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“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.
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