. Yes, she wanted to scream, yes, I love that, but with her mouth full of cock - well, he had to be satisfied with a contented groan as her lips touched his balls.

He began to thrust in and out of her mouth, giving her airway a chance to clear on the way up, letting her breathe in short gasps as he fucked her throat. The sensation was utterly erotic, and Melissa felt, for the first time ever, that she’d found something she was really good at, a skill she could genuinely be proud of. She was an artist, and the deli boy’s pleasure was her canvas; though they’d never be displaying her work in the Louvre, she could go through life knowing that this was her talent, that this was something that she could do and do well.

In the midst of her reverie, though, the deli boy pulled out, his huge cock snaking back up her throat and past her lips. “You, uh...I almost went over the edge,” he explained, looking away from her disappointed gaze.

“It’s okay,” said Melissa. “That wasn’t, like, the main course, you know.”

“M-main course?” he asked, a mixture of surprise, concern and delight crossing his face. “I - I’m not sure that - I have to go back to work…”

“And I have to get your cock stuffed in me,” said Melissa, standing up. She pulled off her panties and tossed them aside, then bent over and braced herself against the wall. “What are you waiting for? Can’t handle a girl like me?”

“Oh shit,” he said. “Okay, but I don’t have…”

“Check in my purse,” said Melissa. “There’s a condom and lube. And hurry, because...because I need you inside me.”

Tripping over himself in excitement, the deli boy pulled on the condom and lubed up. As she watched him, though, Melissa had a troubling thought. She was going out with Allen, right? So maybe it was wrong to fuck this random guy so soon before. Surely it was better to be tight for her date. Then a wicked idea came to her. As the deli boy positioned himself behind her, she turned her head and looked him in the eye. “Fuck my ass, big boy.”

“Up the ass? Are you sure?” He raised an eyebrow. “I’ve heard -”

“Please?” asked Melissa, making puppy dog eyes. “I really want you to fuck my fat ass. I need to feel your cock pushing into my little hole. Pleeeaase?”

“W-well, when you put it like that,” he said, positioning his cock against her tight asshole, “it makes it hard to refuse.” Pushing gently but firmly, he squeezed first the tip and then the beginning of his shaft into her willing anus. It stung, then burned, but Melissa choked back the tears, knowing that pleasure would come soon, very soon. He was bigger than the dildo had been, but not by more than two inches. She could do this.

Slowly, as more of his shaft passed through her sphincter, as more of his rod buried itself deep in her asshole, she relaxed. It was a unique and incredibly erotic feeling, to have a man’s cock plumbing her ass, pushing between her cheeks to pleasure her dirty hole. Getting stuffed like this...though she’d never experienced it before, it was something she knew she couldn’t live without. As pleasure finally bloomed from pain, as he began to push in and out of her anus, she swore to herself that she’d never let this feeling go, that she’d never give up her freedom to fuck whenever and however she wanted.

The deli boy was clearly enjoying it too. His breathing was uneven, ragged, and his boner was rock-hard, harder even than it had been when she’d been blowing him. He grabbed her hips and fucked her harder, hips slapping against her ass, drilling into her slutty hole. Melissa felt like fireworks were going off in her head; the pleasure was getting more intense, the atmosphere in the room going from erotic to filthy, lustful, desperate. Her arms were trembling, braced against the wall, and she wondered how long she could hold out against his onslaught. Already, she could feel a huge orgasm brewing inside of her, and it wouldn’t be long before it burst to the surface.

“There! There! Just like that, oh fuck, just like that,” she moaned. He had hit the perfect intensity, the perfect pace. Each thrust of his cock sent thrills through her, pleasure radiating from her asshole and from somewhere deep inside of her, some hidden cavity stuffed with his manhood that was buzzing with joy. He grunted and obliged, keeping the speed up. She felt his hands exploring her body, her breasts, kneading, pulling, tugging, squeezing. It felt amazing, the sensation of pleasure flowing from two different parts of her body, and she couldn’t get enough. She would never be able to get enough.

And then the deli boy grunted, fingernails digging into Melissa’s hips. Blast after blast of hot, sticky cum shot into her asshole, painting her insides white, and she moaned, moaned at the sensation of being cum into, of being bred, of pleasuring a man. After a few more strokes, that sensation sent her over the edge. It felt like something hidden, something hungry, had suddenly been sated inside of her, and now this mysterious creature roared, roared with a power that she had never felt before. Spasms of ecstasy washed over her, causing her hips to tremble and her legs to nearly give way; she was rocked to her very core by a massive explosion of mind-shattering, life-completing pleasure.

Slowly, Melissa sank to the floor, sliding down onto the cardboard box that was now covered in ropes of the deli boy’s sticky cum. She lay there, panting, as he pulled up his pants and put his shirt back on.

As he made to leave, he looked back at her. “That was...great.”

“Like, fuck yeah,” she said, starting to get up. “Maybe we can do that again sometime.”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t want to get in trouble for fucking students. You know how it is. But hey, maybe.” He left and shut the door, leaving her with her thoughts. That had been a lot of fun! The deli boy had had the biggest cock she’d ever seen, and given her the best orgasm she’d had, since, well, they had all been really good lately, hadn’t they? It was hard to pick a favorite. She pulled on her panties, letting his cum soak into them, and then grabbed her dress. She frowned. There was a stray splatter of cum on the waist. Oh well; she could probably get it off with a rinse. And if people stared, well, that was their problem, wasn’t it? They weren’t having great sex like she was.

Melissa made her way back to her dorm room. Sure enough, she attracted more than a few sideways glances, but she revelled in the attention, the feeling of being noticeable. Vaguely, she remembered that there were afternoon classes she was supposed to be going to, but that wasn’t really as important as fixing her makeup and making sure her dress didn’t stain, now was it? Gross school stuff could wait for another time.

She got cleaned up and tried to decide what to do next. She could hunt down another guy...but her asshole was a little sore, and besides, it would be time to take a pill in a couple of hours, wouldn’t it? She didn’t want to miss that. Her eyes drifted over to the laptop on her desk. There was always another way to get off…

* * *

A few hours later, Melissa closed PornHub and put down the massive dildo she’d been using to pound her pussy. She’d cum three or four times, and it was better than doing homework, but...real man-cock was where it was at, right? She just couldn’t satisfy herself with a lump of silicon anymore. She popped a pill, letting the energy flow through her, and then looked in the closet for a new outfit. It had to be sexy, but also easy to rip off; practical, but also eye-catching...eventually, she settled on a crop top and miniskirt combo with a pair of platform heels, which were like, super cute. She was only vaguely aware of the time...oh, it was almost dinner, wasn’t it? Putting on her best sexy strut, she left her dorm room and started towards the cafeteria again.

Her route took her past the school’s driveway, which ended in a large roundabout next to the main plaza. There was a car parked on the side of the road, loud music blasting out of open windows. Inside were a few frat-looking guys talking and, apparently, checking out passing girls. Quickly, they noticed Melissa. “Hey!” came a shout. “Come party with us, girl!”

She stopped. A week before, she would have sped up and ignored them. But there was a lovely, wonderful, beautiful cock attached to each of those men, a piece of meat that she just couldn’t ignore. So, instead of moving on, she turned and waved, then walked over to the car and leaned into the passenger window. “Did I, like, hear something about a party?”

“Fuck yeah!” said the guy driving the car, a shortish man with ripped, muscular arms and a sleeveless band t-shirt. “We’re heading back right now to get set up for the huge Thursday night bash! I’m sure the other brothers would love to meet you.”

“Oh, I’m sure they would,” said Melissa, giggling. “But, like, I’m not sure...aren’t there cooler frats out there?”

One of the men in the back seat, a rich-looking guy in aviator sunglasses and a polo shirt, leaned over the seat. “Fuck no! Nobody beats Delta Rho when it comes to partying! In the trunk of this car, right now, we have twelve liters of Hennessy, some Jack, White Claw...just get the fuck in and we’re gonna go wild!”

“I like the going wild part,” said Melissa. “But...I don’t know. You know, I don’t really go to parties for the drinking, more for the...you know…”

The man in the passenger seat, who was also wearing dark glasses as well as a Roberts University hat, spoke up. “We’ll give you three hundred bucks and all the cocks you can suck.”

“That sounds like a deal,” she said, grinning wickedly. The fourth guy in the car, a silent man with a shaved head, got out and beckoned her into the middle seat. As she bent to get in, she felt his fingers brush her ass. She smiled. This was going to be a great night.

They peeled out, roaring down the driveway and out onto the neighborhood arterial. After a few twists and turns (which they took very sharply, bros hooting loudly as the tires squealed), the car pulled up in front of the Delta Rho frat house. It was a brick mini-mansion, sporting pillars and a grassy front lawn, which was covered in brothers sunbathing in the last of the evening light. An appreciative cheer went up as Melissa stepped out of the car, and a louder cheer as the alcohol was unloaded from the back. Upstaged by booze? She wrinkled her nose. These boys were about to learn a thing or two about what really mattered in life.

The arrival of the liquor was followed by a while of getting set up, the brothers reluctantly shuffling into the house to help get out the beer pong and make the jungle juice. It was a little awkward being there so early, and she found herself making small talk with the four boys who’d driven her to the house. One of them was a biochemistry major. Wasn’t there something about biochemistry...she felt like it was somehow important or something, but she couldn’t remember. Biochemistry was gross. Thinking was gross. Why couldn’t the party get started already?

At last, when it was really dark, people began to filter in. There were some sorority girls, who Melissa hoped wouldn’t steal her thunder (or, more specifically, her men), some frat guys from other houses, and even some more normal-looking students from the dorms. One of the brothers started the music, and after the drinks were passed around, things began to get going.

Melissa grabbed a mango White Claw and headed for the living room, which was something of a makeshift dance floor. She’d never been a big partier, but her alcohol tolerance had always been higher than normal. Now, though, even one drink was enough to get her tipsy and giggling, flirting with whoever was next to her as she swayed to the music. When someone passed her another can, she decided that the frat party was all right. But only all right. Where were the cocks?

Just as she finished her third can and was beginning to feel pretty drunk, she felt a hand on her arm. It was the guy from the car, with the dark glasses and the hat. “Yo, ready to earn your cash?”

“Yessshhh,” slurred Melissa, giggling. Wow, she was even worse than she’d thought. That was kind of fun, wasn’t it?

“K, slut. Come with me.” She followed him through the crowd, tottering on her ultra-high heels, trying not to bump into people, but it was hard when the floor kept moving so much. Eventually, though, she made it out of the living room and into the entrance hall, which was less crowded. The guy beckoned from a doorway off to the side. “In here.”

It was a bathroom. “This is gonna be your spot,” he said, picking something up off the floor. “Here, lift up your hair.” Melissa obeyed before noticing that the thing was actually a collar, a collar that was attached by a thin chain to the wall behind the toilet. Before she could say anything, it was around her neck and locked up. “You’ll be staying here until...well, I don’t know, we’ll let you go tomorrow morning, probably. Have fun.” Turning, he left and shut the door.

Melissa lowered the toilet lid, sat down, and sulked. Why couldn’t she be out there having fun and sucking cocks? Okay, maybe that wasn’t normal, but maybe normal wasn’t always a good thing! How come…

Her train of thought was derailed by the door opening. It was the polo shirt frat bro from the car. “Posted up, huh?”

“Like, I guess,” she said, dispassionately.

“Well, hey, I’m not gonna get laid tonight because I have a huge test tomorrow, but I still wanna fuck a throat. You game?”

“I…” Melissa’s face lit up. “Like, obviously!”

He came in and shut the door before whipping out his cock. It wasn’t that big, but that made it easier, didn’t it? Tossing her hair back over her shoulders, she braced her hands on his hips and got to work.

* * *

The night passed by in a haze. A parade of men came through the bathroom wanting to be serviced, and Melissa did her best to send them away completely satisfied. At first, she was giving handjobs and blowjobs, but then a boy asked for her ass. Why not? She let him ream her, blasting cum into her hungry asshole, and from then on they all did her that way. Sometimes, a guy would tuck a few dollars between her tits, but the money wasn’t what she was focused on; instead, she wanted to luxuriate in the glory of sucking and fucking big, throbbing cocks.

They brought her a drink every few hours, and her newly low alcohol tolerance meant that this kept her very drunk indeed. In fact, she got worse and worse as the night went on, having to clutch the toilet tank to sit upright. She lost count of the men she serviced, of the loads she took in her ass, of the loads she swallowed. It was all too much in the best kind of way.

Sometimes, she would check her phone and see the time, hours seeming to fly by in mere minutes, short intervals between gasping, euphoric, wonderful, anonymous sex. She orgasmed once, twice, three times, more, not because of the clumsy fumbling of the drunk frat bros, but at the sheer idea that this was who she was now, that she was a trashy whore, that she was a slut who sucked and fucked for cheap. And she loved it, absolutely loved it. If other people judged, that was their problem; she had found her purpose.

Eventually, between the effects of alcohol, exertion, and missing a pill, Melissa found that she was exhausted. She lay down in the tub and knew no more for many hours. There were no dreams, except for vague images of the pink shapes from the cave, and a hint, just barely audible, of whispering.

* * *

When she awoke, everything was very quiet, which was good because she had a splitting headache. She was incredibly groggy, incredibly drowsy, and cursed herself for forgetting the pill bottle. Eventually, though, she managed to struggle to her feet, picking up her purse, which, she noted with satisfaction, was filled with cash. She checked her phone: It was 8:37 AM. Maybe she’d woken up earlier because of how uncomfortable the tub had been; she was sore all over.

Melissa caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and started. She looked like she’d been in a horrible accident at the cum factory. Her clothes were splattered all over, and her face and even her hair were also covered in sticky man juice. Had the bros been jerking off on her as she slept? Well, at least she’d managed to help them, even while unconscious. There was a strange sense of satisfaction that came with that thought.

The collar was unlocked, so she was free to stagger out the door, stumbling out through the entrance hall. The house was a disaster zone. Brothers were sprawled out all over the floor, lying in a sticky mess of jungle juice that had spilled from red cups. The sorority girls seemed to have vanished. The sound of movement came from further back in the house, a couple of uneasy steps followed by a loud thump and retching. It was time to go.

The daylight outside seemed blindingly bright and made Melissa’s head light up in even worse pain, but it also felt warm, revivifying. She realized that she was exhausted; obviously, the night hadn’t been the most restful. There were a few brothers sitting, blinking, on the lawn, trying to wake themselves up, but they paid little attention to her. The previous night’s fuckmeat tended to become invisible during the morning walk of shame.

Still, she felt incredible. Tired, filthy, but incredible. What a way to spend a night! She had been so alive, so wanted, so beautiful, and now she was covered in the evidence of her victory over her old, stodgy, boring, insecure self. This was how to live! If there had been any doubt in her foggy brain over whether or not she had found the person she wanted to be, it had died in the night’s orgasmic excess. She knew very well that the pills had had a large part to play, that she would never normally have looked like this, have made these choices, but...that didn’t matter. The slut, the complete bimbo that she’d become had always been inside of her, and, really, the drug, whatever it was, had just helped her along.

Hazily, she remembered that she had some kind of class today. Geometry? Geology? Maybe geography? Whatever. Skipping it was no big deal. Melissa was far too tired to handle classes anyway.

But wait! Today was the day of her date with Allen. She was in no condition to be seen by him. Or anyone else, really, but the little shame she had left didn’t extend to random strangers. They could think what they wanted. The first order of business was going to be a shower, and then a nice long nap, followed by some kind of food, and one of the pills, obviously...thoughts like these filled her head, speeding her on the long walk back to campus.

* * *

After a day of recuperation, it was nearly time to go out. Melissa put on the lingerie set that she’d found in the box and then picked out a nice mid-length red dress and a pair of black heels; slightly more conservative than what had become normal, but enough to send a message to Allen about what she wanted. Even if everything else had changed, her crush on him, and her desire for him, had remained the same.

As she did her makeup, she noticed a few last changes that the pills had wrought on her body. Her hair was now a light shade of platinum blonde, shimmering in the sunlight coming through the window. Her ass had expanded once again, but only a bit; it seemed to have stopped just on the point of being obscenely large. Well, a few hundred squats would fix that. Her tits were still the same size, but since they were already back-breakingly enormous, that felt more or less okay.

Once more, she luxuriated in her own beauty. There was no way Allen could resist it. No one who’d ever loved a woman would be able to resist it. She was sure to turn heads - but, more importantly, she would feel confident, radiant, powerful. When, at last, the knock came at her door, she felt ready to go out, to get out there and take what she wanted.

“Hey,” said Allen, through the door. “You ready?”

“Like, almost,” said Melissa, scrambling to put away her makeup things. “Okay, now I am.” She hurried to the door and yanked it open, giving him a big smile and an eyeful of cleavage. Despite that bold move, he made her a little nervous; he was wearing a checked button-down shirt that looked really good on him, rolled up to the elbows to show off his toned forearms.

“W-wow, you look great,” he said, struggling for a moment to keep his composure.

“Thanks,” she said, with a wink. “You do, too. Would you believe this is the first time I’ve ever been on a date?” She let that word, the D-word, hang in the air for a second, waiting to see how he would respond. Thankfully, his face brightened.

“To be completely honest, me too. I mean...I guess there were a couple things in high school that could have counted, but, well...they were such disasters that I don’t think they did.” He laughed. “Well, hey, let’s get moving. These burgers aren’t gonna eat themselves.”

Melissa’s brain produced a feeble pun involving the word buns, but she decided against telling that kind of joke, since, well, it wasn’t that part of the date yet. Being patient was going to be tough. Instead, she followed Allen as he started down the hall. They chatted about this and that, Melissa studiously avoiding the subject of school and classes, which she found difficult to talk about. It was as if she’d forgotten most of what she’d been doing academically, even though it had only been a little over 24 hours since her last class.

They walked across campus to the little business district just across the street from the school’s main entrance. The burger joint, BurgerWhy, was a popular stop for students who were craving something better than what the cafeteria could offer, and it was the perfect place for a first date: cheap, low-commitment, and greasy enough that, if things didn’t go so well, it was easy to drown one’s sorrows in saturated fat. But that probably wasn’t a danger here; he was clearly into her, constantly casting glances over at her as if to confirm that she was really there.

They ordered their food and sat down at an empty table. It was crowded with the usual Friday night rush, but not so crowded that they couldn’t hear each other. “So,” said Allen. “I have to ask. You seem to have changed up your look a lot since last weekend. And, like I said, you look great! But what prompted it?”

“Like, prompted it?” asked Melissa. “Uhmmm...I don’t know. I just wanted a change, I guess.” It wasn’t fully a lie; the truth was too weird to be believed, but that had been kind of a part of it. “You know, I’m, like, trying on a new me. That’s something you’re supposed to do in college, right?”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Allen. “But in that case, and I don’t wanna be rude, but…have you been working out or something? Because, well…” he leaned in closer, “your body is hot as fuck.”

His assertive tone made Melissa’s pussy drip with wetness, but the complement made her heart flutter. For once, she was at a loss for words. “Thanks,” she said, giggling, “but it really wasn’t a big deal. I just...I guess I’ve been going through a few changes or something. You know how it is…”

“Well, whatever it is, I like it,” said Allen. “To be honest, I liked you before. But the version of yourself that I like the most is the version of yourself that makes you the most proud. It’s super hot that you’ve decided to change things up.”

Melissa blushed. “Oh, Allen, you’re sweet.”

The food arrived and they dug in. Melissa had only had one proper meal that day, so she had been eagerly awaiting her burger, which she demolished while thinking about Allen. Usually, she wasn’t much inclined for small talk anymore - it was more about going up to a man and seeing if he was down to fuck, no chatting needed. But around this particular man, it seemed that the fog in her mind lifted a little, like she got a little less horny and a little more thoughtful, like the universe was trying to tell her something about him. It was crazy, but...just a little while into the date, she’d already unconsciously decided that he was a man she could trust, a man who wouldn’t judge her, a man who appreciated her for who she was. And, hopefully, a man with a giant dick, but, well, that would come later.

Eventually, she spoke up again. It was a question that was something of a taboo at Roberts University, since so many of the students there were Ivy League rejects and high school sports stars not quite good enough to make the Division 1 or even 2 cut, but she wanted to know - and how he reacted would tell her a lot about him. “So, like, why’d you pick this school?”

“Unh,” said Allen. His brow furrowed for a moment. “Well, to be frank, I didn’t pick Roberts in particular. It was more like...well, I wanted a place that was far from home. I wasn’t really a fan of high school.”

“Weren’t you, like, the football captain, though?” Football captains were always popular, right? Melissa tried to think back to her high school, but at the moment she couldn’t quite remember who had been football captain. Or, actually, the name of the high school. There was a time when that realization would have panicked her, but now she took it in stride. Part of the cost of doing business as a super-hot fuck machine, right?

Allen’s eyes widened. “Oh, hell no! No, believe it or not, I was just some schmuck. I tried my best to get on the team, but you really had to be a popular guy for the coach to pick you, and I wasn’t, since my family moved into town in the middle of freshman year. I didn’t have any friends. So instead, I did football camp over the summer and got on the team here. I guess I came here for a fresh start.”

Melissa nodded. “That’s, like, fair. I mean, I’m from the area, but, like, I can understand why you’d do that.”

“How about you?” asked Allen. “Why’d you end up here?”

She giggled. “Why do you think? I was rejected from everywhere better. You remember how I was a week ago, right? Like, I was so studious, so uptight, and I, like, had to have that prestige. But I also didn’t study enough for the SAT, so, like, here I am. But now, it’s like, I’m kinda glad I’m here. The campus is nice, I have a single room, there’s great parties, cute guys…”

Allen smiled, a little shyly. It was incredibly cute. “I’ve been liking it a lot more than I thought I would, too. The football guys are pretty cool, and my classes aren’t bad, and, well, I met you. So there’s three things going for it.”

“Oh, Allen.” It was Melissa’s turn to smile shyly. The date melted into a happy blur as their conversation went back and forth, going on for over an hour while the place slowly began to empty out, the dinner rush petering out into the late-night crowd of drunks and nerds coming to fuel up for their all-night gaming sessions.

Eventually, Allen stood up, yawning. “Well, I say we clear out of here and head somewhere a little quieter.”

“That sounds, like, great,” said Melissa. “Where did you have in mind?”

“Oh, I don’t know...my room?” Allen’s eyes fixated on Melissa, waiting for her reaction.

He hadn’t yet realized that he had nothing to worry about. Her eyes lit up. “Yeah, that sounds good!”

They cleared away their trash and headed out into the cool evening air. The street was quiet outside, and though the sky was washed-out, faded by the glowing lights of the city, a few stars twinkled through the last gasps of dusk. Together, they crossed the street and started through the darkened campus. Though Melissa was never usually out by herself at night, she felt safe with Allen by her side.

Suddenly, she felt his hand clasp hers in a warm, strong grip. It was such a natural sensation that she didn’t notice at first, but when she caught on, her eyes widened and she blushed. The gesture was casual, but with her hand in his, she felt that he was leading her to a place they both wanted to go, a place of pleasure, of gratification, of joy and lust rolled into one. And though she wanted every man to dominate her, to take what he wanted from her, she felt that even more strongly about Allen, because he truly deserved it.

Soon, they were standing in front of the door of Allen’s room. He unlocked it and turned the knob, opening the door to reveal a surprisingly neat space. It wasn’t going to make the cover of Living, but it also wasn’t filthy or untidy. The walls had a few decorations, mostly football pennants, and the floor was mostly clean, with a rug that helped to give some definition to an otherwise bare surface. Melissa was relieved; though she would have happily fucked a frat guy in a grody bunk bed, it was a bonus, in her eyes, that Allen could take care of a room.

They stepped inside, and then Allen shut the door and turned to her. “I had a nice time tonight.”

“Yeah, like, so did I,” said Melissa. Even though it hadn’t involved fucking. Or...at least not yet…

“Well, I don’t want to pressure you, but I don’t know if, maybe…” he was stammering, more than a little embarrassed.

“...If I’m the kind of girl who fucks on the first date?” She giggled. “Like, I don’t even need a date first. But we had a good one, so that’s, like, bonus points in my book.”

Allen blushed bright red. “You know, I was kind of talking about a kiss…” Melissa’s heart sank. Would they really need to go on another date? God forbid, did he want to wait until marriage? “...but, you know, if you’re down for it, I am too. It’s been a while since I got some.” Now she breathed a sigh of relief and looked up into his eyes, his kind eyes that betrayed little hint of sexual hunger...but it was clearly in there, and now it was awakening.

“Well, in that case,” breathed Melissa, “I’m your bitch, baby. Show me what you’ve got.” She leaned in, lips meeting Allen’s in a passionate kiss. His arms curled around her, creating the ultimate sensation of warmth, safety, and joy. For a moment, she didn’t even push into his mouth with her tongue; it was nice to just be romantic, to enjoy this connection with a man she knew she could grow to love, to wait just a few moments before making everything filthy.

So she was surprised when he took the initiative, delving into her mouth, exploring its corners, pushing himself into her. It was an unexpected sensation, but she loved it, melting away into his embrace. If he would take the initiative, take charge, dominate her...that would be perfect, a dream come true. And it looked like that was just what he was planning to do.

His hands explored her body, moving up and down her back, brushing her ass, tracing the curve of her waist, and then settling on her tits, which he began to massage, gently kneading, pushing, pulling, creating an erotic sensation of being pawed at, manhandled, roughly treated. Melissa moaned into their kiss, bringing her own hands up onto his chest, feeling his firm muscles as she explored down the front of his torso.

Allen reached behind her, feeling for the zipper of her dress, which he slid down her back, letting the fabric fall away and revealing her tits, still encased in the bra. She could suddenly feel the cool air of the room on her exposed skin, proof that he could see her body, that they really were going to get naked and nasty. That thought was enough to elicit a moan from her, a moan that, unlike the raw, lustful moans of her other encounters, felt entirely unexpected. He was constantly surprising her with the sensations he could deliver, the pleasure he could bring her, and her bra wasn’t even off yet.

Melissa reached for the top button of his shirt, undoing it, slowly working her way down his torso to reveal the chiseled muscles underneath. It was like unwrapping a Christmas present - definitely better than the socks she’d gotten a few months before. As she did so, he reached around her back and, after a little fumbling, unhooked her bra, which fell to the floor, unneeded. He drew a breath; the sight of her bare tits, bouncing free, was one he was sure to remember. She was covered only by her panties; now the question was whether she could get him naked as well before they gave in to their mutual lust.

Her guess was a solid no. Allen’s cock was straining in his jeans, begging to be released; she grabbed the bulge, giving it a squeeze, but it was so incredibly hard that it yielded only very little at the pressure she applied. Well, someone would need to help him out with that...and, luckily, she knew a girl. The button of his pants quickly gave way, followed by the zipper, and they soon fell to his knees, revealing his boxer shorts, but that thin fabric was powerless to hold back his iron rod. It sprang out, pointing directly at Melissa’s pussy. Was it quite as big as the deli boy’s? No, not quite. Was it pretty damn big? Yes. A blush sprang to her cheeks as she looked at the monster, watched it swing, watched his pendulous balls hanging beneath it. It was...beautiful.

She felt a hand pushing on her shoulder, and she sank to her knees, slowly, obediently, luxuriating in the sensation of being dominated, of serving a man, of submitting totally to him. She spat into her hand and reached out, stroking the tip, tracing a line down his shaft. Servicing this cock was the single thing she was meant to do.

Melissa looked up at Allen, who was watching her. “Do you like me naked, daddy?”

“Oh fuck,” he grunted, as she traced up the other side, eliciting a spasm from his manhood. He seemed to be catching on to what she wanted him to do, though. “Yeah, I definitely do. But...just because a bitch looks good naked, doesn’t mean she knows her way around a dick. I want to know what you can do!”

“I’d love to show you, daddy,” she said, slowly pumping his cock now, moving her hand up and down his shaft, feeling the way the skin moved, the way that it was still trying to get bigger even though it was already rock-hard. She moved her other hand up to cup his balls, which were bigger even than the deli boy’s, hanging low below his cock, swinging invitingly as she jerked him off. How did he walk around all day with those monsters between his legs? She rolled them from her fingertips to her palm and back, letting them slide along her hand. He grunted; she was doing a good job.

Melissa picked up the pace, jerking faster, gently squeezing his balls, and he began to thrust, unconsciously, into her hand. She had decided to challenge herself to satisfy him without using her mouth; since that was the way she’d made the most men cum, it was the thing she needed the least practice at. Instead, she treated him to the tender mercies of her fingers, pleasuring him in the simplest way possible.

Allen’s cock was the hardest now that it had ever been, and his breathing had quickened to the point where she wondered if his climax was near. But it was his job to tell her when to stop. He had taken charge; she would follow his lead. And seeing to him in this way was a lot of fun, after all. His cock, throbbing in her hand, was so satisfying to grasp, and his balls such a perfect size to fill her hand, that she would have happily jerked him off all night long.

“Oh fuck,” he said. “Fuck, that’s good. But stop or I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, daddy,” said Melissa. “What should I do now?”

“Get on the bed, bitch. I want to taste your slutty pussy.” The words made her incredibly wet, the domineering edge in his voice driving her absolutely wild. She got to her feet and he led her by the hand over to the bed, where she lay down, her vagina staring directly at him.

“Are you gonna make me feel good, daddy?” she flashed her best puppy-dog eyes at him, hoping to stoke his dominance further.

“I’m gonna do what I damn well please, slut. But you’re sure as hell gonna enjoy the ride.” She wanted to tell him that that was exactly what she wanted, to scream yes, yes, more, but it was plain that he understood what she wanted, and she didn’t want to take away from the moment as he got to his knees and grabbed her thighs.

His tongue made landfall on her pubic mound, above her pussy but not too far from her clit, and then began to trace a long, slow line around her lower mouth, carefully avoiding anywhere too sensitive, but leaving her gasping, so utterly ready for him to give her more, to dive deeper down onto her.

But he still teased her. He circled closer and closer to her clit, occasionally flicking across her pussy, but never giving her the pleasure that she needed so badly. She found herself whining. “Come on, daddy, I need your tongue in my greedy pussy…”

Suddenly, a slap stung her right breast, and the licking stopped. “Shut up, bitch. I don’t need you distracting me. I’ll let you feel good when I fucking feel like it! Don’t you dare tell me what to do.”

“I’m s-sorry, daddy…” Melissa moaned, her pussy getting wetter and wetter as he berated her. “I forgot…”

“Well, don’t forget!” he said. Another slap hit her left tit, and then Allen was back to her pussy again, licking oh-so-slowly just outside of her erogenous zone. It was so frustrating to have pleasure be this close, but so far away at the same time!

But then, finally, he relented. His tongue began to flick at her clit, each motion sending a wave of pleasure through her. Even though she wanted nothing more than to serve him, to be dominated by him, this feeling was wonderful as well, the feeling of lying back and feeling him lick her, play her nerve endings like some kind of bizarre instrument. She was still at his mercy, but now it was his time to give her pleasure. Lying back, she could only whimper as he ministered to her.

Now Allen’s tongue changed course. Giving her clit one last desultory swipe, he traced around her pussy lips once more, leaving Melissa in fear for a moment that he would go back to teasing her, never giving her the reward she wanted so badly. But he was in a giving mood; after just a few moments, his tongue began to play across the opening of her pussy, drawing lines, patterns, zigzagging over her eager hole. The feeling was divine; not so much the pleasure itself, which was nice, as the feeling of being cared for, attended to, the feeling that someone else knew so well what could make her feel good, what could drive her absolutely wild. What made Allen sexy wasn’t his handsome face, or his sculpted muscles (though those helped); it was his knowledge of what she needed.

She moaned, pressing her thighs on the sides of his head, trying to get him to go deeper, but he pushed them away, held them still with his strong, unyielding arms. Melissa would get her way - but only if she did things his way. All of a sudden, his tongue speared past her pussy opening and went deep inside of her. If before the pleasure had been moderate, now it sparked up inside her, igniting a flame that promised to grow into a wild blaze. His tongue rummaged through her inner parts, finding its way into places she hadn’t even known she had, giving her a feeling she hadn’t known was possible. Sex had been great since she’d started taking the pills, but this...this was a whole other level.

Soon, Melissa felt herself climbing towards orgasm. The sensations pulsing through her reverberated off each other, growing in intensity and leaving her gasping, reaching out, trying to hit the climax, which was so close…

Then Allen stopped. “Getting close, huh?”

“W-wha…” Melissa was in a daze. She had been there! What had happened...oh, Allen had stopped licking. Why…

“You’re not getting off that easy,” he said, standing up. “Not before I get on top of you and pound you like the bitch that you are.” He got a condom out of his pants pocket and tore off the wrapper. “Get ready.”

“Oh...oh Allen…” Melissa was disappointed, confused, but so turned on by his casual dismissal of what she wanted. When she did get to her orgasm, it would be more than twice as good, and in the meantime...well, in the meantime, she could get her brains fucked out by this beautiful man. “Please, daddy, fuck me good...”

“You bet I will, bitch,” said Allen. He slid the condom onto his cock and then positioned himself at the entrance to her waiting pussy. “Get ready.”

Melissa was not prepared for the sensations that swirled inside of her as he slid into her eager virgin hole. Pleasure...there was pleasure, yes, but...mostly it was a feeling of rightness, a powerful rightness that she’d gotten a taste of a few times before. Having Allen take her, dominate her, use her, cum inside her...this was what she was meant to do. She gasped and moaned, unable to put into words just how turned-on she was.

His cock pushed further inside her, touching some of the same spots his tongue had, but mostly just giving her a feeling of being filled, stretched, pushed to the limit. Of course, getting her ass fucked felt really nice, but...this was different. By taking his cock in her willing pussy, she was submitting to something primal inside of her, allowing him to take something that she’d been wanting to give someone all week. The pleasure was raw, intense, impossible to put into words, and totally new.

More and more of Allen’s thick rod forced its way into Melissa’s pussy, until finally he was in up to the hilt, his balls touching her ass. He looked down at her, gazing into her eyes. “I’m making you mine now. Do you realize that? When I blow my load in this pussy, you’ll be my bitch.”

His tone of voice, his dominating attitude, were driving her crazy. “Oh, daddy, fuck me. Make me your bitch. I want to be your bitch so bad…”

“Careful what you wish for, bitch,” muttered Allen, his voice so low that she could barely hear him. Then, all of a sudden, his cock slammed out and back in, rocking her with intense thrusts. She was taken completely by surprise, but it was a good kind of surprise, like opening an unexpected present. There was pain, yes; her pussy wasn’t prepared to be used this roughly, and she grabbed the sheets, curling her fingers through the fabric to keep from crying out. But there was pleasure too. Where before his cock had been touching her most sensitive places, now it was slamming into them, short-circuiting the nerve endings, blasting through any hint of resistance she could put up.

Soon, he fell into a steady rhythm, each thrust sending wonderful sensations swirling through her. The pleasure wasn’t quite as intense as when he’d been tonguing her, but that was a good thing; it meant she could last longer before orgasm, exist longer in this wonderful space of submission and ecstasy. The feeling of his cock plumbing her depths was one she’d been missing for a very long time indeed.

But the orgasm was getting closer now. The heat inside of her was back, the reverberating pleasure that was creating a feedback loop, building and building in intensity. Her breathing got shallower, turned to gasps, because there wasn’t time to breathe, only to feel pleasurable, to bathe in the feelings washing over her. And Allen seemed to be feeling the same way; his thrusts had gotten more powerful, almost desperate, as he tried to extract more pleasure from her, to get closer to his own orgasm. Locked together, they were spiraling towards the climax, coming towards the peak -

And then Allen grunted, and Melissa felt his cock spasm inside of her. His thrusting grew wild as he lost all control, surrendering to the orgasm that was overwhelming him. She had done it. She had brought him to the point of ultimate pleasure, left him awash in overwhelming sensation. She had been a good bitch after all. That knowledge, that she had done well, that she had driven him to orgasm, was incredibly erotic, and soon -

Soon, she felt the heat inside her burst into a fiery vortex. Yelping, she clutched the sheets, curling her legs around him, trying to push him further inside her as she spasmed in bliss. Ecstasy blasted through her, overheating her, overflowing into yet more ecstasy, her limbs trembling as she feared, for a single nerve-wracking instant, that she would simply die of pleasure. The things she felt in those few moments of utter bliss were utterly life-changing; while before she thought she’d known the meaning of the word pleasure, now she realized that she knew nothing at all of what her body could offer. And if Allen could give her more of this...well, she wouldn’t be cheating, that was for sure.

For a minute, they both stayed in that position, gasping, and then he pulled out of her and began to get cleaned up. Soon enough, she followed suit. The atmosphere in the room was one of awkwardness, a feeling she thought she’d left behind. But the moment of orgasm had just been too divine to make the transition back to normality anything less than jarring.

Before Melissa knew it, she was standing at the door, back in her dress. She looked over her shoulder at Allen, who was doing up the buttons on his shirt. “Like, that was amazing.”

“Yeah, that was...wow. We gotta do that again.” He walked over to her and planted a kiss on her cheek. “I want to see you again.”

She blushed. “Oh, Allen…I do too. Just give me a call.”

“I will,” he said. He turned aside and let out a yawn. “I have practice tomorrow, believe it or not, so I have to turn in.”

Even though it was still fairly early, Melissa was too. “Yeah, like, I should too. See you...around.”

“See you,” said Allen. It was hard to leave, and a little awkward since she lived five feet away, but soon Melissa was standing back in her own room, going over what had happened in her mind. Allen was...he was someone she wanted to commit to. The frat party had been fun, but none of those guys had compared to him in any way. Maybe it was time to give up her sex-crazed ways for a while...or, more likely, just direct all of that desire onto him.

She went to shower, and, when she returned, fell into bed. She was tired enough to go to sleep immediately, but something occurred to her, and she turned on the light on her nightstand and dove into the box next to her bed. Pushing past the dildos and the lube, she found the pill bottle and shook it. There was no sound from inside. Opening it, she found her fears confirmed: it was empty. She’d taken the last one earlier that day.

At first, a horrible sinking feeling settled over her. What was she going to do without the boosts of energy? And she would never be able to find more of them, unlabeled as the bottle was. But...she didn’t feel too groggy and disoriented, even though it had been eight hours since her last pill. Had she somehow been weaned off them? How?

But then calm settled over her once again. She wasn’t sure why, but she had a strange feeling that maybe, just maybe, everything was going to be okay. Maybe the pills had done their work on her, given her their gift. She ran her hands over her new body and contemplated all the possibilities, all the promise and excitement that her new life held. And could she really ask for more than that?

Thoughts like these swirling through her head, she rolled over and drifted off to sleep.
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