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The Magic Glasses - Part One



“You’re insane, Elliot. Lots of luck, but I think you’re nuts.”

That’s what Rob, my supposedly best friend (and only friend) told me when I told him my plan on how to spend my last five hundred dollars. He was talking me out to lunch at one of those pretentious places that serve avocado toast for twenty bucks. Said he couldn’t stand the idea of me eating nothing but ramen for a fifth consecutive day. I appreciate the guy wanting to help me out, but charity becomes condescension real quick with some folks.

“Fine, you can think I’m insane,” I replied while showing an overpriced panini down my gullet like a goose eating a fish. “You can think anything you want about me as long as you give me a ride to the public storage.”

Rob kept on like I hadn’t said anything.

“I mean, you only have what...five hundred bucks in savings?”

“About that, yeah,” I replied defensively.

Rob sipped his Perrier with the even pace of someone who didn’t have to worry about where his next meal came from.

“And how much is one of these storage units going to go for at auction? About five hundred bucks, right?”

“The sort that I can afford, yeah.”

“So why’re you putting all your eggs in one basket?”

I grabbed a handful of fries (excuse me, pomme frites) and shoved them in my mouth before answering my friend’s question.

“Because I haven’t had a job in six months, I’ve already sold nearly everything I own except the clothes I’m wearing, and five hundred dollars won’t cover next month’s rent. I need to make an investment if I’m not going to end up on the street. At least something in one of those storage units will give me something to work with.”

Rob looked at me like I’d just explained how pigs are paragons of aerodynamics, and shook his head before taking another sip of mineral water.

“You’re insane, Elliot. Lots of luck, but…”

“...you think I’m nuts, I understand. Are you going to finish that?”

One second after Rob shook his head, I grabbed the remaining slice of avocado toast from his plate and practically swallowed it whole.

Thankfully, the public storage was only ten minutes away from where we were eating, so that was the duration of time I had to continue tolerating Rob’s skeptical attitude once lunch was over.

“Want me to stick around? Give you a ride back?” Rob asked as we pulled in front of a large sign reading NORTHSIDE STORAGE in large block letters.

“Nah, I think I’m going to walk around and get my bearings before making my move. I’ll give you a call if anything happens.” 

The fact is, I was planning on sleeping in the storage unit that night since they’d turned off my heat in the apartment, and I’d heard the storage units at Northside were climate controlled.

“OK. Good luck.” Rob restricted himself to one skeptically raised eyebrow before driving away. 

It was now just me and destiny. As if to live up to this conceit, I bid aggressively on the first sealed storage unit I saw that drew a crowd. Unfortunately for me, there were a couple of people in the crowd ready to pluck the pigeon, and before I knew it I had reached my five hundred dollar limit in terms of bidding. I could feel several knowing smiles in my direction from the grizzled faces in the crowd. Competing bids had suddenly stopped as if by magic.

“Sold! To the eager gentleman! Unit #347 for five hundred dollars!” exclaimed the auctioneer, sealing my fate. I handed the auctioneer my last remaining cash, the lockbreaker was brought out and the contents of my new storage locker were unveiled as the crowd followed the auctioneer and left me alone with my winnings.

The storage locker’s contents were as follows:

There was a worn leather backpack that looked like it hadn’t been used since Gehrig played for the Yankees.

On top of the backpack was a dusty journal that was probably used to score Gehrig’s final game.

Next to these two ancient, disused items were a pair of wire-rim glasses wrapped in a silk pouch. Unlike the other two items, both the glasses and the silk pouch looked like they were free from the ravages of time.

There were no other items in the locker other than a few decades’ accumulation of dust and cobwebs. The glasses appeared to be the cleanest, so I picked them up first.

They were simple and black, with gold highlights on the rims that surrounded circular lenses. I thought they looked like the kind of glasses John Lennon would’ve worn.

“Enjoying your prize?” queried a voice behind me.

I turned around and saw a beautiful girl with curly brown hair, wearing jean cutoffs and a white t-shirt that had “NORTHSIDE STORAGE” in firm, black lettering similar to what I saw on the sign out front.

“Um, I don’t know yet. Just seeing what it is I got,” I replied limply.

“Well, it doesn’t look like you have much,” the girl replied as she sauntered around the mostly empty space of my new storage locker. “I grew up around auctions like these, and this is one of the scarcest wins I’ve seen.”

“Is that a fact?” I stammered. “Are you a fan of storage auctions or something?”

“Not really. My dad runs this place, so I’ve had plenty of opportunities to see suckers like you get fleeced.”

This got me defensive, so I thought I’d rely on a bit of self-deprecating joking to lighten the mood. 

“I wasn’t fleeced! Why, I’m sure these glasses alone are worth a fortune. Look!”

Grabbing the wire-rims, I gave them a quick polish on my shirt before putting them on. I continued my banter, but couldn’t help but notice how everything appeared a little sharper and more vivid from behind the lenses. The judgmental vixen I had just encountered looked particularly good with the glasses on.

“See?” I continued. “Don’t I look magnificent with these on? I’m sure I can resell these for a few hundred, and then…”

I trailed off when I saw the girl grab the latch at the top of the storage locker’s door and slam it shut. I was about to ask her what she was doing, but shortly after entering complete darkness the girl activated a light switch, bathing the two of us in a soft, orange light.

All through this, the girl never broke eye contact. She was staring right at me with her big, gorgeous brown eyes.

“You’re quite a good looking man,” she said listlessly. “I was just joking earlier – I actually think you’ve made quite a sound investment with this space. Those glasses look great on you.”

I eyed this beautiful creature skeptically, unsure if she was being sarcastic or not. She proved her sincerity bystanding next to me and putting her arms around my neck.

“Put a baby in me,” the girl said demandingly. “I’m eighteen, in the prime of life, and I’ve gotta get away from this place. Let’s start a family. NOW.”

The girl – whose name I still didn’t know – crowned this list of demands by giving me a full kiss on the mouth. I felt her warm tongue feverishly explore every corner of my mouth with a mixture of confusion and pleasure.

“Wait a second,” I said, allowing myself just enough executive function to ask for more information before giving in to my desire. “I don’t even know your name.”

“My name’s Tiffany. Now shut up and fuck me.”

I began to comply, kissing her again while putting my hands on her firm, round breasts. Her nipples were as erect as I was, but were soon out of reach as she went to her knees and began unbuttoning my jeans.

She eagerly put my cock in her mouth. The warmth of the tongue I had just felt in my mouth was now lapping the tip of my penis, which sent thrills through my body. Tiffany’s brown eyes looked up at me with eager lust, and she moved her head back and forth, repeatedly having me enter her mouth while she emitted a happy, low moan. The vibration of her full lips against my shaft made me go weak in the knees, and I felt about ready to blow my load inside her hot mouth.

As if sensing my incoming climax, she put my cock out of her mouth, stood up, and hotly whispered in my ear, “Take my clothes off and fuck me. Please.”

She raised her arms compliantly above her head, and I removed the t-shirt that advertised her father’s business, exposing a simple white bra underneath. I kissed her again while moving my arms around her back, undoing the latches of her undergarment while feeling the heat of the hot, young body that pressed against mine with such supple compliance. Tossing her bra onto the floor, I inserted one of her nipples inside my mouth, massaging its pert fullness with my tongue. Tiffany gasped as she helped me remove my shirt.

Soon, her cutoffs were also on the floor next to my underwear. The lips of her pussy clung to her white panties with hot, briny moisture. It was clear that she wanted me inside her. I barely had time to pull Tiffany’s panties down to her knees before she grabbed my shaft, and with a defiant grin guided my cock inside her. I lost myself in her warm, moist body. She let out of a cry of delight as I grabbed her firm, round ass and lifted her against me, having my penis enter her deeply.

“Yes,” Tiffany whispered against my ear. “Put it in me deep. Give me that baby. Get...me...out...of...here.” With each word that Tiffany commanded me with, I moved as deeply as I could inside this girl. I tried fucking her so deeply, part of me expected my cock to come out her mouth and poke me in the eye.

“Lay me down on the ground,” Tiffany said. “You can get even deeper inside me that way.”

I gingerly lay her down on the smooth concrete of the storage unit. Tiffany’s beautiful, wide hips lay against the cold floor as I thrust again inside her, driving my hips against hers and driving my dick as far as she would allow me. I could feel Tiffany’s hands grab my ass and press me greedily up inside of her.

“Do it again! Keep doing it! Deeper!” Tiffany commanded. Her eyes burned with determination and twinkled ferociously under the soft, meager light of the storage unit. “Give me a child!”

I kept driving inside Tiffany as I heeded her command. Her legs began to kick wildly, and she soon wrapped them behind my back while pulling her hips up, over and over, against mine. I moved my hands down to the supple flesh of her haunches, and drove her against me in time with our thrusts.

As bizarre as this circumstance seemed, Tiffany was too hot and eager to resist. Her beautiful body seemed to fuse into mine as my body melted into hers. I kissed her again and bit her ear as unbelievable pleasure soared down my back and into my penis. I was about to give her what she wanted.

“Yes! Shoot it into me! Come inside me, baby,” Tiffany begged, arching her back so I would have no choice but come inside her as deeply as possible.

I moaned with uncontrollable passion as I had the greatest, longest orgasm of my life.. Over and over, I could feel my hot semen entering the girl’s body in time with bursts of joyful sensation, and with each spasm of my erection Tiffany said the word, “Yes!”

Once I was finally finished, we both lay on the floor in each other’s arms, both completely spent. After such a sudden eruption of passion and pleasure with someone whom I had known for all of half an hour, there only seemed one appropriate thing I could say:

“My name’s Elliot, by the way.”

Fifteen minutes later, I fucked Tiffany again. Twenty minutes after that, we fucked for a third time. We had sex for hours – it was like she wanted me to come inside her as many times as I could.

After the fifth time (Tiffany was inspiring that way), she pulled herself away from me and began putting her clothes back on.

“Shit, I need to go. This place is about to close, and I need to get a ride home with Dad. He’s going to wonder where I’ve been all day if I don’t get a move on now.”

I didn’t know if I had the energy to get myself off the floor any longer, so I kept laying on the ground and deferring this question as long as I could. 

Tiffany looked at me with a smile. 

“Yeah, you probably shouldn’t get up,” she said. “You’re going to need your rest for when we do this again.” She then bent down and gave me one long, last kiss before leaving the storage unit.

My storage unit.

I lay back on the floor and stretched out, noticing with some curiosity that I still had the glasses on my head. Must’ve had them on the whole time, I thought. I used my last remaining shreds of energy to take the glasses off and put them back in their silk case before rolling over and sleeping for the next sixteen hours.

I woke up the next day, still completely confused and bewildered from the previous day’s events. My back was sore from sleeping on the flat, concrete floor of the storage unit, but I didn’t really mind. The locker was still warmer than my apartment, and I had just fucked an incredibly hot girl. Things were looking up.

It seemed a good idea to test my new possessions in the wider world, so I carefully cleaned my ancient backpack, popped the journal inside, and donned my new glasses again. I didn’t feel like calling Rob for a ride, so I just walked around the city looking at my surroundings through my newly acquired accessories.

As before, the glasses appeared to give the world more clarity, with colors in particular feeling more vibrant and immediate. It was almost like that one time Rob and I did mushrooms in high school, except I didn’t feel any need to strip to the waist and sing “Bohemian Rhapsody.”

A couple of strange things did happen though.

First of all, I noticed a very attractive woman out on her morning jog through the city. Moreover, she appeared to notice me. Over the course of six blocks, I swear the woman followed me from thirty feet behind. No matter how random I made my turns or how slow I moved, she was always behind me as if I were somehow anticipating her route. Or she was following me for some reason.

Eventually I got a little unnerved, and ducked in a nearby coffee joint to see what happened. After sitting down on a table, I looked out the front windows from the corner of my eye until the jogger appeared in front of them. She jogged in place for a brief period, glanced briefly through the front window as if she were looking for someone, and then continued jogging in the same direction while shaking her head. 

Quite strange, I thought. 

I then got up from the table and approached the barista, a voluptuous stunner with adorable red bangs that shone like a sunset from the other side of my glasses. She was also wearing a black apron that hugged her curves in a more invigorating manner than any of her drinks were capable of. Thankfully, I didn’t have the reservoir of baby batter clogging my brain that I had twenty-four hours before, so I was able to make some attempt to conduct commerce with this cutie without making too great a fool of myself.

“Uh, yeah, I’d like to get a large drip with an extra shot, please.” 

The barista stared at me for a few seconds before breaking out with a soft, welcoming smile.

“My name’s Katie.”

This sentence flummoxed me since it seemed to have nothing to do with exchanging legal tender for caffeinated beverages. Thankfully, Katie continued.

“Looks like you could use a pick-me-up. Consider this one free of charge.”

She then turned to make my drink, and my confusion at the sudden outbreak of charity by this stranger was supplanted by a simple appreciation for the juicy ass I suddenly had a front row seat to.

After Katie finished making my drink (and I finished ogling all her goodies, front and back) she handed me the beverage along with the receipt. There was something extra written on the latter. It was a phone number.

“Don’t be a stranger, hon,” Katie said as she turned (with some effort?) to service the customer behind me in line.

I sat at a small table in the venue and attempted to collect my thoughts. Without really thinking, I opened my backpack and brought out the journal I had just purchased, hoping for some clue to understanding the new, bizarre items I had recently procured.

The journal was filled with leafs of aged, yellowed paper that were completely blank save the first page. On this page, a few sentences were written in a manic, spidery scrawl in block letters:

“THEY DON’T SEE YOU. THEY SEE THEIR DREAM. THE GLASSES TUNE DESIRE INTO OBSESSION.”

I tried to think about what this could possibly signify, but was distracted by the reappearance of the jogger outside. She had jogged backward into the window’s frame, and was now jogging in place, looking in my direction and smiling.

Turning my head the other direction, I could see that Katie was also dreamily looking at me as customer’s began to complain why she wasn’t paying any attention to them.

I could feel warmth from the glasses' temples on either side of my head. I didn’t dare take them off at this point.

I started to suspect that I had made an outstanding investment with my last five hundred dollars after all.
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