
        
            
                
            
        

    
Apartment Bimbo

By Alyssa Wills


Copyright © 2022 Alyssa Wills

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Cover design by: Alyssa Wills


To the House Hunters narrator lady. Thank you


Sign up for updates!







Want to see more of what Alyssa's been up to? Why not sign up for her mailing list?




Learn more here!




While you're at it, why not give her a follow on Twitter?




Find her page here!






































“Now…this place is how much?” Hannah was peering at the groutwork along one edge of the kitchen counter, boring into the craftsmanship with her eyes.

“$1650 a month,” said Michael from the kitchen table. “And can you hurry this up?”

“For $1650 a month, you’d think they would have done a better job on the tiling,” she said. “It’s uneven. And no, Michael, I can’t hurry this up. Sorry, but this apartment needs to be absolutely perfect – otherwise, what are we even moving here for?”

“There are lots of other reasons,” he said. “My job. Your job. Putting a little distance between ourselves and our parents. I guarantee we’ll have better things to do than stare at groutwork all day.”

“But if I know it’s there, it’ll bother me,” she shot back. “Besides, I’m tired of living in crappy apartments. We’re making a little more now, and I want something that feels nice for once.”

“Well, we could just take out a lease on my brother’s spare bedroom,” said Michael, checking his phone. “We’ve been there so long now, it’s like we’ve moved in. He agreed to one week, and I thought two was pushing it, but now we’re coming up on three.”

“I know we need to find something,” she agreed. “But this just isn’t it. That grout will haunt me.”

“This time it’s the grout,” he said, “last time it was the curtain rod being slightly uneven, and what is it next time? The lip in front of the shower being half an inch too tall?”

“That would be dangerous,” said Hannah. “We couldn’t live in a place like that.”

Michael sighed. “Well, glad to know that that entirely hypothetical apartment also fails to meet your standards. At least we have one more lined up for today, so it could be that this hasn’t been a complete wash.”

“Let’s go, then,” said Hannah. “God, that grout is staring at me, I can feel it.”

* * *
 

The Southern California sun was beating down hard, but at least the freeway wasn’t too crowded at three p.m. on a Saturday. Hannah was driving, and Michael was flipping through Zillow, looking at pictures of the next apartment. “Well, this place looks all right,” he said. “Ocean view, they claim, and it’s not far from our jobs.”

“I’ll have to get a good look at it first,” she said. “You can’t trust those Zillow pictures. They take them with a fish-eye lens, you know.” Involuntarily, a yawn escaped her. “Gosh, looking at these apartments is tiring. I should have had coffee with lunch.”

“I have just the thing for that,” said Michael. “It should be here somewhere…” He began rummaging around in his backpack.

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Is this another one of your weird…drinks or whatever? I don’t want anything from Central Africa. Those cookies you brought home made me feel weird.” Her boyfriend worked as a food importer, and his company was forever trying to find foreign snack foods that could be a hit in the United States, so he always had unusual things for her to try.

“Well, yes, actually, it is. Oh, here.” He pulled a can out and showed it to her. “The label’s a little strange, and we’ll definitely have to get it redesigned, but the drink tests really well. We’re thinking of signing a deal.”

“You’re right about the label, at least,” said Hannah. It looked very suspicious, even by the standards of what Michael usually brought home with him. There was a mess of Cyrillic letters, which she couldn’t even begin to read, and the only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman.

“Come on, try it!” he said, nudging her. “It’s an energy drink that’s aimed at the health food market. The ingredient list is pretty legit.”

“All right, fine,” she said. “I do need a boost.” When they rolled to a stop at a red light, she opened the can and took a sip. The texture was thick and syrupy, and the flavor was unexpected, like apricots in summer, but she couldn’t honestly say that it was bad. Despite the strangeness, she found herself going back for more. “This is pretty good.”

“Good you like it! It’ll help you finish today’s apartment hunt strong.” He sighed. “Lord knows we’ll need strength to get through this.”

Hannah chose to let her boyfriend’s little jab go unanswered, instead focusing on the road and the drink. She was usually the kind of person who left half-empty cans around the apartment because she forgot about them halfway through, but she could never have done that with this drink. The more she gulped down, the more badly she wanted to chug the rest. Even though it came in a tall can, and she got the feeling you weren’t really supposed to down the whole thing in one go, she had emptied it out long before they reached the next apartment building.

She had found this one, so it was she who led the way into the leasing office and picked up the key for the self-guided tour. Then they got into the elevator and rode up to the twelfth floor. As the metal box gently vibrated, she realized that she was feeling…more than a little strange. Her head felt oddly light, and she found that she was having trouble recalling the long mental checklist that she went through whenever they toured an apartment. There had been something about outlets? But that was all she could dredge up.

Speaking of plugging things in, Hannah realized, she was more than a little turned on right now. Usually, her arousal came to her on weekend nights, and very occasionally on a lazy morning on vacation, but never at this time of day. Still, she felt a surge of arousal flowing through her whenever she glanced over at her boyfriend. He really was hot, wasn’t he? She had landed a good one. If only she could rip his clothes off and…

Finally, the elevator dinged, and the doors slid open. Michael led the way down the hall, searching for 12J; when he finally found it, he unlocked the door and stepped inside, and she followed, eyes firmly glued to his ass.

“Well, this looks all right,” he said, glancing over the living area. “Nice and bright. They said ‘ocean view,’ and I guess that technically counts.” He gestured to what had to have been an inch-wide strip of glittering blue water peeking out between two apartment buildings.

“Yeah, like, this is pretty nice,” said Hannah. “We could make this work.”

Michael’s head turned. “Wait, what? You said it was pretty nice? Are you sure that you’re the same woman I got into the elevator with?”

“Yeah, I just like it, you know?” Hannah smiled, but his question made her think. Was it because of the drink that she was feeling so different? After a moment, though, she decided that she didn’t care. She was in a good mood, she had the energy she needed – as the old expression went, why ask why?

The two of them did a circuit through the apartment. Michael had always claimed to be a “big picture kind of guy,” which meant that he was finished almost immediately, and Hannah was the one urging him to take his time, but for this one she didn’t find herself nearly as preoccupied with the little details. She did glance at a few of the outlets, just because, but her heart wasn’t in it. The sun coming in through the windows felt good, the view was nice, and the place already felt like home. What wasn’t to like?

In fact, what drew her attention the most wasn’t any of the apartment’s light fixtures, or the grout in the kitchen backsplash, or the minute scuffs on heavily-trafficked parts of the floor – usually potential dealbreakers – but the bed. She found herself going back to the bedroom once, twice, three times, just to gaze at it. It looked so comfortable, and arousal began to flow through her as she imagined herself having passionate sex with Michael in it, knocking the pillows to the floor, sending the sheets flying this way and that.

And then she couldn’t take it any more. She found him in the kitchen, leaning against the counter; as she walked towards him, he looked up, obviously aware at some level that something was different. “Are you, uh, done looking around?”

“Not quite,” she said, flashing him a look that she hoped he understood. “Like, ever since I had that drink, I’ve been feeling a little strange. It’s not easy to concentrate on the apartment tour, you know? But, like, I think you can help me out.”

“I know that tone of voice,” said Michael. “You can’t be serious. We aren’t the only people with the keys, and somebody could walk in, and –”

“I don’t care,” said Hannah. “Like, I just don’t. I can’t wait anymore.” Stepping towards him, she took his hand in hers. “Come on, please?”

“What the fuck,” sighed Michael. “I guess you only live once.” And then his lips were meeting hers, and passion and arousal were welling up inside of her. She sighed with pleasure. She’d had her share of hookups over the years, but she’d been with Michael for years now, and at this point he felt like an old, comfortable pair of jeans that she looked forward to slipping into every time. He wrapped his arms around her, and for a moment she just relaxed and enjoyed the feeling of being with him.

Still, though, it wasn’t as if she intended to take it slow. There was no time for that. There was a slavering beast inside of her, a beast that cried out for satisfaction, and it was driving her on and on. Breaking off the kiss, she took his hand and pulled him back to the bedroom, where that enticing bed awaited them. “You can’t be serious,” he murmured. “Someone will notice. They’ll figure out what we did.”

“Like, so what?” she said. “We can worry about that later.” And then she was pulling his shirt up and over his head, tugging at the fabric like some kind of crazed animal. She needed to see his naked body before her, and she needed it now. At last, it fell to the floor, revealing his bare torso. Almost in a trance, she ran her hand down his chest and stomach, still unable quite to believe her luck. How did she have this man all to herself?

“You’re eager, aren’t you?” he murmured, voice suddenly low and heavy with arousal. Then his hands were reaching around for the zipper of her dress, pulling it down, shoving the straps off her shoulders. With a quick shake, it was on the floor, and she was free. Before that moment, if anyone had walked in on them, they would still have had some deniability; now all that was gone. She was nearly naked, totally exposed, and she couldn’t have been happier about it.

Shoes, his pants, socks; they were gone faster than she’d thought possible, and then he was fiddling with the clasp of her bra, which he’d never quite learned to slip off easily. It didn’t matter, though; the feeling of his fingers scrambling around behind her back was strangely arousing, a sign of just how desperate he was to get her fully unwrapped. At last he solved the puzzle, tossing the undergarment to the side, and her tits were fully exposed, vulnerable to his hungry gaze. “Like what you see, babe?” she asked.

“Fuck, I’ll never get used to this,” he said. Then his hand was reaching up, and he was pinching one of her nipples between his fingers.  As he began to gently knead her soft flesh, she shivered with arousal, luxuriated in the feeling of having her body worshiped. He had always been a tit man, and that was no different now.

Hannah was so turned on that she didn’t want to wait any longer. Her fingers found his cock, still imprisoned in his boxers, and began to gently squeeze it, coaxing it to attention. Obediently, it stiffened in her grasp, blood flowing through its length as it reacted to a touch it had learned to recognize. His hips moved slightly as he unconsciously pressed against her, looking for more. She smiled; it was good to know they were on the same page. “Let’s take this onto the bed,” she whispered.

“I guess I’ve come this far,” he replied, and then they were lying down on the soft white sheets, and his hands were scrabbling at the waistband of her panties, pushing them down until they could hold him back no longer. In turn, she shoved his own underpants to the side, at last revealing his cock in all its glory. Like some small, eager creature, it burst out to meet her, now fully erect and ready for whatever she had planned for it.

Both of them acted on the same instinct. One of his hands stayed on her breasts, lovingly kneading and squeezing, but the other traveled down to her rapidly-moistening slit. At first, he was content simply to play with her, allowing his fingers to trace along the outside of her opening and come within millimeters of her eager, sensitive clit, but all the same his motions sent pleasure humming through her, leaving her desperate for more. At the same time, she began to jerk him off once again, fingers working back and forth along his shaft. Now, without those silly clothes in the way, it was much more satisfying to play with his member – but they were only getting started, weren’t they?

Just then, one of Michael’s fingers plunged inside her pussy, not far but far enough. The sensation of being suddenly stretched caused Hannah to moan out loud, and with each passing instant it became harder to stop herself from simply throwing herself onto his hand and demanding immediate gratification. Never before had sex felt so urgent, so incredibly necessary. She felt like a diver with an empty oxygen tank, kicking towards the surface – she needed that orgasm, needed it more than she’d ever needed anything in her life, and if there was one man in the world who could give it to her, it was her boyfriend. But she managed to hold herself together with the promise that more would be coming soon.

For now, she had to content herself with taking her lust out on his cock, rubbing it with her fingers in the exact way she knew he loved. With her other hand, she focused on his balls, kneading oh-so-gently and rolling them between her fingers. It had been Michael, after all, who had first taught her not to neglect them – so she felt that she owed him the honor of seeing his instructions put into practice. A grunt escaped his lips, and she knew that her technique was working. A smile spread over her face.

That smile turned into a gasp of surprise as his thumb came to a halt directly on Hannah’s clit. He’d always called this move “going in for the kill,” but he usually saved it for later in their lovemaking – it was as if he knew how badly she needed release. She heard herself sighing long and low as he brushed the sensitive nub in a gentle but relentless circular motion. Nothing else he’d ever tried on her had had quite the same effect as this, and it was what she’d been thinking of when she’d made her advances on him.

For a few minutes, they went on just like that. Michael kept up his assault on her clit and her pussy, fingers tracing intricate shapes across her flesh, while at the safe time she pleasured him in just that perfect way she’d learned that he loved. She felt her temperature rising as pleasure flowed through her, beginning to build up in a reservoir deep within the core of her body. If he only kept this up, then she would be sure to reach the place she wanted to get to so badly. Michael could get her there, she knew he could, so it was just a matter of holding out until he did – but he wasn’t making that easy for her.

At last, Hannah couldn’t take it any more. “Fuck, like, this is great, babe, but…”

“But you need to go further?” He smiled. “I’ve got you.” He pulled his hand out of her, which left her feeling strangely lonely, but that wasn’t going to last for long. Reaching down to the floor for his jeans, he fished a condom out of the pocket, tore open the wrapper, and began to slip it on.

“You were acting like I was coming out of nowhere,” she said, voice teasing, “but now look at you. You were prepared all along.”

“So what if I was?” asked Michael, grinning. “I have a beautiful girlfriend. Can you blame me? Plus, I’m sure my brother will thank us for not getting it on at his place. This might be just a little noisy.”

“Like, can you imagine what the downstairs neighbors will be thinking?” asked Hannah. “They think this apartment is, like, empty.”

“Well, they’ll get an earful,” he replied. “Now…no more talking.” And then he was climbing on top of her, and his lips were meeting hers in a kiss that was somehow even hotter, even more passionate than the one they’d shared before. Hannah’s arousal reached a fever pitch, and she felt as though flames were licking at her from within, pushing her on and on, forcing her to act on her instincts. She moaned softly into the kiss and pushed her pelvis up against him, begging him without words to give her what she needed so badly.

Michael’s cock was pushing against her slit now, the familiar shape of the head pushing her lips to the side as it began to slip into her. He usually liked to go in from behind, so this position felt new and fresh, and the sensations were stronger than usual as he stretched her open and as his member pushed towards her womb. She wrapped her arms around him, partly to feel his warmth against her and partly to brace herself for what was coming next.

Then, without warning, her lover suddenly thrust forward, burying the rest of his length deep inside her pussy. She cried out at the sudden explosion of sensation that burst through her, the twinge of pain and glut of pleasure that came from having him take her so forcefully. Breaking off from the kiss, she found herself crying out. “Oh…oh fuck!”

“You like that?” growled Michael, and then he was starting to pump, shaft sliding in and out of her with the force and energy of a steam-powered piston. The surface of his cock wasn’t smooth, but rather an uneven array of veins and curves, and as he pushed his way inside her, these rubbed against her slit, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through her body. She gasped, reached back, grabbed handfuls of the bedsheets. He was usually as passionate as anyone, but something about this situation had really turned him on.

As her boyfriend’s cock slammed in and out of her, just at the perfect speed that they’d both come to know and love, Hannah realized that the windows just across the room were wide open. They were surrounded by other apartments, all of which had been built with the same trendy floor-to-ceiling picture windows; anyone who glanced over at their building would be sure to catch a glimpse of them, naked bodies writhing against the white bedding. She’d never even considered having sex in this kind of situation before, but that thought sent a surge of arousal through her, making the pleasure Michael was giving her all the sweeter. All those eyes, watching them – what were they thinking, she wondered?

Well, they were certainly giving them one hell of a show. His face was a mask of concentration, and there was a look of fiery determination in his eyes as everything in his world faded away except for her body. His mental state reflected her own; if there were any onlookers, they were irrelevant now, totally irrelevant to the pleasure that was building up inside of her. She could tell that she was getting close, and each of her boyfriend’s thrusts was sending more and more pleasure rushing through her, like a fire roaring higher and higher with each piece of kindling thrown into the blaze.

Everything faded away. He was thrusting, thrusting, and she was gasping, crying out, pushing back. Time passed, seconds, minutes – Hannah had no idea how long, and she didn’t care to guess. All that mattered was her pleasure, and his pleasure, and their movements, and oh God why hadn’t she asked to do this before, and she was getting close now, closer and closer…

Just then, with a yelp, Michael reached his climax. Suddenly, his movements grew savage, fierce, frantic as he thrust into her with all his strength, consumed by an animalistic drive to go as deep as possible, to extract every drop of pleasure from his orgasm that he could. The power behind his thrusts only made the sensations he was sending through Hannah’s body all the better, all the more exquisite, and suddenly she leapt closer, and she was almost there…

It hit her like a freight train. There were orgasms and orgasms, and this was an orgasm, an explosion of human pleasure that could have been measured on the Richter scale. Hannah was screaming, she realized, crying out in a desperate attempt to express the mind-bending pleasure crashing through her. Her limbs trembled, helpless against the spasms that were overcoming her, and for a moment she half-seemed to be floating in a warm infinity, beyond all the cares of the world.

Eventually, though, she had to return to Earth; such is the curse of humanity. Michael had already slowed his thrusting, and now that she saw that she had had her orgasm, he stopped altogether and pulled out of her. “Wow, babe, I mean, normally sex is great, but this time was…”

“Like, yeah,” said Hannah dreamily. “Fuck.”

“Although…we should probably get out of here,” he said. “I mean, some other people might come in to check out the apartment, and then they’d –”

“No, no one else will,” she said, “because, like, I want to lease this one. It’s perfect. We need to do it now.”

“I like it too,” he said, “but damn, really? Isn’t there some little problem with it?”

“Well,” she said, hauling herself up off the bed, “like, maybe. But if we can have sex like that in this place, I think everything else will, like, work itself out.”

And it was true. As they got cleaned up and tried to hide the evidence of their escapade, Hannah realized that sex was the piece of her life that she’d been missing for so long. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t done it with Michael, of course, but rarely was it so passionate, so real, so raw. Finding that feeling again…everything else was irrelevant in the face of that.

Secure in her new resolve, she glanced out the window and took in the view once again, allowing herself a smile. If anyone had been watching them at play, they had better brace themselves for a repeat performance.
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