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Ashley seemed to have it all. As one of LA’s top models, she earned more money in a month than most people would see in five years. She had three houses, eight cars, two yachts, and a private jet. She would regularly reserve entire restaurants for dates just so that she could have some quiet time with the man she was interested in.

And yet…

And yet none of it seemed to mean anything anymore. She went through her days feeling like she had no purpose, like she had done everything she could possibly do in life and was now just waiting for something new. She knew that it was ridiculous, that she had no reason to complain about her situation, but...she couldn’t help feeling the way she did.

That was why the call from her agent seemed like divine intervention. Ashley was lying by the pool in her Malibu beach house, sunning her toned body and gazing listlessly out at the ocean, when her phone rang. Brushing a stray hair out of her perfectly-made-up face, she sighed and picked up. “Hello?”

“Heyyyy,” said Alexandra, her fourth agent and the first one who seemed to have any brains. She had dramatically cut down on the number of terrible contracts Ashley got dragooned into. “Listen. Are you sitting down? I think you’re gonna be mad at me, so you should sit down.”

“I am,” said Ashley, “but why would I be mad at you?”

“Okay, good,” said Alexandra. “It’s ‘cuz I cancelled all your shoots for three weeks.”

“Wait, what?” Ashley’s brow furrowed. Had she heard that right?

“Yup, you heard that right,” said Alexandra. “Listen, sis, I know you’re super committed to this whole modelling thing, but you need a break. Like, a serious break. When was the last time you had a vacation?”

“I was in Japan last month,” said Ashley. She was getting annoyed. Was this some kind of prank?

“No, no, you did a shoot there,” said Alexandra. “Like, a real vacation. No shoots. No work. No social media, even. A leave-your-phone-in-LA kind of vacation. Listen, I have you booked on a flight the day after tomorrow to San Jose, Costa Rica. I’ll go with you. And you’ll spend two weeks at this special spa I found. It’ll be great!”

“Um…” said Ashley. Alexandra could be impulsive and a little reckless, and Ashley was annoyed that she hadn’t asked the woman she was supposed to be representing about anything, but the idea wasn’t a bad one. “Okay, fine, I’ll do it.”

“Great!” said Alexandra. “Pack your bikinis!”

* * *

Getting ready for a trip was always stressful, but Ashley traveled so much that she had a bag partially packed anyway, so the days of preparation went by largely without a hitch. At the agreed time, she met Alexandra at the local airfield. The private jet made travel quite a bit more pleasant than if they had had to fly commercial, so the flight was more boring than anything else. At last, seven hours after taking off, they landed in San Jose.

“Okay,” said Ashley, as they walked through the private airfield’s terminal building, “you have to spill the beans now. What do you have planned? What is this ‘special spa?’”

“Oh, I don’t want to spoil the surprise,” said Alexandra. “But hey, look, here’s our guy!” She pointed to a smartly-dressed man wearing dark glasses. He flashed a smile when he saw them, then walked over.

“Hello, my name is Héctor, and I’ll be taking you to the Amanecer Resort. We believe in personal service, you see. The car is just this way.” Motioning for the women to follow, he headed out the door and to the terminal’s driveway, where a classy SUV was parked. “The resort doesn’t use limos,” he explained. “They can be difficult to manage on narrow roads. But I hope this will suffice.” He opened the door for them, then got into the driver’s seat.

Once they started moving, Ashley felt herself relax. It was always strangely calming to watch a foreign country pass by outside a car window. She had been to Costa Rica only once before, and then for just three days, but it was exactly as nice as she remembered. Nature seemed to creep over every surface; houses clung to the roadside, seemingly in danger of being swallowed up by the lush jungle, and even the open grassy spaces were so much greener than in LA. How was it possible that a country could be so beautiful?

They drove for several hours, first along highways and then along progressively smaller and smaller jungle roads. At last, they pulled into a driveway that seemed incredibly out of place, smoothly paved with pale yellow stone. Gold lettering on a nearby sign spelled out the words AMANECER RESORT. It was the luxury Ashley was accustomed to, but the privacy and seclusion that she absolutely was not. More and more, this was all seeming like a great idea.

The car pulled up to a reception building, where they got out and checked in. Then, with Héctor following with the luggage, they made their way back to two adjacent bungalows. “I thought you’d like your own space,” said Alexandra. “This is a vacation, so I shouldn’t be getting in your way any more than anyone else should.”

“This is...great,” said Ashley, looking at her bungalow. The inside was luxurious, but also open to nature, with huge windows looking out into the jungle. Outside, there was a fire pit and a pool and a spacious veranda where a dining table and chairs were set up.

“It would normally be foolish to try to eat outside in the jungle,” said Héctor, pointing to the table and chairs, “but we have a state-of-the-art mosquito-removal program that keeps the surrounding area almost free of them. I can’t guarantee there won’t be a couple of bites,” he chuckled, “but there also won’t be the dozens you might normally expect.”

“Wow,” said Ashley. “You guys really thought of everything.”

“We try,” said Héctor, bowing. “But you should go inside and get settled in. Your spa program will begin in a couple of hours, right after dinner.”

“My...spa program?” Ashley raised an eyebrow at Alexandra.

“Oh, you’ll love it,” said Alexandra. “Listen, you need to spend some time on yourself. This is the perfect way to do that! Don’t think too hard about things. You’ll enjoy it, if nothing else!”

“Fine, fine,” said Ashley, glancing over at the pool. “Well, before then, I have some relaxing to do.”

* * *

The afternoon passed slowly, and Ashley and Alexandra ate an excellent dinner at one of the resort’s restaurants. Then, still idly dreaming about the wonderful salad she’d had, and that sauce that had come with the fish, and those potatoes, Ashley went to the spa building. It was by far the largest structure in the resort, a sprawling maze of courtyards and corridors that was designed to maximize both privacy and comfort. After signing in, she was conducted by an employee to a small room somewhere in the interior of the building. It was missing many of the usual spa amenities; all there was was a massage table and what looked like a multi-thousand-dollar audio setup, which was currently playing New Age music. She sat down on the table, and the assistant left; a few minutes later, a different woman came into the room. “Hello,” she said, speaking in what sounded like a Scandinavian accent. “I’m Ingrid, and I’ll be taking you through our spa program today. Do you have any specific wellness goals in mind?”

“Um,” said Ashley. “Not really. To be honest, my manager signed me up for this.”

“Oh!” said Ingrid. “Yes, I remember being told about you. Well, in that case, please remove your clothes – not your underwear, if you don’t feel comfortable doing that – and lie face-down on the massage table.”

“All right,” said Ashley, mentally resolving to keep her underwear on, thank you. She stripped off everything else, though, and then settled onto the table, arms folded under her head. She’d had massages before; how could this be much different?

“So, to explain briefly,” said Ingrid, “this program is our specialty. It enables you to not only look and feel refreshed for the moment, but also...well, it’s hard to describe, but past clients have said it gave them a new lease on life, if that makes sense. It’s just a two-hour session – that’s what we’re going to do now – and then a series of daily reinforcement sessions that you can do back at your bungalow. You may not notice any big immediate changes, but after doing one of the reinforcement sessions you will see a difference.”

“Oh...kay?” said Ashley. “Sure. I guess you can start whenever.” This all sounded like some crazy hokum, but she was willing to bite; the resort was so nice that she was willing to put up with some weirdness.

“Excellent,” said Ingrid. She went over and fiddled with the audio system; it began playing a different track, which mostly sounded like static. Then she returned and began to gently massage Ashley’s back. “Now, just focus on the movement of my hands…”

* * *

Ashley came to in a panic. “Wh- wha-”

“It’s okay,” said Ingrid. “You’re just returning to consciousness now. The program is very powerful, and you went out almost immediately.”

“I…” Ashley felt strange, even though she couldn’t explain how. It was like...it was like her brain was...disconnected from itself. “What happened?”

“The program doesn’t work if I tell you exactly what I did,” said Ingrid, “but I was giving you a back and neck massage. My exact movements are the secret, you see.”

“I don’t know how I feel,” said Ashley, “but I do know that I’ve never felt this way before.” Getting up, she began to pull on her clothes. “I had my doubts, but I think that did something. I’m just not sure what.”

“I can’t tell you either,” said Ingrid. “The program affects different people in different ways. But it did seem to be very effective on you. Now, for the first reinforcement session – remember, that’s when you’ll start to realize your results – all you have to do is just sit comfortably in your bungalow’s living area, on the couch or someplace, and just say to the virtual assistant: ‘Play reinforcement.’ It’s an audio tape, and it takes about an hour and a half. Those results are then further strengthened when you sleep – so don’t stay up too late!”

“Gotcha,” said Ashley. “Well, thanks for the massage. I feel really sleepy now, actually, even though it’s only nine.”

“Go to bed!” urged Ingrid. “The more sleep, the better.”

“I just might take that advice.” Turning, Ashley headed out of the room and back through the building. It was all she could do to stay awake. So much for rewatching The Office that night; she just wanted to roll into bed.

* * *

The next morning, Ashley woke up feeling a bit disoriented, not least because she had been roused by the room phone ringing. Picking up, she mustered her best “awake” voice, which still wasn’t very convincing. “H-hello?”

“Ashley!” It was Alexandra. “Are you awake?”

“I am now,” said Ashley, making a face. “Why’d you get me up?”

“Well, I, um…” said Alexandra. “Have you checked the time?”

Ashley glanced at the alarm clock on the bedside table, then did a double take. It was noon! She had slept for fifteen hours. “U-um, how’d it get to be noon?”

“Well...you slept most of the time, I imagine,” said Alexandra. “Listen, I understand that the treatment is supposed to be tiring. But you should get out! Why don’t we get brunch in an hour or so and then go on a jungle hike? There’s a beautiful stream only a mile and a half from the resort, and the staff tell me it’s amazing!”

“Okay, sounds good,” said Ashley. “See you in an hour, then.”

“Okay!” said Alexandra, hanging up. Ashley sighed. She hadn’t had any confidence in the spa’s “program,” but now she knew it was the real deal. Sure, maybe it hadn’t done anything crazy, but she hadn’t had a night of sleep like that since she couldn’t remember when.

Still...making her sleepy clearly wasn’t all the program had done. As she got dressed, she realized that the voice in her head, the baseline narration of her consciousness, was quieter than before. It was relaxing, actually, not to have those constant, irritating reminders of her fears, her worries and stresses.

And her body felt different. Everything was lighter, easier to move around, and despite not having eaten anything for nearly eighteen hours, she felt more energetic than she had in years. Whatever they’d done...she wanted more of that.

Ashley finished getting ready and then met Alexandra. After a delicious brunch (although, really, can you still call it brunch if it happens after noon?), the two women set out on their hike. Usually, Alexandra was the perkier of the two, the main source of energy and initiative, but now that dynamic was almost reversed. Alexandra was much the same, but Ashley just felt so good that it was hard not to share that feeling out loud. As they walked, she pointed out especially gorgeous flowers, cute animals, and even particularly aesthetically pleasing rocks.

“That treatment really did a number on you, huh?” asked Alexandra.

“It really did!” said Ashley. “I don’t know, I just feel...really good!”

“That’s good to hear,” said Alexandra. “It sounds like this vacation really was a good idea! I wasn’t sure whether you’d be mad at me.” She laughed.

“I mean, I was surprised,” said Ashley. “But...damn, I couldn’t be mad at anyone right now. Everything is better than it’s been in years. Years!”

“Wow,” said Alexandra. “I don’t know exactly what they do back in that spa building...but I’ve heard so many good things about it that I knew you might like it! Hey, look, the stream!”

“Ooh!” said Ashley. Without hesitation, she kicked off her shoes and socks and waded out into the water. There was a waterfall a short ways down, and a rocky outcropping right at the edge formed a sort of natural seat. Beyond that, a beautiful, panoramic view of the jungle, ten times better than any postcard, spread out a hundred and eighty degrees in front of her. Eagerly, she threw off everything but her underwear and relaxed in the cool water, letting the current wash away her worries and cares. Alexandra followed suit, and the two women splashed and laughed, acting like they were ten years younger. Could things get any better?

But then the sun began to sink in the sky, and it started to get on towards dinnertime. Ashley was starting to get hungry, but she had also just remembered the reinforcement session; that had to happen after dinner, because it made her so sleepy, but that meant that dinner had to be soon, since she was so eager to get to the reinforcement session. “We should probably go back. I have to do a spa session after dinner.”

“Sounds good,” said Alexandra. “My fingers were getting wrinkly anyway. Let’s meet again for dinner, though – just call me when you’re ready!”

“I will,” said Ashley, but she wasn’t thinking about food; her eager anticipation of the session overrode everything else.

* * *

Several hours later, Ashley had showered, eaten, and was sitting on her couch. An intense excitement filled her as she thought about the upcoming session. If she felt this much better again after it was over...well, she’d feel really good! And that voice in her head quieting down was so relaxing. Over the course of the day, there had been times when she hadn’t been doing anything, and her consciousness being quieter had meant that she’d been able to just...shut off and let things wash over her. It was beautiful. And, as she thought about it, she felt a flicker of...a flicker of something new. It was almost like...arousal.

Well, whatever. That didn’t matter. What did matter was the session. Clearing her throat, Ashley looked at the smart assistant. “Alex, play reinforcement.”

“Playing reinforcement,” came the cool male voice in response. Then the staticky sounds filled the room, and Ashley’s world went out of focus.

* * *

Shaking her head, Ashley came to. But wait, how long had she been out? The lady had said it would be an hour and a half, right?

She checked her watch. Wait. This was a stupid question, but...which hand was which? She searched her brain, trying to find any hint of the knowledge she vaguely remembered having been there a couple of hours before, but no dice. “Um, Alex?” she asked. “What time is it?”

“It’s nine o’clock,” said Alex, “and, based on when you went to bed yesterday, you should probably think about turning in.”

Oh, right! The lady...where did she know that lady from? Her name had been I-something, and they had first met at the...somewhere in the resort, at least. Oh well. Either way, she had said that it was better to go to bed early after a re...reinfo...reinfort…um...after listening to the thingy again. Ashley got up and, after a few minutes of searching around the bungalow – she seemed to have forgotten just how it was laid out – found the bed. Within a few minutes of falling into it, she fell deep asleep.

* * *

There were no dreams that night, but Ashley was vaguely conscious of a vague feeling of heat. It disturbed her sleep, sometimes waking her up and causing to toss and turn for a few minutes, other times infiltrating the space between consciousness and sleep and turning it all to warm jelly. It wasn’t unpleasant, really, just unusual. She took little notice of it; each time she awoke, she simply relaxed and allowed sleep to claim her again. There were no nagging little thoughts. Wasn’t that wonderful?

After awakening, she checked the digital alarm clock next to the bed. It was 10:30. That was a bit earlier than she’d woken up the day before, wasn’t it? The memory was there, but she was too lazy to summon it. It just didn’t seem worth the effort. Instead, she got up and, after a quick shower, broke out her makeup bag. She hadn’t done her full face for a few days now, and she brought all her skills to bear to produce an eye-catching look.

When she went to contour her breasts – something she usually didn’t bother with other than for special occasions – she noticed that they were bigger than they had been. Or weren’t they? She couldn’t remember what they had been like before. Either way, they were beautiful, and she pulled on a tight sundress to maximize the effect. Today, she would be turning some heads. She just...wanted to. No other reason.

Ashley was about to call Alexandra and see if she was up when she heard a knock on the bungalow door. Before answering, she yielded to an urge within her and slipped on some heeled sandals. The look just wasn’t complete without them, was it?

She found Héctor waiting for her. When she opened the door, hitting him with a smile and what she realized a moment later was a huge dose of cleavage, he froze up for a second, gawping openly, before recovering his composure. “...um, yes. Ashley, I, uh, trust you’re feeling okay?”

“Yes, I am!” said Ashley. “Thanks for, like, asking. Why don’t you come in?”

“Oh, I really can’t intrude on you like that,” he said, smiling. “I was just planning to stop by briefly. You see, it’s standard practice to check in with those who start our program each morning after the first. If I may ask, were you feeling a little...perhaps forgetful yesterday?”

“Um…” she thought about it. “I guess I was. But now it’s, like, a little better.”

“Good, good,” said Héctor, taking a note on a tablet. “In general, would you say your cognitive function is better than it was yesterday?”

“My what?” Ashley knew the words Héctor was saying, but she just didn’t feel like summoning the effort to figure them out.

“Is thinking easier?” The ghost of a smile crossed his face.

“Oh! Yeah, I think so. But maybe, um, not as easy as it was before.” Even as she said it, she knew she didn’t care. The peace she had now was worth almost anything.

“Oh, that’s of no concern,” said Héctor, waving a hand. “Well, if that’s everything…”

“Wait!” Ashley blurted out the word almost before she knew what she was saying. “No, you should...you should come in. There’s, um, like, a problem with my room.” As she finished the sentence, she came to understand her motivation. Héctor may not have been a Hollywood actor like a few of the men she’d dated, but he was by no means bad looking...and, for the first time in what felt like eons, Ashley was feeling the stirrings of true sexual desire.

“A problem?” Héctor’s brow furrowed. “Here at the Amanecer Resort, we pride ourselves on the quality of our...service. I’d certainly like to take a look at that.”

“Oh,” said Ashley, “you can look all you want. You can, like, touch, too.” Flipping her hair, she turned away and walked back to the bedroom. On the way, a small, quiet voice inside of her wondered at her brashness, but she shushed it, and it went away. Amazing how she could just do that now. She didn’t have to think about her worries, her fears, her inhibitions. All she had to think about was...well, was Héctor. And did she ever have plans for him.

“The, um, problem is in here,” she said, motioning him inside. “I think that there are, like, some pipes that need to be cleaned.”

“Oh, really?” he said. “Well, that sounds like hot work; I should probably take off my –”

And then she turned and kissed him. It was a wild impulse on her part, but it felt so right. She was filled with such wild heat that there was no way she would have been able to hold herself back any longer. He was surprised at first, but then reciprocated, parting his lips slightly and sighing happily.

For a moment, they both just enjoyed the feelings surging through them, but Ashley was on a mission. Her hands darted down to his suit jacket, pulled it off, then began to unbutton his shirt, revealing his surprisingly-toned torso. He broke off the kiss, lips moving to her ear: “Excited, are we?”

“Fuck yes.” Ashley was done with waiting. She couldn’t quite remember – had she always been this hungry for sex? It didn’t matter. Pushing his shirt off his shoulders, barely even waiting for him to toss it to the side, she fell to her knees and unbuttoned his pants. Her hands were trembling with excitement; she was almost there, almost able to see her reward.

“Was this what you were looking for, then?” Héctor asked, sliding his pants and underwear down to his knees. His sizable cock sprang out, slowly stiffening until it was pointing directly at Ashley, directly at the cause for its condition.

Well, that was an offer she could hardly refuse. She wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft, beginning to pump gently, and cupped his balls with the other. He sighed, a sigh of relaxation and arousal, and she felt her pussy begin to drip; it was just so hot to be about to suck off this random man. Why had she never done this before?

Actually, had she ever even given a blowjob before? Her memory was hazy, and she couldn’t seem to summon any recollection of one...but maybe she had? Or maybe not. Either way, it didn’t matter. Nothing in her life had ever mattered as much as this hard cock in front of her. Leaning forwards, she swirled her tongue around the head of Héctor’s shaft before taking it whole into her mouth.

It was like a living thing, really. Her lover’s cock twitched and stiffened between her lips, reacting to the pleasure she was giving it and the sheer heat of the situation. She wanted to give it more, make it feel better. In a way, his penis was like an animal, a pet – and it was her job to take care of it. She took more of his rod into her mouth, sucking gently, letting it slide in further and further until it was almost at the entrance to her throat.

Though Ashley herself wasn’t being pleasured, this moment was still far sexier than anything else she had ever experienced. Though she couldn’t remember other blowjobs, she could remember other men – and they just hadn’t measured up to this, had they? Or maybe it was Ashley who had changed. She had been insecure, unhappy, undersexed, and now that was all gone. She was now the kind of person who could just relax and enjoy a fling with a hot guy. Wasn’t that beautiful?

She began to bob up and down on Héctor’s cock, twisting her head slightly during each pump to increase his pleasure further. For a minute or two, they went on like that, but then Héctor pressed gently on her forehead. “Fuck, if you keep doing that, I won’t last much longer!”

“Oh, that wouldn’t be good,” said Ashley, taking her mouth off his cock. “You have a job to do, so, like, don’t cum too early.”

“A job?” asked Héctor. “I can imagine what you have in mind. Well, why don’t you take off that dress, and we’ll get started?”

“Fuck yes,” said Ashley. Her fingers flew down the buttons on the dress, undoing them all before yanking the garment over her head and tossing it to the side. She realized she’d forgotten to put on underwear that morning. Whoops! Well, it hardly mattered now. She climbed onto the bed, getting onto her hands and knees and looking over her shoulder at her lover. “Come on, take me!”

“Yes, yes,” said Héctor, pulling on a condom. “I must confess that I was hoping this would happen.”

“You know, I was too,” said Ashley. “I just think I didn’t, like, know it yet.”

“Well, you do now,” said Héctor, placing his hands on Ashley’s hips, “and that’s what matters.” Thrusting forward, he shoved his cock inside her. She gasped; it was stretching her beyond what the dildo she had at her Malibu house could do, beyond where she’d ever been stretched before. The pain slowly yielded to pleasure, though, as inch after inch of meaty shaft buried itself inside her pussy, and by the time he had bottomed out, she couldn’t wait for him to start thrusting.

Luckily, that was just what he did. He grunted as his cock pulled out before plunging in again, over and over, building up a steady rhythm. She grabbed the sheets, squealing in pleasure. She loved getting reamed, she really did, and she was angry at herself that she had wasted so much time. All those nights at home alone, all those days wasted in listlessness...all of that time could have been spent finding grade-A dick. How had she been so wrong?

She felt a seed of pleasure germinate inside of her. It was still small, but she had had enough orgasms over the course of her life to know the signs of one building up, and she had no trouble believing that Héctor was capable of taking her there. She began to push back against him, trying to take him deeper, harder. It was just so good!

He was clearly getting close too. His breathing was faster than it had been, and shallower, and his muscles were tensing. It made sense; after that prime blowjob, his defenses had been lowered coming in. She realized that she wanted to feel him cum inside her, to know that she was desirable, that she could use her body to pleasure a man. It felt more important than anything else she had ever done.

And then, crying out, Héctor lost control. Warm cum filled the condom, but he kept thrusting, completely on autopilot, trying to squeeze more and more pleasure out of Ashley’s pussy. She had done it. She had made a man cum. How goddamn hot was that?

It was so hot that it sent her over the edge as well. Her orgasm caught her by complete surprise; before she realized what was going on, fireworks of pleasure were exploding in her brain. A long, desperate moan escaped her lips as she yielded herself up to pleasure, basking in the sensations that Héctor had given her.

And then, slowly, she began to come down from one of the best orgasms of her life. At some point, her lover had pulled out, and was peeling the full condom off of his cock. Together, wordlessly, they headed to the en-suite bathroom to get cleaned up.

At last, Ashley managed to string together words that felt appropriate for what had happened. “Damn, I’ve been, like, missing that.”

“Many of our clients say the same,” said Héctor. “Our program is designed to help you reclaim your sexuality, and for many people, that’s what’s missing in their lives. I’m not saying that as an employee, by the way, but as a human being. I love watching women find themselves again.”

“And, like, fucking them?” Ashley giggled.

“Psssh,” he said. “That’s a side benefit.”

Once they were both cleaned up, they made their way back into the bedroom and got dressed once again. As Ashley pulled on her dress, she thought about what had happened. Oh, she had reclaimed her sexuality, all right, but had that been the only thing that had gone down? Her brain was...different now. Thinking wasn’t as easy. The program had more to it than met the eye.

But she also knew she didn’t care. Whatever they had done to her had made her a happier person, able to live a richer life, able to turn off her worries and cares and to experience an existence free of all her negative thoughts. And that was worth whatever else had happened to her.

Yes, this was a vacation to remember.
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