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The Magic Glasses - Part Three



I left the university in some haste, flush with the advance I’d just received from Dr. Boykins. I knew that my landlord wasn’t going to be as accommodating to my financial situation as the professor was, and would expect the money I owed him to be paid today if not sooner. He was a large, greasy fellow named Louie Talco – a sweaty, antisocial mess in a perpetually stained wifebeater. He was just the sort of person you imagined would be an unsympathetic landlord for the kind of shitty apartment I was stuck in.

The outdoor sun was sweltering and I could feel the muck accumulate beneath my clothes, so I thought I would briefly duck inside my abode and take a quick shower before meeting Mr. Talco. It makes me feel good to have a hygienic advantage on those I give money to so I can keep some sort of dignity through the process.

I ducked into my petite studio unit (which lacked air conditioning as well as heat – if only my heated storage unit came with a shower) and took a long, languid shower while attempting to process the incredible, exhausting, wonderful experiences of the day since I acquired my glasses. All I was able to figure out was that, while putting the glasses on, I had had a lot of sex with women who seemed ready to give me money and storage spaces in return for it. Things were looking up, but this also seemed like too triumphant an association to overanalyze, so I washed the accumulated filth off my body while happily wondering what else the rest of the day was going to bring.

After finishing the scrub and rinse, I was leaving the shower with a towel wrapped around my naughty bits when I heard a noise from the main room of the studio where my life’s few possessions were contained.

Not knowing if it was a large rat or a small burglar, I desperately looked around my bathroom for some sort of force multiplier and had to settle for the ol’ plumber’s helper. If the noise were vermin, I could severely inconvenience the animal with a pliant thrashing from the rubber end.. If the noise were a hominid, I could send the intruder into pales of laughter that would neutralize it.

Before leaving the bathroom with my plunger and confronting destiny, I grabbed the glasses I had just acquired off the sink and put them on as well. The glasses had clearly shown themselves to have several incredible powers – perhaps they would have some magic power over unwanted visitors as well.

Entering the main room with nothing but a towel, my glasses, and a force cup to protect me, I found myself encountered with an adorable-looking blonde woman rifling through my few possessions as if she were looking for something. I would’ve been startled if she weren’t so attractive so I was able to keep my towel. 

She saw me and, sure enough, worked ineptly to stifle a giggle.

“Excuse me,” I said, lowering my plunger on the assumption that this cutie wasn’t a threat to my existence or my property. “What are you doing in my apartment?”

The girl stopped tittering long enough to reply, but kept rummaging through my things and not even dignifying me with eye contact.

“It’s my dad’s building, so this is actually his apartment. I’m assuming you’re Elliot Winkler, the tenant?”

I told her I was.

“Well, I don’t mean to frighten you,” she continued before pausing to stifle another giggle. “But, um, your rent is overdue and my dad’s away on one of his other business ventures, so it’s my job to collect what’s overdue from everyone here.” 

She punctuated this answer by bending down and rifling through my sofa for loose change.

“So you just break into our apartments and rifle through our possessions?” I queried while raising my plunger aggressively, realizing that this hottie was a threat to my possessions after all.

“Like I said, it’s my dad’s apartment, and any possessions therein are treated as collateral toward the money owed,” she replied blandly while turning over my cushions. “It’s kinda like a storage locker that way. While you owe us money, anything inside one of these units is ours until outstanding debts are settled. It’s all detailed in the lease you signed.”

I vaguely remembered some rambling, indecipherable document in eight-point font that was handed to me the day I met Mr. Falco and moved in. Of course I didn’t read it. Who the hell does?

But the storage locker comparison brought to mind recent happy memories. I stared at this strange girl’s ass as she dug for treasure within my furniture, adjusted the glasses on my face, and decided to shoot my shot.

“So, what’s your name?”

“My name is none of your concern,” a voice behind the ass replied as the woman continued fishing for pennies, “All you need to know is that, as an emissary of the designated landlord on your lease, I am entitled to recoup outstanding debts to the fullest extent of my person and the law.”

The woman then stood up straight and made defiant eye contact with me. Bingo.

Her hostile expression slowly melted away as she looked through my glasses and into my eyes. Freed from hostile interaction, I was able to get a good look at her. She had curly blonde hair and was wearing a tight maroon t-shirt above cutoffs (thank heaven for hot weather!) in an ensemble I was beginning to associate with happiness. Her green eyes stared into mine and her mouth relaxed into an adorable pout, her bottom lip hanging forward slightly like some sort of beautiful bait waiting to reel a big fish – a big fish quickly increasing in size from behind the white towel that tragically separated it from her full mouth.

“Kailey,” the mouth said. My fishing reverie was shattered.

“What?”

“My name is Kailey,” Kailey’s mouth continued. She then exhaled as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. “I’m sorry I was so rude earlier. It must be the heat or something.” She complimented this rationalization by grabbing the bottom of her t-shirt and fanning it away from her body, enabling me to see an adorable pierced midriff that suddenly provided more bait for my fish.

“It’s OK,” I smoothly replied. “I wouldn’t blame anyone for being in a bad mood with this weather, especially if you have to do all this work alone. Your dad’s gone, right?”

A small smile began to curl around the corners of Kailey’s mouth.

“Yeah. A lot of the tenants are so unreasonable, and I’m like, ‘You signed for it! Deal with it!’ Not everyone’s nice and understanding like you.”

She slowly took a step toward me and I began to wonder who was reeling in who before I decided that it didn’t make any difference and I should probably start thinking about things other than slimy fish, cold water, and disgusting bait.

I returned a smile in Kailey’s direction.

“So, how long have you been your dad’s rent girl?”

Kailey let out a much friendlier giggle than she had before.

“Only a couple of years. I started helping him out to get some extra walking-around money during my freshman year of college, and now I’m still doing it as a junior. At first I thought it was totally lame, but then I thought that there were worse ways to pick up cash than helping your dad out.”

She accompanied this disclosure by walking – nay, sauntering – around my towel-clad body. I quickly remembered that I was still holding a toilet plunger and raised it threateningly above my head while continuing my charm offensive.

“Hey! What’re you doing? I’m feeling kind of vulnerable here.”

This was greeted with another delightful giggle from the prowling blonde.

“I came here about derelict rent, and I want to make sure I check every hiding spot. Perhaps...perhaps you’re hiding something on your person?”

My glasses began to fog. I lowered the plunger and gripped my towel tightly in a purely symbolic gesture.

“Nope. Nothing under this towel other than the fish...I mean, wish, to walk back into the bathroom, grab my jeans off the floor, and give you a big wad of rent money.”

Kailey arched an eyebrow.

“So you actually have the money?”

“Of course. Elliot Winkler always pays his debts. I believe in giving people what they’re entitled to.”

After finishing this reply, I felt a hand reach around me and cup the erection I had barely submerged around my towel. An arm hooked under mine and I could feel another hand rub my chest.

“Then I want you to give me what I’m entitled to, uh, what’s your name again?”

“Elliot.”

Kailey whipped my towel off in one smooth motion. The momentum spun me around and I was face-to-face with the landlord’s incredibly hot daughter while still being naked as the day I was born.

“Well Elliot, like I was saying, I want you to give me what I’m entitled to. And it looks to me like you’ve got a lot to give.”

At this point, I had no choice but drop the plunger and do something else with my arms. I grabbed Kailey, pulled her toward me, and gave her a deep kiss. Her arms craned up around my neck and she pulled me towards her heated, pliant mouth. I could feel her tongue explore my mouth, and my hands grabbed the ripe fruit that was barely concealed beneath her jean cut-offs. I could feel her breathing start, and she let out a brief high moan that signified both surprise and pleasure.

She pulled away from me while I helplessly suckled on her lower lip, giving her a gorgeously cute pout. While keeping eye contact, she removed her t-shirt over her head in one fluid motion, dropped it upon my floor, and came toward me to kiss me again. I spun her toward my bed while furiously attempting to undo her bra clasp, while dimly thinking that one of the nice things about a studio apartment is that everything you need is only a few steps away. But mostly, I thought that this was the third incredibly hot girl I was going to fuck today. I mean, we were going to fuck, right?

Like a mind reading sex worker, Kailey answered my questions by kicking off her flip flops and sliding her cutoffs down her beautiful, pale legs the moment she hit the bed. Soon, I was upon her, and with a feverish unclasping and one gorgeous wiggle, Kailey was as naked as I was. 

I celebrated this occasion by rubbing my erection slightly against her soft, groomed thatch and could tell that she was already hot, wet, and  ready for me, but I’d had a lot of hot quick action this day so I decided to take things a little slower. 

Raising my hips slightly, I rubbed the underside of my rod in a rocking motion on top of her pussy without penetrating her, ending each sweet with the tip of my penis nuzzling against her clit. It was such a glorious tease for both of us, and I could feel her getting warmer and wetter with each rub as I struggled to control myself. Her eyes grew large with each motion and she began breathing through her mouth, letting out soft, helpless moans in rhythm with my hips. It was like I was stoking a fire.

Liking this idea, I raised my hips above her completely and slid down her gorgeous body, kissing each of her breasts on the way down. I was going to blow on her embers and make them glow. 

I put the tip of my tongue where the tip of my penis was finishing each rocking motion, and then rubbed the whole front of my tongue down her clit, kissing the lips below her waist to the sound of her moaning.

“Enter me, Elliot. Please fuck me…” I could hear her moan.

Saying nothing, I continued lapping as her labia majora blossomed like a rose. She lightly thrust her hips toward my face spasmodically, running her fingers helplessly through my hair and quivering. I could feel her thighs squeezing the side of my face as I continued to kiss her hot, open second mouth. It was like dunking my head in a warm saltwater ocean of desire. I wanted to drown inside her.

After nuzzling her pussy like this for a few minutes and feeling her shake, I knew we were both more than ready. It was time.

I went up for air and looked along her prone body at her. She caught her breath long enough to look into mine with a silent plea. Nothing needed to be said as she took her hands and guided my head back up her body. As we kissed again, she combed her hands again through my hair and I could hear and feel her cry into my mouth as I finally drove my cock inside of her. It was like diving into a well of pleasure, and I could feel her warmth flow through my erection and into the back of my hips. Her lips vibrated as they were held against mine, each of her cries muted by our open mouths.

I could then feel her hands slide down my body. Then, Kailey put her hands under her thighs and pulled her legs upward so I could get even deeper inside. This drove me wild, and I quickened my pace of penetration as her eyes grew large and she smiled up at me.

“Keep giving it to me, Elliot. Please...you’re so good…” Kailey whispered with utter conviction.

I grabbed one of her legs with one hand while propping my torso up with the other, nibbling her perfectly smooth calf while inserting my cock repeatedly inside her heat. Her tight blonde curls were strewn around her face, and she blew one of them out of her mouth as she cried with pleasure again and again.

My balls began to hum with content and purpose, but I stayed in control by focusing on placing each of her legs behind my two arms as I kept my upper body propped up on the bed. Her muscles relaxed as she was relieved of the burden of keeping her legs in the hair, and I quickly smacked the softening flesh of her waist. This broke her out of whatever sexual hypnosis my pounding rhythm had brought her into, and I could see her green eyes grow large and demanding. Her lips parted and I could see her teeth sparkle underneath as she began to beg me.

“Come inside me, Elliot. You’re so deep...please! I want to feel all of you.”

Never one to disappoint a lady, I focused on completing the tax at hand. I slowed my pace and focused on feeling her smooth, soft, wet warmth rub against my penis over and over with each entry. Heat and power drove through my body as I stared into her ferocious, wide green eyes and I descended my head to kiss her again and feel the warmth of her tongue enter my mouth. By this point her knees were nearly on either side of her head, but she betrayed no sign of distress as I compressed and fucked her lithe body.

I’ve always loved flexible girls.

While we continued to kiss, I could feel my cock tremble as I shot repeatedly inside of her. Now, it was time for her mouth to swallow my cries as my hot semen sprayed joyfully within her depths. At least, that’s what it felt like, though I was probably coming nothing but air at this point. I had already had quite a day.

As I completed, Kailey grabbed the underside of her knees again and rolled her hips upward, so I could remain as deep inside of her as possible as the world melted away and we continued to kiss.

Once we had finally finished, she rolled over on the bed and leaned in my direction while the sunset through the window nicely crowned my seeming endless day of fucking.

“There is something about you, Mr. Winkler. I can’t quite put my finger on it, but when I see you there's nothing I want to do more than make you happy.”

I rolled over in her direction and stared at the beautiful young blonde telling me this absurd statement. Making sure my glasses were still on, I decided to reply in a completely self-interested and dopey fashion.

“That’s really nice to hear. Say, I believe I still owe you money.”

Kailey got up off the bed and began putting on her clothes.

“Nah, you don’t have to worry about it. I’ll cover your rent. Between Daddy and my scholarship stipend, I have more than enough to afford a room like this.”

As Kailey slinked and fastened her way into her undergarments, I could only think that my cups were truly running over.

“Really? Wow. Thank you so much.”

“No problem. But in return, I get to come in whenever I want and, um, de-stress myself after studying.”

I smiled and she smiled. We understood each other.

“That sounds like a completely reasonable arrangement,” I replied. By this time Kailey was completely dressed and heading toward the front door.

“In that case, I’ll get out of your hair so I can study. Though if I get too stressed, you might end up seeing me sooner rather than later, so you better rest up. And don’t worry. I’ve got a key.”

“That’s a huge weight off my mind. I hate going to the locksmith.”

Kailey gave me a long, lingering look of lust and reluctantly left my apartment, shutting the door quietly behind her. I continued laying on my bed, ruminating on how three such beautiful women could have jumped my bones so thoroughly over the past twenty-four hours. 

With great reluctance, I finally took the glasses off, laid them carefully on my nightstand, and entered the deepest sleep of my entire life.
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