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Chapter 1

When Guy Samlop saw the train tracks end, he knew he was at Aquanila Seaside Station.  The college graduate got his rollerbag from the overhead bin and walked off the train, getting a face full of salty air.  Aquanila was a seaside resort with a long, crescent-shaped strip of white, sandy beach bordered on all sides by steep, lush mountains.  This was about as far from the city as he could get without getting his feet wet or flying.  With the amount of cash in his pocket, that would have to do.

It wasn’t a far walk from the central train station to his new job, working as a barista at The Scorched Bean Cafe.  Guy took long strides with his tall, toned body.  He was smiling because he had once been told it would drive away bad thoughts, and Guy needed to drive away the thoughts of what he was trying to leave behind.

The cafe was on a side street, one block up from the boardwalk.  The store was clean, but was filled with tables and chairs that seemed to have been found on the sidewalk or in an antique store.  Most of the seats were empty, and the place was quiet, except for a man washing dishes behind the counter.

Guy walked up and waved at the man.  He was tall and thin, with black hair parted down the middle.  His sleeves were pulled up past his elbows, and he was cleaning mugs.

“Are you Liam?”  Guy asked, extending his hand.  “I talked to you about the barista job?”

“Yep, that’s me alright,”  the man said, wiping his hand on his apron before shaking Guy’s hand. “You must be Mr. Samlop.  Thank fuck you’re as tall as you said you were.  So many guys think they can get the job, and I have to send them packing.”

“And why is that?  I wondered why you asked my height in the application.”

Liam put his hands on the counter, “Because the ladies love tall men, Guy!  There are a dozen coffeehouses in Aqualina, but we make the most cash because we hire tall, fit young men who know how to make art with coffee.  I’d go bust if I hired shorter staff.”

“Isn’t that a bit illegal?”  Guy asked.

The man put his fingers in his ears and closed his eyes,  saying, “Na na na na!  I can’t hear you!  I don’t want to go out of business. La la la!”

Guy put his hands up, “Right, I get it.”

Liam looked at him and dropped his hands.  He continued, “Now I saw your latte art online, but I need to see if you can do it on the spot.  I need a fern leaf, a heart, and a flower.”  Liam said as he set up three cups from the espresso machine and handed him a pourer filled with frothed milk.

Guy pushed his lips to the side of his face while he stared at the surface of the coffee, pouring controlled dollops and streams of hot cream.  When he was finished, he set down the pourer and looked up.

“Well done,  that’s the fastest I’ve seen it done on the first try.   Now pick one, let’s have a chat.”  Liam opened up the countertop and grabbed the latte with the flower on it.  Guy grabbed the heart latte and followed him to a darkly stained table that looked like it was made with stone tools.

Liam clinked Guy’s mug and said, “So now I have some questions for you.  What made you come to Aquanila from the big city?  Most young people leave here to make it big.”

“Well, you see, I had a really bad breakup, and it felt like I needed to get as far away as possible.  I always saw this place in travel magazines and thought I could make a new life here.  I worked as a barista in college, so I thought this would be a good fit.”

“Nursing a broken heart, huh?  Well, don’t fret, my friend.  Aquanila is full of beautiful women from up and down the coast.  I can tell you from experience, being a barista is the best job a young man can have.  There’s something about us serving girls coffee and listening to them that drives them wild.”

“Ah, I’m not going to worry about that for a while.  I need to decompress.”

“Don’t go too long.  Women can smell a pathetic man from a mile away.  They won’t come back unless you give off that confident aura.”

“Okay, well, I’ll try to keep that in mind,” he said before taking a swig from his coffee. 

“So when can you start?”  Liam said.

“Can I come in tomorrow morning?  I need to get something to sleep on and something to eat.  Right now, I have found a cheap apartment on Foundation Street.  ”

Liam whistled and said, “Whoa, you really are broke if that’s where your apartment is. I hope you like closets, because you’re going to be living in one.”

...

Guy lugged his bag up the concrete steps to the second floor of a dingy two-floor block of small apartments.  The building was tucked away down a side street, with several of the buildings surrounding it abandoned.  While a few rooms looked occupied, his building was looking half abandoned.  He was the second-to-last on the second floor.  The apartment just beyond his had a screened window and a doormat that said, “Hey Sexy!”  Guy smirked before fishing out his key.

When he opened the door, he pinched his nose. Walking to the back of the studio apartment, he opened up all the windows he could find.  He looked under the sink, pulled out the bleach-based cleaner, and shook it a couple of times before throwing it in the trash.  He went to the main space, put his back against the wall, and slid to the ground.

“Okay, I need to pick up a futon, pillow, and blanket, then my first grocery run will be mostly cleaning products.  I’m going to be eating ramen and old coffee cake for a few days.”

...

Later that night, Guy tossed his empty instant ramen cup in the trash and got in the shower.  All the afternoon’s sweat and grime from cleaning his own apartment swirled around the drain.  Liam was right, the place was small, and he wondered if he would regret coming out here just to get away from an old girlfriend.

“She cheated on you with your best friend!  Everyone in our group knew before I did.  How could I show my face?”  He groaned, “Now I’m talking to myself.”

At that point, he heard a door slam and some footsteps coming from the last apartment on the floor.  He shampooed his hair and was about to scrub his body when he started to hear a woman moaning.

Her voice was only slightly muffled.  Guy tapped the shower wall, heard a hollow sound, and shrugged. 

The moaning got louder, and the wall started thumping.

“Great, a nearly empty apartment block, and I’m stuck with this guy.”  He whispered to himself.

“Ah!  Fuck me!  So good!  Mmmmph,” the girl cried out.

“Take my cock, you loose bitch!  Do you love it!?”  A man said in a low voice.

“Mmmmph, gah!”

“I can’t hear you!  Tell me how you feel.”

“I love it!  I love your thick cock!”

The thudding got louder, and Guy could feel his dick getting hard.  The girl’s moans became higher-pitched.  Reaching for the soap, he got himself slick and started to jerk off.

“You’re pathetic.”  He muttered to himself.

“So big!  Cumming!”

“You’re such a slut!”

The shower stall sounded like it was being hit by a pile driver.  Guy clamped down on his glans when he heard the girl yell raggedly, sending out thick ropes of cum against the shower stall.

Guy mumbled as his cock twitched, “Fucking loser!  She cheated on you.  Get it together!”

When he had finished ejaculating, he washed up and turned off the shower.  The man in the other apartment was not done fucking the lady. 

The girl’s moans died down to meek whining while Guy got into his sweats for bed.  Besides her voice, he could hear the slapping of flesh against flesh reach a crescendo, and then finally the man groaned, and the woman squealed in unison.

He shook his head and got under the comforter.  He rolled to face away from his neighbors and hoped for sleep.  A few minutes later, while he was dozing off, the girl started moaning again.

“Sorry, babe, I’ve got at least two more loads before we’re done,” the man said.

The girl's muffled voice responded,  “More!  Give it to me!”

Guy cursed and wrapped his pillow around his head.  It was going to be a long night.


Chapter 2

“Here is your tiramisu and machiato, and here is your red velvet cake and your latte,”  Guy said as he pushed mugs and plates in front of two young women. 

He handed the tiramisu to a tanned blonde with a short shag haircut and brown eyes, wearing a crop top and tight jeans. The red velvet cake went to a blue-eyed redhead with pale skin, dressed in a summer dress cinched at the waist.  Both had well-endowed bosoms and eyes that followed Guy as he had brought them their desserts.

The blond smirked and said, “You know, Liam never said there would be a new cute guy working at the cafe.  I’m going to have to give him a tongue lashing when I see him.”

“He’ll be back before the afternoon rush,” he replied with a smile. “Anything else?”

The blonde elbowed the redhead, making her yelp, “Ouch! Well, I was wondering if you’d please tell us your name.”

“Oh, sorry. You can call me Guy.  Yes, that’s my real name.”

“So if someone asks, I can say I met a guy, and it would be true in two ways?”  The redhead giggled.

“Exactly,” he said. “Now that I’ve told you my name, what do you two ladies call yourselves, or do I get to give you nicknames?”

“Oh hell no!”  The blond said, pressing her finger into the cafe's bartop. “My name is Penny, and my redhead friend is Fanny.”

“It’s nice to meet you both,” he said, extending a hand, and Fanny blushed before taking it.  “Whoa, your hand is freezing.”

“Sorry!  My fingers get cold when I get nervous,” Fanny replied.

Guy frowned and shrugged, “I’m sorry about making you feel uncomfortable. I’ll let you be.”

“No!”  Fanny said while Penny tried to contain her laughter. “We haven’t seen you in town before. When did you come here?

“Oh, I actually got in yesterday.  I’ve moved out of the city.”

Penny put the edge of her hand on her cheek and whispered to Fanny, “Isn’t everyone supposed to leave the country for the city?  He must be running from something.  Maybe the barista association is after him for roasting violations.”

“Stop it!” Fanny said. “Why do you have to tease the new boy?  Liam’s already told us off for this sort of thing.”

“So you tease all the new hires, huh?” 

Penny got a spoonful of tiramisu and said, “Only the ones we think are cute enough,” before taking the bite. 

Guy started wrapping some flatware with napkins and said, “So will I be blessed with your pretty faces every day?  It seems like you’re regulars.”

“Yeah, we usually have a coffee before we go to work,” Fanny said.

“I’m sure wherever you work, they’re lucky to have you there,” Guy said with a smile.

“Ha!  Liam taught you well!  He’s finally learned a lesson.  We told him that the help was too nosy, asking what we do.”

“Um, I don’t think so.  I just know it’s rude to ask what a woman does for work when she’s a paying customer,”  he replied.

Fanny tilted her head, “That’s really sweet.  I hate how people attach so much meaning to what people do.  I’m a human being first, you know.”  She looked down and then glanced up at him before taking a bite of cake.

“So what do you two like to do for fun?  I’m trying to get acclimatized to my new home.  Back in the city, there are so many bars and clubs, I never really had trouble finding a place to have a good time.”

Fanny and Penny glanced at each other.  There was a pregnant pause before Penny said, “In Aquanila, there are a few bars and just a couple of clubs.  Most people’s social lives revolve around their friend groups.”

Penny continued, “There are the jocks who go on their little jet-skis.  There are beach bums.  I know a few outdoor types who have a hiking club and take the trails in the mountains around the bay.  Then there are other groups.”

“Oh, and what group are you two attached to?”  Guy asked.

“Us?”  Penny said with a laugh. “We’re always at work.  We don’t have a social life outside of that.  It keeps us too busy.”

Guy tilted his head and said, “That’s too bad.  You two seem like a lot of fun.”

The girls giggled. Penny said, “Poor barista has no friends.  Look, he’s practically in tears!  Don’t worry, babe, some girl is going to throw a harpoon in that nice ass of yours before you know it.”

“Stop it, Penny!  That’s rude!”  Fanny said while poking her fork into Penny’s upper arm.

It wasn’t too long before the cafe started to fill up with young women and a few men.  Guy was doing his best but was falling behind.

Liam barged through the front door and hopped over the counter.  Tying on his apron, he said to Guy, “Sorry I’m late, there was a girl I was chatting up, and I got sidetracked.”

Guy pointed at Liam and said, “Boss, you may want to look in the mirror for a second.”

Liam turned to the mirrored wall and examined himself.  He said, “Damnit, Gretchen!  She’s always leaving hickeys!  I swear I’m going to have to wear turtlenecks.”

“In this heat?”

“Yeah, what else can I wear to hide this?”

“Bandana around the neck?  Or maybe a collared shirt with a tie?  We could go upscale with the business.”

“Hmm, good options.  I’ll have to think about it.  Anyway, how have you held up?” he looked around the cafe and nodded.  “No line is a good sign for a first day.  I’ll jump in.  Hey girls, what can I get for you?”

Liam walked to a far corner table, and Guy could see five girls eye fuck his boss all at once.

Penny and Fanny left some bills on the counter, got up from their seats, and waved.  Penny said, “We’ll be back tomorrow, Guy.  Don’t get too overwhelmed, we want you to stick around for a while.”

Fanny blushed as she walked by and looked away before he could say goodbye.  He frowned and started collecting up their dishes when he saw a phone on the counter.  He picked it up and tapped the screen.  A picture of Fanny making a duck face and a peace sign appeared.  The picture was of her head and shoulders, but it looked like she wasn’t wearing anything.  He bolted to the exit.

Once out on the street, he looked up and down its length.  Penny was in a convertible, and Fanny was getting in. 

Guy jogged to them and held up Fanny’s phone.  He said, “I think you forgot this.”

“Oh my gosh!”  Fanny exclaimed.  “Thank you so much!  I’d lose my head if it wasn’t screwed on.”  She took the phone from him, and their fingers briefly touched again, her fingers briefly lingering on his. 

“Okay, well, I have to get back to work,” Guy said with a nod.

Fanny’s eyes darted to Penny and then back to Guy before she said, “Um, Guy, would you mind terribly if I asked for your number?”

He looked at her.  Fanny’s knuckles went white, gripping her phone, and her wide eyes seemed to beg for an answer.  Penny covered her mouth and looked at her lap, sitting in the car.

“Yeah, sure, I’d like that,” Guy said, fishing his phone out of his pocket and tapping it to hers, causing it to chime.

“Great! I’ll give you a call,” she said as she hopped into Penny’s sports car.  “Do you have a swimsuit?”

“What?”  Guy answered with a raised eyebrow.

“Bye-bye, coffee boy!” Penny said as they peeled out and headed for the hills.


Chapter 3

Guy jogged the last few hundred feet when he heard the Aquanila clock tower ring twelve noon.  He scanned the busy area as he approached.  There, he saw Fanny standing next to a bronze statue of a fish leaping out of the ocean.  She was in a tankini, a wide-brimmed sun hat, and a floral silk robe.  The young woman was holding a basket with both hands and looking in all directions as she spoke with a couple of deeply tanned young men wearing only swim trunks.

“Are you sure you don’t want to come with us to grab an ice cream?”  a guy chewing on a toothpick asked.

His tubby friend pointed at her and asked, “I’m sure I’ve seen you before somewhere.  Were you on the internet somewhere?” 

“No, I’m not sure what you mean.  I don’t really want ice cream; you see, I’m waiting for my friend.  He’ll be here any moment,” the redhead replied.

“Hey, if he’s making you wait, you should ditch the loser,” the guy with the toothpick said while he ran his fingers through his bleached hair.

“There you are, Guy!”  Fanny yelled out and tried walking to him.

The overweight man snapped his fingers and said, “Now I remember, aren’t you that girl who...”

“Hey, sorry I’m late.  Do you know these two people?”  Guy said, meeting Fanny's eyes.

“No, they were bothering me.  Come on, let’s get an umbrella and a couple of beach chairs!”  Fanny said with a wide smile.  She grabbed Guy's hand and yanked him away from the two other men.

“Damn, I wanted her autograph,”  the fat young man said.

“What? Why?”  His friend said while he picked his teeth.

“I’ll tell you later.  Let’s go get that ice cream.” 

Guy paid an old man on the beach, and the couple was guided to a pair of lounge chairs set under a wide blue umbrella.  He looked up and down the beach.  It was a beautiful summer day, and the beach was filling up quickly with tourists and locals.  He looked at Fanny long enough to sear the image into his memory.  The woman’s skin was fair, without blemish, but not pale.  When her deep red hair caught the sunlight, it glowed as if it were made of embers.

“I packed us both lunch.  I hope you don’t mind,”  Fanny said as she pulled out a couple of plastic containers.  “Do you like iced tea?”

“Thanks, Fanny, I was just going to take you to a stall on the boardwalk.  I feel bad that you're cooking for me.”

Fanny frowned, “But I like to cook!  Here, have a taste of my pork cutlet!”  The ginger plucked a strip from her lunch box and pressed the meat to his lips.

Guy opened his mouth to protest, but Fanny took advantage and jammed the morsel into his mouth.  When she pulled her finger out, she traced his lip before blushing and turned away.  “Well, how is it?” she asked, flicking her eyes in his direction.

He coughed a few times before saying, “It’s really good, Fanny, but you could have just handed it to me.”

“Sorry!”  Fanny put her hand to her mouth.  “Penny told me not to do anything too forward.  She says I’m too friendly, and that scares people I like away.” The beauty dug her toes into the sand and slouched.

“Who taught you how to cook?”  Guy said quickly to change the subject.  “I can only boil water for ramen and hot dogs.”

She tilted her head, “I taught myself from the internet.  I’m bored with all the bar food I used to eat, plus it’s healthier.  I work part-time as a bartender at the Swan.”  She pointed to a bar facing the seashore. “It’s right over there.”

Guy spoke between mouthfuls, “So, you’re a bartender, huh?”

Fanny ate some of her lunch while she talked, “I do that when I’m not working with Penny.  It helps pass the time. I haven’t been so lucky in relationships.”

“How could someone as pretty as you have trouble with that?”

Fanny pulled off her robe and lay on the lounger. Every man within eyeshot turned his head to see.  Her body was near perfection, with breasts and thighs that were substantial but not too large.  “I don’t know, I just attract the wrong sort of man.  They creep me out, and when I think I see someone who may be less of a scumbag, something scares them off.”  She handed him a tube of powerful sunblock and continued, “Could you get my back?  I can’t get a tan for my life, I just burn.”

Guy nodded and looked around.  After taking her crimson hair to the side, he applied a dollop into his hands and began massaging the sunscreen into the pale skin of her shoulders.

“Mmm, that’s really nice, Guy,” she said.

“I’m just putting on some sun protection, not giving you a massage.  You do seem pretty tense in the shoulders, though,” he said as he applied pressure to her traps and moved in slow circles.

She shrugged and said, “I’m too stressed at my job, and I’m afraid of messing up this date.”

He laughed and said, “Aren’t I the one who should be worried about messing up the date, Fanny?” 

She heaved a sigh and said, “I’m always worried I won’t be enough.”  She turned her head, biting her lip for a moment. “Guy, do you think my bust is too small?  Should I get a boob job?”

Guy furrowed his eyebrows and scoffed, “What!?  No!  What the hell, Fanny?  They’re perfect!  Whoever told you that is blind.” 

Fanny smirked and said, “Are my hips too wide?  Should I lose some weight?”

“Stop talking like this, you’re getting me excited,” he said, looking at the bay.  “Are you fishing for compliments?”

She crossed her feet and curled her toes, shrugging.

“You’re an easy ten, Fanny.  You're gorgeous, kind, and an excellent cook,”  he said as he put a hand on her back.  “If anything, I think you’re too good for me.”

Fanny rolled to her side and looked at him with intense eyes, “Don’t say that.  I hate it when boys say that.  It’s just some dumb excuse for them to leave while thinking it’s a compliment.  I’m here with you, aren’t I?  Let me be the judge of deciding, okay?”

“It can be stressful for a guy to be with a girl as hot as you are, Fanny.  We’re always afraid some guy with bigger muscles or a bank account will come along and snatch you up.”

“I don’t need money, and I don’t need a narcissistic bodybuilder boyfriend,” she said as she put her hand on his knee. “I just want to find the right person for me.”

“That’s good, I’m looking for the same thing,” he replied, glancing at her fingers tracing circles on his skin.

“Can we go in the water?”  Fanny said as she sat up and put her hair into a bun.  “I think the sunscreen is dry enough.”

“Sure!  I’d love to.”

The couple got up and walked quickly across the sand to reach the turquoise water, lifting their feet high and cursing under their breath.  Guy groaned when his feet hit the flat waters of Aquanila Bay.  His feet stepped slowly into the water, grimacing as the chill water rose up his legs.

“I can’t believe this place is my new home.  It’s like I’m living in a postcard.”

“Stop stalling and get in the water, Guy!  Come on!”  Fanny giggled and pulled him out deeper.  Her eyes widened as she sank into the water and pulled him down. 

The bottom dropped off  quickly and was too deep for Fanny.  She splashed a little before wrapping her arms and legs around his, clinging to him like a koala. 

Guy could feel her body pressing onto him.  Her soft breasts pressed into his toned chest, and her pelvis pushed into his crotch.  Having a cute girl hug him so tightly stirred him, and he grew erect.

“Uh, Fanny, could you let go? I think you can touch the bottom here.”

“No,” she said as her hips rocked into his. “I kind of like it here.  I can’t swim that well.  Hold me.”

Guy made sure only his head was above water before putting his arms around her backside to help keep her up.  The young woman didn’t stop grinding on him; instead, she chose to drag her fingernails lightly across his back.

She rested her head on his shoulder and whispered, “I think I want you to be my boyfriend, Guy.”

“We just met, don’t you want to have a couple of dates and get to know each other a little better?”  he said while his hands started to grip her ass with more strength.

“Nope, I can’t do that.  When I see something I want, I don’t hesitate,” she whispered in his ear. “I have a feeling about you, Guy, and I don’t want to make a mistake and then see you holding hands with some wholesome girl tomorrow.  I want to be that girl for you.  I can be whatever you want, just tell me, and I’ll do it.”

“Fanny, I think that...”

Fanny pressed her lips onto Guy's before opening her mouth and going for a French kiss.  She started to hump him under the water.

She locked eyes with him and said, “Don’t think, Guy.”

“This is crazy,” he whispered.  Having this bombshell grind on him was too much, and his inhibitions started to melt. “I have a feeling why men run from you. Otherwise, they wouldn’t stand a chance.”

Her fingers dug into his arms, and she asked, “You’re not running, are you?”

Guy was too busy feeling her rubbing to protest.  He answered, “No, why would I?”

“Good, because I want to buy you a drink and meet my friends,”  she said.  Her watch started to beep in the middle of her sentence, and she pushed away, swimming for the shore.

“I have to get going for work!  I’ll see you later. Come to the bar tomorrow around ten at night, okay?  Bye!”

Guy was unable to follow her due to his raging boner and had to settle for a wave.  He said, “What the hell am I getting myself into?”


Chapter 4

Guy wandered into the Swan tavern at half past ten. Latin music played over the speakers, and a corner of the bar held a small dance floor where a few couples did their best to look like they knew what they were doing. He kept his hand on his wallet in his front pocket and pushed through the crowd to the bar. Men gave him side-eye as their girlfriends smiled at him.

He saw Fanny behind the bar. The redhead worked furiously, head down, avoiding the male customers flashing cash and smiles.  She was wearing a deep V-cut shirt and a short black skirt with knee-high boots.  He stayed there for a while waiting for her to look up when he got a twinge of fear.  Seeing all the men at the bar looking at her body made him wince.  He grimaced, turned around, and began walking away.

“Hey, Guy! Where do you think you’re going?”  Fanny yelled.  He felt her fingers holding the back of his arm.  “You’re late.”

“Doesn’t everyone have to be late these days?” he turned and yelled back.  “You look super busy.  I don’t want to get in your way.”

She frowned and pointed at his face, “Enough of that.  Come down to the other end of the bar; I want you to meet my boss.  Hey, you look tired.”

“My apartment has thin walls, and there’s a noisy neighbor,” Guy said, thinking of the girl moaning all night before. “I don’t know why, but they were really loud last night.  I didn’t get much sleep.”

“Ugh, I hate neighbors too.  Finding a quiet place in this town is so hard.  Come on!”

Guy walked over and saw a familiar face.  Penny was wearing an even skimpier outfit than at the cafe: a pair of low-rise jean shorts, cowboy boots, and a croptop so short that Guy swore he saw her underboobs.  Next to her stood a broad-shouldered, tanned fellow with shoulder-length, wavy black hair.  He was wearing a silk shirt and blue jeans and holding a Manhattan in his hand while joking with Penny.  The man had a slick smile that seemed to hide a warmth beneath, as if he were trying to hide that he was a nice guy.

Fanny yelled out, “Guy, you already know Penny.  This man here is my friend and boss from my regular job, Joe Frenzy.”

Joe looked Guy up and down for a moment before smiling even more widely and offering his hand, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Guy.  Fanny has been talking about you nonstop.”

Joe’s hand almost completely enveloped Guy’s and was firm, but didn’t give a crushing grip that was a signature of a true asshole.  Guy nodded and replied, “Hopefully only good things.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Fanny put a hand on Guy and said, “Guy works at the cafe Penny and I go to.”

“Really?  I’ll have to go sometime.  I heard it was a great place to pick up chicks.  Ha!”  Joe said while he clapped Guy on the arm. 

Penny elbowed him and said, “You at the cafe?  No way!  That place is for girl talk and for staring at dreamy guys who serve you sweet things.  No creepers allowed.”

“I’m offended,”  Joe said with a hand on his chest, “Come on, Penny, I’m not a creeper.”

Fanny pushed a drink into Guy’s hand and said, “This one’s on the house.  It’s my specialty.”

“What’s it called?”  he asked.

“I’ll tell you later, it’s a secret,” she gave a wink before finally talking to other customers.

Guy took a sip and widened his eyes, “Damn, that’s really good.  It’s floral, but it's not too sweet. Now I need to know the name of it.”

“She hasn’t given that secret away yet,”  Joe said. “Believe me, I’ve tried very hard to get the recipe from her or at least get the name.  She says she only wants to make one when it’s meant as a gift.”

“I see, she really is something else,” Guy said as he sipped his drink.

“So Guy, you left the city and decided to work at a resort town.  Why?”

Guy winced when he remembered his old girlfriend had cheated on him with a guy not too dissimilar to Joe, “There was a bad breakup, and I wanted a fresh start.”

“Did she find you cheating on her?”  Joe said with a stone face.

“No, she cheated on me.  My friends were her friends, and people stopped answering my texts.  I think she might have spread lies about me.”

“Sounds like you dodged a bullet,”  Joe patted his back and clinked his Manhattan to Guy’s secret cocktail.  “Here’s to dodging bullets.”

Penny groaned, “Stop making women out to be the bad ones.  I’ve been cheated on plenty of times.”

Joe kissed the top of her head and said, “Takes two to tango, right?  Hey, the music is really getting on my nerves.  How about I call my friends, and we can continue this at my villa?”

Guy’s mouth dropped. “You own a villa?”

The stud looked at Penny, “Oh, Fanny didn’t tell you?”

“No, why would she?  She didn’t mention you by name, just that she had some friends she wanted me to meet.”

Joe was tapping out texts on his phone and glancing at Guy, “No reason.  I just thought she’d be more open about... ouch!”

Penny stomped on Joe’s foot and said, “Fanny!  We’re heading out now! When will you be done?”

“My shift ends now!  I’ll meet you outside,” the redhead said as she poured vodka over a row of shot glasses.

...

“Hop in,” Penny said as she got into her red convertible outside the Swan. “Sit in the front, there’s no leg room in the back.”

“What about Fanny? Won’t she want to get in, too?”

The blond waved her hand in front of her face and said, “Naw, she’ll ride up in Joe’s truck.  Come on.”  She patted the white leather seat.

Guy looked at Joe walking to a beast of a truck and leaning up against it. The suave man waved and said, “See you up there, Penny, you know the code.”

Penny slammed on the accelerator the moment Guy’s ass was in the seat.  In a few moments, the lady was screeching her tires and launching her car up the mountain roads at the edge of town.

“Slow down!” 

“You know, Guy, you really are cute when you’re scared.”

“What!?”

“I was the first to spot you at the cafe.”  She held up her hand, pinching the air, and said, “I was this close to asking you out when Fanny said she was going to leave her phone on the counter to see if you were interested in her.”

Guy laughed nervously as the car’s wheels chirped as they took the road’s switchbacks at a speed that made Guy’s butt clench. “Well, this is awkward.”

She slowed down as she took a driveway and approached a high steel gate.  While she punched in a code on a console next to the driveway, she said, “It doesn’t have to be, you know.”  Her hand drifted between his legs.

Guy looked down and said, “Penny, what the hell?”

“You’re so cute when you squirm.  Calm down.  I’m just testing you.” 

He picked her hand up and put it back on the wheel.  “Hopefully, I passed.”

She smirked at him and said, “The test never ends, boy.” 

They pulled up to the cliffside villa and knocked on the front door.  A few moments later, it opened, and a girl with green hair wearing only a bra and panties looked at them.  The bra wasn’t even clipped on, and her breasts were only barely covered.

She said, “Penny!  Oh my gosh!  You’re finally here!  And I see you brought Fanny’s new beau.  Hello, my name is Daniella.” She offered her hand, and Guy took it.  “Come on in, the guys have just started up the grill.  I hope you like lobster tails.”

Joe Frenzy’s villa looked like it could have been in a movie.  There was a pool overlooking Aquanila, with several private cabanas surrounding it.  The main house had a vaulted ceiling with ornate concrete columns, each dotted with large chunks of colored glass.  The light from the pool decorated the villa’s ceiling with aquamarine waves.  The center of the main room had a fireplace and a pit, lined with cushions.  The house had about a dozen people in it already, chatting and drinking, with a few of them in states of undress.

“Make yourself at home, Guy, I’ll, Ahhh!”  A blonde man wearing a pair of swim trunks picked up Daniella and carried her to the pool.  “Put me down, Garth!”

“Your wish is my command, babe!” he replied as he walked into the pool with her, splashing.

“Are all these people from your work, Penny?”  Guy asked as she led him to the bar.  “Everyone seems really uninhibited.”

She popped open a can of beer and handed it to him, “Well, we’re all creative types.  No hangups allowed.  Are you getting in the pool, or do I have to pick you up as Garth did?” 

The blonde started to unbutton her jean shorts when someone grabbed him by the back of his collar, “Oh my god, Penny!  You’re embarrassing me.”  Fanny said while she turned him around. “I just got here. I didn’t think things would get so crazy so soon. I’m so sorry, Guy.”

Joe stood behind Fanny, trying to stiffle his laughter, “Bro!  The look on your face!  It’s classic!”

Guy could feel his hand drift to his phone, “You know what, I think I’m pretty tired.  I’ll call a cab.”

“No, no, no!  Don’t be scared!”  Fanny pleaded.  “Penny, I’m going to kick your ass!  You’re going to ruin everything.  Guy, just come outside with me. We can take a breather.  I think Joe and Penny have thrown you into the deep end, so to speak.”  She pulled him off balance, and he did his best to keep up while Joe and Penny cackled.

“I am so sorry, Guy.  We’re a bunch of free spirits, really,”  she said hurriedly as they walked to the furthest cabana that looked out over the town. She led him into the canvas cave and guided him to a wide, padded outdoor reclining daybed.  She pulled a sign off a hook and hung it on the outside of the cabana.  Guy suspected it was some sort of request not to disturb them.

She kicked off her high-heeled shoes, hopped onto the bed, and pushed him on his back.  She pulled off his shoes and said, “Joe hates it when people don’t take them off before getting on.  He likes them to stay as clean as possible.”

“Fanny, I’m going to need you to stop and tell me what’s going on,” Guy said, putting up his hands.

She looked worriedly at him and grabbed his hand, “I was afraid this would happen.  I don’t know why they made me bring you back to the villa.  They wanted to see if you were a nice guy, Guy.  We’re all really close friends.  They’re actually looking out for me.”

“Trying to scare me away?”

She lay next to him and said, “Are you scared?”

“Are you all into drugs?  I’m not into that.”

“No! No way!  Joe wouldn’t allow it.  Not that I’d want that anyway.  We drink some, but we’re all really health-conscious,” she said a little frantically while her hand drifted to his crotch and started to rub.  “Kiss me.  I’m so nervous I could burst.”

Guy obeyed, and they kissed while Fanny unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.  Her hand stroked him, pulling back his foreskin to expose his hot pink glans.  Moments later, he was rock hard.

He couldn’t help himself and snuck his hand under her skirt, sliding his hand up her thigh.  “Oh, you’re not wearing panties, Fanny.”

“Touch me, Guy,” she said, arching her back.  Her stroking quickened.

He traced her pussy lips before going to the top of her vulva, looking for her clitoris.  Fanny twitched when his fingers grazed her swollen love button.

“Mmmph, Guy, yes, that’s it!” She rolled towards him and kissed him desperately, pushing her pelvis against his hand.

“You’re drenched, Fanny,”  he whispered in her ear.  His fingers traced around her hood, slick with her moisture.

They looked into each other's eyes as they pleasured each other, occasionally kissing softly.  The music from the party drowned out Fanny’s high-pitched moans.

“Do you know about the G-spot, Guy?  I really need it.”

“Yes, I do, let me know if I’m close,” he pushed his two middle fingers into Fanny’s snatch, feeling no resistance due to how wet she was.  He curled his fingers to stroke the front side of her vagina.

“Yes!  That’s it, keep going.  Perfect!”  she squirmed under his manipulations.  She looked at him with wild eyes. 

Guy felt Fanny jack him off with a figure eight stroke that applied just enough pressure that made him say, “Damn, Fanny, you’re making me feel so good.”

“You like it when I touch you?  Mmmph,”  she asked.

“Like it?  I love it.”

“Guy, I want to have you inside of me so bad.  I want it right now, but my friends said to wait a little while.  Are you mad?”

“No, we can take it slow if you want,” he replied, feeling tingling at the base of his scrotum. “We can date for a month or two before we sleep together.”

“What!? No!”  she exclaimed while rolling him onto his back, taking his hand out of her pussy.  She kneeled next to him in bed and jacked him with long, powerful strokes.  “I can’t wait that long.  This cock is going to belong to me, do you understand?”

“What!?  Fuck, that’s good.”

“This is mine,”  she stroked him with blurring speed, with her hand pushing against his scrotum on each piston cycle.  “I’m going to keep your balls drained so you won’t even think of touching another woman.  Come for me, Guy, blow your load!”

With her new assertive tone, he convulsed and shot a rope of spunk almost to Fanny’s eye level.  His subsequent pulses covered Fanny’s hand in pearlescent goo.

“Can’t get it on the bed!”  Fanny bent down and slurped up his semen while she milked the last drops from his eurethra. When he was licked clean, she said, “Your cum tastes nice.”

“Where the hell did you learn to give handies like that, Fanny?”  he said, laying his head back and closing his eyes.  “You melted my brain.”

Fanny lay next to him, “Let’s keep that a secret for now.  Why don’t we call it a night? I’ll hail a ride for you.”

“Mmmph, sure,”  Guy said as he dozed.


Chapter 5

Guy woke up in his futon the next day when his phone chimed. He clutched his head as he reached out for his phone.  Squinting at the screen, he read,

...Had such a great time with you, Guy.  Talk to you soon...

He smiled and typed back.

...I had a great time too.  I’ll call you later...

After a morning jog and shower, Guy spent the rest of the day trying to spend as little money as possible.  The weather was perfect, and he wore a grin wherever he walked, even though he was broke.  Payday was Monday, and he was confident that he could make it one more day with minimal suffering.  He walked through the town's shopping district without reaching for his wallet, went to the town library for a card, and did his laundry.  When he folded his last T-shirt that afternoon, his stomach growled, and he felt the need to get at least a couple of things to tide himself over.

It was already dark when he got back to the apartment with his groceries for the week: some vegetables, sausages, and a bag of rice.

After having a modest rice bowl with vegetables, Guy put on his headphones and listened to music while he did the dishes and vacuumed his apartment.

He dumped out the dust into his garbage and pulled off his headphones when he heard his neighbor making banging sounds.  This time, it was on a next level of noise.  The walls shook with the sex that was going on.

“Faster!  Please!” the girl said.

“What’s gotten into you, girl!?  You’ve gone crazy lately!”

“Mmmmph, gahhh! Coming! Fuck!”

Guy wondered if he wanted to go for a late-night walk to pass the time without the noise when he realized he hadn’t yet called Fanny.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he thought to himself. “I was supposed to chat with her earlier!”

He fished out his phone, went to the door, then found her contact and tapped the green phone icon.

It rang, and the fucking next door subsided.

“It’s him!  I should take the call,” the girl's voice said.

“Let it go to voicemail,” the man said before the sound of slamming returned.

“Mmmph, ahhh! Okay, but let me call him afterward.  I don’t want him to think I don’t like him anymore.  Ah! Your dick is stretching me!”

“Fine, you can call him, but you need to do something special for me.”

Guy felt the floor start to tilt and the room spin.  He muttered, “This isn’t happening, this is a dream.”

He heard the sliding door open, and when the couple next door spoke, the voices were immediately recognizable. It was Fanny and Joe.

“I love bending you over the railing and fucking you outside.  My dick gets even harder when you try to keep quiet.”

Guy could hear the slapping of flesh clearly.  Unable to stop himself, he walked to his balcony and looked through the curtains.  He hunched over and grabbed his shirt in the center of his chest when he saw his new girlfriend and her boss on the balcony. Joe was clearly bending over Fanny and was fucking her in the ass.  The man’s cock was long and girthy, and his strokes were relentless.  Fanny was shiny with sweat and flushed all over.

“Mmmph, mmmgah!  A little faster!”  Fanny gripped the railing and pushed back in response to Joe’s rhythm, making both shake when their pelvises rammed into each other.

Joe reached for a camera on a tripod and angled it down at her ass.  He smiled and said, “I really like this new side of you, Fanny.  You’re clamping down on me.”

“Joe, I want him so bad.  Fuck!  Right there!  He’s so cute, I think I’m falling for him!”  The young woman’s left leg started to twitch, and she rounded her back as an anal orgasm rocked her body.  “Why couldn’t I have had him yesterday!?”

“Because, babe, he wouldn’t respect you if you put out too soon,” the large, muscular man said as he spanked her ass, making her yelp. “I think he’s a nice guy.  You need to be on your best behavior, or you’ll lose him.  Fuck, your asshole’s tight!”

Joe reached around and grabbed her breast while his other hand pulled on her red ponytail and tugged.  Fanny let go of the railing with one hand and started to fingerbang herself, jamming two digits into her slit.  Guy could hear the wet sounds from her pussy through the glass.

“My perfect slut is falling in love. I think I’m going to really enjoy tonight.  I think you deserve an anal creampie tonight.  What do you think?”

“I don’t think I’ll get to sleep without it!  I don’t want to think about him; I get too many butterflies in my stomach. Yes, please! Fill me up! ”

“That’s what I like to hear!”  Joe said with a laugh.  The man slammed his dong into her well-stretched anus, and his balls started to slap her taint.

Guy looked at his crotch and its bulge with a wet spot and cursed himself.  The room spun even faster, and he stumbled and fell against the wall.

“Shit, what was that!”  Joe said, then whipped his head to see where the sound came from.

The adrenaline of the moment let Guy grab his wallet, phone, and keys and run out the door.   He didn’t bother looking back.  The young man could feel his heart beating out of his chest as he ran for the boardwalk.

“Why is this shit happening to me?  Why is it happening again!?  I’m doomed with women. Fuck!”

He blended into the thinning evening crowd, praying that Joe wouldn’t follow him.  He stuck his hands in his pockets and hunched his shoulders, looking at the thick wooden planking of the elevated walkway.

He looked at his messaging app but found that Liam was not available.  All his friends back at home were gone, too.  He walked to the beach, took off his shoes, and went to the water’s edge before looking up at the night sky.

“There’s nowhere else to run to, Guy.  You’re going to have to just accept the situation that women don’t like you and just want to torment you.  You can’t trust them.”  He dropped his shoes and squatted.

It was then that his phone pinged.  He looked at it and saw the notification; it was from Fanny.  It read:

...Sorry, I missed your call.  I can talk now if you want...

He felt a pang of nausea seeing the message.  He continued to talk to himself, “I guess they didn’t see me.  Maybe I can sneak back to get some sleep.  How am I going to show my face to her when I’m at work!?”

When he passed a late-night convenience store, he looked in his wallet and fished out the last cash he had to buy some heavy-duty earplugs before heading home.

The phone chimed twice more before he switched it to silent.  When he walked up the steps to his apartment, his palms started to sweat, and his feet felt like they were made of lead.  The light was still on in Fanny’s apartment, and when he got into his place, he could hear her leaving another message.  A few seconds later, his phone buzzed again.

Guy walked to the toilet and vomited.  He could feel himself crumbling, unable to get the image of Joe’s massive cock stretching his new girlfriend's anus and that look of pure ecstasy on her face.

He unrolled the futon, jammed his earplugs in, and turned off the light when he heard Fanny try to call him again.


Chapter 6

It sounded like a waterfall when Guy looked out the front of the cafe and saw torrents of rain.  While he tried his best to put on a brave face for his customers, inside, he was a rotten hollow tree trunk.

His phone buzzed on the countertop when Liam picked it up and put it in Guy’s hands, “Please start answering your phone, man.   What’s eating you?  You look like crap.”

“You know that redhead?”

Liam nodded while he prepared a chocolate eclair, “Oh yeah, Fanny.  She’s a real sweetheart.  You didn’t fuck anything up with her, did you?  She’s a big spender.”

“She and I started dating, and things were a little weird, but going well.  Yesterday I found out she’s the girl who lives next door.”

“The one that keeps you up at night with her fucking?”

“The same one.  I found that out when I saw her fucking her boss on the goddamn balcony.  I haven’t talked to her since,” Guy said as he poured a heart into a latte, the coffee split the foamed milk heart in two.  “She doesn’t even know I saw.”

“Look, it’s not the end of the world.  There are plenty of girls in town,” he pointed to a group of three brunettes in the corner. “See those women?  They’ve been staring at you this whole time.”

“I think they’re waiting for the check,” Guy said and ran off to take care of them.

Liam continued when Guy got back, “It’s not the end of the world, Guy.  Keep your head down and focus on your work.  Take a break from dating for a few months.”

“That was my plan when I came here!  Fanny practically jumped on top of me.  She was so pretty, how could I refuse?!”

“Yeah, she is pretty hot.  She wouldn’t give me the time of day, and neither did Penny,”  he said, and then made an explosion sound. “They were pretty brutal shutting me down. I do have one thing to cheer you up, though.”

“Yeah, what’s that?”

Liam pulled an envelope from his apron and handed it to Guy, “There’s your first paycheck.  You did great.”

Guy pumped his fist and took the envelope, “Thank fuck. There’s so much stuff I need to get.”

“Guy, I think you need to take a break,” Liam said as he pointed out in the rain.

He looked and saw Fanny standing out in the storm, looking from across the street.  Guy glanced at her and then finally looked at his phone messages.  There were 74 unread texts and twenty unread voicemails.  He grabbed an umbrella and ran across the street.

“Fanny, what are you doing?  You’re soaked through!”

The redhead’s eyes were bloodshot, and her face was gray.  She said softly, “You haven’t even read my texts.  Why haven’t you answered my messages?  I thought you were hurt!  Now I see you here working!  How could you!?”

Guy set his teeth on edge, and he could feel a heat rise in his chest, “How could I?  Fanny, I know you’re cheating on me with your boss!”

Fanny took a step back and smiled while glancing to the side, “What are you talking about.  That’s crazy talk.”

“Fanny, I’ve been living next door to your apartment the past few days.  I only found out you were my neighbor last night.  Joe had you bent over the balcony.”

The redhead put up her hands, “No!  Let me explain!  Joe is just my...”

“Lover!?  Yeah, I already know that.  Look, Fanny, I knew girls could be cruel sometimes, but you... You take the cake.  You build up a man’s dreams of being with a real beauty, and you get a kick out of seeing them crushed.  Is this some kink of yours?”

“Guy, that’s not true at all!”

“Look, I’m really upset right now, and I don’t want to say something that I’ll regret later.  I want you to lose my number.  If I could afford to move from that apartment, I would. I think you should find a new place to get coffee.”

“Guy, please.  Don’t make me beg.  Just give me five minutes to explain, and you’ll see it’s all a big misunderstanding.”

Guy couldn’t stop the tears from forming at the corners of his eyes, “There’s no misunderstanding, Fanny.  Joe was balls deep inside of you.  I don’t think it could be any clearer that you don’t care about my feelings.  Goodbye Fanny.  I wish I had never picked up your damn phone.  I think you should go.” 

Fanny covered her face and sobbed while Guy returned to the cafe.

When he got back to the counter, he asked Liam, “Is she leaving?”

“Yeah, she just walked away.  Looks like you really stood your ground,” Liam said, tilting his head while he wiped a table. “Not a lot of guys have the guts to be so stone cold to a girl like that.  She looked really upset.”

“Fanny didn’t look upset last night,” Guy said before going to the supply closet.  He pulled out a mop and bucket and started filling it. “I need to do some cleanup before the afternoon rush.”

“Guy, if you want to talk about this later, I’m always here for my employees.”

“Thanks, Liam. Right now, I don’t want to think too much,” he replied before starting to mop behind the counter.

...

Monday was the first night that his apartment had enough creature comforts to be called a home, but he never felt emptier in his life.  He spent some time deleting Fanny’s messages.  They started out as friendly reminders and became more frantic.  He didn’t even bother to listen to the voicemails.

Guy tried hard not to think about her, but he found it impossible.  Every time he thought he was in the clear, the picture of Fanny writhing in pleasure would enter his mind.  He decided to take a shower and go to bed, but he found his dick getting erect as he tried to wash away the shame.

His hand moved to his cock, and he started to jack himself off, thinking of Fanny.   He remembered how she rounded and arched her back with her colon getting filled by a brute’s thick cock and how her tits swung from her ass being pounded every moment.  The worst was seeing Joe’s bright white teeth as he smiled at railing her.

He wobbled  and twitched as his dick spewed out a thick wodge of ejaculate onto his hand.  A wave of clarity and remorse washed over him as he cleaned himself off.

“Fanny, why did you do it?  I don’t get you.”

When he turned off the shower, he could hear Fanny.  This time, she wasn’t moaning or slamming.  All he heard was her crying softly.  Something deep inside him wanted to go over to her apartment and hold her.  This spark of empathy was squashed with a blossoming of anger at her betrayal.

“Serves you right, Fanny,” he said to himself after drying off and getting on his underwear.  “I thought we could have been something special, but you just wanted to hurt me.”

It was the second night in a row that Guy had to use earplugs, and he debated getting a white noise machine when he could scrape up enough money.


Chapter 7

Guy was taking his morning run the next day.  His emotions were starting to clear a little as the fresh sea air filled his lungs, but he still looked away from every cute girl who shot him a look.

Turning back home, he saw a white van start to keep pace with him down the street.  He thought it was weird, so he ran faster, but the van kept up.  He took a quick right down a narrow street and thought he lost them when someone grabbed him from behind, put a cloth bag over his head, and threw him in the trunk of a car.  He felt plastic cuffs go around his wrists and ankles before the trunk door slammed down on him.

He screamed as hard as he could and tried to fumble for the release pull tab, but failed.  Settling down, he counted how many turns and stops the car had done, but after five right turns, he knew the people who had taken him knew what they were doing.

The car took a long time ascending a hillside because he could feel himself pushed to the back of the car, then sensing a hard, complete turn like a switchback every few minutes.  Eventually, the sound of tires on gravel filled his ears as the car stopped.

Four very strong arms pulled him out of the car, had him stand up, and then pulled off his hood.  Guy winced before he slowly opened his eyes.  They had taken him to one of the rocky cliffs that surrounded Aquanila.  He looked down and saw that he was standing only a few feet from the edge with his hands and feet bound.

“Okay, you two, take a hike. This shouldn’t take too long,” Guy heard a familiar gruff voice say behind him.

“Joe Frenzy, what the hell is going on?”

“You damn well know what’s going on, Guy,” Joe said as he walked into his view with a big smile on his face. “We’re going to have a discussion about how we’re going to rectify the situation with a minimum of discomfort to all the parties involved.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about exactly.  Fanny cheated on me, and I dumped her.  It’s as simple as that.  You want her?  You can have her.  It’s not my business anymore.”

“Come on, Guy, I thought you were smarter than that.  You did more than dump a girl.  You managed to make one of my top-earning employees nearly hysterical with sorrow.  Fanny makes more money as an adult streamer in one week than you make in a year.  Now she’s not even talking to me.”

“Adult streamer? She works in porn?”

“Now I see a glimmer of thought behind the eyes, good, there’s hope for you yet,”  Joe said with a smirk.  “She said you didn’t judge her.  You didn’t even ask what she did for a living.”

“I thought you were all in modeling.  I didn’t think she fucked on camera for a living.  She’s too pretty for that,” Guy said as he felt himself wobble.  “If I had known she did that, I wouldn’t have dated her.”

“Guy, Guy, Guy.  It’s far too late for that sort of thinking.  I want you to look forward, not back,”  Joe said while he held up his phone. “Have a look at this.”

He looked at the video that played, showing him with Fanny at the cabana. 

“I’m a barista, Joe.  No one cares about a sex tape made by a guy who brews coffee.”

“I’m not blackmailing you with this Guy.  Look at the number in the corner of the video.  That is the money that videos are making.”

Guy squinted, trying to look at the number, “That’s quite a lot.”

“It is indeed, and now I’m not making nearly as much money.  I like my talent to be happy and healthy.  You, Guy, have gotten in the way of that.”

“So what? You want me to go back to the city?  Is that it?  Fine, I’ll leave this fucked up town, just let me go.”

Joe stood next to the bound man and put his thick fingers around the back of Guy’s neck.

“I don’t want you to leave this fine town, Guy.  I want you to stay.  Here is my proposal.  I want you to go back to Fanny and talk with her.  I want you to apologize for being so mean and thoughtless.”

“What!?”

Joe’s fingers tightened around Guy’s spine, making him wince. The porn producer continued, “Get her to explain herself.  I want you to see things from her perspective, then make up with her.  Nothing would make me happier than to see the two of you in a loving relationship.”

“So you’re saying I should stay with Fanny, and act like her porn isn’t a problem at all.”

The fingers released, “That’s exactly what I’m saying.”

“Why don’t you date her?  Why not one of your other adult actors?”  Guy said, tilting his neck back and forth. “Clearly, they would have more in common.”

Joe touched his forehead and closed his eyes as he said, “Guy, you don’t know how long I’ve tried to get her into a long-term relationship.  She just won’t do it.  The girl wants true love and doesn’t think she can find it with my people.”

“Why haven’t you talked to one of her earlier boyfriends when they broke up? Why me?  Why now?”

“When I saw her in that state you left her in, I was so angry.  No one’s had that effect on her.  The silver lining is that you could be the one to keep her happy.”

“How long do I have to keep up this charade?”

Joe raised a finger, “It’s not a charade, Guy.  If she finds out you're faking, you’ll be in hot water.  If you fuck up and she breaks up with you in anger, you’re going to regret it.  If she decides to stop acting after a long career, then I might consider an adjustment to this agreement.”

Guy looked down the slope of the cliff and out to sea.  “What did I do to deserve this?”

Joe smacked him and held him by the ear and said, “You deserved it the moment you broke her heart, you hipster fuck!  There’s still a chance to make things right. Now are you going to deal or not?”

Guy shut his eyes tight as he felt his ear get pulled, “Yeah, I’ll deal, I’ll deal.”

“Yes! Wonderful!”  Joe grabbed Guy’s head and kissed him on his temple. “I’m so glad you’re not a complete idiot.  You’re going to make her so happy. Boys!  Let’s get going!”

The two men who had kidnapped him walked out from behind a boulder, waved at Guy, and hopped into the sedan.  Joe walked to the car.

“Hey, aren’t you going to take me with you?”  Guy asked.

“We can’t be seen together right now, Guy.   Fanny can never know about our deal.  Be her boyfriend, keep her happy until she retires a long time from now.  Don’t think of this as suffering.  You’re dating one of the most beautiful women in the world.”  Joe walked over with a smile and released Guy’s zipties.  “Enjoy the hike down, the views really are spectacular.” 

Joe got in the car and drove off, kicking up a plume of dust that covered Guy.  He coughed and dusted himself off.  Not wasting any time, Guy reached for his phone and called the cafe.

“Yeah, Liam, it’s Guy.  Would you believe I got sidetracked on the way to work?  When will I get back?”  He looked down the mountainside at Aquanila before he said, “Don’t worry, I’ll hail a ride and be there in an hour.”

...

Guy ran his fingers through his hair as he walked into The Scorched Bean and got behind the counter.  It had taken some time to shower and run from his apartment to the cafe.

Liam tossed an apron to him as Guy said, “Yes, I’m very sorry.  No, this won’t happen again, I promise.  And I’d rather not talk about why it happened.”

“Good, now get to work with the orders; the regulars have been asking for you.”

“Was it Fanny or Penny?”

“Not Fanny, but that blonde drove past the place a few times this morning before speeding away.  I think she was looking for you.”

“Did she look angry?”  Guy asked.

Liam handed him a stack of orders. “What do you think?  Those two are inseparable.  You'd better watch your back.”

Guy shook his head and muttered, “Tell me about it...”


Chapter 8

Guy texted Fanny the moment his shift was finished at the cafe. 

...Fanny, we need to talk.  I’ll come by after work...

The message was read, but the woman didn’t respond.  He hadn’t thought about the possibility that Fanny wouldn’t ever want to talk to him again.  The thought of himself on the cliff with Joe holding his neck entered his mind.  It was a tense few minutes on his walk home to their apartment block.

“Please be here, please be here,” he said as he bounded up the stairs and jogged to her door.  The door to Fanny’s apartment opened when Guy knocked on it. 

When he didn’t hear a reply, he called out, “Fanny, are you there?  I wanted to talk with you a little.”

He poked his head into the apartment.  It was identical to his except for the girlish touches here and there.  Tastefully framed Art Nouveau posters hung from the walls.  A pile of video recording equipment and lighting was neatly stowed in the corner of the room.

In the center was a full-size bed, draped with a floral comforter.  A lump under the covers in the center of the bed rose and fell.

“Fanny?  I’m coming in.  It’s just Guy, okay?”  he said.  The lump under the covers shifted in recognition.  He closed the door behind him and approached. The sound of sniffles came from under the blanket.

Guy sat on the edge of the bed and put a hand out to pat the lump, but withdrew it and sighed.

“Fanny,  I’m not proud of how I behaved.  You wanted to talk, but I wouldn’t listen.  I was hurting, and I lashed out.  No matter what happened, there was no excuse to be so harsh with you.  I apologize for that.  You wanted to explain, so I’m here to listen.”

The lump stayed quiet; it only continued to breathe. Guy nodded and said, “Okay, I understand.  I’m going.  I hope you find the right person, Fanny.”

He leaned forward to get off the bed when a slender hand came out from under the comforter and grabbed Guy’s wrist.

Fanny whispered, “Don’t leave.”

“Right,” he answered.  He looked at the closed door of the apartment for a moment before he kicked off his shoes and lay in the bed next to Fanny.

Fanny spread the blanket over Guy and started crawling over him.  It was then he discovered she wasn’t wearing anything.  Her fingers went to his trousers and unbuttoned them, then unzipped him.

Guy focused on the smoothness of her skin while she remained under the blanket, and his head was uncovered.   He had to get into a bridge pose for the redhead to pull his pants off.

Fanny sniffed back a tear and laughed, “You’re already hard for me.” 

He could feel her stroking his cock, and then a wet warmth enveloped his glans and a blossom of pleasure as she sucked on him.   When Guy felt her pulling up the bottom of his shirt, he took over and fully undressed while she bobbed her head on his pecker.

“What are you doing, Fanny?  I just wanted to talk.”  Guy said as he placed his hand on the back of her head.

The redhead pulled away and then swung a leg over him.  Her pussy accepted Guy’s cock as she pushed her pelvis down onto his.  Guy rolled his eyes to the back of his head as he felt every fold of her insides.  When she had taken him in, she lay on top of Guy and snuck her head from under the cover, resting her head on his shoulder.

The woman moved her hips, grinding herself into him when she began to whisper into his ear. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you what I did sooner.  It was just so refreshing to be with someone who didn’t know my face from internet porn.  I’m actually still surprised you don’t know about me.”

“I just never needed it,  I just use my imagination,” he responded.  He shut his eyes tight and gripped Fanny’s rear end and massaged her glutes while she ground on him.  “If you’re in porn, why are you living in a tiny apartment like this one?”

She pecked his jawline before saying, “I’m saving every penny I make while I’m in the industry.  When I’m rich enough, I’m going to travel and then after that buy a home and settle down a bit.”

“So you’re going to keep working, huh?”

Fanny clamped down on his cock with her pelvic floor muscles and moved her hand to cup his cheek, “Yes, I’ll keep working.  It’s just until I have enough money.  I have it all planned out.”

“Weeks?  Months?  Years?”

“Years, Guy.  I’ll be fucking for years.  I want to be absolutely sure I don’t have to go back to the industry once I quit.”

“What’s to stop you from falling for someone while you’re working?  How can I possibly deal with having the person I love having sex with hundreds of other people every year?”

“Because, Guy, I’m going to make it my mission to prove that I love you every day.”

“What about Joe coming over every night?”

“I can film those streams somewhere else if you like,” she said as she sat up and started to rise and fall on his meat rod. “I liked being able to shower and go to bed right after.”

“It’s really hard to sleep when you’re so loud,” he said.  Guy cupped her firm breasts and rubbed her nipples with his thumbs.

She bit her fingertip and smiled at him, “I like the way you touch me, Guy.  I can feel the connection between us growing.  But Joe wants me to be vocal.  He says it makes more money.  I’ll talk with him about filming elsewhere.  I’ll just be gone for some time on weeknights.  Is that okay?”

“It’ll have to be.”

She planted her palms on his pecs and said, “So we’re back together?”

“Yeah, we are.  It’s going to take some time to adjust, though.  Will you be okay with that?”  Guy responded.

“Oh, thank goodness.”  Fanny’s eyes dilated, and her motions became fluid. “I’m so grateful you’re giving me this chance.  It’ll be new for both of us, so we’ll get through it together.  I’m going to make you so happy.”  Her body twitched in a set of pulses, her vagina clamping down on him.  Fanny’s body flushed all over, and she collapsed on him.  Her orgasms rocked her while she continued kissing him.

Guy held her and rolled her onto her back while cradling her head.  Now it was his turn to be in control.  The crimson vixen writhed underneath him as he pushed his cock inside of her.  The noise she was making was not as loud as when Joe fucked her, but it felt more sensual.  Guy could see her focusing on the sensations he was giving her.

“I’m finally getting Guy’s cock inside of me!  Mmmph.  I’ve wanted this since I first set eyes on you,”  she said while she pulled his head down to her neck.  Guy started sucking on her pale skin, and she said, “Just lightly, babe, the customers like my pale skin for some reason.”

“Right, sorry,”  he said, lifting his head to look at her. “No marks.”

“No marks on me at least,” she said with a giggle.  The girl raked her fingernails down his back, leaving pink lines in his skin.  “I might have to get you a tattoo to mark you as mine.”

“Why don’t we talk about that later.  Ghhh, you’re so fucking hot, Fanny.  I’m going to be so jealous.”

She wrapped her legs around him as he drilled her.  Gasping, she said, “I’m sorry that I’m putting you through this.  Fuck!  You’re hitting something good!  Keep going!”

The two became unified in their search for pleasure in each other.  Their coupling was smooth and natural.

“It’s like you’re made just for me!  Gah! I’m coming again!”  Fanny groaned and clung to him as she had done at the beach, only this time Guy’s cockhead was kissing her cervix.  In that moment, Guy’s anxiety melted away, and it was just him and her in that moment.  His orgasm felt like an explosion between his legs.  Guy arched his back and pressed Fanny down by the shoulders, and his cock sprayed semen against the back wall of her vagina. 

“I can’t stop coming!”  Guy said as he continued to slam his dong into her increasingly creampied pussy.

“Gahhh!  So good!  Give me every drop!” she called out before pulling his head down for a long French kiss.

His last penile contraction was long and intense, like he was afraid this would be the last time with her. He relaxed, and the pair held each other as Fanny’s slit leaked his juice out onto her bed.

Guy rolled to the side, and Fanny cuddled up beside him.  She traced her hand up and down his flat abdomen and said, “It was even better than I expected.  I just knew you would be a good lover.”

He looked at the ceiling and said, “You’re not so bad yourself.  I want you to know that I’m willing to listen to any requests you have.  I’ve had girlfriends, but I wouldn’t say I’m an expert.”

She shook her head, “Not today.  We have so much time to grow into each other.  I want us to be strongly bonded.” 

He was about to doze off when Fanny’s phone rang.  She reached for it and put it to her ear.

She glanced at Guy and said, “Hey Joe.  Yeah, sorry about not returning your calls.  I have great news!  Guy came to my apartment, and we talked.  We’re not breaking up!  Isn’t that great!?”  Her hand went to his cock and started stroking it while she listened.  She continued, “Yeah, I’m up for it, just give me an hour to put on my makeup and put on an outfit.  Okay, I’ll be in front of the apartment building when you get here.”

She hung up the phone and looked at him, “Duty calls, Guy.  I need to take a shower and get ready for a shoot.”

“So soon?”  Guy asked.

“Sorry,”  she said as she walked to the bathroom. “I was really out of it and didn’t do any work after you broke up with me.  I have to make it up for Joe.”  She winked at him and closed the door behind her.

Guy shook his head, “That Joe certainly doesn’t waste his time.”


Chapter 9

Guy stood under the main sign of the Aquanila Aquarium and flicked on his phone.  He walked over to a wooden bench and sat.  Couples passed him holding hands and smiling at each other.  Guy smirked and shrugged as they went by.   He looked up at the mountainside and picked out Joe Frenzy’s villa clinging to the slope.  Fanny had told him she would be up there all morning.

He was glad that Fanny had said she preferred to keep separate apartments, since they had just started dating, and that getting a larger apartment would actually be more expensive.  There was no way the two of them could have been comfortable in either of their places.

“You know you can be a real bastard, Guy,” he heard a woman’s voice say.  He startled and turned to his right, seeing a tanned blonde sitting on the bench.

“It’s nice to see you too, Penny.  Is this about Fanny?” he asked.

“I’ve never seen her more upset in my life.  It’s a good thing you patched it up with her, or I would have put the hurt on you.”

Guy didn’t know if Joe had told Penny about the pressure he applied for the relationship to continue, so he shrugged and said, “No one’s perfect.  I was just a little shocked about your profession.  So, how’s business going?”

The blonde smirked and ran her fingers through her shaggy short haircut.  She said, “It was a wild morning.  I don’t know what power you have over Fanny.  It’s like she’s a whole new person.  To be honest, I’m a little jealous.”  She leaned in and continued, “It must be hard knowing that your cute girlfriend got creampied for hours this morning, and that thousands of men are going to be jacking off to her streams.”

“Come on, Penny, why do you have to rub it in?  I thought you were cool.”

“So it does bother you,” she said with a laugh. “I love watching you squirm.  I’m only kidding with you.  You’ll have to tough it out if you want to stay together.”

“Do you have a boyfriend, Penny?  Any tips on making it work?”

Penny managed to blush through her tan and looked at the sidewalk in front of the aquarium, “No.  Everyone says I’m too intimidating.”

“You do have a confident attitude.  I bet your content is pretty intense,” he said.

Penny blushed harder and sputtered, “Yeah, well, I can be a good girl too, you know.  Just because I look like I’m a domineering personality, doesn’t mean I can’t be just as sweet as Fanny!”

“Whoa, don’t take it the wrong way, I was only making conversation.  I can see how hard it can be to find love when you’re in adult entertainment.  I’m sorry.”  He continued, “Would you know where Fanny is right now?”

“I dropped her off a little while ago; she needed to clean up before coming here.”

“So why are you here?”  Guy asked with a raised eyebrow.  “Here to get me riled up before my date?”

“Guy!  Hey Guy!”  Fanny called out from the other side of the street.  She was wearing a white linen dress and her wide-brimmed straw hat.  When she ran across the road, he could see that her hair was still wet from taking a shower.

“Hey, Fanny, I was just,” he said as he looked down the bench to find that Penny had gone.  He frowned and said, “I was just catching up on my emails.”  He got up, gave her a hug and a kiss, and said, “You look lovely.”

She stepped back and spun around, “You really like it?  I got it at a thrift store.  It’s the only place where you can buy modest dresses for cheap these days.”

Guy smiled and looked at her. Fanny pinched pennies despite her high earnings, all to reach her goals.  He kept it to himself that he thought Fanny could probably make a potato sack look good if she wore it.  He said, “I really like it, it suits you.  Shall we go see some fish?”  while offering his hand.

Fanny curtsied and said, “I would be delighted.”  They walked into the front gate hand in hand.

Guy loved the ocean, so he was happy to follow Fanny through the multitude of tanks holding the local fish species.  The young woman’s smile just made him feel warm.

“Come here!  This is my favorite part of the whole place!”  she said as she tugged him through a plastic tunnel that led to a glass dome.  Behind the glass were a million jellyfish, illuminated by colored lights.  The space was quiet, and the couple was alone.  Fanny took off her hat and got close to Guy, “I feel like I’m in a spaceship when I’m in here.”

He put his arms around her waist and said, “You’re going to need a lot more money if you intend to travel among the stars.”

“Would you go into space if you could?”

“Why would I?  I have everything I need right here,” he leaned in and kissed her softly.  She smelled of soap, and her lips tasted of mint toothpaste; the implication of her hygiene almost made him flinch.

She put her head on his chest and squeezed, saying, “Thank you so much for a wonderful date, Guy.  I can’t wait to see what you have planned next.”

"And now, here we are at the jewel of the aquarium, the starfish chamber...”  an old lady in a uniform said as she led a group of tourists into the glass dome. 

Guy and Fanny let each other go and looked in different directions as the people filed in.  Guy saw that the ladies were giving Fanny dirty looks, while the men struggled to keep their drool in check.

“Come on, let’s go,”  Fanny said, pulling on his arm. “I want to get a boba tea.”

After grabbing their drinks from an outside stall, they walked on the elevated pathway above the tidal pool exhibit.  Urchins and anemones lazily moved while minows darted away from scurrying crabs.

Fanny leaned over the railing and smiled.  She said, “I could look at this for hours.  It’s so calming.”  Guy couldn’t help but notice the redhead’s breasts hanging over the edge.

“I think you might be the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen,” Guy said as he moved her hair to the other side of her neck to get a better look.

Fanny looked up with her blue eyes, which caught the afternoon sunlight and made them glow.  The man could feel a swelling in his chest when she grinned at him.

The sound of a camera snapping pictures broke his trance, and he turned to see a balding man with a camera taking pictures of Fanny’s cleavage.

Guy stood and pointed, “Hey, you!  Quit that, you creep!”

The photographer capped his zoom lens and started to powerwalk to the exit.  Guy was about to run after him when Fanny grabbed his wrist.

She got in front of him and said, “Don’t cause a fuss, Guy.  Your chivalrous act has been noted, but there’s no need to cause a scene.”

“But that bum was taking pictures of you.”

“Guy, people film me all the time, at work and in public.  I’ve gotten used to it,”  she flashed a bright smile. “If they come near me, I’ll have you protect me, okay?”

He looked at the fleeing man before saying, “Okay, sounds good.”

Fanny’s watch buzzed, and she looked at it for a second. “Guy, one of the staff at the Swan called in sick. I’m the only one who can fill in.”

“But I wanted to treat you by taking you to that new Mexican place that just opened up.”

She got in close and said, “I promise to make it up to you, my Guy.”

“I’ll see you tonight.”

With that, Fanny kissed him on the cheek and headed for the exit.  Guy took his time, and when he got to his apartment, he got a text message.

“From Joe?  How the hell did you get my phone?”

...Just wanted to say thank you so much for being a team player.  I’ve never seen Fanny so happy, nor work so hard.  Here’s a video of something we did this morning, you can see how enthusiastic she is.  You’re making the girl very happy, and we appreciate that.  We need to hang out sometime and talk about the future...

Guy walked to his couch and flopped down.  He could feel the hair on his forearms stand on end as he forced himself to click on the video text.

He said to himself, “This is her job.  She’s doing it to reach her goals.  She really likes you, not them.”

The video started with Fanny lying on a massage table naked and looking up.  Two older men, one skinny and one fat, came into view and massaged her with oil.  Her pale skin became shiny in the harsh lighting of the set.  The balding, grey-haired men started massaging her hands and feet, but soon drifted up her limbs.

The redhead rolled her eyes back as their meaty hands manipulated her flesh.  The thin man who massaged her arms was now groping her firm, pale breasts while teasing her nipples.  The overweight man who had massaged her legs was now rubbing her puffy pussy lips.

“How are you liking your special massage, babe?”

Fanny bit her lip and nodded, saying, “You’re making me feel good all over!”

“I’m going to move on to massaging your insides now,” the pot-bellied man said.  He pulled off his white cotton pants and shirt, and so did his friend.  The fingering her coaxed his half-erect member to attention.  The old man’s cock was average in length but was very girthy and covered in serpentine veins.

“You’re going to massage me with that big thing!?  Will it even fit?  Mphh,”  her body started to rock back and forth from her tits being mashed.

“Don’t worry.  I promise you full satisfaction, or we’ll give you a set of massages for free.”  He grabbed her and positioned her ass at the end of the table. 

“I have this itch I need scratching.  I’ve been so busy and stressed lately.  Please help me,” Fanny pleaded.

The thick prick stretched her lips wide as its lubricated head pushed inside he.  Fanny rolled her hips back, and the old man grabbed her by the ankles and started to slowly fuck her.  His paunch covered her lower abdomen as if to hide the copulation from Guy.

Fanny arched her back and opened her mouth, “I can feel you stretching me!”

The man fucked her in a wave-like motion that made Fanny’s tits take elliptical movements.  The second man approached with his cock tapping her lips teasingly.  Within a couple of minutes, her feet rounded and her legs twitched.

She gasped, “Don’t stop!  Fuck!  You’re so damn thick!”

The second man said, “I’ve had enough, I’m going to use those sweet tits of yours,” before getting onto the table and straddling her ribcage.  His long prick was able to lie between her pale tits and just graze her chin.  Pushing her breasts together, the wiry old man started fucking her tits.

Guy’s hand had fished his cock out of his pants and was jacking off to his girlfriend getting fucked by two senior citizens.  His eyes focused on her face and how her mind was slipping into the pleasure of being filled while her tits were being used.  Fanny’s head came up, and her mouth opened to accept the old man’s knob.  He grabbed a fistful of hair to keep her mouth at his tip, while Fanny used her own hands to keep her tits mashed up against his shaft.

Something rose inside Guy.  A desire to be there while it happened was making him even harder.  He tried to suppress the thought, but in his mind, he saw himself taking the place of one of the men, or even just being there as she was overcome with stimulation. 

The shame and helplessness of watching his girlfriend got him to the edge of orgasm when the tit-fucker said, “You’re so pretty, but you must maintain good care of that skin of yours.  I mmmph, have the perfect face moisturizer.  Don’t you dare swallow any of this.  Gah!”

The man blew his load in long, runny spurts and splashed Fanny’s face and made her shut her blue eyes.  One spurt got in her nose, making her grimace, but the man kept rocking his hips into her tits to finish his orgasm.

“There you go, let’s get your face nice and covered,” he said as he reached down and smeared his ejaculate to cover every inch of Fanny’s face. “Now make sure that it dries before you wash up.  You’ll be glowing.”

Fanny nodded as he dismounted her and then groaned as the man fucking her pussy started to quicken his thrusts. 

“How is your internal massage feeling, miss?”

“Incredible!  I was so pent up!  Fuck!” the young woman tried to speak before straining against another body rocking orgasm.

“A tight pussy means you’re stressed.  This massage will help to loosen you up and release that anxiety,”  he said authoritatively.

The old man let out a wheezy grunt and then his pale ass started to twitch, making his belly jiggle with every pulse of semen that he spewed inside Guy’s girlfriend.  Guy himself couldn’t hold back and blew ropes of claggy spunk onto his pants.  His cock kept twitching long after his testicles had emptied, and he lay back completely spent.  He had enough strength to watch the video to the end.

The fat man gyrated his hips against Fanny while he continued to catch his breath.  “Ah, what a good fuck you are.  But I really feel you need to come back weekly for more internal massages, miss.  It’s the only way to ensure that you don’t build up stress.  I need to make sure your pussy is always loose.”

Fanny nodded as the old man backed away from her, making a popping sound as the head dislodged from her labia minora.  The camera zoomed in on her gaping pussy.  A river of white cream poured out of her and down the edge of the table.  Her fingers started playing with her pussy before the stream faded to black.

Guy shuddered and put down the phone to clean himself up.  He said to himself, “What is happening to me?”


Chapter 10

A few days later, Guy was mopping up the cafe and closing up for the night when someone walked in.

“Sorry, but we’re closed for the night,” he said, turning to face the front door.  His girlfriend was wearing leggings and a red tube top. “Oh, Fanny, what’s up?”

She came up and kissed him on the cheek and said, “My shift was done at the bar, and I wanted to have a chat.  There’s something I wanted to talk to you about.  I couldn’t wait for you to come home.”

Guy felt a twinge.  His mind went to the worst thing he could think of.  Had he been judged inadequate so soon?  What would Joe Frenzy do if he found out? He asked, “Is something wrong?”

Fanny put up her hands and widened her eyes, “No!  Not anything bad at all.  In fact, it’s because things have been going so well with us.”  She put her hand towards a table, “Can we sit and talk?”

When they were seated, Fanny took his hand and said, “Before we start, I just wanted to say thank you for being so understanding about my work.  I know it must be hard for you, but I haven’t seen you complain about it one bit.  I used to dread being away from the bar or work, especially when I was alone. Now I can’t wait to get home and snuggle with my Guy.”

He smiled and nodded, “It is a challenge getting used to this, but getting to be with you is well worth it.  Even if it is only for your cooking.” 

Fanny shoved him and scowled playfully before she continued, “So, about my work.  Recently, more than one person at work has told me that my performances have gotten even better.  The lady who manages the money even showed me how Joe’s studio is making more money than ever before.  I didn’t tell them, but I think I know the reason why.”

Guy felt his throat get dry, he swallowed and said, “Is it us?  Our relationship?”

“It’s more than that, Guy.  When I’m filming a scene, when I’m with someone, I’m fantasizing that I’m doing it with you,” she said.  She blushed and looked at her hand on his. “It sounds crazy, I know.  Being with you just feels right.  It’s like we were made for each other.”

“Come on, Fanny, I see the guys on those videos.  They’re way bigger than...”

Fanny cut him off, tapping the table, “Don’t dictate to me what I should or shouldn’t like, okay?  You’re what I’m thinking about when I’m working.  I tried to get you out of my mind, but I can’t help it.  And the more we’re together, the more I want.”

Guy shrugged, “What exactly are you getting at, Fanny?  I don’t know how I can give you more; we both have jobs.”

Fanny got up from her chair and straddled Guy, draping her arms on his shoulders, and kissed him delicately a few times before looking into his eyes and whispering, “I want you to work with me, Guy.  I want the world to see what you mean to me.”  She pecked him and continued, “I want you and me to work toward the same dream.  I know it’s a lot to ask so soon, but nothing’s felt so right in all my life.”

Scenarios flashed in Guy’s mind of him and Fanny in front of other people filming him, causing him to tense his abdomen while also getting erect.  “Fanny, I’m not a pornstar.  I wouldn’t be able to show my face to my friends or family again.  ”

Fanny started to grind on the bulge in his pants, “The friends who abandoned you?  The girlfriend who cheated on you?  Guy, Joe told me that he recorded us at the pool.  It has already made a few thousand dollars.  The cat’s out of the bag.”

“Fuck,” Guy said. “What if something goes wrong?  What if I can’t handle it?  What sort of scenes would we be talking about?”

“Our studio does a lot of different stuff.  We might have to be flexible.  I’ll be right there with you all the way.  You and I can reach our dreams that much faster.  Then it’s happily ever after.  Don’t you want that?”

He looked into her blue eyes as she cupped his face, “I don’t want to blow this, Fanny.  I still think you’re too good for me.”

“Oh, baby, that’s where you’re wrong.  We’re perfect for each other,” she said before kissing him and teasing his tongue with hers.  “We’ll have help too.  Everyone at the villa really likes you.  I’ve talked with them, and they all agree that you would fit right in.”

“Sounds like you really want this,” Guy said.  He wondered if this would be a shortcut to get the amicable breakup that would let him off the hook with Joe.  But he couldn’t deny the feelings that had grown in him, regardless of Joe.

She pulled his hair, and his head went backward. Fanny looked down at him.  There was something wild in the eye that spoke of victory, or of a lioness on the prowl.  She said, “I can accept that you may not want to.  So there’s no pressure.”

“No pressure!?”

She laughed, “Okay, maybe a little pressure.  We can stop anytime you want and go back to being a regular couple.  Let’s give it a trial, what do you say?”

“Fine, let’s do it.  But if this blows up in our faces, it’s your fault.”

Fanny groaned and bit her lip when Guy agreed, “Baby, I’m going to treat you so right.”

“Just not here, people can see us.”

Fanny covered her mouth and laughed, “Oops, I almost forgot.  Hey, let me tell Joe the good news.”  She backed off and made a call while smiling devilishly at Guy, “Hey Joe, I have great news!  He’s on board for a trial period.  Yeah, sure , we’ll get a ride to the villa.”  She hung up, grabbed Guy’s hand, and pulled him to the door.  “Come on, lock up, we’re going to see Joe and have a chat.”

“Soo soon?”

“You have to strike when the iron is hot, Guy,”  she said, poking him in the side. “Come on!”

...

Fanny and Guy let themselves into the villa and into the main room.  Joe Frenzy was lounging in the pit next to the lit fireplace, reading a copy of the Kama Sutra.

“Fanny, Guy!”  he got up and walked to them.  Giving Fanny a kiss and Guy a pat on the back, he said, “I am so fucking glad you’re willing to give this a try.  Come over to the pit, let’s have a drink and chat about this.  Fanny, you always have the fuzzy navel.  What will you have, Guy?”

“Rum punch, please,”  he said, scratching his neck.  “So how long have you both been planning this?”

Fanny sat down on the round couch in the pit and said, “I’ve been thinking about it ever since I couldn’t stop fantasizing about you.  I only talked to Joe seriously yesterday about it.”

Joe finished making the drinks and handed Guy his rum punch, saying, “I was kind of scared you’d say no, given your history.  I tried to talk her out of it, but whatever Fanny wants...”

Guy raised his glass and clinked it with Joe and Fanny, “Fanny gets.”  He sighed and said, “So, Fanny, when did you think we would try this?”

The redhead traced her finger around the top of her glass and shrugged, saying, “Well, if it’s not too much trouble, I’d kinda like to get started as soon as possible.”

“Tonight!?”  Guy said.

“Why not?”  Joe said with a laugh. “We don’t even need to set up any cameras.  The pit is already wired for every angle, and I have these guys lying around everywhere.”  He pulled out a handheld camcorder from a side table drawer and wiggled it.

“Fuck me...” Guy muttered.

Fanny snuck a hand to the inside of his thigh, “That’s the whole idea.”

Joe set down his drink and camera.  Leaning forward and resting his elbows on his knees, he said, “How about this?  Why don’t we make it a practice session?  Let’s see what we can do, and if the footage is good, we’ll use it.  If it sucks, we dump it.  Sound good?”

Guy’s heart raced when all the questions came to mind.  He asked, “Am I expected to be in films with people other than just Fanny?  Or is it just going to be the two of us?”

Fanny unzipped him and fished out his raging boner.  While she stroked him, she answered, “Guy, I make streams and videos with other people.  I’m going to do those scenes with or without you, but I want to be with you as much as I can.”  She opened her mouth and started to give a slow and sensual blowjob while sitting next to him.

Joe pointed the camera, and its red light turned on. He said, “I wouldn’t worry about it too much, Guy.  We’re all just having fun.  If you’re self-conscious, don’t be.  There are always better-looking, more muscular, bigger dicked men.  And even the best of the best can’t stop their girlfriends from cheating on them with some hairy guy with a beer gut who can make her laugh.  But I think you and Fanny have something special.”

Guy found it hard to concentrate with his girl's mouth on his dick, “So you’re saying I’ll be in threesomes and stuff like that?“

Joe pointed at him with a smile and said, “Bingo.  Why don’t you put your girl in any position you want and let's see why she’s so entranced by you.”

Guy nodded while Fanny came up for air and started to undress herself.  Both men stared at the fertile woman standing naked and smiling before them.

Joe circled with the camera and said, “She really is the hottest fuck in my studio, Guy.  You are lucky as hell to have her.”

Guy stripped down and got behind her, sliding her hands up and down her body as he hugged her from behind.  She let out a soft moan as her boyfriend cupped her breasts before tugging at her nipples.  He kissed her neck before nibbling her ear.

“Now that is what I call affection,” Joe said while getting a close-up.

The young man glanced at Joe filming them, then moved his hand to the redhead’s slit and found her pink marble.  He applied three fingers and rubbed the top of her pussy.

“You’re so wet,” he said.

“The thought of my Guy being with me while I work is the best, put your fingers inside of me,” she said, reaching back to tousle his hair.

“You’re my girl, Fanny,” he said as his middle and ring fingers slipped in and curled to hit her G-spot. 

“Mmmph,” Fanny whimphered while the front side of her vagina swelled from Guy’s come-hither movements.  Her hips encouraged him to apply more pressure, and soon the room was filled with the sloppy wet sounds of her gash getting fingerfucked.

“Fuck, Guy!  Ahh!” She squealed.  Her hand reached around and started to masturbate his penis.

Joe took a knee, pointed the lens at their pelvises, “Guy, I must say no one gets Fanny this excited so fast.”

The rookie looked at the producer, trying not to frown.  Having the third person there was taking some getting used to.

“You two are beautiful together, you know,  you should see the look on your girl's face, Guy,” Joe said with a smile.

“Gah!”  Fanny’s knees buckled, and Guy could feel her pussy come down hard on his fingertips.  The extra pressure made her yelp, and a stream of clear fluid erupted from Fanny’s eurethral opening.

Joe said strongly, “Push it, Fanny.  Guy, rub her twat fast!”

Fanny whined while Guy rubbed her twat with light, quick strokes, sending droplets of her squirt in all directions.

“Don’t stop, Guy!  Fuck!”  she yelled out as her legs completely gave way.    Guy held her with one arm by the rib cage and continued stroking.  Her limbs and head went limp, but her abdomen still strained while her squirting continued.

When she grabbed his hand, he stopped touching her pussy and eased her down onto the ground.  He said, “Fanny, I’m going to want you on your hands and knees.”

She still twitched but got down on her elbows and knees and arched her back, presenting herself to him. “I’m ready, put it in please.”

While Guy kneeled and placed his knob at her entrance, Joe hit some buttons on a couch control panel, and a large LCD screen came up from a slot in the floor.  The screen flickered, and then the image of Fanny’s front appeared.  The producer circled them with his video recorder and said, “You two are doing amazing,  I’m getting hard just looking at you.”

“Put it in Guy!  I need it!”  she said while pushing her as onto him.

Guy put his hands on her waist and pushed his member into her drenched love box.  The redhead let out a roar as her body was penetrated.  He saw the look of pleasure on her face on the screen, only this time it was he who was driving her wild, not some other man.  Guy’s knob bumped her cervix on every thrust as he fucked her, and his pelvis made a slapping sound as it impacted her buttocks.

“So deep!  Fuck!  Mmmm,” Fanny said while her pussy started to clamp down on his cock.  It wasn’t long before she hammered her fist into the floor and curled her toes, lifting her feet off the ground.

Joe gave a thumbs up, saying, “I can’t believe how fast you make her cum.  It’s enough to make me jealous.”

“More! Gah!”  Fanny reached with one hand to get him to take her wrist, and then the other.  He pulled back to raise her torso off the ground with only him pulling on her arms to support her. “Fuck me hard!”

He had to start slowly to get the balance just right, but soon got the rhythm down.  Fanny’s tits swayed as Guy jackhammered her from behind.  Looking at the screen, he could see the desperation and pleasure on her face as she craned her neck to get a good shot for the video.  He thought of how many men would be looking at this and blowing their load, looking at the same blissful face.  The man was about to blow his load when the readhead spasmed and got loose of him, slumping to the floor.  Guy’s cock came free, and she twitched and convulsed on the floor, curling up on her side.

“Maah!  Fuck! So good!”

Joe got in close with the camera and said, “This is a first for her, Guy.  Man, you got her good.  Why don’t you get on your back and have her lie on top of you until she comes down from her orgasm?”

Guy’s cock protested at the lack of release, but he obeyed and got down onto the floor of the pit.  Fanny crawled over his body and hugged him.  She twitched and squeezed him while he felt her weight.

His hands slid over her back before resting on her round ass.  Guy massaged it, enjoying the soft and smooth flesh of her rear.

“I feel bad, I haven’t made you cum yet,” she whispered.  Her hand reached down and positioned his cock at her entrance, and she slowly pushed herself down onto him while holding on.  “I want you to come inside of me.”

Guy pushed her hair back, looked into her eyes, and said, “You are so beautiful, Fanny.  I hope I was good enough for you.”

Fanny laughed, “I think you were a bit better than that.”

Guy could hear Joe doing something out of his field of vision, but focused on his lover, “Do you think this will work long term, Fanny?”

Fanny’s eyes locked with his, and she said, “I know it.”  They kissed each other deeply, and Fanny slid her tongue down his throat while she ground her pussy onto him.

The kiss lasted, and she gripped his hair while she pressed her tits onto his chest.  It was then that Guy felt something wet touch his dick that wasn’t Fanny.  He opened his eyes to see that Joe was naked and squatting behind Fanny.  A rush filled Guy’s chest as he watched what happened next.

The tanned man grabbed Fanny’s hips and pushed his knob into Fanny’s snatch next to Guy’s shaft.  It was well lubricated, and after a moment, it made the vulva open wider to accept the second cock.  Guy could feel Joe’s shaft press against his and rub while it pushed into her.

“What’s happening!”  Guy let out a gasp as he felt the intense pressure.

Fanny bit her lip and rolled her eyes into the back of her head, “Guy and Joe are inside of me at the same time.  Mmmph!” 

Joe looked down and smirked, “You can fuck her at the same time I do, Guy.  I’m getting some great footage too.”

Fanny cupped Guy’s cheeks and let out a ragged breath before saying, “Fuck me, Guy!”

The man could’t believe what was happening.  When Joe started to move, he realized he would have to move in unison, or he would come too soon.  He fucked Fanny at the same pace that the porn producer did.

Fanny showered him with kisses, focusing her attention all on Guy while her vaginal canal was stuffed completely.

“Guy, I know things are going fast, but I have to confess.  I love you so much.  Mmmph.   I love you more than anything in the whole world.  I don’t want to be without you.”

“I love you, Fanny,”  he found himself saying, not disagreeing with the words.

“Gah!” the girl yelped and undulated on him.

Guy focused on not coming while fucking his new love.  Minimizing the friction between him and Joe was difficult because Joe was longer and thicker than he was.  Any point where the two penises didn’t move in unison pushed Guy to the edge of orgasm.   The jealousy that arose in him was kept in check by staring into Fanny’s adoring eyes.  Above the waist, Guy and Fanny were making passionate love, while below, Fanny’s pussy was fucked hard by two cocks.

Fanny started writhing and dragging her fingernails down Guy’s arms.  She whimpered words he had a hard time understanding.  Her eyes became half-lidded, and her head fell on his shoulder as she went limp.  Her only movements were her weak kisses on his neck.

“Fuck this is tight!  Damn it!” Joe grunted before frantically fucking her.  Guy shut his eyes tight as he fought the hurricane of pressure and friction that swirled around his cock.  Joe’s prick started to pulse, and he rammed it home, keeping it there.  Guy could feel his dick getting covered in Joe’s hot spunk.  The creampie squirted out of the woman’s slit and started to pour past Guy’s cock and balls, and landed on the floor.  He could feel Joe’s start to soften as he pulled out, stood up, and fell back on a section of the ring couch.

Joe threw his head back, “Damn, that was good.”

“Fuck me, Guy, clean me out and then fill me up with your stuff,” she whispered in his ear. 

Guy nodded and gripped her ass.  Each pump of his cock would push out more of Joe’s seed, causing it to cascade over his testicles.  At first, her vagina felt loose and swimming in sperm, but soon Fanny’s pussy started to contract, and Joe's cock had scraped out most of Joe’s semen.  He wanted completion, so he went all out.

The orgasm took Joe by surprise with its suddenness.  His hips moved without his control, and deep pelvic floor muscle contractions shot a rope of cream so hard that he heard Fanny gasp.  He tried to maintain a rhythm, but it faltered, and he decided to keep it buried as deep as possible as his urethra carried his load to the back of her vessel.

“I love Guy.  Guy is my man,” Fanny whispered in a daze.

“I love you too, Fanny,” he said as he held her affectionately.  Fanny and Guy lay in a puddle of squirt and ejaculate while Joe recorded the moment.

After a rest, the trio went to the bathroom and showered together.  Joe and Guy washed Fanny clean and gave her kisses, but Fanny kept her eyes on Guy, mouthing the words “I love you” every so often.

After they got dressed, Fanny and Guy headed for the door.

Joe put a hand on the couple’s shoulders and said, “I think it’s safe to say we can use every second of that footage.  Guy, I’m going to need your bank account information to send your payment.  But I want to know that we’re cool.  Are we cool?”

“Yeah, we’re cool.  Fanny is what matters the most to me, but I had a lot of fun,” Guy said with little hesitation.  He wondered how far he and Fanny would go down this path and worried if the girl he had fallen in love with would eventually lose respect for him.  The look on Fanny’s face reassured him, though.

“Great, bring it in!”  Joe opened his arms, and the two men hugged.  “We’re brothers now that we shared the same pussy at the same time.”

“Hey! What’s that make me?”  Fanny said with a laugh.
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