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It was past one a.m., and The Crocodile Café was finally emptying out, hyped-up fans mingling with the street life typical of downtown Seattle. A steady drizzle earlier in the night had cleared up, and a little bit of moonlight was even filtering through the clouds; not bad weather for the middle of October.

Amy was still riding the high of the concert. There had been some big names present; the venue had been sold out because of a surprise appearance by Mudhoney, but she was more interested in her personal favorite band, a little group from Federal Way called Eye Squeeze. Some people said their sound was too gritty, but Amy knew those people were wrong. Gritty was in, wasn’t it? That was what grunge was all about.

As she headed down the sidewalk, she heard voices in the alley behind the venue. That was where the backstage entrance was, wasn’t it? It sounded like young men, young men who were having an argument. “I’m telling you,” said one of them, “this is our big chance! I didn’t risk the federal pen just for you guys to chicken out now. You were all on board before! Listen, I know it’s experimental, but this is 1992! It’s the future now! Shit like this could totally work!”

“Listen, man,” said another. “This is a bad idea. I know what I said, and I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong idea about my intentions, but I am not going near that shit with a ten foot pole. This is probably from that CIA program, you know, with the LSD? We can’t be fucking with it.”

Wait a minute – Amy recognized that gravelly voice! That was Rick Helm, the lead singer of Eye Squeeze! This was her chance to meet them. Trembling with excitement, Amy rounded the corner into the alleyway, drawing the attention of the band, all of whom looked a little sheepish all of a sudden. “Oh, hey,” said Rick, after a moment. “Were you, uh, at the concert?”

“Yeah, I was,” said Amy, “and I just wanted to say that I love you guys! I’m probably your biggest fan. Ooh, can I have your autographs?”

“Sure thing,” said Rick, getting out a notebook and scribbling his signature. “Hey, weird question – which one of us is your favorite? We wanna get into the, you know, boy band business. Sell posters and shit, you know.”

“No we don’t,” cut in a different guy. “But I still wanna hear the answer to that question.”

“Um, well,” said Amy, blushing slightly, “I’ve always...I’ve always liked Mike.”

“Ooh, hear that, Mike?” Rick slapped the guy he’d been arguing with on the shoulder. “You’re layin’ down the beat on her heartstrings, my friend!”

“Pssh,” said Mike, “nobody likes the drummer. She’s just joking, probably.” Writing his signature on the paper, he passed it back to Amy; she gazed at it with reverence. It had the signatures of all four members on it, plus...her eyes widened when she noticed that Mike had also written down a phone number. Was this real?

“Th-thanks,” she stammered, before turning and practically running out of the alleyway. Not only had she met her favorite band ever, but she’d gotten a phone number! How was this even possible?

She was so happy that she didn’t even mind the drizzle, which had slowly begun to return. After hurrying back to her car, she started it up and headed for her apartment in Ballard. Her life wasn’t usually that exciting, but now...now things were getting interesting!

* * *

It took a few tries to get Mike on the line. The number seemed to be for his apartment in Capitol Hill, but since he was rarely home – she knew the band practiced back in Federal Way – he didn’t pick up the first few times she called. Finally, though, she got through; one Tuesday night, he picked up the phone. “Hey, this is Mike Gantz.”

“Mike!” said Amy, breathless and a little bit surprised that she’d finally succeeded. “It’s me! I’m the girl from the Crocodile, remember? You gave me your number?”

“Oh, yeah!” he said. “Hell yeah. Well, um...listen, I’m really glad we got to, uh, connect the other day, and I have something I wanna send you as a sort of commemoration. Do you have an address I can ship a package to?”

Amy had to hold in a gasp. This was so exciting! Voice trembling with nerves, she read off her address for Mike. “Um, what exactly’s in the package?”

“Oh, that’s a surprise,” he said. “But once you, you know, open it and take a look, why don’t you give me another call? I’m really excited to know what you think.”

“I’ll...I’ll definitely do that!” said Amy. “Thank you so much!”

These next few days couldn’t go by fast enough.

* * *

At last, Amy came home from work one day and found a package in her mailbox. It was wrapped in brown paper, and the object inside felt square and hard. She tore it open to find a CD in an unmarked case. The only indication that it was from Mike, besides the return address, was the note written on the disc in Sharpie: “to Amy – enjoy this recording!”

Buzzing with excitement, Amy ran upstairs, got out her CD player – it had only been a year or two since she’d made the upgrade from cassettes, and she was still in awe at the improvement – slid her prize into the drive, and hit Play.

At first, there was only silence, silence free of the scratchiness of a record player or the fuzziness of a cassette, and Amy wondered where the song was. Eye Squeeze had been getting an almost heavy-metal sound recently, and she was anxious to know whether their latest track kept moving in that direction, or whether it was something different entirely. Impatiently, she folded her arms, waiting for the music to start.

Then, all of a sudden, something did start to play. It wasn’t music, though; it was a sort of whispery rustle, almost inaudible. Was something wrong with the recording? Amy wanted to go over to the CD player, maybe get the disc out and look for dust or scratches, but she realized that she...couldn’t. She couldn’t even move a muscle.

That worry, though, was soon beginning to fade away as well. It was strange, but Amy felt like a fog was descending over her mind, a thick, sleepy fog that just seemed to erase her thoughts, her cares, everything.

Before she realized what was happening, her limbs had turned to jelly, and she found herself lying face-down on the floor. She must have fallen, but she couldn’t remember that happening. She couldn’t remember anything.

And then it all just faded away.

* * *

Amy awoke with a raging headache and a general sense that her mind had been turned into Jell-O or something. What had been on that disc? Was whatever that whispery sound was supposed to be music? Her mind was filled with questions.

There was only one thing to do, and that was to call Mike. She dialed his number and, as she waited for him to pick up, checked her watch. Wait...it was eight p.m.! She had lost two hours! She had really been unconscious that long. Surely that wasn’t normal.

At last, Mike picked up the phone. “Hey, Mike Gantz speaking.”

“Mike!” said Amy. “It’s Amy. I listened to the CD you sent me, but...I think I lost consciousness or something. And it sounded like there wasn’t really music on there, just a weird kind of whispery sound? Are you sure the recording was okay?”

“Hell yeah,” said Mike. “That’s exactly what it was supposed to be. Me and the guys, we wanted to create a new kind of listening experience. Call me back...um...today’s Tuesday, right? Call me Friday. The thing about this song is, it sort of affects you over a few days. Just let it sink in and tell me what you think after, huh? Oh, and you can listen to it again, but you don’t have to. You’re getting most of the experience with what you’ve already done.”

“Um...okay,” said Amy. “That, like, sounds good. I’ll call you back Friday, then.”

“Sick!” said Mike. “Talk to you then.” They said goodbye, and then Amy hung up, preoccupied. What on Earth was “a new kind of listening experience” supposed to mean? Eye Squeeze was a lot of things, but they weren’t an art rock band that did crazy experimental stuff. All of their other songs were the kind of two-and-a-half-minute screamers that the Seattle scene was cranking out by the dozen. This meant they were going in a radically new direction.

Also, when had Amy started using like a vocal filler? She’d always thought that people who said the word were dumb. Oh, well. She’d just have to catch herself.

* * *

The week went by more slowly than Amy would have liked, considering that she had another call with Mike at the end of it. Being patient was hard.

And, actually, starting Wednesday, everything else seemed to be hard too. Amy was a receptionist at an office building – hardly the most cerebral job – but she had to answer phones and direct visitors to the right place. Suddenly, though, she found herself forgetting things like phone numbers and which company was on which floor. Multiple visitors had complained about getting the wrong information, and now Amy was in hot water.

It wasn’t just her job, though. Everything was hard. The arty French movies that she loved so much (rented from Scarecrow Video, a little niche movie rental place in the U-District) were suddenly too difficult to follow. She found herself turning them off and just watching MTV instead.

Also, it was strange, but she suddenly found herself with an enormous appetite. On Thursday, she ordered a pizza, having had to stay late at work to fix some of the problems she’d caused, and eaten the whole thing in one go. When had she ever done that? She had no idea what her body would possibly need the energy for.

Finally, though, Friday arrived. Amy sat impatiently through the day at work, then rushed home and called Mike. When he picked up, she didn’t even wait for his greeting before telling him all about what had been happening to her. “Um, Mike, like, I think...like, thinking is a little harder, and, like, I’ve been kinda hungry for some reason, and, um, I don’t know, things have just been a little, like, weird. Is this supposed to happen? Is this because of the song?”

She heard Mike laughing on the other end of the line. “Wow, this is great! Uh, about the whole song thing, um, I have no idea about whether the music caused the changes. I’d say probably not. How on earth could one little song turn your whole world upside down like that? But, hey, I’ll make up your trouble to you; if you come over, I’ll get Burger King for you. What do you usually order?”

“Um, normally I’d get the Whopper, but...can I get two?” Amy didn’t want to impose, but she was just so hungry.

“Sure thing!” said Mike. “Yeah, just come on over as soon as you can. I should be back before you get there. Apartment 304.” He hung up, leaving her head spinning with confusion – why hadn’t he talked more about the song? – but also excitement. This was almost like a date. A date with a member of Eye Squeeze! She had to be the luckiest girl alive!

* * *

Driving across town to Mike’s apartment was harder than it should have been. Traffic wasn’t bad or anything, it was just that Amy was having trouble remembering a few of the finer points of driving technique, like which was the gas and which was the brake. She could still work the car, but she had to really focus, and by the time she arrived at Mike’s apartment building, a squat, slightly dilapidated brick cube called The Sharona, her brain felt more than a little fried. Well, at least she hadn’t actually gotten into an accident. That was something.

Amy made her way up to 304 and knocked on the door. After a moment, she heard footsteps on the other side of the door, and then Mike opened it and greeted her. She was a little bit starstruck, so when she realized he’d said something that she hadn’t heard, she had to ask for him to repeat it. “Like, sorry, what?”

“I was just saying, uh, nice outfit,” said Mike. She noticed that he was smiling, maybe a little knowingly. That meant...that he really liked her outfit, right?

To be fair, it was a nice outfit. She’d thrown on the T-shirt and skirt at the last moment, but they went well together. Actually, come to think of it, the T-shirt was a little small for her, and so was the skirt. But they’d fit when she’d bought them! Had...had her body changed?

Actually, that would make a lot of sense. The hunger must have been from all those new fat reserves filling up around her boobs and ass. No wonder she had caught Mike’s eye! Blushing slightly, she smiled. “Thanks. Like, I just threw it on, really.”

“Well, it, uh...suits you,” said Mike. “If you’ll just come in, dinner will be served shortly. I still need to take the food out of the bag.” He smiled at his own joke, and Amy followed him into the apartment. It was small but fairly clean, the only unusual item of furniture a drum kit that he had for obvious reasons.

They sat down at the table, and Amy instantly forgot about everything except the food. Tearing open her burgers, she devoured them in just a few bites, giving in to her raging hunger. She felt Mike’s eyes on her, and maybe it was a little rude to eat like a starving animal at someone else’s house, but she couldn’t help it; she was just that famished.

Eventually, once she got to her fries, she slowed down a bit as her stomach, receiving the bounty of food, signaled to her body that the emergency had been dealt with. The two of them started to chat about music, the band, and life in general. Amy was slowly realizing, though, that that wouldn’t be enough. It was true, she was hungry for burgers...but not only for burgers. Her pussy was practically crying out for attention, and every time she looked at Mike, she felt a twinge of arousal. She was not leaving this apartment without...well, she would see what happened, but she definitely had a certain thing in mind.

At last, they were both finished, and they sat back for a second, just relaxing. At last, she could bear it no longer. Looking over, she held Mike’s gaze. “So, like...do you get a lot of girls, being the drummer for a band?”

“Um, I mean,” said Mike, reddening slightly as he realized her motive. “I wouldn’t say Eye Squeeze was exactly, uh, Nirvana or anything. We’re not really big enough to have groupies.”

“Mmm,” said Amy. “Well, like, would you mind having a groupie?”

“No,” said Mike, smiling broadly. “No, I wouldn’t mind that at all.”

Then they were both standing up, and Amy was falling into Mike’s arms, and then their lips were meeting, meeting with a passion born from uncontrollable lust. Amy’s brain hummed with excitement. It had been way too long since she’d kissed a guy, and now she felt all that pent-up desperation flowing out as she wrapped her arms around Mike, pulling him closer.

After a minute, they broke apart, and Mike smiled. “Desperate, are we? Has it been a little too long since the last time?”

“F-fuck yes,” said Amy. “Like, way, way too long. I need you now, baby.”

“Well, I’m not going to say no to that,” said Mike, reaching out and tugging at the hem of her shirt. “But come on, let’s get out of these clothes.” Slowly, almost lovingly, they undressed each other. When they were done, their clothes lying on the floor around them, Amy stopped to look Mike up and down. Not bad; he clearly worked out, which was impressive considering that he probably had a day job as well as the band to juggle.

Of course, she really didn’t care what he looked like. He had a cock, and that was what mattered. She found herself falling to her knees, helpless to resist her body’s demands. Mike looked down at her with a mixture of surprise and excitement, like a little kid who’d found an extra present under the tree on Christmas.

Almost before she knew what she was doing, Amy felt Mike’s thick cock in her hand. She watched herself stroke it gently, coaxing it to hardness, until it was pointing directly at her. She giggled. This was just so much fun!

With her spare hand, she reached up and began to gently fondle Mike’s balls, rolling them between her fingers, luxuriating in the knowledge that they were hers to pleasure. At the same time, she leaned forward and began to gently run her tongue up and down Mike’s cock, giving him a taste of the excitement to come.

At last, she could bear to tease him no longer. Slowly, she slipped her lips over the head of his cock, sucking gently as she did so. Mike breathed in sharply, and Amy reveled in the sound; even before the changes that had happened over the past few days, she’d always thought of herself as pretty damn good at giving blowjobs, and it seemed like Mike agreed.

Once Mike’s glans was fully inside Amy’s mouth, she began to slide further down his cock, taking more and more of his shaft. She knew she wouldn’t be able to get the whole thing in, but she also knew that Mike wasn’t really looking for that in particular; he was just looking for a competent, enthusiastic blowjob, and that she could provide. She slid her tongue along the sides of Mike’s shaft, adding another dimension to his pleasure, and to her arousal as well.

Finally, Amy had taken as much of him as she could. Without waiting even a minute, she began to bob up and down, to let him feel like he was sliding in and out of a real pussy – which, with any luck, he would be soon, but regardless, she wanted to give him the best experience possible. He groaned, beginning to thrust his hips slightly, to match her rhythm. She could tell he desperately wanted to go faster, but wouldn’t it be sweeter if he had to wait?

After a few minutes of that, though, she could tell that he wouldn’t be able to wait much longer. HIs face was growing flushed, and when she looked up, he couldn’t hold her gaze, so distracted was he by his building arousal. To keep him in such a state would just be cruel. So, all of a sudden, she pulled her mouth off his cock.

“W-wait, why’d you stop?” he said, sounding genuinely confused. “That was...fucking great.”

“Because,” she said, “you need that stamina for round two.” Before he realized what was happening, she had gotten up and was bracing herself against the table. “Like, take me, big boy.”

“Shit, you really did, uh...change over the past few days!” Mike laughed. “Well, I’m only too happy to help you out.” Grabbing her hips with strong hands, he positioned his cock at her pussy opening and, after a few beats of stillness, began to ease his way in.

Amy groaned. Her lover was bigger than any man she’d been with before, and he was stretching her further than she’d ever been stretched. While there was a little pain, mostly the sensation was one of exceptional pleasure. She moaned aloud as he pushed further inside, stretching the depths of her pussy.

The few times Amy had been penetrated before, her lovers had hardly been up to scratch. Oh, they had tried, that was for sure; there was the guy who’d blown his load in three minutes (she’d been watching the clock), and the guy with such a tiny dick that she hadn’t been able to feel anything at all, and the guy who’d pounded her into the bed only to run out of stamina and have to pause, panting hard, for a good ten minutes before continuing. But Mike...Mike was different. Everything was just perfect; the size of his cock, the way he thrusted it into her, even the way he breathed and groaned softly when he reached an especially pleasurable corner of her hole, all of it built up into almost the most arousing possible experience.

And, when he finally bottomed out and then began to thrust, Amy felt sensations she couldn’t remember ever feeling before. This was better than her vibrator, far better; pleasure filled the whole of her being, reverberating into every corner of her body. She moaned, gasped, cried out, pushing her hips back against him to get more of his wonderful rod, trying to make the moment even better.

To her surprise, it worked. All of a sudden, Mike’s thrusts started to hit a place inside of her that she hadn’t even known existed, a place that buzzed with pleasure, that multiplied the sensations spreading down her limbs and into her core by two or even three. Her legs wobbled and she felt weak; this was something else.

They passed into a sort of blissful haze. Mike kept going, seemingly blind to everything except the thrusts, the passion, the animalistic rut that he’d sunken into. Amy was in no better shape, grabbing for the table to brace herself, scrambling to make it even easier for her lover to take her like the bitch she was. All was right with the world.

But then Amy felt herself climbing towards orgasm. There was just too much pleasure; it all had to go somewhere, to lead up to something, and she knew she was very close to falling over the edge. She just couldn’t help it! She wanted to keep the experience going forever, but...well, if it was going to end, the most explosive climax of her life wouldn’t be such a bad way for that to happen. As the pressure inside of her built up, she gritted her teeth, waiting for the inevitable…

At last, it happened. Something inside of her clicked, and then a massive wave of ecstasy crashed through her body. Her knees buckled, and she slid back against Mike, sliding his cock even further into her. She gasped, moaned, screamed, trembled as all her senses were completely overcome. For a few blissful moments, everything was a complete blank. She sensed that Mike had lost control as well, felt his hot cum splashing inside of her; it just made everything even better to know that she was milking him for all he was worth.

What seemed like a blissful eternity later, Amy began to come down, Mike groaning as he pulled out of her. There were no words to describe the pleasure that was, even still, reverberating faintly through her whole body. Looking back at her love, she smiled, but couldn’t find anything to say.

Luckily, he could. “Damn, bitch,” he said, slapping her ass, “that was a good fuck. Let’s do that again sometime, huh?”

Amy felt a new twinge of arousal. The way he treated her was just one of the things about him that made her so horny. “Like, that sounds great...but I don’t think we have to wait for ‘sometime.’ Let’s go now!”

He smiled, a smile that seemed almost triumphant for some reason, but she didn’t care what was going on in his mind; she just wanted his cock. Together, they headed back to his bedroom to get ready for round two.

The old Amy might not have recognized the new one. Well, that didn’t matter. Life was about to get a whole lot sexier.
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