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Preface







This collection was very much a labor of love. In January of 2020, I was home with nothing to do. I've always been a fan of erotica, and on that fateful afternoon something possessed me to try my hand at writing some of my own. I'd heard that you could post the stories on Amazon; maybe I could make a buck. Why not?




When Milkshake was finished, I put it up for sale...and was intoxicated when it earned $2.55 in its first month on the market. That was peanuts, of course, but peanuts were still more than I had imagined was really possible to earn writing erotica.




I took a break from posting after that, but not from work; in those next few months, I wrote Bareback, which has since become my very best-selling story. When I returned, I began writing shorts, cranking them out at record speed in my free time over the summer. I had no job and no prospects for an internship because of the pandemic; Kindle stories were all I needed to focus on, and focus I did.




Since then, other things have come up and I've had to slow my pace, but I've never given up my erotica side gig. The three-hundred-thousand-odd words you are about to read are the fruit of all of that labor.

This collection, like many of my stories, is dedicated to my fans. I'm not just saying that to schmooze; it really would be impossible to be creative if I didn't think anyone cared about what I produced. But you DID care, even just a little bit, and that touched me deeply.




None of this could have happened without you. Thank you.




- Alyssa Wills, August 20, 2021


Bareback

Lily was going bonkers. It was just a month until the end of her freshman year at college, and still no internship! She knew that she was bound to struggle in the job market with a degree in medieval studies as it was - without a summer internship and the connections it could bring, she was sure to end up working at Wal-Mart like everyone had always said she would. She dreamed of an Oxford professorship, spending days strolling on the green and discussing early Spanish military organization with droves of curious students and nights drinking wine and cracking open the latest research papers on castle construction, but at this point she’d be lucky if her fast-food manager had seen Monty Python and the Holy Grail. What happened to the flowering of the humanities she’d heard was bound to happen?

One sunny April day, she found herself in the basement of the student union building, shuffling frantically through printouts of job listings, trying to find one that maybe she might possibly be able to convince the hiring manager that she was qualified for, if the hiring manager was stoned or something, which was always a possibility. But it just wasn’t happening. Even the most entry-level of entry-level openings only vaguely related to her major - for example, a part-time Civil War assistant reenactor internship at Gettysburg - wanted seven years of experience in a relevant field. What field was relevant for that? Indeed.com, despite having millions of job listings, was a wasteland for anything that would hire an undergraduate intern in the humanities. What to do?

Frustrated, Lily decided to give it up for the time being. She stuffed the papers into her bookbag, drained her fourth cup of coffee that day, and headed upstairs to the building’s lobby.

The student union lobby was busy as ever, and Lily was hurrying across it as usual when she caught a glimpse of herself in the huge mirror that covered one entire wall of the room. She was a mess. Her long brown hair was unkempt and tangled, dark bags loomed underneath her eyes, and she was almost as pale as a ghost. The sight made her come to a halt.

“No, this is too much,” she muttered. She came to a decision. She couldn’t continue to be in limbo like this. It was time for her last resort.

Sighing, she turned and headed up the stairs towards the career center, formally known as the Center for Undergraduate Networking and Training. Roberts University directed most of its funding to its football team, and the rest went to the STEM programs, so the services and resources the school offered were pretty lackluster, and the career center was no exception. There were no actual staffers, only unenthusiastic students trying to pay down their loans by doing side work. But they did have access to databases listing jobs from around the country. If she was going to find something, anything, it would be here.

She swung open the door to the career center lobby. A bored-looking student sitting behind the counter looked up from her phone. “Here for career advice?”

“Yeah,” said Lily. “I need a job that will hire me. That’s literally all I’m looking for.”

“Humanities major, huh? Well, we do have one career advisor free right now. Go right in.” She motioned to a door off to her right. Lily stepped inside before she noticed who her “advisor” was; when she did, she considered simply dropping everything and taking off.

The meeting room was empty except for a small table and a few chairs. Sitting back with his feet up on the table was a man she considered to be her arch-nemesis: Tyler Karling, king of the football team. While he was a wide receiver and not the quarterback, his loudmouthed personality and extreme extroversion ensured that he took command of any room he entered. Despite his lack of academic merit or even football talent, he had gotten a full-ride by simply big-dicking his way through the interview. They had first encountered each other in Lily’s Renaissance history class, which Tyler loudly and repeatedly announced he was only taking for the distribution requirements. He was everything Lily wanted to avoid in life.

“Oh hey,” he said as she walked in. “Uh...Lucy? Leah? Leonard?” He chuckled.

“Lily,” said Lily, already angry. “I need a summer internship, and I doubt you can help me find one, but I don’t know why I’m having so much trouble! I’m a straight-A student!”

“You’re a humanities major, is why! Straight A’s are nice, but, uh…” he glanced at her chest, “honestly, I think employers are more looking for straight D’s on a girl like you!” He let loose with a howl of laughter.

Lily flushed with rage. “Can you just find me something and then we can both pretend this meeting never happened?”

“Sounds good to me. Maybe I’ll find you an internship in Africa, and you can get some more mosquito bites!”

“Tyler, I -” Lily raised her fists.

“Calm down there!” he said, opening his laptop, but still grinning. “You gotta admit that was funny. Here we go. Freshman - humanities - Roberts University - hmm…” 

“Not finding anything?” asked Lily, voice dripping with sarcasm. “What did I expect?”

“Nah, nah. You’re not giving me the credit I think I deserve,” said Tyler. “Here we go. The perfect opening. It’s a research intern at the Roberts Institute out in Colorado. They want undergraduates in the humanities, no other requirements.”

“Roberts Institute? Like Roberts University Ronald R. Roberts?” Lily had never heard of such an organization, but the notoriously handsy Hollywood director was fabulously wealthy and put his money in a bunch of weird places.

“Yup, same one. Old Triple-R has one of everything! And they’ll pay you,” he eyed her over the laptop, “ten thousand smackeroos.”

“Ten thousand?” she asked incredulously. That was a whole semester’s tuition!

“Yup,” said Tyler. “Damn, now I want to do this. Too bad I’m already signed up for,” he flexed, “summer training. There’s just one catch: they wanna fly you out there, and you have to bunk there over the summer.”

“That’s...fine with me, if they’re paying ten K. It’s like more college, I guess.”

“Sounds like it,” said Tyler. “Well, I’ll shoot you the link. Glad we could help you here at the Center for Undergraduate Networking and Training!” He gave a sarcastic wink.

“You...actually kind of did,” said Lily, forgetting to be angry for a moment. She grabbed her backpack and rushed out of the office, hurrying back to her room to fill out the application.

* * *

The application was as strange as the opportunity itself. It asked for basic information (name, birthdate, address) like any job, but then there were a battery of unexpected questions:

	On a scale of one to ten, how much do you like horses? 


Lily had never been a horse girl, but they were beautiful animals. Why did she have to report this on a job application? Hesitantly, she put a seven.

	Are you flexible with researching topics outside your chosen field? 


Lily put down a yes. The whole medieval-studies thing could well be a dud. She was only a freshman, after all. Why not stay open to new things?

	Would you try a vegan diet? 


Lily had, actually, for a few months during high school. It had turned out to be too much of a commitment for her, but she would do it again if someone was paying her ten grand. Again, she put down a yes.

	You would not be able to leave the program for any reason, including family or medical emergency, after the first week. By answering yes to this question, you assent to these terms. 


That was weird, and almost made her want to close the application. But the pay was so good! And her parents were healthy enough…Lily knew her mother wouldn’t be pleased, but she put down a yes anyway.

	What are your feelings on oats? 


Lily kind of liked oats. She had always been the only person to actually eat the oatmeal raisin cookies that came in variety packs from the store, and oatmeal was her breakfast of choice. She wrote that they were healthy, reasonably tasty, and definitely filling, then moved on to the final question:

	Upload a picture of yourself. It must be high quality, but does not need to be an official ID photo. 


Lily was again taken aback. Why would a job want this? It wasn’t as if her appearance should matter to a research lab, or whatever the place was. Oh well, she knew she was reasonably cute. She found a nice picture from earlier in the spring when she and some friends had gone on a hike and uploaded it to the application.

With that, she was finished. She looked over the document once more, took a deep breath, and hit the Submit button. It was done. Her entire summer, maybe her whole future, rested on this one decision. Hopefully it would go her way.

* * *

After a few days had passed, Lily forgot all about the application. It was finals season, and she had several huge papers to write, and tests to study for, and her dorm room to start packing up. Every day was a blur of activity, and when she did have a spare moment, she generally spent it relaxing in front of Netflix, not thinking about an opportunity that still didn’t feel fully real to her. So she was taken aback when an email dinged into her inbox the week before finals.

Congratulations, LILY PORTER!

You have been accepted to the prestigious Scholars of Life in University & Training program at the Roberts Institute, located in a scenic valley just a few hours outside Denver, Colorado! This summer, you’ll learn and grow in ways you’ve never even imagined were possible. As this is the inaugural year of the program, we’re counting on you to help make this experience the best it can be! Stay tuned for more announcements, and plan to have a great summer!

Sincerely,

RIKU KALU

Director, Rikhard Institute

A wave of relief washed over Lily as she sat back in her chair, processing the news. She had really nailed something down. All that waiting hadn’t been for nothing. At last, she could focus on her finals.

* * *

Over the next few weeks, more emails arrived detailing the packing list and the transportation plan to get everyone out to the middle of nowhere in Colorado. Apparently there were only two other interns, both of them girls. Maybe the program was more exclusive than the application had made it seem. The more Lily saw and heard about the summer, the more excited she got. Apparently they got private single rooms, and there was a private chef who would cook all their meals. All this and they were getting paid! Clearly the Institute really needed new talent, or else why would they offer all these perks?

In the haze of excitement, Finals Week itself came and went. Lily did well enough on her projects and papers to keep her grades up, but it was hard to stay engaged when something new was just around the corner. At last, she walked out of her Renaissance final, pumping her fists in the air. She was free! She was so pumped that she hadn’t even been bothered by Tyler, who had slouched in the back the whole time, tearing off little bits of paper from the test booklet and trying to sink them into the trash can.

She practically skipped back to her dorm, where she packed up the last of her things, hauled them down to storage, and then got her suitcase. The packing list had been a little odd; they’d been told to bring formal wear (presumably for a photo-op or something), and then also energy bars, as if they were going camping. But no other camping gear was required. The Roberts Institute people seemed to be a little weird. Weird but generous.

Lily’s ride arrived to the dorm right on time, at the dot of one. She was shocked to look out the window and see a limo waiting for her. She hurried to get her things and go outside. The driver, a tall, silent man in a suit and dark glasses, took her luggage and loaded it into the back while she got into the passenger door.

She was surprised to see someone already in the limo. It was a shortish girl with long blonde hair and a cute nose, but no other real distinguishing features. Lily didn’t recognize her, but she wore a Roberts University sweatshirt, so she was probably a student as well. What were the odds?

The girl perked up when she saw Lily getting in. “Hi!”

“Hey,” said Lily. “Are you also doing the Roberts Institute program?”

“Yep!” said the girl. “I’m Emily. And you?”

“Lily. This program is a pretty sweet deal, right?”

“Yeah, I can’t believe it! It’s amazing to me that someone would be so generous. I bet this is gonna be a great summer!”

“Definitely,” said Lily. The limo started to move, and they were on their way.

“Oh, I’m so excited,” said Emily. “It’s like an adventure! I bet we’ll all be best friends by the end.”

“I hope so,” said Lily, though privately she doubted it. “I want to keep up with people - I bet these will be good connections, since the program is so exclusive.”

“Oh yeah, and it’ll help with jobs and stuff. I wasn’t really thinking about that, ‘cause I’m an engineering major.”

Lily felt a twinge of irritation. Some things didn’t change when you left campus. Oh well.

Soon, they were speeding down the highway towards the airport, chatting. Emily seemed nice enough, Lily thought. Hopefully everyone else was the same way.

* * *

A half hour later and they were already at the airport. Lily expected the limo to go down the Departures lane, but instead they headed down an unmarked side exit and headed directly out onto the tarmac.

“Ooh, what’s this?” asked Emily, giggling. Lily was taken aback. There was no way they had chartered - 

A private jet. They pulled up to an honest-to-God private jet, and the limo came to a halt. This was really happening. But it wasn’t just any private jet; it was the size of a commercial airliner, and painted glittering gold. On the tail of the jet was a giant, blown-up sketch of Ronald Roberts himself. “What is this program?” Lily asked, incredulous.

“I’m glad I signed up just so I could see this jet,” said Emily. “It’s amazing!”

Just then, the limo driver slid open the passenger door. “We’ve arrived,” he said smoothly. “We hope you enjoy the accommodations. It’s our mission at Roberts Enterprises to bring the best experience to everyone, even interns.”

“Thanks for the ride!” said Emily. The girls got out, and more employees descended the ramp stairs leading up into the jet and got their luggage. They were smartly dressed in the same way as the driver, sporting the same dark glasses.

One of the men motioned for the girls to enter the jet, so, hesitatingly, Lily obliged, Emily following. She felt like she was going to wake up any minute, and the dream would be over, but it wasn’t happening. This was real.

The inside of the jet was even more impressive than the outside. Luxurious furniture was scattered over a large living area, and what had to be a 120-inch TV covered the back wall. The decor followed a gold-and-cream theme, making Lily feel like she was in some kind of real estate ad.

Just then, Lily noticed a third girl sitting towards the back of the cabin, relaxing on a Texas-sized sectional couch. She had long, sleek black hair, dramatic winged eyeliner, and an incredibly bored expression that made Lily wonder if she had been on a private jet before, maybe many times before. Just then, the girl noticed Lily and Emily, and her expression softened somewhat. “Well, don’t just stand there, come on back,” she said, just loud enough to be heard but not loud enough to give the impression that she cared much one way or the other whether the girls did, in fact, go on back.

“Hi!” Emily forged blithely on towards the new girl, and Lily followed cautiously, weaving her way between coffee tables and chaise lounges. Soon, they were all seated on the sectional. Just then, the plane began to move, taxiing to the runway.

“I’m Emily,” said Emily, “and this is Lily. What’s your name?”

“Samantha,” said the girl. She pulled out her phone, checked it, and then put it away again.

“Samantha, huh? That’s a nice name! Can I call you Sam?”

“No,” said Samantha. She smirked as she watched Emily deflate a little.

“You’re here for the program too?” asked Lily, deciding to keep things moving.

“No, I’m just here for the hell of it. Flying on other people’s private jets is a hobby of mine. I sucked some guy off to get on board.” She let the sarcasm hang in the air for just a moment longer than necessary, then smirked again. “Yes, I’m here for the program.”

“Well, we’re pleased to meet you,” said Lily. “What are you majoring in?”

“Probably art. Hard to find an internship. Didn’t really wanna work for Ronald Roberts, triple-R. He’s a scumbag, you know? But whatever.”

“It wasn’t my first choice either,” said Lily. “But you know, it pays the bills.” Emily, seemingly uncomfortable with the negative tone of the conversation, sat silently for once. 

“Yeah,” said Samantha. “You know that guy has a whole university somewhere out here named after him? Must be full of idiots who want jobs at his companies or whatever, who would suck his dick for a dollar. Can you imagine?”

Lily and Emily traded a glance. Emily laughed nervously. “Oh - oh yeah, those people must be, uh, dumb or something. This is a really nice plane, though!” she smiled widely.

“I’ve seen better,” said Samantha with a wave of her hand. “I may have been joking about the BJ, but not about the private jets. My uncle is a rich bastard who lives in Italy most of the year and has four of these. I’ve bummed a few rides from him. I’ll never see a cent of his money, though, ‘cause his wife has eight kids, can you imagine? Her vajayjay must look like a -”

“Do you think the TV gets live channels?” said Emily, a bit desperately, as she grabbed for the remote control. Sure enough, it did; the big screen flickered to a football game.

“Turn it to something good,” said Lily. “Like, uh…”

“House Hunters,” said Samantha. Both girls turned to look at her. “What? I like House Hunters. You guys got a problem with House Hunters?”

“N-no!” said Emily, who had already started flipping through channels.

Just then, the cabin started to rattle violently as the plane sped down the runway. The girls grabbed anything they could to keep from falling out of their seats; Emily grabbed on to Lily. Samantha seemed unperturbed. Then, all of a sudden, they were airborne. As the plane flew into the afternoon sky, Lily felt as though her journey had truly begun.

* * *

By the time the plane leveled off above the clouds, the three girls had settled into watching TV. Stacy and Matt, a couple in Austin, were arguing over whether their house should be in town with a pool (as Stacy wanted) or out in the country with a stable for their horses (as Matt wanted). Eventually, Matt won the fight, but in a way that left you doubting whether they’d be together too much longer.

“Rich people, they’re fuckin’ crazy, right? I should know,” laughed Samantha, as the program switched to the next episode.

“I mean, I think some rich people are good. I…” Emily was shut down with an iron glare from Samantha.

“Hey, guys, check it out,” she said. “There’s a minifridge over there.” She gestured over to a corner of the cabin, where there was a bar with a microwave and, sure enough, a fridge.

“Why would they put anything in the minifridge?” asked Lily. “They’ve already dropped enough cash on us.”

“Lily, Lily, Lily” said Samantha, “you need to start taking advantage of people more. It pays off.” She walked over to the minifridge and opened it. “What did I tell you?” she crowed, holding aloft a half empty bottle of whiskey.

“Are you going to drink that?” asked Lily. “It’s the first day of the internship. Should we really?”

“Oh hell yeah,” said Samantha, popping off the cork as she walked back to the couch. “This is the good shit. Tastes like fire, gets you hammered. Wanna make a good first impression, right? You guys seem like you need to loosen up. This is enough to get drunk, I think,” She took a gulp, then offered it to Emily.

“Um, I don’t know…” said Emily. “I’m not twenty-one yet. What if…”

“Oh please,” said Samantha. “You’re gonna be lame for life if you keep acting like that. Take a swig!”

“Oh-okay,” said Emily. She took a sip. “It’s, uh, pretty good, I guess…”

“Yeah, it is. Drink more.” She punched Emily lightly on the shoulder.

Lily sat uncomfortably next to Emily. What was the right thing to do in this situation? Actually, she knew what the right thing to do was: stop Samantha. But she didn’t want to alienate the other girl so quickly, especially right before a whole summer.

“Uh,” she said, but Emily was already downing more gulps, completely surrendered to her fate.

“How about you, Lily?” said Samantha. “Have some, huh?”

Lily tried to play it cool. “If you insist,” she said, taking the bottle from Emily. She took a series of small gulps, trying to make it seem like she was drinking more than she really was.

They passed the whiskey around a few times. Lily could definitely feel a buzz, but Samantha and Emily had had almost half the bottle each and were clearly feeling it.

“Y-you know w-what,” said Emily, finishing the last drops of whiskey, “you g-guys are p-pretty cool…”

“Yeah,” said Samantha. “I thought you were like, a fuckin’ wimp, Emily, but you, you got balls.”

Emily giggled. “L-Lily, you’re really h-holding your liquor, huh?”

“Yeah, I, uh, I’m a, uh, heavyweight.” Lily was lucky that neither of the other girls was in a condition to see through her lie.

“Wow, like, uh, like, respect, man,” said Samantha. “I mean, I’m not, like, that drunk. I could take more.”

“You know, there’s only a couple hours until we get there. Maybe we should, um, try to sleep it off,” said Lily.

“G-good idea,” said Emily, slumping back in her seat. Samantha followed soon after. Lily felt a little buzzed, but not too buzzed to watch a few more episodes of House Hunters. Outside, the plane was flying over the foothills of the Rockies, soaring towards its destination.

* * *

The cabin shook as the plane touched down, snapping Lily out of the daze she’d fallen into and waking up Emily and Samantha. They taxied off the runway and then came to a stop among some other private jets. The girls headed over to the cabin door as a set of ramp stairs were rolled over.

“Wonder if there’s gonna be, uh, another limo,” said Samantha. She sounded more buzzed now than drunk. “I want a minifridge with water. Lots and lots of water.”

“Yeah,” said Lily absent-mindedly as she waited for the stairs to be pushed into position. She had really made the trip, and the sight of the grassy prairie beyond the tarmac reminded her that she was far from home. Hopefully this summer would be worth it.

Finally, the stairs were ready, and at the bottom they encountered, sure enough, another limo. The girls piled in and Samantha and Emily raided the minifridge, where they found water aplenty. The limo pulled out of the airport and then headed west, out onto the freeway. The ride was quieter than it had been going to the airport because Emily went right back to sleep as soon as they started moving and Samantha was mostly interested in finishing off her bottle of water.

Lily watched as the lights of Denver began to come on in the distance, guarding against the darkness as the sun began to go down over the Rockies far to the west. She’d never been anywhere else in the country except for a trip to Washington D.C. when she was younger. Who would have thought it would be so different?

The mountains came closer and closer, and soon the freeway was climbing between rocky hills. They passed mountain lodges and ski resorts and trailheads, and Lily wondered if there would be time to explore some of them. It was getting darker, as the peaks blocked out the setting sun, and Lily began to feel sleepy. It had been such a long day.

Suddenly, Samantha spoke up. “Hey, Lily.”

“What?”

“This shit’s fuckin’ weird, right?”

“Uh...what do you mean?” Lily glanced towards the driver, who was separated from them by a plastic window. There was no way to be sure he couldn’t hear them.

“I mean, what kind of internship is this, anyway? Why are they dropping this much fuckin’ cash on us? We don’t know them. My uncle lets me on his jets sometimes, but he’s my uncle.”

“I guess it is weird. I don’t want to look a gift horse in the mouth, though.”

“It’s not a fuckin’ gift horse. They want something from us, and I’m not gonna be comfortable until I know what it is.”

“You have a point,” conceded Lily. She still wanted to trust the Roberts Institute, though. They had offered her what no one else would, after all: Employment.

Finally, the limo took an exit off the freeway and began winding up a dark, narrow mountain road. The driver seemed to know the way well, and at last they were pulling up a driveway into a parking lot.

The car stopped, and the girls got out. The driver got out their bags, then motioned to a line of trees at the far end of the lot. “The Institute is just through here. If you’ll follow me.”

Silently, they followed him through a small gate and up what looked like a mountain trail. However, they had only been walking for a minute before the path rounded a bend and the Institute came into view. Lily let out an involuntary gasp. It was a long, low building with a brightly illuminated glass front that looked like it was built out of the mountain itself. Before it, a shadowy valley yawned, and dark mountain peaks loomed all around.

“It’s even more impressive in the daylight,” said the driver, smiling. It was only a minute or two more of walking before they were standing in front of the building. The driver strode over to the large glass door, opened it, and motioned inside.

The building’s lobby was a spacious room decorated in black and white, with low tables surrounded by couches and a currently-unstaffed reception desk at the rear of the room. Sitting at one of the couches was a group of two men: two employees wearing the dark glasses that seemed to be a trademark of Roberts Industries, and a rather flashier man in a sharp gray suit, with salt-and-pepper hair and a wide, smiling face. He stood up when he saw the girls enter.

“Ah, the interns! We’re so happy to have you here! My apologies for the subdued welcome, but as the workday is already over, the building is mostly unstaffed. I hope you will understand. I am Rikhard Kalu, director of the Roberts Institute, but you can call me Rik.” He had a Scandinavian-sounding accent that Lily couldn’t quite place.

“Nice to meet you,” she said. Samantha hung back warily, and Emily still looked sleepy from the alcohol and her nap, although the night air had rejuvenated her a bit.

“Ah, you must be Lily. That’s why we had you include the photos, you see; I am not good with names, I’m afraid. And then Samantha and Emily, yes?”

“Yeah,” said Samantha. Rik had a friendly manner that made it hard to respond coldly, even for her.

“Excellent, excellent. Well, there will be a proper introduction to the program and your duties here at the Institute in the morning, but for now I will show you to your living quarters. It’s time for dinner. Served at seven sharp, every day! Remember that.”

“Dinner sounds pretty good,” said Emily. “I’ve been craving potatoes for some reason.”

“Perfect. Just follow me.” Rik conducted them back down a hallway behind the reception desk. The Institute seemed to be a maze of laboratories, meeting rooms, and offices; absolutely anything could happen here. It was murkier than ever what they did all day.

Just when Lily was beginning to wonder when they would come to the living area, since everything seemed to be workspace, Rik showed them up a side stairwell that opened onto a large living room, decorated in the mountain lodge style with gilded accents. There were sofas and a dining table off to the side. A window opened onto what would have been a panoramic view of the valley in the daytime, and a hallway led down off the room to what Lily guessed were the dormitories.

“Please, be seated,” said Rik, gesturing to the dining table. “I’d love to join you, but I have pressing business; please understand. I respectfully request, however, your presence in this room at nine a.m. tomorrow, so that we can truly begin.”

“All right...” said Samantha.

“Thanks for showing us here,” said Emily.

“Of course, of course,” said Rik. Then he faded away down the stairs once more.

The girls looked at each other. “I guess he’s nice enough,” said Emily.

“Yeah, a little weird, but so is an office building with a hunting lodge on the second floor,” said Samantha. “But hey, they said they would feed us. Let’s eat.”

The girls sat down at the table, and a few minutes later a waiter emerged from a door that Lily hadn’t noticed. Even he wore dark glasses, and he carried three covered trays, one of which he set down in front of each of the girls. Then, nodding to them, he shuffled out.

Emily took the cover off her tray. “Hey, it’s a burger and fries.”

“Yeah,” said Samantha. “I told them I was vegan. I hope…” she checked the patty. “Nah, never mind. There’s no way this is meat. We’re good.”

“I guess that’s what that weird question was on the application,” said Lily. She took a bite of the burger. “Tastes like oats, actually.” They all dug in. Lily was surprised by how hungry she was. She had had lunch, after all. But the long travel day had really taken it out of her, and she demolished the whole meal. It was surprisingly good. She still ate veggie burgers sometimes despite having dropped veganism, and this patty tasted better than some of them out there. There was also a spicy sauce that was surprisingly addictive.

The three girls had been silent during the meal, but after they all finished, Samantha spoke up. “Well, I have a little more confidence in people who can provide a meal like that. That burger kicked ass!”

“Yeah, that was really good,” said Emily, a dreamy look on her face.

“Why don’t we take a look at the rooms?” said Lily. “We should pick who gets which.”

“That’s a good plan,” said Samantha. “I wanna be well rested for tomorrow. Also, I feel a hangover coming on.”

“All right then,” said Lily. They got up and headed over to the hallway. “Actually, it looks like our rooms have already been chosen. That’s where they left our bags.” Each suitcase was in front of a different doorway, and individual nameplates had been installed on each door. It looked like there were more rooms than they needed; maybe some applicants had decided not to take the offer.

“Fancy,” said Emily. She shuffled over to her room. “See you guys tomorrow.”

Lily looked at Samantha. “See you, I guess. Put a glass of water by your bed.”

“Okay, Mom,” said Samantha. She took her suitcase and went into her room.

Well, there was nothing else to do but go to bed. Lily grabbed her duffel bag, swung open the door to the room, and was greeted with an eye-popping sight.

Inside was a massive suite, complete with a gigantic king bed, a TV just slightly smaller than the one on board the jet, a living area with couches and chairs, and what looked like a spacious en-suite. Oddly enough, there were no windows; Lily supposed they were inside the mountain. She lugged her bag inside and threw it onto the coffee table. She considered collapsing into one of the chairs or falling into bed, but decided on a bath first. A private jet was a private jet, but she still felt gross.

The en-suite was as impressive as the rest of the room. There was a wide tub with a jacuzzi, a large double vanity (as if anyone else was rooming here), and even a gold-plated toilet, which she viewed with suspicion.

Any lingering stress or worry faded away when Lily got into the jacuzzi. The jets were heavenly, the water exactly the right temperature. Even the soap and shampoo they had provided were top-notch. As Lily inhaled the sweet scent of the shampoo in particular, she felt a little strange - it wasn’t quite like any shampoo she’d used before. But it left her hair looking and feeling great.

Time slipped away in the warm water, and Lily got out of the tub only when she felt herself starting to wrinkle up. She went over to her duffel, pulled on her pajamas, and headed to bed. Dreamless sleep took her as soon as her head hit the pillow.

* * *

She awoke to the sound of knocking on her door. She shuffled over and opened it to find Emily standing outside looking perky as ever. “Morning, Lily! I worried you wouldn’t set an alarm. It’s eight thirty, so you still have time to get ready.”

“Thanks,” said Lily. “Have you been up?”

“Yeah, since seven!” said Emily. “I’ve always been an early riser.”

“Cool,” said Lily. What was it with morning people? “Well, see you in a half hour.”

Emily bounced away, and Lily closed the door and began going mechanically through her morning routine. When it was time to get dressed, she remembered that they had told her that business casual would be the dress expectation “until notified otherwise.” She didn’t really feel like business casual, after the long flight and a night in a new room, but nonetheless she pulled on a set of slacks and a button-down. There would still be first impressions today, so she even put on a little makeup.

She finished with moments to spare and hurried outside into the common room. She was relieved to see that both Samantha and Emily had dressed up a little too, so she wasn’t out of place.

“Morning, Lily,” said Samantha. “Thought I’d have a wicked hangover, but there was this weird drink I found in the room fridge. You guys should try it. It was called, like, Hydration Plus or something and it actually fixed me up!”

You’re in a good mood, thought Lily. “I’ll keep that in mind. Do you think they’re feeding us breakfast?”

“Of course we’re feeding you breakfast!” came a voice from up the stairwell. They looked and saw Rik climbing up the last few steps. “In fact, I was planning on joining you three. There is a lot to update you on, and it’s more efficient if we combine the two events, yes?”

“What exactly are we going to be doing here?” asked Samantha.

“That is part of the explanation. Come, sit down!” Rik motioned to the table, and the three girls took their same seats around it. He settled himself in a fourth chair. “Now, let’s see. Where to begin? Ah. Welcome to the inaugural year of the Scholars of Life in University and Training program here at the Roberts Institute! Over the summer, you will develop career skills, work with experts in your field, make memories, blah blah blah. What it said on the website. Now, there will be more than three interns per year normally, but you all are something of a proof-of-concept, so don’t act up too much!” He laughed. Just then, a waiter emerged from the hidden door with four covered trays. When Lily got hers, she opened the lid; it was oatmeal with a variety of fixings. For oatmeal, it looked delicious.

Rik rubbed his hands together. “Ah, excellent! Food! But back to the internship. The three of you have slightly different roles here, which aligns with the three different purposes the Roberts Institute has: Research, development, and publicity. Essentially, we aim to research what is possible and what has been done before in an area, use that knowledge to develop products that consumers will be excited to use, and then to publicize those products so that they are market successes. Mr. Roberts wanted to try his hand as a businessman a few decades ago, and this is the result. I daresay it is a bit more successful than he bargained for! Typically we develop technologies that are used in other Roberts Industries businesses, like movie cameras and other things, but we are really all over the map. It’s an exciting place to be!”

“Lily, you are going to be working in the Research sector. You will work in our extensive library and online databases to browse through research, identifying market opportunities and analyzing past trends. It sounds overwhelming, but don’t worry; our Head of Research will be giving you more concrete goals and guiding you along the way.”

“Emily, you are going to be an intern in the Development sector. You will use your scientific skills to make opportunities like those Lily will be identifying into reality. You’ll be working alongside the big brains there, so don’t be afraid to ask for help.”

“And then you, Samantha! You are focusing in art, yes? You will be helping out in our advertising department to develop labels, logos, and all other kinds of graphics, all to make our products pop. Truly exciting!”

“That will be the morning and early afternoon activity for you three. You’ll eat lunch with the staff at your various departments, then go back to work for a short time. Then you will meet me in the lobby at three sharp, and I will take you through the afternoon activity! Oh, this is going to be great!” Rik breathed out. He had run short of breath during his spiel. “So that is my word vomit for you all. Any questions?”

“Yeah,” said Samantha. “What’s the afternoon activity?”

“A surprise!” said Rik. “But don’t worry, nothing too challenging. It will be fun! This is your summer vacation, after all.”

Samantha looked unconvinced, but didn’t say anything more. Emily jumped in. “Will we have dinner back here?”

“Yes!” said Rik. “I may join you tonight and a few other nights, but after dinner you are free to do what you want - provided that you are ready to go at nine a.m. each day. And on the weekends, there will be some fun activities! So it’s not all work here.”

He fell silent, and everyone dug into their oatmeal for a minute. Then he perked up again. “Ah! I almost forgot. There is one final requirement. You have to turn your phones in to me for the duration of the program.”

“What?” said Samantha. “That’s - why?”

“Yeah, I’m not sure I’m comfortable with that,” said Lily. Emily also looked uneasy.

Rik shook his head. “I know, I know. It is not a requirement we impose lightly. We understand that you need your phones. But you will be seeing things here that are top company secrets. If word gets out about what we are developing, the competition will be all over it, and we will lose our edge and maybe even our patent. And that would be a terrible thing! It is not that we don’t trust you, but your phones could be broken into somehow, and vital information could get out that way too. It is a requirement we impose on all of our employees, not just you three, but since you will not be leaving the campus, it needs to be a permanent requirement. I hope you understand.”

“Well -” said Lily.

“It-it sounds reasonable, I guess…” said Emily.

“If contact with your families is the issue, we will be providing access to a landline once per week. Our concerns revolve more around social media and that sort of thing.”

“If we get to call home, I guess that’s ok. It’s just a little weird,” said Lily.

“What if I say no?” asked Samantha.

“Then we would have to request that you leave the program,” said Rik. “Which would be very disappointing. But security is paramount here.”

“Are you guys really gonna go along with this?” asked Samantha to the other girls.

“I am,” said Emily. “I just wanted to call home. I can live without social media.”

“I guess I am too,” said Lily. “I don’t like it, but I understand that security is important.”

“All right, I guess,” said Samantha. “But I’m doing this under duress.” The three pulled their phones out and handed them to Rik.

“Don’t worry, we will keep these with the utmost care,” said Rik. “I am sorry I had to bother you with such a difficult request. But come, let’s finish breakfast and then I will take you to go and begin your tasks. I have work to do too.”

Lily went back to her oatmeal. She ate oatmeal sometimes at home, but this was completely unlike the gummy instant oats she was used to. It was thick without being gluey, almost rich, and there was a subtle sweet flavor to the oats that meant she didn’t even need to add any brown sugar. She would usually hesitate to describe oatmeal as “delicious,” but this was almost there. It was filling, too.

“Good, yes?” asked Rik when they were all finished. “You are probably wondering about why there are so many oats in the food here. The explanation will come later! Are you all ready to go?”

“I am!” said Emily. “I wanna see what I’ll be doing for the summer already!”

“That’s the kind of attitude we like to see here at the Institute,” said Rik, standing. The girls followed suit, and then Rik led them down the stairs.

The Institute was a completely different place during the daytime. Lab-coated scientists and well-dressed businessmen filled the hallways, heading to and fro between meetings, offices, and a million other obligations. It was a scene that wouldn’t have been out of place in New York City or the Bay Area; Lily wondered why all these people were willing to commute up to the middle of nowhere in the mountains every single day. They headed down the halls back towards the building’s lobby at a furious pace set by Rik.

“First stop is Publicity! Count yourself lucky, Samantha; you have a room with a view, so to speak. After all, we are often developing campaigns for products the public is already aware of, so there is no great need for secrecy. You are assigned to our Publicity Director, who I believe is about to head into a meeting, so that is why we need to hurry.” They wove their way through more crowded hallways, then abruptly turned off and climbed a set of stairs. They found themselves on a walkway overlooking the lobby, the back wall of which was lined by meeting rooms. Rik caught sight of a tall, dark-haired man in a sharp suit and waved.

“Mr. Willis! So glad we could catch you,” said Rik, when they got closer. “I’m just here to drop off Samantha with you.”

“Ah, Samantha, yes,” said Mr. Willis slowly. “I remember, yes. Which one is she?” he motioned to the three girls.

Samantha raised her hand. “Me,” she said. “You better buckle up, Mr. Willis, ‘cause I’m gonna ask the questions nobody’s asking and have the ideas nobody’s having.”

Mr. Willis laughed. “Oh, of course. I’m sure you will. That’s exactly what I like in an intern!” Lily watched his eyes rake Samantha, resting just a little longer than necessary on her not-undeveloped chest. “Yes, well, come along with me; there’s a meeting and I’m afraid I may have to inform some people that their opinions are, shall we say, incorrect. I’ll appreciate your backup.” He smiled broadly.

“Right then,” said Rik. “Good, good. So glad we caught you, Mr. Willis! But I’m afraid we have to keep it moving now. See you later!”

“Of course,” said Mr. Willis. “Thank you so much.” He opened the door to the meeting room and ushered Samantha inside.

“Okay, one down, two to go, as they say,” said Rik. “We will drop off you next, Emily. The Development branch is the biggest in the Institute. We may have a bit of trouble finding our man, but I think he’s usually in his office until ten thirty or so.” He beckoned for the two girls to follow, and they headed back down the stairs and into the bowels of the Institute. After five minutes of walking through twisting, turning hallways, they reached an open room filled with cubicles, with offices lining the sides. Rik turned right and opened the door of the first office. “Hello, Mr. Yinjing?”

At first, there was only silence within. They could see through the glass door that the office had a small front room with a desk where a secretary would sit, but this was empty. The light was on in the room beyond, though. After a minute, some shuffling and clunking could be heard, and then a tall, thin man with an unruly mop of black hair burst out of the back. Lily noticed that some of the buttons on his lab coat were undone.

“Sorry, sorry, hello,” said Mr. Yinjing, straightening up. “Are these the new interns?”

“Yes!” said Rik. “You’ll be working with Emily here.”

“Emily, huh?” said the scientist. “So pleased to meet you. I am Diao Yinjing, chief of development here at Roberts Industries.” He extended his hand, and Emily shook it.

“All right, I’ll leave you two to get started,” said Rik. “I have one more to drop off here.”

“Okay,” said Mr. Yinjing. “Thank you! We have a lot to get started on.”

“Sure thing,” said Rik. Then he set off, leading Lily down another long series of hallways. “Research is our smallest department,” he explained on the way, “but also our most secret. This is where we decide what we’ll work on, so it needs to be extra secure. It feels a little funny working so deep under a mountain,” he motioned vaguely above their heads, “but also pretty cool! It’s like something out of science fiction, right?”

They made a few more turns, and then the final hallway opened up into the central room of a large archive. Shelves filled with books and other media stretched out in all directions, and a number of offices opened off of the stacks. Rik headed towards a large office that looked directly out onto the center of the room. “Kutasky’s got a prime spot,” he said, gesturing towards it. “Sometimes, he’ll share gossip with me about what goes down in this main room, because he can see it all!” He laughed.

Then they were standing in front of the office door. It bore a nameplate that read MICHAEL KUTASKY - HEAD OF RESEARCH. Rik swung it open and motioned for Lily to enter.

The office had probably once been a large room with an open layout, but dozens of bookshelves had been dragged in, and now it was dark and mazelike. But the sound of the door swinging open prompted heavy footsteps from the back, and after a moment a very large man with a greasy ponytail squeezed out through the shelves. He brightened when he saw Rik and Lily.

“Rik! And I guess you’ve brought me my new intern, huh?” He looked Lily up and down.

“Yes,” said Rik. “Here to help you! Well, Lily, I’m sorry to leave so abruptly, but I have a meeting that started ten minutes ago. I’ll see you at three!”

“Okay, see you then,” said Lily. Rik hurried out of the office, leaving her alone with Mr. Kutasky. She wasn’t sure she liked the look of him; she couldn’t guess when he had last showered, and unlike the other department heads, he wore a sweat-stained t-shirt with a picture of a DNA double helix on it.

“Nice to meet you, Lily,” he said, extending a hand. Lily tried not to look too queasy as she shook it. “I’ve never had an intern before. You know, I’m kind of, uh, not sure what to do with you.” He paused. “I know. You’re, what, a history major? Into research, right?”

“Yeah,” said Lily.

“Right. Well, um, we’re working on something right now, it’s omega-top-secret, yadda yadda yadda, involving horses. Specifically, um, the hormonal production of horses. You’ve taken bio, right?”

“Um, yeah,” said Lily. She didn’t recall it particularly fondly; it had been a class of 200 and she had only been there for the distribution requirement.

“Yeah, cool. So, uh, how about you check through a bunch of books I found in the stacks and, you know, write down the important stuff? There’s a desk you can use over here.” He beckoned her over to one of the gaps between bookshelves and pointed to a small desk crammed into a tiny alcove, sort of like a cubicle. There was a computer too.

“So, you know, have a seat and I’ll bring you the stuff. That’s how we can run this. I have, uh, lots to do back at my desk, but I still find stuff that I wanna look into, but I never have the time, right? That’s what all these bookshelves are crammed with, pretty much. So it would be great if you did it for me, you know?” He disappeared back into the bookshelves, and Lily sat herself down uncomfortably in the antique swivel chair in front of the desk.

Kutasky was gone an oddly long time, at least five minutes, during which Lily got increasingly anxious. She kind of got weird vibes from him, and wasn’t sure how she felt about spending her mornings in his strange office.

Finally, he emerged from the stacks, carrying a stack of at least ten or twelve books. “All right, I found them,” he said. “These are the ones I’d most like to check out. We’re already developing the related product, to be completely honest, so it’s not a huge rush, but this could speed up the process, if you find any insights in here. I’m sorry, I can’t tell you what the product is, secrecy, yadda yadda yadda. Um, just go through the books and take notes in, uh, a Word doc or something on that computer, and I’ll go through them after you head out.”

“What if I finish with these?” asked Lily. “I mean, I probably won’t today, but in a few days.”

“Well, uh, you can just look through the stacks in here,” said Kutasky. “But it’s not really, um, organized. So you could also go out and look through the wider catalog. Yeah, do that sometimes. But these books are the priority, right?”

“Okay,” said Lily. He seemed to have oddly vague ideas about what an internship was. It was probably down to the program being new, but shouldn’t they have at least told Kutasky how she could be productive here?

“Okay, uh, just shout if you have any questions or whatever. I’ll be able to hear you, right? So, uh, yeah…” he turned and squeezed back through the shelves, leaving Lily feeling very strange. Oh well.

She picked up the first book. It was titled Equine Juvenile Development and looked at least fifty years old. Why would they want information from something written during the cold war? She cracked it open and breathed in. Ahhh, that old-book smell...but wait, something was different. There was an undertone of...perfume or something? It smelled sweet, floral. In a strange way, it was surprisingly nice.

Strange. She turned the computer on and set to work. It was old, probably from the 2000s, but it had Word and got the job done. Even though she wasn’t much of a science person, the book was fairly interesting. Lily had never imagined there was so much to be known about horses. 

The strange aroma filled the cubby as she paged through the book. She didn’t mind, since there was also a faint hint of Kutasky’s body odor that it helped to cover up. Eventually, it faded from her mind as the hours wore on.

A dark-glasses-wearing employee brought her a lunch tray at one sharp. It was a hummus-and-vegetable sandwich on oatmeal bread, her idea of textbook vegan food, but good as always. The bread was much better than your typical sandwich loaf, and before she knew it she was staring at an empty plate. She felt strangely satisfied, satiated in a way a sandwich didn’t typically make her feel. She sat back and relaxed for a minute, then got back to work.

She finished going through the first book at about two and picked up the second, a much denser work about mammalian growth and reproduction. The facts and figures started to swim before her eyes, but she made her best effort to stay focused. At times, she wished she had her phone to take a brain break, but she was probably getting a lot more done without it. Her efforts made the time fly by, and before she knew it, Kutasky reappeared behind her. “Looks like it’s, uh, about three, so I gotta let you go. Good work today, though. Keep it up and you’re probably gonna make a good impression on the, uh, higher-ups. Oh, here’s Rik.” He waved through the glass door to the Institute’s director, who was power walking towards them through the archive’s main room. Lily stood up, stretched, and went to meet him.

Rik stuck his head in through the door. “Ready to go, Lily? Ah, good. Thanks, Mike.” Kutasky made the OK sign, and then Lily followed Rik out into the main room again.

“Just realized now that I scheduled for your work shifts to end at three and the next activity to start at three,” said Rik as they hurried through the hallways. “I always do this to myself!” He laughed. “How was your workday?”

“It was pretty interesting,” said Lily, only partly lying. She would have to find something more engaging to do tomorrow; clearly Kutasky didn’t much care what she got up to.

“Good, good,” he said. “Well, we have to get your two friends, and then we will do something fun!” They turned a few more times and came out into the main Development office. It was as busy as before, scientists and businessmen rushing every which way.

They stopped in front of Mr. Yinjing’s office. Emily was sitting at the desk in the front room looking a little bored, but her face lit up as soon as she saw them. Rik poked his head in the door. “Mind if we grab Emily?”

“Ah! Yes, yes! I forgot it was already three. Good work today, Emily,” came Mr. Yinjing’s voice from the back.

“Thanks, Mr. Yinjing,” she said, getting up and heading out the door.

“Excellent, excellent,” said Rik. “Only one more. I asked Mr. Willis to have her ready in the lobby - he goes from meeting to meeting all day, so there would be no other way to find him. Let’s go!” They set off once again. The Institute was even busier near the lobby, and sometimes they had to practically push their way through particularly dense crowds of businessmen. 

As they walked, Rik turned to the girls. “Sorry about the crowds. Meetings tend to end on the hour. It reminds me of high school! Emily, how was it?”

“It was interesting!” said Emily. “I spent most of the time doing secretary stuff, which actually taught me a lot about how things work around here. And then I got to shadow Mr. Yinjing when he went to a lab!”

“Sounds good!” said Rik.

Sounds better than my internship, thought Lily. Oh well.

Soon, they arrived in the lobby, which was a little less crowded, and spotted Samantha waiting with Mr. Willis near the main doors. Rik hurried over to them, Emily and Lily following.

“Mr. Willis!” said Rik. “How was she?”

“Very helpful,” said Mr. Willis. “Very helpful, yes. We had a good time.”

“Glad to hear it,” said Rik. “Well, I’ll have to take her away for the time being. But I’ll see you in the four o’clock meeting.”

“Of course,” said Mr. Willis. He smiled, but Lily couldn’t see his eyes under his glasses. “See you then.”

“Okay then!” said Rik. “All three present and accounted for. Good! Let’s head to the next thing. If you three will follow me.” He held open the main door for them, and then set off further up the path that had taken them to the Institute the night before. The view really was better in the daytime; the towering blue mountains were still dusted with the winter snow, and the valley spread out before them, fields of grain carpeting the earth. The dark shadows cast by the afternoon sun made for a sharp contrast with the bright yellow stalks of the plants.

“We’ll go down into the valley sometime,” said Rik. “The Institute uses it as a test farm for the plants we’re developing. Right now it’s oats, as you can see.”

“Why oats?” asked Lily.

“Oats are an untapped commodity!” said Rik. “They’re healthy, tasty, and cheap. Imagine if someone had an oat-based diet instead of, say, a wheat- or rice-based diet. Their cost of living would be so much lower, and they’d be in far better shape! So we are trying to finally release the breakthrough strain of oats that will have everyone trying them.”

“Interesting,” said Lily. What a strange thing to be focused on. Well, the Roberts Institute didn’t seem to be particularly oriented towards profitability.

They walked for a few more minutes, and then Emily turned to Samantha. “How was your day?”

“It was all right. I followed that Willis guy around to his meetings and took notes. I’m not sure what I was expecting.”

“Yeah,” said Lily, looking over at Rik, who didn’t seem to be paying attention. “I mean, it’s an internship. Maybe it’ll get a little more exciting once they get used to us, you know?”

“I hope so,” said Samantha. “Well, we can talk more about this later.” She shrugged towards Rik.

“Why not now?” asked Emily brightly. “I think - oh.” An iron glare from Samantha shut her down immediately.

The trail curved around the mountainside for another little while, and then they rounded a last corner. A mountain meadow spread out before them, thick with wildflowers. Probably a quarter mile across, it was hemmed in by the mountains on three sides and then a cliff that plunged down to the valley on a fourth. The scene looked like a picture on a postcard. Lily couldn’t believe there was so much beauty in one place.

“You never get used to the beauty,” said Rik, turning to the girls. “Our destination is over there,” he pointed to a cluster of low wooden buildings at the near edge of the meadow.

“Will you tell us what we’ll be doing?” asked Samantha.

“You’ll have to wait a little longer for that, I’m afraid,” said Rik. “We don’t want to spoil the surprise!” He led them closer to the buildings, and Lily realized they were stables.

“Horses!” said Emily. She smiled.

“Oh,” breathed Samantha. Lily looked over at her, confused; it wasn’t nearly as cynical a reaction as she’d been expecting.

“Yes, indeed!” said Rik. “This internship won’t be all work and no play. We’re going to let you have some fun, too! We have these horses here for research purposes, but they like to be taken out sometimes. So we decided you three were the girls to do it!”

“Oh wow,” said Lily. She was kind of excited; she’d never ridden a horse before. Finally, they stepped into the compound. There were dozens of horses stabled, and a few grooms hurrying around from stall to stall minding them.

“Ah, but before you girls can get started, we have something to take care of,” said Rik. He motioned to a low white building in the center of the compound that seemed to be some kind of administrative center. It looked out of place, more like a building in an office park than something that belonged at a farm.

They stepped into a small lobby, and Rik waved to a receptionist, who shouted into the back. After a moment, a man in a white lab coat strode out. Smiling, he greeted Rik. “Hey there!”

“Hello, Sebastian!” said Rik. He turned to the girls. “This is Dr. Eltuerto, who’ll be giving you a vaccination. We have an unusual breed of horses, and we want to ensure that you’re safe. They don’t bite, but we don’t take risks!”

“A vaccination?” asked Lily. “Okay…” This felt a little weird to her. She looked over at Samantha for backup, but Samantha seemed to be in no mood to question anything; she looked strangely excited, bouncing up and down on her heels and glancing constantly back at the door.

“Don’t worry, it’s all been tested and approved,” said Eltuerto. “Which of you would like to go first?”

Approved by who? But Lily wasn’t going to get backup if she challenged him.

“I will!” said Emily.

“Excellent,” said Eltuerto. “The rest of you, feel free to take a seat over there.” He motioned to a row of chairs against the wall. “This won’t take a minute.”

Lily, Samantha, and Rik sat down, but it took only two minutes for Emily to emerge, a band-aid on her arm and a smile on her face. “Don’t worry, guys, it doesn’t hurt at all.”

“I’ll go next,” said Samantha, standing. When she returned, it was Lily’s turn.

Reluctantly, she got up and followed Eltuerto into a small examination room. He sat her down in a chair, then started preparing a syringe. “Any allergies to medicine?”

“Uh, no,” said Lily.

“Good,” he said. “Now you may feel a slight twinge.” He extended her left arm, and she looked away as the needle plunged in. She expected to feel the usual pressure and pain of a shot, but instead felt very little. The liquid seemed almost warm as it flowed into her arm. He stuck a band-aid onto the puncture and then patted her on the arm. “All right! You’re good to go.”

“Thanks,” said Lily, getting up. She walked out into the lobby.

“Excellent, excellent!” said Rik. “Now let’s get you three out there!” Emily and Samantha jumped up, and all three followed him out into the stables. They walked partway around the central building and found a largeish, dark-skinned, bearded man standing in front of a group of three grooms.

“Hello, Mr. Utu!” said Rik brightly. “Here they are.”

“Ah!” said Utu, smiling. “I have been waiting all day for this. I love teaching people to ride for the first time!” Lily couldn’t quite tell, but it seemed like there was a strange gleam in his eyes as he said that.

“Well, I’ll leave you all to it,” said Rik. “I have to get to a meeting. I’ll be back at six!” Waving, he walked away.

“Okay,” said Utu, “let’s get started! Before we mount up, there are some things you should make sure to do…”

What followed was an intensive lesson in horse-riding. Samantha had never ridden a horse before, and Emily had last done riding camp at the age of eight, but they all had a blast anyway. At first, even staying upright was difficult, but as they mastered the way the horses moved, Lily almost began to feel a connection with her animal. The horse, which she had learned was named Prescott, began to anticipate where she wanted to go almost before she knew herself. The mountain walls rose up around the meadow, and fingers of the setting sun filtered between the peaks, illuminating the wandering horses and their riders. She felt at peace in a new way. Though they were only just learning how to canter at the end of the three-hour session, she felt that it was time well spent.

At last, it was time to go back. Dismounting was still difficult even after they had practiced it half a dozen times because the horse was so high off the ground, but also because Lily didn’t really want to go. Everything felt so unfamiliar at the Institute, but riding was unfamiliar in a comforting way.

“Good work today, you three,” said Utu when they were all standing amidst the stables again. “Rik said to send you back at six thirty. You know the way, I assume.”

“We do!” said Emily. “Thank you!”

“It was my pleasure,” he said, with a small bow and a wide smile. The girls began to head back to the Institute.

“That was really cool!” said Emily as they walked down the winding path.

“Yeah, I was not expecting that,” said Lily.

“That was really, really awesome,” said Samantha. The other two looked over at her with surprise; she had been quiet for most of the lesson. “I’ve always wanted to do that.”

Who knew Samantha could be sincere about anything? “You have?” asked Lily.

“My parents never wanted pets,” said Samantha, “and I spent most of my time in the city growing up. My uncle’s generosity didn’t extend to horse rides.”

“It’s good that you got to do something you always wanted to do!” said Emily. “I’m happy for you!”

“Yeah…” said Samantha. She fell silent, lost in thought.

A little while later, they were standing in the Institute’s lobby once again. Within a few minutes, Rik emerged from a hallway and strode over to them. “Did you three have a good time?”

“Yeah!” said Emily. “It was really fun!”

“Good, good,” said Rik, nodding. “Well, why don’t we head back up to the dormitory and have dinner? I am sure you’re hungry after all that riding.”

Lily had forgotten her hunger, but she noticed all of a sudden that her stomach was growling. “Sounds good.”

Rik led them back through the hallways, which were beginning to empty of employees, and up the side stairway. It wasn’t as far as Lily had remembered from the night before.

They all took seats around the table, and within seconds the waiter arrived bearing four trays. It was some kind of Irish oat soup. Lily tried a spoonful; though she had been wary of it, it was surprisingly tasty. For some reason, she felt hungrier than usual, and wolfed down the meal as fast as she could. Luckily, the bowl was big, so there was still enough to satisfy her. Everyone else tucked in as well.

After a few minutes, Rik began to speak. “I am glad you three enjoyed your days,” he said. “Let’s see. It was Wednesday today, yes? Tomorrow, I’m afraid I am wall-to-wall with meetings - I missed a bit of time taking you around today. But I will join you for dinner. I trust you will be able to find your respective offices? Ah, and before you ask, Samantha, yes, Willis does have an office. It is on the second floor of the lobby, near where his first meeting was. He’ll wait for you there.”

“Um, I’m not sure,” said Emily, brow furrowed. “I barely know how to get around this place. It’s so big!”

Rik laughed. “True, true. Well, all of our employees are well aware of the internship program. Ask anyone, and I am sure they will be happy to help. Are there any other questions or concerns?”

Lily looked at Emily, who still seemed a little worried, and Samantha, who seemed kind of checked-out as she idly examined the ceiling. No one spoke up.

“In that case, I will be taking my leave of you for the night. Remember, breakfast at nine again! I may join you, but if not, please be at your offices at nine-thirty. Sleep well!”

He got up and headed down the stairs. They all listened to his footsteps fading away. When he couldn’t be heard anymore, Samantha straightened up in her seat. “So what did you guys really think about this place?”

“My internship is kind of weird,” said Lily. “It’s, like, really unstructured. I just take notes on a bunch of random books. I could be doing this anywhere.”

“Mine...mine is too,” said Emily. “I mean, I’m happy for the opportunity and all that, and I still have some time to network, but all I do is forward emails to my boss, who I barely speak to.”

“We’re not your fucking career counselors, Emily,” said Samantha. “Say what you want, I don’t give a shit. And I agree with you. I really tried to start off on the right foot with my guy, but he doesn’t seem to even care that I’m there. I don’t even really get to talk in meetings. And did you guys notice how there are almost no women working here?”

“Yeah, I thought that was odd,” said Lily. “It’s not even an engineering firm or anything.”

“Well, maybe,” said Emily, “maybe they’re trying to improve it and hire more women, and we’re part of that effort.”

“Like fuck we are,” said Samantha. “You don’t even believe that, Emily, and you’ll believe anything. The question is, why are we here? Not for decoration.”

“Although they did have us submit pictures,” observed Lily.

“Yeah, but why are they paying us so much? I think there’s some bigger plan here that we have to find out about. We should never have given them our phones.”

“But even if you don’t want to trust them, what are you going to do?” asked Emily, who sounded hurt.

“I don’t know,” said Samantha. “Keep my eyes open, I guess. What else is there to do? I would snoop around, but I’m attached at the hip to fuckin’ Agent 47 all day.”

“I have access to the archive,” said Lily. “Maybe there’s something in there?”

“Good idea,” said Samantha. “And Emily, you should read your guy’s emails. Look for leads.”

“I don’t want to do that,” said Emily. “I’m his employee. Wouldn’t that be wrong?”

Samantha shrugged. “Only if he finds out. Worst thing that can happen is we don’t find anything, right?”

“I think that’s all we can really do for now,” said Lily. “I don’t want to mistrust the Roberts people just because they seem a little weird.”

Samantha nodded. After a moment, Emily spoke up and changed the subject. “Well, the food here is really good, right?” The serious discussion faded into a casual conversation as they talked about this and that, happy to be unobserved, if only for a short while.

A couple hours later, Lily was lying in bed. The light was turned off, her phone was laid aside, and yet she couldn’t get a wink of sleep. It wasn’t like insomnia usually was for her, either; it wasn’t as if her head was full of anxious thoughts. The internship was weird, yes, but not weird enough to keep her awake at night. Instead, she felt boiling hot and restless, and her body was tingling in a bizarre way - especially, she noticed, around her breasts, crotch, and butt. Nothing would make the feeling go away; massaging the areas did next to nothing, and she even tore off her clothes to expose her skin to the air. That helped a little, but not enough to allow her to sleep.

She got out of bed, still naked, and paced back and forth, trying to get rid of the strange sensation, but it wasn’t happening. It was so frustrating; she just wanted to sleep, and here she was, awake. It was as if she had forgotten how.

Lying back down, she tried rubbing the feeling away again. Her hands explored her body, squeezing, massaging, and almost of their own accord traveled down towards her pussy.

The heat became almost unbearable as her fingers circled her quivering hole, the tingling growing stronger and stronger. Eventually she could resist no longer and plunged a finger in, squealing as a jolt of pleasure shot through her. Her other hand instinctively grabbed at her tits, fingering her nipples as her fingers worked in and out of her pussy. She felt like she was burning up as the pleasure built, her hips bucking as she tried to get her fingers further in, working in a third as the ectasy grew - 

And then it was gone. She kept moving for a minute, trying to get the feeling to come back, but her orgasm had somehow vanished. So had the tingling, for some reason. She grunted in frustration. What an utterly strange experience. She didn’t usually masturbate, but when she did, she never just lost the plot like that.

Oh, well. She felt more or less normal again, and very tired. She rolled over and quickly got to sleep.

* * *

The next morning, Emily woke her up once again, then flitted out to finish getting ready. Lily rolled out of bed, yawning, and was doing her usual stretching when she noticed that her body felt a little strange, almost off-balance. When she bent over to touch her toes, she nearly pitched forwards onto her head. It was as if she had forgotten how to stand up. Truly bizarre.

She looked through her suitcase. Nobody had been wearing a suit and tie or even a dress shirt in the research department, so she opted for a nice sweater, jeans, and some understated sneakers. Dressing was harder than it should have been; the feeling of imbalance lingered, even as her drowsiness left her.

As she finished putting herself together for the day, her stomach growled and she realized that she was famished again. It was like fourth grade again, when she’d been the tallest student in her class, growing a half inch every month. She hurried out to the breakfast table, and was soon joined by Samantha and Emily just as their food was brought out.

They all set upon their bowls of oatmeal. After a minute, Lily paused between spoonfuls. “Are you guys, like, really hungry all of a sudden?”

“Yeah, it’s really weird!” said Emily. “Maybe it’s just because the food is so good. Who knows?”

“There’s no fuckin’ way,” said Samantha. “It’s a bowl of oatmeal. How good could this shit really be? I mean, to me it tastes delicious. But I never even liked oatmeal before! There’s some weird shit going on here.”

“What could it possibly be, though?” asked Lily. “It’s not like they just magically made the oatmeal delicious and made us hungrier or something.”

“Who knows? Maybe somebody here is into feederism or something.” Samantha laughed.

“Please...please don’t tell me what that is,” said Emily, brow furrowed. “I’ll look through the emails today, though. I get why you guys were getting weird vibes from all this.”

“That would be great,” said Lily. “I just don’t know what we’re going to do with the information you find…”

After breakfast, they all headed downstairs to their stations. Lily took her leave of the others and headed down the long series of hallways that led to the Research department.

When she arrived at the office, Kutasky was as unenthusiastic as ever. He poked his head out between the bookshelves as she swung the door open. “Hey.”

“Good morning,” said Lily, trying to keep a businesslike manner, even as her patience for him was already running a bit low.

“Well, um, today, uh, you could go through more of those, uh, books,” he paused, “or you could, you know, go out in the stacks and, um, look for some other stuff. We have so much here that I, uh, can barely keep track of it all. Let me know if you have questions.”

“I will,” said Lily, “thanks.”

He nodded and retreated back through the stacks. Lily wondered what his desk area looked like. It was probably even messier than the rest of the room. As soon as he was gone, she turned and walked back out the office door. The answers she was seeking probably weren’t in the stack of books he’d put together for her.

Her first impulse was to go to the small section of books relating to the Roberts Institute itself, which she located using one of the computers in the main room. However, that seemed to be a dead end; almost all of the books were biographies of Ronald Roberts (but none of the many tell-all ones) and glossy volumes on the making of his most successful movies (which tended to be testosterone-soaked action flicks). There was one book entitled A Business History of the Roberts Organization, but it didn’t mention the Institute at all.

That left her with a few options. She could head for the horse books, or potentially the oat books. While these were unlikely to contain insight about the Institute, the selection they kept on hand would at least tell her something about the organization she was working for. She reflected for a moment on the fact that she still had little to no idea what the Roberts Institute actually did.

She settled on the oat books on the grounds that she had already gone through some of the horse books. Predictably, they took up almost all of the agriculture section. A few of the volumes were more casual histories of oat cultivation, but most of them were very academic. Then Lily had a brainwave: she could find books written at the Institute. There had to be a few, right? Scientists could never resist the impulse to document their work. 

Sure enough, she quickly began to find books that had been published by Roberts Press. While there was no way of knowing whether they had actually been written at the Institute, the fact that they were about oats made that pretty likely. She took an armload of them back to her desk in Kutasky’s office. She would take notes on the information in them, but mental notes of what they said between the lines.

By lunchtime, she’d gotten through three of the books, having improved her skimming skills, but had no leads. The researchers seemed to be endlessly fascinated by the history of oat cultivation, the climates that led to the best oat yields, and the nutritional content of oats grown in certain circumstances, but none of that really told her anything except that the Roberts Institute was researching oats, which she already knew. Why oats? Why?

She ate her lunch, which was oatcakes, salad, and soup, and set to the fourth and last book, which she didn’t hold out much hope for. It was about oat chemistry, and she knew so little about chemistry that she wasn’t sure she’d understand anything in the book. She opened it up and was immediately hit with a much stronger version of the same sweet smell than she was used to from the books. Coughing, she held the book at arm’s length so that some of the stench would dissipate.

The book was intensely dry. Only in the introduction did it even momentarily drift away from chemistry-speak to describe what the book was about (the chemical processes taking place during the life cycle of the oat plant). Lily was sure that it would give some insight into what the Roberts people were actually working on, since the book seemed well-thumbed and was certainly a high enough level for even a trained scientist to learn something by reading it, but she just couldn’t make head or tail of it. 

Sometimes, amidst the many molecular diagrams, she would notice a structure she recognized from high school chemistry, but whenever she tried to recall what it was or anything about its properties, a fog seemed to seep into her mind. It was something about the smell from the book, which was almost...intoxicating. It vaguely reminded Lily of the two or three times she’d smoked weed, but that had felt different. She was about to shut the book and go get some cleaner air in the main room when she found a sticky note on one of the pages, which bore, in large block letters, the words IS THIS THE KEY?

She checked under the note, but was met with yet more incomprehensible diagrams and blocks of text in what had to be six-point font. Still, though, this was the only lead she had. She resolved to sneak the book out of the library and ask Emily about it.

She returned the rest of the books to their places and was working on another of the horse books when three o’clock rolled around. Kutasky emerged from the back of the office. “Nice work today. Um, I’ll see you tomorrow. Nice to have somebody around in the office. Gets, uh, lonely otherwise.”

“Yeah, see you,” said Lily, getting up and heading out. If Kutasky was lonely, why on Earth did he never come out from his hidey hole? Not that Lily was complaining much; she kind of got weird vibes from him.

She trekked back up through the hallways to the lobby, book tucked under her sweater. It looked a little awkward, like maybe she was a few months pregnant or something, but she had no better way of carrying it. She wasn’t sure how she was going to get through the horse-riding section of the day. When she arrived, she looked around for a few moments before spotting Rik standing with Emily and Samantha.

“As I was saying to your two friends, Lily, I’m terribly sorry I can’t take you around more today, but I’m busy, busy, busy! I did come to see you off to your next activity, however. How has your day been so far?”

“Good,” said Lily. She didn’t really have anything to add. What was there to say about her boring job?

“Excellent,” said Rik, checking his watch. “Well, I will join you three for dinner once again. Until then!” He turned and strode off, breaking into a jog midway across the lobby.

“That fuckin’ guy,” said Samantha, shaking her head. “What’s with him?”

“Yeah, I don’t know,” said Lily. “Lots of coffee, probably. Let’s get going; I have something to tell you guys.”

They headed out onto the mountain road, but Lily waited until they were out of sight of the Roberts Institute building before she pulled out the book. “I found this in the library. I think it might have some important stuff in it because there’s a page marked with a sticky note, but I can’t understand it at all. It’s in chemistry speak, and I don’t recognize any of the diagrams.”

“Ooh, I can look at it!” said Emily. “I’m not sure about the engineering thing, so I’m also doing the pre-med track just to be safe. I took organic chemistry last semester! What page is it?”

Lily handed her the book as she and Samantha traded a glance. “It’s like, 372 or something. I can’t remember. It’s the one with the sticky note on it.”

Emily opened up the book and started coughing. “What’s this weird smell?”

Samantha recoiled as well; despite being a good three feet from Emily, the wave of chemical sweetness hit her just as hard. “Christ, did somebody dump a bottle of perfume on that or something?”

Lily shrugged. “Yeah, they all smell like that. I don’t know why.”

“Ooh, it’s making me a little light-headed,” said Emily. She began flipping through the pages as she walked. “Oh, here, I see the note. Is this the key?”

“Yeah, that’s the one,” said Lily.

Emily peered under the note. “Ummm...I don’t recognize most of these. Like, I only had a semester of chemistry.”

“Really?” said Lily. “Nothing?”

“No, there are a couple that I think look familiar,” said Emily, “but I think I want to look at it more later, if that’s ok! I wish we had Google.” She shut the book and tucked it under her shirt. “We can keep this in the locker room when we change into riding gear.”

“Are you sure…” said Lily.

“I don’t trust these people,” said Samantha. “Don’t put it in the locker room, or they’ll find it and figure out we’re wise to them.

“We can’t do anything else!” protested Emily. “Nobody can hide it under their riding clothes. They’re too tight, and besides, the book would get all sweaty.”

“The sweat might fix the other stench,” said Samantha.

“No, Emily is right,” said Lily. “If someone sees we’re trying to hide something, they’ll know we don’t trust them, and that we’re trying to trick them. If they just find the book in the locker room, they might just think I was interested in it.”

Samantha shrugged. “I see that, I guess. The further we get without them figuring out we’re onto them, the better.”

“You know,” said Lily, “I don’t see why we don’t just cut and run here. What are we going to do with the information we find?”

“I mean, um, it’s not as if we actually know that something fishy is going on,” said Emily.

“I agree, actually,” said Samantha. “And if we do find some kind of fuckery going on, it’d be our duty to expose these people. What are we gonna do, call the New York Times and report that we got a weird vibe from the Roberts Institute? Who’s gonna believe that?”

“All right,” said Lily. “I guess all we can do is keep looking. Did you find anything in the emails, Emily?”

“No, I didn’t,” said Emily. “He gets so many emails that just sorting through the subject lines takes up most of the time. The important ones have technical documents attached, but the software to open them isn’t even installed on my computer. I don’t know if I can do very much. But I’ll keep trying!”

“Yeah, I felt weird about your boss,” said Samantha. “That guy is creepy as shit. He gives me weird vibes. I guess everybody here gives me weird fuckin’ vibes.”

“Did you hear anything interesting today in those meetings?” asked Lily.

“No, it was just a bunch of strategic planning shit. If I weren’t required to take notes, I would have fallen asleep. This guy may technically be the head of PR, but I have yet to even be in a meeting related to PR. It’s crazy!”

“Even if this place is legit, I don’t see how they make their money,” said Lily. “I mean, Roberts is rich, but is he really rich enough to keep a huge company afloat by himself? I don’t think I can name a product they make and sell.”

“Well, the oats,” said Emily. “But I guess they’re not even, like, selling the oats yet.”

Lily shrugged. “They might tell us eventually. If they’re legit, they shouldn’t have anything to really hide.”

The girls kept talking as they walked up the road, and within minutes they were standing in front of the stables. Mr. Utu came out to greet them, and soon they were out on horseback once again, the book safely hidden in Emily’s locker.

The lesson flew by just as it had the day before. Lily was starting to feel a real connection to Prescott, her horse. He seemed to sense when she wanted to walk and canter, turn and stop. By the end of the time, they were even getting the hang of galloping, which to Lily felt like flying. It was utterly exhilarating, and for a moment she even forgot her worries about the internship, focusing only on her and her horse, the visceral connection between woman and beast.

But then, all too soon, the lesson was over, and the girls returned to the locker room. The book was, fortunately, still there. As soon as they had gathered all their things, they headed back to the Institute.

“You know, it’s funny,” Lily said on the way back. “Even though we’ve been riding so much, I’m not really sore. I thought your thighs were supposed to get really tired or something, but I guess not.”

“I think it is supposed to make you sore,” said Emily, “but I haven’t been sore either. I did wake up this morning feeling, like, off-balance, though.”

“You guys too?” asked Samantha. “Yeah, something is weird. I had that feeling also. Maybe it’s the oats. It would be something fuckin’ ridiculous like the oats at this place. I just can’t pin down why I’m feeling so strange.”

“Yeah, I don’t know,” said Lily. “Maybe it was, you know, sleeping in a king bed? And we had a chance to stretch out when we normally don’t get to?” She shrugged. “I know that isn’t it. But I just want to believe it’s normal.”

“They also want you to believe that,” said Samantha, laughing.

Ultimately, though, there was nothing to be done about it. There wasn’t much to be done about anything. Lily reflected to herself that maybe they were trying to avoid facing the facts: that they had no recourse if the internship turned out to be shady. Without phones, travel was very difficult, and they would probably have to walk back to Denver; then there was no money for plane tickets, and for that whole time they could be chased and picked up by Institute people. So it was easier to trust, of course, but trusting was just so obviously impossible that Lily couldn’t do it.

It reminded her of something that had happened when she was twelve. She got her first phone for Christmas and proceeded to download boatloads of apps for it, including, apparently, a couple that had turned out to be malware. The phone had stopped working and they’d had to take it in for repair, which had been expensive.

At the time, Lily had felt terrible because of the money and also because she’d been tricked, but after the phone was fixed, her dad took her aside and told her that everything was ok. “Listen, Lily, you found out the hard way that the app store is the Wild West. And that’s ok! It’s ok to make a mistake. But next time remember that pretty much anywhere you go in life, someone will be trying to trick you out of something that’s yours. So keep your eyes open!”

“But Dad,” Lily had said, “I didn’t know. I couldn’t tell the apps were bad. So keeping my eyes open wouldn’t have helped!”

“Yeah,” he had said, “but that’s because they knew the rules of the game, the real rules of the game, and you didn’t. That’s not your fault. We all learn these things eventually. But sometimes, if you know that you’re going into a situation where there’s people you can’t trust, and they know a lot more about what’s going on than you do, and you suspect they have reason to trick you, maybe don’t do that. Going off to college is a good idea; you can put trust in the people at the school to educate you right. But going into a sleazy used-car dealership? You’ll get scammed. Pick the right game. And if you think you’re picking the wrong game, just don’t play.”

Lily’s dad had never owned a phone, evidence of how religiously he followed his own advice. She felt terrible looking back on his lecture because it was obvious that the Roberts Institute was the wrong game. She couldn’t trust anyone here, and she should never have played in the first place. But the ten thousand dollars had sounded so good…

After a few minutes, they arrived back at the Institute, where they were greeted once again by Rik, who came striding out across the lobby. “Hello, hello! I trust you enjoyed your ride!”

“Yeah,” said Samantha. She let more than a little of the acid of mistrust slip into her voice.

Rik seemed not to notice. “Excellent! Well, I trust you three are hungry after all that, so I will escort you to dinner. I apologize once again for not being able to join you today - I was in meetings for the entire workday, and I couldn’t wriggle out of even one!” He laughed.

“What’s for dinner?” Emily asked. “I’m really hungry again!”

Rik smiled. “Eager as always. You’ll see when we get upstairs.” He led them through the Institute and back up to the living area, where the waiter was just setting out the food platters.

Lily sat down and took the cover off hers. It was Pad Thai. She tried a forkful and realized that the noodles were a bit chewier than usual. Were they made from oats? Either way, the food was delicious as always, and she quickly found herself wolfing it down. She had never been this hungry at home.

When they were all finished eating, Rik spoke up. “I am glad you are all enjoying your time here so far! But we feel it’s good to shake up the routine as well. So this weekend, there will be a special activity! Or, actually, two special activities.’

“What...are they?” asked Samantha hesitantly.

“All in good time, my friend,” said Rik, smiling. “All will be revealed tomorrow. But rest assured that you won’t be doing the same thing the whole summer long. Now, I trust that you found your way to your work areas well enough today. Tomorrow I will have to ask that you do the same thing again. I’m a bit busier than expected for the next few weeks. We have a lot to get done.” He looked around, as if expecting questions or comments. “All right then! You are all quiet tonight. But with that, I will have to take my leave. See you three tomorrow!”

“See you!” said Emily. They watched as he got up and strode across the room and down the stairs.

“All right,” said Lily. “Got the book, Emily?”

“You bet,” said Emily. “And it came to me what one of these diagrams was as we were out riding! It’s dopamine!”

“Dopamine?” asked Samantha. “The addictive shit?’

“Yeah!” said Emily. “And the page is something about dopamine and serotonin triggers in oats. Basically, oats make you, like, feel good. And I guess that’s the key? Here, let me look at the book again.” She pulled the volume out from under her shirt once more and flipped to the page with the sticky note, releasing another wave of floral stench from the pages. Coughing, they crowded around her.

“Here it is!” said Emily. “Yeah, it says under the diagram that oat consumption can trigger tryptophan production, and then serotonin and dopamine, and then…” she coughed. “Ooh, this gross book made me lose my train of thought.”

“Yeah,” said Lily. “I feel like there’s a connection I should be making here, but, uh…” She felt almost drunk. For some reason, it was incredibly hard to hold thoughts in her head all of a sudden.

“Shut...that fucking book,” said Samantha. When Emily stared at her, confused, she did it herself. Within a few moments, the worst of the stench had dissipated. “What the everloving fuck was that?”

“That smell was...It was never that strong down in the library,” said Lily. “It seems like it got a lot stronger over the course of the day.”

Emily shook her head, trying to clear her mind. “I think you should take the book back. I wonder if there’s some kind of chemical in it or something. I couldn’t think!”

“Neither could I,” said Lily. “But it’s, you know, it’s never been like that before. I spend hours a day down there reading those books. I mean, I haven’t seemed any different to you guys, have I?”

“No,” said Samantha. “Now I’m trying to think about what was in the book, but I can barely fucking remember. Dopamine?”

“It was dopamine!” said Emily. “But...I can’t remember anything else about it. I had some idea, but now it fell out of my head.”

“Yeah, I should take this back,” said Lily. “We don’t know what it is, and I think it’s a good rule of thumb that if you don’t know what something is in a research lab, then you shouldn’t mess with it.”

“Yeah,” said Samantha. They were all silent for a minute.

Then Emily pointed over to the sitting area. “Well, there’s a couple hours till it’s really bedtime. They have Settlers of Catan over there!”

Samantha gave her a look rich with disgust. “Catan? Really?”

Lily smiled. “No, let’s do it. It could be fun!”

“Yeah, Samantha,” said Emily. “And another plus, none of your friends are here to see how uncool you’re being!”

“Uh...yeah, ok,” said Samantha. “You got me, I guess. We can play a round.”

They sat down and set up the board. Lily picked white, but from the beginning it was one of those games where she couldn’t get any resources to get anything done. Her towns were in the wrong places, and by the end, when Emily won, she had only placed a couple more roads, which she had had to beg for from Samantha. She still had fun, though; it was the first time the three of them had relaxed, like they were on a normal trip and not some weird adventure into the Rockies.

The girls talked and laughed for a bit after they were done, but Lily was flagging fast. She felt like she could barely keep her eyes open, even though it was just nine-thirty.

Eventually she decided to hit the sack. “I’m really, uh, tired, you guys. I think I’m gonna head to bed.”

“Yeah, so am I,” said Samantha. “I can barely keep my eyes open. Must have been the horseback riding.”

“Me three,” said Emily. “This is a little earlier than I usually go to bed, but I can’t stay awake.”

“It’s like four fucking hours earlier for me,” said Samantha. “But whatever, I guess. See you guys tomorrow.” They all got up and headed into their respective rooms.

Lily lay awake in bed again. She was a little worried about her investigation and what the Institute really was, and a lot worried about the strange feelings in her body. All of her muscles ached slightly, even ones that she couldn’t have worked while horseback riding, and the off-balance feeling that had lingered all day had been replaced by a general sense of confusion. Normally, even in the darkness, she could touch her own nose easily, but she tried now and jabbed herself in the eye. It was as if her body didn’t even understand what was going on.

One thing that was familiar, at least from the night before, was the burning heat and wetness that now built in her breasts and snatch. She lay there, writhing, for a few minutes, but soon she could withstand it no longer and tore her pajama shorts and panties off before thrusting two of her fingers into her soaking pussy. Moaning, she worked them in and out as the heat built, faster than the night before, and she grabbed her boobs with her other hand, almost on impulse. Her hips bucked with pleasure, but the orgasm was still a ways away when images of Samantha and Emily began to fill her head. She tried to push them away, but everywhere her mind’s eye looked, there they were; Samantha shoving a dildo into herself and screaming with pleasure, Emily nursing her clit as she trembled and gasped. They were unavoidable, and eventually Lily gave in, imagining of the two of them licking her as she rode towards a massive orgasm -

And then the pleasure stopped coming. She actually screamed in frustration, but stopped when she realized someone might hear.

Why on Earth would it happen two nights in a row? Lily never masturbated more than two or maybe three times a week normally. What was this sudden heat that she kept feeling? And it had been more intense that night than the night before. Would it just keep getting stronger?

Also...Lily had read once on the Internet that you shouldn’t feel too bad about what you imagine when you masturbate, but she was having a hard time with this one. They were her friends and it was kind of creepy to do that to images of your friends, right? Then again, it was pretty hot.

Lily lay awake for a while thinking, mainly about her lost orgasm, and then rolled over and went to sleep.

She woke up feeling a little strange. She took a lot longer than usual to remember what day of the week it was. Sometimes you just get up on the wrong side of the bed, she thought. Getting dressed was harder than it needed to be, too.

They had breakfast as usual, and then Lily headed down to Research once more, book under her arm, on the premise that that might be less suspicious than if she were obviously trying to hide it under her sweater. She watched the faces of the people she passed, but saw nothing to indicate that they took any particular notice of her, or minded that she was carrying the book.

When she arrived in the archive, she put the book back first thing and then headed back to Kutasky’s office. As she was about to open the door, she sighed, then took a deep breath.

“Hey,” said Kutasky from the back of the room as she entered.

“Good morning,” she said back, trying to sound as bright as she could despite the fact that she was hardly looking forward to spending another day in Kutasky’s office and that she had little idea where she was going next in her research.

First, she sat down in her nook and finished going through one of the horse books. If Kutasky saw evidence she was doing the work he had assigned to her, he could hardly be suspicious about the amount of time she was spending in the stacks looking for other, unrelated books.

When she was done, she got up, left the office, and headed to the Chemistry section. This was far from her area of expertise, but she knew she was looking for books about dopamine, serotonin, and whatever had sticky notes in the first few pages.

An hour later, she was starting to lose hope. She couldn’t understand anything in the books, so she couldn’t tell why they would be of interest to the Roberts Institute people, and she certainly couldn’t tell what shady scheme their presence in the library betrayed.

She was about to give up when she was approached by a skinny, nervous-looking man in a lab coat. His unruly brown hair and thick black glasses reminded Lily of a lot of the boys she’d see hanging around the engineering building at school, but he was a few years older than they were.

“H-hey,” he said, in a low voice. “I’m, uh, well, I shouldn’t tell you my name. Um, I think you’re looking for this,” he reached into his lab coat pocket and produced a small book without a title on the cover.

Lily took it. “Um, thanks. What’s it about?”

“Uh, I can’t tell you. See you later, but, uh, it’s better if I don’t.” The man hurried away, glancing over his shoulder at her as he went.

He was definitely strange, but Lily forgot about that when she opened the book. An especially strong wave of the sweet stench hit her, even stronger than before. It was entitled The Secrets of Human Hormones and was written in a surprisingly conversational tone, but it was thick with sticky notes. She shut it and hurried back to her desk to read in privacy - at least, if Kutasky didn’t decide to interact with his employees for once in his life. The odds of that weren’t great.

She braced herself when she opened the book again and put her sweater over her nose, which made the smell a little bit more bearable. Still, her eyes were watering and her brain was starting to feel like it was full of cotton. Coughing, she flipped to the table of contents before deciding she’d be better served by simply going through the sticky notes.

The first few all bore chemical formulae and technical notes that she couldn’t understand, but the fifth one, stuck to a page on dopamine, bore the scribbled message Link between the two?

The next few chapters, dealing with various brain and digestive hormones, had few notes and none that Lily could understand, especially with the gas fogging her brain, but then she came to the chapter on estrogen. The first note said simply Read in more detail, which she tried to do, but even though the book was written to be accessible, the letters danced on the page and she kept losing her place. It was no good with the gas. The next, though, blared in all caps that WE NEED TO GET ON THIS. The third was a bit cryptic, reading Estrogen -> Dopamine -> Estrogen feedback loop? The fourth, stuck to the end of the chapter, read Implement in XX program -> XX gas. D -> E loop, mental impairment.

Lily got a sinking feeling in her stomach. So it was true; the Roberts Institute was doing something really shady. Was the XX gas what she was trying not to breathe in right now? It had to be. She flipped to the back of the book, where a sticky note stuck to the inside of the back cover read USE FACE MASK WHEN READING - PROTOTYPE XX LIQUID SPILLED ON BOOK.

She sighed and shut the book. It took a good ten minutes of her doodling in MS Paint on the old computer for the fog to clear from her mind, and even then she wasn’t sure it was fully gone. Finally, though, she felt lucid enough to process what she had learned.

So apparently, dopamine and estrogen could...feed into each other? And estrogen was...well, they had learned about it in sex ed, but that had been years ago. She knew that it was the main sex hormone in women, but not what, exactly, it did. Maybe that was a question for Emily. And then there was the whole mental impairment part. There was only one vague reference to it, which implied to Lily that it was an issue that the researchers considered “solved” in some way, but she hadn’t found any books about that, so there was no way to know exactly how it worked.

Then she realized she didn’t know what to do with the book. She could take it to show to Emily and Samantha, but then they’d have the same problem as before where they couldn’t read it because of the gas. So leaving it somewhere might be a better option. She decided to just hide it in the stack of horse books and hope Kutasky didn’t find it. She didn’t think that was likely; that would mean he’d have to emerge from his hiding spot, which was something he did only very rarely.

She frittered away the rest of the workday by going through more of the horse books, which she was now convinced had been chosen for their total irrelevance to whatever was going on at the Roberts Institute, and headed out at the dot of three.

She headed up to the lobby, where she met up with Samantha. Emily appeared a minute later, face glowing. “Guys, I finally…oh, well, I guess we’d better talk outside.” 

Samantha gave her a withering glance, and they all left the lobby and started up the trail.

“Okay, I finally found something in Yinjing’s email! Most of the stuff he gets is just confirmations of meetings and people discussing hiring and staffing. But today he got an email mentioning an actual project they were doing. It was full of jargon and I couldn’t understand most of it, but it mentioned some kind of ‘XX gas’.”

“I found something about that too,” said Lily. “The, uh, XX gas thingy, I mean. Some guy handed me a book in the library. He was kind of giving me weird vibes, but that book was exactly what I’d been looking for. It had a bunch of sticky notes in it about their project, and, uh, how they were linking dopamine to...es...estrogen and creating a, um, feedback loop. And I was meaning to ask, Emily, what does estrogen do, exactly?”

“It’s the female sex hormone, but it’s also responsible for sex drive,” said Emily. “And they were talking about linking that to dopamine?”

“Yeah,” said Lily, “and putting that in the XX gas along with, uh, something to cause mental impairment. The book really stank like, um, XX gas, though. It was really gross and I had to take a long break after to recover.”

“I was going to say,” said Samantha. “I know I’m not always a serious person, but I’m being serious right now: Stop reading those books. You sound different and I’m not sure I fuckin’ like it.”

“Yeah, um, I still feel a little different,” said Lily. “It was really strong. I’ll try not to. We have the weekend coming up, so I won’t be, you know, down there reading them for a few days.”

“Yeah, I’m worried too,” said Emily. “If they really said all that stuff in the sticky notes, these are some evil people we’re dealing with. You have to be more careful. I’d rather try to make it through the summer than have you dig deep and get hit hard by this.”

“But I don’t think we’ll make it through the summer,” said Lily. “I don’t think that we - I think that the XX gas is what they want to do to us. And then I don’t know. Probably, um, nothing good.”

“If I heard that stuff about estrogen and sex drive right, I can probably fuckin’ imagine what these bastards have in mind,” said Samantha. “God, this is like a bad smut novel. But what a weird concept. What happened to sizzling one night stands or whatever?”

“Enough of that!” said Emily. Samantha and Lily both turned to look at her. “Listen, we can’t just sit around thinking these dark thoughts. We need to find out what’s going on, and maybe now we need to find out how we can get out of here, and we need to get Lily away from those books. Thinking dark thoughts won’t help with any of those things!”

“Fine, fine,” said Samantha. “Whatever. I still say we need to find evidence to get the police to come up here, though. Otherwise they’ll just do this, whatever ‘this’ is, to more girls next year.”

“Maybe,” said Emily, “Samantha and I can read some of the books! That’s a compromise because that way Lily will have a break and we can still get our investigation done.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Lily. “And, um, I can bring you that one book so you guys can, uh, look at it.”

“Don’t do that!” said Samantha. “Listen, I...this sounds shitty, Lily, but like I said, you sound different, and I don’t want that to happen to me too. I’ll read some of the other books, but not that one.”

“Ok, ok, fine,” said Lily. “I do feel different, and thinking is, um, harder for some reason. We probably don’t want everyone to feel weird like this at the same time, ‘cause, uh, making decisions would get a lot tougher. I will find some stuff for you guys, though. But not that, you know, gross book.”

They soon came into earshot of the stables, and the conversation petered out as the girls tried to act natural.

The riding lesson flew by once more. Despite once again feeling oddly sore, Lily was able to get her horse into a gallop right away and practically flew around the meadow. At that speed, she felt like the whole world was just her and Prescott, and the rhythm of his hoofbeats was perfectly attuned to the beating of her heart. She wished she could spend the whole summer in the saddle, pretending that nothing strange was happening, pretending that she had nothing better to think about than the brushing she would give him afterwards.

Eventually, though, it was time to head back. They were making their way back along the trail, the trail that led to their prison, when it really hit Lily for the first time what the book she had been given meant. It meant that, without a single doubt, the people at the Institute were their enemies. It meant that they could trust no one, and that doing so would only ever be a huge mistake. And it meant that...sex was somehow involved? Her stomach turned at the prospect. Samantha had been right about the bad-smut-novel thing.

They met up with Rik in the Institute lobby. He greeted them cheerily, but all she could think about as he talked animatedly to them about dinner was how he was an enemy too. How could someone be so two-faced, so cheerful but then so devious? And how could someone be okay with doing something so wrong?

Well, they’re probably paying him well, she thought. They made their way upstairs and sat down once more at the dinner table.

“I am so excited for tomorrow!” said Rik. “I suppose I am telling you that without telling you what tomorrow will entail, exactly. We’ll be going hiking!”

“Hiking?” asked Samantha. She raised her eyebrows in a way that made you feel as if she thought Rik was the dumbest man in the world, and hiking the worst activity.

“Hiking!” said Rik. “My friend and I will accompany you three up the cliffs at the end of the valley. I guarantee, it will be the most fun you’ve had all trip!”

“Will we be, um, gone all day?” asked Lily.

“No, no,” said Rik. “We’ll leave at the usual time, have a picnic lunch, and be back by three or four. I won’t spoil too much about the hike, though. It’s beautiful! That’s all I should say.”

“Sounds...good,” said Samantha, eyebrows still raised.

“It certainly will be!” said Rik. “Simply bring your sturdiest shoes, and we are sure to have a wonderful time. Well, I should not stay all night - believe it or not, I have another meeting to go to. But I will see you three tomorrow!” He got up and hurried over to the stairwell, waving to them briefly as he descended.

“A hike, huh?” said Samantha when he was gone. “A fucking hike. At least they can’t do any of their weird-ass experiments on us when we’re out in the wilderness. I don’t want a third and fourth titty or whatever.”

“I like hikes!” said Emily. “We might as well enjoy ourselves while we can. It’s an escape from everything we have to think about!”

“Uh, yeah,” said Lily. “Well, do you guys want to play, um, another game?”

“Why the fuck not,” said Samantha.

The girls got up and headed over to the living area again. Emily dug through the game boxes. “There’s Risk, there’s Catan again, there’s, um, Yahtzee, there’s Uno...”

Samantha glanced over at Lily. “Let’s, um, stick with Uno.” Lily felt like there was something she was implying there, but she couldn’t tell what it was, and whether she was supposed to get it or not.

They all crowded around the table and began the round. Lily got out ahead early by dodging the draw-2s and -4s, but forgot to say “Uno!” several times, so Samantha ended up winning. “That’s right, bitches,” she said as she slammed down her last card.

“Um, do any of you smell anything?” asked Emily, sniffing. “I worry there’s a gas leak or something.”


Lily drew in a breath. “No, um, that’s…” she had just been thinking about this smell. Why was it on the tip of her tongue? “It’s, um, it’s…”

“It’s that fucking gas!” said Samantha. “You can just barely notice it, but that’s what it is! Christ, how I hate these fuckers. That was probably the meeting Rik went to - they decided to turn it on!”

“It could be an accident,” said Emily. “Um, I mean, not that I’m trying to say they wouldn’t do this, because I guess they would. But they don’t want to raise our suspicions, probably. This seems awfully obvious.”

“What can we do about it, though?” asked Lily. “The ceilings are, like, fifteen feet high here and in the bedrooms. We can’t, you know, block the vents, and we don’t, uh, we don’t have any masks or anything.”
“The best thing might be to go to sleep,” said Emily. When Lily and Samantha turned to look at her, she clarified: “No, you breathe less when you sleep. So, um, if we can’t stop the gas, the next best thing might be to just go to bed.”

“You know, that’s a terrible fucking idea,” said Samantha, “Except that it’s the best thing we can fucking do, I guess. I’m so sick of taking shit from these people. They tell me to follow that asshole Willis around all day, they put gas on all those books and mess Lily up, and now they spray all three of us? Too much! But the worst fucking thing we could do to them is get the cops involved, and I guess we can’t really do that right now, can we? But I’d like nothing more than to just beat that Rik guy over the head with one of those dining chairs.”

“I know what you mean,” said Lily. “I’m, uh, sick of waiting for these people to give themselves away too. But, um, we have to do it. I don’t want anybody else to, you know, feel like I do right now. Also, I’m really tired for some reason.”

“Yeah, me too!” said Emily. “Like I have a headache or something. I’ll see you guys tomorrow.” She got up and headed off to her room. Lily and Samantha followed suit, Samantha glancing up at the vents as she did so.

Lily headed into her room and jumped in the shower right away. She felt like her head was full of cotton balls, like it did when she had a fever or something, and hoped that the hot water would provide some relief. After a few minutes, though, her hopes were dashed - the feeling was still there in force. The smell of XX gas did seem to have lessened, though.

She stumbled out of the shower, dried off, and rolled into bed. She realized after a minute that she’d forgotten to put on her pajamas, but she couldn’t be bothered with that. She felt sleep coming to take her as the aches throughout her body finally faded away. There was a flicker of the usual heat in her pussy, but only a flicker; she was much too tired to tend to it tonight.

As she drifted off, images played on the insides of her eyelids: A brain, breasts that softly rose and fell, a beating heart. Soon, they all melted into a swirl of color and sound, and she fell into dreams.

She woke up in the morning at the usual time, but a few minutes before Emily came around; it was troubling that she was getting so used to life at the Institute now. She dug through her bag and pulled out hiking clothes. Maybe, she reflected, it would be better to get unpacked - but then, there was no telling when they’d have to leave again.

Her head felt foggy again. She hoped it would improve as she woke up, but that hadn’t been true the previous night, so she wasn’t holding out much hope. The telltale aroma of gas was gone, though, so maybe it had been turned off overnight. Or maybe there had just been some freak accident, and no one had intended to release any of the gas at all, and everything weird that had happened had been unintentional, and this was a legitimate internship. Lily smiled; wouldn’t that be nice?

They encountered Rik at the breakfast table. He was smiling as brightly as ever, wearing hiking boots and a flannel shirt instead of his usual suit and tie. “I trust you three slept well! I hope you are as excited as I am to get out into nature and break up your routines a bit.” Samantha grunted, and Lily and Emily dug silently into their oatmeal. Rik ignored the pause and continued. “We will go out front and take an Institute vehicle up to the end of the valley. It’s quite a beautiful drive! Once there, we’ll meet my friend, who’s an expert in the outdoors and will show us a few tricks. Of course, the main attraction is the view at the end…” He went on about the hike for several minutes as the girls ate. When they were all done, he stood. “Well, we shouldn’t keep my friend waiting. And we’d like to be back at a reasonable time, of course! So let’s get going!”

They got up and followed him down the stairs and out through the Institute. It was strange on the weekends; the hallways, usually so bustling, felt even less welcoming when they were empty. Lily had a bad feeling about the day, for some reason.

Outside, a minibus awaited them. Rik hopped into the driver’s seat, and the girls piled into the back. Lily and Emily sat next to each other towards the front, and Samantha sprawled out across the five seats in the back. “It is only a short drive,” said Rik as he started the engine. “We will be there probably in ten minutes.”

They rolled up the gravel road, carefully edging around the mountainside, and soon passed the stables. Lily looked, but didn’t see Prescott. Soon, they entered what was, for the girls, uncharted territory, heading out of the meadow and further up the valley. The oat fields below them began to dwindle away as they entered a thick, untamed forest, and the mountain peaks stood out in sharp relief above the dark trees. The bus weaved up the road, now little more than a dirt track, until finally it stopped in front of a little trailhead. “We’ve arrived!” said Rik. “No sign of my friend, though.”

Opening the door, he hopped out, and the three girls followed suit. Just then, a middle-aged man in worn-out hiking clothes came bumping down the trail towards them. “Hello, Rik,” he said, in a deep voice.

“Ah, hello there, Nick! Girls, this is Nick Liecker. Nick, this is Lily, Emily, and Samantha.”

Nick nodded. “Pleased to meet you three.”
“Nick is head of forestry at the Institute, so he knows these trails like the back of his hand.”

“Indeed I am,” said Nick. “The Institute owns the whole valley. Surprising, huh? That means there’s lots of forest to manage. So that’s my job. I don’t see the actual Institute building very much!” he chuckled. “They call me Bigfoot down the valley. Nobody sees me much, but when they do, it’s always out here in the woods. I can get those lunches, Rik.”

“Are you sure?” said Rik, pulling a large backpack out of the passenger seat. “I can get them. It is no trouble at all.”

“No, no, I can pretend I’m out backpacking,” said Nick. He took the bag and slung it over his shoulder. “All right, it’s about a two-hour climb, so, uh, hope you guys do cardio.” Turning, he started up the trail.

“Two hours?” hissed Samantha into Lily’s ear. “The fuck?”

“Yeah, I, um, never work out, so, uh...” Lily stared up the slope, but the trees were far too thick to be able to see any daylight above. “I don’t know about this.”

“Come on!” said Rik, ahead of them. “We don’t want to have to come down in the dark!”

Begrudgingly, Lily set off up the slope. Within minutes, she was out of breath. Despite Nick’s heavy build and cumbersome clothing, he set a blistering pace that she couldn’t hope to match for long. Samantha was clearly equally in pain; Emily looked better off, but she was still struggling. They were all silent as they grunted in exertion.

Worse still, she felt completely off-balance. It was like she had forgotten how to walk overnight. It hadn’t been so bad walking to the bus because that was flat, but she was struggling to stay upright as she climbed. She narrowly avoided pitching forwards several times, and once she even misjudged how far she could lean out over the slope and almost fell down. It was frustrating, but mostly terrifying; did she have some kind of disease?

After twenty or thirty minutes of climbing the switchback, Lily’s ass was on fire and her thighs were trembling. When they did finally take a break to drink some water, she shed her coat and tried sitting on a log, only to find that that just made it worse. Anxiously, she glanced upwards, but there was still no end in sight to the climb. There was nothing for it but to carry on.

At the next stop, which seemed like hours after the first but was probably only fifteen minutes, Lily realized that she had left her coat behind. Emily noticed her worried expression. “What’s wrong?”

“I think I lost my, um, coat,” said Lily. “I have to go back and get it, I guess.”

“You shouldn’t go alone,” said Nick. “I’ll come with you. Everyone else can wait here. I’m sure you can use the break.”

“Um…” said Lily, meeting the eyes of Emily and Samantha.

It’s ok, mouthed Samantha. She shrugged towards the downwards slope, and Lily noticed that the whole path down to the last place they had rested could be seen, if distantly, from the current viewpoint. She could even see her coat. Nothing too weird could happen if Emily and Samantha could see.

“Ok, sure,” she said. “Let’s go.”

They started down the path. Lily still felt kind of uncomfortable with Nick nearby and tried to pretend he wasn’t there. It was ridiculous, when she thought about it; it wasn’t like he was any more dangerous than anything else in this awful place.

After about five minutes, when they were well out of earshot of the rest of the group, Nick turned to her. “Pretty crazy, isn’t it, how everyone pretends that nothing weird is going on here.”

“What?” Lily said. Was this a trap?

“You know full well what I’m talking about. You’ve been here a week. You’ve probably seen some of the weird shit they do here, or even had it done to you.”

“Um, why are you, uh, talking to me about this?”

“Listen, kid, I know why you’re here. And I know you wouldn’t have gotten a Roberts Institute internship in the state you’re currently in. You walk like you’re drunk and you struggle to even speak fluently.”

Lily’s cheeks burned. She had hoped it wasn’t that noticeable. “I don’t see why that’s, uh, why that’s any of your business.”

“Because I know what they were starting to work on when I was still working there.”

“You worked there?”

“Damn right I did. Why on Earth would they have a head of forestry at that place? They have no interest in paper products. Even if they did want to maintain the woods up here, they’d need a lot more than one guy to do it. Nah, I’m on punishment detail. I told some of those bigwigs that they had no business messing with what they were messing with, Rik included, and they decided I needed to cool off out here. They’re not complete barbarians. They’ve never killed anyone or anything. But I’m not useful anymore.”

“How do they, how do they keep you here?”

“I can’t show you, but I have a shock cuff on my ankle. I’m like a dog, and there’s an invisible fence around this whole forest. They feed me and I can sleep in my little cabin, but I’m too dangerous to release out into the world. I used to be Head of Research.”
“I’m, uh, interning in Research.”

“That must be a real hoot. You know, that Kutasky guy spends all day whacking off to hentai on his computer. His only qualification to have my job was loyalty.”
“Um,” said Lily. That was a mental image she hadn’t needed. “Can we help you escape?”

“Don’t think about me,” said Nick. “I’m beyond saving. Besides, I’m getting old. Think about yourselves. I don’t know exactly what they plan to do with you, but if they’ve sprayed you with XX, it’s nothing good. I would get out ASAP. Don’t try to be heroes. Just save your own skins.”

“Do you, uh,” said Lily, “do you, um, know how we can escape? It doesn’t seem, you know, that easy.”

Nick shook his head. “It won’t be. If you try to run out onto the main road, you’ll be picked up long before you get anywhere. My advice? There was once silver mining in these mountains. There’s a network of shafts that has an exit down near Research. If you get in there, they might not guess you went that way right away, and you’ll have a head start. The best part is that the entrance to the mines is a tourist attraction that’s always crowded. That means you can blend in and maybe get a lift back.”

“Are you sure that’s, uh, safe?” asked Lily. “Don’t these old mines fall in all the time?”

“No, not sure at all,” said Nick. “But think of it this way: Any life you might lead trapped at the Institute isn’t really worth saving.”

Lily shuddered. She hated to think that making that kind of calculation was really necessary. “I...I guess. I’ll have to talk to the others.”

“One more thing,” said Nick. “Don’t confront Rik or anybody about this. That’s what I did, and look where it got me.”

“Yeah, we won’t,” said Lily. Her mind was elsewhere. Was it really better to stick around trying to find evidence? Should they really be saving themselves? The XX gas wasn’t that bad yet. But then, would it ever go away? Thinking was hard enough now that she probably couldn’t be a professor anymore if it didn’t. The thought made her sad.

They got her coat and headed back up to the other three, not saying much. There was certainly a lot to update Emily and Samantha on later.

Once they were all together again, they started up the hill once more. It was a torturous hike. At some places, it was so steep they needed to grab on to roots to keep going; other places, the trail was so rocky that it couldn’t offer a sure footing. Worse, balancing wasn’t getting any easier, and the drop was so sheer off to the side of the trail that Lily was afraid she’d fall if she got too close to the edge. Eventually, Lily was focusing on nothing more than putting one foot in front of the other. She wasn’t sure that the muscles in her ass and thighs would even keep working long enough to get her up the hill.

And then, finally, the slope began to level out, and they came out of the trees. After a gentle climb up a grassy meadow, Rik finally stopped. “Congratulations, girls! You have finished our most difficult hike and earned this view.”

Lily turned around and gasped. The valley spread out far, far below, yellow oat fields like a river of gold, and then the forested mountain walls rose on either side. Beyond them, the peaks marched off into the distance, an endless army of blue and white. The Institute seemed tiny from here, smaller than a toy, but looking at the building still made her feel ill. In the middle of all this beauty, how could something so ugly exist?

They all sat down to lunch: oat bread sandwiches, fruit, and oaty granola bars. Lily was starving and quickly devoured hers while the others followed suit. The food tasted five times better after the massive hike.

They relaxed for an hour or so on the grass. Lily drifted in and out of sleep, still exhausted, but at one point she noticed Rik talking quietly with Nick. It was impossible to hear what they were saying, though.

Finally, though, Rik stood up. “Well, I am afraid we have to go back,” he said. “It would be less than safe to climb down this slope in the dark. Let’s go!”

Unsteadily, the girls rose. Lily’s whole body was sore and tired. At least, she thought, going down would be easier than coming up.

And it was, in a way, because gravity was at least on her side. But staying upright and trying not to slip took a whole different set of muscles. After the descent was over, Lily’s ass was even sorer than before. She wondered how she’d be able to get up and sit down after all this.

They said goodbye to Nick and piled on to the bus. Lily was the last to board, and she cast a glance back to him as she climbed in. He met her gaze, but his expression betrayed little hope.

Back at the Institute, Rik led them back up to the living area of their dormitory. “I hope you three enjoyed the hike! I will be heading out now - it is the weekend, after all - but dinner will still be served at seven o’ clock, as you are accustomed to. Enjoy your evening!”

“See you!” said Emily. Sitting on the couches, they waited for the sound of his footsteps to fade away. 

Then Lily leaned forwards. “Um, when I went to go get my coat -”

“Was he a fuckin’ creep to you?” asked Samantha. “I’ll go find him in those woods and kick his ass if he was a creep.”

“No, no,” said Lily. She explained in detail what Nick had told her.

“Oh, no,” said Emily. “I really don’t like believing that we’re dealing with bad people here. I really don’t. I wish we didn’t have to make this choice.”

“Honestly, same,” said Samantha. “I know I give you shit about wanting to believe everyone is good, Emily, but deep down I kind of do too. I’d be insane if I didn’t. So this is a fucked-up situation.”
“What do you think we should, um, do?” asked Lily. “I mean, like, he said to just get out as soon as we could. But the plan before was to stay here and try to collect some kind of evidence. So, um…”

“I don’t think we can stay,” said Emily. “Nick might have risked his life to tell us that, right? It’s dangerous to ignore that kind of advice.”

“Yeah, but I still wanna fuck these guys over,” said Samantha. “I mean, cosmically, that’s how it should work. I guess we can still go to the papers with this story, but, you know, I’d like to see them in fuckin’ court. I’m not sure what for. Is aggravated creepiness a criminal offense?”

Lily laughed. “I feel like they’d all be, like, guilty of that!”

“That was, um, kind of the joke,” said Samantha. “Are you…”

“I’m fine!” said Lily, embarrassed. That had been dense of her.

“Maybe we can compromise,” said Emily. “How about, we look for evidence until Tuesday or Wednesday, and then we can use the tunnel Lily described to escape. They still don’t know we know all this stuff. I don’t think they’ll guess that we’ll try to get out.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Lily.

“Yeah,” said Samantha. They sat quietly for a moment. “Uh, on another note, do you guys feel, like, physically different?”

“Like, how?” asked Emily. “I felt kind of off-balance today. And yesterday, actually.”

“Yeah, so did I,” said Lily. “Maybe it’s just, uh, the XX gas.”

“Yeah, maybe,” said Samantha. “Wait, I can smell it. They’re pumping that shit in here again.” Sure enough, the air was beginning to fill with the oversweet floral stench that they had all become familiar with.

“Uh oh,” said Lily. “We have to, um…”

“We could use, like, pillowcases as face masks!” said Emily. “I have extra in my closet. I wish we could go somewhere else, but…”

“Yeah, let’s do that,” said Samantha. They went and got pillowcases, wrapping them carefully around their faces to protect their noses and mouths.

Lily realized she was still exhausted. She told Samantha and Emily that she was going to take a nap and headed to her room, peeling off her clothes and falling into bed. She felt kind of trashy sleeping naked, but it was just so much easier than pulling out her pajamas. 

Despite her exhaustion, she tossed and turned for a few minutes, quickly realizing that the mask was the source of the issue. Groggily, Lily debated with herself about leaving it on, but she needed to sleep. She pulled it off and tossed it aside, sleep rapidly taking her.

She had another sex dream. Samantha was kissing her, their bodies entwined. As Lily drifted in the sensation, Samantha moved to her ear, then down her neck, and then to her left nipple, first flicking it with her tongue and then sucking gently. Lily shuddered and bit her lip, not in the pleasure, which was still building, but in the intimacy, the tenderness of the feeling. The heat of Samantha’s body pressed against hers was at once comforting and electrifying.

Then Samantha’s lips started to move again, past the nipple and down the curve of the breast to Lily’s belly. As she felt the other woman’s breath right above her pussy, Lily wanted to grab her head and force it downwards, just to get there faster, but she resisted the urge.

Agonizingly slowly, Samantha moved on, across Lily’s pelvis and down towards her slit. Her tongue teased around the edges as Lily moaned, anticipation filling her with nervous energy…

And then Samantha’s tongue plunged inside, flicking and twitching. Lily gasped and pressed the other woman’s head down, the sensation almost too much to bear.

And then the heat of pleasure began to build at last. The working of the tongue, which pulled out sometimes to tease her clit before working its way back in, was pushing her to the breaking point. The heat in Samantha’s body and her own was building, threatening to send her over the edge. She forced her hips upwards, trying to get more of the other woman’s tongue, and then -

Then nothing. Lily awoke, hot and flushed, and sat up in bed. She could almost feel the orgasmic pleasure retreating from her body, and she noticed her pussy was soaking. It hadn’t really happened, but she sort of felt like it had.

She checked the clock: Six forty-five. She had been out for a while. Clumsily, she hauled herself out of bed and straightened herself out. What a strange experience.

Then she noticed that the smell of XX gas was stronger than ever. Her eyes widened as she grabbed the pillowcase off the floor. Why had she thrown it away? Already, thinking seemed to be a little harder than it had been. She hoped it hadn’t done too much damage. Quickly, she tied it around her mouth and nose once more.

Still groggy from her long nap, she got dressed and tried to fix the worst of her bedhead before heading out into the living area for dinner. Samantha and Emily were still there, sitting in silence; they looked like they had been sleeping too, just on the couch. Lily couldn’t help but blush when she saw Samantha. She had to remind herself once again that nothing in the dream had actually happened.

When the other two saw her, they got up, headed over to the dinner table, and sat down again. “Hi Lily! How was your, like, nap?” asked Emily.

“Um, it was good,” said Lily. “I think I accidentally took the pillowcase off, though. It was making it, you know, hard to breathe.”
“Yeah, so did I!” said Emily. “Samantha and I were napping out here, too, and as I was going to sleep, I just got this, like, urge to take it off, so I did. That was probably, um, a bad idea.”

“Yeah, same,” said Samantha “And now I know what you were, uh, what you were talking about, Lily. This is kind of fuckin’ terrifying.”

Just then, the clock above the window struck seven and the waiter came out of the doorway with their food. He nodded silently to them as he set it down. They waited for him to depart, eyes filled with mistrust.

They dug in to the food, a savory oatmeal with summer vegetables. Lily was famished as always from their strenuous day, and it seemed that the other two were the same way. When they were done, they sat back in a stupor for a few minutes.

After a bit, Samantha wiped her brow. “Is it just me, or is it fuckin’ hot in here?” She grabbed the hem of her shirt and started pulling it off.

“Um…” said Emily.

“I’ve known you for, like, a week, Emily,” said Samantha. “We’re basically family now. You can deal with seeing me in a bra.” She tossed her shirt aside with a flourish.

Samantha’s body held a little more interest for Lily than it might have a few days before, but something was...different.

“Um...Samantha,” said Lily, “I think...uh…”

“What, is there something in my teeth?” asked Samantha. “Spit it out.”

“Uh...I think your boobs might be bigger.” Lily blushed.

Samantha’s eyes widened as she grabbed her chest. “Holy fuck, they are. That’s what’s been feeling weird!” She looked around. “Wait, I think your guys’ are too.”

It was true. Now that Lily thought about it, her bra was feeling tight.

“And I think my ass, too,” said Samantha. “I was off balance that whole hike, thinking I was gonna, like, fall down. But that’s gotta be it. I wonder if it’s the, uh, gas, or maybe that shot they gave us, or something.”
“I bet that’s why we’ve, like, why we’ve been so hungry all the time.” said Emily. “That wasn’t just me, was it?”

Lily nodded. “I have been too. I - you know, the whole gas thing was bad, but this is almost worse.”

“It really, really is,” said Samantha. “What kind of sick fuck would do this shit?”

“I can’t even imagine,” said Emily. “I’m worried something terrible will happen to us.”

“Don’t think about that!” said Lily. The other two looked at her. “No, I’m serious. We have to, like, get evidence and get out. We can’t worry about what will happen if we don’t. That’ll only make our job harder.”

“I guess I agree,” said Samantha. “I just hate having to fuckin’ think like this. Where on Earth did I go wrong?”

“Applying for this internship,” said Lily. “But we all made that mistake.”

After that, the mood was less than cheery, and they headed off to their rooms more or less by mutual agreement. The smell of XX gas was thick in the air, and Lily worried that it was getting through the pillowcase, but there was nothing she could do. There was never anything she could do.

She opened a book and settled down on her bed, but soon realized that she was just looking at the words and couldn’t recall what she had just read. Instead, she turned on the room’s TV and gravitated towards a trashy reality dating show. She zoned out as she watched the drama unfold on the screen. A woman was pushed into a pool as a couple kissed; she regarded the scene and found herself feeling absolutely nothing. That realization was kind of scary, but her mindlessness also seemed to be satisfying something inside her, some need she hadn’t been addressing.

Some time later, she was startled by a knock on the door. Emily’s voice came from outside. “Can I, um, come in?”

Lily turned off the TV. “Sure.”

Emily opened the door and headed over to Lily. “Mind if I sit?”

“You’re good,” said Lily.

Emily sat down next to her, and there was a moment of silence. Lily realized she didn’t have much to say to the other girl. They talked only about the challenges of life at the Institute; there had been a few moments of small talk, but Lily would never have called Emily a friend if they’d been in another situation.

“Um,” said Emily, “how have you been, like, feeling recently?”

“Feeling?” asked Lily. “Stressed. Worried, I guess. Why?”

“Well, um, so have I,” said Emily. “This is really hard for me. I’ve never dealt with anything like this before.”

“Has anyone?” asked Lily. She wasn’t sure where this was going.

“I guess not,” said Emily. “But, um, you were so nice to me when we met, and on the plane, and I wanted to get to know you better, because I’ll feel better if I feel like I know the people I’m here with.”
“I want to get to know you too,” said Lily. It wasn’t a lie, exactly, but more of a way of buying time to see what Emily’s point was.

“So, um...well, what do you, like, look for in a person?”

“Uh,” said Lily. “Well, they have to be nice. Understanding, I guess. Friendly. Trustworthy. Approachable?”

“Mmm,” said Emily. “Well…”

“Well what?” asked Lily.

“Would you...would you say I was those things?” asked Emily, turning to Lily. She smiled, but there was a strange look in her eyes. Then, as Lily watched, she folded her arms across her chest, pushing her noticeably-bigger boobs up. The smell of XX gas in the air was suddenly much stronger.

No. This wasn’t where this was going. “I-I can’t really…I’m not sure I…” Lily blushed again. She couldn’t believe that this was really happening.

“Are you...well, ok,” said Emily, deflating. “I...I guess I’ll go to bed.” She got up and hurried out of the room. Lily would have said good night, but she was so shocked that she forgot even that.

What, exactly, had happened there? Had she just been propositioned? Confused, Lily stripped from her clothes once more and rolled into bed, thoughts swirling through her head. What was the gas doing to them? How long had Emily been planning that...whatever that was? Would it start driving Lily crazy too? Had it? She thought about the intense wet dream from earlier and decided that that question was best not considered.

The strangest thing was, when she thought about Emily, and her cute face, and her perky boobs, and her long blonde hair...she couldn’t totally dismiss her image from her mind. What the hell was going on? She’d never been into girls before in any way. She could tell whether another girl was hot or not, of course, but couldn’t everyone do that? It wasn’t like she was gay. She was still into guys, especially that one guy who worked at the deli at school. And being bi wasn’t a bad thing. It was just strange that it was coming up now. She suspected it had to do with the XX gas, just like everything.

She peeled off her clothes and collapsed into bed. She was tired, even with the long nap, and sleep quickly took her.

In the morning, when she was awakened by her alarm, she got out of bed groaning. There was a strange soreness, mostly around her torso. She looked down and, sure enough, her boobs were bigger again. But a lot bigger. Last night, she might have estimated that she’d gone up a cup size the whole time they’d been at the Institute. Now it looked like they’d doubled that gain overnight. She squeezed her right boob; at least that was more satisfying now. As usual, the extreme physical strain from yesterday didn’t seem to register at all; her thighs were sore, but only in the same strange way her torso was, and the rest of her leg muscles felt completely normal.

She got dressed and headed out to breakfast. Once again, Rik was waiting. Lily couldn’t look him in the eye anymore, not with what had happened to her, to all of them. Silently, she sat down.

Samantha and Emily soon followed, and then their food was brought out. As they began to eat, fairly sullenly, Rik started speaking. “Good morning, all!”

“Morning,” muttered Emily. Even she sounded like she was in a bad mood, and she refused to meet Lily’s eyes. Lily felt terrible, but what was she supposed to have done?

“Well, that was a wonderful hike yesterday, but today I believe we should do something a little less physically strenuous. I am still a little sore! So I suggest we take a little trip down to the valley to check out the oat fields.”

“Oat fields. Uh, sure,” said Samantha, between bites. It was hard to tell whether she was being grouchy or just terse.

“I was not sure either,” said Rik, “whether I would be interested in oat growing when I came to the Institute. But let me tell you, it is fascinating stuff! And the valley itself is really quite nice as well. We’ll go down there, have a tour of the oat fields and processing facilities, and then come back here, and you three can have another quiet afternoon. I know you do not always get very much unstructured time, so use this well!”

“Sounds, like, good,” said Lily, who mostly wanted him to stop talking. Surreptitiously, she slipped a hand down to her ass and found she was able to grab a much bigger handful than a few weeks previously. Well, at least that wasn’t a bad thing.

They finished breakfast and then headed down through the Institute once more. The same minibus was parked in front and they got inside, Lily following Samantha’s lead this time and lying down across some of the seats.

The ride took them along the cliffside road, but after they passed the stables, they turned right and joined a steep, winding road carrying them towards the valley floor. After a few minutes of turning and braking, Lily was feeling a little queasy, but luckily the ride was almost over. Soon, they were driving down a gravel road between yellow oat stalks that rustled in the breeze. Finally, they pulled up before a long, low building. “I am afraid I do not have someone to join us who can take you through this more expertly,” said Rik, “but I do know quite a bit about this process; like I said, I took a personal interest in the project. This is the processing shed! We are not really scaled up for industrial oat production yet, so this building is just for processing the oats that we use at the Institute...i.e., that you have been eating.”

They got out and headed through the building’s front door into a dim anteroom full of equipment. The sun filtered in through skylights, but they were dirty. The whole place was messy and looked well-used. 

When they were all inside, Rik began to explain what the various machines did. Soon, Lily was incredibly bored. She wondered why. Oats weren’t the most gripping topic ever, but she hadn’t gotten to a decently selective school like Roberts University by becoming instantly bored whenever somebody started lecturing. Maybe Rik was just especially bad or something.

They were about to head into the next room when Rik put his arm out to stop them. “No, it is too dark in there. I have to tell someone to clean these skylights. Give me a moment, and I will turn on the overhead lights. Actually, Emily, maybe you will want to see this too; I know a lot of Mr. Yinjing’s work has to do with the Institute’s electricity generation.” Emily looked to the other two and shrugged. He disappeared into a closet marked ELECTRICAL, and Emily followed, leaving Lily and Samantha waiting outside.

Lily was staring idly at a safety poster on the wall when she felt a hand slap her ass. She nearly jumped out of her skin and turned to find Samantha giggling behind her. Samantha giggling?

“You got some junk in the trunk there, Lily! Sorry, I couldn’t resist.” There was a strange look in her eyes. Nevertheless, Lily blushed furiously; she didn’t know how she felt about Samantha anymore, or Emily, or anything.

“S-screw you,” she managed to get out. She rubbed her stinging asscheeks, even as a part of her mind said, I want her to do that again.

A few moments later, the lights in the next room came on and Rik and Emily emerged from the closet, Emily looking bored. The four set off to continue the tour and Lily zoned out once again. What had Samantha been thinking? She had never seemed the type to do that. And...had Lily liked it?

An hour later, they were standing outside blinking in the sunlight. “Right,” said Rik, “next we’ll head down to the specialty oat crops. This is what interests me most at the Institute…”

They started walking down the gravel road as Rik gestured to the oat plants that grew on either side of the path, explaining the different varieties being developed and their properties. Nothing could have been more boring. There wasn’t even anything to look at; the road was flat and straight, and there was nothing but oats in all directions until the valley sloped up to the mountains. The sun beat down, and Lily felt hot for the first time since coming up to the Institute. She wondered whether it was possible to fall asleep while walking.

Eventually, the oats themselves caught her eye. The strain they were passing had big, bulbous grains the size of blueberries. Were they supposed to be that big? She almost considered listening to Rik, to find out about why the plants looked the way they did, but she wasn’t that curious. Clearly, though, the Institute was on to something. It wasn’t all perverted experiments up there.

She floated into a kind of haze. The heat of the sun, the monotony of the journey, all made her feel like a zombie, a mindless being shuffling forwards through the endless fields. She felt her mind float out of her body and watched herself, bemused. Wasn’t it so much easier to just disconnect, to just look on as things happened and people moved around and spoke to her? They couldn’t touch her here, where she really was.

Suddenly, Rik stopped. “Ah! I was so intent on the oats that I nearly forgot! We turn off here.” He gestured to a path that wound off to the side through the oat fields. “After all, it is almost time for lunch.”

They headed down the trail for a while until they came to the side of a pond that had been hidden from view. A single tree provided shade, and under it Rik spread out a picnic blanket and then began getting out sandwiches from his backpack.

Lunch was a little awkward. Lily had nothing to say to Rik; the knowledge that he was trying to do God-knows-what to them sort of spoiled any chance of a friendly conversation. And there was nothing the girls could say to each other in his presence. So they mostly made conversation about the weather and the food.

The strange feeling of disconnection had waned a bit; the cool breeze on Lily’s face had brought her back towards reality, and the food helped too. The fact that she had been able to disconnect so easily scared her. Why was that her automatic answer now? Wasn’t it better to face things and deal with them?

They lazed around for an hour, Lily slipping into a strange funk as these thoughts bounced around in her mind. The future seemed dark; she almost had a sense of impending doom. What could they do? Where were they headed? The Institute was a place that explained nothing; its most potent weapon seemed to be the sense of confusion and directionlessness that it instilled in its victims. And, worst of all, nothing had ever been done to them in plain view; it felt like being gaslit. Even though they knew something sinister was happening, they had no hard evidence, no way of proving that their caution was worth it.

“Well, I have a surprise for you all,” said Rik, sitting up. “I believe it’s arriving now.” Lily’s heart leapt as she heard the sound of hoofbeats. No matter what terrible things happened to her, spending time with Prescott always seemed to make time fly by. Sure enough, their three horses came trotting into the little meadow by the pond, followed by Mr. Utu on a chestnut mare. Lily noticed they didn’t have saddles.

“Today is a gorgeous day to learn about bareback riding, yes?” said Mr. Utu from atop his horse. “I thought it would be a lot of fun for you to ride back up to the stable. There’s no stronger connection you can have with the animal!”

Lily’s mind initially went somewhere else until she realized that Utu was referring to the horses. Why was this place polluting her brain so much? She went over and greeted Prescott, laying a hand on his muzzle and feeling his closeness to her. That made it better.

It took a while to figure out how to mount up without the help of stirrups, but luckily the horses were understanding and patient enough to suffer some fumbling around. Eventually, the three girls were sitting comfortably on their horses and ready to move out. “I will be driving the van back, but I expect to see you three bright and early tomorrow, as always!” said Rik.

They waved goodbye to him and set off. Lily tried to keep her heels lower than her toes, as Utu had instructed, but it felt completely different than normal. She took solace in having Prescott beneath her, in the cool breeze, and in the oat fields that were a little less boring-looking now that she was several feet further up and could see a little further.

Eventually, she developed a kind of rhythm, moving in time with Prescott’s gait to be able to sit comfortably and keep good posture. It was comfortingly mechanical and automatic-seeming, and she was having fun for the first time since, well, Friday, when she had been doing the same thing.

They made their way back along the road and then ascended the hill. Lily was beginning to get tired as they approached the top, but she managed to make it back to the stables, where they dismounted.

“Oof,” said Samantha, sliding off her horse. “That, like, killed my thighs.”

“There’s been a lot lately that kills my thighs,” said Lily.

“Well, at least they’ll be in good shape!” said Emily. Then, in a lower voice, she continued: “If we need to, like, run up a hill when we escape, that’ll be good, right?”

They set off walking along the road and soon got back to the Institute. Samantha pushed open the front door, then stopped. “Hey, I just realized something.”

“What?” said Emily, eagerly.

“Nobody’s here right now,” said Samantha. “It’s the weekend. This place is, like, empty. We can go wherever we want.”

“Good idea,” said Lily, “but, like, where?”

“We should go to the labs,” said Emily. “That’s where they’ve been making the, um, gas stuff. We can grab some samples of it and see if we can find someone’s notes.”

“Sounds good,” said Samantha. “We can really nail those bastards.” The Institute was dark, but low secondary lighting allowed them to see the way well enough. They headed to the Development sector, and Emily pointed to a wide doorway leading off the central office.

“That’s the labs. I’ve been in there a couple times.” She led them through the door, which, thankfully, was unlocked, and then down a hallway. A touchscreen directory glowed in the darkness. “I think XX gas is project number 42, because, like, Yinjing’s email was full of references to 42. And look, they have a whole big part of the lab for that.” They headed off to the left. It was a little darker in the labs, and Lily wished she had a flashlight. She was more than a little afraid of the dark.

After a few minutes, they reached a door marked SPECIAL PROJECTS. Samantha turned the knob and it swung open. “Why the fuck aren’t any of these doors, like, locked? Isn’t this shit top secret?”

Emily shrugged. “Like, maybe they forgot.”

Lily felt a twinge of doubt, but it wasn’t important. Maybe they were expected to go in here or something. But they could still find evidence! It was worth the risk.

The girls stepped into the darkened lab and fanned out. Lily felt along the walls until she found a light switch and flooded the huge room in harsh fluorescent light, revealing dozens of countertops, all covered in scientific equipment that she didn’t recognize, as well as probably hundreds of different beakers filled with pink liquid.

“Um, maybe this is the XX gas,” said Emily, picking one of them up. “They probably, like, diffuse it.”

“Well, find the, you know, smallest one,” said Lily. “We want to get it and have it, uh, survive when we escape. It’s going to be tricky as is.”

Emily looked around and grabbed a test tube that was no larger than her little finger. Suddenly, the sound of shattering glass came from across the room. Lily looked up and saw Samantha sprinting back towards them. “I fucked up!” she said. “I really fucked up! That shit was marked -”

Suddenly, an earth-shaking bang rocked the lab, and a blast wave knocked Lily off her feet. She sat down hard on the floor as a rain of shattered glass fell onto her. For a moment, she was stunned and disoriented, but she recovered fairly quickly and noticed that Emily was sitting up too. The counters had shielded them from most of the blast. A moment later, Samantha came stumbling into view. “Like I was saying, that shit was marked ‘explosive.’”

“We have to, like, get out of here,” said Lily. “Somebody might be coming after that. Probably the whole state’s on alert.”

“Are you guys ok?” asked Emily. “I think I’m all right -”

Just then, the smell of XX gas assaulted Lily’s senses. It was far stronger than it had been in their rooms; gallons of the stuff had been dumped all over the lab floor. She couldn’t think, couldn’t speak, could barely even breathe. Heat rushed to her breasts and her pussy, and in spite of herself she started rubbing herself through her clothes, desperate, animalistic desire propelling her more than brainpower. There was a small part of her that was still awake, screaming to get out, get away from the gas, get back to normal, but she could barely hear it.

Vaguely, she became aware of Samantha and Emily fighting the same battle. Samantha had pulled off her top and was tugging on one of her nipples, hungrily pursuing the same pleasure that Lily was. Emily was gone, drooling as she worked her fingers into her shorts.

No, this wasn’t right. This wasn’t how this was supposed to go. Lily shook her head and a tiny bit of clarity returned. They had to get out of here, then they could deal with...whatever was happening to them. “Guys, come on, we, like, have to get out of here,” she said, struggling to her feet. Samantha stirred; Emily didn’t seem to have heard her at all. “Come on! Somebody, uh, somebody will show up and they’ll find out we were here.” It was hard to talk, almost as hard as it was to think; marshaling her thoughts felt like herding cats. It was so much easier just to think about sex...but no, she had some control now.

“Oh...fuck,” said Samantha, looking around. “What happened?”

“Something, like, exploded,” said Lily. “Come on, we need to get Emily. Carry her if she won’t move.” Samantha stood up and grabbed Emily’s feet, Lily taking her shoulders, as she continued to finger herself. Lily wanted nothing more than to join in, kiss her, work her way down to...but no, they were getting out of here.

They hauled Emily out of the lab and down the hall. Slowly, the smell of gas got weaker and weaker. By the time they reached the Research offices, Lily was exhausted, but the gas level was probably only what had been piped into their rooms. 

Suddenly, Emily pulled her hand out of her panties. “Oh...no. Did you guys...see all that?” She flushed.

“Yeah, but don’t worry,” said Samantha. “We’re not judging. Well, I am judging the pieces of shit who did this to us. But you’re in the clear.”

They set Emily on her feet, and they headed up the stairs back to the main room of their lodging. “Well, we finally have the evidence,” said Lily.

“Almost,” said Samantha. “We just need some kind of, like, email or something proving that we were the targets of the gas, and they meant to do heinous shit with us. The liquid itself isn’t gonna be enough.”

“I guess,” said Emily. “But I want to get out of here. I feel...different. But not, um, in a good way. If we stay here too long, we’ll, like…”

“I know,” said Lily. “How about we escape, like, tomorrow night? If we don’t find anything tomorrow, the liquid and the book are probably enough to, um, get the cops to launch an investigation, at least. If we do find some stuff, it’s, you know, better, but at least we’ll have the bare minimum.”

“Yeah, I don’t want to stay too long either,” said Samantha. She checked her watch. “Oh shit, it’s almost dinner and I wanted to, like, shower.”

Sure enough, it was already six twenty. Lily headed to her room and got in the shower, washing the glass dust and splatters of XX gas off her skin. She felt dirty all the time now in this place, knowing as she did what was going on.

When she was done, she headed out and took her usual seat at the dinner table with the others. They chatted about this and that until the waiter showed up with their food. Lily was famished; they’d had a really busy day, and lunch seemed like ages ago.

It was funny, too; they really had gotten away with breaking into the lab, stealing a vial, and breaking lots of expensive stuff. The Institute people would find out tomorrow, but what would they do about it? They definitely knew who had done it, but they probably wouldn’t yell at the girls, because that would mean admitting that they had been making the XX gas, and also that they had been watching the girls over the security system.

She was sure they knew about the plan now. Maybe she shouldn’t have talked about it, but they’d probably been listening to them all for a long time. They just had to get out faster than the Institute people could respond...and if they got to the mineshaft, they were probably safe. Nick had said that no one at the Institute thought the tunnel was important, even if they knew it existed; that meant there wouldn’t be cameras in there, and they would be able to get a head start before anyone figured out where they had gone. It was a slim chance, but also their only chance.

But...thinking was getting harder. It hadn’t been so hard in the lab, but now...now she could barely finish a thought. She felt like her brain wasn’t working as well anymore. “I, um, are you guys...having trouble thinking?”

“Um, yeah,” said Samantha. “The gas...it fuckin’ messed me up. I think we got way more than, you know, the recommended dose. And it’s still in the air. I can smell it.”

“Yeah, we can’t, like, stay here much longer,” said Emily. “We can escape now, but if they, um, release any more gas…”

“Yeah…” said Lily, not wanting to think about what would happen if they didn’t make it out. “Well, I’m going to, like, hang out in my room. I feel, um, exposed out here.”

“Have fun!” said Emily. Lily got up and headed into her room. She flipped through the TV channels, but the only thing she could follow right now was a trashy reality show. She watched two middle-aged women throwing wedding cake at each other for a good hour and was on to whatever the next thing was when she heard a knock on the door. 

“Mind if I come in?” came Samantha’s voice.

“Okay,” said Lily. She wasn’t sure why Samantha would want to talk to her. She hoped it wasn’t about what she thought it would be about...or did she?

Samantha came in looking stunning. She’d done something with her hair, and she’d also done her makeup for the first time since they’d been at the Institute. Lily drank it in; Samantha was really…

Lily shook her head. Were those thoughts hers? Where were they coming from? Why wouldn’t they go away?

The other girl walked over to the bed and sat next to her. “Listen,” she said. “I’ve never fuckin’ done this before, ever. But...I think you know why I’m here.” Her voice trembled, which was out of character for her, and she sounded really nervous. “I don’t know if it’s the gas, or if it’s...whatever it is. But...God, I want you.”

Lily blushed hard. She had to choose. She’d been putting it off and she had to choose. Would she go with Samantha, run with her new feelings and accept the consequences, or would she try to pretend that everything was still normal, that the Institute hadn’t changed them, that she wasn’t interested in girls? For a moment, her head spun.

And then Samantha leaned over and kissed her. It took her completely by surprise, but in that moment, she melted. She had never been kissed before, and the couple of times she’d gotten that far with a guy, she’d shied away at the last moment. But now, she fell into the other girl’s soft embrace, drinking in her heat, her desire. Samantha reached up and stroked Lily’s cheek; the tenderness of the gesture made Lily tremble. It was exactly what she’d been missing at the Institute: the feeling that someone loved her.

Slowly, their hands began to explore each others’ bodies. Samantha’s hand moved down from Lily’s cheek to the first button of her shirt. “Can I…” she whispered in a low, sultry voice, pulling away from the kiss.

“Please,” murmured Lily. Samantha’s hands traveled down Lily’s shirt, undoing each button and exposing her bra, the bra that had gotten too small, that Lily undid herself and tossed away once her shirt was off, just to get going faster. Feeling the air on her bare torso, on her nipples, was utterly thrilling, and she exulted in it for a few moments.

Then it was her turn to act. She watched as Samantha pulled off her shirt, then reached behind her and unhooked her bra. It took a little fumbling, and Lily smiled, embarrassed, but Samantha laughed it off and then, suddenly, leaned in for another kiss as her bra fell to the floor.

This one was deeper, more passionate, but then Samantha broke it off to nibble on Lily’s ear, and then worked her way down to one of her nipples. It was just like Lily’s dream, but it felt even better, even more mind-bendingly amazing; not so much the sensation, which was electric, but the feeling of safety, of closeness, of warmth from Samantha. Was this what sex was like? How had Lily missed out on it for so long?

She reached into her pants and began to play with herself, a current running between her nipples and her pussy. It was an incredible sensation, but then she remembered that Samantha was going without. She reached down and undid the button on the other girl’s jeans. “Is this…”

“Fuckin’ go for it,” said Samantha, taking her mouth off Lily’s nipple for a second. Then she pushed Lily backwards onto the bed, kicking off her pants as she did so, and turned around so that her head was above Lily’s stomach. Then she moved her tongue downwards around Lily’s navel and towards her crotch. “I learned this move in Catholic school,” she murmured.

Meanwhile, Lily, now presented with a clear target, pulled off Samantha’s panties and worked her fingers around the other girl’s pussy, playing with the juices as she explored every nook and cranny, waiting to plunge in as long as she could.

She couldn’t take it anymore; she sat up and began to run her tongue around Samantha’s clit, enjoying the other girl’s gasp of pleasure. Then she began working her way around the edge of her pussy, flicking her tongue every now and then to elicit a shudder. She was on cloud nine.

And then Samantha struck back. The sensation of her tongue moving down towards Lily’s hole was almost too much, and Lily sighed as she tongued her clit and then began to dip into her pussy. It felt really good, but it wasn’t deep enough. Lily was burning with anticipation, and Samantha wouldn’t give it to her. “Come on, like, stick it in.”

“You want me to stick it in?” asked Samantha, taking her tongue away.

“Now you stopped. Stick it in!” Lily knew she was whining, but the waiting was just far too much for her.

“Uh, I’m confused,” said Samantha. “You want me to stick my tongue into your dirty pussy?” She grinned.

Lily moaned. “Just…”

“Just what?”

“Do it! Stick your tongue into my dirty pussy!” The pleasure was starting to drain away, and Lily was getting desperate.

“Okay,” said Samantha. Suddenly, she curled her tongue and jammed it as far as she could up Lily’s pussy. Lily screamed in pleasure at the sensation. She felt like she was on fire as Samantha began to work in and out, plumbing Lily’s depths, as if she was playing some bizarre musical instrument.

But Lily had to hold up her end of the bargain too. She returned to Samantha’s pussy, tracing the edges with her tongue a few times before pushing in. Samantha moaned, giving the lie to her dominant bearing.

It was a moment of pure bliss. Lily’s connection with Samantha brought her joy in this joyless place, and the sensations she rode on made everything else seem small, manageable, unimportant. She could forget everything, just focus on the heat in her pussy and on Samantha’s taste, the unforgettable flavor of desire.

And then the pleasure began to build again. A wave of heat, beginning in her snatch, building, coming to a boil as Samantha’s tongue stirred it, and then it began to spread through her thighs and up her torso. She plunged her own tongue into Samantha’s pussy faster and faster in return and felt the other girl begin to tremble; she was clearly on the edge just like Lily was.

No point in making her wait any longer, thought Lily. She reached up and gently began to massage Samantha’s clit as well.

It was too much for the other girl. She moaned as she trembled with an orgasm, thighs locking around Lily’s head, but her tongue didn’t stop, spearing its way into Lily’s soaking pussy. Waves of pleasure began to wash over Lily, and she cried out; the ecstasy, the utter wild abandon of the moment made it even better.

For what seemed like several minutes, they basked in a wave of bliss, and then fell back, exhausted, riding the afterglow. Lily felt herself going to sleep, but was awakened by Samantha.

“Shit,” said the other girl. “I - fuck.”

Lily blushed. What were you supposed to talk about after sex, even great sex? “Like, that was cool.”

“It was,” Samantha agreed. “Um, I don’t know, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow…”

“Stay here,” said Lily. She even surprised herself with the intensity of her reaction, but she couldn’t let this moment go just yet.

“Are you, uh, sure?” asked Samantha.

“Please?” said Lily. She had never once used puppy dog eyes on anyone, but she turned them on now.

Samantha smiled. “Sure. But first let’s get cleaned up.” They headed to the bathroom and washed off the sweat and juices. Even though Lily had been looking at Samantha naked for the last half hour, she was too embarrassed now even to look at her. But it was a good kind of embarrassment, a happy kind.

Then, finally, they collapsed back into bed, holding each other for a while before Samantha turned over to go to sleep. Still, her presence was comforting, relaxing. For the first time since coming to the Institute, Lily felt at peace. As long as Samantha was there, everything would be ok.

She awoke to the sound of Emily’s voice. “Hey Lily, it’s - oh.” The door closed as she and Samantha sat up, both blushing.

“Oh shit,” said Samantha. “That’s...fuck.”

“I didn’t, like, think about Emily,” said Lily. “Oh boy.”

“Just, uh, get dressed, and we’ll, uh, deal with it.” Samantha stumbled out of bed and pulled on her clothes, and Lily followed suit.

What were they supposed to say to Emily? On the one hand, they were both consenting adults, and sex between them was no sin. On the other hand, Emily was going to be a major third wheel from now on, and Lily felt bad that she hadn’t thought of her.

They headed out to the breakfast table, where Emily was already waiting, and sat in silence until the food arrived. Lily tried to find some hint of what Emily was thinking in her face, but she kept looking away.

After eating, they headed to work. It was funny, knowing that it would be the last time. It had been less than a week, Lily suddenly realized, even though she felt like she’d spent months at the Institute.

The Research department was the same as always; a low murmur of activity echoed through the large main area, and a few people could be seen using the computers while others browsed the stacks. Lily reflected that she and her friends were just a few of the thousands of parts in the huge machine they were trapped in. Maybe the Institute was working on other inhuman projects at the same time, and these people were laying the groundwork for those. Maybe there were some people at the Institute who had never worked on the XX gas or anything that had been used to attack the girls in the short time they’d been there. The realization just added to her conviction that the place had to be shut down, as soon as possible, and Roberts thrown in jail.

She strode across the room to Kutasky’s office, but stopped in her tracks right in front of the door. A wave of arousal washed over her. Her pussy began to soak through her panties, and she nearly thrust a hand down her pants right then and there. It took a few moments to get herself back under control. She opened the door and responded curtly to Kutasky’s shouted greeting. She had to get as much information as she could, and there was no time to waste, even if she couldn’t quite get her body to play along. She cleared the other books off her desk, then hurried out into the library.

She still had hope for the agriculture section; the oats were clearly a company-wide focus, and since the chefs had been feeding them to the girls, Lily suspected that they were somehow tainted, just like everything else. She had to stop again on the way when she started to feel turned-on again. Before she could stop herself, she was playing with her nipples and sighing, earning some strange looks from the researchers. When she realized what she was doing, she shook her head, trying to clear it, and carried on. Grabbing an armload of likely-looking books, she wished for the education in organic chemistry that she didn’t have as she hurried back to her desk. Or maybe just control over her libido. Either would be nice.

She pored over the volumes, looking for anything incriminating, but most of them were general books that hadn’t been written by or for researchers at the Institute, so had very little of interest in them. What she really needed was access to company records, company documents, anything that would be relevant for Institute researchers who were working on XX gas, or the oats, or anything. But these books weren’t it. And focusing was so hard; she had to finger herself with her left hand as she flipped through the books with her right. If only, like, the books had more hot naked people or something.

Sighing, she went to go put them back and try her luck with some more. Eventually, there had to be one with Post-Its or something, one that would give them more insight and force the hand of the police.

As she replaced the last of the books on the shelf, she heard footsteps approaching her. It was the same skinny, awkward man from before. Lily noticed that she didn’t get the same creepy vibes from him as she did from nearly everyone else in the place. At least she had that tiny reason to put her trust in him.

“Hey,” he said. “Uh, I noticed you were, um...well, anyway, I thought you might want to see this.” He handed her a manila folder.

“Thanks so much,” said Lily, smiling at him.

“Yo-you’re welcome,” he stammered. “Um, I know I said before I didn’t want to tell you my name, but...uh, I’m John.”

“Lily,” said Lily. “But, like, don’t hang around me too much, ‘cause, uh…” she giggled. She didn’t know why. It was some kind of irrepressible urge, the awkwardness of the moment, the fact that he wasn’t, like, not cute.

A strange look crossed his face. “Yeah. Yeah, well, see you later, maybe.”

“Wait…” she said. It was all too much. The arousal washing over her was too much. John turned around. “Want me to thank you, like, properly?”

John’s eyes widened. “Oh shit, they...no. No, I can’t, I’d feel terrible.”

“Come on, John,” said Lily, turning on the puppy-dog eyes. “I’d hate for you to, like, miss out. Besides, like, XX gas or no XX gas, you’re still, like, kinda cute.”

“I...I…” said John. He looked like a deer in headlights. “Please don’t…”

“Don’t worry about little ol’ me,” said Lily, giggling. “I’m fine. Like, think about yourself!” She grabbed his arm and began pulling him back into the stacks.

John groaned. “What am I supposed to do here? I can’t...this isn’t right…” But the fact that he allowed himself to be led along suggested that the story was a little more complicated. Lily knew she had him right where she wanted him.

She pulled him back to somewhere she’d seen before, a meeting room with a door that peeked out from between the bookshelves. While the door itself had windows inlaid, most of the room wasn’t visible through it.

Inside the meeting room, she hauled him over to the side, where they wouldn’t be seen, and then fell to her knees and undid the button on his pants. She looked up at him as she did it, biting her lip in anticipation. “Last chance to back out, big boy.”

“Do I...have a choice?” he muttered weakly. She unzipped the zipper and then reached for his boxers, which were patterned with the Starcraft logo.

“I think you already chose,” she whispered. She pulled down his underwear and his cock sprang out. It was already hard (it made Lily hot to think of a man getting hard for her), somewhere on the smaller side of average. Good. Easier to manage.

Looking up into his eyes, she cupped his balls with her left hand and grabbed the base of his shaft with her right. He drew a ragged breath when she leaned forwards and kissed the tip.

She began to lick, playing her tongue around the tip of his cock as she gently massaged his balls and the base of his shaft. She had never sucked a cock before, of course, but she knew the basics of what you were supposed to do, and she knew what had worked on Samantha the night before. It wasn’t that different, right?

His heavy breathing let her know she was doing something right. She took the head of his cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it, sucking gently. He gasped, eliciting a smile from Lily. She was damn good at this. They always said everyone had a secret talent and you just needed to find what it was. For Lily, it wasn’t really school, which she was decent at, or sports, which she hated, or music, which she couldn’t even read. But maybe it was giving head. A strange feeling of satisfaction filled her.

She wanted John’s cock to fill her too, so she began to take him deeper into her mouth. She didn’t really feel like deepthroating, but she didn’t need to; she could tell he was into it anyway. She pumped up and down, massaging with her hands, and eventually she could tell by his faster breathing that he was about to cum.

So she stopped.

He gasped. So much for the innocent act; he had really been into it. But she wasn’t going to let him get off that easy. She began to lick his head again, oh-so-gently, and then traveled up and down his shaft, tracing his veins with the tip of her tongue. He began to whimper, and precum was everywhere.

After a minute, she decided to take mercy on the poor man. Once again, she began to gently suck his cockhead, massaging his shaft and balls at the same time. She could tell it would be too much for him. He started to thrust, gently at first but then harder, trying to get off, trying to cum.

This time she would let him. She went up and down, faster and faster, rubbing, licking, sucking. And then, at last, he came.

As the warm, sticky, salty cum flowed into her mouth, she realized she had nowhere to put it. There was nowhere to spit it out, and she couldn’t walk around covered in jizz anyway. There was nothing for it; she began to swallow. John groaned weakly as she cleaned him up, licking all around his softening shaft.

“Like, didn’t you have fun?” said Lily, standing up. An urge seized her and she kissed John on the cheek before leaving him standing there, staring at the wall, a look of confusion and despair on his face.

Lily didn’t question why, exactly, she had just sucked off a complete stranger. To ask that question would be to invite a lot of confusion. And that didn’t matter! Hadn’t she had a good time? That was what was important.

She took the folder back to her desk and opened it up. It contained a stapled document marked PROCEEDINGS OF THE FOURTH ANNUAL INSTITUTE PLANNING MEETING. She yawned just looking at the title. What a boring thing to have to do. She decided to leave it for later. Her pussy needed some attention, so she booted up the ancient computer and checked whether it could load PornHub. After some struggling, it did. She had to mute it because there were no headphones she could use, but the experience was almost the same. At least she didn’t have to listen to the bad acting.

A while later, sometime before lunch, Lily closed her Lana Rhoades video and remembered what Nick had told her about Kutasky. Could it be true? Trying to be as quiet as she could, she got up and crept back through the bookshelves. The ridiculous thing was, she’d never seen Kutasky’s desk, so she had no idea how to get to it. Finding her way through the maze definitely took some effort, but eventually she heard Kutasky’s heavy breathing and knew she was close.

She peered around a corner and had to suppress a gasp. Kutasky was sitting in front of his computer, which was playing a hentai video. The desk was covered in naked anime figurines, one of which he was holding in his right hand as he fapped with the left. The backs of the bookshelves surrounding the desk were covered in posters of pornstars. Lily had stumbled upon Kutasky’s personal fap cave.

Slowly, she backed away, wishing that there was a way to erase images from one’s mind. She walked back to her own desk. It wasn’t like she had been doing anything different, but, like, she was hot, and Kutasky was, like, not. So there were different rules in place, right?

She frittered the rest of the day away playing Flash games on the computer. She’d be leaving that night, so it didn’t matter that Kutasky would find out that she hadn’t done any work. It wasn’t like there was any point in it anyway.

At three o’clock sharp, she headed out and made her way through the maze of corridors to the lobby. She had the route memorized; it was funny how in such a short time she had gotten so used to things at the Institute. Emily and Samantha were already there waiting.

“Hey Lily,” said Samantha. She glanced at Emily, who looked away. Great. Lily felt like the drama between the three of them was her fault, and now she’d somehow have to patch it up so that they could be a team again.

They walked out the doors and started up the path. “Um, Emily,” said Lily, when they’d gotten out of earshot. “Listen, I’m, like, so sorry…”
“Don’t apologize,” said Emily. “It’s not like you guys did anything, like, wrong. You’re adults. Do what you want. I was just, you know, surprised.”

“But I feel like I made you feel bad,” said Lily. “I guess I got carried away.”

“Yeah, I feel really, uh, shitty about that too,” said Samantha.

“You feel shitty? Oh, I’m sorry. For this entire ordeal, I’ve been third-wheeling really hard. And now this! I just want to get out of here and go home, and now I have to deal with this. What am I supposed to do?” Tears began to well up at the corners of her eyes.

Samantha looked at Lily. What could they say? What could they do? Emily was always so bubbly, so cheerful, and now all of a sudden she was really hurt. This had to have been brewing for a while, and Lily hadn’t noticed. All the signs had been there. She really had been spending more time with Samantha. She hadn’t reached out to Emily, even though now it seemed obvious that she needed it. She felt terrible.

“I...listen, I understand how you feel. We didn’t mean…” said Lily.

“‘We?’ Oh, you’re an item now? I’m so sick of this. God, I’m so sick of this. You know, I sucked off a security guard today to get into the labs again. My brain is breaking and I can’t deal with anything that’s happening!” Lily shuddered. If she and Samantha were an item, she’d already cheated on her. That would be an interesting conversation to have...later. And, wait, Emily had already sunk to the same level she had? She wondered how long it was until Samantha followed suit. If she hadn’t already, that is.

“How about this,” said Samantha. “We’re getting out of here tonight. Let’s, like, deal with this after we do that. We need to be on our A-game. They’re gonna throw all kinds of stupid shit at us, probably.”

Emily shrugged. “I guess. I don’t know. Yelling at you guys isn’t going to make this better, is it? I just don’t know how to, how to fucking feel right now.”

“I understand,” said Lily. “We’re all under a lot of pressure. But we have to focus on the escape.”

“Yeah…” said Emily sullenly.

“Speaking of the, like, escape,” said Samantha, “you won’t believe what I found in Willis’ office. Here.” She pulled a piece of paper out of her pocket and unfolded it, revealing a map. “This shows the tunnel system with the mineshaft and shit. I thought it was a straight shot, but it’s, like, not, so it’s good we have this.” The tunnels formed an intricate web, and many of them were marked “unsafe.” It seemed like it would take up to a few hours to make it through.

They discussed that for the rest of the walk to the stables. Emily participated, though not cheerfully. At least they still had an alliance for the escape, though Lily doubted she’d want to talk to them much afterwards. Lily wouldn’t, if she were in Emily’s position.

When they got to the stables, Lily realized that this would be goodbye between her and Prescott. She spent the ride away from the others, cantering around the meadow, feeling him under her. He was the only thing she would miss about the place. When it was time to go back, she spurred him into a gallop and did one last lap. She felt strong, confident, in control. She wondered when she would get to feel that way again.

They got together and started back to the Institute. The walk was subdued; the other two seemed deep in thought. Maybe they were already missing their horses.

Rik joined them in the lobby. “You three seem quiet,” he said. “Is there something wrong?”

“No,” said Emily, a bit sharply. “We’re fine.”

Rik nodded, brow furrowed. “Good, good. This was your first Monday at the Institute, yes? It must be strange to start a new week in a different place. It always is for me. When you begin to settle into the routine…” He seemed really friendly today. Lily wondered if he was faking it to try to get something from them, or if he was just in a good mood.

“Yeah, it was, like, weird,” said Lily. “What’s it like to work here?”

“Well, I come up on the company shuttle every day from a town down the road…” said Rik, starting in on a long spiel. Lily smiled. Now she didn’t have to make conversation. Rik’s story carried them up the stairs and only ended when they sat down at the dinner table.

“...and then I go home the same way,” said Rik. “So it is a very intense workplace. I work maybe fifty-five hours a week. No one here is getting a free ride, like you see at other companies.”
Lily wanted to roll her eyes. If Kutasky wasn’t getting a free ride, then she was Ronald Roberts. Luckily, just then the food showed up. It was pizza with some kind of oatmeal crust. Lily’s appetite hadn’t gone down, and she tucked in hungrily.

When they were done, Rik stood up. “Well, unfortunately, I think I must head out a bit early. I slept poorly last night.”

Emily nodded. “I hope it’s better tonight.”

“Yes. Well, I am awfully tired, so that should make it easier. I hope you three get a good night’s sleep as well.” He gave them a piercing look. Lily did a double take when she saw his expression, but it was too late. He had already turned and was heading down the stairs.

When his footsteps had faded away, the three girls looked at each other. “Well…” said Lily.

“We should wait a few hours,” said Samantha. “There might be, uh, cleaning people here right now. If we leave at, like, midnight, we can be safer.”

“Sounds like a plan,” said Emily. “I guess we should, like, meet out here. What about our stuff?”

“Uh, stuff. Shit,” said Samantha. “Well, like, we can’t really take the suitcases.”

Lily’s heart sank. It was true. They would never be able to get away if they had to lug their heavy bags through the maze of tunnels. “Just, like, pack your backpack with whatever, and we’ll have to be okay with that, I guess.” She was already mentally going down her packing list, figuring out what could and couldn’t be replaced.

“Cool,” said Samantha. “Like, let’s go pack.” They got up and headed back to their rooms. Lily spent a painful half hour sorting her clothes and other belongings. She felt like a refugee on a long journey. She spent a long time thinking about a pair of sexy underwear she’d packed on a whim. Why would she ever need them? But then she thought about John, the feeling of his cock in her mouth, the taste of his cum, and she threw them in her backpack.

When she was done, she groaned and sat down on the floor. All this thinking was making her head hurt, and her pussy was crying out for attention. She reached into her panties and began to rub herself, moaning as she imagined sucking another cock, bigger than John’s, while a strong hand held her head…

Then someone knocked on the door, and she had to stop. It was Samantha. “Hey, want to, like, watch Mean Girls with us? There’s Netflix on the TV out here. We have to kill a couple hours before we go.”

“Um, sure,” said Lily. She hefted her backpack and headed out into the main room.

Mean Girls was entertaining as ever, but Lily was having trouble focusing on it. When there was talking on screen and nothing much was happening, she found herself zoning out. She would watch the swirl of color and sound without taking any of it in. The hour and a half went by in what felt like fifteen minutes. Her pussy was still worked up, and it was so hard to keep track of what was happening on TV...

After that, Samantha insisted on queuing up some episodes of House Hunters. It was even easier for Lily to ignore that. She just didn’t care that Sam and her husband Brent were looking for a three-bedroom house in suburban Austin, Texas. After a few minutes, she looked over at Emily, who seemed just as zoned-out, one of her hands dancing close to her crotch. Lily felt awkward about asking, but she knew Emily had to be experiencing the same thing.

Samantha was more alert, and she shook them both out of their haze by turning off the TV. “It’s, like, almost midnight. We should probably get going.”

“Okay…” said Lily. She yawned and went to go grab her backpack. A moment later, they were standing by the staircase, looking at each other.

“Well, this is it,” said Samantha. “This is the do or die moment we’ve been, uh, preparing for. I just wanted to say that, like, I appreciate you guys being here with me, even if, uh…” she didn’t look at Emily, but she didn’t have to.

“Yeah, let’s go,” said Emily, a little sharply. Lily grimaced. The group needed to stick together, just for this one thing. Emily needed to wait to pick at them.

They headed down the stairs and into the darkened corridors of the Institute. It was totally black except for the emergency lights that shone dimly from the floor, and they almost had to feel their way along.

“Do either of you, like, believe in ghosts?” asked Lily, smiling.

“Shut the fuck up,” said Samantha, laughing. “Wait, we should be quiet.”

“Shh!” hissed Emily. They froze. From somewhere far away, footsteps echoed through the blackness.

“We have to get the fuck out of here,” whispered Samantha. “There might be, like, guards or something. The tunnel was, uh, back by Research, right?”

“Yeah,” said Lily. “Let’s move before whoever that was gets any closer.”

But without a flashlight, and without making too much noise, they couldn’t go very fast. Every time they came to an intersection between corridors, Lily stopped them and squinted into the darkness, trying to see the beam of a light, a dimly-moving shape, any sign that someone was coming. They could no longer hear the footsteps at all, but Lily trusted her ears only as much as she trusted anything else at the Institute. She was sure they were being watched somehow.

After fifteen minutes of shuffling, much longer than it should have taken, they reached the entrance to the Research department. The darkened library room loomed beyond the arched doorway, a void of black that seemed to go on forever. “Where’s the fuckin’ tunnel?” hissed Samantha.

“It’s...oh!” muttered Emily. “There. Like, it has to be that.” She pointed to a metal door down a side hallway that gleamed dimly in the emergency lights. As quickly as they could, the girls hurried over to it.

Samantha felt for the door handle. “Shit, it’s locked.” She pointed to a chain that looped around the handle and bolted to the wall with a padlock.

“Oh no,” said Lily. Then she stiffened. She could hear the footsteps again, echoing down the Research corridor, much closer than before.

“What are we going to do?” groaned Emily.

“Um…” said Samantha. She stared blankly at the lock. Lily felt like there was an answer here, but it was just out of reach…

“Wait, wait,” she whispered. Grabbing the lock, she pulled. It clicked open; whoever had been in here last had forgotten to do it up again.

“Go, go!” urged Emily. They heaved open the heavy steel door, wincing as it groaned, and stepped through. Samantha pulled it shut behind them, and then they were standing in complete darkness.

The air was cold and utterly still in the tunnel beyond the door. They were bathed in complete silence. Lily felt around for the wall, finding only rough stone, not the more familiar cement of the Institute.

“Uh, we’re gonna need a light,” said Samantha. “It’s so fuckin’ dark.”

“Hey!” said Emily. The sound of plastic cracking came from somewhere a few feet ahead of Lily, and then the scene was bathed in a sickly green light. “There are, like, emergency glow sticks in this little box,” she said, gesturing to a metal box on the wall. “Let’s load up.” They each grabbed a half dozen and started down the shaft.

The tunnel was ancient. The ceiling was supported by wooden crossbeams like some kind of Western movie, and here and there a rusting pickaxe leaned against the wall. This place had been abandoned for well over a century.

Cautiously, the girls crept along, the dim light of the glowsticks only enough to see less than ten feet in front of them. Every step they took was magnified hugely by the bare rock walls, becoming booming thumps and crunches that made Lily cringe. But there was no use worrying about that.

Soon, they came to a fork in the tunnel. Both the branches, or at least the small parts they could see, looked the same, but Samantha pulled out her map. “We’re going, uh, left. I think. Yeah, left.”

“Um, are you sure?” asked Emily. “You didn’t sound very sure.”

“Look, maps are hard, right?” said Samantha. “But like, yeah. We’re here, right? And the tunnel…” she gestured to the map as Emily watched. Lily glanced down the tunnel behind them and froze when she saw movement in the darkness beyond the glowsticks’ light. But when she looked closer, it seemed to stop. Maybe her eyes were playing tricks on her.

“Hey, Lily, we need to keep moving,” said Emily. Lily turned away and followed the other two, more than a little uneasy.

Soon, the walls began to get wetter and wetter. The gleam of dampness gave way to trickles of water flowing down the walls and onto the floor of the shaft. While before the tunnel had probably looked a lot like it had when it was dug, now stalactites poured off the ceiling. In some places, they had joined with stalagmites to create pillars of rock that the girls had to step around. Eventually, the water on the floor got deep enough that they had to walk on the old rails to stay dry, which was very slow.

“I’m worried we’re, like, heading down into a river,” said Lily. “This wasn’t one of the passages marked ‘unsafe,’ right?”

“No, no,” said Samantha. “This is, like, the only safe one to go where we’re trying to go, apparently. But this water better not get any fuckin’ deeper.”

As they talked, a roaring sound was getting louder and louder, echoing up the passage towards them. Soon, they came to the source: the water on the floor of the passage had eaten a hole in the floor of their tunnel and was crashing down into a shaft below theirs. Gingerly, they stepped around and continued on. The floor was drier on the other side of the waterfall, though not completely dry, and they started to make good progress again. Soon, they came to another junction.

“This one is gonna be another left,” said Samantha confidently. “The passage to the right is, uh, collapsed. Look, you can even, like, see it.” Sure enough, the dim illumination of the glowsticks was just enough to outline a pile of rocks looming in the darkness.

“I guess there’s no choice,” said Lily. They started down the passageway to the left. This was drier again than the tunnel they had just come from, though there were still a few stalactites dripping from the ceiling. The floor gently sloped upwards, giving Lily hope that they were going the right way.

“We’ll be on this for, like, a while,” said Samantha. “But then when we come out we’ll almost be there.”

“We shouldn’t, um, celebrate too early, though,” said Emily.

“No,” said Samantha. “But can’t you fuckin’ taste it? We’re so close. All that planning wasn’t for nothing. We could be home, like, tomorrow.”

The thought of home gave Lily a funny feeling, a strange, deep ache that she pushed aside for fear that it would make her cry. She needed to get through this, and then she could think about that.

She looked over her shoulder again. She could see a dim shape moving in the darkness, but it froze and seemed to disappear as soon as she turned to get a better look. She wondered if it was the same one, and if she should tell Emily and Samantha about the person or thing that could, after all, be trying to track them down. But she had an indescribable urge to keep it to herself. She could tell them later, if need be.

After about a half hour of walking, the passageway finally leveled off. “I think we’re on the upper level now,” said Samantha. “That’s where the, like, old mine entrance was. Now, according to the map, there should be…”

The tunnel suddenly opened into a large, vaguely circular room. It was hard to tell in the light of the glowsticks, but it looked like it was a hub where the various mine shafts came together. There was what looked like a turntable in the center of the room that would have allowed minecarts to switch smoothly from track to track.

“Yes!” said Samantha. “This is it! We’re almost out of this fuckin’ place. We just have to pick the right tunnel. I think it was supposed to be the third on the right…” They walked out into the center of the room, watching as Samantha counted the tunnels. Lily gasped when she felt a breeze on her skin. The air was moving! The surface was so close she could almost taste it.

“It’s that one,” said Samantha, pointing to the widest tunnel. They had just started forwards when a voice boomed from one of the other tunnels. “Stop right there!” 

The three girls stopped in their tracks. Lily wanted to move, wanted to run, to get out, but it was impossible; she physically couldn’t move her arms or legs. She could only watch helplessly as figures streamed out of all the side tunnels. Suddenly, they were blinded as a harsh floodlight was switched on, bathing the scene in a fluorescent glow. Lily blinked, which she could still do, and kept blinking until she could see what was going on.

A man stepped forward from the circle that surrounded them. Lily almost couldn’t believe her eyes: it was Rik. “Well, I see that we have some would-be escapees here, yes?”

“Rik!” said Emily, just catching on to who he was.

“So you did at least learn my name. I thought that to you three I was just some boring, uncool old man. I’m honored! But that is not why we are gathered here, is it now? No, we are here because of the bad behavior of three girls, eh?”

“Fuck you!” said Samantha.

“Oh come now,” said Rik. “Language! And really, you have only yourselves to blame. This little escape attempt of yours was doomed from the start. If my special guest could come forward, please.” Another figure was shoved towards the center of the circle. Lily gasped; it was Nick. “Nick sold you out! The story he told you, Lily, was the truth. But not the whole truth! This tunnel is still used by the Institute - just not for mining. Didn’t you think it was suspicious that the door was left unlocked? You see, Nick is still working for the Institute...just in a, shall we say, less-than-formal capacity.”

“Does this mean I get what I asked for?” asked Nick. Lily tried to meet his eyes, but he looked away.

“Of course!” said Rik. “You can have all the Pop-Tarts you want, Nick.” He turned back to the girls, laughing. “Hear that? You were sold out for Pop-Tarts! This is the man who betrayed you - a man so weak and spineless he’d do something unspeakable for a toaster pastry!”

“H-hey,” said Nick, “I haven’t had a Pop-Tart in thirteen years. I want the cinnamon sugar ones so bad…”

“You’ll get strawberry,” said Rik, “until you further demonstrate your loyalty next summer.”

“Awww, man,” said Nick. He shuffled back into the circle.

“But even if we hadn’t had Nick,” said Rik, “we would still be having this same conversation tonight! Fletcher, the audio logs!”

A speaker was wheeled forwards by a short, squat man, who hooked a device up to it and pressed a button. Samantha’s voice echoed out of it; she was describing the map she had found in Willis’ office earlier that day. The Institute people had been recording them on the mountain road. Lily would have been angry if she hadn’t been so scared.

“All right, that’s enough. I think they get the picture,” said Rik. Fletcher shut off the recording and wheeled the speaker away. “But I do have to give you three some credit,” Rik said, turning to the girls. “You figured us out beautifully. All your suspicions about the Institute program were correct! The shots you received - remember those? - began the process of growth that gave you those sexy bodies. The oats you ate turbocharged that process - they were full of estrogen and plenty of fat and protein to really get you into shape. And the XX gas, the centerpiece of our program here, has already reprogrammed your minds. You are standing there frozen instead of trying to run or fight - not that doing those things would help you here - simply because I told you to. You have to obey! Isn’t that beautiful?” He laughed. “And, of course, it supercharged your libido and took away your inhibitions. Lily and Samantha, I have to thank you for that wonderful show last night. And all three of you indulged in the pleasures of the flesh today, of course.” So Samantha had done something too. Lily wondered what it was. She felt numb inside, dead. The whole plan had gone to pieces, and now the situation was much, much worse than before.

“Lily! There is one loose end I think you should see tied up before we bring you back to your new life. I think you’ll recognize this person.” A figure was kicked forwards from the circle. Stumbling, it straightened up within the pool of fluorescence. Lily groaned; it was John. He was naked, strapped into some kind of leather bikini. All of his body hair seemed to have been shaved off. “This researcher did something truly unexpected by turning his back on the Institute, all for the sake of you three insignificant girls. Do you know we pay these people at least $250,000 a year? I expect more from them at that price. Anyway, he will be a guinea pig for a new product - the XY gas! Who knows? If it’s successful, next year’s internships may include some boys as well!”

“Anyway, I would like to stand here and gloat some more, but I think we would all rather be in bed right now. It is one a.m., after all. You three should just have tried to get out at, oh, I don’t know, three in the afternoon - that would have been more convenient for us, eh? Alright, take them to Department Four.”

Immediately, ten large men rushed forwards towards them. Lily was frozen, helpless, as they stuffed a ball gag into her mouth and cuffed her hands and feet. She could hear Samantha cursing, but that became muffled grunts as soon as she was gagged, as did Emily’s whimpers. Then, one of the largest goons slung her over his shoulders in a fireman’s carry, and they started moving.

Back through the tunnel they went, down and down. Lily felt all their progress being erased, everything they had worked for disappearing. Nothing mattered anymore. She didn’t really even care about what happened to them. It would be bad, whatever it was, but would it be worse than this feeling of emptiness, hopelessness? At least when she was pumped full of whatever drug and sucking some guy’s cock she wouldn’t feel that way.

Through the watery section they went. Lily heard Rik cursing as his socks got wet. He was really a completely different person than he had seemed. Whatever; that wasn’t the worst way her trust had been betrayed here at the Institute. She wished she could talk to Emily and Samantha. They would be all she had for whatever was coming next.

At some point, the stress and exhaustion of the past few hours finally took their toll, and against all odds, she fell asleep, into a deep, dreamless sleep that felt normal and comforting compared to the sheer insanity of what was happening to her. When she awoke again, they were heading up the hallway from Research. “Are you girls awake?” asked Rik. Samantha and Lily looked sullenly over at him, but Emily was still dozing. “Wake her up!” he said to the man who’d been carrying her. The thug reached up and delivered her a ringing slap across the face. Emily’s eyes opened, tears welling up at the corners. “I would like to give you three a tour of one last part of the Institute! This,” he said, pointing to an unassuming, unmarked doorway, “is what we call Department Four. That is because describing what will be going on down here,” he switched into his old Rik voice, “would be inappropriate in a corporate setting.” He laughed raucously. “Alright, take them down there. I am frankly tired of looking at them. Do you know how much you three messed up my sleep schedule? On a Monday night, no less! I’ll be underperforming for the rest of the week!”

Lily rolled her eyes. It was all she could do. If she didn’t care about what happened to her, she also didn’t care about Rik in any way. He could have insomnia for the rest of his life; hopefully he would, after what he’d done to them.

They were hauled down the stairs into a long, tiled white hallway. There were rooms on each side with large plexiglass windows and secure-looking reinforced doors. Shuddering, Lily realized they were cells. And so many! The hallway stretched out as far as she could see, and it looked like there was an intersection where more corridors would split off. There could be hundreds of cells in Department Four, and she, Samantha, and Emily would be the first occupants.

The door to the first cell on the right was unlocked and she was set down on a small cot. Her cuffs and gag were removed, and she was stripped, strong hands holding her down while others ripped off her clothes. She was still reeling as the men filed out and the door was shut and locked.

She looked around the cell. It was almost bare; besides the cot, there was only a toilet and a shower, sectioned off by a small privacy divider. There was nothing to do, nowhere to really be when she wasn’t sleeping. She looked at Emily and Samantha, who were both across from her. Their cells seemed to be identical to hers. Emily looked up and met Lily’s eyes, and Samantha waved, but Lily got the impression that they were just as despondent as she was. There wasn’t a way to talk to them, so she wondered whether she’d heard her friends’ voices for the last time. They’d had their disagreements, but for it to end like this…

Lily yawned. It had to be two in the morning by now. She could have more dark thoughts tomorrow. She fell into the cot, foggily noting, as sleep took her, that the smell of XX gas was thick in the air.

Some time later, she awoke. There was no way to tell what time it was, but she felt decently well-rested and just, like, a whole lot better. It was like the simple act of lying down and sleeping for eight hours had given her the reset she’d felt like she’d been needing for a while. She looked around the cell, a broad smile spreading across her face as her eyes passed over its tiny confines. Emily and Samantha looked to still be asleep, there across the hall, so Lily got out of bed and hopped in the shower. She waited until the water was nice and warm and then hopped in, humming a peppy tune. She realized that she couldn’t remember where the song was from. It was by...who was that artist again? Who had been popular a couple years ago? That one with the...hair? It was no good. Oh well, there were other things to think about.

Like the soap from the little dispenser thing! It smelled, like, amazing. Had Lily ever smelled soap this good before? She didn’t remember, really. But, like, if she had, it would probably have made her super happy, like it was doing now. Still humming, she dried off with the towel from the hook on the wall. If she had had some clothes to put on, that would have been, like, extra amazing, but being naked was totally cool too. She tried to decide what to do with her day. She could, um, stare at the wall...super awesome!...or she could zone out, which was always a lot of fun, or she could…

She was startled by a fun little ding. A slot in the wall opened up, and a tray of tasty-looking food poked out. Lily ran over and grabbed it. There was a big bowl of, like, oat stuff, and a drink that looked like maybe a milkshake. She was *hungry!* Grabbing the spoon, she set to work, devouring the oat goo in two minutes flat and slurping down the shake in even less time. It tasted like nothing, but, like, a delicious nothing. When she was done, she looked across the hall and noticed that Emily and Samantha had been woken up by the ding too. They were eating too! Wasn’t that fun? Lily waved, and they waved back, smiling widely. Wasn’t it amazing that they were all having such a fun time here in these nice rooms?

After they were all done, they tried to talk to each other for a while, but even yelling couldn’t get through the glass walls. They couldn’t really understand each others’ hand signs either, so Lily had to be content with just looking over at them once in a while. But it was cool, because she was, like, very content.

She sat on the cot for a while, swinging her legs. It was so fun the way they touched the ground in the middle of swinging. The cot was the perfect height off the floor for that! Wasn’t that a coin-...coince-...really fun thing?

All of a sudden, she heard some exciting footsteps. It was that cute John guy again! And, like, six of those friendly Institute people from last night. They were taking him down the hallway in the same leather bikini, which looked really good on him, didn’t it? They put him in the room next to Lily’s, and then locked the door, she assumed so that he wouldn’t wander down the hallway and get lost. Wasn’t that nice?

Imagine Lily’s surprise when the six nice men didn’t leave right away! Two of them went to each of the girls’ rooms, unlocked the doors, and came in. Lily was, like, so happy to have visitors! It was too bad she didn’t have any coffee or anything to give them. “Hi!”

“Hi, Lily,” said one of the men. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling great!” said Lily. “I woke up with a whole new perspective, and, like, um…” her mind went blank as they stepped closer to her. The smell of sweat, of men, seemed incredibly strong to her all of a sudden, and she was having a lot of trouble thinking about anything else.

“That’s great, Lily,” he said. “We have a problem that we need you to take care of...as, uh, part of your internship. Could you take a look?”

Oh yeah, the internship! “Of course!” said Lily. “Like, what is it?”

“Well, it’s just…” he said. Then he and his partner unbuttoned their pants, and their hard, thick cocks sprang out. “Can you help us with this? We’re counting on you.”

“Oh…” Lily said, looking from one cock to another and back again. They were like a pair of eyes, staring back at her. Momentarily, she fell into a daze.

But then she snapped out of it. “No problem,” she said, smiling widely. “Now, who should I start with…”

“Start with?” asked the other guard, who had an armband on with a little red cross. Maybe he was a doctor. “Fuck are you thinking? Do both!”

“Oh, sorry!” said Lily. Of course! That made a lot of sense. She reached out and took a cock in each hand, gently pumping up and down and feeling them get even harder and thicker in her hands.

She decided to get started on the first guard’s cock, because he had been so nice to her. Looking up at him, she kissed the tip of his cock and then began to trace a circle around the head with her tongue. His ragged breathing let her know she was doing something right. She did a few more circuits with her tongue, feeling the contours of his cock, the veins, the ridge where the head started.

But she was forgetting his doctor friend! To make up for lost time, she pumped his cock a little harder as she moved over and began to swirl her tongue around the head. It was shaped differently, a little rounder, but either way, it was a lot of fun! After a minute of that, she decided to keep things interesting and began to suck gently on the tip, taking more and more of the cock until she had a good two inches in her mouth.

“Shit, this bitch is good,” said the doctor. “Fuck they do to her?”

“I dunno, man,” said the first guard. “I’m not askin’ any questions. If this shit’s part of our pay...shit, man, I’d have trouble askin’ for a raise this year. Not that I won’t, but damn!”

Lily didn’t really understand what they were talking about, raises and whatever, but she did understand that their cocks were delicious. She decided to switch back to the first guard, working up and down his shaft, twisting her head a little as she went up and down to create a sort of circular motion. She knew it was good when he started to fuck her face, thrusting into her mouth as he tried to wring more pleasure out of her.

“Fuck...fuck!” he said after a minute, pulling his cock out of her mouth. “If you kept goin’ like that, bitch, I’d be done eatin’ before the main course.” Main course? Lily was confused. She’d already had breakfast. But then the men were lifting her up onto her cot, pushing her up onto hands and knees. The doctor stood behind her, and the guard was kneeling in front of her, cock looking her in the eyes.

“I ain’t waitin’ no longer!” said the doctor. He got out a bottle of liquid and squeezed a glob out onto his cock, rubbing to get a good thick coating, and then grabbed her hips. Lily gasped as he thrust his cock into her virgin pussy. It felt like nothing she’d experienced before. She vaguely remembered hearing about pain, blood, and other bad stuff, but the liquid seemed to help and it only stung a little bit. She didn’t really have time to think too much about that, though, because the guard’s cock was back in her mouth, and she had to make him feel as good as possible too.

The doctor’s thrusting was touching a part of her that had never been touched before. There was an electric shock deep inside her every time he buried his shaft in her pussy, and a gaping void that seemed to open whenever he pulled out for another thrust. She wanted to tell him to go harder, harder, but the guard’s dick also needed attention. A flash of inspiration struck her, and Lily opened the back of her throat, taking his cock deeper than ever before. Her eyes widened as his balls slapped into her chin. She’d swallowed almost the whole thing. The guard slapped the back of her head. “FUCK yeah, bitch! That’s what I’m talkin’ about!”

The doctor’s rod slamming into her while the guard’s cock plumbed her throat created a sensation she’d never felt before, a pulsating, mind-bending pleasure that grew in a marching rhythm, like the notes of a scale, building and building with each beat. She gasped around the guard’s cock; she was pretty sure she was running out of air, but she didn’t care yet, it felt so amazing. She wished the pleasure could go on forever.

But then, suddenly, the thrusting stopped, and the guard pulled out of her mouth, leaving Lily gasping for air. The two men were switching places. The guard rubbed down his cock with the liquid from the bottle, and then they penetrated her again.

The guard’s cock was even bigger than the doctor’s, and Lily felt stretched to the limit, but the stretching felt really good, a kind of fullness and completion she’d been wanting for years now, but could never describe with words. The electric shocks were building in intensity now, and her thighs shook as he took her, a wave of ecstasy lapping at her insides.

But she was lucid enough to realize that she should show the doctor her trick, as a way of thanking him for the pleasure he had given her. She swallowed his cock, even deeper than she had swallowed the guard’s, letting her throat caress him as he thrust in and out.

It was getting to be too much for them now. She was doing too good a job. She listened to their breathing getting heavier and heavier, their grunting alternating with her own gasps and moans, and she knew they had to be close. So was she. Each wave in the rising tide of pleasure threatened to break her, and she was just seconds away…

And then the guard exploded, cursing, down her throat. The thick liquid choked her for a moment, but determined gulping soon opened her airways again. His cum didn’t taste quite as good as John’s, but she still savored every drop; after all, it was her reward for a job well done.

Just then, as she swallowed the last little bit of the guard’s semen, the doctor gave in too. She felt his spasms, his cock jerking inside her as he painted her virgin insides with cum, and she gasped and moaned at the warm sensation. It was more than she could take. His last few thrusts sent her over the edge, a hip-bucking, thigh-shaking wave of orgasm that blanked out her mind for several seconds. She groaned as the ecstasy of orgasm gave way to a warm, pleasurable feeling centered in her pussy. She was vaguely aware that the guard had moved away, and the doctor was shoving his cock into her mouth. She licked it clean, but mostly she was thinking about his warm cum inside her, filling her insides. She knew that it was a feeling she would chase forever.

Without a word to her, the men departed, the doctor slapping her ass on the way out. What a nice time that had been! What nice men! But now she was tired, and she felt like she should maybe wash away the cum that was leaking out of her. She heaved herself up onto her feet and tottered over to the shower. She remembered that there had been more men going into each of the other girls’ rooms and looked across the hall.

The sight made her sit down and start rubbing her clit, pussy burning once again. Samantha was bouncing on a huge dick while another guard looked like he was about to shoot his cum all over her face, and Emily was getting railed hard too. The only visible parts of her were her feet, locked around the guard’s muscular back. Lily felt like she’d just had the fuck of a lifetime, but watching the other girls have theirs was almost as good. As she watched, Samantha came to what looked like a screaming orgasm as the guard lifted her up, grabbing her hips as he blasted his load inside her, and Emily’s legs were shaking as her guard emptied his balls into her little pussy.

Fresh from one orgasm, the panty-soaking sight was propelling her to another. As Emily and Samantha cleaned their guards up (with Samantha taking a little longer than she probably had to), the heat between Lily’s legs was only building, the waves of pleasure coming back as if they had never stopped - which they never fully had. Quivering and gasping, she shoved first one finger and then two inside herself, playing with the doctor’s thick cum and trying to find the spot he had hit within her…

And then she hit it, riding another orgasm that was almost as good as the first. She groaned with pleasure, fingers buried up to the palm inside her pussy as she trembled in ecstasy. She had never before had two orgasms in five minutes...but it felt like the kind of thing she’d be doing again, and soon.

Across the hall, Emily looked to be asleep, and Samantha was getting up to clean off. Catching Lily’s eye, she waved and smiled. It was funny - watching your friend and sometime one night stand have the best sex of her life probably wasn’t a normal bonding activity, was it? Or maybe it was, actually. Wouldn’t the world be more fun if it was?

Lily got up and went over to the shower a second time. She turned on the hot water and scrubbed the sweat and cum off her body, the body that had gotten so much hotter in the short time she’d been at the Institute. Come to think of it, her ass was bigger again this morning. Or was it? It was hard to tell when she couldn’t remember much at all about the day before.

Oh, well, the hot water was soothing. And...arousing. Come to think of it, it was making her pussy twinge. She reached down…

Days passed. It wasn’t always easy to keep track of time, since the only things that happened to mark the day were meals and the lights going off at night. Lily didn’t mind, though. She got lots of visits from her friends, and she never felt better than with a cock shoved up her pussy, choking on another. Slowly, her ass and boobs grew; now they were more like tits, a big step up from what she’d been working with before. How had she ever been happy with herself before, when she could have been so much hotter?

One day, after a week or two in the room, the guards came by again. As they unlocked the door, she instinctively laid back on the cot and spread her legs, biting her lip. Seeing this, they laughed raucously. “Bitch is trained, man! I didn’t think they could do it!” said the doctor.

“Jeez, what’d they do to you?” the guard slapped Lily’s tits, and she moaned at the touch. “Well, we’re not gonna fuck you today. Instead, there’s a special guest here at the Roberts Institute, and, well, he wants to see you. But we just gotta ask you a few questions.”

Lily wouldn’t be getting fucked, and she had to answer questions? Pouting, she closed her legs. “Like, what questions?”

“First, most important one,” said the doctor, “is, will you be a good girl?”

“If I am a good girl,” said Lily mischievously, “will you fuck me?”

The doctor threw up his hands. “Tomorrow! God, you’re a dumb ho, aren’t you? Anyway, second question: Will you do anything anyone asks of you?”

“If they, like, fuck me after,” said Lily. Her pussy was twinging again, and she began to massage it, groaning at the pleasure of sliding her fingers across her soaking snatch.

“Good, good,” said the doctor. “Alright, and the last one...you willing to wear clothes for this job?”

“Clothes?” asked Lily. “I will if they’re not, like, icky.”

“I don’t know what that means, bitch,” said the doctor. “Are these okay?” The guard dumped a bag out onto the floor. There was a lacy black lingerie set with a thong and a set of stiletto heels.

“Oh,” said Lily, watching the light shine off the heels for a moment. “Those are fun! I’ll do that just for you, mister doctor.”

“All right, good. Throw them on and let’s get outta here. We’re supposed to be up there in a few, so hurry.” Lily didn’t need to be told twice, if there was sex involved. She slipped into the lingerie, doing up the straps and buckles in a hurry, and then pulled on the shoes. Somehow, everything was the right size. There were a lot of smart people at the Institute; maybe they had figured out how to get it to fit, even with her body being much different.

“All right, slut, one last thing,” said the guard. “Here.” He hefted a leather dog collar attached to a chain.

“What’s it for?” asked Lily, curious.

“Fucking you better, bitch. Why the fuck would you care? I’m telling you to put it on, aren’t I?”

“Sorry, I didn’t...never mind. If you want, I can give you a better apology…” Lily eyed his crotch, where a tent was being pitched in his pants.

“You know, I actually want one, but it’s gonna have to be later,” said the guard. He looped the collar around her slender neck and closed it tight. “Okay, there we go.”

“Like, where are we going?”

“Just stop asking questions. You get prettier every second you keep that mouth shut. You’ll see when we get there.” He took the leash in hand and they followed the doctor out into the corridor. Lily didn’t have much experience in heels, so she tottered a little, but she knew she had to do her best to stay upright.

She looked over into the other girls’ rooms, but they were both bent over getting thoroughly filled by their guards, so she couldn’t catch their eyes. Lucky, thought Lily. She was having to wait to get hers. How was that fair?

They led her up the stairs and back into the wide corridor that Lily vaguely recognized, from, like, a few days ago, maybe? She felt like she should remember, but trying to recall anything that had happened more than a few hours previously was like trying to swim through Jell-O. She felt like that would once have worried her, but it was a happy, warm feeling not to have to remember these things, not to have to think. How had she lived before coming to the Institute?

A few minutes of walking down the corridor, down a few side hallways, and now they were standing in front of a meeting room. The guards led Lily inside.

Sitting at the conference table were two men Lily recognized. One was Rik. The other was...who was he? She felt like she should know…

“Hey Miss Ambitious, remember me? Tyler Karling?”

Oh no. Was it really him? She remembered now, that she knew him from the hazy time before the Institute, that she didn’t really like him. Suddenly, she became aware of the fact that her tits were out, supported but not covered by the lingerie set. She didn’t usually mind, but for some reason...“Um...sort of…”

He laughed. “They really fucked you up, didn’t they? What happened to the bitch in my history class? Don’t answer that. I’m not really interested in the gory details. Not that you probably remember them.”

“Um…” He was talking too fast. She couldn’t keep up. Quickly, she reverted to something she understood. “Like, wanna fuck?”

He laughed again, louder. “JEE-sus! I mean, that is what I’m here for, but damn! They really cranked a few of the dials.”

Rik stood up as the guard handed Lily’s leash to Tyler. “Well, I will leave you two to it, I suppose. This and the ten thousand dollars will form your payment, Mr. Karling. We will be dramatically expanding the program next year, so you stand to earn much more.”

“All right, sweet,” said Tyler. “See you around.”

Rik and the guards headed out. Tyler waited for them to be out of sight before yanking on Lily’s leash. She stumbled forwards and almost fell; when she straightened up, she was standing just inches from Tyler as his eyes raked over her. “Fuck, you’re hot,” he said. “You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for this.” He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his toned pecs and chiseled abs, and threw it to the side. Then, with a jerk on the leash, he pulled her in for a deep kiss. The sensation was almost too much for Lily; the urge within her to break away, get down and suck his cock was nearly uncontrollable.

Time melted away as his tongue circled hers. The sensation of being dominated, being owned, was utterly intoxicating. She felt one of his large hands grab her ass, and another reach up and pull one of her nipples; she moaned through the kiss, melting in his hands.

But she needed more than that. She reached forwards and felt his bulge, his meaty cock growing larger by the second in her hand, straining against the fabric of his jeans. Fumbling with the zipper for a moment, she unbuttoned his pants, and his cock sprung free, ramrod straight in her hand. It had to be at least eight inches long, the biggest Lily had ever seen, but she knew she could handle it; the Institute had given her that.

He broke away from the kiss and shoved her down onto her knees in front of him. Suddenly, she was eye-to-eye with his massive cock. He put his hand on the back of her head to push her towards it, but she had another idea. Spitting onto her chest, she rubbed her tits together to spread it around and then sandwiched his dick in between them. He grunted in approval as she began working her chest up and down his cock. It felt a little silly at first, but so hot. To make it even better, she tilted her head down and took the tip of his cock into her mouth, licking and sucking his cockhead as he started to fuck her tits, groaning in pleasure. She was giving him exactly what he wanted, and it felt better than she could have hoped for.

“Fucking shit, whore, where did you learn this stuff?” he said. She smiled around his cock, gazing silently up at him. “All right, get on the table. I’m done playing. You’ve been having too much fun.” He pulled his cock out of her mouth, and without waiting for her to get up on her own, hoisted her up and threw her onto the table. She cried out, but before she could recover, he had already slammed his huge cock into her pussy. Tears streamed down her cheeks as he pounded in and out of her, the sensation of being filled overwhelming every defense she had. It was more than she could take, and she moaned, a moan of pain but also so much pleasure. She felt more alive than she ever had as he took her pussy more roughly than it had ever been taken.

That familiar spark was building within her. Each thrust of his monster meat stick brought her closer and closer to another mind-breaking orgasm, and she wanted to get there faster, to feel that wash of ecstasy once more. She bucked her hips, slamming backwards to meet him in mid-thrust, groaning as he fucked her brains out.

Then he stopped. “What did I say about having too much fun, slut?” He delivered a stinging slap to her ass, and she gasped. He was right. She’d been thinking only of herself.

“I, I’m sorry, T-Tyler…”

“That’s not what you fucking call me, you stupid bitch!” He slapped her other asscheek, and harder. She yelped.

“I’m sorry, Daddy! Please don’t punish me!”

“Fucking dumb slut. I’m gonna make you wish you’d never fucked up like that.” She heard the sound of him squirting something onto his cock. “They probably haven’t done this to you yet. I hope they didn’t, ‘cause it’s gonna be so much better than that loose pussy of yours.”

“Um, w-what is?”

“You didn’t ask that question right, whore.” He slapped her, a third time. The tears began to flow down her cheeks again, but the pain was its own kind of pleasure.

“What is, Daddy?” She looked up at him with doe eyes, trying to charm him into going easy on her.

“This, bitch,” he said, yanking on her leash as he pushed his cock into her ass. She gasped at the fiery sensation as it went in, the pain of her muscles stretching to accommodate it, but in that pain there was also pleasure. Being pushed, stretched to the limit, was so incredibly satisfying, so incredibly amazing, that she pushed back against him to take more of him in.

The deeper he went, the better it felt. Initially, there was the pleasure of being stretched, but then, adding to that, there was a deeper, more intense sensation, a buzzing pleasure in the very core of her being that echoed within her as he began to thrust, first gently, but then more quickly. Her ass burned, but the discomfort was worth it; the tears that welled up every time he slammed into her were more from pleasure than pain. She gasped at the intensity of the sensation.

“Fuck, slut, this is fucking tight,” said Tyler. “You’re gonna milk every drop out of me.”

“That was the plan, Daddy,” said Lily mischievously. “I’m gonna make you feel so good that you have to cum. It won’t be a choice.”

Tyler laughed. “Oh really? Well, I’m gonna make you cum first.”

Lily knew she could win. She pushed herself back harder with each thrust, his pelvis slapping hard against her ass, trying desperately to make the fucking feel even better for him, even more life-changing. He grunted, slamming harder in return deep inside of her. She could tell by his breathing that he was getting close.

But so was she. The pleasure echoing inside of her was far too powerful to ignore. Her legs were shaking and she knew she couldn’t hold out for more than another minute or so. Gasping, she tried to think about other things, like horses, but then she just saw herself at the stable getting fucked by Mr. Utu, or maybe trees, but then she saw herself out in the woods getting fucked by a big strong forest ranger. She had to concentrate, find something else to think about, try to last a little longer.

It was futile. She couldn’t think about anything but Tyler and his beautiful cock slamming into her, his wonderful cock that had been missing all her life. The pleasure overwhelmed her defenses and overflowed into a mind-shattering, eye-crossing orgasm. She convulsed as waves of ecstasy flowed out from her very core, breaking her mind, stopping her from thinking about anything, not even sex, for a few moments.

Her orgasm was too much for Tyler. She felt warm cum flowing out of his cock, painting her insides with hot, sticky jizz. It was an incredible sensation, even better than when someone came in her pussy. He pulled out after a few last thrusts, and she collapsed onto the table, gasping, legs still shaking.

“Guess I won, slut,” said Tyler.

“D-did you like me, Daddy?” asked Lily.

“Did I, bitch? Do I look like I’m done fucking you yet? I’m not giving a review until I’m done using the product. Give me five minutes.” Lily could already see his cock springing to life once more. Joyfully, she ran over and hugged him. “Fuck me again, Daddy! Make me feel so good again. I’ll be yours forever. I’ll do anything.”

“I don’t know about that, slut. I’ll tell you what, I’ll hold on to this ten K, and when I make some money later on, I’ll come and see the Institute about buying out your contract. You can come and be my house fuckhole while I date women with working brains. I can use you as a coffee table or something.”

“Oh…” said Lily. That sounded incredible. She could imagine a future with Tyler, kneeling before him, sucking his huge cock, the years flowing away…

Then, snapping her out of her reverie, he grabbed her hips and threw her onto the table once more. “All right, whore, get ready for round two.”

She gasped as his hard cock plunged once again into her stretched, abused asshole, pain and pleasure mixing once again, blurring into a potent concoction of pure ecstasy.

* * *

The next day, she was lying on her cot, dreaming about Tyler’s cock, when she was awoken by a rapping sound on the door to her room. She opened her eyes; Rik was standing outside. When she sat up, he came in. “Good morning, Lily. I trust you are feeling well.”

“Y-yeah.” She yawned. “Is there, like, somebody to fuck? Should I suck your cock?”

He made a face. “Heavens, no. That would be unprofessional in the extreme. No, I am going to deliver you to your assignment.”

“Assignment?” Wasn’t she going to be living with Tyler? Wait, he had said that that might come later on, right? Now that she thought about it, she couldn’t remember what he had said very well.

“Are you under the impression you are living here for free? That would be incorrect. No, you will need to earn your keep. But not to worry; I think you will find the work we’ve assigned you agreeable. Put on your leash.” He threw her the collar and leash from yesterday. Lily could smell the scent of sex on the collar; lovingly, she clipped it around her neck. Rik picked up the leash and led her out of the room.

“Like, are we going back to the meeting room?” asked Lily.

“We are not keeping you here to ask questions,” said Rik. “You will find out in due time.” He led Lily up the stairs and out into the hallway again. This time, though, they turned right. What was to the right? She struggled to remember. Hadn’t she been down there before?

Oh, it was the library! They passed through the archway, into the wide space filled with tables and computers. Lily recalled that she used to spend a lot of time here...but why? She scrunched up her nose. Thinking about that made her brain hurt. Instead, she focused on the leash, the gentle pressure on her neck as Rik led her along. It was much easier to follow that.

They crossed the room, and then Rik was opening a door at the back, a door Lily recognized. There were more books on the other side, bookshelves like a maze, but Rik was leading her through. Oh, this was where that Kutasky guy lived! Or...did he live here? Nobody lived at the Institute except Lily and her friends, right?

Lily remembered that he sat at the back of the maze of shelves, but Rik stopped just before the final turn. “Mr. Kutasky, I have your annual bonus here. Shall I send her in?”

“Oh, uh, please,” came a voice from around the corner. “That was, uh, quick.”

“The finalization process was easier than anticipated,” said Rik. “All right, Lily, the guards will come get you later. Do your best.” He let go of her leash and nudged her forwards, then turned and started back through the shelves.

Lily stepped around the corner and stood in front of Kutasky, who was sitting in an office chair at his desk. His pants were off, exposing his hairy legs and the bottom of his sagging beer gut, but she didn’t notice any of that; her gaze was fixed on his hard cock, not as beautiful as Tyler’s, but a work of art nonetheless. She wanted nothing more than to take it into her mouth and suck down every last drop of Kutasky’s cum.

“Uh, well…” said Kutasky awkwardly. “Uh, you can get to work whenever.”

Lily didn’t need to be prompted. She slid underneath his desk and reached for his cock, running a finger along its length, savoring the sight of his beautiful rod. A bead of precum was already forming at the head. Slowly, she began to massage his balls, rolling them around in her hand, enjoying the feeling of doing a job she knew exactly how to do. Then she reached out and began to gently pump his cock with her other hand.

She thought of Emily and Samantha. Maybe they were doing something similar, or maybe they were still fucking the guards. Either way, she knew they were happy. She saw the days passing in the future, days soaked with Kutasky’s cum, nights dreaming of cock, and knew that this was a life she would be happy to lead. Maybe they would even let her ride Prescott.

Still, the thought of a life with Tyler was even more tantalizing. That would be pure bliss; sharing his bed, catering to his every need, would be all she needed for complete contentment. She sighed as she thought about it.

But then, it was always good to have something to look forward to. She leaned forwards and swirled her tongue around the head of Kutasky’s cock.


Anthology One


Milkshake

Ellie came to slowly, groggily. She tried to sit up, but a splitting pain in her head forced her to lie back down almost instantly. The surface she was lying on was warm, presumably from her body heat, and slightly padded, but the rest of her slim body was uncomfortably cold. Goosebumps had formed on her arms. She realized she was naked.

Where was she? She cast around in her memory. The night before was hazy at best. There had been alcohol, she knew; the headache proved that. It had been a party in another dorm room for her friend Thea.

But this wasn’t her dorm. The ceiling was concrete, painted pale gray, and high, maybe fifteen feet. The walls seemed to be padded, except for one, directly in front of her, which was a mirror. The table, or platform, or whatever it was that she was lying on seemed to be in the center of the room.

Taking a deep breath, she tried once more to sit up. That was when she noticed the cuffs on her wrists and ankles. A jolt of panic shot through her as she wriggled, trying to break free, but it was no use. They were padded, she reflected ruefully, so at least they wouldn’t rub her raw.

For several minutes she struggled. She was strong; as a member of her university soccer team, she worked out for hours each day, honing her muscles, and she pushed them to their limit trying to escape the cuffs. She imagined she could feel the cuff on her right wrist weaken slightly, but it would not yield further, and her strength was all expended before she was able to make any more progress. Exhausted, she lay back, panting.

She made several more attempts to break free over the next half an hour. She didn’t want to think about what being trapped here meant: That she might never get to return to her old life again, see her family, pet her dog, play the guitar. And she didn’t have to think as long as she was throwing herself at her restraints with all her might.

Finally, she collapsed. There wasn’t an ounce of strength left in her. Maybe the cuffs had weakened, maybe they hadn’t, but she had. There was nothing more she could do but bide her time and wait.

It was impossible to track the passage of time in the room. The LED lights set into the ceiling never flickered, never dimmed. She wanted a window, wanted to see the outside world, to leave this half-life of stillness and silence, but still nothing changed, no one came. After a while, she began to wonder whether she had been left in the room to starve.

At last, after what seemed like several hours, she heard a door swing open behind her, but she couldn’t twist around to see who it was. Heavy footsteps echoed, and then she felt someone standing behind her. A cloth mask was placed over her head so that she could no longer see, and then she felt the table she was strapped to begin to move. She guessed that she was being wheeled out of the room, but with no idea what kind of place she had found herself in she could only imagine where she would be taken next.

The gurney (or what she assumed was a gurney) trundled out of the room into what she judged to be a hallway, based on how the squeaks from its dodgy rear left wheel echoed off the walls. She was suddenly very aware of her nakedness. In the room, alone, it had been one thing; but now there was at least one person looking at her, and maybe more, though they were being quiet if they were; aside from the clattering and the squeaks of the gurney, she could hear nothing at all.

After several minutes of motion, the cart abruptly turned to the left. Ellie heard the clattering end and felt the wheels rolling on carpet. And then, at last, the cart stopped before turning once more to the left and coming to a final halt.

A moment of silence ensued as Ellie’s apprehension grew. Then, suddenly, she felt another cuff snap on to her left wrist, and then another on to her left ankle. Then the cuffs that secured her left ankle and wrist to the gurney were unfastened. During this whole process, she felt the presence of a person leaning over her, and heard heavy, male-sounding breathing. The apprehension began to turn into fear. What would this man do to her? Had he kidnapped her? Did she know him? She had answers to none of these questions. Terrified, she felt herself locking up.

All of a sudden, the cuffs on the right side of her body were also undone, and she was roughly flipped over so that she was now lying facedown on a soft surface that felt a lot like a mattress with sheets. Initially frozen with shock, she realized that the right side of her body was now free to struggle, but before she could do anything she felt a new cuff close around her right ankle. She began to thrash with her right arm, to attack, and her hand found purchase on what felt like someone’s chest. She heard a grunt of surprise, and then two strong hands closed around her arm and began to force it down. She tried to fight, but all her strength had already been expended trying to free herself from the gurney. Quickly, her assailant overpowered her and locked her wrist into the final cuff. She was helpless once again.

For a moment, she considered fighting anyway. The shackles on the cart had begun to yield; maybe she had a chance of breaking her new bonds. But as she prepared to make a new effort, she felt the exhaustion in her limbs. Her soccer training regimen had granted her plenty of cardiovascular endurance, but no expertise in bending metal. Instead, she settled back down, resolving to recover and then try again later. After all, if the previous room had been any indication, she would have plenty of time alone and not a whole lot to do.

But then she felt a weight on the bed next to her. It had to be her jailer. She felt her stomach drop into a pit as he lowered himself onto her. A hand grabbed at her small breasts and then she felt his dick pushing into her pussy. She wanted to scream, to cry, but fear made her stay as silent as she could. Her mind was filled with a million emotions, but for some reason she noticed, even in this horrifying moment, that he was wearing a condom. Why did he choose to do that?

But then he started thrusting. In and out; every time he pushed himself into her, Ellie felt tears welling up in her eyes. After perhaps a minute, she was sobbing as he pounded her.

And then, as soon as it had begun, it was over. She heard him grunt as he came, and then his weight lifted off of her. Just as she thought he was about to go, she felt a needle plunge into her ass. She yelped and heard him laugh. He slapped her on the ass and then the wheels of the gurney began to squeak as he rolled it out of the room. Then the door shut and locked, sealing her inside the room.

She felt horrible, empty. She wanted to go home, to leave that terrible place, but there was no way out. She cried for a long time, hours maybe, letting her emotions roil and pour out of her. A few minutes after the man left, the cuffs clicked open as if by magic, but she was far too overcome to do anything, except throw away the mask and then rub her eyes as she wept.

Eventually, she felt a new strength creeping into her. She had been kidnapped, violated, injected with some kind of substance (which, curiously, she still wasn’t feeling an effect from), and locked in that room, but she had not been conquered. They would not conquer her. Summoning her courage, she lifted herself up off the bed and onto the soft, carpeted floor.

The room was fairly large, considering how minimally-furnished it was. Improbably, it had been decorated in a soft pink theme. The walls were wallpapered in a pale cherry-blossom pink, and a white trim set them off from the carpet, which was a similar color. The bed was a darker shade, maybe a dark rose. There were two doors leading off of the room on the hallway side. One, as she expected, was a bathroom, which had a shower, toilet and sink, but one was locked and would not budge. Oddly, though she knew where the hallway door would have been, she couldn’t see it. It was probably flush with the wall. There was no need, she reflected sadly, to be able to open it from the inside.

Across from the bed, there was a large white vanity with a chair, though all the drawers were locked, and a TV screen set into the wall. She found a remote on the nightstand.

The strangest feature of the room, though, was definitely the large silicon dildo sticking out of the wall at about waist height on the far side of the room. It was mounted on some kind of track that would seemingly allow it to rise to just above her head. She shuddered whenever she looked at it. Clearly, whoever was keeping her here had some sexual intent for her; that man might only have been the beginning. But what gave her the most pause was that there was a plaque above the dildo marked FOOD AND WATER.

She decided to inspect it more closely. It was definitely possible for something to travel through the dildo; there was a hole that went all the way back through it, like a real dick. What if…? She banished that line of thought from her mind. She was a little hungry, not having eaten (to her knowledge) since the previous night, but she didn’t need food yet. She would wait.

Instead, she picked up the remote and turned on the TV. There seemed to be a DVR connected to it, which was filled with chick flicks and rom-coms, but nothing sinister.

She decided to shower. She needed to wash away the terrible experiences of the day, and it would also calm her down. Whenever she thought about what had happened to her, she wanted to vomit, and she noticed that her hands were shaking.

The shower stall was nicer than she anticipated, and there were both soap and shampoo dispensers. It got up to a pleasingly high temperature too; she turned it up as high as she could bear, seeking to scour away the torment that had been forced on her.

After perhaps fifteen minutes and a thorough cleansing, she stepped out of the shower. She felt a little better and decided to inspect herself in the mirror. The shampoo had been surprisingly high-quality, and her shoulder-length, dark brown hair looked better than it had in a while. If I have to be trapped in someone’s glorified sex dungeon, she thought to herself, at least my hair can look good. She grinned ruefully.

She spent a while poking around the room some more, looking for obvious escape routes, secret compartments, or anything that could help her get out of her predicament, but there was nothing. The locked drawers intrigued her, but all they represented was yet another way she was completely at the mercy of her captors. She tried not to think about that.

Finally, she decided on watching TV. There was nothing else to do except, well, eat, and she didn’t want to do...that. They had The Bachelor, which she had always been a fan of, so she flipped it on and relaxed back on the left half of the bed, away from the spot where she had been attacked.

Quickly, she noticed herself zoning out as she watched. She would be invested in the competition one second, and the next she would be staring into space, tuning out everything except the talking from the TV. She shook her head. She had to still be in shock.

Still, there was something funny about the TV’s audio output. The speakers had to be broken or something, because a hiss or murmur always seemed to be playing under the sound from the TV. It was irritating, but she reminded herself that this would be the only entertainment she would get, so she would have to get used to it. She had to be strong in this new situation. There were worse things than bad TV speakers; she had just experienced proof of that. She shuddered and kept watching.

After six episodes, she felt tired, like maybe it was nighttime. She had no way of knowing whether it actually was or not, but she decided to get some sleep while she was in the mood. She curled up under the sheets, hoping for her nightmare to end soon. As she drifted off, she heard a strange, barely audible murmuring sound, an undercurrent to the ambient noise in the room. Once she realized it was there, though, it only took a few minutes to tune it out; it was almost like a box fan or a white noise machine.

She had a strange dream. She felt herself floating in a pinkish gel, swimming in a featureless, endless world. She could go anywhere, she realized. At first, she did flips in the fluid, diving and climbing in a graceful, carefree dance. 

And then, beneath her, she noticed dark shapes that rose up through the gel. They were...buildings? She even recognized one or two of them, even through the shifting, distorting gel. It was the skyline of her hometown. Eagerly, she began to swim down towards them. But making progress through the gel was next to impossible. She was growing tired, and even the tallest building was still far out of reach below her. Slowly she realized that this freedom she had been granted brought her nothing. There was nowhere to go in the gel, nothing to do but swim and dive in a place without purpose, without meaning. And what she wanted was still, despite her freedom, far beyond her reach. This was a new kind of frustration. She almost grew angry as she fought against the gel. What was the point? It was all so futile.

She awoke breathing heavily. Her heart was pounding in her chest, and she noticed that her nipples were erect. When she reached up to touch them, she almost cried out at how sensitive they were. She took a few deep breaths to calm down. She still felt a little irritated from the dream. Was that why her blood was rushing?

Her stomach growled. It had to have been almost a full day and a half since she had eaten anything. She looked over at the dildo and decided she could wait a little longer. Instead, she took a walk around the room once more, but no escape opportunities presented themselves. She sighed. In a prison movie, they would already have seen the weakness in the system that would allow them to break out. Clearly, this would not be so simple.

And still there was the murmuring, always there, always at the edge of her hearing. She almost thought she could make out words, but it was just a little too quiet. It seemed to be coming from everywhere. It was better to have the TV on than to listen to that, she decided, and turned on The Bachelor once again.

After four episodes (Is this what life is now?, she thought, measuring time in Bachelor episodes?), her stomach was screaming. It had been a little tamer when she had woken up, expecting breakfast, but now it was in full force, demanding food. It was too much. She got up, and, trying not to think about what she was doing, placed her lips over the head of the dildo and began to suck.

At first, nothing came out, and all she could taste was silicon. But then a trickle of liquid began to flow into her mouth. It was fatty and sweet. They’re feeding me a milkshake, she thought. Well, there were worse things to be fed.

But the trickle was way too slow. The first taste of food had almost turned her into an animal; she had to have more. She took more of the dildo into her mouth and sucked as hard as she could. Now a pleasingly rapid stream was flowing out of the fake dick into her stomach. She gulped the milkshake down, enjoying the flavor and the fatty feeling as it slid down her throat. I could get used to this, she thought.

Wait. She was on her knees (when had she gotten on her knees?) giving a dildo the most passionate blowjob of her life. What was she doing? She’d gotten enough food. Disgusted with herself, she got up and walked away, staring at the fake dick. What power had it held over her?

She decided to distract herself by looking for escape routes once more. Soon, she found herself standing in front of the locked door. Surely there was some secret, something behind the panel of wood that there was a reason to conceal.

On a whim, she reached out and tried the door. To her amazement, it clicked open. When had it been unlocked? Had it been while she had been eating? She didn’t doubt that someone was controlling the locks remotely, in which case they were probably also watching her walking around naked.

Behind the door was a closetlike room which contained a large, ornate wardrobe. She wasn’t surprised to discover that the main doors were locked, but there were two drawers at the bottom that slid free when she pulled them.

The first was full of high-heeled shoes. They varied in height from maybe five inches all the way up to platform heels of seven or more, but there was no reasonable footwear at all. What was the point of wearing something like that in a place like this? Ellie felt almost insulted as she closed the drawer. She wasn’t here to just be eye candy for whoever was watching her.

The other drawer was better. It had underwear! Sure, it was all frilly, strappy lingerie, but at last, something to cover herself with. She chose a black teddy that seemed to cover a bit more than the other options. The bottom was thong-style, which wouldn’t have been her choice, but she had learned not to look a gift horse in the mouth. She could get so little in this place.

Quickly, she slipped her new clothing on. She imagined that she looked ridiculous, but she was far past caring about that. It was better to be covered.

Still, though, it made her wonder. She had given in and...eaten, and then this cabinet had unlocked. Was it some kind of perverse reward? Strange.

She noticed that her muscles were restless, aching to be worked out, but she had no space to do that. There wasn’t even a door lintel to do pull-ups off of. She hadn’t thought about her athletic career since she had woken up in this place, but she would miss a lot of training; she was sure to be behind when she got out...if she got out. She shuddered. It was probably better to do what it took to survive, and worry about the consequences later. 

There was nothing to do after that, really, but watch TV and wait to get hungry again. Her heart was still beating faster than usual, and the teddy felt surprisingly nice as it brushed against her unusually sensitive nipples. She finished the first season of The Bachelor and moved on to the next. She was no longer surprised when she zoned out and lost time while watching. If it passed the time, it passed the time. If anything, turning her brain off for a minute actually felt kind of nice. 

After a few more episodes, she began to feel hungry again, or maybe she was just bored enough that she wanted to eat; she didn’t really have a reason to make a distinction between the two. She got up and walked over to the dildo, but as she drew near she watched in dismay as it began to rise on the track. In a few moments, it was above her head level. She tried to bend it to her mouth, even tried to stand on tiptoe, but it wasn’t enough; the head of the dildo was always just out of reach. She wanted to scream in frustration. Now they wouldn’t even feed her?

But then she had an idea; it was one of those ideas that she was realizing they meant for her to have. She walked back over to the closet and found the highest pair of heels in the drawer, a black pair that had to be at least seven inches tall. She slipped them on and wobbled her way across the room back towards the dildo. Several times, she almost fell and had to grab on to the mattress to steady herself, but she made it.

And now she was finally tall enough. She took the fake dick into her mouth at last and suckled like a baby, chugging the delicious fluid that came from within. It tasted wonderful, and as it flowed down her throat, she felt almost at home. It felt right to be eating, to be in this place, to obey.

She didn’t know how long she was standing there, how long she was drinking the chocolatey liquid from the dildo. She only came back to herself after many minutes. It was like being dunked in cold water. Her stomach was bloated, full to bursting, and she was suddenly keenly aware of how quickly she had surrendered. Why had she lost herself? What was going on? She stumbled back to the bed and threw away the shoes. What was this place doing to her? She lay down and held her head in her hands.

To calm herself, she did another circuit around the room, looking for escape routes. This time, she also checked the wardrobe closet, but nothing presented itself. Of course they had thought of everything. In frustration, she banged her fist on the wall, and gritted her teeth when it collided with what felt like concrete under the wallpaper. But not solid concrete; there was some kind of slightly rounded object under the part of the wallpaper that she had hit. The murmuring sound seemed to be louder just here. Intrigued, she pressed her ear to the wall. Her eyes widened as she realized she could make out some of the words: “Submit...obey...drink...”

Of course. They were messing with her mind. That was why she was behaving so strangely. Maybe the TV audio had something to do with it too. But could she resist it? Did she have any way of blocking it out?

The day, such as it was, had been a wash. She had no idea how much time had passed, but she felt kind of sleepy. She noticed she had been feeling sleepy a lot lately. She walked slowly into the bathroom and took a shower, trying to scrub herself clean of everything that had happened so far, and also of the surprising amount of milkshake that had splattered all over her face and boobs when she had been drinking.

On the way out of the shower, she found herself stopping in front of the mirror to do her hair. She didn’t know why; she was going right to bed, and any style she did would be destroyed as she slept. But maybe spending some time on herself was what she needed. This place was aiming to whittle her down; feeling strong, feeling beautiful, feeling seductive would help her stay resilient for what was to come.

After that, she went to bed and lay down. Sleep did not come easily; maybe it hadn’t actually been that long since she had last gotten up, or maybe she was just frazzled. At last, though, she felt herself slipping off into the void of dreams. Just as she went under, she sleepily noticed that the sound of the murmuring had changed.

She soon found herself having another dream. She was in the bottom of a large, circular glass structure. The world beyond was hazy and distorted, but she could make out tall shapes, many dozens of times larger than her and many times larger than even the glass building. They were moving around her, and she could hear low rumbles that she might have guessed were conversation.

She looked more closely at the structure she was in. She felt a twinge of discomfort when she noticed there were no doors, but that to be expected at this point. There was no top; instead, it was roofless, the circular opening ringed by glass that spiraled around the lip. At her level, the walls curved when they met the floor. Wait a second…

She was trapped in a jar. She was tiny, or everything else was giant, and she was trapped in a jar. What was this place? Looking down, she realized she was on a massive granite countertop. Those shapes beyond the jar...were they people?

She heard a deep, low rumble that she could only guess was laughter. The shapes shifted nearer, their shadowy masses growing darker as they thumped towards the jar. Every footstep was like an earthquake.

One of them said something. It sounded like a question, but it was so deep and slow that she couldn’t understand it, and she wasn’t sure at all that it was meant for her anyway. It probably wasn’t.

Another rumble, and now the jar darkened as something large was raised over it. She watched in a mix of awe and trepidation and something was poured into the opening. As she watched the fluid, golden and viscous, descend towards her, she realized that it was honey.

Honey! They were giving her honey. Her stomach growled as she realized how hungry she was. As soon as the first sweet, sticky globule touched the ground, she ran to it and began to drink. More rumbling from outside; maybe that was more laughter. The honey continued to pour in, and soon the floor of the jar was coated in it, a rising tide that Ellie paid no attention to as she happily drank, covered in sticky fluid. This was where she was supposed to be. It felt right.

Suddenly, she awoke. There was no honey, and she was hungry; her stomach was growling. Probably, the milkshake hadn’t stuck with her very well. She wondered, again, what time it was. She had no idea how long she had slept.

Hearing the murmuring again, she remembered about the speaker and the words. They had been telling her to do...things; she had a hard time remembering what, exactly. But she also remembered that she wanted, needed, to fight back. She had been doing that the day before too. If only she could remember…

Looking over at the dildo on the wall, it came rushing back to her. The way to fight back was to drink. Stumbling out of bed, she rushed over to the wardrobe and grabbed the pair of heels. Her hands shook as she fumbled them onto her feet and then lurched across the room to the dildo.

Once the fake cock touched her lips, everything seemed to melt away. As the sweet milkshake flowed down her throat, she felt her mind floating away from her body. She was drifting in a warm, soft, wet place, and she couldn’t feel anything, hear anything, see anything from the physical world. She was beyond that now. She could still hear the whispering from the walls, only now, in this new existence, it sounded more like an unearthly song weaving through space. This was a moment she felt that she had been waiting for her whole life. She became aware that tears were flowing down her cheeks, but it was just so perfect, so sublime, so unreal. She drank until she was full to bursting and then collapsed backwards onto the bed, shoes still strapped to her feet, floating in a haze of ecstasy. She spasmed in bliss, her limbs jerking around as she lost all physical control.

And then she felt a weight settle on to her. It was warm, heavy, and she heard breathing - a human? She came out of the delirium a little as she realized what was happening, but it was too late; she felt a thick cock at the entrance of her pussy, and then she was gone again, floating on a cloud in another layer of heaven. What was happening to her earthly body was no concern of hers; her fleshy prison had only held her back. They had helped her to be free.

Slowly, the head of this mysterious man’s cock pushed into Ellie’s eager opening. The sensation was utterly divine, of being taken, owned, used for the pleasure of another. Though she was barely conscious of reality, she understood what was going on as he stretched her wider and wider. She wanted to give him more, to worship his cock, to suck it, to pleasure it with her hands and mouth, but if this was what he wanted...well, she would give it to him. She would give him anything.

More of his shaft buried itself inside of her, and she felt herself moaning in pleasure, but no mere moan could express the feelings swirling inside of her. Maybe she was just a cheap hole for him to use, a quick way to get off, but that didn’t matter; she was in love with his cock, with his musk, with his strength. As he slowly began to thrust, to slide himself in and out of her little pussy, her feelings only strengthened, multiplied. He would never know her name, nor would she know his, and yet...that didn’t matter. She didn’t want love, only unbridled lust, pleasure. She wanted her insides painted with his cum.

And that moment seemed like it was coming closer. He was pounding into her now, pushing aside any resistance from her tight hole, stuffing as much of himself into her as possible. She gasped, pussy humming with pleasure, pleasure that rebounded, amplified, as it bounced through her. The question now was who would cum first; it seemed proper that he should, but Ellie was almost there as well, and the pleasure of her convulsions might also send him over the edge -

He upped the tempo one more time, thrusting with all his strength, and she was yelping, gasping with pleasure. Being mounted, pounded like this was a sensation that she found utterly, indescribably amazing. Her old life, full of schoolwork and stress, faded away in her mind as she found herself submitting totally to this giant of a man and his huge cock.

And that thought, that she was forgetting, letting go, was what sent her over the edge at last. She moaned, pleasure blasting through her, overwhelming her, leaving her disoriented but wild with joy. Clutching the sheets, she pressed up into him, trying to take more of him inside of her, to stuff her pussy completely, to make the sensations last forever.

For a moment and for an eternity she lived in that realm of pleasure, unaware of anything except her breathing, and his breathing, and the whispering. But then, after a chunk of his human time had passed, he grunted, cock spasming, and then it was over. A small part of her recognized that grunt, but for the rest of her it was utterly irrelevant. He was done. She hoped he had had a good time; she certainly had.

From then on, Ellie’s resistance was over, and she thought no more of escaping. The rest of the wardrobe soon unlocked; it was full of seductive dresses, short shorts, skinny jeans, yoga pants, everything she needed to make herself beautiful. That became her new hobby; She would spend the mornings preparing for visitors, and the afternoons receiving them. She slept, and drank, and men would come to use her, and then she would float away. Over the weeks, her body softened; her muscles dwindled away, and her curves became more pronounced. Sometimes, as she floated away, she felt hands grabbing at her new body. 

She was grateful to them for showing her this new existence. She didn’t know why they had chosen her, or what their plans were for her future, but she didn’t care. The present was far, far too good.


Tremolo

Suzie stared blankly at the piano keys. She was supposed to be practicing that month’s piece, a Chopin étude that she knew would require hours and hours of practice to master. Usually, she would just have started up right away, practicing from then (three o’clock in the afternoon, right when the shadow of the floor lamp touched the piano bench) until dinner, after which she would do her homework. But today, something was stopping her.

Maybe it was just the weather outside. It was one of April’s first sunny days, a special event in Seattle, and the light coming through the window carried an alluring yellow glow. Maybe it was this particular piece; she had never really been a fan of Chopin, after all, except for his more famous works.

Or maybe it was senioritis. Suzie had classmates at Roberts High who skipped most of their classes, flunked tests, and spent all day messing around on the school grounds, smoking weed and eating takeout from the Korean place. She never joined them. Her parents had been quite clear: “This ‘senioritis’ they are talking about, you can’t get it! Work like it is the first day of freshman year!”

But why? She had already been accepted to a good college. She knew she couldn’t fail her classes, but surely they would understand if she got a few Bs. If her classmates were any indication, no university could expect too much of students during senior spring.

And schoolwork was one thing; piano was another. Sure, it had helped her get into college, and she had been accepted on the understanding that she would audition for the music program. But she didn’t even know anyone else who was still doing piano, or had done piano past the eighth grade. She was good at it, yes, but the thought of practicing piano all afternoon made her feel ill. Everyone else would be spending their summers playing video games, hanging out with friends, even just watching TV; the only thing she did for fun was staring at the dust as it floated through the sunbeams in the living room.

Worse still, she had almost no social life. She ate lunch with people at school who she might have considered friends, but she never saw them outside school because she had no time. Her long, shining black hair and deep black eyes had attracted attention from boys from time to time, but her parents would have none of that. Her only love, it seemed, could be the piano, but their relationship was on the rocks.

Sighing, she turned back to the piano and started on the etude. She didn’t sound nearly as good as she usually did. The notes she played were mechanical, lacking the resonance that made piano music sound truly polished, and she flubbed easy chords, even on her dominant left hand. Fifteen minutes went by and she felt no closer to mastering the piece than when she started.

“Suzie?” came the sound of her mother’s voice. She winced. Attracting her mother’s attention was rarely a good thing. She could only sit still as she listened to her mother’s footsteps draw nearer. “It sounds awful out here. You are not trying hard enough.”

“Mom, I…” Suzie looked at her mother and gulped. “I don’t really feel like playing piano today.”
“Feel like?” asked her mother. “FEEL like? Do you think your father and I ‘felt like’ working sixty hours a week to feed you when you were a baby? That’s not how life works! If you want something, you have to work hard for it!”

“But…” said Suzie. The feelings of guilt, anger, and fear mixing inside of her caused her to say something she would otherwise have kept hidden. “I don’t want to play the piano anymore. I want to do something I care about.”

“Don’t tell me ‘I don’t want this, I don’t want that’! The piano is the reason you got into college. The piano is the reason you have such good grades. It taught you to work! I won’t allow it. My own daughter, saying this! Your grandparents would be so disappointed. Imagine, their granddaughter giving up on something!”

“I…” Suzie couldn’t meet her mother’s eyes. She could find nothing to say to her.

“I have other things to do, but when I come back here in fifteen minutes the piece will sound better!” Her mother stormed off.

Suzie felt terrible. It wasn’t her fault that the thought of playing piano held no appeal for her any more. It was time to move on, wasn’t it? But her parents had done so much for her, and she felt a duty to do as they asked. She was utterly torn.

She tried to start practicing again, but nothing was working. There was a tricky arpeggio right at the beginning of the piece, and whenever she tried to get past the first couple of notes, something went wrong. Eventually, she found herself making the same mistake over and over again. She groaned in frustration. She knew she could do better, but there was a part of her that didn’t really want to.

A few minutes later, she heard her mother’s footsteps once again. “It’s no better! You call yourself our daughter, and play like that?” She was shouting now. “People won’t respect you if you have no work ethic, if you never do things you don’t want to do! What kind of a child am I raising?”

Suzie knew she couldn’t say anything more than she already had without regretting it later. “Sorry, Mom, I’m just...not at my best today, I guess.”

“At your best! Your father and I were never at our best when you were a baby, but we somehow kept you alive! That’s not how things work. You can’t give up the piano. What you need is a change in approach! I will talk to your father about finding a piano instructor. With the structure lessons will provide, you will make progress again!”

“Okay…” said Suzie. Piano lessons might be better than practicing at home. At least the instructor wouldn’t be as strict as her mother. Was that even possible?

She plunked keys until dinner, making a little progress, but not a lot. Normally, after three hours of practice, she would have had the general outline of the piece in place, but this time she had barely even nailed down the main theme. Exhausted and emotionally drained, she got up and headed to the kitchen table, where her father and mother were already sitting.

“I heard about your issue,” said her father. “I agree with your mother that signing you up with an instructor would be a good idea.”

“You can’t sound like that!” said her mother. “You have to improve!”

“Yes. So we’ve gotten in touch with an old family friend. Junwei Wong - do you remember him?”

Suzie remembered Wong as a friendly man, already old when she was a little girl. “I do. Does he play the piano?”

“No,” said her father. “You would be taking lessons with his son, Victor. Mr. Wong goes back and forth between here and Shanghai, but Victor is in Seattle all year round studying the piano and getting his master’s degree in music education.”

“Isn’t that wonderful?” her mother interjected. “He’s achieved all that, and at only twenty-two! Mr. Wong must be so proud.”

“Okay…” said Suzie. At least Victor was somewhere near her age. It was also good that her father had found him, not her mother; that made it less likely that he owned a set of thumbscrews.

“We have arranged for the lessons to start tomorrow,” said her father, “and to happen once a week, from four to seven on Fridays. We hope that this will increase your motivation.”

Mentally, Suzie groaned. That was a really long time to be sitting in a piano lesson. At least it wasn’t in her house; that would have made it even worse. “Sounds good.”

The rest of dinner was awkwardly quiet. Suzie’s parents could probably tell she wasn’t hot on the idea, but they’d never really been big on talking these things out. After she was done eating, she got up wordlessly and went to go start her homework. She had several hours’ worth in theory, but she knew of no one else who ever did the full amount; why would you? The teachers never asked about most of it, and most of the daily work wasn’t even graded. Her mother made her do it anyway, but she had been quietly cutting corners for a few months now.

When she was done, it was fully dark outside; probably 10:30 or 11 PM. She would have stayed up longer, but she was on her school’s swim team and would need to be up at 5am to go to practice. Swimming had given her a lithe, fit body, but also a perpetual case of exhaustion that only lessened somewhat on the weekends and over school breaks.

She stripped out of her clothes, pulled on her pajama shirt, and fell into bed. Despite her exhaustion, she couldn’t get to sleep right away. She had a mild headache, and the worries of the day were still racing through her head. She felt like a pencil that had been sharpened too many times, worn down to a stub almost too small to hold. She tossed and turned for a half hour until she finally found a comfortable, cool position and began to feel drowsy.

This had better be one hell of a piano lesson, she thought as sleep claimed her.

* * *

The next day at school oozed by as always. She dozed through the first few classes after swim practice, and by the time she was properly awake, it was her lunch period. A little while after that, she started to get drowsy again, so she only had about two hours of alertness. Calculus class, her last period, seemed to last for an eternity, but finally she could leave. She hopped on her bike and pedaled home. There was just enough time to drop off her school stuff and pick up her music before she headed to her lesson, which would be at Victor Wong’s apartment.

She decided to change out of her school clothes, leggings and an old hoodie, because she wanted to make a good first impression, and just because something was acceptable among the burned-out seniors at school didn’t mean it would be in the wider world. She picked a nice skirt, a jean jacket, and a relatively clean pair of sneakers, trying to look put-together without being dressed-up. Besides, the clothes made her feel cute, and in a new, potentially tough situation, feeling cute was always a good thing.

There was no need to haul the bike out again, because Victor lived only a few streets away, in an apartment in their neighborhood shopping district. She threw the music into a KUOW tote bag and headed out the door at 3:50.

As she walked, she realized she was buzzing with nervous energy. Meeting new people was always a little difficult, but this...felt different. She felt like she was about to do something new, to get a new outlook on things. Which was crazy, right? She was only in this to play the piano.

She found the building soon after turning onto the main street. It was one of the new ones that they’d built during the real estate boom, five stories with apartments above and a pricey grocery store on the ground floor where Suzie’s mother bought dinner sometimes. She wondered how Victor afforded the rent on his place, but then Mr. Wong was probably rich. Even if Suzie’s parents were rich, she doubted they’d be paying for her to live in a building like that next year.

She walked around the side of the building until she found the residential entrance. She knew that Victor was in 403, so, taking a deep breath, she punched in his number and pressed the buzzer.

A few seconds later, a deep, melodious voice flowed out of the speaker. “Hello, this is Victor Wong.”

“U-um, hi…” something about Victor’s voice made Suzie’s knees feel a little weak. After a second, she remembered she’d forgotten to say who she was. “Um, this is Suzie Chen, here for the, um, piano lesson…”

“Suzie! Of course! I’m so sorry, I thought you’d be coming in an hour. I get so turned around in the afternoon. Come right in!” The entryway door unlocked, and Suzie opened it and stepped inside. The lobby was about what she would have expected; modern, with light green walls and a gray stone-tile floor, all shining clean, and a receptionists’ desk at the back that seemed to currently be empty. She walked a few steps further in, looking for the elevators, until she finally spotted them off to the left. She hurried over, not wanting to keep Victor waiting too long.

She got out of the elevator on the fourth floor and checked the sign on the wall. Victor’s room was down further to the left, just a few steps away, with only one apartment separating it from the elevators. Soon, she was standing in front of the door. She took a deep breath, reached up, and knocked.

The man who opened the door a few seconds later made Suzie feel faint. He was tall, probably six feet, and the athletic shirt he was wearing seemed to be a size too small, stretching thin over his muscular chest. His short haircut looked great on him, and he had a clean-shaven, square-jawed face that Suzie kept looking at and then away from. Suddenly, she was even more of a nervous wreck. “Suzie Chen?” said Victor. “Pleased to meet you.” He stuck out his hand, and Suzie shook it. His grip was strong, his hand warm.

“Yeah, um, thanks for taking me on,” said Suzie.

“Of course, of course,” said Victor. “I love taking on new students! I have to apologize for my outfit - I was just going to go to the gym. Like I said, I’m scatterbrained after lunch. So why don’t you come in and have a seat on the couch while I run and change? Oh, the apartment is in a state, isn’t it? I’m so sorry.”

“It’s all right,” said Suzie, following Victor through the door. She had no idea what about the apartment was in a state. It was spacious, decorated in dark brown, blue, and white, with a leather couch set off by an intricately-patterned rug. The suite was in the very corner of the building, although it would be the bedroom, where Victor now headed, that would have the best views, with windows on two sides. There was a kitchenette at the back of the room that looked well-used but also well-maintained. The piano, a beautiful Yamaha grand, was across the living space from the couch and TV, so the piano bench had a view of the shopping street below; it was a little bit of an upgrade from Suzie’s cramped, mother-accessible living room at home. She decided that she wouldn’t mind spending a few afternoons here...especially with Victor. She sat down on the couch and waited for him to return.

A few minutes later, he came out of his room in a short-sleeved patterned button-down and skinny jeans. It seemed like Suzie was going to have trouble looking at his face no matter what he was wearing. “So, Miss Chen,” he said, sitting down in a chair across from her, “What are our objectives for this lesson?”

“Well…” said Suzie. She dug around in the tote bag and pulled out the Chopin. “I’m supposed to be learning one of these.”

“Ah, yes, Chopin’s études. You’re an advanced student, right? These can be pretty thorny. I studied them for a few months, so I think I can help you.”

“Okay, I’m working on this one…” Suzie flipped through the book and found the piece. Even looking at the notes gave her a feeling of nausea in the deepest part of her soul, but Victor certainly felt better to have around than her mother, so maybe she could make some progress with his help.

“All right, let’s go over to the piano then. My favorite kind of warmup is an arpeggio with the addition of rhythms from the piece itself. May I see the book, please?” Suzie handed him the book, and together they went over to the piano, where she sat down on the bench.

“Why don’t you begin with the rhythm here? And try it on an E flat arpeggio.” While Suzie’s fingers were hesitant at first, she quickly loosened up. Maybe it was Victor’s presence, or maybe she was just feeling better that day, but the warmup melody soon began sounding better and better. After thirty minutes of working on variations on that, and then a few other exercises, Suzie sounded better than she had in years. She did tend to skip the warmup at home, because she hated it and her parents couldn’t really tell, but she didn’t realize it would have that much of an effect.

Then it was time to start on the Chopin. Victor opened the book and placed it on the music rest. “Just start at the beginning and try to play through it. Don’t worry about how it sounds; I’m just trying to find the parts with the most potential for improvement.”

Suzie took a deep breath. The arpeggio near the start of the piece that had defeated her the day before was glaring at her from the page. She knew, academically, that she was able to play it. In the warmup, they had practiced all of its component parts, so that now she would just have to put them together.

She plunked out the first few notes on the page inelegantly but correctly, but then she was at the arpeggio, and the wheels came flying off. Between the visceral terror those notes inspired in her, the pressure her parents had put on her and that she had put on herself, and the presence of Victor standing behind her, Victor who she wanted so desperately to impress, there was no way she could play the figure correctly. Her fingers went to all the wrong places, and there was a horrible noise like a xylophone falling down the stairs.

“That’s all right,” said Victor. “This is one of the hardest parts of the piece. Don’t fret about it; just keep going, and we’ll work on it later.”

But Suzie couldn’t keep going. She felt hot, flushed, embarrassment filling her. She felt her mother standing over her as her father looked on. She felt all those years of practice, years that other kids had spent at sleepovers and movies, going to waste. She felt Victor’s presence, Victor, who had to be disappointed in her, and the longer she took to start again, the more disappointed he would be, but that feeling only made it harder to get moving. Tears of rage and shame began to flow down her cheeks.

She felt Victor’s hand on her shoulder. “Perhaps it would be best to take a break. Let’s head back to the couch.” That just made her cry harder. She had to be making him uncomfortable. Where did she get off invading his apartment and crying on his piano bench? It was so mortifying to break down in tears in front of a complete stranger.

The only thing stronger than her urge to run away and never come back was her fear of explaining to her mother why her first lesson had gone so badly. Obediently, she got up and shuffled back over to the couch. She sat near the left arm, and Victor sat on the right side of the middle, not close enough to be properly next to her, but close enough to be within arm’s reach.

Victor put his hand on her shoulder and kept it there as she sobbed, the feelings swirling within her coming out as salty tears. Finally, after a few minutes, she got herself under enough control, breathing in great shuddering gasps, to be able to speak. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

“Mean to what?” asked Victor. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

That made her want to cry again. “It’s just…”

“I have a trick for this,” said Victor. “Wait a second.” He got up, headed over to the kitchenette, and grabbed something out of the fridge. Suzie tried to see what it was, but she could only hear the sound of two glasses being filled. He came back carrying two shot glasses full of what looked like red wine. “Now, I know you’re not 21, but nobody is going to feel an ounce and a half of wine. The reason I like wine for situations like this is because drinking it makes you feel dignified, and it tastes so bad that you can’t focus on anything except trying to choke down the next sip. Cheers!” He handed her one of the glasses and they clinked them together. Suzie had never had any kind of alcohol before, but judging by the smell of the wine, it couldn’t be what people were drinking at high school parties. Cautiously, she took a sip and almost retched. It tasted like vinegar poured over a dusty piece of antique furniture that had been covered in rubbing alcohol.

“Just try to down that, and then we’ll talk about it,” said Victor. “The art of playing the piano can’t be practiced in a state of emotional distress. The keys will refuse you if your mind isn’t completely focused on them.” Obediently, Suzie began to take sips of the wine. Victor was right; for a few moments after she took each sip, the world stopped feeling like it was full of her overbearing parents and started feeling like it was full of this ungodly rotten grape juice. But she could stop drinking the wine, if she wanted to, and it wouldn’t yell at her if she didn’t feel like practicing the piano.

A few minutes later, she plunked down an empty glass. She felt a little twinge of a strange feeling in her head, like the alcohol was definitely registering, but she wasn’t affected in any way by it. She did feel kind of dignified, though. “Okay…”

“So...where to start. I’ll be quite honest: You don’t seem to want to play the piano.”

“W-well, I mean…” Suzie didn’t want to offend Victor by telling the whole truth, which was that she never wanted to touch the instrument again. “It’s more, um, something I do because of my parents.”

Victor nodded. “I’ve heard that one before. Actually, I’ve heard it a lot. You’re probably my fourteenth or fifteenth student, and almost all of them have been in the same situation. Sometimes, the truth comes out in the first lesson, because the pushy parent is actually there. Sometimes the student tells me later. Sometimes it’s just obvious because the student never seems to learn anything, even after months and months, which can only be from lack of motivation.”

“It’s true,” said Suzie, looking at her shoes. “I’ve been, um, doing the piano for so long now, twelve or thirteen years, that, well, my parents wouldn’t accept me ever stopping or even practicing less. It feels like it eats up all my spare time, and, um, I don’t get anything out of it. Nothing.”

Victor nodded. “I understand. I’ve been there.”

“You have?” asked Suzie.

“Your family knows my father, right? One of the biggest men in the Pacific shipping business. Well...he treated his family the same way he treated his employees, that is to say, he pushed us hard. I have a brother and a sister, and we all had to do our best for him. I was essentially told to become a piano prodigy. To be quite honest, it almost killed me when I was a teenager. I had homework and a part-time job, and I had to practice piano for hours every night.”

“That’s...just like me,” said Suzie.

“Yes. And how I survived was by finding a way to get through it. I found something on the piano that I did want to play. My favorite composer isn’t Chopin or Liszt, it’s Duke Ellington. My father is not a musical person. As long as I was playing the piano, he didn’t care so much what. That’s why I’m studying the piano now; I found a way to love it.”

“I don’t know if that would work for me, though,” said Suzie. “I think my parents want me to play these crazy pieces because they’re prestigious. And I’m not really a big jazz person anyway - um, no offense.”

“None taken! I’m not saying that you have to go down the same path I did. You have to find your own way; that’s what being a teenager is about, isn’t it? But you should think about what you want to do. Maybe you can somehow convince your parents to let up on you, or maybe you can find some other kind of music you want to play. Either way, you’ll be off at college in a few months, and they won’t be able to tell you anything. Keep your mind focused on that.”

He had a point. Suzie thought ahead to college. She had to audition for the piano program, but she didn’t have to stay in it. She could do something new, maybe try out acting, or a sport besides swimming, or just having free time in the afternoons. She had viewed college as yet another step on the treadmill her parents had set up for her, but maybe it could be an opportunity - and a way out. “I think you have a point. Maybe I’ll just stick it out.”

“That sounds good! So you’ve decided to continue the piano, then?”

“I - I guess. For now.” She got up.

“Excellent,” said Victor. He stood and briefly met her eyes, giving her a piercing gaze that seemed to look directly into her soul. She felt like an insect under a magnifying glass, being observed, analyzed. There was clearly more to her hot piano instructor than he let on.

“Okay, where should I start?” she said, when they were at the piano again.

“Well, normally, I would say to do the playthrough again. But this arpeggio is clearly a bit of an issue, so why don’t we work on that? Having it nailed down is going to give you a lot of confidence. Let’s take it note by note…” The rest of the lesson flew by. Suzie felt a new wellspring of resolve within her, a determination to survive the spring and summer by excelling at just a few more pieces. It would end. It would end and she could leave. That knowledge sustained her, fed her, and enabled her, by the end of the lesson, to play through the arpeggio slowly, hesitantly, but correctly. She felt exhausted, far more than usual after an afternoon of practice, but satisfied.

Occasionally, she stole glances over at Victor. She still couldn’t believe that she had him for a piano instructor. Between his deep brown eyes, his chiseled jaw, his toned arms, and, well, Suzie had never thought this before about a guy, but his great ass, there was something to lose herself in no matter where she looked. By the end of the lesson, she was training herself to play the arpeggio by rewarding herself with a glance towards him whenever it improved. Was it wrong to be this into someone her parents were paying to teach her things? She didn’t know, and she didn’t care.

“Well,” Victor said at 7 o’clock, “you’ve made a lot of progress! And...I know this won’t be easy, but try to keep your plan in mind over the next week. If you focus on your mantra of get-through-it-get-through-it, things will get better.”

“Yes, I’ll remember that,” said Suzie. She gave Victor a smile, despite herself, a big, goofy grin that would never ordinarily have crossed her face. He smiled back, and there seemed to be a twinkle in his eye that she couldn’t quite identify.

Gathering up her things in the tote bag, she went to head out the door, but Victor stopped her. “It was a great lesson,” he said, holding out his hand. Suzie stood there stunned for a second until she realized he wanted her to shake it again. She reached out and shook it, excited to feel his warm hand again, but then that excitement made her embarrassed. She turned away to hide her burning cheeks.

“Um, yeah,” said Suzie. “Um, see you next week.” She hurried out before she could mess anything up. It had been a great lesson, though not really because of the piano. Suzie’s cloud of elation carried her all the way through the elevator ride, out of the building, and most of the way home. She couldn’t wait for next Friday.

* * *

Over the course of the week, Suzie’s new dedication was progressively worn away by the efforts of her mother and father. The day after the lesson, which was a Saturday, had been spent at the piano. Suzie could now play through the arpeggio, but it was still choppy and not at all the smooth flourish that one heard in recordings of the piece. She knew this because her mother played the composition on repeat over their house’s speaker system. Listening to it once or twice so that she knew how it was meant to sound had been helpful, but after that it just made her feel terrible, because the pianist in the recording was much better than she was. Every so often, her mother would come by and eviscerate the progress she had made with a well-placed “why doesn’t it sound better yet?” It was impossible to improve in that environment. Even though she practiced every day for hours, just the same as usual, she made very little progress on the piece over the course of the week. There was a progression of thirds midway through that she still couldn’t play at all, and the ending flourish was also too difficult. Suzie’s excitement at Friday’s approach was mixed with dread that her parents would criticize her playing even more.

It finally happened on Thursday night. Suzie sat down at the dinner table after a particularly awful practice session where her mother seemed to be circling like a shark, ready to attack any misplaced note. The piece sounded no better at all for the three hours she had spent at the piano.

Her mother looked at her over the salad bowl. “Why doesn’t it sound better yet?”

Suzie opted for the evasive approach. “I don’t know, Mom, it’s just...hard.”

“It sounded better after the lesson last week, but it has not improved since then! You must not be trying hard enough! Nothing is too ‘hard’ for this family.”

“I’m trying my best! It’s just taking a while to come together. I can’t learn these things instantly.”

“I don’t expect you to learn them instantly. I expect you to learn them! What you were doing out there was not music!”

Suzie felt like she was going to cry. “Mom, I...it’s really hard to practice out there. Because of you.”

“What! Because of me? Are you saying that I, your own mother, am slowing down your progress? I work every day to make sure you learn the piano. That’s why we’re having this conversation now! I can’t believe I’m hearing this from my own daughter!”

“That’s not what I’m saying. I feel like…” Suzie wanted to say it, that she felt pressured, crushed under the weight of their expectations for her, but she couldn’t do it. Never once in her life had she stuck up for herself, had she told her parents how she really felt about almost anything. “I don’t know. I’ll try harder. I’ll go to my lesson tomorrow. Fine.”

“It had better improve tomorrow,” said her mother. “I’m not going to raise a slacker, or a failure!”

Suzie felt her insides sink.

* * *

The next day, Suzie was standing in her room, deciding on what to wear to her lesson. The day had been particularly exhausting, with swim practice as usual followed by multiple tests, a presentation, and group work. She felt like a lemon after all the the juice had been squeezed out, but the thought of seeing Victor again made her forget all that. She was nervous but also excited, a ball of energy pacing around the bedroom.

It was above 70 degrees, unusually hot for May, so she picked a pair of shorts and a colorful patterned t-shirt. The outfit wasn’t really dressing up at all, but it did show off her legs, which she was proud of. Hefting her piano bag, she headed downstairs and out the door.

On the walk to Victor’s apartment, the found herself unexpectedly apprehensive. Was putting in all this effort and mental energy really going to pay off? Was he really into her? She was into him, but how into him? Her heart fluttered as she thought about it. Either way, she knew she didn’t want to disappoint him.

And that included not being late. The extra time spent deciding what to wear meant that Suzie had to jog to make it to the lesson, but had to somehow avoid getting all sweaty under the heat. She needed to dart from patch of shade to patch of shade, but it was worth it when she made it to the apartment building with a few minutes to spare. She hurried inside and got into the elevator.

When it stopped with a ding at the fourth floor and the doors slid open, Suzie took a deep breath, headed to Victor’s apartment, and knocked on the door. A few moments later, she heard footsteps, and then she was standing in front of Victor again, who was wearing a different - tighter? - shirt than last time and a pair of nice shorts. “Hello, Suzie,” he said. 

She struggled to pull her eyes up to his face. “Hi, Victor.” 

They headed inside, over to the piano. “So,” said Victor, when Suzie was seated at the bench, “how have things been going?”

“Well, I’m not really sure the piece has improved all that much,” said Suzie unhappily. “I...well, I tried the new mindset, but my parents wouldn’t let up, and I got all psyched out again.”

Victor nodded. “You have a tough situation. But do you still want to play the piano?’

“You’re asking me that again. Shouldn’t you not be asking me that, as my piano teacher?”

“I may be your piano teacher,” said Victor, “but, well, we may have only known each other for a week, but I’d like to consider myself your friend as well. I care about you more than I care about the piano. Pianos don’t have feelings, you know.”

Suzie’s cheeks burned. “I...um…I guess I do want to keep trying. Even though my parents can be difficult, I think I owe it to them to play until I go off to college.”

“As long as you’re sure,” said Victor. “In that case, let’s start with a warmup. Why don’t we do thirds, like in this part of the piece?”

The warmup went by quickly, and then they moved on to the section of the piece with the thirds. It wasn’t easy, but after going note by note a couple times and working in what she had learned in the warmup, she got it down after a lot of practice. It didn’t sound perfect yet, but it was close enough that they could move on for now. “You’re getting the hang of this,” observed Victor. “Why don’t we head through the rest of the piece, then?”

They fixed some minor mistakes, but then Suzie had to confront the end section again. It wasn’t an arpeggio or thirds, but a seemingly random progression that was challenging on both hands. “This looks even harder than the thirds,” she said.

“I think it is. This part gave me a lot of trouble when I was learning this piece. This isn’t a concerto, of course, but I think Chopin intended the section as a sort of cadenza, a place for the pianist to show off. The trouble is, neither of us is Chopin, so it’s a very tricky section to nail down. But I think it’s a good idea to try heading through note by note, very slowly, just a measure at a time.”

But that was easier said than done. If they slowed to a crawl, Suzie could manage to play each note individually, but she couldn’t seem to put them together. Her fingers tripped over themselves and made a horrible mess of the piece. She felt a tide of embarrassment and frustration rising within her that made playing even harder.

“Hmm,” said Victor. “For this part, we might have to use my secret technique. Would you mind scooting over a little on the bench?”

Secret technique? “Okay,” said Suzie. She shifted to the left, and Victor sat down next to her, so close they were almost on top of each other. She felt the warmth of his leg as her heart fluttered in her chest.

“All right,” said Victor. “Position your hands as you would at the beginning of the section.” Obediently, Suzie put her hands in position to play the first chords. Gently, Victor placed his hands over hers, lining their fingers up, and began to play the section very slowly, moving her fingers to press down the keys. Her breath quickened at the sensation. How was she supposed to focus on the piano when this gorgeous man was the one teaching her? And especially when it was like this? He had to know how she felt about him. There was no way he didn’t. He had to be teasing her.

She glanced over at his face to see if she could find any clues there. He was looking at the keys and the music, but the ghost of a grin played over his lips as she watched.

Before she knew it, they had come to the end of the section. “You played it,” said Victor, smiling. “Good job.”

“Yes, but, um…” said Suzie, “I, um, feel like my muscle memory isn’t quite formed yet. Could we do that again?”

“All you have to do is ask,” said Victor, raising his eyebrows. Was that flirting? She couldn’t tell if he was flirting. They started again from the beginning of the section. She felt like her heart might burst from beating so hard. He had to know. He knew and he was teasing her. Each key he pressed her finger onto sent a shock through her, a pulse of heat that left her yearning for more - more than she could get in a piano lesson.

A while later, after more practice and probably more Victor-hand-guiding than strictly necessary, Suzie had the hang of the ending section. It would need more work, but maybe practicing at home would go better this week. It was easier to feel sunny about things at Victor’s apartment than at her own house. When 7 o’clock rolled around, they got up from the piano bench and she grabbed her piano bag.

“Well, um, thanks for the lesson,” said Suzie. She felt blood rushing to her cheeks again and wanted desperately to hide her face.

“It was a pleasure, as always,” said Victor. He extended his hand again, and Suzie shook it, losing herself in his firm grip for maybe longer than necessary. “You show a lot of promise as a student, Suzie. I truly enjoy teaching you.”

That made her blush harder. “Thanks. Um, see you next week.”
“Certainly,” said Victor. Suzie turned and left, her heart singing even as her mind swirled with questions. What did Victor really think of her? Was he just leading her on because he thought it was funny that she had a crush on him? Or was he genuinely into her? And how did she feel about him? Was it really just a crush, or something deeper? 

Suzie had no more luck answering these questions than any of the billions of people in history who had asked themselves the same things, but she couldn’t stop herself. While her parents interrogated her about the lesson at dinner, she could escape into her mind, where Victor was still guiding her fingers along the keys of the piano.

* * *

Again, though, her parents refused to let up. Though it was obvious that she had made progress over the course of the lesson, and so they didn’t doubt Victor (which was her greatest fear), she didn’t show much improvement in her practice at home. Between the relentless check-ins from her mother and her fear of getting a chewing-out for failing to play the piece correctly, she couldn’t work out much that she hadn’t already practiced with Victor. The etude stayed in its state of 80% completion throughout the whole week.

It didn’t help that school was hard at the moment. The school year was winding down, and while for most of the students, or at least the ones who had already given up on senior spring, this meant relaxing and throwing frisbees around, for Suzie it meant rushing from class to class, where her teachers assigned endless essays, final projects, and study guides for the upcoming tests. Some nights she was up until two a.m. doing homework. So when she sat down at the piano bench, she was half-asleep and brain-dead. 

All that was keeping her going was the knowledge that it would end, it had to, and also the knowledge that she had another lesson with Victor on Friday. Her anxiety and dread of everything else melted away when she thought of him. So, even though the week was crushingly busy, it also went by surprisingly quickly.

She had hoped to keep her parents off her back about the piano for the week by telling them about what was going on at school instead, but her scheme fell apart, as usual, at dinner on Thursday night, the time of the week when her parents’ disappointment in her piano playing always came to a head.

She tried not to meet her mother’s eyes as she sat down, keeping her attention focused on the lo mein in front of her, but it was no use. “The song sounds better than last week, but it should be done by now!” said her mother. “And it has not improved since your last lesson!”

“I’m trying my best, Mom,” said Suzie, hoping to fob her off with a vague answer, even though there was a part of her that knew very well that that could never work.

“Trying is good, but it’s not good enough! You used to be so good at learning these pieces. Then you came to high school and it started to get worse!”

“...Sorry,” said Suzie, grimacing immediately after the word left her mouth. She hadn’t been able to resist the urge to get snippy, and now she knew she would suffer the consequences. 

“What did you say?” said her mother. “Don’t be rude to your own mother! I can’t believe I’m hearing this!”

“I’m sorry, Mom,” said Suzie. “I really am trying my best. I’m just...under a lot of pressure right now. School is really busy and I’m not getting a lot of sleep. So I can’t put a lot of energy into the piano.”

“Excuses! I work hard every day for you and I expect the same in return -”

“I see Suzie’s point,” said her father. Suzie gaped. He was usually only slightly better than her mother when it came to these things, and this was the only time she could remember him ever contradicting her. “Maybe she is just not a natural fit for the piano. She has certainly been doing it for long enough to know.”

“You too?” said Suzie’s mother. She shook her head. “I guess your father and I will talk about this later. But I expect improvement!”

The rest of dinner was spent in silence again, but Suzie had reason to be hopeful. Maybe her father would finally stick up for her and convince her mother to back off.

No, that would never happen, not really. Her father had never won an argument with her mother, and he wasn’t going to start now. But at least this meant that her mother would be mad at someone other than Suzie for a few hours.

* * *

The next day at school was crazy as always. After swim practice, Suzie had another wave of tests (the last before the final exams), and more chaotic, frustrating, exhausting group work than she really cared to deal with. At least now the reviewing for finals would begin in most classes, so the pace of work would slow. Feeling frazzled and exhausted, she hopped on her bike at the end of the day and hurried home. She wanted to take extra time getting ready for the piano lesson today. She felt a real connection with Victor, and, well...she grinned. It was no time to let her expectations run away with her.

At home, she hurried up to her room and started getting ready. To wear, she paired the same jean jacket she’d worn the first time with a white cotton dress and sneakers. She didn’t have that much time, but she did a simple makeup look she did sometimes for job interviews and school dances. Briefly, she looked over at the curling iron, but that would take too long. Besides, if she was picking up what Victor seemed to be putting down, he’d like her anyway.

She grabbed the piano bag and hurried down the stairs and out the door before her mother could say anything about her new look. Getting trapped in that conversation would just make her late, and she didn’t want to be late.

A few minutes later, she found herself standing outside of Victor’s apartment door. It wasn’t the first time she’d been there, of course, but she felt nervous enough that it might as well have been. Maybe it was the extra effort she’d put in this time, her commitment to trying to win him. Before, she hadn’t laid anything on the line, but if he turned out not to be into her, she’d be making the piano lessons really awkward for the foreseeable future.

She took three deep breaths for good measure, reached up, and knocked on the door. Footsteps could be heard briefly, and then the door swung open, revealing Victor in a hard-to-look-away-from tight button-down shirt and skinny jeans. He smiled. “Ah, Suzie. Come on in!”

“Hi, Victor,” Suzie smiled shyly as she followed him inside.

“How has the piano been?” asked Victor.

Suzie made a face. “Hopefully better after today.”

Victor laughed. “Well, that’s usually the case.” Momentarily, they were standing in front of the piano bench. It had been Suzie’s hope that Victor would sit down next to her, as he had before, but she realized that she had no way of making that happen. She had no “game.” She had never flirted with a boy before, so how was she going to do this?

“Maybe,” said Victor smoothly, “it would be better if we shared the bench again. I get a better view of what’s going on that way.”

Suzie was taken aback. Was Victor flirting now? She wished she had more experience, because then she would know these things. Was that how that worked? It didn’t really matter, though; Victor was giving her exactly what she wanted. She smiled. “Sure...if you feel like it’s helpful for you.” They sat down at the bench and got out the music.

During the warmup, Suzie had trouble concentrating on the piano. How was she going to make it clear to Victor that she was into him without actually making a move? What if she had to make a move? How were you supposed to do that?

Before she knew it, they were done warming up and were on to the piece. Suzie played it through almost from memory, even the arpeggio and the thirds, but the ending was still a little choppy. She saw her chance. “Um...can we…”

“Of course,” said Victor, placing his hands over hers. They played through the ending part once, twice, and then Suzie’s hands were still, his hands resting on top. There was an intense, overwhelming heat in the moment that left her short of breath.

“Shall we move on, then?” said Victor softly, teasingly, making as if to lift his hands off of hers. “I think we should put everything together now…”

“W-wait!” said Suzie, looking down at the keys, the music, anywhere but Victor. “I- Victor, I-”

“Yes?” he said.

“I can’t go on like this,” finished Suzie. “I d-don’t need piano lessons. I-I-” Victor raised his eyebrows, waiting patiently. He knew what she was going to say, and he was teasing her, and she would have slapped him if she didn’t want to kiss him so goddamn bad. “I need you!”

The words hung in the air for a moment. Then Victor smiled, blushing slightly. “You are so incredibly cute.” For one last, agonizing instant, Suzie could still wonder whether he was teasing her, and then he took her hand. The feeling of his warm grip came like an electric shock to her system, and when he looked into her eyes, she felt her heart begin to melt. “Is there a piano teacher code of conduct out there that says that I shouldn’t kiss my students? Maybe. But I think anyone would understand this one.” He leaned forward and, all of a sudden, Suzie felt his lips locked onto hers. She was disoriented, spinning through a reality she was just beginning to understand, and the warm feeling of the kiss was all there was. Victor pulled her into an embrace, and she fell into his arms, the strong arms that had been the first thing she’d noticed about him, and now they were all hers to enjoy.

Suzie wanted the moment to last forever, but at last she had to come up for air, a few short gasps before going in for another kiss. It was wonderful, but...there was a part of her that wanted more. She had been so repressed for so long, and never in her life had she done anything, absolutely anything, that her parents wouldn’t approve of. Well, fuck them! She was her own person, and she was going to take what she wanted. Hesitantly, she reached out and undid the top button of his shirt. His eyes widened, and, for a moment, he broke away from the kiss. “Are you sure…”

“Yes,” she said. She’d never been more sure of anything in her life.

“In that case…” said Victor. Suddenly, he stood up from the piano bench and heaved Suzie over his shoulder, as easily as if she were a sack of potatoes. “Why don’t we go somewhere more comfortable?”

Suzie giggled. “Put me down, you asshole.”

“We’re not going on a long journey,” said Victor. He carried her over to his bedroom door. Suzie briefly registered a spacious, clean, light-filled room before he set her down on the double bed. A moment later, he sat down next to her. “Now you can take off my shirt.”

Eagerly, Suzie began to undo the buttons on his shirt, each one exposing more of his toned chest and abs. It was by far the best present she had ever unwrapped, and this was only the beginning. At last, the fabric of the shirt fell away, and the whole delicious picture was revealed to her; clearly, Victor worked out.

“I hope you’re not planning on having all the fun,” Victor said. “I’d like to see what’s under here.” He pulled off her jean jacket and threw it to the side, then pushed Suzie’s arms up so that he could pull her dress up over her head. She found herself nervously wondering what he would think of her; no one had ever seen her naked. But she didn’t want to hide. She wanted to show off to him.

Finally, the dress slid over her head and her hair fell back to her shoulders, blocking her view for a second. “Well, damn,” said Victor. “It looks like your body is as cute as your face.”

“Oh, shut up!” said Suzie, smiling through her blush. Why had she worried? Victor was as much into her as she was into him. She unbuttoned his pants and started pulling them down, revealing a pair or rocket-ship boxer shorts.

“They’re lucky,” Victor explained. The man was dignified, but deep down, there was a part of him that was utterly ridiculous. Suzie shook her head, grinning, and pulled his pants off his legs, which were almost as nice as his arms, slim and well-toned.

She blushed when she looked back up at his boxer shorts and noticed the massive tent that was suddenly pitched in them. “This is your fault, by the way,” said Victor.

“Guess I’ll just have to deal with it, then,” said Suzie. She undid her own bra, wanting to spare Victor the pain of figuring out the straps, and tossed it over her shoulder.

He leaned forward and kissed her again, a deep, passionate kiss that left Suzie just as weak as the first time their lips had met, and then his tongue was exploring her mouth. She felt overcome, at his mercy, but the love and trust she felt towards him made that such a wonderful feeling that she moaned through the kiss. It was a feeling of utter bliss.

Then he broke off the kiss and moved towards her ear, tracing a path down the side of her head and neck with his tongue. She gasped at the sheer heat of the moment, the intimacy. Victor knew what he was doing, and she loved it. “Oh fuck, hurry up…”

“Hurry up?” said Victor. “Is there any rush?” He slowed down, kissing her collarbone, tracing a path of kisses slowly up the curve of her small breast. Her breathing got faster and faster until, finally, after what seemed like an eon, his lips locked onto her nipple. The sensation of having her teat sucked was unlike anything she had experienced, but mostly, like everything Victor was doing, it left her wanting more. There was a void deep within her that needed to be filled, and she was desperate for him to fill it.

But she also knew that the sweet agony of anticipation would make that moment better. When Victor finally moved off her nipple and began moving down her breast towards her stomach, the thought that it might finally be drawing near filled her with a frantic need to feel him closer to her, to prolong the intimacy of the foreplay. She locked her legs around his back and held his body close, even as he passed her navel and drew near to her snatch.

At last, it was time. He grabbed her panties and pulled them down, revealing her soaking pussy; his prize for winning her. Even though she had been so eager to go all the way with Victor, the thought of him looking at her pussy was a little embarrassing. But it was only fair, if she got to see his cock, and she really wanted to see his cock…

His tongue moved down towards her snatch, the little nub of her clit, and she arched her back in anticipation, but he refused to reward her, tracing patterns on the inside of her thighs, on her crotch, anywhere but her pussy itself. She wanted to yell at him, but when she opened her mouth, all she could seem to manage was a moan. The ministrations of his tongue were so incredible, so pleasurable, that it was almost beside the point that he wasn’t giving her hungry snatch any attention.

Almost. It was so frustrating to be teased like this, getting ninety-five percent of what she needed. She pressed into his back with her feet, trying to force his head closer. At last, he got the message. Lowering his head the last few fractions of an inch, he began to lick around the outer edges of her pussy. Each swipe of his tongue was a little burst of pleasure for her, thigh-quivering, air-gasping pleasure like she’d never felt before. Whenever his tongue touched a new place, a new unexplored crevice, she felt another jolt of bliss flowing into a central reserve deep within her, a reserve that, when filled…

Suzie couldn’t imagine it, but she hoped that Victor could do the job. He was certainly starting well. He began to work his tongue into her pussy itself, moving it in a zigzag pattern that drove her wild. And he had brought up a hand that had begun to gently massage her clit, giving her a different, more intense feeling that touched something even deeper inside her. She could only lie there, gasping, as he brought her further towards the peak with each skillful motion. She felt herself getting closer and closer, building and building towards her destination…

And then he stopped. “If you’re okay with it, I’d like it to be my turn for a minute.”

“O-okay,” said Suzie, a little disoriented from the sudden halt. Victor slid off the bed and stood up, massive erection pointing directly at Suzie. What was she supposed to do with it?

“Do what you feel comfortable with,” said Victor. “I know you’ll do well.”

Suzie gulped. She wanted to touch his pole, but she didn’t know how it was done. Well, one thing needed to happen first. Grabbing the waistband of his boxers, she slowly pulled them down, revealing his meaty cock bit by bit. Suddenly, it sprang out of the last inch of fabric, almost hitting her in the face. Victor chuckled.

But she was too amazed to be annoyed. Could a dick be this big? It was, like...well, she was bad at estimating measurements. Definitely a large number of inches, though.

Hesitantly, she reached out and touched Victor’s cock. It was much warmer than the rest of him, and so hard. She had seen a couple of porn videos, out of curiosity late one Saturday night, so she knew vaguely what to do. She placed her hand around his cock and started to pump. “Squeeze a little harder,” said Victor.

“Are you my sex instructor too now?” asked Suzie, raising an eyebrow.

“If my dick is involved, I think I have the right to a little advice,” said Victor. Suddenly, he reached out and guided Suzie’s free hand up to his balls. “Give these a massage too.”

“Point taken,” said Suzie. Victor’s balls weren’t like she had expected, not as squishy. But massaging them, which she tried to do gently, was kind of fun, like playing with a stress ball or something.

“You’ll be taking more than that this afternoon,” said Victor, raising an eyebrow. Then he grimaced. “Oh shit, just like that.” Suzie blushed, both at the innuendo and at the praise. She kept massaging Victor, but there was something she wondered at the same time. She leaned down and licked the head of his cock. There was a glob of precum already there that didn’t taste like that much, but the cock itself - well, it wasn’t so much that it tasted good as that it was incredibly satisfying to lick. She found herself wanting more of it in her mouth, but Victor had made her wait, hadn’t he? Instead, she licked stripes up and down the end of his cock, tickling it with her tongue. A grunt let her know that he was enjoying it, despite the fact that she had no real idea what she was doing.

At last, she couldn’t take it any more. She had to know what it would feel like. Cautiously, she took the head of his penis into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, feeling the not-quite-rounded shape, the shallow ridge where the shaft began. It was such a satisfying feeling, and she knew that she had him in the palm of her hand. He groaned as she went a little deeper down the shaft, tracing the lines of his veins, feeling his heartbeat pulsing through them. Slowly, slowly her lips crept towards the base of his cock. He was much too big to be able to take like this, but she went as far as she could.

Suzie felt herself getting into a sort of rhythm; she would circle his cock with her tongue, bob her head on the shaft, and then pump his cock with her hand and lightly squeeze his balls. She had no idea whether it felt good until, grunting, he pushed on her forehead. “Keep that up, and I won’t be able to seal the deal.” Obediently, she took her mouth off his cock.

“Was I good?”
“Yes,” said Victor. “You’ve never done that before?”

“No, I haven’t,” she said.

“I guess you’re a natural,” he laughed. “Want to start the main course?”

“The main course? Oh…” Suzie had almost forgotten. What they had done so far had been so wonderful that she wasn’t sure whether she wanted to go on...but no. She knew she would regret it if she didn’t go all the way. She really did love Victor, with all her heart, and she wanted to feel him every way she could. “Yes. I’m ready.”

“Good,” said Victor, slipping on a condom. “This might hurt a little, so tell me if you want me to stop.” He squirted some lube into the palm of his hand, and Suzie spread her legs, unsure exactly what she was supposed to do.

He finished lubing up and positioned his cock at the edge of her pussy. “After this, you’ll be mine.”

“I already was,” she whispered as his cockhead entered her hole. At first, the sensation was a little painful - his cock stretched her pussy beyond where it had ever been stretched before, and she gasped, sucking in air. But as he gently pushed further and further inside her, the pain faded, replaced by a pressure, a feeling of being filled that quickly started to become pleasurable. By the time half his cock was buried in her, she was yearning for more, moaning at the sensation.

“Shit, you’re tight,” he gasped. “This feels really, really good.” He slipped the rest of his cock inside, surprisingly easily, pushing past the little resistance her body had left for him and burying himself completely within her. Then he began to thrust, first gently and then a little bit harder. It felt better and better, and Suzie was already moaning when she felt a hand on her clit, which skilfully began to massage, to tweak and rub, making the sensation of being penetrated even more blissful, even more deliciously erotic. There was no question about it: Victor was a master, and she was happy to be his student.

Once he got up to speed with his thrusts, the pleasure that flowed from the penetration was just as intense as it had been when Victor was eating her out, and she felt the vessel within her filling once more. Each thrust brought her further up the mountain that he’d been helping her climb, closer and closer to the orgasmic peak that she knew they could reach together. Once again, she locked her legs around his back, impaling herself completely on his cock. “Oh my God, just like that,” she groaned.

Then Victor surprised her again, reaching up and grabbing her nipple, tweaking it between his fingers, gently pinching, twisting. Combined with the sensation of the massage he was still giving her clit, she felt overwhelmed, pleasure swirling within her, a sensation of pure ecstasy. She was getting really close now, really, really, close.

“Fuck,” Victor grunted. His cock spasmed inside of her, and he slammed into her with huge thrusts, pushing her back into the bed. Was he cumming? Had she made him cum? The thought was so arousing, so sizzling hot that she felt herself tipping over the edge…

And then she was there. Suzie gasped as a terrifyingly intense wave of pleasure washed over her whole body. Fireworks went off in her mind, and for an instant, she could neither see nor think, carried completely away by the sensations flowing through her. She felt alive, fierce, powerful, but also helpless, filled, and all in all the right ways. She was in touch with her body, doing the thing that, after all, we are all born to do. Her limbs spasmed, her body trembled, and she could only groan as waves of ecstasy washed over her, each one slightly smaller than the last, but all contributing to a warm feeling of contentment that soon overtook her. As Victor pulled out of her, she wanted to roll over and go to sleep.

“God, that was good,” said Victor. “You know, you’re a very gifted student, and not only in piano, either.”

“Um, thanks,” said Suzie. “Where did you learn that stuff?”

“Oh, here and there. I don’t want to spoil the surprise. There are a few more things in my bag of tricks that I’d like to show you, maybe next time.” Victor smiled and raised his eyebrows. “Of course, only if you want there to be a next time.”

This could happen again? The realization was startling for Suzie; this kind of experience seemed like it could come by only once in a lifetime. But the more she thought about it, the more she imagined a future with Victor and his wonderful cock in it, the better it seemed to her. “Oh, definitely.”

They went to go hop in the shower, sharing an intimate moment as she soaped him up, and he her; it was the perfect way to cool down, to get back into the normal way of things without giving up the precious intimacy that they’d just built. When they got out and were getting dressed, Victor checked his watch. “What do you know, it’s only six. What would you say to an actual piano lesson?”

Suzie giggled. “Really? Only you would go back to thinking about piano at a time like this.”

“If you want to know the truth,” said Victor, “I was visualizing the arpeggio section of your piece while I was eating you out. Rhythm and intervals aren’t just important in music, you know. I can’t help it; I’m getting a degree in it.”

Suzie rolled her eyes. “Fine. I guess I need to have something to show for this lesson, anyway. Otherwise, my parents will kill me.”

“Good, good,” said Victor, as they headed over to the piano. “Now, we should start with a run-through of the piece…” It was incredibly weird to have a piano lesson with the man she’d just fucked, but then it was also weird to fuck her piano teacher in the first place. Which came first, the chicken or the egg?

An hour later, Suzie kissed him goodbye, maybe a longer kiss than strictly necessary, and soon found herself standing in the apartment lobby, piano bag in hand, wondering what, exactly, had just happened. She had never believed that she would have sex during high school, especially not with such a gorgeous man, and she couldn’t quite convince herself that it had actually happened. But hers was not to question why, and she was already thinking about next week.

It was also hard to believe that normal life continued from this point, but it did. Suzie would be late for dinner if she stood around thinking any longer. She hurried out the door and started home. On the way, she couldn’t help grinning like an idiot; she’d be sitting down to the dinner table with her parents, who’d have no idea what their daughter had been up to all afternoon. They thought she was some kind of piano-playing machine? She’d just proven otherwise.

A few minutes later, she got to her house, headed inside and sat down at the dinner table. She’d been walking on a cloud the whole way home and had almost forgotten to dread family dinnertime, but she remembered now. What if her parents could somehow tell? What if they decided to fire Victor for some other reason?

Her father looked at her. “Enjoy your lesson, Suzie?”

“Um,” she realized that was just an innocent question, but… “yeah, definitely.”

“Your mother and I have come to a decision. You’ve been very dedicated to the piano, but you’re going off to college soon, and, well, we want to give you some space.”

Space? They had never given her space. “Space?” she asked out loud.

“Yes. So we won’t demand that you spend the whole afternoon at the piano anymore. An hour a day is fine, maybe a little more on the weekends. We are very proud of how skilled you’ve become on the piano, but maybe it’s good to try something new sometimes too.” Suzie looked at her mother, who was just sitting there, stony-faced. This was clearly something she’d been cajoled (for that was her father’s only weapon) into accepting. Still, though, only an hour a day? She could start her homework before dinner and be in bed at ten! And over the summer, she could go places and do things! She had to accept the proposition before her mother changed her mind. Maybe there was a way to mollify her.

“That sounds great! And if I can get a jump on my homework and finish it sooner in the day, I’ll get more sleep. My grades will probably improve.” She watched her mother’s face soften a bit and smiled. The piano wasn’t the only thing she could play sometimes.

That night, in bed, she thought ahead to the weekend. Some of the girls she ate lunch with had plans to go out hiking on Sunday, and even though she had had to turn them down earlier, it wasn’t too late. Maybe she could give them a call.

And she thought of Victor, his voice, his smile, his...cock. Together, they could make the piano work, and a lot of other things too. When she woke up in the morning, she half expected the tryst with him to have joined the ranks of her dreams, but it had really happened, and that made it much better than even the most vivid fantasy.

She rolled over, still smiling, and went to sleep.


The New Neighbor

Groggily, Julia awoke to the sun shining through the curtains. According to the digital clock next to the bed, it was nearly eleven o’clock, much later than she usually slept. What had happened last night? She had a headache, but...oh, yes. It had been another date with Greg. She sighed.

Julia’s love life was in a rut. As a forty-two-year-old woman who could have passed for thirty, she got a lot of attention and interest from men. Men around the office, men at the gym, men at the coffee place and the grocery store had all shown interest in her, but she never seemed to be able to find the one for her. Greg was her latest catch. He was a forty-five-year-old investment manager who probably had a lot of money, at least judging by the necklace he’d bought her after their first date, but Julia had never been about the money; she’d always been about the sex, and with Greg, sex was not only disappointing, it was actively depressing. He didn’t believe in foreplay of any kind and came after a few dozen feeble thrusts. Lying under (or, more often, sitting on top of) him was the least enjoyable thing she did all week, just behind cleaning the dryer’s lint filter. During sex, she thought about TV shows and what she was going to make for dinner the next day; anything to avoid contemplating the small, fat man thrusting into her, thinking he was some kind of Casanova. Sex with him made her feel boring, unattractive, and old.

As she always did after a night out, she contemplated sending the breakup text she’d drafted over and over, but there was something stopping her. Maybe it was affection for Greg, or maybe it was the vague feeling of satisfaction knowing that there was something he saw in her, or, most likely, it was the fear that she’d never find anything better. Sighing, she shook herself awake and got up. Briefly, she contemplated getting dressed, but it wasn’t as if she was going anywhere. Instead, she pulled off the nightie she must have fucked Greg in and just grabbed a big sweatshirt from the closet. Then she made some eggs and toast and sat down to eat brunch and think about how she was going to recover from such an utter disappointment of a night out. The gym didn’t seem attractive, and neither did a walk, really. Instead, she sat down with her e-reader and pulled up the romance novel she’d been working on for a few weeks now. It was getting close to the denouement; the woman had finally realized that she was incomplete without the man, and the man had finally realized that he needed the woman as much as she needed him. Surely, they were about to have their fairytale kiss, a thought that made Julia sigh. Would she ever have hers?

The last bit of the morning and then the beginning of the afternoon oozed away. She did yoga; she baked the loaf of bread she’d set to rise just before leaving with Greg the night before; and she checked her social media, where all her friends were having more fun than she was. Sighing, she wondered if every Sunday had to be this way.

Eventually, and she wasn’t quite sure how it had happened, the sun began to go down, afternoon fading into evening, and she began to think about dinner. She didn’t want to cook, since there was nothing in the fridge, but the thought of going out to a restaurant made her feel ill. She was done with going out for a while. Instead, Julia decided on pizza, and not the usual delivery pizza, either; instead, she’d order the expensive Neapolitan style from the place across town that delivered with the FoodGo app. She felt like cheese was going to be the answer to her feelings of emptiness; it usually was. Maybe that explained why her thighs were a little thicker than they had been a few years ago.

She placed the order, but then, since she would have to wait forty-five minutes for it to arrive, she decided to take a quick shower, cleaning off whatever remained of her disappointing Saturday night. She wore a shower cap, though, because she felt a strange impulse to do her hair and makeup afterwards, to get ready for the date she wished she’d had, which might just turn out to be a date with herself. She didn’t have that long, but sitting wrapped in a towel in front of the vanity was a sure way to feel a bit better about herself. She put up her long mane of blonde hair in a loose bun and did a makeup look she’d seen on the Internet a few days before; even though she didn’t spend as much time getting ready as she had even the night before, she felt fresh, like she was looking her best.

Just then, the doorbell rang. Julia realized she was still wrapped in the towel, but there was no time now to change into anything else, and, in any case, it would be rude to make the delivery person wait. She hitched it up and headed over to the door.

When she opened it, she was greeted by the sight of...where did she know him from?...oh, the new boy down the hall, no more than twenty years old, who was carrying a pizza box and wearing an awkward smile that turned into a look of surprise as he took in the sight of Julia in the towel. What were the odds that he’d end up delivering to his very same building? “Uh, I have your pizza here,” he said.

“Thank you so much,” said Julia, taking it. He wasn’t at all bad looking, actually. His jawline was very nice, and he had a lean but fit runners’ body that was definitely easy on the eyes. Vaguely, she wondered if she’d seen him on TV, but reflected that, if that were the case, he wouldn’t be delivering FoodGo. “You’re the one who just moved in down the hall, aren’t you? I’m Julia. It can’t be often that you deliver food to your neighbor.”

“It really isn’t,” he said. “I’m Steve. Nice to meetcha.” He made as if to stick out a hand, but Julia needed both at the moment, so he quickly pulled back.

An idea came into Julia’s mind. Why not? “Actually, I feel bad that I’ve never made more of an effort to get to know you. What kind of a neighbor am I? Why don’t you come in, and we can share the pizza? There’s enough for two.”

A look of confusion crossed Steve’s face for a moment, but then he smiled. She could feel his eyes playing up and down her towel-wrapped body, her thick thighs and long legs. Even though she should have felt bad, since she and Greg had sort of a regular thing going, it just felt right to be impressing Steve. “Sure,” he said. “You know, a customer has never invited me in for dinner before. Let me just clock out.” He took out his phone and signed out of the FoodGo app. “Okay, I’m good to go. But, uh, maybe you should get dressed first?”

Julia laughed. “Of course! I just wasn’t planning to see anyone for the rest of the day. But where are my manners? I can’t just keep you standing there. Come in and have a seat at the table!” She turned and opened the door wider, but just then the handle caught at the edge of her towel, yanking it forcefully and undoing the fold that was holding it in place around Julia’s body. It fell away, revealing her perky breasts and sizable ass. She felt Steve’s gaze raking her body, lingering on her breasts; it wasn’t an unpleasant feeling at all, getting so much attention from a man that much younger than she. A blush spread across her face as she bent over to gather up the towel. “Pretend you didn’t see that, will you?”

“O-of course,” said Steve, turning away. Looking back at him, she noticed the tent that had suddenly been pitched in his pants. She smiled. This could turn out to be a fun night.

Once she was properly covered again, she headed towards her bedroom to change. “You can come in now,” she said to Steve, looking back over her shoulder.

“Right,” he said, heading over to the table, where he put down the pizza box.

Once she got to her bedroom, Julia closed the door and looked inside her closet. She wanted to impress Steve - although, as one of the dirtier corners of her mind pointed out, she probably already had - but not look like she was desperate to do so. Eventually, she opted for a tight-fitting sweater dress, one that showed off despite keeping everything covered, and a matching pair of heels. If Steve could resist her in this, he deserved a medal.

After she finished changing, she strutted back out into the main room and noted, smiling, that Steve couldn’t seem to look away from her. That feeling, of wanting more, was one he’d have to get used to, because she intended to tease him just as long as she could. Younger men were so much fun. “What do you say to a little wine?” she asked. “Meeting someone new is always an occasion, after all.”

“Um, sure,” said Steve. “Can I help with anything?”

Julia waved a hand. “You’re fine. Just relax and I’ll get everything ready.” She took two plates out of the cabinet, followed by wine glasses and the fancy napkins. She usually ate pizza directly out of the box, but tonight she wasn’t feeling like that kind of woman. Pizza out of the box wasn’t powerful. Pizza out of the box wasn’t fierce. Steve had only been in her apartment for ten minutes, but she was already feeling better than she had on any date with Greg. And his offer of help might signal that his personality was as nice as his looks. The younger generation really had been raised right.

She poured the wine, her favorite Cabernet Sauvignon, and set the table before sitting down across from Steve. The apartment had come furnished, and the kitchen table was smaller than usual; there was plenty of opportunity for him to accidentally jostle her under it. The thought made her smile in anticipation; the dominoes were falling into place.

They each took a couple of slices of pizza and began to eat. Pizza wasn’t a great first date food, but then, was this really a first date? “So, Steve,” said Julia, “how did you end up living down the hall?”

“Well,” said Steve, “I moved out of my last place because I needed an upgrade, so I just thought, hey, this place is the closest to downtown that I can actually afford! I didn’t know the neighbors would be so great, though.” He smiled, an image that Julia instantly wanted to see again.

She winked. “I try my best.” They fell into an easy conversation, talking about this and that, feeling each other out. It had been a while since talking to a man had felt this natural for her, this right. And, judging by how Steve was hanging on to her every word, he felt the same way. Often, he would gaze into her eyes, a gesture that made her blush a little each time. Hopefully he would think that that was just down to the wine.

Before they knew it, the pizza was gone and the wine bottle was quite a bit lighter than it had been before. Julia felt herself getting comfortable. “Steve?”

“Yeah?” he said, picking the last few bits of crust out of the box.

“What do you look for in a woman?”

Steve blushed furiously. “U-um...well, I like them to be kind and caring, of course, funny, um, smart, and, well, some nice thighs don’t hurt.”

Julia raised an eyebrow. “That’s a long list.”

“Well,” said Steve, “I haven’t been dating that long, but, uh, I’ve definitely seen evidence that a woman can have all those things at the same time.”

“Really? What was the evidence?” She smiled wickedly.

“Oh, um, this one girl I had dinner with once.” He met her eyes briefly, a glance full of something that Julia couldn’t quite define, something like hunger...something that she wanted to see more of. “But I think it’s your turn. What do you look for in a guy?”

She laughed. “Oh, don’t go asking me that question. Isn’t it obvious that I don’t know how to pick them if I’ve gotten this far without one?”

Steve frowned. “Don’t say that. I think you’re a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing. You radiate...confidence.”

“I guess I do on the outside,” said Julia, “but I don’t always feel that way on the inside. Does anyone?” She hadn’t expected things to happen this way, but Steve was somehow drawing out something inside her, something vulnerable, something fragile, something that she didn’t often let other people see.

“I guess I don’t,” said Steve, though he didn’t sound convinced by her dodge.

There was a moment of silence, and she worried that she had lost him. The thought unnerved her. Her dates were usually just her playing with whoever the unsuspecting man was that she’d ended up with, but this felt real, important. She felt like a middle-school girl talking to her crush again, off-guard and uncomfortable. “Do you...want to watch a movie?” she asked, hesitantly.

“Sure,” he said. Julia felt his knee bump hers under the table. Had that been on purpose? “What movie?”

“Um…” Julia stammered for a moment, caught off-guard by the touch of his knee. “I didn’t have anything in mind. Is there a genre you like?”

“Well…” Steve smiled and blushed a little. “Do you mind superhero movies?”

“They’re a guilty pleasure,” admitted Julia. “How about Spider-Man? From 2002? I love that one.”

“That one’s great. Do you have it streaming?” They got up and cleaned up from dinner, not that there was much to clean up, with only two plates and a pizza box. Then Julia poured out the rest of the wine into the glasses and they headed over to the sitting area. In the moment of quiet, she reflected that, for something that wasn’t official in any way,, this was the best date she’d had in years. There had been that moment of tension, but even though it had been awkward, Julia looked forward to telling Steve more about herself. They had just met, but she trusted him, trusted him more than she trusted many of her friends. She felt safe. A man had never made her feel that way before.

She also reflected that the couch was a little too small for this kind of thing. She’d gotten it at a fire sale at the old Reservation Hardware when that had closed down, and while $100 for any piece of their furniture was a great deal, the thing was really more of a loveseat. Oh, well, they’d just have to sit practically on each other’s laps. She grinned. Worse things had happened.

Once they got settled in, there were about two inches separating her thigh from Steve’s, a gap she was confident she could close over the course of an hour and a half. She was interrupted in her planning, though, by the man himself. “Wait, shouldn’t we have something to snack on? It’s movie night, after all. Wait one second.” Before Julia could say anything, he got up and hurried out the door and down the hall. Even though he hadn’t actually left, the room felt a little bit dark and sad without him in it. She shook her head. Falling in love was one thing, but doing it this easily? She was old enough, after all, to be Steve’s mother. Shouldn’t she know, at her age, that taking it slower was the better way to go? This was like something she would have been up to when she had been twenty years old.

Luckily, it was less than a minute before Steve returned with a bag of popcorn, breathing heavily. “Sorry, ok, you can start it now.”

“That was fast,” she said, reaching for the remote and scrolling through the Netflix menu. Her viewing history was mostly full of rom-coms, which were what she usually watched, as consolation, on the day after a date with Greg; she blushed as Steve’s eyes scanned the titles. Oh well. It wasn’t as if he didn’t already know she was a hopeless romantic. Finally, she found the movie (which she already owned) and hit PLAY.

Superhero movies really were a guilty pleasure of hers, reserved for plane flights and weeknights when she was too tired to do anything else. She loved their wild imagination, their flashy special effects, and their wisecracking protagonists, even if there weren’t any Oscars being handed out here. Even when she was a little girl, in the age of ultra-low-budget-halloween-costume superhero flicks, she would still watch and enjoy them. It felt good that Steve liked them too - more evidence that they were on the same wavelength.

This time, though, the movie felt a little slow. She looked over at Steve, but luckily he seemed to be enjoying it. She realized she was waiting for that one scene…

She focused on the popcorn through the intro with Spider-Man’s origin story, then through the Oscorp stuff. It seemed like there were twice as many plot points as when she had last seen the movie. When would they get to the good part? She drummed on her knee in anticipation, hoping that Steve wouldn’t notice.

Then, finally, it was about to happen. Mary Jane was getting chased down the alley in the rain, and there was Spider-Man swinging in, taking the bad guys out, good, good. Only a few seconds now...he was lowering himself down the side of the building…

And then she felt Steve’s thigh touching her own, moments before she had planned to act. A blush spread across her face. He had had the exact same idea. As Spider-Man and Mary Jane kissed on screen, she felt like something just as heart-fluttering was happening in real life. He was into her. He probably knew she was into him. It was time to make a move in return.

Julia yawned into one hand as the other snaked down along the couch cushions and, after a moment, found his. She was afraid that he didn’t really mean it, afraid that he would pull his hand away, but he didn’t, didn’t even seem to be surprised. It was probably partly down to the wine, but it was impossible now to focus on the movie; she felt like there was an electric current running down his arm and up hers, lighting up her body, flowing to ground in her heart, which was beating faster and faster, and her snatch, which was quickly getting wetter and wetter. Not yet, she wanted to tell it. Wait your turn.

She couldn’t believe how attracted she was to Steve. Meeting Greg had felt like a work event for the first hour and a half, and even when they had had sex, Julia had been focused on other things. There was nothing romantic about their relationship, even though that was nominally what it should have been. But with Steve, who she barely knew...he seemed to have some kind of shortcut to the deepest, most passionate part of her brain, the part that she’d kept quiet while dating Greg, the part that, she was realizing, needed to be engaged. She savored the feeling of his hand in hers; it was enough for now, but soon she would want more. She wanted to fuck him. She wanted to fuck his brains out. She wanted to show him everything that she’d picked up over the years and utterly blow him away. She wanted to have the amazing, passionate sex that she’d only had a couple of times in her life so far, but not in the past five years. She had never wanted anything more.

The rest of the movie went by, but Julia wasn’t paying attention. During the scene where Mary Jane was hanging off the bridge, she shifted a little closer to Steve. Let him think she was scared, and that that was why she was doing it. Really, though, she wanted to test him, to prove to the tiny part of herself that still didn’t quite comprehend what was happening that this was real life, not just some fantasy. She could feel him next to her, feel his elevated heart rate through her hand, know that he was into it, but not believe it. She should know better by now that these things could happen, had happened to her before, but this felt...different. And she really, really wanted to know where the rabbit hole went.

And then it was over, the credits were rolling, and they were staring at a black TV screen. Silence filled the air. Julia didn’t let go of Steve’s hand, but it was clear that neither of them knew what to do next. “...Good movie, huh?” he said.

“Um, yeah,” said Julia. “It’s one of my favorites.” There was another silence.

“You never did answer my question,” said Steve, turning to look her in the eye. She sensed a change in him; there was a look of resolve in his gaze, of determination, that hadn’t been there before. He’d seemed a little awkward to her, in a cute way, but that was gone now.

“Question?” she asked. It was probably the wine, but she didn’t remember much of what they had talked about at dinner.

“About what you look for in a guy.”

“Oh, that. I told you, I don’t know how to pick them.” Julia smiled at him, trying to signal that she didn’t really want to talk about it.

“Yeah, you said that. Then you said that you didn’t always have confidence in yourself, right? Know what I think?”

“What?” she asked, apprehensively. He was taking control of the conversation in a way he’d never done before, and she wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

“Fuck that. You’re a wonderful woman. You’re smart, funny, and kind in a way I’ve never seen before in a person, and it doesn’t hurt, by the way, that you’re beautiful, utterly gorgeous. If some guys have come along and screwed you over, fuck them. But that’s on them, not you. There’s no fucking reason whatsoever why you shouldn’t have confidence in yourself. Listen, I care about you. I don’t know why, but after three hours, I feel more of a connection with you than I do with some of my friends. And so I feel like it’s on me if you’re telling yourself this bullshit. I...well, maybe this is stupid. I never used to believe in this happening at first sight. I thought there was no way to know so quickly. But...even though we’ve known each other for such a short time...I think I love you, Julia.”

Julia was completely overcome. What did she do? What did she say? His words made her heart flutter, her breath quicken. She couldn’t think, couldn’t process what was going on. She could only go by what she felt, what she knew already to be true, deep within her. “I...I don’t know why this is happening. I swear, you’re half my age, and...this was never how I imagined it happening, but…” she took a breath, “I think I love you too.”

And then he was leaning towards her. For a moment, she panicked, the wine scrambling the circuits in her brain, but then she realized what he wanted, and that she wanted it too, wanted it so much that she nearly fell over herself as she leaned in to meet him in a deep kiss. As their lips met, she felt her heart beating so hard she half-worried it might burst, her cheeks burning as she felt the touch of his hot breath. She felt all the tension and stress of her daily life disappear, her lingering disappointment over the date with Greg melt away, everything vanishing except the sensation, the excitement, the passion of the kiss. They pulled apart, but only to take a few gasping breaths, and then went in again. This time, Steve’s hand came up to stroke her cheek, a feeling that was comforting and relaxing, but also firm and reassuring. She realized that, over the course of the evening, the initiative had passed from her to him, so that it was now he who steered the conversation, who had initiated the kiss, who was comforting her. She also realized that she didn’t care, that she trusted him, that there was a big part of her that desperately wanted it.

But she still wanted to make him work for what she knew now that she was going to give him before the night was over. After a few moments, she pulled away from the kiss again and stretched. “Oh, my back hurts.”

“I can guess why,” muttered Steve, quietly enough that Julia didn’t hear him at first, but blushed when she did. “Well...I could give you a massage.”

“That would be lovely,” said Julia.

“I think this couch might be too small, though,” said Steve. “Unless you want to lie on the kitchen table, I think we’ll need a bigger surface…”

“Oh, that’s no problem at all,” said Julia, smiling innocently. “We’ll just use my bed.”

“Sounds great,” said Steve, grinning. They got up, and she took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. Luckily, she’d remade the messy bed while changing earlier, so it looked ready and inviting. “You should lie face down so that I can get a good view of...uh...what I’m doing.” 

Julia blushed at the innuendo, but she was only too happy to comply. She lay down on the bed, putting her face down as requested, trusting Steve to do the job right. He got up onto the bed, straddling her thighs, and cracked his knuckles. “All right, let’s see what I can do here...” His hands found her upper back, pushing and kneading. There had genuinely been some tension stored there, and he was helping to relieve it - but she knew that wasn’t what either of them was here for.

He worked over her back, rubbing the tightness and stress away. The feeling of his untrained but passionate hands at work brought her to a whole new plane of sensation. The sheer intimacy of the moment, the feeling of closeness, of connection, between them was far beyond anything she had felt that night, even during the kiss.

After a minute, she noticed that his hands were beginning to travel downwards, tracing her spine, working out the kinks in the middle of her back, then her lower back, gradually coaxing every last bit of tension out of her muscles. Just when his hands were dancing through the small of her back, perilously close to her ass, which she knew he was just dying to grab, he stopped. “Hey, are your shoulders feeling tight too?”

“Yeah,” said Julia, “but keep going. This is really good…”

“Sure thing,” said Steve, shifting forwards. It was only when something hard touched her ass that she realized that that meant that his dick, straining in his jeans, was now sandwiched between her cheeks. But what was the better thing to do: Silently take it, and give the impression that he was in charge...or yell at him, and risk betraying in her voice that she liked it?

She chose option B. “Steve, you grabby…” she swatted ineffectually at him, but the weight did lift off her ass as his laughter filled the room.

“Can’t blame me for trying. Besides, you seemed pretty okay with it.” Eyes widening, she realized that her body had betrayed her; as soon as he had moved off of her, she had pushed her ass upwards, trying to feel him again. And here she thought these hormones were supposed to be going away at some point…

Steve went back to massaging her shoulders from a more appropriate position, pushing and pulling the muscle, working out the tension in that oh-so-satisfying way...but then he stopped. “I feel like this isn’t as good as it could be.”

“No, it’s actually really good. Keep going.”

“I feel like there’s something in the way...something that you wouldn’t have if you were getting a professional massage…” Steve grinned.

“What on Earth are you talking about?” asked Julia, a little annoyed. She was just fine with what he had been doing before, but Steve seemed to have other ideas.

“This,” Steve said, pulling at the fabric of her dress. “I think I need uncovered access to the area...if you don’t mind.”

“I feel like you might have other motivations here,” said Julia.

“Yes,” he said, a hint of something new creeping into his voice. “I want to see your beautiful body. I want to make you feel all kinds of good. It’s what I’ve been dreaming of ever since I got here.” He lowered himself down next to her and nibbled on her ear, the sudden sensation making her moan. “And,” he said, voice barely above a whisper, “we’re gonna do it on my terms.” Julia realized now that the new note in his voice was an edge of steel, a hint of another Steve, hiding under that boy-next-door face and goofy personality. And that realization, that new side of him...she didn’t expect it, but it was driving her crazy. In response to his declaration, she could only moan again, putty in the hands of a man young enough to be her son.

“Oh, fuck,” she finally got out. “We’ll do it on your terms.”

Steve slapped her ass, making her yelp. “That’s not how you talk to me! Remember,” he said, leaning down to her ear, voice sinking to a whisper, “you’re my bitch now.”

“Fuck,” said Julia. “I’m your bitch, Daddy.”

He slapped her ass again, harder. The impact, the lingering stinging, were sensations so sizzling hot that her breath was coming in gasps...and she hadn’t even taken her clothes off yet. But that was sure to change soon. “That’s right, bitch,” said Steve, “but you need to say it louder.”

“I’m your bitch, Daddy! Use me!” moaned Julia. Steve was making her feel like no man had ever made her feel before. Suddenly, she felt his hands slipping under her, groping her tits before moving upwards, searching for the buttons on her dress. Finally, he found them, deftly undoing each button until her dress was open to her shoulders.

“All right, let’s see what’s inside this nice wrapper,” said Steve, beginning to inch the dress down along her back, exposing first her shoulders, then her upper arms, the fabric sliding along her skin and exposing it to the cool air of the bedroom. A few moments later, his efforts bore fruit in the shape of Julia’s bra strap. “What do you know? It looks to me as if this is in the way of what I want to do.” His fingers worked it apart and tossed the straps to either side. His right hand continued to pull her dress down, slowly, surely, but his left followed one of the straps along its length, pushing under her, invading the space between the cup and the side of her breast, and then he was playing with her nipple, pulling, tweaking, twisting, gently but firmly working it, just as he had massaged her back. She groaned at the pleasure, the sweet sensation of submitting totally to this man, of being utterly at his mercy.

The dress slid further, pulling free of her bra beneath her and sliding down her stomach, and in the back beginning to uncover her asscheeks, the mounds of flesh jiggling as his hand slid over them, skipping over the waistline of her panties, pulling further and further down. Now her ass was totally exposed, and she felt his hands exploring it, grabbing handfuls of her quivering backside. She felt her heart beating faster at the sensation of having her body explored, touched, used by a man she had met just a few hours ago. Surely, this was paradise.

Suddenly, Steve delivered a stinging slap to each cheek. “You’re getting too comfortable, bitch. Remember, I’m in charge here.” He pulled the dress the rest of the way off in one go, down her legs and onto the floor. Julia gasped, overcome with shock and arousal at how roughly she was being treated. Her panties were still on, for the moment, soaking in her juices, but the rest of her body was now fully naked, ready to be violated whenever he wanted.

“Now turn over,” he told her. “I want to see what I’m working with here.” Obediently, she rolled over, exposing her big but still perky breasts and bare, smooth midriff. He climbed onto her and their lips locked together in another kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, forcing hers aside as he invaded as far as he could, pushing her even further into submission as even her mouth became his playground. But then he moved on, nibbling at her ear as his hands explored her breasts, kneading and pushing, pulling and twisting, roughly abusing her tender nipples and soft flesh. All she could do was moan as he utterly dominated her; it was such a liberating feeling, to be the slave, the toy of a man so much younger than she.

Then he moved down from her ear, planting kisses down her neck and up her breast, mouth finally locking on to her teat as he continued his assault on her mammaries. His teeth grazed her tender nipple, the electrifying sensation of pain just around the corner, adding a thrilling frisson of danger to their play.

Even as Steve’s mouth continued to torment her nipple, she felt the hand it had replaced creeping down her torso, sliding along her midriff, down past her navel, and finally across the tender flesh near her pussy, tracing lines and patterns with a lone finger, prodding and rubbing. The sensation was wonderful, but incomplete. Why wasn’t he touching her dripping pussy, her eager clit? “Fuck, Daddy, play with my pussy, please play with my pussy.”

Julia yelped as a stinging blow suddenly landed on one of her breasts. Steve took his mouth off her nipple and looked her in the eye. “I’ve told you before, and I’ll tell you again: I. Make. The. Rules. I don’t take orders from my bitch.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy. You make the rules.” She was floating in a strange mental space, one where she’d never been before: a place where pain was pleasure, where submission was liberation, and it felt so, so good. Letting him do as he pleased with her was such an unexpectedly amazing feeling that she couldn’t even imagine what other kinds of pleasure the night might hold, where else he might take her.

She realized that Steve had taken her teat into his mouth once more, swirling his tongue around it, sucking and nibbling, and that his finger was once again dancing around her pussy. He’d made her wait, but it seemed that he was willing to reward her good behavior. Finally, the finger grazed her clit, generating a wave of pleasure that traveled up her torso and down her legs, making her body tremble. “Oh...oh fuck…” groaned Julia, grabbing on to the sheets.

“Yeah, you like that, bitch?” asked Steve. “I wonder what you’ll think of this!” Suddenly, his finger dove into her pussy, probing as deep as he could reach, swimming through her slick juices. Even though it was basically what she did when she masturbated, something about what he was doing felt utterly unreal to her, utterly unbelievably good.

A second finger snaked its way into her eager hole, sliding to join its twin in plumbing her depths. The intensity of the sensation startled her, as did the waves of pleasure that came from his fingers dancing through her insides. Where had this man been all her life? She felt that she had begun to travel down the long road to orgasm, and the ecstasy awaiting at the end of that road had never felt more within reach. He could take her there, she was sure of that.

The two fingers were complemented by Steve’s thumb, which began to work at her clit. It flicked and teased, sending little sparks of pleasure coursing through her, keeping her captivated, under his spell. She gasped and writhed, but just then the two fingers stole back the spotlight, forming a hook shape inside her pussy, pulling at something inside her, and it felt so good, a whole other level of pleasure, of bliss. He was touching something inside her that no man had ever touched before, and the sensation was so wonderful that she was amazed that she had lived so long without it. Whatever he was doing to her, whatever black magic or secret ritual, was something she would need more often. A lot more often.

And then, just as Julia found herself climbing towards orgasm, he stopped. She looked up at him, confused. “W-what?”

“This isn’t just a party for you, is it? I want to get off too.” Steve stood up, threw his shirt to the side, and unbuttoned his jeans, revealing a sizable cock that sprang eagerly to attention. “See what you did, bitch? I think you should deal with this.”

“Yes, Daddy,” said Julia obediently, getting on all fours on top of the bed and crawling over to him. The hot pleasure from the fingering was still lingering inside her, but it was fading with each passing second. She had faith in Steve, though. He would make her feel good. He would remember her.

She reached out to his cock, tracing down its length with a finger, following the veins as they twisted and turned along its length, all the way down to the base. Then she found a different vein on the other side to trace back up, traveling back along its length. She knew from experience that this in and of itself wasn’t enough to make Steve feel good, but as she felt the muscles in his cock strain to get harder, she could tell that it was definitely getting him worked up.

But she also knew it was time to give him more. She reached out and took his rod in her hand, pumping gently for now. It would feel better if he waited a bit, if he let her work her magic. Even though Steve was good - really good - he didn’t have the kind of experience she did, the kind of experience she’d gotten over the years. She knew how to make a cock explode, and she would pull out all the stops for her younger lover.

To her relief, he did let her set the pace as she rubbed and massaged, grunting softly as his cock stiffened further in her hands. There was another factor, though, that she hadn’t anticipated: gazing at his meaty phallus, she felt saliva pooling in her mouth, a deep, irrepressible biological trigger telling her to suck it. She needed this cock in her mouth, needed to worship it, to cover it in kisses, to feel it twitch as she worked her magic on it. It wasn’t Steve that was going to get impatient...it was Julia.

Shifting forwards a bit, she planted a kiss on the tip of his cock, tasting the bead of precum that had formed at the end, bringing out her tongue and tracing the end of his shaft. The feeling of sucking him off, the flavor of his desire, was indescribable and utterly unlike anything she had ever experienced. He placed his hand on her head, the casually dominant motion making her pussy drip and her body flush with heat. Pleasuring this man was something she couldn’t imagine living without. And to think, they hadn’t even gotten to the main course.

Julia couldn’t resist feeling more of him in her mouth, and locked her lips over the head of his cock, beginning to suck gently and pump slightly in and out. He groaned; she was doing an excellent job. Greg didn’t like blowjobs because they were “too kinky,” and the couple of guys she’d hooked up with before him were not the kind she particularly wanted to suck off, so it had been quite a while since she’d pleased a cock this way. It was good to know that she still had the knack for it.

She felt Steve’s hand tense up a little, and then he started gently but firmly shoving her head further onto his rod, trying to squeeze more pleasure out of her eager mouth. She took this as the signal to turn up the heat, working his cock with her tongue and letting him go deeper, almost to the beginning of her throat. She couldn’t take the whole thing, but she didn’t have to; by now, he was breathing raggedly, and his heart was beating faster and faster.

For a bit, they held that position, her mouth working his cock, the passion and heat of the moment overwhelming to both of them. Julia had never wanted to suck a man off more, and now that she was getting her wish, the excitement and pleasure swirling within her were like nothing she’d felt in years. When she came up, gasping, for air, her sole desire was to go back down, to do more, to make him feel better. The desire, the screaming need for him pervaded her every cell, every atom, all of them hungrily working towards their shared goal.

But there was always the risk that it would become too much. She felt Steve’s cock tensing up, and just then he shoved her mouth off his cock, gasping as the orgasm he didn’t want, not yet, threatened to overwhelm him. “Fuck, bitch, you’re too good.”

“I’m glad you liked it, Daddy,” Julia said, smiling.

“Not as much as I’m gonna like your hot pussy,” he said. “Turn the fuck around.” She scrambled to obey his command, shifting around on top of the bed as he climbed on and positioned himself behind her. “This is what I’ve been waiting for all night. To get a piece of this.” He smacked her ass hard, sending a jiggling tremor through her flesh and a jolt of pain and pleasure through her nerves. She moaned, reveling in the sensation of submitting, being controlled, being used for his pleasure. It was almost a perfect moment.

And then, suddenly, his cock thrust into her, breaking through her pussy’s feeble resistance in a single stroke. Julia gasped as pain shot up her torso, but that pain soon turned to pleasure as Steve plumbed her depths, thrusting firmly in and out as he built up a steady rhythm, going fast but not too fast, the perfect middle ground that so many guys were happy to race right past. Each thrust seemed to touch something deep inside her, something hidden, something that she rarely let out...something hungry. She felt herself giving in to the pleasure, wild abandon overtaking whatever inhibitions she had left. In this moment, as she was getting the best sex of her life, she felt freer than she ever had before. Getting filled by Steve wasn’t just enjoyable...it was right.

And the pleasure was building now, even more than it had been before, a candle flame within her slowly rising in intensity and temperature. Each thrust pushed her further towards her goal, further towards a peak of ecstasy she’d never imagined she could reach. She pushed her hips back onto his cock, trying to take more of him into her greedy pussy, to reach that peak just a little bit sooner…

Then another slap landed on her ass. Julia yelped in surprise and pain, but that same pain sent arousal shooting through her, the sensation mixing with and magnifying that of his powerful thrusts. It was just beginning to ebb when another slap followed, triggering a burst of exquisite agony, all the more intense for landing on the raw area where the previous one had landed. “You like that, bitch?” asked Steve.

“Fuck…” groaned Julia. Talking was harder now, Steve’s cock ramming all the thoughts out of her head except the desire to feel better and to make him feel better. But she did like it. No man had ever treated her this roughly, had ever gotten her so quickly and easily to the point of climax.  Her body jerked back and forth with the force of his thrusts, and soon she collapsed forward onto her stomach, drilled into the bed by his fierce onslaught. That warm place inside of her was burning up now, the heat and arousal building to a summit. Almost, almost…

And then she was there. She let out a long, mindless moan as waves of pleasure blasted through her body. Though her eyes were closed, she saw sparks, and her limbs jerked and trembled as utter bliss overwhelmed her. Steve kept thrusting; it seemed he knew how to prolong her ecstasy, how to stretch out this mind-shattering moment for as long as possible. Everything had melted away, and she was, for a moment, floating in a realm of sensation, untouchable and ethereal. This was something she would want to do again, and again, and again.

As Julia came down at last, she dimly realized that Steve had pulled out of her. He hadn’t cum yet, had he? She panicked and shifted around, still clumsy as reality came back to her. She had to help him feel good too. As she turned to face him, she saw his cock already pointing towards her. “My turn, slut. You know what to do.”

She took the head into her mouth again, trying to give him a quicker version of the blowjob from before, knowing that he wouldn’t want to lose the orgasm he’d been building up to for so long now. His hand once again found the back of her head, pushing her onto him, and he was breathing in gasps now, nearly, nearly, and she could feel his cock twitching in her mouth, and then he was there. Waves of salty cum filled her mouth, flowing down her throat, splattering her face as he pulled out, pumping to paint her more thoroughly in his sticky seed.

Steve collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard, as Julia headed to the bathroom to clean up. That had been utterly unbelievable, an experience she doubted she could ever forget. She wondered, once again, where that man had been all her life. Never again could she settle for a Greg, not now that she knew what she’d be missing by doing that. Quickly, she ran the shower water over her body, and as she was drying off, Steve came in. “That was pretty good, huh?”

“Yeah, that was...really, really amazing.” It was hard to believe that he was so dominant in bed but so average out of it. She liked him either way, though.

“It was the best I’ve ever had,” he said. “But then, I haven’t had that much.”

“You got those skills somehow,” she said.. “When you were fingering me, I...that was just…”

“Well, I picked those up here and there,” he grinned, getting into the shower.

“Steve?” she asked.

“Yeah?”

“What...are we?” Julia looked into his eyes. She didn’t know what answer she wanted. They’d said the L-word, but it had just been one night. Where were they going together?

“Um…” said Steve. “Well, I don’t know. Maybe, though,” he raised his eyebrows, “maybe it’ll get clearer if we do this again next week.”

Julia laughed. “You’re on.”

As she watched him rinse off, she wondered how this had all happened. Why had Steve come into her life? It seemed like something in the universe had sent him right at her time of greatest need. But then, maybe it was better not to look a gift horse in the mouth. It didn’t matter why he was with her now; all that mattered was that he was. She couldn’t wait for next week.


Midnight Ride

Sophia stepped out of the bathroom and looked at her husband, asleep on the bed, unperturbed by the wet spot left by their sex, or by the fact that his wife hadn’t gotten much of anything out of it. It was always this way. Harold would want sex, then he would get tired after a few minutes of thrusting into her with his two-inch penis and want her to get on top, then he would lose control and dribble into her. She had found herself tuning it all out, letting him do what he wanted, vaguely wishing that he would go away, that it would be over soon. Never once had she felt even a flicker of pleasure when they had sex.

It was a shame, really. Harold was nice, and considerate, and patient. Sophia had always been the one to cause trouble in their relationship, and he had always been the one to patch it up. He’d given her so much, it was just...she needed more. Maybe it was a sign, the fact that she hadn’t taken his last name. Even though they’d been married for ten years, there were  times when she felt that maybe, just maybe, she’d made a mistake.

And sex was always one of those times. Though she felt her biological clock ticking, she never allowed Harold to go in without protection; the idea of having his baby made her feel less than overjoyed. With each passing day, she felt more and more sure that something had to give...she just wasn’t quite sure what.

Tonight was supposed to have been special. It had been their anniversary, and Sophia had spent a long time in the bathroom, blowing out her long black hair, doing her makeup just so, picking out a nice dress and something sexy to wear underneath, something that would frame her full breasts and wide hips...only for Harold to give her the same performance he always did. It was disappointing, but also frustrating. She took revenge as usual, by carefully rinsing off any evidence of the act in the shower, but...that wasn’t going to be enough. Not right now.

She felt sexual energy pent up inside of her, waiting for release. She’d always had a ferocious sex drive, much greater than his. Usually, she would masturbate once or twice a day, picking something from her large collection of long, thick dildos, toys three or four times the size of Harold’s little penis. But tonight...she had always had something of an exhibitionist streak, a fetish that she’d never even begun to explore with Harold, and she felt like doing something risky. He was asleep. He would never even know she’d gone.

Creeping back into the bedroom, Sophia slipped into her sexy black heels, then pulled her overcoat out of the closet and put it on, unbuttoning it to nearly reveal her nipples. She grinned. Dressed like this, naughty and willing, she would head to the lookout at the park and jill off in the car as the lights of Los Angeles spread out before her. Now that would be something to remember, to erase the bad taste of - she looked back at Harold - whatever that had been. She grabbed her keys and phone and headed out of the bedroom.

She hurried through the darkened house. It was nearly midnight, and this plan of hers, to be out so late, dressed so sexily, was turning her on so much that she nearly forgot to be creeped out by the darkness, the silence of the main rooms of the home she shared with Harold.

All of a sudden, just as she was about to turn the handle of the garage door, she remembered that the car was at the shop. Shit! Harold was always finding little problems with it. If the speedometer seemed a little slow to get started, or if the seat reclining didn’t have quite the zip that it used to, he would be consumed by stress and worry and send it in to have it looked at. He was more attentive to that car’s needs than he was to hers.

Angry now, she turned away and then stopped. She had been heading unconsciously back to the bedroom, but that wasn’t something she could handle right now; the idea of Harold sleeping next to her was almost disgusting. And there was a way, after all, that she could get to the lookout, even if it was maybe a little less romantic, and maybe she wouldn’t be able to jill off when she got there. She took out her phone and dialed up the Zuber app.

Five minutes later, a driver named Eli arrived in a junky-looking sedan, pulling into the house’s driveway before bringing the car to a halt. Sophia stepped outside to meet him, and he got out of the car and waved. “Are you Sophia?”

“Yes,” she said. Seeing his dinged-up ride, she had thought that he would have an appearance to match, but that turned out not to be the case. In fact, though she knew it was wrong, she found herself checking him out. He was tall and handsome, about college age, with perfectly-styled hair, a strong, stubbled chin, and muscular arms that she found herself looking at again and again. His girlfriend must be lucky to have a man this attractive, one that worked out, that cared about his appearance. She wondered what that was like. She stole another glance at him, then headed over to the sedan. 

To her surprise, the inside of the car was perfectly clean. That was what pushed her over the edge; instead of sitting in the back seat, opposite from the driver, she opened the passenger door and sat in the front. As he got in next to her, she felt his eyes brushing over her; not a long, creepy stare, but definitely a sign of interest, maybe even...no, she couldn’t think about that. She patted her temples, trying to refocus. She was married. Yes, Harold wasn’t the greatest lover, or husband, but the bigger thing to do was to deal with it, not to go around it, to ruin it.

But sitting next to this gorgeous man on their shortish drive surely wasn’t a big deal. As a married woman, she was still allowed to browse the merchandise, just not to make a purchase, right? And there was definitely a part of her that felt like teasing him. As she fastened her seatbelt, she reached up and tossed back her hair, giving him a full view of her cleavage, of the magnificent curves she’d developed only more recently, or at least those that were visible under the overcoat.

Sophia definitely had his attention. She felt Eli watching out of the corner of his eye, gaze moving up and down her body once again. Well, he could hardly be blamed for that. “Um,” he said, “can I confirm that your destination is, uh, 1323 Bell Drive? Looks like that’s the lookout at the park.”

She blushed. So part of the attention he’d been giving her was because she hadn’t answered him yet. Leave it to her to get carried away. “Yes, that’s right.”

“Okay,” Eli said, backing out of the driveway. “Going out on the town or something?”

She smiled. “Oh, you know I’m too old to be doing that. No, I just had a strange impulse to go see the view, I guess.”

“Too old?” he said, smiling. “You can’t be more than, I don’t know, twenty-five.”

“Oh, stop,” said Sophia, blushing once more. “You must be terrible at guessing ages. What kind of a Zuber driver did I end up with?”

“One with a big mouth,” said Eli, “and an urge to find out more about you. You know, I like people who say they do things for no reason. Because nobody ever does something for no reason. There is a reason you’re going to the lookout, and you just won’t tell me, or can’t even quite articulate it for yourself, or a little of both. Either way, you have depth. You’re interesting.”

“And you’re...forward,” said Sophia. “How’d a person like you end up as a Zuber driver?”

“Well, it wasn’t my choice of career,” he said, sighing as he pulled onto an arterial. “You’ve probably heard the old joke that every waiter in L.A. is trying to be an actor? Well, it’s true of Zuber drivers, too. Except I’m trying to make it as a screenplay writer.”

“What’s that like?” she asked, intrigued. Harold was an accountant at the same bank he’d worked at for twenty years; this was fresh, interesting.

“It has its ups and downs. It’s not always encouraging, with how much competition there is out there, but I’ve managed to find work on a couple of shorts, and I’m always hoping that I’ll land a job at one of the big studios,” he said. “Until then, it’s Zuber driving and instant noodles back at my apartment. What do you do all day?”

She grimaced. “I stay at home, mostly. My husband has a pretty well-paying job, and when I turned thirty, he said that I didn’t have to work anymore if I didn’t want to. Well, at that point, I was managing a clothing store in Santa Monica, so I wanted to get out of that. But sometimes I do wish I had more going on.”

They stopped at a red light, and Eli looked over at her. “You’re married, huh? What’s the husband like?”

“He’s…” Sophia stopped herself. Was it really right to be talking about her husband with this man she had just met, this man who she barely knew? And yet...there was something about him, some kindness, that made her want to spill her guts out to him. Eventually, she came to a decision. “Well, he and I...sort of...I mean, he’s really nice in a lot of ways. But, well…” She wanted to say but we’re not meant to be, but she cut herself off just in time. It wasn’t right to tell a stranger that, even a hot stranger.

Eli nodded. “Hey, I get it. I dated a girl for three years. For a young guy like me, that’s a long time. We never tied the knot, but by the end of it I couldn’t imagine living without her. But then she dumped me.” He sighed. “It wasn’t over something stupid. It was one of those huge, relationship-ending fights, where you find out that you think about things in completely different ways. She was going to be a lawyer, and she saw the world as a place to be conquered, and life as a race to the top. I think of the world as a place to be explored, and life as a journey. I’m not sure either view is actually correct, in the grand scheme of things, but...it tore us apart. That was three months back, and ever since I’ve wondered what would have happened if we had gotten married. It would have been...well, a little bit of a disaster. A lot of a disaster.”

Sophia hadn’t meant to let Eli on to the fact that there was trouble in her relationship, and part of her felt terrible. He had read her like a book. She had been making it too obvious, and now she was paying the price in guilt. But at the same time...there was another part of her that liked having everything out in the open. She hadn’t even gone to her friends with her worries about her relationship with Harold, but now here she was telling a random stranger about it instead. Why did she trust him so much? “That sounds really rough,” she said, twirling a lock of her hair around her finger, looking out the window, suddenly as nervous as a fifteen-year-old girl on a first date. “I think our relationship is a little like yours would have been, in that we have different priorities. I want romance. I want passion. I want…” she blushed, “I want sex. And Harold wants...I don’t know what he wants. He wants a sexy wife five years younger than him, and he wants a stable job, and he wants to just, you know, exist for the rest of his life. I’m sorry, I’m making this about me. You were telling your story.”

The light changed, and Eli accelerated. “No, no, it’s fine. I’m over that girl. I wish her the best, but, well, we weren’t made to be. But you and your husband, huh? What do you think you’re going to do?”

Sophia studied her fingernails. “I...I don’t know.” She laughed. “Isn’t it awful? Here I am, bad-mouthing my own husband to a complete stranger. He and I have been married for ten years! Ten years tonight. And I don’t...the thought of leaving makes me afraid, and it makes me feel like a terrible person. But the thought of staying, of spending my life with him? That makes me feel...empty.”

He frowned. “I’m kind of an open book, you know? I just spit out my feelings. I think you might be that kind of person too. Maybe we’ll never see each other again, right? In that case, it hardly matters what you say to me right now. I wouldn’t worry about it. But more importantly...ten years tonight? It’s your anniversary?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Some anniversary, huh? Well, we did go out to dinner, and, well, do other things you would expect on an anniversary. But now I’m leaving at midnight to go look at the stars, like I’m waiting for my prince. It’s almost like a bad movie or something.”

“You know,” said Eli, “I don’t know very much about relationships. But I’ve heard that, sometimes, people need to do these things, even when they’re married to someone they really do love. Maybe you’re just at home too much, thinking about him. If he’s a career-focused guy, he’s probably not thinking about you quite as often, right? So if you went out and did more stuff, that might fix up the, you know, romantic feng shui.”

Sophia laughed. “You really are a writer. Romantic feng shui? Really?” Then she looked down. “You do have a point. But...I can’t have that kind of relationship. I think that’s why things aren’t as close between us as they once were. I need to touch and hold and speak to the person I love, and he...well, I’m sure there’s a picture of me on his desk at work. But that’s where it ends. When he’s at home, I’m still the picture on the desk. It’s like I’m not there. He’s filing reports, or checking his email, anything to avoid talking to me. When we do talk, he’s sweet and kind, just like the man I married, so that’s why I feel bad…”

He nodded. “Sounds like you’re not really on the same wavelength, then. I mean, look at me, I’m a taxi driver with no girlfriend who lives in a shitty apartment, so I don’t feel great giving you life advice. But that does seem like a good angle to approach your guys’ relationship from. What you need, what he needs, and how you can make sure you’re both getting what you want from the relationship.”

“Yeah,” she said, “and I’m not getting that. Not at all. I think he is, because he’s never said anything, but then neither have I. But if he really is content in the relationship, then that...that just makes it worse.” She felt tears coming on, rising up towards her eyes. “I...when I think about...about…” she gulped, “leaving him, I feel like a monster. He never did anything to me! He’s been perfectly sweet. And here I go, ruining everything, like a crazy bitch!” Sobs racked her body as she tried desperately to hold them in, to stop this outburst, to keep her mascara from running, to maintain the facade she’d had up for the better part of a decade, but it wasn’t working anymore. This taxi driver boy had somehow broken all of that down in less than twenty minutes of conversation. What strange power did he have over her? How had they connected so shockingly fast?

Eli put a hand on her shoulder. “That whole question is one that I think you need to answer for yourself. Word of advice, though, from a guy who has a lot less experience in the world than you do, so you probably shouldn’t take it, but...I don’t think that you’re a crazy bitch for thinking about what you need in a relationship. Your husband is clearly thinking about what he needs. He doesn’t need a second person to do that for him, does he?”

For a few minutes, neither of them said anything. Slowly, the tears began to ebb, and Sophia brought herself more and more under control. But she knew, deep within herself, that the shell that she had constructed for herself wouldn’t be easy to return to. Eli...he knew everything now. Then, at last, they pulled up to the lookout.

The view was just as gorgeous as Sophia had hoped it would be. The scrub-covered hillside, hidden in the darkness, tumbled down into neighborhoods far below. Her eye was drawn to the skyline, the buildings that marched higher and higher until they finally reached their peak into the financial district. Beyond that, she thought she could see a glimmer of the ocean, but it was impossible to tell in the darkness. Though the orange glow of the city blocked out most of the night sky, a few of the brighter stars twinkled in the sky, reminding her, perhaps, of something larger than herself.

For a moment longer, they sat in silence, and then Eli looked over at her. “Well, I guess this is your stop.”

Sophia dried the last of her tears, then shook her head. “No, I can’t...I’m sorry, I can’t let you go yet. This is…”

He nodded. “I get it.” There was another silence. “Hey, do you want to maybe...get out and get a better view?”

“That...that sounds good,” she said. They got out of the car and headed over to the railing. There really was a better view from there. They could see the San Gabriel mountains looming in the distance, and the ocean was definitely visible now. A cool breeze was blowing, banishing the last of the heat of the June day, and Sophia filled her lungs with it, letting her sadness slip away as she breathed out. Even though this hadn’t worked out like she’d expected it to, going to the lookout had been a very good idea.

She was very keenly aware of how close Eli was standing to her. There was a part of her mind, the worried, guilty part, that wanted him to go away, to leave her with her thoughts, to let her stand here alone and then return to her husband. But a bigger part of her didn’t want that, not yet. Sophia barely understood what was happening. How could she...how could she be standing here with a man who wasn’t her husband? How could she be enjoying it so much?

“Do you see the stars?” asked Eli, softly, voice barely audible over the breeze. It was hard to break the silence in front of the majesty of the view, under the weight of the darkness.

“Yeah,” she said. “They’re - they’re what I came here for.”

“Sometimes,” said Eli, “I feel like moving here was a mistake. Not always. But...sometimes. When I start to feel like that, it’s always because I’ve been looking at the stars. There are so few of them here, and when I see that, I think about home.”

“Where’s home for you?” she asked.

“An hour out of San Francisco. Some nights there are so many stars that it’s hard to find a big dark patch of sky.” He fell silent.

“That sounds amazing,” she said. “But even the few you can see here...they’re beautiful. More beautiful than anything else in this entire city.”

“Yeah,” he said, gazing towards her. “I think so too.”

There was another silence, another minute or two of contemplation as they looked out over the city, and then Sophia felt Eli’s arm wrapping around her shoulders. At first, she froze, surprised and confused, but his arm was so strong, so warm, so comforting, that it was awfully easy to forget all about Harold and their dead little house and their dead little marriage and instead think about Eli, who was so very, wonderfully alive, so she relaxed again, feeling the weight of his arm on her, exulting in the sensation of closeness.

In that moment, Sophia came to a decision. She couldn’t live without that feeling, that wonderful feeling, any longer. She needed to do what she needed to do. If she needed Harold, she would keep him, but right now...right now she didn’t need him at all. Her heart was elsewhere. She tilted her head to the side and allowed it to rest on Eli’s firm shoulder, listening to his heartbeat, safe and warm and utterly at peace.

“Sophia…” murmured Eli. “I…”

“You don’t need to say anything,” said Sophia, looking up at him. “Nothing at all. Just let this moment go on forever and ever.”

“You’re right,” he said, leaning down and kissing her. As their lips met, passion, unexpected, almost violent, began to swirl in her heart. It was a feeling she had nearly forgotten, one she hadn’t experienced for nearly ten years, and now it was back, back stronger than it had ever been. She felt herself melting in his embrace, feeling his breath rise and fall, the swirl of emotion within him clearly just as strong as it was within her. This moment, she felt, was the thing her entire life had been leading up to...and, an hour ago, she would never have guessed that it was coming. It was like something from a romance novel, something she had never believed could happen to her.

Sophia came up gasping for air and then pressed her lips onto his once more, chasing the electric feeling of connection that came when they were locked in a kiss. She lost control after a moment and moaned, the sheer intensity of the sensation pushing her past her limits, tearing away all pretense of restraint.

And then Eli’s tongue pushed into her mouth, entwining with her own, deepening their physical connection and asking Sophia a wordless question: what do you want next? There was a part of her, the same scared, guilty part of her, that wanted to push him away, not for her but for Harold, but she wasn’t about to abandon her new resolution so quickly. Maybe Harold wouldn’t have approved, but he was also asleep at home, senseless to his wife’s midnight tryst. What mattered was what she thought. To find this out, she searched within herself, brought out her feelings one by one, studied them...and found only desire.

If there was fear inside her, or shame, or revulsion, they were only emotions that she felt on Harold’s behalf, and those were emotions, she now realized, that she felt towards Harold, towards the man who had kept her imprisoned for so long in a cage of sexlessness, all so that he himself could feel better about the life he led. Well, she thought, fuck that. Decision made, her tongue dove into Eli’s mouth, giving back what he had given to her, an enthusiastic consent to the illicit journey they were about to embark on.

He pulled away and looked her in the eye. “Do you really want this? To leave your comfortable little cage? To give it all up for a man you just met, a man two-thirds your age?”

She nodded. “I’ve never wanted anything more. Never in my life.”

Eli took her hand. “Then let’s head back to my place. But I’ll warn you now - I’m different in bed than I am on the streets. On the streets, I’m a friendly, approachable guy. In bed, when I want something,” he leaned down next to her ear, “I take it. This is your last chance to back out.”

Sophia’s pussy, already slightly wet, got much wetter at his sudden change of tone, this sign that he would truly be everything that Harold wasn’t, that he would be a man who enjoyed sex as much as she did. “I’m not going to back out,” she said, looking up at him, a look of determination crossing her face. “I’m ready.”

They got back into the car, and Eli backed out of the parking lot and headed off down the street. Neither of them said much; both were processing what had just happened, and what they had both promised to do. Sophia felt a little uncertain, a little bit afraid of the consequences that what she’d just done would have for her relationship with Harold. But that was a battle she would have had to fight at some point anyway, Eli or no Eli. And...Eli was gorgeous. He was young. He was strong. He had all the energy that had been missing from her life, and she wanted to feed off of that energy, to feel like she was truly alive.

Eventually, Eli took an exit off of the freeway and into a mixed area full of liquor stores and strip clubs, but also some low apartment buildings. He pulled into the parking lot of one of these, which looked like it had been converted from a motel. They got out and headed into the lobby, which was old and a little bit dingy, and then down a hall to Eli’s apartment. He unlocked the door and motioned her inside. “Ladies first.”

Sophia was pleasantly surprised. The place was very clean, with brightly-colored furniture and plenty of lighting that made up for the small windows and old fixtures. She had been expecting a bachelor pad with a single recliner and a video game console, but Eli clearly had some interior-decoration skills. “This is actually really nice.”

“Like it? It took some work. I made most of the furniture.” He folded his arms, standing proudly in the middle of the space.

“Really?” asked Sophia. The only thing that Harold had ever made in a DIY project was a call to 911 after breaking his thumb with a hammer. There was something incredibly attractive, almost sexy, about a man who knew what he wanted from a space and had the skills to make that a reality.

“Damn right. Even though I’m self-taught, I’m pretty good at hard, sweaty work. Especially the kind that requires...skills.”

“Oh?” she asked. Well, Eli was a horny bastard. As if she had the right to judge. “What kind of skills?”

“Well, you know,” he said. “Just a talent for...doing things. Here, why don’t you come on back? I’d be happy to show you.”

“I’d be delighted to see a demonstration,” said Sophia, grinning. She took his hand and they headed back to the bedroom, a small but cozy space with colorful curtains and some tasteful wall art.

Then, as they stood next to the bed, Eli turned to face her. “That’s the wrong attitude to be having, you know.”

“Wrong attitude?” she asked, confused.

“Yeah,” said Eli, his voice lowering. “Delight doesn’t factor into this. I won’t give you anything,” he was whispering in her ear now, “nothing except pure, unbridled pleasure.”

Sophia wrapped her arms around him, breathing heavily, hugely aroused. “I want it now.”

Eli delivered a sudden, stinging slap to her sizable ass. His voice changed from a sultry whisper to a low growl. “I don’t care what you want...bitch. By the end of the night, you’ll be a whimpering puddle of pleasure. But it won’t be your choice. It’ll happen whether you want it to or not. Tonight...I take you.”

Sophia moaned as her naked pussy began to drip. This was too much. Suddenly, his lips met hers once more, but where before his kisses had been romantic, sultry, soft, this one was now fierce, passionate, powerful. Again and again, he drove his tongue into her mouth, pushing hers aside in his quest to invade her, to dominate her more thoroughly than she’d ever been dominated before. When he did come up for air, she was left gasping, disoriented, totally out of her element, awash with sensation.

And then she felt his hands on her chest, undoing the buttons on her overcoat, pushing it slowly off of her shoulders. All of a sudden, it fell away, her body was on display for him, and the sight seemed to make him even fiercer, propelled even more by an animalistic drive to take what was his, to make her...to make her his bitch. The thought drove even more heat to her pussy, and she wondered how much longer he would make her wait for real pleasure. Probably it would be long enough to drive her completely insane.

“Nothing under the overcoat, bitch?” he whispered. “That’s something that a nasty slut would do. So you’re a nasty slut. And do you know what happens to nasty sluts around here?”

“Are...are they punished?” asked Sophia, letting a note of timidness slip into her voice, knowing that it would drive him crazy. There were two parts to be played here, after all.

“You’re a smart one. Yes, slut, bitches like you get punished. And that starts now.” He slapped her ass again, in the exact same place as last time, the pain magnified by the soreness that still lingered.

Sophia gasped. “Oh, fuck! Punish me, daddy!” She surprised herself with the words, but they came as naturally as breathing. She felt the awakening of something within her, something that had always desired to submit, to be held down and fucked, to be filled with the seed of a man who could overpower her easily, who could make her scream with pleasure. And that man, she now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt, was Eli. She was his bitch. She would always be hit bitch. And it was time for him to take her.

Another slap fell onto her ass, harder now, and his teeth moved to her ear, nibbling, the tickling sensation combining with the pain from the slap to deliver an incredible feeling of eroticism. And his clothes weren’t even off yet. He planted a trail of kisses down her ear, her neck, her chest, and she waited for the stimulation that would come when he locked his lips onto her nipple, but it didn’t arrive quite yet. Instead, he moved across the tops of her breasts, leaving her groaning with anticipation until, at last, his lips locked onto her left nipple just as he slapped the same spot on her ass yet again. She yelped, the pure sensation rocking her as his tongue began to dance around her nipple, coaxing more pleasure from the nerve endings there than she had ever thought possible. It was clear now that Eli was an artist, but his true canvas wasn’t the movie screenplay; it was her willing, eager body, object of his desire, toy for his pleasure.

His left hand came up and grabbed her other nipple, and then he began to play her like some kind of instrument, licking and twisting her nipples in time with the slaps he was delivering to her ass, which burned now, burned in the most pleasurable way imaginable. The worse it hurt, the better it felt, and Sophia could barely even gasp, she was so turned on. This man was...she had never imagined that sex could be this good.

But then he changed the pace once more, lips moving down off her nipple, tracing a line down her midriff, slowing down as he circled her navel and approached her hips. She wanted, needed him to get to her pussy. She had never been more desperate for anything in her life. Reaching out a hand, she tried to push his head down. Instantly, the kisses stopped, as did the working of his fingers on her nipple. “What did you just do, slut?”

“I - I’m sorry, I...wanted you to get down to my naughty pussy...daddy,” she added the word as a sort of peace offering, but she could tell that it hadn’t worked.

A hard slap landed on her ass, and she whimpered. “That’s not how this fucking works, you dumb slut,” he growled. “I make the rules. I do what I want with you. You’re allowed only to feel good. What you want doesn’t matter.”

“I’m s-sorry, Daddy,” moaned Sophia. After a moment, Eli got back to work, but now he was moving more slowly than before; it was a just punishment for her bad behavior, she reflected bitterly. His kisses worked their way down, slowly, steadily down her body, down her crotch. Suddenly, he placed a hand on her stomach and shoved her backwards onto the bed; her pussy was now wide open for whatever he wanted to do with it.

But even still he seemed reluctant to give her what she wanted. He traced a line around her labia with his tongue, leaving her quivering with anticipation, but he never made his move, never attacked her needy pussy. And waiting was getting harder and harder. He was kissing up and down the inside of her thighs, but that wasn’t what she needed at all; she wanted his tongue, and she wanted it now. Her need, her desire, was so strong that she wanted to scream.

Then, at last, his tongue formed a spear shape and jabbed into her pussy. She groaned at the sudden sensation, the sudden burst of intense pleasure, but before she could process what was happening, his hands began to roughly maul her tits, grabbing and kneading handfuls of boobflesh, pain and pleasure mixing into one overwhelming, nearly-orgasmic feeling.

Eli was just getting started. His tongue alternated between plunging deep into her pussy and zigzagging across the tender opening, the latter giving her a wonderful sensation that went with the spearings like peanut butter and chocolate. All the while, he pulled and abused her tits, the pain building as she felt them beginning to bruise, but that only made it better.

Just when Sophia was getting used to Eli’s ministrations, he changed it up, bringing a hand down to her pussy and inserting first one finger, then two, delving them deep inside her, finding places that she had no name for, that she had never imagined existed, but that felt so, so good when he reached them. At the same time, his tongue switched to her clit, circling it, just barely grazing it, letting the sensitive nub send waves of pleasure through her.

The triple attack, the sensations of being fingered, of being licked, of having her tits abused, mixed together like a cocktail at one of the expensive bars downtown, the stimulation playing into itself, magnifying itself like an echo in a cave. She drew breath in shallow gasps, so intense was the pleasure, and she wasn’t even cumming yet.

But that was very close at hand. The waves of ecstasy that swirled through her body were building, filling some secret place inside of her, growing in intensity. She felt herself burning up, the heat of the moment threatening to boil over. Eli’s fingers and tongue, especially, were drawing out a sensation that she couldn’t describe and had never experienced, a sensation that was nearly driving her insane. She could barely move, only tremble as he played with her body, exploring her hidden areas, plunging her depths -

And then his finger did something inside of her, something she couldn’t describe, but it was enough. The dam burst inside of her, a huge wave of pleasure rocking her. It was so incredibly intense that for a split second she was afraid she might die right there, thighs vibrating, muscles contracting. She realized that she was screaming, a sound of pure, overwhelming, terrifying ecstasy that escaped from her throat and filled the room. She wished that the moment could last forever.

At last, she collapsed, gasping, onto the bed, pleasure still emanating from her pussy, flowing through her body, but a little bit less now. What had...what had Eli done to her? Vaguely, she became aware that he was taking off his shirt. “You liked that, huh, bitch?”

“O-oh fuck,” she groaned. Speaking was still difficult.

“Seemed like you had a pretty good time. But now it’s my turn to party. After all, I think you owe me one.” He threw his shirt aside and unbuttoned his jeans. “I wanna fuck that pretty married mouth of yours real quick.”

“Yes, daddy,” said Sophia obediently, turning around on the bed so that her head faced his cock. The word married brought a new wetness to her pussy. It was true, wasn’t it? She was cheating. She was a cheater. If this were the Old Testament, she could be stoned for that. Oh, God, that was so hot.

Eli pulled his briefs down, slowly revealing his cock, a thick tool that made her mouth water. It wasn’t huge, not so large that she feared for her pussy, but she would be able to feel something when he fucked her. How messed up was that, that her sex life hadn’t risen to that low, low bar before? But now...now she didn’t have to worry about that anymore. Now she only had to think about Eli’s meat, and how much, how goddamn much she wanted it in her mouth right that instant. It had some kind of hypnotic effect on her; she’d only given a half-dozen blowjobs in her life, but for some reason, it just felt right to worship his cock, to serve it, to bow down to it and be dominated by it. And the blowjob...it was part of that.

Finally, his hard, throbbing cock sprang out of his boxers and pointed directly at her. The time was now. She reached forwards and began to rub it, gently teasing its length with her fingers, exulting in the feeling of it in her hand, the meatiness, the weight of his pole. She wasn’t as skilled as he was, but she was pretty sure she knew what to do, and, anyway, he was sure to tell her if it felt good or not.

She leaned forwards and licked the length of his cock, tracing her tongue all the way down to the base and back up the other side. At the same time, she began to massage his balls, gently, gently, but enough to amplify and accentuate the pleasure she was delivering with her mouth. His breathing got heavier, a sure sign that she was doing all right.

But it was time to up the tempo. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, beginning to suck him, gently, cautiously, trying not to go too fast. The tip of her tongue traced swirls around the end of his rod as she slowly took him deeper, making it to the halfway point until she decided to stop again, enjoying the taste of him in her mouth, the feeling of his heartbeat that she could feel, faintly, in his manhood.

Eli placed his hand on the back of her head, a casual gesture, but it was one that drove her absolutely wild; that sense of being dominated, controlled, was nearly too much for her to handle. To thank him, and to obey his implicit command, she went a little deeper, soon hitting just about her limit as she pleasured most of the length of his cock.

That was when he began, gently, to thrust. Even though it was an aggressive move, and he was aiming to pleasure himself, the thrusts weren’t too much to handle for Sophia, and he was clearly thinking about her as well. That was what was so sexy about Eli; even with all his tough talk, calling her names as he dominated her, he had her in mind the whole time. As a lover, he left little to be desired.

For a minute or two, they stayed like that, her head bobbing in time with the motions of his body. The feeling of his cock in her mouth was satisfying in a completely different way than getting licked had been, and while her pussy was crying out, eager to be filled, she was happy to let this go on for as long as Eli wanted. After all, it was only fair, after the miracles he’d worked for her.

Suddenly, he pushed her head off his cock, gasping. “Fuck, slut, you almost made me cum, and we hadn’t even gotten to the main course!”

Sophia smiled mischievously. “Did you like that, daddy?”

“That was fucking great,” said Eli, “but I think you were getting a little too comfortable. Give me a second here.” He pulled a condom out of a drawer and ripped the packaging open with his teeth. “You know, you can’t go back after this,” he said, grinning. “After I slip my cock into your pussy, you’re a cheater for sure. And every time you look at your husband, you’ll think of my cock pounding you.”

It was true. Sophia was about to let Eli take her, let him take the thing that she’d never given Harold; the chance to make her cum through fucking her pussy. This wasn’t the right thing to do, not at all, and even if she didn’t want to stay married to Harold, it was wrong to do this to him. She searched within herself for the answer; it would have to be her final answer.

Soon, she realized that she didn’t care. There wasn’t one single atom of her being that worried about what would happen if Harold found out, about how he would feel. Oh yes, he had been nice to her, but nice didn’t mean caring. If he had been caring, he would have asked her whether their relationship was working for her, whether their sex life was working for her; these were things he had never bothered to do. Loyalty was about love, after all, and Sophia was quickly realizing that she didn’t love Harold at all. So she looked up at Eli. “I don’t care. I want your cock, daddy. Fuck me raw.”

“Careful what you wish for, slut,” said Eli, slipping the condom on. He climbed up on the bed behind her and lifted her ass up, getting ready to go in doggystyle. Sophia had never done doggy, but seeing Eli braced on the bed behind her, hands on her hips, was a sight that drove her wild. She couldn’t wait for him to push into her, but she knew better than to beg. She just had to trust that he wanted it as much as she did.

And then, finally, she felt the tip of his cock sliding into her pussy. The feeling was incredible; after so much foreplay, she had never been more ready to go, and her pussy seemed to be hypersensitive, incredibly responsive to anything he chose to do. As he pushed further inside, there was no pain, just pleasure, pleasure radiating through her like she’d never felt from being penetrated. It wasn’t quite as good as Eli’s tongue yet, but the simple fact that she was feeling something was completely beyond her experience, a reality totally new to her.

His cock penetrated further into her, reaching deeper and deeper, stimulating places deep within her, and she gasped. This felt right. Eli’s meat was like a nub on a puzzle piece, sliding into a missing part of her, completing the picture. God, it felt so right. How had she ever lived without this?

Slowly, he began to thrust, starting gently but soon reaching a good rhythm. She had feared that he would jackhammer her poor pussy, and expected him to at least be pretty rough, but he was at the perfect speed, reaching a little deeper with each thrust. Now the pleasure began to truly build inside of her, beat by beat. Though she was still faintly buzzing with the residue of the last orgasm, she felt herself on the path to another, something she had never experienced before.

All of a sudden, his cock hit something deep inside of her, sending a burst of pleasure through her whole being. Whatever he was doing was something she had never known was possible. Whatever he was hitting was a part of herself that she had never known to exist. And it felt so, so good. Blasts of sensation went spiraling through her being with every thrust, Eli’s thick tool working some kind of magic on her, leaving her gasping, her breathing shallow. The orgasm that was coming...even now, when she was still a ways off, she knew it was going to be powerful, so powerful that she was a little afraid. Even though she’d had the best orgasm of her life just a few minutes before, this one promised to be better.

And then a slap came down on her ass. She hadn’t been expecting it and yelped as it struck the same raw, abused area of her flesh. “What’s the matter, bitch? Forgot who was boss here? Forgot that you were being punished?” The pain and Eli’s dirty talk just made the experience so much better. She couldn’t muster a response, only a moan, but successive slaps started to land on her vulnerable backside, timed with the thrusts to amplify her pleasure to the greatest possible degree.

It was getting to be too much to handle. She was climbing a mountain with Eli, and they would probably reach the summit together - but each thrust of his was bringing her further and further, closer and closer to the peak, and they were climbing faster and faster. Maybe it was because she had already orgasmed, but this next one was going to come more easily. Groaning, she braced herself, grabbing handfuls of the sheets, pushing herself back onto him.

Then the orgasm came. It was more powerful than before, a cascading torrent of pleasure, overwhelming any semblance of control she had over her body. She shook as blasts of ecstasy tore through her, a low, long groan instead of a scream escaping her lips. Dimly, she was aware that Eli’s cock was twitching inside her, and that his thrusting had slowed down; he was probably cumming too. That thought made her pleasure better, the sensations, which were now fading into a warm afterglow, more pleasant, almost romantic. Breathing heavily, she collapsed forwards onto the bed as Eli pulled his cock out of her. “Oh...fuck.”

“Did you have a good time?” asked Eli, his domineering manner replaced by his more usual sweet, caring one. “I feel really bad if I get off but my partner doesn’t.”

“Were you...were you here a few seconds ago?” asked Sophia, still panting. “That was...that was the best sex of my life. That was...if there was a god of sex, that would be the sex they’d have all day. That was unbelievable.”

“Good,” said Eli. “I definitely had a good time too. Wanna go...get cleaned up?”

Sophia definitely did, if it involved being in a shower stall with Eli, and that was exactly how it panned out. They washed each other off, spending longer than strictly necessary letting the hot water run over them. More than once, Eli pulled her in for a kiss, which felt just as nice as it had at the lookout.

But, eventually, it was time to get out and dry off. “Do you want me to bring you home?” asked Eli, motioning towards the door. “I mean...I want to see you again, if you’re okay with that. But you should probably...deal with your husband, right?”

She laughed. “Yeah, I have to figure that out. But isn’t this crazy? I mean, I would never have thought I was the kind of person who would do this...and yet, here I am, and I would do it again in a heartbeat. I can’t believe how good that was. But...imagine if I had gotten a different driver. None of this would have happened.”

Eli nodded. “I guess it was fate.”

“Yeah, fate,” said Sophia, slipping on her overcoat. This wasn’t going to be an easy few days; she knew that. But she wasn’t going to be a scumbag and hide the affair from her husband. She had to tell him and then cut things off. Through the whole difficult process, she’d at least have Eli to support her, to give her the assurance that the path she had chosen was, if nothing else, the least-worst one. Though she wasn’t sure where she wanted to go next, what she wanted to do, she felt the exhilaration of freedom flowing through her. It was a feeling she’d almost forgotten. She felt a buzz in her pocket; it was a notification from Zuber, asking her to “rate her ride.” Smiling, she opened the app and put in a five-star review.


Better as a Bimbo

Melissa sighed. Life as a college student wasn’t quite what she had hoped it would be. Sure, she had expected work, but...this was not what she had signed up for. In one night, she had to do 250 pages of reading, a ten-page paper, and a thorny calculus problem set. And for what? She had always wanted to major in biochemistry, to be the force behind new discoveries, to save lives with medical treatments she would help to create, but if it was going to be like this…

She had come to Roberts University already a bit burned out. High school had been such a drag, and she’d put so much pressure on herself to get into the best college she possibly could, but the Ivy League had remained far out of reach, and the best she could get was Roberts. It wasn’t a name school, but it had a decent STEM program, and she’d gotten a scholarship, so it was going to be a decent stepping stone to the future. She’d kind of hoped, though, that she would get a bit of a break freshman year, a chance to reorient herself and figure out what she really cared about.

But that hadn’t happened. What was worse, everyone else here seemed to be the same way, washed up at Roberts University after failing to get in somewhere better, and they were all smarter than she was. Even though her grades were good, she constantly felt inadequate, less-than. Now she was hurrying back from the cafeteria, coffee in hand, hoping against hope that the caffeine would give her enough energy to stay up until her work was done, but knowing that there was no way that it would. Where had she gone wrong? Was the entire rest of her life going to be like this?

Climbing the steps up to the door of her residential hall, she fumbled for her keycard with her free hand, but bending over to do this led her to lose her grip on the coffee cup. It fell to the ground, splattering brown liquid goodness all over the ground. Melissa cursed and picked up the now-empty cup and lid, tossing them in a garbage can. That had been her only chance to stay awake and finish her work, and now it was gone. Walking back to the cafeteria seemed like a huge pain. She would just push through it without caffeine.

She unlocked the door and plodded up the stairs. Successive sleepless nights had drained nearly all the energy from her limbs, and the ascent to the fourth floor seemed like it was taking hours. Finally, though, she reached the top and stumbled down the hall to her room.

That was funny. There was a cardboard package leaning against her door. From its size, she guessed that it was a pair of shoes, or maybe a textbook, but she hadn’t ordered anything online, and even if she had, it would have arrived at the mailroom. That was nearly a half hour walk across campus away, so she wasn’t complaining if someone had brought it around for her, but it was pretty weird. And weren’t students supposed to report suspicious abandoned items?

Still, though, she felt her curiosity stir as she looked at the package. Surely it wouldn’t hurt to just peek inside, right? Then she would close it back up and report it. She picked the box up and unlocked the door to her room, waiting until it was shut behind her to begin picking the tape off.

When the last of the tape was ripped away, she upended the box over her bed, and a few items fell out. First, and excitingly, was a tube labeled “CAFFEINE TABLETS” in large pink block letters. She could stay up late after all. Second was a white lingerie set, which was incredibly weird. Melissa had never worn lingerie, but it looked like approximately her size, which was a strange coincidence. The last two items, and the most noticeable, were a large black dildo and a small bottle of lube labeled “extra-strength.” Why...who had...blushing furiously, she threw everything back into the box. She was now convinced that there had been some mistake, that someone else at the school - God only knew who - had ordered those things online, and that they had somehow ended up at her door.

She looked at the package again. It was just a plain cardboard box, with no markings of any kind, not even a shipping label. The mystery deepened. Still, her interest in the mysterious dildo box was waning, since there was still a mountain of homework she had to get a start on.

* * *

Hours later, after a quick dinner of granola bars and Gatorade, Melissa felt her energy failing. She had done the paper, extremely poorly, and the calculus problem set, but now there was the reading. It was an extremely dense report by an Imperial Russian bureaucrat on living conditions in Bukhara in 1890, and even looking at the title page made her want to pass out right then and there. But there would be a quiz on it the next day, and she had to at least skim it.

Once more, she thought of the caffeine pills. Whoever the package was for would never know that she had taken it and opened it, so she would probably get away with taking them. She went over to the box and grabbed the plastic bottle of pills. There was no information on the label except for the usual Supplement Facts label and an instruction to “take one per day.” But all they had in them was a little bit of caffeine, so...they were probably safe, right? What was the worst that could happen? Melissa got a pill out and swallowed it dry, praying for the effects to kick in quickly.

Fifteen minutes later, she was buzzing with energy, flying through the report, pages of notes flowing from her pen. Whatever they’d put in those pills was making her feel great, totally on top of things and ready to take on the world. Though skimming a reading of that length would usually have taken her at least three hours, she flew through it in just an hour and a half. It was still early enough in the night that she even got a jump on the next day’s homework, whizzing through more math problems at record speed.

It was funny, though; the caffeine from drinking a cup of coffee usually kept her going for at least four hours, but the caffeine pill began to wear off after just two. Maybe it was a lower dose, but that didn’t explain why the high was higher than from coffee. Quickly, drowsiness overtook her, clouding her mind and dulling her senses. She didn’t really want to take another pill; it was time to go to bed. Pulling off her clothes, she turned off the light and fell into the messy nest that covered her mattress, bundling herself into the blankets as sleep quickly took her.

* * *

Melissa had strange dreams that night. She found herself floating in a vast space, an unsettlingly enormous cavern with walls covered in geometric shapes, triangles and squares and pentagons dancing in endless motion, everything stained a deep shade of pink. An indistinguishable whispering sound echoed through the room, but she could make out very few of the words, and those that she did hear seemed to be gibberish.

She awoke feeling confused and groggy. Even though she’d gotten a decent amount of sleep, the vivid dreams made her wonder whether it had been that restful. Maybe it was just Monday morning working its usual magic on her. Getting ready for the day would be easier if she had some more energy...she remembered the caffeine pills and grabbed the bottle, popping one down her throat. It had said to take one per day, but Melissa had slept in between pills, so that probably counted as enough time, right? She hopped into the shower, and almost before she was done washing, the energy began to flow through her body once more. It felt good. She wondered whether they were really just caffeine.

After getting ready, she was heading out when she ran into Allen in the hallway. He was her next door neighbor, and they chatted sometimes, but weren’t close friends or anything. Allen was on the football team, and he had a habit of wearing tight T-shirts that made her feel faint. Privately, Melissa had always thought that he was cute, but she’d never had the confidence or the emotional energy to make a move. When he saw her, he perked up, as if he’d been waiting to ask her about something. “Hey, Melissa. There was a weird package outside your door yesterday, and I was gonna tell you about it, but then it was gone. Did you get rid of it?”

“Oh, um,” said Melissa, “yeah, I...reported it to campus security. It’s good to, you know, make sure everything is safe.” She worried that the lie was obvious, but she felt an inexplicable need to keep the truth about the pills hidden, at least for the time being.

“Yeah, totally,” said Allen. A strange look crossed his face, but only briefly. “Well, have a good day.”

“You too,” she said, starting down the hallway once again.

She grabbed a quick breakfast at the cafeteria, and then went to the first of many classes that day. Even though she was busy, she didn’t feel nearly as stressed or overwhelmed as usual, and even found herself chatting with a few of her classmates. The social anxiety that sometimes paralyzed her was nearly undetectable that day for some reason.

Class after class went by, and she put in some of her best work all year. The quiz in History seemed to be far easier than usual, and she was even able to make some insightful comments in the various discussion sections she attended. Calculus, which had always been her bane, felt manageable, even easy. The pills seemed to be giving her academic superpowers.

After lunch, Melissa noticed her energy levels beginning to fade once again. The high had lasted longer this time, four hours instead of two, but she would have to get through the rest of the day without that boost. Sleepiness crept into her mind, fogging her senses, and it was all she could do to stay awake through her English Lit class. She was usually a little bit drowsy after eating, but this seemed worse than normal.

At last, the class let out and she made her way back to her dorm. Even though her mind was cloudy, and her limbs felt heavy, she didn’t adopt her usual end-of-the-day shuffling gait. Instead, she found herself striding down the paths, buoyed partly by increased confidence; She’d destroyed that day of classes, even if she’d slowed down at the end a bit, and now she would destroy her homework - or, at least, what little was left of it after the extra work she’d put in the night before. When she arrived at her dorm building, she hurried to her room, sat down at the desk, and got to work.

But it was no use. Confidence and a newfound sense of accomplishment couldn’t clear the haze that seemed to be filtering into her brain. Even though her work should only have taken three or four hours, she was still sitting at the desk at eight, staring at another History reading, wondering what had changed. It was impossible to stay focused; her eyes simply skipped over the words as she read, and then she would lose concentration entirely after only a paragraph or two, retaining nothing at all. This was even worse than the night before.

Melissa glanced at the pill bottle, still in the cardboard box. It had said only one per day, but...it had been a long time, right? Twelve hours? Surely she could get away with that. She twisted off the cap and popped another of the small pink pills into her mouth.

About fifteen minutes later, her body filled with energy once more, vigor flowing into her limbs. She felt alert, although, oddly, not all of the fog had quite lifted in her mind. Maybe it would take longer for that to happen. She set to reading, and the pages flew by. While she wasn’t quite as fast as she had been the night before, she did manage to finish three hours’ worth of work in just two.

At ten p.m., she put down her work and headed over to bed; though her body still felt energetic, buzzing from the effects of the pills, her brainpower was fading fast, and she could no longer focus on anything except the drowsiness in her mind.

But sleep didn’t come. The caffeine, or whatever else was in the pills, seemed to be preventing her body from relaxing properly, and she tossed and turned. Stranger still, and she noticed this only gradually, but...her pussy was getting wet, begging for attention. Her sex drive had never been high, so why was it picking up now, after a long, stress-inducing night of homework?

Still, she hadn’t gotten off in over a week, and maybe cumming would be a good way to blow off the nervous energy. Slowly, her hand crept down into her panties, sliding across her pubic mound and beginning to rub her clit. The sensation was stronger than normal, and she felt a gasp escape her lips as she played with herself, fingers dancing over her most sensitive parts. At last, she thrust a finger into her pussy. Usually, she couldn’t cum from penetration, but she felt like that might be different at the moment, like the tingle of pleasure from inserting just one finger was strong enough to warrant exploring further.

A second finger joined the first, ever-so-slowly snaking its way into her hole, pushing past the resistance of her opening. Combined with the buzz of pleasure from her clit, this sensation, of being pushed into, stretched slightly, was very enjoyable, and Melissa began to work herself harder, toying with herself in a way that she hadn’t in a long time. The pleasure began to flow through her, and her breathing became heavier, her heartbeat faster.

She knew, though, that it wasn’t going to be enough. There was a hunger deep inside of her, a hunger to be penetrated, filled, fucked by something longer and thicker than a finger. She thought of the dildo in the box, and the bottle of lube next to it. Though she would never normally have considered using it, desperate times called for desperate measures. She grabbed it, squirted a liberal amount of the slippery goo onto the shaft, and positioned it at the entrance to her pussy.

Melissa took a deep breath. She’d never been penetrated by anything this big, and besides, putting the dildo in now would mean surrendering to whatever this sensation was within her, this mysterious, burning, uncontrollable lust. One the one hand, that was a scary thought...on the other hand, she really needed this. Slowly, gingerly, she began to push the toy into her.

There was pain at the beginning, enough that she almost considered giving up, but once more of the thick silicon rod was inside of her, the pain began to yield to pleasure, a constant buzz of pleasure from being penetrated, of having something bigger than she could really handle forced into her. God, it felt good. She began to pump it in and out, cautiously at first but then faster and faster once the pleasure only increased, the sensation of being fucked filling her with excitement. In and out, in and out, faster and faster, and now she was finally beginning to feel sated. This had been the right choice.

But there was a strange feeling building inside of her now too. Usually, she only came from rubbing her clit, and that was good, of course, but this was a different kind of pleasure, one that felt deeper inside her body, that she knew would lead to a different kind of orgasm. Wanting to see what it would be like, hungry for the pleasure, the sensation, she worked the dildo as fast as she could, slamming it deep inside of her, pounding the living daylights out of her little pussy like there was no tomorrow. And now each stroke was sending a larger and larger jolt of pleasure, filling something inside of her, some receptacle that would soon overflow -

And then she came. Wave after wave of incredible pleasure swept over her, leaving her gasping and trembling, able only to lie there helplessly as the orgasm had its way with her body, with her mind. Her thighs collapsed onto the bed and she grabbed handfuls of blanket, trying to prolong the ecstasy jerking through her like an electric shock.

For a few minutes, she just lay on the bed, recovering from the sensation, breathing heavily as her heartbeat slowed back down and the last of the sensation flowed out of her. That had been unreal, better than any orgasm she’d ever had...but why? Was it the pills? There was something obvious here, something she was missing, but she couldn’t seem to connect the dots, couldn’t quite put her finger on what she wasn’t realizing. Instead, she rolled over and went to sleep.

* * *

Melissa had the same dream again, of the pink cave with the shapes and the whispering. This time, though, a bright light seemed to be shining behind her, bathing everything in a warm glow. Though she wanted to look, to see where the light was coming from, she found that she couldn’t move her body, couldn’t even turn her head. As she watched the illuminated wall of the cave, she saw shadows begin to move across it, shadows of things that she assumed were behind her. There were many figures projected onto the wall, animals, stars, planets, plant life, but the most prominent were two figures, one feminine and one masculine, who approached each other through the shadowy garden, approached each other before seemingly locking in a kiss. As Melissa watched, their hands began to move over each others’ bodies, exploring, touching, caressing. It was a view so erotic that she wanted to touch her pussy again, though of course she couldn’t.

But then the masculine figure grabbed the feminine figure, pushed it roughly to the ground, and began to fuck it. Though there was, of course, no sound from the shadows themselves, the whispering sounds got louder, more and more intense, mixed together with gasps and moans, loud enough so that she could pick them out individually. Though the feminine figure was being treated roughly, used for the masculine figure’s pleasure, it seemed to be enjoying the experience, enjoying being a toy, a wet hole to be abused and nothing more. It seemed to be a liberating sensation, or at least that was Melissa’s impression, watching the shadowy puppet show.

The masculine figure got more and more aggressive with each thrust, forcing itself on the feminine figure, forcing it to submit with more and more of its being, causing it to enjoy the fucking more and more. Melissa felt a strange desire to join them, a desire that got stronger and stronger as she watched the shadows pleasure each other, but she still couldn’t move an inch, and in any case they were shadows, intangible and impossible to reach. Still, the desire lingered as she watched the feminine figure get closer and closer to orgasm, pushed down more and more, treated more and more roughly by its lover…

But then she woke up in a sweat. The alarm clock by her bed read 7:55, just five minutes before she was supposed to get up normally, but she felt like it should have been three a.m. instead. The strange, arousing dream seemed to have belonged to a more exotic time of night.

Rousing herself was incredibly difficult, even though it was usually easy when she woke up naturally without an alarm. She felt like she had a hangover, even though the last drink she’d had had been at a Halloween party months before, and she could barely even muster the energy to sit up. Getting out of bed seemed to be totally out of the question. The pill bottle...though it was probably a terrible idea to take another, this was an emergency. She had a Calculus test and needed to not only banish her weariness, but be in tip-top condition for the challenges it would present. Taking off the lid, she poured a pill into her mouth and swallowed. Within moments, she felt full of energy, raring to go, and was able to hop out of bed and do a couple of jumping jacks to get rid of the last bits of sleep left in her limbs. Her reliance on the pills had become disturbingly strong, but she didn’t feel like worrying about it. She didn’t feel like worrying about anything, actually, not even the test later that day. She felt light and joyful, nearly stress-free. It was an amazing sensation.

In any case, she needed to get ready for the day. She showered and then pulled on her usual pair of jeans. Strangely, though, she had to work to get them over her ass. Had they shrunk in the wash? But then they would have been tight the day before, too…

As she put on her bra, she glanced at herself in the mirror. Something seemed different. Was her hair...it was. Her long, generally untidy mane was usually a plain-looking shade of light brown, but in the morning sun there seemed to be a few streaks of lighter color in there now, caramel highlights or something. Where those had come from, Melissa couldn’t say. Though it was strange, to have her hair change overnight, her new color looked amazing.

She decided that whatever had happened was worthy of some celebration. Her early start meant that she had a little time, and anyway she usually took mornings very slowly, so there was a full hour before her class was set to begin. After adding the proper treatment to her hair, she tried an at-home blowout style that she’d seen on the Internet a few days before. Soon, her hair was cascading down her shoulders in shimmering waves, and she felt better about how she looked than she had in years. She pulled up a makeup tutorial on YouTube to create a complementary look. Lastly, she dove into the closet and pulled out her cutest shirt, a striped crop top that would go perfectly with everything else. The ensemble wasn’t really an everyday look, but Melissa didn’t care; she felt pretty, and the nervous energy that the pills gave her had definitely needed an outlet.

Even with the extra time spent getting ready, there was still time to get breakfast before Calculus. She ate yogurt with granola and a banana, a welcome (for her body) change from her usual pair of extra-large black coffees and bowl of sugary cereal, looked over her notes one last time, and headed into the test.

Fifteen minutes later, Melissa was staring at her blank paper, wondering what had gone wrong. She had studied for this! Even things that she knew she had gone over just a little while ago had fallen out of her head. Every time she tried to reach into her memory for a fact or formula, she found herself frustrated by the fog that seemed to cloak her mind. Everything was just out of reach, even the most basic things they’d learned during that unit. She wanted to bang her head against the desk in frustration. Why was this so hard?

The word hard reminded her of the dream she’d had the night before. She found herself slipping into a reverie, imagining what it could possibly have meant, what the figures could have represented, whether she’d have it again, a third time, and, of course, how turned on she’d been...when she finally shook herself back to the present, there were just five minutes left, and she had to rush to get something, anything, down on the paper. She was so ashamed of the absolutely terrible result that she hid her effort under the top few papers on the professor’s desk. Hopefully, she’d be able to forget all about it; checking her grades wasn’t something she’d exactly made a habit of doing, even though they were usually better than this one was bound to be.

Feeling defeated, she hurried to her next class; her body was still energized, the pills seemingly mocking her with what they were capable of. Melissa was angry with them; they’d worked before, so why not now? It almost seemed like they’d made her performance even worse...but no, that couldn’t be. A drug wouldn’t change its effects on her like that in just two days.

After what seemed like years, her last class let out and she headed back to her dorm room. There was homework to be done, as always, but she was still filled with energy. Before, she had rarely exercised, but the time seemed right to pull out her gym clothes and go for a run. She pulled on a sports bra and yoga pants and was going to open the door when she heard a knock coming from the other side. It was Allen. “Hey, Melissa, I was wondering…” He paused, eyebrow raised, when he noticed her cleavage peering up at him from the sports bra, which she realized was too small. But she had bought it just a month before...whatever.

“Hey, Allen,” said Melissa. “Wondering about what?” Normally, having a guy stare at her was unpleasant, but a voice inside her was telling her to tease him, to really make him squirm. It was a lot of fun watching him scramble to get himself together. Subtly, she shifted her shoulders closer together, making her breasts stick out further towards him.

“...Yeah, I had a question about the calc homework. You’re in the other section, right?”

She pouted. It was something she never usually did, but she knew it would drive him crazy. “Oh, Allen, you know I’m not very good at that stuff. You should ask someone else.”

“Wait, what? You’re one of the better students in that class.”

“I was, but...today I kinda bombed the test, so I can’t help you with whatever was on that unit.”

“Oh, shit,” said Allen. “That sucks.” He paused. “Hey, I want to make it up to you. Maybe...we can get burgers on Friday? My treat, obviously.”

Melissa’s eyes widened. Was she being asked out? “Oh...yeah! Yeah, that would be great. I’d love to.”

“Cool, see you then.” He smiled broadly and headed off down the hall.

* * *

After her run, which had followed her usual two-mile route but taken a full minute and a half less than usual, Melissa rinsed the sweat off in the shower and then sat down to do her homework. As she settled into the chair, though, she began to feel groggy again. It was time to take another pill, or else have no chance at all of making progress on the work she had to do. She was resigned by now to taking two of them per day; if that was really a bad overdose, she’d probably have experienced side effects, right? Well, maybe the mental fog was a side effect. She frowned. Thinking about that was hard and unpleasant.

The homework was also hard and unpleasant. The fog had returned in full force, only slightly weaker than it had been during the test, and even simple concentration required a Herculean effort. For the whole rest of the day, she struggled and sweated, trying to make progress on her work, but eventually, when dinnertime rolled around, she gave up and fudged it, cutting as many corners as possible. It wasn’t easy to stay motivated when she felt so dumb for some reason.

Before leaving her room, Melissa refreshed her hair and makeup, reveling in her newfound confidence. So maybe she was feeling dumb all of a sudden - she was also feeling hot. And there was a desire deep inside of her to show off, to demonstrate to the world that she was put-together, that she was desirable. This new version of herself was worth it.

In celebration of that, she switched her usual grungy sneakers for the pair of heeled booties that she had bought on clearance and barely worn. They made her feel invincible, sexy, as she clicked down the hall and out the door, ready to turn some heads.

And turn heads she did. Melissa had never felt so many eyes on her, even on the walk over to the cafeteria. Men, especially, seemed to be unable to stop themselves from staring. She drank it in like a plant in the sunshine. As she assembled a large salad for dinner, she cast surreptitious glances over her shoulder to see who was looking. The validation, the attention, was addictive. Why hadn’t she done this before?

After dinner, she walked back to her dorm, taking a longer route around campus to see if she could attract more attention. Her body was something that she felt like advertising, displaying. It was amazing what a makeover and an outfit upgrade could do...or maybe there was something in the pills? If there was something, it was making her feel totally hot - and, well, that couldn’t be a bad thing, could it?

Because she had fudged her homework, Melissa now found herself with a free evening. What to do? She could watch a TV show, or maybe some YouTube videos, or even read a book, not that she really felt like reading...but the answer presented itself once she got back to her room. The dildo was peeking out of the box, and her pussy began to drip with wetness when she saw it. It was time to have some fun.

She stripped off her clothes and got the thick toy lubed up and positioned at the entrance to her pussy. Before she began, though, an impulse took hold of her and she began to toy with her nipples, tweaking and twisting them, tickling the sensitive nerve endings. It felt amazing, and nothing was even in her pussy or rubbing her clit. Each touch sent a thrill through her, making her pussy even wetter, getting her even more ready for the assault of the huge rod that was ready to penetrate her.

At last, she couldn’t take it anymore, and slid the dildo into her pussy. She took it slowly, inch by inch, but it went in much more easily than it had been the night before. The pleasure began to light up her body once more, little hints of the ecstasy that surely awaited her…

Unbidden, a fantasy crept into her mind’s eye. Allen was shirtless, standing in front of her, his cock (which she imagined to be even thicker and meatier than the dildo) standing at attention, ready for her touch, her services. Then he was sliding into her, just as the dildo was, pushing his thick tool into her eager little pussy, making her his bitch. Slowly, his thrusts began to speed up, and she pumped the dildo faster to match, and she gasped as each thrust sent a little burst of pleasure through her body.

She imagined his body, muscles rippling as he had his way with her, sweat glistening off his chiseled torso, a body big and strong enough to truly dominate her, to force her to serve as she had always been meant to serve. Her body was built to fuck him, to be fucked by him, to service men like him and make them gasp with pleasure.

In and out, in and out, and now the sensations were getting stronger, more powerful with each thrust. In her fantasy, Allen was biting his lip, trying to stave off the orgasm that he knew was coming, but Melissa was bound to cum first, so intense was the pleasure coursing through her. She gasped and moaned, wrapping her legs around his torso, trying to get the full length of his huge cock, taking it all into her needy pussy. This felt, good, natural, right - being Allen’s fuckhole, his slut, his whore, was all she had ever wanted or needed. Thoughts like those, floating through her foggy mind, accentuated the pleasure, added to it and multiplied the result, sending drop after drop of water into a glass that was about to overflow.

And then it did overflow. She shoved the dildo into her pussy one last time, a hard, energetic thrust that finally blew past her defenses and set shockwaves of pleasure rumbling through her. This orgasm was even better than the one from the night before, and she realized that she was moaning, moaning Allen’s name, begging him to fuck her, to make her his bitch. Gasping and trembling, she pulled the dildo out as the waves of ecstasy began to subside.

Then she realized that Allen, real-life Allen, was probably just on the other side of the wall, and had probably heard everything. Clapping a hand over her mouth, she blushed furiously. How embarrassing. Wasn’t it wrong to have that kind of fantasy about a person she’d barely spoken to? There was a part of her, though, that secretly hoped that he’d heard, that he’d gotten a taste of what he had signed up for...but no, where had that thought come from? Having sex with Allen, fucking him...the idea was hot, super hot, but she didn’t know him well enough...feeling confused, she got cleaned up as best she could and then surrendered to her drowsiness (by now, the pill had worn off), fell into bed, and went to bed.

* * *

That night, the dreams returned a third time. She was frozen, immobile in the center of the empty pink expanse, and the only sound was the whispering, which now seemed to be a bit louder and a lot more agitated. She waited for the shadows to appear, secretly hoping for another sex show, another display of dominance from the masculine shadow, who had been really hot, for a shadow...but instead, when they finally arrived, the projections were just plants, trees, and a few animals. Where was the action?

But then a feminine figure appeared. It was alone, standing in the middle of the forest. Melissa couldn’t turn her head to check, but her proportions seemed to match those of the shadow. There were some differences, though; The shadow may have shared her slim body, but its butt and chest were definitely larger, and its hair, just barely visible in the faintly flickering light, was longer. It stretched, seemingly enjoying the natural setting, the view of trees and plants.

In the background, the whispering began to get louder and louder, and Melissa grew a little uneasy, wondering what it could possibly mean. As she watched, the feminine figure stopped and clutched at herself, seemingly in pain, stumbling over to a tree, which it leaned against for support. Its chest rose and fell, breathing heavily, but...the proportions of its body were changing. Its breasts began to expand, as did its ass. Its waist cinched slightly inwards as its hair grew longer. Where before it had had a relatively plain, unremarkable body, now it was a vision of eroticism, a teenage boy’s wet dream. She found the sight incredibly arousing for some reason, even though she wasn’t into girls, so arousing that she tried to burn the image into her mind, for use...later.

The figure seemed to read her mind, reaching down to its crotch, hand beginning to work in and out of its pussy. Soon it was trembling, mouth opening and closing in silent moans. The whispers continued to increase in volume, and Melissa could almost make out words...almost, but not quite. Besides, she was focused on the pussy-soaking display in front of her, this mysterious, ethereal sex show. Even if she had been able to take her eyes away from it, there was no way she would have wanted to.

At last, orgasm seemed to be approaching for the shadowy figure. Its body tensed up, the motions of its hand increasing in speed, knees bending slightly for easier access to its pussy...and then it was there. Tremors seemed to rack its body, and its mouth opened in one long groan, letting out a sound that Melissa could hear perfectly in her imagination.

Then something incredibly strange happened. The figure stopped in mid-orgasm, frozen, with no sign even of breathing. Then its head opened, the face hinging forwards like the door of a mailbox, and a strange vapor began to billow out, a little at first but then more and more as the gap widened, forming a cloud that began to form into a shape, the shape of the figure before its transformation. This shadowy wisp of the past hung in the air for a moment, reaching down towards the figure below as the rift between head and face began to close once again. When it shut, the figure began to move once more, tilting its head to gaze up at the ghost of what it had once been, but only for a moment. Then it turned away, and no effort of the cloud could attract its attention again. Eventually, blown by some unseen wind, the vapor dispersed, and the figure turned and walked off into the trees once again.

Just as Melissa was wondering what would come next, the dream ended and she woke up. She was aroused, but also groggy, incredibly groggy, so sleepy that even opening her eyes was a challenge. Blindly rummaging under the bed, she found the pill bottle and shook one into her mouth. Soon, she was able to open her eyes and get up, shaking the sleep off as she walked across the room to go take a shower.

When she got back, she was greeted by the sound of her alarm and realized that it was only just eight a.m. She had woken up a full half hour earlier than usual. Maybe it was down to her early bedtime, but that did mean she would have time to do a more in-depth morning makeover, like the day before.

Sitting down in front of her mirror, she snapped on her bra and noticed that it felt tight. It couldn’t have shrunk in the wash - she barely ever washed it - so what was the matter?

Melissa’s eyes widened as she realized: Her breasts had grown. From a decent handful before, they were now spilling out between her fingers as she grabbed at them. Was there some kind of...super hormone or something in those pills? What could possibly have done this to her? Not that she was really complaining...

And her ass, too, was bigger than it had been, so much bigger that when she tried to pull on her jeans, they simply refused to slide over her cheeks, no matter how much she jumped and wriggled. Her waist seemed to have cinched in, like the figure’s in her dream, so they probably wouldn’t have fit that well even if she had been able to get them on. Tossing them aside, she decided to do her hair and makeup first, then figure out an outfit that would work with this new, and dramatically different, body.

Her hair was different as well. The caramel highlights seemed to have expanded, becoming the main color of her hair; her old brown lingered only at the roots and a few of the ends. But there were also streaks of something entirely unexpected, a light dirty blonde that looked fantastic with the rest of her hair. It was like an expensive dye job at a salon, but completely free, courtesy of those pills. To highlight it, she decided to do a simple wavy style, leaving her hair shimmering and sure to attract attention. For her makeup look, she decided to try a smoky eye, which was more elaborate than what she had done the day before, but she had enough time to get it right. Paired with a bold shade of lipstick, the whole look made her feel ready to go out on the town, but really she was just going out on the Calculus class. Well, she would knock their socks off.

There wasn’t a lot in Melissa’s closet that would fit her new body, though. Pants were out of the question; even the baggier ones weren’t going to work with her expanded ass, unless she wanted to go with sweatpants, which just seemed...wrong. Gross. By the process of elimination, she was left with a miniskirt-and-sweater combo that looked pretty good, but was probably a little too warm for the spring weather. Oh well. She slipped the same heels on again and headed to breakfast.

Turning heads had never felt so good. Even though most of the attention she was getting was from bleary-looking men in pajama pants, she felt like a queen. The power she wielded with her body was intoxicating, and she wondered how she could ever have been so boring and unnoticeable. She ate a healthier breakfast again, since it had made her feel good the day before, even if it hadn’t brought her success in math. Then it was time to face the day.

Classes were easy. Whenever the professor would start talking about something she didn’t understand, she’d let her mind drift away, imagining the pinkish cave again, wondering what the dream would be that night, if she had another dream, of course. And what had the vapor meant? But thinking about that was almost as hard as thinking about classwork. During English Lit, she even found her hand drifting towards her pussy, and had to stop it. The desks in the classroom were arranged in a circle, and there was no way she wouldn’t be seen. But then, would that be the worst thing? And now she had a new fantasy to sail away with…

There was a lot of homework, though, and as she walked back to her room, she wondered and worried about how she was going to do it. She hadn’t really taken in much from the classes. It was easier to focus on the glances, double-takes, and blatant stares she generated as she crossed campus. That electrifying feeling was intoxicating, addictive, and, strangely enough, encouraging; if she could get that much attention, surely she could handle some stupid schoolwork?

* * *

It was about four thirty in the afternoon when Melissa decided that those two skills weren’t linked at all. Reading was incredibly difficult, so was writing, and she couldn’t do a single one of her Calculus problems. She threw her pencil down, popped a pill (because it was about that time), and let her mind wander. Maybe not finishing, or even really starting, her homework wasn’t a great idea, but then, wasn’t it the professors’ fault for giving her work that was too hard? Hard...she had probably made some cocks hard over the course of the day. She giggled.

Oh, but...there was the clothes issue. She had nothing to wear, right? That was something that she could fix. It was time to go to the mall. Melissa had a car, a beat-up old piece of junk that she’d bought with summer-job money, and it would probably be able to get as far as the mall and back without breaking down. She grabbed her purse and left her room, headed towards the freshman parking lot. It had been a long time since she’d been this excited about anything.

On the way to the mall, she almost got hit because she accidentally forgot to signal, but that was the other car’s fault, right? They were being irresponsible! It was stupid to assume that other drivers would always remember the turn signal! It wasn’t easy to remember the turn signal.

Parking was easier; since it was a weekday afternoon, only a quarter of the spots were taken. She tried to back into one, but she couldn’t remember which way to turn the steering wheel to get the car to go into the spot. She was backing up, so...it would be opposite? But then, she was turning the same way as she would be if she were leaving the spot, so maybe it would be the same...after a few minutes of trying and failing to get it to work, she gave up and parked across five or six spots. At least she was out of the way.

As she walked towards the mall, her excitement got the better of her and she sped up into a run, at least as fast a run as the heels would allow. She had a million outfits planned out in her head and desperately wanted to make them a reality, or at least as much of a reality as her debit card would allow.

It was as if Melissa’s mind had passed away into a haze. She was vaguely aware that her body was tearing through the mall, going into nearly every store, trying on dozens of outfits, but she had a sort of detached, vacant view of whatever was going on below. There was simply no time to think; the shorts she’d found wouldn’t coordinate themselves with a cute top, after all.

When she came to, she was standing next to the fountain in the middle of the mall, holding a dozen bags and breathing heavily. Her bank account was probably hundreds of dollars lighter, judging by the volume of her purchases, but it had all been worth it. Definitely.

She was turning to leave when someone called out to her. “Hey, Melissa!” 

She turned and blushed. It was Allen. “Oh, hi, Allen!”

He walked up to her. “I was just saying hey. I’m with some of my friends, shopping for running shoes. The summer training season is coming up, so we have to be ready. But I see you made out like a bandit.”

“Oh, come on, Allen,” said Melissa, giggling. “I didn’t steal these. I wish I had, ‘cause, like, they were really expensive!”

“I didn’t mean that you stole them,” said Allen. “It’s a figure of speech...you know what? Never mind. I’ll see you on Friday.”

“See you!” said Melissa, waving and watching as he headed back over to his group of friends, who were all grinning widely. The date was sure to be a success; they just had chemistry. She could sense it. But it was no use fantasizing about that yet, because she had a lot of clothes to get sorted out back in her room. She left the mall and drove back, dodging the beginnings of rush-hour traffic by cutting through strip mall parking lots. You were allowed to do that, right? That was definitely legal.

Back at the dorm room, she dumped her haul out onto the bed. It wasn’t as much as she’d wanted to get, because she’d had to leave a couple hundred dollars for emergencies, but there were still twenty or thirty things in front of her. She felt a bit different than she had at the mall, a little more lucid, like the fog in her mind was less dense, and...what, exactly, had she been thinking? It was like another person had been shopping for her. The clothes she’d bought were cute, yes, but...a week ago, would she ever have even taken a second glance at any of them? She picked up a stretchy band of cloth that seemed to be a tube top. It couldn’t have been more than four inches wide. Something about the trip didn’t feel right. She hadn’t been herself for a couple hours...

But the more that Melissa looked through the clothes, the more she fell in love with them all over again. There were so many cute crop tops, another tube top, some bras (in a much larger size than before), a pair of nice big hoop earrings, and, of course, shoes, so many shoes. She was so excited to wear her finds that she knew she would have to do laundry that same night. She piled everything into a basket and headed downstairs.

Once she was done, it was long past dinnertime and she needed to hurry to the cafeteria, where she ate a large, satisfying salad with a side of stares and attention. Of course, she couldn’t blame the other diners; she had quite the look going. She was wearing a dress that fit very snugly (perhaps too snugly, since she’d intentionally bought a size smaller than she needed), and a matching pair of heels that towered a full five inches. So maybe she couldn’t do her homework and couldn’t quite drive very well; getting this much attention was clearly all worth it.

She had business back at the dorm, though. There was a store at the mall that sold sex toys, and she’d made a quick purchase there as well. Once she got to her room, she dove into the bag and pulled out a slightly smaller fleshy dildo. She’d had a wicked idea, and tonight she was going to make it a reality.

Lying back on her bed, Melissa lubed up both toys and then slid the larger one into her pussy. It went in much easier now that she’d been training with it; there was no pain, just pleasure at the feeling of her boundaries being pushed past, her little pussy being violated by a giant, scandalous dildo for the third time in as many days. God, it felt good.

But that was just the first course. She took the second, smaller dildo and positioned it behind her virgin asshole. She’d heard that anal felt good, and feeling good was what she wanted to do. Being a biochemistry researcher - well, that felt a little less important at the moment. Breathing out, she pushed the dildo into her ass.

At first, there was pain. Tears sprang to her eyes as a painful stinging sensation radiated through her body. Was this really what everyone on the Internet got so excited about? It hurt! But then, as the silicon toy pushed deeper, she felt the pain begin to yield to a strange sensation of pleasure. Fucking her pussy felt good; fucking her ass could well feel better. It was too early to tell, though.

Once both dildos were settled inside her, she began to pump the one in her pussy in and out. The sensation was different, with her ass stuffed too; it felt better, naughtier, and it was hitting different spots. She moaned and pumped faster.

The sex Melissa was having with herself was better than it had ever been. Whereas before she would jill off to fulfill a craving, then roll over and go to sleep, now she was in love with her own appearance, turned on whenever she looked in a mirror, and incapable of running out of material to think about as she fucked her own pussy. Each thrust was made better by the thought of the creature she was becoming, the utterly sexual being that could charm and tease as much as it could fuck and please.

She reached back with her other hand and began to pump the anal dildo in and out as well, matching the rhythm of the one in her pussy, gasping as they pleasured her. Using one dildo was pleasurable enough, but using two was leading to a short-circuit, a red-hot, raging sensation inside of her that just got more and more scorching with every passing second. The feeling was incredible, and she worked the dildos faster and faster, trying to squeeze more and more pleasure out of them.

Melissa imagined that the dildos were the cocks of two of Allen’s hot friends; surely he wouldn’t mind if she took them for a spin, just once. She wrapped her legs around one, and braced her arms around the other, their muscular torsos giving her all the support she needed as she bounced, sandwiched between them, their lips locking on to hers, first one, then the other, making her their bitch, their toy, their cocksocket. And she wanted it all, wanted them to cum inside her, to mark her. She gasped, moaned, groaned as they violated her, pushed into her, turned her entire lower torso into an electric minefield of buzzing, explosive pleasure. It felt good; God, it felt good…

And, what was better, she was perfectly built for them, the perfect set of fuckholes. Her ass slapped against the thighs of the man in the back, jiggling as it was forced apart, while her tits presented an easy target for the man in the front; when he wasn’t kissing her, his mouth was on her nipples, sucking, licking. It felt so wonderful to be the girl they’d had wet dreams about. She had been made for this.

But now her orgasm was getting very close. The sensation of being fucked in both her holes was incredibly powerful, and even though it hadn’t been very long, the pleasure inside her was threatening to overflow. She imagined Allen’s friends grunting as they approached orgasms of their own, digging their fingernails into her soft flesh, using her roughly, a doll to be tossed aside, just as she wanted, had always wanted. This had always been deep inside of her, this desire to be used and abused, and it was only now, when she had discovered it, that she could truly become the person she was destined to be.

The orgasm took her in a great, unexpected wave, coming out of nowhere and leaving her gasping and trembling, blast after blast of ecstasy emanating through her entire being. Pleasure from her ass and from her pussy ping-ponged off each other, amplifying in a feedback loop that created a sensation more intense than anything she’d experienced before. Her legs shook, and for a moment she was almost afraid of how much she was cumming, how strong the pleasure was, but it was so wonderful that she couldn’t get enough of it anyway.

And then, at last, the orgasm faded, and Melissa lay there panting, trying to collect herself. She felt bad, she reflected, about fantasizing about Allen’s friends. But then, she had already fantasized about him, right? So why not spread the love? It wasn’t as if she was exclusive with him. They hadn’t even really started dating yet.

Shakily, she got out of bed to get cleaned up. The grogginess was coming to claim her once more, so she hurried through her nightly routine and then fell back into the waiting nest of blankets. She was asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

* * *

The dreams returned again. Melissa was in the pink cave, and shadows danced across the walls, mostly birds and animals, frolicking across the stage. It was entertaining, but that wasn’t what she had come for. Come for? Wait...was there a part of herself that was choosing these dreams? But that didn’t make sense. Everyone knew that dreams were just a reflection of whatever you’d been thinking about during the day, made into a sort of reality at night, right? But then how was she thinking about...well, whatever. That all made her brain hurt.

Soon enough, her attention was drawn back to the show. The animals and birds left the stage, and now the shadowy set seemed to become an urban environment, with streetlights and fire hydrants. It wasn’t nearly as peaceful as the forest, with shadowy cars racing around and dozens of shadow figures bustling this way and that, but there was no noise except for the whispering, which was loud, ringing in her ears, but indistinct. The feminine figure entered from stage right, and the other figures quickly cleared away, except for a single masculine figure behind a desk. It tapped its watch, seemingly impatient, and the feminine figure shrugged. Then it crawled under the desk, and though Melissa couldn’t see what was going on, within moments the masculine figure reached under the desk and began to thrust its hips back and forth. Clearly, it was fucking the feminine figure’s mouth and enjoying every second of it. That thought made Melissa’s pussy tremble; to get under a desk was the perfect way to serve a man, to submit totally to him.

A little while later, the masculine figure pushed harder with his hand, thrust his hips further, and threw his head back, grunting or crying out. The feminine figure had nursed him to an orgasm, and now she emerged from beneath the desk, wiping her lips. The casual nature of the act, the silent expectation that the feminine figure could be used and abused however the masculine figure wished, drove Melissa wild.

Waves of shadow washed across the scene, and when they cleared, the feminine figure was standing inside a building of some kind, holding the door open, seemingly talking to a figure representing a pizza delivery man. After a few moments, the pizza guy came in, and their lips locked together in a kiss; the feminine figure responded, grasping on, and they writhed in each other’s embrace, another sexual scene beginning to unfold in front of Melissa’s eyes…

This went on for a good while, scene after scene passing by of this long movie, showing the feminine figure trying to navigate modern life, failing in some way, and using its body to make up for it, fucking and sucking its way to whatever it wanted. It was incredibly erotic to watch, and Melissa felt a strange connection to the figure, wondering whether perhaps some of its experience might translate to her own, if she didn’t have money to tip the pizza guy...she was awash in the sensation of pure sexuality emanating from the display and would have been content if it had continued forever, a pussy-drenching whirl of light and shadow, pink and black, geometric shapes and whispering…

When she awoke, she was equal parts turned-on and incredibly groggy. It felt like most of her brain was still asleep, and that the part that was awake was working double-time to sustain and direct her, but wasn’t fully able to replace what was missing.

Wait, that was a funny thought. And it was kind of silly, too. Of course her whole brain was working! Didn’t it have to be working for her to be alive? To prove that part of her wrong, she popped a pill - or wait, had that been two?

It didn’t matter. In a few minutes, she was up and buzzing with energy, pacing around the room, ready to start her day. Ooh, but first it was time to do her daily check-in at the mirror! Had anything changed overnight?

Melissa struck a pose, allowing her to admire all her angles. Her ass looked a bit bigger once again; whereas a week before it had been unremarkable, now it was pants-rippingly thick and absolutely mouthwatering. She gave it a slap, admiring the way it jiggled, a display so erotic that she wanted to pull down her panties and masturbate right then and there. Her boobs - no, now they were tits - seemed to have grown a bit (something she had planned for, since the bra she’d bought the day before had just slightly bigger cups than she’d needed at the time), but mostly, seemingly yielding to the fact that she’d already spent a lot of money on clothes that would accommodate them, they had stopped changing. She was fine with that; they were much bigger now than she could fit in her hands, and easily fat enough to take a dick between them. Wait, where had that thought come from?

The most dramatic transformation, though, was to her hair. Almost all of the caramel color was gone, replaced by dirty blonde, and there were even lighter streaks shooting through her long mane. It was utterly gorgeous, shimmering even in the dim dorm-room light, and Melissa loved it to bits. Now it was time to accentuate a look that was already enough to make most straight men stop dead in their tracks.

She repeated her smoky-eye look from the day before, adding a pair of false eyelashes that looked gorgeous when she blinked, and swapping out her previously matte lipstick with a nice pink. To match the upscale makeup look, she decided to blow out her hair once again, a lengthy process now since it seemed to have grown four inches in as many days. But the result was beautiful, and she felt fully ready to parade around campus, putting on the same outfit she’d worn the night before and a new pair of even higher heels. Time to make some men cum in their pants.

Leaving the dorm building, she strutted off to breakfast, then to Calculus. Midway there, she realized that she’d forgotten her books and only had her brand-new purse, but it was no big deal, and besides, a backpack was totally not cute with the look she had going. Once in class, she sat down in the back and zoned out, thinking about Allen and what he might look like naked.

Melissa only returned to Earth when she realized that the professor was trying to get her attention. Class was over and everyone else was filing out, but she was still sitting at her desk. She looked at him, face like a deer in headlights. “Um, sorry, what?”

“I was just asking you to please come up here, Melissa. I want to talk to you about your grade on our recent test.”

Oh yeah, the test. Hadn’t that been kinda hard? She got up and walked over to the professor’s desk. “Test?”

“Yes? The test we had a few days ago, remember? I’m not done grading everyone’s papers, but I did go over yours, and...well, let’s just say you should be thankful your previous grades were pretty good.”

“Um...did I do a bad job?” Melissa tried to look innocent and cute, but the professor wasn’t looking. Instead, he was fishing around for her test in a thick manila folder.

“Well...that depends on how you define ‘bad,’” said the professor. He held up her paper; out of fifty possible points, she’d scored three.

“Three? That’s, like, the magic number, right?”

The professor frowned. “Melissa, this is no laughing matter. If you continue to get grades like this, even with your solid beginning this semester, you won’t pass.”

“Oh, fuck,” said Melissa. “That’s not good.”

“I wouldn’t use that language,” said the professor, raising his eyebrows, “but I agree with you. So I’d like to hear how you plan to improve your study habits and get your grade back up. It’s not too late, but you need to make a change.”

Melissa wondered what to do. Studying was...gross, right? It was no fun. There were better things to do, like fuck herself. But she didn’t want a bad grade, either...suddenly, she had an idea. It wasn’t an idea she would have had normally, but thinking was so hard with the fog in her mind, which was really thick right then, maybe because she’d taken two pills instead of one. So the plan was the best she could come up with. It didn’t hurt that she was bursting with energy and incredibly horny, which probably also had something to do with the pills. Flashing an innocent smile, she half-sat on the professor’s desk so that her juicy thigh was staring him in the face. He also got a view, in profile, of her massive ass, which was threatening to shake itself free of the hem of her dress. “Oh, but Professor, I already made a change, over the last week. And, like, I don’t really feel like studying, because I have, like, other things to do. So...maybe there’s another way we can work this out?”

The professor flushed beet-red. “I...Melissa...first of all, I...this is incredibly wrong, totally, totally, incredibly wrong. I’m sorry, I…”

“Oh,” said Melissa, pouting. “That makes me really sad. Are you sure we can’t work anything out?” She leaned forwards until he was forced to stare directly at her cleavage, which seemed like it was going to burst out of her dress. “I’m willing to do anything, anything at all…”

“I…” said the professor. “I can’t allow you to do this, but…well,” he sighed. “Fuck it. There aren’t any cameras in here, right? Just...I’ll give you an 85 if you give me a blowjob. My wife hates doing that.”

“Your wife sounds even dumber than I am,” said Melissa, giggling as she got down off the desk and fell to her knees in front of the professor. “Why wouldn’t you want to suck a cock when you got the chance?” She looked him in the eyes as she slid her hands over his thighs, watched an expression of shame mixed with helpless, endless lust fill his face. Her fingers found the button on his pants, undid it, unzipped the zipper, and then slid down the waistband of his boxer shorts just enough to allow his hard cock to spring out. It was kind of small, but then the professor was kind of old. Did they shrink with age? Her brow furrowed for a moment as she thought about it. Well, whatever; it was still a cock, and it needed to be pleasured. She had never given a blowjob before - never had sex at all - but she knew vaguely what to do, and that he would show with his movements whether he was into it or not.

She reached out and stroked his shaft, first with one finger, then with a second, feeling his veins, the ridge behind the head of his cock, exploring every inch (not that there were many of them) of his manhood. Even though he was no Allen, this felt right, like something she was supposed to do. Leaning forward, she stuck out her tongue and licked the very tip of his cock, drinking in the little gasp he let out at the sudden sensation. She felt sorry for him; his gross old wife didn’t take care of him properly at all. But that was okay, because Melissa was there for him. She allowed the lick to turn into a kiss, tenderly making out with his rod, while her right hand pushed past his pants and boxers and began to play with his balls, oh-so-gently massaging them, cupping them, softly pleasuring them as he began to breathe more and more heavily.

Now it was time to turn up the heat, because if she didn’t, she’d be late to English Lit. Taking the head into her mouth, she began to gently suck his cock, working her mouth up and down the shaft, slowly fucking him with her mouth. He shuddered, so she knew it felt good; probably just a little more, and then she would have held up her end of the bargain. She got a little rougher with his balls, squeezing them as if to get the cum out, giving him a twinge of pain to go with his pleasure.

The professor was breathing harder now, face flushed, so Melissa looked up, locking her gaze onto his as she bobbed up and down, his cock pushing at the entrance to her throat. It was getting to be too much for him, and he grabbed her head, pushing her down onto his rod, pushing, pushing...and then a wave of hot, salty cum blasted down her throat. There was a lot more than she’d expected - his wife kept his balls blue, clearly - but she swallowed madly and managed to keep it from splashing out and ruining her makeup. Pulling her head off his cock, she planted a loving kiss on the tip and then got up, smiling widely. “I hope you had a good time, Professor.”

“Get...get out of here,” he said. “I’m already regretting this, but it was a damn good blowjob. I’ll give you your grade.”

“You’re so sweet! Thank you!” Melissa winked and waved goodbye, leaving the professor blushing a deep shade of red and busying himself with some work on his desk.

She was late to English Lit after all, but only a few minutes, and it wasn’t as if she was going to pay attention anyway. At one point, the professor, a severe old woman, cold-called her, and she had nothing to add to the discussion, which was a little embarrassing, but it was okay because afterwards she could go right back to thinking about what she’d just done, the blowjob she’d just given. He had just been some random old man, but...she wanted to do that again. The feeling of being able to please, to perform, to impress, was one that had been missing from her life ever since she’d come to college. But if she could do it with her mouth, her tits, her ass, her pussy...that was a truly intoxicating idea.

It was so intoxicating, in fact, that she now found herself propelled by the idea of getting more adulation, more approval. It was time for lunch, she walked into the cafeteria and headed over to the deli counter. The man who worked there was an item of Roberts University lore, a cute twenty-something who always wore a backwards baseball cap. He was the subject of countless rumors and numerous online thirst posts, which Melissa had always laughed at...but she had gone to the deli counter more often than maybe was strictly necessary. She doubted he’d recognize her after the week’s changes, but that hardly mattered.

He was putting the finishing touches on a display of sandwiches when she strode up and came to a stop across the counter from him. When he looked up, he seemed to notice her wicked expression, and his cheeks began to flush. “Um, can I help you?”

“Yeah,” said Melissa, breathily. “There’s a special item that you guys have over here sometimes, and I was looking to get a piece of it for myself…”

“Uh…” said the deli boy. “Um, I don’t really know what you’re talking about...what’s the special item, exactly?”

Melissa leaned in closer, voice lowering to a sexy murmur. “You, big boy.”

“I...what...I…” he looked away, staring at his shoes, the ground, the sandwiches, anywhere but at her. “I’m not sure if that’s a good idea…”

“Isn’t it?” she purred. “I can make your dreams come true…” She pulled her dress and bra down, letting one of her fat tits spill out, nipple pointing directly at him. “This could all be yours, you know.”

“Oh God...I…you know what? I don’t have a girlfriend. Why the hell not? I’m on break in five minutes, so, um, meet me in the truck loading zone out back.”

“That sounds great,” said Melissa. She blew him a kiss, then turned and headed out of the building. This power she suddenly had...how had she ever lived without it? These feelings of validation, of joy in being wanted, desired, were the best thing she’d felt at college. Maybe they were the best things she’d ever felt.

She strutted around the cafeteria building, walking on air, and found the truck loading zone. Luckily, it was empty; probably, fucking a cafeteria worker would be enough to get her expelled. Or would it? She shrugged. The school was a great place to get fucked, so it was better to steer clear of trouble.

A few minutes later, the deli boy emerged from a back door. She struck a pose for his benefit, hand propped on her newly-narrowed waist, checking her fingernails as he cautiously approached her, looking uncomfortable and unsure of himself. Those were feelings she could cure. In a way, she was doing these men a service, wasn’t she?

“Um,” he said, pointing to another door in the building’s wall, “there’s a maintenance closet in there. I don’t think anyone ever uses it, so...we can, uh, go in there…”

“Are you sure no one will be able to hear me screaming?” asked Melissa, winking. “I can get loud, you know.”

He blushed again. “I...don’t think so? The door locks from the inside, anyway.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful, then,” she said, extending her hand to the deli boy. After a moment’s hesitation, he took it, looking guilty and a little scared. The tent in his pants, though, gave the lie to the idea that he didn’t want her...and, anyway, he could have said no, or not come to meet her.

He produced a ring of keys and unlocked the nondescript gray door. Inside was a concrete room that smelled a little musty, tools scattered on the floor and gauges and meters of various kinds lining the walls. Flipping a switch, he bathed the space in harsh fluorescent light, then shut and locked the door behind them. Melissa smiled. This was the perfect place to get reamed.

The deli boy turned to look at her, a little awkwardly, but before he had time to wonder for long about what came next, she leaned in and locked her lips onto his. His eyes widened, but after a moment he relaxed and returned the kiss, tongue diving into her mouth as he slowly began to get into it. And why shouldn’t he? She had been boring, lame - now she was beautiful, almost a goddess, and she was showering him in her favor. After a second long kiss, she trailed her lips down the nape of his neck, eliciting a shudder of pleasure, of desire. His hands moved over her chest, groping her tits, squeezing and massaging them as she nibbled on his ear. This was...it was magical. And to think, she’d barely spoken to this man before.

Melissa guided one of his hands to the zipper of her dress, allowing him to slowly inch it down her back until it fell away, revealing her bra and the tits that were still trapped beneath, begging to be freed. She didn’t feel like waiting for him to figure that out, though, so she popped open the clip and let it fall to the floor. Now she was nearly naked, except for her panties, and she felt his gaze raking over her, drinking in the image of the prize he had won.

But she wasn’t just there for his enjoyment - she was also there for hers. And right at that moment, she felt like sucking another cock. Nearby, there was a folded-up cardboard box leaning against the wall, which she grabbed and threw on the floor, forming a sort of pad for her knees. It was better to be prepared, right?

She got down on the box and looked up at the deli boy, who was taking off his shirt. He raised his eyebrows when he noticed that she was on her knees. “Are we going to…”

“Do you, like, want a blowjob from a hottie or not?” Melissa rolled her eyes. Some people were just so dense.

“Uh, w-wow, yeah, I do…” Fumbling a little with his pants, he pulled out his cock. She gasped. It was massive, slightly curved, probably eight inches long. To serve small dicks, average dicks...that was a lot of fun, sure. To serve a massive, throbbing piece of man-meat...this felt like something she was destined to do. It was perfect in every way, and, as she watched, a little bead of precum formed at the tip and began to drip down. “Do you like it?” he asked, a little sheepish.

“I...I…” Melissa had no words. “I love it.” Reaching out a hand, she guided his rod to her mouth and licked the precum off, savoring its taste as it slid down her throat. She had an idea; while gently pumping his shaft with her hand, she leaned over to his balls and treated them to a sloppy, delicious kiss, taking first one and then the other into her mouth, toying with them. If the deli boy had had sex before, he hadn’t had anyone do this; she could tell by the surprised, joyous gasp that escaped his lips.

She kept that up for a little while, but then it was time to move on to more important matters. His meaty manhood deserved her attention as well. She began to take it into her mouth; even the tip felt like it filled her up. Something drastic would need to be done if she wanted to pleasure his whole cock.

But there was no need to rush. She swirled her tongue around the head of his shaft, enjoying the feeling of it in her mouth, the blunted spear shape that was so much fun to play with. Its flavor, of sweat, precum, and musk, was utterly divine.

Slowly, Melissa began to bob up and down on his cock, letting it hit the entrance to her throat, still unable to take more than half the shaft, but the feeling of it in her mouth, the sensation of weight, of warmth, was still undeniably exquisite. She started to suck, gently, gently, letting him ease into the feeling of fucking her. Once they went further than this, he would need to know that he was in charge, that she needed him to take what he wanted, and that that was how she would feel good too.

Unless she went all the way and gave him a real show, though, he wouldn’t realize that she was his toy, his fuckhole, his cum bucket. Opening her throat into a wide, fuckable tube, she slowly edged forwards. The deli boy gasped, the sensation of being this deep inside her temporarily overwhelming, but her ploy was working; a moment later, he grabbed her head, started to push it further down onto him, to get her to take more, to make him feel better. Yes, she wanted to scream, yes, I love that, but with her mouth full of cock - well, he had to be satisfied with a contented groan as her lips touched his balls.

He began to thrust in and out of her mouth, giving her airway a chance to clear on the way up, letting her breathe in short gasps as he fucked her throat. The sensation was utterly erotic, and Melissa felt, for the first time ever, that she’d found something she was really good at, a skill she could genuinely be proud of. She was an artist, and the deli boy’s pleasure was her canvas; though they’d never be displaying her work in the Louvre, she could go through life knowing that this was her talent, that this was something that she could do and do well.

In the midst of her reverie, though, the deli boy pulled out, his huge cock snaking back up her throat and past her lips. “You, uh...I almost went over the edge,” he explained, looking away from her disappointed gaze.

“It’s okay,” said Melissa. “That wasn’t, like, the main course, you know.”

“M-main course?” he asked, a mixture of surprise, concern and delight crossing his face. “I - I’m not sure that - I have to go back to work…”

“And I have to get your cock stuffed in me,” said Melissa, standing up. She pulled off her panties and tossed them aside, then bent over and braced herself against the wall. “What are you waiting for? Can’t handle a girl like me?”

“Oh shit,” he said. “Okay, but I don’t have…”

“Check in my purse,” said Melissa. “There’s a condom and lube. And hurry, because...because I need you inside me.”

Tripping over himself in excitement, the deli boy pulled on the condom and lubed up. As she watched him, though, Melissa had a troubling thought. She was going out with Allen, right? So maybe it was wrong to fuck this random guy so soon before. Surely it was better to be tight for her date. Then a wicked idea came to her. As the deli boy positioned himself behind her, she turned her head and looked him in the eye. “Fuck my ass, big boy.”

“Up the ass? Are you sure?” He raised an eyebrow. “I’ve heard -”

“Please?” asked Melissa, making puppy dog eyes. “I really want you to fuck my fat ass. I need to feel your cock pushing into my little hole. Pleeeaase?”

“W-well, when you put it like that,” he said, positioning his cock against her tight asshole, “it makes it hard to refuse.” Pushing gently but firmly, he squeezed first the tip and then the beginning of his shaft into her willing anus. It stung, then burned, but Melissa choked back the tears, knowing that pleasure would come soon, very soon. He was bigger than the dildo had been, but not by more than two inches. She could do this.

Slowly, as more of his shaft passed through her sphincter, as more of his rod buried itself deep in her asshole, she relaxed. It was a unique and incredibly erotic feeling, to have a man’s cock plumbing her ass, pushing between her cheeks to pleasure her dirty hole. Getting stuffed like this...though she’d never experienced it before, it was something she knew she couldn’t live without. As pleasure finally bloomed from pain, as he began to push in and out of her anus, she swore to herself that she’d never let this feeling go, that she’d never give up her freedom to fuck whenever and however she wanted.

The deli boy was clearly enjoying it too. His breathing was uneven, ragged, and his boner was rock-hard, harder even than it had been when she’d been blowing him. He grabbed her hips and fucked her harder, hips slapping against her ass, drilling into her slutty hole. Melissa felt like fireworks were going off in her head; the pleasure was getting more intense, the atmosphere in the room going from erotic to filthy, lustful, desperate. Her arms were trembling, braced against the wall, and she wondered how long she could hold out against his onslaught. Already, she could feel a huge orgasm brewing inside of her, and it wouldn’t be long before it burst to the surface.

“There! There! Just like that, oh fuck, just like that,” she moaned. He had hit the perfect intensity, the perfect pace. Each thrust of his cock sent thrills through her, pleasure radiating from her asshole and from somewhere deep inside of her, some hidden cavity stuffed with his manhood that was buzzing with joy. He grunted and obliged, keeping the speed up. She felt his hands exploring her body, her breasts, kneading, pulling, tugging, squeezing. It felt amazing, the sensation of pleasure flowing from two different parts of her body, and she couldn’t get enough. She would never be able to get enough.

And then the deli boy grunted, fingernails digging into Melissa’s hips. Blast after blast of hot, sticky cum shot into her asshole, painting her insides white, and she moaned, moaned at the sensation of being cum into, of being bred, of pleasuring a man. After a few more strokes, that sensation sent her over the edge. It felt like something hidden, something hungry, had suddenly been sated inside of her, and now this mysterious creature roared, roared with a power that she had never felt before. Spasms of ecstasy washed over her, causing her hips to tremble and her legs to nearly give way; she was rocked to her very core by a massive explosion of mind-shattering, life-completing pleasure.

Slowly, Melissa sank to the floor, sliding down onto the cardboard box that was now covered in ropes of the deli boy’s sticky cum. She lay there, panting, as he pulled up his pants and put his shirt back on.

As he made to leave, he looked back at her. “That was...great.”

“Like, fuck yeah,” she said, starting to get up. “Maybe we can do that again sometime.”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t want to get in trouble for fucking students. You know how it is. But hey, maybe.” He left and shut the door, leaving her with her thoughts. That had been a lot of fun! The deli boy had had the biggest cock she’d ever seen, and given her the best orgasm she’d had, since, well, they had all been really good lately, hadn’t they? It was hard to pick a favorite. She pulled on her panties, letting his cum soak into them, and then grabbed her dress. She frowned. There was a stray splatter of cum on the waist. Oh well; she could probably get it off with a rinse. And if people stared, well, that was their problem, wasn’t it? They weren’t having great sex like she was.

Melissa made her way back to her dorm room. Sure enough, she attracted more than a few sideways glances, but she revelled in the attention, the feeling of being noticeable. Vaguely, she remembered that there were afternoon classes she was supposed to be going to, but that wasn’t really as important as fixing her makeup and making sure her dress didn’t stain, now was it? Gross school stuff could wait for another time.

She got cleaned up and tried to decide what to do next. She could hunt down another guy...but her asshole was a little sore, and besides, it would be time to take a pill in a couple of hours, wouldn’t it? She didn’t want to miss that. Her eyes drifted over to the laptop on her desk. There was always another way to get off…

* * *

A few hours later, Melissa closed PornHub and put down the massive dildo she’d been using to pound her pussy. She’d cum three or four times, and it was better than doing homework, but...real man-cock was where it was at, right? She just couldn’t satisfy herself with a lump of silicon anymore. She popped a pill, letting the energy flow through her, and then looked in the closet for a new outfit. It had to be sexy, but also easy to rip off; practical, but also eye-catching...eventually, she settled on a crop top and miniskirt combo with a pair of platform heels, which were like, super cute. She was only vaguely aware of the time...oh, it was almost dinner, wasn’t it? Putting on her best sexy strut, she left her dorm room and started towards the cafeteria again.

Her route took her past the school’s driveway, which ended in a large roundabout next to the main plaza. There was a car parked on the side of the road, loud music blasting out of open windows. Inside were a few frat-looking guys talking and, apparently, checking out passing girls. Quickly, they noticed Melissa. “Hey!” came a shout. “Come party with us, girl!”

She stopped. A week before, she would have sped up and ignored them. But there was a lovely, wonderful, beautiful cock attached to each of those men, a piece of meat that she just couldn’t ignore. So, instead of moving on, she turned and waved, then walked over to the car and leaned into the passenger window. “Did I, like, hear something about a party?”

“Fuck yeah!” said the guy driving the car, a shortish man with ripped, muscular arms and a sleeveless band t-shirt. “We’re heading back right now to get set up for the huge Thursday night bash! I’m sure the other brothers would love to meet you.”

“Oh, I’m sure they would,” said Melissa, giggling. “But, like, I’m not sure...aren’t there cooler frats out there?”

One of the men in the back seat, a rich-looking guy in aviator sunglasses and a polo shirt, leaned over the seat. “Fuck no! Nobody beats Delta Rho when it comes to partying! In the trunk of this car, right now, we have twelve liters of Hennessy, some Jack, White Claw...just get the fuck in and we’re gonna go wild!”

“I like the going wild part,” said Melissa. “But...I don’t know. You know, I don’t really go to parties for the drinking, more for the...you know…”

The man in the passenger seat, who was also wearing dark glasses as well as a Roberts University hat, spoke up. “We’ll give you three hundred bucks and all the cocks you can suck.”

“That sounds like a deal,” she said, grinning wickedly. The fourth guy in the car, a silent man with a shaved head, got out and beckoned her into the middle seat. As she bent to get in, she felt his fingers brush her ass. She smiled. This was going to be a great night.

They peeled out, roaring down the driveway and out onto the neighborhood arterial. After a few twists and turns (which they took very sharply, bros hooting loudly as the tires squealed), the car pulled up in front of the Delta Rho frat house. It was a brick mini-mansion, sporting pillars and a grassy front lawn, which was covered in brothers sunbathing in the last of the evening light. An appreciative cheer went up as Melissa stepped out of the car, and a louder cheer as the alcohol was unloaded from the back. Upstaged by booze? She wrinkled her nose. These boys were about to learn a thing or two about what really mattered in life.

The arrival of the liquor was followed by a while of getting set up, the brothers reluctantly shuffling into the house to help get out the beer pong and make the jungle juice. It was a little awkward being there so early, and she found herself making small talk with the four boys who’d driven her to the house. One of them was a biochemistry major. Wasn’t there something about biochemistry...she felt like it was somehow important or something, but she couldn’t remember. Biochemistry was gross. Thinking was gross. Why couldn’t the party get started already?

At last, when it was really dark, people began to filter in. There were some sorority girls, who Melissa hoped wouldn’t steal her thunder (or, more specifically, her men), some frat guys from other houses, and even some more normal-looking students from the dorms. One of the brothers started the music, and after the drinks were passed around, things began to get going.

Melissa grabbed a mango White Claw and headed for the living room, which was something of a makeshift dance floor. She’d never been a big partier, but her alcohol tolerance had always been higher than normal. Now, though, even one drink was enough to get her tipsy and giggling, flirting with whoever was next to her as she swayed to the music. When someone passed her another can, she decided that the frat party was all right. But only all right. Where were the cocks?

Just as she finished her third can and was beginning to feel pretty drunk, she felt a hand on her arm. It was the guy from the car, with the dark glasses and the hat. “Yo, ready to earn your cash?”

“Yessshhh,” slurred Melissa, giggling. Wow, she was even worse than she’d thought. That was kind of fun, wasn’t it?

“K, slut. Come with me.” She followed him through the crowd, tottering on her ultra-high heels, trying not to bump into people, but it was hard when the floor kept moving so much. Eventually, though, she made it out of the living room and into the entrance hall, which was less crowded. The guy beckoned from a doorway off to the side. “In here.”

It was a bathroom. “This is gonna be your spot,” he said, picking something up off the floor. “Here, lift up your hair.” Melissa obeyed before noticing that the thing was actually a collar, a collar that was attached by a thin chain to the wall behind the toilet. Before she could say anything, it was around her neck and locked up. “You’ll be staying here until...well, I don’t know, we’ll let you go tomorrow morning, probably. Have fun.” Turning, he left and shut the door.

Melissa lowered the toilet lid, sat down, and sulked. Why couldn’t she be out there having fun and sucking cocks? Okay, maybe that wasn’t normal, but maybe normal wasn’t always a good thing! How come…

Her train of thought was derailed by the door opening. It was the polo shirt frat bro from the car. “Posted up, huh?”

“Like, I guess,” she said, dispassionately.

“Well, hey, I’m not gonna get laid tonight because I have a huge test tomorrow, but I still wanna fuck a throat. You game?”

“I…” Melissa’s face lit up. “Like, obviously!”

He came in and shut the door before whipping out his cock. It wasn’t that big, but that made it easier, didn’t it? Tossing her hair back over her shoulders, she braced her hands on his hips and got to work.

* * *

The night passed by in a haze. A parade of men came through the bathroom wanting to be serviced, and Melissa did her best to send them away completely satisfied. At first, she was giving handjobs and blowjobs, but then a boy asked for her ass. Why not? She let him ream her, blasting cum into her hungry asshole, and from then on they all did her that way. Sometimes, a guy would tuck a few dollars between her tits, but the money wasn’t what she was focused on; instead, she wanted to luxuriate in the glory of sucking and fucking big, throbbing cocks.

They brought her a drink every few hours, and her newly low alcohol tolerance meant that this kept her very drunk indeed. In fact, she got worse and worse as the night went on, having to clutch the toilet tank to sit upright. She lost count of the men she serviced, of the loads she took in her ass, of the loads she swallowed. It was all too much in the best kind of way.

Sometimes, she would check her phone and see the time, hours seeming to fly by in mere minutes, short intervals between gasping, euphoric, wonderful, anonymous sex. She orgasmed once, twice, three times, more, not because of the clumsy fumbling of the drunk frat bros, but at the sheer idea that this was who she was now, that she was a trashy whore, that she was a slut who sucked and fucked for cheap. And she loved it, absolutely loved it. If other people judged, that was their problem; she had found her purpose.

Eventually, between the effects of alcohol, exertion, and missing a pill, Melissa found that she was exhausted. She lay down in the tub and knew no more for many hours. There were no dreams, except for vague images of the pink shapes from the cave, and a hint, just barely audible, of whispering.

* * *

When she awoke, everything was very quiet, which was good because she had a splitting headache. She was incredibly groggy, incredibly drowsy, and cursed herself for forgetting the pill bottle. Eventually, though, she managed to struggle to her feet, picking up her purse, which, she noted with satisfaction, was filled with cash. She checked her phone: It was 8:37 AM. Maybe she’d woken up earlier because of how uncomfortable the tub had been; she was sore all over.

Melissa caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and started. She looked like she’d been in a horrible accident at the cum factory. Her clothes were splattered all over, and her face and even her hair were also covered in sticky man juice. Had the bros been jerking off on her as she slept? Well, at least she’d managed to help them, even while unconscious. There was a strange sense of satisfaction that came with that thought.

The collar was unlocked, so she was free to stagger out the door, stumbling out through the entrance hall. The house was a disaster zone. Brothers were sprawled out all over the floor, lying in a sticky mess of jungle juice that had spilled from red cups. The sorority girls seemed to have vanished. The sound of movement came from further back in the house, a couple of uneasy steps followed by a loud thump and retching. It was time to go.

The daylight outside seemed blindingly bright and made Melissa’s head light up in even worse pain, but it also felt warm, revivifying. She realized that she was exhausted; obviously, the night hadn’t been the most restful. There were a few brothers sitting, blinking, on the lawn, trying to wake themselves up, but they paid little attention to her. The previous night’s fuckmeat tended to become invisible during the morning walk of shame.

Still, she felt incredible. Tired, filthy, but incredible. What a way to spend a night! She had been so alive, so wanted, so beautiful, and now she was covered in the evidence of her victory over her old, stodgy, boring, insecure self. This was how to live! If there had been any doubt in her foggy brain over whether or not she had found the person she wanted to be, it had died in the night’s orgasmic excess. She knew very well that the pills had had a large part to play, that she would never normally have looked like this, have made these choices, but...that didn’t matter. The slut, the complete bimbo that she’d become had always been inside of her, and, really, the drug, whatever it was, had just helped her along.

Hazily, she remembered that she had some kind of class today. Geometry? Geology? Maybe geography? Whatever. Skipping it was no big deal. Melissa was far too tired to handle classes anyway.

But wait! Today was the day of her date with Allen. She was in no condition to be seen by him. Or anyone else, really, but the little shame she had left didn’t extend to random strangers. They could think what they wanted. The first order of business was going to be a shower, and then a nice long nap, followed by some kind of food, and one of the pills, obviously...thoughts like these filled her head, speeding her on the long walk back to campus.

* * *

After a day of recuperation, it was nearly time to go out. Melissa put on the lingerie set that she’d found in the box and then picked out a nice mid-length red dress and a pair of black heels; slightly more conservative than what had become normal, but enough to send a message to Allen about what she wanted. Even if everything else had changed, her crush on him, and her desire for him, had remained the same.

As she did her makeup, she noticed a few last changes that the pills had wrought on her body. Her hair was now a light shade of platinum blonde, shimmering in the sunlight coming through the window. Her ass had expanded once again, but only a bit; it seemed to have stopped just on the point of being obscenely large. Well, a few hundred squats would fix that. Her tits were still the same size, but since they were already back-breakingly enormous, that felt more or less okay.

Once more, she luxuriated in her own beauty. There was no way Allen could resist it. No one who’d ever loved a woman would be able to resist it. She was sure to turn heads - but, more importantly, she would feel confident, radiant, powerful. When, at last, the knock came at her door, she felt ready to go out, to get out there and take what she wanted.

“Hey,” said Allen, through the door. “You ready?”

“Like, almost,” said Melissa, scrambling to put away her makeup things. “Okay, now I am.” She hurried to the door and yanked it open, giving him a big smile and an eyeful of cleavage. Despite that bold move, he made her a little nervous; he was wearing a checked button-down shirt that looked really good on him, rolled up to the elbows to show off his toned forearms.

“W-wow, you look great,” he said, struggling for a moment to keep his composure.

“Thanks,” she said, with a wink. “You do, too. Would you believe this is the first time I’ve ever been on a date?” She let that word, the D-word, hang in the air for a second, waiting to see how he would respond. Thankfully, his face brightened.

“To be completely honest, me too. I mean...I guess there were a couple things in high school that could have counted, but, well...they were such disasters that I don’t think they did.” He laughed. “Well, hey, let’s get moving. These burgers aren’t gonna eat themselves.”

Melissa’s brain produced a feeble pun involving the word buns, but she decided against telling that kind of joke, since, well, it wasn’t that part of the date yet. Being patient was going to be tough. Instead, she followed Allen as he started down the hall. They chatted about this and that, Melissa studiously avoiding the subject of school and classes, which she found difficult to talk about. It was as if she’d forgotten most of what she’d been doing academically, even though it had only been a little over 24 hours since her last class.

They walked across campus to the little business district just across the street from the school’s main entrance. The burger joint, BurgerWhy, was a popular stop for students who were craving something better than what the cafeteria could offer, and it was the perfect place for a first date: cheap, low-commitment, and greasy enough that, if things didn’t go so well, it was easy to drown one’s sorrows in saturated fat. But that probably wasn’t a danger here; he was clearly into her, constantly casting glances over at her as if to confirm that she was really there.

They ordered their food and sat down at an empty table. It was crowded with the usual Friday night rush, but not so crowded that they couldn’t hear each other. “So,” said Allen. “I have to ask. You seem to have changed up your look a lot since last weekend. And, like I said, you look great! But what prompted it?”

“Like, prompted it?” asked Melissa. “Uhmmm...I don’t know. I just wanted a change, I guess.” It wasn’t fully a lie; the truth was too weird to be believed, but that had been kind of a part of it. “You know, I’m, like, trying on a new me. That’s something you’re supposed to do in college, right?”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Allen. “But in that case, and I don’t wanna be rude, but…have you been working out or something? Because, well…” he leaned in closer, “your body is hot as fuck.”

His assertive tone made Melissa’s pussy drip with wetness, but the complement made her heart flutter. For once, she was at a loss for words. “Thanks,” she said, giggling, “but it really wasn’t a big deal. I just...I guess I’ve been going through a few changes or something. You know how it is…”

“Well, whatever it is, I like it,” said Allen. “To be honest, I liked you before. But the version of yourself that I like the most is the version of yourself that makes you the most proud. It’s super hot that you’ve decided to change things up.”

Melissa blushed. “Oh, Allen, you’re sweet.”

The food arrived and they dug in. Melissa had only had one proper meal that day, so she had been eagerly awaiting her burger, which she demolished while thinking about Allen. Usually, she wasn’t much inclined for small talk anymore - it was more about going up to a man and seeing if he was down to fuck, no chatting needed. But around this particular man, it seemed that the fog in her mind lifted a little, like she got a little less horny and a little more thoughtful, like the universe was trying to tell her something about him. It was crazy, but...just a little while into the date, she’d already unconsciously decided that he was a man she could trust, a man who wouldn’t judge her, a man who appreciated her for who she was. And, hopefully, a man with a giant dick, but, well, that would come later.

Eventually, she spoke up again. It was a question that was something of a taboo at Roberts University, since so many of the students there were Ivy League rejects and high school sports stars not quite good enough to make the Division 1 or even 2 cut, but she wanted to know - and how he reacted would tell her a lot about him. “So, like, why’d you pick this school?”

“Unh,” said Allen. His brow furrowed for a moment. “Well, to be frank, I didn’t pick Roberts in particular. It was more like...well, I wanted a place that was far from home. I wasn’t really a fan of high school.”

“Weren’t you, like, the football captain, though?” Football captains were always popular, right? Melissa tried to think back to her high school, but at the moment she couldn’t quite remember who had been football captain. Or, actually, the name of the high school. There was a time when that realization would have panicked her, but now she took it in stride. Part of the cost of doing business as a super-hot fuck machine, right?

Allen’s eyes widened. “Oh, hell no! No, believe it or not, I was just some schmuck. I tried my best to get on the team, but you really had to be a popular guy for the coach to pick you, and I wasn’t, since my family moved into town in the middle of freshman year. I didn’t have any friends. So instead, I did football camp over the summer and got on the team here. I guess I came here for a fresh start.”

Melissa nodded. “That’s, like, fair. I mean, I’m from the area, but, like, I can understand why you’d do that.”

“How about you?” asked Allen. “Why’d you end up here?”

She giggled. “Why do you think? I was rejected from everywhere better. You remember how I was a week ago, right? Like, I was so studious, so uptight, and I, like, had to have that prestige. But I also didn’t study enough for the SAT, so, like, here I am. But now, it’s like, I’m kinda glad I’m here. The campus is nice, I have a single room, there’s great parties, cute guys…”

Allen smiled, a little shyly. It was incredibly cute. “I’ve been liking it a lot more than I thought I would, too. The football guys are pretty cool, and my classes aren’t bad, and, well, I met you. So there’s three things going for it.”

“Oh, Allen.” It was Melissa’s turn to smile shyly. The date melted into a happy blur as their conversation went back and forth, going on for over an hour while the place slowly began to empty out, the dinner rush petering out into the late-night crowd of drunks and nerds coming to fuel up for their all-night gaming sessions.

Eventually, Allen stood up, yawning. “Well, I say we clear out of here and head somewhere a little quieter.”

“That sounds, like, great,” said Melissa. “Where did you have in mind?”

“Oh, I don’t know...my room?” Allen’s eyes fixated on Melissa, waiting for her reaction.

He hadn’t yet realized that he had nothing to worry about. Her eyes lit up. “Yeah, that sounds good!”

They cleared away their trash and headed out into the cool evening air. The street was quiet outside, and though the sky was washed-out, faded by the glowing lights of the city, a few stars twinkled through the last gasps of dusk. Together, they crossed the street and started through the darkened campus. Though Melissa was never usually out by herself at night, she felt safe with Allen by her side.

Suddenly, she felt his hand clasp hers in a warm, strong grip. It was such a natural sensation that she didn’t notice at first, but when she caught on, her eyes widened and she blushed. The gesture was casual, but with her hand in his, she felt that he was leading her to a place they both wanted to go, a place of pleasure, of gratification, of joy and lust rolled into one. And though she wanted every man to dominate her, to take what he wanted from her, she felt that even more strongly about Allen, because he truly deserved it.

Soon, they were standing in front of the door of Allen’s room. He unlocked it and turned the knob, opening the door to reveal a surprisingly neat space. It wasn’t going to make the cover of Living, but it also wasn’t filthy or untidy. The walls had a few decorations, mostly football pennants, and the floor was mostly clean, with a rug that helped to give some definition to an otherwise bare surface. Melissa was relieved; though she would have happily fucked a frat guy in a grody bunk bed, it was a bonus, in her eyes, that Allen could take care of a room.

They stepped inside, and then Allen shut the door and turned to her. “I had a nice time tonight.”

“Yeah, like, so did I,” said Melissa. Even though it hadn’t involved fucking. Or...at least not yet…

“Well, I don’t want to pressure you, but I don’t know if, maybe…” he was stammering, more than a little embarrassed.

“...If I’m the kind of girl who fucks on the first date?” She giggled. “Like, I don’t even need a date first. But we had a good one, so that’s, like, bonus points in my book.”

Allen blushed bright red. “You know, I was kind of talking about a kiss…” Melissa’s heart sank. Would they really need to go on another date? God forbid, did he want to wait until marriage? “...but, you know, if you’re down for it, I am too. It’s been a while since I got some.” Now she breathed a sigh of relief and looked up into his eyes, his kind eyes that betrayed little hint of sexual hunger...but it was clearly in there, and now it was awakening.

“Well, in that case,” breathed Melissa, “I’m your bitch, baby. Show me what you’ve got.” She leaned in, lips meeting Allen’s in a passionate kiss. His arms curled around her, creating the ultimate sensation of warmth, safety, and joy. For a moment, she didn’t even push into his mouth with her tongue; it was nice to just be romantic, to enjoy this connection with a man she knew she could grow to love, to wait just a few moments before making everything filthy.

So she was surprised when he took the initiative, delving into her mouth, exploring its corners, pushing himself into her. It was an unexpected sensation, but she loved it, melting away into his embrace. If he would take the initiative, take charge, dominate her...that would be perfect, a dream come true. And it looked like that was just what he was planning to do.

His hands explored her body, moving up and down her back, brushing her ass, tracing the curve of her waist, and then settling on her tits, which he began to massage, gently kneading, pushing, pulling, creating an erotic sensation of being pawed at, manhandled, roughly treated. Melissa moaned into their kiss, bringing her own hands up onto his chest, feeling his firm muscles as she explored down the front of his torso.

Allen reached behind her, feeling for the zipper of her dress, which he slid down her back, letting the fabric fall away and revealing her tits, still encased in the bra. She could suddenly feel the cool air of the room on her exposed skin, proof that he could see her body, that they really were going to get naked and nasty. That thought was enough to elicit a moan from her, a moan that, unlike the raw, lustful moans of her other encounters, felt entirely unexpected. He was constantly surprising her with the sensations he could deliver, the pleasure he could bring her, and her bra wasn’t even off yet.

Melissa reached for the top button of his shirt, undoing it, slowly working her way down his torso to reveal the chiseled muscles underneath. It was like unwrapping a Christmas present - definitely better than the socks she’d gotten a few months before. As she did so, he reached around her back and, after a little fumbling, unhooked her bra, which fell to the floor, unneeded. He drew a breath; the sight of her bare tits, bouncing free, was one he was sure to remember. She was covered only by her panties; now the question was whether she could get him naked as well before they gave in to their mutual lust.

Her guess was a solid no. Allen’s cock was straining in his jeans, begging to be released; she grabbed the bulge, giving it a squeeze, but it was so incredibly hard that it yielded only very little at the pressure she applied. Well, someone would need to help him out with that...and, luckily, she knew a girl. The button of his pants quickly gave way, followed by the zipper, and they soon fell to his knees, revealing his boxer shorts, but that thin fabric was powerless to hold back his iron rod. It sprang out, pointing directly at Melissa’s pussy. Was it quite as big as the deli boy’s? No, not quite. Was it pretty damn big? Yes. A blush sprang to her cheeks as she looked at the monster, watched it swing, watched his pendulous balls hanging beneath it. It was...beautiful.

She felt a hand pushing on her shoulder, and she sank to her knees, slowly, obediently, luxuriating in the sensation of being dominated, of serving a man, of submitting totally to him. She spat into her hand and reached out, stroking the tip, tracing a line down his shaft. Servicing this cock was the single thing she was meant to do.

Melissa looked up at Allen, who was watching her. “Do you like me naked, daddy?”

“Oh fuck,” he grunted, as she traced up the other side, eliciting a spasm from his manhood. He seemed to be catching on to what she wanted him to do, though. “Yeah, I definitely do. But...just because a bitch looks good naked, doesn’t mean she knows her way around a dick. I want to know what you can do!”

“I’d love to show you, daddy,” she said, slowly pumping his cock now, moving her hand up and down his shaft, feeling the way the skin moved, the way that it was still trying to get bigger even though it was already rock-hard. She moved her other hand up to cup his balls, which were bigger even than the deli boy’s, hanging low below his cock, swinging invitingly as she jerked him off. How did he walk around all day with those monsters between his legs? She rolled them from her fingertips to her palm and back, letting them slide along her hand. He grunted; she was doing a good job.

Melissa picked up the pace, jerking faster, gently squeezing his balls, and he began to thrust, unconsciously, into her hand. She had decided to challenge herself to satisfy him without using her mouth; since that was the way she’d made the most men cum, it was the thing she needed the least practice at. Instead, she treated him to the tender mercies of her fingers, pleasuring him in the simplest way possible.

Allen’s cock was the hardest now that it had ever been, and his breathing had quickened to the point where she wondered if his climax was near. But it was his job to tell her when to stop. He had taken charge; she would follow his lead. And seeing to him in this way was a lot of fun, after all. His cock, throbbing in her hand, was so satisfying to grasp, and his balls such a perfect size to fill her hand, that she would have happily jerked him off all night long.

“Oh fuck,” he said. “Fuck, that’s good. But stop or I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, daddy,” said Melissa. “What should I do now?”

“Get on the bed, bitch. I want to taste your slutty pussy.” The words made her incredibly wet, the domineering edge in his voice driving her absolutely wild. She got to her feet and he led her by the hand over to the bed, where she lay down, her vagina staring directly at him.

“Are you gonna make me feel good, daddy?” she flashed her best puppy-dog eyes at him, hoping to stoke his dominance further.

“I’m gonna do what I damn well please, slut. But you’re sure as hell gonna enjoy the ride.” She wanted to tell him that that was exactly what she wanted, to scream yes, yes, more, but it was plain that he understood what she wanted, and she didn’t want to take away from the moment as he got to his knees and grabbed her thighs.

His tongue made landfall on her pubic mound, above her pussy but not too far from her clit, and then began to trace a long, slow line around her lower mouth, carefully avoiding anywhere too sensitive, but leaving her gasping, so utterly ready for him to give her more, to dive deeper down onto her.

But he still teased her. He circled closer and closer to her clit, occasionally flicking across her pussy, but never giving her the pleasure that she needed so badly. She found herself whining. “Come on, daddy, I need your tongue in my greedy pussy…” 

Suddenly, a slap stung her right breast, and the licking stopped. “Shut up, bitch. I don’t need you distracting me. I’ll let you feel good when I fucking feel like it! Don’t you dare tell me what to do.”

“I’m s-sorry, daddy…” Melissa moaned, her pussy getting wetter and wetter as he berated her. “I forgot…”

“Well, don’t forget!” he said. Another slap hit her left tit, and then Allen was back to her pussy again, licking oh-so-slowly just outside of her erogenous zone. It was so frustrating to have pleasure be this close, but so far away at the same time!

But then, finally, he relented. His tongue began to flick at her clit, each motion sending a wave of pleasure through her. Even though she wanted nothing more than to serve him, to be dominated by him, this feeling was wonderful as well, the feeling of lying back and feeling him lick her, play her nerve endings like some kind of bizarre instrument. She was still at his mercy, but now it was his time to give her pleasure. Lying back, she could only whimper as he ministered to her.

Now Allen’s tongue changed course. Giving her clit one last desultory swipe, he traced around her pussy lips once more, leaving Melissa in fear for a moment that he would go back to teasing her, never giving her the reward she wanted so badly. But he was in a giving mood; after just a few moments, his tongue began to play across the opening of her pussy, drawing lines, patterns, zigzagging over her eager hole. The feeling was divine; not so much the pleasure itself, which was nice, as the feeling of being cared for, attended to, the feeling that someone else knew so well what could make her feel good, what could drive her absolutely wild. What made Allen sexy wasn’t his handsome face, or his sculpted muscles (though those helped); it was his knowledge of what she needed.

She moaned, pressing her thighs on the sides of his head, trying to get him to go deeper, but he pushed them away, held them still with his strong, unyielding arms. Melissa would get her way - but only if she did things his way. All of a sudden, his tongue speared past her pussy opening and went deep inside of her. If before the pleasure had been moderate, now it sparked up inside her, igniting a flame that promised to grow into a wild blaze. His tongue rummaged through her inner parts, finding its way into places she hadn’t even known she had, giving her a feeling she hadn’t known was possible. Sex had been great since she’d started taking the pills, but this...this was a whole other level.

Soon, Melissa felt herself climbing towards orgasm. The sensations pulsing through her reverberated off each other, growing in intensity and leaving her gasping, reaching out, trying to hit the climax, which was so close…

Then Allen stopped. “Getting close, huh?”

“W-wha…” Melissa was in a daze. She had been there! What had happened...oh, Allen had stopped licking. Why…

“You’re not getting off that easy,” he said, standing up. “Not before I get on top of you and pound you like the bitch that you are.” He got a condom out of his pants pocket and tore off the wrapper. “Get ready.”

“Oh...oh Allen…” Melissa was disappointed, confused, but so turned on by his casual dismissal of what she wanted. When she did get to her orgasm, it would be more than twice as good, and in the meantime...well, in the meantime, she could get her brains fucked out by this beautiful man. “Please, daddy, fuck me good...”

“You bet I will, bitch,” said Allen. He slid the condom onto his cock and then positioned himself at the entrance to her waiting pussy. “Get ready.”

Melissa was not prepared for the sensations that swirled inside of her as he slid into her eager virgin hole. Pleasure...there was pleasure, yes, but...mostly it was a feeling of rightness, a powerful rightness that she’d gotten a taste of a few times before. Having Allen take her, dominate her, use her, cum inside her...this was what she was meant to do. She gasped and moaned, unable to put into words just how turned-on she was.

His cock pushed further inside her, touching some of the same spots his tongue had, but mostly just giving her a feeling of being filled, stretched, pushed to the limit. Of course, getting her ass fucked felt really nice, but...this was different. By taking his cock in her willing pussy, she was submitting to something primal inside of her, allowing him to take something that she’d been wanting to give someone all week. The pleasure was raw, intense, impossible to put into words, and totally new.

More and more of Allen’s thick rod forced its way into Melissa’s pussy, until finally he was in up to the hilt, his balls touching her ass. He looked down at her, gazing into her eyes. “I’m making you mine now. Do you realize that? When I blow my load in this pussy, you’ll be my bitch.”

His tone of voice, his dominating attitude, were driving her crazy. “Oh, daddy, fuck me. Make me your bitch. I want to be your bitch so bad…”

“Careful what you wish for, bitch,” muttered Allen, his voice so low that she could barely hear him. Then, all of a sudden, his cock slammed out and back in, rocking her with intense thrusts. She was taken completely by surprise, but it was a good kind of surprise, like opening an unexpected present. There was pain, yes; her pussy wasn’t prepared to be used this roughly, and she grabbed the sheets, curling her fingers through the fabric to keep from crying out. But there was pleasure too. Where before his cock had been touching her most sensitive places, now it was slamming into them, short-circuiting the nerve endings, blasting through any hint of resistance she could put up.

Soon, he fell into a steady rhythm, each thrust sending wonderful sensations swirling through her. The pleasure wasn’t quite as intense as when he’d been tonguing her, but that was a good thing; it meant she could last longer before orgasm, exist longer in this wonderful space of submission and ecstasy. The feeling of his cock plumbing her depths was one she’d been missing for a very long time indeed.

But the orgasm was getting closer now. The heat inside of her was back, the reverberating pleasure that was creating a feedback loop, building and building in intensity. Her breathing got shallower, turned to gasps, because there wasn’t time to breathe, only to feel pleasurable, to bathe in the feelings washing over her. And Allen seemed to be feeling the same way; his thrusts had gotten more powerful, almost desperate, as he tried to extract more pleasure from her, to get closer to his own orgasm. Locked together, they were spiraling towards the climax, coming towards the peak -

And then Allen grunted, and Melissa felt his cock spasm inside of her. His thrusting grew wild as he lost all control, surrendering to the orgasm that was overwhelming him. She had done it. She had brought him to the point of ultimate pleasure, left him awash in overwhelming sensation. She had been a good bitch after all. That knowledge, that she had done well, that she had driven him to orgasm, was incredibly erotic, and soon -

Soon, she felt the heat inside her burst into a fiery vortex. Yelping, she clutched the sheets, curling her legs around him, trying to push him further inside her as she spasmed in bliss. Ecstasy blasted through her, overheating her, overflowing into yet more ecstasy, her limbs trembling as she feared, for a single nerve-wracking instant, that she would simply die of pleasure. The things she felt in those few moments of utter bliss were utterly life-changing; while before she thought she’d known the meaning of the word pleasure, now she realized that she knew nothing at all of what her body could offer. And if Allen could give her more of this...well, she wouldn’t be cheating, that was for sure.

For a minute, they both stayed in that position, gasping, and then he pulled out of her and began to get cleaned up. Soon enough, she followed suit. The atmosphere in the room was one of awkwardness, a feeling she thought she’d left behind. But the moment of orgasm had just been too divine to make the transition back to normality anything less than jarring.

Before Melissa knew it, she was standing at the door, back in her dress. She looked over her shoulder at Allen, who was doing up the buttons on his shirt. “Like, that was amazing.”

“Yeah, that was...wow. We gotta do that again.” He walked over to her and planted a kiss on her cheek. “I want to see you again.”

She blushed. “Oh, Allen…I do too. Just give me a call.”

“I will,” he said. He turned aside and let out a yawn. “I have practice tomorrow, believe it or not, so I have to turn in.”

Even though it was still fairly early, Melissa was too. “Yeah, like, I should too. See you...around.” 

“See you,” said Allen. It was hard to leave, and a little awkward since she lived five feet away, but soon Melissa was standing back in her own room, going over what had happened in her mind. Allen was...he was someone she wanted to commit to. The frat party had been fun, but none of those guys had compared to him in any way. Maybe it was time to give up her sex-crazed ways for a while...or, more likely, just direct all of that desire onto him.

She went to shower, and, when she returned, fell into bed. She was tired enough to go to sleep immediately, but something occurred to her, and she turned on the light on her nightstand and dove into the box next to her bed. Pushing past the dildos and the lube, she found the pill bottle and shook it. There was no sound from inside. Opening it, she found her fears confirmed: it was empty. She’d taken the last one earlier that day.

At first, a horrible sinking feeling settled over her. What was she going to do without the boosts of energy? And she would never be able to find more of them, unlabeled as the bottle was. But...she didn’t feel too groggy and disoriented, even though it had been eight hours since her last pill. Had she somehow been weaned off them? How?

But then calm settled over her once again. She wasn’t sure why, but she had a strange feeling that maybe, just maybe, everything was going to be okay. Maybe the pills had done their work on her, given her their gift. She ran her hands over her new body and contemplated all the possibilities, all the promise and excitement that her new life held. And could she really ask for more than that?

Thoughts like these swirling through her head, she rolled over and drifted off to sleep.


Anthology Two


From Nathan to Natalie

Friday

For the fourth time that shift, Nathan caught himself falling asleep at the register. The night was young, and the last rays of sunset weren’t quite gone from the campus of Roberts University, but he’d had a grueling Physics test earlier that day, and had been up much too late studying for it. Because of that, his job at the campus store was quite a bit more difficult than usual.

Nobody was even shopping. Aside from the rush at the beginning of the semester to get books, and around the holidays when desperate students ran to get last-minute Christmas gifts for their families, there was little demand out there for a $40 hoodie or a mug that was too small to hold a decent amount of coffee. So, usually, Nathan got to take it easy - trying to stay awake, restocking merchandise, greeting the occasional customer. A meticulous person by nature, he was always very careful about the organization of the store’s displays. The T-shirts all had to be stacked in a neat column, as did the sweatshirts, and the pennants needed to be laid out in an appealing fan shape. It was strangely enjoyable to look back at his handiwork and reflect that, if he were to see such a well-organized store, he’d be sure to buy something. Not that the money was going to him, of course.

But tonight, he had finished his organizing, and it was as dead as it had ever been. Barely anyone had even walked past the door. It was a Friday night, and most students were partying, having fun, and relaxing with friends. Nathan was surprised when he found himself wanting customers to stop by, just to give him something to do. Only an hour and fifteen minutes until close…

Suddenly, he heard the crunch of footsteps and loud laughter. Peering out into the gloom, he cursed himself for his thoughtlessness. Careful what you wish for, went the old saying. If only he had listened. For a moment, he prayed that the group would walk past the doors, heading somewhere else, but that bore no fruit either; they were making directly for the store.

The group of people invading Nathan’s silent, orderly haven was the Roberts University boys’ lacrosse team. They were loud and annoying, and one of them, Ryan Schwartz, had discovered Nathan’s quiet, withdrawn nature and delighted in making him uncomfortable. And this time was no different. After kicking the door open, he headed over to the register while the rest of the lacrosse boys began rummaging through the displays, ruining Nathan’s meticulous efforts. “‘Sup, Nathan?” he boomed.

“...Nothing much,” said Nathan. “I want to go to bed, is what’s up. I’m tired.” He tried to adopt a natural, easy tone; sometimes that made Ryan go away faster.

“Tired? Bed? It’s not even ten o’clock! You have to work for, what, another hour? How about after that, we go to a frat party and hook up with some bitches?” Ryan laughed uproariously, and his gang of friends joined in.

Nathan’s cheeks burned. He had nothing to say to that. He tried to think of some kind of banter, some witty comment to make Ryan get bored and go away, but nothing came to mind. His brain seemed to be squeezed dry. Finally, he got out a weak “...Um, I don’t think so…”

That wasn’t going to work. Ryan’s friends laughed again, and Ryan reached over and clapped Nathan on the shoulder as Nathan fought the urge to recoil. “Listen, my man, you have to get some banter skills! We should take you out and get some drinks in you sometime.”

“...I’m good,” said Nathan. He wanted to sink into the floor. This was so horribly embarrassing. What had he ever done to deserve Ryan’s abuse? Ryan’s friends filed over to the cash register. Despite the fact that they had ransacked the entire store, they had all found ridiculously small items to buy, from pencil sharpeners to little stickers. But everyone paid in even smaller change. It was humiliating to know that they were doing this just to mess with him, and yet there was nothing he could do about it without potentially getting in trouble with the manager.

“Hey, though,” said Ryan, bringing up the rear with the purchase of a small piece of chocolate, for which he paid in literal pennies, “I have a gift for you. You’re my good friend, right? What are friends for?” He slapped a bag of peanut butter cups on the counter. 

Even though Nathan despised the gift-giver, he drew in a sharp breath. Peanut butter cups were his favorites. “Th-thanks, Ryan,” he said, weakly.

“No problem, buddy!” said Ryan. “And whenever you wanna catch some tail, come find me!” He and all his friends had one more good laugh before leaving the store at last. Nathan looked at the mixed-up displays and sighed. At least there would be some work to do before close. And, after that, he could have some chocolate. Maybe Ryan wasn’t such a terrible person after all.

* * *

Later, back in his dorm room, Nathan slumped onto his bed and sighed. His back hurt, as it usually did after standing for so long, and he wanted nothing more than to peel his clothes off and go to sleep...but there were the peanut butter cups. It was good to have something sweet before bed. As he’d been walking back from work, the thought had occurred to him that Ryan might have been playing a prank. Maybe the chocolates were filled with hot sauce or garlic or something? So he was very careful as he opened the bag. It had a zip top, so it was impossible to know whether it had been opened before, but the peanut butter cups themselves were totally innocuous-looking. The wrappers fit tightly to them, and the smooth tops betrayed no hint of sabotage. Maybe Ryan had just given them to him because he knew that that would make Nathan sweat as he tried to think of what to say in return - and, well, it definitely had.

In that case, though, the candy itself would be innocent. He poured the bag out onto his desk and counted exactly fifteen peanut butter cups. And there were - he checked the nutrition facts - thirty-five calories per piece. A hundred calories was a reasonable amount for a snack, so he would eat three per night, and they would last him exactly five days. It was always best to have a plan, even when eating candy.

Just one last check, though...Nathan breathed in the scent of the chocolate, trying to detect the aroma of vinegar and cayenne peppers, but it all seemed completely normal. Hesitantly, he unwrapped one of the cups and took a bite. There was nothing at all unusual about the flavor, and quickly he devoured it and two more. He had been wrong to be so suspicious. Oh well.

After Nathan finished his snack, he put the peanut butter cups away, brushed his teeth, and fell into bed. Lying awake for a moment, he thought about Ryan and his own introversion. It wasn’t like being reserved was bad...but it did stop him from being able to deal with Ryan’s unwanted jokes. He wished that there were some way that they would stop teasing him, some way that he could handle people better. Oh well. Then, almost before he realized what was happening, his usual insomnia melted away in the face of his physical and mental exhaustion, and he felt himself drifting off to sleep. 

Saturday

The sunlight filtering in through the window fell onto Nathan’s face, rousing him at - he checked his alarm, which was turned off - nine thirty. A little early for the weekend, maybe, but...well, not that early. It was too bright to go back to sleep, unless he rolled down the blinds, and that seemed like a pretty lazy thing to do. His roommate, Derek, was still asleep, snoring softly with his pillow over his head. Classic. Derek never got out of bed before eleven, even on weekdays, and he frequently took afternoon naps as well. The man was half cat. Reluctantly, Nathan rolled out of bed, got into his workout clothes, and went for a run.

His route, about two and a half miles out of campus and around the neighborhood, seemed longer than usual. His stomach was growling, almost screaming to be filled. He’d noticed it in his room, but exercise had a way of making bodily needs much more urgent, and now he felt his legs wobbling and wondered if he would be able to complete the route. Usually, it wasn’t a problem at all, but it felt like there was an angry beast inside his belly, screaming to be sated. He gritted his teeth and hurried, trying to make it back faster.

At last, Nathan burst, gasping, into his dorm room. He wanted to run to the cafeteria, but he needed to shower first, so he hurried to the bathroom and sped through his shower routine. Then, still damp, he pulled his clothes on and dashed off to breakfast.

He was halfway through his usual meal of pancakes with peanut butter, a banana, and a hard-boiled egg when he noticed someone sitting down across from him. Briefly, and with some effort, he tore his attention away from his breakfast for long enough to see who it was.

The girl who had joined him at the breakfast table was Erica, probably the best friend he’d ever had. She was an art student, spontaneous and extroverted; he was, well, neither of those things. But the fact that she dragged him to social events had helped him to come out of his shell, if only a little, and his meticulous planning and scheduling kept her more on top of things than she otherwise would have been. They went together well, like chocolate and peanut butter. “How are things, Nathan?”

“Unh,” Nathan grunted, swallowing the pancake that he’d just devoured whole. “Pretty good. Just went for a run.”

“A run?” Erica made a face. She never worked out before lunch, as a rule, because her mornings were usually spent watching stupid teen dramas and coming to terms with the fact that she had to get up and go about her day. Usually, she wasn’t even awake before noon. “Well, I’m glad you enjoy that.”

“I do,” said Nathan. “But today, I was, like...super hungry for some reason. Like...ravenous. That’s a word. So I ended up with a slower time, and now I’m here.”

“That’s weird,” she said. “You were at dinner last night.”

“Yeah,” he said. He had stopped by to have dinner with her and the rest of their friends before going to work. “It’s kinda bizarre. But I feel better now.”

“Well, that’s good,” said Erica. Suddenly, her eyes lit up as she stared over Nathan’s shoulder. “Oooh, don’t look now, but...there’s that dark-haired boy again.” Many people got confused over her and Nathan’s relationship. They were just friends, but the assumption often was that they were dating. There wasn’t much that could have been further from the truth, though; Erica often pointed out the guys she was eyeing to Nathan, who, outwardly, reacted more or less indifferently. Inside, things weren’t quite so simple. He felt a twinge of something whenever she saw a man she liked, but it wasn’t jealousy, exactly; he didn’t know how to describe it. At times, he wondered whether he had a crush on her, but if he did, it wasn’t that strong, and whenever he’d considered making some kind of move, it had always just felt...wrong. She was pretty, with long dark hair and brown eyes that shone when she laughed, and next to her, he was less than unnoticeable; his hair, a dirty blonde, was shaggy and unruly, and besides that there was nothing whatsoever distinctive about his appearance. Maybe that was what it was, that she was so far out of his league that he’d just never worked through his feelings about her.

Well, he wasn’t going to figure them out sitting at the breakfast table. “You point that guy out every time you see him,” he said, “but you never go up to him. What’s stopping you?”

“Well, it’s like,” she smiled, “if I actually made a move, he’d probably turn out to be just some college idiot. But if I don’t...well, I can imagine him to be any way I want.”

“Interesting,” said Nathan. “If you ever change your mind, I see him sometimes around the chem labs. I think he’s one of those pre-med types.”

“Pre-med?” Erica frowned. “Gross. He’d never have time to go on a date even if I did ask him out. Anyway, how was work yesterday?”

“Well…” Nathan hesitated, wondering how much to tell Erica. She’d heard his Ryan stories many, many times. But then, what were friends for? “It was okay. Ryan and his friends came in again towards the end of the shift, so I had to clean up after that.”

“Oh, no,” said Erica. “Were they there long?”

“No, not really,” said Nathan. “And he gave me a bag of peanut butter cups. I don’t know why.”

“They weren’t filled with sauerkraut or anything? I wouldn’t eat those.”

He shrugged. “They seemed fine. I don’t know. I had a few, and they tasted normal.”

“That’s, like...something that a nice person would do, though,” said Erica. “And this is Ryan we’re talking about. So what’s up?”

“Maybe he just wanted to apologize or something. I don’t know.” Nathan felt a strange, inexplicable urge to drop the subject.

“Yeah, that’s weird,” she said, getting up. “Hey, I have to go to the mall today, so unless you want to come, there’s a party later in Patrick’s dorm room. We should meet up there.”

“Um…” said Nathan. The mall had always held a kind of attraction for him, but going and shopping were two different things. He’d always been utterly indifferent to whatever his parents or siblings found for him, and had usually settled on the first thing he tried on. But wandering between stores, looking in at the displays, he’d felt like there was something he was missing about it. It had always seemed to represent an opportunity, but an opportunity to do what?

On the other hand, watching other people shop had always been exhausting and incredibly boring for him, so there was no chance he’d be going with Erica to do that. As for the party...it wasn’t as if he ever really enjoyed parties. They were okay, but only if there weren’t too many people and the music wasn’t too loud. Patrick, the host, came from a restrictive family, so his events were usually soju-soaked bashes with people packed practically wall to wall. It was hardly the best way Nathan could think of to spend a Saturday night. But then, it wasn’t as if he was going to get out and do things any other way. “Sure, I guess I’ll go to the party. When’s it gonna start?”

Erica shrugged. “Ten? I don’t know. Well, see you there.”

“See you,” he said, waving. He watched her leave, and then got up and put his dishes away. It was probably time to get started on his homework.

* * *

A few hours later, and after leaving again to get lunch, Nathan was sitting on his bed amidst a pile of books and papers, brain throbbing. He’d wanted to get all of his homework for the weekend done in one sitting, since his roommate usually disappeared for much of the early afternoon, but that wasn’t going to happen. He sighed. The thought of having to do homework on Sunday too made him a little sad, but, well, it wasn’t as if there was a lot else going on.

At least he had video games to play. Nathan headed over to the computer and sat down in his desk chair. As he went to boot it up, he noticed his reflection in the darkened monitor. He didn’t keep a mirror in his room because looking in them sometimes made him feel strange, and he could only really see his silhouette in the black screen in front of him, but something felt...different about what he saw. He took out his phone and turned on the camera for a clearer view.

The reflection staring back at him was mostly as he expected, but...not quite. His hair was longer than he remembered, but since it was always so shaggy, that could have been a trick of the light. And his face seemed different, but not different enough that he could articulate what, exactly, he was reacting to. Since there was nothing specific that was wrong, he was tempted to dismiss the feeling as just a coincidence, but that didn’t feel quite right. Sighing, he put his phone away. Maybe he was finally losing it.

He turned on the computer and soon lost himself in Hitman. Video games always made real life feel less real and more manageable, and, for some reason, he felt that he needed that now more than ever.

* * *

The rest of the day oozed by, a grind of boredom, some more homework, a little bit of stretching to ease the unusual soreness in his limbs, and disappointment when Derek rolled in at seven and promptly set up shop at his own computer watching baseball. Why would anyone watch baseball? Surely there was a more interesting sport out there? Luckily, he left again at around nine-thirty, giving Nathan some time alone.

It occurred to Nathan as ten p.m. approached that he probably wouldn’t be around to eat his peanut butter cups later that night. If there was going to be alcohol involved, he might not remember, and it was good to stay on schedule. He ate them as he enjoyed an episode of JoJo’s Bizarre Adventure, then got up and headed out to the party.

No one ever dressed up for college parties, but that rule especially applied to anything that went down in Patrick’s room; after all, vomit was hard to wash out of clothes. Nathan could hear the music from the other end of the hall, and he took a deep breath to steel himself for what was to come. He was leaving his comfort zone, right? And that was a good thing.

The room was already nearly full when he showed up. There were probably twenty people in a space no larger than a shipping container, drinking blueberry soju and screaming with laughter. Nathan saw Erica and waved, but she was chatting with someone else, a person he couldn’t see through the crowd of people, and didn’t notice. Quickly, he was pulled into a corner where some people he vaguely knew were playing Cards Against Humanity. He liked games as a way of meeting people because they provided something to talk about, and even though he was sort of on edge in the crowded, noisy space, he found himself having a good time. A little bit of soju and a few winning rounds later, and he was on a roll.

The night oozed on, time passing unnoticed. Cards flowed through Nathan’s hands, people came in and out of the room, soju bottles were popped open, and yet none of it seemed quite real. Erica left at one point; Nathan looked over, and she was no longer in her spot in the corner. He wondered where she’d gone. Soon, he felt himself slipping into his usual late-night melancholy. He felt disconnected from the real world, disconnected from his life, and assaulted by the feeling that no one else really understood him. The alcohol, which clouded his mind and impeded his thinking, only made those feelings stronger. It was at moments like these that he was afraid of his own thoughts, afraid of the fact that he couldn’t hold back how he really felt, afraid of having to confront the conflicts that had always swirled inside of him, conflicts that no one else knew anything about. It was at moments like these that he was at his most alone. He wanted to leave.

Making an excuse, he got up and tried to shoulder his way out of the crowded dorm room. It was hard, because the floor was moving more than it was supposed to, and his mind felt more than a little cloudy, but eventually he burst into the hallway. The further he got from the noise and the lights, the better he felt. He was more himself in the silence and dimness of the hallway, and the thoughts that he’d just barely been able to suppress in the chaos of the party faded into the background once again. Now he just wanted his own bed, and everything would be okay.

Stumbling up the stairs, Nathan shuffled down his own hallway, towards his dorm room. A few feet away from the door, he realized dimly that he could hear grunting and the occasional feminine gasp coming from inside his room. Was his roommate...getting some? Who would want that guy?

Still, though, he found himself propelled by a desire to find out more. He knocked on the door next to his own, which belonged to a girl named Mara. They’d spoken a few times, but the main attraction Mara’s room held for him was that it had access to the roof of the low wing that jutted out from the side of the dorm building. From there, he could probably see into his own room, unless the blinds were drawn...maybe that was wrong, but then, he hadn’t gotten a text from his roommate letting him know not to come back just yet either.

A few moments later, Mara opened the door. “Oh, hi Nathan.”

“H-hey,” Nathan slurred. He was more drunk than he’d thought. “Um, can I get out on your roof? To, like, get some fresh air or something.”

“Ummm…” said Mara, “I don’t know. You seem kind of drunk. It might not be safe…”

“I’m fine,” said Nathan. I’m good. You don’t even know how good I am. I just wanna go out there real quick.”

“That’s not very convincing,” she said. “Well...here. I have a climbing rope in my closet, I think.” She disappeared for a moment and reemerged holding a colorful but strong-looking length of cord. “I’ll tie you into this and brace it against the bed.”

“You’re a…” Nathan lost his train of thought for a moment, “you’re a fucking wizard, Mara. Like, thanks.”

“You know,” said Mara, looping the rope around his waist and over his shoulders, “I’ve been waiting to hear those words all my life, but from a bearded half-giant and not from you, Nathan. Now I know you’re drunk.”

“I just...had a few drinks. Not that many. It’s fine,” said Nathan. 

Mara put the finishing touches on the harness, tied the other end of the rope to the bedpost, and opened the window. “Go nuts, my guy.”

Originally, there had been a screen to protect against bugs, and the window only opened six inches, but generations of skinny students had kicked out the screen and managed to wriggle out over the windowsill. Nathan now followed in their footsteps; his thin body slid fairly easily through the opening, although for some reason getting his chest through was more difficult than it usually was. 

Soon, he was standing on the roof, looking at the stars shining in the sky and feeling the cool breeze on his skin. He felt quite a bit better now, more normal, more connected to reality, but there was still one thing he had to do, and that was to see what was going on in his room. He headed out to the end of the roof, about thirty feet away from the window, as Mara watched anxiously and held the line. Then he turned and looked; the sight was...nearly indescribable.

Derek, because that had to be who it was, was lying on the bed as a girl bounced on his cock. Nathan couldn’t see her face because the window frame was in the way, but she was clearly having a good time, grabbing his roommate’s torso, bracing herself against him, pushing her hips back and forth to take more of him inside her. He was grabbing her hips to thrust more easily; they were in perfect harmony, entwined in ecstasy. Nathan felt strange; he was turned on, of course, desperately so, but he also felt something else stirring within him, something that felt new and yet strangely familiar at the same time. That girl...she was probably feeling great, wasn’t she? It was probably amazing to have sex with a man, even his roommate, who could give her such pleasure. For a moment, a flicker of something that felt a bit like envy stirred within him…

Then the girl bent down to kiss his roommate, revealing her face, and Nathan almost fell off the roof. It was Erica. How had Derek...that dirty dog. And why would she settle for that? Nathan would never be able to look her in the eye again.

He had a sudden urge to get off the roof and go somewhere else, to wait for Erica to be gone and to pretend he’d never seen anything. He hurried back over to Mara’s window and slid through, undoing the harness as he studiously dodged her pointed questions about what he’d seen, where he was going, what he was doing. He wanted to tell her to stuff it, but that would have been rude, and besides, he was good at hiding parts of himself from other people.

A few minutes later, he had left her room, left the dorm building, and was hurrying across the grassy quad to the library, where he was planning to sleep in a beanbag. The stars above were still shining, but they couldn’t comfort him anymore; he’d worked himself into such a frenzy that he barely noticed them. What he needed was to get to sleep, and to forget everything, the sooner the better.

He ran into the library, descended the steps to the basement, where the twenty-four-hour study room was located, and sank into a beanbag chair in the empty, quiet space. Even though he was hyper, hopped up on adrenaline and alcohol-soaked confusion, his exhaustion overrode all of that and sleep claimed him quickly.

Sunday

Nathan’s deep slumber was punctuated by dreams of what he had seen on the roof, of Erica gasping with pleasure, clinging to his roommate, of her body bouncing up and down as he thrust into her. The visions were intensely erotic, but confusing. It was almost as if...he didn’t feel like he wanted to be his roommate at all, which was what most guys would probably have wanted in that situation. It was almost as if...no, that was too crazy.

He was jerked awake by the sound of footsteps. An early-morning studier had come into the room and was visibly confused at the sight of someone already asleep inside. Cheeks burning, Nathan got up and immediately regretted it. The blood rushing through his body exacerbated his splitting headache, and his mouth was as dry as a desert. What the fuck had happened to him?

Slowly, memories of the night before (other than his sexual voyeurism) crept into his mind. The party, the card game, the...soju. Soju was terrible! Why had he drunk so much?

He wanted nothing more than to get back to his real bed and sleep some more, but since he was out anyway, he decided to go get something to eat first, a fried-egg sandwich from the cafeteria. It was so early - he walked through the doors at 6:23 AM - that the building was nearly deserted. He ate hurriedly and drank several cups of water before heading back to his dorm.

Derek was fast asleep when he arrived back at their room, but he didn’t care; he was much too tired to get annoyed. He fell into bed and joined him in slumber.

* * *

It was around one when Nathan awoke again, stomach grumbling and headache greatly diminished. He brushed his teeth and decided to head to the cafeteria for lunch. On the way there, he found himself going over what he had seen in his mind. The experience, and then the dreams about it, felt somehow significant, but in a way that he couldn’t understand. Seeing Erica having sex was an image he couldn’t possibly erase from his mind; maybe that was all it was. When he arrived at the dining hall, he grabbed a tray and piled it high with green vegetables and whole grains. It was time to make up for the sins of yesterday.

He was surprised to find Erica there as well, sitting at a table with some of their other friends. She perked up when she saw him and waved him over. Even though he felt awkward about talking to her, especially now, he saw no reason not to - it wasn’t as if she knew what had happened, after all - and he headed over to join them.

“Hey, Nathan!” Erica said brightly. He would never have caught on normally, but now Nathan recognized the confidence that was supposed to come after sex.

“Hey, Erica.” Nathan downed a cup of water (he had taken two, to help with his still-burning thirst), and set upon his sandwich and salad.

“You were at the party last night, right? I might have seen you.” Erica’s eyes scanned Nathan’s face. Maybe she was trying to figure out if he had seen her with his roommate?

“Yeah, I was,” said Nathan. “I saw you, but I think you left at one point. I was playing Cards Against Humanity with some people.”

“Oh, yeah...yeah, I did,” said Erica, looking a little flustered. “Well, it was good that you got out. That’s what Saturday nights are for!”

“...Yeah,” he said, “but I’m not sure I’m gonna do that again for a while. I had a little too much soju.”

“So did I,” she laughed. “It tastes like soda, so it’s easy to drink a lot.” She paused. “Hey, did you do something with your hair or something? You look a little bit different. I can’t really explain how, but...something’s changed.”

“You think?” asked Nathan. “That’s...funny. I was just thinking that yesterday.” He pulled out his phone and turned on the camera. There was something markedly different about the face staring back at him. His hair seemed longer again, and the lengths had evened out as well, giving him a healthy-looking mane that fell nearly to his shoulders. The lines of his face were a little softer, and his skin seemed smoother.

“You haven’t done anything different?” she asked, seemingly confused.

“No, nothing,” he said. “I don’t know. Maybe I just...look weird because of the hangover or something.”

“I’ve never heard of that happening,” said Erica. Suddenly, Nathan wondered whether she believed that he didn’t know what was going on. “But whatever happened, it looks good on you. And your skin, too!”

“Thanks, I guess,” said Nathan, feeling a little bit self-conscious. It was weird to be complimented on something he’d put no effort into. Obviously, having smoother skin and better hair could only be a good thing, but it was all a bit strange.

When he finished lunch, after agreeing to meet Erica for dinner as well, Nathan headed back to his dorm. He was dismayed to find his roommate still asleep, oblivious to the bright sunlight coming in through the window. Seeing his roommate gave Nathan a strange feeling, like he was...like he was...no, no, no. None of that was worth thinking about. Instead, he put on his workout clothes and headed out for a run.

Sometimes, exercise right after eating could lead to cramps, but not today; Nathan found himself practically flying through the route, beating his mile time record by a few seconds and conquering the short hilly party of the route with ease. As he was winding down, settling into his pace for the last half mile or so, he passed a construction site. The workers had already demolished a dilapidated wooden shack, and now they were building a block of condos, as per the plan of the city of Dos Hermanos to increase density rather than throwing up yet more new subdivisions. At the moment, though, no work was being done; instead, the men were sitting on the grass, eating lunch and talking. Nathan took no notice of them...until a shrill wolf-whistle split the air.

Startled, he glanced over, the whistle cut off abruptly, and laughter filled the air. Apparently, one of the workers had mistaken him for a girl, and now his friends were giving him grief. Nathan’s cheeks burned, and he sped up, trying to escape more quickly the scene of the incident. Why had...how could something like this happen? The idea of being ogled, stared at - that wasn’t good. It was humiliating, and it made him angry. But, deep down, the idea of getting attention from men - not in that way, of course, but more positively - it...maybe...wasn’t...so...bad?

What was going on with him? He shook his head, thinking about the strange twenty-four hours he’d been through. There was the party, of course, but there were these weird thoughts, and...he couldn’t seem to get rid of them, no matter how hard he tried. He felt insecure in who he was, insecure in what he wanted, insecure in everything, far more than ever before. Maybe this was something to talk to someone about...but that would be really difficult. How could he tell someone else about his feelings if he couldn’t even describe them to himself?

Well, video games always helped with the weird and hard-to-categorize emotions. Back in his room, he finished his homework, then booted up Hitman once more and zoned out. Ahh, peace at last.

* * *

A few hours later, he concluded that he was not, in fact, at peace. Something still felt wrong. He felt himself trying to suppress something, and the game was not helping. Watching a bald man kill people might normally have scratched an itch for him, but this time it was definitely not the itch he was trying to scratch.

He cast around in his mind. Maybe he was lovesick or something? There were a lot of songs about that. But then, Erica wasn’t really that kind of thing for him. No matter how deep he looked inside himself, he couldn’t find that kind of desire for her. Or anyone else, for that matter, which was a little odd. Weren’t people supposed to date in college?

Beyond that, well, there was the possibility that he was gay, or maybe bi. That couldn’t be ruled out. But even if he didn’t have a crush on Erica, he also didn’t have one on any guys; even though he was sitting back and really thinking about it, being as open to himself as he possibly could, he couldn’t find those feelings inside himself. It wasn’t something he could totally discount, but it also wasn’t the source of his internal chaos.

Maybe...well, there was another option, and it seemed much scarier. He turned off the computer and looked at his silhouette reflected in the dead screen. Was he...was he...gender-something? Trans, or non-binary, or...something like that would explain a lot: why he had always been drawn to the aisles of pink girls’ toys as a child, why he had felt a strange stirring when My Little Pony came on TV, why he had never liked shopping for jeans at the mall. But...weren’t you supposed to, like, hate yourself to be trans or whatever? To have a lot of...gender dysphoria? That wasn’t...that wasn’t something Nathan was experiencing. Looking at himself in his phone once again, staring at the lines of his face, his skin, he felt almost comfortable...almost. There was a twinge of something, a hint of discomfort, but nothing that felt definitive to him. Those twinges had been stronger before, but...maybe he was getting over it? Maybe he had been questioning, and now he was moving on? Yeah, that sounded pretty good, pretty likely.

Still, there was a lot to think about. He got up and headed out to go meet Erica for dinner and try to figure some things out. Maybe he would actually ask for her help.

* * *

Nathan met up with his friend at their usual table in the cafeteria. Feeling low, he grabbed himself a plate of pizza and fries beforehand. Erica raised her eyebrows when she saw his dinner. “Having a rough time?”

“Well...kinda, to be honest,” he said. “I don’t know. It’s like...I’m trying to figure something out about myself.” It was a bit strange to be opening up to her now. He’d seen her having sex, and now the energy between them was a bit different, even though she had no idea that he knew. Still, though...she was his best friend in the world, and if she couldn’t help him, no one could.

“Can I ask what?” While she liked to joke around and tease him, Erica could also be surprisingly tender, which was one of the things Nathan appreciated most about her.

“I’m...not sure,” he said. “It’s not like I don’t feel comfortable telling you. It’s more that...I don’t know whether I can describe what’s going on with me.”

“It’s one of those really deep things that you can’t really verbalize, huh?” asked Erica. “I can’t read your mind, I guess, but…” she paused. “I told you I’m bisexual, right?”

“Yeah,” said Nathan. Erica didn’t talk much about her sexual orientation, but she seemed very comfortable with it, which he admired.

“Well, being bi...it’s not always so easy. If I tell a straight guy, now I’m too gay. But if I tell a lesbian girl, now I’m too straight. But I struggled a lot with those feelings when I was in high school. I had always thought I was,” she made air quotes, “‘normal,’ and I clung to that idea of myself because it was comforting and stable. But the fact that sometimes I would pass a hot girl and have the urge to do a double-take...that didn’t go away. And I couldn’t make it go away by pushing my real self down, trying to hide the person I was bound to become. So that’s my advice to you, I guess. Being afraid of facts about yourself, even facts that society doesn’t readily accept...it won’t make you happy, because those facts don’t change. You can’t run from the person you really are. Instead, get comfortable somewhere, take a deep breath, and open up to the truth. You’re not going to find it right away, but...it’s going to be a step in the right direction. I mean, that’s what I think you should do. You don’t have to.” Erica smiled shyly. “Sorry for dumping that all on you.”

“No, I think that might have helped,” said Nathan. “Thanks a lot for sharing all of that with me.”

“No problem,” she said. “Does this...thing you’re exploring have anything to do with whatever changed about your look?”

“I told you,” said Nathan, “I don’t know what’s going on. I look different today for some reason, that’s all.”

“Okay, okay,” said Erica. “Well, I just want you to know that I’ll be your friend, no matter what. You can come to me whenever you want.”

“Thanks, Erica,” said Nathan. But he was already slipping back into his thoughts, trying to process what she had told him. What was the best thing to do? Hadn’t he sort of already done the opening-up-to-himself thing?

There was a lot for him to think about, but he was also still a bit behind on sleep and would need to get up for class the next day. He finished his dinner, said goodbye to Erica, and hurried back to his dorm. He was so tired that he didn’t even mind that his roommate was there, staring at his phone, which was presumably showing a baseball game. Instead, he changed into his pajamas and was about to brush his teeth when he remembered the peanut butter cups. Those would probably be a good way to feel a little better about things, he thought, so he opened up the bag and poured out three more. The taste of chocolate and peanut butter really did banish some of the distress from his mind, at least for a few moments. After enjoying them, he put the bag away, brushed his teeth, and got into bed.

Monday

Nathan had a strange dream. He was shopping for...something. The store looked like a clothing store, but everything on the racks seemed hazy, indistinct, undefined - not the jeans that he would usually have bought at a place like that. Or, well, they could have been; he couldn’t see and didn’t know. There was no one else around, and he wandered the racks, looking for...something, something unknowable, indescribable. The clothes seemed to be important, but no matter how hard he looked, they were never anything more than smudges in his vision, than gray blobs that his eyes seemed to skip over. There were mannequins, but they were dressed in the same clothes, and everything except their heads and hands was just as blurry as the clothing racks.

He felt himself pulled this way and that, like a paper boat bobbing in the ocean, his spirit wandering down the walkways of the strange store, searching for something. He passed the checkout counter, but it was unstaffed and utterly silent. The walls, covered in graphics advertising sales and new styles, were a blotchy mess, indistinct except for the smiling face of a model peering out here and there.

The search began to feel hopeless, and he didn’t even know how he knew that it was a search, or what he was searching for, but his drifting became agitated, faster, hurrying past displays and between racks, trying to reach his destination. There was a time limit, some kind of barrier that he was in danger of running up against, and he needed to find…

There! A flash of color flitted across the edge of his vision. Turning, he began to dash towards it, floating through obstacles like a ghost, pushing himself to get there faster, to get what he needed. There was clarity ahead, some truth, and finding it would take the effort of every fiber of his being, the full and complete exertion of all his will, before time ran out. At the end of his strength (a feeling he’d never felt before in a dream), he looked up, exhausted, and saw the thing he’d been trying to reach, laid out in front of him -

It was a rack of women’s underwear.

He felt like a deer in headlights. How was - what - this was...he looked around reflexively, trying to see if anyone was there to witness his shame, but of course the ghostly store was still empty. Why...it was so embarrassing that those were the only clothing items in the entire store that he could see. Why would it be them? What did it mean? What did any of this mean?

Confused, disoriented, he awoke to the chirping of his alarm. Slapping the button to shut it off, Nathan lay in bed for a few moments, trying to collect himself. The dream had felt real, more real than any dream he’d ever had before, and yet it had been...so weird. Why would he want women’s underwear? Of course he would never be interested in women’s underwear. That was totally laughable. Of course.

Getting up, he unplugged his phone and, on a whim, turned on the camera and checked himself out. If there were really going to be changes every day now, then it would be best to keep track of them, right? And, sure enough, things were different once again. His brow ridge had once been low and sharp, but it seemed a bit higher and softer now. And his facial hair seemed to have faded; usually dark in color, it was now much lighter and softer, to the point where it was hardly visible. It was shaving day anyway, but he could have gotten away without that. His hair was longer yet again, falling all the way to his shoulders. If he held the phone at just the right angle and squinted, he found that, if he looked away from his still-low brow ridge, and his last few mustache hairs, and his softer-but-still-noticeable jawline, he could see a girl staring back at him.

That realization gave him a strange feeling. It should have been disgust, or confusion, or...something. What it shouldn’t have been was...there was a strange, almost a kind of thrill deep inside of him, a thrill that, no matter how much he told himself that it wasn’t okay, that it wasn’t normal to get excited in this situation, wouldn’t quite go away.

Nathan turned the phone off and put it away. There was a lot to take in, especially this early in the morning, and a lot of questions to be answered. One such question was, what was doing this? Before, he’d had himself convinced that the changes, whatever they were, were somehow temporary or caused by circumstance. Why a hangover would have given him softer skin, he didn’t know, but at least it was an almost-plausible explanation for what was happening. But now...not only had he not gone back to normal, but more was changing. That made no sense at all.

Oh well, at least he wasn’t growing a big gross beard or something. There were worse things that could happen. He got into his running clothes and headed out to hit the streets. It was best to get active, to think about something else for a little while.

When he got back, he showered and was getting ready for breakfast when he glanced over at Derek. The man was asleep, blanket wrapped around his legs like some kind of jungle snake. But what drew Nathan’s attention was - and he blushed when he saw it - his roommate’s massive morning wood. It was pushing up through his shorts and underwear, unable to get fully erect, but even still, it was, well...Nathan knew he had always been lacking down there, sporting a three-inch shaft if he was lucky, but he had never imagined just how big a dick could get. The sight was eye-popping, and for a few moments he found himself envying Erica, wondering what it would feel like to take that monster, to let it push deep inside his asshole.

He shook his head. This was too weird. Nathan was okay with being bi, or even gay, but...his roommate? The guy was a weirdo, a baseball fanatic, a vampire who couldn’t stand having daylight touch his skin. Sure, maybe he was packing a huge, meaty rod, one that probably tasted amazing when you sucked it, but…

No, no, no. It was time to go to class. If Nathan couldn’t get his mind out of the gutter, then he would need to punish himself by cooling off with a boring lecture. That seemed fitting.

* * *

Hours later, Nathan’s brain felt drained and dry after hours of classwork, but his stomach was empty, and it was time for lunch at the cafeteria, where he had agreed to meet up with Erica. He wanted to see her, of course, just like any other day, but he also wanted to ask for her advice. It would be no use hiding from himself any longer, and she could help him. If anyone could help him, she could.

He felt a little nervous, though, on the way there. Even though he wasn’t sure quite what he was going to dump on her, it was something big, and there was always the possibility that she might not react well. Or...probably she would. She was a nice person and all. Still, he was swirling with all kinds of emotions as he walked into the cafeteria.

Luckily, he found Erica sitting by herself, waiting for him. If their other friends had been there, it would have been awkward. He plopped his tray onto the table and sat down. “Hey.”

“Hey there!” said Erica. “What’s up?”

They fell into an easy chatter about this and that as Nathan tried to work up the confidence to tell her what he was feeling. Usually, hearing about Erica’s classes was pleasant, enjoyable, because he cared about her and wanted to be clued in with what was going on in her life, but now it felt irritating and pointless. He wasn’t angry at her as much as he was at himself; he needed to get his act together and just...ask her for help.

Unexpectedly, though, she gave him an opening. “You look different today again. Your hair is...longer?”

“Um...yeah,” said Nathan. “About that...I…” he realized that no words would come. He knew how he felt, and that he wanted her to understand, but not how to put those feelings into words. “Um…” a sudden urge raced through him. “Can you...come to the mall with me? Like, today?”

Erica wrinkled her eyebrows. “I can, right after this if you want, but...are you, like, ok? You seem...anxious.”

“Well, it’s like…” Nathan paused. “I think I realized something important, but I’m missing the last piece, and I need you to be there when I find it.”

“That’s...well, I’m your friend, and you should know that I’m there for you, no matter what,” said Erica. “Do what you feel.”

“Yeah,” he said, resolve rising up within him. “Let’s go to the mall.”

* * *

Erica’s car pulled into the Dos Hermanos Galleria parking lot and slid into a spot. Nathan was sitting in the passenger seat, paralyzed with anxiety, wondering what he was going to do, oblivious to Erica’s angry murmuring about the driver just in front of them that had so thoughtlessly forgotten to signal. “That’s dangerous. My mom would have a thing or two to say about that.” Then she turned to Nathan. “Did you have a store in mind?”

“Um, yeah,” said Nathan. “Old Navy.”

“Old Navy?” asked Erica. “Do you want some jeans or something?”

“Um…” said Nathan. “Something like that.” They got out of the car and headed into the mall. The Galleria was the center of the city, or at least the closest thing the city had to a center, sprawling across four city blocks and hosting almost two hundred stores. It was the first (and only) thing that city boosters would brag about, and a haven for everyone who was sick of Dos Hermanos’ distance from the bright lights of LA. If you stood in the middle of the mall and closed your eyes, you could almost pretend you were shopping in Santa Monica. The hustle and bustle was usually something that Nathan tried to avoid, as a rule, but now...now he was on a mission. A mission that might just change his life.

The Old Navy was up on the third floor, next to the White Barn, and the scent of pumpkin candles made them cough as they entered the store. Usually, they would have mocked the eye-watering fragrance, and the kind of person who would voluntarily buy something that smelled like that, but today it only made Nathan anxious. It was a factor beyond his control, reminding him that the world, the massive, indifferent world, would never give him the space he needed to feel truly comfortable.

But then, if the world was indifferent, that also meant it wasn’t judgemental. And that meant that Nathan had the opening he needed to do what he needed to do.

He took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and thought back to the dream. The clothing racks, the checkout counter, the graphics on the walls...the layout of the store in his dream matched the Old Navy exactly. That meant that...he began to move forward, following the frantic route of his search. It led through the men’s section, past racks of button-down shirts, basketball jerseys, and khaki pants. He knew that Erica was following him, a look of concern on her face, and he was glad that she was with him, even if she couldn’t understand. No one would ever quite understand. The few other shoppers kept glancing over at him as he shuffled along, their stares making him feel even more wound-up, even more desperate.

At last, he was making the turns he remembered most clearly. Once more around the jeans display, turn towards the wall with the greenish graphic, straight on, turn at the dress shirts - and then he was there. He opened his eyes and found himself directly in front of the rack of bras.

“Um...Nathan?” asked Erica. “Are you...doing okay?”

He turned to her, opened his mouth, but nothing would come out.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said. “If there’s something you want to tell me, you can tell me.”

That pushed him over the edge. “Erica, I...I’m transgender.”

The words hung in the air for a moment. Then she put a hand on his shoulder. “I’m so, so glad that you found the truth about yourself. I was rooting for you the whole time.”

“Thanks, Erica,” he said. No more words would come, nothing to express the gratitude he felt towards her, but he could hope that what he had said would be enough. She had been crucial in his journey, and would be crucial in what was coming next.

“So…” said Erica, “do you want to...go shopping?”

“Well…” said Nathan, “not particularly. But I really, really, really don’t want to not go shopping.”

“I’m here for you,” she said. “Let’s find you something to wear.”

* * *

Hours later, Nathan was wrestling a load of bags up the stairs and into his dorm room. Derek was there and raised his eyebrows as he watched Nathan dump his haul onto his bed, but Nathan couldn’t really care less; he didn’t feel like explaining himself, and it wasn’t as if his roommate particularly needed to know why he’d purchased four pairs of yoga pants and a ton of other stuff. Instead, he was focusing on the feelings swirling inside him. When he thought of the shopping trip, he felt ill, the quizzical gazes of others making him want to curl up and die, but...it was all worth it. When he touched his new clothes, felt the fabric of a dress, the smooth leather of a pair of heeled booties, he felt more than ecstatic - he felt complete.

It was weird, though. Even though...even though he felt like he was really a girl deep inside, that that was how he wanted to go through life, he didn’t feel like he was one yet. He hadn’t supplied a new name to Erica during the shopping trip, so she had continued to call him Nathan, which was...okay. It was okay in the same way that everything in his life up to this point had been just okay. He knew that the girl he dreamed of being didn’t go by Nathan, but it was tolerable, if unpleasant, to not be that girl just yet. He just hoped he wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

His stomach growled; it was almost dinnertime, and he needed to get to the cafeteria. He had no plans to meet Erica, since he felt like he’d overwhelmed her with enough personal business for one day, but he hoped to see some of his other friends. Maybe he would come out. That would be cool.

But what to wear? He struggled, looking at the options laid out before him, wondering how much to reveal by what he chose. On the one hand, he wanted to pull on a dress and some nice shoes and just knock people’s socks off. On the other hand, shopping had been exhausting, and his roommate staring at him as he dithered over his decision was exhausting, and he just wanted to have the rest of the day go by as easily as possible. What to do?

In the end, he settled on strapping on one of the bralettes that he’d bought under his t-shirt. It felt wonderful and affirming, but it was also inconspicuous and plausibly deniable. The tight squeeze he’d had getting out on the roof had probably been due to the fact that he’d grown (by Erica’s estimate) perky A-cups over the course of just a few days, so actually the support was very nice to have. Thus prepared, he headed out to eat.

Dinner was pleasant. Nathan did find some of his friends, and they talked about this and that, classes, homework, and whether so-and-so was going to so-and-so’s stand-up comedy show even though they weren’t really dating, and wouldn’t you have to really like a person to go to their comedy show? He decided that coming out could wait a day or two. It was no good to go faster than he was comfortable with, and it wasn’t as though it was his sacred duty to come out as soon as he possibly could. Instead, he just relaxed, enjoying the feeling of normality, even as his new secret hugged him around the chest. Things were all right.

* * *

Later that night, after catching up on the homework he hadn’t done that afternoon and eating his peanut butter cups, Nathan was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling. The only illumination in the room was his roommate’s phone, which was, as, usual, showing baseball, and Nathan could gather his thoughts in the warmth and safety of the dark.

On the one hand, coming out, finally being able to be himself, was great. He was wearing a thong under his gym shorts; it wasn’t very comfortable, but the feeling of it digging into his asscrack was the feeling of victory, god damn it! He had waited eighteen years for that feeling, and he would be damned if he let it go so easily.

On the other hand, though, he still needed more affirmation. He felt like he was probably on the right path, but...he needed time to get used to this new way of thinking about himself. It wasn’t easy to adjust to such a big change. And everything was feeling a little more difficult for some reason. Being called Nathan and he at dinner wouldn’t normally have fazed him too much, but now all of a sudden he felt a stab of pain every single time. Tasting freedom made not having it feel that much more difficult. But asking people to use a new name and pronouns...that would be a different kind of pain.

Well, it wasn’t as if thinking about it too much would make anything easier. It was probably better to let things stew overnight and not to take anything faster than he was comfortable with. Sighing, Nathan rolled over and went to sleep.

Tuesday

He had another dream that night. There was a forest, a beautiful, verdant woodland filled with chirping birds and flowers bursting forth from the earth. It was spring, and he - well, she - was fully, indisputably a woman. Her hair tumbled down her back and she was wearing a comfortable white linen dress that made her look, and feel, innocent, almost angelic. The indescribably wonderful sensation of femininity almost made her want to cry, and she spent a few minutes simply luxuriating in the knowledge that she was, at last, who she had always wanted to be.

But then...a feeling came over her that there was something she was supposed to do, that she couldn’t just relax among the trees and enjoy being her true self. After all, that wasn’t really what life was all about, was it? In front of her, a path wound away among the bluebells, and she began to walk down it, bare feet sinking into the cool, welcoming earth.

For a long while, the path turned this way and that, passing now through a jumble of rocks, now through a glade surrounding a magnificent old oak tree, now over a bubbling stream with the help of three even white stepping stones. There was no sign of anyone else in the wood; the sounds were of wildlife and the warm breeze that stopped her from shivering, lightly-dressed though she was. There were no paths or tracks crossing the one she was following and no evidence that anyone had passed that way for a long time; the forest floor was free of footprints.

Eventually, she became aware that the path was sloping gently downwards. She crossed the stream several more times, and it became slowly wider and wider as little rills and brooks joined it from both sides. The path cut through earthy banks held up by tree-roots, and the ground became wetter and wetter; it wasn’t at all unpleasantly damp, just a little cooler and damper than it had been before.

At last, the path crossed the stream, which was now a proper creek, over a neatly-painted white bridge. The slats were warm from the sun, and she relaxed for a moment, enjoying the sensation. There was a clearing on the other side of the creek, wide and spacious, in which a cabin rested. It was a small, well-kept building that reminded her of a gingerbread house, and smoke was curling from the chimney. Maybe someone was home?

If so, she felt like going over and saying hello. What was the harm? Maybe they would be friendly. She was feeling good, her gender validated, and because of that, she was a little more outgoing than before. As a man, she had shrunk away from meeting new people because she had been afraid, deep down, to show them a version of herself that she hated, but now there was no need to be so shy. If the chimney was any indication, it could even be that they were cooking something delicious!

She strode across the meadow, feet crunching through the leaf litter, and soon found herself standing on the porch of the building. All of a sudden, the birdcalls seemed a bit quieter, and the bright sunlight seemed a bit dimmer. The breeze cooled, and she shivered, clutching at her shoulders as she suddenly realized just how exposed she was. Up close, the cabin wasn’t quite what it had seemed; the logs were old, and moss grew on the north side of the structure. The porch was rickety, and the door had a tarnished knob that hardly begged to be turned. The windows were dark, only a dim light filtering out past the tattered lace curtains.

And yet...there was a strange attraction, a mysterious force begging her to open the door. The whole scene, she realized, had been arranged to pull her towards that. The path, which wound through the woods in only one direction, had pulled her here, and now she had no choice but to play her part - whatever that part might turn out to be.

Slowly, gingerly, she crept across the porch. The slats creaked under her feet, and her fear of, and revulsion towards, the hideous old building only grew as she found herself forced towards entering it. This was a part of the story that she’d never wanted to hear, and now she had to face it, had to confront something beyond her understanding. The dream was turning into a nightmare.

Her hand crept down towards the knob, but just a moment before she touched the cold metal, the door began to swing open seemingly of its own accord. She watched with bated breath as the room within came into view. At first, all that she could see was a bonfire burning in the hearth - the source of the dim yellow glow and the curling smoke. Then, as her eyes adjusted to the dark, she began to see more and more of the space: the bare, undecorated walls; the dirty rug on the floor; and, in the corner, a rickety old bed.

She realized, after a moment, that there was a figure lying on the mattress. Firelight glistened over oiled skin, and muscles rose and fell as the man breathed. He had been waiting for her. She wanted to run in fear, to reject him, all of this, but he had been waiting a very long time, and it would be rude, after all, to leave now…

Hesitating in the doorway, she came to a decision. Though it was terrifying, unfamiliar, beyond anything she had expected - this man, his beautiful body, his (for now she noticed it at last) massive, erect penis - she had to bring this experience into her life. Wordlessly, he beckoned to her, and she couldn’t refuse his summons, couldn’t turn down the chance to put this piece of the puzzle into place. Slowly, she drifted across the room and climbed into the bed…

Nathan awoke to the sound of his alarm, breathing heavily and covered in sweat. His roommate looked over, confused, and he fell back against his pillow, wondering what he had just experienced. He noticed that his dick was painfully hard, pressing up against the sheets, and tried to remember another time that he’d been so turned on...but there hadn’t been one, not for many years.

Climbing out of bed, he grabbed his phone and checked himself out. His hair fell past his shoulders now, and from behind no one would guess that he’d been born a boy, but there were still a few traces of masculinity left in his face. No single feature gave the impression of maleness, but...it would take another day or so before his feminization was complete.

Still, though, he was awfully cute. It was a wonderful feeling to look into his phone camera and see a face so much more like what he had always wanted for himself, so much more like how he knew he looked like inside. Whatever was causing this...it could keep going for as long as it wanted. Nathan wasn’t going to object.

He went out on his run, hair tied up for the first time. That feeling gave him an extra boost of confidence, of encouragement, and soon he found himself rocketing down the roadway, surpassing his record mile time. The female form he was adopting was powerful, and he planned on taking full advantage of that.

After a quick shower, he headed out to breakfast. It was so much easier to take care of a body that he felt more of a connection to, and he ate a healthy meal of oatmeal and fruit, feeling much better than he did after his usual sugary cereal. As he sat at the table, his thoughts drifted back to the dream. It seemed like...if the dream the night before had had some meaning, then this most recent one might as well, right? But what was it? The forest, the cabin, the - Nathan blushed - hot guy, they all had some significance.

As he thought, his phone buzzed. It was a message from Trevor, his old friend from high school. Trevor was a year younger, a senior in high school, and was texting to tell Nathan that he was touring a school in the area and to ask whether Nathan wanted to meet up for dinner that night.

A strange feeling came over Nathan as he reread the text. He felt like it was a sign, somehow, of something that he was supposed to do. He felt that he should accept, but...he couldn’t say why, exactly. Of course, he wanted to see his friend, but it was more than that. Much more than that.

He hadn’t thought about Trevor in a few months. He had always been athletic, which Nathan hadn’t, but they’d gotten along because of Trevor’s cheerful personality and the fact that the other boy loved video games as much as Nathan did. Nathan had always been the more serious student, but if Trevor was looking at schools in the area, maybe he was upping his game academically too. If so, good for him. Nathan had always felt sort of like an older sibling to him.

But there wasn’t time to sit around thinking about Trevor all day; Nathan had to get to class. He got up, adjusted his bra strap, and hurried off to the physics lab.

* * *

Hours later, Nathan put down his homework, which he had just finished, and looked over at the clock. It was four fifteen, and they had agreed to meet at the burger place just off campus at six, so the time was right to think about what to wear. On the one hand, he had no reason to come out to Trevor that night in particular (even if he did want to tell him eventually), and going to a restaurant en femme might be a little emotionally draining. On the other hand...there was a strange appeal to just showing up all dolled up and letting Trevor figure things out for himself. And...Nathan felt like he was supposed to do that, like that was the better option.

In that case, though, he’d need time to prepare, since the shopping trip with Erica had included a stop at Sephora, and he had a wide variety of products to figure out how to use. The first step was going to be...primer, right? He pulled up a relevant tutorial on YouTube and got to work.

After an hour and a half, his arms were aching from making so many small, precise movements, his patience was almost exhausted, and the tubs of product were noticeably lighter than they had been before, but Nathan finally had a working look. It had taken many, many attempts, but he’d concealed his dark spots, contoured his foundation, done a nice winged eyeliner, and finished off the look with a nude lipstick that was flattering without being too noticeable. For a first try, it wasn’t bad at all. He took a quick selfie, something he’d never once felt a desire to do before, and headed over to the closet to change. There wasn’t much time to decide on what to wear, but he and Erica had worked out a capsule wardrobe, so he could mix and match to some extent. At last, he settled on a simple black dress, denim jacket, and white sneakers. It was an awfully cute outfit, and together with the makeup, made it almost impossible to tell that he hadn’t been born a woman. He smiled. This was going to be fun.

* * *

The burger place was busy as always, but Nathan arrived before Trevor (who, no doubt, was still trying to find it) and managed to score a table. He picked a chair angled towards the doorway so that he’d be able to show off his toned legs, which he was genuinely proud of.

Wait...toned legs? This was...Trevor was his friend. But then...he thought back to the dream again, to the beautiful, muscular man and his beautiful, thick cock. He thought back to his lifelong fear of, and revulsion for, the sexual act. He thought back to his sudden comfort in his own skin, and how now everything seemed easier, how his goals seemed to be within reach. Could it be that he really was into his friend?

As he sat, deep in thought, he noticed Trevor head into the restaurant and begin to look around, scanning the crowd. His heart leapt; the man was just as he remembered, tall with a square jaw and brown, glittering eyes. He’d glowed up a little over the course of a few months as well, with a new haircut that looked good on him.

Nathan realized that Trevor would have no possible way of recognizing him, so he stood up and waved, not caring that heads turned all over the restaurant. Trevor looked confused when he saw Nathan, but he headed over anyway.

When he reached the table, he looked around one more time and then turned towards the girl sitting in front of him. “Hey there. Are you, uh, Nathan’s girlfriend or something?”

Nathan smiled. “You could certainly say that.”

“Um,” said Trevor, “what does that mean, exactly?”

“Well…” said Nathan, “if you want to know a secret...I am Nathan.”

Trevor’s eyes widened, and he smiled widely. “Holy shit! I had no idea! You transitioned without telling me? Being a woman looks great on you!”

“Thanks.” Nathan smiled, suddenly shy. He was glad that Trevor was so accepting, but...it was still pretty strange to be getting a compliment from a guy, especially, well, a cute guy…no, no. He could no longer deny this part of him, the part that thought Trevor was cute, that felt funny around him, that wanted him, but...he had to focus on the conversation. They were having dinner, like civilized humans. Trevor hadn’t signed up for a date. He cast around for a topic of conversation. Well, they were sort of already talking about his transition, right? “It kind of just ended up...happening, you know? It felt natural.” He didn’t expect Trevor to believe that things had changed so much in under a week, so he didn’t go into it. 

Luckily, though, his friend took the more obvious meaning. “Yeah, that’s great! I’m so happy for you. Tell me, though, what should I call you?”

“Um…” Nathan was caught off guard again. He didn’t really want to explain that he wasn’t at that point in the process yet, but his reservations weren’t just down to that. Truthfully, his name and pronouns...they had become something of a mental block for him. There was a small part of him that just didn’t want to accept the fact that he was really a she, a woman, and that part was resisting that mental realignment. Well, what the hell? Trevor wasn’t about to judge, and if something didn’t feel right about him using the new name and pronouns, he would be gone tomorrow. “Um, yeah, call me Natalie.”

“Natalie! That’s a nice name,” said Trevor. “Wow, you’ve changed a lot in six months! When did you realize you were trans?”

Nathan couldn’t tell Trevor the truth about that either, which was that it had happened the day before. How long did it even take normal trans people to transition? Like, three years? Luckily, Trevor seemed to believe that everything could happen this quickly completely naturally. “You know, a few years ago. You figure these things out about yourself as you go through high school, I think.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Trevor. “And how about your voice? That changed too. It’s really pretty, but, you know, how’d you do it?”

Trevor’s compliments made Nathan blush more and more each time, but it felt really nice, really...right. He felt so good that he almost forgot that he had to answer the question; when he remembered, panic jolted through him. Shit! Had his voice changed? Now that he thought about it, it had felt a little different to talk recently, and when he brought a hand to his throat, his Adam’s apple felt like it had disappeared. But, again, Trevor wasn’t going to believe a magical explanation, and, anyway, Nathan didn’t want to tell him about what had happened. So then...well, Nathan knew how trans women trained their voices, because he’d spent a long time on Google figuring it out during high school (which might have possibly been a warning sign that he was trans, now that he thought about it), but he was going to really struggle to answer a lot of questions about that. He opted to laugh, which (to his alarm, and delight) came out as more of a giggle. “Oh, well, it was hard to train it, but I’m glad you think it’s nice. I just did a lot of vocal exercises and stuff. It was tough, but I’m happy with what I got.”

“Definitely,” said Trevor. Just then, the buzzer that had been sitting on the table went off, signaling that their food was out. 

“I ordered already,” explained Nathan. “On Tuesdays, if you get the regular burger, you can get a free chocolate shake, so I knew that was what you’d want.” 

Trevor had always loved milkshakes, and his eyes lit up at the mention of one. “Natalie, you - you’re a fucking queen.”

“I try my best,” laughed Nathan, getting up to go retrieve their tray from the window. He felt eyes on him as he moved through the restaurant, a sensation he thoroughly enjoyed, but the pair of eyes he cared most about was Trevor’s, and...well, he hadn’t seen this side of Trevor before, but he could feel the boy’s eyes boring into his backside, which was, Nathan realized, probably significantly larger than before. Maybe the curiosity Nathan felt about Trevor was mutual… not that that would be the worst thing ever.

At the pickup window, Nathan was grabbing the tray when the woman at the register turned towards him. “Good luck on your date!” she said in a low voice, glancing over at Trevor. “He’s a cutie!”

“I…” Nathan was about to tell her that it wasn’t like that when he realized just how grueling it would be to explain the series of coincidences, accidents and misunderstandings that had led to this moment. Instead, he gave her a bright smile. “Thanks!”

Carrying the food, he headed back over to the table, where Trevor was waiting. When he set the tray down, Trevor grabbed one of the foil-wrapped burgers. “Man, I can’t wait to unwrap these buns.”

Nathan stopped dead. Was that...flirting? Was Trevor flirting with him? And where had he learned to flirt like that? He’d used a line so cheesy, so eye-rollingly stupid, that it had almost wrapped back around to being good - almost, but not quite.

But then...maybe the best thing would be to play Trevor’s game. If...and Nathan wasn’t quite sure what he wanted to happen, but if he did...well, they might end up going down an interesting road. “I would be careful,” he said, raising his eyebrows, trying to give off an air of nonchalant interest. “It’s awfully hot.”

“I think I can handle it,” said Trevor, peeling the foil off of his dinner. “After all, it’s not every day that I get a chance to sink my teeth into something like this.”

They fell into a sexually-charged banter as they ate, trading jokes and pickup lines without ever quite bringing the conversation into the realm of seriousness. Still, Nathan felt amazing. Maybe he had never expected to get hit on by his friend from high school, but Trevor was hot, and it was infinitely gratifying to know that a man found him attractive. So he kept it going as best he could, even though he had never been a great conversationalist, because being complimented, flirted with...it validated everything about his new body, his new lifestyle, his new clothes, his new everything.

At last, Trevor was dipping his last fry into the last bit of milkshake at the bottom of his cup, and Nathan was leaning back in his chair, feeling grease-induced drowsiness creep over him. But...this couldn’t end now, not yet. Nathan couldn’t let Trevor go so easily. He cast around for an idea…“Hey, Trevor,” he said.

“Yeah?” Trevor popped the fry into his mouth and set the milkshake cup down onto the table.

“Wanna go see my dorm room? I know you’re not looking at Roberts, but, you know, it might be good to see how a real student lives…”

Trevor’s eyes widened for a moment, then returned to normal as he realized what Nathan was suggesting. “Yeah, sure...if you’re really okay with having a guy in your room. People might say things.”

“People are already going to say things,” said Nathan. “We might as well give them something to talk about.” He winked. How things had gotten to this point, he couldn’t say. There had been no alcohol involved, no prior interest (as far as he could tell), and no attempts to build up to this conversation over text beforehand. And yet...he was going to fuck Trevor. This was a decision he’d already made. Something had changed within him, something that allowed him to believe that things could be different, that his sexless life didn’t need to stay that way. He was going to fuck Trevor good. There were no ifs, ands, or buts about it, although there was a how; it remained to be seen just what the other boy would want to do to Nathan.

They got up and threw away their trash before heading out the door. Outside, the cool night air lent an air of romance to their hitherto purely sexually-charged evening, and Nathan walked close to Trevor, knowing that guys liked to feel protective; after all, he had tried to be one for his whole life, so he thought he should know.

For a few moments, they walked in silence, soaking in the view of the stars (or, at least, the few that twinkled through the Angeleno smog) and the refreshing breeze. Then Trevor looked at Nathan. “You know, I’m being serious. I don’t know how, but...you seem like a completely different person. Before, you were so shy and awkward and stuff, and…” he paused, struggling for the first time that evening to find words for what he was feeling, “and now it seems like...you’ve found the person you were supposed to be. I think everyone has something like that, something they’re supposed to figure out about themselves. And you...the fact that you’ve found it makes you an amazing person to me.”

Nathan blushed. “Oh, you...I mean, I don’t know, it just...happened this way. It wasn’t some magical thing. I just realized I was a girl one day, and that I had known that my whole life. Sometimes, I forget that this is really happening. I don’t have everything figured out yet. Sometimes, I slip back into thinking of myself as a boy again, and I forget that I don’t have to do that anymore. I don’t know how you do it.” He laughed. “I don’t know how any cis person does it. And I still have a lot of figuring out to do before I know who I really am.”

“Well,” said Trevor, smoothly lacing his fingers through Nathan’s, “I’m sure that’s true. This is a big change for anyone to go through. But the fact that you’ve got this all so well figured out...well, that’s incredible, and I’m happy for you. Do you want to know a secret, though?”

“Sure,” said Nathan, looking over at Trevor. The sensation of holding his hand was pure electricity, and it was hard to think straight.

Trevor lowered his voice. “That self-assurance, that figured-outedness, if that makes any sense...it’s hot as fuck. I love it when girls have that.”

Nathan blushed again, harder. This attention from someone he found attractive...it would only have embarrassed him as a guy, made things awkward, scared him. But now...now it embarrassed him, sure, but it also drove him wild. Having someone talk to him in that way was the ultimate assurance that he had figured things out, that he had found a way to truly be comfortable in his own skin. And that knowledge wasn’t just gratifying; it also turned him on. “I...to be honest, I never expected to hear that from anyone. Not just the ‘girl’ part. But now I can suddenly imagine it happening. I can suddenly imagine someone flirting with me. Isn’t that crazy?”

“Well, I hope it’s not just anyone,” said Trevor, winking. “Hopefully, in your imagination, it’s a great guy flirting with you. You know, the kind of guy who you wouldn’t mind showing your dorm room.”

“I wouldn’t know anything about that,” said Nathan, laughing. They were standing at the doorway of his residence hall, and he tapped them in. Nathan lived on the third floor, but he tactically avoided mentioning the elevator because, while convenient, it was disgustingly grimy and smelled like old fish. Instead, they climbed up the stairs together, still talking, joking, flirting.

Once they were at his door, Nathan got out his key, which he’d had to store in one of the inside pockets of his denim jacket; though they were wonderful and gender-affirming, women’s clothes were a little inconvenient as far as storage went. He slipped it into the lock and turned, letting the door swing open as they stepped into his room.

He quickly realized that his dorm didn’t really look like much of a girl’s room at all. He still had his video game posters, his gray bedspread, the heaping piles of crap (some of which did now have girl’s clothing mixed into them) that covered his side of the floor. Luckily, his roommate was nowhere to be found, having disappeared off to wherever he went at night. That was a relief; Trevor wouldn’t have been happy to see him asleep on the other side of the room.

Nathan turned to Trevor. “Well, this is it.”

Trevor nodded. “About what I expected. What came included with the room?”

“Well, the desk, the dresser, the bed frame, the mattress...it would be pretty difficult for everyone to bring their own furniture otherwise.” Nathan was a little confused why that was the first question that he wanted to ask.

“The mattress, huh?” Trevor looked into Nathan’s eyes. “So that means...if we destroy it, somebody else is gonna be picking up the tab?”

“You fucking…” Nathan started to tell Trevor off for having such a dirty mind, but the words died on his lips as the other boy suddenly leaned forwards and kissed him. Emotions swirled within him as he melted into Trevor’s arms. He had never imagined it to be possible, that he could feel this way, and yet here he was. There was a small part of him that asked, why? Why was he kissing a boy? Why was he wearing a dress and makeup? Why was he doing this? But the answer had been right in front of his eyes the whole time: He did it because he had to, because he would never lead a complete life without knowing what it was like to be the person he wanted to be deep inside.

Trevor brought his hand up to stroke Nathan’s cheek, an impossibly tender and romantic gesture that had Nathan feeling faint. It was just like a romance novel, the kind he had furtively flipped through at the grocery store while his mother bought vegetables, looking at the cover and imagining that he was one of the pretty women, that he was in the arms of a muscular man. In retrospect, Nathan thought, that might not have been the most cis thing in the world to do. Huh.

But now Trevor seized Nathan’s attention once again when he brought his other hand up and began to rub Nathan’s breasts, his nipples. Nathan had never understood why nipples were such a big deal in porn, but now, in this charged moment, Trevor’s tender ministrations felt beyond incredible. It wasn’t that the nipple itself was sensitive, but the feeling of his fingers squeezing, pinching through the fabric was so absurdly erotic, so casually dominant and in-control, that they left Nathan moaning softly into the kiss. There was nothing he wanted more than to submit to Trevor, to let himself be taken, used for his friend’s pleasure. But the more desperately he wanted that, the more intense the sensations Trevor was causing became. It was a viciously pleasurable cycle.

Although...if they were having sex, then shouldn’t Nathan be doing more in return? It would be wrong to just stand there, enjoying the sensations Trevor was granting him, taking and not giving. He felt his hand reaching down and grabbing the front of Trevor’s jeans, feeling the growing bulge pushing against the fabric. It wasn’t as if Nathan hadn’t thought about this moment in the past; in fact, he’d known exactly what he wanted to happen, exactly how he wanted it to feel. He’d just never imagined that he would be the girl and not the guy. But now, in a final gift to his friend from his old male persona, he’d use the expertise of years of masturbation to blow Trevor’s mind.

Trevor stiffened as he felt Nathan’s hand on his dick, and a few moments later he broke away from the kiss, staring deep into Nathan’s eyes. “Freaky, are we? Are you a horny girl, Natalie?”

Nathan’s own dick began to stiffen at those words, though it was much softer and slower to erection than it had been before the changes had happened. The way Trevor had of flirting with him, of teasing him...it drove him absolutely wild. Faced with Trevor’s dominant, erotic dirty talk, he could only moan. “Oh fuck…”

“I’m gonna take that as a yes,” he whispered into Nathan’s ear. “I’m gonna take that as a yes, and I’m gonna do what I always do to dirty girls like you.”

“W-what do you do to dirty girls?” Nathan gave him an innocent expression, knowing that Trevor would like it, and he did; his dick stiffened in Nathan’s hand.

“I think you can imagine what I do to them,” murmured Trevor. He brought his hand down from Nathan’s cheek and rested it on his neck. It was a supremely erotic gesture; in one smooth motion, he demonstrated his power over Nathan, how his friend was under his complete control. That was incredibly enough, but then he leaned in further, even closer, so that his lips were almost touching Nathan’s ear, and then, in a low whisper that was almost a growl, answered Nathan’s question. “I fuck their brains out.”

“Fuck…” moaned Nathan. The atmosphere was incredibly charged now, and he’d never felt more ready for someone to rip his clothes off and take him then and there. “Fuck my brains out, Trevor. Do me like a dirty slut.”

“Like a dirty slut?” Trevor moved around to look into Nathan’s eyes, tilting his friend’s chin up, forcing him into a staredown. “I don’t have to do you like a dirty slut, bitch. You are a dirty slut.” With that, and before Nathan had time to react, Trevor’s hand stopped playing with his nipples began to travel down his torso, passing down his chest, his smooth midriff, his crotch, and finally grazing across his half-hard penis. “And this right here? This is all the proof I need that I’m right.”

Nathan had no words. Trevor was a master at what he did, a master at taking Nathan and molding him like clay, wrapping him around his little finger, giving him pleasure as if it was the easiest and most natural thing in the world. A long moan escaped his lips, and he found himself nearly driven into a frenzy, having to hold himself back from diving headlong onto Trevor’s cock. Not long now, he told himself, and it would have to be enough, though he knew it could never be. He would keep returning to this moment, he knew, thinking back to it, wondering why it couldn’t have lasted forever.

Trevor’s hands crept underneath Nathan’s jean jacket, pushing it off his shoulders in a single gentle motion. Then his hands moved to the zipper of Nathan’s dress. For the first time ever, Nathan was excited, rather than embarrassed, that Trevor was going to see him naked, exposed. For as long as he could remember, his body had been an item of shame, disgust, and sadness, and part of the reason why he could never have imagined himself having sex. But now...now that he had changed, he loved his body, took it as a point of pride that that was how he looked, and he couldn’t wait to let Trevor admire it.

He was awoken from his reverie by the sensation of his dress falling to the ground. He was now standing nearly naked in front of his friend, feeling Trevor’s eyes raking his body. “Fuck,” said Trevor. “That’s a nice body you’re giving to me, slut. Too bad I’m going to have to use it.”

“Oh…” said Nathan. “Use me, Trevor. Stuff your cock into me! I’m all yours, baby, for as long as you want me.”

“Oh really?” Trevor looked Nathan in the eye as he undid Nathan’s bra, letting it fall to the floor to join his dress. “Any way I want you?”

“Fuck yes.” Nathan felt desperation welling up inside of him. He felt like he needed Trevor’s cock more than he’d ever needed anything in his life. The desire was so strong, so overwhelming, that when Trevor put a hand on his shoulder, pushing gently downwards to tell him to get on his knees, he felt himself obey without even a hint of resistance, without even the slightest hesitation.

Now that he was face to face with Trevor’s cock, his desire to hold it, pleasure it, suck it only grew, grew until it became impossible to control. He unzipped his friend’s jeans, pulled them down, yanked his underwear down as well, and then it was there before him. Trevor’s cock was bigger than Nathan’s, and thicker too, juicy and rock-hard, staring Nathan down like an accusing finger.

The realization dawned on Nathan that he was really about to do this; he was really about to take Nathan’s cock into his mouth, to suck it, to pleasure it. It was the exact dirty thing that he used to think about a girl doing for him...but now he was the girl, and he had never wanted anything more than he wanted to taste Trevor, to hear him grunt with pleasure, to give him sensations that he couldn’t get anywhere else. It felt, good, right, that things should be this way.

Nathan had always known what he would have wanted from a blowjob, and it always started, in his mind, with the girl taking his cock, rubbing it slowly, letting him warm up to the pleasure to come. So Nathan took a finger, just a single index finger, and traced it down the side of Trevor’s cock, feeling the veins, the slight curve to the right, the unique details that made this cock Trevor’s, and no one else’s. He slid it back up the other side, letting Trevor long for more rather than giving him what he wanted right then and there. Though Trevor’s breathing quickened slightly, he didn’t seem to want to rush, so Nathan took his time, let things play out the way he knew they were supposed to play out.

Still, though, it was getting to be time to give Trevor more. Nathan looked up and met Trevor’s eyes as he bent towards his friend’s cock, letting a bead of saliva escape his lips and fall onto the head. Trevor visibly shuddered, and Nathan congratulated himself on his performance thus far, but there was a lot that remained to be done. Nathan reached out with one hand and gently cupped his friend’s balls, massaging them slowly and tenderly, as he used his other hand to begin to oh-so-slowly pump Trevor’s cock.

The feeling of a man’s meaty, throbbing rod in Nathan’s hand was one he knew he wouldn’t soon forget. Trevor’s cock was practically its own creature, moving with its own agenda and its own plan, and Nathan knew that part of that plan, at least, involved his eager mouth. But it would be better to let the creature hunger for a bit longer, to make the sweet agony of anticipation just a little sweeter. He began to pump a little faster now, and Trevor groaned as his cock got even harder in Nathan’s grasp. 

Nathan knew, though, that Trevor was bound not to last long under such an assault. He had to have mercy on the poor boy, and ultimately he knew neither of them was there for a handjob. He stopped jerking his friend off as suddenly as he had started, and then, slowly, he leaned down and planted a kiss on the head of Trevor’s cock. For all his tough talk earlier, Trevor seemed to have fallen victim to events. Nathan might have been his little slut, but it was Trevor who was waiting, helplessly, for Nathan to give him more, to pleasure him further. Nathan wanted Trevor to be on top, of course; he’d been so sexy when he was taking control. But this short period of reversal was fun too, and Nathan meant to enjoy it while it lasted.

At last, he took the tip of Trevor’s cock into his mouth, gazing up into Trevor’s eyes as he did so. The connection between them in that moment felt electric, white-hot and incredibly intense. The taste of his friend’s meat was everything Nathan had hoped for; slightly sweet, sweaty, musky, real. He couldn’t stop himself from taking more of it into his mouth; though he’d never actually given a blowjob, of course, he’d spent many hours reading about how it was done, wondering, subconsciously, why it couldn’t be him giving rather than receiving. So he knew to go slow, to take his time as much as he could. It was what he had wanted, back when he had wanted this kind of thing.

Slowly, he began to apply gentle suction, and at the same time work Trevor’s cock into and out of his mouth a tiny bit at a time, feeling it slide past his lips and back out again, giving Trevor time to enjoy the sensation. And enjoy it he did. Trevor was trying to play it cool, but whenever he looked up, he noticed his friend’s eyes screwed tightly shut, his breathing ragged and shallow. Nathan knew that look; he was thinking about video games, sports, anything but the hot boy-cum-hot-babe going to town on his man-meat. Well, as long as it meant he could last longer, Nathan would have been okay with him doing anything at all. It would be worth it when it was Nathan’s turn for pleasure - and that, he hoped, was coming very soon.

Getting into a rhythm, Nathan began to properly bob on his friend’s dick, letting his instincts take over a bit more. He admitted it as deep into his mouth as he could without properly deepthroating it, something that he wasn’t sure he’d be able to do - and, anyway, gagging and crying was sure to ruin his makeup, and that would be disappointing. He let himself fade away for a minute or two, running on autopilot, sometimes running his tongue over the underside of Trevor’s cock, other times backing off and letting his friend’s unconscious hip-thrusting carry the action for a bit.

Then it all got to be too much for Trevor. His hands pushed down on Nathan’s forehead, and Nathan took the hint, sliding his lips off Trevor’s cock, breathing freely once again. He felt vaguely disappointed, dismayed that Trevor had reached his limit; he had wanted to suck him for longer, to enjoy him more. But, well...there were going to be other ways to get off tonight. Nathan just had to be patient.

Trevor took a moment to collect himself, and then he grabbed Nathan’s arm, pulling him to his feet with surprising strength. Though he was only an inch or two shorter than his friend, Nathan felt very small around Trevor; it was only natural that he would be the bottom, the dominated one. Trevor looked into his eyes, and there was that steely glare again, that look of domination and control. “I want to make you mine, bitch,” growled Trevor, and there was an edge in his voice that suggested that he really meant that. “We’re not done yet.”

“H-how do you want me, Trevor?” asked Nathan, trying to look innocent once again. He knew what he wanted, and he was pretty sure that it was what Trevor wanted as well, but this was all part of the fun.

“I want your ass,” said Trevor. “Get the fuck onto the bed.” Nathan could barely contain his excitement as he complied. Trevor pulled on a condom while Nathan hopped onto the mattress and lay down on his back, hard dick poking out of his panties. If Trevor could resist Nathan’s display...well, he’d have to be some kind of saint. And, after tonight, Nathan suspected that that wasn’t the case.

Soon, Trevor had his condom on and had gotten lubed up. He slid Nathan’s panties off and tossed them to the side, letting Nathan’s small penis spring free. Trevor poked it. “That’s cute.”

“It doesn’t matter about my little dick, Trevor,” said Nathan. “Just...fuck my ass. I need you inside me! That’s how I’m going to cum.”

“Careful what you wish for, slut,” said Trevor. “When I’m done with you...well, you won’t be able to walk right for a week!” He positioned his cock at the entrance of Nathan’s asshole, and Nathan felt it press gently against the opening. He breathed out; this was going to be life-changing.

And then, at last, Trevor began to push his meaty rod into Nathan’s eager hole. At first, there was some resistance; Nathan gasped as his asshole stretched painfully to accommodate Trevor’s not-insignificant girth. The feeling of having a thick cock inside of him, even one that was lubed-up, was one that he hadn’t been ready for.

But then Trevor’s cock delved deeper, pushing into the most secret reaches of Nathan’s insides, and there began to be pleasure along with the pain. Something deep, deep inside of Nathan, something that had never been touched or acknowledged before, was being stimulated, rubbed with the head of Trevor’s cock. Nathan had masturbated before, of course, and splattered his cum onto his hand many times, but this...this was a different kind of pleasure altogether, less intense, but more fundamental. He felt that, if he came this way, the orgasm would be unlike anything he’d ever experienced.

Gently, Trevor began to thrust, sending electric sparks of pleasure coursing through Nathan’s body. Each stroke of his friend’s cock sent ripples coursing through him, bringing pleasure to every fiber of his being. Soon, he began to gasp, to moan; this feeling of violation, penetration, was one he only now realized he’d been waiting for all his life. Trevor was giving him something he’d never known he needed, and it felt so, so sweet.

Trevor was also enjoying himself. As he sped up his thrusts slightly, Nathan noticed that his breathing was beginning to get shallower, and that his heartbeat, which Nathan could feel, being so close to his friend’s body, was accelerating. He was losing control. But unlike before, when Nathan’s head had been clear, his thinking unimpeded, now Nathan’s grip on himself was slipping as well. It just felt so good to be pounded by his friend’s big cock, so good to writhe and moan and gasp in pleasure, so good to serve and be dominated. The echoing, rippling pleasure was intensifying, rising higher and higher with each thrust.

Nathan was definitely climbing towards orgasm; he realized that now. But it was an orgasm he knew he wouldn’t be able to control. It would be intense, and, whereas the orgasm from masturbation affected only a part of his body, this orgasm would rock his entire being. He was more than a little afraid, the same kind of fear he’d felt when he’d smoked weed and realized he could feel it affecting the way he thought and acted, but this experience, unlike the joint, would be worth it.

Trevor’s thrusts were sending shocks into the core of Nathan’s being now, and Nathan felt himself almost there, almost, hovering at the brink of orgasm. He felt as though he could reach out and grab it, and each thrust sent him almost to the edge, but not quite. It would happen soon, though. Almost, almost…

And then, at last, a wave of pleasure came crashing through him. For a moment, he lost all awareness of the world outside his body, and he could only focus on the thigh-trembling, heart-fluttering waves of almighty ecstasy pervading his whole being. The sensation was frighteningly intense, like a roller coaster ride, a journey at two hundred miles an hour through the possibilities of the sensations his body could give him.

In that moment of supreme ecstasy, he realized something important. This experience, this life-changing, earth-shaking experience, would never have been possible as a boy. He’d never been a boy. He hadn’t put on makeup and a dress to be a boy. It just...there were some words that didn’t apply to him, like “gregarious” and “Armenian” and “diabetic,” and boy was in that category. Nathan was...Nathan was Natalie. She refused to keep lying to herself any longer, pretending that she could still live the normal life she had before.

It was only a few seconds, but it felt like much longer, before Natalie came back to Earth. She realized that Trevor had also cum; that was the warm, sticky sensation in her asshole. Luckily, her friend was wearing a condom. It was a minute or two before they could say anything to each other, and they just stood there, panting, waiting for the words to come to express what they had experienced.

“Well...fuck,” Trevor finally got out. “Damn.”

“Shit, that was…” Natalie couldn’t get any further than that, but she felt that that was an appropriate way of agreeing with what Trevor had said.

Trevor checked his watch. “Oh shit! It’s ten fifteen.”

“Ten fifteen?” asked Natalie. Time? Was that a thing?

“Yeah,” said Trevor. “My mom’s been blowing up my phone. I kinda have to run. But, hey...I’m probably gonna end up in the area for college, so if you ever wanna, you know, hook up…

“I’ll call you,” said Natalie, grinning. They pulled on their clothes, and soon they were standing at the door of the dorm room.

“Well, this is goodbye, for now,” said Trevor. “I’m sorry to go so suddenly.”

“It’s fine,” said Natalie. “I get it. Good luck explaining what you were doing for all this time to your parents.”

“I’ll figure it out,” he said. “I’ll see you.”

“Goodbye,” said Natalie, planting a kiss on Trevor’s cheek. Now, at last, she got to see him blush, a bright red flush that spread over his whole face. He muttered something like a goodbye in return, turned and left, heading down the hallway, and Natalie felt strangely proud as she watched him go. He had been her first conquest, but...with this new body, and this sexy new wardrobe, it would be a shame if he were her last.

As Trevor left, Natalie wondered whether she could find another guy like him. Probably not easily, but then, she’d have a lot of chances, right? There were a lot of guys on the Roberts University campus, and...well, she hadn’t admitted it to herself, but she’d been taking particular notice of some of them over the past few days. The odds were good that something would work out. She’d never been excited for sex and love as a guy; it had just been something she’d vaguely expected to do at one point. Now, though...well, she found herself floating somewhere between hopeless romantic and hopelessly horny. Not a bad place to be, on balance.

She found herself craving a snack for some reason. Having sex burned calories, right? It was exercise. She thought of the peanut butter cups and headed over to her snack drawer, where the bag was sitting, waiting for her. It would be empty after she had her three tonight, which made her sad. As she popped one into her mouth, she reflected that the one thing that had changed, between her being a boring guy and now a hot girl, was that she’d started eating the peanut butter cups. The five days she’d taken to finish the bag had exactly corresponded to the timeframe of her dramatically-accelerated transition. Wasn’t that ridiculous, though? There was no way a peanut butter cup could have that effect on a person. Clearly, fucking Trevor had also fucked with her brain.

But now it was time to get cleaned up. Natalie hurried to the bathroom and hopped in the shower, breathing a sigh of relief that no one had seen her first, brief, walk of shame. In the stall, she washed off the sweat and makeup that marked her romantic escapade. Soon, she began to feel content and sleepy. Getting out of the shower, she brushed her teeth and headed back to her room.

As she lay in her bed, slowly drifting off to sleep, Natalie thought about Trevor again. It was best not to get too attached, she knew but...she wanted to see him again sometime. He knew his way around a woman, that was for sure.

Wednesday

Natalie’s sleep was stirred by only a single dream (at least, that she could remember). She was sitting on the porch of a country mansion like the kind in upstate New York, overlooking a view of a green valley beneath. A small river, and a belt of trees, cut through the valley floor, and away further upstream she could see that the forest grew thicker, gradually expanding to fill the entire valley. It all looked familiar for some reason…

A cool breeze blew across the porch, tousling her flowing locks and her comfy white dress. The scene was one of utmost ease, and she didn’t feel a care in the world. The view before her was breathtaking, after all, and at her elbow there was a cool glass of iced tea, the perfect accompaniment to a perfect afternoon.

She looked over at the man sitting next to her, checking if he was as content as she was. With his arm wrapped around her shoulders, she felt like a baby bird in a nest, safe and warm and utterly carefree. His face wasn’t quite defined; it was blurry and hard to recognize. He could really have been anyone, but that didn’t matter. She didn’t need to know his name. All Natalie needed to know was that he was there for her, and that all the problems that she’d had in the past, trouble with relationships, with sex, with her own self-confidence and self-worth...those issues were more or less things of the past. She’d have to deal with them on occasion, but now that she was the person she’d always dreamed of being, it would be so much easier. And finding a man, kissing him, even feeling him inside her...that was all a part of the formula, the formula that would lead to her leading the happiest life she possibly could.

Natalie awoke to the chirping of her alarm. The dream had felt so vivid, so real, that for a moment she felt disoriented, looking around for the porch, the view, the...man, but there was just her darkened dorm room, a dorm room that still smelled faintly of sex. Her roommate was sleeping like a log in the other bed. Was it weird to have a guy as her roommate? Kind of, but then, they never spoke, so it wasn’t that bad.

She hopped out of bed, pulled on her workout clothes, and headed out to hit the street. She felt lighter, more flexible, than she ever had before, and the run flew by in a full minute less time than usual; it was amazing how much better she felt now that the world could see her true self. She did cross the street before she got to the construction site, though; even though the wolf whistle had been an important sign for her that something was up, it was not an experience she wanted to repeat. Guys who catcalled all had small dicks.

Back at the dorm, she rinsed off in the shower and then headed back to her room to get dressed. Her roommate had stumbled off to the bathroom, so she could turn on the lights and pick out an outfit without the usual consequences of dressing in the dark; there had been more than one occasion when she’d left her room wearing two different socks. There was also an opportunity to use her new purchase. At the Target in the mall, she’d bought something that the time hadn’t been right for until now: A nice full-length mirror, which she duct-taped to the door of her closet. Before, she’d been afraid of mirrors, had avoided them like the plague, but now...now she had the confidence to admire her body.

And she looked good, even in her underwear. Her hair was long now, reaching down almost to the middle of her back, and, with its attractive wavy texture, it was a joyto run her hands through. It looked like something out of a shampoo commercial. Never before had Natalie had an aspect of her appearance that she was genuinely proud of, but that had changed now.

Her body was also different. Her face had softened again, to the point where there was no way to tell it had ever been that of a man, and her breasts had grown to...well, judging by how the bra now seemed a little bit too tight, they were a good C-cup. Her waist wasn’t the narrowest, but, and she spent a while admiring this, her ass had really grown. Putting jeans on would now be an experience.

Natalie threw on a cute outfit inspired by that idea: Jeans, a white t-shirt, a black leather jacket, and her white sneakers from the day before, which she was quickly growing to love. Then she did a quick makeup look, just some eyeliner, mascara, and lip gloss - enough to give herself a feeling of put-togetheredness, but not enough to make her late to class. She liked makeup, but...it was easy to feel reliant on it, and besides, she looked good enough without it as well. As she headed off to breakfast, she glanced at herself in the mirror once again; she couldn’t quite get over the fact that the woman she saw staring back at her was just what she had always dreamed of looking like. It was hard to believe it was her reflection at all.

Her stomach reminded her that she was hungry, probably due to all that late-night “exercise,” and she turned away and hurried off to the cafeteria.

* * *

The day went by in a wonderful haze. Time and time again, people called her Natalie and she. She got compliments on her outfit. She met Erica for lunch, and they chatted about this and that - it felt like the most natural thing in the world, to be sitting there in the cafeteria, casually being a woman. Natalie wondered how she had been so lucky, that this mysterious thing would happen to her.

Everything was just easier. Classes went by quicker. She focused better. Her homework seemed to fly by. Moving through the world in the form she’d been meant to take was like switching from a bike to a car, and God did it feel good.

At last, though, four o’clock rolled around, and it was almost time to get going. Natalie only worked two shifts a week at the student store - with so much demand for work study, they couldn’t give people too many hours - but she had always dreaded them. Interacting with people had never been her specialty, and whenever things were going too well (or, in other words, there were no customers), Ryan always seemed to show up and harass her. But now...well, things might not be so bad. In her new body, Natalie felt much more confident socially, able to show her true self to people, and conversations weren’t quite so hard. And, well, she felt like she could maybe take care of Ryan. She got into her store-issued polo shirt, refreshed her makeup, and headed off to work.

* * *

Many hours later (six, to be precise), Natalie was feeling like her optimism had been well-founded. Serving customers had been so much easier, and she had even had the energy to smile at people coming in, something she had never done before. There was also no sign of Ryan, and she was beginning to hope that he wouldn’t show up at all. It was late, right? Maybe he’d gone to some stupid party or something. Maybe he’d been expelled for sheer idiocy. Maybe his family had moved to the Moon and taken him with them...well, a girl could dream.

Her hopes were dashed when she heard the crunch of feet outside. It was a herd of four or five of Ryan’s friends, talking and laughing as they headed for the door of the college store. There was no sign of the man himself, but this was almost as bad.

Still, when they came bursting in, she found the confidence to hold her ground. One of the bros came up to the register and asked where the children’s clothing was; she knew none of them were expectant fathers (and that, if they had been, they’d be running off to another state), but she didn’t let the teasing faze her and coolly directed them to aisle three. They seemed disappointed with her measured response, and that was an utterly delicious feeling.

As Natalie watched them ransack her orderly store, she felt a strange sensation of detachment. Yes, she would have to clean up the mess. Yes, she was being used as a doormat by a bunch of bullying assholes who knew that there was nothing she could say to them. Yes, this wasn’t an ideal situation. But...letting them get to her was letting them win, and as long as they didn’t, she was ahead. So, as she observed one of the bros carefully removing all the Roberts University t-shirts from the branded teddy bears, she didn’t let herself feel angry or upset. Instead, she took a deep breath and reminded herself that they’d get bored and leave in a few minutes, and that then she would have the store to herself once again.

That feeling of composure lasted until Natalie heard more footsteps outside. Looking over to the door, she felt a wave of panic when she noticed Ryan outside, mere seconds before he kicked open the door and strutted in. His friends looked over at him, but he made a jerking motion towards the exit with his head, and they all began to shuffle out. She wondered whether that had been a prearranged signal; if so, why?

When all the goons were gone, Ryan headed over and leaned on the counter. “Sorry ‘bout my friends. They’re fucking idiots, right? Don’t know how to operate in civilized society.”

Natalie regarded him coolly. “Why are you here?” Despite her harsh demeanor, she felt something moving inside of her. She’d only ever viewed Ryan with disgust and hatred, but now...now it seemed like her feelings had always been mixed with something else. Normally, she’d have pushed such thoughts away, but with him standing right there in front of her...

“Oh, I’m just here to congratulate you!” He gave a big, insincere smile and punched her lightly on the arm, a gesture from which she recoiled. “You’ve made a big step. A lot’s changed since Friday! I wonder what it could’ve been…”

“Do you -” Natalie swallowed. Was it possible that Ryan had been involved in her transition? “Do you know what did this to me?”

“Yeah, I do,” he said. “Your own courageous will to live life the way you knew was right, not the way society told you was normal. And that’s admirable.”

“Fuck off,” she said, surprising herself. She would never have had the nerves to say such a thing before. “If you’re gonna give me bullshit, get the hell out of here. I’m sick of you.”

Ryan was unfazed. “When have I ever given you bullshit? Listen, I’m not here to tease you or to torment you. No...no, I’m here because I see a pretty woman here who looks like she’s in need of some Wednesday night fun.”

Natalie took a deep breath. He was trying to push her buttons. That was what he was always trying to do. He wouldn’t tell her what he knew about the past five days. He wouldn’t get off her case. He’d never leave her alone. But...those feelings inside of her still weren’t going away. And if she’d learned one thing from her experiences over the past few days, it was that it wasn’t any use to ignore those deep-seated rumbles. She opted for a more neutral response. “What the fuck do you want?”

He raised his eyebrows. “First, I want to hear you say it.”

“Say what?”

“Tell me that you think I’m a sexy beast, and that even though you hate my guts, you still want to bone me.” It was out there. The atmosphere crackled with electricity, and Ryan stood there patiently, looking Natalie in the eye, waiting for her answer. What was she supposed to tell him now?

She sighed. For her, there would be no way out. “Don’t make me regret this.”

“Oh, you won’t.” He grinned broadly.

* * *

A few minutes later, they were standing in the campus store’s storage room. It was a small space, with an open area of probably only four by six feet, and Natalie felt that she had been driven here, not by choice (as had happened with Trevor), but by fate. She and Ryan...there was some force driving them together, commanding them to meet, if only this once, and she was powerless to deny or change it.

“Ready?” he asked. Though there was a smirk on his face, that was contrasted by a sort of concern in his voice, a layer of just-almost-maybe-caring-about-what-Natalie-thought. She was a little taken aback, but it wouldn’t make up for everything he’d done to her over the last few months.

“Listen, don’t...don’t talk to me,” she said. “Don’t open your stupid loud mouth. Just...just...fucking…” And then, as if pulled by invisible strings, she felt herself leading forwards, and then, a moment later, her lips meeting his.

The sensation of kissing Ryan wasn’t as bad as she had expected. He was gentler than she thought he would be, and it was her that forced her tongue past his lips, her that deepened this kiss into a proper face-chewing experience. There was a hunger inside of her, a keen, desperate hunger that couldn’t be sated through taking it slow.

He responded enthusiastically, and soon, she found him grabbing her new breasts, roughly mauling them. The sensation had been pleasurable enough when Trevor had been doing it, but this...this was different. Natalie had felt that fucking Trevor had been the right move, that it would be a way to discover a new part of herself, that it was a safe way to feel the pleasure of having sex as a woman. Fucking Ryan was clearly the wrong idea, but that made it so much hotter. When he massaged her nipples, then, Natalie didn’t just feel submissive - she felt utterly helpless, at the mercy of Ryan’s desire, at the mercy of her own poor decisions. If he could make her cum...well, she could already sense that it was going to be an orgasm to remember.

Again and again she came up for air before their lips came back together, and again and again the desperate desire inside of her doubled, trebled in intensity. She felt an urge to follow Ryan’s lead, to let him set the rules of the road, but...she’d have trouble holding back if he made her wait much longer.

Luckily, Ryan seemed to be in a giving mood. She felt a hand leave her nipple and then, a moment later, cup her bulge, gently massaging her small penis and shrunken balls. Though Trevor had done the same general thing as well, the feeling of having her penis pushed, pulled, pressed between Ryan’s fingers was altogether different than anything the other man had attempted. Usually, when Natalie masturbated, she would pump away, using her penis like a man might, simulating shoving it in and out of a hole, but...when Ryan did this to her, it was like...it was like her penis was an oversized clit, there to be tweaked, pleasured, but not to be thrust into something. And, after all, if she was a girl, wasn’t it her clit? Her little, tiny, impotent clitty there to swing between her legs as a big strong man fucked her? The thought made her head swim with arousal.

At last, she could bear it no more, and she felt herself falling to her knees, thankful for the padding her jeans gave her against the rough cement floor. Her hands scrabbled against the front of Ryan’s pants, and he seemed a bit taken-aback, surprised that she would move so fast, but...there weren’t many straight men who’d turn down a blowjob from a hot girl, even a hot girl with something different between her legs. Though Natalie hadn’t expected herself to be taking charge, well...if that was what it took to get Ryan to shut up and fuck her, then that was what she would do.

She scrambled to unbutton and unzip his jeans, then pushed his boxers down, slowing down a little bit as the fabric slid down his crotch and began to reveal his cock; this moment, the first time she saw the object of her lust, had been an enjoyable one with Trevor, and she wanted it to be the same way with Ryan - even if the quality of the man was lower, the quality of the sex could be at least as high as before.

Judging by his tool, that could well be the case. It was thick, thicker than Trevor’s, and a bit longer too; Natalie found that her mouth was watering at the sight and wondered at the kind of person she had become. Was she really this desperate for sex? But then...if she’d found something she liked to do, why not do it? Why not fully enjoy the gifts life could give her? Why not take advantage of her new form to secure pleasure for herself...and a string of lucky men? What was the issue with that?

There wasn’t an issue. Natalie was an adult, and she would do what she wanted. She took Ryan’s cock into her hand and looked up at him as she licked the tip; he was watching her intently, breathing heavily, turned on and ready to go. She took more of him into her mouth, greedily savoring the flavor of him, the musky flavor of his cock, the sensation of serving a man once again. She swirled her tongue around the head, feeling the shape, the texture of her prize, giving herself a few moments to savor it.

But now...now she wanted to try something new. Natalie had been doing some research on Google, and now, well, maybe Ryan’s cock wasn’t ideal to be practicing on, but if she could handle him (and she was reasonably certain that she could), then she could handle anyone. Opening up the back of her throat, fighting back her gag reflex, she shoved his thick tool inside of her as deep as it could go.

The sensation was hard to describe. She felt blocked-up, constricted, gasping for what little air could pass down her throat past Ryan’s cock, but...God, it felt good. It was incredibly satisfying to have this much mastery over Ryan’s tool, to be able to take it into her, to be able to pleasure it in this new, unexpected way. He grunted, the first sound he’d made during their encounter, so she knew that he was feeling good, but honestly this wasn’t about his pleasure; it was about her quest for a new definition of herself, one that she could be comfortable with at last.

He began to thrust in and out of her throat, cock sliding into her airway, blocking her breath for a moment, and then moving out, letting her gasp for breath. It was uncomfortable, almost painful, but, like running a sprint or lifting weights, also strangely satisfying. Natalie could, if she wanted to, perform this sexual feat. She could make Ryan’s eyes cross with pleasure. She could do these things, and maybe she would, sometimes, but the important part was that the power was hers.

Still...she was growing bored of sucking Ryan’s cock. There would be no orgasm if she kept pleasuring him this way. After a minute of intense throatfucking, she pulled her head free, shaking off the hand that he’d put on the back of her head. She would be in control. He looked down at her. “Why did you stop? Keep going. That was good.”

“It was an appetizer,” said Natalie breezily. “You need to get ready for the main course.” Ryan looked like he wanted to complain, wanted to tell her to do something, but a stern look from her shut him down. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a lubed condom packet as she unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them and her panties down, revealing her large, mouthwatering ass. Bending over, she braced herself against one of the metal storage shelves, face-to-face with a box of t-shirts. She wasn’t going to put up with Ryan’s shit; this had better be good.

Soon, Ryan was standing with his tool at the tip of her waiting hole. “Are you ready?” he asked, tone of voice a little less abrasive and assertive than it was in public.

“That’s not the right question, big boy,” said Natalie, looking back at him.

“What...what is the right question?” He seemed uncomfortable, in a position, that of submissiveness, that he wasn’t used to at all.

“The right question is, are YOU ready?” Natalie flipped her hair, a casual gesture of confidence calculated to disconcert him. “This booty might be more than you can handle.”

“Like fuck it is,” said Ryan, though he sounded a bit unsure. She doubted whether any girl he’d fucked had talked back to this extent. Still, he pressed on, grabbing her hips, slowly guiding his rod into her sphincter.

The sensation was much better than it had been with Trevor. Maybe it was because Ryan’s cock was thicker than his had been, or because Natalie’s ass was better-trained now, but the burst of pleasure that had taken a minute or two to emerge with Trevor shot through her immediately the instant Ryan entered her ass. She had to suppress a gasp, but he had no such luck; a grunt of pleasure escaped his lips as her tight asshole closed around him.

Slowly, he began to stroke. The pleasure multiplied in a way that it hadn’t before, each thrust sending shockwaves through her. The knowledge that she was using Ryan for her pleasure, that she was fighting back in a way he had never expected, that she had, after all, managed to overcome his teasing, his bullying, his domineering tendencies...that was orgasmic in and of itself, and, well, his cock didn’t hurt either. Soon, she found moans escaping her lips, small at first but then larger, longer; she tried to fight them back, but she took comfort in the knowledge that Ryan was groaning away, so focused on trying to keep control of himself, trying to stay on top, that he couldn’t possibly notice the fact that she was struggling as well.

She pushed her hips back against him, and he yielded to the pressure at first, surprised, but that wasn’t what she wanted him to do. Grabbing his shirt, Natalie pulled hard, forcing Ryan’s cock deeper into her, ever-deeper, trying to make it reach the secret place inside of her that Trevor hadn’t quite managed to reach, the hidden place that she knew held the potential for an erotic explosion, a wave of ecstasy: the prostate. Ryan was big enough, but...did he have the will? Would he be too confused, too disoriented after being dominated by his perennial victim to give Natalie what she so desperately desired?

With a grunt of effort, he grabbed her hips harder and began to thrust, matching the new depth she’d guided him to. The sensation was exquisite. Where before the pleasure had come in intense shocks, now there was almost a deep throbbing that followed each and every thrust, a feeling that resonated through the core of her being. It was all Natalie could do to keep herself from throwing everything to the wind, gasping and moaning and letting Ryan see how much fun she was having, but...she didn’t want to give him that. Not yet.

Soon, though, she’d have no choice. Ryan was thrusting faster now, and every time he sped up, with every little uptick in the force of his motions, Natalie felt like she was getting closer and closer to orgasm. The orgasm she’d had with Trevor had been ten times as intense as anything she’d ever reached with just her hand; this one promised to be ten times as intense as that. The pleasure was building up not in her crotch, but deep within her, stirring the center of her body, threatening to explode and take over. There was almost a buzzing, a humming in every nerve of Natalie’s body, a feeling of anticipation, of excitement, of uncontrollable lust for the toe-curling, eye-popping pleasure that was just around the corner…

Just as she had almost reached orgasm, Natalie felt Ryan’s cock twitch inside of her; he had reached his limit, and he began thrusting faster, consumed by desire, trying to force himself ever-deeper into her. He groaned, a long, satisfied sound that filled the room. She’d won. She’d bent him to her will, forced him to take a back seat during sex, made him do what she wanted, and now...now he was totally yielding to the pleasure he gave her.

The realization was so erotic that it pushed her over the edge as well. A huge, earth-shaking explosion of pleasure blasted through her, once, twice, a third time. Something deep within her had been sated and was roaring with satisfaction, a booming, rumbling roar that her body could barely contain. She became aware that she was screaming, but there was nothing she could do to bring herself under control. Ryan was as out of it as she was, gasping and grunting as the last of his orgasm flowed away, and she let the pleasure overtake her for a few moments.

Then, at last, it began to fade away. Natalie was breathing hard as her orgasm subsided, and Ryan pulled out of her, tossing the condom into the trash. She pulled her pants up, and so did he; the atmosphere in the room was more than a little awkward, but mostly it felt...confused. Disoriented, almost. They stared at each other for a moment; there were no words for what had just happened.

“Well, fuck me,” said Ryan at last.

“I just did,” said Natalie.

“You know what I mean,” said Ryan. “I...well, I...you should probably get back to work…”

“And you should probably get back to your frat party,” she said.

“You don’t like me that much, do you?” There was something strange in his voice, something that she hadn’t heard before. It wasn’t bombastically confident. It was almost...disappointed.

“I like your dick. Why can’t that be enough for you?” Natalie turned to leave. She hadn’t signed up for a heart-to-heart.

“Listen, Natalie,” said Ryan. “I’m...sorry for bothering you, I guess. I didn’t see you for the person you are. At least promise me we’ll do this again sometime.”

“That’s something I’d agree to,” said Natalie. “And...well, I’m not sure why you’d tell me that now. A good boning isn’t usually a catalyst for character development. But, hey, why not, I guess. We all grow.”

Ryan made a face.

“I’m not gonna date you, Ryan,” she said. “You’re just not my kind of guy. You’re not what I’m looking for, even now that I’m a girl. But we can fuck sometimes.”

“Okay…” said Ryan. “Well, see you around.”

“Yeah, see you,” said Natalie. “And tell your idiot friends not to come around here anymore.” She let him out of the closet first, then followed at a good distance; it was best not to give him the impression that she wanted to spend time with him, at least non-sexual time. She didn’t quite know what had come over her, though. There was a new confidence inside of her, a confidence that let her say what she thought and not care what anyone thought about it, a confidence that let her get rid of the bad things in her life.  In a way, she’d gotten her wish, the wish that she’d made five days before; she definitely had a way of dealing with Ryan now. She would still be seeing him, though...he and his friends just wouldn’t be fucking up her store. It just wasn’t quite what she had imagined.

It was strange to return to work, with some of Ryan’s cum staining her panties, but that was life now, wasn’t it? She was a person who had sex. She’d have to deal with the consequences. Humming to herself, she got to work straightening up the displays.

* * *

Ryan wasn’t quite feeling like himself. He rejoined his friends at the frat party, where they were indeed waiting for him. After a storm of nudges and joking, they asked him how it went. It was funny, though; he couldn’t quite find it in him to brag, even after having a couple of drinks.

It wasn’t that the sex hadn’t been good, though. In fact, he was already thinking about when his next encounter with Natalie might be. It was a good thing, he decided, that he’d slipped her the peanut butter cups. The technology might have been untested, but...she was clearly happier, at least, and God DAMN was she a good fuck. He just got the funny feeling that maybe, just maybe, the girl he viewed as his creation had taken a different path in life than he’d anticipated. Oh well.

There was always booze, though. He got a third cup of jungle juice and resolved to get totally wasted.


From Brian to Britney

Things had forever been going downhill for Brian Gruber. Born into a wealthy family, Brian’s poor grades in high school meant that the best education his parents could buy for him was at Roberts University - hardly the most prestigious school in the country. More has been done with less, of course, but Brian was never a go-getter, interviewed poorly, and had no idea what he wanted to do. And so, three years after graduation, he was stuck in a gray-suit, windowless-office, dead-end job in a place that would have made Dunder Mifflin feel like Disneyland: Rigner-Morteze Health Services, Inc. The company specialized in purchasing small health clinics, stripping and selling off all of their assets, and getting rid of the carcass for a profit, leaving the small rural communities which were their most frequent area of operation bereft of any form of medical care.

Brian felt bad about his job. Everyone at RMHS did, except the high-ups, who were at least being paid decently for their trouble. But then, it wasn’t as if Brian was helping the company much; he wasn’t very good at his job. He rarely took the initiative to secure deals, never contributed anything in meetings, and couldn’t even schmooze very well with his bosses. He was paid accordingly, but high turnover at the company ensured that he could keep his stupid, pointless job for as long as he wanted.

In short, Brian was a failure. He had no ambitions, no interests, no hobbies, and no friends, and, sitting at the cheap laminate desk in his tiny office, he’d often stare at the bare opposite wall and imagine that he could see his future ahead of him, dozens and dozens of pages of the calendar turning, flipping, flying by, marching towards his inevitable demise, his soul’s harvesting at the hands of the Grim Reaper, his body decomposing beneath the bare, unvisited headstone that would wear away for a couple of hundred years in some dreary cemetery until it was totally illegible, leaving no earthly record at all of his existence. Some days, though he was only twenty-five, he wished that the Reaper would hurry up.

* * *

One dreary Tuesday, Brian was standing in the hallway outside his office, looking out the window at the rain falling in the dingy office park, wondering which can of soup he’d have for dinner that night, when he was shaken back to the present by the sound of loud footsteps. He panicked; it had to be his boss, Tony Karling, a tall, muscular, dark-haired man who loved to loudly brag about his sexual exploits. He was everything that Brian wasn’t; successful, confident, attractive, the list went on. Tony hated seeing Brian wasting time out in the hallway. As Brian saw it, he was miserable, and miserable at his job; he might as well be less miserable, standing out in the hallway sometimes, and his job would hardly miss him. But Tony’s management style revolved around making sure his employees looked busy, and Brian did not look busy at the moment.

There was no time, though, to dash back to work; he’d already been spotted. Tony rounded the corner and headed towards him, but he didn’t look angry, much to Brian’s surprise. Instead, he was smiling, brandishing a little bottle of pills. Despite the industry Rigner-Morteze was in, it was rare to actually see anything even vaguely related to the medical field in the office (except Tylenol), so Brian wondered what they could possibly be.

“Brian! Just the man I wanted to see!” Tony boomed. Brian cringed; the whole floor was going to hear his boss’ half of their conversation. Tony was usually at volume 10, but today he was at an 11 or even 12, which was, at least, a sure sign that he was in a good mood. “I’ve got something for you. The boys were clearing out Chickpea Flats Health, you know, the one down in the Central Valley, and they got ahold of these! The bottle’s not labeled, but I was wondering if you could take a break from your usual work and dig around in the inventory records to find out what the hell they are.” He held the bottle out to Brian.

“...sure,” said Brian, taking it. “I’ll look into it. But couldn’t you just throw them away? It’s just one bottle.”

“Well, we could,” said Tony, smiling, “but where’s the fun in that? And, who knows, maybe we’ll find more of these. We’d definitely want to know what they were, right? As for this bottle, you can take it home, do whatever with it. We might want it back if you find out what it is, but, well, we can’t sell a single bottle, right?”

“Okay, I’ll get on that,” said Brian, shuffling back into his office. He knew that the task was busywork; the company had just finished up a suite of asset flips, and there wasn’t much for the office drones to do. Anything that was important was sure to be assigned to someone more capable than Brian, so he’d gotten...this. A bottle of pills that no one could identify. Oh boy. He could have thrown them away right at that moment, and probably no one would have given a crap. The work simply did not matter. Brian did not matter. This stupid, pointless task was just like his life; nothing but a massive waste.

Oh well. He sat down at his computer and pulled up the inventory.

* * *

An hour later, Brian had mentally conceded to his boss that this was, at least, an interesting problem. There was no record of the pills on any of Rigner-Morteze’s systems, from the inventory to the logs to the internal lost-and-found page. The clinic’s computer systems had been dismantled and sold off, so there was no way to check them, but any relevant information should have been transferred anyway. That was standard practice. RMHS might have permitted a degree of incompetence in its office staff, but the actual field teams were held to a much higher standard. Essentially, though, there was no record of the pills ever having existed.

In case it had been a classification error, he’d also gone through the clinic’s inventory to check whether the medication matched anything they had had on hand, but since the operation had fallen on hard times, there was hardly anything that fell into that category either. There were no leads there.

They could always have sent it in somewhere to do a chemical analysis, but the fact that Brian was doing this rather than Tony (or literally anyone else) sort of implied that that was off the table. It was clear enough that this mystery wasn’t of enough importance to have real resources dedicated to it.

Still, solving it could well raise Brian’s status a little at the office. He felt a flickering of something new inside of him: Ambition. If he could do this...maybe he’d get himself on a track out of the windowless office. Maybe he’d even be able to get a job somewhere else, other than RMHS. Wouldn’t that be crazy? Maybe it wasn’t too late to get his life on track. He was still young, after all.

He laughed out loud. No, there would be no easy way up for him. There wouldn’t even be a way up at all. That wasn’t how things went. But, at the very least, he could get out of having to drive to Krispy Kreme that Friday to get donuts for the office. The task went to the worst-performing member of the team, which meant that Brian always had to do it, and he hated it with a passion, with every fiber of his being. Somebody else would be the goat this week. Somebody else would be named and shamed. It was with that new resolve that he got back to work.

* * *

Later, Brian was eating a bowl of soup at the formica table in his dingy, overpriced apartment. He was feeling low again. Lately, he’d taken to drinking beer with dinner; the alcohol made him feel a little less dead inside, and the flavor gave him something to look forward to. Not that he could afford the good stuff, of course, just Rolling Rock. There wasn’t much alcohol in the cheap lager, but after draining the bottle, he was feeling better, and a little bit adventurous.

His mind wandered back to the pill bottle. He’d brought it home; it was sitting on the kitchen counter where he’d left it, seemingly beckoning to him. There was no way to find out what the pills were; of that, Brian was almost certain. But...there was a way to get a hint. The effects of the medication, whatever they were, would give some clue as to what it was. He decided to try what he knew could turn out to be a dangerous experiment. Sure, the pills could overload his liver, or cause kidney failure, or something, but they were most likely the kind of low-level, gentle medication that millions and millions of people took every day, rather than something more dramatic.

It was a stupid decision. He knew that for sure. But...what did he really have to lose? Did it make sense to risk his life for an unimportant work assignment? No. Did he kind of want to risk his life anyway? He considered everything in his little world, the decaying suburb that he called home, the grungy office park where he went to work, his depressing, dead-end job, his sad, dirty apartment. Maybe he’d have felt different without the alcohol, but...in that moment of utter darkness, it didn’t seem like it would be that bad if something went terribly wrong.

Well, at the very least, he wouldn’t overdose. There were no instructions on the bottle, but usually you just took one pill. He hoped that you didn’t have to cut them into quarters or something silly like that. Wasn’t that how Jimi Hendrix had died or something? Cautiously, Brain bit one of the pills in half and swallowed the smaller part. If he didn’t feel too terrible in the morning, he might consider taking a whole one the next day.

The experiment was interesting, though. This was probably what they did for drug trials or whatever. Wasn’t it ironic that Brian worked in the healthcare industry, yet knew nothing whatsoever about the pills he was putting in his body? He had an at-home blood pressure test, since his family had a history of hypertension, and now he went to go and take a baseline measurement.

Thankfully, it came out normal, so if the medication ended up raising or lowering it slightly, he would have no immediate problems. Brian’s mind raced as he thought up more tests to do. Weight! Urine! Pulse! He even considered drawing some blood, but decided that the doctors probably didn’t get a lot of information from how the blood looked, more how it tested, so decided against it.

By the time he went to bed, Brian had conducted a good half-dozen tests; maybe not enough to catch any ill effects the medication was having, but enough to give him a false sense of security about the whole process.

Still, though...maybe being an office drone and a lab rat was better than being just an office drone. There hadn’t been any purpose to his life before the pills; now, maybe, he could achieve something, even if it was just wasting his health for little purpose. Maybe the medication was some rare, expensive drug that the company could sell for a lot of money. Maybe you could make it into meth or something and Brian could sell it on the dark web. Wouldn’t that be a bad thing to do, though? He might have been willing to cause himself harm, but Brian didn’t want to hurt anyone else.

He was going insane; that was the only answer. His stupid job was driving him insane, and now he was taking it out on himself. What a way to go, he thought, as he rolled over and went to sleep.

* * *

Brian woke up in the morning feeling...different. At first, he couldn’t quite pinpoint what had changed, but that was cleared up when he tried to get out of bed. The slightest gesture, lifting his head less than an inch, caused his body to light up with pain. It was horribly, terribly intense, the worst he’d felt in his life, enough to force him instantly back into lying down.

He was terribly, terribly afraid. Though he might have contemplated death the night before, he realized, now that he seemed to be staring it in the face, that he wasn’t ready to go. Sure, his life wasn’t great, but...surely it could get better? Surely it would, eventually? And if all of his blood vessels had burst, or his spine had shattered, or...something, then he would have it all taken away from him.

Within a few minutes, though, he felt it begin to subside. Initially, even breathing had caused stabbing pains in his chest, but those were no longer so intense, and he wondered whether it wasn’t the end after all.

One thing was for sure, though; Brian wouldn’t be going in to work. There was just no way. The forty-five-minute drive to the office park was going to be impossible in his condition, and there was no guarantee that he wouldn’t worsen over the course of the day. His phone was lying on his nightstand, and he began to reach over to grab it.

The slightest motion was agony. It wasn’t as bad in his arm as it had been in his neck, but it still took Brian well over fifteen minutes to pick up the phone and bring it into view. Holding it up was painful, but as long as he kept very still, it was manageable. He dialed his boss’ number. A moment later, Tony picked up. “Brian! How’s it going?”

“H-hey Tony,” Brian was trying to speak normally, but his voice came out as more of a groan. It probably wouldn’t be too difficult to convince his boss that he was sick. “L-listen, boss, I...I can’t make it to work today.”

“Can’t make it?” said Tony. “Why not?” His voice was airy, unconcerned, as if he was asking his wife why she preferred one color of shirt over another. Brian was not valuable to him, and he wasn’t afraid to show it.

“I’m...sick. I have...pain all over my body.”

“That sucks, man. You should go to a doctor or something. Well, call me tomorrow if you’re not feeling better.” Tony was clearly feeling generous.

“Thanks, boss.” Brian was genuinely grateful. He could have made the day even more painful than it would have been otherwise.

“Yeah, of course. See you.”

“Bye.”

“Bye.” His boss hung up, and Brian let the phone slip from his fingertips, landing on the mattress next to him. Talking had been painful, but not as bad as he had expected, so maybe...maybe he could get up and have a bagel or something. Not right away, but by the end of the morning.

Over the course of the next half an hour, Brian worked on sliding his legs out from under the sheets. A shower was out of the question, but there was a stick of deodorant on his nightstand, which he managed to grab and apply. It was nearly nine by the time he began to think about getting out of bed, and to consider his situation.

The pain was not nearly as bad as it had been. Quick movements were still completely impossible, but as long as he was careful, he could move his body freely enough. Getting the stick of deodorant had taken only five minutes, so he was improving. As far as breakfast went...well, he couldn’t walk, but maybe he could sort of slither out to the kitchen. It wouldn’t be totally impossible.

Going to the doctor wasn’t going to be a good option. The problem seemed to be going away on its own, and Brian’s bank balance was only in the low thousands, so any surprise medical bill could be catastrophic. Besides, he would probably need an ambulance to come and get him, and that would be expensive and difficult.

Well, food came first. The process of lowering himself out of bed, head-first and belly-up, took only about fifteen minutes, blazingly fast by his new standards, but he was absolutely exhausted by the time he set himself down on the cold laminate floor. He’d had to hold his weight on his arms and then his back as he slid down, and those parts of his body hurt now more than before.

Still, though, it seemed as though the pain was fading from other parts of Brian’s body. His lower legs weren’t that bad, and neither was the back of his head or his back in general. The worst parts were certainly his face, his chest, and, most noticeably, his hips and butt, which still blazed with a sharp fire whenever he tried to do anything. There would be no walking for a while.

Eventually, the pain lessened in his arms, and he turned himself over inch by inch before setting out to crawl across the floor. He had to power the journey exclusively with his arm muscles, which complained bitterly but didn’t give out. It was like he was a zombie in a movie, one of the pathetic ones that had to slither along the ground because its legs were missing or something.

Centimeter by painful centimeter, Brian would move his hand forward, grab the floor, and laboriously haul the rest of his body just a little bit further forward, then repeat the process on the other side. Initially, the process was incredibly difficult, and it took him many minutes to even draw level with the end of his bed, but with time he got a rhythm going and managed to speed the process up. By the time he’d reached the doorway out into the living space, he’d reached a rate of one “stroke” per minute.

The door now presented a problem. Luckily, it opened outwards, so Brian was able to force it open by walking his upper body up the door, turning the knob, and pushing outwards, but this wasn’t an easy process at all. When he did get it open, he allowed himself to fall forwards, panting, over the threshold of the living room. Victory had never tasted so sweet.

Now he was on the home stretch. It wasn’t too far to the kitchen, and completely flat; Brian had little trouble pulling himself along the floor. If he stopped and rested, there was now no pain at all in the least-affected areas. Maybe a day of rest really could cure whatever it was that ailed him.

Finally, Brian was hauling himself up the counter and grabbing the bagels from the bread box. He reflected that this was the hardest he’d ever fought simply to survive, to live; he had had no idea that this steely resolve, this grim determination, was a part of his personality. In a way, even though he knew that whatever was happening in his body could still be the end for him, he was glad that it had taught him that lesson. A life worth fighting for was, indisputably, a life worth living.

Triumphant at last, he fell back onto the floor, gasping. There was still some fight left in him, though, and Brian wanted something to go with his bagel. Crawling over to the fridge, he yanked open the door. Nothing in the top levels was going to be accessible, but...ah, the peanut butter. It was nearly out of reach, but by bracing himself on the crisper drawer and straining upwards, he managed to grab the jar of salty, protein-packed goodness. That done, he worked his way over to the couch. It was more difficult to move now, with his hands full, but his limbs felt better than they had all day, and it took him less than five minutes to cross the room and haul himself up onto the cheap IKEA seat.

Brian breathed out as he grabbed a bagel, opened the jar of peanut butter, and turned the TV on. It was playing a shitty game show, but he didn’t care. He’d defeated his pain and his demons, and now he could relax and wait for recovery. He felt like he had a new lease on life, though the thought of returning to the office still made him feel a bit ill. Well, one thing at a time.

* * *

A few hours later -  Brian didn’t know exactly how long, since his watch was still in the bedroom - he decided to take stock of the pain once more. He flexed his hands, and found no issues with them. Arms? Fine, though moving them could sometimes trigger searing pain in his chest, which was still a problem. Head? He could swivel his neck freely, but if he tried to move his face, scrunch up his nose, frown, raise his eyebrows, he felt burning pain. Clearly, that was still a trouble spot. His legs were fine, which encouraged him to try standing up. Even though it had been impossible earlier, he felt like maybe now it might not be so bad.

Clutching the back of the couch for support, he pushed himself to his feet, largely with his arms. Though he wobbled, he found that there wasn’t much pain if he just stood still. Taking a step, on the other hand...his hips seethed with agony, and he nearly fell down; it took everything in him to grit his teeth and stay upright until the pain subsided. Walking was just not going to work for the time being.

Brian had an idea, though. He wanted to go to the bathroom, and it would be so much faster if he didn’t have to drag himself along the floor. He hopped up and down, trying to hold his hips still, and found that it wasn’t too painful as long as he stayed on his tiptoes. If he pretended he was in a potato sack race, he could get to the bathroom fairly easily. Victorious, he bounced across the room and opened the bathroom door. He would have looked incredibly stupid to anyone who saw him, but that wasn’t a concern; Brian had no friends, and his family lived far away, so he wasn’t likely to have any unexpected visitors.

Still, there had been progress. A day of rest and a good night’s sleep would probably fix most of the issues. The pill had probably caused all of this, and he shuddered to imagine what would have happened if he’d taken a whole one, but...well, it was good that he hadn’t. He left it at that. On the way back to the couch, he grabbed his laptop. The original point of the experiment, idiotic though it was, had been to figure out what the pills were. Now that he had a very distinctive side effect to go on, things were sure to go more easily.

* * *

It was dark outside, and the bag of bagels was empty, when Brian finally gave up. There were medications that caused pain, of course - nerve damage, joint pain, and skin irritation all seemed to be common side effects. But none of the health websites, nor any of Rigner-Morteze’s systems, had any information about a drug that caused acute but temporary pain centered in the face, chest, and hips. As far as the Internet was concerned, not only these specific pills, but also the drug in general, had never existed, and there was no reason why the bottle that Brian was holding should be filled with a mysterious medication that did something no one seemed to think should really be able to happen. There was always the possibility, of course, that it was simply a very rare, specialized drug that rarely saw use, in which case there might not have been any information about it online, or in the record systems.

Well, at the end of the day, the pain was, presumably, just a side effect; he didn’t know what the drug was actually supposed to do. The pain in his hips had gone down now to the point where he could shuffle slowly around, so he got up and hobbled over to the bathroom, where he’d set up his testing station the night before.

Results were inconclusive. His blood pressure was slightly higher, but not to the point of being concerning. His heart rate was also slightly higher, which was a bit strange, but that could well have been down to the stressful, painful day that he’d had. Nothing conclusive could really be said about the medication based just on those effects, so he’d have to wait longer.

Putting down the blood pressure machine, he realized that he was exhausted. Even though he probably hadn’t even walked a hundred steps, Brian’s day had been nothing but an endless struggle to exist, and he needed to rest. He went over to his dresser, changed out of his sweaty clothes (which was still a very difficult process, despite his improvements), and lowered himself gingerly into bed. If things got better overnight, he might even go into work the next day, he thought as sleep quickly took him.

* * *

Brian awoke feeling much better. The pain was completely gone, except for a few twinges here and there when he moved his hips and parts of his face. Everything seemed normal. He was getting out of bed when he felt something tickling his upper back. Wait...bringing a hand up to his head, he found six inches of new hair. He could tuck what had been his bangs behind his ears. What?

Rushing to the bathroom (which he could do once more), he looked into the mirror and almost fainted. The reflection staring back at him was...not him? But at the same time...it was him. He’d never felt such a connection to the person in the mirror. Feelings swirled inside of him as he took stock of the changes.

The hair was obviously different, but so was his face. His eyebrows were thinner, his nose less prominent, his lips fuller, and there were a million other smaller things that had also transformed, things that he couldn’t quite put his finger on but that he knew were different. His skin, too! It was smooth and almost seemed to glow, even in the dim bathroom light.

But, even stranger...his body had also changed. He had less belly fat and...a slap confirmed it. He had a bigger butt. His hips also seemed to be wider, and there was new fat covering them. There were worse things, but why? Why would someone take a medication that made your butt bigger? And what were all these changes for?

His eyes widened as he felt his chest and realized what had happened. It was unmistakable: Brian had...Brian had breasts. He now had the body of a woman.

The realization triggered a storm within him. That feeling of connection to the person in the mirror - it had been with the unconscious knowledge that that person was a woman, or at least looked like one. Why could that be? What kind of person would get joy out of realizing that they’d become more like the other gender?

But now that Brian thought about it, he couldn’t hold back the wave of revelations in his mind. The fact that he’d always wanted to play with dolls as a little kid. The fact that he’d never had any male friends in elementary school. The fact that he never shopped for male clothes so much as just picked out the cheapest ones and tried not to think too much about what he was doing. He was...he was transgender. And the pill that he’d taken had confirmed him beautifully and completely coincidentally. The pain had been horrible, agonizing, but now...the more Brian thought about it, the more he realized that it had all, in many ways, been a miracle.

He stared at the mirror for a few more minutes before he remembered that he had to go to work. Hurriedly, he brushed out his hair (which took longer than usual), got into his usual work shirt and pants, and grabbed one of his pre-packed lunches out of the fridge. Glancing at himself again on the way out (he just couldn’t resist), he realized that the vibe from his look had gone from frumpy straight man to business casual lesbian, but...hey, that wasn’t a bad thing. Maybe he was a lesbian. Who knew?

Jumping into his ancient Dodge Stratus, Brian cranked up the radio and hit the road. Usually, the morning commute was a shitty start to what was always an even shittier day, but today he couldn’t care less. Nothing was able to touch him at all.

He got to work in record time by using a sneaky back route he’d never felt awake enough to attempt, and, despite his slow start, pulled into the lot a good fifteen minutes early. Grabbing the bottle of pills and his laptop, he headed into the office.

Brian certainly turned some heads on the way to his desk. Nobody was used to seeing him smiling, pumped-up, excited, and they especially weren’t used to seeing his dramatically-different new look. He’d only just sat down when one of the onlookers decided to come and see him. It was Agnes from accounting, a nosy baby boomer who delighted in the personal drama of other people - and if anything smacked of personal drama, this mysterious woman wearing men’s clothes certainly did. She poked her head into Brian’s office. “Hello there.”

“Hi,” said Brian. He noticed that his voice was higher. Did it sound like a woman’s? He couldn’t tell.

“Um…” she said. “Are you, well…”

“I’m fine, thanks,” he said, breezily.

“No, no, I mean...who are you? Are you Brian’s girlfriend? He never said anything about a girlfriend.”

Brian blushed a deep beet red. It had never occurred to him that he would actually be mistaken for a woman. “Um...I...I am Brian.”

“What?” Agnes stared at him for a moment, then turned away, muttering about “transvestites.” He suspected she would be simply the first of many to react that way, but it was hilarious as much as it was offensive. Old people were crazy.

He got to work in the office, looking up medications with feminizing effects. He’d never heard of anyone changing their appearance so rapidly, but it had happened to him, so…surely the compound was widespread, right? Whoever had invented it would have gotten rich and probably become famous too.

But there was nothing on the Internet that suggested that this was the case. Estradiol, the most common feminizing hormone, took years to work and couldn’t change bone structure, and all the other candidates were even less likely to fit the bill. More and more, it seemed to be the case that the medication that the RMHS team had found at the clinic was something entirely new under the sun, something unprecedented and totally revolutionary.

That did mean, though, that Brian was never going to find a medication name or a chemical formula. He was just wondering whether Tony might OK sending it to a lab, given its extraordinary effects, when the man himself showed up at his office door. “Brian! Is that really you?”

“Yeah. I...may have taken the medication that you gave me to investigate.” Brian realized that it sounded like an incredibly stupid thing to do (because, well, it had been), but he was proud of himself anyway. He’d done something brave, if also foolhardy.

Tony laughed. “You’re not supposed to do that! How much did you take? It sure packed a punch!”

“Just a quarter of a pill,” said Brian. “It seems to have been some kind of hormone or something, but I couldn’t find any records of any medication like this. It could be something big.” He realized as he was speaking that Tony was paying full attention to him, which was disconcerting; usually, Brian was a sideshow for him, a distraction that never warranted much notice. Why not now? Did Tony know something about all of this, the pill bottle, the effects, everything else, that Brian didn’t?

“Well,” said Tony. “I commend you for your sacrifice. Are you feeling okay? I’m so sorry about what happened.”

“I’m...fine.” Brian didn’t really want to share his gender-related revelations with his boss, and he was also put off by the note of concern, whether real or fake, in his voice. Tony had never once asked Brian how he was feeling, or expressed any kind of worry or regret to him.

“Good to hear, good to hear,” said Tony. “Well, I think we can take it from here; we should have more than enough information to go on.” He took the pill bottle off of Brian’s desk. “I’m so happy with your effort, actually, that I’m going to give you a bonus!” He pulled a check out of his pocket and handed it to Brian, whose eyes widened when he noticed the amount: five hundred dollars. “Considering the circumstances...well, it’s your money now, of course, but I’d advise getting a new wardrobe. After all, with your body so drastically changed, your old clothes may not fit so well.”

“Thanks, boss,” said Brian. He didn’t understand this sudden generosity, but he’d never before gotten any kind of raise or bonus, except a few cost-of-living increases that amounted to very little.

“And, you know what?” said Tony. “You sounded really sick yesterday. I feel bad for making you come in. Why don’t you take the rest of the day off?”

“Really?” asked Brian. By now, he was a little suspicious; was Tony going to fire him or something? What was with this sudden kindness?

But there was no hint of Tony’s true motive in his wide smile. “Yes, of course. Go shopping, or just go home and relax! The day is yours.” He turned and left, leaving Brian feeling a little bit stunned. Something weird was definitely going on, but...it wasn’t Brian’s way to look a gift horse in the mouth. After all, he’d never achieved anything for himself, unless you counted throwing away advantages as an achievement. Gathering his things, he got up and headed out.

* * *

Unsure of what to do with the day, Brian found himself taking Tony’s advice and pulling into a parking spot at the nearby mall. Unlike everything else in Tercer Hermano, the suburb he called home, the mall was in fairly good shape. After killing off all of the local businesses and the small downtown that had existed at the beginning of the twentieth century, it had established itself as the only place to shop. Even though business had slowed in recent years, the large white building was still the cleanest and most modern in the entire city.

But...what did Brian want? On the one hand...yes, he was transgender. He hadn’t told anyone, but that was a fact, not a question. His new female body (except for what was between his legs) also pointed to that side of things. On the other hand, did he feel comfortable buying...buying women’s clothes? Was that a thing he could really do?

It occurred to him that some stores did sell clothing for both genders. Maybe the best idea was just to go in and see what happened. With that in mind, he headed to H&M. He was still young enough to shop there, right?

Stepping through the doors of the store, he found himself passing into a kind of daze. The fact that he looked like a woman, that he could but whatever he wanted with minimal judgement - it sent a torrent of emotion washing over him. There was no question about which floor he was going to; he attacked the women’s section, tearing through the racks, picking things up left and right to try on, and then, running to the changing room, locked the door and had a private moment of sheer euphoria as he watched himself put things on. One item he’d found, a simple black t-shirt dress, moved him to tears; when he wore it, he saw a person staring back at him who was fully, indisputably, a woman.

He left H&M with full bags, but the spree continued in other stores. He needed jeans, casual dresses, nice dresses, probably a couple of skirts, tops, shoes (obviously)...the list went on, and kept growing as he bought more and more. At last, most of the $500 was gone, and he had a trunk full of new things to wear. As he pulled out of the parking lot, he was already planning out the multiple loads of laundry it would take to get everything washed. There was just so much to do, and he couldn’t wait to get started.

* * *

That night, Brian was sitting on his bed, staring into his closet. All the male clothes in it had been purged; they were sitting in a heap on his floor, waiting to be dispatched to Goodwill. Instead, the racks were full of everything he’d bought that day, and he was trying to decide how he felt. It was exhilarating to finally be expressing his gender the way he wanted to, but...god, it would be difficult to come into work. Agnes’ comment was just the beginning. The office was full of old people, and while some of them would likely be accepting or at least tolerant, a few of them were equally likely to make his life difficult.

It was crazy how suddenly everything had happened. Obviously, the strange medicine was hard to explain, but then there had been the weird interaction with his boss, and the shopping trip - his life had changed more in forty-eight hours than it had in ten years. It wasn’t bad, of course, but…it wasn’t easy to adjust to.

Also...even though he was firm in the belief that he was transgender, he hadn’t quite made the mental leap to thinking of himself as a woman. That would be a big change, of course, with a new name and new pronouns to boot, and he just didn’t quite feel ready for it. Maybe there was no rush, but...he’d thought that transitioning was a straightforward, by-the-book kind of thing, and now he realized that it wasn’t that simple at all. The thought filled him with trepidation.

Oh well. At least he had some nice new panties; he’d stopped by Aerie on the way through the mall. He adjusted the waistband of the pair he was currently wearing, then fell back into bed and, exhausted, dropped off to sleep.

* * *

When Brian woke up in the morning, his first thought was to check his reflection in the mirror. Even though he hadn’t taken any more of the medication, he wondered if anything had changed about his appearance. At this point, he was so used to things not being the same that he would have been surprised to see everything as it had been the day before.

But the mirror revealed no major alterations. His hair seemed a bit longer, and his face was...a little bit different, maybe? But nothing seemed radically different.

Still, though... Brian lingered at the sink, gazing at his reflection. He’d never been comfortable with the person looking back at him, but now...he was cute. He was so goddamn cute that he wanted to reach through and give himself a hug. He’d never been happy about any aspect of his appearance before, but now he was happy with almost everything about the way he looked. He’d never known how much he’d wanted that.

Smiling broadly, Brian headed back into the bedroom to get dressed. He picked out a nice white blouse, black skirt and flats; it was better not to be too adventurous at the office, especially not on the first day of dressing as the person he really was. He’d shaved his legs the day before, but his nails still weren’t done; that would have to happen later, or on the weekend, which was just the next day. A bra hugged his chest, giving him a sense of security and contentment, though his breasts weren’t really large enough to need one that much.

There was something missing in his look. Even though he’d hardly felt very confident in doing so, Brian had picked up some makeup at Ulta. His impression was that the whole primer-foundation-concealer-bronzer-highlighter procedure took a long time, so instead he just opted for a little mascara and a light lip gloss. He was just a little cuter after he finished, but it wasn’t too noticeable, which was probably a good thing.

Satisfied now, Brian hurried to the kitchen, made some toast with peanut butter, and then got in the car to head to work. As he pulled out of the driveway, he realized that he felt a sense of impending...something. Everything that had happened over the past few days - his mental low point, his mysterious transformation, the strange shopping trip - it was all leading somewhere, and he felt like would find out where very soon.

Traffic was heavy, even down the side way he’d used the other day, but Brian didn’t care very much. Things like that, traffic, rain, bad things happening - they didn’t have to bother him. It had been easy to let them bother him, when he’d been trying to be a guy, but now...well, now things would be easier. So what if the traffic was slow? He’d get to work slower. It wasn’t as if he’d left with just minutes to spare. Old Brian would have been consumed by worry over the situation, but New Brian - that name was starting to seem less and less appropriate - was fine with it.

He pulled into the parking lot exactly on time, hopped out of the car, grabbed his bag, and headed in to the office. If no one had been quite sure who he was the day before, now everyone was absolutely convinced that he was a different person. Multiple coworkers got up to introduce themselves, leading to some awkward conversations that Brian wriggled out of as soon as humanly possible. This was what he had been worrying about. Luckily, almost everyone was nice enough once he explained what was really going on - except Agnes, who hung out in the opposite corner of the office, pretending to be intensely interested in whatever was happening on her computer screen.

Finally, though, Brian made it back to his desk, plopped his stuff down, and got to work on his usual drudgery. He wondered whether it would be better to leave Rigner-Morteze. It wasn’t as if he liked the job, and even though it was very secure, he had skills, right? He could get something that paid better somewhere else. He could even move out of Tercer Hermano, maybe over to another suburb or even up to the Bay Area or Seattle or something. That flicker of ambition that had helped to push him to take the pill had never quite gone out afterwards.

He was sitting idly, daydreaming about the sunny Seattle weather he’d seen on TV, when Tony knocked on the doorframe before stepping into the office. “Hey, Brian! Glad to see you took my advice!”

“Yeah,” said Brian. Suddenly, he felt a little awkward about his appearance, now that it was being commented on. At least Tony seemed to like it. “I went to the mall after you gave me the day off. I bought more than I was expecting.”

“Good, good!” said Tony. “I’m so glad to hear that you’re finding your style. I know that it always makes me happy to find something that’s a good fit.” His tone was disconcertingly bright, and Brian wondered, again, what he was up to. “Anyway, I was coming by to ask you to meet me in my office in five minutes. I have something to...discuss with you.”

“Okay…” said Brian, now positively suspicious.

“Great!” said Tony. “I’ll see you then. I just have to make some copies first.” Smiling, he strode out of the office.

Brian sighed. Clearly, his boss had some angle, and, well...there was only one way to find out what it was. Hesitantly, he got up and started for Tony’s section of the building.

* * *

It was funny; even though Tony had been Brian’s boss for three years, Brian had only seen his office a handful of times. It was always Tony that came to Brian with things he was concerned about or wanted done. Though Brian often wished that it weren’t so, emails were not a major part of the Rigner Morteze office culture, and messaging apps like Slack had never even been considered by the upper management.

He was familiar with the route, though. Across the main workspace, through the doorway on the other side, down a few more hallways, and now there were more decorations, art on the walls and brass nameplates on the office doors. He stopped when he reached Tony’s door, wondering whether it would be rude to go in if his boss wasn’t back yet. Cautiously, he knocked on the door, but there was no response.

A moment later, Tony came bustling down the hallway, holding a thick stack of paper. “So sorry to keep you waiting! I’ve been very busy today.” He pushed open the door and ceremoniously held it open for Brian before heading inside himself.

Tony’s office was impressive, by middle-management standards. It was a corner office, though not one of the truly desirable corner offices up on the higher floors, and it featured a large desk with plenty of room for paperwork. A fish tank bubbled away in the corner. Though it wasn’t particularly ornate, it still made Brian jealous; his own office was little bigger than a walk-in closet.

His boss took a seat behind the desk in a large leather office chair and signalled for Brian to sit on a smaller, lower chair facing him. When they were both comfortable, he began what was clearly a rehearsed spiel. “So, Brian, you’ve been with us for three years now. Are you liking it?”

“Mostly,” said Brian. The truth was that it made him want to die inside, but he wasn’t going to tell Tony that. He was worried, though; this kind of big-picture talk was usually only heard at RMHS when someone was about to get canned.

“Good, good,” said Tony. “And your specific role? Junior operations coordinator? How’s that fitting?”

“Well, it’s all right,” said Brian. At that moment, he found a strange new kind of courage welling up inside of him. “To be honest…I was hoping to move to a different kind of thing. Maybe it was the experience I had with the pills that’s making me say that. But, you know, having been here a few years...” He trailed off, wanting to see how Tony would respond.

“Mmmm,” said his boss. “Interesting, interesting. I agree, actually. I think you’d be better suited for a...different kind of position.” He smiled.

“What kind of position?” asked Brian, hesitating. He wasn’t sure he liked the look in Tony’s eyes.

“It would come with a substantial raise, of course,” said Tony, ignoring the question. “You’re no longer a green employee, and we would stop paying you as such.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Brian, “but what kind of position are we talking about here? Is it still gonna be in Operations?”

“Well,” said Tony, “you could say that.”

“What’s that mean?” asked Brian. He was getting tired of this.

“That really depends,” said Tony, “on whether or not the hormonal response that the pills were supposed to trigger works properly.”

“What? Hormonal -” Brian was about to protest more, but then Tony threw his tie to the side and began to unbutton his shirt. Normally, Brian would have been taken aback by his boss’ behavior, but now...now he felt compelled to quiet down, to see what was going to happen next. A hint of something he didn’t quite recognize was flickering within him. Each button revealed a bit more of Tony’s surprisingly muscular chest, and then his toned abs, fabric pulling to the side in a silent rebuke of Brian’s objections. Soon, his boss was shirtless, still looking expectantly towards him.

Brian felt unexpected feelings begin to swirl inside of him. He’d never considered that he could be...well, if he was trans, then being attracted to men would make him straight, right? Whatever his sexual orientation, though, the strength of his internal response, his attraction to Tony, his lust for him, surprised him. In fact, the response was stronger, much stronger, than it usually was when Brian saw an attractive woman. It was so strong that, despite his reservations, Brain felt himself licking his lips. Whatever was going to happen next...well, he might come to regret it, but those were worries for later. For now, he could think only of his boss’ body - and what he wanted to do with it.

“That’s right,” said Tony, watching Brian salivate. “Good, good. I think that this is going to turn out to be one of the best investments I’ve ever made. ‘Don’t buy drugs from China,’ they said. Well, usually, that would be good advice, but you just can’t get some of these things any other way. Anyway, I think we should continue our specific salary negotiations later, but this is my proposal to you. You can be my secretary. Duties will include answering the phone, forwarding important emails, receiving visitors, and, of course, providing other...services as required. Does that sound acceptable to you?”

Brian could barely understand what Tony was saying, but if he was reading him right...he’d be sucking his boss’ cock all day for money. There were worse things, right? He felt like maybe he wouldn’t normally have made this decision, but...what the heck, right? He’d only just started living life as a woman. He had to make up for lost time. He found himself approaching the desk, sitting on the edge, letting his skirt ride up, showing his ass to his boss. “That sounds...like an opportunity I’d be interested in pursuing.”

Tony smiled widely. “Good! There is an interview process, and it begins below the desk. If you will!” He gestured theatrically to the space under his desk, between his legs, where Brian could already see a massive tent pitched. This was going to be a good time. He slid down and positioned himself in the dark, cramped space, staring his boss down directly at crotch level. Even though he was eager to get it on, he still felt a bit of trepidation. What would this mean for the person he was becoming?

Then Tony put that feeling to bed. “Are you ready, Britney?” The use of a female name...it changed something. Brian - no, Britney - she felt that a line had been crossed. The verbal affirmation, by someone else, of her new identity cemented something inside of her that had felt loose and undefined. She was a woman, goddamit, and she refused to stop pretending otherwise. Of course, you didn’t have to be a woman to suck cock, but it certainly didn’t hurt if the cock in question belonged to a straight man, which Tony had loudly and repeatedly affirmed that he was. Well, he wouldn’t be entirely straight after she was done with him.

“Yes, boss,” she said, letting a sexy purr slip into her voice, reveling at how completely she’d changed since that fateful Tuesday.

“Then what are you waiting for?” he asked, taking on a domineering tone. “Get to work! Consider this your job interview!””

“I’m sure I’ll get the position,” said Britney, undoing the button of Tony’s pants before slowly, painstakingly sliding down his briefs. “After all, I’m more familiar than the average girl with the...tools of the trade.”

“Oh really?” asked Tony. “Then show me! Use that mouth for something worthwhile, huh?” Britney said nothing, simply looking up at him as she pushed the underwear down the rest of the way, allowing Tony’s thick, meaty rod to spring out. She allowed a look of shock to cross her face, knowing that he would enjoy it, but in fact she was too busy to be surprised, too focused on how to give him every possible ounce of pleasure, on how to get all of the cum out of his big, tasty-looking balls.

She started slow, with a handjob, slowly pumping his cock, sliding her fingers along it. From her time as Brian, she knew that it could be enjoyable to change up the speed and pressure frequently at first, almost massaging her boss’ thick tool, rather than pumping quickly. He seemed to be pleased; his breathing quickened, and he grunted softly whenever she did something he particularly liked.

But it was always best not to forget the balls, right? Britney cupped Tony’s full sack, oh-so-gently massaging and squeezing them. She knew that that wouldn’t lead him to an orgasm on its own, but it would certainly make his pleasure more intense.

She had fallen into a steady rhythm, massaging, pumping, and Tony was clearly enjoying it. “Am I doing okay, boss?” she asked, trying to sound innocent and naive, an act she knew he would love.

“You’re doing great,” he said, “but pick up the pace. I’m not paying you by the hour.”

“Okay!” said Britney brightly, beginning to properly pump Tony’s cock, feeling it stiffen in her hands. It was a strange experience, giving a man a handjob. She had, of course, given herself a handjob more times than she could count, but she was hardly well endowed. She’d considered tucking that morning to fit better into her skirt, but her bulge was so small that it hardly mattered either way. Tony, on the other hand...he was at least seven or eight inches long, and even just the way his cock looked practically screamed for somebody to suck it. It was such a big, juicy tool that Britney wondered what he’d want afterwards. If it was something involving her virgin asshole...the thought filled her with both trepidation and excitement. She didn’t want to be split in two, but on the other hand, she could only imagine the sensations that would come from having that monster buried deep inside of her.

But that was in the future. In the present, she had to pleasure Tony’s cock with just her hands and her mouth, and she was getting an idea. Leaning down, she met her boss’ eyes as she planted a kiss on the tip of his member, giving him a tiny taste of what was to come. His rod stiffened, and she smiled; apparently, despite being a demanding manager, he was easy to please in the bedroom. Still pumping, she began to gently lick him, tasting his musk, feeling the smooth head of his penis and the ridge that divided it from the shaft. And yet she still avoided going all in; Tony might have pushed her to speed up, but he would feel better if she didn’t. In any case, she was giving him what he wanted.

But Britney knew that even the most patient man would have been suffering by then, and when Tony placed his hand on the back of her head, signaling for her to go ahead, she knew that it was time to stop stringing him along quite as much. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, treating him to the warm, wet sensation he’d been craving. At first, she didn’t push herself too much, content to swirl her tongue around him, to allow the mere fact of the blowjob to do some of the work for her. He was sure to have a hard time keeping control of himself either way.

“Come on, bitch,” Tony grunted, pushing her head onto his cock. “Hurry up.” His rough speech, the heartless way he was treating her, drove her wild, and she wanted to jump on his dick right there and then, to let him ream her with that same aggressive, forceful energy, but she knew that that would come later. For now...continuing to massage her boss’ balls and to pump his shaft with one hand, she took more of him into her mouth, as much as she possibly could, inch after inch of meaty, musky goodness knocking at the entrance of her throat. The question was, could she do it?

The lesson Britney had learned from the pills was this: That, even if maybe there was some risk involved, it was worth it sometimes to grab life by the balls. Widening the back of her throat, she pushed her head down onto Tony’s cock.

The sensation was uncomfortable, but incredibly erotic. He was so thick that she couldn’t breathe, but she did have thirty seconds or so before she ran out of air, and she took advantage of that time to let him fuck her throat, letting go of his self-control for a moment, abusing her face with wild abandon. She felt like a toy, a tool to be used, and she absolutely loved it with every fiber of her being.

Britney’s air was just about to run out when Tony pulled out. He was smiling, trying to project calm, but there was a hint of wildness in his expression that confirmed what she’d thought before; he’d been about to cum. “You did good, slut. I’m giving you high marks for that part of the interview.”

“So...do I have the job?” Britney looked up at him eagerly, breathlessly waiting for the answer that she hoped was coming.

“Not yet,” he said, and she filled with relief. “I want to see how good you are at...desktop management. Get up here.” He patted the top of the big oak desk, and she scrambled out from her little cave between his legs and lay flat on her back, spreading her legs to reveal her panties as he slid a condom on and lubed up.

“I’m ready, boss,” she said, trying to look sultry. “Come and give me my work assignment. I want one that’s long and hard…” It was hackneyed, and she knew it, but he didn’t care; desire lit up his eyes like a fire deep inside of him.

“I will, bitch. You dressed extra slutty today, huh? You knew exactly what was going to happen.” As Tony pulled her panties off and tossed them away, then spread her legs and positioned his cock in front of her eager hole, Britney realized that he was right. She really had been expecting to fuck her boss. Deep within her, there was a part that had always wanted to fuck him, that had been jealous of the women (real or, just as likely, invented) that he had bragged about pleasuring.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, “fuck me, boss. Fuck my slutty hole.”

“Your wish is my command, bitch,” said Tony. He pushed his pelvis forward, and Britney felt the warm, latex-covered tip of his throbbing cock pressed up against her tight asshole. She breathed out, trying to relax, to let him in, and, between that and the lube, she felt it begin to slide inside. He was so big, so thick, that it was painful at first; she found herself crying out, whimpering at the pressure, the stinging sensation of being stretched much further than ever before.

But then, slowly, the pain began to abate slightly, and to be intertwined with pleasure, pleasure that came slowly at first but then began to grow the further he slid into her. She’d never experienced anything like the sensation of having her asshole fucked; the pleasure of masturbation was sharp, immediate, skin-deep, but this feeling...it seemed to come from deep within her, a low, echoing sensation like the sound of a footstep heard far away in a silent cave. She didn’t know what the orgasm would feel like when it came, but she knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that it was going to be utterly unforgettable.

At last, Tony’s cock was in as far as it would go, his balls touching Britney’s ass. She had taken him; she had done it. Beads of sweat rolled down her face as she gritted her teeth and waited for the pain to lessen, hoping that she would get used to it.

But her boss wasn’t about to give her a break so easily. Slowly, he began to slide out and then back in, beginning a methodical, gentle stroke that seemed intended to ease them both in to the experience. Britney gasped. The feeling of having his cock in motion inside her...there was less pain when he thrust, and oh, oh god it felt good to have something plunging so deep into her hidden places. The head of his cock was stirring up pleasure unlike any she’d ever experienced, and she found it hard, almost impossible, to keep herself under control, to stop herself from crying out, begging for his cock even more than she already had, from slamming herself onto his dick with wild abandon. The part of her that wasn’t overcome with wild sexual desire remembered when Tony had been trying to go too fast, and she had had to rein him in; now she needed to do the same for herself.

Still, though, it felt incredible to have him fuck her this way. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure, desire, ecstasy bounding through her. She had to let herself go a little. That was what sex was about, giving in. “Oh yes, boss, oh fuck, just like that,” she said, her words repeatedly interrupted by his thrusts.

“Yeah - Yeah, you like that, slut?” Tony grunted, burying more and more of his meat into her with each thrust. It wasn’t easy to string words together in the state they were in, but what they said was more or less irrelevant; it was how they said it, the growls of desire that escaped their lips, that made it so, so sexy to hear each other’s voices. The knowledge that she was driving him so wild, the knowledge that he was fucking her brains out, that was what took them to new heights of arousal.

Britney’s tiny penis was flopping between her legs as Tony reamed her. Now that she was looking at it...it seemed like it was even smaller than before she’d taken the pill. Her balls, too, were now no bigger than almonds, rolling around in her nearly-empty sack. The sight of these organs, weak, impotent, useless, was incredibly erotic. She would never fuck a woman. She’d thought that before, but now she knew it for sure; equipment like this was only good as decoration for her crotch, as a reminder to her of how much she’d changed, how much she needed a big, fat cock to pound her little asshole. And only a big, strong, alpha man could give her that.

But now...Britney felt something building within her, a sensation she recognized, but that felt much, much different than what she was used to: the beginnings of an orgasm. The pleasure was collecting in a vessel deep inside of her, vibrating, crackling with sexual energy, and it wasn’t long now before it would overflow, and...and then...she still couldn’t imagine what it would feel like, but she wanted nothing more than to find out.

Tony was also getting close, it seemed. His breathing was coming in gasps, and his thrusts were wild, uncontrolled; he was allowing himself to slam into her asspussy with wild abandon, letting his base instincts take control. The sight of him overcome by desire led her to allow the same thing to happen, to give in to her lust, to slam her hips against him, wrap her legs around him, and let out a moan of desire.

Maybe it was that that sent him over the edge. He grunted, and then Britney felt a warm sensation deep inside of her; he was cumming inside of her, his thrusts going even deeper as he acted on his basal instinct to fertilize her...not that she’d be getting pregnant, of course. Still, the knowledge that he’d blown his load, that she’d pleased him, pleasured him - it was incredibly erotic, and, combined with his ever-deeper thrusts, it was about to push her over the edge -

And then, at last, it did. Gasping, Britney’s eyes rolled back into her head as the vessel inside of her tipped over, pouring pleasure across every part of her body. Her very being seemed to vibrate with ecstasy, and for a few seconds she lost all awareness of the world around her, floating in a world of pure sensation. Gasping, she felt a bit of clear fluid trickle out of her dick (so much for her own ejaculation), and then lay back on the hard desk, trying to regain her breath.

For a minute or so, they remained in that position, recovering from an unforgettable experience. Tony pulled out of her and threw the condom in the trash, and a moment later she got up and began to wipe herself off with the tissues from the box on his desk. It was hard to know quite what to say after such an encounter.

“Well,” said Tony, “I can say for sure now: You’re hired.”

Britney smiled. Even though it had never really been in doubt, the knowledge that she’d get to do this again, and again, and again...it filled her with excitement. “Thanks, boss.”

“It’ll be my pleasure,” he said, grinning. “I haven’t had a fuck like that since...well, ever, I think. Damn! Well, we do have some work to do. Go down to IT and get them to set you up with the right accounts and stuff, huh? You are gonna be my secretary, after all. And I’ll have your desk and things moved in here before tomorrow.”

“Right,” said Britney, sliding her panties on. This was an upgrade, for sure. From office drone to dicked-down secretary? She would take that deal any day.

“Oh, and hey,” said Tony, as she walked out the door. “Agnes should be back with the Friday donuts by now. Take your pick! That is...if you haven’t had enough cream filling already today.”

Britney grinned widely. “You bet I will.” Justice had been served.

Taking her leave of her boss-cum-dom, she headed out into the hallway and back to her office to get her laptop. It was hard to come to terms with what had just happened. Thinking about Tony - it just left her brain swimming in helpless desire. Something weird had happened, that was for sure.

Still, did it matter? Her life was going to be a lot better from here on out. She’d get a raise! A less soul-sucking position! A fat cock to pleasure every day! And she’d get to do it all as the woman she was born to be! Just thinking about it, she felt a smile spread across her face. Nothing could stop her now.


From Rob to Riley

“Shit!” Rob leapt backwards as a bullet bored into the wall just inches from where he’d been standing a moment before. “Fucking run!” He glanced over his shoulder to see the rest of the gang already on the move, dashing flat-out back down the tunnel towards the vent opening. The plan had failed.

To be fair, he reflected as he sprinted after them, it had never been a particularly good one. Too much had rested on the security at Roberts Industries; the thinking had been that they’d be unlikely to respond to what would have sounded like rats in the vents, after years and years without incident.

It hadn’t been a complicated operation. One of the crew was going to hang back at the van outside, foot on the gas pedal, ready to drive. The rest of the gang was supposed to break in through the AC output, crawl through the vent system they’d spent weeks scoping out, and come out near the high-security Prototype Room. Then, they’d burst in, steal whatever the Roberts people were referring to as XX-2, and blast their way back to the vent and then out.

But with only three on the team, they just hadn’t had the firepower to deal with the half-dozen heavily-armed guards that had heard the small amount of noise they’d made on the way in, or else somehow just known that they were going to be there. Rob suspected a rat, but, well, there wasn’t time to think about that. He squeezed his way into the vent and climbed in as bullets pinged off the walls nearby.

The team rushed through the narrow, waist-high vent, bent over double and using their hands to pull themselves forwards as much as their feet. The security people didn’t seem to be following them, but Rob worried that that was only because they planned to catch them at the other end. He hoped their confidence was misplaced.

After a long, painful run through the twisting, turning vent system, the three would-be burglars burst out of the AC output and were immediately greeted by shouts and searchlights. The whole facility was on alert. “Get to the van!” shouted Rob. Scrambling across the gravel margin, they got into the van just as the guards began to fire; bullets thunked into the rear of the vehicle as the driver peeled out, slamming the pedal to the metal. Soon, they were driving down the road, home-free if empty-handed.

The four were silent for a while as the van headed down country roads before pulling onto I-5. Finally, Alan, one of the two who’d been with Rob inside the facility, spoke up. “Fucking shit. That was close! We almost had it, and then those assholes came along and lit us up.”

“There’s no ‘close’ in this line of work,” said Jerry, an older, more experienced operator who’d had to be cajoled into doing the job. “You get the score, or you don’t. The cops shoot you, or they don’t. You know, we could be screwed right now, even though we all got out in one piece. They could’ve found out who we are. Got the new plates, Eric?”

Eric, the driver, grunted and tapped the glovebox. The idea had been to install the fake license plates on a side road or something, but that would have to wait; they had to put some distance between them and the law first.

“Head to the viewpoint over at Dos Hermanos,” said Rob. “We’ll change ‘em there. Rich neighborhood like that, no one’s gonna be looking for us. And it’s…” he checked, “four thirty. We’ve got some time before the roads get busy again. I think we can get away.” Even though Jerry was the oldest in the group, Rob was the leader; it had been he who’d found out about the Roberts Industries opportunity, and he who’d gotten the gang together. And now it was he who had to pull them out of this shitty situation.

“I think we shoulda brought bigger guns,” said Alan. “Just Rambo’d it.”

“This isn’t one of your 80s movies, Alan,” said Rob. “We never wanted to get into a gunfight. If you bring a big fucking gun, that’s all you’re thinking about, who to shoot. Bring a small, surgical implement? You know that’s for emergencies only. What’s the point of scoring big if we all get shot to shit doing it?”

Alan shrugged. “I’m just sayin’, there were only a half dozen guys back there. Yeah, that’s not great odds, but, you know, if we’d taken them out, we coulda gotten into the Prototype Room.”

“In, but not out,” snapped Rob. “Stop talking about those fucking guns.”

“Whatever, man,” said Alan. “You’ve been tryin’ to make this shit happen for over a year now. We’ve been camped out in that motel for three weeks, goin’ up to the facility every day, gettin’ ready for this big score, and now it’s flopped. Fucking ridiculous. You know, man, maybe you’ve got some Richie-Rich-ass bank account payin’ for this fucking motel, but I only had a few hundred saved and it’s almost all gone. I don’t care if there are supposed to be millions of dollars tomorrow if I don’t have shit today. Shit, I’d rather go back to Chick-Fil-A if this is how it’s gonna be.”

“I know, I know,” said Rob. “It’s my mess to clean up. Listen, I still think we can do this -”

“I agree with Alan,” said Jerry. “I don’t see this plan working out. At the end of the day, I have a wife to go home to. She thinks I’m on a business trip. I can’t just put my life on hold to chase some guy’s pipe dream. I think even Eric is kinda fed up by now.” Eric grunted again, and Jerry was right; he did sound angry.

“Okay, fine, fine,” said Rob. “Tell you guys what. I really do think we can do it again. I have a...contact, and I’ll hit them up tomorrow...today? Whatever. They’ll give us a lead, and we’ll try it out. I think we can get our shit together to try another way in a few days. That won’t cost too much on the motel.”

“Few days?” said Alan. “Fuck that. I’ll believe it when I see it. I’m stickin’ around till the end of the week, job or no job. I can’t be chasin’ somebody else’s dream for all time.”

“Yeah, look, I’m sorry,” said Rob. “I’m sorry. I thought it would go better. I’m asking you to trust me one more time. Think of what’ll happen if we get it right! Retirement wherever you want. Aruba. Tahiti. Restaurant food every day. Fast cars. Big house, and not the big house you’re thinking of, either! This is the kind of opportunity that only comes around once in a guy’s career, and I think it’s worth another shot.”

“It’s worth noting here,” said Jerry, “that you’ve never told us what it is that we’re supposed to be stealing. I’d have a much easier time buying into your story if I knew that.”

“Look, I don’t know either,” said Rob, “but look, according to the lead I got, the Roberts Institute’s been putting all their time and money into this shit for several years now, and it’s finally going to Roberts Industries for manufacturing. We can sell it to China. However much they invested into it is how much it’s worth, and how much we can make by selling it.”

“I’ve heard this theory before,” said Alan. “Look, man, I said I’d stick around ‘till the end of the week. I’m a fucking idiot. I buy lottery tickets all the time, and there’s a part of me that buys your stupid bullshit. But that part is shrinking by the day.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Rob. They were pulling into the overlook now; as predicted, it was empty of cars, and they had the opening they needed to get out and change the plates. It only took a few minutes of work, and now, with generic white vans just like theirs on the streets all over the city, they’d be untraceable.

On the drive back to Tercer Hermano, Rob was lost in thought. He knew the crew had the skills to pull the job off, if anyone could; that was why he was so hesitant to let them go and find some new people to bring in. But...he really had to deliver now. The thought of calling his contact made him feel a little uneasy. They were always helpful and obliging, asking for nothing in return, but Rob didn’t like to ask for too many favors, and he was worried they’d ask for a cut of this one. He had to admit that it would be only fair.

At last, they pulled into the motel parking lot. They’d picked it for several reasons. First off, it was run by an immigrant family that spoke little English and asked fewer questions. Secondly, it was close enough to the facility that they could go there every day, but not too close that they couldn’t lose any pursuit on the way back. And, thirdly, it was cheap. Split between them, the room was twelve dollars a night - still a ripoff, considering the condition of the accommodations and the fact that they had to take turns sleeping on the floor, but not bad otherwise.

“Damn,” said Jerry, yawning as he swung open the door to the room. “I’m wiped out. Nobody better make any noise before at least noon. I’m getting way too old for this. Way, way too old.”

“Make sure that fuckin’ alarm’s off,” said Alan. The alarm clock that had been sitting in the room since they’d checked in was the bane of their collective existence. It was set to go off at 5:45 AM, and there was no way to tell whether it was set. The first night, it had gone off and scared everyone half to death. The second night, they’d hit buttons for half an hour, trying to make double sure that nothing was activated, but it went off anyway. The third night, they’d just unplugged it, but there were apparently batteries inside, and it had given them yet another rude awakening. It was chained to the desk, but Alan had bought a hammer from Home Depot and worked it over the next morning, leaving it broken and flickering, but it still sometimes managed to go off, even three weeks later. “Also, Rob, you’re on the floor tonight. I’m still mad about this shit.”

“Fucking fine,” said Rob. “Get off my ass already.” He piled the grungy chair cushions and the spare sheets into a sort of nest on the floor, mirroring the one Eric was silently making on the other side of the room, then went to the filthy bathroom to brush his teeth. There was a colony of flies living in the toilet, and one landed on his nose as he stared into the sink, working his toothbrush around his mouth. Swatting it away, he spat, gargled, and headed to bed.

Still, he thought, laying down in his gross little bed, dirty sheets in a motel were better than clean ones in prison. He’d never been there, and didn’t intend to go, but then, who did? And if this job worked out, he wouldn’t have to worry about prison ever again. Or money. Or anything. That had been his quest, his life-defining purpose, for the past year and a half. He wasn’t about to give it up now because they’d hit a roadblock. Rolling over, and still thinking about his next move, he went to sleep.

* * *

Luckily, the alarm clock was merciful that night, and Rob was only awoken at three p.m. by the smell of Taco Bell. “Come get your breakfast!” shouted Alan. “We gotta get moving! Nobody is a vampire here.”

“Taco Bell?” groaned Rob, sitting up. “Fuck, you know what Taco Bell does to me. And Eric. And Jerry. And...actually, everyone except you.”

“What can I say?” said Alan. “It was my turn to buy, and if I have to get food to feed you ungrateful motherfuckers, I can at least get shit that I want. And I love me a quesarito.”

Silently, everyone rolled out of bed and got their meals. Rob’s usual Taco Bell order was the cheesy rice and bean burrito, because his issues were worst when he got anything with meat in it, and the others had learned to err in the same direction, except for Alan, who was living large with a Quesarito and a Crunchwrap Supreme.

“So,” said Jerry, digging into his power bowl, “who is this ‘contact’ of yours? How could someone possibly save this plan?”

“Um,” said Rob, trying to decide how much to reveal, “they’re...over in D.C. Government connections. And they’re willing to help us.”

“Interesting,” said Jerry. “And what, let me guess, they want you to send them a cut? Typical feds.”

“No, actually,” said Rob. “They’ve never once asked for cash. I heard about them from someone else in the,” he gestured vaguely, “business, and they’re a hundred percent reliable, all for free.”

“That makes no fuckin’ sense, man,” said Alan. “Why the fuck would someone work for free? They’re gonna sell us out or screw us over or something.”

“I don’t know,” said Rob. “Ask anybody who’s ever done a big heist like this, stealing tech or prototypes; they know who this person is. The person I heard about them from says that they’ve been the key to over a half dozen big jobs. Even some that made the news. You gotta have heard about the big Shikelri Pharma one. They got away with $600K worth of drugs.”

“All these anonymous motherfuckers, they don’t mean shit,” said Alan. “Give me a real reason to trust this person.”

“Tell you what,” said Rob, “I gotta call them after this. I’ll put it on speaker. They’ll be okay with that, probably.”

“Yeah, I’m not sure hearin’ their voice is gonna help me believe this bullshit,” said Alan, “but whatever. Do what you want. If it’s our last chance to make the score, I’m willin’ to at least check it out.”

After breakfast, Rob pulled out the burner laptop he used for things like this and pulled up an encrypted chat program. The contact, which he’d simply labeled “Emergency,” was the only one he had saved, and he clicked on it and typed a message: Doing grocery run soon. Need help in produce section. The code they used wasn’t super secure, but then, Rob only knew how to say a few simple phrases, related to the kind of heist he wanted to pull; the full lexicon was likely known only to the contact themselves, which helped with security.

It was always surprising just how quickly they managed to respond. Righto. Check your phone. Just as Rob finished reading the message, his burner phone buzzed. A call was coming in from an unknown number - a different number, somehow, than the last time they’d spoken, which had been two years ago now. Rob picked up.

The voice coming through the line was muffled, distorted, with a strong hiss of static and patches of feedback. It was impossible to tell whether the person it belonged to was male or female, young or old, a smoker, a druggie, anything. The only thing that you could tell was that whoever it was liked to talk fast. “Grocery run, huh?”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Rob. “Is it okay if I put you on speaker?”

“Right as rain, my friend, right as rain. But only you can talk to me. You know the code, they don’t.”

“Okay, everyone,” said Rob. “They’re saying you can listen in, but only I can talk. I know the code we have to use.” The other three crowded around, and Rob put the phone on speaker.”

“So it looks like the grocery run is...Triple Crown? Wow. I wouldn’t have thought you’d attempt Triple Crown.” There was a mocking note in the mysterious voice. Triple Crown was the codename for anything associated with Ronald R. Roberts, the notoriously handsy Hollywood director who owned Roberts Industries and a host of other ventures.

“I have a good team,” said Rob. “Listen, we already tried. We went to the produce section, but they were out of bananas. We were heading for the frozen foods, but we had to go.”

“That was a strong attempt, I will say. You know, there was actually another shopping trip that happened at Triple Crown a few months ago. They didn’t get even that far down the list. Well, you’ll definitely need a new strategy. What would you say to a little...couponing?”

“Couponing?” Couponing was the contact’s word for deception and trickery. They had never suggested such a thing to Rob before, but at this point he was willing to do almost anything to make the score happen. “I’m listening.”

“Excellent. There’s a bag of candy outside your, ah, place of accomodation. Follow the directions on the wrapper.”

“Wait, what the fuck?” said Rob. “Outside? How did you -”

“Hush, hush,” said the voice. “Good luck on your shopping trip. Destroy the computer, but keep the phone with you. If you don’t get rid of evidence, I couldn’t work with you anymore - and I wouldn’t allow you to contact me.”

“Okay, fine,” said Rob. “I hope I don’t have to contact you again. See you.”

“Goodbye, dear friend,” said the voice, hanging up.

There was a moment of silence. “Okay,” said Jerry, “I don’t understand even half of what you two were talking about.”

“Basically,” said Rob, “I told them about the heist, and they said that we need to try a new strategy.”

“Fuck, if that’s all you have to do to qualify as a genius, count me in,” said Alan. “See y’all later. I’m gonna go camp out in my apartment with some burner phones and shit, tellin’ people obvious shit for five K an hour -”

“That wasn’t all,” said Rob. “They also said there was a package outside the door.”

“That would be fast,” observed Jerry. “Well, I can’t say I trust this person, or you, Rob, but if they told us to do something, it’s worth a look, at least.” They headed over to the door and opened it to find a cardboard box sitting inconspicuously on the stoop. 

“Woah, what?” asked Alan. “You weren’t shittin’ us.”

“Nope,” said Rob, picking the box up and tearing it open. Inside was a bottle containing a single pill and a folded piece of paper, which turned out to be a note.

Hello friends. Choose the man who’ll do the job and have him take this pill. It’s a top-secret medication developed by the US government, and over the next twenty-four hours, it will transform our volunteer’s body, allowing him to blend in perfectly at the upcoming Roberts Industries function in two days. He will slip in as a party guest, sneak down to the Prototype Room (where security should be lighter than usual), grab the item, and slip out undetected. Expect another package to arrive the day after tomorrow - that will hold the rest of the material you’ll need. 

Love, your friend in high places

P.S. Burn this letter!

“Wow,” said Jerry, after they had all read the note. “This is like James Bond or something.”

Eric grunted and pointed at the pill.

“Good point,” said Rob. “Who’s gonna be the guy?”

“I think it’s obvious who it should be,” said Alan. “It’s your heist, Rob, and you’re takin’ the biggest cut. Besides, would you really want it to be anyone else? This has been your life now for a year and a half.”

“I...guess…” said Rob. “You’re right. I just...look, this contact, their plans have always worked - well, they did the other two times - but never quite the way I expected. I was trying to steal a van full of corporate iPads from the LA office of the Roberts Institute three years ago. I asked them, they said they’d hook me up, and sure enough, there was a crate full of these noisemaker things outside my door just a minute later. I used them to distract security and managed to do the job, but...I never would’ve thought to do it that way. I guarantee that this pill is more than it seems.”

“Well, what it seems like is a way to get the score, right? So more than that would just be a bigger payoff.” Alan laughed. “Don’t worry about it. What’s it gonna do? It’s one pill. One tiny little pill.”

“Okay…” said Rob. He picked up the container and tipped it into his mouth, swallowing the small pink pill with ease. Alan was probably right. Nothing in such a small package could pack that much of a punch.

They headed back inside, and, after disposing of the letter, the rest of the day was spent in idleness. There was simply nothing to do. They’d already cased the joint. They already knew everything there was to know about the facility. Alan had gained access to the company Slack a few months back by pretending to have forgotten his password; there was chatter about the break-in, but it was chatter from white-collar suits and not the security teams that they really wanted to listen in on. Rob and Eric took the computer out to the parking lot and smashed it with sharp rocks, making sure that it was almost unrecognizable before prying out the hard drive and repeating the process. Towards seven, Rob went to get Burger King for dinner (or lunch, depending on how you counted), but other than that, they never left the grungy, cramped motel room, not wanting to show their faces in public too much.

Around midnight, they started to go to sleep, one by one, the natural release of melatonin counteracting the fact that they hadn’t been awake for very long. Rob could only wonder what changes the pill would bring, and he had trouble getting to sleep, even though it was his turn for the bed.

* * *

Rob was awoken by Jerry shaking him. “Hey, we were gonna go to IHOP. Not here; the other side of town. You wanna come?”

“Fuck,” said Rob, “you really had to wake me up for that? Sure, I -” he began to sit up, but horrible pain shot through him. He felt as though he was being electrocuted. The sentence he’d been starting turned into a gasping, choking yell of pain.

“Oh shit!” said Alan, looking over Jerry’s shoulder. “You okay, man?”

“Fuck no,” said Rob. “Christ, I...it’s something in that fucking pill. I’ve got horrible pain all over my body. So...no, I’m not gonna be coming to IHOP. Bring me back a stack of the fucking - the whole grain pancakes. I’m gonna need the nutrition.”

“Sure you don’t want to go to the doctor?” asked Jerry. “I’m no medical professional, but this seems like a big deal.”

“Sure you don’t want to go to fucking prison, Jerry?” Rob gasped. Talking was painful. “I’ll be fine. Go!” Looking worried, the other three filed out, and Rob focused on staying as still as possible. As long as he didn’t move a muscle, didn’t budge an inch, the pain wasn’t too bad. His only real concern was how he would keep himself from going insane.

Still, he did seem to be getting better. After an hour had passed, it had become possible to move his arms without too much pain, as long as he went slowly. Despite how annoying the crew could be, he was glad to have them; he could only imagine how difficult it would be to take care of himself in this condition if he’d been living alone.

Eventually, the other three returned bearing Styrofoam containers. “Sorry we left you so long,” said Jerry. “We figured it was better to go far away.”

“Yeah, we went down to East L.A. for these. We got you some hash browns, too, and the boysenberry syrup you like.” Alan handed Rob his meal.

“Thanks,” said Rob, moving slowly to open the container. He was capable now of eating, if he went slowly enough; he hadn’t realized it before, but he was incredibly hungry. He poured the syrup over his pancakes and got to work.

After they had been eating for a while, Rob noticed a concerned expression cross Eric’s face. He pointed to Rob and grunted.

“Hey, you’re right,” said Jerry. “Rob, your face looks different. And your hair’s longer, too. It’s like you got plastic surgery or something.”

“Interesting,” said Rob. “Well, I’m more concerned right now with trying not to let whatever the fuck was in those pills send me to an early grave. I don’t care if I grow a second head, I just want this pain to stop.”

“What kinda pain?” asked Alan.

“It’s…” Rob took stock of himself. “It’s all over, but mostly in my head, and my chest - but not, like, heartburn chest pain, it’s more like near the surface, and my hips. My hips are definitely the worst. My arms hurt, but not so bad I can’t eat. It has been getting better, though, so maybe I’m gonna be okay. Fuck, though.”

“Well, hey,” said Alan. “Whatever’s happening - it’s bringin’ the score closer, right? Sure, it hurts now, but will it hurt when you have millions of dollars?”

“Fuck you, Alan,” said Rob, smiling. “You know that’s the same bullshit I use on you. And it’s not working any better when you do it than when I do it.”

“Well, we got you,” said Jerry. “I think this is all part of the plan. If we’re doing what we’re supposed to, everything is gonna work out like the contact said.”

“Yeah,” said Rob. “I’ll be fine. Let’s just lay low for now. The delivery was coming tomorrow, right? I wonder...I wonder what I’ll look like by then.”

“Only one way to find out,” said Alan.”

* * *

The day passed quietly. Rob lay in bed for most of it, barring one brief break, late in the afternoon, when he hobbled to the bathroom. He watched game shows and nature documentaries, anything to pass the time, to bring him even a few seconds closer to the glittering (or so it seemed) future, a future where, at least, he would be able to move around as he had before. 

At around seven, Eric ordered a large cheese pizza from Domino’s; there was some risk involved in having deliveries to the motel, but they planned to pick it up at the front desk and not have it brought to the room. By then, Rob was able to get up and move around with some difficulty, so he managed to give a good account of himself in the race to devour dinner. After a few slices, he felt full, sleepy, and totally exhausted. Even though he hadn’t moved very much, the day had hit him like a truck.

He wasn’t sure how he felt about the changes happening to his body. Rob had slowly realized, over the course of his life, that his relationship with his physical vessel was different than what other people had with theirs. The rest of the world tried on clothes at stores, making sure they found the right fit and style; Rob threw on whatever was the cheapest. The world looked in the mirror and saw a copy of itself; Rob never felt any particular connection to his reflection. The world might be distressed to discover that its body was changing in ways that it couldn’t understand; Rob couldn’t bring himself to care. Whatever that strange sense of detachment was, it made him the ideal candidate to be the guinea pig in the scenario they were facing. What was the worst that could happen?

Still aching, he rolled over and went to sleep.

* * *

Rob woke up to a Wendy’s sausage croissant on his chest and the concerned faces of his three crew members staring down at him. “What’s going on?” he said, sitting up. “Did I...shit, did I grow two more noses or something?”

“No, no,” said Jerry. “It’s not that.”

“I’m going to the bathroom to look,” said Rob.

“Don’t let him go to the bathroom,” said Jerry. Alan and Eric stood over him, blocking his way out of bed.

“What the fuck is happening?” Rob was getting irritated now. “Just tell me!”

“I’m not gonna be able to do it justice,” said Alan. “Eat your sausage croissant, man, and you can go and look afterwards. Remember, you’re sick. Don’t want any system shocks or whatever.”

“Fucking Christ,” said Rob, unwrapping his sandwich and digging in. He wasn’t sick anymore, that was for sure. He had a ravenous appetite, and his limbs were full of energy, even more than before he’d taken the pill. He felt great.

Well, there was one thing different. Usually, when Rob woke up in the morning, he expected something to happen, something that...wasn’t happening for some reason. He touched his crotch, confirming it. He didn’t know how, but...his morning wood was gone. His dick was still there, but it wasn’t hard, like it had been almost every morning for as long as he could remember. What?

He wasn’t sure how to feel about that. He knew that most men would have been repelled, alarmed, but...he just couldn’t muster that same strength of emotion about it. More and more, he was starting to wonder if he was going crazy. Or maybe, who knew, maybe the pills had driven him off the deep end.

Everyone was just staring at him silently, concerned looks on their faces. “You know,” said Rob, between bites, “if you guys are gonna keep staring at me like I just came back from Planet Weebo or whatever, I’m gonna get up and go see what’s happening.”

“No, no,” said Jerry. “Eat your sandwich.” They all pointedly looked away, but that was almost worse; for being within spitting distance of Hollywood, his three co-conspirators were absolutely terrible actors. He felt a pit of nervousness begin to grow in his stomach. What if his ears were gone? What if his skin had turned purple? What if all his teeth had fallen out? No, that last one didn’t make sense. He could eat. And see his hands, which looked normal enough. And hear. It was something big, though, and he couldn’t relax without knowing what it was.

At last, Rob finished the croissant and got up. “Okay, I’m going into the bathroom,” he said, “and nobody better stop me, okay?” Silently, they watched as he headed across the room, stepped through the bathroom door, and looked into the grungy mirror. “Oh...fuck,” he whispered. The person he saw staring back at him was...a woman. She had hair down to her shoulders, a soft, shallow brow, a shapely nose, a narrow frame, but with hips wider than Rob’s...what had happened? How could one lousy pill do this to him?

And...why didn’t he hate it? There were strong feelings stirring within Rob, sure, but they weren’t revulsion, or rejection, or fear. Instead, he felt...happy, almost. Like he had been...waiting for this. Maybe he’d been waiting his whole life. But no, no, wait, wait. That thought was a little scary. He wasn’t a girl. He was Rob, a guy for twenty-five years and going strong. Why should he be glad that he looked like something he...wasn’t?

Sighing, Rob turned and left the bathroom. “Well, I see why everyone was freaking out,” he said, “but it’s not a big fucking deal. We can all calm down a little.”

“Calm down a little?” said Alan. “Man, you’re a...you’re a fuckin’ girl! Why should I calm down?”

“Cool it!” said Rob. “I can deal with this. I’m fine.”

“I wouldn’t be fine,” said Jerry. “I’d be...pardon my French, but I’d be flipping my shit. How are you so calm?”

“Well, clearly, Jerry, I am not you!” said Rob. “For which I am thankful!” He wasn’t exactly sure why he was getting so angry about being questioned, but they were just being such boneheads that he couldn’t help but get annoyed. Did anyone like being put under a microscope?

Eric grunted.

“Hey, he’s right,” said Alan. “Cool it. We gotta focus on the job, right? This,” he gestured vaguely at Rob, “is an important part of our effort. That’s what the contact said, right? That he’d need to blend in. Well, maybe it’s easier to blend in if he goes in this way, right?”

“Yeah,” said Jerry. “And the job’s tonight. Hey, wasn’t there supposed to be a package coming with the rest of what we needed?”

Just then, they heard a thunk outside the motel door, the sound of something heavy being set down. Then a car engine roared to life. They all rushed to the door, but whoever had done the drop was gone before they could get it open. But a large cardboard box was, as promised, sitting on the motel stoop. Rob grabbed it and carried it inside, and they all gathered around as he tore it open.

It was jam-packed with what they all assumed were supplies for the heist, but...where the crew had been expecting guns, or high-tech gadgets, or absolutely anything that a normal person would have taken to do such a job, instead they found a dress, a pair of expensive-looking high heels, a bra and panties, a handbag, and a full makeup set. “What the fuck, man?” said Alan. “This is...fucking weird.”

Rob couldn’t disagree. Though he didn’t feel so bad about his new body, the idea that it was such a crucial part of this strange plan was very unsettling. Not for the first time, he wondered whether the contact had some kind of ulterior motive, but...now they had gone too deep. It was up to him to see this through.

There was a note at the bottom of the box, which Rob unfolded.

Dearest friends! I am pleased to see your adherence to the plan thus far. It is now close to fruition. I apologize for not making myself clearer in the last letter; you see, I feared that if you knew what, exactly, the medication would do, you would not have wanted to take it - and that would have been a shame for both me and you, as then the scheme would never have gone off correctly.

But, as things stand, you have done wonderfully. Next, you must prepare Rob - or, as her name is entered into the guestbook, Riley Jefferson - for her grand entrance at the party. Not so grand, actually, because too dramatic of a look would be sure to draw too much attention, but the material you’ve been provided with should be enough to allow you to blend in. The reason it was so important that Rob appeared to be a woman was this: Ronald R. Roberts HIMSELF will be attending the party, and events that he organizes tend to have, ah, looser entry requirements for women, provided that they meet a certain standard...which Riley now does!

You should plan to be there at seven p.m. After gaining entry to the party, which should not be too difficult, Riley will mingle for a few minutes with the crowd before making an excuse and heading to the women’s room. This is down a side hallway that continues on past the restroom to a stairwell. The stairwell should take you directly to the Prototype Room. At that point, you can appropriate the device, put it in your handbag, where it should easily fit, and make your exit however you deem appropriate - the vent route should still be possible, but if you do not raise an alarm, you would, in theory, also be able to escape through the party, out the way you came in.

It is, I will admit, a complex plan, but it has only a few moving parts, and the odds of success are quite high if you follow my instructions to the letter. Good luck!

Love,

Your Friend in High Places

P. S. Burn this letter as well!

“Well,” said Jerry, after they’d passed it around, “that’s quite a plan. I can’t say it makes a lot of sense, but…”

“I think there’s a good chance it’ll work,” said Alan. “I mean, it’s fucking bizarre that this is how we’re doing it, but...why the fuck not? I mean, Riley over here could not be more convincing. That’s an asset.”

Rob was about to yell at Alan for calling him the wrong name, but something stopped him. It wasn’t as if…it wasn’t like he hated being called Riley. It wasn’t the worst. “...yeah, an asset. Well, I guess I gotta...get ready, then.”

“Yeah,” said Jerry. “I know nothing about makeup, but I had no idea there were so many different things to put on. There’s all these brushes? Like your face is a painting or something. Weird.”

“It’ll probably take all day,” said Rob. “Nobody better bother me.” He grabbed the box, headed into the bathroom, and Googled “event makeup tutorial.” This was going to be a long afternoon.

* * *

Two hours later, Rob’s arms were aching, his phone battery was depleted, and his makeup set was a complete mess, but, after starting over a good three or four times, he’d finally finished his look. He slipped on the dress, got into the heels (which were more difficult than expected to walk in), and picked up the handbag before taking a deep breath and heading back into the main room.

He was greeted by a chorus of adulation. “Daaaamn,” said Alan, “you look good, man. That creepy-ass director is gonna -”

“I’m not gonna even see him if I can help it,” said Rob. “I’m there to do a job, not be sexually harassed.”

“True, true,” said Alan. “Still, though. You were in there for a while, and I was wonderin’ if it was workin’ out, but you did good!”

“Yeah, you’ll have to work hard to blow this cover,” said Jerry.

Eric grunted. 

“Thanks,” said Rob. It was weird to be complemented by all these clueless guys. Not bad, just...weird. “Oh shit, I just thought of something.”

“What?” asked Alan.

“Well, it’s just…how am I gonna convince people that I’m a chick if my voice is like this? I don’t have time to train it.”

“Voice?” Alan said. “Man, you sound just like a girl. Actually, you sound almost exactly like one of my exes. It’s a little off-putting, honestly.”

“I...do?” asked Rob. Now that he thought about it, really listened to the way his voice sounded in his head, it was a little different. Actually, a lot different. It was higher, and breathier, and...completely feminine. “I had no idea. I just thought it was the same.”

“Can’t hear yourself, I guess,” said Alan. “I mean, same for everyone, I think. Well, if that’s all set, it looks like we have an afternoon to kill here.”

“Sure thing,” said Jerry. “Let’s watch a monster movie.”

* * *

At six thirty, the crew pulled into the drive-thru of the closest fast food place to the facility, which was a Chick-Fil-A. Rob wasn’t keen on that for dinner; his stomach was a ball of nervous energy, and greasy fried chicken wasn’t going to make it better. But, outvoted three to one, he was forced to go along with the rest of the crew. Ultimately, he opted for a salad, ignoring the comments about how that was “just like a real girl,” and tried to calm his nerves.

The plan was so strange that it was hard to feel confident in it. It wasn’t like Rob didn’t think it would work; he thought there was a chance that it would. But...he had no idea what to expect. How could he? He’d never infiltrated a facility by transforming into a girl. Also, though, the idea of going into a room, knowing that everyone in it would assume he was female - it was a strange one. He wasn’t totally against it, but...it would be yet another new, confusing thing. The last 48 hours had been a parade of new, confusing things.

Eric wolfed down his chicken sandwich and then put the van into drive, pulling out onto the road towards the facility. There was a silence in the car that couldn’t only be explained by the fact that the crew didn’t want to talk with their mouths full (which wasn’t a rule they usually observed, anyway); Rob suspected that they had the same nerves he did. It was funny; the last attempt had involved putting all their lives on the line, going into a situation that could have turned deadly, whereas this one required much less of any of them, even Rob. But at least, with the guns-blazing plan, they had known what they were facing. This new situation was uncharted territory.

At last, they were approaching the facility’s parking lot. “Uh, hey, just had a thought,” said Alan.

“What?” asked Rob.

“How are you gonna get in? We can’t bring the van in there. The three of us aren’t gonna be going to the party, and we can’t get in.”

“Uh...drop me off outside the gate,” said Rob, “then go park back down the road. I can come find you guys on the way out. I’ll just bullshit my way through on foot.”

“Okay, cool,” said Alan. “We got you.”

The gate was guarded by two men in dark clothing who were questioning the drivers of the line of cars waiting to enter the lot. The crew dropped Rob off just out of their line of sight; he watched the van turn and head away, a strange feeling of foreboding settling over him. This was bound to be quite a night.

Ah well. He turned and marched towards the gate, the click of his heels giving him a feeling of confidence and power. These were just some low-life, low-paid security guys. He could give them the runaround.

Just as he was about to step forward and talk to them, his phone buzzed in his handbag. Taking it out, he found a text message from an unknown number.

Hello there, Riley. Your guest pass is attached to this message. I must say, I am very pleased to see that you are following through with the plan. Your dedication is exemplary.

Attached to the message, as promised, was an image of a guest pass. If it was a fake, it was well-edited; the Roberts Industries logo was prominently displayed on it, and the name “Riley Jefferson” was listed, just as if she’d been a real person. With this, he’d be sure to get past the gate. Striding towards the security guards, he gave them a friendly wave. “Hello there!”

“Wait,” said one. “Isn’t this gate vehicle access only?”

“Oh, come on,” said Rob. “I got dropped off back there because the driver didn’t want to wait in the long line. Can’t you just let me in?”

“Well...I guess,” he said. “Let me see your guest pass.” Theatrically, she pulled out her phone and showed them the picture. “Okay, good,” said the guard. “And I just need to see your ID. Just a formality, for a girl like you.” Rob couldn’t see the guard’s eyes under the sunglasses he was wearing, but his voice was winking. Ew. The guy was at least twice Rob’s age. Also...he started to panic. He didn’t have an ID with his fake name on it. He couldn’t prove that he was who he was supposed to be.

“I don’t have an ID,” he made a face, hoping that the guard would buy it. “I forgot it at home. Can’t you just let me in?”

“No, we can’t,” said the guard. “Strict policy.” He motioned the second guard over, and soon, they were both staring Rob down.

Just then, his phone buzzed. He recognized Jerry’s number and, seeing an opening, picked up. “Hey,” said Jerry. “Get in okay? We’re just down the road if you need anything.” Jerry had never been the best at subtlety over the phone.

“Oh, Ron, baby, it’s you” breathed Rob. “No, they’re not letting me in. It’s ‘cause I forgot my ID. I know you didn’t want to wait for me, but I have to go home and get it.”

“Wait, what?” said Jerry. “My name’s not Ron. You’re being weird.” But Rob wasn’t listening; he was watching the faces of the guards, whose expressions went from mute indifference to terror in the space of just a few moments. They began to whisper to each other, and though Rob couldn’t hear much, he caught a few words: Side piece was one, as was another girlfriend and didn’t tell us. At last, they turned back to him.

“Our apologies, miss. We didn’t know who you were.”

“Well, you do now,” Rob said, giving them a deliciously icy smile. It was so satisfying to play games like this. “And I hope you’ll treat Mr. Roberts’...friends...better in the future.”

“Yes, of course,” said the first guard. He motioned towards the facility’s entrance, a glowing light across the parking lot. “You’re free to go.”

“Thank you,” said Rob, turning and heading across the parking lot. He was still on the line with Jerry. “Sorry,” he said, in a lower voice. “I needed to pretend you were Ronald R. Roberts. Everything is going well now.”

“Good,” said Jerry. “Well, we probably shouldn’t talk during the party, but call us if you absolutely need to.”

“Yeah,” said Rob. Jerry hung up, and Rob tucked the phone back into his handbag, which was also carrying tissues, mints, his keys, and lipstick for touch-ups. He’d never realized how handy bags were to have. Sure, it was annoying to have to carry something, but it held way more than pockets would have.

The door of the facility itself was unguarded, and Rob stepped confidently inside, trying to project a general aura of don’t-question-me-I-belong-here. While the building was clearly an industrial facility, efforts had been made to dress it up for the event. The door opened onto the main factory floor, a vast, shadowy space stretching away as far as Rob could see, but there was a red carpet leading to the left down a set of stairs. He needed to go that way anyway, of course, but it was best to be seen blending in with the guests for a little while before he broke away and hurried down to the Prototype room.

The stairway led down into a space below the factory floor. It wasn’t clear what it would normally have been used for, but tonight it had been decorated to the nines, with a dance floor, tables of refreshments, an open bar, and vases of flowers everywhere. It reminded Rob a bit of his mother’s third wedding, although hopefully the aftermath of this party would go a little better for him than that one had. Roberts was undoubtedly around the place somewhere - if he hadn’t been, the guards might have called Rob’s bluff - but he wasn’t the point of this particular job. Taking a deep breath, Rob walked forward and plunged into the crowd.

“Hello,” came a voice from his right. “And you are?” He looked over to see a well-dressed, attractive woman who would have been a bit more attractive fifteen or twenty years in the past.

“I’m Riley,” he said, still marveling at the sound of his voice. “I’m...just a guest. Not famous or anything.”

“I can tell that,” said the woman, grimacing. “No, what I’m asking is how you know…” she gestured vaguely over her shoulder, “him.”

“Oh,” said Rob. “I...well...we’ve met. A few times.”

“Oh, so you’re another of them!” said the woman, eyes narrowing. “Another one of Ronald’s whores. You aren’t even hot.”

“I...what?” Rob tried to sound like he was trying to sound confused.

“That asshole!” she shouted, turning heads. “I swear, one of these days I’m getting a divorce. This place is filled with you trashy hussies! I had no idea there were so many!” Before Rob could get a word in edgewise, she stormed off, presumably searching for her husband. Now that he looked around, it did seem to be the case that many of the women in the room were the type that Roberts was known for going after. Presumably, they all wanted something from the director, something that he was prepared to give them...for a price. Shaking his head, Rob moved on. LA could be so gross.

He was greeted by a few more people, mostly creepy-looking old men, before deciding that the time was right to move. He extricated himself from an interminable conversation about golf scoring with a man at least three times his age and headed down the hallway to the women’s room. He headed inside briefly, to provide cover just in case anyone was watching. Contrary to his half-expectations, there were not, in fact, crystal fountains and soft couches around a glittering pool; it looked more or less like a men’s room, just without urinals. Still, it felt somehow illicit to be in there, somehow against the rules. He was clearly a woman. He felt like a woman, looking in the mirror. But...he wasn’t entirely a woman. He was still thinking of himself as a he, for one thing. So being in the women’s room didn’t feel quite appropriate just yet.

After around five minutes, Rob left the bathroom and looked both ways. No one was around; the hallway was dim and silent. As quietly as he could in his impractical shoes, he crept off towards the stairwell.

The little lighting gave out once he started down the stairs. He had to use his phone flashlight to be able to see the rough concrete-and-metal steps stretching down into the darkness. He realized, a few flights down, that he only had the vague directions given to him by the contact to rely on; while it was easy to believe, reading the letter back in the motel room, that the job would be easy, it didn’t seem quite so simple in the depths of the facility. He was afraid he would get lost, and the silence, the darkness, the distorted echoes every time he took a step - those left him afraid of more than that.

The stairway seemed interminable. He assumed that he was supposed to check every floor he came to, but there weren’t any; every time he came to a landing, he simply found a blank concrete wall. There were no signs to point the way, nothing at all to suggest that he was headed in the right direction. He thought back to the last time they’d broken in; there had been a rappel down (or, on the way back out, a terrified scramble up) a long vent shaft, but had it been this long? It wasn’t easy to say.

The further down he went, the worse-maintained the stairs became. Trails of rust leaked down the walls, following trickles of water that collected into damp patches on the right sides of the steps; not wanting to slip, Rob had to keep to the left. Some of the steps were cracked and chipped, which made them hard to navigate in heels. It didn’t seem like they had been regularly used in decades. This couldn’t be how workers accessed the Prototype Room, surely. There had to be an elevator, or something.

Finally, Rob began to hear the sound of his footsteps echoing up from below, signaling that the end of the descent was close at hand. He was glad; the feeling of the cement and rock above him was becoming unsettling. He couldn’t banish his worries, however unfounded, that it could all come crashing down at any moment, crushing him instantly.

At last, he saw it: The bottom of the stairwell loomed below him, a wide pool of water glimmering in the light from his phone. Luckily, it seemed like there was a dry strip of concrete that led from the bottom step to the exit. He was glad; he didn’t like the look of the water at all. It was tinged red with rust, and bubbles occasionally floated to the top to burst, signs either of the liquid trickling into some outlet or, unsettlingly, of something decaying beneath the surface. Neither answer was particularly appealing.

Rob crept down the last few steps, pushed open the rusty metal exit door, and peered through. All he could see was a darkened hallway; blank metal doors led off of it, concealing the rooms beyond.

Cautiously, he stepped through the exit and began to try the doors. All were locked; none looked like they were likely to lead to the kind of room where a billion-dollar company would keep a very valuable and very secret prototype. Discouraged, he kept moving.

The hallway went on for a hundred yards or more, with a few dozen faceless, locked doors leading off of it, but then it came to an end. A set of double doors blocked Rob’s view of what lay ahead, but they were wedged slightly open with a decaying wooden block, so he knew that they weren’t locked. For the second time that night, he felt a sense of foreboding; something was behind those doors.

It had to be the prototype. He thought of the millions of dollars again. This was what he’d spent a year and a half of his life doing; he couldn’t back out now. Taking a deep breath, he pushed open the door on the right and stepped through.

The space beyond was wide but empty. There was a rusting drain in the center of the floor; beyond that, it wasn’t clear what the room was intended to be used for. Casting the beam of his flashlight over the walls, Rob found no more doors, no way to continue. This was a dead end. How could that be? The contact had said -

Just then, the doors behind him slammed, and a lock clicked shut. Rob screamed and almost dropped his phone, but no one was there. Turning back to the center of the room, he nearly screamed again when he saw a dark figure standing where none had been before. It began to speak with the voice of a woman, a voice Rob almost recognized. “Hello, friend.”

“You - who are you? What is this place?” Rob knew that it was obvious that he was panicking, but he couldn’t help it.

“Me? Oh, that’s not important,” said the woman. “I’m someone you’ll need to impress.”

“Impress? Why?” He was lost.

“Because,” she said, “you are now my prisoner.”

“W-what the fuck?” said Rob. “Prisoner? What kind of…”

“That brings us nicely to your second question, I think,” said the woman. “This facility - what is now Roberts Industries - was a munitions plant during the Second World War and on into the 50s and 60s. You are now standing in the plant’s nuclear fallout shelter. Of course, it’s never been used, but it didn’t appear on the building’s blueprints or in the square footage tally. The doors you passed through, and the end of the hallway past the women’s room - those had not been unlocked since 1949 when we opened them up a few years ago. This was all a real windfall for the company.”

“That’s great,” said Rob. “We’re in a haunted nuclear bunker.” He wasn’t quite as scared anymore, and he was getting a little irritated. “Why did you lock the doors? What’s this shit about me being your ‘prisoner?’”

“Well,” she said, “I suppose I overstated things. You’re not my prisoner - you’re a prisoner of Roberts Industries. You see, we don’t allow little stunts like yours to go unpunished.”

“What are you talking about?” he said. “You don’t...you don’t know why I’m down here. I just...wanted to know what was down the stairs, and I...just headed down them.”

“Yes, yes,” she said. “Yes, you walked down five hundred steps - in heels - out of sheer curiosity. But there’s more evidence. I believe you’ll recall the last text message you received? I informed you that your dedication was exemplary.”

“You - you’re the contact?” Rob’s eyes widened. “Shit, I didn’t -”

“No, you didn’t think that was possible, that a random person you heard about from someone else - that person being a criminal, I’ll add, and cheap to buy off - could betray you. Incredible, absolutely incredible. I expected better of you, and I had plans in place in case you didn’t believe me - but not only did you buy it hook, line, and sinker, you defended me when your friends, reasonably, asked why you would trust me.”

Rob’s cheeks burned. He had been stupid. “But you led me to those other scores -”

“The other scores! The, what, twenty thousand dollars worth of cheap goods you’ve stolen over the years? You could have made more money working at McDonald’s. Pocket change compared to the value of this prototype. And you believed that I had connections in D.C. as well! Why would you believe someone who said that? It’s the easiest possible claim to make! I’m disappointed in you.” The woman sounded genuinely angry, which was...more than a little strange.

“Okay, look, maybe my record’s not great,” said Rob, “but why’s that matter? You have me in here. Do your water torture or whatever. Just stop yelling at me.”

“I had hope for you, Rob!” said the woman. “I’ve been doing this for ten years now. So many people have taken this bait easy as pie. You...that first attempt? You didn’t tell me about that. You didn’t have any help. You and those three idiots came up with that yourselves, and it was almost a passable plan. I thought I’d have to work harder to snare you. Jesus.” She sighed. “Well, anyway, there’s not gonna be water torture. Fact is, well...that prototype? We wouldn’t leave it sitting here if it was finished. It’s not; there’s a few kinks to be worked out. Lucky for us, we’ve had a steady stream of test subjects coming into the facility, down these stairs, into the idiot hole - that’s what we call this room - where they’re ripe for the taking.”

“What...does this prototype do?” asked Rob.

“I don’t have time to explain that,” she said, “and you really don’t need me to tell you. You’ll find out soon enough. It’s not gonna kill you, don’t worry, but...maybe it would be better if it did.” She laughed. “Listen, I’ve seen this process so many times, I don’t really want to bother with it again, so I’m leaving you in the care of my assistant. You’ll be meeting him shortly. For now, well, sleep tight.”

“Wait, sleep tight? What does that -” Rob broke off when he noticed a feathered dart that seemed to have sprouted from his right forearm. Funny, he thought. Where’d that come from? Before he could string together anything more coherent, he found himself dropping off into senselessness.

* * *

When Rob awoke, it took him a minute to remember everything that had happened. There had been the woman, and they’d argued briefly, and then...then she’d shot him with the dart? And now...he was a prisoner. That’s what she’d said. Here, somewhere in the facility.

He took stock of his surroundings. He was in a windowless room, with the walls painted pale pink. In the center, there was a bed, which he was lying on, a nice antique with a large headboard. A TV hung on the wall facing the bed, but he couldn’t see any remote. A door led off the room; Rob pushed it open and found a bathroom with a shower and a tub. That was good, at least. If this was prison, it was sure better than he’d heard San Quentin was.

It was funny, though. It looked like the room had been used before. There was a track leading up one of the walls, but nothing was mounted on it. In one place, near the head of the bed, the wallpaper had been scratched away, revealing a cement wall and a speaker. What would that be for? There was also a recess in the wall near the bathroom that might have fit a wardrobe, but that was gone as well. Rob wondered who the inmates before him had been, and why the changes had been made to the space. A lot about this facility was a mystery.

He did wish the wardrobe was still there, though. He was in his underwear, and it was cold; without any extra clothes, he’d have to sit in bed to keep warm. A quick look in the bathroom mirror confirmed that his makeup was gone; who’d removed it, and why, he had no idea. Maybe they didn’t want his skin breaking out. That was nice of them.

He nearly jumped out of his skin when part of the wall swung open. Come to think of it, there wasn’t a real exit door, but why had they designed it like that? He didn’t have much time to consider the question, though, because right afterwards, a large, muscular man wearing a gas mask came lurching into the room, holding a small object about the size of a smartphone.

“Who the fuck are you?” asked Rob, scrambling backwards. “Don’t come near me!”

The man shook his head. “If I had to come near you, I finally would quit. This job is a pain in the ass. They could have rigged up the vent system with this shit, but no! No, they had to make me do it.” He turned a small knob on the side of the device, and a hissing sound filled the room. Rob began to panic. What if it was poison gas? Was he going to die here? “Hey, in case you were wondering,” said the man, “this is what you were trying to steal. Might as well find out what it is, eh?”

“I...don’t really want to know,” said Rob weakly. Why were all these people so weird? “Just let me go.”

“Nah,” said the man. “I’d get fired. And in this job market, that would be pretty terrible. Besides, I’ve done this many, many times. Why would I start feeling bad about it now? I mean, you tell me.”

“Because...it’s the wrong thing to do?” said Rob. “Letting me go would be the right thing to do.”

“Would it?” asked the man. “You’re a criminal. In a way, this job I’m doing is public service. But hey, for what it’s worth, I agree. I should let you go. But I’m a bad person. I’m a capitalist. I care more about my job than I do about the salvation of my mortal soul or whatever, so I won’t help you.” He turned the knob on the device again, cutting off the flow of gas. “See you.”

“Wait, stop!” said Rob. “Don’t leave me in here.”

“I understand why you feel that way,” said the man, stepping out and closing the door behind him. It clicked shut, leaving no hint of its presence, not even a seam in the wall. Rob panicked. He was trapped with some kind of gas, and there was no way out, no way to escape. A sweet smell filled the air, and he felt himself slowly growing lightheaded. He would just have to…

Wait! He had a brainwave. Running into the bathroom, he shut the door and stuffed towels and toilet paper into the cracks. Then he set the sink and the shower running, trying to flush the gas out of the space. If there wasn’t too much in the air already, he could well avoid exposure this way. The only thing to do now was to sit down and hope his plan worked.

* * *

Several hours later, Rob was having his doubts about his plan. Though he’d kept reinforcing the toilet paper seal, it clearly wasn’t perfect; the air was beginning to smell sweet, and he was getting drowsy. Even with the water running, more was coming in than could be flushed out.

Was this a suitable fate? He’d done bad things in his life. No, he’d never killed anyone, but he’d stolen things, hurt people, lied constantly - it was more than any god could be expected to turn a blind eye to. Whatever was going to happen to him next was some kind of karmic retribution for his actions, a punishment from the world beyond, and he was powerless to resist it. If only he’d listened to everyone when they’d raised questions about the plan, but no, he’d had to stick with this obsession of his, follow it until it destroyed him. He’d had an opportunity to get a job as a janitor at Tercer Hermano High a few years back; sure, his life would be pretty sad and gray if he’d taken it, but none of this would have happened.

But remorse meant little, in the eyes of the universe; it was the actions themselves that counted, and Rob’s actions didn’t make things look great for him. He was getting sleepier and sleepier. Whatever the gas was going to do to him...well, he could only lay back and let it happen. Closing his eyes, he slumped onto the cold tile floor and allowed himself to slip into unconsciousness.

* * *

He had a dream. He was floating through a wide, empty space, a pale pink sphere filled with a jellylike substance that he could swim through. He did a flip; it was exciting to be able to fly, sort of.

Soon, he became aware that there were objects floating in the jelly. Swimming over to the closest one, he found that it was a Southwest Salad from Chick-Fil-A, the same one he’d had for dinner the night before. Actually, who knew if it was the night before? It could have been longer. Maybe he’d be hungry when he woke up.

He swam to another object, which turned out to be food as well: a slice of Domino’s cheese pizza. That had been a while further back. Most of what was floating in the jelly was meals he’d eaten, actually. Many of them were recent, but after a while, he found a plate of fish sticks and corn-off-the-cob that he’d eaten regularly as a young child. They spanned the whole of his life up to now, and recalled good times and bad. Despite everything, the days before the heist had been a good time.

There was a larger object a little further away; swimming closer, he found that it was the van full of iPads that he’d stolen a few years before. It had been very disappointing to learn that that had been set up for him; he’d felt good about getting away with it.

Past that...Rob was shocked to see the getaway van, floating in the jelly a ways below where he currently was. Swimming down to it, he found it empty, the doors lying open. He wondered what had happened to the crew, and whether they had gotten away. It seemed likely enough, as long as they hadn’t waited too long for him...but then maybe that contact woman had been watching them as well. They could be sitting in the county jail. That was a depressing thought.

All of a sudden, he felt suction pulling him downwards. The jelly swirled around him, but none of the objects in it seemed to be moving; the strange rules of this world applied only to him, or so it seemed. He descended through thousands more items, things he remembered from different times in his life: shoes, toys, pencils, several more cars, his mother’s wardrobe that he’d liked to look in as a child and more, all seeming to fly upwards as he sank down.

The sphere was narrowing as he descended, and now he noticed an opening leading off of it, a hole he wasn’t sure he wanted to be pulled into. It wasn’t as if he had much choice in the matter, though; the suction was increasing by the second, and within a minute or so, he would be pulled in.

The sense of impending doom gave him a strange clarity. He thought back to his mother’s wardrobe, the strange body he’d gained in the last few days, his mixed-but-not-negative reactions to being referred to as a girl, the satisfaction he’d felt when putting on makeup, all of it. Was he...transgender?

The thought gave him a start, even in the dream. Even as it flitted through his mind, the word seemed appropriate, a nearly perfect descriptor of all the emotions that had been flowing through him for as long as he could remember. He’d always wanted to be a girl. Always, even though he knew that it wasn’t normal, that it wasn’t something the average person felt. And now...well, he’d gotten his wish, hadn’t he? No matter what these thugs did to him, he could choose to have them do it to Riley, not to Rob. And that was a power that he would always have, that they could never take away from him.

As he entered the narrow pink tube at last, he felt a smile spreading over his face. His future was fucked. But, for the first time in his life, he was still kind of excited to see what was around the corner.

* * *

Riley awoke, gasping, from her slumber. There had been a dream or...something? Whatever. Her stomach was grumbling; that had to be the first order of business. She was lying in a bed, in a room she recognized from...had it been the day before? And the smell of food was drifting through the air. Getting up, she found a fresh plate of wheat toast and a veggie omelette set on the nightstand, along with a fork and a napkin. Perfect! Breakfast in bed. Lifting the food onto her lap, she tucked in.

When she finished eating (something she was sorry to do; breakfast had been good), she looked around. The room was just like she seemed to remember it from...the last time she’d been there, with its pale pink walls and generally worn appearance.

Something was different, though. She was naked. That was funny; had someone come in and taken off her underwear? And it was cold, so she wanted more clothing. In fact, it was so chilly that her little penis seemed to have shrunk, going from a small but workable four inches hard to a soft inch and a half that didn’t quite seem to want to stand at attention. Strange.

Wait...was it the cold? There were other changes, too. Riley’s breasts, which had only been a B-cup before, seemed to have gone all the way up to a C or D; they filled her hands comfortably, with extra flesh spilling out between her fingers. Her butt was bigger, too. Great! Whatever they’d done to her had finished the work that the pill had started. Even though she’d only been aware of her new body for a few minutes, she already loved it. These people, whoever they were...they were good at what they did.

She was still admiring herself when the door in the wall swung open. She was almost startled, the way she’d been the first time, but then she remembered that that was how they came and visited her. So it was good! Standing there was the big, muscular man from the day before, but there was one big difference: This time, he wasn’t wearing any clothes...and his erect cock was staring Riley down like an accusing finger. The sight made her feel strange; she dimly remembered a time when she might not have wanted to let this man pound her ass...but that certainly wasn’t the case anymore. She bit her lip, drowning in lust. Had she ever been so horny?

“I doubt you remember me very well,” said the man. “XX gas tends to mess with things like that. But that really doesn’t matter anymore, does it? I have a big, thick cock. You have a tiny, shrunken, impotent clit. That means I get to fuck you, and we don’t need to think about anything else.”

Riley found herself squirming on the bed, overcome by lust. “Oh fuck, daddy, I need your fat cock in me. I need it now!”

The man smiled. “Now, now. Just because I’m going to stuff this rod into you doesn’t mean that I’m going to do it right away. First, we have to test something.”

“Test?” Riley remembered having failed tests in school. She didn’t like them very much. “What kind of test?”

“Well,” he said, “first you need a little history on this room. We’ve been using it for this...purpose for several years now, and it’s evolved with our needs.” He was talking too much. Riley didn’t care about the room; she cared about his cock, and how it needed attention. When would he let her touch it? “At first,” he continued, “it was used for mental conditioning, which was required for the development of the XX gas. Then it was left empty for a while - once we actually had the XX gas, it was being tested over at the Institute. Still is. But for XX-2, the all-in-one physical and mental transformation package, the pinnacle of our efforts - well, that was our project, not the Institute’s, so we’ve been testing it back here. You are number forty-four, in case you’re wondering, and the first to be treated with our Mega Growth pill as well. It’s not really a growth pill, obviously. We just needed an innocuous-sounding name to keep the regulators off our backs.”

“Can you fuck me now?” asked Riley. “Please?” She felt helpless. How could she get him to stop talking and just shove his cock into her?

“Christ, I’m almost done,” said the man. “I wanted them to tone down the patience reductions a little bit, but they didn’t listen to me, and now look where we are. Anyway...with forty-four subjects, we know pretty well now how XX-2 works. So I got clearance to get a little something-something installed in this room, as a way of...spicing things up a little bit. We want to know how the subjects will respond to different scenarios following treatment, you see.”

“What scenarios?” asked Riley. She was resigned by now to having to wait, but if she played his game, maybe he would speed up a little bit.

“I’m so glad you asked. This one I call…” he paused dramatically, “iron maiden.” Then he clapped twice, as if he were an old man turning on the lights in his basement, and the room abruptly began to change. Sections of wall spun around, revealing metal plates covered in hooks and rings. Holes opened in the ceiling, allowing lengths of chain to drop down. Some of them had rings on the end, some hooks, and there seemed to be a specific way it was all supposed to fit together. Riley wondered what it was. The only part of the room that wasn’t changed was the bed; she supposed that that was still going to be pretty important, if they were going to fuck.

“Do you like it?” he asked. “This is going to be torture for you, exquisitely painful and endlessly erotic. I hope you’re ready.” He walked towards her and grabbed one of the lengths of chain; it was then that she realized, at last, what was happening. She was going to be chained up, and then...and then...and then he was going to fuck her, probably, but not at all in the way she had imagined. Excitement and fear in equal measure shot through her; this was going to be unlike anything she’d ever experienced.

At last, he was standing next to her, gently flipping her over onto her stomach, looping the chain around her; he was so close she could feel his body heat, and yet he was also far away, far away because he wasn’t going to let her enjoy him for a little while yet. As the cold metal touched her skin, she winced, but she knew that all of these sensations, painful, uncomfortable, or scary though they might be, were building up to that ultimate pleasure that she’d been pining after ever since waking up.

He looped more chains around her; several around her torso, a few around her thighs. He shackled her wrists and ankles and attached the shackled to more chains, then did the same with a collar around her neck. Though he was treating her roughly and planning to use her like a piece of meat...at the same time, he was being so tender to her. When his fingers brushed against her skin, she found them warm just like hers, reminding her that he was a human as well, a human who wanted to feel good and who knew that she could help him do just that.

Just as she thought he was finishing up, she heard the jingle of a smaller chain, and then the sudden bite of cold rubber on her nipples, first one and then the other. She gasped; they had gotten a bit more sensitive over the past few days, and it felt as though there was an electric sensation running from one to the other. The constant pressure was yet another reminder that she was his to use as he liked.

“These last pieces are the most important,” he said. “Open wide.” She found a ball gag being pushed into her mouth, letting her breathe reasonably easily but stopping her from speaking. Then he pulled a sleep mask over her eyes, blinding her for as long as he cared to keep her in his power. “All right, it’s done,” he said. “We’re almost ready to begin.” As he walked away, she felt very alone in her new blind, mute world. She could tell where he was, after a fashion, by the sound of his footsteps, but she had no idea what he was doing or what he was planning for her. She was utterly at his mercy.

And...the feeling was surprisingly erotic. Even though he’d barely touched her and had done nothing sexual, the feeling of being so totally, completely under his control was incredibly arousing. She was a toy, a puppet that he would use as he wished, and nothing more. All that remained was for him to choose just how he would do that.

Riley heard the sound of a lever being pulled, and, all of a sudden, she found herself jerked into the air. Her upper body was now hanging above the bed, supported by the chains; her knees were still resting on the mattress, but she was bent at the waist, ass facing towards the foot of the bed. She was in the ideal position for him to enter whenever he wanted...but she suspected that it would be a little while before he decided to do that. Why would he, when he had such a perfect plaything at his disposal?

“And here we are,” came his voice. “You are now ready to serve me in any way I deem necessary. Of course, you don’t know what I am going to do to you...but honestly, I think that’s half the fun. You’re my bitch now, do you understand? And bitches, well...they don’t get to know what’s going to happen to them. Things just do. Things like this.” Suddenly, a heavy wooden paddle slammed into Riley’s buttcheeks, sending a wave of pain through her. She yelped, screaming around the gag, and would have fallen forwards onto the bed if not for the chains that held her in position. It was arousing, to be treated so roughly, but what was even better was the knowledge that she had no control over, or even knowledge of, when the next blow would come. He could do whatever he wanted to her, and she had no say in the matter at all.

Riley had tensed up in anticipation when another, heavier blow landed on her ass, setting her flesh aflame with pain. Though it didn’t shock her like the first one, her ass was becoming tender now. She could see it in her mind’s eye, beginning to redden, and each successive strike would hurt more, send more wonderful, wonderful pain shooting through her, make her little dick harder and harder. It was already almost a chub, and though she didn’t expect to be able to maintain an erection...well, this would get her as close as she could possibly get.

A third blow struck her, and then a fourth. The area was sore now, and Riley felt the numbness that she knew meant that it was bruising, yellow and purple blotches spreading over her ass, tender and stinging. But she knew that wasn’t going to stop him; he would keep going until he felt she was good and ready.

“Get ready for this one, bitch,” he said. Though he had adopted a serious tone, she thought she heard laughter in his voice. She probably looked ridiculous, chained up like this with her ass in the air.

But no! She realized that she was mentally leaving the place that the paddling was bringing her to, a place of eroticism, of submission. Thinking about how she looked stupid or ridiculous only brought her out of that place...and she didn’t want that at all. Even though the blows were painful, the sensation of being used, tortured, broken was one she didn’t want to let go of, a sensation she was realizing she couldn’t live without. Combined with the dull, subtle pain from her nipples, he was giving her feelings she’d never even believed could exist.

So when a mighty fifth blow landed on her ass, so hard it made her squeal in agony, she was grateful to the man, grateful that she found herself slipping back into the zone. Groaning in pain and pleasure, she pushed her ass backwards, practically inviting another whack from the paddle.

Instead, he threw the bat to the floor; she heard it clunking onto the carpet, and, internally, groaned with dismay. “I think you’re starting to like that a little too much, you dirty slut,” he said, setting her aflame with arousal. “What if, instead, we use...this?” She heard something being slid out of what sounded like a plastic bin, and then there was a moment of quiet. “I think you’ll like this,” he said.

Then a whip cracked, and a sixth blow stung her sore, painful asscheeks; what felt like nine leather straps licked her tender flesh and then whipped away. She howled, in agony but also in arousal; the more horrible the pain, the more exquisite the pleasure. The two were linked hand in hand.

Another blow, then another, landed on her. She was beginning to lose count, beginning to lose her grip on reality; there was only her, and the man, and the lovely, delicious whip, the cat-o’-nine-tails that was her gateway to sensations she’d never felt in her life. She wanted to sink deeper and deeper, to savor the sensation of being tormented, the victim of a beating she could do nothing to prevent but never would have anyway. How horribly exquisite!

Another two blows, and now she felt something warm trickling from the blackened, mangled flesh on her ass; it was her blood, she realized, which was a shame. That probably meant the man would stop. If only she had been able to endure longer! She was more disappointed about this weakness of her flesh than she was about the heist falling through, than she had been about anything for as long as she could remember. This new feeling, of helplessness and submission, was incredibly, incredibly addictive, and he would have to give her something to replace it.

“Thought that was good?” he said.  Riley could only groan, too overcome to reply properly, and she heard a smile in his voice when he continued. “I can’t abuse your poor little ass any more...but that doesn’t mean I can’t abuse you at all. Do you know anything about ancient Japan, slut?” What? Ancient Japan? She knew nothing about ancient Japan. She shook her head, chains jingling. “Well then,” he said, “this will be a learning experience for you.” She heard the sound of...it almost sounded like a peeler scraping the flesh off a vegetable. But that wouldn’t make sense, would it? Why would he be peeling a carrot?

Her questions were answered when the sound of the peeler stopped and, all of a sudden, a cold, wet, slimy something was thrust into her asshole. It smelled like...ginger? But why ginger?

After a few seconds, however, a burning sensation began to grow in her asshole. It stung horribly, and she groaned and screamed around the gag. Her attempts to push it out met with no success; he’d carved it into the shape of a buttplug, and only he could pull it out.

“Don’t like that so much, do you, bitch?” He laughed. “How about if I do this also?” She heard his footsteps coming around the bed before he yanked off the nipple clamps and delivered a wicked slap across her small breasts. She screamed louder; it felt like pain was echoing inside of her, reverberating and increasing, and there was nothing she could do to escape it. Whereas before it had been addictive, now it was almost getting to be too much.

Almost, but not quite. As another stinging slap landed on Riley’s chest, she felt a hint of pleasure in the pain as well. The more extreme the sensation, the more delicious the feeling of submitting to him, of being owned and used and dominated, a slave to his desire. If he could inflict this on her, there really was no limit to how low she had sunk, how far she had fallen under his spell. The more intense the burning sensation and the stinging from the slaps, the more turned-on she became, the more ready she grew for him to finally take her.

The seconds, then minutes, blurred together as he slapped her, as the ginger in her ass seared away. She was floating in a cloud of sensation; it was like orgasm, but more raw, more real-feeling, riding on a sharper edge. Any small touch, any brush of the man’s finger, sent sparks shooting through her. Every single system in her body was on fire, burning up in a way she had never before experienced.

And then, at last, he relented, replaced the nipple clamps and slid the ginger out of her asshole. There was a bit of residual stinging, but she could recover now, and she did, drawing deep, gasping breaths. Intense sensation like that...it was addictive, but the body could only take so much.

Riley was so overcome that she’d almost forgotten about what was going to happen next. She heard the sound of a condom being unwrapped. “Well, slut, I think you’re ready for the main course. Wouldn’t you say so?” She tried her best to communicate her enthusiasm, grunting and nodding, and he laughed again. Whatever; he understood that she needed him inside of her. Nothing else would ever matter.

At last, she felt his weight on the bed behind her, and then his hard cock slid into place at the entrance to her eager asshole. Would it fit? She couldn’t see him now, but she would never forget the sight of his massive cock swinging between his legs. Taking such a monster...it wouldn’t be easy. But the rewards if she succeeded would be just as huge. It was time to grit her teeth and get to work.

Slowly, almost gently, the man began to ease his cock into her. She groaned; the feeling of being stretched, added to the pain of the ginger juice still inside her, added to the agony of her throbbing, bruised asscheeks...it was almost too much to bear. She found her nails digging into the skin of her palms, her breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. Could she push through? Could she weather the storm?

As more of his cock pushed into Riley’s asshole, she found the pain growing, not lessening. It was especially intense when the tip of his cock was almost all the way in, and the widest part of his head was stretching her poor hole to its absolute limit. In that moment, she bit back a scream. But she needed to keep going. For her, but also for him; she wanted to serve him, to make him feel good, and she couldn’t do that if she had to surrender before the fun even began.

But then, at last, the pain began to lessen. The ginger’s power had grown as it had been stirred up, but now it faded again, and the thickest part of his huge rod was already inside of her. She began to breathe more evenly once again, and there were even a few faint stirrings of pleasure as he began to plumb her depths. She had made it. He was in. And now they could really go at it. She moaned, trying to signal him to go.

Luckily, Riley’s lover was a perceptive man, or perhaps he was just incredibly eager. As soon as his cock was fully inside of her, an achievement in and of itself, he began to thrust, sliding slowly out, letting her feel the full length of his cock slither through her insides. Now the pleasure really was coming; she hadn’t been sure what it would feel like, to get a cock stuffed into her ass, but...god, it was good. Pleasure from pumping her little penis had only ever been skin-deep, ephemeral, nice but less than life-changing. This...a deeper part of her being was being rocked by this man’s huge rod. It felt like a part of her nothing had ever touched was being stimulated at last, that within the depths of her body lay a secret she’d waited far too long to unlock. But no longer.

A gasp escaped her lips as he thrust in and out a second time, speeding up his rhythm a bit. “I think we have ourselves a convert,” he laughed. “You weren’t having a great time back there, but it all seems worth it now, huh?” He was right. Her nerve endings, frayed by the pain, were wide awake, buzzing with sensation, and now the pleasure that flowed through them instead seemed twice as powerful, twice as heart-poundingly intense. Not only was the sensation of anal sex unforgettably powerful, but the fact that it was multiplied by the pain...it all added up to promise an orgasm that she doubted she would ever forget. All she had to do was hurry up and get there.

Slowly, the man got up to a proper rhythm, crotch slapping Riley’s ass as he pounded away. She’d never been fucked, of course, but...the past was hazy now for some reason, but she couldn’t recall ever having fucked anyone either. With her little dick, it was no wonder why. How come she’d tried to be a man so long, when this - she yelped as the man drove especially deep inside of her - was so much better? It felt like coming home.

Now the pleasure was building. Usually, when she would jack off, pleasure would collect in her crotch before finally bursting out when she reached orgasm, but now it felt like pleasure was building in the pit of her stomach, in the exact center of her body. And the feelings were much stronger, more raw, as the pain from her abused ass met and melded with the sensations from the man’s cock, surely magnifying the intensity of the toe-curling climax she was sure to arrive at soon.

“Fuck, bitch, your ass is tight,” grunted the man, slapping her tender asscheek. She yelped at the stinging sensation, but inside she was pleased; if she was making him feel anywhere near as good as she was feeling...well, this had to be the best fuck of his life by far. Something inside her desperately wanted to please him, to be the perfect toy for him, to relieve his stress and leave him floating in a cloud of ecstasy. And not just him. She wanted to please every cock she came across, every cock in the world, to leave them all spunked-out and satisfied. Young men. Old men. Women, even, whenever she met someone like herself. She wanted their cum, and she realized that she wanted it more than she’d ever wanted anything in her life.

Now, though..the pleasure inside of her had reached its maximum intensity and was threatening to spill over. Her body was filling with heat as her fists clenched. She was breathing heavily, on the edge of ultimate release…

But her lover got there first. Growling, he filled her insides with heat, releasing his pressure with thrust after mighty thrust, pounding her little asshole harder than ever as he blasted cum into the condom. She had done it. She had made her first cock explode...but she knew it would only be the first of many.

That thought drove her over the edge as well. She screamed around the gag as pleasure exploded inside of her, ecstasy so terrifyingly intense that it was almost agony, shooting through her nerves like so many lightning bolts. Her insides buzzed with sensation. For a moment, just a moment, she forgot about everything, found herself floating in a blank void of nothing but this orgasm, this ecstasy. She couldn’t think, could barely breathe. This was something she’d never felt before...but would kill to feel again.

After a few seconds, she began to come down. Her breathing became shallow, low and ragged, as the man slid his cock out of her with a wet sucking sound. For a minute or so, they were still, trying to collect themselves. Then he began to undo the bindings holding her in position, first the arm shackles and the collar, then those wrapped around her torso and legs, and finally he took off her mask and gag, returning her powers of sight and speech...but, really, there was nothing to say. Not after that.

“Well,” he said at last, “that’s the best I’ve had in a long time. Trust me, my feedback will be nothing but positive.”

“Feedback?” Riley was confused.

“Don’t you worry about it,” he said. “Have a nice day.”

“Wait!” she said. She didn’t want him to go. Not just yet. But he left anyway, slamming the door behind him, leaving her alone with her thoughts. Mostly, those were on the subject of just how much she wanted another fuck like that. Sure, her ass was so reamed and abused that she’d have trouble sitting for a few days, but who cared? There were more important things in life than sitting on the couch. Not that the room she was in even had a couch.

Just then, the room roared to life. She yelled in surprise, but she wasn’t in any danger; the chains were retracting back into the walls, but nothing happened to the bed she was lying on. The TV on the wall flickered to life, revealing a gray, staticky screen, from which a voice called to her. “Riley!”

“W-what?” asked Riley, intimidated. Why were they scaring her? Why couldn’t they just send in another guy to fuck her?

“You’re approved for our program,” said the voice. “Expect official duties to start tomorrow. The TV is now operational. Just use the buttons on the back. And another meal is incoming.” Just then, a plate of fajitas slid out of a slot in the wall and plopped onto the floor. Luckily, none of the food went onto the carpet.

“Official duties?” asked Riley. “And...wait...are you the same guy that fucked me? Come in here again! I need you.” She couldn’t help but let her voice sink into a petulant whine, but...it was true. How could she make him listen?

“Listen, Riley, that doesn’t matter. You’ll get fucked again soon, I promise. God, I told them that this would be an issue! Anyway, your official duties...that’s what they are. Taking cock! Are you happy now? I wasn’t supposed to tell you that!”

Riley smiled. “Thanks, mister cock man. I appreciate it.”

“Cock man? I...whatever. Have fun in there.” The screen flickered and then switched to HGTV, which was showing an episode of House Hunters. Riley grabbed the plate of fajitas and sat down on the bed, watching Steve and Karen from Coral Gables, Florida try to find a condo in downtown Miami. She wasn’t super invested, though; she was thinking about the “official duties,” and just what they might entail. If the guys she’d be servicing were anything like her new friend...well, this was better than robbing convenience stores, that was for sure.

After she finished her meal, she walked over to the TV and switched it off. It had been a tiring...morning or something, and she was in the mood for a nap. Laying down on the bed, she closed her eyes and let sleep take her, dreams filled with juicy cocks and sweaty, writhing ecstasy.

* * *

The rest of the day and the following night (or at least that was what Riley assumed they were; there was no way to know) passed uneventfully, but she was awoken once again by her new friend the next morning. Instead of his birthday suit, he was wearing an official-looking uniform, a polo shirt and khaki pants with an ID clipped to his belt. “Come on!” he said, as the wall-door swung open. “You’re going to be late!”

Riley yawned. “Is this, like, the official duties you were talking about? Also, can I pleeeeaaaase suck your cock?”

“Yes and no,” said the man. “Yes, these are official duties, and no, you can’t suck my cock. You have work to do! Hurry up and get out of bed! You won’t be needing any clothes, so that’s not an issue.” She stumbled out of her nest of blankets and followed him out into a corridor. It wasn’t the fallout shelter from before; this was a hallway in an entirely different part of the facility. It was brightly lit, and the walls were painted a pale blue; that, and the cold draft, gave Riley the impression of a doctor’s office. Or maybe the cold draft was just due to the fact that she wasn’t wearing any clothes. Who could say, really?

She followed the man down a series of hallways lined with doors just like the one leading into her room. Were there other people staying in them? Maybe her friend didn’t want her to suck his cock because he also had to please all of them. That would be a lot of work, though. Every so often, there was a bank of monitors showing feeds of the various rooms, as well as data displays, graphs, and gauges. She had no idea what they were, but if they were monitoring her this closely, that meant she was in good hands, right?

The area wasn’t very crowded, but they did pass people here and there. Most of them were men, wearing the same uniform as her friend, but some of them were wearing white lab coats, and a few of those were women. No one gave Riley a second glance, so maybe the sight of naked people was pretty common.

What was the point of all this, really? Of course, if it made it easier for Riley to get fucked, she was fine with it, but...it seemed like a lot of effort to create a place like the facility she’d been living in. Was it because other people wanted to get fucked too? There had to be an easier way to do that, like Tinder or something. So maybe it was another reason...but thinking about that made her head hurt.

Finally, they reached a block of elevators. The man pressed the UP button, and one set of doors slid open. Once they were inside, he pressed a button marked 12, which was the highest on the panel, and they began to move. “So, like, where are you taking me?” asked Riley, more curious than afraid.

“You’ll see,” he said. “There’s a meeting you’re supposed to attend. I think you’ll enjoy it.” That got her very excited - there was only one thing her friend knew that she enjoyed -  but there was nothing to do but wait.

At last, the doors slid open, revealing a much fancier hallway with a dark red carpet and portraits of various men on the walls. There were doors leading off of it, large, dark, and intimidating, but they didn’t go into any of them. Instead, the man led her straight for a long way, until at last they reached a large set of double doors set into a wall clad in black marble. The atmosphere was very executive.

The man walked cautiously up to the doors and listened for a moment; then he knocked. Someone inside said something that was inaudible to Riley, and then the man grabbed her shoulder and steered her inside.

The room was filled with rich-looking men clustered around a vast meeting table. Large jugs of ice water, cigars, piles of paper, and a few pairs of executive feet covered the wooden surface. On the other side of the room, a scared-looking middle manager was giving a presentation of some kind, but he’d stopped talking at the sight of Riley. Everything had stopped at the sight of Riley. She felt like a star.

“I, uh, have the delivery right here,” said her friend. He sounded nervous.

“Great, great!” said a man sitting at the head of the table. “I appreciate it, peon. You can wait outside until we’re finished.” He was middle-aged, but he still looked like he had a few years to go before retirement. His bearing and demeanor (he was one of the ones with his feet on the table) suggested that he was very much the boss. Riley liked men who were the boss. The rest of the group was that old or younger, which was a relief for her; she didn’t want to suck too much old man cock. 

“Yes, Mr. Marshall,” said her friend. He lowered his head and hurried out, leaving her alone with all the strange men.

“So,” said Mr. Marshall, “what’s your name? A pretty girl like you has to have a pretty name.”

“Riley,” said Riley. She felt a little self-conscious - there were a lot of men in the room - but not so self-conscious that she wasn’t still thinking about sucking their cocks.

“Riley. That’s a nice name. Hey Rick!” A sleepy-looking man on the other side of the table gave a start and looked up. “Make sure whoever was in charge of this one gets a raise. They did a very nice job.”

“You got it, Mr. Marshall,” said Rick, waiting until his boss looked away to let his head droop again.

“So, Riley, I’m sure you have some questions,” said Mr. Marshall, “or...maybe you don’t. I’m not sure exactly how thoroughly they fried your brain. You know what? I don’t really care if you have questions. This is really for the benefit of my friends here.” He pointed to the younger man giving the presentation. “You! Four-eyes! Get out of here. There’s more important work to do. Just come back in fifteen minutes!” Without a word, the middle manager scurried out of the room, and then all eyes turned back to Riley.

“Anyway,” said Mr. Marshall, “you all know some of the story I’m about to tell, but no one knows the whole thing. After all, that’s my management style. Jake! What’s my management style? The three F’s!”

Jake, the youngest man still at the table, looked like a deer in headlights. “Um...firing, fear, and fuckery, sir?”

“COR-rect!” said Mr. Marshall. “And firing you right here, on the spot - it would fulfill all three tenets, right?”

“Um...I believe so, sir.” Jake shrank back into his chair, trying to look as small as possible.

“Well, in that case,” said Mr. Marshall, “you’re...oh, I’m just fucking with you, Jake! Can’t you take a joke?” Jake had turned pale as a sheet and looked like he was on the point of a dead faint; his breath was passing his lips in shallow gasps, and his eyes were screwed shut. “Well, whatever. Anyway, as per the third F, none of you knows what exactly we’ve been working on for the past few years. Well, actually, those nerds at the Institute were working on it for a lot of that time...but it was our job to bring it up to production scale. So, naturally, we decided to make some improvements. 

“They said it couldn’t be done!” he shouted, pounding the table. “Those Institute goons, and even some of my people! Brad, it was you who said we couldn’t do it, right? That would have been May 14th, 2016, at the 3:30 PM meeting. You said we should leave it to the Institute to figure this shit out!”

“Um…” said Brad, a gray-suited, depressed-looking man, “I...don’t remember. That might have happened. It was so long ago…”

“Are you saying I’m petty, Bradley?” asked Mr. Marshall. “Are you saying I’m petty because I remember that and you don’t? I don’t think that’s me being petty. I just think that’s you being an idiot!”

“Th-that’s right,” said Brad. “I’m an idiot, Mr. Marshall. Please continue.”

“‘Please continue?’ Don’t tell me what I can and can’t say! I’m this close to firing you right now!” Mr. Marshall pressed his index finger and thumb together so tightly that it was impossible to tell if there was actually any space between them. Brad shut his eyes and whimpered.

“That’s damn right!” said Mr. Marshall. “Whimper! Anyway, I said to Brad here, ‘shut up, asshole. Nobody tells Mike Marshall what to do, least of all an insect like you.’ And look, I was right again! Basically, the plan was that the Institute had invented this fun toy - the XX gas - that turns women into slobbering, cock-hungry bimbos. Nice, huh? But after that...well, they tried to do an XY gas, too. It would feminize men and basically do the same thing to them. Nice concept, but the execution was lacking; they didn’t really get it right. It actually ended up adding more muscle, and, well, long story short, we ended up using the formula for our line of sports drinks. It went into the Muscle-Ade Double Power Blend.” Someone at the other end of the table spat out his drink; he was holding a bottle of Muscle-Ade. 

“Oh, grow up, Charles! It hasn’t killed you yet,” said Mr. Marshall. “I don’t think it even can. Look, I’m not a doctor, right? I’m just an exceptionally gifted manager. Anyway, we thought their program made a lot of sense, so we just took the formula for the original XX gas and tweaked it. After all, the effects were feminizing on women, right? It just feminized them more. So we thought, damn, that should work on guys too, right? That was your idea, right, Joe?”

“Um, yeah,” said one of the men, “but, um, I’m really sorry, I’ve been looking for an opportunity to tell you for years, but...my name’s not Joe, it’s actually Jim…” he trailed off under an iron glare from Mr. Marshall.

“Excuse you,” said the executive, “did I give you permission to yell at me? DID I, JOE?”

“N-no, I don’t...you definitely didn’t, Mr. Marshall.” Jim seemed to be trying to slide under the table.

“Great. That means we’re both on the same page,” said Mr. Marshall. “So you can shut up now, Joe.” Jim nodded vigorously.

“So anyway,” said Mr. Marshall, “we basically strengthened the XX gas formula. I believe the final method was reducing it on the stove, like you would do to make a balsamic glaze. And, whaddya know, that did it! Oooh, you shoulda seen the look on that Institute guy’s face - Rik Kalu, I think - when we told them. Of course, really, the XX-2 was only part of the equation, because there were also the super-top-secret feminizing pills that we had the CIA steal from China and send to that shitty subsidiary of ours. What was it? Oh yeah, Rigner-Morteze. That initiative came from higher up in the Roberts Organization, but hey, I can still take credit for it, because, hey, William, whose idea was it to combine the two into one course of treatment?”

“It was your idea,” said William, another timid-looking businessman.

“It was my idea what?”

“It was your idea, Mr. Marshall, boss, sir. I’m sorry, Mr. Marshall, sir.” William gritted his teeth and whimpered.

“You’re damn right it was. And get your feet off the table! You look like a bum. This isn’t some low-rate writer’s room at a TV station - this is big business!” William fell over himself to get into a normal sitting position, and a smile crossed Marshall’s lips as he adjusted the position of his own feet, which were high in the air. “Well, anyway, after that we had the winning treatment, and we just needed a test subject. Problem is, the pill has to be administered at least 48 hours before the XX-2 - the gerbils down in the lab learned that the hard way - so we had to find someone who was enough of a sucker to take it without any fuckery from us. And congratulations, Riley! It was you! Imagine, trying to steal our product. That was kind of stupid of you. But what was much, much dumber was trusting a fake contact, who I think you’ve met now, enough to pop an unidentified pill. But hey, congratulations! You’re our first product, our prototype, our showroom piece! Isn’t she beautiful?” Appreciative nods came from all around the table. Riley didn’t understand most of what was being said, but she sure did love compliments, so she smiled and giggled.

“And now,” said Marshall, “we’ve got a brand new line of business! Sure, the old XX shtick was nice and all, but there’s only so much market for it. At a million bucks a pop, that’s kind of the nature of the beast, but, well, there’s only so many rich guys that want to turn their wives into sex machines like that. XX-2, on the other hand, combined with this new pill...well, it takes some subterfuge to trick someone like we had to, but if you pull it off, a previously difficult man can become a pliant, friendly, and eager-to-please woman! Of course, the price will be even higher.” He chuckled. “So, anyway, that’s the story. I’m very pleased with how this came together. As a treat, I’ll be paying for the donuts at tomorrow’s meeting, and you all might even get a cost-of-living raise this year! But you’re probably wondering something.” His eyes scanned the faces of the men around the table. “You! Jake! What are you wondering?”

“Um, sir, I don’t know what…” he trailed off under a withering glare.

“Oh, shut up, Jake,” said Marshall. “You never play along right. Anyway, what you all are wondering is this: will we get a demonstration? And the answer is yes. Bitch! Under the table!!” He snapped his fingers at Riley, who perked up immediately. She had started to wonder if she would ever taste these men’s cocks, but now...now was her chance. She scrambled into position and began to rub Marshall’s considerable bulge.

“Did you know I was hired partly based on cock size?” asked Marshall, to the other men. “That and loudness. True story. It’s crude to talk about the size of your package, so I won’t go into it, but let me put it this way: It looks good next to a Pringles can. William! How big is yours? Is it bigger than that? I bet it’s not.”

“It’s...not, sir,” said William, but Riley wasn’t really listening; she was already undoing the zipper of Marshall’s pants, getting ready to reveal the surprise inside. He was wearing boxer shorts with dollar signs on them, but beneath that…

She gasped as she uncovered a true monster. The man’s cock from before had been big, too, but she was head over heels in love with this new delight: its length, its girth, everything was calculated to produce the ultimate challenge - and the ultimate reward - for her skills as a cocksucker. Behind it swung a pair of golf-ball-sized balls that were equally impressive, and which got Riley very excited for the massive cumshot she’d be receiving as a reward for her efforts.

Above the table, Marshall was still talking. “So, yeah, I’m just saying that, you know, you looked over at me at the urinal - nobody better do that, by the way - but if you were to do it, you’d be pretty impressed.” Just then, the middle manager from before poked his head into the room, looking for approval to enter. “Ah! Churl!” said Marshall. “You can continue your presentation now. And I know I’m getting sucked off by a hot girl right now, but you are under no circumstances allowed to look at my cock. Not even a peek!”

“Got it, Mr. Marshall, sir. No peeking,” said the man, hurrying back over to the screen and beginning his talk once again. Riley tuned him out as she traced a finger along the huge piece of man-meat. It had been amazing to get fucked, of course, but there was something in the act of sucking a man’s cock, some special element of abject submission, that got her incredibly excited to please Mr. Marshall.

She just had to taste it. Bending down, she ran her tongue lightly around the head of his cock. It was musky and strong and just so manly that she soon found herself licking more vigorously, swirling around his head, moving her tongue down his length and then back up. Marshall chuckled and placed his hand on the back of her head; the casual gesture of domination drove her wild, pushing her to even greater heights of desperation.

Still, though, it wasn’t good to go too fast. If she didn’t get herself under control, well...Mr. Marshall would cum right away, and then he wouldn’t feel as good. So, instead, Riley broadened her activities, taking Mr. Marshall’s heavy balls into her hands, massaging them oh-so-gently, just the way she always liked. Maybe this way the cum would come out more easily, and she always wanted that, right?

She got into a satisfying rhythm, massaging, licking, rubbing, never properly starting the blowjob but making her partner feel pretty good anyway. He was doing his best to hide it, but she could tell from his heavy breathing, his occasional grunts, that he was definitely into it. Considering that she’d never actually touched a man’s cock before (she’d touched her own, of course, but she was hardly much of a man), it was going well.

Then Marshall began to press onto the back of her head. She was swimming in a haze of arousal now, and it took little prompting to get her to take the head of his cock into her mouth. The sensation of having this new hole used for a man’s pleasure...she hadn’t been expecting it to feel this good. No, she wasn’t going to reach orgasm this way, but there were some feelings that were almost better, more satisfying, than orgasm (at least now, after the XX-2 treatment), and one of them was serving someone else sexually, submitting totally to a man’s sexual desires. And there was no more perfect way to do that than with a blowjob.

Slowly, she worked more and more of his thick rod into her mouth. There was no way she was going to be able to take the whole thing, not in her wildest dreams, but she could take enough to leave him with a good impression. As her lips traveled down the shaft, she savored the texture of the skin, the veins, everything that made Marshall’s cock uniquely his and unlike anyone else’s. Besides the size, of course.

As she went deeper, she began to suck, very gently; she knew that you weren’t supposed to clamp on like a vacuum, but just a little bit of force would give him so much more pleasure. And he was clearly into it. She could feel his heartbeat through his cock, very faintly; it was much higher than normal, pounding to match her own arousal.

Suddenly, he began to thrust his hips, sinking his cock into her mouth as deep as it could possibly go. She matched his movements, bobbing up and down to accentuate his pleasure, and soon they got into a wonderful, wordless rhythm, passionate and incredibly erotic. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out of her was driving Riley wild, and she wanted, needed this moment to go on forever.

They sped up, and soon Riley was aware only of the blowjob, which was, in a way, the most passionate form of kiss. She savored the anonymous-but-so-intimate connection she was forming with Mr. Marshall and subtly adjusted her technique to make him feel even better, falling into what approached a practiced rhythm. Even though she still wanted him to fuck her...well, this was pretty good too.

But then, at last, his endurance ran out. He grunted, and hot, sticky cum blasted down Riley’s throat, painting the inside of her mouth, leaving her choking and gasping. She didn’t even hesitate before starting to swallow, trying to gulp down as much of Mr. Marshall’s delicious gift as she could. She missed some, and it splashed onto her face, onto her chest, her breasts, but she didn’t care; cum was the mark of a good slut, after all. She would wear it with pride.

She carefully cleaned Marshall’s cock off, getting all of the semen, and then she felt his hand pushing her head to the side. She realized that he meant for her to go to the next man. It would be her job to do a full circuit of the table, pleasing each and every one of Mr. Marshall’s colleagues.

This was Riley’s life now, wasn’t it? An endless line of cocks, each needing to be pleasured, and she the only one who could do the job. Vague memories of robbing banks and eating fast food bounced around in her brain, but they didn’t matter to her anymore; this was her entire existence, her raison d’etre. Some people might look down on such work as demeaning, or below them; those people were idiots.

There wasn’t really time to dwell on that, though, was there? Her new purpose in life...it wasn’t to think, that much was certain. Crawling over to the next pair of executive legs, she eagerly unbuttoned the man’s pants and got to work.


From Micah to Mandy

The sun was rising over Seattle’s Hastings Lake neighborhood. An early-morning drizzle had petered out, and the clouds, undoubtedly there to stay for the whole day, had thinned out slightly, letting shafts of light through to illuminate the glistening streets below. The scene was tranquil and refreshing.

Micah Walmer had been senseless to any of that until just five minutes before, when he’d been awoken by a phone call from his girlfriend, Phoebe. Before picking up, he’d checked the clock; it had been six fifteen A.M. Sighing, he reached for the phone; Phoebe tended to be a sensitive soul for whom almost everything was an emergency and an emotional breakdown rolled into one. He loved her enough to deal with it, but this time...it was too much. It was Sunday, and they’d just gone out the night before; what could have happened in the eight-hour interval to cause her so much grief?

But he had begun to understand once he picked up. “Hey, Micah,” Phoebe had said, voice ragged and unsteady. “Listen, I…”

“Couldn’t this have waited until, you know, ten?” Micah hadn’t been able to keep himself from breaking in on her. He had been irritated, after all, and she just never seemed to understand that she was being inconsiderate.

“No,” she’d said. “Listen, I’m sorry for calling so early. I really am. But after last night, I just couldn’t sit with this for even a minute longer.”

Now things were getting into dangerous territory, and he’d known it was time to deescalate, but he just hadn’t been able to do it. “I think that’s pretty obvious, considering it’s, you know, six fifteen in the fucking morning.”

“Micah, stop!” she had cried. “Just listen. This kind of conversation is exactly what I was thinking about. I remember a year ago when we’d go out, and everything was great, and we got along super well on every date. That’s gone now. I just feel like our relationship has turned into you yelling at me.”

“No, I…” he had known very well he wasn’t being pleasant, but he hadn’t been thinking. It was too early. He’d made her upset, and he felt terrible. “Listen, babe, I’m sorry. Can we please have this conversation later?”

“No, Micah,” she’d said. “Because...because I don’t love you anymore. I don’t want to have any more conversations. I don’t want to see you.”

“Fuck.” That was all Micah had been able to get out. Even though he hadn’t agreed with how she saw things, even though he’d understood their relationship differently...he had understood why she felt that way. He’d always been the one to break up, in the past, but now...now his kindest, most mild-mannered girlfriend ever was dumping him. It had been a real gut punch.

Now he was lying awake, phone by his side, wondering what to do, mourning the end of what had, on the whole, been a great, fulfilling relationship. Going back to sleep felt impossible, and so, begrudgingly, he arose and checked his schedule for the day.

Micah always hated being asked what he did for a living because the answer was too complicated to explain quickly. His main source of revenue was cooking videos on YouTube, supplemented by food content on Instagram interspersed with promotions for various food products and gadgets. Occasionally, he’d also do a livestream. Even though he was his own boss and set his own hours, it took endless workdays, seven days a week, to make enough to support himself. Today, he was supposed to be making vegan maple breakfast sausages. He would have to make the recipe once or twice beforehand to get the hang of it before he filmed, and sometimes filming took multiple takes if he messed something up. Everything had to be just so, picture-perfect, since his followers generally had no plans to actually cook the food he made and just wanted a video with a nice aesthetic. It was really exhausting to make everything come together, and some days Micah regretted quitting his job at the Seattle branch of Rigner-Morteze Health Services...but only a little. Better to be busy than to have his soul slowly crushed out of him.

Still, he couldn’t help but wonder if his exhausting schedule had contributed to this breakup. He had to be up early to have videos done by three p.m., which was his deadline for uploading them to hit the wave of traffic at six or seven, and so whenever Phoebe had wanted to go out for dinner, he’d been irritated, knowing that he’d have less energy for the next day. 

Maybe he could get started now, finish early, and then have an afternoon nap. That would be good. Shuffling out to the kitchen, Micah grabbed the white beans from the cupboard and got to work.

* * *

By nine, he’d altered the recipe he’d been using significantly, figured out a rough script, and had everything in place to film...but his heart just wasn’t in it. His viewers wanted things from him, patter, charisma, excitement, that he wasn’t sure he’d be able to provide, not with everything weighing on him. In fact, he was surprised he’d even made it this far without...without something giving out. But he couldn’t go on any more, not like this.

Micah noticed, all of a sudden, that tears had begun to trickle down his face. Once they’d started, he couldn’t stop them, and soon, he was bawling, crying like a child as all of the pent-up uncertainty he’d had about their relationship, his grief around the breakup, his stress, all the negative feelings he’d been carrying inside of him flowed out through his tear ducts. He was afraid, so afraid, of letting himself finally collapse, but at the same time, the catharsis was extraordinarily powerful.

There could be no thought now of finishing the video. Breakfast sausages could wait until another day. Wiping his tears away, he posted a quick update to his followers on his  various social media platforms, letting them know that he was taking one of his rare days off, and then called Joey, his only real friend.

Despite the sporty name, Joey was only a bit more extroverted than the reclusive Micah, and spent his weekdays in an office building downtown and weekends doing marathon training and building his collection of tie-in pop culture figurines. It was sometimes difficult to catch him on an off moment, but, luckily, this time he picked up immediately. “Hey Micah, what up?”

“Um…” said Micah, “not great. Hey, can you come over? Like, now? If you can? I’d rather have this conversation in person.”

“Sure thing,” said Joey, tone softening. “Well, hey, I’m at Target right now, looking for exclusives, but I’ll come by afterwards.”

“Okay, thanks,” said Micah. After he hung up, he stood staring at the blank, darkened phone screen for a moment. He was lucky to have a friend like Joey. This was...going to be one of those difficult times.

About a half hour later, Micah heard Joey’s car pull up outside, and listened to his footsteps coming up the front walk. He realized that he wasn’t quite sure what he was going to say, but he promised himself that he would ask for his friend’s support. He never asked for anything from anyone, but this time...well, it was different. At last, the knock came on the door, and Micah took a deep breath, got up, and pulled it open. “Hey, Joey.”

“Hi, Micah,” said Joey. “Is...something wrong? You sounded kinda off over the phone.”

“Yeah, that’s ‘cause...well, Phoebe broke up with me.” It was hard to choke out the words; saying them made it feel all the more horribly real.

“Wow,” said Joey. “I’m so sorry. She didn’t know what she was giving up.” He patted Micah on the shoulder.

“I mean...I think we broke up for the right reasons,” said Micah. He felt a strange urge to defend his ex; there was certainly a part of him that wasn’t over her yet. “She’s just...super sensitive about things, and I’m not, and, you know, you can’t really get along with someone when you’re that different.”

“Yeah,” Joey nodded. “Well, don’t force yourself to make another one of those videos today. No one would expect you to do that.”

“I already posted that I wouldn’t be putting one out,” said Micah, “but even though they’re a lot of work, they keep me feeling grounded, you know? And now, with her gone, there’s nothing left that can help me feel that way.”

“I understand how it feels,” said Joey. “And listen, you should let yourself be sad. Don’t try to wrangle yourself into your regular routine like you normally do. Why don’t we go get brunch? My treat.”

“Yeah, that would be good,” said Micah. “Thanks for, well, being here for me.”

“No problem,” said Joey. “What are friends for? But if you don’t hurry up, there’s going to be a long line at Turtle Bay.”

* * *

The Turtle Bay Café was a relatively new phenomenon in Seattle, offering high-quality, organic, locally-sourced brunch for an eye-watering $26 a pop. It wasn’t the kind of place Micah went to very much, but when he did, he got the french toast; since it was enough food for two people, he could take the leftovers home and effectively get a 2-for-1 deal - although, this time, Joey would be paying. The french toast also came with a free trip to the toppings bar, allowing him to load up on maple syrup, whipped cream, fruit, nuts, and chocolate chips. It was the perfect way to get over a woman who didn’t love him no more.

After a hearty brunch, coupled with multiple cups of free coffee, they had both fallen into a digestive stupor. Joey excused himself to go to the bathroom, leaving Micah alone at the table. Even though he was still sad, now it was a good kind of sad; he was fat, peaceful, sleepy, like a pig after eating a can’s worth of garbage.

He was shaken out of his doze when he noticed a bald man in a dark suit approaching him. Even though he was weaving between tables and waitstaff, no one else seemed to take any notice of him. Strange. Soon, the man was standing over the table. “Are you Micah Walmer?”

“Um…” said Micah. He wasn’t entirely sure if he could trust the mysterious figure, and he found him deeply unsettling.

“You’re in no danger,” said the man. “My employer has something to offer you.”

“I’m not sure...I’m not sure if I want whatever your employer could offer me,” said Micah. “You kind of scare me, to be honest.”

“This is an opportunity,” said the man, “that you would be wise not to refuse.”

“Okay, who are you?” asked Micah, feeling an upwelling of confidence, perhaps due to his full stomach. “Seriously! Do you realize you’re talking to a small-time cooking YouTuber? I don’t have any mob debt, or access to bank vaults or rare art or...anything like that! Stop bothering me!”

“I take it you’re refusing,” said the man. “Understandable. Have a nice day. We’ll be in touch.”

“No, don’t be in touch!” said Micah. “I never said you could be in touch!” But it was too late. The man was already threading his way back over to the exit, ignoring him completely. 

Just then, Joey returned from the bathroom. “Who was that? He seemed kinda creepy.”

“I don’t know,” said Micah. “He just came up to me and said he had an offer for me. I said I wasn’t interested, and then he left. I’m really confused.”

“Did you do a business deal in Ukraine or something?” asked Joey. “Because otherwise, it really doesn’t seem like you should be of interest to a shady type like him.” The waitress came by with the bill, and he handed her his card.

“No,” said Micah. “I told him that I was a Z-tier YouTuber, but he didn’t seem to care. He was interested in me for some reason, and he wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

“Maybe he confused you for someone else,” said Joey.

“I hope so. I really wouldn’t want to be the person he actually wanted, though. He scared me.”

The waitress came back and returned Joey’s card; he signed the receipt, and they both stood up. “Yeah, that was bizarre. I’m sorry you had to deal with that on top of everything else.”

Micah shrugged. “It’s over now. Let’s get out of here, though, before a hit squad shows up or something.” 

They headed out to Joey’s car, and Joey went around to the trunk. “Well, hey, maybe I can make it up to you. They didn’t have anything I didn’t already have at Target, but I thought you sounded down on the phone, so I got you this.” He pulled out a figurine, still in the box, of Gadda daVita, Micah’s favorite character from the Roberts Studios cartoon E.S.V.: Extreme Slapstick Violence. “This one is a Target exclusive.”

“Wow, thanks!” Micah took the figurine and turned it around, peering at it through the plastic packaging. He’d accumulated a collection of a dozen or so pop culture figurines over the years, all gifts from Joey, who no doubt was relieved to sometimes be able to buy a figurine because of the character it depicted and not just because it was rare or would resell for a large amount. “I’m always amazed by how many different kinds there are. E.S.V. only ran for twelve episodes, so you’d think there wouldn’t be a lot of demand.”

“Well, they are pretty rare,” said Joey. “Anyway, let’s get going. You probably need a nap.” Micah had told him about his rude awakening that morning.

“Yeah, sure,” said Micah. “Thanks for...everything.”

“Think nothing of it.” said Joey. “I had a good time; that’s enough thanks for me.” They got into the car, and Joey stepped on the gas, the roar of the engine drowning out, for the moment, the troubled murmuring of Micah’s thoughts, which no figurine could quiet completely.

* * *

Micah did take a nap, and, later, when he awoke, he decided to get going on his video. He didn’t feel great, but he knew that finishing it would make him feel accomplished, and he could release it the next day, along with whatever he’d make tomorrow. Monday night releases always did better than Sunday night releases anyway. And...even though he clearly wasn’t over his now-ex-girlfriend, he sort of wanted to pretend that he was. Fake it till you make it, right? Joey had warned him to give himself a rest, but he couldn’t remember the last time he’d done that.

It was hard not to think of Phoebe, which messed up his patter, but he managed to keep himself off the subject for the thirty minutes it took to record the video. At one point, as he was slicing the finished sausage to demonstrate how it could be used in a scramble, he noticed that his hands were shaking, but not so badly that they would show up in the recording. Taking a deep breath, he kept moving.

Once he finished the outro (which took several takes; his voice just didn’t sound quite bright enough), he turned the camera off, imported the video onto his laptop, and began editing. At last, he could fall into a work-induced trance; editing the video wasn’t hard, just time-consuming, and he could let his thoughts wander a bit.

Micah had always been under the impression that breakups were supposed to be soul-destroying, scream-into-your-pillow agony, but...he just never quite felt that way. He’d only had one serious girlfriend before Phoebe, but when things had ended with her, he’d been able to keep it together the same way he was keeping it together now. It was like his mind was an ocean, waves crashing against the shore, and breakups were like someone dropping a school bus into the surf; sure, there were extra swells, and things were a little hairy for a while, but it wasn’t significantly different than it ever was. He had a melancholy temperament, that was all, and upsetting events never really affected him too much.

Some amount of time later (checking his laptop clock, he found that it had been about two or three hours), he finished editing the video and began to upload it to YouTube, scheduled for release at 3pm the next day. It was only five, an hour before he usually started dinner, so he had some free time. What to do?

He found himself gravitating towards the TV. A PS4 sat in the hutch underneath; he generally played about an hour of video games a day, right before he went to bed, and now he was craving the numbing, the bright lights and loud sounds, the utter distraction that they were able to bring him. He booted up Fall Guys, which had come free with his PS+ subscription, and let the time fade away.

Micah was so awful at the game that he usually just tuned it out, letting his character get knocked around, pushed off things, and trampled, allowing himself to fade away into an unfeeling oblivion. But this time, for whatever reason, he found himself paying a little more attention.

He’d made it through the first few elimination rounds, and now he was climbing a slope, dodging rolling balls that would knock him down if they hit him. He’d been in the lead coming up to the obstacle, and he watched his rivals navigate it with ease, diving and juking to get safely to the top. But he just couldn’t seem to do it. His character seemed to move on its own, planting itself squarely in the way of the fastest-moving balls, knocking him all the way back down to the bottom.

There was another way. A spindly, ultra-narrow path led away from the ramp and upwards, rejoining the main part of the level further on; Micah always noticed it, but never attempted it. What if he fell? No one else was going that way. How did he know it was even possible?

Still, the ramp just wasn’t working out. Micah sighed as he was eliminated once again. He was no master at the game, but he’d never be able to win at all if he couldn’t make it past that course. Oh well.

He noticed that it was getting on towards six; time to feed himself dinner. He hadn’t eaten anything since brunch, since that had been such a vast meal, but now he was getting hungry once again. Getting the vegan sausages out of the fridge, he cooked them up along with a healthy stir-fry. Though he didn’t work out very often, he did like to eat as many vegetables as he could. Initially, Micah had chosen food to feature on his channel based on appearance and what was trending, to try to snag as many viewers as possible, but he’d found himself shifting, over the years, to making what he, personally, wanted to eat for dinner. Keto cloud bread was all well and good for those who went in for that sort of thing, but Micah definitely didn’t, and, the way he figured it, if he didn’t want something, why would his subscribers?

Afterwards, he took a long bath, as per Sunday night tradition. Normally, he would then have gone on to play more video games, but he was completely exhausted from his early awakening, so instead, he brushed his teeth and rolled into bed. Almost immediately, he was fast asleep.

* * *

He had dreams, vague, uneasy premonitions of something to come, but they were formless and impossible to remember. The transition from sleep to wakefulness came gradually, as if he were ill; his alarm was silent, and when he managed to open his eyes enough to glance at it, he noticed that it read seven thirty-seven, almost an hour before the time he usually rolled out of bed. So what had woken him up?

Then he noticed it; a knocking was echoing through the house. Someone was at the door. What? Turning over, he waited and hoped that they would go away, let him sleep in peace, but he had no such luck. Whoever it was didn’t plan on leaving until they saw Micah’s face.

Groggily, he stumbled out of bed and shuffled out into the living area and over to the front door. A figure stood behind it, features obscured by the glass-tiled window next to the door that turned the world outside into a distorted mess. But...he recognized the colors from before. The bottom of the silhouette was dark, suggesting a suit, and the top, around the head area, was pale. Could it be?

Micah was glad, sometimes, that the previous owner of the house had been a wealthy but misanthropic old woman. There was a speaker next to the door; he pressed the button and took a deep breath. “How...how the hell did you find my house?”

“I have my methods,” came the man’s voice, crackling through the opposite way. “At this point, you have a choice. You can take the easy way out, or the hard way. The easy way out is for you to accompany me to interview with my employer. The hard way out is for me to take you to interview with my employer. The ending is the same regardless, so I suggest you choose the easy way.”

“Interview?” asked Micah, trying to play for time. “I’m in my pajamas. I’m gonna call the cops.”

“The police. An interesting choice.” Though he couldn’t see the man through the glass, Micah knew he was smiling. “Before you pick up the phone, consider this. We are in Seattle’s North Precinct, where the average 911 response time is twelve minutes. There are multiple entry points into your house. You are doubtless aware of many of them, but not all. I am an extraordinarily capable man, Micah. Do you seriously believe that you can evade me, even in your own house, for twelve minutes straight? And do you seriously believe that, even after law enforcement arrived, they would be able to arrest me?”

“I - I…” Micah took a deep breath. He had few options, he could see that. He was in his pajamas. The most usable weapon in the house was a kitchen knife, and he knew that his chance of landing a hit with it would be very small. As far as escape routes went, there was the front door, the back door, and the windows, but the house was a single level, so the man would know which way he had gone. He had never expected to end up in a situation like this; it was something that would happen in a movie or something, only then he would be a super-capable action hero with an arsenal of abilities and a winning attitude.

Still...he was getting an idea. Turning away from the door, he dashed back into the house, using the precious seconds of confusion he knew his disappearance would cause to make for the kitchen bathroom. He had no way to tell if the man knew where he’d gone, but there was no time to think about that. He was headed for an old laundry chute that led down into the basement; he never used it because he didn’t make enough laundry for it to matter, but now it had the potential to throw the man off his trail.

Tearing into the bathroom, Micah crouched down, opened up the cupboard that concealed the entrance to the chute, and, taking a deep breath, slid inside. He fell nine feet, landed heavily on the basement’s concrete floor, and scrambled across to the high, squat window on the other side. Luckily, he wasn’t hurt, which was good because he needed all his strength to haul himself up and through. It took a huge, adrenaline-fueled effort, but soon he was on his belly, panting, in the flower bed on the side of the house.

What to do now? His antagonist probably had a car; Micah needed to get somewhere crowded, where he could hide, and do it fast.

The light rail! A smile spread across his face. Public transit would save him once again. The station was a good fifteen-minute run away, but once on board, he could speed downtown and lose himself in the hustle and bustle of rush hour. He got up and hurried down the driveway.

Just then, the man he’d been hoping now to see stepped around the corner of the house and blocked his way, arm outstretched. “Very good,” he said. “I wasn’t expecting that. There was just one problem with your plan; the house is surrounded by a laurel hedge, completely impenetrable to someone with no tools and no time. Or perhaps you had forgotten about your landscaping? All I had to do was wait here, and you presented yourself to me. Of course, I’m not one to gloat.”

Micah stared at him.

“Come now,” he said, “that’s not very friendly. Let’s go to your job interview, why don’t we? I think my employer will be rather pleased with your performance today, mistakes notwithstanding.”

“I haven’t agreed to go,” said Micah. “You...you can’t make me.”

“I think you know that I can,” said the man, smiling again.

In that moment, something inside Micah snapped. He lashed out, fists flying, trying to bowl his assailant aside and escape down the driveway. For half an instant, surprise and perhaps fear flickered in the man’s eyes, and then he reacted. Before Micah knew what was happening, his arms were grabbed and twisted aside, and he was forced into some kind of exotic wrestling hold. He struggled and fought, but the man’s grip was like iron; there was no way he would escape now.

“You know,” said his assailant, “I’m terribly disappointed that this was how it had to happen. I wanted to keep my hands clean. But I suppose that’s how these things are.” Just then, he brought one of his arms up, wrapping it around Micah’s throat. Micah gasped, writhed, but no air passed into his lungs, and, after a few seconds, he slipped into unconsciousness.

* * *

He awoke in a dark, cramped space that felt like a coffin. For a moment, he wondered whether he was dead, but...no, there was no way. This couldn’t be what heaven was like, or hell, for that matter. It didn’t make sense as an afterlife, and it wasn’t unfeeling and senseless enough to be the cold, black void Micah had always imagined awaited him in the grave.

Actually, it was probably the trunk of a car. That would make a lot more sense, with the humming vibrations and occasional bumps that shook the confines of his enclosure. He was still in his pajamas, and his throat was very sore, so he assumed that it was just minutes after the mysterious man had overpowered him. He was most likely the person driving the car, come to think of it.

Feeling around, Micah attempted to find a latch, or a button, or something that would release the trunk from the inside. He had read somewhere that cars after a certain year were required to have them, but it took him what felt like many long minutes of fumbling before he finally located a handle dangling just below the lid of the trunk. Pulling with all his strength, he felt the trunk pop open, blasting him with light.

He was totally blinded at first. The glare of the sun was totally disarming after the pitch-black interior of the car’s trunk. But then things came into view: the car was heading down what looked like a street in a rich neighborhood, Montlake or Laurelhurst or something. He debated whether to jump out of the car; he was afraid he’d end up hurting himself, but there was no guarantee that wherever the car stopped would be easy to get away from. Just as he was screwing up his courage to tumble onto the pavement, the driver, whoever it was, abruptly turned and headed down a driveway. Micah nearly fell on his face, and before he knew what was happening, a garage door was being rolled down in front of him, blocking off any possibility of escape. Shit.

One of the car’s doors opened, and footsteps came around back to the trunk. Sure enough, the same man from before had been driving, and now he was face to face with Micah once more, smiling slightly. “I see you attempted another escape. Really, you’re quite promising, you just lack follow-through. You don’t have the confidence to really believe that your plans are going to work.”

Micah was disarmed, both by the fact that that was the truth, and by the fact that this man would choose to make casual conversation despite their situation. “I...where are we? Where did you bring me?”

“Where did I say I would bring you?” asked the man. “This is my employer’s house, and you, my friend, are here for an interview. Follow me.” He strode off towards a door set into one wall of the garage. For a moment, Micah had a wild notion of escaping, but the only two exits to the room were the garage door, which was now fully closed and which looked sturdy enough to resist any blow he could deliver, and the way that his captor was taking him. Reluctantly, he decided to play along, at least for the present.

They walked along a short corridor with a few more doors leading off of it and then up a set of rough concrete steps. The space was chilly, but free of the damp so endemic to many Seattle basements. Finally, the stairwell came out into a beautiful kitchen. Micah couldn’t help but reflect on the parallel with his own dumpy little house and the laundry chute leading from the kitchen bathroom into the basement; in a way, the two were alike, just on a much different scale.

They went down a hallway that passed through the middle of the main floor. An elegant dining room opened off one side; on the other, a beautifully-decorated sitting room. At the end, a grand prom staircase beneath a glittering chandelier led up to the next floor. Whoever owned this place didn’t just have money; they had class. Even though Micah already hated this person, he had to admit he was impressed.

The dark-suited man led him up the stairway, taking the steps two at a time in a casual feat of athleticism that Micah would have loved to have been able to match. Instead, he hurried up in his usual way, panting by the time they’d reached the top. Maybe his plan to run to the light rail station had been fanciful after all.

At the top of the staircase, there was a large landing area with a table and chairs, the kind of pointless little arrangement of seating that rich people seemed to love, and a hallway that led back into the house. This they went down, but turned at the first doorway opening off of it, and Micah found himself standing in a grand study. The walls were lined with books, and they’d clearly been read - they had none of the color coordination that would have suggested a books-by-the-foot decoration scheme. Behind a large mahogany desk sat the man Micah assumed had arranged his capture. He was only just coming into middle age, with the muscular build of an athlete ten years younger and a clipped haircut that suggested frequent trips to the barber. “Thank you, Agent,” he said in a smooth, cool voice. “You can wait outside.” The dark-suited man nodded and left.

“You know,” he said, turning to Micah, “that man’s not used to working by the hour. I have to pay him double the usual rate to get him to be my errand boy. It’s worth the cost, but I wanted you to know that, so that you understood how much trouble you’ve caused me.”

“Understand? I -” Micah paused, overwhelmed with the absurdity of the moment. “You’re the one that’s causing me trouble. You had me kidnapped, dragged here, and now - now you’re lecturing me?”

“I don’t think you understand your situation,” said the man, voice even as ever. “Let me tell you a story. I’m not an old man. I didn’t buy this house with a lifetime of income as a board member or a bank manager. No, I got rich quick. How?”

There was a pause. Micah realized that the question hadn’t been rhetorical, and that the man wanted an answer from him. “Um...real estate?”

“Real estate!” The man laughed. “As if! That’ll be the day, when Jim Friedland makes a dime off real estate. No! No, I earned this money selling golf clubs to China. Word of business advice - not that a small-timer like you can act on this - but rich Chinese people are crazy for anything that rich Western people do. Golf clubs? Sports cars? Cigars? They want ‘em all, they’ll pay double price, and, best of all, there’s hundreds of thousands of guys lining up to buy whatever you’re selling. Golf clubs!” He laughed again, louder. “Golf is for idiots. Right now there’s a half million fat old guys all over China hitting balls with my clubs - well, not my clubs, I just resold them - but I’m the one who gets the hole-in-one. I get to put deals up on my website and watch them scurry like rats to try to get them, to pay even a few yuan less for the club of their dreams. It’s wonderful! Do you understand what I’m saying?”

“No, I really don’t,” said Micah. “Can I go now?”

“Sometimes I wonder why I even bother with poor people like you,” said Friedland, ignoring him. “You know, I’m a self-made man. Haven’t I earned the right not to have to deal with your stupidity?”

“Okay, I’m just going to -” Micah started to get up, but then he felt a hand on his shoulder, pushing him back down. Turning, he noticed that the dark-suited man had returned.

“Thank you, Agent,” said Friedland. “You know, maybe you had better stay in here. I think our friend here is getting ideas.”

“Certainly,” said the man, taking up a position directly behind Micah, who was now trapped - or, at least, trapped more thoroughly than he had been before.

“So, um…” said Micah, “if I can’t leave, can I at least ask why you brought me here? I’m a cooking YouTuber. I can’t help you sell golf clubs. I can’t...please, I just want to go home.” He felt his voice wavering. He was imprisoned with two maniacs, and he couldn’t make them understand anything.

“Oh, I’ll let you go home,” said Friedland. “But first I have a...business proposition for you.”

“I can already tell you the answer,” said Micah.

“No, no, you’re not understanding,” said Friedland, impatient. “This is one you won’t want to miss. Here, let me show you something.” He fumbled around under his desk, seeming to search for a button or a lever, and finally found it; one of the bookshelves behind him swung outwards, revealing a room beyond. “Agent, bring him in here.”

Micah felt the man’s firm hand on his shoulder once again, pushing him forward; there was nothing he could do but get up and follow. The room beyond the bookshelf was on the larger side, but sparsely furnished; its walls were painted plain yellow, with no decorations, and the only piece of furniture was a large wooden box in the center with a glass top; this took up most of the space, with only a narrow walkway to allow passage around it. “This is my inspiration room!” said Friedland, smiling broadly. “If you’d like, you can take a look at what’s in the box.”

Cautiously, Micah stepped forwards and looked inside. At first, it simply appeared to be filled with dirt, albeit dirt pocked with holes a few inches across. Nothing moved inside, and the only vegetation was a few low shrubs.

But then a creature emerged from one of the holes. It was small and pink, shivering in the room’s chill air. Micah immediately recognized it as a naked mole rat. It darted from one opening to another, and then back down into the tunnels. He was repulsed, but Friedland watched with intense interest. “These are my pets. When you have money, you can get any kind of animal you want. Don’t worry, I have a guy visit every so often to check on the health of the colony. But come on, come around the box. I have something to show you on this side.”

Mutely, Micah obeyed, hoping that, if he didn’t anger Friedland, he might be let go. He headed around to Friedland’s side of the box, where there was a bank of small screens showing   night-vision feeds of what was going on in the tunnels. “See there?” said Friedland. “That’s the queen.” He was pointing to a screen showing an especially fat, large rat resting in what looked like a central room, having bits of food handed to her by a gaggle of hangers-on. “The rat you saw patrolling was a soldier, but look, here are some workers.” He pointed to a different screen, which gave a good view of a line of small rats grabbing chunks of food from a mysterious source and taking them back down the tunnel. “I feed them potatoes and carrots. They seem to like it. And look at this!” He gestured to a panel of buttons. “These allow me to do a number of experiments on them. This,” he pointed to a blue one, “floods part of the enclosure. This,” he pointed to a red one, “simulates an earthquake. There are others to stop feeding for as long as I want, to find and kill the queen, to release radiation...these rats are at my mercy, and they don’t even know it. I can observe them as they respond to a wide variety of threats.”

“That...that’s sick,” said Micah. “They’re living creatures. They don’t exist for your entertainment.”

“Don’t they?” said Friedland. “They wouldn’t exist at all if not for me. Don’t they owe me something in return?”

“I don’t...what do you want from me?” asked Micah.

“Only this: I want you to participate in a new project I’m doing. There won’t be earthquakes, or radiation, or anything. No risk to you at all.”

“You kidnapped me to ask you to help you with your pet project?” asked Micah. “No thanks. I’ve already told you, I’m out.”

“I’m not asking you,” said Friedman. “I could have my Agent here make your life considerably more difficult than it is now until you agreed to help me out. I could simply have had you brought directly to the site of the experiment. But no, I wanted to be nice to you, to let you consider your options, and this is the thanks I get?” He was clearly getting angry.

“What’s the experiment?” asked Micah, trying to redirect the conversation. It was no use to have a very rich, potentially very powerful man angry at him.

“Oh, it’s nothing special,” said Friedland. “It would take a few days, and then you’d be free to go. I will pay you. Twenty thousand dollars.”

The thought of twenty thousand dollars was tempting, Micah had to admit. That money could help him stay abreast of his rent, pay down his student loans, even go on a short trip to Vancouver or something. But still...he’d been kidnapped, choked out, pushed around, insulted, and now this guy wanted him to do something? “I’ll never agree to that. Not after the way you treated me.”

“Oh please,” said Friedland. “Just get over it. Look, I’m fine. Why can’t you just calm down too? I’m trying to give you something.”

“No, you’re trying to get something, and give me something in return,” said Micah. “But I’m sure twenty thousand dollars isn’t worth what I’m giving you by participating in this ‘project.’”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” said Friedland. “Agent, stick him.” Micah barely had time to cry out before he felt a needle plunging into his arm, cold liquid flowing through his veins. The world spun, and his brain fogged over. As he fell, clutching his shoulder, a single thought passed through his mind: What on Earth did any of this have to do with the naked mole rats? Then he hit the ground and slipped into unconsciousness, for the second time that day.

* * *

When Micah came to, Friedland and the Agent were standing over him, and he was still in the same room; it couldn’t have been more than a few seconds after...something had happened. He couldn’t quite remember what, exactly, just that something had. He felt like the fact that those few seconds were completely missing from his memory should have been distressing, but it just...wasn’t. What was the point of worrying about it?

He was feeling good, feeling great, ready to take on the world. Slowly getting up, he turned to Friedland. “What...happened there?”

“You don’t remember?” asked Friedland. “Good. Fantastic! So that means that we can get started on the project, right?”

“Project? I…” Micah scanned his brain for any memory of a project. He couldn’t find one, except for an idea for a cooking project he’d had a few days before. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m in.” He didn’t know why he’d said it, but he really did feel like he was in. He was ready to do almost anything anyone asked of him. He didn’t know why; he was just feeling especially nice just at that moment.

“Great! I’ll tell you more about it tomorrow. My Agent here will pick you up from your house at eight a.m. sharp. Don’t be late!” Friedland smiled, glancing back at the bank of screens on the side of the box; two of the mole rats had just been scuffling over a piece of food, but as he watched, the fight was resolved and they scurried together back down the tunnel.

“Okay, sure!” Micah felt like he might once have given a different answer, but that didn’t matter now, did it? He was going to help Friedland with the project, and it was sure to be a good time as well as a good cause.

“Great,” said Friedland. “Well, I suppose I’ll see you then. Agent, please bring him back to his home.”

“Sure thing,” said the bald man. He beckoned to Micah, and the two walked out of the room back into Friedland’s study. It was funny; Micah remembered the room, but not what had happened in it. Was that concerning? Maybe that should have been concerning, but for some reason, it just wasn’t.

They headed down through the house, back to the Agent’s car in the basement. He’d driven Micah there, but Micah had no memory of the car’s interior for some reason. He just wasn’t himself this morning.

The Agent wasn’t very talkative. He said nothing to Micah on the way back to Micah’s house, keeping his eyes on the road and off his passenger. Even though Micah didn’t know how he knew the man, he was a little afraid of him, so he said nothing and tried not to draw his driver’s attention.

At last, they pulled up in Micah’s driveway. Micah’s house looked very small compared to Friedland’s, but Micah was glad to see it anyway; even though he hadn’t been away for very long, it felt like it had been hours.

Micah got out of the car, hurried into the house, and got dressed. There had to have been a reason he’d left the house in his pajamas, but he couldn’t quite seem to remember what it was. The whole morning had been a blur; he did remember that he’d woken up early, so maybe that had been a factor. His brain never worked very well before nine a.m, and it was only eight forty-five now.

That did mean that he had time to do a video, though. Some Mondays, he deviated from the schedule and did something a little crazy and unusual. The week before, he’d made a cake shaped like a hot dog. Most of the ideas came from other YouTube channels, but he reworked them a decent amount beforehand to ensure that no one would accuse him of stealing content. He decided to look around for an idea.

Micah never watched YouTube recreationally, except occasionally when there was some juicy-if-asinine makeup-YouTuber drama to catch up on, so his subscriptions were filled with nothing but other cooking channels. After a minute of clicking around, he found himself on a YouTube page run by possibly his favorite creator, the cupcake YouTuber SaraSprinkles. Though he didn’t often bake, since he needed to eat what he’d made and couldn’t survive on only cake, he saw she had a recipe for a “brunch cupcake” with a sort of bran-muffin base covered in cheese, a fried egg, and hot sauce. Beautiful! He could work with that. By changing some things around, he could create an original and very photogenic recipe that would be sure to get clicks.

Recipe innovation wasn’t the only reason Micah had found his way on to SaraSprinkles’ channel, though. When he watched her videos, he felt...strange. It wasn’t a crush - his crushes were a completely different kind of thing - but he just couldn’t stop looking at her, watching her cook, talk to the camera, smile. Sometimes he thought she looked a bit like he would have, if he’d been born a girl. Sometimes he felt almost...envious. But he was never quite sure of what; probably it was just her subscriber count.

Still, though, there was work to be done. Micah would need to run to the store to get ingredients, and then he’d need to work something out and have the video up before dinner. He’d be on a tight schedule, but after his chaotic morning, it felt almost liberating to get back into doing something he knew well.

* * *

It was almost six o’clock by the time he hit the upload button, sending his creation out to the world. The muffins were tasty, but the combination of egg and cheese (Micah had decided to do a sort of omelette stuffing) had been difficult to bake correctly, and the first batch had been almost inedible. Still, biting into one of his final products, Micah was proud of how they’d turned out. Maybe they weren’t really something a normal person would eat, but they were eye-catching enough to do well on YouTube, and if someone did happen to make them, they probably wouldn’t immediately unsubscribe.

After dinner, Micah began to wind down by booting up Fall Guys once again. After breezing through the first few rounds of a game, he found himself at the same place he’d been stuck at before; the crowded slope he’d never managed to get up, and the spindly walkway he’d never really considered trying.

This time, though...the walkway was tempting. No players were on it, and if he made it to the top correctly, he’d shoot straight to first place. Cautiously, he moved his character over and began to climb the structure.

The first part was easy, a straight incline, but then there was a section with a jump onto a narrow, slippery platform. Cautiously, Micah backed up, got a running start, and hurled himself towards his target, but fell far short and ended up plummeting into the slime, losing the game. Exhaling in frustration, he put down his controller and went to go get ready for bed.

As he lay between the sheets, waiting to drift off to sleep, Micah wondered what the project he’d agreed to help Friedland with would entail. He’d set his alarm for seven-thirty and had already alerted his followers that there wouldn’t be a video coming out. Despite the fact that he didn’t know what, exactly, he’d be doing, he was almost excited; this would finally allow him to show himself that he’d moved past Phoebe, that he was doing new things with his life. And he’d even get paid.

Still, he was haunted by the strange feeling he’d gotten when browsing SarahSprinkles’ channel. It had been even stronger than normal, and for once, he began to wonder what it was. Probably nothing super important, but hey...maybe it would be good to hire a therapist. Oh well. Rolling over, he felt himself quickly fade into unconsciousness.

* * *

Micah was awoken by the chirping of his alarm and instantly remembered about the project. He had to be ready in just half an hour. Pulling on clothes, he ran to the kitchen and grabbed a couple of the bran muffins from the fridge. With the egg and cheese, they really didn’t keep that well, but they were reasonably edible, and Micah’s mind was elsewhere anyway. He was nervous, like it was the first day of school or the morning before a job interview. But he already had this job, and all he had to do was what his boss told him, so what was there to be nervous about?

Still, the half-hour flew by and, soon, Micah heard a knock on his door. Opening it, he found the Agent awaiting him. With a nod, the man conducted him to the same car as the day before, and they got in and pulled out of the driveway.

Micah had assumed that the project would happen at Friedland’s house, but that didn’t seem to be the case; instead of going south, they headed east, crossing I-5 and heading down the ridge to Magnuson Park. The space had once been a naval station, and it was littered with large brick buildings and warehouses; the Agent navigated down the driveways between these and finally stopped in front of a particularly large warehouse. “Enter through that door,” he said, pointing to an unobtrusive and very locked-looking entrance set into the brick wall.

“Um,” said Micah, “are...you sure? Is Friedland here?”

“Friedland is monitoring this process,” said the Agent. “But it can’t begin until you go into that building.”

Cautiously, Micah got out of the car and headed over to the door. He’d assumed Friedland would be there, that someone would tell him what he was supposed to do, but apparently not. He tried the handle; sure enough, it was unlocked, and he opened it slightly and peered through into the space beyond.

Initially, his eyes were met with only darkness; there were no visible lights, no sign of what he might encounter within. As his vision adjusted, though, he noticed a message painted onto the floor in large black letters: COME INSIDE AND CLOSE THE DOOR. He wasn’t sure he felt comfortable going into the warehouse, but...well, he’d promised, and twenty thousand dollars was twenty thousand dollars. Taking a deep breath, he crossed the threshold and let the door swing shut behind him.

Immediately, the room he stood in was illuminated with what seemed like blinding light. As his eyes adjusted once again, Micah saw that the space was painted white, accentuating the brightness of the light, and mostly featureless. It smelled of paint and plywood and seemed to have been recently built. The ceiling was open, revealing the roof of the warehouse high above; it was as if he was in a corn maze.

The room’s one distinguishing detail was more writing on the opposite wall. It spelled out a short but mystifying message: WELCOME TO YOUR FUTURE. Micah turned to try the door behind him, wanting to ask the Agent what he was supposed to do, but it was locked. He was in here, whatever “here” was, for the duration.

There was a doorway opening into another room, and an arrow painted onto one of the walls pointed towards it; Micah could only assume that that was where he was meant to go, but the lack of direction was a bit mystifying. He set off across the cheap vinyl floor, hoping that this wasn’t all some kind of elaborate trap. Why had he agreed to do this again? He couldn’t quite remember what he had been thinking.

The next room was a bit more self-explanatory. Only one doorway led off of it, but this was closed; fastening it shut was what looked like an elaborate arrangement of chains held together with a strange, bulky lock.

Micah headed over to the lock to examine it more thoroughly. It was strange; while it seemed to have originally been a padlock, extensive additions had been welded onto it to the point where he wasn’t sure how it worked. One thing was clear, though; the operation of the whole contraption revolved around an orange prescription pill bottle that contained just a single pill. There was a bottle of water on the floor next to the door, suggesting that he was supposed to down the pill. But there was no way to tell what it would do to him.

Well, he did have a hint. There was another message written on the door: DON’T WORRY, IT WON’T KILL YOU. That was a relief, sort of. He was getting a feeling that Jim Friedland had something of an unusual sense of humor.

It looked like the lock would open if he opened the pill bottle; there was some kind of electronic sensor on the cap. Cautiously, he unscrewed it and took the pill out. The door stood silently before him, no different than before, and he worried he was on the wrong track.

Just then, a wooden placard swung down from the ceiling, scaring Micah half to death. It was painted white, and inscribed with words in familiar lettering: TAKE THE PILL, STUPID. Just as Micah was rereading it, making sure this was real and not some kind of hyper-realistic cartoon he was watching, the sign swung back up out of sight.

Well, there was only one thing for it. He couldn’t go back, couldn’t go on without taking the pill. Slowly, he lifted it to his lips and washed it down with a gulp of water from the bottle.

There was no immediate sensation, no immediate sign that anything had changed. Well, that was more or less to be expected. It would probably need to travel through his digestive system for the...effects to begin. He hoped that they wouldn’t be too weird. Maybe it was just a...painkiller or something. Maybe Friedland had been worried that the sign would hit him in the head. Not that likely, but hey.

Just then, the lock clicked open. The chains retracted, and Micah gave the door a gentle shove, finding that it now gave to his touch. Slowly, he pushed it open and stepped into the next room.

What he found confused him. There was a bedroll and a sleeping bag - both of which looked new - along with a microwave. A few cans of soup, a bowl, and a spoon were stacked on top. There was also a chemical toilet and a portable sink, which were less than appealing. It all looked like someone’s abandoned campsite. The only other items of interest in the area were...Micah had to look twice, but there were a variety of women’s fashion magazines scattered all over the floor. Why had Friedland done that? Maybe the workers he hired had brought their teenage daughters to install the light fixtures or something?

There was another door leading off this new room, but when Micah went over to try it, he found that it was locked up tight. There was a padlock attached that read 39:59:32, with the seconds counting down as he watched. So he just...had to wait for forty hours? What a pain.

He went back to check on the door he had originally used to enter the warehouse, but it was still locked. Returning to the campout room, he began to wonder, once again, why he had agreed to do this. He was beginning to realize that it was seriously unusual for him not to remember anything about that morning in Friedland’s house. Why had he gone? How had he gotten there? The day was like a slice of Swiss cheese, filled with holes, and it was beginning to worry him. Was something shady happening?

But now he was in the thick of it. He realized, with a pang of fear, that Friedland could keep him in the warehouse for as long as he wanted. He thought back to the naked mole rats. Maybe...maybe there was a parallel there.

Well, thinking about Friedland’s lies aside, there was little to do in the room except wait for the lock to open. And...there were the fashion magazines…

Micah opened up a copy of Teen Vogue and flipped through it. He felt...he felt the mysterious feeling flowing through him again, the same one that assaulted him every time he looked at SarahSprinkles’ YouTube channel. He was probably a creep for thinking it, or maybe just crazy, but...he felt some connection to the women in the magazine, like...no, he didn’t even want to think about it.

All the same, though, he couldn’t put the magazine down. He began to read it cover to cover, taking in every page, looking around every few minutes to make sure the Gender Police didn’t show up out of nowhere to arrest him. Soon, he was reveling in the experience; though he wasn’t sure exactly what was so attractive to him about the magazine, he felt like he was drawing energy from it. It was...exhilarating.

He began to lose track of time. After finishing the first magazine, he grabbed another one, reading about the best coats for Fall 2019, the best shoes to wear with jeans, the hottest smoky eye look...he couldn’t use almost any of the advice, but he didn’t care. It wasn’t the words on the pages that mattered; it was the sheer fact that he was allowed, by the laws of the universe, to read them.

A pile of magazines slowly rose next to him, and before he knew it, hours had gone by. Checking his watch, he found that it was already evening, and his stomach had been growling for quite some time. Heading over to the microwave, he grabbed the bowl, filled it with vegetable soup, and set the timer for a minute and a half. As the smell of hot soup filled the room, the wait began to grow unbearable - he was slowly realizing he was starving - but, at last, the microwave beeped and Micah grabbed his dinner. Hungrily, he set in, not caring about the cold spots or the fact that high fructose corn syrup was the first ingredient listed on the can - it was time to indulge.

After eating, he washed the bowl and was heading back to the bedroll to sit down when the lights suddenly switched off. Checking his watch, he found that it was exactly eight o’clock. Clearly, Friedland ran a tight ship, and liked his prisoners/lab rats to follow a tight schedule. There was no source of light in the room, nothing to do besides go to sleep, so Micah lay down and closed his eyes, quickly passing into dreamland.

* * *

That night, he had a dream about Fall Guys. He’d never been one to dream about video games - had always looked down on the kind of people who did - but this felt...significant, somehow. He was standing in the same area he always got to before losing, with the ramp and the spiraling incline, and an endless stream of gray, faceless players was hurrying up the former, jostling and pushing one another. There wasn’t an inch of extra room, and Micah knew that if he went that way, he’d be trampled or shoved off to his death.

But...the incline beckoned. He hurried towards it, pushing through the crowd until he was standing at the base. Slowly, he began to pick his way upwards, careful not to fall off.

Soon, he remembered what had thwarted him the time before: the jump to the slippery, slimy platform. It seemed nearly impossible, and almost more so in this dreamlike, immaterial version of the game. Still, there was nothing else for it. Though his failure was nearly certain, he had to try. Screwing up his eyes, he got ready to jump…

Just then, a mysterious force seized him, propelling him upwards. Platforms flew by as he sailed ever further into the air. It was terrifying, but, at the same time...he would never have seen any of the new world he was sailing past if he didn’t have this mysterious assistance. He felt like he was clearing obstacles that would have taken years to pass otherwise in a single great bound. Slowly, the fear turned into exhilaration as he watched the hazards, traps, and dangers of a long, arduous path simply become irrelevant in the face of his new power. This...this was something new.

He looked up, searching for the finish line, the gate he’d need to jump through to move to the next level, but that was still out of sight above. He wondered if he’d ever reach it; it almost didn’t matter, so wonderful was the journey. He relaxed, allowing the strange power to pull him ever further upwards.

* * *

Micah woke up with a start when the lights abruptly switched on with a hiss and a crackle of electricity. It was six a.m.; why did the universe want him to get up so early all of a sudden?

Well, there was nothing to be done about it. Now that he was awake, he might as well...do what, exactly? There were the fashion magazines, but there were only a dozen or so of those left; he didn’t want to run out of reading material. Soon, he found himself pacing through the warehouse, to the exit door and back to the bedroll. There was simply nothing else to do, and he wanted to move around, to use his muscles in some small way.

As he walked, he fell into a kind of daze. Was this how animals felt in zoos, penned up without space, without freedom? Even though he’d been feeling inexplicably friendly towards Friedland before, now he was growing to resent the man. Why on Earth would you do this to a person? What did he hope to gain?

He noticed that his muscles were feeling stiff and sore. When he’d awoken, it hadn’t been so bad, but now it was getting much worse. Hurrying back to the bedroll, he lay down and wondered what the pill had contained; had he taken poison? Groaning in pain, he could only clench his fists and wait for the pain to subside. Within, he was seething at Friedland. Not only was he trapped like one of the man’s rats, but now he was being tested on like one, too, Micah had never been one to contemplate revenge, but if Friedland wasn’t careful, that was what he might get.

After about half an hour passed, the pain and stiffness stopped getting worse. Micah had been worried that he would be totally unable to move, but he found himself able to at least crawl around. That was a relief; if things had gone too much further downhill, he’d struggle even to pick things up from the floor next to his bedroll. As it was, though, he could grab a magazine and fairly easily flip through its pages.

* * *

The day passed more or less unnoticed. Twice, Micah hauled himself over to the microwave to make soup; the second trip was notably easier than the first, which was a sure sign that he was improving. His supply of fashion magazines was nearly exhausted, but he’d gotten through the worst of whatever this disease was. He felt powerful, able to shrug off whatever the world threw at him.

After his second meal, lying in the post-eight-p.m. darkness, Micah found himself contemplating the fashion magazines, the revelation he’d felt himself having. What did it mean?

Well, on one hand, he could simply be attracted to the women in the pictures, but that didn’t feel right. He’d never been a particularly sexual person, and none of his relationships had been driven by desire; they’d all been about shared interests, followed by a friendship that slowly developed into something more. Now that he really thought about it, he wasn’t sure that he really had loved Phoebe, or any of his other crushes and love interests. It had been a...different feeling. He’d been drawn magnetically towards them, yes, but not by love, or sexual desire.

No, it had been...envy. He wanted something they had, wanted it deep in his soul, had always wanted it, always. He craved...femininity.

Micah wanted to be a woman.

The thought went crashing through his mind like a bolt of lightning, but he knew, instantly, that it was the truth. Nothing he had ever done had felt fully real to him, fully genuine, because he had been in the wrong body the whole time. His cravings for something he could never have had disrupted all his relationships, alienated his girlfriends, left him with few friends, and cast him away to rot in his small, sad house, condemned forever to a small, sad life. And this...this prison? It was rock bottom. Things would only keep getting worse for him as long as he pretended to be something he wasn’t, to lead a life he didn’t want to lead. It was heartbreaking, the realization that he’d wasted twenty-five years on a fool’s errand.

Heartbreaking, but also...also encouraging. For the first time since he’d been a small child, he felt genuinely excited to explore this new side of himself, to live life as it was meant to be lived. He could even...move somewhere else. Find a job that would let him interact with humans. Get out there and do new things. Wouldn’t that be crazy?

Crazy, yes. And also just a bit out of reach, considering his situation. Thrilled as he was to be discovering a new side of himself, he’d have to get out of the warehouse first - and that wasn’t going to be easy. Turning over, he felt himself drifting off to sleep at last; banishing the frenzied thoughts from his mind, he slowly passed into senselessness.

* * *

There were no dreams that night, except vague shadows, flashes and brief visions of things Micah didn’t understand and couldn’t describe, but he was awoken once again by the fluorescent lights overhead. Grunting, he got up and made himself a bowl of soup for breakfast. The pain and stiffness of the day before was entirely gone. That was a relief.

He couldn’t quite believe that the revelation of the night before had actually been real. It would be strange to go through life knowing something that had been hidden for so long. But even though there would be challenges along the way, Micah was glad he’d figured himself out.

Speaking of figuring things out, he remembered the time lock just as he was finishing his breakfast. Putting down the bowl and spoon, he hurried over to the door it had sealed shut and saw that it had reached zero at some point during the night. Pulling it open, he threw it to the side and pushed the door open.

What he saw confused him. There was a strange collection of objects in the small room he’d revealed; a VR headset sat atop a stack of white boxes. What could it all mean? There was a helpful note on the wall that told him to PUT THE HEADSET ON, but he wasn’t sure that that was a good idea...not after the pain the pill had brought him.

Still...did he have a choice? He was almost out of soup in the other room, and completely out of fashion magazines. He still had no way out of the warehouse. If he wasn’t cooperative, he could end up in danger of starving. Maybe...maybe it was better to just do as Friedland said, one more time.

Grabbing the headset, Micah turned it over, trying to figure out how he was supposed to wear it. VR was all the rage in certain circles, he knew, but as an unsuccessful YouTuber, he had never been anywhere near able to come up with the princely sums it took to get a decent headset. And, if he had, he would probably have used them for something else, like buying a car or getting some better appliances. Maybe the fact that he was thinking like that showed that he wasn’t the target audience for such an expensive toy.

At last, he got the headset over his head and got it resting perfectly on the bridge of his nose. Everything was black, and he began to wonder whether this was the setup for some kind of elaborate prank, whether the Agent was sneaking up behind him at that very moment to deliver the wedgie of his life. He wondered whether that man had ever given a wedgie; he didn’t seem like the type.

Then, all of a sudden, a swirl of color filled his field of vision, disorienting him, leaving him feeling like he was hanging in space. His feet, far on the ground below, seemed very far away as he soared through a fluorescent dreamworld in pinks, purples, and light blues. He could only gasp; was this what VR was like?

But then he heard a whisper at the edge of his hearing; sound was coming from the headset, too low to be easily audible. It was almost musical, and combined with the fever dream in front of his eyes, the sensation was impossible to describe. Real life, everything that was happening to him...in this moment, it all seemed so far away.

As the minutes went by, as Micah watched the show, experiencing something he’d never believed to be possible, he became aware that the sounds were becoming louder. They were almost like...almost like words, like the headset was saying something to him, telling him to do something, commanding him...but he couldn’t quite hear what he was being told to do.

Eventually, he felt himself slipping into a sort of trance. Something about the sounds, the way the colors swirled, made him feel sleepy and yet so, so hyperaware of what he was being presented with. Everything in the world around him was so exhausting, so overwhelming, and this...focusing on the colors, the words, whatever they were, that was so much easier than trying to do anything else. Soon, he lost track of time.

* * *

Consciousness and unconsciousness, waking and sleeping, life and death...they were all a bit closer together than they seemed, weren’t they? In a world of Technicolor stimulation, of endless wonder and grand, indescribable vastnesses opening on every side, of white-gold caverns, rivers turquoise as a tropical sea, feverish creatures on foot and wing, the division between reality and unreality was tenuous.

And that meant...it was so much easier to give in to what the sounds were saying, the words they were whispering, the words that were so hard to hear but so easy to understand. The best thing would be to do what they said, yes? And that would bring back a small part of this liberation, this beautiful, joyous freedom that had subsumed the whole world. To obey, to truly obey the voices that were telling her to be feminine, submissive, joyful, obliging...that was the only way back into this breathtaking alternate existence.

Even as Mandy realized it, she knew it was the truth. She couldn’t live without the world inside the headset, even if she had to return to reality, which she knew now that she was ready to do. She could only promise herself that she would return as often as she could.

Taking a deep breath, she lifted the headset off and was confronted by a room she didn’t recognize. She seemed to have vague memories of a warehouse, of imprisonment there, but that had been different, with white plywood walls and a high, dark ceiling above. This room...it looked like a luxurious guest room, with a shining hardwood floor and a large, beautiful antique bed. A door off to the side was ajar, revealing an immaculate bathroom beyond. Mandy herself was sitting in an armchair off in a corner. She wondered how long she’d been there for. Afternoon sunlight was still filtering in through the room’s windows, so maybe not too long.

Stretching, she got up. She was hungry - starving - and was delighted to find a lunch set out for her, a tasty sandwich and salad, which she demolished immediately. After that, she went to go set the plate down by the door and noticed a full-length mirror on the wall. When she saw her reflection, she did a double-take.

Mandy was a woman - there was no doubt in her mind about that - but she did remember a time when she’d been a man, and had expected that to be reflected in her figure. But that wasn’t the case. Peeling off the old clothes she’d been wearing for two days now, she found that her overall weight hadn’t changed, but that her thighs had gotten thicker, her ass bigger, and, grabbing her chest, she found swelling curves where none had existed before. She smiled; they were just right. Her face had changed too, in ways she couldn’t quite describe, but which just...fit. The woman staring back at her from the mirror was beautiful, and, in that moment, she’d never been happier.

She realized she wanted a bath. Her house didn’t have a tub, and it was always exciting to take one when she had the chance. Pushing open the bathroom door, she jumped into the tub and let the hot water run, relaxing in the warm steam.

When she emerged, feeling clean and refreshed, she was just unwrapping her towel to go look in the closet for something to wear when she heard a knock on the door. Flushing, she hurried to cover herself once again and then went to answer. On the other side of the door, she found the Agent. “Feeling all right?” he asked. If he was fazed at all by the sight of an attractive woman in nothing but a towel in front of him, he didn’t show it.

“Yeah, great!” she said. Even her voice was different.

“Excellent. I’m just stopping by to tell you that Mr. Friedland expects you for dinner at eight...and also that this is the end of my contract with him. It was an...atypical experience, but a nice break from my usual work.”

“What is your usual work?” Mandy was curious. She still knew so little about this man, despite having spent a bit of time with him.

“I could tell you,” he said, “but then I would have to kill you. You can believe that that was a joke, if you wish.”

She was taken aback. “Well, um...okay. Good luck with...whatever you do.”

“Good luck to you as well,” he said. “Though I doubt you’ll need it. I think you’ll find that you’re well provided for.” Raising a hand in goodbye, he turned and left, walking down the hallway out of her field of view. He was a strange one, that was for sure.

Heading back into her room, she found that there was a clock on the wall, showing that it was four-thirty. Perhaps it would be a good idea to get ready at around six-thirty or seven, then? Rifling through the various drawers and closets, she found a makeup collection and an arrangement of clothes and shoes. Though she was unfamiliar with how women got dressed, she knew that it could be time-consuming. There was a new stack of fashion magazines on the bedside table, though; they would come in handy. And wasn’t having to figure out how to get dressed like the gender she really was a good problem to have?

* * *

The afternoon and early evening flew by in a blur of preparation. By far the hardest part of her look to get right was the makeup, which seemed not to be designed for her naturally shaky hands, but after an hour or two she got something she could be happy with. Then she picked out a nice dress, a pale pink one with a neckline that plunged a bit lower than she felt she would usually have gone for (but then it was a special occasion), and then a nice pair of white heels, which she spent her extra time trying to figure out how to walk in.

Midway through the preparations, Mandy wondered why, exactly, she was doing all this for a man she didn’t really know. It wasn’t as if he probably expected a lot; she just had to beat out his naked mole rats, which probably wouldn’t be too difficult. She realized that she felt compelled, almost mysteriously, to prepare for him, to make herself more beautiful. It was unsettling, but...she wanted to impress him.

At the same time, though, the preparations were for her as well. Even if she was strangely drawn to the process for other reasons, spending this much time on herself was a beautiful way to assert her femininity. Glancing at herself in the mirror, she saw a glowing, confident woman who had truly found the way she wanted to live her life - and that was a sight she wouldn’t give up, not for anything in the world.

At last, though, eight o’clock drew near. With a few minutes to spare, Mandy headed over to the door, pulled it open, and stepped out into the hallway. She realized that she was in the guest bedroom on the lower floor of Friedland’s house, meaning that the dining room was down to the left. She clicked down the hallway, the sound of her heels echoing off of the elegant walls.

Stepping inside the dining room, she was immediately greeted by Friedland, who was seated at the other end of the large table. A dish of pasta and another of salad sat in the center, and glasses of wine were placed at each setting. “Mandy! So good to see you again. I trust you’re liking your room?”

“I am!” said Mandy. “Thanks for asking.” He was nicer than she’d remembered him being. Actually, did she have memories of him not being nice? Where had she gotten that idea? The past, in general, was foggy when it came to things like that.

Well, he was being nice now, at least. “Well, sit down, sit down,” he said, “and take some food. I have to say, you look gorgeous. Much better than before.”

“Thank you,” she said, loading up a plate - she was hungry again - “but what do you mean by ‘before?’”

“Oh, nothing,” he said, tucking into his own meal. “Don’t worry about it. But now that you’re here, I have a...well, I think you might recall that I had a business proposition for you before, the first time you were here, but our negotiations were...cut off.”

“Um, maybe?” Mandy couldn’t remember. She had to have been to the house before - that was how she had been able to remember the layout - but when?

“It’s okay,” said Friedland. “You don’t have to remember, Mandy. Just trust me, we did.” Mandy did trust him. She trusted him implicitly. “Anyway, my idea was to meet you here, now that we are all a little, mmm, calmer, and discuss the agreement.”

“I don’t know what you mean by that,” she said, “but this is a nice dinner, so I guess I’ll help you.”

“Good, good,” said Friedland. “My idea was this. In the past, you were a cooking YouTuber, yes? You told me so yourself.”

“Was I?” Mandy’s brow furrowed as she thought. Vague memories did come to her, of sweating over a pan and editing videos for hours at a time. “I think I might still be, in that case. It’s only been a few days.”

“Yes, yes,” said Friedland, sounding a bit impatient. “Well, that would change, if you accepted my offer. You see, I need...help.”

“Help?” asked Mandy. “Um...maybe you should call 911. If it’s important.”

“No,” he said, laughing. “Christ, not that kind of help! Oh, this is going to be fun. No, I need help around the house. Cooking, cleaning, things like that. I’m looking for a servant, essentially. You have to admit that it’s not natural that a busy man like me should have to cook his own dinner.”

“I...guess not,” she said. She didn’t really understand why he wouldn’t want to...but then, this was a big house, and if he really was very busy, he would certainly need help running it. And...well, she felt an urge, almost a compulsion, to serve Friedland. If other people felt that, then it would be a lucky person indeed who got to be there to work for him. Thinking about it, she was almost jealous.

“You don’t have to guess,” he said. “I’m telling you, it’s not. So I was thinking of taking you on as live-in help. What do you say?”

Mandy’s head swam with excitement. She felt like she’d just been offered a free trip to Hawaii or a lifetime pass to Disneyland. “I...I...I’d love to.”

“Excellent!” said Friedman. “Great! I’m so glad to hear that. You could start immediately - you’re already moved in, after all - and I’ll be lenient for the first week or so, while you learn the ropes. After that, though, you’ll need to do exactly as I say. I don’t have time to fix other people’s mistakes.”

“Yes, yes, of course!” said Mandy.

“Good,” said Friedman. “I’m happy we could come to an agreement so easily. There is one matter still to be discussed, but...well, we can go over it after dinner.” Mandy was curious to find out what it was, but her food needed attending to first. They chatted about this and that, and she had a few glasses of wine, feeling warm and lightheaded as the alcohol rushed through her system. Everything was great, and she was ready to conquer the world...or at least see to Friedman’s needs as he conquered it. That was almost what she preferred.

At last, the food had vanished, and, as a courtesy, Friedman cleared away the plates. Returning from the kitchen, he didn’t take a seat, but instead stood at the doorway of the room. “That last thing I mentioned? That we had to discuss? Well...I think it would be best not to go over it here.”

“Why not?” asked Mandy.

“I think you’ll find out,” he said. “Come, let’s go to your room.” Curious, Mandy got up and followed him out of the dining room and down the hallway. Before heading into her bedroom, Friedland stopped and pointed out an oil painting on the wall. “See that? That’s my favorite piece of art in the house.” It showed a snake in the midst of a pile of dusty rocks; hardly a breathtaking portrait, but it was interesting now that he was pointing it out. “It’s a Kenyan sand boa. They’re common to East Africa, as the name suggests.”

“It’s a nice picture,” she said, not sure what he wanted to hear. She knew nothing about African snakes or oil paintings.

“Yes, it is,” he said. “I had it commissioned from a local artist. They work for way less over there, but the quality’s just as good, most of the time. But the most interesting thing about it is the snake itself. Do you know why?”

“No,” she said. She wanted to know what he wanted to talk to her about in the bedroom; surely it wasn’t oil paintings. This conversation was wasting time.

“Because,” he said, “Kenyan sand boas prey on naked mole rats. Isn’t that fascinating?” Turning away from the painting, he led her into the bedroom and sat down on the bed, motioning for her to join him.

“So, um…” she said, trying not to sound too pushy, “what was the...last thing you mentioned? That we were going to talk about?”

“Yes, yes,” he said. “See...I have...needs that need to be attended to.”

“Needs?” she asked. “But I’ll already be cooking for you.”

He laughed. “Oh, I don’t think this will ever get old. No, Mandy, those aren’t the needs I’m talking about.”

“Well, then…” Mandy was getting more confused by the minute. He wouldn’t come out and say what he wanted.

“No, I’m talking about something different,” he continued. “See, my plan is to get married one day. I don’t see why I shouldn’t. I have money; women will throw themselves at me. And I can pass the Friedland legacy on to my children.”

Mandy’s eyes widened. “But...if you’re getting married to someone else…” She felt deep, burning jealousy, shockingly intense as it struck to her core.

“Oh, don’t worry!” Friedland laughed. “Not yet, not yet. Anyway, I’m not a believer in strict monogamy, if you understand what I’m saying. Some people insist on it, but they’re inevitably disappointed. Sex is something most everyone wants to enjoy all the time, but the way we do it right now, if you get divorced or break up, you’re out of luck. No, that’s not how I think it should be. Why shouldn’t people be allowed to have sex on the side of a committed relationship, as long as everyone agrees to do it? So that’s the proposal I’m going to make my future wife: That we can both have sex on the side, as long as we continue to make the marriage work. Do you understand me?”

“Um…” said Mandy. Friedland had some very strange ideas, that was for sure. “I guess? So far?”

“Good,” he said, “because this is where you come in. You see, even though I’m okay with affairs and one night stands, I don’t think there should be any kids coming out of an arrangement like that. If a relationship isn’t committed, it can be too unstable to raise a child in. Those children would end up unhappy, even though they were my future heirs. And I couldn’t have that.”

“I guess I agree,” she said. “You don’t want to be like the Kardashians.”

“Exactly right!” said Friedland. “I never thought of putting it that way, but you’ve illustrated perfectly what I meant. Maybe all those fashion magazines you’ve been reading have actually helped you with something. Anyway, if I don’t want to leave a trail of children everywhere I go - and, unlike some men, I don’t - I have to find a way to get sex without getting anyone pregnant. Condoms aren’t a guarantee that nothing will happen - and, besides, I have what might be called...unusual...taste in women. So I found you.”

“You...chose me?” Mandy was incredibly excited to hear it. He really had been thinking about her all along!

“Yes,” said Friedland. “If I could just, ah, shape you to match my vision, I knew that you would be the perfect fit. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

“Yeah, you want me to…” she giggled, embarrassed, “you want me to fuck you after I’m done cooking and cleaning?”

“Exactly right,” said Friedland. “And...well, this might be a little forward, but I wanted to take you for a trial run. Right here, right now.” There was an edge of dominance in his voice that made her want, even more desperately, to do as he said, to please him.

“I...I want that too,” she gasped. “Take me, right now.” Even as she said it, he was leaning forwards, and their lips met in a passionate kiss. She melted into him, collapsing onto his firm chest, and his arms looped around her, locking her in a loving embrace even as he felt for the zipper of her dress. His tongue explored her mouth, pushing past her lips before it began to twist and turn within. She loved the feeling of being dominated, of submitting to a man who knew exactly what he wanted...but it was only going to get even better.

Her hands ran up and down his chest, feeling his hard muscles, his sculpted physique that would have made him worthy of almost any woman; that he had chosen her was a special feeling. Slowly, unhurriedly, she began to unbutton his shirt, feeling for the plastic disks even as his tongue shoved itself further into her mouth. This was...this was bliss, and they hadn’t even gotten started yet.

They broke off the kiss, each of them gasping for air, just as Friedland found the zipper of her dress and slid it down, freeing her new breasts. It was a funny feeling, to have them exposed for a man in this way...strange, but arousing all the same.

Then his hands began to explore her body. One came up and cupped her cheek as they went in for another kiss - romantic, she thought, though she knew that that was not going to be the main theme in their relationship - while the other traced down her front, sliding along her new curves, up the rise of her breasts and around her newly-sensitive nipples. He was toying with her, not yet trying to give her any serious pleasure, and yet she loved it all the same. She was putty in his hands, ready for whatever he wanted to try next.

At the same time, though, she had to give as well as receive, so she continued unbuttoning his shirt, traveling down now past his navel and the firm, chiseled abs that suggested a grueling exercise routine. It was always so hot when men had their lives together.

After Friedland broke off from their second - or maybe third, Mandy hadn’t been counting - kiss, his mouth moved away from hers and across her cheek, planting little kisses as he traveled, down her neck, down her chest. It was such a dirty way of moving the action along that she felt a moan escape her lips. This was a man who knew what he was doing.

Once his mouth reached her nipple, he latched on, sending an unexpected sensation through Mandy’s body. It seemed like her teats were more sensitive than before, and even the brush of his lips was enough to send a frisson of pleasure through her nerves. It was good, very good - but she wanted more.

Abruptly, Friedland released her nipple and moved up next to her ear. “I want to get you naked,” he whispered. The deep desire in his voice, his sexy, growling intonation - it drove her wild, made her want to - want to - well, she wasn’t sure what she wanted, exactly, but she knew that, with his masterful skill and his domineering approach, he would be able to give it to her. He lifted her to her feet and pulled off her dress, throwing it to the side and leaving her clad only in a pair of lace panties that could do little to restrain her small but by now rock-hard dick. “I see you’ve gotten excited,” he said, smiling.

“Can you blame me?” asked Mandy. She felt suddenly shy as his eyes raked her body, but proud at the same time; he clearly liked what he saw.

“I can’t,” he said. “Let’s take a look at this, why don’t we?” Reaching for the hem of her panties, he gently, gingerly slid them down, revealing her member in all its glory. It was smaller than it had been, back when...back when...Mandy couldn’t remember, but something had been different in the past, and that was when her dick had been bigger, around five or six inches. Now it was probably two or three when fully erect, perfect for tucking into a pair of panties. She loved it now more than she ever had before. “Well, that’s adorable,” he said, running a finger along her shaft, which seemed to have gotten more sensitive as it shrunk; she bit her lip as a flicker of pleasure swirled through her body.

“Do you like that?” he asked. She nodded, moaning softly, as he brought up a second finger, tracing a line up and down her member, jerking her off in the gentlest, tenderest way possible.

It felt good, but...but Mandy had to help Friedland feel good too. Pushing his shirt gently off his shoulders, she undid the button on his pants, sliding the zipper down, revealing his much larger bulge. She was a little bit embarrassed to realize that she was the cause, that it was her fault that he had gotten this hard, but the knowledge also filled her with a new resolve: She would release his tension and leave him groaning with pleasure. It was only fair that she should solve the problems she created.

He circled her mini-dick with two fingers, properly jerking her now, gently, slowly, as she pulled his boxers down and let his cock spring out. It was big, but not too big, not so big that she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to handle it. One thing was for sure: she was going to be able to get more than two fingers around it.

Gently, she took his member into her hand, wrapping her fingers around it, feeling him fill up her hand, grow even harder in her warm grasp. There was a feeling of power there, of control over him, that was utterly intoxicating. Even if he was always going to be the one in charge...well, she would have this little bit of control over him.

His gentle ministrations were beginning to bear fruit. There was a warm feeling behind her little member, a sort of pleasurable tension and tightness that promised to grow into something much greater. She was breathing more heavily and began to think of restraining herself; if she lost control early, she wouldn’t be able to please him as well as she wanted to. She tried to think of the most non-sexual things she could, grocery shopping, laundry, Fall Guys, but it all came back to the meaty rod in her hand, and the meaty hand wrapped around her own.

Slowly, she began to pump as well, feeling the texture of his cock, the veins, the slight curve to the left, everything that made the tool his. It was beautiful, and she couldn’t help but shudder in anticipation when she thought about the pleasure it could grant her. A particularly well-timed stroke of his hand elicited a visible shudder that traveled through her whole body, causing her to suck in air through her teeth.

Friedland smiled. “Ah, I see we’re enjoying ourselves. That’s awfully dirty of you, don’t you think? Taking this much pleasure in just a simple handjob?”

Mandy could only moan in response. He was bringing her closer to orgasm now, and she had to stay focused on not cumming, not giving up the game too early; speech was beyond her capabilities.

“That’s what I thought,” he said, smiling. “You’re a dirty, dirty girl, Mandy. And do you know what I do to dirty girls?”

“W-what?” she got out, clenching her teeth as he brought her almost to the edge, inches away from an abyss of pleasure.

His voice lowered to a sexually-charged growl. “I fuck their brains out.” It was almost too much. Mandy felt herself at the very razor edge of orgasm, gasping and groaning, but just then Friedland took his hand away, and she slid slowly back away from the precipice. “Getting close there, weren’t you?” he said. “Don’t worry, though. I have other plans for you. You’re not getting away that easily.”

She looked at his cock, throbbing in her hand, and couldn’t hold it back any longer. “F-fuck me, Mr. Friedland. Please. Fuck me...daddy.”

His face stayed frozen in the same measured, confident smile, but she saw his eyes light up with excitement. “I don’t know,” he said. “I know I just said I’d fuck you, but...I feel like I might not want to fuck you tonight. It might be better just to put you away wet, to make you that much more desperate for my thick rod.”

No! No, that couldn’t happen. She knew he was toying with her, but she wanted him so badly that the joke wasn’t really funny. “Please fuck me,” moaned Mandy. “I need you so bad. I need to feel you inside me. I need to feel you take me. I need you to own me and dominate me like I’ve never had before. Please, daddy.”

“I love it when they beg,” muttered Friedland, and then she felt his hands grabbing her, flipping her over onto her stomach, ripe for the taking. She was floating in a haze of excitement, oh-so-eager for the fucking she was about to recieve. Nowhere in her sea of hazy, indistinct memories could she find a recollection of a good anal dicking, but it was right that he should take her that way. He was in charge, and there was nothing she wanted more than for him to show it by holding her down and ravishing her like a wild animal.

“Still, though,” he said, from behind her, “I did say that you were a dirty girl. It seems wrong for me to give such a dirty girl what she wants so easily. What do you think?”

“No, daddy!” said Mandy. “I know I’ve been dirty, but I need you so bad, please! Please just fuck me.”

“Mmmm,” he said. “No. I think I should punish you first.” Just as she was wondering what that meant, a stinging slap landed on her ass, and she cried out in surprise and pain. The sensation was shockingly erotic - even though he had already taken control, was already promising to dominate her, to make her his bitch, to use her like a cheap toy, this was a new way for him to impose his will on her.

Before she was ready, a second slap followed, harder than the first. He was aiming for the same place, and the pain was amplified, jangling her already-frazzled nerve endings. She drank in the pain; it was another form of arousal, really, another signal that this was a man who she just had to fuck.

A half-dozen, then a dozen, more blows landed, each one stinging more than the last. Mandy grit her teeth, trying to keep from crying out; if she did, Friedland might worry that he was hurting her - which he was, but in a good way, and she wanted him to keep doing it. At last, though, she could hold it in no longer; the sound that escaped her lips was somewhere between a cry of pain and a long, low, moan, a pure distillation of base erotic desire. She heard her partner suck in breath; even though he was clearly enjoying playing his part, it was probably getting harder and harder by the second for him to resist going in for the kill. Soon...soon, he would have to make his move.

Another slap, a second, a third - Mandy’s ass was by now screaming for relief, for a rest - and Friedland could clearly stand it no more. “Get ready, bitch,” he said, accompanied by the sound of a condom being unwrapped. “I’m going in.”

Even though she had known it was going to happen, known all along that this had been his intention for her, she couldn’t fail to be excited by the tone in his voice, the edge of steel that told her he meant business. She forgot the pain in her ass for a moment and pushed herself backwards towards him, trying to look appealing, a juicy fruit ripe for the picking - not that it would really make a difference, judging by how the night had been going so far. He wanted her just as badly as she wanted him.

At last, she felt the grasp of his hands on her hips. “You might wanna exhale,” Friedland said, his manner almost friendly, friendly but firm. She obeyed, and she was glad she did; when his cock began to push into her, it stretched her asshole to the limit, leaving her gasping, trying to find ways to let more in. Slowly, agonizingly, the thick head pushed past her opening, and then it was relatively smooth sailing. The shaft was veiny, like a good dildo, but it was thinner than the head, and she could breathe more normally.

Once it was inside, though...Friedland’s cock seemed, by its mere presence, to be sending electrical pulses through Mandy. The sensation of being penetrated, stretched for the pleasure of this man she’d met - had it been just a few days before? - either way, it was utterly delicious. The low-level stinging pain his tool brought mixed and melded with the searing rawness of her asscheeks, creating a cocktail of agony that seemed to mysteriously amplify the pleasure from his assault on her little hole.

And pleasure there was. At first, she had felt nothing but pain, but quickly a new sensation began to emerge, a little thrill from the stretching of her asshole, maybe. It was nice, but she was just wondering if that was all when his cock hit something deeper inside of her. She wasn’t clear on the anatomy back there, but she didn’t need to know anything - it just felt good, good to have this new depth plumbed, this new source of pleasure leveraged. The sensation was mild at first, but far deeper and more satisfying than what she could feel through her penis. More than anything, she wanted him to hurry up and give her more.

“Fuck,” he grunted, fingernails digging into her hips. “You’re fucking tight. I love it.”

She wanted to say something sexy, something enticing, but his cock ramming into her made it impossible to form a complete thought, let alone be charming or witty. “Fuck...fuck yeah. Fuck me harder!”

Witty it might not have been, but it seemed to have gotten the job done anyway. Friedland’s cock got even stiffer, and his thrusts grew almost wild, uncontrolled - but the man knew how to keep a handle on himself, how to control his lust for the benefit of his lover. He never went overboard into the zone of mindless, unsatisfying jackhammering, and Mandy was infinitely grateful to him for it.

And his efforts were starting to take effect. She found herself moaning, crying out, trying to express the sheer, raw pleasure he was bringing her. Each thrust of his thick cock brushed the electric, pleasurable place deep inside of her, sending a crackling jolt of pure erotic sensation through her. His hips were slamming into her asscheeks now, and whenever they touched the raw, painful flesh, she felt a wave of stinging pain, uncomfortable on its own but seeming to somehow magnify the ecstasy that was building inside of her.

Soon, she found herself losing control, pushing back up against him, and he was going in as far as he could, trying to extract just that extra little bit of pleasure, that extra little piece of the sheer erotic bliss that they were creating together. She felt like an animal, all but the basest, most desperate instincts completely gone from her psyche as she gasped with each and every firm thrust of his hard cock. There was a sensation building inside of her, an overwhelming pressure that threatened to break her completely when it was released, and it was close, very close, to breaking free of her control. That sensation, that orgasm, would be a confirmation: A confirmation of her femininity, of her submission to Friedland, of her utter, wild joy over everything that had happened to her. To cum now...it would be to accept completely her new life, with all that entailed.

At last, the river of pleasure inside her burst its banks. She felt waves of sensation crashing over her, completely overwhelming any attempts she might have made to retain rational thought. She could only gasp, moan, scream as a torrent of ecstasy roared inside her body. Any orgasms she might have had before...she knew they had to have been pointless, tiny, insignificant compared to the mind-blowing roar of boundless bliss that was now shaking her very core. She was totally at the mercy of the pleasure in her abdomen, and, gasping, she could only wait for it to subside, hoping against hope that it never would.

Eventually, though, she found herself coming back to Earth. Friedland had evidently reached orgasm as well; he was still thrusting into her, but they were the last few rapid, shallow thrusts of a man who needed to finish blowing his load. As she lay there, trying to recover, he pulled out and fell down onto the bed.

For a few moments, the only sound in the room was of their combined gasping and panting as they tried desperately to recover their breath, to come to terms with reality once again. What could they say to each other, really, after that?

At length, Friedland made an effort. “I would...damn, you’re definitely hired. I mean, you already were, but…”

Mandy was pleased at how lost for words he seemed to be. “Enjoyed yourself, big boy?”

“You seemed to be having a pretty good time yourself,” he said, getting up and gathering his clothes. “Have my breakfast ready at eight o’clock tomorrow. I have a meeting to be fashionably late to. Cook me a slice of toast, crispy bacon, and two eggs over easy - all the ingredients are there.”

“Okay,” said Mandy. She already loved serving him and would happily get his breakfast, of course, but...now that he was leaving, she didn’t want him to go. She wanted him to stay the night so that she could bask in his presence, feel his body next to hers.

“Good,” said Friedland. “See you tomorrow. That was a great fuck.” He turned and left. The click of the door shutting seemed final. What he wanted had to be what she wanted - and he didn’t want to attach feelings to what they had.

Still, though...despite her disappointment, Mandy was realizing, more and more, that she was OK with that. To live with him, cook his food, take his cock...that would be enough. The warm, painful feeling in her ass, the confirmation that she’d been fucked hard, was a sign that she had found something that was very much worth keeping.

Sighing contentedly, she rolled over and began to drift off to sleep.


From Sam to Sophia

“Order up!” The shout rang through the diner, and Sam wiped the sweat from his forehead before running to go get the dish that the cook had just set out on the warming shelf. By this time of day - around twelve-thirty - the Capitol Grill had been mobbed for three hours, and it was Sunday, making the crowd even worse than it would have been otherwise. Every table was full, there had been a forty-five minute wait at the peak of the rush, orders were coming left and right, and everyone seemed to have brought their cranky, screaming children along as well. Being a waiter was never fun, but days like these made him want to pull his hair out in frustration. He sighed.

As he hurried over the linoleum floor, his foot hit the leg of a - thankfully empty - chair, and he nearly fell on his face, regaining his balance at the last possible second. A gasp rang out through the restaurant. Sam’s face burned as he straightened up and kept going; he hated people looking at him. It was so...embarrassing. It wasn’t as if he was particularly interesting to look at, just a waiter, so couldn’t they keep their eyes to themselves?

At least the brunch crowd was finally starting to thin out. Grabbing a plate of eggs, bacon and french toast, he hurried over to a table occupied by a lone man, which was unusual for a weekend; usually, people came in big groups. Probably ten or twenty years older than Sam (it was strangely hard to tell), he wore a dark suit and matching glasses, and your eyes seemed to skip over him as they scanned the room. It was impossible not to feel that he was somehow...significant.

Sam was so intent on staring at the strange customer that it was only after setting down the food that he realized his manager, Aaron, was sitting on the other side of the little table. The two had seemingly been deep in conversation, but they had broken off as Sam approached. Strange; Aaron was usually too busy to chat with customers. Usually, he would have been in the back, scrubbing down pans; there were always dozens of dirty dishes at the tail end of a rush, and they hadn’t had much luck finding a dishwasher who would actually show up to work consistently.

Well, whatever. The boss’ business was the boss’ business. Sam wasn’t paid to pry, nor was he interested in doing so. Maybe they were in debt to the mob or something; as long as he could keep his job, it wasn’t a big deal.

In the meantime, there were tables to turn over. Grabbing an armload of dirty plates, Sam started back for the kitchen, careful to avoid the chair he’d tripped over before.

* * *

It was funny; they closed up at three, but the last two hours of the shift felt like four. There weren’t enough customers to keep Sam fully occupied, and when he wasn’t waiting on someone, he was in the back, catching up on dishes. Aaron had left with the stranger at about one, which was a little irritating. There was work to be done, after all, and now the rest of them had more to deal with.

At last, though, it was quitting time. He grabbed his coat from the back, punched out at the register, and was about to leave when Aaron burst in through the front door, a wild look on his face. “Sam!” he said. “Can I talk to you? Privately?”

“Um, sure,” said Sam. He tried to think of what he’d done to get fired recently, but nothing came to mind. Maybe...Aaron wanted to talk about something else? But what?

They headed back to the storage room together; Aaron ushered Sam in, then closed the door. “So, well, this is a little awkward,” he whispered, “but I have to...ask you to do something.”

“What...kind of something?” This was getting weirder by the moment, but Sam tried not to let his discomfort slip into his voice.

“Well,” said Aaron, “I...listen, have you ever heard of the Roberts Organization?”

“Sure,” said Sam. “That’s the one run by the creepy movie director, right?”

“Yeah,” said Aaron, “but I’d keep that opinion to yourself. See, a couple of the big bosses at Roberts Studios on the RTV side of things - not Roberts himself, thankfully, because that would be an even bigger headache - have heard about our famous french toast tower, happen to be in Seattle for a conference, and want to stop by. They’re considering filming an episode of Ultimate Catfight here, which would come with a big payout for us. That’s great and all, but they had a...request.”

“Request?” asked Sam.

“Yeah,” said Aaron. “That guy I was talking to...he’s a personal assistant to the studio manager. And he specifically asked me to get you to drink this, and to have you wait on the group.” He pulled a small plastic bottle filled with pinkish liquid out of his pocket. “They’re coming in on Tuesday at around eleven. Just...try to impress them, okay? If they decide to film here, I’ll get you ten percent of the payment.”

“Um…” said Sam. “Fine, I guess. Was there anything else?” Privately, he wasn’t entirely sure about the situation, but he wasn’t about to contradict Aaron, who looked stressed. Besides, he could use the money.

“No, that’s all,” said Aaron. “Thanks for your hard work today, by the way. I’m sorry I had to leave. The guy said the diner was too loud.”

“Understandable,” said Sam, opening the door. “All right, see you Tuesday.”

“Yeah,” said Aaron. He was usually cheerier than he was now. Sam wondered what he and the dark-suited man had talked about.

Well, that was a work problem, and now he was off the clock. Hurrying to go catch the bus, he was already thinking about what he would do on his day off.

* * *

Sam’s apartment was utterly bare and lifeless. The plain white walls were unadorned by any decoration, and the furniture was Craigslist’s worst, purchased without any kind of eye for color or style. He had just never been interested in interior design. At least he wasn’t the kind of dude who had a million posters of naked women or whatever.

His sense of personal style, as represented by the contents of his closet, matched his taste in home décor. He had, some years previously, bought a 20-pack of medium gray t-shirts, which he paired with one of a 5-pack of slim-cut blue jeans. Together with some unassuming and similarly-cheap underwear, the items gave the impression of a man who simply did not care what he wore, which was, well, fair enough.

After he took off his coat and put away his work things, he found himself holding the strange bottle Aaron had given him. It was very small; there was probably only a tablespoon of liquid inside. Why had the mysterious stranger been so insistent on him drinking it?

Well...better to do it now than to put it off till later and forget. Pulling off the cap, he drained the bottle in one gulp. The fluid was sticky and viscous, like concentrated fruit juice, with a faint fruity taste. After the last of the liquid slid down his throat, he went to the sink to rinse the taste out of his mouth. He had always hated taking medicine.

After that, he sat down on the couch and turned on the TV. With few interests and no hobbies, Sam always found that, though he never wanted to work, not working wasn’t much fun either.

Oh, well. He changed the channel to RTV, where Ultimate Catfight was airing. He’d never seen the show, and, while it was the trashiest of trashy reality TV, he’d been up since five-thirty; he really wasn’t working with much brainpower. He fell into a stupor, letting the shouting and screaming from the TV lull him into a strange feeling of relaxation.

* * *

The rest of the day went by uneventfully, and he rolled into bed at eight, seeking solace in the senselessness of sleep. No dreams came that night, and he awoke the following morning at seven; by his standards, that was sleeping in.

There was a message on his phone from his mother. Though he loved his parents, they could be very intrusive, and, true to form, she had bombarded him with a battery of questions about how things were going and what he had been up to. She had even demanded pictures of the rooms of his apartment. It had never occurred to him before, but maybe that was why he left them bare, so that she would have nothing to criticize except the lack of things to criticize. Well, if that was what it took to keep his mother off his back, then so be it. He sent a perfunctory response and then went to go have breakfast.

The cereal box (Rice Chex) had seemed light the morning before, but Sam was surprised - and irritated - to find that what he’d heard shaking around in there had, in fact, been  only a tiny handful of flakes. There was only one thing to do, and that was to go to the corner store and get more. Grabbing his coat, Sam took the elevator down and hurried onto the street, still in his plain, boring pajamas.

The corner store was deserted so early in the morning. The graveyard shift cashier looked like he was on his last legs, the dark circles under his eyes making him look like some kind of underpaid corporate zombie. Sam grabbed a box of Rice Chex and plonked it down in front of the register. The cashier stared at it for a moment, regarding it as though it represented an affront to him, personally, before scanning it with the barcode reader. “Um...that’s gonna be $3.29.” For cereal? It was a ripoff, but then, this was a corner store. “Uh...are you gonna pay with cash or credit, miss?”

Wait just a fucking second. Miss? No one had ever mistaken Sam for a woman. How could you? He was clearly a guy. Maybe the cashier was on drugs or something? Well, whatever. He pulled out his credit card and gave it a swipe; thankfully, it didn’t decline, since payday had been just the week before.

Sam picked up the cereal and left the store without another word to the clerk. What was with him? He was so disconcerted that he thought about it all the way back to his apartment, where he finally filled his bowl and dug into his frugal breakfast.

After he finished eating, he went to go look in the mirror. He still hadn’t managed to get over the cashier’s comment, and he had to make sure that he was still the same Sam.

Standing in front of the sink, he had to look twice to make sure that what he was seeing was really accurate. He looked...completely different. His facial features were softer, his nose was a bit smaller, his hair had somehow gotten longer, and...well, grabbing his chest confirmed that something was different there as well. He didn’t look completely feminine, but...if he squinted, he had no trouble convincing himself that the person in the mirror was a woman.

How could this happen? The medicine he’d drunk - it had to have done this, but how? Was this some technological wizardry from a secret laboratory or something? Who had decided that he, of all people, should get the treatment?

And...why didn’t he hate it? He had expected to feel angry, betrayed by the mysterious man and possibly by Aaron as well, and to be revolted by his new body, but instead there was a strange...warm feeling. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from his reflection, which certainly wasn’t a problem he’d ever had before. He tried again and again to conjure up anger, but he just couldn’t manage it. Looking at the contours of his new face, the curves of his new body...it just made him feel...nice.

Feelings aside, what would he do? Surely he couldn’t come in to work like this. No one would even recognize him. Who would want him to be...a woman? Why was that necessary? Was this all for someone’s sick enjoyment?

Just as he was growing frantic with worry, the buzzer went off in the main room. Sighing, he hurried over and pressed the speaker button. “Who is it?”

“Package for you.” The voice was cool and even, unremarkable, and he didn’t recognize it. “You should come and pick it up.”

“Is this...are you the mail person?” Something in their tone...it was unsettling.

“Kind of. Just come and get the package. It’s sitting on top of the mail cubbies.” With a click, the speaker shut off. Well, even if the delivery was a little odd, a package was a package. Sam hurried out and took the elevator down, wondering what would be in it. 

On the ground floor, he found no sign of whoever had buzzed him, but there was a decent-sized cardboard box on the cubbies, as promised. There was no shipping label on it, just his name scrawled in Sharpie, which added to his suspicion. Still, he grabbed it and headed back upstairs and into his apartment. He had a coldly comforting realization: Surely, whatever had already been done to him had been the goal of whatever this...operation was. The package was probably just a little something extra, a final step of the plan, but not something that would make him grow a second head. Probably.

Attacking the tape with scissors, he ripped the box open and found a confusingly wide array of items. The top layer was nothing but makeup; there was a primer, a foundation, concealer, and so on, everything that a girl would need to get ready for a big event. Sam would know; he often found himself spending time on fashion websites, reading articles about the subject. Was that normal?

Along with the makeup, there was some nail polish, and then...Sam’s brow furrowed as he looked at the next item. It was a Capitol Grill uniform, with a name embroidered onto the breast in the usual style. His current uniform said Sam, as would be expected, but this one said...Sophia.

Sophia. Sophia? He found himself running the name through his mind, testing it out. It was lovely, but...who had gotten this box together? If it had been someone from the Roberts Organization, how had they gotten the uniform?

Taking that out as well, he found, tucked into the very bottom of the box, a lacy bra and panty set. He blushed just looking at it, but...damn, the idea of wearing sexy underwear like that...it was fucking hot. He didn’t know why. Usually, he rarely, if ever, felt particularly turned-on or sexual, but the idea of slipping into a set of lace panties...it scratched an itch he’d never known needed to be scratched.

He understood now what was expected of him. The Roberts people wanted to transform him into a woman and then to have him wait on them. Maybe it was a kind of demonstration, a way to win points at the office for one of them. It was terrible of them, to use him, a person they didn’t know at all, as a guinea pig...but the more he thought about it, the more he felt that he was glad to do it anyway. This feeling of femininity...it was intoxicating.

Well, at least now he had something to do all day. Gathering up his new things, he headed to the bathroom to figure out how to do his makeup.

* * *

Hours later, Sam decided that he had a working look. It was much, much harder than he’d ever imagined to get his skin not to look flat, his eye shadow symmetrical, his lips evenly-colored without letting any lipstick bleed over the lip liner - and all without stabbing himself in the eye with an eyeliner pencil. How did some women do this every single day? He could only imagine.

Still, looking at his reflection in the mirror, he felt pretty, almost beautiful. Never before had he felt confident in his appearance, but now he wanted to reach through and give himself a high five. Instead, he had to be content with a wink and a smirk, but even this, with the mesmerizing motion of his painted eyelid, was stunning. He vaguely wondered if he’d ever been happier.

What did this all mean? He hadn’t had a lot of choice about the whole body-transformation thing, and, while he hadn’t been physically forced to figure out the makeup, it was sort of a natural next step. What he did have a choice about was whether or not to enjoy the process. And he had. He enjoyed being feminine, being viewed as a woman. This was a truth about himself that he felt like had been there for many, many years, undetected for all that time.

Was he...transgender? He was tempted to reject the possibility out of hand, but when he looked in the mirror...well, it wasn’t easy to do that. He felt like the whole world of everything he had always taken for granted was falling away piece by piece, and that nothing could ever be the same again. It was a terrifying feeling, but also oddly...oddly liberating.

Taking a deep breath, he decided he needed a break. Maybe Ultimate Catfight was on again. It actually wasn’t a terrible show. Heading out to the living room, he turned on the TV and settled into a hazy stupor.

* * *

The rest of the day flew by. Sam ordered a pizza for dinner in celebration of his new self, and the wad of hot, greasy cheese resting in his gut sent him straight to sleep once he went to bed.

His alarm went off at 5:00, rousing him unceremoniously out of his next of blankets and back into the world of consciousness. Groaning, he rolled out of bed and stumbled into the kitchen to make himself some cereal. He’d decided to get up earlier than usual to get his makeup right, but now he was regretting that decision. The world was so dark and cold and horrible before the sun came up.

After eating, he went into the bathroom to get started and noticed that he looked different once again. His hair was a bit longer again, reaching down to his shoulders, and his face had changed as well - although hopefully not so much that he’d have to use a different makeup technique. His boobs had grown again; hefting them, something occurred to him. He went to the box and pulled out the lacy bra. It took a minute to figure out how to put it on, but once he had, it fit perfectly. That was yet more confirmation that he’d been ensnared by someone’s plan; none of this was accidental.

Oh well. All he could really do was play his part - in fact, he was kind of excited to do so. Slipping on the matching panties, he got into the uniform and headed back into the bathroom.

* * *

An hour and a half later, Sam strode into the Capitol Grill. He couldn’t help but feel incredibly confident, with his new look, his new uniform, his new everything. Heads turned in the kitchen; no one greeted him, and he realized they all thought he was a new employee. Well, so be it! It was actually kind of funny. How would they respond when they found out what was really going on?

Their eyes widened as he began setting up the tables for service without needing to be told what to do. As he laid out the jam containers, the forks and napkins, he felt their gaze continue to follow him, but now...now he wasn’t so sure that it was out of surprise after all. He glanced over his shoulder and caught one of the line cooks staring at his ass. He was sure that that feeling would get old very quickly...but it hadn’t yet.

A few minutes later, Aaron came in through the main door, spotted Sam, and hurried over. “Um...are you Sam? I, uh...they didn’t tell me what that stuff would do to you until yesterday. I got a phone call telling me that you’d be...well, that you’d be like this. I’m...I’m so sorry.”

“Oh, I’m managing somehow,” said Sam, trying to sound distressed; honestly, he really couldn’t force himself to feel even a little bit sad about what had happened.

“Wow, you even sound like a woman. Um...okay,” said Aaron. “Now, uh, I can either tell the boys in the back that you’re a new employee, or explain to them about all the weird shit that’s happened over the past two days. I’m in favor of option A, because it’s a lot less of a hassle for both of us, so unless you have any objections, I’ll be referring to you as…” he checked Sam’s shirt, “Sophia. Okay, Sophia?”

“I’m good with that,” said Sam. Or, said Sophia? It was hard to decide on the best name, the best way to think about himself...or herself.

“Okay, cool,” said Aaron. “So...just do your section like usual. Shouldn’t be too busy. And when those suits come by, you need to give them five-star service. Got it?”

“Yeah,” said...oh, said Sophia. What the hell. She looked like a woman. Apparently she talked like a woman. So, for all intents and purposes, she was a woman. Why not? Nobody knew that her name had once been Sam, except Aaron, who was going to keep it quiet. And besides, she enjoyed being Sophia.

At seven, when they opened, the first customers started trickling in: graveyard shift employees looking for “dinner,” groggy high school students who looked like they were coming from crew practice, and a random assortment of the kinds of people who looked like they’d either stayed up all night or who just really didn’t handle mornings well. Not a glamorous clientele, but they weren’t usually jerks either, and today they were giving Sophia exactly what she wanted: a lot of slightly-creepy-but-also-validating attention - as well as much larger tips than she was used to receiving.

After eight or so, the service got really busy, and the morning flew by, so much so that she had completely forgotten about the Roberts people when she saw a limousine pulling up outside the diner. Not since her first day on the job had she felt nervous about serving a customer, but now there was suddenly a mass of worry in her stomach. What if...what if they hated her for some reason? What if they backed out on the filming deal? Then Aaron would be mad, and she’d probably be out of a job, in this economy.

Sophia waited with baited breath as they filed in. There were four men in all, each wearing a sharp suit and a watch at least two inches across. The group absolutely stank of extreme wealth, and that made them all the more intimidating. At last, they stopped in front of the host, who guided them over to an open table. Shaking her head, Sophia hurried over to another table and took that group’s order; it wasn’t good to let her fear of disappointing these men mess with her performance.

Still, she couldn’t keep herself from watching them as they settled in and opened their menus, practically counting down the two minutes she always waited before asking customers for drink orders. When the time was up, she walked over to them, trying to look confident, and pulled out her notepad. “Hey guys! Welcome to the Capitol Grill. Can I take your order?”

“You can take a lot more than that, sweetheart,” laughed the oldest, fattest man at the table. Sophia had to consciously keep from rolling her eyes. She’d known about the reputation of the Roberts Organization before, of course, but it was disappointing to see it for herself. 

Oh well. Eyes on the prize. “I think I’m...good with just the drink orders for now, thanks.” It was weak, but the men laughed; she was off the hook for now.

“All right then,” said a different man, significantly younger, but with a shaved head that made him look almost the same age as the first one. “I’ll have coffee.”

“Yeah, me too,” said a third, a hipster-looking guy with a goatee.

“Me three,” said the fourth man, a silent, clean-shaven man with thick dark eyebrows and a voice that barely fluctuated out of a monotone.

“And I’ll have a scotch and soda!” bellowed the old man, laughing uproariously at his own joke. “No, no, I’ll have a black coffee also.” Sophia did her best to muster a polite chuckle, but it wasn’t easy. Why couldn’t he just let her do her job?

Oh well. Flashing a smile, she promised to have the drinks out in a jiffy, which wouldn’t be too difficult, considering that all she had to do was grab the coffee pot. Her section wasn’t full, which meant that she had time to devote special attention to the VIP table, so she planned to get their food orders in before doing anything else.

The fact that the men stared openly at her whenever she went over to their table was a little disconcerting. At the same time, though...even though she didn’t like the way in which they gave her attention, she noticed that she no longer minded the attention itself, just like when the line cook had been eyeing her earlier. She felt like she was happier now with the person people saw when they looked at her.

It was best to stay focused on the job, though. Returning to the table bearing the coffee pot, she was filling the mugs when the old man spoke up again. “I think we did a great job with her, wouldn’t you say, fellas?”

“You know, Mr. Toul, that’s not really...public information…” said the hipster, trailing off under the iron gaze of his manager. “Sorry, I just think - you know, what if there are spies from China or something?”

“You and your conspiracy theories, Jennings!” said Mr. Toul. “There’s nothing to worry about here. I’m sure our lovely waitress has seen to all the security, isn’t that right, darling?”

“Um…” said Sophia, feeling like a deer in headlights. “Well, I wouldn’t say that we met the CIA standard of security around here. If you have something sensitive to discuss, maybe you should…”

“Bah!” said Mr. Toul. “You’re all impossible. Fine, fine. We’ll have the french toast tower. That’s enough for four, isn’t it?”

“Sure is!” said Sophia. Enough for four? More like eight. Writing down the order, she tucked her notepad away. “Anything else?”

“Maybe,” said Mr. Toul. “Bring out the french toast, let us have brunch, and then we’ll talk.”

“Okay, sounds good!” Sophia said, trying to sound bright despite the fact that she had no idea what could possibly be meant by “we’ll talk.” Were they...finally going to tell her what had happened to her? Maybe that was wishful thinking.

Best to focus on the order. Eyes on the prize, she reminded herself. There was no time to worry about anything else. Tearing the sheet out and slapping it on the order wheel, she shouted loudly to get the attention of the kitchen. “Rush!”

“Got it!” said the short-order cook, grabbing the prepped french toast. Everyone had been waiting on tenterhooks for the group to finally come in; they wouldn’t mess it up. Even the new dishwasher, a dim-looking young man wearing a Sicko t-shirt, suddenly stood at attention, working faster to clear out the rack so that no one would miss a tool they needed to get the order out ASAP.

Nothing to do now but wait. Taking deep breaths to calm herself, Sophia hurried around to the other tables in her section, doing the best she could to make up for the time she’d lost giving extra attention to the VIP group. For the first time ever, she found herself enjoying her job; the raised stakes and feeling of working as a team left her feeling alert, confident, completely in the zone. It didn’t hurt that she got to do it all as a woman; slowly, she was realizing that that was a feeling she’d been missing all her life.

At last, the kitchen put out the order; an entire loaf of bread, cooked and stacked, with banana slices between the layers and everything drenched in whipped cream and (at a premium price) real maple syrup. Carefully, she picked up the plate and felt the eyes of the whole restaurant on her as she slowly carried it over to the VIP table, gingerly setting it down in the center before rushing back to get share plates. “Damn,” said the shaven-headed man, eyes glued to the food, as she turned away, “this is a sight I won’t soon forget. I didn’t know brunch could be so...beautiful.”

“Oh, Kurland. You need to develop an appreciation for the finer things in life! It would be beautiful whatever we ended up eating,” laughed Mr. Toul, nudging him. Sophia blushed, hiding her face so that they wouldn’t see. They weren’t smooth, exactly, but these guys were...certainly memorable.

The next forty-five minutes flew by in a blur. She checked in on the VIP table twice during that time, but mostly had to attend to the rest of her section, which was filling up with the brunch crowd. She realized she had been running on adrenaline for quite a while, and now she was starting to come down, energy seeping out of her as she tried to recover.

Eventually, the men pushed their chairs back one by one, falling into a food-induced coma. The french toast tower had certainly fallen; they’d finished almost all of it, which was very impressive for just four men. It was always awkward to figure out just when a table was done, but at last she decided that they had definitely thrown in the towel and headed over. “How was everything?”

“That was...unforgettable,” groaned the hipster. “I can die happy.”

“Don’t die just yet,” said Mr. Toul. “Remember, you still have a job to do here!” He laughed. “It was great. You can clear our plates. And then bring the check stat. We have something to discuss with you.”

“Glad to hear you liked it!” Sophia put on her bubbly tone again, eager to please, but deep down she was still apprehensive about this conversation, which he’d mentioned twice now. Whatever Mr. Toul had in mind...well, she wasn’t sure she was interested. Gathering up the plates and silverware, she headed to the kitchen and put them in the dish bin before getting the receipt from the register. Sliding it onto a tray, she carried it back over to the table.

“Excellent! That was quick!” said Mr. Toul, signing the receipt, scribbling something else down, and then handing it back, along with his card. On the way back to the register, Sophia glanced at what he’d written; her eyes popped as she noticed a five hundred dollar tip, along with a short message:

Meet us outside at the limo. Your boss knows you’ll be leaving for the day.

What to do? On the one hand, getting into a car with four strange men was a terrible idea. On the other hand, they’d just tipped her a week’s pay, and...she still wanted answers about what had happened to her. She had no complaints, just...questions.

Taking the card back to the table, she came to a decision, probably a bad one. Her life had been so incredibly empty before this transformation that she felt like she owed these men something, at least her time. And besides, she’d never taken a risk in her life. Yes, this was a big risk, but it could well lead somewhere great. Maybe even to another $500.

“Thank you,” said Mr. Toul, taking his card back. “So, whaddya say? We have to get going - can’t stay here all day, much as I’d like to.”

“I’ll...I’ll come,” said Sophia, hoping against hope that she was making the right decision.

“Great! Now, if you’ll just follow us,” he said, getting up as the other three men followed suit. They left the diner and got into the limo; it was luxuriously appointed, but Sophia somehow found herself seated in the center, all four of the men staring at her as the driver pulled away from the curb.

For a few minutes, they sat in silence as Mr. Toul pulled out a notebook and leafed through it. One by one, the other men realized they were staring at Sophia and looked away, giving her an opportunity to get a good look at them. The silent one, with the thick eyebrows, intrigued her. Even though he’d barely said anything, that only made him seem more mysterious, more...alluring. His chiseled jaw and muscular arms peeking out from under the sleeves of his suit jacket only added to the impression.

“So, like, how was it?” asked Kurland, finally breaking the silence.

“How was what?” asked Sophia.

“The whole...transformation thingy. Did it hurt?” He was looking at her with intense interest.

“Um...no,” she said, hesitantly. “No, it was mostly just weird. I’ve been meaning to ask about what exactly...happened. And why.”

“Can’t give you too many details, I’m afraid,” broke in Mr. Toul. “Highly secret information over at Roberts Industries. I’m with Jennings on this one - it would be bad if information leaked. Not that we don’t trust you, of course.”

“Is there anything you can tell me?” she asked. They owed her a little information, at the very least.

“This much,” said Mr. Toul. “The liquid you drank is a project over at the Roberts Institute. You know by now what it does. We wanted to meet you so that we could figure out what effects it’s had, and you’ve been enormously helpful.”

“Effects?” said Sophia. “I don’t know. I mean, you can see for yourself, can’t you?”

Mr. Toul laughed. “Oh, you’re great! Yes, we can see the physical changes, but we were more curious about the...mental aspect. How have you been...feeling? Besides, ah, sassy.”

She shrugged. “Pretty good, I guess. Now that I think about it, it seems like I should maybe be more...worried about the whole sudden-transformation thing?”

“Interesting,” he said, scribbling furiously in the notebook. “Well, I suppose it would be the polite thing to do to reveal my cards, so to speak. We have the executive suite at the Westin downtown - what do you say to a few drinks there? I’m sorry that we had to be so secretive - it’s just that, you know, word could leak out otherwise.”

“I guess,” said Sophia. She’d already gotten into the limo. Why not make another potentially unwise choice? Besides, these men seemed all right. A little strange, sure, but not that creepy or anything.

She looked out of the window and noticed that they were driving between tall buildings, already almost at their destination. It occurred to her that it might be good to ask why she hadn’t been told, to challenge the assumption that was seemingly being made that she was somehow untrustworthy. Besides, weren’t you kind of supposed to ask permission from subjects before you tested these kinds of things? Shouldn’t there have been a clinical trial or whatever? She turned back to Mr. Toul and was about to open her mouth when she suddenly thought better of it. Wasn’t it rude to question people like that? Should she really insult their hospitality by asking an aggressive question like that? The strength of the internal backlash was so surprising that she found herself startled back into silence.

A few moments later, they pulled up into the hotel’s driveway and piled out of the car. “If you’ll just follow us,” said Mr. Toul, motioning to the ornate glass doorway. Sophia allowed herself to be led into an elevator, which took them straight to the top floor. Mr. Toul unlocked the single door that they were met with upon leaving the elevator, and then they were in a breathtaking space with a gorgeous view of Puget Sound. Couches and tables were arranged around the main living area, and doors led off to what Sophia assumed were bedrooms. Even if the situation felt a little suspicious, she couldn’t complain about the accommodations.

“Well,” said Mr. Toul, “I hate to be unsociable, but I’m wiped out from the massive brunch I just ate. I’m afraid I’ll have to take a quick nap.”

“Yeah,” said Kurland, “so will I. I don’t know what they put in that.”

“If you two are, um, down for the count,” said Jennings, “then I should go get the drinks. I’ll head to the bar downstairs. Shouldn’t, uh, charge the company account more than we have to.”

“Oh, Jennings, you’re such a wet blanket!” laughed Mr. Toul. Strangely, though, he really didn’t seem as miffed as Sophia would have expected. It was kind of a breach of etiquette not to order room service in a situation like this, wasn’t it?

The three departed, leaving her alone with the handsome, silent man. They sat down on opposite sides of one of the coffee tables, and then, for a few moments, they just stared at each other. She felt strangely nervous, unsure of herself, like it was the first day of high school again. What did she say to a person she found so oddly alluring? Would he finally say something, anything, to her, or would she have to take a risk and try to get the conversation going?

Luckily, it was he who broke the silence, his low, even voice briefly filling the room. “Nice diner you work at.”

“Thanks,” she said. “It’s not much, but...hey, in this economy, better than nothing, right? By the way, I’m not sure I got your name. I’m Sophia.”

“Sure thing,” he said, not taking his eyes off of her. “I’m Ryan.” Even though they were having the most mundane possible conversation, Sophia was getting a strong feeling of tension, of...of something she couldn’t quite describe.

“Yeah,” she said. “So, um...how’s Roberts Studios?”

“I don’t work there, actually,” he said. “The other three do. I’m a junior technician at the Roberts Institute. It’s my job to report back to them about you.”

Even though Sophia still felt a weird mental block around interrogating these men, she had to know. Screwing up her nerves, she managed to get the words out. “Mr. Toul wouldn’t say anything about, like, um...why I...wouldn’t you need to, like, do a clinical trial and not just, um, get a stranger to drink your weird...liquid?” It was out. It had been an incoherent mess, but it was out. She felt strangely exhausted.

“Yeah, I was against that,” he said, surprising her. “I’ll give you the low-down. There’s some really...weird shit happening at the Institute. Weird products being developed. Weird stuff going on in the labs. I’m not supposed to be telling you any of this, but...I think there are people trapped, like imprisoned, in the lower levels. Like, that we’ve been keeping for years. I thought the place was legit, but...well, I’m kinda starting to hate my job.”

Sophia was stunned into silence. How...how could that be possible? Why was he telling her this? How had it been kept a secret for so long? Did the other three men know too? “That’s...crazy.”

“It’s crazier than you can imagine,” he said. “What’s worse, there started to be a...rivalry a few years ago with Roberts Industries down in L.A. We’re part of the same organization, technically, so it’s kind of surprising. They were supposed to be making mass-market products, and we were supposed to be doing specialty stuff, but...they have an R&D department too, and there started to be an arms race to develop the sickest shit. You were...a victim of that, I guess. I’m so, so sorry.”

“It’s...it’s okay,” she said. “To tell you a secret, I honestly think...I honestly think I’m transgender.” She didn’t know why she was telling him that or where the thought had come from, but in that moment it felt so good, so right, that nothing could convince her that it wasn’t the absolute truth. “So...um...well, it kinda worked out.”

“In that case,” said Ryan, “I’m happy for you.” Even though he was speaking in his same monotone, his voice softened slightly and he even smiled a little; she could believe that he really was, that he, alone of all of these people, was telling the truth. “But, well, I’m sure this wasn’t how you wanted to transition.”

“No, it wasn’t what I had in mind,” said Sophia. “But wow, I’m still trying to get over the whole...the whole Roberts Organization thing. Do the Roberts Studios guys know too?” She was disoriented, trying to process what he was telling her, but the strange mental block seemed to have weakened for some reason, maybe because he had implicitly given her permission to ask more questions. Still, though...it was unsettling, not to have complete control of her mind.

“I don’t think so,” he said. “The whole inter-divisional rivalry thing extends to divisions that aren’t actually involved in research, too. It’s all about whoever can please the big boss most. He’s kinda easy to manipulate, from what I hear - anybody that tells him what he wants to hear can usually expect a big reward.”

“That’s...wild,” she said.

“Yeah. And I don’t really know what to do about any of it,” said Ryan. “Besides, well, telling you.” He paused for a moment. “Hasn’t it been, like, ten minutes since Jennings went to go get drinks? What’s taking him so long?”

“Maybe there was a run on the bar,” said Sophia. “At...one in the afternoon.”

“I doubt that,” he said. “There’s wine in the kitchenette  - want to have a glass while we wait for him? I always need a drink after dealing with Mr. Toul.”

Sophia laughed. “I can definitely see that. Some wine would be great.”

“He’s another part of the job I’m not so hot on,” he said, getting up and heading over to the bar. After digging around in the cupboard for a moment, he found a few different bottles of red. “California’s finest, or...ooh, this one is actually from Europe. Imagine that. Let’s try it.” Bringing the bottle over, along with a couple of glasses, he sat down again - but this time, on the couch next to Sophia. Was he...was he coming on to her? If so, he was being admirably smooth.

Popping the cork, Ryan poured a little into a glass and handed it to Sophia to taste. “It’s polite to have the guest taste, right?”

“I think so, but I’m not really a big wine drinker. If it’s red and it doesn’t make me cough, I’m okay,” she said, laughing. A sip of the wine revealed a nice fruity body and a smooth finish; it was eminently drinkable, if perhaps lost on someone like her. “This is actually pretty good!”

“Good to hear,” he said, pouring her a proper glass, and another for himself. “Do you serve wine at the diner?”

She laughed again. “No, but I think we do have grape juice.”

“You need to class it up, then,” said Ryan, sipping at his wine. “I hear it’s profitable for restaurants to attract couples on dates...and how could you do that, if you don’t have wine?”

“Good point,” said Sophia, “but I’m not sure that we even have an alcohol license. You’re right about the dates thing, though. Apparently the owner’s been considering extending the hours on weekend nights to get that business. Still...who would go on a date to a diner? It seems like it’s not very impressive.”

“Sure, sure,” he said, smiling. “But if it’s a date with the right woman...well, any restaurant could work.” Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw him wink, but when she looked properly he had stopped. The man was surprisingly clever and charming for someone who was usually so silent.

For a while, they chatted about this and that. Ryan was very animated, laughing and smiling, but also looking deep into Sophia’s eyes whenever he was making a point; whenever he did, she felt a shiver run down her spine. Jennings seemed to have disappeared, and there was no sound whatsoever from Mr. Toul’s or Kurland’s rooms. They had the suite all to themselves.

Maybe it was the wine, but...she found herself more and more attracted, almost by the minute, to Ryan. He was just hypnotizing. He had ensnared her in some kind of trap, and she wanted nothing more than to fall in deeper, to see where the rabbit hole led. Never, not once, had she felt this way when she’d been a man - no, when she’d been pretending to be a man. He was showing her a part of herself that she’d never known to exist, and she was so grateful that he was.

“Hey,” he said, as they started on the last glasses of wine. “Want to watch a movie? There’s a TV in my room.”

“I’d...love to,” said Sophia. “I think I probably shouldn’t...shouldn’t have any more wine.” She giggled.

“Yeah, neither should I,” he said, taking another sip. “Except maybe this one glass.”

“Your, um, wine-picking skills are good,” she said as they got up. She had a vague urge to flirt with him, but also an equally vague feeling that maybe she was too drunk to do it very well.

Luckily, he wasn’t exactly sober either. Laughing, he punched her lightly on the arm. “Judging by how fast you finished it, you weren’t exactly savoring the complex flavors.”

“Same goes for you, buddy,” said Sophia, following Ryan into the bedroom. She wasn’t drunk - not really - but the floor did seem to be moving a little more than it had been before. Was it sloped or something? “Anyway, I told you I wasn’t a so - som - soma - wine-taster-person. I don’t know about complex flavors. I just know that the gross grape juice makes me l-loopy.” As if to prove her point, she lost her balance when getting onto the bed and ended up falling face-first onto the mattress.

“Oh geez,” he said, “are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said, lifting herself up. “T-thanks for asking. But let’s...let’s watch a long movie so that I can sober up a little.”

“I think that would...that would be a good idea,” he said, settling in next to her. He was reaching for the remote before her hand darted over and snatched it. “Hey!”

“Sorry, you gotta be faster than that if you want to beat me,” she said. “I just - I just remembered that Hallmark movies are on now. It’s November.”

“Really?” he said. “A Hallmark movie?”

“Damn straight,” she said, flipping through the TV channels. Hallmark movies had, for her, always been a guilty pleasure, the one thing she’d ever gotten excited about before...whatever had happened over the past few days. They spoke to a part of her that otherwise was silenced, hidden, forced down. She now realized it was the female part, and she was determined to indulge it, simply because she could.

Soon, she found the Hallmark channel; luckily, a movie had just started. A misanthropic writer (played by a washed-up Broadway actor who she only knew from other Hallmark movies) refused to engage with the outside world and was always especially miserable around Christmas, and her strangely-attractive, soft-spoken Canadian mailman had to show her the joys of the season in the only way he knew how: cheesy rom-com antics. This was Sophia’s happy place. She knew exactly how the movie would end five minutes after it began. She knew exactly what each character would say in each scene, just based on the tropes of the genre. She knew all these things, but that only made it better; familiarity is, after all, the heart of comfort.

As they watched (or rather, in Sophia’s case, half-watched, with constant stolen glances at Ryan), they slowly drew closer together. It was a little bit cold in the room, after all; one of them could have gone over and turned up the thermostat, but where was the fun in that?

Suddenly, during a particularly forgettable scene where the hot Canadian mailman wasn’t even on screen at all, Sophia felt Ryan’s fingers lace through hers. The feeling was like an electric shock, a current passing through her. It was confirmation that he felt the same way that she did, that...that this could really go somewhere. For the first time in her life, Sophia might...well, she didn’t want to get too excited. Best just to let things play out, right?

For now, all she wanted was to let him know that she was very much on board with whatever he had in mind. Catching his eye, she winked and gave his hand a squeeze, inviting him to go further if he felt like it. He winked back, but didn’t make any immediate moves; restraint was, after all, important as well.

The movie was getting close to its romantic denouement. There had been the mandatory fight between the two, but now it was Christmas Eve, and each was longing for the other. It was cheesy, of course, but also a little sad, and Sophia used the interval to scoot closer to Ryan, practically pressing herself up against him. He said nothing, but a moment later he separated his hand from hers and, instead, wrapped it around her shoulders. That feeling of protection, security, warmth...it was like nothing she had ever experienced.

In the movie, the Canadian mailman had just gotten an emergency call. There was a package that needed to be rush-delivered - directly to his jilted lover’s door. Sophia sucked in breath; this was the part of these stories that she always loved the most. The dramatic buildup, the tension and conflict, all leading to the big finish...it was incredibly exciting, and even more so now that she had a very attractive man’s arm around her while she watched. She felt her heart beating faster and faster, prodded on by the action onscreen, but mostly by Ryan’s presence next to her. It was all so...so perfect.

And then, at last, came the grand finale. The mailman fought through the Canadian snowstorm to deliver a package to his love, but she moved to turn him away. He pleaded for her to open it, and at last she gave in...only to find a ring. In that moment, she realized that they were meant to be, and the music swelled as they collapsed into each other’s arms. Sophia sighed; it was exactly the kind of corny, saccharine performance that she loved so, so much.

As the credits rolled, Ryan reached for the remote and switched the TV off. The tension was thick in the air, and each breath, each heartbeat, felt significant, earth-shaking. For a moment, they gazed into each other’s eyes, each wondering what to say. At last, he made an attempt. “Good...good movie, huh?”

“Yeah,” she said, captivated by his gaze. There were no words that fit with this moment, no way to make it logical or rational; there was no way to say what they really wanted to say to each other.

At last, he sighed. “I can’t...I don’t know what to say here. I can’t put words to you.”

“Why try?” asked Sophia. She found herself leaning forward, unconsciously, almost magnetically drawn to him. Before she knew what was happening, he was doing the same, and within moments their lips met in a heart-melting kiss. Passion, excitement, happiness - all these feelings swirled within her, but more than anything she felt confirmation. Before, as a man, as Sam, she could never have loved anyone, never have made this kind of connection. But now, as Sophia? Well, all bets were off.

She realized that she had no idea how to kiss someone, never having done it before. Choosing to follow Ryan’s lead, she opened her mouth slightly, tasting wine on his breath, melting completely into him. For what seemed like a blissful eternity, they held there, locked in a warm embrace, coming up for air every so often before locking lips once again. It was so beautiful, so wonderfully romantic, that Sophia never wanted the moment to end.

At last, they broke apart, breathing heavily. “This...this wasn’t what I expected from my Tuesday,” murmured Ryan. “But damn, I’m glad it’s what happened.”

“‘Happened?’” asked Sophia. She hadn’t quite admitted it to herself yet...but she very much wanted to go further, to experience more of what Ryan could offer her. “You want to stop here?” She was being playful, but an expression of dismay briefly crossed his face before he seemed to realize the joke.

“I...well, I mean, I’m not sure when Jennings is gonna get back, or when, you know, Mr. Toul and Kurland are gonna wake up…”

“Listen,” she said. “Fuck them. I...to tell you the truth, I’ve never wanted to do...anything before, with anyone. I feel a connection with you, the kind of connection that I...that I’ve never found anywhere else. So…”

“Do you wanna do it?” he asked, a gleam in his eye.

“I absolutely wanna do it,” she said. “I...I want you, I need you, more than I’ve ever needed anything in my life. Even if it’s just for today.”

“Shit, that’s all you had to say,” said Ryan. Leaning in once more, he planted a kiss below her ear, sending a frisson of pleasure down her spine. Lifting his head a bit, he moved down slightly and kissed her again; the sensation was even stronger, and she found herself moaning quietly, overcome by desire. If someone had told her that her neck was an erogenous zone, she might have laughed, but now he was teaching her how wrong she would have been. The whole region tingled with pleasure that was oh-so-ready to roar to the surface.

He began to unbutton her uniform shirt, revealing the lacy bra. “Oho,” he said, pleased. “Had plans for today?”

“If I had,” she said, “I wouldn’t have worn these frumpy pants. No, this was the only one I had.”

“It suits you,” he said, “like a ribbon tying up a Christmas present.”

“Oh, Ryan,” she laughed. “Just...stop messing around and hurry up and fuck me. There’ll be time for jokes afterwards.”

“Roger that,” he said, reaching around under her shirt and undoing her bra. Her breasts had grown quite a bit over the two days, from flat to almost a small C-cup. Before, when they’d been unimpressive and small, she’d never felt anything when she brushed the nipples, but now...when Ryan grabbed one of her pert buds, tweaked it sharply, she gasped in surprise and pleasure. The sensation was wonderfully intense, enough to leave her breathing in shallow gasps, more turned on than she’d ever been.

Still, it wouldn’t do to leave her lover out of the fun. He’d been having his way with her, but sex was a game for two, wasn’t it? Reaching down, she found the bulge in his pants and began to massage it, letting his stiffening shaft roll between her fingers. He grunted at the sudden stimulation, and she felt the thrill of control sweeping over her. She could control how good he felt, and when he got pleasure.

Of course, it went both ways, as Ryan reminded her when he abruptly bent down and locked his mouth onto her nipple. It felt even better than his fingers; the warm, wet inside of his mouth promised to squeeze out all the pleasure, all the sensation that her nipples could possibly produce. She gasped, trying to regain control of herself, but the sensations were just so powerful that, for the time being, he had her in the palm of his hand.

Signs pointed to him trying to keep it that way. He unbuttoned her shirt further and she cooperated as he slid it off her shoulders, leaving her upper body entirely naked, ready for his attack. Sophia felt a bit self-conscious, with her new body bared in front of her lover. She’d barely had a chance to see it, and now it was on display for him. Was it good enough? She had a vague but very real fear that once he got a look at it, he would stop liking her, turn her away and be done. She had hated her body for her whole life; it had changed now, sure, but...could she really believe it was something she could love?

Ryan quickly allayed her fears. “God damn,” he whispered, eyes glued to her new curves, “I...I fucking need you so bad.”

Sophia felt so much hornier, so much more turned-on, with the knowledge that he really did find her attractive. “Take me, baby,” she moaned. “Take me and...and...make me yours.”

“Your wish is my command,” he murmured, snaking a hand down into her jeans and finding her bulge. Her dick had never been an impressive instrument, but now, as she felt it roll between his fingers, she wondered if it had gotten smaller over the preceding days. No big loss, either way; the sensation of having it teased, toyed with, was so much better than it would have been if she’d tried to have sex as a man.

She wanted to do something for him, to let him share in the pleasure he’d been giving her. That did mean taking a risk, doing something she’d never done before...but, well, that description fit every aspect of the situation she’d found herself in, and she couldn’t find anything to complain about.

First, though, his shirt would have to go. Taking her hand off his bulge, tossed away his tie, and undid each of the shirt buttons in turn; it wasn’t easy, as he toyed with her little package, to stay focused on the task at hand, but she did her best to do so, and soon she’d undone the last one and was pulling his shirt down off his shoulders.

The view she’d gotten earlier, of his arms under the suit jacket, had actually only been the beginning. This man worked out. His biceps and his pecs made for a magnificent upper torso, and his toned abs, while not quite a cleanly-defined six-pack, would have turned heads at any gym. She felt her mouth watering. How had she landed such a catch in only her first day of full womanhood?

It wasn’t good to get distracted, though; there was more to do. She shifted around on the bed so that she was between his legs, facing up at him. As he watched, bemused, she unbuttoned his pants, undid the zipper, and slid them down. His bulge was much more pronounced when it was covered only by his thin briefs, and she was more and more excited for the moment, rapidly approaching, when she would come face-to-face with his tool, much larger than her own.

Trembling with anticipation, she worked the briefs down his thighs, revealing, inch by inch, what she could only describe as the perfect cock. Thick (but not too thick), veiny, and long enough to make a splash without being a complete monster - she found herself salivating at the very sight of it. It was completely erect, pointing directly at her, an accusing finger pointing her out as the one responsible for his arousal.

“Well?” he asked, a hint of amusement in his voice. “What are you gonna do now?”

“I…” she found it hard to put words together when faced with this magnificent view. “I’m going to suck it. Unless...you have any issue with that.”

“By all means,” he said, gesturing grandly to his crotch. Ryan’s sense of humor was hard to extinguish, even in a situation like this one that most people would have taken quite seriously.

Still...how did one go about sucking a cock? As a virgin, Sophia had little knowledge of how you were supposed to do it. She’d even skipped the blowjob scenes in the porn videos she’d watched over the years, preferring to get right to the money shot. She eyed Ryan’s tool, a feeling of apprehension filling her.

Then she realized something: she had a powerful advantage when it came to cocksucking. Even if she had no experience sexually pleasing another person...well, she did have quite a bit of experience sexually pleasing herself. She knew what she wanted from a blowjob. Ryan probably wanted something similar. It was something to go on, at least.

Sophia thought about it for a moment. Her dream blowjob probably started with...well, there would be a warmup, right? Reaching forward, she traced a finger up and down his thick shaft, feeling the nooks, crannies, ridges, and valleys that she already knew would make whatever else they did so, so pleasurable. Though he was no longer rubbing her dick, she felt a bead of precum forming at the tip; her arousal was becoming harder and harder to manage, and it was getting more and more difficult to repress the urge to simply throw herself onto his thick tool.

She did have some restraint left, though. She wrapped two fingers around his shaft and began to massage it, ever-so-gently fanning his lust to new heights, getting him more and more ready for whatever she decided to do next.

What was she going to do next? There was an old joke on the Internet - something about “don’t forget to cup the balls.” When, on occasion, she’d played with her own balls, it had felt pretty good, so why not? Reaching down with her other hand to his well-filled sack, she began to massage his family jewels, eliciting a pleasure-filled groan from her lover. More and more, she was getting the impression that men were easy to please in bed - she certainly had been, and now Ryan seemed to be the same way.

Well, easy-to-please he might well be, but that would all be for nothing if she didn’t actually please him, and the ballsack was, she knew, not the way to a man’s heart, even if it was an important trick to learn. Bending down, she stuck out her tongue and gingerly, cautiously licked his tip, gauging both how he would react and also whether she would actually like sucking him off. It was a success on both counts; he stiffened as her tongue touched his skin, and she immediately felt herself battling a powerful urge to simply take him all the way right then and there. But that wouldn’t do; restraint was still important.

Sophia began tracing circles around the head of his cock, first small ones around his very tip, and then in a slowly-widening spiral down towards the end of his glans. He shuddered, and she began to grow intoxicated with power. She’d found a way to pleasure this man, to give him an unforgettable experience, despite how little she knew about sex. Now he was in the palm of her hand, able to react only with moans and sighs to her skillful ministrations. She understood now how people got addicted to this feeling.

Maybe it was time now to give him what he’d signed up for, to deliver the coup de grace. If it had been her getting the blowjob, she’d have viewed the licking, the massaging, as a welcome beginning, but now she would be wondering about the main event. Bending over a bit further, she took the head of his cock fully into her mouth and began to suck gently, not hard like a vacuum but just enough to deliver him an unforgettable sensation. Her tongue continued to slide around his cock, delivering a one-two punch of pleasure that made him gasp. At the rate things were going...well, it almost looked like she was a natural at this.

She took more of his cock into her mouth, lips slowly creeping towards his pelvis, already past the head and now sliding down his veiny, slightly-curved shaft. The sensation was delicious, and it was harder and harder to restrain herself from simply going straight to full throttle, but she reminded herself that it would feel better for both of them if she held back and drew things out.

Eventually, though, she hit rock bottom; his cock hit the beginning of her throat. She knew that it was possible to swallow it, to give him the deepthroating of his life, but judging by his rapid, shallow breathing and pounding heartbeat, she really didn’t need to go that far. Instead, she simply began to bob up and down, sliding her lips and tongue along his cock, letting him fuck her mouth-pussy. The sensation was so incredibly hot that she wanted to gasp with arousal, but that was obviously impossible. Still, she moaned around his cock; he would want to know that she was having a good time too.

For a minute or two, they continued like that, the arousal beginning to burn within her as she picked up speed slightly. Then, finally, she felt a hand on her forehead, pushing her off. “Shit! Shit, I’m gonna - gonna cum if you don’t…” Ryan gasped as he tried to hold in his orgasm, and she obediently lifted her mouth off his cock.

“Did you like it?” Sophia asked, innocently. 

He was still trying to regain control of himself. “Fuck! I mean, what do you think? How are you so good?”

“Natural talent,” she said, “and, you know, when you have a dick, you tend to know your way around them.”

“Fair enough,” he said, taking a deep breath. “The question is, though…”

“The question is...what?” she asked.

Reaching into his pants pocket, he pulled out a bottle of lube and a condom. “Are you ready for round two?” He caught her eye and smiled wickedly.

“I’ve never been more ready for anything,” she breathed, rolling over onto her back as he got up and began to get ready. “The question is, will you be able to handle me?”

“I survived the blowjob,” he said, slipping the condom on and tossing the wrapper to the side. “I’ll be fine. But you should really be worrying about yourself. I don’t think you know what you signed up for.”

“That’s big talk,” she said, as he lubed up. “I’m not sure you can back it up, though.”

“Oh, but I am,” he said. He was ready now; placing his hands on her hips, he leaned over her and whispered into her ear. “I’m going to fuck your brains out, you dirty slut.”

His dirty talk drove Sophia to a new height of arousal. “Oh God, stick it in. Stick it in before I drive myself crazy.”

“As you wish,” he said, lining up his cock with her eager asshole. Slowly, gently, he began to slide it into her. At first, there was pain, now mild and manageable, now sharp and stinging. Nothing the size of Ryan’s cock had ever been past the opening of Sophia’s little hole, and she exhaled, trying to relax further, to admit him inside more easily. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead as she tried to ride it out.

It was like the beginning of the blowjob, only painful. She kept reminding herself that, once his head was inside, things would improve - and, at last, the rim of her asshole slid over the ridge beneath his glans, and she breathed out as the pain lessened considerably. There was even a twinge of pleasure from his shaft sliding into her hole; not a lot just yet, but enough to make her eagerly await what was coming next.

The sensation as he slid inside her was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. It felt like there was an organ within her, deeply buried, that radiated pure, deep pleasure when touched, and which had never, not once, been stimulated before. She felt a rumbling of something huge building up, an orgasm the likes of which she’d never experienced, but which was yet a long ways off. There was time to lie back and enjoy the ride.

After what seemed like minutes on end but was probably just a few seconds, Ryan’s cock had bottomed out within her, his pelvis flush with her newly-enlarged backside. She gasped; the feeling of having something this deep inside her tight asspussy was completely unprecedented; it felt like echoes of buzzing pleasure were echoing through her, bouncing off her abdominal walls, ricocheting through her very core. She gasped and moaned, wondering how the feelings could possibly get more intense, but at the same time knowing that, with Ryan’s help, that was just what they would do. 

Slowly, gently at first but then faster and faster, he began to pound her tight asshole, cock sliding in and out, gripped tightly by her virgin sphincter. If simply having him deep within her had felt good, well...this felt so, so much better. If, before, the core of her being had been like a still pond with perhaps a pebble or two thrown into it, now it was a roiling ocean in a hailstorm. The magnitude of the disturbance only made the pleasure more intense, more incomprehensibly, heart-stoppingly powerful.

“Oh - oh f-fuck,” Sophia moaned. “Fuck me harder. D-do me like a dirty bitch!” She didn’t know where the words came from; the stream of profanity burst out of her mouth out of nowhere, and yet it felt perfect, completely fitting for what she was experiencing. 

She felt his hands clench reflexively on her hips, a low growl confirming that he was just as turned-on as she was. To form any kind of coherent thought in such a situation was nearly impossible. “Fuck!” he groaned. “You’re so - you’re so fucking tight. I’m getting close to - I’m almost ready to cum!”

“Oh fuck,” said Sophia. “Oh fuck, baby, me too. Oh god…” It was true. Not only were the sensations within her shooting through every nerve in her body, but they were reverberating, building in intensity as they rippled, again and again, through the center of her body. She didn’t know what it would feel like when she came...but she did know that it was going to be absolutely impossible to forget.

“Shit! I’m almost there,” said Ryan. His pace had sped up, his thick tool slamming into her as hard as he could push it, and the pleasure for both of them was becoming impossible to repress. Sophia felt herself on the edge of a chasm, soon to plunge into its depths, each thrust bringing her closer to the overwhelming, eye-crossing pleasure that surely awaited. Just a few more, just a few more and then she would be there - 

And then, with an echoing moan of complete abandon, her lover lost total control. His cock twitched as he slammed it inside of her, ever harder, ever faster, even as he had already reached the peak of pleasure. The knowledge that she had overcome his defenses, that she had taken him to a place some people never reached in their entire lives, proved to be too much for her as well. A long, ragged scream escaped her lips as she plummeted over the edge, into a sea of pleasure.

The orgasm was totally unlike what she’d experienced as a man, when she’d tugged at her dick and imagined herself having sex with some Hollywood hottie (usually women, but, at her moments of greatest internal vulnerability, always Chris Evans). That pleasure had been good, of course, but...this was different. The orgasms she’d had with her penis had always been skin-deep, and even though they left her short of breath and sweaty, they had never felt like she had thought an orgasm should. This one...it did. For a moment, she almost lost consciousness, so overwhelmed was she by the surge of utter, indescribable ecstasy. Her limbs trembled and her heart tried to beat its way out of her chest as she rode a terrifyingly enormous wave of sensation, so intense it was almost painful. It was...it was beyond anything she’d ever imagined.

For a few moments, Sophia rode successive waves of pleasure, each smaller than the last but still so, so much better than she had believed possible. Gradually, she came back into the world, gasping for breath and clutching the bedsheets. Ryan was just as overcome as she was; he was winded and sweaty, his gaze unfocused as he slowly began to pull out of her. How did some people go through life without ever having an experience like this? She had no idea.

There was really nothing to say after an experience like that. They stared at each other for a minute, as he finished pulling out, threw away the condom, and pulled towels out of the closet for them to wipe off with, but neither of them could summon words that felt appropriate to the situation.

At last, he made an effort. “Did I ever get your number?”

She laughed. “I think I’m gonna want yours, too. Let me get cleaned up a little.” They pulled on their clothes and then exchanged numbers. Sophia wondered if she would really ever see him again; wasn’t the Roberts Institute in Colorado or something? But then, they hadn’t defined the relationship. Maybe he could just stop by whenever he was in town. And...if this was the end, she would be sad, of course, but he’d already given her the greatest gift he could: confidence in her own gender. By loving her as though she’d been a woman all her life, he’d done more to validate her than anyone else ever had. She felt like she could never repay him.

Eventually, they were standing out in the main area of the suite. None of the other men had yet reappeared. “So, um,” said Ryan, “it might be better if you…”

She knew what he had in mind. “Go home?”

“Um, I mean, yeah,” he said. “I know it seems rude and shitty of me, but, um...well, it could get awkward if you’re still here when they show up again. I’d really like for you to stay and I feel terrible asking you to leave, but I think we’d both have a lot of explaining to do.”

Even though normally it would be kind of rude to be so up-front, Sophia understood, given the circumstances, why he was worried. “No, I understand.”

“Cool. I’m sorry, but even though I hate my job, I have to keep it. The limo is still down there - the driver will take you back to your apartment.” Together, hand in hand, they left the room and rode the elevator down to the lobby. As Sophia was getting into the limo, she turned and looked back at Ryan; he seemed worried, guilty, scared. Not feelings one usually associated with a one-afternoon-stand, but then theirs hadn’t been a typical tryst. “Listen,” she said, stopping for a moment, “everything will be all right. Give me a call whenever.”

“I...I will,” he said, sighing. “I think I have some tough decisions to make. But...hey, as afternoons go, that one was pretty legendary. I’ll...see you sometime soon, hopefully.”

“Yeah, see you,” said Sophia. On a silly impulse, she blew him a kiss as she closed the door; despite everything, he broke out laughing. The connection they had formed wouldn’t be broken so easily.

As the limo pulled away from the curb, she watched Ryan as he waved before turning and heading back into the hotel. She had a lot to process, a lot to think about, and more than a few new worries. What would she tell her mother? Still, though...she was a woman now. She’d made love to a wonderful, wonderful man. And she’d come out of it a whole new person. Not bad for a Tuesday afternoon.

Laying back and closing her eyes, she let the car ride pass in a haze of daydreaming.

* * *

“How was she?” asked Mr. Toul, the moment Ryan returned to the suite. His three coworkers were gathered around the same coffee table where he had just romanced a beautiful woman. Not nearly as good a view, he reflected bitterly. A bottle of whiskey was open in front of them; the thought of more alcohol made him feel a little ill, but that was how things were at the Roberts Organization.

“She was great,” he said, nodding. “The pleasure enhancement, the performance boost - it all seemed to be working. Obviously, we didn’t get the ‘before’ picture, so to speak, but I think there’s promise here.” He had always been genuinely interested in the Roberts projects, even as they disgusted him, but now the interest was fading away; he’d seen the effects they’d had on a human life, and even if it had worked out, in some kind of happy accident, that the transformation hadn’t been unwelcome...well, that wouldn’t always be the case if they continued testing. He had to get out, and soon.

“Great!” said Mr. Toul. “Well, you Roberts Institute people can work out the kinks, if there were any - I’m just glad we don’t need any more of those commie Chinese pills! And, of course, this is going to help us develop a stable of pliant actresses with no paper trail as their new gender - perfect for cutting payouts. Ultimate Catfight season seven is going to be the cheapest major-network reality show ever made! Aren’t you excited? You seem down!”

“Of course,” said Ryan. “I’m just kinda wiped, is all.”

Mr. Toul laughed. “Of course! I remember when I was a young man, having sex with hotties left and right. It was exhausting! Why don’t you sit down and have a little whiskey?”

Ryan sat down in a free chair and lay back as the other three talked about other things. His glass of whiskey sat in front of him, untouched. He really was tired; whatever Sophia had done to him was going to take a day or two to recover from.

Looking out the window, he watched the sun begin to go down over the Seattle skyline. Though he had never seen the city before, he felt a strange new sense of duty to it, and to every city like it, all over the world, where innocent people would be pulled into lives of what amounted to slavery by Roberts products, unless, unless…

Unless he did something. He wasn’t a brave person, or a smart person, or even a very kind person, but he knew what was right. He didn’t have a lot of power, but he did have the contact information for the Associated Press - he’d had it saved in his phone for months now - and he knew what he had to do.

Soon, the world would know. And then...then everything would change for the better. Wouldn’t it?


Anthology Three


Research

Emily shut the book with a sigh and moved on to the next one in the large pile at her desk in the library. It was term-paper time at Roberts University, and while the frats might have been full of parties in celebration of the end of the semester, she had no time for fun and games; her Human Sexuality paper wasn’t going to finish itself, and the more she did, the less of an idea she had of what she was actually going to say in it.

It was almost three years, now, since the chaos of the notorious Hollywood director and business mogul Ronald R. Roberts’ presidential run, a campaign that had collapsed in chaos and confusion when a whistleblower stepped forwards to reveal the nefarious a workings of his business organization, as well as (more relevant for Emily) the bizarre products that they’d developed over the previous ten years or so. The suite of chemical substances the FBI had found in the bowels of the Roberts Institute had turned out to be capable of doing things to a human body and mind that had never been thought possible.

Roberts had lost in the primary, but his company’s intellectual property had been quickly distributed among America’s pharmaceutical giants, who had started to crank out new medications (sans the more sinister effects that the Institute had added). And that had made it possible for the hopeless teenage boy named Edward to become a much happier, more confident woman named Emily. So, all in all, worse things had happened.

Still, while the implications of the Roberts Organization’s mad science might have been positive for the trans community as a whole, Emily was having a lot more trouble with her paper, which was on the subject of the Institute’s motives, how and why its operatives had convinced themselves that they were doing the right thing even as they forced innocent people into – well, no need to think about that again, it was always so upsetting.

The problem was that, while there were pages and pages of testimony in court, thousands and thousands of documents that had been released from the Institute’s files, and at least forty books written on the subject by various reporters, historians, and anyone who was close enough to the room where it happened to know what had been going on without being close enough to have been slapped with a one-way ticket to the big house, there was no definitive answer to the question of why, why the Roberts people had committed such horrible crimes. Most of those who had gone to trial claimed to have done it for the money, which was fair enough, since all of the higher-ups (except Roberts himself, who’d pleaded ignorance and gotten off scot-free) had gotten plea deals to go to prison without expressly admitting guilt or exposing their decision-making process in a public trial.

Emily knew that it hadn’t been about the money. Keeping this kind of immoral business secret was always going to be almost impossible, but either way the Roberts Organization hardly stood to profit from it. The idea, according to a few of the books she’d flipped through, had been to sell the pills to dictatorships for use on political dissidents, but considering the development costs involved, that couldn’t be a profitable line of business, could it? No, there was another reason, and she was convinced that the answer to the question of what it could have been lay somewhere in the vicinity of the Roberts executives’ testicles. There was just...no evidence for that conclusion, and that was frustrating to no end.

Oh well. It was time to give up for now; if she skipped dinner again, she’d be miserable the next day. Getting up, she gathered her things and headed up out of the library’s basement and out the main doors. The warm California evening brightened her spirits a bit; even if it was sometimes far, far too unreasonably hot in L.A., at the very least it didn’t get as frigid in the wintertime as it did in Massachusetts, where she was from.

The cafeteria was mobbed, as usual for six-thirty, and Emily had to push through crowds as she forged her way towards the “healthy choices” station. She tried to eat vegan as much as she could, and HC (as it was referred to by those few students who went there regularly) was the only place where you could find a change from the usual Roberts fare of hot dogs and those crinkle-cut fries that she had previously believed to exist only as an element of frozen Kid Cuisine meals. Unfortunately, the food HC served was not only free of industrial waste and unhealthy fats; it was free of everything, from meat (understandable) to dairy products, to gluten (irritating), and everything on the list of the 20 most common allergens. That meant that her dinner tonight, as with every night, would be brown rice and unflavored lentils. At least there was never a line, she thought ruefully.

Once she had her tray of food-themed items, along with a bottle of water that she’d pulled from the midst of a massive display of sugary drinks, she headed to a far corner of the cafeteria and took a seat in one of the sections with smaller tables, far from the large groups of student athletes and frat boys sprawling out near the pizza counter. It wasn’t that Emily didn’t have any friends – it was more that she had just been too busy recently to connect with anyone. Like, there was Audrey, that girl down the hall she’d had lunch with a few times, and that other one, Simone, who she talked to whenever they ran into each other, and that...guy...what was his name?

Okay, fine. Maybe she was a little lonely. But that didn’t change the fact that she was busy, and work had to come first. Otherwise, what were her parents (and her student loans) paying for? Screwing up her resolve, she took the first bite of her terrible, terrible dinner.

She almost jumped out of her skin when she heard a voice. “Hey, can I sit here?”

Looking up, Emily saw a tall, slim, red-haired girl. She was wearing a sports jersey, but not a varsity one; instead, it read “ROBERTS INTRAMURAL TRACK & FIELD.” She wasn’t bad-looking, either, but Emily had never been into girls (at least not past her socialized-as-a-boy phase), so that was more of an idle observation than anything else. “Sure! That seat’s free!”

“Thanks,” said the girl, sliding into the seat. “This is my favorite table! So I wanted to sit here. Also, it’s really crowded today, so it was hard to find somewhere to sit, you know?”

Internally, Emily raised an eyebrow. The table was right next to the garbage cans; she had chosen it because it was in the biggest empty area of the cafeteria. There was no way...well, whatever. Maybe this was life’s way of telling her to branch out. “Yeah, totally. I’m Emily. Nice to meet you.”

“I’m Sarah,” said the girl. “Um...what classes are you taking?”

“American History,” said Emily, “Math 209, Econ 115, and...um...Human Sexuality.” It was always kind of embarrassing, saying it out loud, but she was a sociology major, for Christ’s sake; she should be able to tell people about that class, especially considering that it was a major requirement.

“Cool!” said Sarah. “I’m in...let’s see, Renaissance Art, Art of Asia, Photo 102, and Drama 112. They’re really fun classes!”

“They sound like it,” said Emily, nodding. That course load explained a lot. “Um...I’ve actually never taken an art. What are they like?”

“Oh, they’re awesome!” said Sarah, smiling widely as she launched into an animated description of each of the courses she was taking. Even though the two of them were certainly an odd pairing, Emily had to admit that it was nice having someone to talk to with so much energy. Or, well, someone to talk to at all. She’d have been lying if she’d said her standards were incredibly high at the moment.

“...and the best part is the way they all intersect! Early photographs in Europe were composed just like paintings because that’s what they knew at the time – it’s really cool!” At last, Sarah stopped to take a breath. “Oh boy, I was talking for a long time there. Sorry! I just get so excited when I think about art.”

“No,” said Emily, madly casting around for a way to frame Sarah’s long-winded spiel in a positive light. Um...what could she possibly say? Think! “...I think you’re really interesting, actually.”

Wait, what? That wasn’t...okay, maybe it kind of was what she thought, but why had it come out like that? She wanted to clap her hand to her mouth, but of course that would have been rude. Where was she...where had she gotten that impulse?

Sarah just laughed. “Oh, don’t say that. I know I was boring you! That’s what my dad – oh, well, never mind.” Her sudden pause left Emily a little concerned, but she clearly didn’t want to talk about whatever was bothering her. A moment of awkward silence ensued before Sarah started unloading her dinner from the tote bag she was carrying. Emily’s eyes widened as she watched the other girl pull out what looked like two burgers, a mega order of fries, a chocolate cake donut, a Cobb salad, and, last of all, a box containing half a cheese pizza. “It’s for the meet tomorrow,” explained Sarah. “I always eat like this.”

“That’s...impressive,” said Emily. Impressive, but mostly just hard to believe. Even though she had the food set out in front of her already, and was tucking in to one of the burgers, Emily couldn’t see her dining companion really putting her dinner away. How could that be possible? Still, it was rude to just sit and watch Sarah eat. She thought hard, trying to come up with a topic of conversation. “Uh...how have you been liking Roberts?”

“Oh, well, it’s been okay,” said Sarah. She had already finished the first burger and was moving on to the second. “It wasn’t my dream school, but the sports are decent! I didn’t want to do varsity, but I did want a good intramural program, and they have it. And the art classes are fun, too! The one thing I really didn’t like was the connection to Roberts – like, the guy – but the school kicked him off the board right before I had to make my final decision, so that problem solved itself. I hear he used the campus as a place to pick up girls.” She made a face.

Emily perked up at the mention of Roberts, which visibly confused Sarah until she could explain that the collapse of the Roberts empire was the subject of her research paper.

“So, like...you’re looking into why it happened?” Sarah asked, after Emily was done. She seemed a little skeptical, not of Emily’s choice to do the research (she had been listening intently to her), but of Emily’s chances of finding that out from publicly available documents.

“Well, yeah, that’s the million-dollar question,” Emily conceded. “I haven’t been able to find answers online or in anything in print. These guys testified secretly, and the evidence is still locked up in government archives. I feel like I’ve hit a dead end.”

“That’s too bad,” said Sarah. “Usually, reading other people’s papers is, well, a little boring, but yours seems really interesting! I genuinely want to know, you know? I feel like that’s covering new ground that even, like, fancy academic people haven’t touched.”

“Yeah, that was why I picked it,” said Emily. “But it seems like I’ll have to turn in something incomplete. And that’s a shame, because the conclusion – that the Roberts people did it because they were, you know, horny – that’s obviously related to human sexuality. But a pure investigation...well, I might as well be doing journalism. I’m worried I’ll get a bad grade if I don’t bring it home.”

“I can see that,” said Sarah, nodding. Before Emily’s eyes, she had destroyed her entire dinner except the donut, which she was saving for dessert, and a few slices of the pizza, which she had yet to finish. “Yeah, research papers are hard. I could never do one! That’s why I’m in art – maybe final projects are stressful, but at the end of the day, who can say what’s good and what’s bad? I can just insist that I’m being really abstract and meta.”

Emily laughed. “Yeah, I wish that was how research papers worked too. I’ve always wanted to be a professor, though, so I should learn these skills now, right?”

“Sure thing!” said Sarah. “Look at you, with your future all planned out. I do art because I like it, but...I mean, will it lead to a career? I don’t know.”

“Do what you feel!” said Emily. “I’m sure lots of people want to see your art. I know I do. And that means that there’s somebody out there who’ll pay for it, right?”

“I guess,” said Sarah. “You really want to see it? I don’t know if you’ll like it. It’s not really very good. But maybe tomorrow I can show you around the art studio. It’s Friday, so I’ll be free all day. Do you have any classes?”

“No,” said Emily, “but…” she was about to say something about the research project, but then stopped herself. Fuck the research project. The strength of her feeling surprised her, but it was the truth; she really didn’t need to spend another day in the library. In fact, she realized, she would go insane if she spent another day in the library. “Nah, never mind. Yeah, I’m free all day.”

“Cool!” said Sarah. “Then why don’t we meet at, I don’t know, three? Most of the art majors aren’t even going to be awake yet.” She laughed.

“Sounds good to me,” said Emily. Checking her watch, she noticed that it was almost 7:20 – she had a Social Sciences career talk to go to at 7:30. “Oh, I actually have to go here. But it was nice talking to you!”

“Sure thing!” said Sarah. “See you tomorrow!” She was just taking the last bite of the donut. She had really done it. As Emily walked away from the table and out through the cafeteria, she shook her head in amazement; that girl was incredible.

She realized she already felt a strange connection to Sarah, like she’d known her much longer than an hour. Before dinner, her social life had been empty and sad; now she was excited to meet a friend the next day. Funny how these things could work out.

* * *

The campus as a whole was a bit more inclined to rising “early” (or, well, before three p.m.) than the art students perhaps were, and things had already been buzzing for three or four hours when Emily emerged from the basement of the library, rubbing her eyes, typeset letters swirling across her field of vision. Nothing had changed with the research; it was just the same as it had always been. She had started to hate it more and more with every passing hour, despite a vague hope that having a pleasant distraction in her life like Sarah would reorient her and give her a new focus and drive. It was definitely a good idea to spend some time away from the project.

She had never actually been inside the art building, except for stepping into the main lobby on the tour, so she was mildly curious to see what it was like. The place was famous on campus for being an eyesore; it had been designed by Frank Gehry in the same style as that one museum in Seattle – she forgot its name – and looked like a mutant Jell-O mold. There were few windows, except for portholes scattered seemingly at random along the side of the building. The campus nickname for it was “the wart.” At least it was hard to miss, and its ugliness had made it something of a local attraction, if any tourists ever felt like battling two or three hours’ worth of rush-hour I-10 traffic to come out to the ‘burbs.

Sarah was waiting for her in front of the entrance; she waved when she saw Emily, clearly excited. Emily smiled; it was so nice to be around a person who would give her energy. After a morning in the library, it was what she needed most.

They greeted each other, and then Sarah gestured to the building. “Let’s go in! This is kind of exciting, actually. No one in intramural track and field is doing art, so I don’t get to talk about it with anybody.” Over the next ten minutes, she led Emily on an animated tour of the art studios and finally stopped in front of one of the cabinets, a hesitant expression crossing her face. “This is where I keep my portfolio,” she explained, pulling it open. “I mean...none of this is really very good…”

“I’m sure it’s really good,” said Emily, trying to sound encouraging. “I mean, whatever it is, it’s going to be ten times better than anything I could do.”

“Um...I don’t know…” Sarah stood for a minute, scratching her chin, before finally grabbing one of the canvases. “This is what I did for the Impressionism unit earlier in the semester.” Shyly, she cast her gaze to the floor as Emily looked at it.

The painting wasn’t quite like anything else Emily had ever seen. It was certainly in the style, with smears of paint serving to create a hazy, indistinct effect, but where most Impressionist paintings she knew of were, in some way, a celebration of their subjects, an ode to the view of nature or to the impressive buildings they depicted...this one was almost chilling. It showed a suburban house, seemingly only one of thousands in a vast development. The shapes in the painting were blurry, of course, which was traditional, but also distorted, somehow, and surprisingly sharp shadows created an angular, abrupt effect that served to unsettle the viewer. It took her a moment to find words for it. “This is...crazy. It’s really good, but it’s surprising too! I get such a strong vibe from it.”

“Really?” asked Sarah. “What kind of vibe?” Even though she’d been shy before, Emily’s praise seemed to fall on welcoming ears.

“It’s, like...sinister, I guess. Like, this feels like a painting that would be in a haunted house. I don’t know why, just that it...does.” As Emily spoke, Sarah’s expression went from excited to pensive to almost sad.

“Yeah, I guess you caught it. That’s kind of what I was trying to convey.” She took a deep breath. “This is the house...this is the house I live in when I’m not at school. Where my parents are. But...I don’t know if it’s really a home.” She paused, and Emily stayed silent, trying not to pressure her to speak if she didn’t want to. “I don’t know if it’s any one thing,” she continued, “but I guess...I guess my parents and I kind of...drifted apart during high school. My dad was threatening to divorce my mom, and even though it never happened, they spent so much time fighting that they never seemed to have any left over for me. I get that they were dealing with problems, but...I don’t know. I was a teenager. I couldn’t be left to run my life all by myself. The only time they did care about me is when I tried to do something without their permission, and then all the anger was suddenly coming my way, you know?” She fell into silence for long enough that Emily was about to respond, but then added, “I didn’t tell you, but I’m from Maine. I think that’s why I ended up in California!” She laughed, a little bitterly.

“Wow, that’s…” Emily paused, wondering exactly what to say. She had had no idea, and she felt terrible for Sarah. Her own family had been reasonably supportive when she’d come out as trans, and she’d been able to lean on them. If she hadn’t...well, she could only imagine. “That’s really tough. But...hey, I’m here for you. If you ever want to talk about anything like this, you can come to me.”

“Thank you,” said Sarah. “I...I really appreciate it. I feel like my friends at school are my family now, and...well, you’re the newest member. If that’s not weird.”

“It’s not weird,” said Emily. “I’m honored. Do you...wanna go get a coffee? My treat.”

“That would be...that would be great,” said Sarah. Together, they turned and headed out of the art building.

* * *

Not long after they arrived at Bean Blast, the local coffee roaster, Emily had succeeded in cheering Sarah up (with the help of a Mexican hot chocolate and a gingerbread cookie). They were discussing pets on Instagram – obviously, parents exploiting their children for social media could easily veer into cruelty, but what about animals? It wasn’t as if they had an education to neglect, and the content was cute, right? As they talked and laughed, an hour flowed by like water.

Sarah looked down and checked her watch. “Oh shoot, it’s already four thirty? I have practice at five! This has been a lot of fun, but I think I should really go…”

“Of course!” said Emily. Both girls got up, gathering their things before starting out the door. “Well, have fun at practice!”

“Actually,” said Sarah, stopping suddenly. “I don’t know if you’re busy or whatever, but I was thinking...tomorrow is Saturday night, so do you want to...go get burgers or something?”

“Yeah, sure!” Emily turned to look at her friend. Something in the way she’d asked the question made her think that...well, whatever. Who was to say that her intentions were anything but completely innocent? “I don’t have anything else going on, so...I’ll see you then. Like, at seven?”

“Seven works!” said Sarah. “But, um...how about we...trade phone numbers? So that, you know, I can let you know if I’m going to be late?”

Now this was definitely fishy. Sarah’s hesitant tone and obviously fabricated excuse told Emily definitively that there was something else going on, and if it was what she thought it was...well, when she thought about it, she was okay with it. Something about Sarah made her feel...different than she usually did. And the way she had gotten so nervous...that was kind of cute.

Really? Was she already thinking this way about a friend? Sighing inwardly at herself, Emily smiled, getting out her phone. “Sure! I’ll text you.” They exchanged numbers before parting ways, Sarah heading off towards the track while Emily walked back to her dorm. Well, one thing was for sure; this dinner was going to be memorable. She was already excited.

As she crossed the street dividing campus from the neighborhood, Emily felt her phone buzz; it was the email vibration, not the text vibration, assuaging her fears that Sarah had already gotten desperate. Instead, she found a notification from the campus events center:

A Talk from Samantha Harrington

“Inside the Roberts Organization: My Captivity in the Machine”

TRIGGER WARNING: Sexual assault, physical and emotional abuse. In a discussion of her upcoming book On the Inside, Samantha Harrington shares her firsthand experience of the abuses of the Roberts Organization, and how she managed to survive and move forwards. Presented by the Departments of Sociology and Psychology, Students Against Sexual Assault, and the Roberts University Alliance of Women. Any students with disabilities requiring special accommodations should contact rholtz@robertsuniv.edu.

Lecture will take place in Grau Hall at 4:00 on Saturday, with questions beginning at 5.

Now this was an opportunity. Emily had heard all about Samantha Harrington - she was mentioned in almost every source on the subject as one of the survivors of the Institute’s program of human experimentation. Almost none of the dozens of people, mostly women, who’d been rescued from the facility’s hidden basement had ever said almost anything about what they had experienced, but Harrington had given several interviews, including a particularly tearful one on NPR, and generally seemed to be willing to open up, even if just a little bit, about what had really happened in the Institute. Now she seemed to have decided that it was time to reveal much more. On the Inside was coming out after Emily’s paper was due, which was a pity, since it was practically the only real primary source on the subject, but now here came a chance to hear about some of what was in it, and maybe even ask a few questions of her own. If ever there would be a way to fill in the gaps in her paper, well, this was it.

Pocketing her phone, Emily decided not to bother going to the library that night. Sure, there were more books to read, but they weren’t going to tell her anything she didn’t already have somewhere else in her notes. She had been pouring all of her energy into this thing for months, and she felt that it was time for a last throw of the dice, a last gamble to figure out whether it had all been worth it. There was nothing else she could do, and no point in making herself sweat for no reason.

As she walked back to her dorm, she started to hum tunelessly to herself. Maybe she would spend the night watching Selling Sunset. Ooh, and attacking the pint of vegan Rocky Road ice cream in the freezer - there was still some left in that. She was ready, at long last, for a much-needed break.

* * *

The next day, Emily took her seat in Grau Hall at 3:45. The morning had been uneventful - a run, some yoga, brunch - and now, armed with pen and notebook, she was ready to get shit done. A lot was riding on the next two hours; hopefully she would get what she needed.

The auditorium was reasonably crowded. Usually, talks didn’t get great attendance – even those that tried to sell themselves as “exciting” and “relevant” struggled to compete with the allure of jungle juice and League of Legends over LAN. Samantha Harrington had become a minor celebrity over the years, though, and some of the attendees were likely there just to be able to say that they had seen her in person.

The rustling of papers and murmur of conversation quieted when Harrington got up from the front row and took the stage. A spotlight swung down to focus on her, and for a moment she scanned the audience, seemingly psyching herself up to get started. Though she was in her mid-thirties and inexorably approaching middle age, it was easy to believe that she had once been a college student just like her audience - maybe it was the dramatic winged eyeliner, applied with an expert touch, that helped make her look more youthful.

At last, she cleared her throat and began to speak. Her voice was tired, and if she looked younger than her true age, she sounded older, like a person who’d seen things that she’d never forget. “I’m so glad to see so many people here,” she said. “Three years on from the revelations, I get the impression that some people feel like the Roberts stuff is old news. For me, though...well, it’s not. As someone who experienced the workings of that horrible machine, I can never really move on from it. For me, it always feels like it’s been three days, maybe three hours, since I got out.” She sighed.

“That was part of my reason for writing On the Inside. I get that not everyone is going to understand what I experienced, and that’s not my expectation. But by putting out the book, and talking to groups of people like you, I can bring a personal touch that’s missing from the congressional testimony, from the legal proceedings and the news reports. Ultimately, my goal is to make this all fresh in a way that I’m realizing would never happen if I didn’t speak out. Even though I really didn’t want to...well, it’s my duty to history.”

“None of the other survivors...well, that’s the term, survivors, even though none of us died, I guess. But there’s no better word, is there? Anyway, none of them wanted to speak out, not because they’re too afraid or because they’re selfish, but because they couldn’t bear to revisit those years. I felt the same way, but I managed to muster – I don’t know if it was the courage, or the resolve, or just the guilt – but either way, I managed to muster enough of what I needed to speak out, and so it’s also my duty to the rest of them to tell our story. They don’t deserve to be forgotten, even if they’re not here today.”

“Speaking of ‘here’...this is actually the first place I’ve spoken on my tour, and there’s a reason for that. I didn’t go to Roberts University, but two of my friends did, and I know they’ve fixed it up around here, kicked out the – pardon my French – fucking rat bastard who used to run this place, and reformed it from what it used to be. Still, though...since most of the Roberts empire, except the studios, has been torn down now, this is really the only place with his name on it that I could choose to speak at. And I wanted to do that. I wanted to show that I could return to, maybe not the place of my trauma, but a place connected to it, and to deliver my talk to people who maybe, if not for the luck of having been born ten years later on, would have fallen victim to that horrible machine, just like I did. I think that brings a new layer of relevancy to the whole thing.”

“So...without further ado, I guess I’ll start with my experience as one of the first three taken captive. And if, at any time, you need to leave the room, please, please feel free to do so. I won’t judge. I know how it feels.” She launched into an emotional recounting of what had happened to her, the abuses, the experiments, the mental alteration, all delivered with a cool, level cadence that would suggest emotionlessness if it weren’t interspersed with occasional moments when Harrington was clearly on the verge of tears. It was without a doubt one of the most powerful things Emily had ever seen, and she found herself fighting back her own emotions as she tried to take notes, not just for the paper but also because she felt that this story needed to be recorded, to be set down in some kind of lasting way.

Over the next hour, Harrington covered the period around her initial captivity, focusing on the first week, which she said was the only period she had clear memories of. The years following had all melted into a drugged-out haze, with only brief moments of lucidity occasioned whenever she was left to go hungry as punishment, and then the confusing hours in which she was hauled out of the facility and into an ambulance to be taken to the general hospital in Denver, before it was discovered that most of the damage was mental rather than physical. Then, at last, she related the story of her life since then, which had been fairly miserable – damages awarded in a lawsuit had enabled her to live without having to work, which was good because some days it was hard to get out of bed, especially with the alcohol addiction she’d quickly developed as a way of numbing the pain. Even listening to the talk was an ordeal; though Harrington stayed away from the most graphic descriptions of the sexual abuse she’d endured, what she did share wasn’t easy to listen to.

The time allotted for questions began, but Emily found it hard to raise her hand. Her questions were all so personal, so probing and so close to the heart of Harrington’s trauma that it felt wrong to ask them in front of everyone. Still, her answers to other questions were unguarded and raw, and Emily found herself with a lot to take in. She was furiously taking notes, of course, but she also felt like she was growing as a person, just sitting there and listening. The world was evidently a cruel place, but the fact that Harrington was standing there despite everything that had happened to her...it was genuinely inspiring, and not in a fake, swelling-music, Hollywood way either. Harrington’s story wasn’t one of someone surviving something terrible and emerging out the other side somehow enlightened and perfected – it was the story of someone simply surviving, damaged by the experience but able to speak to it anyway because she felt that it was the right thing to do.

People filtered out over the course of the question hour, leaving only a dedicated few at the end, Emily included. She knew that she had to go get ready for dinner, that it would be rude to leave Sarah hanging, but she hadn’t gotten exactly what she wanted yet. At last, the host, one of the Psychology professors, got up and announced that time had run out, and she felt a twinge of desperation. The talk had been a memorable experience in itself – but she did have to write the paper also.

Screwing up her courage, she headed towards the stage, notebook in hand. She was worried about whether she would come off as pushy. “Um, hey, I’m Emily, and…”

Harrington seemed taken aback for a moment, but then smiled at her. “Have a question?”

“Um…” Emily was caught off-guard for a moment. Surely it couldn’t be this easy? “I do, actually. I was...embarrassed to ask it in front of everyone else, because...well, it’s kind of academic and impersonal. I’m writing a paper on this subject, is why, and…”

“Listen,” said Harrington. “Hey, you don’t mind if I swear, do you? Well, I guess you didn’t get up and leave when I did it the first time. Anyway, I don’t fucking care what you ask me. I’ll answer it. When I got out of the Institute, you know where I went home to? Rural Georgia. If there’s an insensitive, scarring question out there, I’ve been asked it. In an ideal world, I wouldn’t have been taken prisoner the way I was – but I think answering questions about it is a natural side effect. I’ll deal with it, the same way I dealt with ten years of captivity, because I think it’ll make things better. There’s just one condition, okay?”

“Um...sure,” said Emily, a bit hesitant. It was unsettling to hear someone speak so frankly about their trauma and scarring memories.

“It’s this: Find an undergraduate journal – they exist for almost every subject, and you can submit papers to them without having a Dr. before your name – and send your paper over. If they ask you to revise it, please do. Make sure it gets published. Whatever your focus is, I think the world deserves to know. If you promise, then you can ask me absolutely anything.”

“I promise,” said Emily. She felt almost honored, even though she was about to ask something so terrible and probably triggering, and just generally being a burden to this woman. “Um…my question was...well, my paper is for Human Sexuality, and it’s about how sex motivated the Roberts people to do such horrible things. The problem is, none of the sources I’ve consulted could really…get into their heads and figure that out, you know? So I was hoping…”

Harrington nodded, her expression stony. “You know, I know what I said, but...that’s not an easy one for me to answer.”

“I-I’m sorry,” said Emily. “I didn’t mean to…”

“No, no, it’s fine,” said the other woman. “I...I actually haven’t thought about that very much. It’s hard to imagine what...what a person who would do something like that would be thinking. But...well, I can tell you this. The work environment at the Institute was very...very sexually-charged. Often, I was...I was a performance bonus, I think, or something to do over a lunch break. Your approach to the story...it’s the right one. I’m sure of it. Money was never an object. I think the idea was to sell off the captives, but that never actually happened.”

“Thank you. I...I appreciate it,” said Emily. “Can I quote that?”

“Sure,” said Harrington. “You know, I think you and I are allies, of a kind. I feel like I’m getting old before my time. Old and broken. I’ll never love again. I’ll never have kids. I’m finished. But you...you can help make sure that what happened to me never happens again. That fucking shithole...maybe it’s locked off, abandoned forever. But we can’t be sure that no one will ever try to carry on its legacy. One day, I’ll die, and it will be up to people like you to keep watch.”

“Please...please don’t talk like that,” said Emily. “You have some fight left in you, right? That’s why you came here.”

Harrington shrugged. “Maybe. But I won’t be enough on my own. I used to get annoyed when old people said that the younger generation was going to fix everything, but now I understand why they did that. Because, in the end, that’s all they could say. The best thing they could do for the future was to ensure that young people kept the fight going. I’m not that old yet, but I’m getting there. Hell, here I am, having a midlife crisis at thirty-three.”

“I’ll...I’ll do what I can,” said Emily. “I promise. I’ll get this paper out.”

“Thank you,” said Harrington. “I feel...if I get a few more people to do what you’re doing, then this book tour will have been worth it. Which is good, because I hate staying in Holiday Inns. They’re so fucking soulless, they remind me of...well,” she laughed, “you’ve heard enough of my complaining. Good luck on your paper. And, hey, if you ever need anything, another interview or help finding a job in the nonprofit sector or something...” she handed Emily a business card. “I can probably help you. There’s nowhere I haven’t given a presentation over the years.”

“Thanks for your help,” said Emily. “I appreciate it.”

“Don’t be so thankful,” said Harrington. “I’m not that good of a person. Real talk? The only reason I helped you is your name. Emily...I once knew a girl named Emily. We were...we were friends.” Turning, she left the auditorium through the back door, leaving Emily standing there alone, overwhelmed by both a deep sadness and also a feeling of hope. Harrington seemed to carry those feelings everywhere she went.

Checking her watch, she noticed that it was already 6:30, time to go back and get ready for dinner. It was strange to think that she’d do something so mundane after such an emotional and memorable experience. Although...with how Sarah had been acting the day before, maybe dinner would be memorable, too. Smiling, Emily hurried off to go change.

* * *

A half hour later, she was heading towards Flaming Buns, the local burger place, feeling a strange mixture of excitement and trepidation. If Emily had been picking up correctly on what Sarah had been putting down...well, she knew what the other girl felt. But even though she was flattered by that, and eager to see what was coming next...at the same time, she wasn’t entirely sure she felt the same way. It was entirely possible that she did; she just didn’t know.

That uncertainty was reflected in her outfit. She’d chosen a cropped hoodie and skinny jeans, enough to show off her body, but not enough to make it look like that was what she was trying to do; it could really be read either way. She’d also put on a little makeup, but not much more than a daily look. Hopefully Sarah knew what she wanted, because otherwise this dinner could turn out to be a little awkward.

She found the other girl already waiting for her, wearing a nice casual dress that showed off her legs, which Emily couldn’t help but look twice at. Track and field suited her just fine. “Hey!” said Sarah, once they were close enough. “Want to go in and get a table? I think the rush is starting, so…”

“Yeah, we probably should,” said Emily. Together, they headed into the restaurant. As they sat down, Emily noticed Sarah steal a glance at her; even if she hadn’t seen it, it was impossible to miss the tension that was suddenly between them. These were feelings Emily hadn’t felt since...well, not since she’d become the person she really was, and not before then, and maybe never. She’d never been sure whether she was into guys or girls, or maybe both, and...well, that was still an open question, but she was at least a little into Sarah.

“So, um…how was your day?” Sarah’s voice was filled with the nervousness from the day before; Emily had to admit, it was ridiculously cute.

“It was all right,” said Emily. “I never get up to much on the weekends. I did finally get some material for my paper, though.” She didn’t feel like it was the right time to bring up Harrington’s talk; that was some heavy stuff, and this was a person she’d had a grand total of two conversations with.

“Neither do I!” laughed Sarah. “Well, except we had a track meet, but that was only for an hour in the morning, and then I basically did nothing all day, except watch Teen Wolf. Have you heard of that show?”

“Maybe,” said Emily. In reality, she’d seen several episodes when she had been much younger, and Arden Cho as the were-tiger girl had been a major factor in her sexual awakening...but that was probably a little too forward. “Isn’t that one kind of like Twilight with werewolves?”

“Kind of,” said Sarah. “It’s a lot of fun! It’s got just the right mix of, like, corniness and actual interesting storylines and stuff. I’m on the third season.”

“Maybe I should give it a watch, then,” said Emily. “I’m going to finish this stupid paper pretty soon, and then I’ll have some free time.”

“I’d recommend it!” said Sarah. “Hey, I should get our order in – what were you thinking of getting?”

“The, uh, the Garden Supreme and waffle fries,” said Emily. “I can get the order, though. It’s not a big deal.”

“No, no, I insist,” said Sarah. “I dragged you here, remember? I’ll get it, and you can stay here and guard the table.” Turning, she headed over to the counter. Emily wasn’t sure if she’d ever gotten a clear view of Sarah from behind...but it seemed like the other girl’s track and field career hadn’t just helped her legs. Damn!

Okay, no, mind out of the gutter. One of Emily’s tendencies was to get carried away on the knowledge that someone liked her or even had a crush on her, and then to say a bunch of stupid stuff. Not this time! No, she would keep enough control of herself to at least descend more slowly into mental debauchery.

Sarah returned from putting in the order and took her seat once again. Briefly, Emily felt eyes on her boobs, an ability she’d somehow gained during the transition process. Did Sarah like what she saw?

Her suspicion was pretty much confirmed by what the other girl said next. “That’s a really cute sweatshirt!”

“Thanks,” said Emily, deciding to try a ploy. Slowly, she unzipped her outer layer, revealing the cropped tank top underneath. “But it’s hot in here. I think bringing it might have been a mistake.”

“Uh…” Sarah’s mind seemed to be frozen by the sight of cleavage. Really? Was she going to act like a thirteen-year-old boy the entire time? Not that Emily minded. The attention was really nice – especially from a person she found so attractive. “Um, I mean, better safe than sorry, in case you, you know, get cold or something.”

“Yeah, true,” said Emily, deciding to try something risky, self-control be damned. “But I don’t really get cold out in the world anyway. For some reason, it’s when I’m alone in bed at night that it really gets to me. If only I had something to...warm me up, you know?” It was heavy-handed, but Sarah was hanging on to every word anyway. The expression on her face was almost one of wonder, that someone could be so forward, so hungry – but it was also one of desire.

“I...well, if an extra blanket doesn’t help…” said Sarah slowly, “I think I might...know a trick. I could show you if you wanted. You know...later.” Emily raised an eyebrow. Neither of them was very good at flirting, but that didn’t matter. What did matter was that she’d just been propositioned.

“That’s an attractive offer,” said Emily. “I might take you up on it one of these days. Especially now that it’s been getting colder. But hey, this conversation was supposed to be about my sweatshirt, wasn’t it? I don’t think it suits me as well as your dress suits you. Where’d you get it?”

“Oh,” said Sarah, reddening. “Thanks! Um, I got it online, on sale. I don’t really wear dresses very much, you know, but I thought, why not?”

“It’s cute,” said Emily, nodding. “But hey –” Just then, the buzzer went off, signalling that their order was ready. Sarah got up again, before Emily could say anything, and hurried off to get it. Emily suspected that she’d wanted a chance to recover; her face was beet-red.

Still, even though Sarah was the one losing her cool, Emily was finding it almost as hard to keep calm. She’d probably been a little more forward than she’d intended, but...with such an attractive woman right in front of her, she felt she could hardly be blamed for that.

Soon, Sarah returned, tray in hand. It had their burgers (Sarah seemed to also have opted for the vegetarian patty, making up for the lost calories by simply ordering three burgers to Emily’s one) and a medium order of waffle fries; definitely much better than could be expected at the Roberts University cafeteria.

“I’ve been looking forward to this,” said Emily, grabbing her dinner.

“The burger, or…?” Sarah eyed her nervously.  

The sight was a little funny, but then Emily hadn’t set out to torture her. “The burger was part of it,” she said, smiling, “But not what I was looking forward to the most.” Taking a moment to watch relief and happiness spread across her companion’s face, she dug into her food.

For a few minutes, neither of them said anything. Making conversation with a burger in front of your face isn’t the easiest thing in the world at the best of times, but dates – if this could even properly be called a date – were so nervous-making that a short break from the pressures of coming up with witty and charming things to say was more than welcomed on both sides.

At last, though, they finished their burgers (at the same time, despite Sarah having to work her way through three of them) and began to chat about things less sexual as they ate the pile of waffle fries. It was reassuring to know that even though they now had this extra dynamic of romantic tension between them, the things that had originally made their relationship work still did the job. Sarah was more energetic and excited when they weren’t flirting, and she did most of the talking while Emily listened, laughed, and nodded; it was a complete reversal of the earlier dynamic.

At last, though, they came to the bottom of the pile of fries. The last one, a dark-brown morsel that had clearly been fried twice, was so appealing that they’d both held back from it, trying to save it for last, but now, semi-unconsciously, they both reached for it, and their hands touched; Sarah, who had only just recovered from the earlier episode of sexual tension, blushed deeply, and Emily felt her own cheeks grow hot as well. For a moment, they both froze, staring at each other and the fry in turn.

Sarah made an effort to resolve the impasse. “I...um...maybe we can break it in half?”

“You...I think you’re missing the point here,” said Emily, “but sure, break it.”

With trembling hands, Sarah reached out and snapped the miniature waffle in half, handing the bigger piece to Emily. They both ate their pieces, and then Emily looked at Sarah. “Do you...wanna head out?”

“Um…” Sarah looked, if possible, even more flustered than she had a few minutes before. “Uh, sure! Let’s just clear the table, and then we can…” Realizing that finishing that sentence would entail revealing her desires, she fell silent instead.

“Sounds good,” said Emily, getting up. Together, they cleared away their tray and garbage, and then headed out into the cool night air. Just outside the door, Sarah drew to a halt, and Emily followed suit. They looked at each other for a moment, each wondering whether the other felt the same way she did.

“Um…” said Sarah. “I...I can’t describe what I’m feeling. But...it’s something I’ve never felt before, and I...I…”

“It’s okay,” said Emily. “You don’t have to say anything.” And then she was leaning forward, and so was Sarah, and suddenly their lips were meeting in a kiss. The feelings swirling in Emily’s breast were so wild, so confused, that she couldn’t form a coherent thought beyond the general feeling that this is good. She was flushed, heart beating rapidly, overcome by the passion of the moment. As far as first kisses went – well, this wasn’t too bad.

After a few moments, they broke apart, each breathing heavily, before going back in again. Someone hooted across the street, probably a drunken frat boy, but Emily couldn’t possibly have cared less. The world might be cruel and insensitive, but there was no way it was going to take this moment from her. After twenty years, didn’t she deserve it?

At last, they pulled away again, gazing into each others’ eyes as both women tried desperately to find something to say, some words that could fit the moment. At last, Emily made an attempt. “Do you want to...go somewhere more private, maybe?”

Sarah blushed and giggled. “I’d love nothing more. I’m sorry. It’s just...I’m so happy!”

“It gets better. Come on,” said Emily, taking the other girl’s hand and pulling her along the sidewalk. In fact, she had no idea whether it got better or not, but she was so excited to see where this rabbit hole went (and if it went where she thought it did), that she didn’t care; any time they didn’t spend hurrying to her room was time wasted. She had to resist the urge to just break out running; better not to be that desperate.

As they hustled across the street and through the quad, they talked about easy things, silly things, laughing and joking, both in awe of the fact that they’d found a person who felt exactly the same as they did. After years of frustrated crushes for Emily, years of never quite being able to get out there because she had been in the wrong body or had never had the confidence to make a move...the fact that things had fallen into place for her so dramatically seemed like a godsend. The feeling of Sarah’s hand in hers was like a tether to the world, to the life and hope and joy that she wondered if she’d ever fully experienced before this moment. She wished that there was a way to fast-forward reality, to see what came next, but then maybe it was good that she was experiencing everything so fully. She would remember this for her whole life, after all.

After what seemed like an eternity, they were heading into Emily’s dorm, up her stairs, into her room. Emily’s heart felt like it would burst out of her chest for beating so hard – but no, she couldn’t die of happiness just yet. There was more to be had, after all. Gently but firmly, she found herself pushing Sarah down onto the bed, but then stopping, wondering if she was being too forward, too aggressive. 

But Sarah’s desperate, wild expression, cheeks flushed with arousal, suggested that she was all right with it, and then came the magic words: “No, don’t stop, keep going.” The other girl was practically panting with desire, and Emily felt almost a moral duty to help her with it.

“Are you sure –” Emily began, still finding it hard to believe that this could really be happening, that the moment she’d dreamed of – and been getting off on for six or seven years now – could really be unfolding. Sarah only moaned and nodded, unable or unwilling to string together a coherent sentence, grabbing for the zipper of Emily’s sweatshirt.

Each fell on the other, lips locked in a kiss as fingers fumbled for zippers, buttons, trying to unwrap the gifts life had just given them. When they came up for air again, Emily’s sweatshirt was hanging off her shoulder, her tank top in disarray, and Sarah’s dress was unbuttoned, waiting to be slid down over her trembling body.

For a moment, they gazed at each other, each processing what was happening, and then Emily reached up and began to pull her sweatshirt down her arm. Suddenly, Sarah reached out and stopped her. “No...let me,” she said, sliding the soft fabric off of Emily’s body and onto the floor. “It’s better that way.”

“Okay,” said Emily, “but in that case...it’s my turn, right?” She gave Sarah’s dress a firm tug, and the other girl’s boobs popped out the top, still imprisoned in her bra...which was a little lacier than would be expected of a sporty, casually-dressing woman like her. “You…” said Emily, as Sarah giggled and hid her face. “You were planning this!”

“O-okay, maybe I was,” said Sarah, “but what were you expecting? A business meeting?” Reaching out, she hooked a finger into Emily’s tank top, pulling it away from her boobs, revealing the total lack of a bra underneath. “I’m not a Christian, but I think Jesus said it best, right? About the sin and the stones?”

“Don’t bring Jesus into this,” said Emily. “I went to Catholic school, and according to those people...well, he wouldn’t be too happy right now.” She pushed Sarah’s dress down further until it was gathered around the other girl’s navel, so tantalizingly close to the money shot...but it was best not to rush these things.

“I think,” said Sarah, pulling at Emily’s tank top as Emily obligingly wormed her way out of it, “I think you’re changing the subject. You came to that burger place just as ready as I was for what you knew was going to go down.”

“Can you blame me?” Emily slid Sarah’s dress down to her hips, then further, exposing a lacy and incredibly tantalizing pair of panties, clearly part of a matching set with her bra. Sarah cooperated to get the dress the rest of the way off, leaving her clad only in underwear. Emily drank in the sight. “You know, “ she said, “I have to confess that I wasn’t totally sure what you had in mind when you asked me to dinner. But I do know what I had in mind. And I think we can agree now that those two things were actually one and the same.”

“You put it so nicely,” said Sarah. “Like this was all some kind of romance novel or something.” She reached out and undid the button on Emily’s jeans, hand resting for a moment on the hard bulge encased within. Her eyebrows raised, and her movements grew a bit more frenzied, even more eager to see her lover totally undressed. Soon, Emily’s jeans were around her knees, and then she kicked them off, leaving her panties as the sole item of clothing hiding her body from Sarah’s gaze.

“Oh, it’s not a romance novel,” said Emily, reaching around Sarah’s back to unhook the other girl’s bra. On a whim, she leaned forward so that her mouth was just inches from Sarah’s ear. “For one thing,” she whispered, trying to achieve a perfect sultry smolder, “romance novels don’t give you all the juicy details.”

Sarah gasped, helpless with arousal. “I...God, I don’t care what kind of book this is anymore. I just…I need you now.” Her hands fumbled around Emily’s bulge again, pulling at her panties, until all of a sudden her dick, smaller than it had once been but still a perfectly usable piece of hardware, sprang out, standing at attention. The feeling of being attacked so desperately was a delicious one, and Emily found herself biting her lip, wondering what Sarah’s vagina tasted like, whether her nipples would be as fun to play with as they looked like they would be.

But no, she had to perform for Sarah, just a little bit more. She was, after all, but an actor in their masterpiece of a fore-play. “You do?” she whispered, eliciting the same delicious, nearly uncontrollable response from her lover. “Do you really need me? My hands? My mouth? My girl-dick? Do you?”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Sarah. “I...fuck, I really, really, do. Fuck me. Please.”

“Well, when you ask so nicely,” said Emily, “I really can’t refuse.” She leaned down and began to nibble on Emily’s ear, letting her teeth tickle her lover’s nerve endings, her hot breath send shivers down the other girl’s spine. At the same time, she kicked off her panties, leaving herself completely naked. Now wasn’t the time for fun and games with taking off each others’ clothes; now was the time for sex, dirty, desperate, mind-blowing sex.

But then, all of a sudden, she felt fingers on her nipples, gently tugging, pulling, twisting. It was all well and good to be in control, on top...but sex was a two-way street, and for a moment she was carried away on her own tide of pleasure. It was surprisingly erotic to feel the other girl trying to please her, but also to fulfill her own desire to explore Emily’s body, a body that Emily had never felt quite secure in even as she’d learned to love it in many ways. Now, the feelings of love and vulnerability, combined with raw, self-serving validation, combined to amplify the pleasure that Sarah’s touch brought.

The sensation was so exquisite, in fact, that Emily felt a need to pay it back. She began to plant a line of kisses down Sarah’s neck, tracing a winding path towards the other girl’s boobs, determined but unhurried. There was all the time in the world to get where they were going, so why not feel good along the way? She got up on the bed, knees on either side of Sarah’s hips, both to give herself better access to Sarah’s body, but also to give Sarah better access to hers. After all, both of those things were winning outcomes, weren’t they?

Sarah’s eyes widened at the opportunity that had just revealed itself. A bit timidly, she reached out and took Emily’s cock into her hand, sliding the shaft between her fingers. The untrained fumbling was shockingly erotic, and Emily found herself moaning into Sarah’s sternum, forced to pause, if only for a moment, her progress down the other girl’s body.

Still, though, she had places to be. Soon, she began again, and soon found her face right where she had wanted to put it all along: right between Sarah’s not-insignificant breasts. This...oh, it was a happy place indeed. The flesh pressing against her cheeks, the strange feeling of comfort and safety...it was all there.

After a moment’s enjoyment, she traveled up to one of Sarah’s nipples, locking her lips onto it, beginning to gently suck, nibble, pleasure, to luxuriate in the feeling of the other girl’s flesh in her mouth, at her mercy. If Sarah could resist this...well, she’d have to be some kind of saint.

And that she clearly was not. Even as she moaned at the new sensation, Emily’s lover was focusing her assault on the throbbing cock just a foot and a half from her face, falling into a steady rhythm of pumping. It was surprisingly skilled, not too gentle or too hard, with just the right amount of pressure. For a moment, Emily broke away from Sarah’s nipple. “Fuck...okay, tell me now. Where did you learn to please a dick?”

Sarah shrugged, looking a little sheepish. “I, um...read an article online. It said to imagine you were jerking off a banana. Don’t want to bruise the banana, right?”

“That’s weird advice,” said Emily, “but...actually really good. Oh shit, keep going just like that.” Sarah obeyed, holding the pace steady, which was gratifying; Emily had read more than a few Internet horror stories about partners who always had to speed up when they heard the request to “keep going.”

Still...Emily might have said such a thing, but Sarah certainly hadn’t, and Emily wanted to explore her body further. Still pleasuring her lover’s nipples, she traced fingers down her waist, her hips, until they were touching the hem of Sarah’s panties. Pushing these down, ever-so-slowly, she soon exposed the other girl’s pussy. She couldn’t actually see it yet – with her mouth full of nipple, there was no way to look – but she decided to challenge herself a little and go in blind. After all, she knew how vaginas should work. They weren’t on the front, which was a delusion shared by many online artists, and the clit was somewhere near the top, right? Okay, so she didn’t have a lot to go on, but...hey, Sarah would be understanding.

She ran her hand along Sarah’s thigh, feeling the curves of her flesh, until she knew she was well below Sarah’s crotch. Then, gingerly, gently, she moved her hand to the gap in between Sarah’s parted thighs and began to run it back up, slowly, gently, until...yes! There it was. A fold in the other girl’s flesh, a feeling of wetness, and then her fingers were moving across Sarah’s vagina itself, eager and dripping. Moving up, she found the clit in a furrow of flesh, a button that, when she pressed it, softly, gingerly, elicited a desperate moan from Sarah’s lips. This was...this was magical.

Sarah had some tricks left up her sleeve, though. “You know,” she said, “this is good, but...there’s something I’ve always kind of wanted to do, even though I’ve never been interested in guys.”

“Oh really,” said Emily. “By all means, go ahead!” She was disappointed to have to leave Sarah’s vagina behind so quickly, but she promised herself that she’d be back. The night was but young, after all.

Sliding down the bed, Sarah grabbed Emily’s ass (in the name of guidance, perhaps, but it was a little gratuitous, not that Emily wouldn’t have taken the same opportunity in a heartbeat herself) and forced her lover’s cock down and forward until it was finally in front of her face. Being stared down by a one-eyed monster...maybe it wasn’t something Sarah had ever expected to do, but she was clearly enjoying the experience immensely.

Using her hand to guide Emily’s member, Sarah leaned forwards and planted a kiss on its very tip. Even that small gesture felt like the pinnacle of eroticism; because of Sarah’s inexperience, her enthusiasm, and the affection Emily felt for her, she could have done almost anything and made Emily moan. But this...the fact that she was stepping out of her comfort zone, doing something new to both of them because it was an expression of her sexual desire...it was an especially sexy thing for her to do.

Emily leaned back, promising to herself that, at least for a moment, she wouldn’t worry about giving back. This was a moment they could both enjoy; why mess with greatness? Sarah broke off the kiss, beginning to gently pump Emily’s cock before taking the head into her mouth. Emily had to fight back a gasp at the sensation. It felt...it felt really good to have Sarah’s warm, wet mouth wrapped around the end of her cock, sucking gently, as she pumped away with her other hand. “Oh shit,” she moaned. “You’re...you’re good at this.”

Sarah grunted something, but of course it was impossible to understand, with her mouth full of cock. It didn’t matter. The connection they were achieving in this moment, had already achieved...it was beyond what words could express. Emily had always worried about sex, even though it had never seemed quite on the horizon. Would she be able to satisfy a partner, or even get herself off? Would she know what to do? Would she be too anxious to enjoy things? While that last one was kind of a natural result of her other concerns, there had been a lot filling her mind as they’d both gotten naked.

But now...sure, she wasn’t doing a lot of work herself, just moaning and generally trying to put on a good show for her lover. The fact that she felt secure enough to do that, though, really showed the seismic shift that had gone through her. Now, even though she was a novice, even though she had no idea really what she was doing except trying to ape what she’d learned from porn and the Internet, even though there was probably someone out there who could have blown Sarah’s mind ten times over already...none of that seemed to matter anymore. They were young, passionate, and already in love – and that was enough.

Just then, Sarah began to bob her head up and down on Emily’s dick, adding a new layer of pleasure to the already-wonderful sensations coursing through her. It felt almost like she imagined that sex probably felt – the rhythmic motion, the bursts of pleasure, the texture of Sarah’s eager mouth, all combined into a cocktail of incredible eroticism.

In fact...in fact, it was almost too erotic. The sensation of the blowjob was new, sure, but the sensation of pleasure building up in Emily’s crotch – well, that was all too familiar. Panic surged through her. Despite all the happy thoughts she’d been having about pleasing Sarah no matter what she did, she didn’t want to cum now. There was still so much to enjoy, and she didn’t want to have to wait fifteen minutes before she could go again! Just as things began to build to a peak, she gasped, grunted, and gently but firmly pushed the other girl’s head off her cock. “Shit! I was about to cum. You’re too good!”

“Why not just cum?” asked Sarah, evidently a little disappointed. She seemed to have gotten really into things.

“Because I’d have to wait before I could go again,” said Emily, “and I do not want to have to do that! Not while there’s still another course still in front of me, right?”

“Another course?” Sarah seemed to warm to the idea. “What could you possibly mean by that?”

“You’ll see,” said Emily, flipping her lover over and crouching down in front of her crotch. “See...you said that was something you’d always wanted to do, but this is something I’ve always wanted to do. That is, if you’re willing to indulge me.”

“When you put it like that,” said Sarah, “how could I possibly refuse?” She lay back, giving Emily full access to her pussy. This was going to be memorable, if nothing else. Placing a hand on each of Sarah’s toned thighs, Emily leaned down and tried to decide on the best way to start.

Eventually, she settled on a conservative approach. She’d give the other girl what she wanted either way – why not make her wait a little? Besides, she was new. It was definitely better to take her time. Cautiously, she flicked her tongue over Sarah’s lower lips, eliciting a soft moan. Well, if her lover was that sensitive...this would probably be a lot of fun.

She traced circles around the other girl’s pussy with her tongue, feeling every curve, every contour in the other girl’s pussy mound. Judging by Sarah’s continued heavy breathing, this was going well – so well that she felt confident in going a little further. Shaping her tongue into a spear, she just parted her lover’s labia, getting her first taste of the juice that had clearly been drenching the whole area for some time now. The sensation was electric; exploring Sarah’s most intimate parts in this personal, up-close way was awfully hard to beat.

The other girl gasped and moaned as Emily explored her nether regions. Emily could only imagine how it would feel to have a pussy, to have it ministered to by someone who turned her on so much. The pleasure from her dick wasn’t bad...but if Sarah’s performance was genuine, these sensations were clearly on another level.

Emily plunged her tongue-spear a little deeper, sliding it up and down her lover’s soaking, tight slit, getting the other girl ready for whatever would come next. She was already almost at her maximum depth, but Sarah trembled with every tiny movement she made; clearly, it wasn’t always size that mattered.

The musky scent of Sarah’s pussy, the incredible feeling of servicing someone so intimately, the pleasure of making someone she loved feel good...all of these combined to make the experience unforgettable for Emily as well, even if she wasn’t directly getting off. She decided to reward her lover for her trouble...and how could she better do that than by letting loose with the final ten percent she’d been holding back? She had already found the other girl’s clit hidden among the folds of skin at the top of her labia, and now she brought over one of her hands and began to massage it with her thumb, pressing it gently but firmly, twirling a tiny circle around it, just as her tongue plunged to its furthest possible depth in Sarah’s pussy. The other girl moaned loudly at the attack on her clit, louder when Emily pushed deeper into her pussy, and she didn’t stop after the initial pleasant surprise wore off, either. Instead, every exhale was a loud, throaty moan, each a bit louder than the last. “Oh...oh fuck,” she groaned, “oh God, just like that! Just like that!”

Emily sensed that she was entering uncharted territory here, that Sarah was reaching a new height of arousal, but she didn’t know exactly what would happen if she kept going – not that that stopped her, of course. This journey she was taking her lover on was unlike anything she’d ever experienced, and now was not the time to chicken out. As requested, she continued her explorations into the other girl’s pussy, not letting up on her clit either, enjoying herself more than she’d thought possible at Sarah’s loud, impassioned moans.

Suddenly, her lover’s thighs clapped onto either side of her head, pushing her arms aside, and a hand grabbed her head. “Oh God!” cried Sarah. “Oh God, just like that! It feels so good, feels so good, feelssofuckinggoodI’mgonna...I’m gonna…”

Then, with a scream, she lost control to what was clearly an enormous orgasm. Her thighs locked on to Emily’s head like a vise, trembling madly, and a new wave of juice splashed Emily’s face. Emily’s cock was harder than ever before; it trembled with arousal, ready to smash diamonds in its quest for sexual gratification. The knowledge that she’d made Sarah come, that she’d given her lover so much pleasure...it was the hottest thing she’d ever experienced, and it seemed that her body couldn’t help but reflect that.

For half a minute, Sarah’s convulsions continued, and then she began to relax a bit, breathing heavily. Emily took her mouth off the other girl’s pussy, waiting for some sign from Sarah that she was ready to continue...of course, only if she wanted to, but hadn’t Emily just made a pretty convincing argument for why she should? Finally, her lover collected herself enough to speak. “What...what are you waiting for? Get on me!”

“On...you?” Emily understood, of course, but she couldn’t quite believe that she was really hearing the words she’d been hoping for ever since Sarah had asked her to dinner, since even longer ago than that.

“Fuck,” moaned Sarah, “fuck me! Stick your cock in me! Tab A into slot B! I can come again, but only if you hurry!” She waited anxiously on the bed as Emily ran to her jeans and got a condom and a packet of lube out of the hip pocket; for all her teasing of Sarah, it was true that she’d come prepared as well. It was erotic to the extreme, watching her lover waiting on the bed, so desperate for Emily’s loving touch that she had already started to masturbate, to fill the few seconds until Emily was ready to take her.

As Emily slipped on the condom and lubed up, she reflected on how far she’d come. She hadn’t been sure, since transitioning, whether or not she wanted to use her dick to have sex. It seemed like a throwback to the body she’d been born with, the body she’d always hated, the body she’d moved on from in every way but that. But...now that she was in the situation she’d been wondering about, she realized that it didn’t matter. Sure, she had a dick, but that didn’t make her any less of a woman, and fucking her lover’s brains out wasn’t a masculine thing to do, if she was a woman doing it. She could do whatever she wanted, and it wasn’t as if the Gender Police were going to come arrest her for it – if they were ever going to, they would have done it years ago.

Finally, she was ready. Placing her hands once more on Sarah’s hips, she leaned over the other girl, looking her in the eyes. “I’m going in.”

“Don’t just say it!” said Sarah. “Do it! I already said I wanted you to!”

“Your wish is my command,” said Emily, lining her cock up in front of Sarah’s pussy. Taking a deep breath, she pushed it in, gently, slowly, the lube ensuring it went smoothly and without any trouble. Sarah sucked in her breath as the head of Emily’s cock passed her pussy lips, and Emily felt like doing the same. The other girl’s pussy was...it was tight, hot, wet, everything Emily had ever dreamed of. But this was far, far better than any dream.

Emily’s experiences with anal play had taught her that it was better to go slowly at first when it came to this kind of thing, so she took her time, inching her cock oh-so-slowly into Sarah’s pussy. Her lover was breathing hard, gasping as Emily penetrated her, but those sounds didn’t seem to be coming from pain; instead, combined as they were with a stream of obscenity and encouragement from Sarah’s mouth, they came from a place of anticipation, of eagerness.

For Emily, the feeling was unforgettable. Having her cock pressed on all sides by Sarah’s tight pussy – it was like nothing she’d ever experienced. As her lover moaned and gasped, her pussy spasmed and trembled, adding to the potent cocktail of sensation that was coursing through Emily’s lower body.

At last, the final inches of Emily’s cock slid into Sarah’s pussy. For a moment, she stopped there, letting them both savor the feeling. Then, slowly, cautiously, she began to thrust. After years of wondering what it would feel like, years of battling feelings of insecurity and self-doubt around her gender, her genitals, her sexual prowess – this was the culmination of many things for Emily, as undoubtedly it was for Sarah too. Emily wondered if she’d ever had sex before. Either way, she was having a good time; each thrust elicited a gasp, a moan, a groan, or something somewhere in between the three. The knowledge that she was giving pleasure to someone else made her own pleasure so much better.

She began to speed up her thrusts, a little harder, a little faster, trying to find the sweet spot, that perfect zone of pleasure where they could both forget about everything except the wild sensations of sex. She felt like she was getting closer to it, but she wasn’t quite there, hadn’t quite hit the right speed…

“Oh fuck,” moaned Sarah. “Oh God, that feels so good, but fuck me harder!”

“G-got it,” grunted Emily, trying to go deeper with each thrust. “Fuck me, your pussy - it’s so goddamn - so goddamn tight!”

“Then keep - keep going!” said Sarah. “I’m...shit, I’m getting close to another - another one!” Sure enough, Emily could feel her lover’s vagina twitching more and more, squeezing her cock harder. She wasn’t too far from an orgasm herself; there was a familiar heat building up in her pelvis, and each thrust brought greater pleasure than the last. If this kept up...well, she was bound not to last long, that was for sure.

Emily was thrusting almost as fast as she could now, trying not to go overboard but unable to completely control herself. The sensations were just overwhelming, and it would be too easy to let her animal brain take over, just to throw caution to the wind and jackhammer her lover’s pussy. Holding herself back from that...it was practically all she could do.

Her cock felt so good now it was almost painful, and each thrust left her gritting her teeth, biting back a groan. Sarah wasn’t bothering to exert even that much self-control; she had abandoned individual moans and had settled into a long, continuous sound that got louder whenever Emily struck a place particularly deep inside of her. They were almost there, each locked in pursuit of the culmination of her pleasure, desperate to reach it, to feel the explosion of ultimate ecstasy –

And then, suddenly, Emily was there. Her cock twitched, the pleasure utterly overwhelming her as warm, sticky cum flowed into the condom. Her insides felt like they were melting, a storm of electricity crackling through them as pleasure pulsed through her very core. She gasped, moaned, and became vaguely aware that Sarah was doing the same, that she had also gone over the edge, and that only made her cum harder, blast after blast of ecstasy rippling through her. A scream was escaping her lips, but she couldn’t stop it, couldn’t think about anything but her pleasure, and her lover’s pleasure, both sensations swirling together in a beautiful symphony of eroticism. This was...this was something she’d remember forever. Oh God…

At last, after what felt like a long time but had probably only been a few seconds, the pleasure began to abate. Emily tried to catch her breath, cock still inside Sarah, as the other girl did the same. Once she was sure that her lover was done as well, she began to pull out, gathering her thoughts as she did so. Could she ever put words to what had just happened? Where did they...where did they go after this? Was Sarah her girlfriend now? The questions swirled in her mind...but then, there would be plenty of time to answer them later. She grabbed a washcloth for herself, and another for Sarah; together, they got cleaned up, a pensive silence filling the room.

“You know,” said Sarah, at last. “I...wow, I’ve never felt like that before. That was...that was awesome! Or is that too corny of a thing to say?”

“No,” said Emily. “It’s just right. Everything you say is just right. God, promise me we’ll do this again.”

“Where did you get the idea that we wouldn’t?” laughed Sarah. “We definitely will! I wouldn’t give that feeling up for anything in the world.”

“Good,” said Emily, “because otherwise...well, otherwise, I would have been pretty disappointed.”

“Hey,” said Sarah, sitting up and taking Emily’s hand. “Listen, you can count on me. I’m not going to abandon you. I’ll stick with you through thick and thin. Tonight was just the beginning.”

“I...I feel the same way,” said Emily. “Promise?”

“I promise,” said Sarah. Their lips met once again, Emily tasting a hint of her own pre-cum on her lover’s breath. She really had found someone she could depend on, someone who would make her life so much richer, so much more enjoyable and fuller.

As they broke apart, she breathed out, a sigh full of happiness. It was hard to say what the future held...but as long as it held Sarah, well, she could be sure everything would be all right.

And as for that paper, well, it would practically write itself.


Taken in the Frat House

Hannah stood in front of her dorm room closet, brow furrowed. It was like this every morning. She’d go out for a run, then take a quick shower, brush her hair, and then, when it was time to get dressed...get completely derailed.

The problem was that nothing ever seemed to look good on her. She’d tried to find outfits, of course, spent uncounted hours and hundreds of dollars digging through American Eagle and Nordstrom Rack looking for things that would fit both her body and her sense of style, but she was never happy with what she found.

It wasn’t that she hated her body, exactly. She knew what that felt like. Back when she’d been in her old body, back before that pill had come out that had changed everything, she’d been absolutely miserable, and she’d only ever been able to wear the loosest, baggiest sweatshirts and sweatpants she could find. Even then, going out in public had been exhausting, stressful, and sometimes utterly impossible.

No, now things were better. When she looked in the mirror, it wasn’t that she saw something that she didn’t identify with, or something that disgusted her. Now it was a simple case of body shame. The pill had given her the kind of body she wanted, but if she’d had the opportunity to choose...well, she might have wanted hips that were a little wider, or a butt that was a little bigger, or a pair of boobs that actually needed a bra. Scrolling through Pinterest, seeing all the shiny, pretty girls with their curves and their smiles...on bad days, it made her feel ill. How was she supposed to fit into clothes made for girls like that? She was just...so skinny, so plain, so utterly forgettable.

It seemed kind of silly, now that she really thought about it. So she hadn’t gotten the shape she’d dreamed of. So what? She was a lot closer than she’d been. Her face was more or less where she’d wanted it, at least. There were bigger problems, holes in the ozone layer, starving children in Africa, all that jazz. Her own disappointment at the way her body looked was nothing at all compared to any of that.

But even if she tried to get herself off the subject, it never worked. The problem was that all of her other issues stemmed from the shame she felt around her body. Her fear of sex and relationships came from worries that no one would find her desirable. Her lack of confidence in the classroom came from the fear that people might judge her appearance as she spoke. And her perpetual lateness to her 9:30 AM lectures was down to the unreasonably long time she spent every morning picking out her clothes. She’d once naively dreamed that all her problems would go away once she transitioned, but that wasn’t the case. Things were better, but...they weren’t really what they could be.

Sighing, Hannah tried to pull herself together. It wouldn’t do to stand in front of the mirror and brood all day; she did have other things to do. After another minute or so of fretting, she picked out the usual “indecision outfit,” a t-shirt and jeans, slipped on her shoes, and hurried out the door. There was no time for breakfast, and even then she’d probably be late...again. Sighing, she readied herself for another day of classes.

* * *

Her first lecture, Math 215, went by quickly. Maybe she didn’t have the confidence to answer questions in front of the class, but when left to work problems out by herself, she found the time flying by. Numbers had been her sanctuary, her haven, in a world where she’d felt like she didn’t belong. Even though things were a little better now, they were still comforting, like an old friend. Even the most challenging calculus problems were a source of solace for her.

Next came History of Modern Southeast Asia. Hannah didn’t find the subject particularly interesting, but she had had a free space in her schedule and a History distribution requirement to fill, and it had always been her dream to study abroad at Nanyang Technological in Singapore. The class felt like a good-luck ritual more than anything else – maybe if she demonstrated her dedication to the plan, the gods would smile on her and grant her their favor. She’d never been religious, but that was how it worked, right?

After two ninety minute lectures back-to-back, she always felt a little drained, and more so today; she really had to stop skipping breakfast. Famished, she hustled over to the cafeteria to get herself a plate of whatever looked most edible. Settling on her usual meal of a salad and French fries (she reasoned that, nutritionally, they were a carb), she looked around briefly before spotting her best friend, Grace, at their usual table towards the back of the cafeteria. They waved to each other, and then Hannah headed over.

Grace’s meal schedule could only be described as bizarre. Instead of eating three meals a day, as was common in the real world, or four meals, as was common in college (brunch, late lunch, dinner, midnight fast food), she lived on constant small snacks, each carefully calibrated to include the perfect amount of nutrition. This wasn’t easy at the cafeteria, where stone-faced workers silently doled out completely random amounts of food to each student, so she often had leftovers from previous meals. For “lunch,” which for her was meal number three, she was having an apple and a small container of sushi, both ready-to-eat items that came packaged in constant amounts. She professed to enjoy her eating habits, but Hannah always noticed her eyeing her fries. “Hey there,” she said, as Hannah approached. “What’s up?”

“Not much,” Hannah said, plunking down her tray. “I’m bushed after two classes in a row. How did I ever do high school?”

“High school was the fucking worst,” said Grace. “It should be, like, illegal. Cute eyeliner, by the way.”

“Thanks,” said Hannah, “but it almost made me late to math class.” She had been drawn to Grace the year before partly because of those validating little compliments she dished out. Even if the world judged Hannah for being transgender, Grace didn’t, didn’t seem to care at all, and Hannah loved her for it.

“Whatever,” said Grace. “Math class is one day. Sexy? That’s forever. Got any weekend plans?” Grace dreamed of being a fashion magazine editor, and she already talked like one. Looked the part, too. Hannah’s makeup look was something she’d spent years practicing, and yet it was still basic and uninspired; Grace’s was something new every day, always eye-catching and eternally impressive. Her sense of style, too, was flawless; every outfit she chose showed off her body in just the right way, allowing her to turn heads everywhere she went. Hannah admired her...and envied her. Why couldn’t she have that confidence, that presence, that effortless charm?

“No,” said Hannah. “Not really. I’m just gonna, you know, do homework…”

“No you won’t,” interrupted Grace, inspecting her nails. “You’re going to do all your homework on Friday afternoon because otherwise you’ll worry about it too much to be able to relax. Then you’ll spend the next two days watching drama videos on YouTube and eating animal crackers one at a time so that you don’t get ‘carried away’ and have too many. You have to get out there, honey. Do something new.”

As often happened when she hung around Grace, Hannah was stunned into silence. That had been her weekend plan, but when Grace described it like that, it sounded kind of...sad, almost, like something someone would do who was completely stuck in her routine. Finally, she collected her thoughts enough to respond. “Um...you know, you could be right, I guess. I just don’t know what that would be…”

“Of course I’m right,” said Grace. “Giving advice is easy as fuck. Now, when people give me advice...that’s when problems start to creep in. How am I supposed to do what other people say I should when I enjoy wallowing in my own problems so much?” She paused for a moment before laughing and moving on. “Anyway, you should find something. Hey, I have a friend who I can hook you up with. She always knows what’s up, you know, where the cool people are hanging out.”

“I’m not really sure I’m one of the cool people,” said Hannah, “but...I guess I’ll get in touch with her. Depending on what the thing she wants me to do is.”

“Give it a try,” said Grace. “Come out of your shell. It’s good for you.”

“Um...yeah,” said Hannah. “Hey, you never told me what you were doing this weekend.”

“Uh...well,” said Grace. “There’s a party I’m probably not going to, and it’s three dollar Jack week at the bar down the road, so…”

“Those aren’t real plans,” said Hannah. “When you have a real plan, you always talk shit about it first. Like, if you were really going to that party, you would probably have used the word ‘losers’ at some point. I want to hear what you are doing.”

It was Grace’s turn to be silenced for a moment. “Yeah, fine, you got me. I’m not really...super busy this weekend. So I guess that makes two of us.”

“There was that Brian guy from last weekend,” said Hannah. “You could call him.”

Grace made a face. “I...guess. I don’t know if we really...clicked. We’ve been over this before, right? It’s just not easy to...you know, make a commitment to a man like that. Men scare me.”

Hannah nodded. It was strange, but Grace’s confidence evaporated totally around members of the less-than-fair sex. While a casual observer might have expected her to have gone through a long string of boyfriends, she’d actually never seriously dated anyone at all, or even, to Hannah’s knowledge, had sex. In that way, they were in the same boat. “I know the feeling. Well, don’t push yourself.”

“Oh, come the fuck on,” said Grace. “You can’t let me push you around like that and then let me off so easy. You have to pressure me to go out and do something just like I pressured you, or my conscience will never leave me alone.”

“Oh, okay,” said Hannah. “Well, you may not like YouTube drama videos, but if you don’t go out this weekend, the only thing you’ll do is spend hours scrolling through k-pop stan twitter. And that’s even worse.”

“Fuck,” said Grace. “You got me there. Well...maybe I’ll look out for something I do want to do. But, if you’re okay with it, I’m still giving your phone number to that friend of mine. She can find something for you to do.”

“I’m not sure I like the sound of that,” said Hannah, “but fine. No guarantees that I won’t back out if it’s something completely crazy, though.”

“Oh, it’s not going to be that crazy,” said Grace. “Do you think I would trust my Hannah to someone who would do her dirty? No.” They both laughed, and then the conversation veered away from the subject of the coming weekend and around to classes. Grace was, of all things, a political science major, and she loved to complain about the loudmouths in her classes. “Don’t they understand that they’re not running for office yet? Every time they open their mouths, it’s gotta be some proclamation about the state of world history. Or else communism. A lot of communism. Jesus, get over yourselves!” Her rants were endlessly entertaining, and Hannah was a willing audience as Grace systematically deconstructed each and every objectionable member of her Political Theory discussion group. “After all,” she pointed out, “having to read Foucault is bad enough. Why should I also have to put up with these people who all think they’re gonna be the next batshit theorist?”

When Hannah finished her meal, they parted ways, Grace heading to that very Political Theory discussion group and Hannah to the library to start her homework. There was a decent amount, but she wasn’t one of those people who left it until the night before it was due; she felt the need to get it done quickly so that it wouldn’t build up and overwhelm her.

The afternoon oozed by, and equations were swimming in front of her eyes after a couple of hours, soon to be joined by grainy black-and-white portraits of the main instigators of the Malayan Emergency. Why did they all have to have the same haircut? It was hard enough to stay engaged with the boring, frustrating History readings without these even-more-boring characters coming in to take her further out of things. Eventually, though, she finished her required readings with a couple of hours still to go before dinner. Excited to finally be done with work, she gathered her things and headed up out of the library basement.

As she left the library, her phone buzzed with a text message from an unknown number. It had been sent thirty-five minutes before, but Hannah hadn’t received it because of the library’s basement forming a Faraday cage; that was something she was learning about in Physics. The message was short, reading simply, Hey, it’s Melody, Grace’s friend. I hear you’re in need of some weekend entertainment?

Hannah struggled for a minute to figure out how to respond, ultimately settling on the slightly-joking Well, Grace thinks I am, anyway. It wasn’t good to be too stiff.

Despite the long lag before Hannah had responded, Melody seemed to have been ready for her; a reply came almost instantly. What are your thoughts on frats?

Not a big fan, replied Hannah, trying not to sound too negative. At the same time, though, she had to disabuse Melody of even the vague, unformed notion that she might possibly be okay with going to a frat party. They were for...well, they were for frat types.

Understandable, came the response. But I wasn’t going to tell you to just go to a frat party. Anyone could have come up with that. No, this is a frat party you get paid to go to.

Um, responded Hannah, that sounds kinda sus.

I get it, replied Melody, but here’s the deal: You go to Alpha Pi Pi tomorrow night, serve drinks for four hours between nine and one, and get paid $150. No long-term obligations or anything, and for someone like you, otherwise unengaged, it’s a great way to make a buck, right? And the frats are way better now than they used to be. The school came in a couple of years ago and kicked major ass.

I’m not sure, Hannah shot back. That’s not really my kind of thing.

Grace doesn’t have any plans either, responded Melody. You two are friends, right? If I force her to go and be at this party with you, would you consider it?

It wasn’t an unattractive offer, actually. Keeping frat guys supplied with beer and jungle juice wasn’t going to be a full-time thing, since eventually they’d start getting tired of waiting and just go grab some themselves. Then she’d have some time to talk to her friend. And Melody was right about the frats. It had once been one of the big unspoken rules at Roberts, that you could never go to a frat party as a girl, but it wasn’t that way anymore – the school had taken over control of the frats from the national organizations, and stringent rules were actually enforced against the brothers. Nothing bad had come out of the Roberts frats in over three years now. So maybe...maybe it was an offer worth considering. That does change things, she replied. I don’t know if it’s a great idea, but I’ll consider it.

Decide fast, said Melody. You have to go to the frat tonight at around eight to ask for the job. They’re looking for a few girls, but there’s bound to be some competition.

Competition? Hannah was getting less sure about this idea again, after never being so hot on it in the first place. She couldn’t...perform for people, or whatever they’d want her to do. Still, the $150 was nothing to sniff at. Even though her clothes never seemed to look good on her, she was always on the lookout for new ones, always hoping to find the perfect fit, and $150 would go a long way towards the next Black Friday sale. Also, she had the first few months after college to think about – having a few thousand dollars by then was a goal of hers, and the payment from this could help with that too.

It was probably a bad idea, but screw it. Grace was right about the whole getting-out-and-doing-something thing, and this was something, all right. Plus, if Melody prevailed on her to come, she would be there too, which would help. All right, she texted back. I’ll do it.

Cool, replied Melody. I’ll tell Grace, then. Good luck!

Hannah found herself standing in front of her dorm room door; the text conversation had carried her all the way back across campus. Checking her watch, she saw that it was four-thirty. There was time for a cup of tea and a TV show before dinner, and afterwards she’d have to get ready to...make a good first impression. She realized she had no idea what she was expected to do. Oh well. She’d agreed to do this stupid thing, so why not go through with it?

Sighing, she unlocked the door and turned on the teakettle. At least she had some time to herself first.

* * *

Two and a half hours later, Hannah was back from dinner and ready to...get ready. She was pretty sure she knew what the frat guys would be looking for, but she couldn’t provide it, not really, for the same reason that she couldn’t fit into a lot of the clothes she liked most. Instead, she opted to improve what she could control, upgrading her eyeliner look into more of a wing shape that was sure to be eye-catching. At the end of the day, they were hiring her to serve drinks; that had been the entire job description. So they couldn’t complain too much if she didn’t look like a fashion model.

Then she had to decide what to wear. This was a great dilemma. If they were looking for a sorority girl, she didn’t have anything that looked remotely like that. And this was a job interview, but it was a job interview at a frat, so it was really hard to figure out what would be appropriate. Finally, she chose a cropped t-shirt and a pair of high-rise jeans. Was it formal? No, but it looked pretty good. At seven forty-five, she headed out into the warm California night, bound for the frat house.

Hannah heard the party before she saw it. Even from a block away, the hooting and cheering echoed through the quiet suburban neighborhood. It must be a nightmare to live around here, she mused. When the frat house finally did come into view, it was about what she expected. Except for the big ΑΠΠ over the doorway, nothing about it really looked like it had been cared for in many a year. Some of the windows were broken, and the entire front yard was covered by a hideous canopy made of blue tarps, the grass ground into the mud in what was clearly the scene of many, many parties just like the one that was happening just then. Since it was Thursday night, it appeared to be a “family” gathering – there were no girls that Hannah could see, just a bunch of brothers chugging beer and screaming at each other. What a scene.

And...who should she talk to? Cautiously, she approached the yard, trying to see if there was anyone present who might have some tiny amount of responsibility for what was happening. Most of the frat guys took no notice of her, giving her a cursory glance before returning to their boisterous conversation.

Just as Hannah was despairing, a tall, muscular guy wearing a tight-fitting tank top that really got her attention came out of the front door and, noticing her, waved her over. She weaved through the crowd, trying not to bump anyone on the way by, and soon found herself standing in front of him. 

He was a little intimidating up close, towering half a head over her. “Hey, you here for the, uh, the job?”

“Um, yeah,” she said. “I mean, unless it’s...full or something. You know.” She was spouting nonsense, but she was so nervous all of a sudden that it was hard not to. He seemed to be getting her meaning anyway.

“Nah, there’s spots left,” he said. “I mean, you’re actually here on time. That’s, like, better than a lot of people manage. Uh, hey, come into the living room. I’m Ethan, by the way. And you are?”

“Hannah,” said Hannah. “Nice to meet you.” She followed him into the house, arms clasped tightly to her side like she did whenever she had to go into a place that probably wasn’t cleaned regularly.

The inside of Alpha Pi Pi wasn’t all that different from the outside. There were, of course, liquor bottles and other garbage scattered all over the floor. Most of the brothers seemed to be outside partying, but there were a few scattered around the ground floor, eating, gaming, even doing homework. To Hannah’s relief, she spotted the other girls off in a room to the side. One of them was talking animatedly about something or other, and there were a few brothers there too. Was this like a really casual group interview?

“We’ve got another one,” said Ethan, leaning into the living room.

“Oh, cool! That’s four, then,” said one of the brothers in the room. Unlike Ethan, who definitely had the frat-guy look, but in a non-threatening way, this guy definitely looked like bad news. Hannah got a definite Steve-from-Smash-Mouth vibe from him. Why would you go for that look? Despite that, he exuded confidence; he was taking up an entire couch purely by manspreading harder than she had ever seen anyone manspread in her entire life, including her own incredibly oblivious father. How did a person get to be that way?

Well, whatever. Hannah became aware that Ethan was saying something. “Well, you should, uh, sit down. And relax! You have the job.”

“Yeah,” piped up the manspreader. “Just ‘cuz you’re here on time. That’s all we’re looking for, you know? People think that because they’re working at a frat, they can fuck around and not show up. But you know otherwise! What’s your name? I’m Josh.”

“Hannah,” said Hannah, again. “Um, nice to meet you.” She was glad to have the job, but she still wasn’t entirely sure that accepting it was the right move. Oh well; you only live once, right? Looking around the room for a place to sit, she noticed that, of the two couches, one was taken up by Josh and one was taken up by the other three girls. Besides that, there was a filthy, chewed-up armchair that looked like it had gotten the worst of a collision with a ketchup truck, and then...the floor, which she just knew was a cockroach haven. The fact that the other two or three frat guys also in the room were standing was just better evidence that she was safest staying on her feet.

“Well,” said Ethan, “if we have everyone here, we can start the, uh, orientation, such as it is. Beer and other stuff is gonna be in the fridge, jungle juice is gonna be on the table, and just make sure to make the rounds every ten minutes or so. And, well, we’ll pay you after. Be there at nine, and you can leave at one. We’re not asking for a lot, so, uh, please do try to do that much. ” Despite his large size, he seemed to be a little awkward; not what Hannah would have expected, but it wasn’t a deal-breaker either. After all, he was still cute. She smiled to herself.

“Any questions?” asked Josh.

“Yeah,” said one of the girls, a glamorous-looking sorority type. Hannah felt intimidated just being around her. She just seemed so much more confident and comfortable with herself than Hannah did. “Like, what should we wear?”

The frat guys exchanged a glance before Ethan turned back to the girl and shrugged. “Well, I mean, I’m not gonna be a fashion cop. Just dress like you’re going to a frat party, I guess. Maybe a little nicer – if you’re serving drinks, you want to draw a little attention, right? But do what you feel.”

They all stared at each other for a moment, everyone seemingly trying to decide whether it was appropriate to make small talk in a room that none of them really wanted to spend a lot of time in. Hannah was just now realizing that the odor she’d been smelling since entering the house was actually coming from the carpet. How was that...how was that possible? Following the lead of the other girls, who were slowly getting up, she turned to go. “Well, thanks for the job and stuff,” she said, turning to Ethan. The other three murmured their agreement.

“No problem!” said Josh. “We were in need, and you provided! That’s capitalism, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” said Hannah. She headed out of the living room and weaved her way through the crowd outside, thinking about what she was going to wear. Did she have anything that would be appropriate at a frat party? Unless she wanted to give off a pretty major nerdy-girl-with-senioritis vibe in a sweatshirt and some old jeans, the answer was no.

Just then, a car pulled up to the curb, an old, beat-up Chevy sedan from at least three presidential administrations before. Hannah would have recognized it anywhere. She ran up to the passenger door window just as it was rolling down. “Grace? What are you doing here?”

“Get in, loser, we’re going shopping,” said Grace, smiling. “Melody told me about your wild weekend plan. Well, I’m willing to go to a frat party if it means getting you out and about as well. But if you’re getting paid to be there, you’re not going to be able to get away with your usual look, right?”

“‘Look’” is generous,” said Hannah, “but I don’t know about, you know, shopping. What am I even gonna buy that fits me better?”

“You’ll have me to help,” said Grace. “We’ll figure it out when we’re there. There’s a sale on at a lot of the mall stores, so whatever you do get is gonna be cheap, at least. Hurry up, get in!”

Smiling weakly, Hannah pulled open the door and slid into the passenger seat next to Grace. The other girl really did have good fashion sense, but she was also a little...intense when it came to shopping. This promised to be a memorable evening.

* * *

The Dos Hermanos mall wasn’t terribly crowded at nine p.m., which was just before most stores closed up for the night. Grace seemed worried as they pushed open the main doors. “What if we don’t have enough time?”

“We’re finding one outfit. It shouldn’t take that long.” Hannah smiled; she knew that that was bound to get Grace going.

“You can’t just go to the mall and buy one outfit!” said her friend. “This is what I keep telling you, Hannah. If you just had more of a shopping mindset –”

“What, I could spend entire days here like you do?”

“And so what if I do?” asked Grace. “It’s a routine. Look around the sale racks, then pick out shoes and an outfit to go with them, rinse, and repeat! I’m just trying to save you from boring outfits.”

“I don’t know if ‘boring’ is the issue, really,” said Hannah, “more that everything makes me look like I’m wearing a garbage bag or something. Even if you put on an actual garbage bag with holes cut in it, you would still look good.”

“Oh, Hannah, be nice to yourself,” said Grace. “Remember, the last time I helped you, we found those cute jeans. This is just the same as then, only easier, because we can’t only look at t-shirts and jeans like usual. You have to branch out a little - it’s a party!”

“I...I guess,” said Hannah. “Well, it sounds like you have some ideas in mind, at least.”

“Do I!” said Grace. They wandered through the mall, ducking into a number of stores on the way, but Hannah didn’t find anything she liked in the first few, even with Grace’s help. Everything was too fitted, or too formal, or too unflattering in other ways. She began to get the familiar sinking feeling she got every time she shopped.

As they were walking through store number five, Hannah despairing of finding anything as the mall’s official ten p.m. closing time drew nearer and nearer, Grace pointed to a rack of clothes. “Hey, what about those?”

“These are...t-shirt dresses?” Hannah asked, pulling one out to get a better look. “I don’t know, I…”

“No, this is perfect!” said Grace. “If you’re worried that you’re too skinny – and you’re not, you’re just being hard on yourself, and you should stop – but if you are, these are baggy but also kind of sexy at the same time. They kind of add curves, you know? I don’t know how to describe it, exactly. Just get in the changing room!” She handed Hannah a dress in her size and pushed her towards the changing rooms. Faced with no choice but to comply, Hannah headed in and slid the curtain shut behind her.

The t-shirt dress was intimidatingly large. It was an oversized style, so there was a lot of extra material where a normal dress might have fitted more tightly to Hannah’s body. Maybe Grace was right that that was an asset.

She slid the garment on and took a look at herself in the mirror. Actually, it wasn’t a bad look at all, was it? Sure, it was kind of the fashion equivalent of a cop-out, but it brought attention to her legs (which were nice), without being too baggy to the point where it looked like a muumuu or something. And it was long enough to steer clear of the VSCO vibe, which was a relief. Still, she wasn’t totally sure that it was the right look. After examining herself for a moment longer, Hannah stepped out of the changing room to get Grace’s opinion.

“Oh my god!” said Grace. “See, I told you! You look so cute!”

“I mean, I -” Hannah had never been good at taking compliments.

“Shhhh,” said her friend. “You never want to hear anything good about yourself. Don’t ruin this moment! This is the perfect outfit!”

“Are...are you sure?” asked Hannah. Maybe it was kind of okay, but she had trouble believing her new look was worth making this much of a fuss over. Then again, Grace always tended to get excited when they went shopping.

“Trust me,” said Grace. “This is the one you’ve been looking for. We don’t even have to get anything else. Come on, change out of it and let’s buy it right now!”

“Um, okay,” said Hannah. Maybe it was cute. Heading back into the changing room, she shut the door and took a good hard look at herself. Despite all of Grace’s praise, she couldn’t quite believe that she really did look good. She decided to try an experiment: Screwing her eyes shut, she imagined that the mirror was a doorway, and that the girl on the other side of it was someone else, someone she didn’t even know. What would her first impression be?

Opening her eyes, she felt a broad grin spread over her face. The feeling was almost as good as when she had first put on a dress, over five years ago now. It really was a good look, but more than that it was a culmination, a reminder of just how far she’d come. There had been a part of her, just under the surface, that had never quite accepted that her body was something she really was allowed to like, to be proud of, even to show off. And that insecurity wasn’t gone; far from it. But here, in this dress, in this moment, she could forget about it. For a moment, she almost wished she had an Instagram or something just so she could post a picture, which was an urge she rarely felt.

Hannah knew now that she had to buy the dress. Who knew a 3XL t-shirt could make a person so happy? She changed out of it, and then, stepping out of the changing room with it over her arm, she flashed Grace a smile. “I think I’m gonna go for it. This dress really is cute.”

“I’m so happy for you,” said Grace. “I’ve never heard you say that you liked how something looked on you! I think this is a big step.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Hannah, leading the way to the register. “But don’t push me too much on this, or maybe I’ll get second thoughts.”

“Fine,” said Grace. “But I’m glad I came along, just so that I could see it happen with my own two eyes.”

The dress turned out to be 50% off, so in addition to a cute outfit, Hannah was taking home a bargain. Though she didn’t fully show it to Grace, she felt happier and more confident than she had in a while. Sometimes she got that feeling when buying shoes or jewelry, but never clothes. And she was also happy that she’d brought her friend; even though Grace could be a little bit loud and exuberant, she really did have an eye for fashion.

As they left the mall, Hannah breathed in the cool night air and smiled again. Just think, all this and she was going to a frat party. Hopefully it wouldn’t be too terrible.

* * *

The next day flew by. No one at Roberts had more than one or two classes on Friday, and neither did Hannah, so after she did some of her homework, she spent the afternoon relaxing and watching drama videos on YouTube. Grace had made fun of her for it, but sometimes a girl just had to unwind.

Eventually, though, it was time to start getting ready. She ate dinner and then parked herself in front of the mirror in her room, trying to figure out the makeup look she wanted to go for. The question, as she understood it, was simple: Dramatic eyes and simple lips, or dramatic lips and simple eyes? Doing both was too much; doing neither was too casual.

She decided to go for the eyes, which had always been her hard-drinking uncle Andy’s advice, albeit in a much different context. It took longer, but she wanted to make an impression, right? And it was a good idea to catch some attention if she was going to be serving drinks.

The problem was, it wasn’t easy, not at all. After around forty minutes of looking up tutorials, wiping off old attempts, and cursing, Hannah finally had something she was happy with. After putting the finishing touches on the look, she went to get dressed, which thankfully was much quicker. By eight fifty, she was ready to go. It was still hard to believe that she’d found an outfit she could really love, but looking at herself in the mirror confirmed it again; the dress really was cute. She was cute. Was there any better feeling than this?

Luckily, the night was warm and even her loose, lightweight dress was more than enough to keep her comfortable. The walk to the frat seemed to go by quickly; even though she’d agreed to do the job, wanted the money, and had even gotten a little bit excited to see and be seen in her brand new dress, she still wasn’t quite sure what to expect. After all, it was still a frat, and she wasn’t sure she had made a good decision. Only time would tell.

Once again, Hannah could hear the action at Alpha Pi Pi before she saw anything, but this time it was even louder; music boomed through the neighborhood, and occasional shrieks of female laughter proved that the Friday night bash was drawing a wider crowd than the night before. That was good; if there were other girls there, maybe things would be...a little more normal.

The front yard was even more crowded this time around, and Hannah had to elbow her way through it as she struggled to find Ethan, or even Josh, anyone who would tell her what exactly she was supposed to do. After a few minutes, she was relieved to find the former standing in the front doorway, chatting with one of the other girls who had come to the frat the day before. When he saw Hannah, he raised a hand in greeting. “Hey there. Uh, here to get started?”

“Yes,” said Hannah. “But, um, how will people know I’m serving drinks? Because, I mean, I don’t look any different than anyone else.”

“Yeah,” said Ethan, “we thought of that. Turn around.” Hannah complied, hearing the rustle of paper before something was pressed firmly onto her back. “There we go,” he said. “Now I just need to do the other side.”

“What does the paper say?” asked Hannah.

“Oh, just that you’re serving drinks,” said Ethan, holding up another piece of paper with a piece of tape stuck to the top. “Here’s the same sheet again.” Sure enough, it read, simply, I’M SERVING DRINKS. “Actually,” he said, looking down, “maybe I should let you put it on. ‘Cause, uh…”

“Because of what?” asked Hannah. He seemed even a little more awkward than usual all of a sudden. “Just stick it on.”

“Uh...well...I…” he swallowed. “Whatever.” Raising the paper, he stuck it to the front of her shirt...right between her boobs. Blushing, she realized that she’d been incredibly dense. Of course he’d been embarrassed. Still...there were worse things than having this above-average-looking man tape a piece of paper to her shirt.

Focus, she reminded herself. Yes, Ethan was certainly easy on the eyes, and cute in an awkward kind of way, and nice...but she had a job to be doing here. Better to focus on that. Maybe she could let herself off the hook when she got off the clock, but right now she was being paid, and if a job was worth doing, it was worth doing well. “Well, thanks,” she said to Ethan. “I guess I should get started.”

“Yeah, of course,” he said. “If you need anything, feel free to ask...but, uh, otherwise, that’s all I wanted to give you.”

“Okay,” said Hannah. “I’ll see you around, then!” She dove into the crowd inside the house, looking for the refrigerator. On the way, she was bombarded with requests for beer, jungle juice, and more than a few beverages they either didn’t have or that there was no way in Hell she would be making. Who went to a frat party and asked for a martini? Ultimately, she decided that the best strategy was just to get a bunch of the most popular drinks and hand them out to whoever was lucky enough to run into her.

She found herself working out a pattern: Starting at the fridge, she would head out into the living room, around the ground floor, and then through the yard. Trying to push her way through the crowd was a little stressful, but the work was kind of satisfying at the same time; she’d been a waitress at the pancake house in her town, but the customers there were cranky, demanding old men who thought a quarter was a good tip. The people at the frat party were happy with whatever she had, as long as it had alcohol, didn’t feel entitled to special service, and couldn’t force her to please them if she wanted to get paid. So the fact that it was noisy, crowded, and filthy wasn’t the whole story, at least.

Hannah was so busy that it was only after an hour or so that she realized that Grace was supposed to be there. The house had been getting even more crowded as the pregamers and the fashionably late had been filtering in, so she could have arrived without Hannah noticing. She resolved to keep an eye out during her next circuit.

Just as she began to wonder whether Grace actually had shown up, she spotted her friend in a corner of the yard, talking to a group of people she didn’t recognize. Working her way over, she managed to catch Grace’s attention before handing her a can of beer. “Hi!”

“Look at you,” said Grace. “Working hard, out and about. I told you weekends didn’t have to be boring!”

“I kind of want a boring weekend after this,” said Hannah, yawning. “Wading through all these people is tiring.”

“Oh, come now,” said her friend. “The night is but young! Nobody expects you to just do this the whole time. You can take a break every now and then and meet some new people. Why not? Just think – you have a cute outfit. Have confidence in yourself!”

“True enough,” said Hannah. “Well, I might take your advice, but I want to make sure nobody can say I didn’t put the effort in first. I think I have to at least do better than the worst girl they hired.”

“Good point,” said Grace. “I guess I shouldn’t keep you too long, then. I’ll be here until midnight, probably, so you can come check in if, you know, you need anything or whatever. I know you weren’t too sure about this, and I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable or anything. Not on my watch!”

“I appreciate it,” said Hannah. “See you later, then.” She went back to her rounds, handing out drinks to whoever hurried over first. Between her and the other girls, who she passed sometimes, the crowd’s alcohol cravings seemed to be under control, especially once most people had been there for a while and the ones who didn’t want to get really drunk had stopped hitting the sauce. That meant she had some time to herself, which she generally spent chatting with her fellow waitresses in front of the fridge.

Before she knew it, her watch read 11:30 and the party had begun to thin out just a little. That was an opening for her to go see how Grace was doing. Wending her way through the crowd, she checked the front yard for her friend, but couldn’t see her anywhere. She wasn’t anywhere indoors, either. Had she left?

Hannah didn’t want to give up just yet. What if Grace needed her or something? It was better if they checked in every once in a while. The frat did have a backyard, but since the property backed up on a steep hill, it was nothing but a tiny, rocky patch of grass – not really a great hangout spot, so Hannah hadn’t bothered to go down there to serve drinks. If people wanted hooch, they could come up and ask for it in a more reasonable location. She was a waitress, not a dog that would fetch on command, Now, though, she wondered if that was where Grace had gone.

The backyard adjoined the frat house basement, but it could also be reached via a steep, rickety wooden staircase that clung to the side of the house. That was the route that Hannah used, clinging to the handrail in an attempt to calm her fear of heights. The stairs were almost pitch-black, the only illumination coming from the little light that filtered in from the party around the corner of the house.

Before Hannah reached the bottom, she heard heavy breathing. What...what was happening? Was that Grace? Peering around the corner, she got a glimpse of something she instantly wished she could unsee. A porch light shone wanly from above the basement door, and just at the edge of the pool of illumination it provided, two naked bodies were entwined in the grass, trembling and writhing with pleasure. Though she couldn’t see the other girl’s face, Hannah knew that it was her; she had never heard her friend gasp and moan like that, but the voice belonged to the same girl without a doubt. Blushing beet-red, she hurried back up to the party, trying her hardest to forget what she had just seen. She wished that the Earth would just open up and swallow her whole; wouldn’t that be easier than trying to come to terms with getting a very unwanted view of her best friend? And who the hell was the guy? Grace had always been fairly open about her fear of sex, but this man, whoever he was, had somehow managed to make her feel comfortable enough to go for it.

Still, the sight hadn’t been...not hot. Hannah had seen her share of porn, but the sex was always so fake, so overblown, so play-acted, that seeing two real human beings getting it on was kind of...well…if it hadn’t been her friend, if she wasn’t incredibly embarrassed by the very idea of being turned on by it, she almost might have...kept watching.

Oh well. Mind out of the gutter! There were drinks to be served, after all, and her shift wasn’t over yet. She’d just have something to, well, keep her mind occupied in the meantime. It wasn’t creepy to just imagine these things, right? As long as she didn’t act on it? Smiling, she headed back to the fridge to go load up on beer. Some of the other girls had slowed down as the night went on, and someone had to pick up the slack.

* * *

Finally, one o’clock was drawing near. Hannah still preserved a vague hope of making something happen with Ethan, but, failing that, going back to her dorm and having a shower and a good night’s sleep didn’t sound too bad either.

Just as she was making a last round of the front yard, which had nearly emptied because of the chill breeze that had started to blow at around midnight, she heard a creaking coming from the side of the house. Someone was climbing the stairs! She hurried over to the front door, trying to look as though she just happened to be coming outside, then stood still, waiting for whoever it was to emerge.

To her surprise, the first person to round the corner of the house was none other than Josh. His frat-boy swagger was even more exaggerated than normal as he flashed Hannah a smile before heading into the house. This was a man who had just had sex, and unless he had gone down there without Hannah noticing, his partner in the act had been…

...had been Grace, who rounded the corner as Hannah watched. She looked shy, but pleased with herself – or at least she did before she caught Hannah’s eye. Hannah had forgotten to look nonchalant and busy, and as soon as Grace realized that her friend had noticed her, she blushed beet red.

Hannah decided that it would probably be less embarrassing in the long run if they both just talked about it now, rather than having it hang over them forever. Besides, Grace didn’t know that she knew what had been going on down in the backyard. Waving cheerily, she headed over. “Hey, how’s your night been?”

“Hannah! I...um…” Grace was completely tongue-tied, which was rare indeed. Hannah couldn’t say she wasn’t enjoying the moment. “I was actually thinking about going back to my room, but, um, I’ve been having an all right time, I guess.”

“Good to hear!” said Hannah, going for a tone of bubbly innocence. “Were there people hanging out down there in the backyard? You should have told me! I haven’t brought any drinks at all down there tonight!” This wasn’t strictly true – she had been carrying a can of beer when she had gone down the stairs – but Grace would have no way of knowing that.

“Uh, well…” Grace was about to say something, but then another expression crossed her face. “Wait a second! You’re teasing me. You saw Josh coming up!”

“I might have,” said Hannah. “And I’m happy that you managed to find a guy who would help you face your fears...I was just surprised it was that guy.”

“Oh, shut up,” said Grace, smiling. “Look, I was looking for a guy who was so caught up in his own mixture of horniness and self-obsession that he would be too busy to think about my body, or my personality, or anything else I’ve been insecure about. And Josh was that man. I’m not saying my choice was objectively good, but...it helped me.”

“I know,” said Hannah. “Listen, I’m proud of you. That’s further than I’ve gotten.”

“If I could do it, you can do it,” said Grace. “Just find a guy who makes you feel safe, and who respects your consent, and who’s willing to overlook your hangups and insecurities, and let whatever happen that you want to happen. And if he hurts you, I’ll come and rip his face off. Personally.”

“Thanks, Grace,” said Hannah. She was truly grateful to have a friend like her. And, though Grace didn’t know it, Hannah knew just how well the other girl’s approach had worked. That would probably have to be a secret she took with her to the grave, but then there were worse secrets to have to keep. “Well, if you’re heading out, I’ll see you tomorrow, probably.”

“Sure thing!” said Grace. “Now go slay ‘em, babe!”

“Um, yeah, I will,” said Hannah. She wasn’t sure if ‘slay’ was a word she had ever used to describe anything she did, but that was just Grace being Grace. She watched her friend walk through the slowly-emptying yard and step onto the sidewalk. Hannah was just worrying about whether it was safe for her to go back by herself when a car pulled up to the curb. She was surprised to see Melody in the driver’s seat. That girl had really gone above and beyond, all so that Hannah could get a short-term job at a frat. It was inspiring to see such dedication.

Just before the car pulled away, her phone buzzed with a text from Melody. Hey, I’ll be up all night, so just text me when you’re done and I’ll come get you too.

Hannah smiled and tapped out a reply: Okay, thank you so much! Now she was free not to have to worry about walking back so late at night. That left only one thing to think about, and that was what she was going to do with – and to – Ethan. The night wasn’t over just yet.

Heading back inside the frat, Hannah found the object of her desire sitting in the living room, looking a little tired and maybe a little drunk. When he saw her, he raised a hand in greeting. “‘Sup?”

“Not much,” said Hannah. “But I just noticed that it was one a.m., so I was thinking about, you know, finishing things up.”

“Oh?” Ethan checked his watch. “Uh, damn, I guess so. Time flies when you’re having fun, huh? Well, you can head out anytime.” He paused. “No, actually, I guess I have to pay you. That means we have to go to the safe room.”

“Safe room?” asked Hannah.

“Oh, it sounds cooler than it is,” said Ethan. “It’s in the basement. There’s some other stuff in there too, but there’s a safe up against the wall where we keep the cash.”

“Oh, okay,” said Hannah. If this was a chance to get him in a room alone, she was willing to take it.

“All right then. Just, uh, follow me,” said Ethan, getting up. He led her back into the house and down the narrow and dimly-lit basement stairway. They came out into a mildewed hallway with a number of doors leading off to either side. “We use the basement for a lot of stuff,” explained Ethan. “Freshmen have to sleep down here, and there’s laundry too. Actually, you’re probably, uh, not really here for a tour.”

Hannah wasn’t, but she didn’t mind getting one; his voice was rich and smooth, pleasant to listen to. It was just one part of the spell he somehow put on her. “Where’s the safe room?” she asked, trying to keep the conversation going.

“It’s just down here,” he said. They rounded a corner and came into a common space with couches, a pool table, and a TV. Ethan opened a door off to the side and motioned for her to go in first.

The ‘safe room’ was actually kind of nice. There weren’t any windows, but it didn’t smell as weird as the rest of the frat house, and the couch pushed up against the wall looked reasonably clean. The room’s namesake safe was tucked into a corner. Besides that, there were a few shelves covered in board games, as well as a repository of used textbooks that were presumably kept for younger members of the frat.

“I have the cash in an envelope in here,” explained Ethan, heading over to the safe and twisting the combination lock. “Just a second.” After a moment of fiddling, he got the safe door open and pulled out an envelope, which he handed to Hannah. “There you go. Unless there was anything else, uh, thanks for helping us out.”

Hannah felt panic swirl through her. She had the money, but that wasn’t all she wanted, and now she felt like a golden opportunity was slipping through her fingers. “U-um, wait!” Ethan turned to look at her, and she realized that she had to come up with a reason for him to stay. “Um, I, uh...I need help with something…”

“What with?” He walked back towards her. “Did I underpay you or something?”

“N-no, it’s just that…” Hannah swallowed. “I...there’s no easy way to put this, but...I think you’re...I think you’re super hot, and...and I want you.” The last few words slurred together a bit as she hurried to spill her guts out to him, but he seemed to get her meaning anyway. His eyes widened as he listened, and the hint of a blush crept into his cheeks. For such a big guy, he was incredibly goddamn cute.

For a moment, there was silence. At last, he managed to get out a reply. “Are you sure? I -”

She nodded. “I’m sure. I’m not sure I’ve ever wanted anything more in my life.”

“That’s good,” he said, a shy smile creeping across his face, “because...well, I think I might feel the same way. The moment you walked in here yesterday, I knew you were someone special. You’re beautiful, you know that?”

Now it was Hannah’s turn to blush. He was so sweet. “Thank you. You know, you’re not so bad looking yourself. God, I...I want you right here, right now.”

He raised his eyebrows. “In the safe room? You’re a little freaky, huh?”

“Freaky, maybe. Desperate, definitely.” She looked him in the eyes. “So...what do you say?”

For a moment, he paused, taking a deep breath. Then he returned her gaze and smiled. “How the fuck could I ever say no to a girl like you?” And then, all of a sudden, she felt his big, strong hands on her shoulders, pulling her closer, and then their lips were locking together, each one sighing as the pleasure and satisfaction of the kiss swirled through them. It was Hannah’s first one ever, and, though she’d always suspected that they weren’t worth the hype, she knew now that that wasn’t true. Though she’d known this man for only a little over twenty-four hours, she never wanted the moment they were sharing to end. It was just too delicious, too comforting and safe and warm.

He enfolded her in an embrace, and she returned the favor, though she felt that there was little her thin arms could really do to contain his muscular body. It was worth trying, though; was everything she’d ever dreamed of in a man. She hadn’t been sure, when she’d transitioned, whether she was even into men, whether she could truly love a member of the same gender she’d failed so miserably to pretend to identify with – but, if the man was Ethan, she apparently could.

Her lover seemed to feel the same way. For a moment, they broke apart, each trying to recover their breath as they gazed into each other’s eyes, and the look of desperation in his was just as intense as she imagined it was in hers. Her heart was pounding, sending blood rushing to every part of her body, and her breathing was growing faster and shallower, both signs that she was about to lose control of herself, to abandon her inhibitions, to give in to pure desire.

As their lips locked once again, Hannah realized why she’d always felt incomplete, even after transitioning, why she’d never been secure in her sense of self. Sure, society’s relentless barrage of judgement hadn’t helped, and neither had her own insecurity and dithering over what the future Hannah would be like, over the woman she wanted to become, but those were unimportant compared to the last missing piece that had never fallen into place.  She realized that, without falling in love – or at least lust – there was no way to fully realize the person she had transformed into.

Revelations aside, this moment was delicious for other, cruder reasons, one of them being anticipation. Soon, she would get to see what Ethan looked like under that tight tank top. She couldn’t wait. How lucky was she, that the universe had given her this gift?

Suddenly, Hannah felt one of Ethan’s hands leave her shoulder, and then, after a brief pause, snake its way under the loose hem of her dress and, pushing fabric out of the way, reach under her bra and begin to massage her small breasts. She moaned into the kiss; Ethan was clearly as eager as she was, and willing to take the initiative. Hannah hadn’t been quite sure how one went about the business of having sex, so she was glad that Ethan had a firmer idea. Already, she trusted him enough to follow his lead, even if they barely knew each other. Being around him just made her feel safe.

She did want to return the favor, though, so she slid a hand under his tank top, resting it on his firm abs. It wasn’t good to rush things, but this small gesture was enough for the moment; being able to explore his body was a wonderful treat, even if the real money shot – seeing what was between his legs – was yet to come.

He broke off their kiss and looked her in the eye. “What do you say we, uh, get some of these clothes out of the way?”

Hannah smiled. “I’d love nothing more.”

Ethan’s eyes lit up as he reached once more for the hem of her dress, not to bypass it but to remove it completely, sliding it up and over her head. As she freed herself from the fabric, her hair tousled, she smiled; his eyes were locked to her body, darting back and forth between her breasts and her panties, which she realized probably covered a little more than he was bargaining for. Was that something to be worried about?

Her eyes met his. “Babe, I realize I forgot to tell you –”

“I don’t care,” he said, laughing. “I don’t care what’s between your legs. I don’t care what society thinks. I only care that you’re a girl, which I know because I’m a straight guy and I find you hot as fuck.” 

She grinned. “You always say the right thing. I...it’s not fucking fair. I keep trying to find things to be insecure about, and you never let me.”

“You have nothing to be insecure about,” said Ethan. “And, uh, if any other guys have rejected you because of an unimportant part of your body, they’re the insecure ones. I want all of you.”

Hannah found herself moaning with anticipation. The way Ethan talked to her was just so confident, so smooth, and so goddamn kind that she found him all the more attractive for it. Was it possible, she wondered, to die of arousal?

If it was, she had to be getting close as his hand began to massage her bulge, rolling it between his fingers. She felt desirable, even sexy, in a way that she never had before. It was addictive, delicious, and, even though she knew they had barely gotten started yet, she struggled to imagine a life without the sensations she had just begun to discover.

Still, though, she would be remiss to neglect her lover’s pleasure. Besides, now was her chance to see him naked, right? With his cooperation, she pulled his tank top up over his head, tossing it to one side. His shirtless torso was magnificent, but she wasn’t done yet; there was still a trouser snake that needed to be let out of its cage, after all. She reached for his jeans, then paused; she felt like a completely different person than the girl who’d come to the frat party just a few hours ago. That Hannah had been shy and unsure; this Hannah was throwing all her hangups to the side and abandoning herself to the pursuit of pleasure. She had no idea she was capable of such a thing.

Then she felt Ethan’s hand on hers, guiding her to the button of his jeans, reminding her that he wanted this as much as she did. Maybe now wasn’t the time for philosophizing; maybe it was the time for mind-blowing sex, and she could think about it later. She liked that idea.

Her lover’s jeans fell open as she undid the button and slid the zipper down, revealing a sizable bulge in his briefs. She felt her mouth watering. How had she gone so long without this?

Hannah fell to her knees as Ethan watched, surrendering to a compulsion deep within her. She didn’t know where it came from, exactly, or why, even if she wasn’t generally attracted to men, she wanted to suck a dick so much, but she did. “You know,” she said, looking up at him, “I’ve always wanted to do this.”

“Well, now’s your chance,” said Ethan. “Don’t worry, I don’t bite.”

“I feel so fucking lucky,” said Hannah, pulling down the hem of Ethan’s pants, along with his underwear. His cock only sprang out once his jeans slid down past the middle of his thighs. As she watched, it throbbed with arousal, the flesh slowly stiffening as more blood poured into it. Soon, it was pointing directly at her, a clear sign that she was the cause. That was kind of fitting, wasn’t it?

A drop of precum was beading up at the tip of the thick shaft; she wasn’t sure she’d ever seen anything that erotic. There was only one thing she could do, really. Leaning forward, she planted a kiss on his waiting rod, lapping up the clear liquid. It was slightly salty and musky, not sweet like some erotica stories described it, but the flavor was still something she couldn’t get enough of. After all, the precum – and the big load that was sure to eventually follow it – was his gift to her, a sign of just how much she turned him on. And that meant that it was something to be savored.

Of course, Hannah couldn’t just stop there. Slowly, tenderly, she worked her lips down his shaft, feeling the curve of his glans, the beautiful shape of his beautiful rod. When she got to the base of his cockhead, she stopped, allowing herself a moment to savor what she already had. She swirled her tongue around his meat, allowing the taste of swear and precum to flow through her mouth. And she began to suck, very gently, letting the suction add to his pleasure.

She had no idea what she was doing, really, but she was equipped with a potent tool of her own: the fact that she’d been jerking off a penis for years now, even if it was her own, meant that she knew what would feel good, what wouldn’t, and how to coax her lover to a massive orgasm. Honestly, how could a cis woman even compete, at least without years of experience under her belt?

Ethan didn’t seem to care that she was a novice. His breathing was growing labored, and she could feel his heartbeat speeding up. As she watched, he grimaced, her ministrations challenging his self-control. She wondered whether he was suppressing the urge to throw caution to the wind, to grab her head and stuff his cock down her throat as deep as it would go. She hoped so; that would be hot as fuck.

Slowly but surely, Hannah began to work more and more of his cock into her mouth. A deepthroat would be hot, but realistically there was no way she was going to pull it off, not with no cocksucking experience. Instead, she tried to fit as much of him as she could into her mouth normally. While she wasn’t quite able to kiss the base of his shaft, coming up just short, she did get most of his thick rod into her mouth. Now she was ready to really get things moving.

Just then, she felt Ethan’s hand on the back of her head. It wasn’t the rough domination she had imagined, but his tenderness almost made it better. The gesture of control, of possession, was now so casual as to be almost beneath mention, something that it was something they could both take for granted. And that was a delicious sensation.

Still, there was a cock to be sucked here. She began to bob up and down, working her tongue all the while and keeping up the suction. He sucked in breath, seemingly trying to keep the rising tide of pleasure within him under control. She could see, though, that that was likely to be a losing fight. In fact, she hoped it was, because she wanted his cum too.

As Hannah got into a rhythm, she felt everything slip away, the gross frat house basement, her busy college lifestyle, her stress and worries, everything except her and Ethan. She luxuriated in the feeling. Her life seemed so simple all of a sudden: work and play both paled in comparison to this third sensation, the experience of giving and receiving pleasure, of kneeling down and being taken. Of course, there were other things to think about, but she would never quite leave the feeling she felt now behind. How could she?

Ethan’s heart was beating faster now, his breathing getting heavier, and she was just beginning to wonder how much longer he’d be able to hold on for when he gasped, pushing her head off, squeezing his eyes shut as he just barely warded off an orgasm. “Oh my god, I was almost – damn, you’re good. You’re really good.”

She smiled. “Thanks. It’s just beginner’s luck, though. That and, you know, years of experience doing something similar.”

“Good point,” he said. “That was the blowjob I’ve been missing all my life...but fuck, there’s still work to do. I couldn’t cum yet, you know?”

“Of course,” said Hannah, smiling. It felt good to be good at something, even this.

“I am still planning on cumming, though,” said Ethan, squatting down. All of a sudden, his mouth was just inches from her ear, and she shivered as his hot breath raked her skin. “I’m just going to do it inside you.” The words came out as a whisper, and Hannah moaned at the sheer eroticism of the gesture. He knew how to play her like a fiddle, and she wanted nothing more than for him to keep doing it.

“I need you, baby,” she sighed. “I need you right now. Take me.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Ethan. He grabbed her under the arms and tossed her onto the couch, as easily and casually as if she were a child. She was reminded of his immense, gentle strength – and of how he was about to bring that strength to bear upon her. Even though she barely knew what she was signing up for, she shivered with anticipation. Her lover was awkward in the streets, but...well, it was a different story in the sheets. She felt her legs opening, readying herself to receive his tool.

As she watched, he pulled a condom over his cock, then lubed up. Had he been keeping those packets on his person? She wondered if he’d planned to come to the party to have sex...and whether he’d intended to do it with her. She hoped so.

“Be...be gentle,” she said as he tossed the packets away and readied himself to penetrate her. “I’ve never done this before.”

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I will. But, well…” he smiled. “That doesn’t mean I’m not gonna fuck your brains out.”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Hannah. “Just...God, I want you inside me so bad. Make me feel so fucking good I go fucking crazy.”

“As you wish,” said Ethan. Just then, she felt his cock pressing against her sphincter, gently pushing into her. It was easy enough at first, but as more and more of his glans slid into her, her poor hole had to stretch further and further to accommodate it. Soon, the sensation was painful. Gritting her teeth, she tried her best to ride it out; already, there was a flicker of pleasure as the muscle stretched further than it ever had before. She wanted to feel more, to experience everything that Ethan’s dick could offer – but to do that, she had to get through this first unpleasant step.

Then, all of a sudden, the last of his cockhead slipped into her, and Hannah gasped with pleasure. Before, the sensation had been painful; now it was nearly unforgettable. There was still stinging, still pressure, but now she understood why people went crazy for this. As his cock slipped into her ass, it sent waves of pleasure thrumming through her. All she wanted was for him to go deeper, to give her even more of what she now realized she’d been missing for years. This was fucking magical.

And it was only getting better as his shaft began to bury itself in her asshole as well. The stimulation from her sphincter was great, but as he penetrated deeper inside of her, another sensation began to make itself known. Something deep within her was beginning to awaken, a potential new source of pleasure. Her anatomical knowledge was hazy – was that her prostate? Either way, she couldn’t get enough of what Ethan was giving her. The orgasms from jerking herself off had always been nice, but they were shallow, superficial; even the best had hardly been mind-blowing. Ethan’s cock, though, sending as it was reverberations of pleasure to her very core, promised to bring her to a completely new kind of climax.

At last, after what seemed like an eternity of anticipation, he bottomed out, his pelvis bumping against hers as the last of his cock slid into her. For a moment, he paused. She wondered if he was waiting for something, deciding to throw him a bone. “Fuck, baby, that feels so good. Fuck me!”

“I don’t know,” said Ethan, a new tone creeping into his voice. “Are you sure? I’m not sure you’re really ready to take my cock. I mean, I’ve done this before, and a girl’s first time is never easy.”

“Oh God,” moaned Hannah. “Don’t fucking tease me. You don’t know how badly I need this.” As she said it, she realized how true it was. She had never needed anything more than she needed for Ethan to fuck her, for him to pound her into the sofa, to dominate her and to squeeze every ounce of pleasure out of the experience for both of them.

“Well, when you put it like that,” he said, “it’s kinda hard for me to refuse.” She gasped as he began to pull out of her. The sensation was completely different, but just as addictive as before, and she grabbed onto the couch cushion, trying to stop herself from screaming with pleasure. After all, it wouldn’t do to let the entire frat house know what was going on in their storage room.

When about half of his cock had emerged once more into the open air, he stopped before beginning to push in again, then pull out, building up into a slow but steady rhythm. Each thrust sent a spark of pleasure racing through her, jangling her nerves and making her whimper with pleasure. If it was this good now, then what about when he got up to speed?

She was bound to find out soon. His thrusts were getting faster, but also deeper, as he tested the limits of what was possible, of what he could do and what her body could take. She felt her eyes crossing as he hit somewhere buried in her depths, generating a sensation completely unlike anything she had ever experienced. “Oh my...oh my fucking God, I don’t know what you’re doing, but keep fucking doing it! Just like that!” The words escaped her lips almost before she realized she was saying them, a torrent of stream-of-consciousness obscenity that she couldn’t have repressed even if she had wanted to.

“You...oh shit, you fucking like that?” groaned Ethan, thrusting in just that same exact way, that magical way that promised to drive her crazy. The pleasure was beginning to build now; she felt a reservoir inside her, located somewhere deep within her abdomen, filling up with pleasure. And, with each thrust, her lover seemed to multiply the pleasure he had already given her, creating a powerful feedback loop that drove her towards the edge, faster and faster with each passing second. How long could she hold out...and what would it feel like when she finally did reach orgasm?

Hopefully, Hannah could at least last long enough to get Ethan off. He had pulled out before, but since he’d almost reached orgasm, she had half-expected him to blow his load right away when he entered her asshole. Fortunately, he’d been able to hang on, but he definitely seemed to be struggling now. His eyebrows were knit together, and his face was a frozen grimace of pleasure and concentration as he tried to keep himself under control. Surely he couldn’t last for very much longer either.

As he pounded her ass, she felt herself pass a milestone: the pleasure from each thrust had stopped intensifying, and they had reached a kind of equilibrium. For a minute or so, they rode the pleasure from the act of sex, waiting to reach orgasm but not impatient for it; how could they be, when what they had now already felt so good? The sense of intimacy, of connection, was so wonderful, so incredibly potent, that it was hard to imagine how it could get any better.

Hard, but not impossible. The drive to get off, to find a new height of sensation, compelled Hannah to try to squeeze even more pleasure out of each thrust, grinding against her lover, getting him to push deeper into her than he ever had. The reservoir inside her was full almost to overflowing now; soon the dam would burst, and then...well, she didn’t know exactly, but she knew it would be good. Every time their pelvises slapped together, every time that place deep inside of her sent a wave of buzzing stimulation through her, she got closer and closer. Soon, she could almost taste it. She was almost...almost…

And then, deep inside of her, a wave of ecstasy was unleashed. Hannah screamed as her limbs shook, as her insides vibrated with pure, thrumming pleasure. The sensation was so intense that it was almost frightening. It felt as though her very core was rocking with overwhelming bliss. She had had orgasms before, of course, but none had compared in the slightest with what she was feeling now. She already knew that, no matter what happened, she would never be able to leave this behind.

After she’d regained a bit of lucidity, she realized that Ethan had cum too. Had her orgasm sent him over the edge? Regardless, the sight of him gripping her thighs, grunting as he unloaded sperm into her tight asshole, was incredibly erotic, and it made her own orgasm, which was beginning to wind down now, just that little bit better.

As the pleasure ebbed away, she tried to catch her breath, gasping and holding on to the couch for support. When Ethan was finished, he began to pull out, breathing heavily. It was hard to figure out what to say in such a situation. For a minute, they just looked at each other, each trying to recover, to collect their thoughts and ease themselves back into reality.

Then Hannah spoke. “You...damn, that was really, really good.”

“Yeah, I, uh...it’s been a while since I’ve cum that hard.” Ethan was suddenly awkward again, back to the way he had been before. It was amazing to watch the change. He began to pull his clothes on, and she followed suit. She wanted to get cleaned up, but with most of the cum caught by his condom, she didn’t desperately need to...and besides, going home wearing Ethan’s seed was kind of hot. Really hot, actually.

Without saying anything, they began heading up through the frat house. Some of the brothers flashed meaningful glances Ethan’s way; even if they hadn’t heard Hannah’s screams, his mysterious disappearance was surely a dead giveaway as to what had been going on in the basement. Soon, they were standing in the front yard again, the chill midnight breeze nipping at them both.

“Well, um, I hope we see each other again sometime,” said Hannah. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to happen between them, but she did know the answer wasn’t nothing.

“Yeah. Uh, I want you to have this.” Reaching into his pocket, Ethan pulled out a piece of paper. “This is my number. Hit me up when you want to...you know…” he grinned.

She couldn’t help but smile back. “I will. Don’t worry.”

For another moment, they stood there in silence, and then he turned to head back into the house. “See you around.”

“See you!” she said. As she watched, he walked back into the house, and she was left standing alone. She pulled out her phone and shot Melody a text, asking for a ride home. It was always going to be awkward, doing the walk of shame and all, but overall the night had been worth it. She’d learned a few things about herself, and about sex, and about Ethan as well. And about Grace. Had that really happened? She blushed as the image of her friend and Josh surfaced, unasked-for, in her mind.

Still, Grace had been right all along. Getting out and trying new things had been good for her. Smiling, she looked up at the stars; they were unusually clear that night.


Diving In

“See you tomorrow!” Laura waved to her friends as they pulled away from the curb, shouting goodbyes out the car windows. The day had been one for the books; they’d headed downtown for shopping and lunch, and for a few blessed hours, Laura had been able to forget all about the stresses of high school. The ridiculous amounts of homework, the crLaura, unreasonable teachers, the cliques...it had all faded away.

Now, though, standing on her house’s front walk, she realized how ephemeral that relief had been. Inside, she knew that her parents were waiting, and that she would have to come up with something, anything, to say to them about her search for extracurricular activities. She’d blown through all her bullshit, stalled for months – it was all bound to come crashing down. The question wasn’t if, but when.

She took a deep breath and headed inside the house. There they were, sitting side by side on the couch in the living room; it was a pose that screamed lecture time. Her father, especially, loved to spring these things on Laura at the most inconvenient possible occasions. Spoiling the afterglow of a day out on the town would be right up his alley.

Her mother called out to her: “How was your day, Laura? Come in here, your father and I want to ask you something.”

Cautiously, quietly, Laura stepped into the living room. “Um, hi.”

“Hello, hello!” said her father. “I hope you had a wonderful Saturday. We just wanted to know one thing.”

“Gosh,” said Laura, “could it be that you’re worried about my college prospects and disappointed that I haven’t made more of an effort to find extracurricular activities to beef up my application?” As the words left her mouth, she instantly regretted them; it could be hard to repress her sarcasm, but now was not the time.

Her mother’s mouth flattened into a thin line. “That’s exactly what we were wondering about, actually.”

“Yes,” said her father. “You know, your grandfather and his father before him got into Yale on lacrosse scholarships. I may not have kept up the family tradition in that respect, but…”

“Baseball certainly didn’t hurt your father’s application to Yale either,” her mother cut in. “Maybe he was a little bit of a partier, but he had an advantage because of that sport. If he had gotten in, I’m sure that would have been why.”

Her father cleared his throat. “Anyway,” he said, “you have goals, and we’d like to see you meet them...so try to find an activity. Do it as soon as possible. Find a sport, if you can.”

“I...I’m not sure I really want to…do a sport,” said Laura. She imagined herself sweating her way around the track, getting kicked in the shins at soccer practice, falling off a pommel horse in gymnastics. That kind of stress was not what she needed.

“Please, Laura,” said her mother. “We’re just looking out for what’s best for you. Sometimes in life we all have to eat our vegetables. This is one of those times.”

“Think about it this way,” said her father. “The vegetables thing, sure. But also: If you don’t sign up for a sport, I will personally enroll you in All Ages Marimba at the community center. I don’t want to have to do it. I don’t want you to have to figure out how to play an instrument you’ve never touched in front of a bunch of eight-year-olds and senior citizens. I also don’t want to have to pay $15 a week for you to do something you hate. But if that’s what it takes to get you out and doing things that will look good on your college applications, then I swear to God I-”

Smiling desperately, her mother broke in. “Anyway, Laura, we feel like you should give this a look. Don’t do it for us; do it for you. This is about your future. It’s important.”

Laura heaved a sigh. “Okay, fine,” she said. “I’ll sign up for a sport. I get it.”

“Good!” said her father. “Do it on Monday. No dragging your feet like usual!”

* * *

That night in bed, Laura thought about what she’d finally agreed to do. There could be no more excuses; that was clear. She had to find a sport, and she had to do it soon.

As she thought about it, she realized that, all things considered, it really wasn’t a bad idea. Her grades weren’t amazing, just average, and if she wanted any chance at getting into her long-shot schools – Dartmouth, for example – she really needed to brush up on whatever she could. Her current “extracurricular,” hanging around the drama club and doing warmups with them without ever actually being in a production, wasn’t something she’d be able to put on an application. So a sport might work in her favor.

That said, most of the sports really were awful. Cross country and ultimate frisbee were big group sports, meaning that Laura ran the risk of being trampled by the kind of mountain gorillas who took them really seriously, and a lot of the others, like soccer and gymnastics, were the kind of thing people had been doing for fifteen years already. That left...what, swimming?

Actually, swimming didn’t sound so bad. Sure, her suit was pretty old, but it fit okay, and she knew a few girls on the swim team. It was also an individual sport that couldn’t involve any physical contact. Getting up early would suck, but it was just for a semester or two, right?

It was the least-worst of a bunch of terrible options. Laura resolved to get up early on Monday, head over to the activities office, and ask them to add her to the team.

* * *

“They’re all full.”

“Excuse me, what?” Laura was looking over the shoulder of Mrs. Finkenhauer, the bespectacled head of the Activities office, as the older woman gestured using a mouse cursor at an unreadably cramped spreadsheet with probably thousands of entries.

“All the clubs and activities. They’re all full. The enrollment period ended three weeks ago. You got an email about that.”

Come to think of it, Laura did remember an email along those lines. At the time, her strategy had been stalling until her parents forgot about her activities, so she’d ignored it. “Um...so...there’s no way I could be added to the swim team?”

“What did I just say?” asked Mrs. Finkenhauer, peering over her glasses at Laura. “The swim team is actually over capacity. There was a spot open on the Wrestling team which you could have taken, but that got filled on Friday.”

Honestly, even though it was making her life harder, Laura couldn’t manage to be mad that someone had gotten that spot before her. Wrestling was the worst. “Okay, but, like...I really need to do something this semester. Otherwise the only extracurricular I’m going to have on my college apps is ‘hiding from my parents’ – and I don’t really think Bowdoin would go for that one.” Again, the sarcasm was misplaced, but at this point things were just getting ridiculous. She was actually looking for activities for once, and now they were all full? Really?

Mrs. Finkenhauer sighed. “I don’t get paid enough for this. Well...the school was thinking of launching a new sport this year. Diving. They even hired a coach, but there wasn’t enough interest, so he’s helping with the swim team now. If you’d be willing to dive, though, he’d be happy to work with you, I’m sure.”

“It would just be me?” asked Laura. “That sounds...a little awkward.”

The other woman shrugged. “I’m magicking up a program specifically for you. You can deal with it, or you can end up with no extracurriculars.”

Laura sighed. “You’re right, I’m sorry.” Being alone with the coach would be weird, but maybe they’d find more people to join the team. And diving itself wouldn’t be so bad. “Okay, I’ll do it. Count me in.”

“There,” said Mrs. Finkenhauer. “Wasn’t that easy? You get placed in a program, Coach Wilson gets something to do in the afternoons, and I get you out of my office. It’s a win-win-win.”

“Um, right,” said Laura. “When would this be?”

“Well, normally it would be in the morning, but the swim team still needs to shape up, so...probably the afternoons. Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday, three to five. I’m sure you’ll have the time of your life.” Turning away from Laura, Mrs. Finkenhauer made a note in her massive spreadsheet and then turned to another monitor, where she began typing an email.

Well, that was a problem solved...and potentially another one created. Feeling apprehensive, Laura left the office.

* * *

The next day, Laura came out of the girls’ changing room at the pool five minutes late. She’d left class on time, but the delay was due to a realization that her swimsuit was not what it needed to be anymore. On the bottom, it was more or less okay, but on top...well, she’d clearly grown a bit more than she’d realized over the past few years. Her perky boobs were contained, but only barely. She’d had to quickly tie her long brown hair into a ponytail before hurrying to meet the coach.

She had no idea what Coach Wilson actually looked like; a friendly welcome email she’d gotten from him the night before hadn’t contained a picture or anything. So when she spotted the specimen on the other side of the pool, she did a double take. A tall, muscular man was stretching his arms and legs, seemingly unaware that he was being watched. A short, trimmed beard rounded out his jawline nicely, and...was it normal for a diving coach to wear a Speedo? Maybe not, but she was really, really glad that this one had.

Looking up, he noticed her and gave her a friendly wave. Waving back, she walked around the pool and met him near the diving board. “Are you Laura?” he asked, smiling broadly.

“Yep,” she said. “And...I’m here to learn to dive, I guess.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said, extending a large hand. “Do you have any experience with diving?”

“Um…” said Laura, shaking it. Being so near a scantily clad man was making her feel a little...funny. It wasn’t just his toned body, either; his blue eyes were kind and gentle, easy to get lost in. “Into bed? Onto the couch? Other than that, not very often.”

Coach Wilson laughed. “Oh, I like you. Well, starting from the beginning is a lot of fun, even if there is a lot to learn! But you’ll do fine as the first-ever member of the girl’s diving team. We’ll get going with the basics...oh, but first, please call me Aaron. To the swim team, I’m Coach Wilson, but that’s weird when there are just the two of us, right?”

“Okay, sure...Aaron,” Laura said. For some reason, she already felt comfortable around him, and using his first name didn’t feel weird. “I’m pretty sure I’m going to be awful at this, but you seem like a patient guy.”

“You know, it’s good to have realistic expectations,” said Aaron, “but there’s no way you’ll be as bad at diving as I was when I was your age. I had some kind of a mental block, so it was just belly flops for the first two months. As long as you have half a brain and some common sense, you’ll do better than that. Now, why don’t we start with some stretching?”

Laura laughed. “I can probably do that right, at least.” Together, they headed over to the mat area by the side of the pool, and Aaron led her through a series of stretches that were apparently designed to help with her diving form. Though some of them were simply too difficult for her, others, stretches that she should have been able to do, felt nearly impossible; she was just too distracted by watching Aaron do them first. The way his muscles moved, the way his large body twisted itself gracefully into all kinds of shapes...it was hypnotizing.

“Obviously we’re on the ground here,” said Aaron, as they both attempted a sort of backwards pretzel shape that Laura could barely even get started with, “but this is exactly the same in the air. I assume you’ve seen the Olympics, right? Diving is always big in the summer.”

“Sure,” said Laura. Diving was always one of the things that she turned off whenever it came on; she had always preferred swimming and gymnastics. But now wasn’t the time to tell Aaron that, was it?

“Okay,” said Aaron. “So then you’ve seen how they do the flips, right? There’s a move sort of like this.” He got out of the backwards pretzel and sat up, legs straight out in front of him, before bending his torso forwards until it was resting on his thighs. If he had wanted to, he could have kissed his knees. It was impressive. “This is much harder to do in midair – but if you can’t do it on the ground, you can’t do it off the diving board. Obviously, we’re not starting with that move today...but I think we should get started with diving, and stretching really, really helps. Come on, let’s head over to the board.” Obediently, Laura followed Aaron over to the diving boards. To her dismay, he headed past the low dive, which had always been her favorite, and headed for the high dive instead. “Why don’t you stay down here, and I’ll show you what a basic dive is going to look like. Note how I reach a vertical alignment pretty quickly after I jump – you’ll want to do that too.” As Laura watched, he climbed the ladder – the view from the back was just as nice as it was from the front, she noted with a grin – and stood up on the board. Swinging his arms, he closed his eyes for a moment and then dashed towards the end of the board, catapulting himself off before straightening out in midair and slipping cleanly into the water with very little splashing. A moment later, he surfaced, gasping, and then flashed her a smile. “Why don’t you give that a try?”

“Um...okay,” said Laura. She was realizing that she had a latent fear of heights. Watching Aaron climb the ladder had given her a faint feeling of vertigo, and she couldn’t even imagine jumping off the board. Oh, well. One step at a time. Slowly, cautiously, she climbed the ladder and then stood at the top, staring down the long metal board at the precipitous drop beyond the other end. “I, uh...it’s kinda been a while since I last did this…”

“The first few times are never easy,” said Aaron, using an encouraging tone that made him awfully hard to refuse. “Think about it this way: You’re a graceful dolphin.”

“Um, I…” To her horror, Laura felt a blush creeping over her cheeks before she realized that Aaron hadn’t meant what he’d said as a literal compliment. She wondered if he could see. How embarrassing would that be? Quick, deflect, deflect! “I’m, uh, feeling more like a big heavy rock right now.”

There was a pause before Aaron answered. Laura didn’t look down – couldn’t, with the feeling of dizziness that crept in before she did anything at that height – but she suspected he had seen her blush. “...Well, think of it this way. There’s a weight attached to your hands, and you just let it pull you in the direction of gravity. You can do it!”

“...Okay,” said Laura. She didn’t want to disappoint Aaron now. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and, before she could think about it, dashed forwards. She felt herself springing off the edge of the board, and now she was in open space, plunging downwards. Remembering Aaron’s advice, she let gravity tilt her hands towards the earth. It was working! It was-

And then she hit the water with a massive splash. The wind was knocked clean out of her by the massive, painful belly flop, and then she felt herself sinking, disoriented, struggling to regain control of her limbs. Not a great start, she thought ruefully.

Just then, she felt a hand grabbing her arm, pulling her to the surface. It was Aaron! Sputtering and gasping, she tried to rub the water out of her eyes and regain her breath. Once she could open her eyes again, she saw that Aaron was treading water a few feet away from her, watching her with a smile on his face. How had he gotten to her so quickly?

Finally, Laura had recovered enough to be able to speak. “I think I was right about the rock thing.” She laughed, a bit sheepishly.

“For a first dive?” he said. “That wasn’t bad at all, actually. For one thing, you managed to start the midair turn, which is something that a lot of people don’t get for quite a while. Sure, the...splashdown was a little chaotic, but we all start somewhere.”

“I guess so,” she said. “Um...thanks for helping me.” A blush was spreading over her face once again, and she couldn’t meet Aaron’s eyes, couldn’t even look at him, but she knew he could see.

“I was prepared for that to happen,” said Aaron. “Sometimes we all need someone to bail us out, right? The first dive can be a little hairy, but now it’s behind you!”

“Yeah, I guess it is,” said Laura. Really, the dive hadn’t been so bad. She hadn’t been prepared for the landing, but the feeling of falling through the air was kind of nice, actually.

“Why don’t I go up there with you this time?” he asked, beginning to paddle back over to the side of the pool. “We can work on your jumping form.” Together, they got out of the pool and climbed the ladder once again. Now that Laura’s swimsuit was wet, her nipples were clearly visible through the stretched fabric. Hopefully he didn’t notice; today was just turning into one of those days.

Back on top of the diving board, Aaron led Laura out to the very end and pointed down to the water. “It’s hard to think of something that far below as a target...but it is. Imagine that you’re an arrow; you want to fly straight, right? Here, come and stand at the edge, like you’re about to jump off.”

“Sure,” said Laura, “but, um...you will be there to catch me if I start to fall off, right?” She had to squeeze past Aaron to get out to the edge of the board, which led to them nearly touching for a few blessed moments. She was so distracted that she almost stepped off into space, but stopped herself at the last second.

“I’m right here,” said Aaron, “so don’t worry about falling. Okay, show me your diving form. Imagine that you’re about to dive off the board.” Looking nervously down at the water, Laura got into roughly the position she’d been in the time before. She hadn’t had time to be scared during the first jump, but now she definitely did.

“I think this is more or less how I did it,” she said. “I was just trying to copy the Olympic divers, but I’m not sure it worked out exactly right!”

“Oh, I see,” said Aaron. Suddenly, Laura felt his hand on her shoulder, gently pulling her upright. “You actually want to be standing more or less straight up and down when you jump. It makes tricks easier, and gives you more time to maneuver.” She was barely listening, though; the feeling of his touch was electric, and she realized she was getting hot, even after climbing out of the cold pool.

After a moment, though, Laura caught on to what her coach had been saying and straightened up as much as she could. “Okay, um...like this?”

“Not that much,” said Aaron, smiling. “This isn’t a military review.” Touching her back gently, he bent her over just a little, leaving her back straight but relaxed and limber. “Okay, now the next thing…” Soon, the lesson was flying by. Laura made more jumps in two hours than she had in her whole life, but it was a ton of fun...and it didn’t hurt that her coach seemed to be getting hotter by the second. It wasn’t just his body, though that didn’t hurt; it was his warm, kind manner, his gentle but firm touches, his patience...every little thing made him more and more irresistible to her. When the lesson ended, and she was showering in the changing room, she found herself wondering if anything would ever happen between them. Obviously, that would be wrong...but sometimes wrong felt good.

Sighing, she allowed herself to relax in the hot water. Maybe doing sports this semester wouldn’t be so bad after all.

* * *

The next day, Wednesday, couldn’t go by quickly enough for Laura. She wanted to get back to diving, but life insisted on throwing all kinds of nonsense at her, with tests, group work, and a horrible, excruciating fitness challenge in P.E. Shouldn’t it be illegal to make people who were just a little over a year away from being done with high school altogether do P.E.? Groaning, she did her best, with the knowledge that the torment would be followed by hours of homework. Luckily, a few of her friends were in the class with her, and together they could joke their way through the pain.

The morning after that, though, she knew something had gone wrong; her limbs were horribly, horribly stiff. The gym teacher, a fossilized creature whose parents had probably been born in the nineteenth century, didn’t believe in warmups or cooldowns. Now, Laura, and probably most of the rest of the class as well, was paying the price.

As she shuffled and stumbled her way through the school day, Laura kept hoping that her muscles would loosen up, and they did, but only the tiniest bit. How would she possibly be able to dive like this? Not only that, but she was worried about disappointing Aaron. She wouldn’t even be as good as she had been on Tuesday.

Once more, Laura stuffed herself into her too-small swimsuit and headed out to the pool. She thought she felt eyes on her body, and looked around before noticing Aaron stretching in the far corner. Had he...had he been watching her? It certainly didn’t seem like he had – but then who could it have been? She felt a shiver of excitement. If he felt the same way she did…

Aaron looked over and waved to her once she had gotten closer. “Hey, Laura!”

“Hey!” she said, walking up to the mats. “I’m excited to get started today, but, um…”

“Were you in that gym class yesterday?” he asked. “With the ‘fitness challenge?’ Some of the swim team was complaining about that.”

“Yeah, I was, actually,” said Laura. “You know those pasta machines? The ones that flatten the dough out between the two rollers before they cut it? I feel like I’ve been through one of those.”

“I get it,” said Aaron. “I swear, some people have a completely medieval approach to exercise. Well, let’s do some easier stretches to start, then.” Together, they did basic yoga poses – Child’s, downward dog, mountain – and other gentle stretches, but nothing was helping much. The soreness and stiffness lingered in Laura’s muscles no matter what she tried to stretch.

Soon, Aaron had abandoned his own stretches and was giving Laura his undivided attention. His hands guided her, helping her to work the muscles she’d need to dive. Each time he touched her, allowed his fingers to brush against her, she felt an electric shock, a spark of arousal and desire. Soon, she found herself breathing heavily, even though she had still done no actual exercise. How did he do this to her?

Despite her coach’s efforts, though, Laura’s muscles weren’t much better than before, and she had to tell him so when he asked if she was feeling any more loosened up. For a moment, he paused, rubbing his chin; it was a pose she found incredibly sexy. Then he turned to her. “Well, I wouldn’t normally offer this, but...believe it or not, I’m a licensed massage therapist as well as a diving coach. That’s what I do on days when I don’t have lessons to teach. If you want, I could...work you over.” As he said it, a strange tone crept into his voice, a tone Laura had never heard before. She didn’t know what it meant, but it only stoked the fire between her thighs.

“That...might just work,” she said. She had to fight to keep any edge of excitement out of her voice. Why on Earth wouldn’t she want a massage from the hottest man she’d ever gotten even this far with? But she couldn’t let him know that.

“In that case,” said Aaron, “I’ll get started; you should probably start lying on your stomach. Have you ever had a proper massage before?”

Flipping over, Laura looked up at her coach. “Once or twice...but never from a guy like you.” As she said it, her eyes widened. Why had that slipped out? “Um, I mean...uh, the other massage people were women. Yeah.”

Aaron paused. The pool area wasn’t that well-lit, but Laura could have sworn a tinge of redness had come into his face. “Y-yeah, there aren’t too many guys in the business.” He began to rub her back and shoulders, and she had to suppress the urge to let out a moan; it felt so good. Each area he worked felt wonderful afterwards, like she had just gotten out of bed after a restful night of sleep.

Neither of them said a word as he worked his way over her shoulders, down her back, and then around her thighs, carefully avoiding grabbing her ass or doing anything even remotely questionable. She could tell, though, that he was feeling the heat just like she was; his breathing had grown heavier, and his motions were deeper, more luxurious, than they had been at the beginning.

When Aaron finished with the backs of Laura’s thighs, he gently flipped her over and began to work his way down the fronts of her arms and legs, again carefully avoiding her breasts – which must have been hard to resist, nearly bursting out of her swimsuit – and worked her calves and shins too.

As her coach’s hands drew closer to her feet, Laura worked herself up into a frenzy of anticipation. She had always felt strange about feet, about hers and about other peoples’, and...well, the thought of this attractive man massaging her feet was endlessly arousing for some reason.

To her dismay, though, he stopped once he got to her ankles. “Feeling...better now?”

“I am,” she said, “but...I think my feet are kind of sore too. They’re important for diving, right?”

“Your...feet?” Aaron asked. “Are...are you sure?” Now she could be sure of it: a blush had spread over his entire face. He was adorable, he really was.

“If...if you don’t mind,” said Laura. Cautiously, her coach took one of her feet into his hands, holding it near his face, and began to gently massage. Because she was on her back, she could see the entire process; it was incredibly, incredibly erotic to see him tenderly working one of the most sensitive parts of her body.

Aaron had started at her heel, but by the time he’d reached the ball of Laura’s foot, her pussy was soaking, crying out for relief, and she was on the point of simply begging him to fuck her, but she couldn’t, she couldn’t. Still, the gentle pressure of his hands was driving her wild like nothing else ever had, and she knew that her arousal would only become more desperate with time.

Her coach was having similar problems. A bulge had very clearly grown in his Speedo, and his brow was furrowed as he seemingly struggled to keep himself under control. As he massaged, though, he was gradually raising her foot higher and higher, closer and closer to his face, and she wondered whether he wanted to – whether he was like her, and he –

“You can...you can do whatever you...whatever you want to my feet,” she said. The urge to say something, anything, had become completely irrepressible, and her inhibitions seemed to have melted away. She blushed furiously, but couldn’t look away from him. Would he think she was some kind of freak?

“I...anything?” he asked, cautiously. “I don’t know what…”

“Aaron, I…” Laura paused, searching for words. “You know how I feel. I can’t go on like this. I need you...now. And I think you feel the same way.” The words hung in the air for a minute, and then Aaron sighed.

“Okay, fine,” he said. “Fine. I told myself I would never do this. Maybe it’s the wrong thing. But I can’t care anymore. I just can’t.” As she watched with bated breath, he raised her foot to his mouth and planted a kiss on her big toe.

The sensation was immediate and unforgettable. Her already-roaring nervous system responded instantly, sending a massive shiver of arousal through her body. She released a moan that she’d been holding in now for far too long, and the sound hung in the air as he began to kiss her other toes as well, one by one, the pleasure from each just as powerful as the first.

“Fuck,” moaned Laura. “Fuck. Just like that!” Aaron said nothing in response; he was otherwise occupied, returning to her big toe and taking it into her mouth, sucking it gently but lovingly. She had never felt so aroused before. Who knew that feet were the key to so much erotic pleasure?

As she watched, her coach released her big toe and began working his way down the line, tenderly pleasuring each and every digit on his journey down to the end. The feeling of being worshipped so tenderly...it was something she’d never known she needed, but she had, and Aaron was giving it to her.

When he finally released her pinky toe, he gently took her ankle into his hands before running his tongue down the bottom of her foot, tracing a pathway of fire that set her nerves sparking once again. She let out a groan of pleasure. What was so good about this? Even though she couldn’t explain it, she knew she wanted more.

Aaron began to work his way back up her foot, planting a line of kisses along her sensitive sole. Laura could see that he was enjoying this as well; his face was flushed, his breathing heavy, and his erection looked even bigger than before. The knowledge that she’d turned him on turned her on. It was a virtuous cycle of arousal that could only end one way.

When Aaron made it back up to Laura’s toes, he looked up at her. “I don’t know if...I feel like I’ve already gone too far. If you want to stop…”

“No!” Laura’s eyes grew wild. “I need more! Please!”

Aaron sighed. “I just...can’t say no today.” Raising Laura’s foot to his mouth once again, he moved up the thin, sensitive skin on top, placing a kiss every inch or so. This time, though, he didn’t stop at her ankle, continuing on up her shin. When she realized what he was going to do, she had to stop herself from grabbing his head and forcing him to go faster; the idea was just so hot that it was hard to wait.

Over the course of a minute or so, Aaron made it all the way up her leg until he stopped short at the bottom of her swimsuit. Looking her in the eyes, he hooked a finger under the bottom and pulled it to the side, revealing her soaking pussy. For a moment, they were both still, digesting what was about to happen, and then he leaned down and swiped his tongue across her slit.

This was a new sensation for Laura. The foot worship had been nice, but now Aaron was going straight for her single most sensitive area. Sparks of pleasure shot through her body, and she bit back a gasp. He was some kind of wizard; that was the only answer. How else could everything he did make her feel so good?

Slowly, her coach began to work his way further into her pussy. Each flick of his tongue brought her new pleasure, and she moaned whenever he dove especially far in. Sometimes, he’d form his tongue into a spear and stab as deep as he could go; when that happened, her thighs twitched involuntarily, her nervous system completely overcome.

As Aaron worked, Laura felt a warmth building inside of her. She had reached orgasm before with the help of her trusty vibrator, so she knew what the buildup was like, but this felt...different, deeper. It would be a while yet before she got there, but when she did...well, it would be one for the books.

She wanted to just lie back and let her coach pleasure her, but that wouldn’t have been the right thing to do...and, besides, she wanted to know what it was like on the other side. Placing a hand on Aaron’s head, she gently pushed him off. “It’s my turn now, big boy.”

“Your turn?” asked Aaron. “Of course, but…”

“I want to see your cock,” said Laura, grinning wickedly. “That won’t be a problem, will it?”

“No,” he said, the ghost of a smile crossing his face. “No, not at all.” They shifted around, reversing their positions; now Laura was on her hands and knees while Aaron lay back, propped up on his elbows, watching her.

“I’ve never done this before,” she said, “so...be patient, I guess.”

“You’ll do great,” said Aaron, with a hint of his diving-coach manner. “Firm grip, gentle suction, don’t forget to cup the balls.” As instructed, Laura leaned down and pulled her coach’s Speedo down, revealing a sizable cock and a heavy pair of balls that made her mouth water. She found herself operating on instinct as she wrapped a hand around his shaft and slowly began to pump, getting used to the feeling of a man’s member in her hand. At the same time, she reached around and began to gently massage Aaron’s balls. She knew from the Internet that you weren’t supposed to be too rough, but it seemed like she’d found the right way to do it; he was breathing heavily, clearly enjoying her attentions.

But hands alone wouldn’t get the job done. Laura raised her coach’s cock to her lips and planted a kiss on the tip, smiling as he audibly shivered. This was going to be fun. She ran her tongue down the length of his thick shaft, aping the technique he had used on her feet, before coming up the other side the same way. He tasted musky, but also a little sweet; she found the flavor incredibly addictive.

Looking into his eyes, she took the head of his cock into her mouth and began to gently suck. He let out a loud moan, unable to control himself any longer, and his muscles tensed up as the pleasure echoed through his body. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, feeling the gentle curve, the flare towards the top...it was a delicious sensation.

Slowly, she took more and more of his rod, allowing it to slide into her mouth as she pleasured it with her tongue and her fingers. Soon, there was no room for any more, but...that hardly mattered, did it? Maybe she couldn’t fit the whole thing in, but judging by how Aaron’s brow was furrowed and his fingers were clenching and unclenching, that was hardly necessary. Instead, she simply luxuriated in the moment, falling into a steady, blissful rhythm.

After a minute or two, Aaron could take no more, and gently pushed at her forehead. “If...if you keep going, I’m going to cum!”

“Oh really?” said Laura, releasing him. “Why wouldn’t you want to cum? I thought our tryst ended here…” Of course, she didn’t mean a word of it, but watching him squirm was ridiculously fun.

“Oh, um, I mean…” Aaron glanced over at the wall, where his backpack rested. He was shy again, after his moment of lesser inhibition before the blowjob. “I thought if you were okay with it, we could...you know…”

“Fuck?” Laura smiled. “I’d just love to.”

“All right,” said Aaron. “Let me just…” Kicking off his Speedo, he headed over to his backpack and pulled a condom and a packet of lube out of one of the compartments. “These are my good luck charm,” he explained. “I thought that by carrying them around, I could make my life a little more exciting. And...it worked, right?”

“Sure, sure,” said Laura. “Just...hurry up and stick it in.” She slid out of her swimsuit, baring her slim young body, then got onto her hands and knees, waiting for her older lover to finish getting ready.

At last, he was done. Kneeling behind her, he placed his hands on her hips and guided his cock towards her opening. She took a deep breath; despite her swagger, she had never before done anything this serious with a guy, and she wasn’t totally sure what to expect.

Then she felt Aaron’s cock at the entrance to her vagina. Slowly, it began to work its way inside, and she gasped as she was stretched more than she had ever been. The sensation wasn’t unpleasant, though, thanks to the lube; the residual pleasure from before combined with this new heat to leave her feeling very ready for her coach to speed things up.

Aaron groaned as his cock slid further into her. He hadn’t been far from orgasm before, and she wondered how long he would last. If her pussy felt as good as she hoped it did, probably not that long, right?

When he was about halfway inside, things started to get good. Though there were twinges of pain, they made the pleasure from being penetrated feel more intense. It was different from when Aaron had been eating her out: Deeper, further inside her core. “Come on, faster,” she groaned, turning her head to meet his eyes. “I need you now.”

“Are you...sure?” he asked, before abruptly thrusting the rest of his cock inside her. She cried out; the sudden sensation was painful, but it also triggered an explosion of stimulation, sending pleasure searing through her. How did he do this?

Before Laura could recover, Aaron had started to thrust. He was being slow and gentle, but each time his cock pounded into her, she gasped softly; the pleasure was just too much, less from the actual feeling of being penetrated than from the knowledge that this was it, that she was really having sex with her diving coach, that she was acting like a complete whore. She knew that this was what she’d be jilling herself off to for years to come.

Slowly, Aaron began to speed up, nailing Laura’s pussy harder than before. There was a reservoir of pleasure inside her, a rapidly-filling pool that, when it overflowed, would give her probably the best orgasm of her life. Each of Aaron’s thrusts added more pleasure to that cistern, and she could feel herself getting closer and closer, her heart beating faster and faster.

“Do you...mind if...mind if I do a little something extra?” asked Aaron, between grunts of pleasure. “I promise it’ll...feel good.”

“S-sure,” said Laura. She was close, so close, to orgasm that she was desperate for anything that could send her over the edge. Suddenly, she felt Aaron’s hand on her ass, and then a lubed finger slipped inside of her asshole.

She was shocked, but the sensation was worth it. For some reason, having both holes filled made her nerves short-circuit, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that was building up faster than she’d thought possible. Each thrust of Aaron’s cock, each twist of his errant finger, each ragged breath she took brought her closer and closer to orgasm…

And then she was there. The dam within her burst, and she screamed as mind-blowing pleasure coursed through her. Her arms trembled, thighs quaked, and for a moment she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to stay upright, so intense were the sensations. Wave after wave of ecstasy shot through her body, and for a few blessed moments, she floated above the world, senseless to everything except these wonderful sensations.

When Laura returned to earth, she realized that Aaron had pulled out and was jerking off; she’d seen enough porn to know what to do next. Getting on her hands and knees, she opened her mouth and closed her eyes, waiting for the reward she knew was coming. Just a few moments later, hot, sticky jizz splattered over her face and into her mouth; it was warm and salty, the perfect finish to a perfect moment. Eagerly, she licked up as much as she could.

Exhausted, they both collapsed onto the ground, breathing heavily. It was a good while before either could collect their thoughts enough to say anything, but the first to speak was Aaron. “Well...I’m not going to lie, I’m not sure this was the best decision, but...fuck, that was amazing.”

“Don’t worry,” said Laura, smiling. “You’ll be fine. I’m not telling anyone. But...promise me we’ll do this again.”

“We will,” he said. “In for a dime, in for a dollar, right?”

She laughed. “Exactly. Well, I should go get cleaned up.”

“You do that,” said Aaron, “and come back afterwards. We have a diving lesson to get through...if you’re not too stiff still.”

“Really?” said Laura. “You want to have the lesson now?”

“What are we going to show the school after a semester of this?” he asked. “Your blowjob technique? Think again.”

“Good point,” she said, getting up. As she headed towards the girls’ changing room, she found that she couldn’t stop smiling. She was confident, skilful, powerful, on top of the world – and she’d get to feel this way again every time they fucked. 

As far as extracurricular activities went, diving class wasn’t too bad.


Bad Conductor

Everyone at West Hampton Community College agreed: Orchestra was the worst class a student could take. Not only did it not factor in to any distribution requirements for those who were going on to four-year schools, not only was it scheduled from half past noon until one forty-five, taking up the prime lunch hour, not only was it boring as fuck, but the very worst students at the school seemed to be positively drawn to it. It was an easy way to pad a GPA, sure, but what exactly drew the most notorious slackers and wannabe frat boys to pick up french horn and violin?

Leah would never know. As an ignorant first-semester student, she’d signed up for Orchestra to be able to keep playing her beloved clarinet. After all, she reasoned, community college classes were cheap enough that it didn’t matter if she did one or two electives. Once she got to Vassar or Bard or someplace up the river, the place whose name would actually show up on her degree, then she would buckle down and concentrate on her major, but now was a time to have some fun and figure things out.

Unfortunately, Orchestra was not fun. Her clarinet section, for example, contained no one else even remotely interested in their beautiful instrument. There was Sandra, the braces-wearing oddball who idly chewed on her sleeve when she wasn’t playing out-of-tune notes with surprising force; Jared, a greasy loser who wore a Subway visor everywhere, as if working there gave him some kind of street cred; and Andrew, the hyper-focused but completely unskilled fourth clarinet who loved to discuss his long practice hours but never seemed to have anything at all to show for them.

Against such competition, Leah had quickly risen to first chair, but she hardly regarded that as an accomplishment. All her elevated position meant was that she and the half-dozen other somewhat competent section leaders had to work twice as hard as anyone else just to keep the whole ensemble from dissolving into a complete train wreck.

If there was a benefit to being in Orchestra, it was definitely the teacher, Nick Reynolds. As a conductor, sure, he was absolutely awful. Despite the Master’s in music education from NYU he frequently made reference to, he had absolutely no control over the class, projected no authority, and never seemed to be able to figure out how difficult musical passages should sound without help from YouTube recordings, which he had wasted hours of class time over the course of the semester looking for on the ancient computer attached to the practice room’s projector.

Sure, Nick, as everyone called him, was no genius. But – and the students who went that way had discussed this at length, especially towards the beginning of the semester – he was very easy on the eyes, especially since he was no more than five years older than the average student in the class. It was obvious that he spent the time he should have been planning out lessons lifting weights instead, and the way his five-o’-clock shadow made him look so rugged...well, Leah wasn’t the only one whose eyes weren’t often on the sheet music when they rehearsed.

That was a new thing for her, actually. Leah’s big secret, one which she hadn’t shared with anyone at Westhampton, was that, at the beginning of high school, she had been a boy in the eyes of the world. Her transition had come thanks to a mysterious new pill that she’d bought on the Internet, fearing that her conservative parents wouldn’t allow her to take a less risky course. Once she presented them with a fait accompli, though, they’d given in, allowing her to take on a new name and identity in time to start college. With everything else she’d had to think about, romance, boys, and other things of that nature had barely ever crossed her mind. Even if she wasn’t seriously into Nick, she felt like even admitting to herself that she could be was kind of a big step.

* * *

One Friday, Leah was feeling...a little different than usual. Maybe it was just hormones. Maybe it was the fact that she’d watched Avengers: Infinity War the night before, which had prominently featured Chris Hemsworth. Or maybe it was the fact that the filthiest of her three roommates in the small apartment near school that they shared had finally cleaned out her space, reducing the main area’s unpleasant odors dramatically. Either way, she was ready for something new, something...risky.

Standing in front of her closet, she pushed aside her usual clothes and looked through the section of the rack reserved for things she rarely wore, things that she had bought on an impulse and later regretted. But...ah, here was what she was looking for. She pulled out a button-up henley sweater, which she had gotten on sale thinking it was something else. Unbuttoned to the third or fourth button, though, it showed off more or less what she felt like showing off, what she hadn’t had until way too late. On the bottom, she paired it with a denim skirt and a pair of heeled boots. She’d worn an outfit like this only a few times before, and it had always taken some guts on her part, but the feelings of desirability and sexiness she got from doing so were worth it in her book – if only every once in a while.

Leah turned some heads on the way out of the apartment; out of her four roommates, she was probably the best-dressed, considering that she never quite stooped to the level of a sweatshirt and sweatpants, but she could rarely be seen wearing anything eye-catching. It was a good feeling, to have people looking at her, even if usually she wanted to avoid that kind of thing.

Her only class period that day was Orchestra, so she clicked over to the music building, clarinet in hand. The slackers who hung out on the picnic benches in front of the cafeteria couldn’t help but stare as she sauntered by, and neither could the poor students trapped in class in the math and physics building. She smiled; this power was something she relished. She was ready to make a splash in Orchestra as well.

Things were pretty much the same as always when she pushed open the door to the big practice room two minutes before the start of class. The bulk of the students only bothered to show up five or ten minutes late, so only a quarter of the ensemble was there to see her grand entrance. Andrew was there, as usual – he always arrived at least fifteen minutes early so that he could “warm up.” Leah never got to class that early, so she had never heard him before he’d warmed up for a bit; she hesitated to imagine what he sounded like then.

But his example was a good one, and she got out her own instrument and began to play through some scales as she watched the rest of the class file slowly in. Last of all to arrive was the trombone section, a gang of disgustingly sweaty athletic-clothes-wearing jocks who always seemed to have come from P.E., or possibly a huge Super Soaker fight. Leah was glad that she sat far away from them; on top of the smell, the music they produced was as out of tune as it was shockingly loud.

Finally, fifteen minutes after they were supposed to have begun, Nick got up onto the podium and started waving his baton around. At first, no one took any notice, but eventually they gave in and reluctantly began the usual warm-up routine. They went through all the scales, several breath and tone exercises, and more. Leah knew that she couldn’t hear the sound of the whole ensemble very well from where she was sitting, which was right in the middle of the crowd, but unless they sounded a lot better from where Nick was...well, she was under no illusions as to whether they were going to win any awards. That one time that they had come dead last in the Midstate Orchestra Championship, in a field that included such competition as Poughkeepsie Middle School, was proof enough of that.

Still, once they were actually playing music, once people got off their phones and stopped chatting long enough to buckle down and focus on something for once, Leah always had fun. There was just something in concentrating on a task that she found addictive. Were there any other hobbies that would ever scratch that itch the way the clarinet did?

They were working on the fourth movement of the New World Symphony, an incredibly overambitious choice for a group at their level, and there were long gaps of time where Leah didn’t have to play because the trombone section was having to repeat a section over and over again until they could get it even close to right. During these, she tried to ignore Ethan’s blatant stares – just because she wanted attention didn’t mean she wanted it from him – and instead focused on Nick, rehearsing the class from up on the podium. She’d heard that he had an Instagram, but looking for it felt like crossing a line – enjoying the sight of her orchestra teacher was one thing, stalking him on the Internet was another.

Still, though, she really enjoyed the sight of him up there. Today, he was wearing an especially tight t-shirt, and she imagined that she could see his abs under the fabric. Or maybe that was just wishful thinking. Either way, there was plenty to keep her occupied. Some people complained that Orchestra was boring, frustrating and pointless; well, maybe it was, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t glad to be in it.

The time seemed to be passing slower than usual during this orchestra class. It hardly flew by, even on a good day, but that Friday the interminable incompetence of the trombone section and the irritating squeaks and squeals produced by the other three clarinets felt like a form of torture. When Leah was called on to play, she always gave it her all, hitting every note in an impressive display of talent; she felt Nick’s eyes on her, after all, and she didn’t want to disappoint him. Why couldn’t anyone else seem to put in the work to be even a step above dreadful? Nick always got a little bit irritated when someone just couldn’t seem to do what was asked of them; even if they wouldn’t shape up for her, surely they could do it for him.

Finally, practice seemed like it was drawing to a close. They had been working on the beginning of the piece for quite a while, so Nick decided to try the ending on for size. Everyone grumbled as they flipped through their sheet music to a point about five minutes in. Leah wanted to impress Nick, it was true, but she wasn’t a teacher’s pet to the point that she would put in a ton of work on something absolutely nobody cared about, the way Andrew did, so she hadn’t played through the whole piece and had never even seen the ending. Still, she resolved to give it her best; maybe if they ended things on a good note, the group would leave motivated. But that was wishful thinking, wasn’t it?

Nick’s baton clacked against his music stand, and then the ensemble began to play. Quickly, the squeaks and honks faded in intensity as students dropped off, getting lost or otherwise messing up so badly that they couldn’t rejoin the pack. Soon, only a few students were left playing, Leah among them. A familiar feeling surged through her, the feeling of skill, of flow. Though she had never played the melody that was now flowing from her clarinet, she reacted to each of the notes as they came, following the sheet music with unusual dexterity. Because she was able to stay in, other students, who knew what she’d be playing when because of cues written into their copies of the sheet music, were able to pick up the tune once again. By the piece’s dramatic finale, a good two-thirds of the orchestra had come back together; it was truly impressive for the West Hampton ensemble to do even that well on a first run-through. Nick looked genuinely pleased as he dismissed everyone. “Great job, people! That was a great start – just please, like, practice this for next time! I think we’re going to really kick ass at the big festival in a couple months!”

He was greeted by general grumbling as everyone packed up. As Leah was putting her sheet music away, she accidentally knocked her folder off the stand, scattering paper everywhere. She groaned; it always took several minutes to get everything back in order, and, even if the orchestra students were slow to get to class, they were quick to leave; she would be the last one left by the time she got her folder cleaned up. Awkward.

When she’d finally gotten everything put away, she was alone in the room with Nick. He wasn’t paying attention to her, trying to get his full-orchestra scores in order. When she got up to leave, though, inadvertently clunking her clarinet case against her music stand, he looked up and noticed her. “Oh, Leah!” he said. “Nice work today.”

“Thanks,” she said, trying to meet his gaze. It wasn’t easy, though; even though she felt more confident than normal in her cute outfit, he was so attractive that she usually just tried to avoid talking to him. Now, though...well, she was trapped, and he would see how awkward she was around him. What could she do?

“I’m serious,” he said. “You know, I can’t say this kind of thing in front of the class, but, like, an orchestra like this one usually has a few people who keep everything moving. You know? And you’re definitely one of those people. If we didn’t have you in the woodwinds, I really think the flutes would be...well...worse than they are, and that the oboe...uh, I shouldn’t say that.” The orchestra’s sole oboist played hunched over like Quasimodo and had never once, to Leah’s knowledge, produced a correct, clear note. “Like, when a section doesn’t have that guidance, like, uh, the trombones…well, you see what happens.”

Despite herself, Leah felt a blush creeping over her cheeks. She knew she was acting like an idiot, but Nick’s praise was really more than she could handle. “Um...well...you know, I just…”

He put up a hand to stop her. “Hey, don’t sell yourself short. Oh, that reminds me, there was something I wanted to give you. It’s over in my office. Mind following me?”

“S...sure…” What could he possibly want to give her? And...how would she deal with going into his office? She was barely keeping things together as it was. Calm down, she told herself. He hasn’t even noticed the way you feel. He hasn’t said anything, has he?

Together, they headed out of the practice room and a ways down the hall, stopping as he shoved a key into the lock of a nondescript door labeled N. REYNOLDS. After a moment of fiddling, he got it open, revealing a small, cramped office. There was one window, set high in the wall, but that was the only source of natural light, not enough to make the room feel bright or warm. The desk was covered in old copies of Men’s Health magazine and musical scores, and Nick dumped what he was carrying down on top of it before sitting down and going to rummage in a drawer. Without looking up, he began speaking to her. “The semester’s almost over, huh? Are you doing this again in January?”

“Um, I think so,” said Leah. Though class could be a frustrating experience, she did have fun sometimes, and it was a way to be a little bit creative. Plus, it had Nick, but she couldn’t say that.

“Well, either way,” said Nick, “I want you to have this.” Turning, he handed her an antique-looking leather folder. At first, seeing that it was filled with sheet music, she thought it was a practice assignment, but then she saw some of the dates on the editions: Some of the pages were from before the Second World War.

“But...but…” Leah stammered, flipping through the folder. “This is really...old, right? It might be worth something, and I worry I would...lose it or something.”

“You’re not going to lose it,” said Nick. “I picked up the clarinet back in undergrad. My professor at the time gave me that folder as encouragement, but...well, it didn’t work, and I went back to my first love, the timpani.” Nick was so fond of playing the timpani that he would often eject the timpani section and take care of the percussion himself during rehearsals. “But, like, you’re a clarinetist who’s in it for the long haul. You could go places.” He paused a moment. “Honestly, you’re the best student I’ve ever had.”

“Th-thank you,” said Leah. She had never been very good at taking compliments. “I guess I’ve...gotten better over the years.”

“I’m sure you have,” said Nick. “Well, I guess I shouldn’t keep you too long…” As he said it, he flashed her a look that she couldn’t quite describe. It was searching, and there was a tinge of something else too, but she didn’t know what, exactly. Did he...was he trying to send her a sign or something?

If so, what was she supposed to do? Deep down, she knew that she wanted this man, wanted him more than she’d ever wanted a man before. It didn’t have to be a long-term thing; she just wanted to see what he looked like under his t-shirt and athletic shorts, and whether his dick was as big as she imagined late at night, when she broke out the dildo she kept in her nightstand. At the same time, though, wouldn’t it be wrong to fuck a professor? Wouldn’t it be a huge breach of every rule she knew of?

Fuck it, she decided. I’ve never done anything interesting with my life. Here I am, at community college, and in another five years I’ll be doing some office job. This is my chance, isn’t it? Stepping forward, she clutched the folder to her stomach, accentuating her breasts, which were, for Nick, exactly at eye level. “Um...is there anything else I could...help you with?”

Her professor raised an eyebrow. “Help me with? I mean...what can I ask of a student, really? All of your recording assignments are turned in. You keep the clarinet section rolling. I don’t really think that…”

Leah took a deep breath. “I’m not just talking about class. I mean...anything.”

“I’m still not really understanding,” said Nick, but now a quaver had come into his voice, and she was almost sure that his hesitation was put on. “What...are you talking about?

She gulped. “We’re...we’re alone now. And the office door locks, right? So…”

He sighed. “Fuck it. I know what you’re getting at. I don’t want to get fired. But you and I are both, like, consenting adults, right? So...if I lock the door, and this just happens once...well, I think we might just be able to work something out.” 

Leah stood there for a moment, trying to process what he had just said, until she worked out that it amounted to a yes. “Um, in that case…” she turned and clicked the lock on the door shut; when she turned around, she found that he had stood up. Despite the fact that she hadn’t lost any height during her transition and was wearing heels at the moment, he was still half a head taller than her at least.

Gently, he placed a hand on each of her shoulders. “Listen, I’ve never done this before. Never. So...don’t make me regret it.”

“I...I won’t,” she said, almost gasping with anticipation. It was happening. It was really happening! Before she could orient herself, she realized he was leaning in. She did the same, and then, for the first time in her life, her lips met a man’s in a passionate kiss.

Emotion swirled through her as her heart began to pound. Was this...was this what a kiss was like? No wonder people went so crazy for them. Hell, she was going crazy. Nick tended to have that effect on her, didn’t he?

His arms wrapped around her, and she let out an involuntary moan; never had she felt such a powerful sensation of safety, of warmth, of pure intimacy. Of course, it didn’t help that the tender way he was romancing her left her more turned-on than she’d ever been as well. Her cock stiffened under her skirt; this was sure to be a memorable morning.

Several times, they broke away, breathing heavily, before going in for another kiss. Nick seemed to be just as turned on as Leah was; a casual glance down revealed that a sizable tent was already pitched in his pants. She couldn’t wait to see what the same view would look like without his clothes in the way.

Just then, she felt a hand at the neckline of her shirt, diving under the hem. The dirty dog! She smiled as their lips met again, allowing him to snake his fingers into her bra and find one of her nipples. When he did, he latched on, rubbing, tweaking. Though that area had never been incredibly sensitive for her, Leah found herself sucking in breath anyway; it was so dirty, so erotic, to have someone casually violate her like this.

Well, if he wasn’t going to wait, why should she? Slowly, she began to run a hand down his toned chest and his firm abs, luxuriating in the feeling of a body she’d dreamed about for months now. She kept going, though, moving down his torso until she reached the bulge she’d noticed before. This she began to gently massage, feeling it grow harder and harder; by now, it had to be almost painful for him. She knew that it was for her; though her own package wasn’t quite as large as his, it felt like solid steel. Did he already know, she wondered, or would she have to tell him? That would be fun.

He began to scrabble at the buttons of her shirt, and she helped him along, moving her arms to cooperate as he pulled it up and over her head. Now he could see her entire torso, the skin that had gotten so much smoother with the effects of the pill, the body that had grown curvier and softer as fat cells had redistributed themselves. Leah was shy under his gaze, but when he gave a low whistle, she knew he wasn’t going to judge her. “This is...this is, like, capital-W wrong, but it’s been a long time since I did it with a girl this hot.”

“I could say something similar,” said Leah, “except, well, I’ve never done it before at all, so…”

“Never?” asked Nick, giving her nipple a surprisingly savage tweak. As she cried out in a mixture of pain and arousal, he continued. “Well, in that case, this is going to be a lot of fun. Believe me, princess, there’s nothing like a good fuck – and I’m gonna give you one.” His tone was clearly put-on, but its haughtiness and aggression were a major turn-on. Where had he learned all of this? She was incredibly excited to see the honed skills he was planning to use on her. 

But then it occurred to Leah that it would be wrong to leave him in the dark any longer. “I’m excited,” she said, “but...well, there’s something I should tell you...or, well, show you...before we really get started. I won’t blame you if you want me to leave afterwards or whatever.”

“What the fuck could make me want you to do that?” asked Nick, his tone of incredulity so genuine that Leah felt much better about her chances. 

Still, though, she had to show him. Hitching up her skirt, she let her mid-sized cock flop out of her panties. “I...know that some people aren’t into this kind of thing.”

As he watched, his eyes widened. “That...that…” he paused, eyes almost bugging out of his head. “That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Really?” said Leah, playfully. “I’m glad you’re not one of those straight men.”

“‘Those’ straight men?” asked Nick.

Leah laughed. “Don’t you worry about it. Now come on...fuck me.” A grin spread across her lover’s face as he unbuttoned her skirt and slid it down her legs. Her cock was fully at attention now, pointing directly at Nick’s crotch, and she could tell the sight was an endless source of arousal for him. She’d never known what it would be like to turn someone on so much with her body...but she realized now that the feeling was something she’d want to return to again and again. Ever since transitioning, she’d struggled with feeling desirable, with feeling like someone she found attractive might not choose her when they could be with a “real” girl instead, but now she realized that, at least with men like Nick, the problem simply didn’t exist.

But enough about her body, right? What about his? She pulled at the hem of his t-shirt and, working together, they slid it over his head and off onto the floor. When she looked down and saw the resulting view, she wondered whether this was the best present she’d ever unwrapped. Her lover’s sculpted physique was a breathtaking sight, with solid, toned muscle proving that this was truly a man in his prime...and that she was going to enjoy being with him immensely.

She felt like she should say something, but it was hard to form words when confronted with such a sight. “I...nice,” she got out. “You work out?”

“Sometimes,” he said. “You know, if I’m feeling like it. In fact, I’d say I am right now.”

“You are?” asked Leah, before it dawned on her what he was getting at. “I thought – oh, never mind. You know...sometimes workouts are easier with a partner.”

“They sure are,” said Nick, gazing into her eyes. The way he always did that, even when they weren’t saying anything very important, made her weak. “And, you know, I don’t have one very often. Most of the time, I have to go through my routine alone.”

Deciding to play along, she made a face. “That’s lame. It really is. I mean...I don’t work out that often, so I might not be able to keep up with you, but otherwise I might offer to help you out.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I don’t go that hard. I will say, though, that I feel like my muscles could really use a specific exercise right now. And I could really use your help...if your offer was genuine.”

“I feel like...I feel like I know what you’re talking about,” said Leah. “A pelvic exercise, right? Most men seem to go for that kind of thing.”

“I guess you really have my number,” said Nick. “That’s exactly what I was thinking! So...unless you have any issues with that…”

“Of course,” she said. “I’d be happy to help...spot you.” With that, she dropped to her knees and put her hands on the hem of his shorts. “I do hope, though, that you’re ready for an intense workout. I’m still not sure I can keep up with you...but I’ll try my best.”

“What more could I ask for?” he said, casually placing a hand on the back of her head. The gesture was so effortlessly confident and gently dominant that she had to resist the urge to just madly fall on him right at that moment.

Still, though, she had to get started somehow. Leah had imagined getting a blowjob many times over the years, and it always started with...well, it never just started with the blowjob. Like, that part was the most important part, but it was always best to start slow, right?

She pulled down the hem of Nick’s shorts, taking his underwear with them. Slowly, his cock revealed itself, and she gulped; it was at least half as thick again as hers. How was she going to take that monster? Not, of course, that she wasn’t eager to try – the raging arousal within her only grew in intensity at the sight of his package. But it was clear that she had her work cut out for her.

Slowly, Leah reached out and ran a finger down her lover’s cock, feeling the veins, the thick, flared head, the slight curve upwards...it really was a beautiful sight. She found her mouth watering as she imagined what would happen over the next few minutes; it seemed that Nick’s pole was awakening something primordial within her, some subconscious desire to go down on a man that she’d never been able to fulfill.

But no longer would she be deprived! Gently, she took Nick’s cock into her hand, beginning to stroke it slowly, gently. As she watched, it throbbed and stiffened even more in a way that she found nearly irresistible. His package really was a work of art.

With her other hand, she cupped her lover’s balls, feeling their weight in her hand. When she played with herself, her balls were always an important part of her pleasure, a way to deepen and intensify the stimulation from her penis, and surely it was the same for Nick. It wasn’t good to be too aggressive, she knew, but she began to massage them, letting them roll between her fingers.

“Fuck,” groaned Nick. “Keep that up. I’ve never been with a girl who remembered the balls.”

“You have to admit I’ve got an advantage there,” said Leah, smiling. It was true; she was still thinking about her imagined ideal blowjob, able to draw on years of fantasy to figure out what to do next. Well, her mouth would be a pretty good next step. Meeting his gaze, she leaned down and licked the tip of his cock, eliciting a long, low groan. This feeling, of being able to pleasure a lover, to have him respond to her every action, was deliciously addictive. She could see how people got hooked on giving blowjobs.

She decided to up the ante and began to run her tongue down his head towards his shaft, following the same path she’d traced with her finger. There was no way his entire cock was going to fit into her mouth, but she desperately wanted to taste the whole thing anyway, and this way she got to do just that. When she got to the end, she came back up the underside of his cock, making eye contact once more, before taking a deep breath and locking her lips over the head of his member.

Leah wasn’t sure where she’d gotten the urge to dive in at that exact moment, but she hadn’t even questioned it; giving this man a blowjob was just the right thing for her to be doing. The feeling of his cockhead in her mouth was incredibly satisfying, its sweet, slightly musky flavor leaving her desperate for more. The way it pulsed slightly, responding to whatever she did, made it feel like a living creature.

As she enjoyed the new sensation, she worked on him with her fingers, still squeezing his balls and now gently pumping the base of his cock as well. Against such a three-pronged assault, he would have to be some kind of machine to hold out for very long.

Of course, she had her own urges to fight; one of them was just to impale herself on Nick’s cock, to shove as much of it in her mouth as she could, as if she was some kind of wild animal. Instead, she began to slowly work more and more of his shaft into her mouth, gently sucking as she did so to give him an extra burst of sensation. He groaned with pleasure, grip on the back of her head growing slightly stronger as he grew more and more aroused.

Eventually, Leah hit rock bottom; there was no way she was getting Nick’s cock past the opening of her throat. It was possible, she knew, to somehow swallow a man’s rod and really make him feel like he was fucking a hot, wet hole, but that was something she’d never tried to do, and she didn’t even know how to get started. Even if she had been a blowjob expert, it really seemed like she was getting the job done as it was; her lover’s breathing was coming fast, shallow, and ragged, and it seemed unlikely that he would be able to hold out for much longer. She wondered if he planned to unload into her mouth. The idea was hot, but she hardly had any way of asking him.

Still, she wanted to give him something to remember her by. She began to bob her head up and down, letting his cock slide in and out of her mouth, rubbing it with her tongue as she worked her most powerful magic on him. Her gaze, locked onto his, made the experience so much better; she could watch his expression contort as his pleasure built, the inevitable orgasm growing closer and closer.

After a minute or so, she fell into a rhythm, pleasuring him almost by instinct. Somehow, it was incredibly sexy to be able to step back from the second-to-second action and enjoy the view of her lover, the feeling of making a handsome man feel good, the knowledge that she was the key to all the arousal and desire written on his face. What was more, she had found a second source of the feeling she craved, the pure instinctual flow she felt when she played the clarinet. This was...addictive.

But it all came to an end when Nick cried out, pushing on Leah’s forehead. “Ho-holy shit! Get off or I’m gonna cum!” When she released his cock, his face contorted and he sucked in breath...but no cum dribbled out of his cock. That was good; she wouldn’t have to wait for round two.

“Did I make you feel good?” she asked innocently, a wicked smile spreading over her face.

“You...did,” he said, catching his breath. “That was really fucking good. But, uh...well, I feel like I should let you pick what to do next, right? I mean, it’s kind of your turn now.”

“Well, I might have something in mind,” said Leah, standing up. “I’ve never done this before...but, um, there’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”

“Oh really?” asked Nick. “I’m listening.”

“Um, I…” she found herself trailing off. It was ridiculous to be shy now, but sucking him off hadn’t really required her to ask for anything; it had just been doing what her lover wanted. Now, though, she had to put words to her own desires. “Well, I’ve always had this fantasy where...where a guy really rails me.” It was true; she kept a couple of dildos in a box under her bed and used them religiously whenever her roommate was gone. They never quite scratched the itch she felt, though; maybe it was their lifelessness, or the fact that her arm got tired so quickly, but...she needed a real cock.

“That’s it?” asked Nick. “I think I can...provide that.”

Leah laughed. “I guess it’s not that crazy when I say it out loud. I mean, you probably had something similar in mind.”

“What? No!” he said, feigning indignation. “How dare you accuse me of being so dirty-minded? All I wanted to do was hold hands.”

She punched him lightly on the shoulder. “Shut the hell up and put that fat cock to work. Fuck my brains out.”

“Listen to you, not even saying please,” he said, kicking off his shorts. “Well, I think we can work something out.” As she watched, he rummaged through one of his desk drawers, pulling out a condom and a bottle of lube. “Don’t ask me why I have this.”

“I won’t,” she said, “but you must have some fun lunch breaks.”

“I’m not going to deny that sometimes I lock the door and have a little fun,” said Nick, slipping on the condom, “but you know better than anyone that it’s not just limited to lunch breaks. Hell, I’m supposed to be in a meeting right now.”

“I’m not going to tell anyone,” said Leah, “as long as you promise to make this a fucking I’ll remember forever. Deal?”

“Wow, you really have me over a barrel here,” he said as he got lubed up. “I guess there’s nothing I can do but agree to that.”

“I’m glad we could find a compromise,” she said, bending over the desk. “Now come on...take me!”

“Say no more,” he said, placing a hand on each of her shoulders. “You’re going to want to breathe out as I start to push in.” She was about to laugh him off; months of dedicated, if sporadic, anal training had rendered her able to easily take even her larger dildo. But then he placed his cock at the opening of her anus; she could feel that it was bigger than anything she’d ever taken. When he started to push in, she had to take his advice and breathe out as pain flared up around her asshole.

Still, she knew that the head was always the hardest part to take in, and, while it wasn’t easy, she was managing it bit by bit. The pain was greatest when the base of his cockhead was pushing past the rim of her asshole, and she had to bite her lip to stop from crying out. Would she really manage to make it fit?

Just when she was worrying that it wouldn’t work out, the rest of his cockhead slipped in, and she breathed out in relief as his slightly-narrower shaft began to slide into her. Now that the most painful part was over, she even felt a tiny bit of pleasure coming from the sensation of penetration; being stretched always felt nice.

As the last of her lover’s shaft pushed into her, she realized that she was really doing it, that she was really having sex with a man. For some reason, the magnitude of the moment hadn’t really dawned on her until that moment, but...this was the moment she’d been waiting for for years now, wasn’t it? It was shaping up to be everything she’d hoped for and more. She broke into a smile, then a grimace as a particularly fat vein passed into her asshole. There would be time to reflect later; right now, she could only focus on the fucking.

Finally, Nick’s pelvis slapped against Leah’s asscheeks; he had gone as far as he could, and she had taken his whole cock. She realized that she’d been grabbing handfuls of the papers on the desk, crumpling them into tiny wads in an attempt to brace herself against the pain. Sheepishly, hoping he hadn’t noticed, she grabbed the sides of the desk instead. The moment was too intense to remember little things like that, so intense that nothing could possibly top it.

Or at least she’d thought that...until he started thrusting. Anything she’d felt before that moment, any kind of sexual pleasure or sensation, paled in comparison to the experience of having her ass reamed by a big, powerful man. Her lover’s thick cock sent shockwaves through her every time he thrust it in, triggering another burst of pleasure every time he hit the magical spot deep inside of her that she’d struggled even to reach with dildos in the past.

Everything faded away as Nick pounded into Leah. Time, reality; these things were still there, still present, but just...less important, paling in comparison to the sensations emanating through her body. She was gasping, moaning, begging for him to fuck her harder, to make her feel even better, but she was aware of all of that only in an academic sense. Really, the only thing in the world that could really draw her attention was Nick’s cock and the way that it made her feel.

A heat was building inside her now, a deep, fiery heat that threatened to overwhelm her. With each thrust, it flared higher, and she knew that she was surging towards orgasm, surging towards a climax that she knew would be almost unimaginably intense. She couldn’t wait, and she knew that she was screaming for her lover to screw her just that little bit harder, to send her over the edge. Almost there…

And then – maybe it was some particularly wild thrust of his, or maybe it was just the sensations inside of her finally boiling over – she was there. Her limbs twitched, and she fell forwards onto the desk, insides vibrating with utter bliss. Waves of ecstasy slammed through her, terrifyingly intense as she gritted her teeth and rode the biggest orgasm of her life. Maybe Nick was a terrible orchestra teacher...but damn, did he know what he was doing in bed.

As she came down, as the pleasure drained away and she regained her breath with gasps of cold office air, she realized that Nick had cum too. The condom in her ass was full of warm jizz, and he was groaning with satisfaction as he slowly began to pull out.

“Fuck,” said Leah. “That was...fuck.”

“That was fucking good,” said Nick. “Like...damn.” He pulled the last of his cock out and tossed the condom into the office trash. “I’ve never done it with a student before, and, well, to be honest, I’m not proud of what I just did. But you made it worth it for me.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” said Leah, smiling. “I’ve been dreaming of a fuck like that for a long time, and you finally gave it to me.” She grabbed a box of tissues off the desk and got cleaned up before beginning to pull her clothes back on; Nick followed suit.

“Honestly, I could say the same,” he said. “Well, uh...I really should be getting to that meeting. It’s an arts department thing, so it’s, like, pretty obvious that I’m not there.”

“Fine, fine,” she said. “I also have some homework to do. But...promise me we’ll do this again.”

“Definitely,” said Nick. They both left the office, heading in opposite directions down the hall. As Leah walked away, clutching the antique leather folder, she smiled; Orchestra class had been a lot better than usual today. Even though she would be going on to other places, a piece of her heart – and whatever part of her brain it was that told her to get horny – would always remain in Nick’s office back here at West Hampton.

As far as mornings went, this one had definitely hit the right notes.


New Year, New Bimbo

Go to a liberal arts school, they’d said. You’ll meet more people outside your major. You’ll have great conversations! Well, they hadn’t been lying, except about the last part. Kate’s Biochemistry class would have been filled with other biochem nerds at UCLA, but at Roberts University, the safety school she’d reluctantly decided to attend as a last resort, it seemed to be full of people mainly interested in studying the effects of cannabis on the human mind. After hours, she worked with a few others as a research assistant to the professor, but even then, not everyone was fully committed to the science track.

Kate just wasn’t interested in people who weren’t interested in school. She herself had little time for anything else; without a prestigious degree, she would have to work much harder than her peers to score top positions at big universities and labs. That meant finding connections, and that meant spending every waking moment (or, at least, every moment not spent in class or doing homework) searching for internships and career opportunities on LinkedIn.

That was why it stung so much that she had to work with Luke McKenzie on their research project. The biochemistry professor was doing a study on human cell division with four main components and needed background research and control experiments performed for each; since eight students had signed up to help, they had been paired off randomly, and Kate had ended up with Luke.

It wasn’t just that Luke wasn’t focused on school, or that he made endless jokes about “blazing” after he finished his work, or that he would clearly rather chat with Vanessa, the hottest girl in the group, than get his research done. It was just the way he carried himself, the person he was. Luke took up so much space in any room that Kate always ended up feeling small.

Kate feeling small wasn’t unusual, even on a good day. Her body was unremarkable, her face plain, and the most eye-catching aspect of her appearance, her not-unattractive dirty blonde hair, was perpetually tied up in a bun or a braid to avoid drawing any attention to the rest of her look. That, combined with her shyness and general insecurity about anything except her work, made it hard for her to branch out, make friends, or even just ignore Luke’s teasing comments.

Things could have been much worse, of course. Kate was at a decent college, with decent opportunities and a decent shot at doing well for herself. Sure, sometimes getting up in the morning could be hard, but...why worry about that? There were more important things to focus on.

* * *

Kate had been home for winter break for a week or so, and Christmas had come and gone, when she got a text from Luke. Hey, you live in LA, right?

Right in Dos Hermanos, she responded. By school. That had been part of the reason she’d chosen Roberts; there were no travel expenses, and she could, if she chose, do her laundry at home on the weekends.

Cool, shot back Luke. I’m downtown. I have something to show you related to the research project - you good to meet at the biochem lab?

What kind of thing? asked Kate. She was trying to sound friendly enough, but she had almost no patience for Luke and his nonsense. For all she knew, this was some kind of elaborate prank.

It’s easier to explain in person, said Luke, but basically it has to do with human cell division and stuff. We’re studying that for the project, aren’t we? I swear this isn’t a prank, like that time with the M&Ms, or that other time with the condom balloons. I have an actual thing to show you that will actually help with our research project.

Really? Kate was embittered by her previous experiences with Luke, but she also knew that she was gullible and extremely trusting. Even though it was probably a bad idea to go and meet him, if he was really shaping up and taking the project seriously...well, that was something to encourage.

Yes, he insisted. It really is legit. I have some stuff to do over the next couple of days, but why don’t we get together on the 31st? At, like, 3?

Okay, fine, said Kate. But don’t make me regret this. Why he wanted to meet on New Year’s Eve was anyone’s guess, but if it was a prank, she’d probably be in and out in five minutes and could then head right back home. Besides, he’d be pranking himself more than anyone; even with the traffic lighter than normal around New Year’s, Roberts University was still an hour and a half round trip from downtown LA.

Oh, well. She wasn’t quite sure what she’d signed up for, but it wasn’t as if she really had anything else going on. And staring at LinkedIn all day...well, she never would have admitted it to anyone else, but it got kind of boring sometimes.

* * *

At 3:03 PM on New Year’s Eve, Kate was standing in the biochemistry lab, waiting impatiently. Of course Luke was late. As she’d been getting ready to go, it had dawned on her that maybe the whole thing was an elaborate ding-dong-ditch to get her to come to school for no reason...but then why had he just sent her a text saying he was almost there? Maybe it was just traffic; who knew?

A few minutes later, Luke burst into the room wearing a backwards baseball hat and his trademark shit-eating grin. “‘Sup, Kate?” he said, raising a hand in greeting.

“H-hey,” said Kate. For some reason, being around Luke made her even shyer than normal. She hated him, of course, but the effect he had on her was...well, it was hard to explain, at the very least.

He hefted a duffel bag he was carrying. “I have the goods right here. Have you ever heard of ANVK? It’s a German biotech company.”

“I’ve looked at doing an internship there,” said Kate. In fact, she’d spent months stalking the company online, trying to find ways to get them to notice her applications, but with no dice. How did Luke know about it, though?

“Oh, you have?” he said. “Cool. Yeah, so my dad works there, and he let me mess around with some of their stuff, and I hacked this together. It’s, like, a really cool research tool, or at least it’s supposed to be. The idea is that it makes it possible to study living cells that are still part of a human body, but I changed some stuff up so that it would be easier to use. I thought we could, like, try it out. Maybe the professor would want to use it or something.” Setting the duffel bag down on a workbench, he began to take out machine parts and lab equipment, setting up an elaborate device.

Watching him work, Kate seethed with jealousy. Luke’s dad worked at ANVK? That meant he probably had a comfortable ride to a place at the company. Meanwhile, she was grasping at straws, trying to find almost any lead. How was that fair?

She forgot her anger for a moment when he stepped back and revealed the finished machine. It looked like something her own homemade-electronics-obsessed father would have produced, but probably more practical. “So, um, what exactly does it do?”

“Well, the, like, subject puts their hands on the machine at these two contacts here,” he pointed to a couple of exposed metal nubs, “and then they get...scanned. That output is here.” He gestured to a small screen that looked like it had been very cheap at an electronics store. “I was thinking that you could be the first, uh, test subject. I didn’t know what I was doing, so this is all pretty hacked together right now, and I don’t think it’s, like, that easy to use. Since I know how, I should do it.”

“Um, I mean…” Kate felt uneasy about the whole process, but it was hard to describe why, exactly. Sure, Luke wasn’t the best student, nor was he very helpful when they were doing research, but he wasn’t untrustworthy, except when he was trying to trick her into getting pranked, and this didn’t feel like that. Still, she just couldn’t clear her mind of doubts. “Uh, your description of what it does was kinda...vague. I don’t know if it’s going to be safe.”

“Oh, it’s safe,” said Luke. “There’s no dangerous radiation or harmful chemicals or whatever. What’s the worst that could happen here, really?”

“I’m really not sure,” said Kate. “I guess there’s...nothing I’m really particularly worried about, but it’s kind of a black box to me. It might malfunction. I’m not saying I don’t trust you, but you’re not at the head of a team of professionals like if you worked at a company that did this.”

“Listen,” said Luke. “Nothing is gonna go wrong. Even the voltage going through this thing is low. The worst possible outcome is that a part falls off and hits your foot or something. I don’t think anything will happen, ‘cause I probably hooked up some of the cables wrong or something. You’re in no danger here.”

Kate sighed. She still wasn’t sure that the contraption was safe, but Luke was telling her it was, and...even though she didn’t like him, there was a part of her that wanted to do what he wanted so that she could...impress him.

Really? Ew! Shuddering, she walked over to the machine. “Okay, fine. I’ll do it. I just...touch the contacts?”

“Sure thing,” said Luke. “I promise nothing bad is gonna happen. I really do.” He headed over to the screen and began turning dials and flipping switches.

Gingerly, Kate reached out and touched a finger to each of the contacts. For a moment, nothing happened, and then Luke pressed a button. “Get ready.”

“For wh-” Kate’s words were cut off by a bizarre feeling that slowly began to come over her. There was a tingling, emanating from her fingers, that quickly spread through her entire body, rendering her unable to move, to speak, even to think. It was strange, though; she couldn’t panic either. In fact, she barely felt anything at all. Bemused, she could only wait for the bizarre experience to be over.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could just see Luke in front of the control panels, frantically making adjustments. His expression was one of intense concentration; idly, she wondered whether that was because things were working as intended, or because they weren’t.

Time passed slowly, but also quickly, and before Kate knew what was going on, the buzzing stopped and she nearly fell over backwards. Then she felt Luke’s hands on her, supporting her, propping her up, and she knew she would be OK. “What did...what did it…” She couldn’t form a complete sentence, but she wanted to know what had happened.

“It’s cool,” said Luke. “Everything went like it was supposed to. Here, have a seat.” He lifted her up and placed her gently on one of the lab benches. “Feeling okay?”

“Um...I guess?” Truthfully, Kate didn’t know the answer to that question. She wasn’t in pain, but she didn’t feel normal either.

“The, uh, scanning process can feel a little funny for some people,” said Luke. “I should have warned you.”

“No, it’s okay,” said Kate. She wasn’t mad at Luke, not really. She couldn’t be, not when she felt so...strange. The feeling of bemusement from when she’d been touching the contacts hadn’t gone away, but her body was also behaving unusually. She felt like her muscles were being stretched, kneaded, and that parts of her were being pushed and pulled in different directions. It was all very strange. Was the machine really supposed to do this?

“Okay, really,” Luke was saying, “are you actually feeling all right? You look a little weird right now. I’m wondering if I should, like, call for help.”

“I’m...I’m fine.” The words had clearly passed through Kate’s lips, but she didn’t remember saying them. Everything was hazy and undefined, painful and strange, and before she knew it, the world had gone dark.

* * *

“...Kate…”

“...Open your eyes…”

“Open your eyes! Jesus, please open your eyes. This can’t be happening!”

Kate became aware that someone was talking to her. Was it...Luke? How long had she been unconscious for? Her eyelids fluttered, admitting a bit of light, and then she managed to get her eyes all the way open, revealing a view of mostly Luke’s face. Apparently, he was standing over her, shaking her. “Unh?”

“Oh, thank fuck. I really don’t know what the machine did to you, but, like, I’m so fucking sorry. I never meant for it to, like, hurt anyone or anything.”

“No, no…” Kate felt the strange drowsiness leaving her head, and her body felt much better than it had before. “No, I’m, um, okay now. Really!” Reaching back behind her, she propped herself up on her arms. “I feel a lot better. How long was I out?”

“It’s good that you’re feeling better,” said Luke. “You were under for, I don’t know, two minutes? I was going to call 911, but...um, well...this is sort of linked to the other thing that was happening, but I wasn’t sure what to tell them.”

“What...what to tell them? Like...what do you mean?” Though she felt better, Kate’s brain wasn’t back to the way it had been. Thinking was...harder, somehow. There was a kind of haze over everything. It didn’t feel bad, though. In fact, she felt strangely...contented.

“I’m not sure if...well, I should show you, I guess. But get ready for a shock. I’m...shit, I’m really sorry about this, I really am. I don’t know what happened.” Pulling out his phone, Luke turned on the selfie camera and turned the screen towards Kate.

The creature staring back from the LED screen was almost unrecognizable. Kate could identify her nose and the shape of her cheekbones...but besides that, almost everything was different. Her hair had lightened to a lustrous platinum blonde, and now it flowed in a voluminous mane nearly down to her butt. Her eyebrows suddenly arched appealingly, and her lips were just shy of a botox-induced fatness. She looked like a model, but...maybe not a model who would pose with clothes on.

Looking down, she saw that her body, too, had changed. Where once she’d had the straight, barely-curved shape of a young boy rather than a 20-year-old girl, she now would probably qualify to be the picture in the dictionary under “hourglass;” her hips had gotten wider, her tits had grown several cup sizes bigger, and her ass had absolutely ballooned. Her jeans felt a little bit insufficient to cover her new form, and a coolness she could feel in the seat of her pants made her wonder whether the fabric had already given way slightly.

Oddly, though, she really couldn’t feel angry or upset about what had happened. Forgetting Luke’s presence, she gave one of her new tits a squeeze; the soft flesh yielded under her fingers, and she luxuriated in the new curves that her body sported. Even if everything had happened by accident, even if Luke had made some terrible mistake and somehow built a machine that would transform her into this, she was happy with her new shape.

She looked at her lab partner. “Oh, you don’t have to be sorry, Luke. Like, I love it.”

“Uh...what?” Luke gazed back, a blank expression on his face. “You...love it?”

“Of course!” Kate felt so much happier now than she had before, and her body was a perfect expression of that new frame of mind. Gone was her frumpy look and stressful life. Now...now she was going to have fun.

“Shit,” said Luke. “Well, like, that’s good and all, but...what am I gonna tell the professor? What’s your family gonna do?”

“You don’t need to, like, worry about that,” said Kate, hopping down off the lab bench. Her jeans and sweater might have been a little too small, but they looked a lot better now than they had on her old body, and she had a strange urge to show Luke a more flattering angle. “I’ll, like, explain everything to them. You can relax and stuff.”

“You...kinda sound different, also,” said Luke. “Is your...head feeling okay?”

Now that she thought about it, Kate realized that things were a little different. The haze was obviously still there, and she felt a lot better...but more stuff had changed than just that. For one thing, she had a much stronger appreciation for the male form now than before. Before, Luke had been cute, if annoying; now he was nearly irresistible, and she realized that, with them together in this private space, there would never be a better opportunity for her to make a move. “No, don’t, like, worry about it!” She giggled. “It’s all okay, really. In fact, I think your machine thing did a really good job on me.”

“Um...I...well, I appreciate you saying that, but this really wasn’t what it was supposed to do,” said Luke. “Look, I’ll be honest. I did tweak some settings. I thought it might be funny if I boosted your libido, because the machine does also have gene-editing capabilities...but I only did it by like five percent. I was wrong to do that...but it wasn’t supposed to be like this!”

“My lib-libby-doo?” Kate giggled again. “I don’t know what that, like, means. But you do, because you’re so smart.” Her attempt at flirting was heavy-handed, but she could sense that it wouldn’t take too much to break down Luke’s resistance. He was already intimidated by the specimen of femininity in front of him; all she had to do was signal that she wanted him as much as he did her.

“No, that’s not…” Luke sighed. “God, I...really, really messed you up, didn’t I? This is all my fault. At least no court could convict me of...this.”

“Oh, Luke, you didn’t mess me up!” Kate smiled. “I said before, I really think I’m better now than before. In fact...I think I should thank you for this.”

“Woah, what?” Luke recoiled, but then paused. “Well...fuck, I’m a bastard for doing this, aren’t I?”

“Like, you don’t need to worry about a thing,” said Kate. “I promise you have my consent.” Stepping towards him, she took his hand. “Just, like, relax and enjoy, right?”

“Fucking Christ,” said Luke. “Just stop talking. You’re so unconvincing that you’re making me feel worse.” Stepping forwards, he pressed his lips onto hers.

Kate’s insides swirled with passion and excitement at the sensation of being kissed. Though there had once been a time when she had been less than excited about romance and boys, and she suspected that that time had been approximately ten minutes before, now she felt like she was fulfilling her God-given purpose in the world. How had she gone so long without finally kissing someone?

But Luke clearly had a little more in mind than that. She felt his hand on her breasts, and then he was squeezing, kneading. The feeling of having someone so turned on by a part of her body...it was both completely novel and extremely addictive. Kate moaned into the kiss, and she felt Luke shudder in return; it was a virtuous cycle of arousal.

Still, while she was more than okay with him copping a feel, surely she would be within her rights to do the same. Tracing a hand down his muscular torso, she soon found his stiffening package, massaging it gently and helping it rise to attention. Never before had she even flirted with a boy, and now she would be going all the way. Funny how life worked out like that, right?

Kate realized that Luke was pulling at her sweater, starting to work it up and over her head; she broke away from the kiss and eagerly helped him along, yanking the garment out of the way and tossing it to the side. She hadn’t worn a bra, since her breasts had been so small, and the sweater so thick, that she’d known she wouldn’t need one, but now things were very different. She took a moment just to admire her new shape, her massive new...well, describing them as breasts wasn’t going to cut it anymore, would it? These were tits.

Better yet, she could tell that Luke was practically as into them as she was. His gaze was fixed on them, and the moment her sweater was completely out of the way, his hands returned to groping at them, sliding her soft skin between his fingers. He was probably in frat-boy heaven right now, wasn’t he?

But Kate was hungry too, and it wasn’t enough that Luke liked her new tits; she needed to see what he looked like under his t-shirt and jeans. Together, they got undressed the rest of the way, tossing clothes left and right in their manic, arousal-fueled quest to reach orgasm. She wasn’t disappointed, though; her lab partner really was a sight to be seen in the nude. Apparently he spent the time he was supposed to spend on research lifting weights or something. Though she would once have been angry about that, she wasn’t anymore; even though that lack of focus made their science project or whatever harder to finish, it also made him a sexy beast, and she was going to need that energy from him when he took her. Not if, when. The new her could still be ambitious, right?

“Fuck, I…” Luke said, hands on Kate’s tits once again, “give me a minute with these, would you? They’re just so fucking hot that I…” He didn’t need to finish the thought; his cock was rock-hard now, and it twitched whenever he got to touch his lover’s mounds of boobflesh. It was kind of cute, honestly.

“Like, I’m all yours,” said Kate, smiling. “Go ahead, babe.”

At that, Luke abandoned all pretense of hesitation and threw himself onto his lover. Soon, his mouth locked onto her right nipple, sucking gently while he kneaded her tits even more eagerly than before. The sensation from his ministrations, from having her body worshipped so fanatically, was hot nearly beyond belief, and she felt pleasure flowing into a kind of battery within her, from which, if all went well, it would be released sooner rather than later. She couldn’t yet imagine how good that would feel, but she had confidence that Luke could bring her there.

Kate was in no rush, though. She relaxed, luxuriating in the feelings of sexiness and desirability that her partner was giving her. Now that she had the power that being beautiful could provide, she wanted to simply savor it. As she sighed contentedly, Luke switched nipples, taking the one on the left into his mouth and massaging her right breast instead. This man knew how to service a woman, that was clear enough.

After another few minutes, Kate was finding it harder and harder to restrain herself. It was great that he was enjoying himself, and she was too – but that hard rod between his legs clearly needed attention, and she wanted to know what it would look like up close, feel like, taste like. “Fuck, babe,” she said, “this is great, but...do you mind if I taste your cock?” A small part of her, the part that wasn’t fully reconciled to her new way of being, recoiled at her brazenness, but she was long past caring about that.

“Mmmh?” Luke looked up, her nipple still in his mouth and a dreamy expression on his face. Quickly, he got back to reality. “Oh...oh fuck, of course! Normally I have to ask the girl, not the other way around.”

“Well,” Kate said, sliding off the table and then getting down onto her knees in front of her lover, “I guess I’m different, huh?”

“Yeah, different, I guess,” said Luke. “I don’t know. This has already been...all the other times I’ve had sex have ended up being pretty awkward, partly because the booze starts to wear off midway through. But this...this is different.”

“Mmm,” said Kate, only half-listening. Instead, she was staring at his cock, which was now pointing directly at her face. Lifting a hand, she gently stroked it, feeling the way the spongy tissue gave just slightly at her touch, the way that rock-hard veins curled through the whole organ. It was unlike anything she’d ever seen, and she found herself acting almost on instinct, leaning towards it and following her finger with her tongue, tracing a line down his thick shaft. The taste was musky, a little bit sweet, and incredibly, incredibly arousing.

With her free hand, she reached up and cupped his balls, rolling them between her fingers. Though she knew from what little she’d read online about blowjobs that the balls were more of a sideshow than a main event, she found them almost more arousing than his cock. They were big, meaty, and, she knew, just full of sperm waiting to be coaxed out. Though of course she’d be focusing on his rod, she didn’t want to neglect his other equipment either.

Taking the head of his penis into her mouth, she swirled her tongue around it, giving herself time to get a feel for it before going any further. He sighed in pleasure, and she knew she had carte blanche to take all the time that she needed; if it felt this good for him, surely he wouldn’t object to her taking a little longer to get him fully ready for whatever came next.

Kate decided that Luke would have to wait. After all, patience was a virtue, right? She began to take more of his cock into her mouth at an utterly glacial pace, less than an inch every ten seconds, slowly massaging his balls at the same time. His breathing quickened, and she could tell that he was growing more aroused and probably more desperate with every passing second. Well, good. Let him.

At last, she reached the base of his shaft, practically kissing his pelvis. Luckily, he wasn’t so long that she had to deepthroat him, which was good because she had no idea how one was supposed to go about that. Instead, she began to gently bob up and down, not fast enough to fully satisfy his desires, but fast enough to give him a little more stimulation than before. After being so patient, he deserved it.

She felt herself getting hot. Having him play with her breasts had been wonderful, but this feeling, of servicing a man, of focusing completely on his pleasure, was something new. Browsing LinkedIn didn’t give her that feeling. Applying to internships didn’t either. No, it was a feeling she’d been missing all her life...and now that she was finally experiencing it, she never wanted to let it go.

Luke’s cock slid in and out of her mouth, to the opening of her throat and back, and each time he seemed just a little bit more desperate to get off. He began thrusting in time with the motions of her mouth, stuffing more and more of himself into her. His rod twitched, and she could tell that he was getting very close indeed to orgasm. In fact, he was probably on the very brink...

So she stopped. Taking her mouth off his cock, she smiled up at him. “Enjoying yourself, big boy?”

“Fuck!” Luke was breathing heavily, and his cock was harder than Kate had thought possible. “Man, why’d you stop?”

“I know men,” said Kate. “If you cum, it’ll be, like, fifteen minutes before you’re ready to go again. I’m not waiting fifteen minutes. Not when you could just take me right now.”

“Good point,” said Luke, going over to his jeans and pulling a condom out of one of his pockets. “How do you want to…”

“I want to get up on one of these, like, lab benches,” said Kate, “and I want you to fuck me while I look you in the eyes. Like, unless you had other ideas.”

“You have a dirty fucking mind,” said Luke, “and I think that that’s a holdover from before. You had some suppressed urges under that career-focused persona, didn’t you?”

“I don’t, like, know what you’re talking about,” said Kate, hopping up on a lab bench and spreading her legs. Really, it was the truth. She’d had more than her fair share of dreams about boys, and though she had never before acted on any of her urges, they had never left her alone. Giving in was incredibly liberating.

“I think you do,” said Luke. “Luckily for you, though, you’re just about to satisfy those urges. Ready?” Placing a hand on each of her thighs, he lined up his cock with the opening of her pussy and touched the head to her vagina. The sensation was electric; Kate was really about to be fucked by a hot guy, really about to have her pussy stretched open for the first time in her life.

“Urges or no urges,” said Kate, wrapping her arms around her lover, “I need your cock inside me. So, like, come on – do me, baby.”

“Mmmm,” said Luke, “when you put it like that...well, fuck, what am I supposed to say?” Thrusting his pelvis forward, he slid the head of his cock into Kate’s pussy. Initially, it was painful for her. She had never been stretched nearly so wide, having used only a single exploratory finger in the past, and her muscles needed a few moments to get used to the much larger object now entering her. She cried out and grabbed on harder, hoping that the stinging would begin to ebb.

Luckily, it soon did. As more of Luke’s tool pushed inside of her, the head, which was the thickest part, stopped being what was stretching her pussy opening, and the slightly thinner shaft slid inside much more easily. Now that her depths were being plumbed, the pain gave way, to be slowly replaced by pleasure. She moaned softly; never before had she felt this way.

Finally, Luke’s pelvis came to a rest against Kate’s. He was fully inside her now, stretching the entire length of her pussy, sending electric pleasure to the battery deep in her core, a battery which was now charging rapidly. She wanted nothing more now than for him to slam into her, to pound the daylights out of her, to take her savagely. “Come on,” she whispered. “Fuck me hard.”

Luke was only too happy to cooperate. Kate might have asked for it, but she still cried out in surprise when he pulled his cock almost all the way out and thrust it back in. The act sent a burst of sensation echoing through her body. As he did it again and again, she realized that this was just what sex felt like, that it really was this good, and that...that she could have it every day, all the time, if only she went out to go find it. She looked into her lover’s eyes and let out a moan; this was real life, but it was better than any dream she’d ever had.

Each thrust of his cock sent electricity arcing to her central battery, charging it a little more each time. She had never reached orgasm before, didn’t know even vaguely what it felt like, but if it was better than sex...well, it was going to be damn good, and she couldn’t wait to experience it. She tried to push back on her lover’s cock, tried to make it go even deeper. She’d been patient long enough; now it was time to feel good.

It seemed like Luke was also getting close. He had been almost there when Kate had stopped sucking him off, so it wouldn’t take much now to make him shoot his load. His breathing was faster than before, and his face was a grimace of concentration and pleasure, each of his thrusts representing the fulfillment of pure, animalistic instinct. It was incredibly hot watching him, and she wondered what his orgasm would feel like for her. Would it be as hot as she imagined?

Kate was about to find out. With a groan, Luke began slamming into her faster than ever, and then she felt his hot cum filling the condom. The sensation was incredibly sexy; he was thrusting wildly, trying to squeeze every drop of pleasure he could out of her, and she was totally subject to his visceral desires. The battery within her was charged now, energy crackling through her whole body, and she clutched her lover’s body, holding him close –

And then she was there. A wave of mind-numbing pleasure exploded through her whole body, electricity shooting through every limb. She moaned, gasped, trembled, completely unable to control her body. In a way, it wasn’t so different from the sensation the machine had given her, just as otherworldly, just as disorientating – it was just that this time it was incredibly pleasurable as well. For several seconds, she was utterly overcome with ecstasy.

Then, slowly, Kate began to come down. Her limbs still buzzed with sensation, but less and less with every passing second, and she panted, trying to catch her breath once more. Luke pulled out of her, finished now with his orgasm, and tossed the condom in the trash. For a few moments, neither said anything, both trying to process what had just happened.

At last, Kate could take the silence no longer. “Fuck, baby, that was, like, so fucking good…”

“Almost good enough that I don’t feel bad about what I did,” said Luke, pulling on his clothes.

“You keep saying that, but, like…” Kate paused. “You don’t have to worry about it. I was, like, so unhappy before. I was so worried about things I couldn’t control. But now, like, I can focus on what really matters, right? Getting dick.” As she got dressed once more, she realized how poorly her clothes fit her new body. Her sweater was okay, though it was now more of a high-waisted look, but her jeans were incredibly hard to get on, and the fact that she didn’t have a bra...it might have been fine before, but certainly not now.

“That’s...one way to think about things, I guess,” said Luke. “Well, hey, we should do this again sometime. You already have my number.”

“Ooh, I do, don’t I?” said Kate. “Well...we should probably, like, get out of here. Who knows if security comes through or something?”

“Good point,” said Luke. “I’ll deal with packing up the machine. You can go...just, like, text me.”

“Sure thing,” said Kate. Turning, she headed out through the lab doors and out of the Science building. Though it was a cool winter day, the sky was beautifully clear. She felt happy enough to break out into song. Sure, things might not have happened like she’d expected...but they had gone very well indeed. And one thing was for sure: This coming year was going to be one to remember.


Anthology Four


Bimbo in Paradise

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

And yet…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

Ashley came to in a panic. “Wh- wha-”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yes, this was a vacation to remember.


The Billionaire’s Bimbo

“You...wait, what?” Brooke stared at the phone, brow furrowed.

“I said,” said Chuck, the latest in her long string of boyfriends, “that I like you, but you look too ugly without makeup. I feel like I’m being catfished. Like in that Instagram picture you posted the other day. Sorry.”

“But...but I was wearing makeup!” protested Brooke. “Just not lipstick! You’re breaking up with me because I didn’t wear lipstick one day?”

“Hey, I don’t know,” said Chuck. “All makeup is the same to me. But, hey, the girl next to you in that same picture – can you get me her number?”

It took Brooke a second to process what her now-ex boyfriend had said. “W-wait...okay, no, fuck you! That’s my best fucking friend! If you’re going to act like an asshole, don’t expect me to hang around!”

She could just see Chuck shrugging on the other end of the line. He did it a lot, usually when he knew he was wrong. “I just don’t see why I always have to be the bad guy in these situations.”

“Because- because-” Brooke let out a scream of frustration. “I’m not going to take your shit anymore. Don’t call me!” Exhaling, she hit the hang-up button just as Chuck began to plead with her to stay. There went another relationship. While the man she’d chosen had turned out not to be a catch, it was always depressing to see her emotional investment go swirling down the toilet.

Someone knocked at one of the doors of the reception area, and Brooke jumped. It was probably Mr. Hardwick, her boss, and he was probably wondering why she was shouting at someone on the phone for the second time that month. Hurriedly, she straightened up and tried to look composed as he edged the door open. “Brooke?” he asked. “Were you on a personal call?”

“Yes, I was, I’m sorry,” Brooke sighed. “I know that’s against the policy we agreed to, but my – well, now he’s my ex-boyfriend, I guess – but he just called me. He doesn’t have a job, and he tends to forget I do, and that he can’t call me at work. But that’s all in the past now!”

Mr. Hardwick frowned, then stepped out of his office and closed the door. He was tall and muscular, the youngest person ever to be president of Rawlings Venture Capital, and, in Brooke’s privately-held opinion, the hottest as well. As his personal assistant, she had some idea of how much he was worth; the man was one of the top investors in New York, after all. In the billions, probably. That just made him that much more intimidating to her. “Listen, Brooke,” he said. “I get it. But you can’t be taking personal calls at work. I don’t have any other complaints about you – in fact, you’ve been great – but this will factor into your performance review.”

“I...understand,” said Brooke. Taking the call hadn’t been a good decision. Dating Chuck hadn’t been a good decision. She never made good decisions. “I’ll get back to work now.”

“You know, I’ve been in your position,” said Mr. Hardwick. “I’ve had relationships like that. They make life harder, don’t they? Start to creep into everything else you do?”

“Y-yeah,” said Brooke. It was nerve-wracking to be having this personal of a conversation with her boss. Didn’t he get that?

“Well, I don’t know if you’re interested,” he said, “but I have something that might help you feel better. It’s a kind of...audio tape, made by a company from Europe and further developed in Costa Rica. I haven’t used it – it’s specifically meant for women – but I’ve heard great things about it. Actually, one of Rawlings’ companies is working on a deal to distribute it in the United States.”

“Like...a motivational thing?” She was skeptical, but didn’t want to let that show.

“Yes, except it works.” Mr. Hardwick smiled. “I’ll email you the file tonight. It’s two hours long, and you just listen to it before going to bed.”

“Okay, sounds good!” Brooke smiled back, trying to impress him with her go-getter attitude without actually expressing enthusiasm about his weird tape thing. She might give it a listen...but only because he had asked her, not because she thought it would really work. Mr. Hardwick left, and she looked back at her computer and sighed. Time to answer a few hundred emails. And to get used to being single again.

* * *

That night, Brooke was cleaning up from dinner (pesto pasta, again) when her phone buzzed; it was Mr. Hardwick, sending her the file. Sighing, she downloaded it. That afternoon, she had mentally resolved to give it a try. Sure, maybe it was going to be useless, but that didn’t mean it wouldn’t be relaxing to just lay back and focus her energy on something other than worrying about bills or her job or being forever alone.

After she finished the dishes, she took a quick shower and did her skincare before heading to the couch. Plugging in her earbuds (the nice ones), she got comfortable and then hit the play button on the file. Here goes nothing, she thought.

But all she heard was a bunch of static. What was this? There was no relaxing music, no motivational speaker, no nothing. Usually, these tapes had some content so that you could think that they were working -

Before she could finish that thought, though, she had lost all consciousness.

* * *

Brooke awoke to the sound of...nothing. The file had stopped playing. Checking her phone, she found that all two hours and five minutes of audio had somehow gone by without her noticing. She had absolutely no memory of the time she’d spent listening to the tape. Crazy.

Oddly, though, she found that she just couldn’t feel bothered about that. There was just...no way she could work up a sweat over a silly little thing like missing two hours. Who cared?

In fact, the little voice inside of her, the narration of her consciousness, was suddenly much quieter. It was usually what reminded her about her worries, nagged her about responsibilities, disparaged the decisions she made...but now it was almost gone. Her mind was suddenly an oasis of calm. The file had worked, and it had worked well! Brooke was grateful to Mr. Hardwick for sending it to her. That was one of the perks of having a billionaire boss – he had been able to get that from his contacts!

But now she was really, really sleepy. Strange. Oh, well; getting up from the couch, Brooke brushed her teeth and headed off to bed. Sometimes, she was wracked by anxiety-induced nightmares, but tonight was going to be different. Nothing could disturb her mind’s new tranquility.

* * *

Indeed, there were no nightmares that night, but there were certainly dreams, and one in particular that left an impression on Brooke. She was floating in a sea of pink liquid, underwater and yet mysteriously still able to breathe. There was no end in any direction, no matter how much she squinted; the expanse was infinitely wide and infinitely deep.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy it, though. She turned flips, paddled around, smiled...it was so nice to be away from her stressful life, just afloat by herself in this beautiful pink sea. She felt lighter than air; her head, especially, was as empty as a balloon. And that was a wonderful feeling.

But then Brooke noticed a shape coming towards her. She watched as it grew in her field of vision, as it got steadily larger and larger. When it turned towards her, she realized that it was a man, that it was...Mr. Hardwick! “Hi, Mr. Hardwick!” she tried to shout, but the pink liquid filled her mouth and all that came out was a gurgle. Oh well.

Just then, she realized that she was naked. Even in her new state of not-caring-about-things...this was bad, right? For her boss to see her naked? She tried desperately to cover herself up, clamping a hand onto her crotch and another over her breasts, but it was futile; her breasts were suddenly growing, faster and faster, until she couldn’t reach around them at all anymore. How embarrassing.

When she looked over at Mr. Hardwick, though, she realized that he was naked too, and that he was smiling, smiling at the silliness of the situation, but not laughing at her. The sight was strangely erotic, and even more so when he reached out a hand, when his fingers were about to sink into her newly-expanded breasts –

Brooke awoke with a gasp. Groggily, she realized that her alarm was going off. Come on, it was just getting to the good part! Oh, well. There was nothing for it. She just had to get up and –

But when she went to stand up, she nearly pitched forward. The balance of her body was completely different. Gone was the belly fat she’d had, redistributed into her newly-expanded ass and, most of all, her large, wobbling breasts. They were several cup sizes bigger than when she’d gone to sleep.

And...and she loved it. There was a time – maybe it had been the day before – when Brooke would have panicked to see such massive changes. But she just couldn’t care about that anymore. Whatever worries she’d had, whatever cares, disappeared as she hefted her new jugs. They were beautiful, really beautiful, and there was just no reason to question why she had them all of a sudden.

Same went for her ass. Giving it a slap, she shrugged off her pajamas and got into her workout gear. Time to start the day right. After all, she had to be in a good mood for when she saw Mr. Hardwick...

At last, an hour and a half later, Brooke climbed the stairs out of the subway and stepped out onto Wall Street. The Rawlings Building was just a few minutes away, and she knew she was going to enjoy the walk. She had had a good time on the subway, too! With her new tits, a bra had been out of the question – she’d have to go get a new one sized – but the rest of her office clothes did fit, barely. Still, stretched over her brand-new curves, and paired with the black high heels that she’d rarely worn before, the outfit was somewhere between the professional and the erotic. She’d gotten more stares on the subway in forty-five minutes than she had in four and a half years. While the old Brooke would have shied away from the attention, the new Brooke drank it in. Why not?

Just then, she ran into Mr. Hardwick! He was stepping out of a limo that had stopped at the curb. Noticing her, he smiled and waved, a favor she returned. “Hi, Brooke. Just had the driver drop me off here. With the traffic today, it seems like it’ll be faster to walk.”

“Y-yeah!” said Brooke. A strange nervousness crept over her; it wasn’t that that old voice in her head had come back to remind her of something to worry about, but more that she was...just afraid that something might not go right. A vague sense of suspense, or tension. Well, whatever. Just play it cool. As cool as the new Brooke could play it.

“Nice shoes, by the way,” said Mr. Hardwick. She glowed with happiness at the compliment. “I take it you listened to the tape?”

“Oh, how’d you know that?” asked Brooke. “I didn’t tell you yet!”

He waved a hand. “Oh, it’s just those stock market senses. I have a special intuition; it’s how I got to where I am today.” But his gaze, which had repeatedly strayed over her new rack, hinted that he had some more concrete evidence as well. She didn’t mind, though; she was seeing her boss through new eyes now, and the vague workplace crush she’d had on him before had turned into open lust. That meant that any attention from him was good attention!

Together, the two walked the several minutes to the Rawlings Building, then took the elevator up to the Executive Suite. Brooke realized that, barring the cleaners, a few assistants who came in once and a while, and the company brass when there was a meeting, she was really the only person who was consistently in there with Mr. Hardwick. She’d never thought about that before, but today, well, she was planning to take advantage of it.

“Mr. Hardwick?” she asked as they headed into the suite’s reception area. “Can I...talk to you about something in your office?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Hardwick, looking pleased and perhaps not as surprised as Brooke would have expected. “What did you have on your mind?”

“Well,” said Brooke, “it’s just that I haven’t, like, thanked you properly yet for getting me started with that tape. It really gave me a new lease on life!”

“Did it?” Mr. Hardwick ushered her into the office, an impressive, darkly-furnished space dominated by a desk big enough to play ping-pong on. When she was inside, he shut the door. Now they could both be confident of privacy. “Tell me more.”

“Like, I can’t really explain how,” said Brooke, “but I just feel really good, you know? I can’t even worry about anything anymore!” Despite her nervousness, she was doing her best to forge ahead. Mr. Hardwick wouldn’t be seduced that easily. Wait, where had that thought come from?

“Great to hear, great to hear,” he said. “Well, if that’s everything, I…”

“No!” said Brooke. “No, there was something else. I…needed to...thank you. Like, really thank you.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Hardwick, a wicked smile creeping over his face. “I believe I know what you had in mind...but please allow me to make a suggestion. I spend my life on top, as you know. On top of the company, on top of my friends, everything. I’d like to change things up. So would you mind sitting on the desk...pet?”

“Oh, Mr. Hardwick,” breathed Brooke. She was so turned on already, and he hadn’t even touched her. Obediently, she climbed up onto the desk and faced him, legs spread.

“Good girl,” he said. “There’s a skill I’ve been practicing recently. Do let me know if I’m any good at it.” Tossing his jacket and tie to the side, he approached her while unbuttoning his expensive shirt as well. That soon followed, and then his chiseled muscles were right there in front of her; she felt her heart miss a beat. No guy she’d dated had ever been like this.

While she swooned, Mr. Hardwick kneeled down in front of her, face just inches from her crotch. Looking her in the eye, he pulled her panties down to her ankles and had her kick them off. Then, smiling widely, he leaned closer, not even bothering to remove her skirt as well; he was clearly as excited as she was.

He placed a hand on each of her thighs, a gesture of intimacy that turned Brooke on almost more than anything else he’d done, before slowly, languorously leaning down towards her snatch. He paused for a moment, allowing her time to fall into a frenzy of anticipation, before extending his tongue and swiping a line across her pussy opening. Normally, such a gesture wouldn’t have done much for her – one of her forgettable exes had also liked to eat pussy, although, strangely, she couldn’t remember his name or anything else about him at the moment – but Mr. Hardwick was so hot, so in control, that his tongue sent an electric shock through her.

It got better, too. Slowly, he ramped up his efforts, tracing a circle around her opening, teasing her clit with the briefest of kisses, zigzagging his tongue across her snatch. She found herself getting hot, a fiery, passionate heat that emanated from somewhere deep within her. “Oh fuck, Mr. Hardwick,” she moaned. “Fuck, give me more.”

“As you wish,” he said, smiling up at her. For a moment, neither moved, and then his tongue suddenly plunged deep into her pussy. She cried out; the sensation was, again, much stronger than she had anticipated, and she felt the stirrings of an orgasm beginning to build within her. It was still far off, of course, but the fact that he had brought her this far already – it was impressive.

As he continued to work his tongue into her, she realized that it wouldn’t be enough. Not that it wasn’t amazing and wonderful, or that she necessarily wanted the feeling to stop; it was more that she just...needed to take things further. “Th-this is, like, really great, Mr. Hardwick, but...I need more. I need,” she gasped as his tongue did something particularly skilful, “I need you inside of me.”

He raised his head and looked up at her with a smile. “Just what I was thinking, but while I’m slipping on a condom, would you mind taking off that shirt of yours? I need to get my hands on those tits.”

Brooke blushed. “Of course.” By the time she’d unbuttoned her shirt and tossed it onto the floor, Mr. Hardwick had produced a condom from somewhere and slipped it on. 

Looking her in the eyes, he placed a hand on each of her fat breasts and positioned his cock in front of her vagina. “Are you ready for this? To be completely honest, I’ve been waiting to get at you for a long time. You’re just...when you walked through the door for the first time, I knew I had to have you.”

“Oh, Mr. Hardwick,” Brooke said, “that’s so romantic!” A brighter blush spread over her face.

“It’s not romance,” said Mr. Hardwick. “This is fate I’m talking about here. It didn’t have anything to do with us in particular. We were meant to spend this morning in each other’s arms, and there’s nothing you or I could have done about it. Not that I would have wanted to.” He smiled, then pushed his hips forward, guiding his cock up into her pussy.

The sensation was indescribable. Brooke had had a lot of bad sex over the years, but this was so completely different that she was hesitant to even use the same word to describe it. It was passionate, raw, and she threw herself into it with abandon, letting out a long moan as he pushed himself further inside of her.

Once he was all the way in – his cock was the perfect size, stretching Brooke’s pussy without giving her any pain – he began to pull out again, building up to a steady thrusting rhythm. Each time his shaft buried itself inside of her, she gasped, pleasure arcing out through her body. He was able to hit that perfect spot that no one had been able to hit before, that no one, as far as she was aware, had really even tried to hit before. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him closer as he mauled her tits with his hands; she needed to experience him as intimately as humanly possible.

The pleasure was beginning to build up, mainly from her vagina but also from her nipples, which Mr. Hardwick made sure to give a hard tweak every now and then. Her orgasm wasn’t as far away now as it had been, and she thrust her hips forward against Mr. Hardwick’s, trying desperately to extract every drop of pleasure out of each and every motion. It was almost too much.

Brooke’s lover was clearly getting close to orgasm as well. He wasn’t quite as cool and collected as he had been before, and his breathing was harder than ever, but he thrust into her with grim determination. She loved the sight, loved watching a man lose his senses and fall into wild abandon because of her. When had that happened before? She couldn’t follow that train of thought, though; suddenly, the pleasure within her seemed to be much greater than before, and it was building much faster, and…

And then she was there. Her mind went completely blank, unable even to begin to form a thought, and pleasure erupted within her. Her limbs trembled, her core shook, and she gasped, panted, moaned, screamed; nothing was sufficient to express the way she felt. Everything was pleasure, everything was joy, everything was sex, hot and nasty, and she loved it, loved it more than she had loved anything in her life.

Eventually, though, the sensations began to drain away, and she slowly returned to reality. Mr. Hardwick was still thrusting away inside of her, but he was slowing down, and she could tell that he had blown his load; it must have happened just after she’d reached her own orgasm. Together, they came down, recovering their senses and their breath.

There was really nothing to say after such an encounter, though. As they got cleaned up using the tissues on Mr. Hardwick’s desk, they stole glances at each other, but neither could put into words what had just happened. At last, Brooke made a game attempt. “Like, that was...amazing.”

Mr. Hardwick smiled. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I have to admit, that was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time as well. I’ll have to pass my compliments back to the Costa Rica people.”

“The Costa Rica people?” asked Brooke.

“The ones who made the tape,” he explained. “It left you feeling better...and you can’t have good sex if you’re not at your best mentally.”

“That’s, like, true,” said Brooke. She watched him as he began to get dressed. There was more to the story here, more that he wasn’t telling her...but did that really matter? As long as she got to fuck him, everything was fine by her, and she did, so it was. She didn’t want to worry anymore, and, thanks to the tape, she didn’t have to.

Hopping down off the desk, she put on her own shirt and began to button it up. Whatever else had happened that week, she’d bedded a new man, potentially earned herself a raise, and completely changed her outlook on the world. Not bad for less than twenty-four hours’ work.


Valentine’s Day Bimbo

Jessica wasn’t happy. It wasn’t that she lacked anything in particular – with her middle-class salary, she could pay her bills and still save a little every month – or that there was something in her life bringing her down. It was just that she was a little bit lonely. She had friends, had family, had several people who would have picked up the phone if she’d called asking for help, but she was getting to the time in her life when she needed a little more. Stability. Commitment. Sex. Romance was what she lacked, what she needed most.

But, some days, she wondered whether it would ever happen to her. She had tried many times to find a spark. She’d gone on at least a dozen Tinder dates and even a few with men she’d met in real life. She had accounts on five or six dating sites. Sometimes, she even went to the beach or the club on weekends, places where she knew young men would hang out, but it just never led to anything.

At this point, she knew that the common denominator for these experiences was her. Of course, some of the men had been real slobs or jerks, and she wouldn’t have wanted to go on a second date with them anyway. But even they had told her they weren’t interested. And several times when a man had seemed into her, she’d become so consumed by her own worries and fears about driving him away that she’d ended up ghosting him out of sheer stress. Really, she couldn’t help it; the less luck she had in the dating world, the more hopeless it seemed to her, and the more hopeless she got, the less luck she had. How was she supposed to break out of that?

One winter, Jessica had been having a particularly unlucky streak. She’d been on at least a dozen unsuccessful dates over the course of several months, and now, on the night before Valentine’s Day, she was wondering whether to give up, take a break from dating for a while. But she knew she wanted a relationship, so that meant being lonely for that much longer. What a choice.

As she sat on the couch in her small apartment, flipping through romcoms on Netflix, she felt her phone buzz. It was an email from one of the many love-guru services she’d signed up for over the years, advertising a special “Valentine’s Day Offer.” Sighing, she opened it up, only to find a promotion for what appeared to be pure bullshit. The “Offer” was for a tape that, it was claimed, would give female listeners “intrinsic motivation to find love” and help them “overcome their inhibitions.” All in two hours, no less! It was just too good to be true.

Then again...it was fifteen dollars. Yes, that was fifteen dollars she’d never get back, but she just wanted to believe that she was capable of love, that she was capable of having a successful relationship, and if something really could make her believe that, then her relationship problems would all be solved. And, really, wasn’t that worth more than what she earned in half an hour of work? Sighing, she pulled out her credit card and headed to the website. Maybe this disappointment would finally teach her to be more careful with her money.

The file took a while to download – unsurprising, if it was two hours long – but, when it finished, Jessica grabbed some earbuds and lay down on the bed. The website had emphasized the importance of getting comfortable, and if she was going to waste her money, she was going to waste it correctly, goddammit. Once she was ready, she hit the play button and waited for the hypnosis loop or whatever to begin.

But nothing of the sort happened. Instead, a strange staticky buzz started to filter out of the earbuds. Concerned, Jessica checked her phone. Was it broken? It had never done this before, but –

Before she could finish that thought, her mind had gone completely blank.

* * *

Jessica came to over the course of about ten minutes. At first, she almost felt like she was paralyzed, unable to move or think but somehow conscious as static continued to play on the earbuds. Slowly, though, her brain functions returned in order of complexity; soon, she was able to groan and shift in bed, then to look around the room, and then, finally, to form thoughts. One of those thoughts was about how much time had passed. It was much darker outside than when she’d started the tape. Of course, February wasn’t the brightest month, but when she’d hit “play” at about 6:30, there had still been a faint post-sunset glow from the window. Now it was pitch black. Checking her phone, the battery of which had nearly died, she found that it was 8:30. The whole tape had played, and she’d been unconscious for almost the whole thing. How was that possible?

As she thought about it, though, she realized that she really didn’t care. It just...didn’t matter that much whether or not she was able to remember the past two hours. In fact, all of a sudden, nothing really mattered that much.

The realization that something big had changed in Jessica’s brain would normally have panicked her, but not this time. Actually, thinking more objectively, maybe it was better not to panic about little things, like memory and brain function. It would certainly make life easier for her, wouldn’t it?

She also noticed that she was incredibly, inexplicably tired, so tired that she could have just rolled over and gone to sleep...if she hadn’t also been incredibly, inexplicably hungry. As it was, she hauled herself out of bed and demolished the leftover pizza she’d been saving in the fridge. She had already had dinner, but who cared? Maybe it hadn’t been enough food.

After that, though, the combination of her strange fatigue and her usual post-meal sleepiness made it almost impossible to keep her eyes open, even standing up. She brushed her teeth, but then there was nothing for it; tossing her clothes onto the floor, she fell into bed.

* * *

The night brought no dreams, but when Jessica awoke, she noticed two things. The first was that it was 9:30 AM, meaning that she’d slept for over twelve hours. Normally, this realization would have panicked her, but this time...it didn’t. It was Saturday. She could sleep until noon if she wanted to. Why worry about a few extra hours?

The second thing was that she was really, really horny. Her body practically buzzed with arousal. She thought of the dildo in her nightstand, but...she had a sudden craving for the real thing, a craving that didn’t seem too unrealistic all of a sudden. Sure, she’d had bad luck in the past, but now that her worries all seemed to be gone, and since her hangups and many of her inhibitions had probably gone with them, everything that had held her back in the past no longer applied. She’d just try again, this time with a new mindset.

Or was it really a new mindset? Actually, a lot of the time it felt like her mind was just...gone. She got up and began to go through her morning routine, but as she did a few of the steps – taking a shower, making breakfast – she realized that she wasn’t really thinking anything at all. Her worries were gone, but so had the thing that had reminded her about them, that little voice in her head that kept a running commentary on everything she did. She was now missing the narration of her consciousness. The thought didn’t worry her, though. In fact, the new peace and quiet was something that she’d been missing for a long time. Really, her fifteen dollars couldn’t have been better spent.

As she went about her day, arousal continued to course through her. As she researched the city’s best nightclubs, her free hand wandered into her panties; as she made lunch to a soundtrack of Top 40 pop, she found herself dancing sensually in front of the stove; as she did her makeup in preparation for going out, she found herself putting on more than she usually would have, just because it let her imagine some guy lusting over her. She wanted to be the kind of woman a guy would lust over, and by God, she would go out tonight and prove that she was.

That was helped by the changes to her body. It was far harder to get into her typical clubbing dress than usual; her hips were broader, her ass had expanded, and her tits were much larger. So that was where the pizza had gone. Before, she had had an unremarkable figure, not undesirable but hardly eye-catching. Now, though, she had gained new curves almost everywhere. And she loved it! Why worry about where her body had come from, why it had suddenly changed? It was super hot now, and that was what mattered.

That did create a problem, though. As she strained to pull the dress up over her new tits, she heard a ripping noise; one of the seams had given out. Darn. What could she do now? Suddenly, she had a brainwave. Her mind was foggier than she remembered it being (not that she remembered much of anything), so ideas were now few and far between, but this was a good one. Running back to the closet, she pulled out a dress she’d ordered online while drunk. It hadn’t been flattering on her old body, too big and baggy, but when she slipped it on this time, it fit like a glove. Drunk Jessica had also been in a flirtatious mood, so the dress was quite a bit shorter than usual, but, hey, that was what guys liked, right?

After slipping on her highest pair of heels, Jessica was ready to head out the door. She called an Uber, under no illusions as to whether she’d be drinking that night, and headed to one of the city’s hottest clubs.

Usually, Jessica was too shy to do well in a nightclub situation. It wasn’t that she was incredibly introverted, just that she wasn’t one of the loud, drunken reveler types who cranked the volume up to 11 and grinded on each other all night long. Tonight, though...tonight would be different. It wasn’t that she really liked the loud music that came thumping through the nightclub’s doors as she pulled them open, or that she particularly savored the perfectly average Cosmo she had at the bar. No, the reason she felt like a kid in a candy store was that the club was full of men. Men! Oh, they weren’t all great, she knew, but...they all had an essential ingredient for the best night ever, and it was something Jessica wanted to get her hands on. 

Stepping out onto the dance floor, she swayed her way through the crush of people, trying to find a likely prospect. She winked, flirted, smiled, even grinded on a guy briefly, all things she would never have dreamed of doing before, and when she got tired, she went and got another drink, trying to get properly buzzed, to lose the last of her inhibitions.

At last, she found what she was looking for. A large, muscular man loomed at the edge of the room, ID badge clipped to his shirt. There was something about a guy in uniform...okay, maybe he was an employee, maybe he was on the clock, but that just meant he was a challenge. She stumbled over to him. “H-hey, cutie!”

“Uh…” he said. “Sorry, I’m actually working right now.”

“Oh, come on,” said Jessica, pouting. “Don’t you wanna, like, have a good time with me? I promise you won’t regret it!”

“I...think you’re drunk,” he said. “You should maybe go home and take a cold shower.”

Things were desperate. Jessica needed this man, and now he was turning her down. She had to bring out the big guns. “But...are you sure you don’t, like, want a piece of this?” Pulling her dress down, she flashed him her tits. She heard gasps from people around them, but she didn’t care; whatever sense of shame she’d once had had disappeared overnight.

It was dark, but she thought she saw him blush. “I...really, really can’t. Sorry.”

“Oh, come on,” she said, placing a gentle hand on his chest. “I just want to have a little fun. We don’t even have to leave here. We can just find a quiet corner.”

“You’re insane,” he said. “You’re absolutely insane. But...I guess it’s just about break time. Don’t breathe a word of this to anyone.”

“Don’t worry!” said Jessica, grinning from ear to ear. “I won’t!”

“All right, great,” he said. “Follow me.” Together, they headed through the crowd of people and into the back hallway, where the bathrooms were. Pulling out a set of keys, he unlocked an unobtrusive door. Inside was a room with a wraparound bench and a table in the middle. “I’m not supposed to let you in here, because it’s for events,” he said, “but then I’d be fired for this anyway.” Once Jessica had come inside, he shut and locked the door behind them.

“Oh, come on, don’t worry so much,” she said. “I used to worry a lot, but it didn’t, like, make my life any better.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said. “I’m Zach, by the way. But forget that after we’re done here.”

“I’m Jessica!” said Jessica. “But, like, you talk too much.” Before part of her brain even realized what was happening, she found herself leaning in and locking her lips onto his. He stiffened in surprise, but then relaxed, no doubt feeling some of the same feelings as her, feelings of safety, warmth, and, above all, overwhelming arousal.

Actually, she couldn’t be sure about that last part. No doubt he was turned on, but there was no way he was as turned on as she was. Her body was practically aflame with lust, her nerves humming with sexual desire. Never before had she been this desperate for a big cock, and she was going to get one, too. Sighing, she relaxed into the kiss.

It was Zach who made the first move, roughly groping her full, round breasts. He clearly didn’t think much of her – to him, she was just some dumb slut attracted to a uniform. The old Jessica would have shrunken away at that knowledge, mortified by the thought that someone regarded her as trashy or easy, but the new Jessica didn’t care. In fact, it turned her on more than she’d ever thought possible.

“Fuck, baby,” she moaned, breaking off the kiss. “Use me like a trashy slut. Use my over-inflated body however you want.”

“Shit,” said Zach, “that’s all you had to say.” Grabbing her dress, he yanked it down, pushing it over her hips and down her legs, exposing her in one swift motion. She hadn’t worn panties or a bra, and now she felt his judging eye sweep her naked body, appraising her full curves, her big tits and wobbling ass. His cock visibly stiffened in his pants, and she knew it was time to make her move.

“Zach, baby?” she asked. “Want me to, like, suck your cock?”

“Fuck, I...I mean, if you’re offering, yeah,” he said, seemingly still disoriented by the sight of her body. That was all she needed. Dropping to her knees, she unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down, letting his bulge, now restrained only by underwear, pop out. Then she slid his boxers down as well, watching his throbbing shaft burst free and point directly at her.

The sight was so erotic that Jessica felt herself moved by an unseen force. Almost in a dream, she watched her hand reach out and begin to tease her lover’s cock, stroking it gently. She bit her finger, thinking about what to do. On the one hand, she really wanted his tasty cock. On the other hand, maybe it was better to take things slow?

...Nah. The old Jessica had worried a lot about sex, about what she should be doing and whether it was feeling good for her partner. The new Jessica wanted Zach to feel good, but also knew what she wanted. She would give this guy the blowjob of his life and not sweat the small stuff. And, right now, she just wanted to attack his rod.

Leaning forward, she wasted no time in sliding almost his entire shaft into her mouth. The flavor of his musk drove her wild, and the feeling of him filling her mouth left her more aroused than ever before. She began to bob up and down, taking as much of him as she could.

At the same time, though, she did have two free hands. With one, she reached up and began to massage his balls, giving him a new dimension of pleasure. With the other, she began to tease her clit, rubbing it tenderly. She wasn’t going to reach her own orgasm by just sucking him off, and orgasms were pretty much what life was all about, right? Right.

Slowly, she began to speed up, letting him slide further and further into her mouth, working her own clit harder and harder. This was just so fucking hot! Sucking off a security guard in the back of a nightclub – it didn’t get any better than this! She moaned around his cock, causing him to stiffen further. He was putty in her hands.

“Fucking...fucking shit,” he moaned, “how are you doing this?” Unable to say anything in response, she only gave him a wink before working his cock deeper into her mouth than it had ever been before. But...there was still another inch or so of shaft to go. She knew Zach would never expect her to try; he was having a great time regardless. But she wanted to prove that she could to herself. Holding a swallow, she pushed her head forward further and let his shaft slide down her throat.

He moaned again, grabbing the back of her head, and she knew that she’d done it, that she’d given him a night to remember, even if he hadn’t quite blown his load. She was well on the way to orgasm as well. Usually, fingering alone took a long time to bring her that far, but tonight...maybe her new body was just way more sensitive, but the pleasure was building much more quickly. She felt a ball of heat building within her, each movement of her fingers sending a new wave of pleasure echoing through every corner of her being.

She felt herself running out of air and pulled her head up off her lover’s cock, beginning to pump him into her mouth more aggressively than ever before. Within a minute or two, it got to be too much for him. “Oh shit,” he cried, “oh fuck, I’m gonna...you’re gonna make me…” and then he was there, blasting thick ropes of cum down her throat. Old Jessica would have panicked, wondering what she was supposed to do, but New Jessica was much more practical. There was no time to waste, right? She gulped down his jizz and kept pumping, bringing him down from his high as gently as possible.

Just then, she felt her own pleasure reach a breaking point. She’d never before achieved orgasm so quickly, but she wasn’t about to question where this blessing had come from; instead, she worked her finger onto her clit in just that special way that drove her absolutely insane, giving her just enough pleasure that...that…

Before Jessica realized what was happening, she was already over the edge. She felt her body erupt with pleasure, pleasure more intense and all-consuming than any she had experienced before. She moaned and gasped around Zach’s cock, eyes crossing; a titanic wave of ecstasy wiped out every thought, all consciousness in her mind, for one, two, three, four, five seconds. This was...beautiful.

And then, breathing heavily, she began to come down. With a wet sucking noise, she pulled her mouth off of Zach’s cock and smiled up at him. “Still regret agreeing to this, baby?”

“My boss might make me regret it,” he said, smiling ruefully, “but, well, I can’t say that I wouldn’t do it again. I have to get back to work, but, hey, come around here again sometime.” He pulled a $20 bill out of his pocket, slipped it between her tits, and left the room.

Jessica stared at the money, trying to process what had just happened. He had paid for sex. Was she...a whore? And a blowjob for $20? That made her a cheap whore.

Oh well. Sex worker or no, she had enjoyed the experience more than anything she’d done in years. And she would happily do it again. Why stay on at her gray, depressing business job? This was something she could do full-time! Move to Nevada, maybe, or start an OnlyFans, or, or...the possibilities were dizzying.

One thing was for sure, though, she thought as she got up and slid on her dress. Sex was no longer an embarrassing, awkward thing that she did because she thought she had to. Now it was the overriding purpose of her entire life. And that could only be a good thing. Romance? Well, maybe that could happen too. But sucking cock and getting stuffed – it was indescribably amazing. And, at last, she was no longer lonely on Valentine’s Day.


Bimbo in Paris

“Austin, babe, I don’t think that you can get over there,” said Rachel, gesturing to the Arc de Triomphe, and to the massive roundabout filled with speeding cars that separated them from it. “There’s an underground passageway, but it’s closed because of flooding.”

“God damn,” said Austin, “why didn’t you tell me? I told Brian I’d get a picture under it!” One of the things that irritated Rachel the most about her husband was the way he wouldn’t lift a finger to figure anything out on his own, but would then expect her to tell him everything he needed to know.

“You...could have looked yourself. I gave you the guidebook. I’m sure Brian will understand if you tell him about the roundabout.” Rachel cringed, knowing that this simple truth would irritate him more than anything else.

Austin sighed, but thankfully didn’t lose his cool. That was amazing; chilly winter days usually left him crankier than normal, and Paris in January was colder than they were used to back home in Texas. “Jesus. Well, can you take a picture of me here? At least I’ll have that.”

“Sure,” said Rachel, happy that there was a peaceful resolution at hand. Austin struck an awkward pose-that-wasn’t-a-pose as Rachel took his phone, pointed it at him, and then...wait, if she just used a longer exposure, or...oh, but what if she adjusted the saturation…

Several minutes later, Austin was still standing there. “Um, Rach, can you...take the picture?”

“I’m almost ready!” said Rachel, fiddling with the contrast settings. She couldn’t help it; if something was worth doing, it was obviously worth doing exactly right.

“This is what gets me,” said Austin. “You complain that I don’t do shit, but then when I do, you always say it’s not good enough! And when you do the same shit on your own, I see why! You’re such a perfectionist.”

“Okay, you know what? Fine!” Raising the phone, Rachel snapped a picture with the settings she’d chosen and then threw it back to Austin. “Maybe you don’t care about anything, but I do!”

“I care!” said Austin, catching his phone and shoving it into his pocket. “I just don’t care so fucking much that I don’t let anybody touch my precious babies!”

“No, you don’t care!” said Rachel. “You don’t care about the trip. I organized it! You only cared about this one stupid picture for your work buddy who I don’t even know. And you know what else you don’t care about? Our relationship!”

“What?” Austin glared at her. “Okay, maybe I forgot our half-anniversary, but I remember all the real ones! You care so much about these details and dates and times, but I don’t know if you’ve ever made a spontaneous romantic gesture!”

“Well, here’s a time I don’t care about,” said Rachel. “Seven-thirty tonight! That’s our dinner reservation, and you’re going alone, you asshole! I’ll just have pizza or something!”

“Fucking fine,” said Austin. “Do whatever you want. It’s the fucking same to me. See you later!” Turning, he stormed off. Rachel had no idea where he thought he was going – she was the one who knew where everything was, including the hotel – but, more importantly, she had no idea where their marriage was going either. The point of the trip had been as a sort of “second honeymoon” to repair their strained relationship, but now here they were, having the same fights in France as they had been having in Fort Worth.

Oh well. Having an unexpected afternoon to herself wouldn’t be the worst. Since Austin didn’t speak any French (she was the interpreter as well as the planner and the navigator), he would probably take a long time to figure out how to get back to the hotel, which meant that she could enjoy a few hours there in peace. Maybe get a coffee first or something.

* * *

Back at the hotel room, Rachel was in the middle of watching a French soap opera – she didn’t understand almost anything that they were saying, but seeing drama other than her own was calming – when she got a text from Lucy, one of her best friends. How’s it going?

Not great, she responded. Kind of the same problems here as at home.

I’m sorry to hear that, said Lucy. If you want, I have something that might help.

Hit me with it, said Rachel.

Okay, said Lucy. I’m emailing you a file. It’s a two-hour motivational tape kind of thing that really helps with relationship troubles. I haven’t tried it myself, but my cousin’s best friend’s sister did, and it worked like a charm!

Great, said Rachel. I’ll give it a shot. Privately, she was skeptical. Lucy always had these ideas. Still, when she got the email a few minutes later, she resolved to try the file. Maybe it would work...this time. Putting in some earbuds, she settled down on the uncomfortable hotel couch and hit Play.

* * *


When Rachel came to, she felt...different. Actually, she almost didn’t feel anything at all. Other than a vague happy buzz, her brain was utterly silent. Usually, it was hyperactive, planning out the next few minutes, the next hour, the next several days, doing everything all at once. It was kind of nice to just have some peace and quiet for once.

But...but wait! She coaxed her silent brain into action, trying to figure out what had happened. When had she lost consciousness? How long had she been out? Checking her phone, she saw that it was almost six p.m.; that was over two hours since she’d returned to the hotel. That meant that she’d been out for the whole length of the tape. And that it had made her feel strange when she had come back to the waking world.

Oh well. Honestly, it didn’t really matter. Nothing really mattered. Rachel’s newly-chilled-out brain just couldn’t focus on anything that wasn’t completely positive and happy. Happy things, like...well, she was in Paris with her husband! That was amazing! They’d been saving for this trip for so long, and now they were finally doing it! Vaguely, she remembered some kind of problem or issue that had happened earlier in the day. Well, who cared? Little things like that shouldn’t get in the way of an amazing vacation.

Just then, it hit her: The dinner reservation! It was at a little bistro she’d read a lot about on the Internet, a place she’d been looking forward to eating at for months now. They’d fought about it for some reason, hadn’t they? But it was going to be their special thing together! Whatever they’d argued about wasn’t worth losing a wonderful dinner out over.

In fact...how long had it been since Rachel had surprised Austin with anything? Maybe tonight was the night to show that she cared. Her brain went from empty to buzzing when she started to think about her makeup, what to wear, what to do with her hair. She would impress her husband, take him back to when they had just met and were madly in love.

Finally, at seven, she was almost ready to go. Checking her reflection in a mirror, she wondered why she didn’t wear makeup more often. It had come out really well this time! Sure, the look was a little, or maybe a lot, more dramatic than she usually went with, but that just meant that more people would notice how nice it was.

Now to put on her dress. She couldn’t remember packing her suitcase, so she had no idea why there was so much in there that fit her so poorly. Even the t-shirts were too small. It was like she’d forgotten how big her boobs and ass were, or the sheer width of her hips!

It was even stranger than that, though. Even the bra she had on at that exact moment was too small, much too small. Oh well. She wouldn’t be running or anything in her dress, so it probably wasn’t super important to wear one. But she’d need to get one when she got back home; with boobs like hers, a good bra was an absolute necessity.

Pulling on the dress she’d packed, she looked at herself in the mirror and smiled widely. There was no way Austin could do anything other than sit up and take notice when he saw her in this. It was funny, though; she vaguely remembered intending the garment to be pretty casual, but it was shorter than she intended, and way tighter around her boobs. Actually, you could see her nipples! She giggled; her husband would sure be getting an eyeful.

Rachel grabbed a pair of heels, slipped them on, and then headed out of the hotel room towards the restaurant. It wasn’t a long walk – she just needed to go a few blocks – but she found herself a little bit lost partway through. She didn’t mind. Parisian men seemed to be unable to keep their eyes off of her, and more than a few Parisian women had the same issue. The dress was making her feel sexier than ever. The file thingy really had worked! She found herself taking her time, luxuriating in the attention. After all, she was doing this for Austin...but not only for Austin. She was her own person too!

At last, she caught sight of the bistro’s sign, and of the crowd of people she’d read often flocked there at the last minute, hoping against hope for a table to open up. She was happy she had made a reservation. Weaving through the throng, she made it to the host, whose expression shifted from the focused frown typical of restaurant workers to an open stare when he caught sight of her. After a moment, he remembered to greet her. “Ah, mademoiselle, may I have your name?”

“I’m Rachel,” said Rachel, “but the reservation is, like, under my husband’s name, I think. Austin. Austin…” She realized that she couldn’t remember her husband’s last name, or, for that matter, her own. In her defense, who thought about last names all that much? After a few seconds’ pause, it finally came to her. “Freeman! It was, like, Freeman.”

The host gave her a strange look. “Well, we do have an Austin Freeman here tonight. Your...husband is sitting inside. If you’ll just follow me.” Picking up a menu, he conducted Rachel through the maze of narrow walkways between the restaurant’s tiny bistro tables. They worked their way through the outdoor area and then through the doors into the art-nouveau interior. It was everything she had dreamed of for her trip to Paris; intricate ironwork, beautiful lighting, and an atmosphere that was lively and friendly even as it was also clearly very expensive. How did French people get these places so right?

At last, the host seated her at a small table in front of a very confused-looking Austin. “Rachel? What are you doing here?”

“I’m here for dinner, silly,” said Rachel, laughing. “Why else would I be at this, like, fancy restaurant?”

“Um, but…” Austin sighed. “Look, we don’t have to talk about it that much, but we had that fight earlier, and I was worried you wouldn’t come because of that. I was wrong to say the things I did; I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it, babe!” Rachel giggled. “Like, I barely even remember what we fought about. We’re in Paris, aren’t we? Let’s just enjoy this vacation!”

“Good point,” said Austin. His eyes crept down to Rachel’s newly-expanded bust. “Um...you look beautiful tonight.”

“Oh, thank you,” said Rachel. “I just dressed up a little. This is, like, a nice restaurant, right?”

“R-right,” said Austin. Rachel felt like he had a question on the tip of his tongue – probably a question about how she’d suddenly become a completely different person – but he didn’t ask it. He probably thought he was going insane. She giggled. She would, if she were him.

Dinner came and went in a blissful blur of wine, tasty little appetizer plates, and delectable steak frites. As they ate, Rachel and Austin flirted like they hadn’t in a long time, smiled, laughed. It was as if all of the conflict from the more recent years of their marriage was gone, had never happened. Lucy had been right; that file had been almost magical.

At last, after coffee, a delicious dessert, and an eye-watering bill, the much-happier couple stumbled out onto the street, the cool, slightly fragrant Parisian night air greeting them with open arms. “That was, like, great,” said Rachel, taking Austin’s hand. “The wine was a lot better than back in Texas.”

“You always find these places,” said Austin. “You should teach me how sometime. I should really be doing more of the planning on these trips.”

“Yeah, I should,” said Rachel, “but, like, I’ll give you a hint: It starts with Google.” Just then, one of her high heels got caught between two cobblestones, and she fell forwards with a shriek. Austin was right there, thankfully, pulling her back upright with strong, steady arms. She was lucky to have him, she really was. “Thanks, babe.”

“No problem,” said Austin, grinning.

“Don’t look at me like that! I felt your hands on my boobs!” Rachel laughed. “Of course, like, you’re welcome to more...back at the hotel.” She didn’t know what it was – maybe it was Paris being the city of love or something – but she suddenly found Austin irresistible. Normally, her sex drive was far lower than his, but now she was practically boiling with lust. In fact, she realized, she had been all day. She didn’t know why it had happened, but that didn’t matter; what did matter was that she was about to be all over Austin.

At last, they found the hotel and made their way back up to their room. As soon as the door was shut behind them, Rachel wanted to jump on Austin, but she gave him a chance to get settled in, to take off his shoes and lay back on the bed. It was only then that she made her move, lying down next to him and looking into his eyes. “It would be, like, a shame to end the night here.”

“You think?” said Austin. “I don’t know, I’m pretty tired. A good dinner always makes me sleepy.”

Rachel’s eyes widened. “But, but, but, I mean, like...it’s still only ten, right? You don’t normally go to sleep at ten.”

Austin looked over at her, a smile on his face. “Look, Rach, I know what you want. And I’m happy to give it to you. I’m just surprised you never asked before, is all.”

Relief spread through Rachel’s body. The feeling was so intense that she forgot to be embarrassed that she hadn’t seen through her husband’s teasing. She was about to say something else when he leaned over and kissed her.

Rachel obviously knew what it was like to kiss Austin. They’d done it probably thousands of times over the years; the passionate makeout sessions at the beginning, the romantic meeting-of-the-lips at their wedding, and all the different good-morning, goodnight, and goodbye pecks they exchanged almost every day, even sometimes when they were angry at each other. But this one was different; there was a kind of passion, a kind of lust in the air that had been present only a few times before. She felt herself melting into her husband’s arms.

The moment was romantic indeed – but Rachel wanted more than romance. She wanted Austin’s body, his strong arms and the cock that, even in the rough patches of their relationship, she’d still lusted after. Reaching down, she felt his bulge through his pants, massaged it gently. Smiling, her husband broke off the kiss. “Impatient tonight, are we?”

She grinned. “Like, I don’t know about patience or whatever. This cock is all mine tonight, so why should I wait?”

“Good point,” said Austin. “But fair’s fair – let me get you out of that dress first.” Pulling Rachel’s dress over her head, he revealed his wife’s naked body. “You...went commando? That’s freaky. I like it.”

“I...did?” Rachel remembered that she hadn’t worn a bra, but panties? Looking down, she realized that she definitely wasn’t wearing any. She must have forgotten. Since when had she been the kind of person who’d forget that kind of thing? “Well...um...you know how I like to make it romantic.”

“You sure do,” he said. “That’s what I love about you, Rach. I’m not somebody who plans a whole awful lot, but the way you do...it’s so fucking hot to me.”

She laughed. “Like, give yourself more credit. I’d never even be in Paris if not for you. This whole trip was your idea.”

Austin smiled. “And, look, I’m getting another. Why don’t you see what you can do with this?” Unzipping his pants, he pulled out his rapidly-hardening cock. “Your choice. Seriously. Drive me crazy, huh?”

“You don’t, like, have to tell me twice,” said Rachel. The sight of a cock triggered something new within her. She felt an uncontrollable hunger, a desperate urge to shove her husband’s rod into her pussy and ride it until the end of time. But she also knew that restraint would make the payoff even better. Maybe it would be a good idea to get him warmed up first? 

Actually, she had a good idea about how to do just that. Sliding down the bed, she looked up at Austin and traced a finger along his cock, feeling the pattern of veins underneath the skin and the firm, spongy flesh in between. It was beautiful, it really was, maybe the most beautiful thing about him.

It was so beautiful that she couldn’t wait any longer. Grabbing her husband’s cock with one hand, she guided it to her mouth and began to suck on the tip, swirling her tongue around the fleshy shaft, feeling it stiffen further in her tongue’s warm, wet embrace. With her other hand, she rolled his balls between her fingers. They were bigger than normal, a bit swollen; come to think of it, they hadn’t had sex for almost a week. Unforgivable! How could Rachel have had access to this wonderful man and not taken full advantage of everything he could offer her? 

Well, that changed now. Eagerly, she slid her mouth further onto her husband’s cock, letting it go deeper into her mouth. It had that same delicious flavor she was so used to, but she was so desperate for it now that it seemed to taste even better. She began to bob her head up and down, pumping his cock in and out of her mouth, giving him every ounce of pleasure she could. It was for her own sake too; the more she gave him, the wetter she got with the knowledge that she was all his, his slut, his toy. And she wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Rachel felt Austin’s pulse quicken, heard his breathing speed up. She knew he liked so much warming up and no more – it stressed him out to get too close to the edge. But he probably wasn’t quite where he wanted to be yet. She upped the pace, sucking a little bit harder, moving a little bit faster. She vaguely remembered not liking giving blowjobs much. Why on Earth had that been? Old Rachel had been kind of weird, honestly.

After a couple of minutes, Austin sucked in breath. “G-get off, or I’m gonna -”

Rachel lifted her head off his cock. “Gotcha, but, like...are you ready to kick things up a notch?”

“Fuck,” he said, “you’re eager tonight.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” she said. “Like, I have a hot husband with a nice cock. I’d be a fool not to.”

“I’m not gonna disagree,” he said. “Now c’mon, spread ‘em. To be honest, I think you’ve turned me on more tonight than ever before. I don’t know why it would happen now, five years into our marriage, but I feel like I did the first time we fucked.”

“Oh, Austin,” giggled Rachel as they got into the missionary position, “that’s really nice of you to say. Now fuck my brains out, would you?”

Austin smiled, and then their lips met once again as his cock slid into her soaking pussy. Sometimes they needed lube, if Rachel was dry for some reason, but that wasn’t an issue tonight. Instead, Rachel felt pure, unadulterated pleasure as Austin pushed himself into her. Before they’d committed to each other, she’d had a couple of hookups, but none had ever compared to sex with her husband. His cock just fit so perfectly into her vagina, and she heard herself gasping with arousal as it slotted in once again.

Slowly, he worked himself further into her, towards the spot that he was always able to hit somehow. Her vagina stretched to accommodate him, but not so much that it was painful; the feeling of being stretched added to the pleasure somehow. He began to manhandle her breasts, tweaking her nipples and massaging her soft flesh, and she could only gasp under his gentle assault. He knew exactly what she liked.

Once Austin was all the way in, he began to thrust, pounding Rachel’s pussy with a slow but steady rhythm. She cried out; each movement sent pleasure arcing through her, sparks shooting through her veins. Combined with his attack on her tits, she felt that the sensations were pooling, slowly building up and up towards the climax she knew would come soon. She needed that orgasm, she realized, needed it more than anything else, and she wouldn’t rest until she got it – more than one, if possible. It was her singular driving purpose.

Her husband sped up, and soon she lost track of his individual thrusts. Both lovers fell into almost a haze of pleasure, a blur of gasping, sweating, thrusting, moaning. Time passed, but they paid no attention to it; there was simply no need. They were a single well-oiled machine, each synchronized motion sending sensations swirling through their bodies. It didn’t matter how long that lasted, just that it did.

But nothing can go on forever, and eventually Rachel felt her arousal building towards a breaking point. Her husband was clearly almost there as well; his ragged breathing and desperate thrusts were those of someone very close to orgasm. “Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “Oh, fuck, I’m almost there, babe, fuck me, oh shit…”

He made no reply, but drove his cock into her even harder. These titanic thrusts were too much for her; she teetered at the edge for a moment, and then, screaming, went over. Pleasure coursed through her, overwhelming her senses. Her toes curled, her fingers dug into Austin’s back, her limbs trembled, but she couldn’t master the sensations flowing through her, couldn’t even consciously appreciate them; they were simply there, and she was happy for it. Gasping, moaning, she let the pleasure overcome her.

And then, at last, she began to come down. Austin had clearly blown his load as well; she felt the warm, sticky seed inside of her, felt his cock softening as he pulled it out. That had been...indescribably wonderful. “Fuck, Austin, you...that was, like, awesome.”

“Y-yeah,” said Austin. “It’s been years since I’ve felt that good, but...damn, I think this is why we got married.”

“We might fight,” agreed Rachel, “but in the bedroom, those problems, like, go away.”

“Damn right,” he said. “But, uh...it’s not over yet, if you don’t want it to be. Give me ten minutes, and I’ll be ready to go again.”

“Oh, definitely,” she said. “I need more of your cock. Let’s, like, light up the City of Light, babe.” Sinking back onto the bed, she allowed herself a moment of rest. She didn’t know why their relationship hadn’t always been this wonderful, but that didn’t matter now, did it? All that mattered was that that file thing had completely turned everything around.

Rachel did have some other concerns, though. For one thing, her wardrobe didn’t have nearly enough pink in it.


Insta Bimbo

“One second,” said Kayla, as her smartphone buzzed in her pocket. “I’m getting a call.”

“Um,” said Justin, her friend, coworker, and occasional Instagram photographer, “can I, uh, put the camera down, then? It’s kinda heavy.”

“Sure, sure,” she said, waving a hand to shush him. “Hello? Mom?”

“Hi, Kayla.” Her mother sounded a little worried, and Kayla gritted her teeth, afraid of what was coming next. When her dad was mad at her, he would yell at her and then forget about it; when her mom was mad, on the other hand, she would guilt her daughter until Kayla felt like a monster. “We, um, need to talk about something.”

“It’s the whole moving-out thing, isn’t it?” asked Kayla. “I told you, it’s only a few weeks until I make it big on Instagram, and then I’ll move to an apartment in Santa Monica or something! I swear!”

“We’ve been hearing about this Instagram success for three years now,” said her mother. “Your father and I have come to a decision. Fame or not, we’d like you to move out in thirty days. You could work more hours at the coffee shop – there are cheap apartments up in Tercer Hermano, that suburb, that you could afford if you did that. Or you could even get a job that used your college degree. But you can’t keep living in our house. You’re young and restless; you need to be out on your own.”

“What?” asked Kayla. “A month? But I–”

“I know what you’re going to say,” said her mother. “That you have a plan, that you just need more time. Well, you have all the time in the world – but it’s our house, and we can make the rules. Your father wants your room to display his bonsai collection.”

“Of course,” said Kayla. “The bonsai collection. You’re replacing me with a tree.”

“Five trees, actually!” came her father’s voice, booming from the phone speaker. “And they don’t eat all our food or take long showers or blast Disney music at two a.m.!”

“Listen, Kayla,” said her mother. “We’re not trying to be hard on you. We’ll help you move and do whatever else we can to make this go smoothly.”

“Fine, fine,” said Kayla. “I get it. I do. I’ll just...make it big before then.”

“...Yeah,” said her mother. “Well, I’m glad we see eye to eye. You should start looking for apartments.”

“Uh huh,” said Kayla. “Well, bye.” Irritated, she hung up.

“Um, who was that?” asked Justin. “Your parents?”

“Yeah, it was,” said Kayla. “They say I have to move out. I’m only twenty-five! I mean, really. Way to be hard on your kid.”

“...Um, sure,” said Justin. “You want to keep doing the shoot?”

“Yeah,” said Kayla. “But I don’t know. Right now I gain, I don’t know, twenty followers a week. Seems like I deserve more than that – like I should get more than that, you know?”

“Well, um,” said Justin, fiddling with the camera, “there’s an audiobook I found recently. You like those, right?”

“I do,” said Kayla. She liked listening to the stories, but hated reading.

“It’s about how to get big on Instagram. You should, uh, give it a listen. I know I kind of sound like I’ve been taken in by a scam or something, but I promise you that it has rave reviews. A lot of the big up-and-coming stars say they followed its advice.” He smiled weakly. “Also, I mean, it’s not that I’m trying to be pushy or anything, but, uh, I’d really like to get paid at some point here. This is, what, ten hours of work per week?”

“I told you, Justin,” said Kayla, “I’ll pay you when I get paid. When I land that first big sponsorship deal, you’ll get ten percent of the take. Aren’t we friends? This kind of thing is what friends are for.”

“Uh...yeah,” said Justin. “Well, I’ll send you the tape after this, I guess. Now, um, do that one pose again. Where we left off.”

* * *

The sun had gone down by the time Kayla made it home. She’d gotten Chipotle for dinner, not wanting to face a meal with her parents. Shrugging off their greetings when she finally opened the front door, she hurried up to her room and shut the door. Some nerve they had, saying hi to her like that after dropping such a bomb earlier.

Well, it was no big deal; moving out by the end of the month wouldn’t be an issue, since Instagram fame was right around the corner anyway. And, if Justin was right about the audio tape – she doubted he was, not being an up-and-coming Instagram star or anything, but he might be – then it would be a shortcut to fame and fortune. She’d get there even faster with its help!

Picking up her phone, she saw that he had sent her a link earlier. She got into her favorite position for listening to audiobooks, lying on the bed with her eyes closed, and hit “play.” Come on, knowledge, download into my brain!

She was confused, at first, by the fact that there was no talking, just a sort of staticky hiss.  Were her earbuds broken? Or maybe the file had...um...downloaded incorrectly? Was that how computers worked? What was going on?

Kayla was still trying to figure it out when she fell into unconsciousness.

* * *

Time passed. Dreamlike whispers filled her brain. She breathed in and out, a cycle that normally took just seconds but which now seemed to stretch out for hours at a time. Slowly, she became aware that her mind was awakening, that she was slipping back towards the waking world. She was disappointed; this world was peaceful, and she didn’t want to leave it so soon.

Oh well. There was nothing for it. Back to -

Just then, a switch seemed to flip in her head. She sat up, breathing heavily, completely awake. What – where was she? What was going on?

Then she started to remember everything that had happened. There had been a...file? Oh, the audiobook. And she had started to listen to it, and then...well, then she had gone under somehow. Weird.

But not as weird as everything else that had changed. Her brain felt...kind of loose and liquidy, like every thought had to pass through a thick layer of jelly. The strangest new thing, though, was that she couldn’t worry about any of that. Before, she’d had some concerns – one of the main ones had been her parents, and them kicking her out, or something like that – but now they were practically gone. Sure, she was vaguely aware of the problems, just not bothered at all by them. It was nice.

And there was another difference. Kayla was a little embarrassed to admit it, even to herself, but...well, she was horny. Like, really horny, hornier-than-she’d-ever-been horny. Even the thought of sucking a big, juicy cock sent her mind tumbling through all kinds of dirty places. No, that settled it. She needed to get laid. And quick.

But...who to call? None of her various side men were in town, and she hadn’t had a real boyfriend in over a year.

There was another option, though. It wasn’t one she would normally have considered, but, as they say, desperate times call for desperate measures. Picking up the phone, she called Justin.

“What’s up?” came his voice, a bit sleepy. “It’s, like, late. It’s already ten.”

“Is it?” asked Kayla. Checking her watch, she saw that he was right. Where had all that time gone? Well, whatever. “Listen, Justin, I need something really bad. Can I come over, like, now?”

“Um,” said Justin, “what do you need, exactly?”

“Don’t worry about it,” said Kayla. “Can I come or not?”

“Y...yeah, sure,” said Justin. “Fine.”

“Great!” said Kayla. “See you in a few minutes!” Before he had a chance to respond, she hung up the phone and walked over to her closet. It was time to pick out a really small dress, but one that would fit over her boobs, which seemed to have suddenly doubled in size. She got a strange feeling that she would once have been worried about that, but that was silly! Having big boobs was great, even if they’d seemingly magically appeared over the course of two or three hours.

Actually, come to think of it, she was ravenously hungry. All that boob had to come from somewhere, probably. Grabbing a bag of almonds from her bedside table, she devoured the whole thing in a flash, still trying to decide what to wear. At last, she settled on a dress she’d bought a few years before, when she’d had an urge to go clubbing. She had been far too stingy at the time, however, to pay the cover charge, let alone buy any drinks, so she’d never actually stepped foot inside a club. Where was the sense in that? Now, Kayla’s pussy twinged at just the idea of going to a club. That was where you met hot guys, after all.

Once she had crammed herself into her dress – it was extra tight around her tits, just like she’d wanted – she grabbed a pair of heels and headed to the front door. On the way, she stopped in the kitchen and wolfed down a bagel. That audio file...whatever it had done, it had done it well. She was feeling so many changes already!

She had to stop herself from peeling out and speeding down the street; getting in an accident meant no dick for her, and that was no good. Still, the ride to Justin’s place (a seedy apartment in Tercer Hermano) seemed interminable; the last remnants of rush hour were still clogging up the freeways. Finally, though, she stopped in the parking lot in front of his building, got out, and hurried, as fast as her shoes would allow, to his door. Desperately, her self control gone, she pounded the wooden surface. “Hi, Justin! It’s me!”

“Um, I…” Justin trailed off when he opened the door. “Uh, what are you...wearing?”

“Like it?” asked Kayla, turning from side to side to give him a better view. “It’s my new dress. Well, old dress, actually, but I hadn’t, like, worn it in a long time.”

“Yeah, um…” Justin seemed to be struggling to string words together. “What did you want, exactly?”

“Oh, Justin,” said Kayla. “It’s obvious. When a girl texts you at ten p.m., and she’s asking to come over…”

“Oh,” said Justin, eyes widening, “oh shit. I mean, damn. I never thought it was...like that between us.”

“Well, like, it wasn’t before,” Kayla giggled, “but then I listened to the tape. It worked really well, so, like, consider this my way of thanking you.” Before he could say anything else, she was leaning forward. He opened his mouth briefly, trying to say something, trying to figure out what to do, and then, giving up, moved to meet her halfway.

The kiss would have been awkward if it hadn’t been so passionate. Justin was hardly a natural in the bedroom, but when faced with Kayla’s energy, her desperation, he couldn’t help but reciprocate her intensity. They melted together, each desperately grabbing at the other’s body, pulling off clothing, moaning and gasping, a duet of pure arousal.

Even before, Kayla had had her share of one night stands. Usually, they were with men who only saw her as a piece of ass, which was fair enough because she thought the same of them. But the feeling was different this time. Oh, it was sexual, there was no question about that. But whereas having sex with the other men had been about personal validation and quick pleasure, this was, for her, about the act itself. Never had she wanted, needed, a good fucking as much as she did now.

After a minute, they pulled apart. Justin’s shirt was on the floor, as was Kayla’s dress, the body that the latter had covered so incompletely now exposed to her lover’s gaze. “Fuck, you’re hot,” he said. “I never...saw you this way before.”

“Like, in my underwear?” Kayla giggled.

“No, I mean…” Justin paused. “I don’t know, it seems like something changed, you know? You’re, uh, even hotter now.”

“Thank you,” said Kayla. “But, like, when you’re having sex with a person, you kind of look at them differently, right? It’s probably that.”

“Uh...yeah,” said Justin. He didn’t seem convinced, but Kayla didn’t really care. In fact, all this talking was only leaving her more and more desperate for his cock.

“Like, can I...suck it?” she asked, looking at his crotch. A bulge had formed, but through his jeans she couldn’t tell how big it was. Any size was fine, really, as long as it was nice and hard and could get the job done. She couldn’t wait to unwrap it.

“Wow, now you’re talking,” he said, smiling. “I’ve had dreams about this.”

“Really?” Kayla giggled as she sank to her knees. “Well, you tell that dream bitch that you’re all mine now. I don’t want any competition.” Scrabbling at the front of his pants, she got his zipper open and then pulled them and his underpants down, revealing his cock. It was about average length, but surprisingly thick. “Oooh, nice.”

“Thanks,” said Justin. “Uh, I’ve never actually...had sex before, so, um, be gentle. If that’s okay.”

“Of course!” said Kayla. “Like, don’t worry about it. I don’t bite.” Before her lover had time to say anything else, she was already on his cock, the head sliding past her lips as she began to suck gently. The flavor was wonderful, the usual sweaty cock-musk, but now she found it incredibly addictive. How had she gotten through life without doing this far more often?

As usual, the blowjob offered many different pleasures. One of Kayla’s favorite things to do, since her college boyfriend had turned her on to it, was to fondle her lover’s balls, rolling them between her fingers, feeling their surprising hardness and weight. She began to use that technique on Justin; his sack was also a bit larger than she was used to, which meant more fun for her as she kneaded it gently. He sucked in breath; she already had him in the palm of her hand, and it had just been a few minutes. She was about to rock his world.

Slowly but steadily, Kayla took more of Justin’s cock into her mouth, sliding her lips towards his pelvis. By letting his rod move into her cheek rather than towards the opening of her throat, she even managed to take the whole thing. Once she had, though, there was little to be done but let some out again so that she could begin to pump, bobbing her head up and down, going faster and faster as his shaft got slicker and slicker with spit and precum. “Shit,” he gasped, “you really...know your stuff!” Unable to respond, she just flashed him a peace sign and kept going, wrapped in a haze of arousal. How could this get any better?

She noticed something strange happening. Normally, during the half-dozen blowjobs she’d given in her life (many of which had been to drunk guys who were still soft), she got aroused, but there was no pleasure involved for her; she had done it because it was hot and because her lovers had appreciated it. This time, though, she felt the first hints of pleasure building up inside of her, as if she were actually being stimulated. She moaned with arousal around his cock; if she were to keep it up, she might reach an orgasm just from giving head. That was a sexy thought.

A sexy thought, but...Kayla needed more. She needed to feel Justin inside her, needed to have him ride her rough. A blowjob just wasn’t the same. Besides, he seemed like he was getting close to blowing his load, and she couldn’t have that, not yet. Pulling her mouth off his cock, she looked up at him and put on her sexiest voice. “In the groove, big boy?”

“Uh...what?” Justin seemed like he had been in his own special place, in blowjob heaven, mindlessly letting the pleasure come. It took him a second to get back to reality. “Oh, um, yeah, this is...really good. Keep going.” The last sentence was delivered casually, but it was the first actual command Justin had ever given Kayla in the two years she had known him. She was awakening something within him...and she wanted to see it come out more.

But first, she had to subtly redirect him. “Actually, I, like, had something better in mind. Why don’t we go over to the couch?”

“Oh,” Justin’s eyes widened. “Oh, of course. Yeah.” Together, they made their way into Justin’s living area, and Kayla wasted no time in sinking into the couch and spreading her legs.

“Come at me, baby. Like, fucking fill me up.” She felt her mind growing dirtier the more aroused she got. The dirtier her mind became, though, the more it aroused her, in an amazing cycle of endless pleasure.

“You got it...bitch.” She looked up, smiling, and his cheeks flushed. The side of him that he’d wanted to show before was coming out now, and she wanted to encourage it, to let it blossom.

“Fuck me,” Kayla said, “fuck your bitch, baby. Ride her hard.”

And then, before she realized what was happening, Justin was on top of her, thrusting into her. She cried out in shock; he had gone much faster than she’d even thought possible, and now he was already halfway in. He was thick enough that there was a little bit of pain, but not so much that she wanted it to stop. That edge only added to the experience.

Then she felt his hands grab her shoulders, clamping tightly onto her, preventing her from moving almost at all. She had no intention of trying to break free, but she knew that she couldn’t have without his permission. This was so...so fucking hot. He growled as he pushed ever deeper into her, cock exploring her deepest nooks and crannies, tickling a spot no other lover had come close to. She moaned aloud, unable to hold it back any longer.

And then he began to thrust, shoving his hips back and forth with wild, animalistic energy. Kayla could only cry out. With her other lovers, penetration had sometimes been something that would bring her to orgasm, but it had never been the kind of orgasm that she had been able to reach in her own bed with the help of her trusty vibrator. Now, though, she felt more turned-on than she’d ever been in her life. She was Justin’s fuckhole, his bitch, his slut, and the harder he used her, the more turned-on she got. “Oh fuck,” she gasped, “oh shit, this is so hot, oh my fucking god.”

“Like that, bitch?” he grunted. She was pleased to note that he didn’t speed up, didn’t go any harder despite what she’d said; instead, he kept up the pace, that perfect rhythm that was so wonderful for her. This was unreal.

And an orgasm was now within reach. Kayla felt her insides buzzing with pleasure, more and more intense with each thrust. She realized that she was yelping every time he shoved himself into her. In that moment, she was an animal, unable to control herself, unable to reason, driven mad by her lover’s cock, by his wild, aggressive energy.

At last, it all drove her over the edge. She screamed as the dam inside of her burst, as unforgettable pleasure coursed through her. Her limbs were shaking, her insides were of fire, and her mind was utterly blank. Time passed, but she barely noticed it; the overwhelming wave of sensation washing over her left no room for any kind of consciousness.

But all good things must come to an end, and eventually – it had probably only been a few seconds of real-world time – Kayla found herself coming down from her orgasmic high. Gasping, panting, she tried to come to grips with what had happened. Justin had blown his load also, and he was pulling out of her, cock quickly softening. “That was...damn, that was great,” he said, his old shyness returning.

“Like, you can say that again,” said Kayla. “You know, I’m probably not the only Instagram influencer to fuck her photographer.”

“No, you aren’t,” said Justin. “So why don’t we do this again sometime? I mean, give me ten minutes and I can go again right here, right now. But, like, later.”

“Sure thing,” said Kayla. “Why not? I need encouragement. You need, like, a reward before the checks start coming in.” She just hoped he wasn’t expecting monogamy. Oh, he was sweet, but...this new body was a finely-tuned fucking machine, and it was a shame to show that off to just one partner.

Lying back on the couch, she tried to catch her breath. This was one of those nights, she knew, that she’d remember forever.

* * *

A month to the day later, Justin placed the last box in the bedroom of Kayla’s new apartment. “You’re probably gonna need some more furniture and decorations and stuff.”

“Like, of course,” she said, taking in the view of the Pacific out the wide picture window. “But I can’t believe that this is really happening.”

“Yeah, I don’t know how you did it,” said Justin. “I just took the pictures. But hey, my new apartment’s a lot better than the old one – I’m not asking questions.”

Kayla smiled. She knew how she had done it. Before, she’d been following the rules to achieve success on Instagram, but the numbers just hadn’t been there. Now, though, simply by posing in more revealing clothing and flaunting her new body, she’d attracted a wave of followers, which had propelled her to several big brand deals. The new apartment wasn’t the half of it – she also had a new car, a new wardrobe, and a new cat (Oscar) who was not only a lot of fun, but also an engagement machine when he appeared in her pictures.

And all because of one little audiobook.


The Surfer’s Bimbo

There were a few things Olivia didn’t like about her life. One of those things was her job, and the long commute she had to get through every morning and evening. Another was her money troubles – paying rent was hard in suburban LA, even when she was living in the cheapest apartment she’d been able to find. And the apartment itself was another downside; it was small and cramped and water-damaged, and sunlight could barely reach any of the windows, since they were just six feet from the next building over.

But none of those things mattered so much when she had the ocean just a ten minute walk away. Corcovado Beach was dirty and noisy and run-down, but it was also home to one of the best stretches of sand on the Pacific, and maybe the last one in California not to be completely overrun with Chinese tourists. Every weekend, and sometimes even after work, she would visit the beach, look out at the waves, and feel her troubles melt away.

Olivia had another motive for going to the beach, though; it was where the surfers were. She would watch them from afar, muscular young men wrestling their boards in the water, and feel a stirring in her loins that she just never felt any other time. She would get a surfer boyfriend, goddammit, or she would die trying.

The problem was that surfer boyfriends seemed to be hard to come by. Since Olivia didn’t surf herself, she couldn’t really compete with the girls who did, and so her strategy had been to just stretch out on the sand and hope that one of the guys noticed her. That hadn’t been very successful, either, and sometimes she wondered whether she should give up her silly dream and find an accountant or something to get with. But a little voice inside of her always prodded her to keep trying, and so she did.

One sunny Saturday, she was flipping through a romance novel and trying to look as eligible as possible when she felt the sand around her darken. Looking up, she noticed that a man was standing over her, leaving her in his shadow. He was tall and strong and handsome, and she felt her heart flutter. It was finally happening! “Hey there,” he said, “can you tell me where the nearest bathroom is?”

Be still her beating heart! He had asked her where the bathroom was! Olivia wanted to jump up and down and scream with joy, but she managed to keep herself under control. “Um, uh, it’s, it’s a little down the beach that way.” She pointed, glad not to have to look at him for a moment so that she didn’t have to try to wrench her gaze away from his sculpted muscles to actually make eye contact.

“Oh, really?” said the man, shading his eyes. “That’s a bathroom? I thought it was a snack bar or something. Well, thanks for helping me out. I’m Shaun, by the way. Nice to meet you. And you are?”

“Olivia,” said Olivia. “I, uh, live in town and come here whenever I have free time. Nothing beats the beach, right?”

“I feel you,” said Shaun. “I live around here too, but I was born in Hawaii. Not Oahu – the Big Island. I missed cheap rent right next to the beach like you can get there, so when I had to leave to look for work, I moved here. A little crowded for me, but hey, it’s a nice beach!”

“Yeah,” said Olivia, barely hearing anything he was saying. She was just so captivated by him, by his voice, by his mannerisms, by his pecs, that she didn’t have any brainpower left over to focus on the conversation.

“Hey,” said Shaun, “I really do have to get to the bathroom, because the guys are waiting for me, but could I maybe give you my phone number? You seem pretty cool.”

“Oh, uh, sure!” said Olivia, trying to conceal the fact that those were exactly the words she’d been waiting for. Getting out her phone, she wrote down the digits as he recited them in a manner that must have recalled that of Moses when he was taking down the Ten Commandments. Once the seven holy numbers were safely ensconced in her phone’s memory, she looked up at him and smiled. “I can...text you later or something.”

“Please do!” said Shaun. “I’m always looking to, you know, meet new people. Anyway, later!” Turning, he set off down the beach, towards the building that Olivia was now remembering was a snack bar. Oh well; the bathroom wasn’t that far from there. And he probably knew where it was anyway, living around here and everything.

Correct directions or no, Olivia was more excited than she’d been in years. She’d landed a man, a big muscly man with, she assumed, mad surfing skills. All she had to do now was charm him further.

* * *

By mid-afternoon the next day, it was dawning on Olivia that what was happening was really, really happening. She really had met a hottie. She really had gotten his phone number. And now they really had been texting on and off for the past several hours. He was funny and charming and always had a joke or a compliment ready for her. He really was her Prince Charming, and she felt completely swept off her feet.

So when he asked her for a favor, she was eager to help him out. Hey, he texted her, would you mind listening to a song for me? One of the weird things about me is that I like pretty niche music, and this is one of my favorites.

Niche music? Olivia mostly listened to whatever was popular, but she was totally down for whatever he was down for. Sure, send a link!

I have to send you the file, he said, because it’s not on any streaming services or YouTube. To be honest, a friend of mine knows the guys who recorded it! Then, a moment later, he sent her the file. It was surprisingly large for a three-minute song or whatever, but then maybe the file format tended to be big or something. She didn’t know anything about computers.

Cool, she said. I’ll give that a listen right now.

He responded with a simple enjoy!. Olivia grabbed some earbuds, sat down on the couch, and hit Play. What kind of music would it be, she wondered? Probably there was a sitar involved or something. Well, there was no law that said you had to share music taste with your boyfriend, so he could like what he wanted.

At first, there was just static. Maybe the recording was bad. She was beginning to wonder why a band that wanted to record music wouldn’t invest in a decent microphone when she lost all consciousness.

* * *

Olivia awoke after what seemed like a long time. Actually, it had been a long time. The little sunlight that came through her apartment window had faded, and the clock on her wall read…

Actually, that was funny. She had forgotten how to read a clock. Um, the big hand...it was...never mind. Picking up her phone, she saw that it was 5:30. Crazy! Where had all that time gone?

And it was strange. Normally, it wasn’t that she was a worrier, but she definitely had her share of anxiety about unusual things happening. But she just couldn’t feel bothered at all by the fact that she’d lost two hours. It was like her mind was floating in a comfortable pink fog, and problems from the world beyond couldn’t get through to her. Also, the little voice inside her head, the narration of her consciousness that reminded her about all the things she had to do...that was almost silent. It was all kind of nice. Her brain was like a peaceful garden, a walled garden that nothing could penetrate into. Had the music done all this?

She noticed that she had an unread text on her phone. It was from Shaun. Hey, I guess you’re jamming out to the music. When you’re done with that, text me! We should get dinner or something.

Her nerves trembled. A date? With Shaun? Her memory was a hazy blank in a lot of areas, but the one thing she could remember, could remember clearly, in fact, was that she was super, super into Shaun. When she pictured him in her mind’s eye, she felt herself flush with arousal. He was just so hot, and he probably had a massive…

Well, it was better not to get ahead of herself. She hadn’t landed the man yet, had she? He was still out there, not yet captive to her charms. It was a situation that she knew she had to remedy. Sorry, she texted back, I was listening to the music and I guess I fell asleep or something. We should totally meet up! Where were you thinking?

Shaun sent her the name of a popular food truck. They would get dinner there, he said, and then go for a walk on the beach or something. Olivia agreed instantly and then set about getting ready. Her current outfit wouldn’t do; it was too baggy and gross. Why did she even own clothes like that? Stripping down to her underwear – and then out of that as well once she realized her bra was somehow way, way too small – she dug through the closet and finally found some things that would look good. 

All of her tops were completely the wrong size. It was like she had forgotten about her boobs altogether when she’d been shopping for them. At the back of her closet, though, she found a crop top that was so tight it almost functioned as a bra. This she paired with some short shorts and was about to go for her highest pair of heels when she realized that that really wasn’t going to work on the beach. How frustrating! Instead, she slipped on a pair of sandals and promised herself that she’d act extra sexy to make up for it. She would charm Shaun, goddammit! At any cost!

When she was done getting dressed and took a look at herself in the mirror, she realized why her clothes didn’t fit. It was because her body had changed! Her ass had never been noticeable before, but now her Daisy Dukes were really struggling to contain it. Her boobs were bigger, of course, and there were smaller adjustments all over her body. Great! Who knew that listening to a song or static or whatever that had been could result in such big changes? She got a funny feeling that the old Olivia might have been a little bit more worries about the strange things that had suddenly happened, but fuck that bitch, right?

Olivia did her makeup, a little heavier than normal, and then she was ready to go. Her car was parked in the basement garage, but driving was harder than she’d remembered it being. There were just so many little buttons to push, and working the pedals and the wheel at the same time was hard. It wasn’t her fault that she couldn’t focus, though; she was just thinking about shifting a different kind of stick.

At last, after one near-accident, Olivia pulled up at the parking lot nearest to the food trucks and looked around for Shaun. He showed up, as promised, and almost as dressed to impress as she was; his shirt was unbuttoned, letting his toned muscles breathe freely. When he saw her, he waved and flashed a smile that was part happy-to-see-you and part something-else, something almost like...pride or satisfaction or something. But that was silly. He hadn’t landed her yet, so what did he have to be proud of, really?

They met in the line for the food truck, which was selling Korean tacos. “Hey,” said Olivia. “Like, it’s nice to see you again.”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” said Shaun. “I knew I couldn’t keep myself waiting too long – I’m sorry if it was too soon to ask you out, just the day after we met and all!”

“No, it was, like, fine,” said Olivia. She knew she wasn’t really keeping up her side of the conversation, but how could she when she could just...look at Shaun instead? It was almost hard to believe he was real, he was so hot.

They chatted for a while as they waited, and finally it was their turn to order. Shaun got bulgogi tacos, and Olivia, despite not knowing anything about Korean food, ordered the same thing in an effort to impress him. When their food was ready, they carried it onto the sand, and Shaun spread out a towel. How thoughtful of him!

Olivia had to admit that Korean tacos were the real deal. She had no idea what “bulgogi” meant, but maybe it was the Korean word for “delicious meat bits” because that was what was in her dinner, along with kimchi – at least, she thought it was kimchi – rice, and a spicy red pepper paste that she had to down with a lot of water.

The red pepper wasn’t the hottest thing on the beach, though; that was her, at least judging by how Shaun was acting. He kept stealing little glances at her in the cutest way. She noticed that his eyes flashed when he did so, and that the look in them was almost one of hunger, but he was probably just hungry for Korean tacos. She was, that was for sure; her body growing and changing so dramatically seemed to have charged up her appetite, and she had half a mind to go back for more.

When they had both finished eating, they gazed out at the ocean for a while. “Do you ever wonder,” Shaun asked as the waves rolled in, “about destiny? Whether we’re meant for certain things?”

“Like, sometimes,” said Olivia. “I think love at first sight is real, and that’s, like, kind of the same thing, isn’t it?”

“I guess it is,” said Shaun. “Tell me, has that ever happened for you? I mean, love at first sight?”

“Oh, I –” Olivia giggled, a blush spreading over her face. “Like, I wouldn’t – I mean, I – I really –”

“It’s okay,” said Shaun, smiling. Casually but oh-so-confidently, he reached over and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Some of these big questions don’t have an easy answer, right? I’m just in that kind of mood. I get this way whenever I sit by the ocean.”

Olivia couldn’t say anything. His arm seemed to be sucking all the brainpower out of her head, preventing her from thinking, leaving her able to focus only on her pounding heart and her heaving chest. How was he making this moment so incredibly romantic?

“Say,” said Shaun, “I’ve got an idea. If we’re talking about the big questions, why don’t we go back to my place? Watch a movie? I’ve got a few I like that are about this kind of thing. Or, I don’t know, we could have some wine and chill. Either way.”

“Y-yeah,” said Olivia. “That, like, sounds great. Let’s do that.” Together, they walked back to their cars, and Olivia followed Shaun’s old Jeep as it pulled out of the parking lot and onto the road. Shaun’s building wasn’t that far from the beach, just fifteen minutes or so, in the donut of more affordable properties that had neither beach access nor a hilltop view. Olivia’s place was probably only ten minutes away. It was funny how you could live so close to a person but not meet them for years.

As she pulled into one of the visitor spots at Shaun’s building, Olivia realized that she didn’t even care a little bit about a movie, or even wine. There was only one thing she wanted, one huge, all-consuming thing, and, by god, she was going to get it.

They met up again in the parking garage, and Shaun walked her over to the elevators and took her up to the fifth floor. Once there, they headed down a hallway, rounded a corner, and then he stopped in front of one of the doors, unlocking it and motioning for her to come inside.

Shaun’s apartment was larger than Olivia’s, and though it still had no view of the ocean, it faced a street rather than an alleyway, so it was probably sunnier in the daytime. Despite all that, a casual observer would have been hard-pressed to describe it as nicer. That was because the floor was littered with Gatorade bottles and gym shorts, and because it smelled like a locker room. On the tile floor of the entryway, Shaun’s surfboard was drying, but other than that there was little in the way of furniture or decoration, just a couch, a TV, and a PlayStation 5. Why were straight men all like this?

Olivia didn’t care at all. Maybe Shaun was a slob. So what? He was hot, and that was what mattered. She turned to him. “So, like, did you have anything...anything in mind?”

“I was thinking, you know, a movie…” He turned to look at her and saw the gleam in her eye. “I mean, unless you had...another idea…”

“I might,” said Olivia, “unless you had a particularly romantic night planned, I have a...need that I, like, really need a hot guy to, you know,” she paused, “address.”

“Oh, really?” Shaun smiled. “I think I might be able to help you out with that, actually. What were you looking for, specifically?”

“Well, I just...need someone to, like, absolutely ruin my pussy,” said Olivia, smiling wickedly. “Would you be down for that?”

“Say no more,” said Shaun. He leaned forward, and before Olivia had fully processed what was happening, their lips had already met.

Though she wasn’t really at Shaun’s apartment for romance, per se, Olivia couldn’t deny that strong feelings swirled through her as he made sweet love to her lips. Passion, arousal, lust...maybe they weren’t suitable for a Hollywood movie, but that didn’t make them any less powerful, any less real. She couldn’t remember the last time she had felt this way about a man. She certainly hadn’t about her last hookup, a greasy-looking guy who worked at Subway but who had seemed a lot hotter after six glasses of wine.

She felt Shaun’s hands on her, on her ass, on her tits, and she moaned aloud; the sensation of being groped, used, for the enjoyment of a man was utterly unparalleled. They broke apart, and she looked him in the eyes. “Like, do whatever you want to me, babe,” she whispered. “I’m your slut, your bitch, your toy. I’m yours tonight.”

“Don’t you worry,” murmured Shaun. “I’ll take good care of you, whore.”

Olivia bit back a moan at that. How did he always just know what to say? It was like a superpower. It made him all the hotter to her; she was putty in his hands, and would be until he decided to let her go.

He motioned to the bedroom, and she nodded, wordlessly following him inside. It was a small, dimly-lit space, but the bed was reasonably clean, and they sat down on it, each facing the other. Breathlessly, Olivia wondered who would make the first move.

Then Shaun pulled off her top, exposing her breasts. Just like that, her newly fattened-up, beautiful tits were staring him down. She felt his gaze on her nipples; it was almost electric, a laser beam connecting his eye to her teat. Wanting to keep things even, she pushed his shirt off – easy, since it was already unbuttoned – and marveled once more at his physique. It was so...delicious. And maybe hers was the same way now. Though she had never thought of herself as particularly attractive, she definitely was in Shaun’s eyes, and maybe she was in society’s as well.

They could both have been complete toads, though, and Olivia would still have been more turned on than ever before. There was something within her that was supplying a lot of the arousal; it was like her sex drive had now been turned up to 11, and she was filled with the need to breed. She decided to make her move; scrambling for the waistband of Shaun’s shorts, she unbuttoned them and shoved them down his legs along with his boxers. His cock sprang out, slowly rising to attention; it was a truly beautiful sight, long and thick, with a pair of heavy balls swinging below it. Almost unconsciously, Olivia reached out a hand and began to gently massage it.

Shaun grunted, cock stiffening in Olivia’s fingers, but he clearly had plans of his own as well. Pulling down her panties, Shaun began to rub Olivia’s pussy, skilfully teasing it with quick, eager fingers. She felt herself getting hot under his expert attack, and a moan escaped her lips, a desperate sound that elicited a wicked smile from her lover.

They fell into an easy rhythm of pleasure and sensation. Olivia worked on Shaun’s cock, rubbing it, rolling his balls between her fingers, and he returned the favor with his ministrations to her pussy. Olivia felt arousal building up inside of her; she enjoyed the way Shaun pleasured her, but each passing moment left her more and more eager for whatever was coming next.

At last, she could bear it no longer. “Fuck, baby,” she moaned, “like, I need you inside of me. Take your bitch.”

“Well, when you put it like that, slut,” said Shaun, “it’s kinda hard to say no.” She got into position on the bed while he slipped on a condom. Her pussy was soaking, as wet as it had ever been, and, while she was still grateful to hear him lubing up, she knew she’d need it less than usual.

At last, he was ready. He positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy and braced his hands on her hips. For a moment, both paused, mentally preparing for what was about to happen, and then he pushed himself in.

Olivia couldn’t remember ever reaching orgasm from penetration. It had just never been what had gotten her going. But now...maybe it had happened with the other changes to her body, but everything between her legs felt a thousand times more sensitive. Shaun’s cock felt like it was sending arcs of electricity through her, and she gasped as it pushed its way into the deepest, most hidden parts of her body. This was...incredible.

Once he was all the way inside, her lover began to thrust. Most of Olivia’s past hookups hadn’t even been as good as her vibrator, but this time she was practically seeing stars. Pleasure flowed through her, making her limbs tremble and her breath come in unsteady gasps. She moaned, cried out, but couldn’t get a handle on herself, could only wait helplessly for Shaun to bring her to that blessed climax.

He was enjoying himself as well. She heard him breathing heavily, and she saw that his muscles were clenched and tense. Shaun had started out calm, confident, and in control, but now he seemed to have gotten carried away with the eroticism of the situation; his thrusts were wild, powerful but undisciplined. He was, no doubt, close to orgasm.

As was Olivia. There was a reservoir inside of her that she could feel filling up with pleasure; each of Shaun’s thrusts sent a little more flooring in, and soon the water would burst its containment, soon it would wash over her whole body. She yelped and gripped the sheets, begging for him to keep going, to give her even more –

And then it was all too much. The dam broke, and orgasmic ecstasy flowed through her. She realized that she was screaming, a long scream of wild abandon, and that her fingers were digging into the bedsheets, and that her body was shaking, but she didn’t care. The sensations within her had to be let out somehow, or else she would explode, more than she was already exploding. For a brief moment, her mind went blank.

She returned fully to earth a minute later when she felt Shaun pulling out. It seemed like he’d blown his load; he slipped off the condom and tossed it into the trash can by the door, then collapsed on the bed. They both lay there, panting, trying to regain some kind of grip on reality.

And in that precious moment, before either of them said or did anything to bring them fully back into the world, Olivia had a realization. This was what she lived for. Romance was nice and all, but those other hookups had been frustrating, not because they hadn’t led to relationships, but because they hadn’t been this. If she didn’t find another cock to stuff inside her, and soon...well, she’d be doing things completely wrong.

Thinking back on the past twenty-four hours, she realized that all of the changes had started after she’d listened to that song, or whatever it had been. Maybe Shaun had known what it would do to her. Well, who cared? She’d been given the gift of a new outlook, a new lease on life.

And for that, she could only be grateful.


The Band’s Bimbo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then it all just faded away.

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Morning Bimbo

“Abby?” Ryan waved a hand in front of his wife’s face. “Earth to Abby?”

“W-wha?” Abby recoiled, shunted out of her stupor. She was sitting at the kitchen table in her bathrobe, and she looked like she’d been run over by a bus. Her face, normally human enough, was squashed and puffy, her hair askew.

Most people would have had that general look after a few rounds with a professional boxer, but Abby had a superpower: all she had to do to look like death warmed over was to get up before eleven o’clock in the morning. Her brain didn’t function for a full hour after she awoke, either, so she was pretty unresponsive. Because of this, Ryan had to make breakfast, and some days he even had to drive her to work. Why were mornings so rough?

“I said,” said her husband, “do you want the strawberry or the raspberry jam? The toast is ready.”

“Ugh,” said Abby, “strawberry today. Listen, you don’t have to do this every single day. Really, I’m fine.”

“Really?” asked Ryan. “Then tell me why you haven’t touched your eggs.”

“Eggs? I –” Looking down in front of her, Abby noticed that her eggs were ready and waiting for her to tuck in. “I just...um...hadn’t noticed them.”

“Uh huh.” he said, sitting down across from her. “Listen, I know you love your two a.m. bedtime, but we have to figure something out. I mean, with work and everything…”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said. “I would go to bed earlier, but even if I do, I can’t get to sleep until the usual time. And we’ve tried everything. So…”

“We have not tried everything,” said Ryan. “As it happens, I found a website the other day with a bunch of files that are supposed to help you with sleeping. What if you gave them a listen at a more workable bedtime – say, ten – and then just see how it goes? Tomorrow is Saturday, so it’s not like it matters a whole lot when you wake up. Just give it a shot!”

“Unh,” said Abby. “Whatever. Sure. We can do that tonight. I’m definitely sick of sleeping badly. But can you do me a favor?”

“Yes?” he said.

“Don’t talk to me until after I finish my coffee.” She grinned, then felt herself slipping back into a morning stupor once more.

* * *

Work that day went by slowly. Abby worked at a tech firm in Santa Monica, and when she wasn’t at her desk, trying to fight off the urge to take a nap, she was doing the same thing in a meeting. Everyone else seemed to be cheery enough, but the morning had hit her like a freight train, and she just couldn’t quite bounce back.

At last, it was six o’ clock: Quitting time. Groaning, Abby got up from her desk, grabbed her keys, and headed out to her car. Getting home was always a nightmare in the Friday rush hour traffic, but she managed somehow, and finally she pulled up to their apartment building.

Ryan worked from home, and he usually managed to get dinner together during the last of his meetings. When she walked into the apartment and smelled tacos, she loved him all the more for doing the cooking tonight, when she was especially tired.

Still, she did feel a little better after a day of activity and a lot of coffee, and she found the energy to chat with Ryan as they ate. He could make a mean taco, that was for sure. When they finished, Ryan looked at her. “Soooo...did you look at the website I sent you?”

“Well, um…” Abby had, but when she’d gotten Ryan’s text, she’d been deeply engrossed in a game of Bloons Tower Defense. “I saw it, but I was...busy.”

He rolled his eyes. “Sure. I know what you do at work on Fridays. You were playing a Flash game, weren’t you? Anyway, you really should give it a look. I’m saying this because I care! I hate to see you so run down all the time.”

Abby shrugged. “What’s in it for me?”

He frowned. “What do you mean? If you do this, you’ll sleep better. Isn’t that enough of a reward?”

“Yeah, but if I hold out for a better offer, you always give me one.” She grinned.

“Fine, fine,” he said, smiling. “I’ll make those cookies you like. The batter is ready in the fridge.”

“Now you’re talking.” Abby’s husband was a man who could be very persuasive, when he wanted to be. Now she really would give that file a go.

* * *

An hour later, Abby had settled onto the bed in the guest bedroom. Ryan had insisted that the couch wouldn’t do; any hypnosis needed an environment free of auditory distractions to work. Abby, already resolved to humor him, had followed along with his advice and lain down in the center of the queen mattress. The taste of one of her husband’s chocolate raspberry drops still lingered on her tongue, and she smiled. Having a man who knew how to cook...it was definitely a big plus.

Well, there was nothing for it now. Slipping her earbuds in, she booted up the website he’d sent her, found the file she wanted, and hit Play. At first, nothing happened; there was just a weird staticky hiss that made her wonder whether her earbuds were broken. But she’d just gotten them! It just went to show: Never trust anything you buy on Amazon from a...brand...that...that doesn’t actually…exist…

And then, before Abby had realized what was happening, she was out like a light.

* * *

When she awoke, the first thing Abby realized was how much she wanted to go back to sleep. She was exhausted. The week had really taken it out of her, probably.

But first, she was starving. She stumbled out to the kitchen and grabbed the peanut butter and some bread, the latter of which she popped into the toaster. Ryan, who seemed to have been catching up on work on the couch, looked over at her. “How was it?”

She tried to summon a response to his question, but...it was very difficult to do that for some reason. Her brain felt foggy and muddled, and it was harder than usual for coherent thoughts to form. “Um…” she finally got out, “it was, like...it was good, I guess. I’m hungry for some reason and really tired, though.”

“Well, that’s good,” said Ryan. “It was supposed to realign your circadian rhythm, so I guess it must have worked – maybe a little too well, even.”

Circadian rhythm? That was a term Abby felt like she should have known, a term that she probably had known at some point, but it escaped her now for some reason. Instead, she laughed. Actually, it came out as more of a giggle. That was weird; she never giggled.

Oh well. She was way too sleepy to worry about little things like that. When the toast popped up, she slathered on a thick layer of peanut butter and devoured it, savoring the crunch and the hot-cold contrast. Truly, peanut butter was manna from heaven.

Once she was done with her snack, she tossed the dishes into the sink, brushed her teeth, and fell into bed. It was only ten p.m., long before when she usually hit the sack, but she just couldn’t help it. Sleep claimed her almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.

* * *

The dreams that came that night were hazy and indistinct, more a series of feelings and emotions than any real images. Abby felt like she was floating in some kind of large, empty space, and that, even though things were changing, she was happy. It was an odd dream, but not unsettling or creepy. A feeling of deep contentment bloomed within her.

That same feeling carried over when she opened her eyes. At first, she had no idea what was going on. She was in...in their bedroom? It was morning, judging by the light filtering through the curtains, but for some reason she didn’t feel exhausted. Checking the digital alarm clock next to the bed, she saw that it was nine o’clock. That was...a perfectly normal time to get up on the weekends, which was why she was never usually awake at that time.

Well, that was nothing to complain about, right? Here she was, in her bedroom, with her wonderful husband, totally free of the effects of the terrible sleep schedule that had gripped her since high school. She practically skipped out of bed and hurried to the kitchen to make coffee.  Ryan was still asleep; this would be her surprise to him.

Actually, she could do one better. When had she last made breakfast for her husband? It was shameful that she didn’t do these things for him. She had let him do all the heavy lifting in their relationship just because of her terrible sleep schedule, which it had been totally in her power to fix. Grabbing a cookbook, she flipped it open to the page for french toast. At first, it took her a little while to figure out what was going on – the text was harder than usual for her to read, the numbers sort of got mixed up in her head, and she had trouble remembering which was the teaspoon and which was the tablespoon.

Finally, though, she figured it out and got things going. Just as she was plating up the last of the batch, her husband, attracted by the smell of butter, wandered sleepily into the living area. “Abby? Are you...making breakfast?”

“I was,” she said, “but, like, I’m done now. I hope you’re okay with french toast.” She grabbed the maple syrup and carried the platter over to the table, setting it down between them.

“But, but…” Ryan was perplexed, even as he grabbed a piece of her creation. “I know I gave you that file and everything, but did it really work that well? I mean, this is a thing you’ve been dealing with for years, and now –”

“Oh, honey,” said Abby, waving a hand, “it’s, like, so much better now. I don’t know what that file thingy did, but not only did I sleep way better, but everything feels so, like, light and happy now. Like, it’s hard to describe.” She giggled.

“I’m sure it is,” said Ryan. “But I’m still blown away at how well it worked. I didn’t know this kind of thing was real, and not just a fad or whatever.” For a few minutes, they both ate their breakfast in silence. Her husband tried to hide it, but Abby could tell that he was looking at her body. Her pajamas looked good on her, maybe. Then, finally, when they were both finished eating, it seemed that he could bear it no longer. “I don’t know what it is,” he said, smiling a little shyly, “but I can’t seem to tear my eyes away from you today. Something about...maybe those pajamas or something.”

“You, like, have a dirty, dirty mind,” said Abby, smiling back. Suddenly, she wondered whether there was something about her body that she wasn’t realizing. Sure, her pajamas did look good on her, but they were the same pajamas she wore every day. That alone wouldn’t have been enough to make her husband take extra notice of her. And she had been so hungry the night before...casting a surreptitious glance down at her cleavage, she realized that her boobs had grown. And probably the rest of her, too. How was that possible?

Oh, well. A hot body meant a happy husband, and she didn’t really care about anything else. She looked back at him. “A dirty mind, maybe, but I’m, like, into it. When was the last time…”

“Saturday night,” said Ryan. “So...not to be pushy or anything, but I’m kinda ready to...you know…”

“I’m not talking about any old sex, silly,” she said, “I’m talking about morning sex. Have we ever done that?”

“Well, it wasn’t too long ago that somebody would have probably punched me in the face if I had suggested it,” he said, “but hey, there’s a first time for everything. I mean...as long as you want there to be, of course.”

Standing up, Abby moved over to Ryan and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Baby, like, right now there’s nothing I want more.”

“Then how could I refuse you?” he said, rising to meet her in a passionate kiss.

Obviously, Abby and Ryan had kissed many times before, but this time...this time it felt different. The romance was there as usual, but so was a new passion, almost a desperation that Abby didn’t remember ever feeling before. Now, though, it nearly consumed her, and she found herself wrapping her arms around him, trying to feel him closer to her. He was a wonderful man, her husband, but right now what she wanted most of all was his body, to feel it close to her, to give it pleasure and get pleasure in return.

Because of that, a kiss could never be enough. She found herself tearing at his pajamas, and he slid them off and then helped her get out of hers. Now they were both naked, nothing between them but air and the few inhibitions that they still had left. Sometimes, Abby felt shy in front of Ryan, even though they’d done this many times before, but now she felt no shame, no embarrassment. She was just too desperate.

Running a hand down his chest, she gazed adoringly up into his eyes, and he smiled back down at her. Gradually, her hand traveled further down his torso, snaking down the abs that he managed to keep toned despite not having the easy-to-maintain college physique he had once had.

At last, she found the money zone. She traced a teasing circle around her husband’s thighs and hips, feigning reluctance to give him what he really wanted, before finally taking his rapidly-hardening cock into her fingers and beginning to stroke it very gently. He sighed with pleasure and, bringing his hands up to her chest, responded by beginning to massage her nipples. The bastard! He knew that that was her vulnerable spot. It wasn’t that they were nearly as sensitive as her clit or anything, but for her the sheer fact that a man was playing with her tender nipples, mauling her soft breasts, was incredibly arousing to her. She moaned softly; it was good to have a man who knew what he was doing.

“Do you wanna, like…” Abby gestured towards the couch with her free hand.

Ryan smiled. “Actually, I don’t believe we’ve had sex on that one yet. You always have the best ideas.”

“Like, obviously,” said Abby, as the two of them headed over to it and got into a comfortable position. “Because I have a dirty mind too.” She winked, taking his shaft into her hand once more and teasing it, feeling it grow fully erect between her fingers. It was just so incredibly delicious.

But Ryan wasn’t going to let her have all the fun. Shaking himself out of a haze of arousal, he began to trace a circle around her pussy opening with a finger, just barely missing her clit. After a few moments of that, she had grown desperate for him to just stick it in, but he didn’t oblige her. She moaned, pushing her pelvis up against his hand. “Oh,” he said, “hungry for more, are we? Well...I don’t know.”

“Please,” Abby begged, “stick it in. I need it so bad. Like, you have no idea.”

“Oh, I think I do,” he said, “and I’m still just not feeling like it.”

“I...I…” she paused. “I’ll, like, make you that special grilled cheese for lunch.”

“Mmmm…” Ryan paused, dragging out the moment, leaving Abby genuinely worried that he wouldn’t accept, even though there was really no reason for him to do that. 

Then he smiled. “Eh, okay.” She moaned as he slid his finger inside of her, quickly followed by a second. They began to dance skilfully inside her pussy, and she found herself practically grinding on his hand just to get them to go deeper, to feel even better. All the while, though, she was careful never to neglect his cock, pumping it in what she knew was exactly the way he really liked.

Then Ryan did something. He’d done it before, and Abby always begged for it; his fingers twisted inside of her in a way that sent a massive wave of pleasure flowing through her body. He refused to tell her the exact secret, and she’d tried to replicate the feeling with a dildo, but to no avail. Oh, well; just one more reason to keep this man around.

For several minutes, they went on like that, each doing exactly what they knew the other liked most. It was the same thing that they always did, but who cared? Their way of having sex wasn’t broke, so there was no need to fix it.

Then, at last, Abby could bear it no longer. “This is great, baby,” she murmured, “but, like, I need more. I need you inside of me.”

“Funny,” said Ryan, “because I was about to say I needed to be inside of you. Great minds think alike, huh?”

Abby smiled and punched him playfully. “Just, like, shut up and fuck me.” They got into their favorite position – the tried-and-true doggystyle – and Ryan braced his hands on her hips.

“Now,” he said, “are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“Fuck, like, I want to yell at you,” she said, “but I’m so desperate I don’t want to waste that time. Stick it in!”

“I don’t take a lot of persuading,” said Ryan, easing his cock into her. Abby cried out with pleasure; even just the feeling of being stretched wide by her husband’s cock, her favorite cock in the entire world, was enough to make her feel really good. She gripped the couch, bracing herself for what was coming next.

And it was good that she had. Ryan wasn’t big on easing into things, and he slid himself inside of her with one smooth, quick motion. Once he was all the way in, he began to thrust, getting up to speed in just a few seconds.

Some lovers needed that extra time to get adjusted. Abby had never been one of those people. The sensations flowing through her were surprisingly intense, though; she loved having sex with him, of course, but usually not this much. Sensations coursed through her, powerful, electric sensations that left her gasping, desperate for more, and she pushed herself back up against her husband, trying to take him in deeper, to feel even better.

He was clearly enjoying himself as well. Though Ryan was very composed most of the time, he lost that cool when Abby was doing something he particularly liked in the bedroom, and she could see that he was losing it now. His brow furrowed, and he grunted with each thrust, a display of animalistic passion that drove her wild.

All this pleasure was leading somewhere, Abby knew. Her pussy was ablaze with sensation, and it felt like there was a warm ball slowly growing in her core, increasing in size with each thrust, until...until…

The orgasm hit her like a truck; sudden, sharp, and unexpected. She screamed as unbelievable pleasure coursed through her, leaving her gripping the couch and bucking her hips in pure ecstasy. That was all too much for her husband, clearly; she felt him explode inside of her, but he kept thrusting anyway, determined to extract the last little bit of sensation before his cock softened too much.

And then, after a few moments, they began to come back to earth. Breathing heavily, each tried to collect themselves, and Ryan pulled out of Abby, grabbing a fistful of tissues to clean himself up.

She looked back at him, smiling shyly. “Like, I can’t believe we never did this before.”

“Neither can I,” he said. “I’m so glad that tape helped you this much.”

“Yeah, like, it did,” she said. “It also left me feeling a little...like, I don’t know, different. You know? Like I have a whole new outlook now.”

He shook his head. “Crazy. Well, you should probably go get cleaned up...unless…” he paused.

“Yes?” Abby grinned.

“Unless you want a round two,” said Ryan, laughing. “You do, don’t you?”

“Like, I’ve never wanted anything more,” said Abby, getting into position once again. “Drive me insane, babe.”

As Ryan got ready behind her, Abby reflected on the changes the last twenty-four hours had brought her. Things were different now, it was true, but she wasn’t sorry to leave her old way of doing things behind. Now she had better sleep, better sex, bigger tits...what wasn’t to like?

Nothing at all. Reaching back, she slapped her ass, jiggling it for her husband’s benefit. Really, it didn’t get any better than this.


Barista to Bimbo

“Wait, you said a...latte?” Amber scratched her head, confused.

“Yeah,” said the customer, an irritated middle-aged woman. “I wanted a plain latte. This is a double raspberry frappé with whipped cream. I’m running late as it is, so you’d better remake it quick!” The coffee shop was packed; it was nine a.m. on a Tuesday, and the pre-work rush line snaked out the door and onto the sidewalk. Now was not the time to be dealing with problems like this.

“Um, I…” Amber stared at the order slip. Sure enough, it said 1 REG LATTE. How had she gotten it so wrong? They weren’t even serving frappés now; it was December. “I’ll, um, get right on that.”

“You’d better!” said the woman. “Actually, not you. Someone competent. MANAGER!”

Just then, Amber’s manager, a tall man named Jake who was just a few years older than her, appeared. “I’m sorry, ma’am, is there a problem here?”

“There sure is!” The woman jabbed a finger at the brightly-colored drink in front of Amber. “I didn’t order that – I ordered a latte!”

“That’s a...frappé?” asked Jake, looking confused. He shot Amber a questioning look. “Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ll have that drink out for you right away, ma’am. I apologize for the confusion; this one’s on the house.”

“But you’ll still stamp my loyalty card, right?” The woman waved it at Amber.

“Sure thing! Amber, can you take care of that?” Jake turned and got the woman’s drink started while Amber grabbed the stamp book and saw to the loyalty card.

“I’m really sorry about this,” said Amber to the woman, who only grunted in response. “I don’t know what happened.”

A minute later, Jake returned with the correctly-made latté, which he handed to the woman, who stormed off without a word. Then he turned to Amber. “We have to deal with the rush here, but you and I are gonna have a conversation about this later.”

“U-um, yeah,” said Amber, before turning to take the next customer’s order. She was in deep trouble, she could tell. It wasn’t that she didn’t try her hardest; it was just that sometimes she messed up. That wasn’t really a good quality for a barista to have, though, and it didn’t really count for much that she meant well. The world could be cruel like that.

It took a few hours for the morning foot traffic to die down a bit, and during that time Amber’s anxiety only grew. At last, by eleven, there was little enough business that the third barista could handle it, and Jake motioned for Amber to follow him into the back. There, among the packages of coffee and boxes of pastries, she braced herself for a tongue-lashing.

“Listen, Amber,” he began, “it’s not that I don’t want you to succeed. It really isn’t. But this coffee shop – it’s a job, not high school or something. I can’t give you infinite leeway. We have five hundred customers a day coming through here, give or take a few. That’s a little over one every two minutes. Not only do they get mad when their drinks are wrong, but if we take longer than around two minutes to get them their order, it creates a backup that we’ll need to make up later. This isn’t an easy job, which I know you know, and not everyone is suited for it.”

“So...so…” Amber felt a lump forming in her throat. This couldn’t be happening. “Am I...are you…”

“No, you’re not fired,” said Jake, smiling sadly. “Not yet. I’m going to send you a file tonight, and I highly recommend that you give it a listen. It’s about success, about creating a version of yourself that can succeed in this kind of environment. Do that, and come in tomorrow with a real drive to succeed, and you’ll be back on track. If not...do I make myself clear?”

“Y-yes,” said Amber, sniffling. It wasn’t over yet. She needed this job to help pay for college, and losing it would be a cutting blow. She would do whatever it took, even listen to a weird tape her boss sent her. She’d thought that being a barista would be a breeze, considering the kind of people who sometimes ended up doing the job, but apparently not.

Oh, well. There was always tomorrow.

* * *

Amber tried her hardest for the rest of that day and didn’t make even a single mistake. When she got back to her dorm, she found an email from Jake with a file attached. The message read simply Enjoy, and see you tomorrow. When she downloaded the tape, she was shocked to see that it was nearly two hours long. Well, she hardly had a choice. Getting out her earbuds, she sat down at her desk and pressed Play.

Before she even realized what was happening, her brain had switched off.

* * *

It seemed like just a few minutes before Amber rose into a bleary half-consciousness of the world around her, but when she checked her phone she saw that it really had been a full two hours. What had happened?

Well, for one thing, her brain had been turned into guacamole, or...or something. It took a strangely long amount of time for her to collect her thoughts and return to reality; she was just sitting on her bed like a vegetable for a good five minutes before she finally got herself together enough to get up. Her mind just moved sluggishly for some reason.

For another, she was hungry and tired. She felt like a wild animal, totally controlled by her needs, but from the moment she was able to take stock of her situation, she was seized by an uncontrollable urge to root around through her belongings for a snack. That was exactly what she did, and after a few fruitless minutes – she knew she had snacks, she just couldn’t remember where they were for some reason – she located a granola bar and a bag of almonds and inhaled them both almost instantly. Then, after running to the bathroom to brush her teeth, she barely even had the energy to turn off the light before falling into bed. She vaguely recalled that it was still only eight p.m. and that she had homework to be doing, but she just couldn’t bring herself to care. Ahhh, oblivion.

* * *

The next morning, Amber jumped out of bed at half past five and was already pulling on her clothes, humming to herself, before her brain caught up and she wondered why she was feeling so good. It wasn’t that she had terrible trouble with getting up early, like she knew some people did; it was just that five thirty was a little too much for her, at least most days. But today, she felt wonderful.

She looked good, too! Checking herself in the mirror, she saw that her hair had lightened a few shades to a dirty blonde and that...was she seeing that right? Yes, her boobs and ass had both grown. Nice! She’d been a little bit flat and unremarkable before, but now no guy could ignore what she could show off. She had a vague feeling that the changes she had undergone might normally have made her a little nervous or worried, but that was dumb, right? Having bigger curves was good, no matter what the mysterious process had been that had given them to her.

After a quick shower, she did her makeup – her brain kind of switched off while she was doing it, and she’d ended up with a heavy nightclub-style look, but that was okay – and then headed out the door. She’d ended up leaving a little bit late because of an extended search for her keys, which had turned out to be in her pocket where she’d put them. Oh, well. She’d just have to run, right? Morning exercise never hurt anyone!

On the way, she realized that her uniform didn’t fit her so well anymore. She’d had to unbutton the polo shirt to give her tits enough breathing room, but that created a massive amount of cleavage. And, on the bottom, her jeans didn’t rise all the way over her newly expanded ass and hips, leaving a gap as if she was wearing a crop top. It wasn’t a bad look, really, but the boring coffee place cared about things like “professionalism,” so maybe it would land her in hot water.

Finally, she arrived at her work, breathless but exactly on time. When Jake and the other barista saw her, they did a full-on double take, and she couldn’t help but giggle. Guys were so silly! A few little changes, and they were acting like she was from another planet!

Finally, as Amber approached the counter, Jake recovered enough to greet her. “Hey, Amber! Um...mind if...mind if we chat in the back real quick?”

“Like, of course!” She flashed him a smile, and he reddened slightly. It made her feel nice, that men paid attention to her now. They never had before. Together, they stepped into the back room, and Jake scratched the back of his head, seemingly a bit anxious, before turning towards her.

“Listen, Amber, I...I’m sorry for what I did. I sent you that file knowing that it would do...this to you, but now that I see the pain I caused, I regret everything. I’ve never felt worse.” He sighed.

But what did he have to be sad about? Amber was confused. “Like, you don’t have to worry about it! I don’t know what the, um, file thingy did to me, exactly, but I’m super happy that you sent it to me, because I feel, like, so much better now!”

Jake shook his head. “This is exactly what I was tossing and turning over last night. You’re not better, and, and...I don’t know if there’s a way to turn you back.”

“But, like…” Amber paused, trying to form a coherent sentence. “It’s, like, not a problem. Really! I don’t need to be turned back. I’m happier this way!”

Her boss didn’t seem convinced. “To be honest, you’re just making me feel worse right now. I don’t know what to do.”

“Well, I mean, like…” She was getting an idea, and a wicked smile spread across her face. Hunger and sleep weren’t the only animalistic desires that had taken control of her the night before. No, there was something else, too, something only a man could provide. And Jake, well, he was the perfect choice to provide it. “I know what to do.” She placed a hand softly on his chest. “If you’re, like, on board with it.”

“Fuck,” said Jake, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “I’ve made a mess that I’ll never be able to clean up. I feel like dog shit, and I’m going to hell. But…” he looked down at her, “I mean, if you really mean this, if it’s really something you want, at least the new version of you, well...sure, I guess. Go right ahead.”

“Perfect,” said Amber, smiling. Then, before she was fully aware of what was happening, she was getting up on her tiptoes, and their lips were meeting in a passionate kiss.

Amber only remembered kissing one guy, and that had been a drunken makeout session in the In-N-Out parking lot; hardly a night to remember. This, though...even though it was fueled mostly by her wild lust, and even though she was pretty sure she would never have gone for it if it hadn’t been for her sudden transformation, and even though the changes of the past twelve hours were far beyond her understanding, she found herself loving every second of it. The wild way their lips pressed together, the way his tongue dove into her mouth...it was beyond compare.

She knew, though, that she needed more; every bone in her body cried out for her to go further, to crank the heat even higher, and she was powerless to control her urges, even if she had wanted to. They broke apart, and she tore at his uniform apron, tossed it to the ground. He gazed at her for a moment, looking like he’d just been introduced to someone completely new, then smiled weakly and returned her favor, yanking off her ill-fitting polo shirt and leaving her breasts bared. She realized she’d forgotten to wear a bra. Oops!

It was hardly the worst mistake Amber could have made, though. When Jake saw her big-but-still-perky breasts and her stiff pink nipples, his arousal seemed to shift to a higher gear. Gone was whatever gentleness he’d shown before; now he practically ripped the rest of her clothes off, and then his own. Then she had an opportunity to admire his body, which was surprisingly toned for a coffee shop manager. She took in the view of his handsome face, his muscles, and especially his ample cock, feeling herself growing wetter by the second. She hadn’t had a sex life before today, and now she was with this hunk? How was that even possible?

Without a word, Jake placed a hand on Amber’s shoulder and pushed her, gently but firmly, down onto her knees. He didn’t need to say anything; she knew exactly what he wanted, and, if she had still been in doubt, the steely glance he cast down at her once she was on the ground told her everything she needed to know and more.

Up close, his cock seemed almost like a living thing, a thick, veiny thing that twitched slightly as it rose to a full erection. Cautiously, almost reverently, she reached out and stroked it. She’d never wanted to give a blowjob before, but now she saw how wrong she had been; a cock was a work of art, deserving of gentle care, even of worship, regardless of the person it was attached to. She was so glad that the file had gotten rid of all those silly old ideas. Now she could be the real her.

Gently, Amber wrapped a hand around Jake’s cock and began to pump, slowly at first but then a bit faster. He exhaled, a gentle sigh of pure lust. The sound got her even more aroused, and she found herself fighting a growing urge to throw all caution to the wind and just give in to even her wildest urges. But no, that wouldn’t do; it would feel better for them both if she didn’t rush things. And pleasure was what it was all about, wasn’t it?

With that in mind, she leaned forwards, looking her partner in the eyes, and planted a kiss on the tip of his cock. A drop of precum had already formed there, and she got a taste; it was salty, musky, and slightly sweet, the flavor of virility. That was enough to get her to go further, and soon her lips were sliding over the head of his cock. Once she had it all inside, she began to take his shaft as well, creeping down as far as she could go. As she did so, she felt the pattern of veins under his skin, the soft, spongy flesh underneath, and even his heartbeat, which was significantly faster than normal. So she was getting him excited – not that she hadn’t known that already.

Once Amber had gone as far as she could, she began to bob her head up and down on Jake’s rod, to give him the feeling of fucking her mouth. She was acting on instinct now, but he seemed to like it all the same, grunting and placing his hand on the back of her head. Hopefully he hadn’t been expecting to get off easy; she was planning to bring him to within an inch of orgasm, to make sure that he remembered her forever.

And, after a few minutes of her careful ministrations, he seemed like he was getting there. His cock was even harder now, and every one of his exhales was a soft gasp. She could tell he was barely keeping it together, so she decided to try something new. While bobbing up and down on his cock, she began to twist her head slightly, rotating her mouth around his cock to give him yet another layer of pleasure.

That was too much for Jake; he grimaced and pushed Amber’s head off his shaft, grunting as he just barely fended off an orgasm. “That was...good,” he said, the hard edge still present in his voice, “but I’m far from done with you. Better brace yourself on one of the shelves or something.”

“Fuck yes,” she said. This was what she had been waiting for. Sure, the blowjob had been a lot of fun, but she knew that that wasn’t all his cock could offer her, and she wanted more. Getting up, she grabbed onto a sturdy-looking set of metal shelves and waited for him to slip on a condom that he’d produced from somewhere. Once he was done, he grabbed on to her shoulders – his grip was surprisingly strong – and began to guide himself towards her pussy.

Amber didn’t know exactly what she’d been expecting, but the sensation as Jake’s cock parted her pussy lips was shockingly intense. It wasn’t simply raw pleasure that flowed from her nerve endings there – that would probably come later – but rather a heady mix of pleasure and arousal, a cocktail that she found hard to resist. Soon, as more and more of his length buried itself inside of her, she was breathing in shallow, desperate gasps, shoving herself back against him to get more of him inside of her, to make this wonderful feeling even better.

At last, Jake’s pelvis slapped against Amber’s ass, and, without giving her even a moment’s rest, he began to thrust. She found herself squealing with each of his motions, gripping the cold steel shelf for dear life, fearing that if she didn’t she’d fall to the ground, overcome with pleasure. Her lover’s cock was the perfect thickness; not so thick that it was painful, although there were little twinges of pain whenever he pulled out that made the sensations she was experiencing so much more intense, or so thin that it didn’t stretch her enough. She felt that, if this were to keep going on forever, she wouldn’t be unhappy about it.

Within a few minutes, though, she knew that that wasn’t going to happen. Her body was climbing towards orgasm, slowly but surely. Each one of his powerful thrusts filled a reservoir within her with a little more pleasure, and soon it was sure to burst its banks, to send a flood washing over her. She found herself crying out, begging for him to do it harder, to give her more, to treat her like the dirty slut she’d suddenly become. She was almost there, teetering on the precipice…

And then, finally, Amber was there. Orgasmic ecstasy exploded through her body. Her limbs trembled, her expression went slack, everything in her being deactivated that wasn’t directly serving her pleasure organs. That included her brain, so she only dimly noted that Jake seemed to have reached his climax too, blasting his hot seed into the condom. But she couldn’t pay attention to him, only to the mind-bending sensations overcoming her completely. It was so heart-poundingly amazing, and she knew, in that moment, that whatever had happened had been worth it. The transformation, all the trouble it had caused...who cared, if it let her feel this good?

Eventually, the two lovers returned to Earth. Jake pulled his cock out of Amber, tossing the condom into a convenient trash can, and they both pulled on their clothes. Once they had done that, it was as if their tryst had never happened; certainly, they looked dishevelled, but the casual observer wouldn’t be able to tell from that alone that they had been having the best sex of both of their lives.

“Well, like, I…” Amber looked at Jake. “Like, we should do that again. It’s weird to start work after this, though.”

“Oh, definitely,” said Jake. “To both things. But hey, sex like that is worth a little awkwardness, right? We should get back out there, but, uh...give me a call this weekend, maybe?”

“Sure thing,” she said, smiling. Her life had definitely just taken a turn for the better.

* * *

It was strange; an hour later, Amber was having a completely normal workday. Sure, making drinks was harder than it had been before – she got even more orders wrong, and the line was starting to snake out the door as she desperately tried to do damage control – but nobody minded as much. Once she smiled at them and leaned forwards, flashing a nearly-illegal amount of cleavage, they tended to shut their mouths.

School would probably also be harder now, but...hey, her professors probably weren’t immune to boobs, either. She would probably be able to make them see things her way. Even as she made a mess of the coffee shop, she hummed happily to herself; nothing could get her down, not anymore.

Once the rush was over, maybe she’d dive into the shop’s spice drawer, she thought. For some reason, she was in the mood for a pumpkin spice latte.


Tokyo Bimbo

Michiko gripped one of the poles in the subway car and breathed out. She just had to get through the next twenty minutes, and then she’d be nearly home free. Twenty minutes. That was all.

But it wasn’t easy to reconcile herself to that fact when she looked around the metal prison she was trapped inside. Even now, at 7:30 PM, the crush of people in the train was little better than it would have been two hours before. Haggard company employees mixed with anxious-looking middle and high school students. There were even a few tourists, none of whom looked exactly thrilled to be crammed into the car like sardines.

All this because of her awful job! At Yamashita Industries, a firm that mainly produced specialized car parts, it was considered rude to take more than a day or two off work in a whole year. Also required was at least twenty hours of overtime per week, which Michiko did by going in on Saturdays and adding two hours to every weekday, and a bevy of after-work events that were all but mandatory if you wanted to ever be promoted. All of that together meant that she was constantly exhausted, and recently she’d been worrying that she was growing depressed. At least her decent salary meant that she’d probably be able to retire at some point.

That was a long way off, though, and this horrible subway car was here and now. The Tozai Line was the very worst in the subway system. Having a crush of people all around her was so stressful, and, well, she’d heard the stories about what happened to young women on crowded public transportation.

At last, though, the train stopped at Gyotoku Station, and Michiko practically leapt out the car. It had gotten slightly less crowded over the course of the trip, but there were plenty of people still waiting for their stops. They were all lucky even to be able to live on the metro and not have to take the train instead. Michiko knew someone from college who was now commuting two and a half hours each way.

The worst of the journey was done now, though. The streets of Ichikawa were already beginning to quiet down – it was a bedroom community, so no one was going out on the town, and the worst of the rush hour had passed. It was a fifteen-minute walk back to Michiko’s apartment building, and she went faster than usual, eager to finally be home.

At last, she took the elevator up and stumbled into her apartment, tossing her briefcase to the floor. She shucked off her shoes, then had her usual nightly debate: collapse onto the couch from sheer exhaustion and have to make dinner later, or make dinner now, when she was completely fried from the commute? Most of the time, she chose option B, and that was what she did tonight.

That was why she had already polished off her curry and rice and was putting away the dishes when someone knocked on the door. She sighed. There was only one person that could be, at eight-thirty on a Saturday night. Heading over, she opened the door and found Kenichi Kamikawa, her neighbor, waiting for her.

Most of the people in the apartment building were young, single, and busy all day with work and the commute; they only used their apartments as glorified bedrooms, and were even away on weekends much of the time to visit friends and parents. Not Kenichi. The road through middle school, high school, college, and job hunting was long and winding, and at some point he had fallen off of it. Instead of working, he spent all day alone in his apartment, doing God knows what. Michiko had seen inside at one point and wished she hadn’t; the walls were covered in ecchi posters, the floor was covered in garbage, and the scent of feet and unspeakable other things permeated the place. Probably he played video games or something to pass the time.

Normally, such a life would be unsustainable, but Kenichi’s dirty, unwashed t-shirts were usually from fancy brands, and when his parents came to visit him, as they sometimes did, they were both dressed in the finest designer clothing. They financed his degenerate lifestyle, all because he didn’t have the drive or the cojones to just get a job and pay his own bills. Michiko knew it was none of her business, but how could you, as a parent, let your child get like that? Still, she had to be polite to the person standing right in front of her. “Ah, Mr. Kamikawa, it’s a pleasure to see you. How are you today?”

“I’m good, I’m good!” he said. He was strangely outgoing, despite the fact that he almost never actually spoke to anyone. “And I’ve told you, Michiko, you can call me Ken. We know each other, don’t we? We’re neighbors!”

“Um, yes…” said Michiko, pausing for a moment. “...If I may ask, to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?”

“Don’t wanna make small talk? Fine, fine.” Ken waved a hand at her, and she had to fight the urge to recoil from the wave of body odor he gave off. “Listen, Michiko, I have a favor to ask of you. Kind of an unusual favor, but, like, you’ve always been nice to me, right? So I thought, hey, why don’t I pay this girl back? I’m gonna give you something, but I have to ask something of you also.”

“Um...I’m not sure…” Michiko was taken aback. What on earth could this man possibly want from her?

“Listen, it’s simple,” said Ken. “Super easy, and it’ll help you out. You have something with a disc drive, right? Just play this CD and you’ll feel your worries melting away. You’re a busy woman, and when I found this, I thought, well, damn, this is just what she needs.” He handed her a CD in a clear case. “You’re welcome.”

“Ah,” said Michiko, more confused than ever. “I...thank you very much for the gift, Mr. Kamikawa. I’ll...listen to it soon.”

“Please do,” said Ken, “and you don’t need to be so formal! We’re friends, aren’t we?” He laughed. “Well, I might stop by tomorrow. I want to know what you think of it!”

“Yes, certainly,” said Michiko. “Well, I must ask you to excuse me. It’s been a long day, and I...have some chores still to do.” In truth, Michiko had nothing – she saved her vacuuming, laundry, and grocery shopping for Sundays, which was the only way she could fit it in around her busy work schedule. But Ken didn’t need to know that.

“Eh? Well, fine,” he said. “See you tomorrow, in that case.”

“Yes, of course,” she said. “Have a wonderful evening.”

Once he was gone, stomping off down the hall, Michiko shut the door and turned away, sighing. She’d hoped to catch up on an episode of her favorite TV drama, but with Ken demanding that she listen to his CD and threatening to check that she’d done it the next day, she couldn’t well watch anything now. Instead, she headed over to the cheap home media center she’d gotten at DONKI the previous year and popped the disc into the slot. No artist name or other information popped up on the display, so she could only assume that Ken had made it himself. Utterly ridiculous. Sighing, she hit Play.

At first, all that emerged from the speakers was static, and she wondered whether her neighbor had scuffed the disc or something. Then, before she realized what was happening, her legs were turning to jelly and she was collapsing onto the ground. Very quickly, everything went dark.

* * *

When Michiko awoke, her head felt heavy and her limbs felt weak. Her mind was scrambled, her thoughts muddled, and it took her a minute or two even to remember what had happened. Ken...oh, that CD...yes, she’d been listening to the CD, and now...she checked her watch and saw that it was ten-thirty. That meant she’d been out for nearly two hours! What on Earth had the tape done to her?

Also, she was exhausted, and hungry. It wasn’t as if dinner had been small or unsatisfying, so why...well, she was too tired to worry about it. Stumbling over to the freezer, she grabbed a couple of balls of mochi ice cream and devoured them both. After that, it was all she could do to brush her teeth before stumbling to her room and falling into bed.

* * *

It was noon before Michiko drifted back into consciousness. She felt...she felt good. It was Sunday, right? Yes! She had the day off, and she could do absolutely whatever she wanted! Leaping out of bed, she set about getting ready for the day. Her head felt lighter than air, and all of the worries and stresses of the previous day were gone. There were some chores to do, weren’t there? She couldn’t really remember what exactly she’d wanted to get done. Um, cleaning and laundry and shopping? Were those what she usually did? It was strange that she couldn’t remember clearly.

It didn’t matter, though. She’d get it all done, and she’d whistle while she worked. Once everything was spotless, the laundry was hung out to dry, and she’d eaten either lunch or breakfast, depending on your point of view, it was time to get dressed and head to the grocery store.

But it was strange; Michiko’s clothes didn’t fit nearly as well as she remembered them fitting the day before. Her jeans were impossible to get into, so she had to go for a skirt instead, and her tops all seemed to be several sizes too small. At last, she found a sweater that covered everything, although the look was more than a little indecent. As she looked in the mirror, she realized what had happened: her body had changed! Her boobs, which had before been more or less average in size and very unremarkable, were now much, much larger; put together, they were probably as big as her head. And, well, she blushed when she realized it, but...her butt was much larger as well. So that was why her pants had been so hard to put on.

Normally, she felt like she would have been worried about such unusual changes, but that was dumb, right? Her new body was much nicer than her old one, and...she felt kind of perverted for thinking it, but guys would like it, wouldn’t they? She hadn’t had a boyfriend since college, but with her new equipment, maybe that would change. Anything was possible!

So, when she left her apartment and walked the five minutes to the store, she’d never been so excited to go grocery shopping. Sure enough, she attracted more than her fair share of stares, ogles, and double-takes, both on the way there and in the store itself. Men who had to pass her in the narrow aisles grew distracted and flustered, and she could make the effect even stronger by flashing them a big smile. She lingered longer than she needed to just so that she could enjoy the effect. Having this much power was intoxicating.

Finally, Michiko made her way home, put the groceries away, and wondered what else to do. It was only three p.m. – much of the day was still ahead of her, and she didn’t have any other chores or errands to do. In the absence of any great ideas, she flipped on the TV. She had to catch up on that drama, after all.

She was a couple of episodes in when someone knocked on the door. There was only one person that could be, at four p.m. on a Sunday afternoon – but rather than feeling angry or disgusted, like she usually did when confronted with the thought of seeing Ken, she was almost excited. Yes, he was a loser, and he didn’t shower nearly often enough for her taste, but...he was still a guy, and he had a cock, didn’t he? She was just so easily-aroused now, for whatever reason, that the mere thought of sex was enough to get her excited. A bevy of filthy ideas entered her mind, and she smiled wickedly.

When she opened the door and greeted Ken cheerily, he seemed perhaps a bit less surprised at her new appearance than might have been expected. Instead, he seemed oddly pleased. “Good afternoon, Michiko. Did you listen to the CD?”

“I did, Mr. Kamikawa, and I think…” she interrupted herself with a giggle. It was just so embarrassing to be in front of her neighbor with this dirty, dirty body! “Um, I think it might have...changed a few things. I don’t really know, but it seems like I’ve been feeling a lot different today, and my body...well…”

He nodded, smiling. “I can see that it’s changed a bit. I have to admit that I knew what would happen when I told you to listen. But you’re happier now, aren’t you? And I keep telling you, call me Ken.”

“A-all right, Ken,” said Michiko. For some reason, when he told her to do something, it was just so much easier not to refuse. Besides, if she wanted to get on his good side, and she really, really did, buttering him up could help. “Well, why don’t you...come in? I can make some tea.”

“That would be lovely,” said Ken, grinning widely. Together, they headed into the apartment and Michiko put the tea on. While it boiled, they chatted about this and that, and then finally Michiko took a seat at the table and poured her neighbor and then herself a cup of the supermarket’s finest store-brand discount tea, accompanied with a few chocolates that she’d gotten out on a whim.

“I hope the tea is to your liking,” she said. “I’m hardly an expert.”

“Oh, I’m sure it’s fine,” said Ken, lifting the cup to his lips. “Itadakimasu.”

“So...um…” Michiko paused, trying to figure out how to put her question into words. “Where is the CD from, and why did you decide to give it to me? It seems like something that a lot of people would want.”

“Oh, I just…my father’s job is in the government, working with American corporations, and he said they gave it to him. He had no use for it, though, so it came to me.” Ken smiled. “It helps to have these connections, right?”

“Yes,” said Michiko. She was about to say something else when she felt his hand on her thigh. She froze like a deer in headlights. She had invited him in wanting sex, it was true, but...now that he was doing something so perverted, her felt herself overcome by a new kind of arousal. How dare he act so boldly? And...and why didn’t she want him to stop?

Maybe it was better to ignore it. She wasn’t a toy to be played with, after all – if he wanted her, the least he could do was ask! “Um, nice weather we’ve been having,” she said. “There was so much rain last week, but now it’s much better.”

“Yes,” said Ken, his hand creeping up her thigh, under the hem of her skirt. “A little bit of rain is good – the farmers need it, after all, and it keeps the forests green and beautiful – but too much is just depressing.”

“I...um...I…” Michiko stammered, trying her hardest to focus on the conversation. “Yes, I...I was thinking of...going to Kyoto over the long weekend in a few weeks, so hopefully the weather holds up then as well.”

“Oh, is that so?” asked Ken. His fingers danced up her thigh, and she realized, too late, that she’d forgotten to wear any panties. He was sure to think she was dirty now. But then, with the way he was acting, did he have any right to judge her? “Kyoto is an awfully nice place. I’ve been there a few times myself. The food’s good, and of course you can’t beat the matcha tea there.”

“Yes, I’ve always loved matcha tea –” Michiko cut herself off when she felt Ken’s fingers dancing just outside her slit. At last, she could keep up the game no longer. “Ken! Mr. Kamikawa! I must ask that you...that you stop at once!”

“At once?” asked Ken. “Sure. All you have to say is this: ‘Ken, I don’t want you to treat me like the dirty, dirty pervert that I am.” Before she could respond, he thrust a finger up her slit, and she squealed in surprise and indignation. Who was this man to take such liberties? He didn’t even have a job, and here he was, touching her most intimate parts!

“Ken, I – Ken, I –” Even though they were embarrassing, Michiko tried her best to get the words out, but she just couldn’t, not with Ken’s finger at play inside of her. As she gripped the table, trying to keep control of herself, he added a second and began really exploring her intimate corners, stretching open her slit to accommodate himself. “If...if you would just slow down for a moment, I’m – I’m sure I could say it…”

“I’m not sure that you could,” said Ken. “I think that you’re so dirty and perverted that you could never turn down a man who wanted to play with your pussy. You go to work, like a prim and proper lady, but really –” his fingers did something inside of her, and Michiko gasped – “really you’re a nasty slut.”

She wanted to say that it wasn’t true, that she wasn’t a nasty slut, but...if she did that, would he stop pleasuring her? She just wanted this to continue, no matter what. And maybe that did make her the things he was saying she was. She opened her mouth, but all that would come out was a moan.

“That’s what I thought,” said Ken. “You could never say no to sex, even with a man like me. I have nothing to offer you. I sit all day in my apartment and play video games. I don’t even shower every day. But here you are, powerless to resist me!”

“I – I can’t take it anymore,” said Michiko. Something had broken inside of her, and there was now only one thing she could focus on. “I need you to use me. Please treat me like the dirty slut I am, Ken!”

“Hah!” said Ken. “Exactly what I wanted to hear. Now come on.” He pulled his fingers out of her, leaving her feeling a bit empty, grabbed her hand, and pulled her back to the bedroom, where he tossed her down onto her bed. She was about to be used like a love doll right in her own bedroom!

But first, Ken had to make some preparations. Michiko watched him practically jump out of his clothes, and then he set upon her, pulling off her nice sweater and what had once been a modest skirt, revealing her nakedness underneath. She felt herself flushing red. It had been years since a man had seen her naked, and of course no one had ever seen her new body but her. 

He didn’t seem to care, though. Instead, he whistled appreciatively, which made her feel almost worse. She wasn’t the kind of easy woman you would whistle at in the street, was she? But then, here she was, having sex with a man who she was only casually acquainted with. Maybe her standards had lowered.

Ken lowered himself onto her, and she looked up at him as he positioned his cock at the entrance to her wet, eager hole. She was so incredibly aroused that she wanted to beg him to put it in, but she could restrain herself from that, at least. She just flashed him her best puppy-dog eyes, something that she knew would drive him wild.

And it worked! He smiled at her, almost wickedly, before thrusting his hips forward and slowly but surely driving his cock into her wet hole. She moaned aloud. The few other times she’d had sex, penetration had never done anything for her, but now that seemed to have changed completely. Her pussy was practically aflame with feeling.

Those feelings got even better when Ken started to thrust, slowly at first, but then faster and faster until he hit a steady, driving rhythm. Michiko cried out and wrapped her arms around him. Whatever higher consciousness she’d had before was completely gone in the face of his onslaught; now, she could only moan, gasp, beg for him to take her harder. She was a fucking machine.

And as the pleasure got more intense – it seemed to grow with each passing thrust – she realized a truth she’d been blind to her whole life: that this was what she was meant to do. All that stuff with the job, the horrible commute, the rent, the bills – none of that made her feel this way. Nor could it. She felt like all the sensation that her normal life was missing had been condensed and funneled into these few magical minutes. Even Ken, who was a solidly below-average man, thrilled her far more than anything that could ever happen at work. How had she missed out on this for so long?

Well, no longer. Michiko pushed her pelvis up against her lover, trying to get him further inside her. She could feel now that an orgasm wasn’t far away. There was a hidden place deep inside of her, a secret place that was slowly filling up with pleasure, and soon, she knew, it was bound to explode. She knew women were supposed to be demure, to let the man lead, but what was the point of that? They were working together to get pleasure, after all, so why not just be as aggressive as they were both comfortable with?

Ken seemed to agree. He was thrusting at just the right speed now, and his contorted expression betrayed to her that he was close to climax. It was admirable that he hadn’t sped up, despite his wild drive for pleasure. His breathing was heavy, though, and his arms shook. He couldn’t be that far away…

And then he went over the edge. Michiko felt his cum blasting into her, and his thrusts grew wild and less rhythmic. She had done it! She had made a man cum! She was desirable, sexy. She could be an object of lust. She could really be all these things she’d never thought were possible for her. God, that was so hot!

The realization proved to be too much for her. One of Ken’s thrusts was the final blow – Michiko felt pleasure shooting through her, overwhelming her body and mind. Her limbs trembled, and for a moment she lost awareness of everything other than her own ecstasy. This sensation was the most incredible thing she’d ever experienced, and she would do whatever it took, she knew, to feel it again.

After a few blessed seconds, though, she began to come down. Ken was already pulling out of her, panting hard. Together, the two of them cleaned up in silence using the box of tissues on Michiko’s nightstand. What did you say after something like that?

Ken made an attempt. “That was so hot. Damn, if I’d known that it could have been like this, maybe I would have given you that CD sooner!”

“How it worked out is fine too,” said Michiko. “Thank you so much! I feel like I didn’t know what life was before.”

“Really?” asked Ken. “Wow, I didn’t know it would be that earth-shattering.”

“It really, really was,” said Michiko. “My world’s been turned upside down. With that in mind, um…”

“What?” Ken smiled. “You getting an idea?”

“If it’s no trouble,” said Michiko, “why don’t we go again? That feeling...it’s kind of addictive.”

“That won’t be any trouble,” said Ken, his grin widening. “No trouble at all.”

As Ken’s hands groped for her breasts, Michiko smiled. It really didn’t get any better than this.


Anthology Five


Art Gallery Bimbo

“Are we really doing this?” sighed Kayla. “I swear, it has to be the fourth time this month –”

“No, no, no, this is going to be great,” said Leo. “I’m this close to making it big. Just one more sculpture, right? Then I’ll have enough for my exhibition at the Getty. And then, and then I’ll be rolling in it! I’ll pay you back for all this ten times over.”

“Have they gotten back to you about that?” she asked. “I mean, the exhibition? I remember them calling you a crackpot last time, so –”

“Oh, that,” he said, waving a hand dismissively. “Don’t even worry about it. I know they’re going to crack, I just know it.”

“I’m sure they will.” Internally, Kayla rolled her eyes. Leo was a great friend and endlessly supportive, but his art career – such as it was – often overtook everything else in his life. His sculpture studio, which was more widely known as his mother’s garage, was filled with half-finished projects and random junk. All of it seemed meaningless to anyone else, but Leo would pick up a piece, and then his eyes would light up like searchlights and he would begin talking a mile a minute about his latest vision. His personality was well suited to art, but less well suited to things like doing his laundry on time or noticing that he was trying his friend’s patience.

“Listen,” said Leo, turning his truck down a side road, “you’re my muse, right? You...I’ve never seen such a pure construction of the human form. You stand in for everyone, for a whole world full of us, do you understand? That’s why I need you here. You’re key to this whole project.”

When he talked like that, Kayla almost wondered whether her friend had a crush on her...but he always completely missed any hints she tried to drop. “Right, and it’s an honor. What was this sculpture going to be about?”

“It’s called Mountain,” said Leo. “I said is because it already exists, just in my mind. All I have to do now is sort of upload my brain to the real world...easy as can be. That’s why I love sculpture, you know? Oh, I love sculpture.” He nodded to himself, then perked up. “Oh, this is a great spot!” Slamming on the brake, he sent the truck screeching into the dust at the side of the road. Kayla had to grab the handle above the door, but even so she gave her seatbelt a workout. Letting Leo drive was never a good idea.

The artiste hadn’t seemed to notice the chaos he was causing, though; he’d put on the parking brake and practically jumped out of the truck just as soon as it had come to a halt. Frantically, he motioned for her to join him outside; reluctantly, she got out and joined him. In for a dime, in for a dollar, right?

“Look...at this!” Leo said, spreading his hands out. “The view...it’s breathtaking!”

“Breathtaking,” agreed Kayla, “but...there’s no mountains, really. I mean, there are the ones way off to the south,” she gestured into the hazy distance, “but…”

“But there are!” said Leo. “Look at what we’re standing on! The Beverly Hills, the Chalk Hills...they’re all part of the Santa Monica range, which is in turn one of the Transverse Ranges. You and I are standing on a piece of Southern California’s largest mountain ranges, and I want to capture that majesty in a sculpture!”

“Right, right,” said Kayla. “So...where should I pose?”

“Just meld with the surroundings,” Leo waved a hand, pulling out his sketchbook. “This won’t take a minute.”

An hour later, Kayla was sliding back into the now-boiling-hot passenger seat of the truck, aching from having to strike endless poses. Leo never knew what he wanted, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t picky at the same time.

“This is great,” he said, getting into the passenger seat next to her. “I have all the sketches I need –”

“Do you really?” asked Kayla. “You know I don’t mind doing this for you, but maybe sometime we could go, you know, get tacos or something, the way we do when you’re in between sculptures…”

“Oh, I’d love to, I’d love to,” said Leo, “but I really need to work on this now. Inspiration is like a little bird! If you don’t catch it, it flies away into the bushes, and then...what’s this now?” He fished his phone out of his pocket; it was blasting his ringtone, White Rabbit by Jefferson Airplane. “Hello?”

Kayla could only really hear Leo’s side of the conversation, but the gravelly voice coming out of his ancient phone’s tinny speakers seemed to be telling him exactly what he wanted to hear. “Oh?” he asked. “Yeah! Yeah, definitely.” There was a pause. “Of course, yeah! Yes, right away!” Another pause. “Of course! Of course, thanks.” There was a click as whoever was on the other end hung up.

“Who was that?” she asked. “Sounds like they were giving you some good news.”

“Oh, hell yeah they were!” Leo grinned. “It was Arnold Roberts. You know him?”

Kayla racked her brain and vaguely recalled a human-interest story on the news. “Oh...that was Ronald Roberts’ son? Isn’t his dad in the slammer?”

“Yeah,” said Leo. “Oh yeah. Yeah, his dad was a bad, bad guy. But he’s legit, you know? And he called me! Down at the Roberts Center, they’re doing an exhibition of L.A. County’s best upcoming sculptors, and he says I can exhibit there!” He paused. “Well, on one condition, I guess.”

“What’s that?” asked Kayla.

“Well, he wants to see me face-to-face,” said Leo, “and we have to be there in fifteen minutes.” Suddenly, he stomped on the gas, and the truck peeled out as it skidded back onto the road. Hand on the handle above the door, Kayla screwed up her eyes and prayed for deliverance.

* * *

At the Roberts Center, there was a bit of a hold-up when a security guard tried to shoo Leo away (unfair, Kayla thought; he wasn’t that scruffy). But the sculptor had the presence of mind to drop the younger Roberts’ name, and that cleared everything up as quick as could be. Soon, they were in the museum’s offices, waiting in a well-appointed modernist reception room. The tables were covered in magazines, but Kayla didn’t want to touch them; they were so intricately arranged that they seemed to be yet another of the museum’s many works of art.

After a few minutes, a tall man with a stubbled chin – Kayla judged him to be either a bodyguard or a personal assistant – emerged from the offices beyond and raised a hand to Leo. “Mr. Villanueva! A pleasure to meet you. And is this your…” he motioned at Kayla.

“My assistant and muse,” said Leo. “Oh, she’s great. Her name is Kayla.” He smiled encouragingly to his friend, who was somewhat put off by the word assistant. Being an assistant implied being paid, and, well…

“Oh, excellent,” said the man. “I’m Wyatt, Mr. Roberts’ executive assistant. I’ll first take you, Mr. Villanueva, back to Mr. Roberts’ office – it wouldn’t be right to keep him waiting, after all – and then I’ll come back for you, Kayla. Mr. Roberts wants to know all about the Villanueva creative process, and Kayla is a part of that, of course.” He held open the door and motioned to Leo, who sprang up and hurried through it, disappearing into the hallway beyond. A minute later, Wyatt returned and beckoned to Kayla. “If you please.”

They made their way through the door and into a small office that opened off the red-carpeted hallway beyond. The furnishings were luxurious, but sparse, and Kayla judged the room to be Wyatt’s own office. He sat down on a chair by a coffee table, and motioned for Kayla to take a seat on the other side. “Like the office?”

“It’s nice,” said Kayla. “I guess the Roberts Organization treats its employees well.”

He nodded, smiling widely. “Oh, I can’t complain. I really feel like an executive, even though all I really do is run errands for the big boss.”

Kayla had been a personal assistant herself, for one extremely unpleasant month. She had nothing positive to say about the job, so instead she nodded. “Sounds like a good gig.”

“And you’ve got yourself a good gig, too,” said Wyatt. “Helping out our artistic genius?”

“Oh, well,” Kayla laughed. “He’s my friend, is all. He loves doing sculpture more than anything else, so I model for him sometimes.”

Wyatt nodded; there was a strange look in his eyes. “Right. Right, that’s great! But you have some talent of your own as well, and that’s what I’m interested in. What I’m wondering is this: You have insight into the art world, so would you be willing to be a sculpture fellow here at the Roberts Center? A couple meetings a week, a few other little things…”

“Thank you for the offer,” said Kayla, “but I have a job.” It wasn’t a particularly good job – she was the lowest woman on the totem pole in the office of a tortilla-chip company – but it was better than whatever sketchy deal he could offer her.

“Oh, this wouldn’t need to get in the way of your job,” said Wyatt. “We understand, of course – although there is opportunity for promotion up into the Center’s full-time staff, which would allow you to upgrade, wouldn’t it?”

“Well, I don’t know…” said Kayla.

“Don’t decide now,” said Wyatt. “Take this, go home and think things over.” He handed her a piece of paper. On it was written a phone number – presumably his – as well as a set of directions for downloading an app from the App Store. “We present our podcasts and other things on the Roberts Center app. Maybe give our first episode a listen?”

“I will if I have time,” said Kayla, taking the paper and hoping that her promise was vague enough to provide plausible deniability later, when she inevitably recycled the paper.

Still, she thought, folding the sheet up and slipping it into her purse, Del Bandito was something she had been looking to move on from, after all. This was worth thinking about.

* * *

About an hour later, an elated Leo had dropped Kayla off at her apartment, talking a mile a minute about how Arnold Roberts had offered him the opportunity, not only to display, but to give a presentation about his work, and even to sell pieces to buyers. It was his big break, he kept repeating.

Kayla was excited for him, but not so much for herself. What to do about this job offer? If she didn’t say yes, she knew it would vanish quickly enough. Someone else would be sure to take a position with so much potential for advancement. On the other hand, she’d gotten such weird vibes from it…

As she ate dinner, she remembered the piece of paper in her purse. The podcast would be the test, she decided. If it was any good, if it seemed like a real thing and not just a scam for tax writeoffs or something, she would consider giving Wyatt a call. If not, then, well, forget about it.

She did the dishes, took out the piece of paper, and found the Roberts Center app in the App Store. Sure enough, it had a Podcasts tab, and the first episode was even entitled “For Prospective Employees: Your Introduction to the World of the Roberts Center.” It was all sleek and very professional; she felt a bit less skeeved-out as she looked at the clean lines and well-chosen stock photos.

Finally, Kayla decided to go for it. Why not? Listening to the podcast wasn’t the same as taking the job. No one would even know she’d given it a try. Getting out her earbuds, she got comfortable on the couch – her favorite podcast-listening position – and hit the Play button.

At first, nothing seemed to be playing except a faint hiss, and a hint of murmuring voices. They were just a tad too quiet, though, and Kayla had no idea what they were saying. Was that the podcast audio? Was it really that messed up? What was...going...on…

Just like that, she was out like a light.

* * *

Awakening was much harder than getting to sleep had been. Kayla’s head seemed like it was filled with cotton, and, and...thinking was hard for some reason. It took her a long time to remember what had happened, that she’d been listening to a podcast, and even longer to figure out that it had somehow put her to sleep. What?

Getting up, she realized that she was incredibly hungry. She’d used the word starving before, but she hadn’t known its meaning until now; her stomach seemed to have expanded to engulf her whole being, and it was screaming to be filled. Running to the fridge, she looked for an easy way to stop the craving and settled on cooking a mess of scrambled eggs, toast, and peanut butter. She vaguely remembered having eaten dinner earlier, but it hadn’t stuck with her for whatever reason. As she cooked, she checked her watch; it was eight-thirty, only an hour and a half after she’d started the podcast.

After Kayla engulfed the food, she felt full and incredibly sleepy. She might have just woken up from an hour and a half nap, but it hadn’t been a very restful nap, and now she was more tired than she’d ever been. The day had been busy, hadn’t it? She couldn’t quite remember anything that had happened, but there had been a lot of it; she was pretty sure about that. Collapsing into bed, she faded away quickly.

* * *

The next morning dawned bright and sunny, as it usually was in LA, but Kayla felt bright and sunny too. How could she not? The world was just so nice. As she lay in bed, she imagined all the good things that were happening right at that moment, all the birthdays and weddings and celebrations and first kisses. Earth was a beautiful place to live.

And she wanted to be beautiful to match. Usually, Kayla put in the bare minimum of effort needed to mask her worst insecurities, but today she didn’t feel like that at all; she just wanted to look as ready to take on the world as she felt. Practically skipping over to the closet, she pulled out half the things in it and held them up against herself. A lot of it seemed too small, like she’d been shopping for a woman with a much smaller bust and much narrower hips. Why would she have done that, though? She was very lucky to have the body she did.

Her shoes all fit, at least. Today, she felt drawn to her highest pair of sexy black heels, and she built an outfit to go with them, featuring a tiny jean jacket and an almost comically short skirt. Looking at the results in the mirror, she blew herself a kiss; she was beautiful as always. Life was easy when you were pretty.

Kayla realized, as she was doing a much more elaborate makeup look than normal, that she had no idea what she was going to do that day. It was a Sunday, and she didn’t have to go to work, but the whole city was open to her! She could go to a concert, or see a movie, or have brunch, or…

...Or call Wyatt. As soon as the idea came to her, she felt a strong, uncontrollable impulse to do just that. As her setting spray was drying, she pulled out her phone and dialed the number.

Even though it was fairly early on a Sunday morning, there were just two rings before he picked up. “Wyatt Everhart speaking. May I ask who’s calling?”

“Wyatt!” said Kayla. “It’s, like, me. I listened to the, um…” the word escaped her for some reason, “um, the podcast thingy, and I feel really good now. It’s like, the world is really nice and stuff. Is that what working at the Roberts Center would, like, be like?”

Wyatt laughed. “I’m so glad to hear that you enjoyed the podcast so much! Our podcasts are a special project over at the Roberts Institute. We really put our all into making sure that they really brighten up a person’s day. But if you’ve decided that you want to further discuss the opportunity, why not come down to the Roberts Center? We’re open today – just say that you want to speak with Wyatt at the front desk.”

“Like, that sounds great!” said Kayla. “Um...well, I’ll see you there!”

“I’m looking forward to it,” said Wyatt.

She hung up the phone and nearly screamed with excitement. She wasn’t sure why she wanted to go back to the Center so badly...unless it had something to do with Wyatt, who had been pretty easy on the eyes. Oh, Kayla, you naughty girl!

Grabbing her purse, she got up and grabbed a bagel as she hurried out the door. There was no time for a real breakfast, but it was never good to interview on an empty stomach, right?

* * *

Sunday morning wasn’t the busiest time for traffic in LA, but Kayla still missed a few lights on the way. She wasn’t angry to have to stop, really, just anxious to keep going, to get to the Center as soon as she could. What if Wyatt changed his mind? She had to be there before he had the chance!

Those frenzied thoughts made it hard to focus on the road, and she almost got into accidents more than once. The sky-high heels she was wearing didn’t help, either. But who cared? She was on a mission, gosh darn it. She would make it to Wyatt!

At last, after what seemed like hundreds of miles of freeways, she made it to the Roberts Center, which was perched imposingly on a bluff above the surrounding neighborhoods. It was a good setting for a momentous day, she realized. Was that a good omen? Maybe, but she wasn’t going to leave anything to chance. She almost took out a hedge as she sped into the parking lot.

It’s not possible to run in heels, not really, but Kayla did her level best as she hurried into the Center. The crowd of Sunday museumgoers looked at her as if she’d just arrived from another planet, but she didn’t mind the attention; men, especially, were unable to tear their eyes away from her, but that made her feel sexy rather than creeped out. It wasn’t every day that she was able to turn heads.

After a quick conversation with a very confused front desk attendant, Kayla was directed to the same waiting room as before. When she saw that it was empty, she sat down on a couch and started tapping her foot, feeling like the fate of the world depended on whether Wyatt came to meet her. Why couldn’t he just have shown up already?

Just as she was beginning to wonder whether he was coming at all, the door at the back of the waiting room opened, and he stepped through, smiling widely. He was dressed more casually today, in jeans and a button-down shirt that looked absolutely great on him. “Kayla!”

“Wyatt!” she said, standing up and hurrying over to him. “Like, thank you so much for agreeing to meet me. I, like, thought it over, and I’m really eager to, um, discuss the position you offered me.”

“Of course!” said Wyatt. “I’m so glad you decided to give the Roberts Center a shot. And that means that you’re in! We’d decided on you already, of course, so you agreeing to join us is all we needed.”

Kayla wanted to scream with excitement. That was just what she’d wanted! Of course, looking at Wyatt, she realized it wasn’t everything she’d wanted...but it was a start, right? “Like, great! Is there somewhere we could go to, like, discuss the specifics?”

“Oh, yes,” said Wyatt. “I knew that a person like you would be very interested in...the specifics.” She saw a wicked gleam flash through his eyes. “Come right this way.” He guided her back to the same office as before, and they took up their same seats; she felt very lonely by herself on the couch.

“So, like…” Kayla grasped for words. “What would the actual job be? Like, what would I do?” She didn’t care, not really, but she wanted to keep his attention.

“Oh, this and that,” said Wyatt, gesturing at the air. “A lot of little things. Advise us on exhibits, help us spot upcoming artists, that kind of thing. You would also be working closely with me, of course.”

“Closely with you?” asked Kayla. This kept getting better and better.

“Well, I’ve realized that I need an assistant myself a few days a week,” said Wyatt. “It’s funny, an executive assistant with an executive assistant, but that’s how these things are. You would just…” he paused, “do whatever needed doing, I guess.”

“Do whatever needed doing,” repeated Kayla. “That, like, sounds good! Is there, um, anything that needs doing right now?”

“Right now?” Wyatt laughed. “But you haven’t started yet! If I had to name something, though,” he rose to his feet and was suddenly standing in front of her, his crotch, sporting a very visible bulge, just inches from her face, “well, I guess it would be...a personal issue of mine.”

“I see that,” said Kayla. “Like, it looks like a really big...issue.” She placed a hand on the front of his pants, gently and almost shyly. “Would you mind if I...took care of it?”

“Please,” said Wyatt. “Go right ahead.”

Fingers trembling with anticipation, Kayla reached up and undid the button on his jeans, then slid the zipper down over the curve of his bulge. It was rock-hard, and she felt herself salivating just at the feeling of it waiting behind the thin layers of denim and cotton. Seizing his waistband, she pulled his jeans down, revealing his boxers.

The sight of his thick cock, outlined in his straining underwear, was so alluring that it was hard for Kayla to keep herself from tearing away the last barrier between her and it and throwing herself into the act of giving pleasure, but she knew that keeping things slow would be better for both of them. It wasn’t as though she’d had much sex in the past; there just seemed to be a new sexual instinct within her, an animalistic knowledge that directed her every move. Slowly, luxuriously, she began to pull down his boxers as well.

The sight of his cock, as it emerged from its fabric wrapping, was more beautiful than she’d ever imagined. Veins traveled up its length, emphasizing its thickness and its raw, bestial power, and a bead of precum had already formed at the tip, a glossy droplet of sheer virility. She felt a heat growing inside of her, a heat that demanded to be tended to, to be satisfied right this very instant.

There was no use in keeping him waiting too long. Reaching out, she avoided his cock and instead cupped his balls, easing him into her ministrations as she kneaded his large, heavy sack. After a minute, she reached out with her other hand and wrapped a couple of fingers around the base of his shaft, avoiding his tender cockhead for the time being. For a few moments, she simply gave him a gentle massage, leaving him floating on the edge of true sexual pleasure without completely blueballing him.

At last, though, Kayla could wait no longer. Opening her mouth, she leaned forward and slid the very tip of his cock past her lips, licking up the precum and beginning a very gentle oral assault. She’d never given a blowjob before, she vaguely recalled, but that hardly mattered; whatever mysterious force was guiding her would never fail to point her in the right direction. He grunted approvingly, and the sound sent spasms of pleasure through her. She was making him feel good! All her dreams felt like they were coming true!

Her tongue slid around the head of his cock, massaging every nook and cranny of its surface, for a minute or so before she began to take more and more of him into her mouth. She wanted to take him, pleasure him, more than she’d ever wanted anything in her life, but she also wanted to know how far she could go, whether she could measure up to her hopes for herself.

By the time she’d gotten midway down his cock, he was clearly hungry for more, pushing gently on the back of her head; she loved the feeling of his hand on her, guiding her gently but firmly, and she wanted nothing more than to obey its silent command. She pushed herself further, went deeper, luxuriated in the feeling of giving pleasure and serving a cock.

At last, Kayla had bottomed out. There was no way she could take any more of Wyatt’s cock, not unless she somehow managed to fit it down her throat...but while she desperately wanted to do that, it was something she would have to practice. Her new, almost magical sexual instinct wasn’t real magic, unfortunately.

So she did the next best thing. Slowly, she began to slide her lover’s cock back out of her mouth; when she reached the head, she reversed course and took it back in. She sped up each time, and soon she was bobbing up and down like an expert cocksucker; her partner groaned, clearly enjoying her eager blowjob.

For a few blissful minutes, they hung in limbo as she continued to bring her skills to bear on her willing partner. His cock slid in and out, and and out, and she simply enjoyed the flavor of his musk and the beautiful feeling of servicing her lover. How had she missed out on this for so long?

But then, after a while, it grew to be too much. Kayla heard Wyatt’s breathing grow faster and more ragged, and then he was pushing at her forehead, pushing her off his cock. “Fuck,” he groaned, “you’re good. Where’d you learn to do that?”

“Like, I don’t know,” said Kayla. “I guess it’s just instinct or something.” She smiled up at him, proud that she’d pleased him.

“Instinct, huh?” asked Wyatt. “Well, I’ve got an instinct of my own right now. Get that ass up, ‘cause I’m not done with you yet.” She eagerly complied, buzzing with excitement. Giving a blowjob had been wonderful, of course, incredibly sexy, but now she was hot and ready for whatever was coming next. The question was, could her lover give as good as he got?

As she got into position and pulled her panties to the side, she heard a condom being pulled on behind her, and then his strong hands had seized her hips. “I hope you liked sucking my cock,” murmured Wyatt, “because you’re gonna be doing a lot more of it. In just a few seconds, you’re going to be my bitch, my slut. Ready?”

“Oh, fuck,” moaned Kayla. His words lit a new fire inside of her, leaving her even more eager than before. “Fuck me, Wyatt. Make me your bitch.”

“You asked for it, whore.” She felt the head of his cock at her pussy slit, and then it was shoving her labia aside, spreading her open, plunging into her. The feeling was electric, and an animalistic moan escaped her lips. How had she missed out on this? How had she somehow failed to devote her whole life to getting this sensation?

Once his cockhead was inside, the rest of his shaft came much more easily. As the veiny, uneven surface slid inside her pussy, she felt a twinge of pleasure, but even more so an urgent need to go further. “Oh, Wyatt,” she sighed, “oh shit…”

“Feel good?” grunted Wyatt. His pelvis slapped against her ass; he was as far inside as he could go. Before Kayla realized what that meant, he was already pulling out again, already starting up a slow but steady thrust. Each little motion of his cock sent pleasure sparking through her, but the knowledge that she was being slammed, reamed, thoroughly fucked was almost better than any of that. This was unforgettable, and it was just getting started.

Soon, he was speeding up, thick rod shoving in and out of her pussy, fingers digging into her tender skin as he grasped her hips for dear life. This wasn’t the kind of sweet, romantic sex that she’d read about in romance novels; this was pure, brutal punishment, and she loved every second of it.

Then his right hand let go of her hip, and a stinging slap landed on one of her asscheeks. It was shocking, but Kayla felt a jolt of pleasure coursing through her. She felt so degraded, so used, nothing but a hole for his pleasure. How had she ever imagined that she could be anything else?

After delivering another slap, though, his hand went somewhere else, delving into the folds of skin above her vagina, dancing around the tiny button that would bring her more pleasure than any other point on her body. For what seemed like a frustrating eternity, he stayed away from actually touching it, caressing the sensitive skin around it and leaving it needy and buzzing with anticipation.

But then, just as Kayla was beginning to wonder whether he would really give her what she wanted, his fingers began to brush against her clit. Powerful waves of sensation flowed through her body, amplified by the pleasure from the rapid thrusts of his cock. Before, their sex had been memorable; now it was legendary. She found herself moaning aloud, grinding up against him, pushing for every last drop of pleasure he could give.

Soon, she found herself dancing on the edge of something massive. She had reached orgasm before, but it had never happened in bed with a man; this was something different, something unprecedented. She grabbed the upholstery, screaming at her lover to give her more, to keep it up just like that, to give her an orgasm she would remember forever…

And then it finally happened. Maybe it was a particularly deep thrust of his cock that had done it, or a twist of his fingers on her clit; that didn’t matter, not really. A wave of orgasmic ecstasy washed over her, crashing through every fiber of her being, leaving her gasping, moaning, crying out like a wild beast. It seemed endless, and she wanted to drink it all in forever.

But all things must come to an end. Eventually, the pleasure began to drain out of Kayla’s nerves, leaving her gasping for breath, shaking and suddenly exhausted. How was it possible that sex could feel so good? She realized that Wyatt must have blown his load as well, while she floated high up in the clouds of bliss; he was pulling out of her, grunting with satisfaction.

For a moment, both of them were still, trying to recover from the earth-shattering orgasms they’d both had. Then Wyatt shattered the silence, tossing his condom into the office trash can. “Well, I can say confidently that you’re more than qualified to be a member of our advisory board. Congratulations!”

“Th-thanks,” said Kayla. “But, like...there’s going to be more fucking, right?” There was a fire within her, she realized, a fire that would never quite be quenched, a fire that she needed a lover like Wyatt to calm, if only for a moment. Sex...it would be her life now. That thought gave her more pleasure than she could describe.

“Of course!” said Wyatt. “I’d love to grab a piece of that ass anytime. I’ll also have to introduce you to a few of my friends, of course. And we’ll have to discuss your salary…”

A salary? That was nice. Kayla had to pay for meals in between getting stuffed. But really, silly things like that were much less important to her now than they had been before. No, she was a new woman now, living a new life. And the more sex that life included, the better.

Listening to that podcast had been the best decision she’d ever made.


Regency Bimbo

It is a truth silently acknowledged that a young man, unhappily married, must soon seek the pleasures of the flesh – and that a young woman, accompanying him in that time-honored pursuit, may find that she has gotten more than she bargained for.

Our narrative takes place in the neighborhood of Steyning, a charming village in the South Downs. Nowadays the town is much changed, and the cries of the shopkeepers rather drown out the clattering carriage wheels of the rural aristocrats, but in those days the natural order of things still prevailed, and the sportsman class got their due more often than not.

Eleanor Ridgely was not quite wealthy enough to move amongst the ranks of such people, but her father, a sickly old man, had at least enough money to retire in comfort to the countryside, and so she saw the better class quite often at balls and other such occasions. There were no fewer than twenty families with whom they supped regularly, and when Mr. Ridgely was feeling well he often hunted with men ten times richer than he – being careful, of course, to let them have the first shot at that day’s unfortunate quail or doe.

Eleanor herself was commonly described as a beauty, with alluring dark hair and soft pale skin, the latter feature rather improved by her otherwise-unfortunate tendency to stay in and read. While she was charming enough, it was not often that she ventured out into society, and when she did it was often lamented that her pleasing features were not backed up by the glimmer of a good fortune. She had four older brothers, you see, three of whom were off in the Navy, one of whom was in London, and all of whom were ahead of her in line for whatever inheritance there would be in the regrettable, if inevitable, event of her father’s long-anticipated passing. So any potential suitors stood to receive nothing at all from the match.

As it was, she simply had to settle for less. One sunny spring afternoon, the dewy kind following a rain-washed morning, she found herself in the company of a young man named Ratliff. He was wealthy enough, but his face was marred by a bad case of pimples and a weak chin, and whatever romantic affection she might have felt for him in theory drained away as soon as she caught her first glimpse of him in person. But good manners had demanded that she accompany him for a walk in any case, and now she was trapped on what felt like the longest stroll of her life.

“You know,” said Mr. Ratliff, gesturing towards a gorse shrub, “the gorse reminds me of a certain plant in India. It had to be when I was stationed in Madras, and I was on the road to Cuddalore at the time…” He loved to tell endless stories about his time in India; normally, having been the type of man to go and seek a fortune would have made him more handsome in Eleanor’s eyes, but as it was all he seemed to have gained from the experience was a patchy, slightly sunburned complexion and an entirely unwarranted addition to his already-considerable sense of self-importance. “...But anyway, my dear, I was getting away from the subject of our discussion today. May I inquire as to your opinions on...matrimony?”

“Cuddalore,” said Eleanor. “Cuddalore. I may have heard the name. Was that where the battle was, a few years ago?”

“Ah, my dear, you’ve gotten a bit mixed up,” said Mr. Ratliff, giving a knowing smile. “That was a different war, you see. It was when the Americans were getting jumped up, I believe. You see, my father was working for the Company at the time, commanding a division, and he…”

Eleanor flashed the gorse-bush a knowing smile. All you had to do was get Mr. Ratliff talking about India, and he would forget everything else. Goodness knows anything was better than his attempts to woo her.

* * *

Once they returned to the house, Eleanor gave Mr. Ratliff a delicate wave as he retreated down the drive to his carriage, then turned to her father. “Papa,” she said, “if you must disturb me from my reading, why would you bring me a creature such as that?”

“Oh, Eleanor, my girl, you know how things are. If I am to marry you off – an endeavor about which you should by rights be as enthusiastic as I, considering your circumstances – then you must understand that I cannot pick from the cream of the crop. The best men are all either married or much too elderly to produce an heir.” Mr. Ridgely frowned. “So I ask that you at least refrain from making my duty any more difficult.”

“I know about your duty,” said Eleanor, “but, as far as I am concerned, a life spent with such a creature as Mr. Ratliff is little preferable to one spent in the poorhouse.”

“Oh, hush,” said Mr. Ridgely. “You know nothing of the poorhouse. But I will agree with you on one point; I, too, would quickly tire of seeing that pimply face. I will simply have to find you another bachelor.” They parted; he made his way to his study, and Eleanor climbed the stairs to her reading-room.

The reading-room was Eleanor’s only true joy. The countryside at Steyning was very beautiful, it was true, but walks by herself grew tiresome after a time, and her father was fit only for strolls to and from the church on Sundays. And, anyway, the outside world was troubling and tiresome. In books, though, the young woman could travel anywhere she wanted, to places far beyond Steyning, even far beyond England. She had no books about Cuddalore, though; a shame, because she now found herself wondering about the town. She would have to make sure that she landed there, in her flights of fancy, sometime after the departure of Mr. Ratliff.

Instead, she dove into a book on the life of Clive of India, and the rest of the afternoon was whiled away in pleasant repose.

* * *

The next day, no letters having arrived from any of the other suitors her father had dredged up, Eleanor found herself with plenty of time on her hands. The grass had dried by now, and accordingly she decided to take a stroll after all, although on a different route than the one she had taken with the unfortunate Ratliff.

Her walk took her along a hedgerow filled with twittering birds and then into a dense copse that was gloomy even at high noon. There was never anyone else in the wood, never anyone at all; the local shepherds had little reason to bring their flocks nearby, when better grazing could be had high up on the Downs, and if a hunt had been on Eleanor would have heard the news beforehand.

So she was quite surprised to encounter a gentleman, perhaps a few years her senior, seated on a log, examining his gun. She had half a mind simply to make a wide circle around him through the trees, and thus to avoid any contact with him, but fortune did not smile on her so kindly; a branch cracked beneath her feet, and he looked up, saw her, and raised a hand in greeting. “Good day to you, miss.”

“Good day,” replied Eleanor, trying to get away with only that. Though the stranger was handsome – very handsome – she had little inclination to disturb the tranquility of her stroll with unwanted pleasantries.

But he would not allow her to escape him so easily. “A lovely day for a stroll, I must say. I had been intending to bag a pheasant or two, but it seems that the birds elude me. Shall I accompany you for a short way?” He stood up.

Eleanor tried her best not to grimace. “If you insist, sir. I must warn you, however, that I am a very slow walker and a slower conversationalist, so that I worry that you will find our stroll together frightfully dull.”

The stranger laughed. “Dull? Nonsense! I am entertained already. Truly, it is a shame there is no one in these woods to introduce us – I fear we will have to commit a terrible breach of etiquette and introduce ourselves. My name is Roberts, and it has been my pleasure recently to take up residence in Westerley Hall, not twenty minutes’ walk up into the hills.”

“Then there is another strike against me,” said Eleanor. “My name is Ridgely, and, though I reside with my father in the neighborhood, we have no money for any Hall or Manor. You will find me, I fear, rather beneath your company.”

“Fear not, fear not,” said Roberts. “My father, you know, had a commission to serve in America – I won’t dwell on it, for I know that many ladies find war stories dreadfully dull – but he always told me about the curious American way of fighting. They elected their officers, you know, and, though my father always looked down on them for it, I take rather a different view. I believe that birth and wealth should bring one only so far in society, and that the rest should come from merit and personal charm. Though I have known you only for a few short minutes, I am under the impression that you possess rather enough of the latter to make up for any lack in the former.”

“You are too kind, Mr. Roberts,” said Eleanor. He was certainly a charming conversationalist, even if she had nothing else good to say about the kind of men who forced their company upon young women out on walks. “Was Westerley the one owned by that old couple? The...the…”

“The Parkeses,” said Mr. Roberts. “The story is unusual indeed. I arrived in Sussex several years ago, and at the very first ball I attended, I met the good Mr. Parkes and learned from him that their funds were badly straitened. At the time, I regretted that I could do nothing about it, but some months ago I found myself in a considerably more favorable position, and soon offered to buy out Mr. Parkes. With the money, they intended to move to Warwickshire and take up farming, as I recall, although with what success they did not later inform me. So Westerley is mine now, although I will be grateful forever to the previous owners.”

“Ah,” said Eleanor. It was hardly smiled upon, buying out old respectable families, but the Parkeses had probably had little choice but to sell. She had been to their house for supper only once, and the fare had been remarkably poor.

Still, trepidations aside, she soon found Mr. Roberts to be a fascinating partner for a stroll. He regaled her with stories; he claimed to be interested in the natural sciences, in astronomy and in medicine. Unlike Mr. Ratliff, who made any story boring simply by the fact of his telling it, Mr. Roberts only improved when he discussed subject matter that was closer to home; what was more, he truly listened to Eleanor, genuinely wanted to know her opinions on the most varied matters. They were deep into a discussion of the folklore of the Far East when Eleanor found that they were practically on the steps of Westerley Hall.

“I apologize most sincerely,” said Mr. Roberts. “It appears as though I have led us here out of sheer habit. I know the neighbors would disapprove...but might I ask you inside for a cup of tea?”

Eleanor paused. It was truly scandalous for a woman to be without a chaperone, alone in the company of a mysterious man like Mr. Roberts. Then again, what did society’s mores have to offer her? The rules of propriety were what had fenced her off from a loving marriage, from a man who would treat her just as in Arthurian legend, who would make her feel like something other than an unwanted burden on those around her. And Mr. Roberts was alluring enough that breaking the rules in his company would be a pleasure. “...Why, certainly,” she said. “Though I might remark that your even posing the question is practically a scandal in itself.”

“Scandal it might be,” said Mr. Roberts, signaling to a manservant, who opened the door and ushered them inside. “I must confess that I am no stranger to scandal. While it is most irritating to be the focus of one, the sting rather abates with time.”

“No stranger to scandal?” Eleanor knew that her father would have warned her against men who made such admissions, but because of that, her companion seemed all the more intriguing.

“Oh, none of it is worth discussing. Frivolous rumors, lies, cheap gossip – you know the sort of thing, I imagine. As an example, some insist that Parkes had no wish to sell Westerley at all, and that I forced his hand through some mischief. It’s not true, of course. Forgive me for mentioning it, but as you yourself are a girl of small means, you are no doubt familiar with the low status which you find yourself burdened with in group settings.” Mr. Roberts smiled sadly as they sat down in the drawing-room.

“Well, of course,” said Eleanor. “I must confess that no one has ever put it quite so bluntly, but I agree fully.”

“Just so,” said Mr. Roberts. “While I may now have escaped the worst deprivations of my life, it was not always so. The rumors are due to that rise in fortunes, nothing more. Those who build their own success are always the envy of those who inherited all they have.”

Mr. Roberts was becoming more and more attractive by the minute to Eleanor, who had never once encountered someone who had so eloquently put into words the essence of her internal anguish. There were women like her, she knew, who were lucky enough to meet a man of ten thousand a year, lucky enough to become ladies of high class by virtue of marriage and thus shed the shadow of their comparatively low birth. But she was increasingly convinced that she would not be such a woman. She was nearly twenty already, and she would have to marry quickly or else not at all. But her prospects were so poor that she could not help but feel disgusted with the system that had brought her to these ends of desperation. “It’s a beautiful house,” she said, gesturing around the room as tea was served. “It’s quite unfair of all of those people to abuse you so...but it would seem as though you’ve benefited from the equation even still.”

Mr. Roberts laughed. “Why, so I have! And this pattern continues back through my entire life. I’ve met with success after long struggle, and those who have dogged me have never been able to keep me from what I intend to make mine.” He flashed her a knowing smile. “Allow me to make you a proposition. I know it is hardly the proper thing to do, breaking social norms, but is there some law I am not aware of that requires us to sit for teatime? Do let’s tour the house instead, and sip as we go. Pride is a cardinal sin, of course, but I must confess to feeling a twinge of it anyway when I survey what I have achieved.”

“Why...certainly,” said Eleanor. A house tour with teacup in hand really was improper, almost uncivilized, but uncivilization was increasingly attractive to her...and so was the way that Mr. Roberts seemed to have truly wicked ideas in mind. She wondered if he meant to confess to her, here, in this house. She wondered if he meant to elope with her!

“Oh, excellent,” said Mr. Roberts. “Mr. Withers, do follow us. If my lady requires another cup of tea, it would be best if you were there ready for her.” Mr. Withers nodded; he, like the few other servants Eleanor had seen in the house, was an odd fellow, tall and gaunt with hollow cheeks, but she paid no mind to that. Servants were servants, were they not?

They passed through the grandest rooms on the ground floor, the dining room, the parlor, the ballroom. Nothing was particularly noteworthy, but by now Eleanor was far more interested in Mr. Roberts than in the layout of his home. It was when they made their way up the staircase (carefully, to avoid spilling any tea) and stepped into the first room on the left that she was truly diverted by something. The room was evidently intended as an informal family drawing room, a fact which the furniture reflected, but much of that had been pushed up against the walls and covered with heavy white cloth. The only two items left in the center of the space were a large fainting-couch and a small, plain armchair. “But Mr. Roberts,” said Eleanor, “whatever could this room be used for? It is hardly suitable for elegant company.”

“Oh, hardly,” said Mr. Roberts. “If I do have visitors, however, I find that they are satisfied, on the whole, with the rooms set aside for them downstairs. The second floor is therefore dedicated to the pursuit of my interests, and it is this room that crowns it all.” He smiled and gestured at the fainting-couch. “Miss Ridgely,” he said, “have you ever heard of...mesmerism?”

“Why, mesmerism?” asked Eleanor. “But of course. A fashion of the last century, was it not?”

“Oh, a fashion it was,” said Mr. Roberts, “but also a very powerful technique, if used correctly. The idea of ‘animal magnetism’ is hogwash, I will be the first to admit it, but Dr. Mesmer hit on some excellent techniques, one of which I learned in Paris. Tell me, Miss Ridgely, would you say you were satisfied with your life?”

“Decidedly...decidedly not,” said Eleanor. “But what is this technique you speak of?”

“I believe comprehension will be best aided by a demonstration,” said Mr. Roberts. “This art, developed by Franz Mesmer and further by Abbé Faria, is one with the power to change everything about a person and to make their life complete...and yet it may also feel a bit unsettling. Do you trust me, Miss Ridgely?”

“I do,” said Eleanor, without hesitation. Though the way in which Mr. Roberts was speaking frightened her, she had come, over the morning, to worship him as a minor deity. He was capable of doing anything he declared it to be in his power to do, she had no doubt of that. And yet she also believed that he cared for her, that he had her best interests in mind.

“Then let’s begin,” said Mr. Roberts. “Please, lie down on the couch. Get very comfortable, and please find a position that will still be comfortable an hour or two from now. You will be quite still throughout this whole time. Mr. Withers, the curtains.” As Eleanor lay down on the couch, Mr. Withers drew the curtains; the room was plunged into a strange midday darkness, and the few shafts of light that were able to find their way around the heavy fabric lent the space an air of mystery. “All right, Mr. Withers,” said Mr. Roberts, once the manservant had completed his task. “That will be all for now. Please close the door, and see that no one disturbs us.”

“It feels quite mystical in here,” said Eleanor, “as if I were in some temple of the Hindoos.”

“As indeed it should,” said Mr. Roberts. “But now, Miss Ridgely, I ask that you remain silent and close your eyes. Do not attempt to move or speak.” The command was gentle, but there was a firmness in his tone all the same that made Eleanor want nothing more than to obey. “I will now begin the mesmerization,” he said. “Listen very carefully to my voice…”

And then Eleanor felt her conscious mind shutting down.

* * *

She slept a sleep that was not a sleep. Mr. Roberts’ voice was there through it all, murmuring things to her, but though she always heard what he said, she had little memory of it even mere moments later. Her body was heavier than lead and completely immobile, and it was so easy to sink deeper into unconsciousness that she did not give it much thought. She did not give anything much thought.

In fact, thinking was far more difficult now than it had been before. She felt a fog creeping into her mind, a fog that Mr. Roberts’ words seemed to weave out of thin air. Most thoughts could not penetrate the dense mist, and instead became lost deep within; it was only the most basic things, such as the slight chill that seemed to be creeping up her arms, that could hold her attention.

But then, at last, she became aware that Mr. Roberts was telling her to awaken. It was the most natural thing in the world to obey him, she realized, the most natural thing she could possibly do. So awakening was easy, so easy as to be almost effortless. Slowly, guided by his soothing words, she rose through the layers of her consciousness; at last, her eyes fluttered open. “M-Mr. Roberts?”

“Yes,” he said, “I am right by your side. How was the experience?”

It was hard to string words together, hard to form sentences. “It...it was...not like anything that’s ever happened to me…”

He nodded. “That is something I often hear. But you feel better, do you not?”

As Eleanor heard him say it, she realized it was true. She was alive with the purest joy; a smile spread over her lips as she considered her happy condition. “Oh, Mr. Roberts, I do, I most certainly do.”

“Excellent,” said her companion. “Ah, but there is one problem.”

Problem? Eleanor couldn’t even comprehend the idea of a problem at the moment. “W-what is it?”

“Only this,” said Mr. Roberts. “I require payment for my services, you see. I have lifted myself out of my most dire financial woes with my skills at mesmerism, but some difficulties remain. Don’t you see that that is a reasonable request?”

It was a reasonable request, Eleanor realized. “I would like to pay you, truly I would, but Father controls the household purse, and…”

“Ah, a grave difficulty indeed,” said Mr. Roberts, nodding. “No doubt he would be loath to pay for the services of a widely-acknowledged scoundrel such as myself.” He paused. “But perhaps...perhaps there is another way in which you could pay the debt.”

“Another way?” Eleanor brightened. “Please tell me, sir, by what means I could make this right. I never wished to deprive you of your earnings.”

Mr. Roberts grinned. “Then, my dear, please undress yourself. You will no doubt find this request to be perfectly normal.”

Eleanor paused. She had been about to protest...but Mr. Roberts was right. It was normal to ask her to strip her clothing off. Obediently, she began to unlace her bodice, but then she felt Mr. Roberts’ hands on her. There was a glint of steel, and before a scream could even pass her lips, he had slashed the front of the garment open, allowing her bosom to spill out into the open air. “But Mr. Roberts!” she cried. “How...how…”

“How improper? How rude?” he snarled, his voice a low growl. “As I recall, you found that to be alluring mere minutes ago. Do not become yet another of my critics, or I warn you that ‘improper’ will be just the beginning.”

Despite herself, Eleanor felt a strange arousal bubbling up deep within her. He was so rough, so uncouth...but if Ratliff, for one, had been so direct, she might have felt aught other than contempt for him. Mr. Roberts tore off the remains of her dress, and then his rough hands were making similar short work of her petticoat. “Oh, Mr. Roberts,” she cried, “you really are a savage!”

“Savage? Exactly!” he said. “I am a savage of the basest kind. In my many adventures, you know, I have never met a nation of people truly deserving of the word. But individually, why, individually speaking, society heaves with savages. London teems with them! Even in Steyning there is a whole tribe...and you, my dear, have fallen victim to the most savage of them all. But you aren’t afraid, are you? No, you are aroused even still.”

He was right. The fire in Eleanor’s loins was beginning to burn brightly, especially now that she was naked as a babe before him. She craved him, craved his touch, as her insides began to writhe with arousal. “I am!” she cried. “I am! Oh, please...please have your way with me, sir, I beg of you…”

“Perhaps there is something of the savage in you as well,” he said, smiling. “But I will do as you ask. Ah, with the Italian technique, of course.” He placed his hands on her thighs and roughly shoved them apart, leaving her most intimate places exposed to his leering gaze. Then, slowly but surely, he lowered himself onto the fainting-couch at her feet. Soon, his head was less than a foot from her pleasure, and she found herself moaning with anticipation.

Inch by agonizing inch, his head sank closer to her crotch. She felt his hot breath long before he arrived; the sensation of that alone was enough to set her nerves jangling, her insides quivering with eagerness to receive him.

But when his tongue did finally touch down, it was not where she had hoped it would be. As he traced a line up the inside of her thigh, she twitched and moaned, desperate for more. “Mr. Roberts,” she said. “Please...ah...don’t tease me so…”

He paid no mind to her request. After making a wide, leisurely half-circle around her most sensitive regions, her lover instead set off down the other thigh. How long would she be made to wait? She was being driven nearly insane with lust, he must have been aware of that.

For some time, he tormented her in that manner. His tongue danced just beyond the places she most wanted it to go, and while the occasional thrill traveled up her spine, the desire deep within her mostly went unaddressed. Soon she was naught more than a quivering mass of nerves, a buzzing, desperate ball of pure lust. And yet still Mr. Roberts would not heed her moaned requests, would not budge from his position.

As last, however, he gave her her way. His tongue suddenly darted from the soft skin of her pelvis to her outer labia; she gasped aloud, and what seemed like an enormous wave of pleasure flowed through her, made all the more powerful by how deprived and needy she had been before.

And things only improved from there. The skillful ministrations of Mr. Roberts’ tongue around Eleanor’s slit coaxed wonderful sensations from her nerve-endings, sending more pleasure to follow that first wave. He even danced once or twice around her clitoris; the feelings were so intense each time he did that she begged him to linger, but he never did.

Soon, though, he did make a move. His tongue curled into the shape of a spear as he jabbed it far into her cunt. Real pleasure, thigh-quivering pleasure, flowed through her when he did, leaving her groaning, but he kept going even further, even deeper with each passing moment. His tongue wriggled within her, dancing this way and that in a devilish waltz designed to overcome her in the most beautiful way.

She felt a heat growing within her, a new heat, not the heat of unfulfilled lust but the heat of sexual pleasure. This was a heat that would soon burn within her, she knew, burn like the hottest fires of Hades, burn and demand to be released. But that release was all in Mr. Roberts’ hands, and whether he would be kind enough to give it to her she could not say.

They went on like that for some time. Sometimes, Mr. Roberts’ tongue would emerge from her hole and tease her clitoris instead; in those moments, she felt the purest pleasure of her life. She wished that this pleasure could go on forever and ever.

But it was not to be. Suddenly, Mr. Roberts pulled his tongue out of Eleanor’s slit and stood; then he began to disrobe, working rapidly and methodically. By the time she even realized what had happened, he was down to his drawers. His physique, she noted with pleasure, was just as impressive as his manners.

“I have a confession to make to you, my dear,” he said, “but I think you will find that you are accepting of it.”

“I...I am,” said Eleanor, realizing that it was true. There was simply nothing he could say to her that would cause her to reject him.

“Very good,” said Mr. Roberts. “In that case, you must know that I am married.”

“You...you are?” She would normally have been distressed by the news – losing one’s purity to a married man was a carnal sin, after all, even worse than the act of losing purity itself. “But...to whom?”

“To a woman fifteen years my senior,” said Mr. Roberts. “She has borne my children, and they are in London at present, awaiting my completion of business here in Sussex. But she is mesmerized just as you are; when I tell her of you, she will treat you as a dear friend.” His drawers slipped onto the floor, revealing an impressive manhood.

“B-but what of me?” Eleanor asked. “I am deflowered now, and…”

“And it was to a married man,” Mr. Roberts nodded as he got up onto the couch once more, pushing her legs to either side of him. “It matters not. I will find you a marriage to some lad, and you will be my wife’s maidservant and bosom companion. No more shall you worry about your future; your term of employment will last for your entire life.”

“It is an attractive offer,” said Eleanor, “but I…”

“You are a lady, it is true,” said Mr. Roberts, “but deep down you are truly a wicked woman. Such work befits you. Worry not; though you will spend your life in humble toil, the children you bear me are the ones I intend to carry on the Roberts empire as well as the Roberts name. For I shall found an empire, make no mistake.” He grinned. “Starting in your womb, my dear.” Suddenly, his cock thrust into her cunt, and she cried out. She was a woman now, really and truly...but at what cost?

There was no time to consider the question. Mr. Roberts’ thick rod was already halfway into her, more sliding in with each passing second, and the sensation of being stretched, of having her insides rearranged for the benefit of this rough, rude man, was bewitching. The heat that had been building up within her under the assault of her lover’s tongue was redoubled, flaring to life and growing faster than ever before.

In such a situation, Eleanor had little recourse but to enjoy what was happening to her. Gasping and moaning, she thrust herself up against him, gazing into his eyes as she silently begged him to destroy her, destroy her utterly and completely. She wanted it, she realized, wanted it more than anything. Certainly, to fall to the bottom of society was the purest disgrace, but it was also the purest freedom.

Her lover’s cock reached as far as it could into her; then, slowly, it began to move back out, beginning a steady series of thrusts. This was fornication, she realized, the filthy act that had been whispered about all her life. It was even filthier with Roberts, but every small movement of his manhood gave her such pleasure that she could not but madly yearn for more. The writings of Casanova had given her a hint of the secrets this world held, but that had been just the smallest taste of what it was like in person.

He was thrusting hard now, thrusting faster and faster, getting up to a steady rhythm. “Are you enjoying yourself, Miss Ridgely?” he asked, grinning. “Remember, this is the first day of the rest of your life.”

“Oh...oh Lord…” moaned Eleanor. “Oh, Mr. Roberts, take me...oh, sully me further, I beg of you...oh Lord…”

“In this, I will obey you,” said Mr. Roberts. Suddenly, his cock was thrusting deeper inside of her, even deeper than before. Humming waves of pleasure went flowing through her, larger than ever, and soon she realized that she was nearing climax. Her lover’s thrusts, too, were growing wilder and more desperate, and it seemed nearly certain that he...that he…

“Oh Lord!” cried Eleanor. It was all too much. Something shifted inside of her, and a blast of ecstasy overcame her senses, banished everything from her mind, everything except a hunger for more pleasure and an insane urge to thrust back against her partner, to milk the last drops of sensation from him; she had no choice but to obey. Perhaps he was in a similar situation, though she could not tell, nor did she have the mental faculties to consider the question.

For what seemed like long minutes, but could not have been, she was totally overcome. Slowly, however, the world began to filter back into her awareness. Mr. Roberts was grunting, his seed pouring into her; the consequences of that could be dire, she knew, but she was beyond caring about that, or about anything.

At last, he finished and drew his cock out of her slit. “I believe that seals the deal, Miss Ridgely,” he said, wiping off his rod. “You are mine now.”

“So...so I am,” murmured Eleanor.

“It won’t be so bad,” he said, voice taking on an almost tender tone. “You will never have to worry about food, or a place to sleep.”

“No,” said Eleanor, “I shan’t. But I don’t need comforting.” Even as she said it, she realized that it was true. “I’ve left behind a horrid life. Here, it is bound to be better. All I want, Mr. Roberts, is freedom...and your cock.”

He smiled. “Why, Eleanor, I am impressed. You really have taken in the lesson I desired to teach you. In that case, I believe we should get along famously.”

He was right, wasn’t he? She really had taken it all in. She was a new person now, dedicated to the worship of her new god, her Roberts. She was naked, but was there really any need to get dressed? This way, she was more available to him.

If Ratliff could only see her now...


Tennis Bimbo

The ball sailed past Jonathan, bounced once just inside the white line on the court, and thudded with a rattle into the chain-link fence behind him. He had been running to get it, but, on hearing the sound of his defeat, simply stopped and shrugged. “Well, that’s it for me, I suppose. Thirty points in as many sets is the best I’ve done in a long while.”

Rachel huffed. “I know you’re trying to make me feel better, but it’s not working. The tournament is in less than a week, and here I am, sloppier than ever.”

“Listen,” said her husband, “you’ve got this, you really do. You’re just as fast as you were when you won that title two months ago. You shouldn’t even need me to encourage you. I mean, I’m so far below where you are that there’s nothing I can really tell you.”

“I could go to nationals,” said Rachel. “If I win this tournament, I could go to nationals. But I need to be improving, not getting worse.” She was so frustrated that a note of desperation had crept into her voice.

“Why not take a break?” asked Jonathan. “I ran out of water a few sets ago. If you have some, maybe you’ll feel a little better.”

“Sure, I guess,” said Rachel, shrugging. “I just have to break out of this rut.”

Back in the cool, air-conditioned house, she sought out the place she always went when she was worried: the yoga mat in the guest room. With a tall glass of water beside her, she took herself through a succession of her favorite poses and thought about the situation. On the one hand, Jonathan was right; she was still a good tennis player, even if she had picked up an unfortunate tendency recently to psych herself out. But on the other hand, just being good wasn’t enough. She needed to be great, and she just...wasn’t there yet.

Time was running out, and she needed a new angle on things. After lunch, she decided, she would head to the tennis club. Maybe she’d find inspiration there.

* * *

The Northern Los Angeles Tennis Club was filled with people who weren’t quite good enough to make it to the next level. Old men sitting at the bar drowned the shame of being the worst player out of all their friends; young children drilled under their parents’ eyes, trying to make up for their lack of natural aptitude through sheer effort. Rachel was better than the average member, much better, but she felt a certain kinship with them because of that shared challenge. That kinship was what prevented her from upgrading to a more prestigious club.

Today, she wasn’t going to be heading to the courts. She knew that trying to power through a slump sometimes just made it worse. Instead, she headed to the bar, ordered a drink, and sat down at a table outside, watching the after-school tennis lessons and the old couples rallying slowly to one another. There had once been a real joy for her in tennis, the same joy that these casual players were able to feel every day. Why had that gone away?

She noticed a man standing by himself at the edge of the patio, looking out over the tennis courts. He was wearing whites and looked like a player himself, but his racket hung loose at his side, and he seemed to be waiting for something. Suddenly, his head turned, and he caught sight of her before she could look away. Raising a hand in greeting, he smiled. “Need a tennis partner?”

“Oh, I mean, not really…” Rachel’s policy was not to talk to strange men, and she saw no need to change that in this case.

“Listen,” said the man, moving a few steps towards her. “I know that look. You’re a really excellent player; I can tell by the way you’re watching the amateurs so intently. But you’re not doing what you love most. You’re not playing tennis yourself.”

Rachel was shocked at the accuracy of his judgement. “I mean...I wouldn’t say I was so good at tennis. I’ve played for a few years, that’s all.”

“Why don’t we see about that?” he replied. “I’m Dane. I play in tournaments sometimes, but during the week I work in real estate. I’d be honored if you’d treat me to a few sets, at least.”

“Fine,” said Rachel. He didn’t seem too weird, and the worst that could happen was that he’d lose to her and get angry. Hefting her racket, which she’d brought out of sheer habit, she followed him out to the courts.

They started with a simple rally to get warmed up. Rachel hit a very straightforward serve, just to see what her new partner could do; to her surprise, he was on it quicker than lightning, replying with a tricky curving shot that she had to run to return. As the ball flew back and forth, each of them brought out their best techniques, trying to find a way to get past the other; Rachel felt that she had the upper hand, and she began moving aggressively, trying to get him over onto one side of the court so that he’d have to leave the other open. The ball thwacked against catgut again and again as she brought him closer and closer to the side boundary…

And then it was clattering into the fence at the back of her side. She had been taken off guard by a sudden driving shot that had almost hit her in the stomach; her attempts to get past it and into a position where she could return it had taken too long, and she’d only managed to graze the ball with her swing.

“Well, you’re quite the player!” said Dane, grinning. “You remind me of this one woman I played with at the Zürich tennis club. She beat me, but then...well, that’s a story for another time.”

“I’m not beating you in this condition,” said Rachel, who was beginning to take a shine to her opponent. ”I’m sloppy and slow, and I’m feeling burned-out.” She laughed. “But what’s this about Zürich? I didn’t know I was playing a world-class player.”

“Oh, a world-class player I am not,” said Dane. “I was on vacation at the time, and happened to run into a tennis tournament, that’s all. But being burned-out...that must mean you’re going to a tournament yourself in a few days. I always have that feeling before playing, to be honest.”

“Really?” Rachel tossed the ball to Dane; by rights, it was his serve. “And you’re right about the tournament. It might be my chance to go to Nationals, but not if I can’t break out of this funk.”

Her partner hit the ball, sending her a deceptively high serve that she knew was nonetheless calculated to land just inside the line. She had to backpedal to find the space to return it. “Well,” he said, awaiting her return, “you have what it takes, at least in my opinion. But I know –” he threw himself after the ball, which she’d sent down the middle of the other half of the court “– that hearing that’s not very helpful, is it? It’s all in the mind, your mind, and you have to convince yourself that you can do it.”

“Yes, exactly,” said Rachel, scrambling to hit the ball back. “I’ve never heard someone put it so well before.”

“I want to help you,” said Dane. He had to run across half the court to catch Rachel’s return, but he just managed to do it. “Let’s play a couple of sets, and then I’ll tell you about a strategy that’s supposed to be almost foolproof.”

The game went on for quite a while. The two players were at almost the same level of skill, so unless one of them made a particularly bad mistake, each rally lasted for at least eight returns. At last, though, they toweled off and returned to the bar, where Rachel ordered a bottle of sparkling water and they sat down at a table.

“I have to apologize for intruding on you,” said Dane, sipping at his water.

“Oh, it’s no big deal,” said Rachel. “I think this might have been just what I needed to get back into my groove. I play with my husband a lot, and he’s not really much of a challenge for me anymore.”

Dane nodded; a strange expression had crossed over his face when she’d said the word husband. “Playing with people below your level can do that. I try not to, except every once in a while.”

“What was this technique you were going to tell me about?” asked Rachel. The way Dane talked about her husband made her a little bit uncomfortable.

“It’s sort of a meditation thing,” he said. “It’s not even specifically designed for tennis players, or athletes in general, but we benefit way more from it than the average person. If you can’t get your head in the game, you can’t play at all, right?”

“So, like, an app?” asked Rachel. She was skeptical; meditation had never worked for her before.

“Well, it’s just a sound file, to be honest,” said Dane. “It’s a bit of hypnosis, too. It really gets into where you’re psyching yourself out and takes those thoughts out by the roots. I’ve heard rave reviews.”

“But you haven’t tried it yourself?” Rachel took a drink of water.

“No,” said Dane. “Never. To be honest, it seems like it’s aimed more towards female users, and, I mean, you know how it is…”

“Yes, yes,” she said, smiling. “Men are cowards. But I understand. If you send me a link, I guess I’ll give it a shot.”

“Great!” said Dane. “Um, I’ll do it later, though. I wouldn’t want to pull my phone out in front of a lady.” He grinned. “Manners, you know.”

“Sure,” said Rachel. “So tell me more about Zürich.” The conversation turned to other things, things besides tennis, and the two of them whiled away a happy afternoon together. Making a new friend was always something Rachel enjoyed, and when it was finally time to return home for dinner, she was buzzing with excitement to see Dane again.

Such was the happiness surrounding her that she wasn’t even angry when she discovered that Jonathan had decided to make his infamous chili casserole for dinner. Celery didn’t belong in chili, she always told him, but apparently his mother made it that way...still, she choked it down and then hurried back to their bedroom, where she pulled out her phone and found the text from Dane with a link to the audio file. It took a good fifteen minutes to download, but once it was ready, she took out her headphones and got comfortable on the bed. If she was going to descend into a new mental state, it was better to be comfy, right?

Hitting the Play button, she waited for soothing narration to start, or for some other sign that this was yet another psych-up meditation file. Instead, there was just a hiss of static. Irritated, she thought about checking the phone to make sure that everything was working properly, but before she could move a muscle...before she could move a muscle…

Before she could move a muscle, she had descended into the deepest oblivion.

* * *

An eternity seemed to pass in a strange, undefined world. Enormous figures, their faces and forms fuzzy and undefined, hit a gargantuan tennis ball back and forth. In the background, a strange red glow; fire? A volcano? There was no way to know. Above, the vault of space opened, a mysterious black sky dotted with thousands upon thousands of stars; this was a primitive scene, a scene so ancient that no human could possibly have been alive to witness it. The only hint of modernity was the ball itself, which was enormous but otherwise seemed to be completely standard. How could this be?

This primordial tennis match thundered on, but it soon became clear that that – and the rumbling of an Earth in flux – was not the only sound that permeated the stifling air. There was also a strange whispering, a whispering that was at once loud and insistent yet also faint enough that individual words disappeared into the morass of sound.

But the words seemed to be getting louder now; one voice, that of a woman, was rising above the rest. What she was saying floated just at the edge of hearing, the shapes of the words intelligible but not their exact nature. To hear what she was saying, to comprehend it, would be a truly life-changing experience, and yet it was still frustratingly out of reach…

And then Rachel woke up. Consciousness came suddenly, and she found herself gasping for breath, as if she had been underwater. Confused, she looked at the clock beside the bed; only an hour and a half had passed since she’d gone under, even though it felt like somewhere between three days and four billion years. She was hungry, she realized, almost starving; getting up, she hurried out of the bedroom and past her very confused husband, who was watching TV on the couch. Grabbing her car keys off the kitchen counter, she headed outside and nearly peeled out on the way to the grocery store.

Once there, she realized that she had no idea why she’d come. Her brain felt like a soupy mess, completely incapable of explaining any of the things that were going on around her. There was food at home, wasn’t there? And why was she out in the world now, when she was so, so tired? None of these questions had any answer that could satisfy her; shrugging, she headed for the hot-foods counter and bought herself four pieces of pizza and a large salad. This she devoured at a table in the dining area, and then she grabbed a tray of sushi to eat in the car on the way back. It was the largest meal she’d had in years, and probably her tennis instructors would have recommended against it, but who cared? She clearly needed it.

As Rachel drove home, she had to struggle hard to stay awake. Between the massive second dinner and the sudden, mysterious exhaustion that had seized her, she found herself missing light changes and stop signs. This was made even worse by the fact that she was also working her way through three dozen assorted salmon and tuna maki, and grabbing one with chopsticks while making a left turn was no easy feat. At last, though, she pulled into their driveway and hurried into the house.

Jonathan made to get up when he saw his wife coming through the door, but she walked right past him. There was no time to waste on his tiresome questions; she had to be in bed right this second.

* * *

The next morning, Rachel woke up and found her husband already gone. And no wonder; looking at the clock, she saw that it was past eleven.

Still, she felt good. The long rest had left her relaxed and energized. The world seemed like a happy place. She was a little hungry – she vaguely remembered having eaten a giant dinner the night before, but it had worn off. She made her way out to the kitchen, where Jonathan was waiting for her. “Rachel,” he said, “I’m worried. You’ve been acting strange. You went to the tennis club yesterday, and you were there for way longer than normal, and then you disappeared after dinner, and then you dashed off to God knows where – “

“It’s, like, fine, honey,” said Rachel. She was annoyed with him for intruding on her perfect little world; why couldn’t he just let her do her thing?

“Are you sure?” Toast popped up out of the toaster, and he handed her a piece. “It’s just that…”

“It’s all okay,” said Rachel. “I’m just, like, trying something new for tennis. Is that so unusual?”

“Well, not on its own,” said Jonathan, “but then you’re talking differently, and, well, maybe it’s just me, but…” he gestured to her body, “something looks a little different too. I’m not really sure what it is.”

Rachel looked down. Maybe her husband was lame, but he was also totally right. Something was different: her body had changed. Her boobs were noticeably bigger, and judging by the weight she felt behind her, her ass had grown to match. But that was nothing to worry about, right? Sudden changes like that...didn’t they happen all the time? Now that she was thinking about it, she found that she couldn’t remember; oh well. “Um, like, I don’t know, maybe. I mean, I’ve been playing tennis a little less lately. Maybe that’s, like, why it changed. If it did change.”

“Um, yeah,” said Jonathan. “I just…”

In that moment, Rachel realized that she was sick of her husband. He was fine most of the time, but now he was just being so annoying that she didn’t want to deal with him for a while. But what to do? Dane’s face flashed through her mind. “Like, I said I’d be meeting a friend today, so, like, I should actually go get ready…” Turning, she hurried out of the kitchen, finishing her toast as she went.

Once back in her bedroom, she dove into her closet and found her tightest dress. She just felt like something that would hug her body today, and the stretchy fabric did just that. She paired the outfit with heels and an adventurous makeup look. When she was done, she grabbed her purse and texted Dane. Hey, mind if I come over?

Of course, came the reply after just a minute or two. I’m up in the Hills. I’ll send you the address in a second.

By the time her phone buzzed with that second text, she was already behind the driver’s seat of her car. Jonathan had tried to stop her on the way out, tried to ask where she was going dressed like that, but she’d brushed past him; there was no need to let a man like that cramp her style. Besides, who knew what would happen with Dane? It was better not to tell him, to give herself room to make excuses.

Her brain was less scrambled than it had been the night before, but the drive to Beverly Hills still wasn’t the easiest. Traffic was fairly heavy – she was driving in the middle of the Sunday morning brunch and shopping rush – and she found herself getting angry, desperate to reach Dane’s house. More and more...well, it sounded a little bit silly, but she felt like her destiny was there, had something to do with her mysterious tennis partner.

At last, she left the Hondas and Toyotas of the suburbs behind and found herself weaving her way through sports cars and exclusive sedans and SUVs. If you were going to buy a Maserati, she wondered, why would you buy a Maserati SUV?

Oh well; it didn’t matter. Soon, she was pulling up in front of Dane’s house, which was a classy modern that was only slightly smaller than the gaudy mini-mansions that surrounded it. She had parked far from the curb, but there was no time to fix that. There was no time for anything. She pushed open the car door and hurried up to Dane’s front porch; instead of wasting time trying to find the doorbell, she pounded on the door like a wild animal.

It wasn’t long before her tennis partner’s footsteps came echoing through the house. Then the door swung open, and there he was. Rachel had to resist the urge to throw herself onto him right then and there; he was just so tall and handsome, so sexy that it seemed like a perfectly natural thing to do. Instead, she knew that she had to at least try to lead up to it. “Like, hi, Dane.”

“Hi, Rachel,” said Dane. “I’m glad to see you! Any particular reason for your visit?”

She could tell that he was glad to see her; his eyes were raking her body as she stood in front of him. That feeling just made her more desperate to get him out of his clothes. “Um, like...not really. I just wanted to talk about, like...stuff.”

“...Okay,” said Dane. He looked confused, but something about his expression made her wonder whether he really didn’t know what she was talking about. “Well, why don’t you come inside, then? I have some iced tea, as it happens.”

Rachel followed him into the house and into the kitchen. He got two glasses and set them down on the counter. Then he retrieved the pitcher from the fridge and began to pour.

There was just something about him in that moment that broke something within her. Maybe it was the way he had turned away from her; it showed that he trusted her, even though she’d invited herself into his house. Maybe it was the way that he was prepared for just this moment, even though he hadn’t known it was coming. Or maybe it was the way the muscles in his arms moved and flexed as he poured the tea...either way, she couldn’t hold herself back another second. “Dane, I…”

“You what?” Setting the pitcher down, he turned towards her.

“Like, I...I…” there had once been a time when Rachel could have put together an eloquent, romantic declaration for Dane. Now was not that time. “I can’t get over you, Dane. Like, I need you.”

“Oh, Rachel,” Dane said, “I don’t know what to say, except that…”

“Except that what?” Rachel felt anxiety stabbing through her. Could it be that he was about to turn her down? But why would he do that?

“Except that I think you have a pretty mouth, and it’s even more beautiful when you’re not talking.” Then he was leaning forward, and she was leaning into him, and their lips were meeting, meeting in a passionate, lustful kiss. It seemed like it lasted for an eternity; the two of them simply melted into each other, each yearning to sink deeper into the other.

And then they broke apart, breathing hard. “I...like, I can’t wait any more, baby,” said Rachel. “Even twenty-four hours was too much.”

“I feel the same,” said Dane. “I don’t want to wait. But if we do this, we have to do it my way.”

“W-what’s ‘your way?’” asked Rachel. She was going to do it, she knew; there was no demand he could make that she wouldn’t be happy to comply with. She was only worried that they would spend too much time talking, and that moment of release would be longer in coming.

“It’s simple,” replied her lover. “I command, you obey. How does that sound...bitch?”

Rachel felt a heat inside of her that only grew at his words. “It...it sounds wonderful!”

At that, Dane grabbed her wrist. “I don’t give a fuck how it sounds to you, slut. Now come on!” Turning, he dragged her out of the room and up the stairs. As she stumbled along, she realized just how right it all felt. Sure, she had never had sex this way before. And she’d never imagined that having a man sweep her off her feet could be particularly alluring or erotic. And yet...it was. The moment was pulling her along, and she wanted nothing more than to see what happened next.

After a few moments, they came to what must have been Dane’s bedroom. He practically threw her onto the bed, then stepped forward and leaned over her. “It’s your last chance to back out, bitch. From now on, I do what I want, when I want. You don’t ask any questions. Got it?”

“Y-yes,” said Rachel. How was this making her so hot?

“Good,” said Dane. Then he leaned over her, reaching for something behind the mattress. On the way, though, he stopped with his mouth near her ear. “The safe word is ‘Oklahoma,’” he murmured.

For some reason, that was the most enticing thing of all. As Dane pulled a complex arrangement of ropes out from its hiding place behind the mattress – clearly he had done this before – Rachel felt her insides blaze with heat. He was a true expert, and now she was completely in his power. Did it get any better than this?

The ropes lay on the bed behind her, and then Dane turned back to her. After a moment, she realized what he wanted. Hesitantly, she began to pull at the fabric of her dress; he watched her for a moment, then grunted and pulled it up and off in one swift, smooth motion. Her bra was next – he could undo it with one hand, somehow – and then he was pulling her panties down her legs and off onto the floor. In just a few moments, he had left her completely naked and exposed, and she loved it. The sheer power of this man!

As she watched, Dane pulled her wrists through a pair of loops, tightening the scratchy ropes until they bit into her skin. She cried out, but he simply kept going; that pain was all part of the pleasure, after all. When he was done, he went to the bottom of the bed and pulled out more loops, through which he pushed her ankles. Soon, she was completely immobilized; there was nothing she could do any more to resist his advances. “Oh, fuck,” she moaned, “this is so fucking hot.”

“Remember what I said about your pretty mouth, slut?” Dane grinned. “Well, it won’t stay closed for long.” And then he was pulling off his own clothing. His shirt went flying onto the floor, followed by his pants, and then...Rachel watched transfixed as her lover pulled down his boxers, revealing a manhood that awakened a whole new feeling inside of her. She wanted nothing more than to pleasure it, to feel it inside of her...but she would have to wait, to muster whatever patience she possibly could and let things run their course. Tied up like she was, there was just no other option.

She watched that thick rod swell as Dane walked over to her, climbing up onto the bed and getting into position beside her. Up close, she felt even more overcome with desire, and there was a buzzing feeling in the air between them, a feeling that she couldn’t describe but which she found infinitely addictive.

But there was no time to think about that, not when Dane’s hands were all over her. He started with her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them, sending quivers of sensation down her spine. He paid extra attention to her nipples, tweaking them between his fingers, leaving her lusting for more. Jonathan had always been intimidated by her breasts, seemingly never quite sure what to do with them; Dane had no such issue.

Why was she thinking about Jonathan? Dane’s fingers were tracing their way down her chest and stomach now, sending frissons of arousal through her body; it was a terrible time to think about her husband. Did she feel guilty?

But then she felt one of Dane’s hands jump down to her thighs, felt it begin to rub the soft skin just below her vagina. She needed nothing more than for him to take things further, to give her the pleasure she was craving. She was an unfaithful wife, it was true. That unfaithfulness had started right when she’d let Dane sit down at her table at the tennis club, and now it was culminating in hot, illicit extramarital sex. But it just didn’t feel wrong. Maybe if Jonathan had given her what she’d wanted deep inside...but he hadn’t, and instead Dane had stepped up. So how was it bad, really, that she’d made the decision to move on?

Then Dane did something that made her forget all about her husband. One of his fingers brushed her vagina, sending the first jolt of real pleasure flowing through her. It was still small, still tame compared to what she knew was coming, but it was far, far more than she’d ever gotten before from anyone’s fingers. For the first time, she understood what was happening; he was ruining her, making it impossible to enjoy sex with anyone but him. He was ruining her, and she loved it.

But that pleasure was nothing compared to what shot through her when he brushed against her clit. She cried out as an erotic electricity jolted her very core, cried out and begged for more, but he only smiled. “Do you like that, bitch?”

“Oh fuck,” she said. “Oh fuck, I do. Oh, give me more!”

“If you wanted more,” said Dane, “you shouldn’t have told me how much you liked it. See, I like to take it slow.” And then, before she knew what was happening, his hands were gone from her vagina.

Rachel wanted to scream with frustration. There was a heat that had been rising inside of her, a flame that she wanted nothing more than to feed, but if Dane stopped, then...then there would be no way to do that.

But he didn’t stop pleasuring her altogether. His mouth found its way onto her nipple, sucking gently and even brushing it occasionally with his teeth; it didn’t compare to the feelings from her clitoris, but she was his to use as he wanted, his toy, his plaything; she was in no position to ask for more.

For a few minutes, they went on like that. His gentle ministrations were nice, but they never came close to that moment of gratification that had followed his pass along her clit. She grew hungrier and hungrier as time ticked on, more and more desperate for something better. The bonds chafed against her wrists and ankles, and though she struggled against them, there was nothing she could do to speed him up. She was completely at his mercy.

At last, though, he began to creep closer to the money zone once again. One of his hands inched its way down her stomach, moving agonizingly slowly towards her pussy, which was by now soaking with wetness. He lingered near her bellybutton, and again just above her vagina, simply leaving his hand there and allowing her to moan and writhe with anticipation. And then, at long last, he went in for the kill.

Rachel didn’t realize what was happening at first. She had almost stopped believing that her lover would ever grant her release, but now his finger was pushing into her slit, sending sparks flying through her body. After a minute or so, he added a second; she was being stretched now, and it felt so good that she pushed herself back against him, trying to milk every last drop of pleasure she could from the experience. A burning heat was building within her now, getting hotter and hotter with each passing moment.

Just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, his fingers began to rub her clit. She gasped aloud at the strength of the sensations. How was it possible for sex to feel this good? It felt like a whole new world was opening up, a world that only Dane could guide her through. This was...this was unforgettable.

For what felt like a long time, Dane continued his attack, and Rachel continued to melt under his fingers. She couldn’t imagine going back to how things had been before, not any more. She just wanted to go on like this forever and ever, to fall utterly and completely into her new life, a life as a fucktoy for her new lover.

But then he stopped. It was jarringly sudden; Rachel kept pushing herself back onto his now-still fingers for a moment or two, trying to keep the sensations flowing. Once she realized what had happened, she felt a deep, animal need for it to continue. “B-baby,” she said, “like, keep going! That was…”

A slap connected with her tits, leaving them stinging; she cried out in pain. “Don’t you understand, bitch? I do what I fucking want.” Dane’s expression was terrifying, a mask of anger and cruelty. “And what I want now is to destroy that cunt of yours.”

“Oh fuck,” said Rachel, “oh fuck yes. Please take me.”

Wordlessly, Dane pulled on a condom and mounted her. She was warmed up now, hot and ready to go, and no acknowledgement of the enormity of what was about to happen even so much as crossed her mind. Instead, she looked up into his eyes, begging wordlessly for him to treat her as roughly as he wanted, to use her just as she’d always dreamed of a man doing. Whatever inhibitions she might once have had were completely gone.

Then his thick cock was pushing at the opening of her cunt. She felt a twinge of fear as she realized just how big it was; none of her lovers had ever been nearly that size. He began to slide inside of her, gently but firmly, and she groaned as pain burned through her body. For a moment, she thought of the safeword, but one Dane’s cockhead was inside her, things got much easier to handle. As his shaft began to slide past her pussy lips, she even began to feel the first sparks of a deep pleasure.

Dane’s face contorted as his pelvis slapped against hers; the sensation of being all the way inside her had to be unmatched. It was his turn to feel good now, wasn’t it? For all his tough talk, he’d given her so much and asked for nothing in return. Grinning, she pushed up against him. She was planning to give him everything he wanted and then some.

Slowly, he began to thrust. He was careful and deliberate at first, keeping things slow, steady, and luxurious, grunting softly as he buried his shaft within her. Each of his motions sent waves of sensation echoing through her. It was different than when he’d been pleasuring her clit, not quite as immediate. Sometimes, doing vaginal with guys had been a disappointment, but Dane had gotten her warmed up so well that it was just another kind of wonderful, toe-curling pleasure. In bed, it seemed that everything this man touched turned to gold.

As her lover sped up, she felt a finger on her clit once more. Oh no, she wanted to scream, you didn’t. Truly, the double-pronged assault of pleasure that was now flowing through her body was the best gift anyone had ever given her. She moaned and writhed, strained at her bonds, tried to push against him even harder, to make the sensation even better.

All of a sudden, he hit something inside of her that released a whole new kind of pleasure into her central nervous system. There was a spot deep within her vagina – a spot she’d never known existed – that seemed to be far, far more sensitive than anywhere else Dane’s cock could reach. She nearly screamed with pleasure. How was this even possible?

For minutes, luxurious minutes on end, their bodies melted together in a sizzling-hot dance of lust. A warm arousal was building more and more inside Rachel, an arousal that she knew was bound to burst its banks and come flooding through her. The only question was when? When would Dane’s clit massage and steady thrusting prove to be too much, force her over the edge into orgasmic bliss? She wasn’t sure whether she wanted it right away or to have to wait impatiently for it; it would feel better if it came later, but she’d already been on the edge for what felt like forever…

And then she realized how close she was. The heat inside her had risen to a screaming crescendo, begging to be released, and she had no choice but to oblige it, to beg Dane to take her harder, to give her more. She was moaning, gasping, crying out his name, and she was barely conscious of what she was saying, but he was doing what she wanted, burying himself as deep as he could inside her –

That was when something inside her snapped. The reservoir broke its banks; a massive wave of pleasure came crashing through her body. For a moment, she was floating in another world, only vaguely aware of anything on Earth. Maybe Dane was cumming too? His cock was twitching inside of her. She was awash in perfect bliss. If only this moment could go on, stretch into eternity…

But it couldn’t. The pleasure began to drain away as quickly as it arrived, and Rachel’s mind was returned to solid ground with a bump when Dane pulled his cock out of her. He rested for a moment, and then, grunting softly, hauled himself over to the bedside table and retrieved a box of tissues, which he began to wipe himself off with.

“Fuck, baby,” Rachel said. “That was, like, good.”

“Of course it was,” said Dane. He tossed a wad of tissues into the trash and began to untie her from the ropes. “I know what I’m doing.”

“But, like…” Rachel paused. “What’s happened to me? In the last 24 hours, everything changed. I used to play tennis, but now I just wanna fuck.”

“Do both,” said Dane. “You’re a good tennis player. I guarantee you’ll be over your mental block now. And we can, you know, ‘cool down’ after every practice.”

“That, like...sounds pretty good,” said Rachel, beginning to wipe herself off. “I’m just worried about my husband. What if…”

“Don’t worry about him,” said Dane. “You’ll figure it out, I’m sure. You’ll do whatever it takes to get back on my cock.”

As he said it, Rachel realized that it was true. Maybe it was wrong, that she was so devoted to a man who wasn’t her husband, who she’d just met the day before...but that didn’t matter, did it? Not as long as he could keep giving her what she wanted, and he most certainly could. Smiling, she sat up. “Like, of course I will, baby.”


The Bimbo Neighbor

Lauren gazed out the window. The opposite apartment tower glimmered in the late afternoon sun, and evening’s first cool breezes were rustling the leaves of the trees below. But nature held no special attraction for her, not today. No, today she had just one thing – one man – in mind.

It had all begun the night before. Lauren was part of a board game group; it wasn’t one of those incredibly nerdy ones, since it was drawn only from the people who lived in the complex. Mostly, meetings were a vehicle for wine drinking and gossip, with the Monopoly board getting unfolded when the natural conversation began to die away.

But at that meeting, that fateful meeting, something life-changing had happened. Ryan, the man whose window she was now intently staring at, had told her, as they’d both gone to get more pizza, about a meditation file he’d found on the internet that was supposed to be incredibly effective. He wasn’t big into that kind of thing, he’d said, but he’d been wondering if she would be willing to give it a try.

She accepted immediately. Ryan was cute, and doing a little favor for him would give her points in his book; what was more, she really was big into self-care, so another excuse to make time for that was more than welcome. After the meetup, which had been at her place, she’d cleaned up and then gotten comfy on the couch, ready to balance her chakras or whatever.

But then...something weird had happened. She had no memory of anything that had occurred from the time she’d hit play until the time she’d woken up that morning, dressed only in a set of her sexiest lingerie. It wasn’t as if that was a normal event for a Friday night.

Another weird thing –and this was still happening – was that Lauren simply didn’t care at all about the time she’d lost. She just couldn’t be bothered about it. So what? Something had gone down, and now she was feeling really, really good. So good, in fact, that everything else faded away when she just focused on the beautiful feelings floating through her inner self.

The day had passed in a haze. Her mind was foggy and unfocused, and because she couldn’t think about anything in any detail, the hours just seemed to fly by. She flipped through the TV channels; made a nice fruit salad for lunch; put on makeup, even though she wasn’t planning to go out. Anything she did felt good, so she didn’t worry too much about what she was doing.

But there was also another feeling burning within her. She was gripped by a deep, unquenchable lust, a lust so strong that she’d been driven nearly frantic in the morning trying to figure out how to contain it. An hour with her trusty vibrator had cooled things down slightly, but it wasn’t enough; she needed a cock. And Ryan, she suspected, was the man to give it to her. Now if only he would just come flying over to her window…

She gasped when a knock sounded on the door. Was it...was it him? She couldn’t think of any real reason why he would come to visit out of the blue – they weren’t close friends or anything – but she wasn’t in the mood to think about it. Nearly tripping over herself, she bounded to the door.

When it opened, Lauren nearly gasped. It was Ryan! He was just standing there, a slight blush creeping up his cheeks; she realized that that was probably because she was in lingerie, but she didn’t care in the slightest. She summoned her brightest smile. “Like, hi, Ryan!”

“Uh, hi, Lauren,” said Ryan. “Listen, I think I left my wallet in here last night. Do you think…”

“Oh, the wallet thingy!” Lauren slapped her forehead. “Of course!” She’d found a strange wallet tucked into the couch cushions that morning; it hadn’t occurred to her to figure out whose it was. “That’s, like, just in here. Come in!” She beckoned to him; his desire to get his wallet back seemed to overcome his reservations about entering a room with a woman clad in almost nothing, and he followed her into the living area.

“Oh, there it is,” said Ryan, pointing to it. “Uh, well, you seem to be kind of busy, so I really don’t want to intrude on you for too much longer –”

“No!” Lauren surprised herself with the passion of her voice. “No, um, like, you can stay for, uh...um, lemonade! There’s lemonade in the fridge. It’s, like, lemonade weather, right?”

“Lauren, are you…” Ryan paused. “Have you been...drinking a lot of coffee or something?”

“No,” said Lauren. It was true; she’d only had one cup that morning. “Like, I’m just feeling good, I guess.” Turning towards the fridge, she made sure to show off her ass as she reached for the door handle; the nightie was so clingy that it was like she was wearing nothing at all. “So, like, what do you say?”

“Uh…” Ryan paused; Lauren couldn’t see him as she rummaged through the fridge, but she assumed he was blushing. “I guess. I mean, I really shouldn’t, but…”

“Oh, it’s no trouble at all,” she said, straightening up and flashing him a wide smile. “I didn’t have any plans or anything today.” Getting two glasses from the fridge, she poured out some lemonade and then motioned to the table. “Like, have a seat.”

“Sure,” Ryan said, giving a resigned smile and doing as she asked. “I had fun last night. Would have had more fun, too, if Jake hadn’t put hotels down on Park Place and Boardwalk.”

“Like, he always does that,” said Lauren, laughing. “He’s always lucky. Oh, speaking of the meeting, I listened to the, like, tape thingy you sent me.”

“Oh?” A strange expression flashed across Ryan’s face, almost one of regret, but it soon disappeared when he looked back at her, replaced by a smile. “Is that...is that so?”

“Yeah,” she said, taking a sip of lemonade. “It made me feel...like, really good. Really good.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” he said. “I never trust those mediation programs, but if it really worked, then I guess it was worth sending over.”

Lauren was seized by a strange impulse, an overwhelming desire to turn up the heat. “Do you want to see, like, how good?”

“Um…” Ryan was blushing yet again, and he looked like a deer in headlights. “How...good?”

“Yes, silly,” said Lauren, giggling. “How good.” And then her leg was stretching out underneath the table, toes gently coming to rest on his crotch. She was pleased to notice that he was already getting hard. “Because, like, I feel good enough for two.”

“Oh, Lauren, I…” Ryan struggled for words for a moment, then gave up and flashed a defeated smile. “If...if you really want to…”

“I do want to,” said Lauren. “Like, I want to do it right here, right now. I can’t even wait one more minute. And I know what I want to start with, too.”

“What...what did you have in mind?” asked Ryan, still a bit hesitant. “Something weird? I don’t have that much experience…”

“Neither do I, silly,” said Lauren, “but we’re just going to make it work. Watch.” She slid under the table and got onto her knees; Ryan’s bulge was now less than a foot from her face, and her desire was quickly becoming overpowering. Since waking up that morning, she’d wanted nothing more than to suck a cock, and now she was so close she could practically taste it.

Soon she really would be tasting it. Leaning forward, she undid the button of his jeans, then slid the zipper down; that left his groin completely defenseless, so that she was able to pull his pants down past his knees. After that, all that was left was his underwear. Slowly, tenderly, she took the waistband into her hands and began to pull it down, letting it slide over his skin as she revealed, first the tender skin of his crotch, and then, inch by mouthwatering inch, his rapidly-hardening cock itself.

Lauren had vague memories of giving another blowjob to some other guy at some other time, but that hadn’t been nearly as good as this was. She’d been thinking about something else, she remembered, wondering when he was going to finish, and she’d almost been relieved when he hadn’t been able to get hard...but she wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice. The fog in her mind evaporated when she thought about sucking cock, about giving pleasure; in fact, her brain worked even better than before when it came to sex. Maybe she wasn’t going to make Ryan cum, not just yet, but she was going to bring him damn close, and she was going to make this moment something he’d remember forever.

That meant that every detail mattered. Reaching forward, she felt a flower of lust bloom inside of her as her fingers brushed against the head of her lover’s cock. The skin was stretched nearly taut, bulging with virile energy. Ryan was a little geeky, there was no denying that, but he had the power that she craved, that she hungered for with every fiber of her being. This was going to be amazing.

She began to let her fingers travel gently up and down Ryan’s shaft, tracing invisible lines on the surface of his skin, feeling the blood pumping underneath. He breathed out and seemed to lean forward on the table; she smiled, realizing that she was very much on the right track. She’d never managed to impress men in bed before, but this one she practically had eating out of her hand.

Some internal sense guided Lauren as she gently took his balls into her other hand, an unconscious feeling for what he had to want. That was new, and she intended to let it bring her to all the right places. His balls were heavy and firm; clearly, it had been a few days since he’d jacked off. As she rolled them between her fingers, she imagined the cum they held, the cum that she wanted more than anything in the world.

But by now, she was getting impatient; she could only imagine how things were for him. Leaning forwards a little further, she planted a soft kiss on the very tip of his cock, tasting the little bead of precum that had already formed there. Ryan shuddered at the sensation, a sound that urged her to go further, to give him even more of what he wanted.

Tenderly, she ran her tongue along the side of her lover’s shaft, feeling the network of veins underneath, savoring the taste of sweat and musk. When she reached the end, his tool was even harder than before, and she felt it brush against her cheek as she bent a little lower and took one of his ample balls into her mouth.

For some reason, she felt a burst of arousal in that moment. Maybe it was how close she was to the source of what she so desired, or maybe it was the simple, understated depravity of French-kissing a man’s cojones; either way, the arousal within her doubled and tripled, and she felt an animalistic need to pick up the pace, to get the gratification she knew they both so desired. But that would have to wait, she knew, just for a few minutes. It wasn’t that she wanted to drag her feet, but the payoff would be so, so much greater if they both had to work for it. Really, it would be a crime to let herself off the hook too early.

Still, she had to take it further. Releasing Ryan’s balls, she worked her way back up his shaft – slowly, deliberately, savoring every motion – and then took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was almost like a living thing, throbbing against her tongue; she massaged it gently, applying a gentle suction and a lot of loving care. Her lover grunted above her, a deep, animalistic grunt that betrayed the raw satisfaction he was taking from this moment. Had she ever done something as satisfying, as addictive, as this?

Slowly, lovingly, Lauren began to slide her lover’s cock past her lips, taking more and more of it into her mouth. She felt a drive to go as far as she could, and even though she was fairly sure she’d never be able to take the whole thing, it was a journey she knew she would enjoy. His rod was meaty, heavy in her mouth; she enjoyed the feeling of it throbbing against her tongue, of the blood pumping through the powerful organ.

Once she had gotten as far as she could, she established a steady rhythm, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head and shaft, sucking gently all the while. Ryan’s heartbeat quickened, and his breathing grew heavier above the table. She wondered how long he would last, and whether he would want to cum in her mouth or not. His pleasure was her pleasure, after all.

The heat of the scene grew and grew, and Lauren felt the desire within her soaring to levels she hadn’t thought possible. If she got her way, this wouldn’t end with a simple blowjob; she was sweating, her heart pounding, every fiber of her being jangling with arousal. She needed more.

At last, he could stand it no longer. “Oh god,” he said, pushing at her head, “if you don’t, if you don’t stop…”

Obediently, Lauren pulled her head off his cock. “Did you like it?’

“Fuck,” said Ryan, pushing his chair back. “If I had known it could be like that. I would’ve…” he paused. “This doesn’t end here, does it? I want more.”

“Like, I do too,” she said, getting out from under the table. “I need you inside me. I need your fingers on my clit. I need it all, babe.”

“Sounds good to me,” he said, standing up. “The couch?”

“The couch,” agreed Lauren. She went over to it, watching her lover as he got undressed; the sight of his bare skin drove her nearly insane with desire. When he had finished and was standing, completely naked, in the middle of her living room, the arousal grew to be too much; moaning softly, she began to play with herself, fingers dancing across her clit and her vagina. Even this simple act of self-pleasure was so, so much better with Ryan there, and she felt pleasure begin to flow through her, to collect in the internal reservoir that she knew would provide the fuel for an explosive orgasm.

As Ryan pulled on a condom, she shoved first one finger, then two, into her pussy, savoring the deep, addictive sensations the motion sent shooting through her. Searching for some other way of pleasuring herself, she reached for her breasts, kneading them with her free hand, grabbing and tweaking her nipples; she had never been much for breast play before, but now it was another dimension of arousal for her, another instrument in her orchestra of ecstasy.

“Hey, don’t start without me!” said Ryan, smiling as he strode towards her. He got onto the couch, straddling her, and placed one hand on each side of her; she was underneath him now, in complete submission to his whims and desires.

“Oh fuck, baby, it’s just...I’m, like, so turned on right now. This is already the best sex I’ve ever had, and we’re, like, just getting started.” Lauren looked into his eyes, trying to make him understand just how desperate she was for him to get started. But openly begging him...well, she wasn’t quite there yet.

“Oh, boy,” said Ryan. “I’d agree, but that really raises the stakes here. Are you sure we’ll be able to measure up to your expectations?” The ghost of a smile flickered across his face; was he intentionally taunting her?

“Baby, just...just fuck me,” moaned Lauren. Whatever inhibitions she’d had were long gone by now. “Please just fuck me. Just...do me, and worry about it later. Like, I need you so, so bad.”

“All right, all right,” said Ryan. Pushing her legs apart, he lowered himself onto her until his cockhead was just inches from her vagina; then, bit by bit, he began to thrust forward.

She was so wild with lust that it took her a moment to realize that his cock was resting against the opening of her vagina. When she did, she moaned softly; no words could express how she felt in that moment. The touch of his manhood sent a new kind of electricity coursing through her, an indescribable jolt of pure sexual arousal.

And then it was inside. His cockhead stretched her to capacity, but there was only a little pain before it was all the way in, and then his shaft was following it, veins brushing against her pussy lips, giving her little twinges of pleasure. The feeling of being filled gave her a sense of satisfaction that she realized she’d been missing all her life. Was this...was this her purpose in the world? Nothing else had ever even come close to eliciting these same feelings from her, and she thought for a moment about a future filled with cocks, cocks fucking her, cocks filling her holes and giving her pleasure. It was a beautiful image.

But then Ryan brought her abruptly back to earth. The last of his length slid into her pussy, and their hips bumped up against each other; then he began to pull out, no doubt preparing to start fucking her properly. It was a completely different feeling than when he’d been pushing in, a sort of sucking sensation. Her pussy didn’t want him out any more than she did, she realized. But it still felt good, and when he started to push in again, she realized that the combination of the two sensations was what was going to make sex so addictive for her. It was like peanut butter and chocolate, like grilled cheese and tomato soup.

Slowly, Lauren’s lover sped up his motions, moving towards a steady beat. Each of his thrusts sent more pleasure sparking through her, more pleasure filling up the reservoir within her, the orgasmic reservoir that she’d been thinking about before. Even though they’d only been fucking for a short time, she had been so incredibly aroused before then that the reservoir was filling up more quickly than she’d thought possible. She’d never had an orgasm during sex before, only on her own, but if it was ever going to happen, then it was going to happen now. By god, it was going to happen now!

Then Ryan’s fingers touched her clit. She gasped in surprise and pleasure; he’d been listening to her, waiting to hear what she wanted, and now he was acting on those desires. No man had ever done that for her before, and it made her want him even more, want him even as his cock was already deep inside of her. The pleasure as he touched her was different than what was coming from her vagina; it was more immediate and visceral, whereas the other was deeper and less immediately gratifying, but both were absolutely beautiful. His fingers were amateur, unskilled, but that didn’t matter at all. What was important was the passion with which he worked, and that was clearly present. What was the point of having sex at all if it wasn’t going to be a lust-fueled, animalistic fucking session?

Her lover was up to speed now, fucking her with an almost mechanically precise rhythm. It was just perfect, not so hard and fast that it was painful – she had had that before – but also not so slow and languid that they might as well not have bothered. Maybe taking it slow was good for loving couples, but the thing Lauren loved the most wasn’t Ryan’s personality, though he was cute, but his cock. She moaned with pleasure, begging him to go on, to keep doing it just like that.

She could feel the reservoir within her about to burst. It was already straining at its seams, and each of his perfect thrusts was bringing it closer and closer to finally overflowing. She gasped, moaned, begged him to keep going, to push her further, to supply her the last little bit of what she needed. His cock, his fingers, all the pieces were there, everything felt so, so good, and, and…

And then Lauren came. The feeling was almost frighteningly intense; waves of pleasure crashed over her, and for an instant she floated above her body, watching herself writhe and cry out in ecstasy. Ryan seemed to be cumming too; the knowledge that she’d achieved her goal, that she’d pushed him over the edge, brought her to new heights of pleasure. Her breaths came shallow and sharp, and her entire body was subsumed with bliss.

As she came down, she also had to return to reality. Ryan was pulling out of her, she realized, breathing heavily as he reached for the box of tissues on the end table. Wordlessly, the two of them got cleaned up as best they could; when Lauren was done, she lay back to relax for a moment.

Finally, Ryan broke the silence. “Damn, we should have done this sooner.”

“Like, we should have, shouldn’t we?” giggled Lauren. “That was, like, great.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I had no idea what I was missing.”

“Neither did I,” said Lauren, staring off into space. “Neither did I.” It was true; she had been blind to the possibilities the world could offer until just the night before. Now that she knew what terrible mistakes she’d been making, she wouldn’t let this pleasure go ever again.

But the future was the future; the present was, like, way more important. She looked at Ryan once more. “But, like...wanna go again?”


Backpacker Bimbo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Ristorante Bimbo

Julia was having a rough day. She’d woken up at noon in a fog, tripped multiple times on her daily run, and cut herself while making breakfast. Then, when she’d gotten to the restaurant, she’d found that the produce shipment was late and that she’d accidentally scheduled all her worst employees for the same night. Prep had been agonizing, and when service began, things only got worse. Food was late and poorly-prepared, she’d been disorganized and forgetful, and it seemed like she’d spent half the night apologizing and offering refunds. The host, Kyle, had pointed out that business had been good – but if she had too many more nights with business as “good” as that, the restaurant was sure to go under.

The funny thing was, she just wasn’t feeling that stressed. Her usual end-of-shift glass of wine wasn’t the compulsion it usually was, and she opted for just a splash and then a shot of espresso to go with it. As her employees tidied up, she relaxed; it was strange, but she almost felt good about things. Her mind was a fuzzy ball of positive vibes into which nothing bad could penetrate.

Still, there was one thing that would have to change after tonight. Downing the last of her drinks, she got up and waved to Kyle, who was getting ready to leave. “Hey, Kyle? Like, want to chant for a minute? Come back to the office.”

“Um, sure,” said Kyle, taking off the coat that he’d just been slipping on. He followed her back through the kitchen, which was finally quiet after a long, noisy dinner rush, and together they stepped into a small office in the back. There wasn’t much space inside – it was really just a desk, a chair, and a little bit of room for the door to swing open and shut – but they could both fit, and Julia closed the door behind them.

“So, like,” Julia paused. “I just wanted to, like, talk about…”

“You sound different, boss,” said Kyle, interrupting her. “Are you sure you only had a little bit of wine?”

He was doing it again. Kyle was, without a doubt, the most irritating employee she’d ever had. Wannabe actors tended to be that way, of course, but most of them at least had the humility to recognize that they weren’t on the silver screen as they washed dishes and served garlic bread. He had also been playing weird music on his phone during the entire shift the day before, a weird staticky hiss that seemed to fill up her brain every time she came within six feet of him. “I was going to say,” she said, “that I wanted to talk about, like, your...your…” the word escaped her, “like, how good you are at your job.”

“Uh-oh,” said Kyle, looking off into an invisible camera.

“Like, look,” said Julia. “Being a host is hard. But there are a few things you, like, have to remember every shift, you know? This shift, it was, like, that Anna was feeling under the weather, so she wanted fewer tables in her section if the restaurant wasn’t full. But you seated every table in her section. She was rushed off her feet all night long.”

“In my defense, she was closest to the door,” said Kyle. “I mean, I seat where I see.”

“But, like, you can’t do that as a host,” said Julia.

“Well, maybe I was feeling a little off,” said Kyle. “But I feel like you were too. Why did you bring the ossobuco to the family of vegetarians?”

“This isn’t about me,” said Julia. “Like, that was just a silly mistake, and I apologized for it, but…”

“And I made a silly mistake too,” said Kyle, “that’s all. Honestly, I feel like you owe me an apology here.”

“I...I do?” Julia felt disoriented. There was no way she owed Kyle an apology. He was the one who had done bad work, after all, and surely he should have to own up to that...but, on the other hand, he was strangely convincing. She didn’t want to believe him, but the more she thought about it, the more she realized that he was probably right. “Um, I...I…”

“It’s okay,” said Kyle, “apologizing can be hard, I know. It’s just that I’m hurt that you would try to fire me over such a silly little thing.”

It was funny; he didn’t sound very hurt at all. Still, though, his words provided the last little push she needed. “I’m sorry that I tried to fire you! Like, I was wrong. Please...please accept my apology.”

“Mmmm…” Kyle made a show of scratching his chin and squinting, like a farmer trying to tell whether it would rain that afternoon. “I don’t know. I just...don’t feel better yet. I need some kind of proof that you’re really sincere.”

Even though Julia knew that her employee was being unreasonable, there was still a part of her – a small, nervous part – that wanted to please him, that wanted him not to be mad at her. The more she thought about it, the more this part seemed to take control. She began to panic as she imagined how upset he must be, how much she had inconvenienced him by calling him into the office to fire him, and with that panic came a mad desire to do something, anything, to make it better. Eventually, the last of her resistance broke down. “I...I...I’ll do anything. Like, I want to know that you...that we’ve come to some understanding...I don’t want you to be, like…”

“Really?” He smirked. “Okay then. Blow me.”

You could have heard a pin drop. Had that...really just happened? Was this really happening? Julia felt more panic sweep over her, then melt away; suddenly, she was filled with clarity of purpose. She had to blow him. Of course she had to blow him. If that was what would make it better, then that was what she had to do. “O...okay,” she said, “I will, but I haven’t, like, done it very often before…”

“Doesn’t matter,” said Kyle. “Do your best. I just want to get a blowjob from my boss, is all. It’s the thought that counts here.”

But it wasn’t the thought that counted, not really, not if Kyle wasn’t satisfied. A good apology was delivered well. The pressure was on, and Julia knew it; nervously, she dropped to her knees. She hadn’t felt any kind of stress all day, but it was all coming back to her in this moment.

“Not so fast,” said Kyle. “I want to see your tits. Unbutton your shirt.”

“Like, yes, of course,” said Julia, hands trembling as she scrambled to undo the buttons on her shirt. “R-right away.” The column of buttons seemed interminable; she did them up easily enough every morning, but now that Kyle’s gaze was boring into her, time seemed to have slowed to a crawl.

At last, though, she undid the last of them and tossed the shirt to the side. She was reaching for her bra strap when she felt Kyle’s hand grabbing her arm. “Hey, not so fast,” he said, “I want to do this part.” Grabbing for the strap, he fumbled with the buckle until it finally clicked open, then pulled off her bra and sent it after her shirt.

Then her breasts were exposed to him, exposed and completely defenseless; she’d never felt more naked. Still, and maybe she was going crazy, but...there was something sexy about that. All of her relationships in the past had been happy, boring, and safe; this wasn’t safe, but it was intriguing. Kyle was absolutely not the kind of man she would ever want to have sex with, but that somehow made this all the hotter.

But there wasn’t much time for thinking. Kyle was pawing lecherously at her breasts, kneading and squeezing them like an old woman shopping for hamburger buns. His hands wandered up to her nipples, tweaking them and toying with them, and then a few sparks of pleasure were flowing through Julia’s nerves. It wasn’t much, but it hinted at something more, something that she could have if only she found a way to pleasure herself. Masturbation had never been something she’d been super into, but now she felt drawn to the idea. Well, maybe later; right now she had work to do.

Kyle wound down his assault on her breasts once he realized that she was moving to do as he had demanded. Her hands scrambled at his belt, sliding the end through the buckle and then undoing it. She was stressed-out, almost frantic, but she was also strangely attracted to the idea of sucking a man off in a situation like this, and those feelings combined to make her even more eager to get things started. The button opened with ease, and the zipper failed to put up much resistance to her assault either; soon, she had seized the waistband of his pants and was yanking them down.

But she hadn’t been expecting what she found behind the layer of dark denim. The bulge in Kyle’s boxers was considerably larger than she’d expected, and her eyes widened as she stared it down. He only smirked. “Impressed?”

“Uhhh…” Julia knew that she was supposed to say something, to respond to him, but words seemed to have deserted her.

“Wow, that recording really...well, I guess I shouldn’t tell you about that, should I? But you’re a different Julia than you were yesterday.”

“Y-yeah,” said Julia. It was just...really, really difficult to form thoughts when this massive cock was in front of her. She found her hands creeping towards the waistband of his boxers; she seized it, pulling it down and revealing his meaty cock, inch by throbbing, rapidly-hardening inch. The sight of it banished the few thoughts that were left in her brain; she just wanted it in her mouth as soon as possible.

But then Kyle was grabbing his waistband, holding it up and stopping her from revealing his cockhead, which was what she most wanted to see. “Now wait a minute,” he said. “I want you to suck my cock. You know that. But I think we both know something else as well: That you really, really want to suck my cock. Right now, you want it more than anything you’ve ever wanted, more than life itself.”

It was true, Julia realized. She burned with desire, an incredibly intense desire that couldn’t possibly be extinguished or even controlled. Even if Kyle hadn’t been making her suck his cock, she would still want to do it. How had she missed this realization for so long? “I...like, yeah.”

“Right,” said Kyle. “So I want to hear you say it. Tell me how much you want to suck my cock. Beg me for the right to suck my cock. If you don’t...well, I’m sorry, but I don’t see how we can make a deal.”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Please, Kyle,” she said, looking up into his eyes, “please, please, please let me suck your cock. I just want your beautiful, thick tool in my mouth, and I won’t be able to sleep tonight if I don’t get it. Just please let me taste it, please.”

Kyle’s cock twitched, and he smiled. “Now that’s what I’m talking about. All right, fine. You can suck my cock, but just this once, got it? If you want to do it again – and maybe you’ll find that you want to – you’ll have to beg me all over again.”

“Okay,” said Julia, relief flooding her body. “I will. I’m so glad we could work something out. I just, like, I don’t know what’s come over me recently, but I –”

He placed a hand on top of her head. “Shhhh. Less talky, more sucky.”

His wish was her command. She was his now; somehow, she’d fallen completely under his spell. He released the waistband, and she eased it down the rest of the way, revealing his beautiful cock in its entirety. The pattern of veins along its shaft spoke of power, a kind of power that she would happily submit to, and it was rapidly growing hard, blood pumping through its length as it straightened up to stare her down with its one twitching eye.

It was probably best to start slow. Reaching out, she traced a finger down the length of his meat, feeling the contours of the fleshy surface. She moved slowly, languorously, letting the moment speak for itself; he shuddered, letting her know that she was on the right track. When she reached the base of his shaft, she began to move back up the other side. She felt like a woman possessed, her sexual instincts emerging from some unseen place deep within her. Her brain certainly wasn’t involved, but who cared? As long as she felt good, and Kyle felt good, it just didn’t matter.

When she reached Kyle’s cockhead again, she added a second finger and began to jerk him off very slowly and very, very gently. His meat stiffened in her hand, and she smiled; this was a feeling of accomplishment that she never got from filling in Excel spreadsheets or tasting tomato sauce. She had no worries now, no responsibilities except that of pleasuring Kyle, but if you wanted to do something anyway, was it really a responsibility?

Julia didn’t want to ramp things up too quickly, but she also didn’t want to test her partner’s patience. After a moment of consideration, she settled on a middle ground; reaching up, she took Kyle’s balls into her hand, gently and tenderly, and began to massage them. They were large and heavy, and she enjoyed their weightiness, the way they rolled between her fingers. She knew it was never good to neglect the balls, but this was a great way to avoid that mistake in style.

Slowly, she increased her efforts, adding a third finger to the handjob and watching as his cock strained to get even harder. It couldn’t be done – by now the organ was a rod of iron – but the way it twitched between her fingers was delicious. His breathing was shallower now, shallower and a bit ragged, and she knew that her efforts were having the desired effect. If she kept going down this road, she might even make him…

As soon as the word cum crossed her mind, she felt a wave of pleasure flow through her body. Making him feel good, even thinking about making him feel good, would make her feel good as well. In that case, it was time to up the tempo a little bit. She pressed a little harder, jerked him off a little faster, watched as he groaned and pushed towards her, trying to get her to give him even more.

Well, why not? He wanted gratification, and she wanted to experience that gratification secondhand. She kept gently squeezing his balls, rolling them between her fingers, as she wrapped her entire hand around his cock and began pumping industriously. “Fuck,” he groaned, after a minute or so of that. “You’re good at this. Did anyone ever tell you that?”

“Like, no,” said Julia. “I’m just doing, like, what comes naturally, you know?”

“Well, in that case, keep doing that,” he said. “Shit, I’m getting close!” She could tell that that was the truth. His heartbeat was faster than ever, and he had begun almost thrusting into her hand, trying to extract what pleasure he could from that small additional motion. He was floating on the edge of an orgasm, she could tell, an orgasm that she wanted almost as much as he did. She could sense it; it wasn’t more than a dozen strokes away now, now ten, nine, now eight, seven, six, five, four…

And then she stopped, pulling her hands away. His cock was still rock-hard, still pointing straight at her, but now there was nothing stimulating it, and he had no way of reaching orgasm. “Fuck, why’d you stop?”

“Like, if I let you go, it wouldn’t feel as good,” said Julia. “Besides, I haven’t even gotten to blow you yet.”

“...Good point,” said Kyle. “I’d be an idiot if I left here after just a handjob. Well, do what you want. As long as it feels as good as that did, I’m fine with it.”

“Just let me take care of you, baby,” said Julia. She placed her hands on his thighs, bracing herself; then, slowly, she leaned in and planted a kiss on the head of his cock. The taste of precum was overpowering, but also deliciously addictive; it was the taste of pleasure, after all, the taste of a job being done right. Kyle was still warmed up, and his cock, which had softened a bit, sprang to life once again the the touch of her lips.

But she didn’t want to give him exactly what he wanted, not just yet. She sensed that if she went all in, he would blow his load in under a minute; hardly a proper finish to a tryst like this. Instead, she planted a line of kisses down the length of his shaft, teasing him and giving just the tiniest hint of what was to follow. It was hard to hold herself back, but she told herself that it would be so much better for the both of them if she did.

When she reached his balls, she took one of them into her mouth, sucking gently; he gasped at the sensation, and she knew that, for all his tough talk, she had him in the palm of her hand. She was getting aroused by now, hot and ready, and she channeled that arousal into her movements, driving herself forward with pure lust. Her tongue swirled around his family jewel, and she felt that this was what she was meant for, that this was, without a doubt, where she belonged.

At last, Julia could wait no longer. Releasing his testicles, she moved back up and wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock, sliding down to take in the whole head. It was thick and meaty and seemed to have a mind of its own, independent of the man it was attached to; it twitched and jerked, seeking pleasure, pleasure that by now she felt compelled to grant it. She sucked gently, teasing and massaging it with her tongue. She could feel Kyle’s heartbeat, she realized, feel it through his skin as the blood pumped through his shaft. It was a strangely intimate sensation, and one that she realized that she craved.

For a minute, she remained as she was, gently pleasuring her lover’s cockhead. But soon it was time to move on; she could feel him getting agitated, hungry for more, and she was more or less in the same position. Opening her mouth a bit wider, she slid down onto Kyle’s shaft, moving inch by pleasurable inch towards kissing his pelvis. She would never be able to do that, she knew, but the more the better, right?

There was no better feeling, she realized, than that of having her mouth filled with hot, heavy cock. She had submitted, submitted totally and completely, to her lover’s desires, but she still got to control when and how he got pleasure; that dynamic was addictive to her. For his part, he had no reason to complain about what she was giving him; he was gasping now, panting, closer to orgasm than ever before. She had been missing out on this her whole life, she realized. He was thrusting now, his cock pistoning in and out of her mouth, and she wished that it could all go on forever.

Soon, they fell into a steady, pleasurable rhythm. Kyle’s cock slid in and out of her mouth, and she kept sucking, kept working her tongue, kept trying to give him the last bits of pleasure she could possibly provide. Her hand moved up to his balls again, squeezing them gently, massaging them in preparation for what they were about to do…

...And then it was all too much for him. Kyle’s cum shot into her mouth, thick white ropes splattering against the back of her throat. She hadn’t prepared for that moment in any way, so she swallowed as a reflex; the cum felt surprisingly good going down, salty and a little fishy but endlessly satisfying. He cried out, thrusting madly into her mouth, trying to bring his orgasm to new heights. Mission accomplished!

Finally, Kyle was done. Grabbing a tissue out of the box on the desk, he pulled out. “Well, shit,” he said, “we’ll have to do that again.”

“Like, sure we will,” said Julia, standing up. “I hope you accept my apology.”

“I do,” he said, laughing, “I sure do. That was great.”

“Good,” said Julia, feeling like a huge weight had been lifted from her mind. “Well, in that case...I’ll see you tomorrow.” Turning, she left a confused-looking Kyle standing in the office. As she walked out of the restaurant, she felt the stares of the night crew boring into her; did she have cum on her face? Whatever. She didn’t care about that, or about anything. She would lay down some rubber on the way home, and then have a long, passionate session with her vibrator. Sex was definitely a lot better now than it had been before...but it was pointless if she didn’t also get some pleasure.


Summertime Bimbo

Port Manby, Washington, was hardly the kind of place you’d expect to find an ambitious young woman with dreams of making a difference in the world...and a dirty little secret. It was hardly the kind of place you’d expect to find a young woman at all. Most of the local youth had departed for Seattle, or else Vancouver, Portland or any number of places in California, leaving just a few residents under forty-five and even fewer under thirty. The main street consisted of a few two-story buildings backing up onto the bluff, which overlooked a rocky beach. There was a seafood restaurant, a little cafe, a souvenir shop, and a candy store whose displays were filled with saltwater taffy older than some of the clientele. It simply wasn’t a very interesting place.

But Emily had never managed to leave. Life had just gotten in the way; her parents, never amazing with money, hadn’t been able to come up with the cash to send her to college straight after high school, so she’d moved into a basement closer into town and gotten a job as a waitress at the cafe. With a few years of saving on her part – and hopefully on her parents’ as well – she’d be able to go off to college at Western Washington University. Even with the trouble the family had run into, everything was shaping up well; Emily’s dream of being a large-animal vet seemed well within reach.

There was just one problem, a problem so strange – and so embarrassing – that she feared that no one would believe her if she told them about it. It was just that, every summer, she turned into a...into a...a complete bimbo.

It wasn’t that it happened all at once. June was a month generally counted as part of summer, but in the Northwest the weather was usually worse then than it had been in May, so it didn’t seem to set off her transformation. Once things warmed up, though, usually around the fifth of July (as the old joke went), she found herself beginning to forget things, to giggle at men, to go wandering outside in nothing but shorts and a bikini top. And her libido...well, that was a whole other can of worms.

There was nothing she could do about it, either. She’d tried everything – leaving notes to herself, asking other people to check in on her without telling them why, every other trick in the book – and nothing could solve the problem. She rarely had any specific memories of the summer, either, just the general impression that it had passed in a vague, happy fog, so there was no way to tell if anything had ever summoned her back to reality, even briefly. It was inconvenient, and it would be especially bad if she ever got a job requiring more than basic brain work, but she had little option but to get used to it.

That year, it came just as it always had; a flickering of something new during the first few warm days in June, and then a slow but uncontrollable transformation in early July. She tried to fight it at first, but slipping into hazy giggliness just felt way too good.

About a week into the process, she was at work at the cafe as usual. She couldn’t quite remember customers’ orders, but her notebook took care of that; she couldn’t quite figure out what change to give those who paid in cash, but the owner, who was also the cook, helped her out with that. She had been in a happy haze of sandwich-serving all morning, pouring tea and making espresso drinks (the worst in town, but also the best in town, since they were the only ones in town) when a man her age walked through the door.

That alone was enough to get her attention. The average age of the customers was somewhere in the neighborhood of fifty-five, and those few young people who did come in were usually accompanied by their elderly parents. But this man was tall, handsome, and completely alone. How could that be?

Actually, Emily didn’t care. She was attracted to him as soon as she caught sight of him; maybe it was the mischievous gleam in his eye, or how polite he was to her when he said hello, or how low-cut his tank top was, but she just couldn’t get him out of her head. She rushed to serve the other tables, trying to keep them satisfied so that she could reserve plenty of time for taking his order. She hadn’t been this excited since...since...well, she couldn’t remember when, but it had been a long time.

As she approached, notebook and pen in hand, she felt her heart fluttering. Her apron was covering her scanty outfit, and she regretted that she couldn’t give him a better look, but she tried to compensate for that by bending well over his table, giving him a wide smile as she lifted her pen. “Like, what’ll you be having today?”

“Um…” he scratched his chin, raking his fingers along the line of stubble. “Well, I like the sound of the club sandwich, but I might go for the blackened-fish one instead. Which would you recommend?”

“Like, definitely the club sandwich,” said Emily. “It’s our specialty.” She knew her flights of fancy were getting really wild now, but she didn’t want to kiss someone with fishy breath.

“I’m sure you’re a girl who knows her sandwiches,” he said, smiling. “I’ll have that. With the side salad, please.”

Flirty, polite, and a healthy eater? Emily tried not to get too carried away as she hurried back to the kitchen to put in the order. Hopefully, her manager was on his A-game today; they weren’t the most gourmet restaurant out there, and sometimes the food could be a little pedestrian.

She was bustling around the other tables, trying to get them all served quickly so that she’d have more time to hang around the mysterious new customer, when an old woman looked up from the table. “Excuse me,” she said, pointing at her receipt, “this tomato soup rang up for $5.99, but on the menu it was only $4.99. Are you trying to overcharge me?”

“Um, like, no, ma’am,” said Emily, hurrying over. She knew that the soup really was six dollars, not five, but getting a menu wasn’t going to be much help; judging by the crone’s coke-bottle glasses, she wasn’t going to be able to see the evidence. What to do?

Just then, the young man stood up behind her, holding a dollar bill. “Here,” he said, handing the old woman the money. “I’ll make up the difference.” As he leaned over to hold out the bill, his muscular arm passed within inches of Emily’s chest; she felt her heart flutter. She wanted nothing more than to just...to just jump on him and...but no, no, no. She was on the clock! She couldn’t be fantasizing about the customers, not even the hot ones.

The grandmother took the dollar bill, smiling at the man. “Oh, you’re so kind. Thank you so much. Never mind about the price, then.” Emily breathed a sigh of relief and felt an upwelling of gratitude at the same time. The situation could have gotten tedious and unpleasant, but he had singlehandedly salvaged it.

At last, the club sandwich appeared; luckily, it was one of her manager’s better creations, and she hurried it over to her new crush’s table. “Um, like, here you go. Let me know if there are any problems.”

“Oh, no, this looks delicious. Thank you.” He smiled at her, leaving her feeling gooey inside. How could he wield so much power over her emotions? Was this...was this love at first sight?

She needed a break, a chance to process her emotions. Luckily, her usual half-hour for lunch was coming up, and she was looking forward to hurrying back to her apartment, warming up a can of soup, and fantasizing about finding this man again, someday, somehow.

He finished eating just before she was due to get off and handed her his credit card. “The food was great, and so was the service. I’ll definitely be coming back here. I’m Tyler, by the way.”

“Oh,” giggled Emily, realizing that he had to be at least a little interested to introduce himself like that, “I’m Emily. I’m, like, so glad you liked it!”

“I really liked it,” said Tyler, eyes straying down to the hem of her cutoffs. “But you’ll probably be wanting to turn over the table.” He got up and put on his coat. “See you again some other time.”

“Um, see you,” said Emily, waving as he headed out the door. She went back to run the card, then realized that he had left without it. But...but...if he lost his credit card, he’d never want to come back! She waited for the machine to beep, then pulled out the plastic rectangle and ran to clock out for her lunch break. Her boss stuck his head out of the kitchen, obviously wondering what the rush was, but she had no time to answer him. She had a man to catch.

She caught up to Tyler as he was getting into his car. “Um, like, hey,” she said, panting, “sorry to bother you, but, like, you left this back in the cafe.”

“Oh, I did?” He took the card, slid it into his wallet, and smiled. “Well, thank you. That would have been a huge mess, and you’ve gotten me out of it. I’ll have to find some way to repay you.”

Emily felt a thrill run down her spine. Did he...did he want what she wanted? She could find out, but there was only one way to do that, and it would mean biting the bullet.

Well, her parents might have been disorganized, but they hadn’t raised a coward. “Um, like, I know it’s a little weird, but, like, I felt a real...a real connection back there, and I’m on my lunch break now, so I was wondering if you’d want to maybe come back to...come back to my place?”

Tyler smiled. “I’d love to! We’ll call it a speed date. Is it nearby?”

“Like, just across the street,” Emily said, pointing to the house whose basement she lived in. Together, they started across the street while she reveled in the knowledge that it had worked! That it was really working! Tyler’s presence by her side felt like something out of a wild reverie, but it was all happening in real life.

As she was unlocking the door, he smiled at her again. “So, how’s a woman like you come to be working at a little cafe in a place like this? You seem like you could do big things.”

She knew he was being nice, but the phrase do big things felt a little on-the-nose at the moment, and she had to suppress a giggle. “Well, like, I was born here, and I’m going to go to school, but I need to save up first, you know? So until I have enough money, like, I’m doing this.” Together, they stepped into her little apartment; it wasn’t the nicest place to live, but Emily kept it as clean as she could, and it felt reasonably homey.

“Oh, really?” said Tyler. “It’s cool to see someone trying to build a future for themselves. But I have to say that you’re also a really good waitress. You have that charm, you know?”

“You think I do?” Emily blushed. Compliments were cheap, of course, but anything from Tyler felt like a priceless gem.

“Yes,” he said. “I mean, what is charm? Friendliness, charisma, good looks...you have it all.”

Emily’s blush grew deeper. “Don’t, like, say that,” she giggled. “If you keep talking this way, you might make me believe that you...that I…”

“That what?” He grinned.

“I...I can’t say,” she said. “It’s too...I’m too embarrassed…”

“You don’t have to,” said Tyler, taking her hand. The warmth of his skin felt like an electric shock, and the hairs on her body stood on end. She felt like the two of them were in a bubble, their own little world, and that what he was doing was all that mattered in the universe.

“I...you…” she stammered, trying to find words to put to the moment and failing utterly.

“It’s okay,” he said. “Really, you don’t have to say anything. Just let things roll, okay?” And then he was leaning forward, and so was she, and then...then...then their lips were meeting, meeting in a swirl of passion, of excitement, of arousal. She felt her heart practically beating out of her chest as the heat of the moment filled her entire body. There had been kisses before, boys here and there, but none of them had compared to this.

After what felt like long minutes but had really probably been just a few moments, Emily broke away. It was so, so good, but she just needed a second or two to process what was happening. “I’ve...I’ve never felt like this before.”

Tyler smiled. “Neither have I. It feels like anything is possible, anything at all. So tell me, princess, what do you want right now?”

“You,” said Emily. The word came unbidden from her mouth, but it was true, as true as anything she’d ever said. She wanted him, his wonderful personality, his gorgeous smile, and his beautiful body.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” said Tyler. “I’m so happy we agree.” And then he was kissing her again, as suddenly as before, but this time she was fully ready for him, and she felt herself melting into him, her being pouring into his. It was a beautiful feeling.

Then his hands left her hips, where they had been resting before, and began to creep slowly upward. Was he...actually going for it? She wanted it, she knew, wanted it badly, but it was hard to believe that it was actually happening...or was, that is, until his fingers wrapped around her breasts. She let out a moan and felt her insides begin to warm with arousal; it felt even better than she’d hoped for, better than she’d thought possible.

His movements were directed more by lust than by expertise. Breaking off the kiss once more, he fumbled, groped, felt for her nipples underneath the apron and teased them for a few moments; then he reached behind her, undid the knot, and pulled it off, revealing her crop top and short shorts. “Fuck,” he breathed, “you’re hot.”

Though his words were less than educated, she had never heard such poetry. “Like, you think so, baby?”

“I know so,” he said, “and I have to see more.” Then his arms were wrapping around her waist; almost effortlessly, he lifted her up and then set her down on the kitchen table. She felt a surge of arousal at his casual display of strength, and another as he yanked off her top in one fluid motion. She hadn’t been wearing a bra, and she watched his eyes widen as he saw her tits in all their glory.

This was a feeling of power that she’d never had before. “Like it, baby?” She smiled brightly.

“Like it?” he said. “I love it. If it’s okay with you, there’s something I want to try. See, I...I’ve never gone down on a woman before, and I thought…”

His sudden shyness made him irresistible, and his proposal was attractive as well. “Sure, baby,” she said, “like, go for it.”

“Fuck, this is hot,” he murmured, getting down on his knees as he fumbled with the button of her shorts. After a few seconds of frantic motion, he’d managed to get them open and was sliding them down her legs; a few seconds later, they were lying on the floor, leaving her panties as the only barrier between him and the thing he wanted so much. But they didn’t provide much resistance either, and soon her bare pussy was exposed to the world, exposed most of all to his hungry gaze, to his almost-frantic lust.

He rested his hands on her thighs. The touch of his fingers felt different there than it had on her tits; sure, her nipples were sensitive, but they weren’t connected to the primal depths of her mind, the primal depths that wanted to rut, that wanted to feel her lover go deep into her dripping snatch. Her thighs, on the other hand, were close to the center of pleasure, so close she could feel herself slowly growing desperate to hurry him along, to force him to get to the good part. It’ll happen, she told herself, but she almost couldn’t believe that any of this was real; deep down, she still couldn’t believe that he’d be pleasuring her.

His left hand stayed where it was, but his right hand proved restless, traveling up her trembling leg, fingers brushing around her vagina in a wide circle. Extending his pointer finger, he traced lines along her pussy lips, dodging just outside the pleasure zone. Arousal was building up inside her now, making it harder and harder to think. She’d been doing her job just a few minutes before, but that seemed like an entirely different world now. Wasn’t it funny how these things happened?

Then Tyler’s finger brushed gently along her clit. For the first time, she felt a spark of real pleasure; a second moan escaped her lips, and she instantly hungered for more. She could imagine, now, what the orgasm he was going to give her would feel like, how deep and full and impossibly wonderful it would feel. Unlike with many of her previous lovers, she felt that pleasure as an inevitability; the only question was when exactly it would arrive.

Soon, it seemed, especially if he kept going the way he already was. One of his fingers was gently circling her clit, teasing and rubbing it without quite letting loose, while another was running down her needy cunt, sliding along the edges of the slit. She wanted, needed, him inside her, and she found herself begging for him to do just that. “Oh shit, baby, like, that feels so good, but...I want...”

“But you want what?” Tyler smiled. “That isn’t gonna cut it, babe. Tell me what you want, and make sure to say ‘please,’ and then maybe, maybe, I’ll do it for you.” His finger swiped between her pussy lips once again, sinking perhaps a millimeter into the wet hole behind them, and she felt a hint, just a hint, of the pleasure she wanted so badly.

Emily had to do it. It didn’t matter what he wanted; if that was what it took to get him to go further, she would do it. “Fuck, baby, please go deeper into my pussy. Like, use your fingers, your tongue, whatever. Please, you’re driving me insane…”

“Sure thing,” said Tyler, leaning in. Before she fully realized what was happening, he’d extended his tongue and was gently running it around her pussy. The feeling was totally different than it had been from his finger; that was nice, but it felt less alive, less visceral. His tongue felt like a totally different animal, a hungry creature exploring all her nooks and crannies.

That got even better when he slid it into her pussy. All at once, she felt a new wave of pleasure flowing through her, a steady stream that doubled what she was already getting; her insides were buzzing now, alive with stimulation. The more she got, though, the more she wanted, and soon she realized that there would be no relief, not until she finally came. Still, weren’t there worse problems to have?

Tyler’s tongue darted this way and that inside of her. Everywhere it went, it seemed to unlock a little burst of sensation. As it burrowed inside of her, she only wanted it to go deeper, to discover what it could unlock in her very depths; even though she wanted that, though, it was hard to imagine him making her feel any better. Every time he did – and it happened every few seconds – she was surprised anew.

She felt herself beginning to climb towards orgasm. As her lover pushed further into her, as the sensations he unearthed grew more and more intense, an intense warmth began to build inside of her. When it grew to a blazing fire, she knew that she would tip over the edge and soar into a massive, unforgettable explosion of pleasure. If only it would hurry up and arrive!

For several minutes, they fell into an easy rhythm. Tyler’s tongue darted this way and that, exploring new depths in Emily’s pussy; in turn, she moaned, writhed, cried out under his expert assault. Time seemed to fade away, along with everything that wasn’t directly related to the flower of pleasure that was beginning to bloom inside her. She felt that she could live here, in this world of pure sex, forever.

But it couldn’t be, not really. Nothing in this world stays the same, and getting to the orgasm she wanted so badly meant that she had to transcend mere pleasure and ascend to utter bliss. Each second was bringing her closer to that moment, each second raising the heat inside her further and further. The edge was close, and she was inching towards it, inch by beautiful, addictive, pleasurable inch…

And then she was falling into a sea of sensation. Waves of bliss crashed over her as she cried out, screaming Tyler’s name, screaming obscenities, screaming whatever came to mind, trying and failing to express the unforgettable feelings flowing through her. Her eyes crossed and went out of focus; in fact, all her senses seemed to dim, everything except the sense of pleasure. She floated in a beautiful world created by her mind, blind to absolutely everything else.

At last, though, the orgasmic pleasure began to release her. She panted, gasped, as Tyler withdrew from her, leaving her to return to reality. She was sore, she realized, from sitting on the kitchen table, and she wondered whether she’d pulled a muscle; still, these little reminders of reality only proved to her just how unforgettable the past few minutes had been.

“Well,” said Tyler, standing up and wiping his mouth, “I should probably let you get back to work. You wouldn’t really be able to explain this one to your boss.”

“Like, what?” asked Emily. “Oh yeah, like, work. I guess I should get dressed.” She hadn’t actually eaten lunch on her lunch break, but that was okay; the place would be closing down in a few hours, and then she’d have a snack or something to help herself hold out until dinner. It was so strange to think about mundane things like lunch when she’d just had the most incredible orgasm of her life. “But, um...promise me that, like, we’ll see each other again.”

“Of course,” said Tyler, handing her a slip of paper. Unfolding it, she saw that it had his phone number written on it. “I might be coming back in a week or two, but...text me.” He smiled. “Isn’t it strange how these things happen?”

It was, thought Emily. She would never have guessed that this was how her day would go down. “Yeah,” she said, “and...well, can you do that again sometime? That was…”

“Sure thing,” said Tyler. “Sure thing.”


Hotel Bimbo

Melissa was feeling different today. Really different. And it hadn’t just been the change of scenery, either.

It was true that she’d been to the Kauai Passion Flower Resort before, and that it always left her feeling relaxed and refreshed. That was even with the flight, which was often delayed, meaning she’d sometimes arrive to her room after 4 a.m. after a long day of travel. After that initial adjustment, though, the place’s white sand beaches, excellent restaurants, and unexpectedly cheap drinks worked their magic, and by day two or three she was as serene as could be.

This time, though, something different had happened. She’d gotten in relatively early – at midnight – and there had even been time for a quick mai tai before bed. But once she was in her room, with its beautiful view of the ocean, she’d noticed a strange sound, a hiss, almost a whisper. It was unsettling, but she was just so wiped out that she hadn’t worried about it too much, choosing instead to collapse into her soft mattress and forget about the worries of the world.

But now...well, she was feeling different. It was like a fog had descended on her mind, filling up her thoughts, making it hard to concentrate and harder to figure out just what had happened to her. Her head seemed to be filled with pudding, and it was almost impossible to go through the day as she normally did. She forgot to wear a bra, and almost forgot her bikini top, and found that she couldn’t remember what a lilikoi was when she was ordering pancakes for lunch in the restaurant. She was slow, which should have been worrying.

Should have...but wasn’t. The changes weren’t all bad, not really. Not being able to remember things was a pain, of course, but sometimes spacing out and forgetting what she was doing was actually kind of fun. It took her out of her routine and let her be more spontaneous. Last but not least, it gave her an excuse to ask for help from all the hot guys on the hotel staff, which was suddenly a priority for her – she found that she was as boy-crazy as she had been in middle school.

So Melissa had muddled through the day. An unexpected nap next to the pool had left her eating dinner late, but she’d just managed to get in before the restaurant was due to close...and her server was definitely just what she’d wanted. A tall, muscular man whose name tag read ERIC, she’d seen him lifeguarding earlier in the day, but it seemed that he split his time between that and the hotel restaurant. Every time he came by, she found herself giggling and blushing like a schoolgirl, but really, could you blame her?

She was just finishing up now, after a large, tasty salad and a nice piece of chocolate cake. The bill was sitting on the table in front of her, and she was looking in her bag for her wallet...which wasn’t there. Had she left it in her room? By the pool? Either way, she didn’t have it. The bill was no problem; it would be charged to her room. But it was customary to tip in cash at the Passion Flower, and she didn’t even have a cent to give her wonderful server.

When he came by to pick up the check, she felt a twinge of real anxiety bubbling up within her. “Um, like,” she paused, “you can just charge the bill to my room. But, like, I lost my wallet, so I don’t know what to do for the tip.”

“Oh, it’s all right,” said Eric, picking up the bill. “Really, serving you was a pleasure. Some customers can be a little difficult while they’re on vacation, but not you. I’d only ask that you come by the restaurant again while I’m working, just so that I can have a table I know I’ll enjoy serving.”

Melissa giggled. He was just being polite, but still...it felt so good to have him compliment her like that. But it was wrong not to tip a server, even if they were as gracious as Eric. “Like, I’m glad to hear that, but you can’t just let me off like that. I owe you a tip, don’t I?” She smiled; she was getting an idea.

Eric paused. “Look, I...don’t know what you’re suggesting, but restaurant policy is that I only accept, um, cash tips. So…”

“Oh, that’s no fun,” said Melissa. “But, like, aren’t you off the clock soon? Your time is your own, isn’t it? You should do what you want.” Smiling, she leaned forward slightly, trying to give him the best possible view of her tits. Really, she thought, how could anyone turn this down?

“I am, it’s true,” said Eric. He paused, and she saw his eyes rake her cleavage; the feeling was electric. “Okay, for the record, I can’t accept this offer. But I do need to know your room number, just so that I know where to charge the meal.”

“Oh…well, it’s 206.” Melissa felt disappointment wash over her. She wasn’t mad at Eric; sometimes these things just didn’t work out. But she’d been so hopeful… 

“206? All right,” he said, picking up the check. He wrote the number on the retailer copy and slipped it into his pocket; on the customer copy, though, he wrote something else, something that she couldn’t quite read because it was upside-down. “Well, thank you so much for coming in tonight, and I’ll hope to see you another time,” he said, laying down the slip of paper on the table. Before she could say anything, he’d turned and walked away.

The receipt was one last tiny scrap of hope. Maybe he’d at least written her a nice message, or, or something...but when she picked it up, she saw that all wasn’t lost. Reading was harder than it had been, even right-side-up, and she moved her lips as she scanned the message. When she was done, though, she felt a wave of elation flow through her.

He’d written her one simple line: BE READY FOR ME IN HALF AN HOUR.

* * *

After that, there had been no time to lose. Melissa hadn’t even had a single spare moment to wonder about what exactly he had planned; she had to hurry back to her room, put on a sexier makeup look, grab her laciest bra and panties. She dimmed the lights, put on some soft ambient music, and by then there were only minutes to go before he was due to show. Getting onto the couch, she waited anxiously for him to arrive.

He was right on time, knocking on the door on the dot of five. “It’s unlocked,” she called out, “you can come in.” She was proud of herself for thinking of that; fumbling with a key card wasn’t very sexy, was it?

The door swung open, revealing Eric still in his work uniform. His eyes widened for a moment when he caught sight of her, even though he must have known what would be awaiting him. “You look lovely,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said, standing up. “Like, I wouldn’t want to disappoint you, would I?”

“I’m far from disappointed,” he said, stepping towards her. “You know, if anyone found out I’d done this, I would probably be fired. But seeing you like this...the risk is more than worth it.”

“Oh, stop,” she said, giggling. “It’s just because I had time to get ready. But, like, I’m sure you’re just as sexy under that uncomfortable work uniform of yours.”

“I’ll be glad to get out of it,” he said, “but there’s something I want from you first.” And then he was striding towards her, covering the remaining distance in a couple of long strides, and then they were in each others’ arms. Melissa couldn’t remember when her last hookup had been – remembering things wasn’t the easiest right now – but it couldn’t have felt like this. The air was electric, subsumed with passion and lust and sheer, uncontrollable desire. The feeling of having his strong arms wrapped around her, folding her in a warm, safe embrace...it was incredibly addictive.

And then he was kissing her. Her heart fluttered, thumping wildly in her chest as her body struggled to catch up to what was happening. She had no choice but to abandon herself to the moment, following her instincts and allowing her brain to pick up the pieces afterwards. It just felt so nice. What was there to think about, really?

For a minute or so, they simply allowed the heat to build. Eric’s hands ran over her body, down her hips and onto her ass, but he never moved to take off what little clothing she had on. There was no need to rush, after all. A flame of lust had been lit inside Melissa, a flame that was growing hotter by the moment, that she wanted nothing more than to nurture and allow to grow and thrive. If she denied herself, just for a few moments, it would make her eventual release all the sweeter.

But then the urge to go on grew too great. Eric was right there, his hands were on her, and right now it was simply unfair how little clothing she was wearing compared to him. Reaching out, she began to undo the buttons on his shirt, leaving the garment to fall open in the wake of her hands. Below, she could see that he was wearing a tight white tank top; the contours of his muscles made her mouth water, as if she was one of Pavlov’s dogs. Breaking off the kiss, he smiled. “I hope you like your view as much as I like mine.”

“Like, I...I love it,” said Melissa. “But I need more.” The last of his shirt buttons came undone in her hands, and she pulled it off with lust-fueled urgency; then his torso was covered only by the tank top.

“I think we can arrange that,” he said. “But we don’t want to be here all night, do we?” Working a thumb under each of the straps of his tank top, he pulled it up and over his head. The sight of his torso took her breath away, and she felt a new wetness between her legs; this was the sexiest man she’d ever been with, the one who drove her the most insane with lust. She felt like the luckiest woman in the world.

“Well, like, maybe we do want to be here all night,” she said, “unless you have something...or someone...better to be doing. You’re probably, like, popular with the ladies around here.”

“I don’t know about that,” said Eric. “But, believe it or not, this is the very first time I’ve broken the rules with anyone. You just...seemed different to me.”

“Oh, fuck,” she said, “that’s, like...so hot. Do you think I’ll, like, feel different too?”

“I think you’re going to find out soon enough,” he said. “But don’t you think it’s unfair that now I’m more exposed than you are on top?”

“It’s different for guys, silly,” giggled Melissa. “Besides, you’re still wearing pants. You could complain if you took those off.”

“I will, I will,” said Eric. “But you’re just nitpicking now. As I see it, you should have to show me yours if I show you mine. Isn’t that the old rule?” Reaching around her back, he unhooked her bra strap in one quick, skilled movement of his fingers. As the garment slid to the floor, the ease of his gesture got her hot all over again, but so did the voraciousness with which he devoured the sight of her exposed breasts. “Oh, very nice. Very, very nice.”

“You’re so dirty,” she said. “If you’re going to ogle me, at least you could, like, tell me what you like so much.”

“That’s easy,” he said, reaching out and taking her breasts into his hands, kneading and squeezing them between his fingers. “One, they’re just the size I like. Two, they’re beautiful, absolutely beautiful, like an Italian sculptor carved them. Three, and this is important for me, the nipples are very, very...how should I put this…” he released one of her breasts and tweaked one of her nipples savagely with his now-freed hand, sending a goosebump-raising jolt of pleasure echoing through her body, “...they’re wonderful. Incredibly erotic.”

It was incredibly erotic, too, to have Eric appraising her body so matter-of-factly. Everything this man did seemed perfectly calculated to turn her on. As his hands explored her breasts, she sighed with pleasure, basking in the knowledge that she really was desirable. Each movement of his fingers proved that much.

After a minute or so, though, Melissa began to grow restless. There was something she desperately wanted to see, something that she’d been dreaming about since she’d first caught sight of her lifeguard-cum-waiter lover. She could see it straining against his pants, practically crying out for release, and, really, who was she to deny it? Snaking a hand down to his crotch, she cupped his bulge in her hand, feeling the weight of it between her fingers.

“Want a peek?” asked Eric, smiling. “Go right ahead, baby.”

“That’s, like, all you had to say,” said Melissa, hands already fumbling at her lover’s belt. The buckle swiftly came undone in her hands, and her lust reached a new crescendo as she popped open the button of his pants. The zipper slid down easily, and then there was just one layer of cloth between her and the virile beast that was straining to be freed from its prison. Slowly, she pushed his pants and underwear down, revealing his thick, meaty cock inch by beautiful inch.

The sight activated something within her. The lower part of her brain, the animal part, went into overdrive when confronted with such a potent symbol of sex. She reached out, wanting to touch it, but then found Eric gently taking hold of her wrist. “Not so fast. If we’re going to do this, wouldn’t it be better to be somewhere more...comfortable?”

“Oh, like, you want to fuck on the bed?” Melissa giggled. “Of course!”

“I wasn’t going to be so direct about it,” he said, as he kicked off his shoes and the rest of his clothes. Together, they made their way back into the suite’s bedroom, where Melissa’s wonderfully soft queen bed awaited them. She lay down facing Eric, and the two of them paused for a moment, taking in the moment. Things had been getting a little dirty, of course, but this was going to be the start of sex, real, sweaty, hot-and-heavy sex that both of them knew was bound to be unforgettable.

Melissa found herself unable to wait any longer. Reaching out, she ran a finger along her lover’s rapidly-hardening cock, feeling the veins just underneath the skin. By the time she reached the base, it had grown fully erect, pointing directly towards her to indicate the cause of its arousal.

Eric grinned. “I was wondering how long you’d be able to fight your urges. But hey, if we’re giving in…” His hand reached towards her, stopping to tweak one of her nipples before running down her chest and stomach. She shuddered at the sensations generated by just this simple action, but it was nothing, she knew, compared to what was coming next. His fingers hooked onto the hem of her panties, then pulled them down with a savage tug, suddenly leaving her pussy completely exposed.

“Now we’re even,” she said, taking his cock into her hand. “Like, I’m as naked as you are. Are you going to do anything with that opportunity?”

“Of course I am,” he said, sliding a finger along her slit. She fought back a gasp at the sudden sensation; he really was so close to going inside her. “I doubt you’ll have any complaints by the time I’m finished.”

Each of them set to work. Melissa was focusing on Eric’s cock, pumping it gently, trying to start slow to keep her lover hungry...but it wasn’t easy when his fingers were darting around her pussy opening, brushing along her skin without ever actually pushing inside. There was something so incredibly intoxicating about the mutual handjob; she’d jerked men off before, but having some stimulation for herself at the same time was absolutely wonderful. It felt like a game they were playing together, or maybe a piece of music they were both composing, and she knew she wanted more.

Reaching over with her other hand, she cupped his heavy balls, rolling them between her fingers, feeling their weight and virility. She wanted his cum, she realized, wanted to feel it splattering her face, or spurting inside her, or...however, really. And it was all stored in the weighty sack in her hand. The thought drove her almost mad with arousal.

As if that weren’t enough, Eric chose that moment to begin rubbing her clit, circling the tiny nub with his thumb. Melissa actually gasped with pleasure; the sensation was so sudden, so overpowering, so incredibly delicious that it sent a new wave of arousal flowing through her. At the same time, one of his fingers plunged into her pussy, stretching open the hole and stimulating the sensitive nerve endings there. In just a few seconds, her partner had managed to dramatically turn up the heat.

After that, both of them fell into a steady, wonderfully pleasurable rhythm. She worked his cock with one hand and his balls with the other, giving him the sensations he’d no doubt been craving since dinner; he responded with more of the same. They gasped, moaned, sweated, grinded up against each others’ hands, each trying to extract more powerful sensations, trying to make this incredible experience even better.

Melissa felt herself beginning to climb towards orgasm. There was still quite a ways to go, but each of Eric’s motions brought her just a bit closer. What would that be like, she wondered? She had her vibrator, of course, but that had been getting old after being alone for so long. This would be fresh and unfamiliar, but she had no doubt that it would arrive. Unlike many of her other lovers, including most of the more recent ones, Eric seemed to know what he was doing, and she felt sure that he was up to the task before him.

The feeling of fingers in her pussy, on her clit, was wonderful, but after a few minutes she began to wonder what else was possible. The thick rod that her hand was wrapped around wasn’t just for show, after all. At last, she could wonder no longer. “B-baby?” she gasped, finding it hard to form sentences around her lover’s motions. “I was thinking that maybe we could, like...oh shit...that maybe you could…”

“Stick my cock inside of you?” Eric smiled, pulling his fingers out of her pussy. “You know what they say, right? Great minds think alike.”

“Like, now who’s the one being direct?” Melissa asked, giggling. Releasing his cock, she flipped over and spread her legs. “Get ready, baby. I want to look you in the eyes as you shove your cock inside me.”

Eric had to run to the other room to get a condom from his pants pocket, but it was only a few moments before he was back, slipping the elastic latex over his throbbing meat. As the material slid home, Melissa felt the lust inside her rise to a fever pitch. Was there anything as sexy as seeing a condom stretching over a fat cock, as knowing that that beautiful, juicy tool was about to shove aside your pussy lips and conquer your needy hole?

And then he was getting up onto the bed, planting a hand on either side of her torso, assuming a position as old as humanity itself. She sucked in breath as he maneuvered towards her pussy; before long, his cock was pressing against the opening, straining to push its way in. The moment was heavy with anticipation.

With a gentle thrust of his hips, he was inside of her. There was a flicker of pain as he stretched her hole – he was bigger than her dildo at home – but no more than a flicker, in part because he had lubed himself up so well. Once his cockhead was inside and his meaty, veiny shaft was beginning to follow, even that pain was gone, replaced by a deep, low pleasure that was totally different from what she’d been feeling as he played with her clit. Both sensations were wonderful, but the contrast between them was what really sent her soaring. Who knew that sex could feel so good?

Soon, he was thrusting into her, slow and steady at first, and then faster and faster. As he sped up, she found herself gripping the bedsheets, half-fearful of being thrown around by the sheer force of his thrusts. This was a powerful man, in his own way, and he was very much capable of doing as he liked with her. She felt safe underneath him, safer still when he looked into his eyes, when she saw the wild lust they contained softened by the obvious care he was taking to make her comfortable. That was incredibly sexy.

The orgasm wasn’t far away now. Melissa had rolled back down just a little bit during the brief intermission, but it had only taken a few thrusts to make up that ground and then some. Now she was gasping with each of his movements, hovering ever-closer to an explosion of pleasure that she was sure would rock her world. The journey felt good, of course...but it had been long enough. By now she was all about the destination, a destination that she knew would be absolutely unforgettable.

It was funny, she thought, as his cock rammed into her pussy. She’d panicked a little bit when she’d woken up that morning feeling strange, but now that panic seemed silly. If the fog hadn’t come rolling in, if she hadn’t gotten so incredibly horny, none of this would ever have happened. It had been scary to feel her mind changing, of course, but...this was worth it. It was so worth it.

Maybe it was a particularly deep thrust, or maybe it was a particularly sexy contortion of his face, or maybe it was just the way he looked in the dimmed bedroom lighting, but something sent her over the edge just moments later. The sudden blast of pleasure caught her by complete surprise, and she practically screamed as a massive, mind-erasing orgasm shattered her body. For what felt like a long time, but could only really have been a few seconds, she was floating far above the world in a cloud of bliss, a hundred miles away from all of her worries and cares.

Dimly, she became aware that Eric was cumming as well. She felt his warm seed inside her, pooling behind the thin latex barrier that separated them. That was the cherry on top of it all; as she began to come down from her orgasmic height, a warm feeling filled her being, a warm feeling of satisfaction and fulfillment of the kind that could only come from having the best sex of her life.

When her lover was done, he began to pull out, heaving a sigh of contentment. Without him inside, her pussy felt just a little bit lonely. Both of them were still for a moment, breathing heavily and trying to catch up to what had just happened.

At last, she made an effort to break the silence. “Well, I…”

“...Yeah,” he said. There was another moment of silence, during which he got off of her, peeled the condom off, and tossed it into the trash. “There’s not much to say, really.”

“Except that...I hope you don’t regret breaking your rule with me.” She smiled at him, suddenly feeling shy.

“What rule? Oh, that.” He laughed. “Don’t worry about it. I would do a lot more than just that for that kind of sex.”

“Like, that’s good,” said Melissa. “I wouldn’t want to disappoint you.” As they got cleaned up together, she reflected on the events of the night. What an insane few hours.

“Well, I could get out of here if you wanted...or we could, you know…” Eric grinned.

“...like, go again?” Melissa giggled. Now she was really feeling the aloha.


Teen Bimbo

Sydney was having a rough day. High school had been awful as always – everyone who’d told her it would get better senior year had been lying – and now she was realizing it was all because of something wrong with her head. The school therapist always said that naming feelings made them easier to cope with, but she wasn’t sure at all whether she could name, or even describe, what she was experiencing.

For starters, a fog seemed to have descended over her mind. Any thought that wanted to get her attention had to fight through what felt like acres of soupy mist, and she guessed that most of them simply weren’t bothering, because having ideas and coming up with answers were two things that were pretty difficult at the moment. There had been a math test second period, and it had been, to put it bluntly, a massacre.

But...saying that was ignoring another big issue. She’d been too busy to ever have a boyfriend – things at North Tercer Hermano High could be high-pressure, if you were one of the group of students who really tried to get the grades for college – and she rarely so much as had a sexual thought. Between school and sports and homework, she only had thirty or so truly free minutes every day, and those were usually spent watching whatever TV show had caught her attention recently. There was no time for thinking about, like...cocks and stuff.

That had all suddenly changed. Even as thoughts of imaginary numbers and sinusoidal functions fled from her mind, they had been replaced by idle fantasies about practically every boy she came across. Even the very average-looking young man who sat in front of her in American History had become an unwitting target for her reveries; what did he look like naked, she wondered? Had he ever been with a girl? All her thoughts of sex meant that she didn’t feel anxious about her mental changes, as much as simply curious. Anxiety needed processing time in her brain, and there simply wasn’t any to spare, with what was available going to feed her newfound horniness.

But it was Friday, and that meant sports were off for the weekend, and that homework could be put off for a couple of days. She was pretty enough to be popular, but the lone social activity she participated in made her something of a pariah. She didn’t care, though. It was time to meet the film club and go shoot some more of their short.

Sydney hadn’t exactly been a wholehearted addition to the club, but she had a knack for acting, and in Los Angeles that realization stirred excitement in the breast of any ambitious teenager. The project they were working on was entitled Hard Times for Kayla Westbrook; she played a troubled hitwoman on the run from both the law and her mental health problems. They had dreams of Sundance.

Today, the group was on the train tracks. “All right,” said Leroy, the self-appointed director, “we’re doing scene twelve. The light’s just right – we want that, you know, golden-hour effect – and we want it falling across the frame, so that we don’t have to be shooting into it. Sydney, you need to get into position by the concrete blocks.”

“Um, like,” said Sydney, “why do I need to be in my underwear again? I mean, I’m not complaining, ‘cause this is kind of…” she was about to say exciting, but at the last second she realized that there was a chance that that would come off the wrong way. “...um, well, I mean, it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“We’ve been over this,” said Leroy. “Did you forget last week’s meeting? The scene is to show the sexual tension between her and Agent Brown, who’ll have been chasing her for five scenes at this point. You said you were cool with it then.”

“I...did, I guess,” said Sydney. Now that he mentioned it, she did remember that.

“It’s cool, Syd,” said Jordan, the tall, handsome guy playing Agent Brown. “I’m in my shorts too. We’re in this together, right? It’s not one of those movies where it’s only the chick who has to randomly be in her underwear.”

“That’s true,” said Sydney. “Like, it’s okay, I guess. Let’s shoot it and see how it goes.”

“Great, great,” said Leroy. “Problem solved. Okay, so remember, neither of you have any lines for this scene. We’re gonna do a lot in post – adding music and stuff, and a voiceover – but really the camera’s gonna be doing a lot of the work here.” Madison and Jacob, the two bespectacled camerapeople, puffed up at that. “Just look, like...tense, you know? And Jordan – Agent Brown – doesn’t know you’re hiding behind the concrete, Sydney, so you want to be, you know, kind of peeking out at him as he walks towards you. Okay, let’s film this thing!”

As soon as the clapperboard clicked and the cameras started rolling, Sydney leaned slightly over, as directed, and cast a furtive glance toward Jordan. She felt an arousal stirring in her breast. As he walked slowly towards her, she found herself wishing that he wouldn’t stop, that the cameras would turn off, the rest of the world would vanish, and that he’d keep walking right into her arms. She had to fight the urge to flash him a dreamy smile.

Considering that it had no words, scene twelve was apparently very difficult to get right, and Leroy kept waving his arms, shouting, and forcing them to do it over again and again. Usually, Sydney would have been angry, but considering that she barely seemed to get angry anymore, and that every time they restarted she got to peek around the blocks at Jordan again, she accepted it mutely.

At last, around 5:30, they wrapped. “Great work, everyone,” said Leroy. “Why don’t we go get dinner again? I want Animal Style Fries.”

“You always want In-N-Out,” grumbled Jordan. “It’s kind of expensive, you know? I just want some pizza or something.”

“It’s okay,” said Leroy. “We did agree that we don’t all have to go to the same place. We don’t want another Taco Bell fight, right? We can just get food and meet at the park near the mall.”

“Right,” said Jordan. “Anyone else want pizza?” Meredith and Jacob avoided his gaze; because they were both vegans, they usually opted for poké bowls or something similar. The other actors, who had spent all afternoon kicking rocks around waiting for Leroy to wrap, were fans of the calorie-bomb fry meal as well. 

As everyone else turned away, Sydney saw her opportunity. “I’ll come,” she said, “we can, like, split one or something.”

“Great,” said Jordan, the hint of a smile playing across his lips. “Let’s do that. We’ll all meet up at the park in, I don’t know, half an hour?”

The next few minutes felt like a dream to Sydney. She’d pulled her clothes back on, then jumped into the passenger seat of Jordan’s old Camry. It was only when they were pulling out onto the street that she came to herself again. Her head was swirling with excitement and arousal. She was this close to what she wanted, and the only question was whether she would be able to reach out and grab it.

As they made their way through the maze of arterials toward the nearest Pizza Hut, Jordan broke the silence. “Great filming with you today, even though it was a little…”

“Weird?” Sydney finished. “Like, totally.”

“Well, weird, yeah, but weird in a weird way, if you get what I mean.” He paused. “Being on camera was weird. Being in front of other people was weird. But, I mean, it didn’t...feel that weird to be…” a blush crept across his cheeks; he could be incredibly cute.

“I get it,” said Sydney, carefully so as not to ruin the moment. “Like, actually, I agree. I don’t know. The vibe was right.”

“Yeah,” said Jordan. “The vibe was right. Exactly.” He paused again. “Listen, I know that everyone else is probably waiting for us, and that this would be kind of rude, but do you want to just...not go back to the park? I mean, it’s Friday, we have the night off, we could sort of make it a date. I’m sorry, I’m realizing that I’m asking while you’re already in my car, but it’s totally cool if you say no.”

“But I wouldn’t want to say no,” said Sydney. “Like, let’s do it!” She gave him an encouraging smile, which was also a great excuse to drink in the sight of him once again. He was gorgeous, he really was.

“Great,” he said, grinning. “I was worried that you were gonna nope out, because then I wouldn’t have had anyone to share the pizza with!”

The rest of the drive and dinner went by in a happy blur. They chatted about this and that, ate slices of greasy fast-food pizza, and flirted, sometimes a little awkwardly. Again and again, Sydney found her eyes drawn to Jordan; his beautiful, muscular arms just seemed to call out to her, sending flickers of arousal through her. If only he would just throw her down and...well, actually, that wouldn’t be a good idea because he was driving, but the possibility was certainly there.

They’d brought the pizza to a scenic overlook, and by the time they finished, the sun was setting over the city. Rush hour still heaved on the freeways and the arterials, but otherwise the heat and haze of the day were beginning to dissipate, and dusk’s tranquility rolled over the world. Far in the distance, the Pacific Ocean glimmered, an ever-present reminder of the natural world that Los Angeles so often seemed to disavow.

Confronted with such a spectacle, neither of them found that words came easily. And there was no need, really; the view did all the talking. Sydney felt her fingers lacing through Jordan’s, and a sense of inner peace filled her entire being.

Eventually, he broke the silence. “It’s beautiful.”

Her eyes darted over, and she saw that he was looking at the downtown skyline. A flicker of disappointment flashed through her mind, but she smiled anyway. “Yeah.”

“S-so are you, by the way,” he said, still not meeting her eyes. The words hit her like a sudden splash of water, and she felt as elated as she did startled. “Sorry, I couldn’t think of a smooth way to say that.”

“Like, don’t be silly,” said Sydney. “‘Smooth’ is for bad romance on Amazon. We’re real people, aren’t we? Just, like, let it flow.” And then she was leaning in, and he was too, and then, and then…

And then their lips were meeting. A swirl of passion flowed through her, paired with arousal and a sudden, wild lust. A kiss wasn’t going to be enough, she realized. From the moment she’d woken up that morning, she’d wanted more, and now she was going to finally get it.

Still, the kiss was nice. She could relax, truly relax, as she melted into him, and she felt warm and safe and loved in a way that she hadn’t since starting high school. There had been other kisses, kisses that had tasted like vodka and rum at older siblings’ parties around the city, but those were the kind that she regretted the next day, the kind that made things awkward in the hallways, the kind that she hadn’t really meant. This one wasn’t any of those things, and she loved every second of it.

She felt her hands creeping down towards his chest, running over his toned muscles, feeling their firmness. Breaking off the kiss, he looked her in the eye, a mixture of emotions running across his face. “Are you...do you wanna…”

“...Do this?” Sydney grinned. “Like, I wanna do it really bad, baby. If you’re okay with it, obviously.”

“I am,” he said, “I just wasn’t expecting…” He cast a glance over his shoulder; the parking lot was empty, with no one else in sight. “I just wasn’t expecting this to happen tonight. But I’ve been dreaming about it for...for months, actually.”

“I saw you looking at me,” said Sydney, grinning. “Men are all the same.” She paused. “Like, there was something I wanted to try, if it’s okay with you. We would need to be in the back seat.”

“Of course,” said Jordan. The two of them slid out of their seats and got into the back, where there was nothing separating them anymore, not even something as ephemeral as the clutch. For a moment or two, they gazed at each other, each trying to convince themselves that this was really happening; then Sydney reached out and began to pull at the neckline of his t-shirt. He helped her pull it off, and then he was completely bare on top. She feasted her eyes on the sight. There had been a time when he’d been a skinny film nerd like the rest of them, but the years had been good to him...the years, and the judo classes that he’d started taking in sophomore year. He wasn’t sporty enough to be hard to relate to, but he was sporty enough to reap the benefits. She’d seen him in this state of undress just an hour or so before, but it felt different now that he was doing it for her.

Wordlessly, he moved to do the same. She felt her own shirt slip over her head, exposing the bra that he’d seen earlier as well as the rest of her upper body. Suddenly, she felt self-conscious. She was only average, and the strange, sudden changes that had overcome her mind might have lowered her inhibitions, but they hadn’t completely removed her anxieties. Would he...like her?

She felt relief wash over her as his eyes widened, and as something between his legs began to strain against his jeans. “Like what you see?” she asked, smiling, knowing the answer already.

“Holy shit, yes,” said Jordan. Reaching out, he squeezed one of her boobs; the sensation of being felt up by a man she really wanted to feel her up was incomparable, and she breathed a heavy sigh of satisfaction.

“Want to see the rest?” Sydney asked, reaching back for her bra strap. She knew that he did, but asking the question somehow just made it hotter. She grinned as his jaw dropped slightly; whatever he had been trying to say turned out to be dead on arrival. Her tits bounced free as her bra fell away. They had been small and unassuming just the year before, but she’d had a bit of a growth spurt lately, and now he would be crazy to complain about the view he was getting. She luxuriated in his gaze; did it get any better than this?

Soon they would find out. “Do you mind if I…” Jordan asked, leaning forward.

Sydney quickly figured out what he had in mind and flashed him a broad smile. “Go ahead.” The feeling as his lips wrapped around her nipple was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Shocks of arousal, of lust, of sheer animal satisfaction flowed through her in turn, and she wondered how she’d ever gone through life without this feeling; it was just too good to have her lover’s tongue swirling across the surface of her breast, around her nipple, teasing and prodding as he gently sucked. The cocktail of sensations combined to create something deliciously, deliciously addictive.

But she couldn’t let him go completely without. Reaching out, she ran her hand down his torso once again, traveling over the contours of his body, sliding down until she reached the button of his jeans. They fell open so easily that she felt like they were made for this moment, and then there was just one layer of fabric separating her from his beautiful, virile member. She felt her mouth watering at the thought of just what she was going to do with it...but not just yet. For now, she satisfied herself with cupping his cock and balls through his underwear, massaging them gently between her fingers, giving him just a tiny taste of what was to come.

Clearly, that gave Jordan some inspiration of his own. Suddenly, his hand was snaking down underneath her jeans, then underneath her panties. In just moments, his fingers were dancing around her most private places – not diving in, not yet, but always threatening to do so, sending thrills of anticipation through her. Those thrills mixed with tiny jolts of pleasure whenever he neared a part – her clit, for example, or her pussy lips – that could provide real stimulation. She was being teased, she realized, but it felt so goddamn good that she couldn’t possibly have gotten angry. She just wanted more.

Now it was getting hard to wait. Neither of them had to pretend any more that they didn’t want the other one, that they felt anything other than wild lust...so why were they messing around? “Baby?” said Sydney. “Like, I’m ready to...do the thing I wanted to try.”

Jordan released her nipple, looking up with eagerness in his eyes. “Just take the lead. I’m ready for anything.”

She grinned. “Get ready to rock.” Kicking her pants down to her knees, leaving her pussy exposed to the open air, she lay down lengthwise across the seats. Pushing gently at his shoulder, she had him do the same; his eyes widened as she realized what she had in mind, but there wasn’t even the smallest hint of reluctance in his expression.

And then he was spreading her legs, pushing his head in between them, and she could no longer see his face. The feeling was a little lonely, but they were still traveling this road together, and her own face was now no more than a few inches from his hard, throbbing cock. Pushing aside his underwear, she marveled at its beauty, its girth, its sheer power. It wasn’t a sight she would soon forget, she knew.

There was simply nothing else to be done; such a magnificent tool needed to be worshipped, and she was the woman to do just that. There had been a time when sex had seemed silly to her, when it had seemed like a waste of time for irresponsible partiers, but that time was long gone. Was there anything more important than what she was about to undertake?

Leaning forwards, she ran her tongue along the length of Jordan’s cock, giving him a taste of what he was about to receive. He gasped softly, and she smiled...but then she felt his fingers spreading her pussy lips, his own tongue darting around the opening to her sensitive hole. It was a simple gesture, and he hadn’t even gone inside her yet, but it still felt so goddamn good that she couldn’t keep from moaning in turn. It seemed that she was just as easy to please as he was.

Taking the head of his cock into her mouth, she swirled her tongue around it. His rod stiffened – by now it was probably as hard as it could get – and just seemed to beg her to go further, but it wasn’t always easy with him working away at her other end. Now his tongue was swirling around her clit, sending wave after wave of sensation through her, and it was all she could do to stop herself from simply losing herself in the pleasure. But she wanted to make him feel good too; there was a difficult balance to be struck here.

Pushing her head forward, she tried to take more of him, as much as she possibly could. As his shaft slid past her lips, the veins under the skin gave texture to the experience, constantly reminding her that this was a real cock that she was sucking, that this was really happening. She wondered if she’d ever been happier. On the other end, Jordan’s tongue was pushing into her pussy now, plunging the depths of her hole, making her moan and cry out with each twitch or sudden motion.

Soon, they had fallen into a steady rhythm. Sydney matched Jordan’s motions with her own, creating what felt like a wonderful feedback loop of pleasure, an infinite echo that only felt better and better the longer it went on. She realized that an orgasm wasn’t far off now; the reservoir of sensation inside of her was filling up drop by drop, and in a little while it was full to overflowing. For now, the key was to enjoy the ride, to savor every motion of his tongue inside her, to play with his cock in just the way he was craving.

He was thrusting gently into her mouth now, clearly close to orgasm, and she was as well. Everything he did sent her closer and closer to the edge, and she felt like she was already on a hair trigger as it was. It was almost enough, and she was almost there, almost there…

And then he suddenly exploded into her mouth. The taste of hot, salty cum overwhelmed her as his cock twitched wildly, and she found herself swallowing as if by instinct. It was all just so incredibly sexy that it sent her over the edge in turn, gasping and crying out as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, overwhelming her completely. For an instant, her mind was in another place entirely, another distant plane of being where time and space were mere ideas, where all that really existed was pure, unbridled ecstasy.

Slowly, she began to come down. Jordan was reaching into the glove box, grabbing a fistful of tissues; as she watched, he thrust a few out to her. She spat out what she hadn’t swallowed into the wad, then used it to wipe off her face. The old Sydney might have had a moment of post-orgasmic clarity in which she realized just how strange it was to be cleaning up after a 69 at a public viewpoint in the backseat of a car; the new Sydney had no such concerns. “Like, fuck, baby, that was hot.”

“It was,” said Jordan. “That shit was great. Where did you get that idea?”

“I don’t know,” said Sydney. “It just, like, came to me, I guess.” Sitting up, she saw that the parking lot was still empty; the sunset was different than it had been when they’d started, but still beautiful, still majestic.

“We should do this again sometime,” he said. “I can’t believe I’ve gone my whole life without it.”

“Sometime?” she asked, giggling. “Like, why not now?”

“I like the way you think,” said Jordan, smiling. “Man, this is gonna be a great night.”


The Resort’s Bimbo

Brittany giggled. She couldn’t help it; even with everyone watching, even when the resort’s staff canteen was filled with her coworkers, all of whom seemed to be massive gossips. It was just...everything was so funny. Before, her job had been stressful, even exhausting, but now, after that weird static had played in her room the night before, she just couldn’t worry about any of it.

She was a surf instructor at the Ngoc Trai Resort in Da Nang, Vietnam. Her grandparents had been born in Saigon, so curiosity about her ancestral land had drawn her there after finishing college; the tourism scene was booming and salaries were good, but things could be rough in her daily grind. Everyone seemed to expect everything to be perfect, and there was a large group of customers who seemed to believe that, if they paid $50 for a two-hour surfing lesson, then they should be able to surf like a pro at the end of those two hours. Also, of course, the weather had to be perfect, and if either of these conditions were not met, which they often weren’t, then the clientele would get very angry very quickly. Brittany had a degree in telecommunications, and she often felt that dealing with fat, sunburned, angry white people was something that she shouldn’t have to do.

Usually, that part of the job was exhausting...but today it just hadn’t been getting to her. She’d been trying to tutor a family of spectacularly unfit Texans that morning, and despite the fact that they couldn’t even seem to stay on their boards lying down, and that that made them madder than anything else in human history, she’d managed to keep her cool. It had been easy, even. Everything was just so entertaining! A laugh at the wrong time had led to the family storming off, which meant no tip, but she couldn’t be bothered about that, she really couldn’t.

And she’d been so horny, too. She’d had to spend the entire morning resisting the urge to slip a finger under her bikini bottoms, even with the decidedly unappetizing crowd she was catering to. It was unprofessional, she knew, and she also knew that if she let it affect her work performance in any way she’d probably be fired...but she couldn’t be bothered about that, either. Really, nothing mattered except sex. The problem was, she didn’t have a boyfriend, none of her coworkers were attractive at all, and none of the tourists even so much as caused her to raise an eyebrow. There were always the locals, but she didn’t have an easy way to meet any of them.

So here she was, giggling in the canteen. It had to have been the static; that was all that had changed. She giggled at her life, her problems, giggled until they just seemed to fade away. Then, as everyone in the room watched, she got up and put away her dishes. It was time to go back to work.

For the afternoon, she only had one client booked, an American surfer named Chris who’d gone for the five-hour surfing tour. The practice was to go up and down the coast, hitting the different beaches and getting a taste for the waves the Da Nang area could offer. Brittany usually dreaded the tours because clients were sometimes unpleasant or creepy, but today, of course, she didn’t feel strongly about it either way. In fact, she was almost looking forward to meeting Chris. Maybe he was cute.

As previously arranged, they met in the hotel lobby. Chris arrived a minute or two after she did; from the moment he stepped out of the elevator, she was head over heels in love. He was tall and muscular, with tanned skin and a head of beautiful straight dark hair. She felt her heart tremble, but she had to remind herself to cool it; after all, it was true that he was attractive, stunning even, but she had a job to do. Doing him would have to take a back seat.

“Hey there,” he said, waving as he made his way over.. “Brittany, right?”

“Like, that’s me!” She giggled. It was weird, actually; she’d never been one to giggle before. It was just that Chris made her feel...giggly. Everything made her feel giggly. “Ready for the, um, the surf tour?”

“Hell yes,” said Chris. She felt his eyes on her; did he like what he saw? She hoped so. The two of them turned and headed out to the parking lot, where one of the hotel Jeeps was waiting. Two surfboards were already strapped to the top.

“So, like, what brings you to Vietnam?” she asked, as they climbed into their ride. “Just a vacation?”

“Yeah,” said Chris. “I’m from L.A., and I surf on the weekends. When I go on vacation, I like to spend it out in the water! So I hope I’m not as much of a pain to deal with as people who’ve never touched a surfboard before.” He laughed.

He had no idea, but she laughed along with him. It was a relief to know that he’d at least be capable of handling himself out there. Maybe she’d actually have the chance to enjoy a surf lesson for once...although, really, she might have agreed to tutor him for free. As far as she was concerned, eye candy was a legitimate form of monetary payment.

The usual route was to go roughly north to south along the coast, which meant first driving to the northern end of the route. Usually – especially before her transformation – Brittany would be gripping the wheel hard, already aggravated, during that long stretch of being in the car. Mopeds zipped this way and that ahead, and the passengers to her side and behind her were also a constant source of trouble. But this was different. She and Chris were quickly swapping stories of surfing competitions, discussing wave conditions off Hawaii, arguing over which boards were the best. It was nerdy, but it was also far, far more enjoyable than making awkward small talk about where-are-you-headed-after-Da-Nang and oh-have-you-been-to-Saigon-and-how-about-Hue.

She was relieved to find, when they pulled up to the first spot on the list, that the surf was looking good enough to do something with. “Like, it’s not the Banzai Pipeline,” she said to Chris, gesturing at the water, “but this is pretty good, right?”

“Yeah,” he said, “yeah.” The words came out a little bit strange, and when she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, she saw that he was looking at her. Men, she thought, smiling to herself. They were really all the same...not that she minded.

The two of them got their boards and headed out towards the waves. It was the wrong time of day to be surfing seriously, since the early-morning surf had broken up and conditions wouldn’t return to ideal until the evening, but it was rare that a tourist would ever want to surf with the chickens or through dinnertime. Brittany encouraged Chris to go first so that she could get an eye for his form; it wasn’t a complete lie, since she did want to know what she was working with, but she also just wanted to watch him standing on the board, to get a good view of his body, which was only covered by a pair of tight swim trunks.

She wasn’t disappointed. Surfing clearly wasn’t the only exercise he was doing – his entire body was lean, toned and tanned. When the sun hit him just right, he practically gleamed, like some sort of Greek statue. It was hard to tear her eyes away from him, even when he hit a particularly difficult stretch of wave and wiped out.

Chris didn’t seem like one to be discouraged easily, though; he surfaced, laughing, and climbed back on the board. “That one caught me off guard!”

“They catch me occasionally, too,” said Brittany. “You never know what the ocean’s gonna do, right? But, like, if you wanted my advice…” Swimming a little closer to him, she tried to walk him through the steps to improving his form, but he just didn’t quite seem to be following. It didn’t help that the ideas in her mind felt like they had to pass through a thick mass of cottage cheese before they could reach her mouth.

“I get what you’re saying about tightening things up a little bit,” he said, knitting his eyebrows together, “but I just...can you demonstrate on the beach?”

“Yeah, of course!” Brittany smiled to herself. It was going to be far easier to charm her surfing partner when they were out of the loud, crashing waves.

The two of them worked their way back to the beach, where she had Chris stand on his surfboard and mimic his usual stance, then try to follow her lead. It must have looked like a weird kind of surfboard yoga, but they were making progress...some progress. It was just really hard to explain the things that she was trying to get across to him, and she couldn’t quite put them into words.

At last, she gave up. Stepping across the warm sand, she touched his elbows lightly, then his shoulders, pushing them into position. Understanding dawned on his face...just as a blush began to creep across his cheeks. “Oh, um, I get it now. Thank you.”

“Actually,” said Brittany, “maybe we should get moving to the next beach. Conditions can be a little different there. It could be easier to, like, practice.”

“Sure thing,” said Chris. She felt his eyes on him as she bent to pick up her surfboard, then turned and headed back towards the Jeep. There had been a tension between them before, but now it had been kicked up a notch. She wondered how she would be able to keep her hands off of him for the whole rest of the trip.

With each beach they visited, that feeling of tension only got stronger. Her surfing partner was improving slowly but surely as they practiced – probably shaking the rust off more than anything – but that didn’t mean she didn’t find reasons to correct his posture. In fact, she was doing it more and more on every stop, until finally she was practically running her hands up and down his arms. It was unprofessional in the extreme, but he didn’t say anything, and the blush on his cheeks, and the growing tent in his shorts, told her that it was unlikely that he’d even want to.

Still, nothing happened until the tour was almost over. They’d just finished up at the last beach on the list and were heading back, navigating the short stretch of rush-hour traffic between them and the hotel. “Well,” said Chris, “I had a great time today. Are you...off after this?”

“Like, I sure am,” said Brittany, practically buzzing with anticipation. What was he going to say? Did he feel the same way about her as she did about him?

“I was wondering if you’d want to...you know, have a drink in my room or something. I just feel a connection with you.” He couldn’t meet her eyes as the words came out, but she knew that he was completely sincere simply from his tone.

She’d never been more excited. “I’d love to! I just need, like, half an hour or so after the tour, and then I’d be happy to meet you.”

“Great,” he said, smiling broadly. “Great. I had no idea my surfing tour would end this way, but, well, I’m not going to question it.”

They parted ways after Brittany parked the Jeep in the hotel lot. She waited until Chris was out of sight, then broke into a run. There was just so much to do in so little time! She had to punch out, put on some real clothes (all she had was a t-shirt and shorts, but that was still better than her swimsuit), do her makeup, and get psyched up, all while somehow making it to his room by the prescribed time of 5:30. The stress that she hadn’t been feeling before was back now in spades; a bunch of lame tourists couldn’t scare her, but the prospect of disappointing this wonderful man sure could.

At last, she was standing in front of his hotel room door, ready in every way but mentally. Taking a deep breath, she stepped forward and knocked on the heavy wood. There was a moments’ pause, and then she heard the sound of footsteps; another moment later, the door swung open, revealing Chris. He had changed into a loose shirt that he hadn’t bothered to button up; below it, she could see his toned muscles, a sight that drove her almost wild with desire. “Um, like, hey again,” she said, momentarily struck even dumber.

“Hey there,” he said. “You look great!”

“Thank you,” she said, blushing. “I didn’t really, like, do very much, but I’m glad you like it!” She almost wanted to say me instead of it, but he would be getting the best possible view of her in just a few minutes – better to ask him then, right?

“I sure do,” said Chris. “Well, I took the liberty of ordering a couple of drinks, so I don’t know if you wanted to…” he turned, gesturing at a pair of mai tais sitting on the dresser, but she could see that he knew that they were really beside the point. His cheeks were flushed as well, and you could have cut the tension in the air with a knife.

“Chris, like, thank you, and we can drink them a little later,” she said, “but...right now I don’t want a drink. I want you.”

There was a pause, and Brittany’s companion looked for a moment like a deer in headlights. Then he smiled. “Oh, Brittany, I...I want you too. It feels like I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.”

And then they were stepping towards each other, and then his arms were wrapping around her, enfolding her in a warm, deeply comforting embrace. She sighed with contentment, but then their lips were meeting, passions swirling through them as they sank into a deep kiss. Her heart pounded, arousal flowing through her; her animal desires were awakening, and the lowest, most lustful parts of her being cried out for sex, for fulfillment, for climax. Today, they would both get what they dreamed of.

After a little while, Chris broke away, looking into her eyes. “Fuck, I can’t believe this is really happening. I want to get you out of that top.”

“Like, of course, baby,” said Brittany, spreading her arms. “Go ahead.” Her lover was on her right away, pulling her shirt up over her head, practically swatting aside the flimsy fabric before tossing it onto the ground. He seemed to know his way around a bra clasp, and the undergarment quickly followed, landing on top of her shirt and leaving her breasts completely exposed to his hungry gaze.

But she couldn’t let him enjoy the view without getting something in return. His shirt was already unbuttoned, so it was easy enough to push it off his shoulders, sending it tumbling down and revealing his beautifully muscular torso. She drank in the sight, let it feed the lust monster within her.

Looking down at his shorts, she saw a bulge rapidly growing. She reached out and cupped it, feeling his warmth through the fabric, feeling the blood pump through his veins as it worked to stiffen his cock and ready his balls. There was nothing more erotic than the knowledge that every part of his being was preparing to mount her, from his frontal cortex all the way back to his brain stem.

She had to see it all in action. She undid the button of his shorts with a swift motion of her fingers, then slid the zipper down. After that, there was little to hold them up, and they fell away, revealing the fact that he hadn’t been wearing underwear. She would have teased him about that, but...oh my. His cock was absolutely beautiful, thick without being too thick and long without being long enough that she’d have to worry about it bottoming out. Veins patterned its surface, and it was still stiffening, reaching towards her almost as if it was pointing out the cause of its arousal.

“I hope you like it,” said Chris, smiling a little shyly, “but fair is fair, right? I get to see yours.” Reaching out, he pushed down her shorts, then her panties, and then she was as exposed as he was.

“Um, like, what did you want to…” She wanted to let him take the lead; she’d been practically throwing herself on him all day, so it felt only fair to let him set the pace for a little while.

“I, uh, wanted to try something. If it’s okay...I’ve never eaten a girl out before, but I’ve always wondered what it would be like.”

“Sounds great!” said Brittany. That wasn’t an exaggeration; it really, really did. Getting licked by a guy like Chris had been one of her recurring fantasies even before the dramatic changes of the past twenty-four hours.

“In that case,” said Chris, “why don’t we…” Wrapping an arm around her waist, he hoisted her into the air, a casual gesture of physical strength that left her weak in the knees. They headed over to the bed, and there he set her gently down, legs open towards the edge of the mattress. She felt exposed, but in a good way, especially when he knelt down in front of her and put a hand on each of her thighs. “Ready?”

“Like, I’ve never been more ready for anything,” she said, giggling.

He smiled encouragingly, then leaned forward and began running his tongue in a wide arc around her pussy. The sensation was immediate and electric; he hadn’t touched any of her most sensitive parts, hadn’t even come close, and yet waves of arousal were still flowing through her. Her nervous system was so tuned-up, so primed to respond to any stimulation, that it went into overdrive in response to absolutely anything. The other times she’d had sex, it hadn’t been like this at all; she’d barely felt a thing, not until her lovers had reached orgasm. Though Chris had barely touched her, she already knew that this time would be different. Much different.

His tongue danced back and forth, drawing closer to her pussy with each passing moment. She felt like she was going mad, so badly did she want him inside her, and yet what little of her brain was still capable of rational thought kept reminding her that it would feel better if she didn’t force it, if she didn’t push him faster than he wanted to go. As his tongue brushed past her clit, though, as another flicker of pleasure buzzed through her, it grew harder and harder to resist her urges.

Then she forgot all of that. Suddenly, his tongue was pushing inside of her, spreading her pussy open. The sensation as it brushed between her labia was nice; the sensation as it hit the sensitive nerve endings inside of her was everything she’d been hoping for. Pulses of pleasure shot through her whenever he reached a particularly sensitive place, and she found herself breathing heavily, sighing with each exhale and nearly gasping with each inhale. Her body was wired at the most basic to respond to what her lover was doing, and her mind never entered the equation at any point in that process.

With each moment, he plunged deeper; with each moment, her pleasure grew more intense. She began to lose track of time, and seconds turned into minutes as he worked his magic. For a man who insisted that he’d never eaten a woman out before, Chris certainly knew what he was doing. Everything seemed to fade away until just his tongue remained, his tongue and her pussy. How utterly blessed she was!

Just as she began to see her orgasm approaching, just as she was preparing to give herself over entirely to wild throes of pleasure, he stopped. She had to stop herself from crying out as he lifted his head off of her. “Sorry,” he said, “but you didn’t think I was going to let you off that easy, did you?”

“But, like, I was so close,” groaned Brittany. “Just, like, a little more…”

“Oh, I’ll give you that little bit more,” said Chris. “But differently. If it’s okay with you...I thought I would put my cock to work.”

Her eyes widened as she processed what he was saying. She was about to be mounted, used like a bitch in heat. As great as his tongue had been, this would be a completely different kind of pleasure, one she also wanted to experience. “Like, I’d love that. Just...do it quickly.”

Luckily, her lover was more than happy to comply. Taking a condom from somewhere, he slid it on in record time, then placed his hands back on her thighs...only now he was standing up, his cock pointing directly at her slit. It felt like there was something special about the moment; he’d been pleasuring her before, but now he was about to join the party himself. From now on, they’d be building towards orgasm together, and that knowledge made the experience all the more arousing.

Thrusting forward, he brought his cock to the edge of her slit. Then, slowly and tenderly, he began to slide inside of her. The fit was natural, almost easy; he stretched her, but there was no pain, only mild discomfort that soon dissipated as the thickest part of the head of his cock passed through her pussy lips. Soon she was moaning aloud, desperate for him to get his full length inside of her as soon as he possibly could.

As it happened, that was only moments away. The feeling when his pelvis hit hers was nice, but the real pleasure came when he began to pull out of her; the gentle sucking sensation was hard to describe, but even harder to resist. Slowly, he began to get up to a gentle rhythm, sliding in and out, slowly increasing in speed with each movement. It just kept getting better and better, more and more intense. How was it even possible that sex could feel this good?

Soon, he was fully up to speed, and time seemed to dissolve into nothingness. What need did Brittany have for the ticking of the seconds if she had a much more pleasurable rhythm to keep track of instead? The thrusts of his cock came with a mechanical, staccato regularity, sending pleasure pounding through her like the beating of some erotic heart. She moaned, cried out, released herself completely to the moment. There was no space in her brain for worries, cares, even simple thoughts; everything was devoted to the cock that was pushing into her, just that and nothing else.

She felt herself building towards orgasm. Each of his motions sent waves of pleasure through her that didn’t simply subside; instead, they built up somewhere deep in her nervous system, threatening to overrun the whole thing. It would be wonderful, she knew, to lose herself in that pleasure, to forget everything and just sink into it...and now she was ready to do just that. She’d been telling herself to wait, to let everything build up, but she’d been waiting long enough. She had to have the pleasure now. Come on, she thought, I’m almost there, almost there, oh fuck, almost there…

And then Brittany went over the edge. Ecstasy crashed through her, pleasure more intense than anything she’d ever experienced. She was having the best possible sex with the best possible partner, and the results were reflecting that, giving her an overwhelming orgasm that she knew she’d remember for the rest of her life. For a moment, her mind blanked, simply unable to function, swamped with a tsunami of bliss. She was screaming, she realized, thrashing, moaning, but she couldn’t worry about that, could only focus on the waves of bliss shooting through her. This was...this was pure art.

Finally, after what seemed like a long time, she began to come down. The sensation in her core grew warm and sleepy, and she found herself relaxing. Chris was still thrusting, and it still felt good; within a few moments, though, he reached his own orgasm, grunting as he released his seed into the condom. It was endlessly satisfying to realize that she’d brought him over the edge as well.

As they recovered, neither said anything, simply allowing the moment to tell its own story. Brittany got some tissues from a box on the nightstand and began to clean herself up; Chris followed suit once he was back to reality, wiping her juices off his softening cock.

Once they had finished, she smiled. “That was, like, unforgettable.”

“Hell yes,” said Chris. “I think that was...I think that was the best I’ve ever had. I don’t want to get ahead of myself, but I’ve got plans to visit Da Nang again. I’ve only been here for a day, but already I’m noticing that the...attractions...are hard to beat.”

“Sounds great, baby,” said Brittany. “But, like, why wait till next year? You’re here for a few more days, I’m sure.” She drew a little closer to him. “And, heck, you’re here now.”

He laughed. “I like the way you think. Give me a few minutes, and then we’ll go again. I have something else I want to try.”

“Deal,” said Brittany. Soon, she knew, they would have to part ways...but before then, she vowed, she would make Chris’ vacation one he would remember for as long as he lived.
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