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When the alarm by the head of her bead jolted her out of her sleep, Rachel realized that she had no idea whether to be excited or worried about the day to come. On the one hand, it was bound to be the most hellish Friday of her life. She would have to come into work early to begin an endless marathon of meetings, all the way through what was sure to be an awkward “working dinner” with fifteen of her coworkers that was finally scheduled to end around eight. She was already running out of energy so late in the week, and this was bound to be the straw that broke the camel’s back.

On the other hand, she was going to pick up her girlfriend, Brooke, at the airport right after dinner. Just the thought of that made all the rest feel worth it. The two of them had met in college, but then they’d had to part ways for work – but both had agreed that they wanted to keep it going, and that it was worth the extra time, money, and care to maintain a long-distance relationship. It had been three months since she’d been with the woman she loved, and their visit this weekend was going to give her energy to last until the next time they could be together.

Brooke, she thought, hauling herself out of bed and pulling on her clothes. Do it for Brooke.

By midafternoon, though, Rachel was doubting that much would be left of her by the time eight o’clock rolled around. She felt thin and stretched, like butter scraped over too much bread, and her head was practically buzzing with exhaustion. Even focusing on what people were saying to her was next to impossible. Finding herself with fifteen minutes to spare between meetings, she was debating simply trying to find an empty conference room to take a quick nap in. But coming to the next meeting sleepy and disheveled was no good; instead, she opted for a short walk outside.

The office was downtown, right on one of the dirty, narrow streets typical of Seattle’s financial district, so the sidewalk outside was hardly a good place to get a breath of fresh air; still, the breeze felt good on her face as she strode down the block. As she walked, she noticed a little corner store that she often passed, the kind of place that would sell you old, dusty bottles of almost every sugary drink imaginable out of a fridge that had nearly given up the ghost. She’d never bought anything there before – but maybe some sugar and caffeine would help her get through to the end of the day. Pushing open the door, she stepped inside.

Almost immediately, Rachel found herself regretting her decision. She was the only customer, and the owner, a pot-bellied man reading a newspaper in a language she couldn’t identify, peered at her over his glasses as she looked around. The place was completely silent, except for faint music coming from the radio; it sounded Indian, or maybe Russian. She’d need to buy something quickly and leave.

The drinks fridge was dusty and half-empty, and she soon found that there were no recognizable brands at all on its dilapidated shelves. She’d thought that every corner store in the world had a deal with either Coke or Pepsi, but apparently that wasn’t so. All the drinks sported labels in the same unknown language as the newspaper that the clerk was reading, so she had no idea what anything even was. Eventually, she just grabbed something more or less at random, paid, and left.

Once outside, she discovered that she’d bought a truly bizarre drink. The can was white and and had been neutral-looking, with only a bit of pink text – but only from a certain angle. Its other side, which she hadn’t gotten a look at before, sported a pink silhouette of an absurdly-proportioned woman. What on Earth had she gotten herself into?

Oh well. Energy drinks had been invented in America, right? That probably meant that this had been made according to more or less the same recipe as every other one she’d had, which would mean that it would be loaded with caffeine – exactly what the doctor ordered. Cracking open the top, she took a big sip and nearly gagged. It wasn’t fizzy at all, and it was thick and syrupy, more like Motrin than something she’d drink for pleasure. The flavor was also off-putting, apricot rather than the more usual sour apple or lemon-lime. She thought of the office coffee machine, which at least delivered reliable caffeination that didn’t taste like it came from some other planet…but then she was already two bucks in the hole. Holding her nose, she downed the rest of the drink.

There was one thing to be said for that revolting concoction, thought Rachel as she traipsed back into the office building: it really had a zing. Just a few minutes after downing the can, she was beginning to feel a buzz, and after just fifteen minutes she almost felt like she could function at a normal level.

In fact, the rest of the afternoon flew by. The meetings she had to sit through were no match for her amped-up energy. She even found herself making small talk like a champion before each one, which she could almost never scrape together the capacity to do. She was barely nervous at all for the presentation she had to give, which was scheduled to take place during the very last one.

Maybe she should have been, though. She was still feeling great, but she found that a strange kind of fog seemed to have descended over the parts of her brain responsible for memory and reasoning. She found that she couldn’t remember half of what she had meant to say, and she ended up having to sit down minutes before she’d meant to finish after losing her train of thought one too many times. No one in the meeting seemed to mind too much, because she accompanied her floundering with winning smiles and well-placed jokes, but still, what was up?

Oh well. Rachel couldn’t worry about that. She couldn’t worry about anything at the moment. The fog might have harmed her memory, but it also seemed to smother her capacity to fret, which was honestly far from unwelcome. She had almost forgotten all about the failed presentation by the time the appetizers arrived at dinner. Her coworkers looked harried after the long week, and the larger-than-usual number of drinks they ordered spoke to their need to soothe their jangling nerves, but she didn’t even need a sip of alcohol to feel cool as a cucumber.

Still…there was one thing that got her a little flustered, and that was the thought that Brooke’s plane was most of the way across the country by now. It wouldn’t be long at all before she saw her girlfriend again. Usually, what she craved the most after these long separations was simple physical contact, a long, affectionate hug, but this time she found baser urges coming to the fore. Her pussy twinged at the thought of the other woman’s touch, at the idea of Brooke’s soft hand traveling down Rachel’s thigh, of their lips meeting, of…

The rest of the evening seemed to fly by, and then Rachel was pulling up outside the airport arrivals hall, craning her neck for a look at the woman she loved. The minutes crept by, five, ten, and there was still no sign of her lover, but then at last she saw that familiar blonde hair, that just-on-the-edge-of-fashionable long green coat, and her heart leapt. Jumping out of the car, she practically crashed into Brooke, tackling her with a massive hug. “Brooke!”

“Jesus, Rachel, you scared me!” said Brooke, laughing. And then they were kissing, a long, passionate kiss that tried to say in its warmth and vigor everything they had had to leave unsaid for almost a hundred painful days of separation. Usually, Rachel’s mind went everywhere but sex during these kisses – it was so wonderful just to have the person she loved by her side that she didn’t even think about what might follow later that night – but this time she felt a surge of arousal coursing through her at the first touch of her girlfriend’s lips.

Eventually, though, it had to end. Brooke was clearly tired after traveling all day, and there was no point in spending any longer than they had to at the crowded, noisy airport. The two of them got into the car and sped back to Rachel’s apartment, which felt much livelier and brighter once there were two people in it rather than one. Once they were there, Rachel made Brooke’s favorite post-flying meal – cheese toast and tomato soup – while her girlfriend took a long, well-earned shower.

But as the soup was heating up, so was Rachel. She’d been trying for nearly an hour now to keep things in her proverbial pants, worried that Brooke would be too tired and just turn her down, but it was getting harder and harder to resist her urges. As she imagined the other woman in the shower, soaping herself up, scrubbing her breasts, that fantastic ass, those legs, a surge of arousal rose through her. She was so turned on that she almost felt like she was buzzing, like she’d just chugged the energy drink and was humming with caffeine.

At last, the bathroom door swung open, and the sound of Brooke’s bare feet padding across the floor startled Rachel out of her reverie and caused her to turn around. Her girlfriend was wearing only a towel and was practically glowing with happiness. “God, I’m so glad to finally be here – you know how much I missed you.”

“Like, I missed you too,” said Rachel. Brooke had never looked so beautiful. She filled a bowl with soup, put the toast on a plate, and set both in front of her girlfriend. “It never quite feels real when you’re, like, here in person.”

“No, it really doesn’t,” said Brooke. “But if I get that promotion, maybe I’ll get to request a transfer to the Seattle office. They can’t say no to somebody they just started paying a lot more, can they?” She laughed, a beautiful sound, and then started to eat. Rachel was a slow eater, but Brooke was exactly the opposite; it was always amazing how quickly she could put away food. Once, when they’d ordered pizza, Rachel had gone to the bathroom and emerged to find that Brooke had already demolished two slices and was making good progress on a third.

So it wasn’t long at all before the toast and soup were gone. Then Brooke was sitting back, relaxed, and Rachel realized that now was as good a moment as any to make her move. “You know,” she said, “like, I’ve really missed you.”

“You said that before,” said Brooke, but she was grinning, and Rachel knew that she knew what was up.

“Because, like, I meant it,” said Rachel, reaching under the table, letting her hand find Brooke’s knee. “Want me to show you?”

“This is forward of you,” laughed Brooke. “I know you’ve had a long week. Are you sure…”

“Like, I’ve never been more sure,” murmured Rachel, meeting Brooke’s eyes. “I need you. It’s been way, WAY too long.” And then they were standing up, both of them, pushing their chairs back, stepping around the table, and Rachel was wrapping her arms around Brooke, and the two women’s lips were meeting in a passionate kiss, a kiss fueled not just by deep, abiding love, but also by arousal. Rachel pushed her tongue down the other woman’s throat, wanting to start things off on exactly the right foot, and Brooke sighed, exhaled, relaxed. She tasted like tomato soup and desire.

Then Rachel’s hands were exploring her lover’s body, pushing the towel to the floor – there was no need for such silly things – and then gently roving over the other woman’s breasts, over her hips, over her absolutely luscious ass. All the desire Rachel hadn’t been able to express for the past months was coming out at once, and the storm was going to sweep over Brooke like a tidal wave.

But Brooke had clearly been suffering too. Breaking the kiss, she began unbuttoning Rachel’s work shirt, a wild look of arousal in her eyes. Each time one of the plastic discs popped free from its fabric nest, a new jolt of lust shot through Rachel, and she found herself practically pushing the remaining buttons into Brooke’s hands, trying to get her to go faster, to liberate her more quickly from that prison of cloth.

At last, the shirt was out of the way, and the bra soon followed – all that was required was a smooth, seamless motion of Brooke’s fingers, undoing the clasp and sliding the straps off Rachel’s shoulders. Rachel had to suppress a gasp as the undergarment fell away; arousal played a part in the pleasure that surged through her, to be sure, but so did the simple joy of finally taking the wretched thing off after such a long, stressful day. Finally, she was leaving the cares of the busy world behind.

And then they were hurrying back to the bedroom, exchanging looks of almost childlike excitement. Rachel had long since learned that sex was only special in the right situation – but it was always the right situation with Brooke, and that kid-in-the-candy-store feeling came back whenever she finally got her girlfriend naked.

The bed was waiting for them, comforter spread out invitingly in the moonlight filtering in through the bedroom window. Brooke jumped onto it, and Rachel followed, kicking off her pants with wild vigor. Then they were kissing again, a sideways kiss pregnant with the intimate feeling of finally being in bed, of having left the rest of life behind to live solely within that one moment. Rachel’s pussy was already beginning to glisten with its natural lubricant, ready for whatever the two of them did together.

Then she felt Brooke’s fingers on her stomach, creeping gently down towards her panties. Each subtle motion sent an electric tingle of arousal coursing through Rachel, and for a moment she simply lay still, enjoying the sensation of Brooke’s lips on her own, of Brooke’s fingers on her body.

But Rachel didn’t want to take and then give nothing in return. Breaking the kiss, she smiled wickedly at her girlfriend and then sent her fingers traveling over Brooke’s breasts once again, exploring their soft curvature and their sheer, intoxicating eroticism. Even after years of dating this woman, she still hadn’t gotten used to what she considered to be Brooke’s best assets, and she wasn’t going to leave them alone if she could help it.

Brooke grinned. “You’re so predictable.” And then her fingers had reached Rachel’s crotch, slipping under her panties to dance around her wet, eager hole. They came within millimeters of Rachel’s pussy lips, sometimes just a tiny motion away from sliding into her slit, but they always seemed to dodge away at just the very last second. It was a dance – beautiful, addictive, and absolutely maddening – that Brooke had mastered over the years.

Rachel moaned – this time, a moan of pure, undiluted arousal – and found herself grinding her hips up against Brooke’s hand, trying to get her girlfriend to give her what she wanted and finally slip inside. “Like, fuck, don’t fucking tease me like this…”

“I think that that’s exactly what I’m going to do,” murmured Brooke. “I think that I haven’t gotten to tease you for three months, and that making you suffer a little right now sounds absolutely wonderful.” And now she was edging past Rachel’s clit as well, generating a little spark of false hope each time that she would play with the sensitive nub, that she would use it to unleash a wave of real pleasure, but she did no such thing.

“Well,” said Rachel, “maybe. But I’ll, like, make you pay for it.” Leaving one hand on Brooke’s breasts – she’d been apart from them too long to let them go just yet – she allowed the other to snake down to Brooke’s own pussy, tracing long, teasing lines across the other woman’s flesh as it went. She felt her lover shiver at her touch and smiled. She had missed this so, so much.

Just then, Brooke’s finger flashed across the opening of her slit. It was the briefest of brief little touches, but it came after so much teasing, so much agonizing frustration, that it sent a shock of pleasure buzzing through Rachel’s nerves. She moaned again, louder, and retaliated with an attack of her own, sending her fingers circling around Brooke’s clit. Vaguely, she found herself wondering if they would both cum, and if so which one would be first. She had no idea whatsoever, of course, but finding out sounded absolutely wonderful.

Soon, they were falling into a steady rhythm of teasing, of sending their fingers dancing just beyond their most sensitive places. The two of them had done this before many times, and each knew what the other one wanted – and when was the right time to give it to her. Brooke traced a line just millimeters from Rachel’s clit; Rachel sent her fingers dancing between her lover’s thighs, just barely missing Brooke’s eager, glistening pussy. Rachel felt her arousal roaring with frustration within her, crying out for release, irritated almost beyond endurance by this frustrating, teasing play. Soon, she was almost whimpering with fruitless desire.

“You can’t play this game and win, you know,” said Brooke. “You can’t hold out as long as I can.”

Rachel opened her mouth to respond, but what came out was a kind of pitiful whine. She had been pushed too far, and now she found herself forcing her pelvis down onto Brooke’s hand, trying desperately to extract what pleasure she could. It was just too much.

“See?” said Brooke. “But I’m not a monster. I’ll give you what you need.” And then one of her fingers was suddenly diving into Rachel’s pussy, just as another skillfully attacked her clit. The explosion of pleasure that went shooting through Rachel was almost orgasmic. She had been denied for so long, made to wait for minutes on end for what was, after all, only a small concession on Brooke’s part. But it just felt so incredibly good to finally have someone inside her once again. How had she survived for the past few months?

Brooke’s motions inside Rachel’s pussy and on her clit were just as careful and studied as they had been before. She dove into Rachel’s depths, seeking out the hidden places inside of her that always, without fail, had Rachel whimpering and groaning, melting into a puddle in Brooke’s hand. Meanwhile, her other finger traced a vicious circle on Rachel’s clit, squeezing every possible drop of pleasure out of each and every tiny motion. The sensations were almost frighteningly intense.

Still, Rachel could just manage to pull herself together enough to give something back in return. It was true that Brooke was the undisputed champion of the tease, but she did have a few weaknesses of her own. Sending her finger slipping through the folds of Brooke’s pussy lips, Rachel warmed up a bit by wriggling this way and that, refamiliarizing herself with her girlfriend’s inner workings. She would land the killing blow soon, but not just yet; better to keep Brooke wondering when it would come. At the same time, she began to tease Brooke’s clit with her thumb, rolling the ridges of her fingerprint over the sensitive nub. She heard her lover sucking in breath and knew that this was working just as well as it always had.

By now, she could feel the pleasure beginning to build within her. One of the things that had drawn her to Brooke was the fact that the other woman was the only person who seemed to be able to reliably give her an orgasm, and this time it seemed that things wouldn’t be any different. The same warm feeling was creeping over her, and Brooke’s motions were beginning to feel better and better. At this rate, her lover would be taking her to the place she’d been dreaming of going for weeks now.

Of course, Rachel would be taking Brooke along for the ride as well. Before she abandoned herself completely to pleasure, it was time to execute the killer move that she’d been saving. Forming her finger into a hook, she pulled gently, nestling the tip of her digit into that one hidden place in her lover’s pussy, the one secret place that she could never resist an attack on.

It worked as well as it always had. Brooke’s expression changed from a comfortable smile to a grimace of pure lust, and a moan escaped her lips, an eager, almost desperate moan that showed just how much pleasure Rachel had just given her. Their lovemaking had been a game up to now, a game that Brooke was happy to play and to try to win, but no longer. Now it would be about pleasure, about animalistic desire, about sheer, unbridled lust.

Then they were falling into a rhythm once again. Brooke’s finger danced in Rachel’s pussy, zipping from sensitive place to sensitive place, and Rachel returned the favor, flexing the hook she had formed and sending it even deeper into her lover’s most intimate reaches. Each of them was acting on pure instinct, but it was an instinct so well-formed by years of lovemaking that it always pointed the way to exactly what the other needed. They writhed, moaned, contorted, sweaty bodies glistening in the moonlight, but as messy as it looked from the outside, this was the most beautiful dance either of them had ever danced.

And Rachel was really climbing towards orgasm now. The heat within her was almost searing, and each of Brooke’s motions sent a burst of pleasure through her that threatened to push her over the edge. It wouldn’t be long now, she thought, but even thinking was getting harder now; the fog from earlier was still there, of course, but her wild, blind lust was adding to it, making it almost impossible to form a single coherent thought. Lust, pleasure, her fingers, Brooke’s fingers – that was all there was in the world.

Brooke was also getting close. Rachel’s hook trick had worked wonders, and now the other woman was practically mewling with lust, pushing herself up against Rachel’s hand. It was incredibly arousing to watch her face contort with lust, to watch her chest heave with the effort of breathing. She was slightly red and more than slightly sweaty, clearly an absolute wreck with arousal, and it wouldn’t be long now before she went over the edge. Rachel could feel tremors running through her lover’s body, hear her breath coming in frantic gasps, and Brooke was almost there, almost there, just almost there…

And then it hit Rachel like a bolt from the blue. She had been so focused on her girlfriend that she hadn’t noticed her own orgasm about to overtake her, and now it was washing over her, crashing through her nervous system like a flash flood, and she moaned, gasped, cried out, trying and failing to find a sound that could express the sheer immensity of what she was experiencing, and her limbs were weak, shaking, unable to bear the weight of her pleasure. It was all almost terrifyingly intense, and at the same time the greatest thing she had ever experienced.

But her fingers hadn’t stopped moving, even at the height of her orgasm, and when she began to return to herself, she realized that Brooke was crying out and writhing, overcome by a wave of her own pleasure. Smiling, Rachel kept at her work until her girlfriend began to come down. A glow of residual pleasure still hummed within her, and the world felt warm and soft, a very nice place to be.

Panting, Brooke propped herself up on one elbow. “God, I missed that.”

“Like, me too,” said Rachel. “I’ve been so horny knowing you were coming to visit.”

“Well, hopefully we won’t have to be so far apart anymore,” said Brooke. “Sometimes, I think I’m getting used to it, and then we do this and you remind me how wrong I was.” Then, all of a sudden, she started to laugh.

“What’s up?” asked Rachel.

“It’s just…” said Brooke. “I just realized I’m going to have to take another shower.”

And then they were both laughing.
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Hannah and Michael are looking for an apartment in downtown Los Angeles, but they’re picking from a lot more than three options. The couple soon finds themselves on the verge of an argument – that is, until Michael hands his girlfriend what he thinks is an innocent energy drink. Soon, they’re looking at what could be the best apartment yet, but before they sign the lease, Hannah wants to test out the bed…

Seoul Bimbo

Seo-yeon’s life hasn’t quite panned out like she was hoping it would. But when she runs into Min-jun, an old high school classmate of hers, possibilities that she’d never imagined suddenly start to open up for her. Soon, her Friday night is turning out to be a lot more exciting than expected…

Everything Alyssa Wills Has Ever Written

Alyssa's erotica career spans a year and a half of romance and hot, steamy action...and now you can have it all! This collection runs to over three hundred thousand words and includes the novel Bareback as well as all five Alyssa Wills anthologies. Epic length, legendary value for money, sexy trans girls, sizzling bimbo transformations...what more could you possibly ask for?
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