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A hot preview….

"Marisol, would you like to show Josh around the office?" asked Aria. "We can take care of things here while you give him the tour."

"Of course!" replied the girl cheerfully, practically bouncing as she led me away towards the back rooms. Her tight skirt swished provocatively around her knees as we walked through the halls of the building. She pointed out various locations and told me fun facts about each of them.

"So that's how my sister got into the business," she said as she guided me down another corridor. "She always loved fashion design, but after graduating college she decided she wanted to start a business, so she asked me to join her. Eventually she came up with the idea of helping single men like yourself find their soulmates."

"Sounds like a great story," I replied honestly. "Thanks for sharing it."

"No problem," Marisol grinned. "You know what? I think you'd make a perfect model for our company's next photo shoot. You've got just the right look... strong, handsome features but still gentle and caring too."

"Thanks again," I stammered, blushing slightly.

"Anytime," Marisol giggled sweetly. "Now, would you like me to give you a complimentary blowjob?"

I almost spit out my coffee.  "What?"

She turned and looked up at me seductively through her eyelashes. "Come on, it'll be fun!"

She pulled me into one of the small storage closets along the corridor and quickly fell to her knees. Then she began undoing my belt and unzipping my pants before I could protest. I stood frozen in shock as she freed my semi-erect cock from my jeans and started licking its tip eagerly.

The soft warmth of her tongue against my skin made me tremble uncontrollably as she slowly took more of me into her mouth.

"What the...Marisol...what are you - OHHH FUCK."  She suddenly took me into her throat, swallowing every last inch until my balls pressed against her chin. My hands clenched the edge of a shelf hard as she sucked hard on my dick, pulling all of me into her mouth over and over. The feeling of being engulfed entirely by her wet mouth caused my knees to buckle as pleasure exploded through my brain.

I grunted loudly as I ejaculated into her throat. Her tongue stroked my shaft throughout my orgasm, prolonging my climax as she swallowed my cum hungrily.

When she finally pulled away, she grinned naughtily and wiped her lips clean with her fingers.

"Mmmm. You taste good, sir," she cooed before standing back up.

Her skirt rode up around her waist revealing lacy black panties beneath which were soaked through with pussy juice. She stepped closer to me and wrapped her arms around my neck.

"Want me to give you the full tour later, big boy?"
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I was frustrated.  Fed up.  Dating sites were fucking ridiculous, for a guy.  You'd get on one and all these women would check you out.

And then the next day, it'd be like, "Whoa. He's not hot enough. Or he's too far. Or his profile isn't interesting enough. Or he's ugly as hell.  Or he can't win out over the nine million other guys on this site."

Or any number of other excuses.

I was sick of it. I wanted something that put me together with someone and... it sounded dumb, even to me, but I kind of wanted it to be enchanting. Which of course is why I signed up for the Enchanted date website and blog when my roommate Brendan told me about it. "Listen to the interviews," he said, "just today I figured out some stuff that I'm going to use with, like, all the girls at school."

The whole concept was simple. You'd make an account, and it would hook you up with someone based on a series of questions about yourself. Then, they'd send you to the person you were matched with. There were a couple other factors involved, like, if you were looking for someone in the area, but I was tired of trying to match up with someone based on interests. I wanted someone I could be matched with, someone who would be... right for me.

And so, when I signed up and started listening to the interviews that the site posted, I was expecting some kind of voodoo or something.

That wasn't what I got.

The interviewer would ask questions, and the interviewee would answer. They'd talk about how they felt about their match, what worked and didn't work about the whole process, what it was like to go on a date with someone that they'd been matched with by the site.

There were a few different ways that it went. Some people had been matched up with their soul mates. Some people had been matched up with people who were good in bed.

"Well, hell, I won't complain if she's good in bed," I thought.  I mean, that's a good thing, right?

But I was hoping for something a bit more enchanting.

So I listened to interview after interview, taking notes about what worked and what didn't, and finally I just decided to take a chance on it. I filled out the questionnaire, I put in my credit card information, and I waited.

And waited.

And waited.

Two weeks later, I received an email from Enchanted. "Congratulations on your first match," the email said.

Well.

"Who is it?" I wondered, thinking of the women I'd seen in the interview videos.

I opened the email and stared at the screen.

A name.

An address.

A phone number.

"Fuck me," I said when I saw her picture.  This girl... she was not like my usual matches.  She was a fucking beautiful redhead with long flowing hair and big doe-eyes.

"Fuck me," I said, and then I looked closer.

The girl was familiar.

I knew her.

I had gone to school with her.

She was two years ahead of me, a senior when I was a freshman, and we had a class together, the first day of high school.

I was a smartass. I was always a smartass.

And she was the prettiest girl I'd ever seen.

I'd been in love with her ever since.

"No way," I said to myself, staring at the screen.

I called the number.

"Hello?" a soft, sweet voice asked on the other end of the phone.

It was her.

"Oh my god," I said.

"Can I help you?" she asked.

"Oh my god," I said again.

"Who is this?" she asked.

"It's me. It's... me."

"Who?" she asked, and I could tell she was getting annoyed.

"It's Josh," I said.

"Oh my god!" she said. "Joshua? Little Joshua from high school?"

I laughed. "Yeah, it's me. I can't believe it."

"I can't either! Oh my god, this is so crazy! What have you been up to?"

"I'm... uh..." I stopped for a second, trying to figure out what to say. "I think we uh... we got matched on that Enchanted Dating Site."

"Oh my god, you are not serious," she said. "You're not joking, are you? Because that would be too much of a coincidence."

"No, no," I said, "I got matched with you."

"No way," she said. "No fucking way. That's so crazy!"

"I know, right? I can't believe it's you."

"So," she said, "you want to go out tonight?"

"What?" I said, stunned.  "I thought...uh...I mean, it was some kind of mistake.  Right?"

She giggled. "No, silly. You're my match. I'm supposed to go out with you. Don't you want to go out with me?"

I was floored. "Of course I want to go out with you," I said. "I just...I...you're way out of my league."

She laughed again. "We got matched up by the site, Joshua. That means that you are exactly in my league. We're a perfect match."

Wow.  I couldn't believe what I was hearing.  "Well, then," I said, "let's go out tonight."

"Let's," she agreed.

I hung up the phone, and stared at the screen for a long time.

Then I called Brendan.

"Hey, man, what's up?" he said.

"You're never going to believe who I just got matched up with."

"Who?"

"Daphne. Daphne Fucking McNeil."

"Daphne McNeil?"

"Yeah."

"Oh my god. No way."

"Way."

"So...when are you guys going out?"

"Tonight," I said.

"Holy shit, man. That's insane."

"I know, right?"

"Dude, I gotta go," he said. "But...you gotta let me know how it goes. Okay?"

"For sure," I said. "Talk to you later."

I hung up the phone and started getting ready for my date.

I was going to see Daphne McNeil.

Daphne McNeil.

The girl I'd been in love with for years.

How could I not be excited?

***

I got dressed up in my best clothes and drove to the restaurant we'd agreed on.

When I got there, she was sitting at a table in the back, sipping on a glass of wine.

She smiled as soon as she saw me.

"Joshua!" she said. "Over here!"

"Hi," I said, approaching her.

"I can't believe it's you!" She hugged me tightly, her full breasts pressing against me. She was as beautiful as I remembered, with luxurious red hair and deep brown eyes.

"I know," I said.

She gestured for me to sit down beside her. I did, and she slid close to me, pressing her thigh against mine.

"It's so nice to see you again," she said. "God, I haven't seen you since..."

"Since high school," I said. "You look great, Daphne. Really."

"Thank you." She blushed. "You look good too."

"So...um...this is kind of weird, isn't it?"

"A little," she admitted. "But...it's exciting too. To be matched like this. I mean, don't you think it's kind of romantic?"

"Yeah," I said. "It's pretty crazy, though."

"Oh my god, it's absolutely insane," she said. "I never thought...I never even thought about...god, I can't believe we got matched up together. Like, what are the chances? What's your name now?"

"Josh," I said.

She burst out laughing. "Wow."

"Yeah," I said. "My roommate used to call me Joshua all the time because he said I was being a smart ass when we first met, and now that I'm a grown up...I just have to deal with it."

We both laughed, and then she rested her hand on mine.

"It's good to see you again," she said, smiling.

"You too." I looked at her hand resting on mine, and she seemed to notice too. She pulled away a bit.

"Oh, sorry," she said. "I've just been so nervous to see you again."

"It's okay," I assured her, and we sat for a moment, sipping on our drinks and staring at each other.

Finally, the waiter came and took our orders.

After he left, she leaned over conspiratorially towards me.

"So," she whispered, "tell me something honest: did you want to date me in high school?"

"Uh..."

"Be honest," she commanded.

I sighed, and nodded.

She smiled widely. "Good," she said, leaning back. "I'm glad I wasn't the only one who was thinking about it."

"Wait, you were... you mean you wanted to date me? No way."

She laughed, a beautiful laugh that lit up the room. "Of course I did. You were so cute, with your smart ass comments, and your cute little haircut. God, I can't believe it's you. What's up with you now?"

I gave her a shortened version of the last couple years of my life – moving into an apartment, going to school, getting a job, meeting Brendan. It felt really good talking with her, especially since she was so interested. Most girls didn't pay much attention to me.

"Do you still have that same smart ass attitude?" she asked me when I'd finished.

"Probably," I said.

"Prove it," she challenged. "Tell me something funny about me."

"Something funny about you?" I stared at her, trying to think. She was smiling expectantly at me, waiting for me to give her a hard time.

"All right," I finally said. "Let me ask you something: why are your tits so big?"

She slapped my arm lightly. "Oh my god! So rude!"

"No, I mean, seriously, like what do you use? Some kind of tit-enhancement serum?"

"That's not very nice, you know," she pouted, folding her arms beneath her full breasts. They pushed together and created deep cleavage in the low-cut blouse she wore.

"Maybe, but they're really great," I said, and then immediately wished I hadn't. Way to play it cool there, Josh.

To my surprise, though, she just smiled at me. "Really?"

I nodded. "Oh yeah."

"How nice of you to say."

"Well, it's true."

"Still."

We grinned at each other for a moment, and then her eyes shifted to the side and her smile grew wider.

"You look pretty great yourself," she said. "I always did think you'd grow up to be good looking."

"Thanks."

Her eyes twinkled mischievously. "You were pretty cute before, but you're handsome now."

I laughed. "Thanks. You look a lot like the girl I knew in high school, just...more sophisticated."

"Hmmm, I like that," she said, nodding. "More sophisticated."

I cleared my throat. "So...uh...where did you go after high school?"

She sighed. "I went to college, got some more schooling." She rolled her eyes. "Tons of student debt now."

"I hear you," I said. "It's tough."

"Yeah," she said, laughing. "I mean, if it wasn't for that, I'd probably be able to afford a nicer place than I've got now, but..."

"Student loans are the fucking devil."

"Exactly." She laughed again. "So what are you studying?"

"Business," I told her. "I want to open up my own marketing business someday."

"Wow," she said. "That's so cool."

"I hope so," I said. "If I can figure out the whole money thing, it could be pretty sweet."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, with student loans, it'll be impossible to save enough money to start a business for years, and even if I get some help with a loan or something, that's going to mean that my income is already mostly committed to other things. It'll be hard to live on what I have left over."

She nodded slowly. "I see what you mean. That's tough."

I sighed. "Yeah, I don't know. Maybe I'll figure it out eventually, but right now it just seems kind of impossible."

"Well," she said, patting my hand, "there's no rush. I mean, you're young, and you've got plenty of time to work it out."

"Thanks," I said.

The waiter came with our food, and we ate in silence for a few minutes before she spoke again.

"Can I ask you something?"

"Of course."

"Did you apply to this site because you wanted to find someone... or was it more like...a casual thing?"

"Are you asking if I'm looking to hook up tonight?" I asked bluntly.

She blushed. "Yes."

I grinned at her. "Yes and no. I mean, I applied to the site because I want a relationship, but...I didn't expect to be matched up with anyone that I had feelings for. So I'm not sure how I feel about the whole situation."

She nodded. "I understand that," she said. "It can be really confusing, especially if you're not sure that you like the person you got matched with."

I looked into her brown eyes. "No, it's not that I don't like the person," I said quietly. "It's more like...it's surprising, you know? I never expected to be matched up with...with you."

Her smile softened. "Well, I feel the same way," she said. "I definitely never expected that you and I would ever get matched together, but here we are."

"Here we are," I echoed.

"So," she said. "Do you want to hook up tonight?"

Obviously, I did.  She was fucking sexy as hell.  But...

"I don't know.  If we hookup, then... what if we mess it up? Like, what if you want to keep dating me but then you find out that I suck in bed, or that you don't actually like having sex with me? It could ruin the whole thing."

Daphne took a deep breath. "Joshua, I can promise you that we're not going to fuck it up if we hook up tonight."

"How can you know that?" I asked her. "You know just as well as I do that sex can completely ruin relationships. We shouldn't risk it."

"But we should take the chance," she said softly. "We should take the chance because if we don't... we'll regret it."

I stared at her. Her lips were full, and slightly parted, and she was looking at me with lust in her eyes.

My cock throbbed in my jeans.

I couldn't say no.

"OK," I said, finally. "Let's do it."

She grinned wickedly. "I knew you'd agree," she said. "It's written all over your face that you want to fuck me."

"Hey now," I protested.

She leaned over and whispered into my ear. "Tell me something else honest," she breathed, her hot breath tickling my earlobe. "Would you have hooked up with me back in high school?"

I thought for a moment about the girl she'd been when we were kids, with her short skirts and long legs. Then I looked at her again, so close to me.

"Definitely," I said.

She smiled mischievously.

***

After dinner we went back to her place. It was a tiny little apartment on the first floor of an old house, but it was decorated nicely and clean.

"Make yourself comfortable," she told me. "I need to use the bathroom, but I'll be right back."

I sat down on the couch and waited for her to return. When she came out she was wearing a very small robe that barely covered the top of her thighs. Underneath I could see the edges of red lacy panties. Her hair was brushed and her makeup was done lightly, but not heavily. She walked towards me with a seductive sway to her hips and stopped in front of me.

"What do you think?" she asked, spinning slowly around so I could take in the sight.

"Beautiful," I replied honestly. "You are absolutely stunning."

She smiled, pleased, and sat down next to me on the couch.

She turned towards me, reaching up and gently caressing my cheek with her fingertips. "Would you like me to give you a lap dance, Joshua?  The way you've fantasized about?"

My jaw dropped. How did she know I had those kinds of fantasies?

"Well, I..." I began, but she cut me off.

"Don't worry, sweetie," she whispered in my ear. "I promise it's okay."

She trailed her fingers across my chest, brushing my nipples through my shirt. "If it makes you feel better, I've wanted to do this for you for years."

With that, she moved from the couch to the coffee table in front of me. Her hands were behind my head, and her face inches away. I inhaled sharply as she bit her bottom lip playfully, and started to grind against me.

"Fuck," I groaned, feeling my cock get hard inside my jeans.

She continued to dance for me, rotating her hips against me in a slow circle while she ran her hands through her hair. She reached up under my shirt with one hand and played with my nipples, making sure to keep her eyes locked onto mine the entire time. Her breasts pressed against my chest and I could feel her hard nipples through the thin material of her robe.

She kissed along my neck softly, leaving little marks of red lipstick, before finally kissing her way down my body, heading for my groin.

When her tongue found its way past my belt buckle and into the folds of my boxer shorts, I gasped loudly.

"Oh my god," she said, taking out my dick.  "You're huge, Josh.  I had no idea..."

"I hope you like it..."

She giggled in response and took the length of my cock between her lips, sliding her mouth along its entire shaft. I could feel her hot breath against my skin and felt my balls tighten up in anticipation as she began to lick me, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock, tracing circles with her tongue on my swollen glans, and teasing me with light flicks and soft touches.

"Yeah.  I love it," she whispered sexily, then sucked my cock all the way down to the base, burying her face into my pubes as I filled her mouth completely. She bobbed her head up and down rhythmically, slurping hungrily on my cock like a whore.

My eyes rolled back into my head and I moaned uncontrollably, enjoying the sensations as she pleasured me relentlessly. After several minutes she stopped suddenly, releasing my dick from her mouth and stroking it slowly while she gazed up at me lustfully.

"Mmmm," she cooed, licking her lips suggestively before wrapping them around the head of my dick again. "So nice."

Her voice sounded husky with desire and made my balls ache for release. As she stroked my shaft in her hand, she brought her other hand down and rubbed my balls tenderly. The sensation sent chills running down my spine.

I moaned louder than ever as my orgasm approached. My hands clutched the couch cushions and I writhed under her expert ministrations as wave after wave of ecstasy coursed through my body. When the intensity became too much for me, I let out a final scream and exploded into her mouth. She swallowed my entire load eagerly, milking every drop from me until I was completely drained.

She pulled back from me and smiled proudly.

"That's it? You're done already?" She teased.

"Fuck no. That just got me started," I said, standing up quickly. I lifted her up, cradling her in my arms.

"Where's the bedroom?"

"Over here," she said, leading me to a small door in the hallway. She opened it and we stepped inside.

I laid her gently on the bed. "Daphne, I'm going to fuck you," I said. "I don't want to stop."

"Me neither," she said. 

She stared at me in silence for a moment as I reached over to the nightstand and opened the drawer. I pulled out a bottle of lube.

"Yes," she said breathlessly, and spread her legs for me.

I lubed myself up and crawled on top of her, pushing into her tight pussy. She moaned softly and arched her hips toward mine. We locked eyes as we moved together, our bodies becoming one. My cock throbbed as I sank into her heat. Her pussy contracted around me and I groaned. I could feel every inch of my length buried within her velvety walls. It was amazing.

The pleasure was overwhelming, but I didn't want it to end. I kept my pace steady, grinding slowly against her wet slit. I couldn't believe I was fucking my fantasy come to life, a girl I'd lusted after for years now whimpering underneath me. I could feel her nails digging into my shoulders and the sweet friction between our bodies.

"You feel so good," I panted. "So tight."

She looked up at me, eyes glassy with desire, and grinned wickedly.

"Yeah? Give it to me harder," she hissed.

I complied gladly.

I pumped faster and deeper into her slick folds. She moaned loudly as I pressed against her most sensitive spots. Her breathing became ragged and labored and her body trembled beneath mine.

I watched her face contort in pleasure as I rode her roughly.

Her nipples hardened and stood erect upon her full breasts.

My cock twitched wildly inside her snatch as she screamed and came. Her muscles clenched down hard on me. I continued to plunge into her spasming cunt until I released deep into her, flooding her womb with hot seed.

We collapsed together on the bed, panting heavily and covered in sweat.

"Jesus, Josh.  I had no idea you were so amazing in bed. I'm going to tell all of my friends about this."

"Thanks," I replied. "And... well, I'm really glad you matched with me."

"Same here, " she said with a giggle.

A few minutes later I got dressed and headed out, promising to see her again soon.

***

Over the next few weeks I saw her regularly, going on dates and having sex. I couldn't get enough of her. She was everything I'd imagined.

During those weeks, she'd tell me how happy she was to find someone she felt such a connection with, and how we were perfect for each other. I couldn't deny that I was starting to feel the same way too.

She told me how much she liked hanging out with me, and how lucky she was to be able to share so much time together.

Still, there was something at the back of my mind.  I couldn't trust what had happened, that site... 'Enchanted'... It didn't make sense.  A woman as gorgeous as Daphne, going for a loser like me?  A nerdy, bookworm virgin?

It didn't seem possible.

It was almost like she'd been... altered, or persuaded, or... some kind of spell cast on her.  But that was impossible.  Magic didn't exist.

Yet in high school, Daphne hadn't even noticed me.  Now she was telling me she'd lusted after me all that time?

It was incredible, but...

And then I got another message.

"Hello Joshua," it read. "This is Aria from Enchanted. We haven't met in person, but I hope you recognize my name. Congratulations, you've successfully completed our matchmaking process. I wanted to contact you directly as a show of our appreciation for participating in the beta phase. We are offering you a gift card for our service as thanks."

She included an address on the next line.

"Come on by and I'll give it to you."

Weirdly, she also signed the note with a little "Kiss" emoji, which seemed totally inappropriate considering her position as the head of a matchmaking service. What was she playing at?

Still, if they were going to give me free dating services, I wasn't about to pass them up.

So, when I found some time off from work one Saturday, I decided to go visit her office downtown. It turned out to be only a few blocks away from where I lived.

"Good morning," said the secretary behind the front desk as I walked in. She was a beautiful young woman with blonde hair and bright blue eyes. I couldn't help staring at her breasts as she greeted me politely. They looked amazing in her tight blouse, but it was clear that she was wearing a bra, because they jiggled slightly as she moved.

"Hey," I said, nodding awkwardly.

She smiled pleasantly and asked what brought me here. When I explained about the invitation, she nodded and told me to have a seat. "Ms. Lively will see you soon."

After waiting for nearly ten minutes, the door opened and Aria came out with another woman in tow. The two of them approached me and shook hands enthusiastically.

"So good to see you," said the other girl excitedly. "I'm Marisol!"

I smiled politely, trying not to stare at the cleavage revealed by her low-cut shirt and failing miserably.

"Um, hi..."

"Marisol, would you like to show Josh around the office?" asked Aria. "We can take care of things here while you give him the tour."

"Of course!" replied the girl cheerfully, practically bouncing as she led me away towards the back rooms. Her tight skirt swished provocatively around her knees as we walked through the halls of the building. She pointed out various locations and told me fun facts about each of them.

"So that's how my sister got into the business," she said as she guided me down another corridor. "She always loved fashion design, but after graduating college she decided she wanted to start a business, so she asked me to join her. Eventually she came up with the idea of helping single men like yourself find their soulmates."

"Sounds like a great story," I replied honestly. "Thanks for sharing it."

"No problem," Marisol grinned. "You know what? I think you'd make a perfect model for our company's next photo shoot. You've got just the right look... strong, handsome features but still gentle and caring too."

"Thanks again," I stammered, blushing slightly.

"Anytime," Marisol giggled sweetly. "Now, would you like me to give you a complimentary blowjob?"

I almost spit out my coffee.  "What?"

She turned and looked up at me seductively through her eyelashes. "Come on, it'll be fun!"

She pulled me into one of the small storage closets along the corridor and quickly fell to her knees. Then she began undoing my belt and unzipping my pants before I could protest. I stood frozen in shock as she freed my semi-erect cock from my jeans and started licking its tip eagerly.

The soft warmth of her tongue against my skin made me tremble uncontrollably as she slowly took more of me into her mouth.

"What the...Marisol...what are you - OHHH FUCK."  She suddenly took me into her throat, swallowing every last inch until my balls pressed against her chin. My hands clenched the edge of a shelf hard as she sucked hard on my dick, pulling all of me into her mouth over and over. The feeling of being engulfed entirely by her wet mouth caused my knees to buckle as pleasure exploded through my brain.

I grunted loudly as I ejaculated into her throat. Her tongue stroked my shaft throughout my orgasm, prolonging my climax as she swallowed my cum hungrily.

When she finally pulled away, she grinned naughtily and wiped her lips clean with her fingers.

"Mmmm. You taste good, sir," she cooed before standing back up.

Her skirt rode up around her waist revealing lacy black panties beneath which were soaked through with pussy juice. She stepped closer to me and wrapped her arms around my neck.

"Want me to give you the full tour later, big boy?"

I nodded dumbly, still unable to speak coherently after experiencing such intense pleasure.

A few minutes later, we exited the closet and headed back out towards reception area where Aria waited patiently for us.

"So did you enjoy yourself?" she asked sweetly. "I hope so, because we'll be doing it again later tonight!"

"Excuse me?" I blurted, confused.

She winked at me suggestively. "Come back around six o'clock and I'll show you my private office, Joshua."

The way she spoke sent shivers down my spine. Her tone suggested a great deal more than just work-related activities, but I didn't question it. I nodded weakly as Marisol led me back out into the hall.

...What in the hells was going on?  Why were these women throwing themselves at me... what had happened?

And why was I complaining about it?
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