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“Listen,” said Charlie. “I know I’m just the photographer. I know you pay me to shut up and take pictures. But why are we here again?” Taking one hand off the wheel of the car, he gestured expansively towards the featureless steppe that surrounded them on all sides, marching off infinitely into the hazy blue yonder. “I couldn’t even have found Kazakhstan on a map before yesterday. I definitely couldn’t have spelled the name. I don’t really see how coming to this place is going to do much for your career.”

“Well,” said Lena, reclining her car seat with a lazy gesture, “it’s a good thing that you are just the photographer, then, isn’t it?”

“Look, I’m not complaining – or, well, I guess I am, but that’s really not the point.” Charlie’s free hand flew left and right as he talked, punctuating every word he spoke with a different motion. “I just want to know why, is all.”

“I was telling you about this in Istanbul,” said Lena. “It’s all part of a sponsorship deal with Visit Kazakhstan. I just have to be here and take the pictures. They even gave us half off the flight. And just think, this is going to be months’ worth of #tbt content!”

“I think I remember you lecturing me about something or other in the airport lounge,” grumbled Charlie, “but you were also making me find you a moscow mule at the same time. I’m not much of a multitasker, you know.”

Lena sighed. Charlie was always like this. The man took beautiful pictures, and it didn’t hurt that he was cute – she kept him on partly just as eye candy. But the moment he opened his mouth, a litany of angry complaints would come pouring out. If she was sure she’d be able to find a photographer who was just as good and also just a little more pleasant, she would have let him go, but as it was, her Instagram feed didn’t shoot itself. And with her influencer career growing faster than ever, she didn’t want the disruption of trying to find someone new.

He was right, though; the Kazakhstan trip had probably been a bridge too far. She didn’t really make enough to do this kind of thing, so unless the content from the next few days brought her in a ton of new followers, it wouldn’t end up being worth it. That meant that every picture she had Charlie take had to be absolutely perfect – and that meant that everything was far more stressful than it should have been. She had bitten off more than she could chew.

Scanning the horizon, which had been blank and empty for hours now, she suddenly noticed a cluster of buildings far off down the road. “Do you think that’s a town? Maybe we could stop for lunch.”

“Yeah,” said Charlie. “We probably should. I’m not sure what they’ll have. Boy, I never thought my one semester of introductory Russian would come in handy, but here we are.”

“Right,” said Lena. She still had no idea what Kazakh food was like, since they’d only arrived the night before and had eaten some very marginal pizza for dinner, but out here in the sticks there was no other option.

It was only a few minutes before they were rolling into the town, which was really just a collection of houses strewn across the plain. There was only one small grocery store, and they parked in front. Once inside, Charlie had to do the talking; it seemed that everyone in Kazakhstan spoke Russian in addition to Kazakh, which meant that they at least had some means of communication. It was kind of hot, thought Lena, that the man could walk into a convenience store in a country he’d never once been to and still manage to buy lunch…but no, he was the photographer. There was no need to think those kinds of thoughts. “Hey,” he said, turning to her, “what do you want to drink? They only have beer and then this weird energy drink.”

“I’ll have the energy drink, then,” said Lena. “I’ll need the boost.”

“And I’ll need patience, so I’m having a beer. Only one, so I don’t crash the car.” Picking up the grocery bag, he turned back to the cashier. “All right, um…spasibo. Dasvidanya.”

“Dasvidanya,” said the cashier. Lena could see a look of amusement on his face; it clearly wasn’t every day that he served clueless Americans.

Back in the car, Charlie divided the spoils. “I couldn’t really understand him very well. I asked what they had for lunch, and he said bread and cheese, so…I got this stuff.” He handed Lena a small round loaf of bread and a wad of smoked string cheese that had been tied together into a knot, along with the energy drink.

“Well, I guess it’ll do,” she said. “There’s no chance of getting a detox smoothie here.” With some trepidation, she began to eat. The bread was good, and while the cheese was a little odd – tough was not usually a term she expected to describe her cheese – it at least tasted all right. Then she took a sip of the energy drink and had to suppress a gag. It wasn’t fizzy, like every other energy drink she’d ever tasted; instead, it was thick and syrupy and tasted like apricots. What was more, the can was sketchy-looking – a quick glance at the label revealed no nutritional information or ingredients list, only a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman. What was this stuff?

But Charlie was watching, and she didn’t want to look as though she was regretting a trip that, after all, had been her idea. As quickly as she could, she downed the rest of the drink, then bit into the bread in an attempt to clear the taste out of her mouth.

“You know, that wasn’t bad,” said Charlie, when he was finished eating. “But we need to get moving again. The photoshoot location you picked isn’t too far away, but we have to get to the hotel in time for dinner after the shoot. So let’s roll.”

“Okay,” said Lena. For some reason, she was feeling a little bit strange. Maybe it was something in the drink, but a kind of fog was creeping over her mind. As Charlie pulled back onto the road and started cruising towards their destination, she shook her head, trying to clear it, but had no luck. Maybe it was just jet lag.

But the fog only got worse as they drove on. Soon, it felt like it was covering her whole mind, obscuring her thoughts and stopping her from forming clear ideas. There was only one thing that could penetrate the thick layer of wool that had fallen over her brain, and that was…she was ashamed to think of it, but that was thoughts of sex. She couldn’t remember what movies she’d watched on the plane the day before, but she could dredge up intimate details of her best hookups. She liked to make rotisserie chicken tacos back at home, but she wasn’t sure now that she could remember anything about the recipe – but she could perfectly describe her blowjob technique. More and more, she was feeling like a stranger in her own mind.

Or…she would have, if she had had the chance to worry about that kind of thing. All of a sudden, though, nothing that had been bothering her in her life felt very relevant anymore. There was just no reason to worry about what the drink was doing to her, no reason to worry about anything at all. Except, that was, when she was going to get to have sex next. Her body roared with a new kind of arousal that left absolutely no room for anything else.

“All right,” said Charlie. “I think this is it.” Lena realized that they’d arrived at the location she’d been scoping out. In the middle of the steppe, a hill rose and gave an unparalleled view of the horizon in every direction. There was some old industrial machinery as well, the perfect backdrop to a winning shoot.

“Like, yeah,” she said. “It’s, like, weird to see it in person.”

“You sound a little weird,” said Charlie, frowning. “Are you sure you didn’t get the beer by mistake? The stuff I drank was pretty flavorless, so it could have been the energy drink…”

“No, like, I feel fine,” she said. “I promise. Let’s just, like, do the shoot.”

“If you say so,” said Charlie. Together, they had to unpack his camera equipment – always a laborious process – and then find a good angle by an old fence. Only then could the shoot begin. The shutter clicked dozens of times over the course of the afternoon, capturing Lena’s body and outfit from every conceivable angle, clicking away the hours until her legs were sore from posing – but then the golden hour arrived, and the real work began. In less than an hour of ideal lighting, they had to recreate all the best poses from before, and do it as quickly as possible.

Usually, Lena was stressed and irritable by the time they got to this part of the shoot. The feeling that the pressure was on was hardly a comforting one, after all. Normally, it would have been even worse now, since there was no way they would ever be able to return to that hill, and if something didn’t come out right, they had no way to reshoot it. But the fog in Lena’s mind made those kinds of concerns seem totally irrelevant. In fact, she almost found herself having fun. The late-afternoon sun felt good on her skin, warmer than earlier in the day, and something about the fact that Charlie was watching her through the camera lens…

In fact, she realized, Charlie’s gaze was the whole reason she was enjoying herself so much. He really wasn’t bad-looking at all, and she could be guaranteed his full attention. She found herself departing from the range of poses they’d agreed on, and soon Charlie was staring at her ass, her tits, her legs, whatever she could thrust towards the camera. It felt good, really good; she felt a flush of arousal rising through her and knew that she had to take things further. “Hey, Charlie?” she said. “I think this pose would look good as, like, a close-up.”

“A close-up?” asked Charlie. “Um…” His face was flushed, and she grinned at the proof of the effect she was having on him. “Uh, sure. Why don’t I come and scope it out first, so that I don’t have to move the camera equipment for nothing?” And then he was walking towards her, closer and closer.

She grinned and held the pose – a provocatively ass-baring one that she knew would be sure to lead to a tsunami of thirst if she ever posted it – as he approached, willing him on. “Well? Like, how do you like it?”

“Well, I mean, it kind of seems like –” he gulped, “um, like the pose is a little too…how do I say this…ass-forward. I mean, it would be one thing if we were doing that leggings sponsorship again, but as it is, I think more of a straight shot…?”

“Um, like, I’m not sure I understand,” said Lena, pouting. “Can you show me? Just, like, move me into position?”

“I…guess,” said Charlie, and then she felt his hands on her, heard his hot, ragged breathing. He had to be just as turned on as she was. He took her shoulder first, adjusted it slightly, and then his hands were tracing down her back, ever-closer to her ass. “I mean, I really feel like I shouldn’t…”

“It’s okay, baby,” breathed Lena. “You can touch me however you want.”

“I can?” asked Charlie. Then a new tone crept into his voice. “You know…I’ve been waiting for this. Fuck, I’ve been waiting for years now.” And then one of his hands was on her ass, gently squeezing and kneading the soft flesh, and the other was on her tits, the tits that she’d caught him staring at more than once. The feeling was absolutely electric, and the arousal that had been building in her ever since lunch suddenly flared up into a blaze. It was finally happening. She moaned softly.

Then his hands were roaming her body, passing over her this way and that. It seemed that Charlie couldn’t contain himself any more, and Lena wouldn’t have wanted him to, either. “Like, fuck, baby,” she said, “I wondered why you never had a girlfriend. A guy like you…”

“I couldn’t have the girl I wanted, could I?” said Charlie. And then he was pulling her up, pressing his lips onto hers in a savage, almost animalistic kiss. It was so beyond the pale, so absurdly, ridiculously wrong, that she found it incredibly, intoxicatingly hot. She found herself melting in his embrace, aflame with lust. The fog in her mind was thick now, and somehow it seemed to be accentuating her desire, to be smothering any thoughts not related to sex, to wild, passionate lovemaking.

Lena found herself thinking about Charlie’s cock. She’d seen a few in her time, but she knew that his had to be stiffening in his shorts, swelling up because of her. At once, she wanted to see it, and so she allowed a hand to trail down his chest, his toned abs, and then, finally, under his waistband. With every inch her fingers moved, her anticipation only grew, spurring her on and on. At last, she could feel it: his meaty rod, twitching as it rose to attention at her touch. It was beautiful, like a living thing.

Suddenly, a powerful urge came over her. It had been a while, yes, but there was never a bad time for a blowjob, and she was sure that Charlie would have no issues with her plan. She broke the kiss, looked him in the eyes. “Like, baby? Is it okay if I…”

“Suck it?” he asked. “Fuck yes. Fuck yes! I can’t believe this is happening!”

That was all Lena needed. Dropping to her knees on the soft earth, she hooked two fingers around the waistbands of his shorts and underwear, gently sliding them down around his ass and thighs. Inch by wonderful inch, his cock emerged from its fabric prison. It was even more delicious-looking than she’d imagined, and the combination of her own wild lust, and his musk in the air, and the fog in her brain – it all seized her at once.

As if on autopilot, she found herself leaning forward, tracing a finger along his shaft. The veins just under the skin formed a beautiful pattern, and the whole thing curved subtly upwards, pointing at her as if to identify her as the cause of its arousal. A tiny bead of precum had already appeared at the tip, reflecting the late-afternoon light like some kind of jewel.

And then, before Lena quite knew herself what was happening, she was kissing the tip of his cock, putting almost as much passion behind the gesture as when she’d kissed him on the lips. The taste of him on her tongue drove her almost insane with desire, and soon her lips were parting, opening to admit just the very first part of his length. She had never been good at giving blowjobs, but now some kind of mysterious guidance was taking over, pushing her to suck gently, to swirl her tongue around his head, delivering multiple dimensions of pleasure. It was working, she knew, because he was stiffening more in her mouth, rising to his full hardness. All this, and it had just been a few minutes. Imagining what was sure to follow sent her arousal soaring to new heights.

Lena’s lips traveled down Charlie’s shaft, taking more and more of him into her mouth as she went, feeling the texture of him as his head crept towards the back of her throat. At the same time, and acting on the same strange instinct as before, she found one of her hands reaching up and cupping his balls. He had beautiful balls, heavy and full, ripe and bursting with the seed that she knew she wanted, and wanted badly. Feeling them roll between her fingers was surprisingly erotic – she had never done it before – and she kept up her attack from that angle as she pushed further down his shaft.

At last, she could take no more. He was too thick to deepthroat, and in any case she’d never particularly wanted to attempt that maneuver – so instead she began to allow him to slip out once again, making the trip back just as pleasurable as the journey in had been. Her tongue swirled around him, and she kept up her gentle suction; she could hear him grunting and breathing heavily, knew that she was having the effect she wanted.

It was time to turn up the heat. Soon, Lena’s head was bobbing up and down on Charlie’s cock, and she was creeping towards a steady, comfortable rhythm. All the while, she kept up her stimulation of his balls, gently massaging them as she worked on his cock. It was obvious that he was enjoying himself – he had begun to thrust gently against her movements, seemingly controlled by his base desires – but she was having a good time too. Blowjobs were so often sadly mediocre attempts to pleasure a man too drunk to stay hard or too lazy to hold up his end of the deal, but thankfully her lover was neither.

For several minutes, they went on like that. His cock could get no harder, but every so often it twitched in her mouth, jerking upwards in a futile attempt to grow even more; it was almost endearing. Her own arousal was also growing, but in a new way. Before, it had been the hot, burning passion of a woman who knew she was about to have sex, but now it had settled into something deeper in her core, something more fundamental, more powerful. After all, there was no need for her lust to roar at the surface of her being, not when it had such complete control over her every move.

Then, gasping, Charlie pushed at her forehead, shoving her off his cock. “Shit, you…damn, you almost made me cum!”

“Like, it’s not that hard with guys, is it?” Lena smiled innocently up at her photographer. “You did last longer than some of the men I’ve been with, though.”

“I’m not done yet,” said Charlie. Reaching into the pocket of his jeans, he pulled out a condom. “I mean…if it’s all right with you, that is.”

“Oh, it is, but, like, you’re bad,” she said, rising to her feet. “Why did you, like, bring that along if you hadn’t been planning this the whole time?”

“Planning is a strong word,” he said. “Maybe ‘praying.’” Tearing open the wrapper, he slipped the thin latex sleeve onto his cock. There was a waist-high wall a few feet away, and Lena hurried over to it and got into position. The blowjob had been nice, but this was going to be something else entirely. She was so excited that she found herself trembling as she waited. The last time she’d been fucked, and fucked well, had been years ago. This was really a long time coming.

At last, Charlie was ready. Lena watched as he strode over to her, seized her by the hips, and then began to guide his cock into position. The moment the end of his rod touched her now-dripping pussy, an intense wave of arousal coursed through her, so overwhelming that it made the feelings she’d been experiencing before seem small and silly by comparison. She had yet to get any direct pleasure from their lovemaking, but that was about to change, and the anticipation was driving her absolutely wild.

Then he was pushing inside. His girth stretched Lena open, sending electric shocks of pleasure coursing through her body, shocks far more intense than she had experienced with any other lover. Sometimes penetration seemed like just a formality, but this was something else entirely. As more of his length slipped inside her, she moaned, gasped, pushed back against him, trying to get him to go deeper. She needed this more than she’d ever needed anything in her life.

After a few moments, he’d reached the end of his length. Every vein, every slight curve in his member had sent a different sensation rushing through her, but the feeling of having him buried up to the hilt inside her was something completely new. As he finished his thrust, the tip of his cock hit a hidden place inside of her, a place that sent a sudden, unexpected rush of pleasure crashing through her. Immediately, she knew that she wanted more, and she moaned with a new, keening urgency. If he could only do that again…

It definitely seemed as though Charlie was going to try his level best. His cock stiffened when he heard the sounds Lena was making, and he began to pull out of her, preparing for another thrust. The sensation of having him slide back out was oddly intense, almost better than having him push in, but she knew she didn’t want it to last for long; the more he was inside her, the better. She clutched the stone wall, bracing herself for what was sure to follow.

And then her lover began to thrust in earnest. At first, his movements were wild, uncontrolled, driven by lust and little else. She could feel his passion, savored the abandon with which he pushed himself into her, but she wanted more, wanted him to find that hidden place inside of her once again. “Like, fuck,” she gasped. “Do it like the first time! Hit that spot, please, oh fuck…”

“You mean,” grunted Charlie, “like this?” And then he was hitting it again, each and every one of his thrusts pounding into that secret, special place. The sensation was incredible, far more intense than penetration had ever been for her, and she was grabbing the wall for dear life now, legs shaking as she tried to keep herself from buckling under his onslaught. It felt wrong, almost ridiculous, that this could simply be called “sex,” that it could share that name with all the other forgettable nights and disappointing hookups that Lena had experienced throughout her life. It was like watching a movie with 3D glasses on, like trying fries with ketchup for the first time. It was hard to imagine going back to other men after this.

And then Charlie made it even harder. Just when she thought that their lovemaking couldn’t get any more wonderful, his finger wormed its way up underneath her and, after a moment of fumbling, found her clit. The sensation was immediate and incredibly intense. There was now a second outlet of pleasure in her body, and his motions were practically causing her nervous system to short circuit with pleasure. She could only gasp, lacking any other way to express how she was feeling, but even if she had been able to write a book about the sensations coursing through her, she would have fallen far short of approaching the reality.

She could tell that her lover was getting close. The blowjob had taken its toll on his stamina, after all, and now he was breathing fast and shallow, pushing into her with an animalistic strength that came only from emotional abandon. But the crazy thing was, so was she. She never came before her partners, absolutely never, but everything he’d been doing was just so perfect, just so fucking glorious that she found herself climbing towards climax anyway. He could get her there, she knew he could, and she was almost beside herself with impatience as she waited for it to happen.

He thrusted, and she pushed back against him, and they were both gasping, crying out, filling the air with obscenities and with the slap slap slap of his hips against her ass, and her pleasure was truly building now, building to a point of no return, and she was grabbing his hand now, the hand that was on her clit, pushing it to rub her more aggressively, to give her even more, and then…then she could hear him grunting, gasping, and his cock twitched as he came at last, filling the condom with his seed.

That was too much for Lena. She’d made Charlie cum, she really had, and the thought unleashed her own pleasure. At first, she wasn’t quite sure what was happening, because it had felt so good before that the orgasm wasn’t immediately different, but then it hit her: a solid wall of pleasure, a tsunami wave of overwhelming bliss overtaking her body, spreading outward from her pussy and echoing through every corner of her being. Her legs shook, threatened to buckle, and she heard herself screaming, but for a split second she wasn’t there at all, was floating in some other corner of reality, totally overcome.

And then, inevitably, she began to come down. Charlie was already pulling out of her as she returned to herself, and the feeling of having her pussy empty again did a lot to bring her back to earth. It felt more than a little disappointing to return to ordinary reality after what she’d just experienced. “F-fuck,” she found herself saying. “That was, like, awesome.”

“Yeah,” said Charlie, a dreamy look on his face as he pulled off the condom. “It really was.”

“Are you, like, mad?” asked Lena. “That you had to come all the way to Kazakhstan to get something you could have gotten back home in LA?”

“How could I be mad right now?” asked Charlie. “But, I mean, yeah. Hey, at least it happened.” He paused. “You know, actually, I am mad about something right now.”

“What?” asked Lena.

“We missed golden hour,” said Charlie. Indeed, the landscape was darkening now, and blue light was creeping over everything.

“Well,” said Lena, “like…I think that hour was pretty golden, don’t you?”
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