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The weather app on Victoria’s phone claimed that it was only ninety-five degrees, but it seemed more like a hundred and ten. That was probably because of the bus she was riding in, which had no air conditioning; the sun poured in through the windows and hit the passengers full in the face, making them feel like steaks under a broiler. To make things worse, traffic was horrible; the young American had had no idea that there were so many cars and trucks in Malaysia, and the classic Southeast Asian mopeds that zipped between them only made progress slower.

Still, they were close to their destination. The dusty George Town city center had given way to comparatively quiet rows of townhouses, and the bus stop wasn’t far ahead. Victoria had heard that this was the part of the city where most of the foreigners lived, and a few of the buildings did have American flags in the windows; Australian, European and Japanese residents were probably less likely to trumpet their national pride, but they were present too.

As the bus weaved down the narrow streets, Victoria thought about the trip so far. It had been amazing, it really had. Her quick stop in Singapore had been a treat, and it was mind-boggling to see such an incredibly wealthy city shining in the tropical heat, but it had been too expensive to linger there for very long. Kuala Lumpur had also been a real experience, although it was loud and crowded. In between, she’d had an unforgettable ride on an overnight train, and now here she was in George Town, the third-largest city in Malaysia. And all for under two thousand dollars!

The only problem was, she’d been feeling a little...funny that day. Maybe it had been something she’d eaten, or maybe it had been the fact that she hadn’t slept very well the night before, but her head was weirdly foggy. It was hard to focus on anything, and when people talked to her it was easier just to giggle than to figure out how to respond to them.

What was more, and it was a little embarrassing to admit this to herself, but...she was horny. Obviously, it wasn’t uncommon for backpackers to hook up with each other, which was all well and good. But Victoria had been too stressed, or else too focused on what she wanted to see and do, to think about sex much. Now, though, it was practically all that could hold her attention.

Maybe it all had something to do with the strange man on the train the night before. He had had something playing on his phone, a strange staticky hiss that had caused her arm hairs to stand on end. He hadn’t caused any other trouble, nor had he so much as glanced over at her for the whole trip, so she’d let it go...but the really weird thing was, she was pretty sure he’d been wearing earplugs. If the sound wasn’t for him, then who had it been for?

But she just couldn’t worry about any of that, which was the last weird thing. All her problems, ranging from where she was planning to eat lunch to her endless worries about being forever alone, had just seemed to fade away in the face of her horniness. She began to wonder whether there would be any opportunity to get some action after all…

Probably not right away, though. In George Town, she’d be couch surfing at the home of an Australian man named Lachlan; he’d gotten rave reviews from dozens of travelers, but his profile picture had been less than flattering, and it was wrong to come on to your host in any case, wasn’t it? She would have to wait until she got to Bangkok’s hostel scene to really find some fun.

At last, the bus pulled up to the stop; hefting her massive backpack, she headed out into the heat. It was humid, too, like the bug house at the zoo. Hopefully Lachlan had air conditioning, though she didn’t hold out much hope there.

* * *

Lachlan’s townhouse was a small, squat thing that featured some kind of hideous tin tower on top; it probably had some purpose, but Victoria couldn’t tell for the life of her what that use was. A surfboard was propped up next to the front door, more as decoration than anything, since there were no nearby surfing beaches, and there was a small Australian flag in the corner of the window. A bit hesitantly, she headed up to the front door and knocked, not quite sure what to expect. As footsteps rang from inside the house, a feeling of trepidation came over her.

That all dissolved as soon as her host opened the door. The profile pictures looked to have been several years out of date; instead of an unappealing loser who looked as though he spent a little too much time at Malaysian KFC, she was standing in front of a tall, tanned, muscular man with a sharply-angled jaw and a wide, friendly smile. “How’s it goin’? Welcome to George Town!”

“Like, hi,” said Victoria, giggling. What few wits she still had seemed to have left her at the first sight of Lachlan in person.

“Well, come in, come in,” said Lachlan, gesturing grandly to the inside of the townhouse. “I’ll show you your room, and I’m sure you’ll be wanting a shower after your long trip.”

A shower wasn’t the only thing Victoria wanted, but she nodded, smiled, and followed Lachlan inside all the same. He led her up a rickety staircase to the second floor, where a narrow doorway led into a very small bedroom with a mattress on the floor; the bathroom was the next door down. Everything was a bit old and faded, but immaculately clean; it seemed that her host was a man who took pride in his possessions. “Everything all right? I’ll leave you to shower – you can use the towel on the right – and if you come down in a tick I can give you some restaurant recommendations.”

“It’s all, like, great,” said Victoria. “Thank you.” She’d stayed in far worse accommodations so far on the trip, but she would have slept in a barn anyway if it had meant she’d be able to spend more time with her host.

“All right, no worries,” said Lachlan. “I’ll leave you to it.” He turned and went down the stairs, leaving her feeling a little bit lonely. Still, he was right about the shower; she did want to wash the grime of the journey off, and quickly. Hurrying into the bathroom, she set the water to the coldest setting, which was still lukewarm, and scrubbed herself thoroughly. A shower to herself was more than she’d gotten at some of the stops on her trip.

Wrapping herself with the towel, Victoria got a wicked idea. Surely Lachlan was the kind of red-blooded man who’d be able to take a hint, right? She decided to step downstairs and see.

A few moments later, the steps were creaking under Victoria’s feet as she made her way down to the living area. Lachlan was reading a book, but when he heard her coming, he looked up. His eyes widened as he saw the towel. “Um…”

“Like, hi again, Lachlan,” said Victoria. “I was just, like, coming down to ask you about, um, if there was a noodle place that you…”

And then she made her move. Overstepping the final step, she planted her foot hard on the floor instead. Teetering on the brink of a fall, she had to wave her arms to keep from overbalancing, but that meant that the towel slid off of her and fell with a soft thump onto the ground.

Then everything was silence. Victoria regained her balance and made to gather up the towel once again, but it was too late; Lachlan had already seen everything. “Are...are you all right?”

“Oh, like, don’t worry about me,” said Victoria, giggling. “I’m totally fine. Like, actually, I’ve never been better.”

Lachlan swallowed. “Listen, are you...is this...right, I know some guests feel that they have to...but really, I do this for free, no compo expected…”

“I don’t feel like I have to,” she said. “Like, I want to.” She took a step towards him, luxuriating in his gaze. “The question is...do you?”

“Bloody hell,” said Lachlan. “Really?”

“Yes,” breathed Victoria, tossing the towel aside. “Come and take me, baby.”

“Then say no more,” he said, a broad grin spreading across his face as he stood up. “I’m not going to say no to that.”

And then he was on her, and they were melting together in a kiss, a hot, passionate kiss that had nothing to do with love and everything to do with pure, unbridled lust. She pushed forward with her tongue, pushing into his mouth, giving in to her desire and also letting him know that she meant business.

Then she felt his hands on her breasts. Men are all the same, she thought as he began to knead and squeeze them, gently but firmly. They’re all the same, but I like them that way. In return, she reached for his shirt, beginning to undo the buttons one by one. It would have been easy enough at any other time, but she was so impossibly horny that her coordination seemed to have gone out the window; still, her desperate scrabbling at his chest probably counted as foreplay, didn’t it?

After a few moments, the kiss broke apart. Victoria gazed into Lachlan’s eyes. She saw some confusion there, but mostly excitement and deep, deep arousal. She wondered what he saw in hers; nothing subtle, that was for sure. Then he leaned back in, moving to nibble on the soft, tender skin below her ear. She found herself moaning, overcome by the strangely intense sensation. When he began to work his way down her neck, planting a line of kisses as he went, she was so overcome that it was difficult to keep unbuttoning his shirt. She forced herself to keep going anyway; she just wanted to see Lachlan’s bare chest that badly.

Eventually, just as she was undoing the last button on his shirt, her Australian lover reached the soft, fleshy mounds of her breasts. She moaned, shuddered, gasped as he kissed them, as his teeth brushed against her exposed, vulnerable skin. Soon, he found her nipple and began to nibble at it, sending little shocks of pleasure traveling through her body, making her hair stand on end. How was he so good at this?

A mad desire to reciprocate drove Victoria to new heights of desperation. She felt her hand traveling down Lachlan’s body, sliding past his toned chest and impressive abs, reaching for the front of his jeans...and then she found it, the hard, throbbing lump that she’d been aching to touch since she’d first laid eyes on her host. It was larger than she’d had before, harder, more virile, but she eagerly accepted the challenge that presented; if it meant she’d have to get stretched out, to let him stuff her holes to the breaking point, then, well, so be it.

Lachlan released her nipple, tossed his shirt to the side, and then, suddenly, he was picking her up and carrying her over to the couch. The sudden display of strength left her heart fluttering, and her pussy was getting wet by the time he put her down on the soft cushions. Could this man be any more attractive?

And he continued to sweep her off her feet with each passing moment. Before she realized what was happening, his hands were on her thighs, pushing them apart, leaving her hot, needy pussy exposed to his rapacious desire. But he clearly didn’t intend to give her what she wanted right away; instead, he let his fingers dance around the edge of her snatch, avoiding the money zone by mere millimeters, driving her almost mad with desire. He traced lines on her thighs, even teased her labia, but he just never quite landed in the most sensitive areas. She felt her entire being sizzling with arousal. Come on, she wanted to say. Come on!

And then his finger brushed against her clit, once, twice. Pleasure coursed through her, real pleasure rather than just lust; even though he’d done what she’d been silently begging for, she still wasn’t satisfied, because now she needed more. Her other lovers, men whose faces and names were suddenly hazy and indistinct in her memory, had never managed to make her feel this good, to make her want them this bad, but for Lachlan it was easy, almost effortless. She had no idea how he managed to work his magic on her, but she knew she needed to see how deep the rabbit-hole went.

Maybe she wouldn’t need to wait much longer. Her lover seemed to have resolved to indulge her; just when she was wondering whether he would, he reached out and slid a finger into her pussy, parting her labia and causing her to let out a deep, low moan. The feeling of him inside her was almost indescribable; it was intimate, more intimate than she’d felt with any lover before, and strangely personal, almost as if, in plumbing the depths of her slit, he was also plumbing the depths of her soul.

But her soul didn’t give such thigh-quaking pleasure when someone stimulated it. Each motion, each slight twitch or bend of his finger, left her desperate for more, and she found herself pushing forwards onto him, trying to get him to go deeper. His motions were almost a work of art, drawing a pattern of arousal onto her crotch and thighs. How had he learned to do this?

And then it got even better. Sliding his finger back out, Lachlan soon replaced it with his tongue. The organ was warm and felt alive, darting this way and that, and it seemed to be hitting every pleasurable place in Victoria’s pussy; it sought them out almost methodically, visiting each in turn until her vagina was a hot, wet pool of arousal and pleasure. She gasped, moaned, pressed on the sides of his head with her thighs; she was a slave to her pleasure, almost animalistic in her blind pursuit of fulfillment.

For several minutes, they went on like that. At one point, one of Lachlan’s hands darted up to her nipple and began to play with it, pulling and tweaking it; even if that sensation on its own wasn’t as intense as that from her pussy, the addition of a new dimension of pleasure made everything even better. And that got even better when he returned to her clit with his tongue, tracing circles around it, pushing it this way and that. Soon, she felt that she was beginning to climb towards orgasm. How could someone be this good?

But then he stopped. Smiling widely, he lifted his head off her pussy. “Enjoying this, Victoria?”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Victoria, a bit disoriented; why had he stopped? “Keep doing it just like that. It’s, like, so...it’s so fucking good…”

“I’d love to,” said Lachlan, “really I would. But then where would I get my pleasure? You have to remember me in all of this. I have a proposal to make of you.”

“What, baby?” asked Victoria. Whatever it was, she was almost sure she was going to say yes; her lover was just so impossibly good at everything he did that anything was sure to feel unforgettably good.

“Well,” he said, standing up and unbuttoning his shorts, “only this. Have you ever done anal?”

“N-no,” she said. She’d heard about it, that it could feel wonderful, but also that it could be difficult, even painful. Would it really feel good for her?

“What do you say to giving it a go?” he asked, pulling down his pants and underwear; Victoria was transfixed for a moment by the sight of his massive, beautiful cock. “I promise I’ll do everything I can to rock your world. If it isn’t working out for you, just say so, and I’ll stop right away.”

“O...kay,” said Victoria. “Like, I trust you. Just...be gentle.”

“I will,” said Lachlan, “but I’ll also make this absolutely unforgettable.” She flipped over, looking back over her shoulder at him as he slipped on a condom and lubed up, smearing a generous amount on her asshole as well. When he was ready, he climbed onto the couch and gripped her shoulders, gently but firmly. “Remember, though,” he murmured, “after this, you’re my bitch.”

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, as he pressed against her hole. “Make me yours, baby.” Breathing out, she relaxed, doing her best to let him in; after a few moments of firm pressure, he began to slip inside. There was pain at first, but he’d used so much lube that it was less than she’d expected. She did her best to relax further, and soon his head was slipping inside. The shaft was narrower, easier to take. Really, it wasn’t so very different from getting a big dildo into her pussy.

And, as Lachlan pushed inside of her, she began to feel a completely new kind of pleasure. What he’d done to her pussy had already felt better than anything any other man had ever tried, but this was different, deeper. It felt as if he was pushing into a cavern deep inside of her, sending pleasure echoing off the sides, reverberating and intensifying with each rebound. The feeling wasn’t as intense as the one he’d elicited from her pussy, but it seemed like it would grow with time, and if she reached orgasm this way...well, there was no telling what would happen then.

Eventually, he got as deep inside her as he was going to go. His pelvis pressed up against her ass; he stopped for a moment, paused to allow her to get accustomed to the feeling of him bottoming out inside of her. Then, slowly, he began to pull out, then to push in once again; soon, he had gotten into a steady rhythm and was speeding up with each thrust, trying to get up to the pace he wanted. She wanted it too, she realized; her fears had gone out the window as soon as the first flickers of pleasure had begun to course through her body, and now she wanted to see just how far they could go, just how good her lover could possibly make her feel. “Fuck,” she moaned, “oh shit, that feels...like, so good.”

“Yeah, you like that?” asked Lachlan, speeding up further. Now he was fucking her properly, crotch slapping against her ass. His cock was stretching her, sending pleasure coursing through her, and she could tell that the buildup to orgasm that had been interrupted when he’d lifted off of her had begun once again. The sensations were only getting more intense as she got used to having a cock in her asshole, and it was all pouring into a reserve of pleasure inside of her that she knew would release when she finally came. With Lachlan, though, it was likely to be full to bursting before she got to that point.

They fell into almost a clockwork rhythm. Her lover was hitting just the right places, going at just the right speed, and she found herself calling out to him, begging him to keep going just like that; unlike many other men she’d been with, he obliged her, not jackhammering or committing any of the other crimes against sex she’d been subjected to over the years. This was...this was perfect.

Soon, she found herself getting closer and closer to orgasm. Each passing second filled that reserve within her more and more, and her breathing grew shallow and fast as she willed herself up that slope, willed herself closer and closer to the explosive climax she knew was just around the corner. Whatever inhibitions she might once have had were long gone, and so was whatever will she might have had to delay her orgasm so that it would feel even better; the animal part of her brain had taken over, and she just wanted pleasure now, now, now.

And then something finally sent her over the edge. Maybe it was a particularly savage thrust from Lachlan; either way, her mind shattered into a thousand pieces, each one awash in the purest sensation of bliss. She screamed as ecstasy coursed through her body, as unimaginable pleasure rocked her to the very core. Her limbs twitched, her breath came in gasps; was anything better than this?

Her lover was coming too. Maybe it was the fact that she’d gone over the edge that did it; either way, his cock twitched, and then she felt hot, sticky cum pooling behind the thin latex wall that separated them. The knowledge that she’d made this man cum was the hottest thing yet, and she found herself sent up to new heights of pleasure, gasping and moaning all the while. What a perfect, perfect moment.

At last, though, both of them had to return to reality. Victoria was breathing heavily, waiting for her heartbeat to return to normal; there was a sucking sensation as Lachlan pulled out of her. “Like, damn,” she said, grabbing for a nearby box of tissues. “That was, like, the best I’ve ever had.”

“Thank you for letting me live out my fantasy,” said Lachlan. “I appreciate it. And I think it paid off, too. I mean, that was bloody wonderful.”

“And I’m glad you, like, broke your usual rules,” said Victoria. “Screwing the houseguests turned out to be pretty good, didn’t it?”

“It did,” agreed Lachlan. “You’re here for three days?”

“Um, no,” said Victoria, after considering the question briefly. “Five, if that’s okay. I mean, like, I hate to cut the rest of the trip short,” she paused, “but I feel like I’m getting enough Bangkok right here.”
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