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Dickgirl Couchsurfing: Dallas

Theo’s in desperate need of a change. While looking for a way out of his hometown he stumbles across an app called Couchsurfr, and with a tagline of ‘Travel the world on your back,’ there’s little doubt as to what will be expected of him if he signs up.

But before he can officially start traveling he needs to pass the final interview, and that involves hopping on a plane to Dallas to spend the weekend with Marianne—a very rich, very beautiful older woman. Though he's excited, can he please a woman like her? Or is what she has to give him more than he can handle?

Dickgirl Couchsurfing: Dallas is a spicy age gap dickgirl on male erotic story.


Chapter 1

I gaped up at the massive three-story mansion and wondered what the hell I was getting myself into.

Due to a certain set of circumstances I’d spent weeks searching the internet for ways to travel the world without a lot of money, and had just about given up on the idea when I’d stumbled across a post on a weird forum about an app that seemed perfect for my situation. It was called Couchsurfr, and with a tagline of ‘Travel the world on your back,’ there was absolutely no hiding what would be expected of me if I signed up.

In exchange for my time and attention, women all over the world would pay for my flight, offer me free room and board, and cover all of my expenses—a great deal if you didn’t have any particular moral or sexual hang-ups.

I’d be becoming what was basically a traveling escort and straying from the typical Midwestern life path of finding a girl, getting married, having a couple of kids, and eventually retiring at age seventy-five to live out the rest of my days alone doing crossword puzzles in an underfunded nursing home.

For a full week I’d hemmed and hawed over what to do, and then on a particularly lonely Saturday night and with a bit of whiskey and flat Coca-Cola in my system I nervously sideloaded the app onto my phone and made an account.

The initial sign up had been simple enough, but the entire process was rather lengthy. After uploading my profile and a few pictures to the app, they’d accepted me on a provisional basis and requested that I submit to a full background check and physical exam. It was apparently the women on the app who footed the bill for all of that, since I hadn’t had to pay a single thing; I’d just had to show up and let them poke and prod at me.

When all of it came back clean—unsurprising, because my experience with women boiled down to some kissing and a bit of heavy petting—they’d set me up with a phone interview that I felt I aced and then bought me a plane ticket to Dallas for a second, more thorough in-person interview with one of their platinum members.

The member whose very house I was currently staring up at.

I swallowed hard and rang the doorbell. I only had a thousand dollars to my name, so if this didn’t work out I planned to at least travel around the state of Texas for a little while. I’d always wanted to check out the live music in Austin, and visiting the NASA Space Center in Houston had been a dream of mine since I was a kid. Before I returned to Ohio with my tail between my legs, I at least wanted to be able to say that I’d experienced more life than my parents had.

The door opened a few seconds later, and while I’d half expected to be greeted by a maid or butler it was instead a gorgeous, voluptuous woman with long, wavy dark hair that stood in the doorway. She smiled broadly, teeth blinding white and lips painted pink.

“Welcome to Texas, Theodore. I’m Marianne,” she said with an accent that I couldn’t quite place.

She held out her hand, and when I took it her grip was strong and sure. She was taller than me by a good five or six inches though truth be told it wasn’t that impressive since I was only a little over five and a half feet tall, and her large breasts were spilling out of the low-cut black dress she wore. If I had to guess she was somewhere in her early forties, though even that didn’t take away from the fact that she was probably the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in person.

A low bar considering where I was from, but still.

As beautiful as she was, I knew what she had tucked beneath her tight dress and did my best to keep a friendly smile on my face. Though I was excited to get started, I worried over whether or not I'd be good enough.

“Hi, um, I really appreciate you meeting with me,” I said, feeling anxious beneath her piercing gaze. Her dark eyes stared down at me with such intensity and interest that it made my cheeks flush.

“Of course, honey. You know, you’re much cuter in person.” She stepped back into the house and gestured for me to follow, so I dragged my borrowed duffel into the house and closed the heavy wooden door behind me.

Her high, strappy heels clicked on the fancy hardwood floors as she led me towards what I assumed to be the kitchen, and the further I got into the house the wider my eyes became. Her home had an open floor plan in a farmhouse-style design, with kitschy little knickknacks dotting the surfaces of wooden tables and shelves that were clearly custom.

Huge windows taller than even Marianne let in an abundance of bright sunlight, and through them I took in the bright blue water of her large, luxurious pool. I didn’t know what the hell she did for work, but whatever it was she was doing very well for herself.

“You can leave your things on the chair over there,” she said, flicking a hand towards a soft-looking armchair near the staircase, “and I hope you’re hungry because I’ll have dinner ready for you in just a few minutes.”

My eyebrows rose as she put on an apron and stirred something in a pot that smelled so delicious it made my mouth water and my stomach clench. “I’m starving, but with a house like this I’d think you would’ve hired someone to do that.”

“Normally I do, but I never miss an opportunity to show off my cooking skills.” She beamed at me, and I shyly averted my eyes. She was almost too pretty to look at directly.

Marianne chuckled at my nervousness and turned back to the food as I took a seat at the small table in her kitchen. “So, tell me: why do you want to join Couchsurfr?”

The question sounded casual enough, but I wasn’t stupid—the interview had already begun. Still, I found the question hard to answer; mostly because there was no easy way to talk about your best friend dying.

Since the day we’d met in kindergarten Hank and I had been like brothers, and even back then he’d always been the big, strong, and brave one while I was the one who was short, smart, and clever. The only things we had in common were our hazel brown eyes and wavy, tawny hair, but even then his never seemed to get as wild and tangled as mine did.

We complemented each other so well that the two of us had been able to do almost anything we’d put our minds to, and were often jokingly referred to as the twin princes of Willoughby, Ohio. As far as we were concerned the world was our oyster, and we’d be seeing all of it together soon enough.

But then the real world caught up with us, and after graduating from high school we very quickly realized that life wasn’t as easy as we’d expected it to be. We’d both had to get jobs—him on an oil rig that had him gone for weeks at a time, and me at the library because I was too small to even think about doing the same. Though our distance added some additional challenges our plans remained unchanged, and we scrounged and saved every single penny we could spare to fund our future travels.

We were just a little over halfway to our goal when the worst happened. Because working on an oil rig was enormously dangerous, it was almost unsurprising when he’d gotten injured on the job. They’d fixed him up and sent him home to recover with well wishes and some pain medication—extremely addictive pain medication, and medication that I’d tried my best to get him to stop taking.

Despite my best efforts he just wouldn’t, and before long he’d gone down the path that so many others in our town had. Eventually he ran out of his prescribed pills and switched to harder drugs, blowing through his portion of our ‘get the fuck out of town’ fund in only a few short months, and soon after that he’d begun to borrow and steal money to get his fix. He’d even threatened me when I refused to lend him money for more drugs, but there wasn’t a snowball’s chance in hell that I was going to help my best friend in the world kill himself.

Our argument over me not giving him cash had been our last conversation, and a week later he was found dead in a roadside motel having overdosed on fentanyl. His funeral was sparsely attended despite him being so popular back in high school—he’d screwed over a lot of people in the last six months of his life—and even though I’d bawled my eyes out for days afterwards, seeing him lying in that coffin so still and thin had been the wake up call I needed.

I had to get out of Ohio; for the both of us. I couldn’t see a future that didn’t end with me dying alone in a flophouse if I didn’t, or perhaps even worse dying alone in the same house I’d grown up in.

I took a deep breath to push all of that down though, because I needed to be at my best if I wanted to ace this interview. “Well, ma’am, I lost my best friend, and after that I just really needed a change.”

Marianne made a quiet sound of sympathy. “I’m very sorry to hear that. But none of that ma’am stuff. Just Mary is fine.”

“Then call me Theo.”

“Well, I hope you like my chicken and dumplings, Theo,” she said, spooning what she’d cooked into a couple of bowls, and then I watched with eager eyes as she brought them over and set them down on the table in front of me.

As hard as I tried to maintain my table manners, it looked and smelled too delicious. I wolfed it down by the spoonful, and when I came back up for air she was grinning at me from across the table, her own plate of food barely touched.

“I’m going to assume that it’s good?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am, it’s delicious,” I said through a mouthful of food. She narrowed her eyes, and I swallowed before speaking again. “Um, Mary.”

With a pleased grin she drew me into relaxed conversation as I continued to eat, and knowing that I was being evaluated on every single word that left my mouth, I did my very best to speak with her while not sounding like the Midwestern hick that I was.

I finished my meal in no time, and with my belly full I suddenly felt exhausted. I’d been far too nervous about the interview and flying for the first time to sleep much the night before, and now it was all catching up with me as I yawned.

“Are you ready for bed?” she asked.

Confused because it was still only around seven in the evening, I shook my head and started to say that I was fine for at least another couple of hours. But then I saw the look in her eyes and understood what she was asking. The nervousness returned with a vengeance, and suddenly my stomach was fluttering and I was wide awake.

I swallowed hard and nodded, and after she finished clearing the table, she had me grab my bags to follow up the stairs. It was hard not to watch her ass sway enticingly with each step, the back and forth movement so hypnotizing that I didn’t realize we’d made it to our destination until she turned around to look at me. A small smirk appeared on her face, and realizing I’d been caught I flushed red.

“You’ll be spending your time here in my room,” Mary said, opening the large double doors to her master suite.

My mouth fell open at the sheer size of it. Her bedroom seemed bigger than my entire house back in Ohio, with high vaulted ceilings and white, plush carpeted floors. A bed big enough for four sat against the far wall, and in front of it was a couch and coffee table aimed towards a huge TV mounted on the opposite wall.

White French doors led to a large wrap around balcony, and through them I could see the warm hues of the evening sky. It was like something out of a movie, and not for the first time since I’d arrived I was reminded of exactly how big the world really was.

“Why don’t you go ahead and get showered, sweetie? I’ll take care of your things,” she said, steering me towards a nearby open door.

Mary flipped the lights on to reveal a bathroom twice the size of my bedroom, and while I once again gaped at the extravagance of it, she firmly closed the door to give me some privacy. I quickly stripped down, eager to wash myself off after a full day of hectic travel.

It took me a minute or so to figure out how everything worked, but once I got the water going, it fell onto my tired shoulders like heavy raindrops. I spent a long time standing silently beneath the shower’s warm drizzle, and then I cleaned myself up as best I could to prepare for what was to come.

I’d read a lot online about what was to be expected of me, and truth be told I was a little afraid. I’d have to prove to her that I could handle what it would mean to be fucked by a complete stranger, but behind all of that fear was an inkling of anticipation. I’d never had sex before, and the fact that my first time would be with someone so gorgeous sort of excited me.

It was only after I’d gotten out of the shower and dried off that I realized I’d forgotten to grab some clothes to change into, but luckily there was a clean, folded white robe on the sink that seemed to be in my size. I shrugged it on over my shoulders, and while it felt nice against my skin, it also felt strange to be completely naked beneath the soft, fluffy cotton.

Not that it mattered all that much, since soon I wouldn’t be wearing any clothing at all.

When I emerged from the bathroom Mary was already lying on the bed, propped up against her throw pillows while she scrolled on her phone, and seeing what she’d changed into I stopped short. The sleek, lacy black fabric of her lingerie clung to her perfect curves, leaving very little to the imagination. The bra she wore barely contained her large, heavy breasts, and the sheer black stockings encasing her long, slender legs made me swallow hard.

The longer I stared at her profile in the evening light of the room the more aware I became of my own heartbeat in my throat, and even more so when Mary cocked her head and stretched her lips into a warm smile. She put her hand on the bedspread next to her—a silent invitation for me to join her—and nervously, I shuffled over while she set her phone aside on the nightstand next to her. She raised her arm so that I could tuck myself beneath it, and once I’d snuggled into her side she pulled me closer into her warm, soft body.

“Nervous?” she asked.

I almost rolled my eyes in response. If my thumping heart wasn’t giving it away, then my flushed face and trembling certainly were.

“A little.”

“Don’t be. We call it an interview, but our time together is really more about getting you comfortable with women like me. If you don’t think that you can handle what we do tonight, let me know at any time and we’ll stop. Okay?”

After I slowly nodded my head, she used her fingers to tilt my chin up so that our lips were only inches apart. She then leaned forward to gently press her soft, warm lips against mine, and almost instantly I felt a tingle of pleasure shoot down my spine.

It wasn’t my first kiss by any means—I’d had that all the way back in middle school—but it was, by far, the best. Her lips were insistent and controlling, forcing me to match her pace and intensity. It became very clear very quickly that she really knew what she was doing, which had the unfortunate side effect of revealing that I really didn’t. She overwhelmed me so completely that I was just barely kissing her back, and after only a minute or so she pulled away to look down at me.

“Are you sure that you want to do this?” Mary asked.

Despite my uncertainty about how I would perform, having sex with Mary was the one thing I knew that I was sure about. Besides the obvious fact that I found her really attractive, if I managed to get through the weekend in one piece my account would be fully unlocked and I could finally take the first steps towards the dream that Hank and I had always talked about. There was no way that I was going to stop now.

I swallowed hard and forced myself to calm down. “I’m sure. I’m just—I’m nervous because you’re the most beautiful person I’ve ever seen, and I don’t want to disappoint you.”

For a moment she seemed taken aback by my words, and she went so silent that I was worried I’d said something wrong. At least until she lifted a hand to cup my cheek with a kind smile.

“There’s nothing you can do that would disappoint me, honey,” she said. As if to confirm her statement she leaned down to kiss me again, and this time her lips were much more gentle, slowly guiding me to help me better understand how she liked to be kissed. The soft smacking of our lips grew louder the more comfortable we became with each other, and when she slipped her tongue into my mouth my brain melted as it slid wetly against mine.

One of her hands slid beneath my robe to cup my naked ass with a firm grip, but I was so out of it that I barely noticed—at least not until the pad of her finger rubbed against my asshole. I jumped and tensed at the strange, new feeling, and though I wanted to say something about it her mouth swallowed down any complaints I might’ve been tempted to make.

The more firmly Mary massaged my rim the better it felt, her actions spreading a low, pleasurable buzzing that had my dick hard and desperately straining. When I reached down and tried to touch myself for some relief, she used her other hand to rather forcefully grab my wrist and stop me.

A moment later she broke the kiss and pulled her finger away, which drew a quiet, embarrassing whine of disappointment from my throat. I opened my eyes to see what was wrong, and like a homing missile my gaze zeroed in on the most perfect pair of tits I’d ever seen.

They were just as large and bountiful as they’d looked before she’d removed her bra, and while they sagged a bit with age it only served to enhance their already hefty appearance. My dick swelled further, and with my robe half open there was no hiding the fact that I was extremely turned on.

I was so busy gawking at the gentle rising and falling of her breasts that I barely noticed her shimmying out of her tiny black panties, but when I finally did my eyes widened further.

It was my first time seeing a naked woman in person, and especially one with a cock. Though it appeared half hard as it lay dormant against her thigh, to my inexperienced eyes it seemed enormous. A downy patch of dark hair covered the skin at the base of her shaft, and below it was a pair of smooth and hairless balls.

Mary adjusted herself so that she was reclining a bit more against her headboard, and she spread her arms so that they were resting on the pillows behind us. “Since you’re a bit inexperienced, I thought you’d like to familiarize yourself with a woman’s body. Touch anywhere you’d like.”

My eyes immediately shot back to her round, perfect breasts and the hard brown nipples poking out at me. “Are you sure?” I asked, swallowing back the drool steadily seeping into my mouth. The offer seemed too good to be true, and I almost expected someone to burst out of the closet with a camera and say that it was all a joke.

“I’d be insulted if you didn’t,” she replied.

With her explicit permission, I tentatively touched the warm skin of her stomach first. Like I’d expected it was warm and soft beneath my fingers, and since she didn’t react I then moved my hand up to cup one of her heavy breasts. Half expecting her to slap it away, I quickly glanced up to gauge her reaction.

Instead of annoyance or disgust she only smiled encouragingly at me, so I felt safe in brushing my fingertips against one of her hard nipples. She finally let out a soft moan, and emboldened by her reaction I lifted my other hand to settle it on her neglected breast so that I was grabbing the both of them.

I spent more time squeezing and kneading her large breasts than was probably healthy, every now and then moving up to kiss and suck on her neck, but besides a quiet gasp or moan she didn’t utter a single word as I acquainted myself with her body. I ducked my head to swirl my tongue around her nipple next, rolling it around in my mouth and sucking hard on one rubbery peak while my fingers played with the other, and then I alternated back and forth to give them equal amounts of attention. As a result her moans increased in both volume and frequency, which made me feel like maybe I knew how to please a woman after all.

I felt more grateful than I could express for the chance to learn what a woman liked without having to worry about being ridiculed for my inexperience. The more I played with her the less nervous I became, and it even became sort of fun to kiss and caress her soft skin and see what spots could get a reaction out of her; so far I’d discovered the backs of her knees and her inner thighs were especially weak to my wandering touches.

While I was busy groping everything within reach something warm and slick brushed up against my arm, and I only belatedly realized that it was her hard cock standing almost straight up in the air. It was a deeper pink than it’d been when I’d first laid eyes on it and much, much larger, and as it throbbed and begged for my attention the only thing I could think was that the cliche of everything being bigger in Texas was actually true.

Up to that point I’d been mostly avoiding her dick in my explorations of her body—more out of uncertainty than any kind of repulsion—but looking at the way it pulsated it refused to be ignored any longer.

I stretched an unsteady hand out to grab it, and almost immediately Mary’s hips lifted off of the bed. It was so thick that I could barely get my fingers around it, and I marveled at the way her hardness pulsed warmly in my grip. For the most part the shaft was smooth, but a few crisscrossing veins stood out against the skin. There was also a bit of wetness on the head, and when I gently squeezed it would harden and swell until more of the clear liquid slid from the tip.

“Why don’t you try sucking it?” she suggested after I’d been still for too long. “You’re going to be doing a lot of it, after all.” She smiled afterwards as if to show that she was joking, but there was just the barest hint of what I thought to be mocking cruelty in her gaze.

Still I mustered up my courage and moved closer until my warm breath brushed against the head. I opened my mouth wide to take it in, though at the last second I panicked and pulled away.

“I don’t think it’ll fit,” I mumbled.

“Of course it will, hun, you just have to slicken it up first. Give it a lick.” Mary reached for my chin and drew my mouth back towards her cock, taking the decision out of my hands entirely as she firmly gripped my jaw.

Left with no other option I squeezed my eyes shut and gave it an experimental lick, and not finding it at all repulsive I gave it a second one. Though it didn’t taste good her pre-cum was sweeter than I’d expected, and with my apprehension vanquished I ran my tongue along its underside from root to tip. It was only then that she released me, sighing and relaxing back into her pillows.

I pressed a kiss directly on the head, and then another, and then another until my lips were coated with her warm stickiness.

“That’s it, very good. Now put in your mouth, sugar, and watch your teeth.”

For a few seconds I struggled to work out an angle of attack, but figuring that it was better to just go for it, I opened my mouth as wide as I could. Though my lips were stretched to their limits by her thickness, to my surprise, it actually did manage to fit. She moaned the moment her cock slid against the insides of my cheeks, assaulting my tastebuds with more of the mild sweetness as the pre-cum pooled on my tongue.

Since I’d never had a blowjob before, I had absolutely no idea what would feel good. I tried everything I could think of, using my lips and tongue to see what she reacted to the most.

Unfortunately I still couldn’t get more than a quarter of it into my mouth without gagging, and was thankful that she seemed content to let me set the pace and take a few more centimeters each time I lowered my head into her lap. What didn’t fit in my mouth I gently stroked, and with my other hand I cupped Mary’s warm, heavy balls.

I spent a long time mindlessly sliding my lips up and down the warm, velvety skin as she moaned softly above me until my entire world was narrowed to my mouth and her cock. I barely noticed her pulling the robe off of my shoulders, nor her adjusting my position so that my ass was pointed towards her.

It wasn’t until a lubed finger was unceremoniously shoved up my ass that I was snapped out of my cock-drunk stupor, and I grunted against the intrusion. She held her hand still until I relaxed again, and once I loosened my grip on her finger she began to slowly move it in and out, preparing me for what was to come.

“You’re so tight, I can’t tell you how long it’s been since I’ve had a genuine virgin. God, it must be going on three years now?” She slapped my ass cheek with her palm and then grabbed it hard, nearly growling as she squeezed the soft flesh. “Fuck, I’m going to enjoy this. How are you doing down there?”

A surprised gasp left me when her finger pressed against a spot that made my back arch. “Um, fine, I think.”

“Great,” she said. She began to finger my ass with a second finger, wriggling and twisting the digits while I moaned softly. It was alarming how good it felt to the point where it was all I could do to gently suck on her head and try not to think too hard about how all of it would be going inside of me soon.

After only a few more minutes of gentle foreplay she pulled me off of her and shoved me down into the bed, and when I looked back confused, she was up on her knees behind me with a bottle of lube in her hand and her long cock wet and dripping with my spit.

She first slathered herself with the slippery liquid, coating her shaft so that it was covered in a layer, and then she applied a liberal amount to my twitching hole. She then slid it back and forth between my cheeks, using the friction of our bodies and the heat of her dick to both warm it up and rub it in.

She placed one warm hand on my lower back to hold me still, and used her other to aim and press the head directly against my butthole.

“Take a deep breath and push out, honey.”

Though nervous about what was about to happen I tried to do as she suggested, and right as I did she shoved her hips forward and popped herself inside. I grunted against the sharp sting of being stretched wide open, my fingers digging into her bedspread, and rather than pause to give me any sort of reprieve she instead inched herself further inside until the soft hairs at the base of her shaft brushed up against my ass.

I’d never felt so full in my life. It seemed as though her cock had worked its way all the way into my stomach, selfishly rearranging everything in its path in its search for pleasure. I struggled mightily to adjust to the pain of being split open, and to help distract and calm me down Mary gently nipped and sucked at the side of my neck.

I spent a few more minutes moaning and sweating before I felt anywhere even approaching okay, but eventually the ache from her entry dulled until there was just a warm, solid heaviness in the bottom of my stomach.

Mary seemed to realize the same as she slowly pulled back and then shoved herself forward again, the movement making a wet squishing sound inside of my ass. “You young ones are so stretchy,” she said, almost purring. “It takes no time at all to break you in.” She shoved her cock even deeper after that, forcing a quiet exhalation from my throat.

“Thanks, I think.”

“Mmhm.” She drew her hips back again, and it seemed like she was pulling out my insides along with her as my walls clung to her shaft. To help ease her path a little more she added another generous helping of lube to the point where we were joined, and when she plunged in again it didn’t feel nearly as bad as it had on her first couple of thrusts. In fact, it even felt sort of satisfying, and almost against my will I wiggled my ass to try to take a little more of her.

If her quiet snort was anything to go by she’d definitely noticed. Her soft hands wrapped around my waist to better hold me still so that she could more easily saw herself in and out of me as she maintained a slow but steady cadence. Even more surprising was the spark of pleasure I felt each time she bottomed out. I couldn’t stop my moans and shivers as she perfectly targeted the spots that felt best, even as her chuckles made me flush.

“Since you’re starting to enjoy it, I’m going to get a bit rougher with you. There are very strict rules around consent, of course, but some women just like things a little…well, rough. Myself included,” she added as an afterthought.

Without giving me time to fully process her words Mary adjusted her position for better leverage and began to fuck me properly, her thick hips making loud thwapping sounds as they slammed into my ass to force unwilling gasps from my throat. She hadn’t been joking about being rougher, as both the speed and power of her thrusts doubled.

She pounded my stretched hole with long, efficient strokes, gradually increasing her pace as the minutes wore on. The harder she went on me the more I began to ache, but any pain was vastly overshadowed by the steadily building pleasure of her cock grinding firmly against what I assumed to be my prostate. It was almost too stimulating, and between that and my own dick rubbing into her soft bed I quickly found myself unable to form any kind of coherent thought.

I was so worked up from all of the foreplay that when I finally did cum it completely snuck up on me. It was entirely different than any orgasm I’d ever experienced before, and was an all encompassing tingling sensation that spread throughout my entire body. My body felt warm and feverish all over, and my stomach became smeared with my own wet and sticky seed as she continued to fuck me into the bed.

If she noticed I’d cum she didn’t show it, her hips still rising and falling at a quick pace. She leaned down until I could feel her nipples scraping against my sweaty back, digging her cock as far into my ass as she could get it. Her cock spasmed and expanded a moment later, and then a rush of liquid warmth exploded into my tunnel as she grunted loudly into my ear.

She stayed inside of me for a little while after she was done, shuddering every now and then with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her hips continued to grind herself into me, milking the last bits of pleasure that she could from my body as we both struggled to catch our breaths.

“How are you feeling?” she asked, speaking directly into my ear and sending more tingles down my spine.

“Um, okay, I think. I made a mess on your bed.”

Mary laughed, clearly delighted. “Very few manage to orgasm without direct stimulation during their first time, so I’m starting to think that you were made for this.”

Her ‘compliment’ made me pout a bit. I wasn’t sure if I liked the implication that I was made for being fucked, but her being happy with me was probably a good thing for my chances of being approved on the app.

“For the next few days, we’re going to do a mini boot camp of sorts to teach you the basics of how to please girls like us. A lot of girls prefer the whole youthful inexperience thing, so it won’t be too in-depth.”

I rolled my eyes, somehow doubting her words. She’d already gone pretty deep, after all.

“Do some of them like when the guy is on top?” I asked hopefully.

Mary hummed. “Sure, a few, but I wouldn’t count on it.” The thought of never getting to use my dick at all was disappointing, and she laughed and smoothed my wavy hair when I frowned. “Don’t look so sad, you’ll adjust. I think you’ll find that cumming with your ass feels much better.” She planted another kiss on the side of my neck and then eased herself out of my hole, the lube and her thick cum making a squishy sucking sound.

I suddenly felt very cold without her warm body on top of mine, and I watched through tired, heavy-lidded eyes as she slid off of the bed to walk naked into the attached bathroom. Her heavy cock shone with lube and cum, the excess dripping onto the hardwood floor with each step.

Between the travel, stress from my nerves, and the physical exertion of having sex for the very first time I was completely worn out. I drifted to the quiet sound of her relieving her bladder, and my eyes slid shut moments later.

I was only barely awake when Mary returned to bed for round two. She turned me onto my side and slid her cock back in up to the hilt without a single word, wrapping her strong arms around my stomach as she used me.

Her gentle fucking made me orgasm for the second time that night, working a weak spurt of cum from my balls to once again spurt onto her bed, but she kept lazily fucking me all the way through it until she too reached her peak.

She flooded me with cum until the overflow seeped out from around the tight seal of her cock, and rather than pull herself free, she instead decided to make herself completely at home in my ass. The satisfying warmth helped lull me to sleep, and my last clear memory was of Mary hugging me to her chest, kissing me on the cheek, and pulling a blanket over the both of us as we drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 2

I learned the hard way that getting dried semen off of skin was a bigger pain in the ass than getting fucked. Mary’s thick cum was like super glue and kept getting everywhere, sticking to both my hands and the rag I was using as I tried to wash it away.

Even worse was the never ending stream of it that kept sliding out of me. Every time I thought it was over more would eventually trickle out, making me wonder just how much she’d shot into my asshole.

On the plus side all of the time spent beneath the hot water had soothed my achy muscles, and by the time I put on fresh clothing and made it downstairs the soreness I’d felt after waking up had mostly faded away. The other benefit of the long shower was that it’d given me time to sort out my thoughts about what had happened.

Besides the ethical hang-ups that I was very quickly getting over, having sex really hadn’t been that bad. I thought it would be much more painful than it actually turned out to be, and I certainly hadn’t expected it to feel good. It was also sort of nice to be so openly desired, even if it was just for my body.

Mary had certainly seemed to enjoy herself, so unless I massively fucked things up in the coming days I thought I had a very good chance of passing the interview.

I jogged down the stairs to the kitchen and stopped short at the sight that met me. Mary was bent over the countertop, a tablet in one hand and a cup of coffee in the other, but it was her large breasts hanging out of her white button-up shirt that held my attention. Her deep cleavage drew my gaze like a flower turning towards the sun, and since she wasn’t wearing a bra I could just about make out one of her brown nipples.

As if she’d sensed my ogling she glanced up, and seeing me standing awkwardly in the entrance she waved me in with a large, welcoming smile.

“Morning! How are you feeling, sugar?” she asked, setting her tablet to give me her full attention.

“Fine, I think. A little sore.”

“That’s to be expected, but you did very well last night. I was impressed. Hungry?”

My eyes lit up and my stomach rumbled. “Starving.”

To my disappointment she tossed me an apple from the fruit bowl next to her, and noticing my reaction she laughed.

“I don’t want you too full just yet. I was thinking that I could show you the sights today, including getting you a real Texas steak.”

“Really?” I asked, excited by the prospect of doing some actual sightseeing. I was only going to be in town for another two days and had figured I’d be spending most of it on my knees or back.

“Don’t look so surprised, most of the women aren’t just going to keep you in bed all day. This is still a couchsurfing service, after all. The social and cultural exchange is a big part of it, though I’ll admit it’s become a lot more focused on sex than it was meant to be in recent years.”

My eyebrows skeptically rose at that, because the forum posts I’d read about Couchsurfr while doing research had made it sound like the whole thing was only about sex. I wasn’t sure who to believe just yet, but I really hoped that Mary was right.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Of course, honey, and we can do a little shopping too while we’re at it.”

My excitement waned. Whenever my mom dragged me shopping it was so that I could hold her bags for her, and I really wasn’t looking forward to following Mary around a shopping mall for five plus hours. It was still a chance to see more of the city though, so I forced a smile and bit into the apple’s red, shiny skin, trying to look like the very picture of enthusiasm.

Once I was done eating we got into her very expensive car, and as we drove she asked me various questions about my background, hopes, and dreams for the future. I knew they were still part of the interview and that I was being evaluated on my answers, but I didn’t care; I actually really liked talking to her, and hadn’t realized how much I’d missed being paid attention to.

Back home I didn’t have any other close friends and my family largely ignored me because I was the runt in a litter of giants, so I rambled on a lot more than I probably should’ve.

But rather than admonish me for talking too much she only smiled, laughed at my stupid jokes, and just generally seemed interested in what I had to say. She also kept a strong hand on my thigh, every now and then squeezing it possessively.

She drove us straight into the heart of the city, and I couldn’t stop gaping up at the tall, glass and concrete skyscrapers. The tallest building in my hometown was at most three stories, and while I’d been to the nearby city of Cleveland a bunch of times over the years, it had nothing on the clean, sprawling cityscape of Dallas.

We parked in front of a really fancy-looking store, and when we entered the building I deflated as my worst fears came true.

“Oh, clothes,” I said, completely unable to hide my disdain. It was filled with trendy things for both men and women, and besides the pretty, wide-eyed blonde girl staring at us from behind the counter it seemed completely empty.

“Mmhm. I thought you might want to try something new.”

It felt a bit like she was not so subtly implying that my clothing sucked, and I might’ve been insulted if I didn’t wholeheartedly agree.

I grabbed a pair of jeans off of a nearby rack and blanched at the hundred dollar price tag. “I don’t think I can afford most of this,” I mumbled, my cheeks flushing with shame.

“Don’t worry about it, I’m buying. Get anything you like.”

I looked around at the dozens of racks surrounding us and felt immediately overwhelmed. “I don’t really know what I like. Almost everything I’ve worn until now I got from my brothers or the thrift store.”

To her credit she didn’t give me a look of pity, and instead smiled excitedly. “No problem, I can pick some things out for you. I used to be a personal stylist you know, back before I got into real estate. Stay right here.”

She all but skipped towards the men’s section of the store, and a few minutes after she’d disappeared the blonde who had been watching us from behind the counter approached me with a big smile.

“Hi!” she chirped.

Wondering why she was suddenly speaking to me when most girls preferred not to give me the time of day, I stared up at her. “Um, hi.”

“Mary’s interviewing you for Couchsurfr, right? I’m Annie,” she said, giving me her hand to shake.

I tentatively slid my hand into hers. “Theo.” When I tried to pull back she wouldn’t let me go, and instead stepped close enough for me to feel her warm breath on my face.

“Hi, Theo. Do you want to see what we have in the back? I promise you’ll like what I have to show you.” Her smile became wolfish, and that confused me even more. While it certainly felt like she was flirting with me, given her clear attractiveness it didn’t make much sense. Then again assisting customers was a part of her job, so figuring that she was just being helpful I shrugged and began to follow her.

Before I could take more than a few steps, Mary materialized out of nowhere to grab my arm.

“Shouldn’t you be minding the counter, Annie?” she asked. Though her face remained neutral, there was a dangerous edge to her voice as she spoke.

The girl innocently widened her eyes. “Just making sure the customer is taken care of, boss.” She turned to head back to her post, but not before puckering her lips and giving me a slow, sly wink.

Her words only fully sunk in a few moments later, and then I whipped my head around to look up at Mary. “Wait, boss?”

“Did I not mention that I own this store?” Mary casually said as if she were just telling me about the weather.

“It didn’t come up.”

“Well, I do. Now take off your pants, I’ve got some jeans for you to try on.”

“Right here? Won’t someone see me if they come in?” I asked. I glanced at Annie in the hopes of her backing me up, but instead she quite blatantly made eyes at me with a crooked little smirk on her face.

Mary waved off my concern with a flippant hand. “I own the store, remember? I closed it for lunch.”

A glance at the door confirmed that the open sign had indeed been flipped after we’d come in, and unless someone pressed their face right up against the tinted glass they probably wouldn’t be able to see anything.

“Oh. Okay.” My hands slowly went to my tattered belt, and as I slowly unbuckled it I felt two sets of eyes burning a hole through me.

It was as I was pulling down my old jeans to try on a pair of the new ones that I noticed that she’d lifted her skirt, and as I looked on she slid her panties down to her knees. When she stood back up her cock was fully erect, pointing straight at me and steadily twitching with the beat of her heart.

While I was busy staring, she turned me around and shoved my chest against the checkout counter so that I was leaning on its cool glass surface. She then shoved my boxers down to my ankles in one smooth movement, and soon after I felt slick fingers poke and prod at my ass to get me ready. When I felt the head of cock press hard against my sphincter, I took a breath and braced myself for the worst.

Instead of the fast, immediate pounding that I expected, she eased herself inside and rocked her hips against me with slow, steady motions. It felt a lot nicer than the pummeling I’d received the night before, and doubly so when her lube-slick hand came around to grip my cock. She didn’t so much as jerk me off as she did just massage my shaft with her thumb, but that was more than enough to make me moan and drool onto the checkout counter.

It wasn’t until I was sufficiently warmed up that she quickened her pace, casually and leisurely fucking me with smooth, firm thrusts. Every now and then her free hand would smack my butt to make me tighten up, and each time I did she’d moan.

The entire time Annie stood only inches away from me with parted lips and flushed cheeks, closely watching my face contort as my pleasure built, and as she blatantly stared her arm moved quickly beneath the countertop. It didn’t exactly take a rocket scientist to figure out what she was doing; suddenly her overt interest in me made a lot more sense.

Mary’s strokes abruptly shifted to become shorter and faster, drawing my attention back to what was going on behind me, and hearing her harsh pants and quiet moans I knew that it wouldn’t be much longer. I fully expected to be filled to overflowing again, but she once again surprised me by instead pulling out and using her hand to pump her cum all over my ass and back. Even through my t-shirt I could feel its sticky heat, the first few spurts landing as far as my upper back.

After what seemed like ages Mary finally finished making a mess of my shirt, and sighing happily she used a dry corner of it to wipe off her wet, freshly sated dick. She then forcefully pulled the shirt off over my head to toss it into a nearby trash can, leaving me mostly naked save for the boxers still pooled around my ankles.

Unsurprisingly she made me step out of those too so that she could throw them away, though soon after she handed me a pair of boxer briefs from the pile of clothing she’d brought for me.

I turned around to put them on, and that’s when she noticed the fact that my dick was still pink and straining. “Oh, you can’t put your new underwear on with that thing, can you? Let me take care of that, sugar.”

While I looked on Mary sank to her knees, making direct eye contact with me all the way to the ground. She parted her lips, stuck out her tongue, and then pressed forward so that my dick slid against it on its way into her mouth.

A warm, wet throat engulfed me for the first time in my life—depressingly easily—and I made a gasping strangled sound that I’d never heard before.

As much as I wished that I could’ve held on longer to fully enjoy my first ever blowjob I was too worked up and she was far too talented, and after only a minute of her swirling her tongue around my dick I gasped and came. She swallowed it all down in two easy gulps and then kept sucking even after I’d emptied my balls, only letting me go when I began to wince and whimper from the oversensitivity.

She stood back up, cupped my chin, and gave me a soft peck on the lips, giving me a faint taste of myself. “You adjust well. Keep it up.”

I hadn’t done anything besides stand still and let her have her way, but I blushed under her praise anyway. I was still getting used to her frequent and enthusiastic compliments.

“Can I have a go at his ass?” Annie eagerly asked as Mary readjusted her clothing. She leaned forward on the counter and winked at me, and though her breasts weren’t nearly as large as Mary’s, my eyes unwittingly snapped to her cleavage anyway.

While it was flattering to be propositioned so blatantly and especially by such a pretty girl, I wasn’t sure if I felt okay with her asking Mary for permission as though my opinion didn’t matter at all. I also wasn’t sure if I liked the way she was still so blatantly stroking herself beneath the counter.

“Unfortunately we’re on a bit of a tight schedule. Maybe next time.”

The young woman’s face soured at being told no, but she straightened right up when Mary gave her a sharp look.

Mary threw my now sticky t-shirt into the trash and then forced a sixty-dollar short-sleeved Henley on over my head. I had to admit that it felt really light and comfortable, and more than that it suited me a hell of a lot better than the one she’d just discarded. When I tried on my new much skinnier jeans and looked in the mirror, I barely recognized the person looking back at me.

“Looks good, right?” Mary asked with a knowing little smile on her face.

Still staring awestruck at myself, I could only nod. It was amazing what new clothes that actually fit could do.

She made me try on a lot more things after that, and by the end of it l had an entirely new wardrobe including fancy new socks, shoes, and underwear. The total cost came out to well over a thousand dollars even with her owner’s discount, and while I wanted to vomit at the price Mary swiped her phone over the payment terminal and paid for it all without even flinching.

Annie stared unblinkingly into my eyes as she bagged up my things, and feeling a lot like prey, I quietly inched behind Mary’s shoulder. Going from absolutely zero interest to now receiving borderline scary amounts of attention from a girl in the span of only twenty-four hours was too jarring for me to handle.

“Um, thank you,” I said once we were back in her car.

“Of course, sugar. When you get home we can go through your things to see what should be kept or tossed.” She paused for a moment and glanced over at me. “What kind of luggage did you have again?”

“Just a backpack and my older brother’s old Army duffel, but I think everything should fit,” I said.

She clucked her tongue and drove to another expensive store to buy me some proper luggage—a large blue rolling suitcase with a backpack to match—and while the price of it made me want to throw up all over again I was excited to no longer have to carry such a heavy bag over my shoulder while walking through huge airports.

Our next stop was at a cell phone store, and there she bought me a brand new, top of the line smartphone. I’d always gone for used budget ones, but the phone she picked out had more storage space and camera megapixels than I thought was possible. It also cost more than what I currently had in my bank account, and when I tried to refuse it because she’d spent thousands on me already, she outright ignored me and handed it to the guy behind the counter to be rung up.

With his help she transferred over all of my data while I helplessly looked on, and once that was done she took my beaten up old phone and threw it in the trash just like she’d done to my clothes.

“Here you go,” she said, handing me my new phone.

I carefully cradled it in my hands, terrified of dropping it even with its case on. It was by far the most expensive thing I’d ever owned.

“Thank you, but are you sure—”

“I’m sure,” she said, cutting me off as she steered me back to her car. “We only have one more stop to go, and I think you’ll really like it.”

As we drove to our next destination she once again began to pepper me with questions, but after a few minutes of answering everything she asked I turned in my seat to look at her.

“I’m kind of tired of talking about me. I really want to learn about you, and how you ended up owning like a million businesses,” I said.

She shot me an astonished look. “Really?”

“Well, yeah. We’ve been together for a day and I barely know anything about you.”

Her surprise faded into musing as she began to tell me about her past—how after getting kicked out of the house at eighteen she had to work a string of menial jobs to support herself. During the housing crash she’d bought a triplex for cheap, living in one while renting out the others, and from there she just kept buying property and flipping it into bigger and better purchases. Twenty years and some very good investments later, she’d become a multimillionaire.

It left me truly impressed with the person she was, and it also made me feel a whole lot better about my own future. She hadn’t been much better off than me when she was my age, and if I could reach even half the level of success that she had I’d consider my life well lived.

By the time she finished telling me her story we were just pulling into a lot near a tall building that I recognized immediately. I’d learned about it in my preliminary research of the city, but I hadn’t expected her to actually take me there.

“The Reunion Tower?” I asked, feeling my excitement grow. It was one of the city’s most recognizable landmarks, its sleek, spherical form defying the otherwise conventional-looking skyline.

“You can’t come to Dallas without visiting it at least once.”

I almost skipped on our way into the building, and when we took the glass-wall elevator up to the observation deck my stomach swooped at being so high up for the first time in my life.

For a long time I stared out over the city, trying to take it all in and commit each detail of the sprawling Dallas skyline to memory. Mary held my hand and led me around the circular observation deck, pointing out various buildings and landmarks in the distance while I listened enraptured to her smooth, velvety voice. I felt so incredibly thankful to her that even if she ultimately decided I wasn’t a good fit for the app, I’d have still considered my trip completely worthwhile.

The sun was just beginning to set by the time we’d seen everything, bathing the concrete city in a warm glow of oranges and yellows.

“Are you ready for some real food?” she asked.

I’d been so busy gawking at everything that it was only when she mentioned food that I realized I was, indeed, starving. “You’re not going to give me another apple, are you?”

She laughed and squeezed my hand. “Not this time. Let’s have an early dinner.”

Deciding to dine right on the observation deck, we settled into a private booth near the window at Mary’s request. The restaurant had a subdued ambiance with low lighting, and our corner was lit only by a candle on the table and the moon in the night sky.

Since she knew what was good there she ordered steak and baked potatoes for the both of us. While we waited for the food to arrive she very casually lifted up her skirt, and without a single word she grabbed my hand and placed it on her steadily rising dick.

Because we were sitting right next to each other stroking her was a little awkward, but once I got into a rhythm my hand easily glided up and down her pre-cum slick shaft. I felt somewhat concerned by how slutty I’d become in the span of only twenty four hours, though hearing her heavy pants and quiet moans I redoubled my efforts.

Within just minutes of me working her over she managed to cum, shooting her thick load into the napkin that I held in front of her cock. When the waitress arrived with our food soon after the only evidence of her orgasm was her unfocused gaze and very satisfied smile, and after giving me a kiss on the cheek as thanks she graciously let me inhale my food.

It tasted a thousand times better than anything I’d ever eaten. I moaned a little with every bite, the flavors so rich and savory that I worried over whether I’d be able to go back to the boring bland foods I’d grown up on.

When I finally came up for air again Mary was staring pensively out of the window, her chin resting on her palm. The moon bathed her features in a bluish glow, highlighting her slight frown.

“Mary?” I asked.

She blinked and turned to look at me, all hints of her melancholy replaced with a small smile. “Yes?”

“Well…thank you, for everything. This has been the best day I’ve had in a really, really long time, and it’s only because I’m so happy right now that I realize how sad I’ve been for the last few months.” I chanced a glance up at her only to see that she was looking at me with surprised eyes.

She stared at me for a few moments longer, and then held out her hand. “Give me your phone.”

Confused and a little alarmed, I slowly reached into my pocket and tentatively handed over the phone she’d just bought me, trying to fight down my disappointment. Knowing me and my stupid mouth I’d probably said something wrong, and now she was going to take it all back and send me home with a ‘so long and thanks for all the sex.’

While I worriedly looked on as she opened my Couchsurfr app, and then she navigated to my settings page. From there she brought up a pop-up to put in a really long password, and finally she handed the phone back to me with a knowing smile.

I wasn’t sure what she’d done to my account until I navigated to the Host Locator page, and then my jaw dropped. The last time I’d checked the map it had been completely blank save for one solitary purple dot in Dallas, but now there were thousands. Each one represented a woman willing to host me, and they were in every single corner of every single state.

The major cities like Atlanta, Los Angeles, and New York made up over half of the dots, but even in rural America there were a decent amount of them including one in my own small town back in Ohio. I couldn’t begin to imagine who that person could be since they’d probably wisely decided to hide it.

Out of pure curiosity I zoomed out to see where else I could travel, and was even more surprised by the number of dots spread out all over the globe. Unfortunately they were all greyed out; apparently there was another threshold that I had to meet before I could travel overseas.

It took me a minute to fully process what it meant for me to finally be able to go anywhere in the country that I wanted. The life that Hank and I had dreamed about since we were kids was finally right in front of me, and like the crybaby I was I couldn’t help but tear up a little.

“Why’ve you been so nice to me?” I asked. “You didn’t have to buy me a new phone and clothes, and you definitely didn’t have to spend your whole day taking me around town.”

Mary pursed her lips as she considered my question. “Honestly? Because I see your potential. I’ve interviewed a lot of boys over the years, and pretty much all of them joined Couchsurfr with some level of experience and cynicism. That’s fine for the sexual part of it, but I personally believe that the women on the app need a lot more than that even if they don’t know it themselves. It’s not easy for girls like us to find any kind of real connection, so we tend to settle for whatever we can get.” She sighed a little after saying that, and somehow I felt like she was talking about herself too.

“Over the years Couchsurfr has turned into a glorified escort service,” she continued, frowning to herself. “That’s not necessarily a bad thing, but it’s a little sad, don’t you think? You’re by far one of the sweetest boys I’ve had the pleasure of meeting, and I believe that your heart and sincerity will help to break down the walls of your hosts. You can help steer the app back towards its original goal of forming real friendships and connections.”

I swallowed hard. I could certainly see how having a carousel of guys who were only interested in sex and a fancy place to stay could get depressing after a while, but it seemed like an awful lot for someone like me to take on. I didn’t think I’d done anything particularly special to deserve her compliments either, though because she was older and a lot wiser I had to assume she saw something in me that I couldn’t.

“Thank you,” I said, almost at a loss for words.

“Of course, honey. If there’s one piece of advice I can offer though, it’s that you should keep speaking like you normally would. I like the you who’s fully himself much more, and I’d put money on the fact that the other women you’ll meet will feel the same.”

My face burned. In my excitement at seeing so many new things, I hadn’t even noticed that I’d slipped back into my usual Midwestern twang. Mary spoke so eloquently that I’d been working hard to mask my accent in an attempt to impress her, but apparently I needn’t have bothered.

“You don’t think it makes me sound stupid?” I asked.

“No, it’s adorable.”

I wasn’t sure how to feel about being called ‘adorable’, though I was starting to get the idea that it was a good thing when it came to the types of women who used the app. “Thank god. It was getting kinda stressful trying to hide it.”

Mary grinned wider after getting a full dose of my true accent. “You’re going to be very popular, Theo, I can feel it. If you don’t believe me, check the app again. By now I’m sure that you have a few messages.”

I looked down at my new phone, expecting to see two or three at the most, but to my surprise I already had a few dozen requests from women all around the country who wanted me to visit them after only ten minutes of being active, with more trickling in every few seconds.

It was such a new thing for me to feel so wanted. I’d tried all of the dating apps in the past, and while Hank would get a dozen messages in a minute, I’d be lucky if a girl matched with me at all.

The number of requests quickly became overwhelming and I didn’t know where I wanted to go just yet, so I closed the app and put my phone away again. I’d have plenty of time to go through the requests later, and for the moment I just wanted to focus on the person who’d given me more than anyone had in years.

“You called me Theo,” I said.

Confused, Mary cocked her head and blinked back at me. “What?”

“Well, you haven’t used my name at all since our first meeting. You’ve only been calling me honey or sugar, so I thought you might’ve forgotten it.”

Her expression appeared genuinely surprised, and I was more surprised that she hadn’t noticed. “Oh. Really?” she asked, and when I nodded, she sighed. “Well, that’s embarrassing. Here I am going on about connection and relationships all while I’m keeping you at arm’s length. I suppose it’s a bad habit I picked up from trying to protect myself.”

“From what?”

Mary smiled blandly. “Some of the guys I’ve interviewed haven’t fully reconciled what joining Couchsurfr would mean for them and can’t even bring themselves to kiss me, so you can imagine how that feels. The few that can go all the way are only here for two or three days, and then I never hear from them again. But none of that’s your fault, and I’m sorry.”

Hearing that, I frowned. I hadn’t considered what it meant for her to take on the job of interviewing potential male users. While some would be totally fine or indifferent to getting fucked, others would be repulsed once confronted with the reality of the job. I personally couldn’t imagine not wanting to kiss someone as beautiful and kind as Mary just because she had a cock, though if her words were to be believed I was an outlier in that regard.

“It’s okay, I liked it. But it makes me feel kind of special hearing you say my name, too.”

“That’s because you are special, Theo.” After a moment she blinked and laughed; self-consciously, I thought. “God, you’d think after doing this for so many years I’d be immune to the charms of a young man, but here I am swooning a little. Where were you ten years ago?” I opened my mouth to respond and she glared at me. “Don’t answer that.”

I clicked my jaw shut to hold back my words, and opted for a simple smile instead.


Chapter 3

After spending so much time with Mary who was beautiful and kind and had showered with more attention than I’d ever gotten in my life, it was safe to say that I’d gotten a bit spoiled.

She’d graciously given up her entire weekend despite having such a busy life, taking me all around Dallas and the surrounding metros. We mostly ate our way through the city, stuffing down barbecue, authentic Mexican tacos, and various calorie-dense sweets, and in between outings she got me ready for what was going to be a big part of my job going forward.

That mostly involved her dick stuffing itself into one of my two holes, though the more we fooled around the more I began to like it. It no longer bothered me when she worked her way deep into my butthole, and the only pain I experienced now was in my balls from being drained three times a day.

After having such an amazing time with her I really didn’t want to leave, and when I’d floated the idea of staying a few days longer she’d just given me a wan smile and affectionately ruffled my tawny hair. Her non-answer told me everything that I needed to know; no matter what, I was leaving her house come Monday morning.

I looked up at Mary from my position in between her legs. While she lay back against her pillows much like she had on our first night together, I slowly bobbed my head in her lap to give her a gentle, edging blowjob. I still couldn’t take her down to the root, but after a weekend of practice I was now able to easily get a little more than half of her into my throat.

She kept one guiding hand on my head, running her fingers through my hair as she luxuriated in the attention I was lavishing onto her cock, and with her other hand she idly toyed with her stiff nipples. Every now and then she’d moan and shut her eyes to focus on stemming her orgasm, but for the most part she maintained steady eye contact with me.

I felt her expand in my mouth, and not wanting her to cum just yet I pulled my lips off of her with a quiet ‘pop.’ She whined her disappointment, though she immediately quieted again when I straddled her hips and sunk down on her cock until her balls pressed warmly against my butt cheeks. While she looked up at me with a dark, lust-filled gaze I swirled my hips in search of the perfect angle, and once I finally found it I began to move.

“You learn fast. I never expected you to take so much initiative so soon,” she sighed as I slowly rocked back and forth on her cock. Neither of us was in any hurry to end what would probably be our last coupling.

“It helps that I had a really hot teacher,” I joked.

She laughed and ran her hands up my smooth thighs to rest them on my hips. “If the hundreds of other girls who want you wouldn’t storm my house with torches and pitchforks, I’d try to keep you.”

While she was probably joking about the torches and pitchforks part, there really were a lot of women angling for my attention. As hard as it was to believe, I already had over a thousand requests from them wanting me to visit their city with more hitting my inbox every hour. Most were from the bigger cities like New York and Miami, but to be frank I wasn’t quite ready for places like that just yet.

The most interesting thing I’d found while messing around with the Couchsurfr app was that there was an expense account set up for me to use for flights, cabs, food, and anything else I might need while traveling. The last time I’d checked it’d only contained five hundred dollars, but if I was understanding the app correctly, the people I chose to stay with directly influenced how much money I would get.

Some places would increase my account by a few hundred dollars, but others would be a jump of a few thousand. I couldn’t begin to understand how it was all calculated, though if I had to guess it probably had something to do with the cost of living and the distance to my destination; otherwise rich women would always be able to outbid everyone else. The money was clearly an incentive to get more guys to sign up on the app, since based on the number of women who wanted me to stay with them we were woefully outnumbered.

After bouncing up and down on Mary’s steely shaft for a few minutes I leaned forward and grabbed her large breasts for both better leverage and just to feel her up. In return her manicured fingers gently played with my dick, and though it felt really nice I didn’t think I could cum anymore. Unlike her I had limits, and she’d completely fucked and sucked it all out of me.

Since my legs were growing tired I began to focus on making her cum, taking her root to tip and riding her cock so hard that my ass made loud slapping sounds as it hit her thighs. The faster I went the noisier her moans became, and when she neared her peak she took over to repeatedly slam herself as hard as she could up into my willing hole.

With a shuddering gasp she buried herself deep and filled me for the third time that day, her cock pulsing and throbbing inside of me as she pumped out what remained in her heavy balls. I leaned down to hug her, feeling her large breasts press warmly against my chest, and then she rubbed my sweaty back and planted soft kisses on the side of my neck until she eventually softened and slid out of me.

She rolled us both onto our sides so that we were staring at each other, and as I gazed into her dark brown eyes I felt a wave of sadness wash over me. I’d already been feeling a little down about leaving, but now that we’d officially finished having sex, the depression began to weigh on me so heavily that I couldn’t even pretend that I was okay.

“Everything alright?” Mary asked, propping herself up onto an elbow.

“I’m really going to miss you, that’s all.”

She smiled down at me, but it was a sad one. “A little bit of advice; try not to get too attached to the women that you stay with. It’ll be hard when they’re sleeping with you and showering you with gifts and affection, but you need to maintain some distance if you want to last. Spend a week at most with them and then keep it moving.”

“Seems kind of lonely.”

Mary hummed and shrugged. “Perhaps, but you’re young. You need to be a little selfish and not allow yourself to become tied down to one person or place so soon. It’s a big world out there, and you’ve barely seen any of it. Make new friends only, and don’t even consider settling anywhere for the next five years at least.”

My eyebrows rose, because I hadn’t thought that I’d be on the app that long. Five years was a pretty lengthy amount of time, and if I bounced around as often as Mary recommended that was well over two hundred cocks of all shapes and sizes.

My ass ached just thinking about it.

“My door is always open if you ever need to take a breather,” Mary offered as if sensing my thoughts.

I scoffed and rolled my eyes. “I’m sure you’d love that.”

“What gave it away?” she joked. Her face quickly became serious again, and she reached out to gently cup my cheek. “Listen, Theo. This life isn’t for everyone, and it can wear on you after a while to not have a permanent home. The average time for a man on Couchsurfr is only around three to five years, though we do have a few guys that have stayed for the last ten. They’re the outliers though, and just really like having easy access to either new cock or expensive things. Or both.”

I cringed at the thought. Sleeping with an endless parade of beautiful women certainly sounded like fun on the surface, but I honestly couldn’t imagine ever liking getting fucked that much.

“You probably won’t have a very traditional life if you continue down this path,” she continued. “Very, very few of the men end up with a woman who has a vagina once they leave the app, and if they do they settle down, it’s with a girl like me.”

“That’s okay. I don’t think I was destined for much of a traditional life anyway,” I said, shrugging.

Mary smiled. “Great! Then no harm done.” She pulled me into her chest in a way that felt almost motherly. “I really do hope you find what you’re looking for out there, Theo, but until you do, you’re going to make a lot of women very, very happy.”

I frowned a bit, suddenly reminded that I truly didn’t know what I wanted out of life. When Hank and I had made plans to leave Ohio, it’d just been about getting out. There’d been little thought put into what we’d do once we were finally free, and even less into what we’d do after our hard-saved money ran out.

“I don’t know about that. I’ve never been very good with girls; that was always Hank’s department.”

“Well, I can assure you that you won’t have any problems with girls like us. I think even the founder herself will want you to pay her a visit at some point if you last long enough; She usually likes to meet with the most popular new boy on the app at the end of the year.”

My face paled. Meeting a platinum-level member like Mary had been bad enough; the idea of meeting the person who held my very future on the app in her hands was absolutely terrifying.

“Why?”

“I suppose you’ll find out at the end of the year, won’t you?” She smirked at my frown, seeming to delight in teasing me. “You have an early flight, right? Where were you going next again? Perhaps I can recommend some places for you to check out while you’re there.”

On reflex I almost answered, but then I thought of a much better idea. Two could play the secrecy game. “I never said.”

When Mary narrowed her eyes at me, I gave her my most innocent, winning smile. Revenge was swift and ruthless, and my next destination was only between me, my host, and Couchsurfr.
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