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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 by standing 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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The Magic Glasses - Part Two



Despite my recent confidence in my new investment, and the hot, voluptuous returns I was already beginning to witness, I was running extremely low on capital of an even more liquid variety. As in, if I saw a dime on the ground and picked it up, my savings account suddenly had the potential to increase by several percent.

My last five hundred dollars had gone into the storage space and its contents, and rent was due in three days. I needed to think of something.

Thankfully, there was my great aunt Gretel. After my parents kicked the bucket, she was the one relative who continued supporting me and showing even a nominal interest in my life. During difficult times, she provided me with room and board while I got back on my feet. Unfortunately, since she moved to her retirement home these two options were off the table. 

However, she also had a track record for lending me money. I had a slightly spottier record for paying it back.

I scrambled back to my apartment, combed my hair, brushed my teeth, and put on some of my shabbier clothes, attempting to strike the most promising balance between “good kid” and “down and out” that would make my financial entreaties most sympathetic. I then made my way to the retirement home, carrying my backpack, journal, and glasses with me. These possessions had already become too valuable to me to leave them to the tender mercies of my chilly apartment, or even the slightly warmer storage locker that was still redolent with the unmistakable scent of hot fucking.

Speaking of hot fucking, I took care not to wear my new glasses in the retirement home. I’m not that kind of a guy.

Anyways, a few knocks on Gretel’s door gave the familiar sing-song reply, “Who issssss it?”

“It’s me, Aunt Gretel. Your favorite nephew, Elllllioooooot,” I sang back.

Aunt Gretel opened the door. She was a quite short, quite old woman, wearing several layers of clothing even though the thermostat at the retirement home remained pinned to a solid 76 degrees. I loved my great aunt, but every visit to her brought a constant struggle against the overpowering urge to curl up and take a nap.

It was easy enough to stay awake on this day, however. I noted with some slight alarm that Aunt Gretel did not appear particularly pleased to see me. 

“It’s you,” she said perfunctorily. “I suppose I should let you in.” With this, the old woman stepped aside and let me enter the few small rooms in which she was running out the clock on her golden years.

“Would you like some tea?” she asked while ducking into her kitchen nook. “I’m going to get some tea.”

“No thank you,” I dutifully replied. “How are you doing?”

“I’m eighty-four years old, most of the people I love are dead, and those who remain want things from me,” she replied listlessly while preparing a cup of Earl Grey. “I used to think this was preferable to being dead, but I have begun to have my doubts. And you?”

“Eighty-five.”

“What?”

“Aren’t you eighty-five, Aunt Gretel?”

There was a pause while some arithmetic was attempted.

“Oh yes, eighty-five. Thank you, nephew.”

I could tell when Aunt Gretel was peeved at me because she stopped calling me by my given name and simply referred to me as “nephew,” which made me indistinguishable from about eight-hundred other people in her extended family. I also noticed that the tea was taking a bit of time for her to make, and out of the corner of my eye I couldn't help but see that she was pouring something into the tea.

It was time to properly answer her question.

“Oh, I’ve been better I suppose. I just got done…um…”

My brain scrambled for a subterfuge and found one.

“...exercising, trying to stay in shape while still looking for work.”

“Ah,” signed my aunt as she sat across from me with her tea. I could smell a familiar odor of wood barrels and fermented corn rising from the cup, and noted that, if I were (un)fortunate enough to make it to eighty-five, I will surely do the same thing at every opportunity.

My aunt appeared to read my thoughts and once again offered me tea, this time with a slightly friendlier tone. I again declined, but only because I wanted to be on top of my game with this old bird.

“So,” my aunt continued, “You want to borrow money from me again, right?”

My aunt knew me very well. I nodded.

“I’m afraid I can’t, Elliot. I’m too old to lend money anymore. It’s getting so I can barely afford...tea. Anything I give anyone, let alone you, is treated as spent money.”

I could say nothing. She had me pegged. I started to regret declining her offer for a hot mixed beverage.

She sat up straighter in her chair and continued, “How do I know that the money I give you won’t be wasted? Again? You must build yourself a foundation first. Get a better job. Get any job. You’re barely surviving now, and my lending you money won’t change that unless you change.”

There was nothing I could say. I knew she was right and embarrassedly looked at my shoes. This seemed to cheer the sour old codger up, and she continued in more pleasant tones.

“Say, there’s an old colleague of mine I just talked to the other day. She’s one of the very few people I love who is both alive and not asking me for a loan. She works at the university and told me she was looking for part-time help organizing archives.”

I looked up. As much as I despised work, I despised my present circumstances even more. My aunt saw the promise in my eyes and smiled as she continued to speak.

“I think you might look into it, Elliot. She’s a nice gal, and if you’re able to get something steady going with her, maybe I’ll be more apt to give you a loan since there’s some hope you might pay me back this century, not like I’ll be around for it.”

With this hopeful comment, my great aunt took a long, deep gulp from her teacup that drained it dry.

Immediately after finishing my visit with my aunt, I walked to the university to hunt down the job recommendation I had just received. The available facts were these: my aunt’s friend was named Jessa Boykins, she had a Ph.D. in cultural anthropology, and she apparently needed help organizing archives that were no doubt as dusty as she herself was. 

Aunt Gretel called ahead so the good doctor would know to expect me. Loan or no, I still love that old gal.

After negotiating a labyrinth of hallways and undergraduates, I found a heavy wooden door with “DR. JESSA BOYKINS – ANTHROPOLOGY” stenciled on a frosted window. The door had a layer of silt on it, and that and the stray cobwebs along its hinges gave the impression that the door was not opened very often. Nevertheless, I needed money, so I knocked. After a delay of a good thirty seconds, the door was opened.

Before me stood a quite attractive middle aged woman wearing a white blouse and tight knee-length black skirt with her brown hair tied back in a severe ponytail. Any thoughts of taming this wild cougar began to wilt under the stare of her cold, blue eyes.

“Hello, um, is this Ms. Boykins’s office?” I stammered.

“*Doctor* Boykins, and obviously,” she replied, tilting her head toward the writing on the door. “How may I help you?”

“I heard you needed help organizing archives?”

The woman greeted my question with a similar facial expression to one she would have if I had loudly farted. Eventually, her look faded and the interrogation continued.

“You’re Gretel’s nephew?”

“*Great* nephew, and yes.” 

The woman’s face seemed to encounter more imaginary flatulence.

“Oh boy. OK. Sit down please.”

The woman then turned her back to me and, to my surprise, went behind a large desk covered in books and documents and sat down. After admiring the way her black shirt hugged the lift of her firm, ripe tush, I entered the office, its walls covered in bookshelves filled with disorganized manuscripts and sheets of paper, and sat down in the nearest chair that wasn’t buried in the same.

“Excuse me, but are *you* Dr. Boykins?”

“Yes,” she replied. “Who else?” 

Fair enough.

“Did you bring your resume?” she queried.

“No.”

“References?”

“Only my aunt.”

Dr. Boykins rolled her eyes. 

“What’s in the bag then?”

“Oh, nothing. Just a journal and, uh, some glasses.”

The doctor shifted impatiently in her seat.

“What’s in the journal?”

I lied and said that the journal was completely blank. Close enough.

She continued. “So, you come to a job interview without a resume or any references save your great aunt, but you bring a bag containing a journal you don’t write in and glasses you aren’t wearing. Are you capable of doing anything correctly?”

I began to suspect that I wasn’t going to get the job. My dawning suspicion was seemingly confirmed with a knowing sneer from the good doctor as she kept speaking.

“What you lack, among other things, is initiative. Maybe you’ll be able to see the world more clearly if you actually bother to wear the glasses that you’ve taken such pains to bring to me.”

With this, Dr. Boykins got up, went to my bag, fished out the silk pouch that contained my glasses, and put them on my face.

“There. Maybe now you’ll be a little more…” 

The doctor’s haranguing trailed off into nothingness. She simply stood there in her tight black skirt and white blouse and gazed at me while I continued to sit stupidly in her office and wonder whether I was getting a job or not.

Finally, she emerged from her silence.

“Yes, that’s much better,” she said in a slightly dazed tone. “With your glasses on, you’re better equipped to help me with my fieldwork.”

“Fieldwork?” I asked. “I thought you needed help organizing some sort of archive.”

The doctor walked behind my chair so I could no longer see her.

“Oh, yes. There’s that, but I could also use a research assistant for my study of fertility archetypes. Organizing the archives would have the additional virtue of familiarizing you with my field of work.”

When she said the word ‘virtue’ I could feel her small, strong hands beginning to massage my shoulders. I would have thought this was wildly inappropriate, but that woman looked good in a skirt so I let her continue.

“You see Elliot, I think it assists insight if there exists symbolic resonance between subject and researcher.”

Without turning around, I could tell that Dr. Boykins was bending down and talking closely into my ear. I imagined she could have bitten her earlobe without moving, and the idea started to get me hot.

As if on cue, the doctor spun my chair around so I faced her. The top three buttons of her blouse were unbuttoned, and her brown hair hung loosely around her shoulders.

“Since my research is in fertility archetypes through different cultures, I’d say that learning is doing,” murmured Dr. Boykins. “And now, Elliot, I want you to do me. Let’s learn together.”

With this, the doctor sat down on my lap while facing me and gave me a long, hot kiss. I immediately got hard and returned her kiss, letting our tongues dance while I grabbed her ass and pressed her hips into mine. 

I wanted her to know that I was ready for research. The doctor knew I was happy to see her and smiled.

“First things…first...most mating rituals…begin...with a form of...introduction. My name is Jessa...Dr. Boykins if you’re nasty…”

Jessa said this through a storm of kissing as she began removing her clothes. I appreciated her little song reference and began removing my clothes to show my appreciation.

“Glad to meet you, Jessa,” I returned while putting my hand between her legs and rubbing her warmth gently. “My name’s Elliot.”

“Mmmmmmmmm…now that we’re introduced...there should be...an exchange...to establish trust…” 

By this time, the two of us were naked yet still in the office chair. We were kissing while I was continuing to pet her, rubbing my hand against the blossoming heat of her trimmed thatch. She closed her eyes and bit her lip.

“Thank you Elliot. Now let me continue the exchange.”

With this, she slid down between my legs so she was kneeling on the floor while I remained in the chair. Then, she grabbed my cock and brought just the tip of it into her mouth, suckling the head while stroking the shaft with one hand and softly rubbing my balls with the other. 

It felt incredible. However good she had felt earlier, I was definitely getting the better of the exchange. She spat on her hand and continued to stroke me like a jackhammer as I felt her hot tongue massaging my tip. Her brown eyes looked up at me the whole time, as if she were studying my reaction.

She stopped suckling my cock but kept stroking my shaft while continuing her discourse.

“So, now that we’ve established trust through exchange, it is generally time for us to adopt roles, and bring our physical dialectic to a climax. Are you following me, Elliot?”

I couldn’t respond coherently since each quick movement of her hand caused a lightning of pleasure to surge through my penis, so I just moaned and hoped she would understand. 

She did.

“Good. At this point, there is generally an active, penetrative role and a submissive, penetrated one. For ease of research and congress, I will assume the former and you will assume the latter, yes?”

I moaned again as her hands made my dick harder than base-1 arithmetic.

“So do it, Elliot. For the sake of our research, take over.”

Through spikes of erotic pleasure, I was able to focus long enough to give this hot little academic my first command.

“Turn around...and get on the ground...on all fours.”

She complied. Soon, I could see the fine muscles of her arched back, her brown hair flowing over them, and her beautiful tight ass staring right up at me. I then got out of the chair while on my knees, grabbed her hips, and smoothly put my dick into her while pulling her towards me. I could feel her hot cunt greedily hug my shaft, and she let out a little squeak of pleasure that belied both her station and her age.

I kept driving inside of her and she kept squeaking, eventually driving her onto her belly. She parted her thighs and I lifted her hips above the floor so I could stay nice and deep inside of her each time I entered. However, this made my arms tired.

“Move around onto your back,” I said.

She whipped around, and I could see her soft, small breasts with pinpoint areolae rock up and down with each breath. Her lovely body was warm and eager for me as her toned thighs parted, and her intelligent face was dominated by a grin that could only be described as euphoric. I pinned her arms to the floor and entered her again.

“Oh….excellent….work!” she cried out. “I know...some colleagues...who would looooooove...to conduct...peer…review…” Dr. Boykins gasped out while clutching at my back and driving my hips rhythmically inside of her.

This appraisal of my research methods was cut short by a series of orgiastic cries from her hot, wet mouth. I could feel pleasure and power surging through my cock, and each time I plunged in her pussy it felt like I was gaining strength. Nothing existed except the power and sensation inside my cock and the pleasure the good doctor was experiencing from said cock. This satisfaction in my work kept me hard and strong, and I drove inside her again and again. Her snug, wet warmth gripped me and refused to let me go.

The bookshelves of her office began to shake. Scattered papers began to fall upon the floor. 

I quickened my pace and alternated how deep I went inside her, and she welcomed this change of pace by opening her eyes wide and mouthing words to me. I believe the words were “do it” or something to that effect, but her quickening breath made it impossible for her to be intelligible.

It was time to come inside this brainy cougar.

With one sustained burst of energy, I pressed deep against her and shot rope after rope of semen into her belly. The pleasure was overwhelming, and my penis twitched inside her heat for what felt like minutes. She wrapped her legs around my waist and moved her hips upwards, as if her pussy were a hungry mouth wanting to suck every last drop out of me. I tilted my head back as we both ecstatically moaned in lulling harmony. Pulling out of her felt like leaving home.

The whole time, I’d managed to keep my glasses on.

When we were finally finished, we lay together exhausted in the middle of a mess of papers that were scattered on the floor of the office. 

“That was...fascinating,” Dr. Boykins said somewhat dreamily. “I really must study you further.”

With this comment, Dr. Boykins got up and went to the computer on her desk. After a few minutes of furious nude typing, she printed out a document and presented it to me.

“It’s a revised syllabus in light of recent...breakthroughs in research,” she explained. “There’s also a schedule of private sessions for the two of us to continue our dialectic under this new paradigm.”

I stared stupidly at the document I had just been handed and then looked up at the small, incredibly sexy naked woman standing above me and asked her a question.

“So, can I have an advance on my salary?”

Jessa readily agreed, and I immediately put back on my clothes, grabbed my bag, and left the office before more research could be foisted upon me. 

I had a landlord to pay money to.
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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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The Magic Glasses - Part Four



Waking up from sleep felt like climbing out of a vast, deep well. I didn’t think of any of the previous day’s events – all I knew was that I felt wonderfully depleted and refreshed at the same time. It felt like I had slept for at least twelve hours without a break, and the sleep was dreamless and almost endless. Or was there a dream? As I lay underneath the covers, keeping my eyes shut and hearing the low hum of the waking world, I thought I remembered vague stirrings of female companionship. 

I started to get worried. Usually these sort of dreams resulted in my leaping out of bed to wash my sheets. I tentatively slid my hand down to the relevant areas and could find no evidence of a mess. Relieved, I readjusted my position under the comforter and thought that I might be able to squeeze a few more hours of sleep out of my body. 

This is when I felt a strange arm drape itself around my body.

“I was wondering when you were going to wake up,” a sleepy female voice behind my head cooed.

The unlikely events of the past twenty-four hours rushed back into my brain with the force of a quadruple-espresso. I rolled over to face my interlocutor. 

It was Kailey. Not only had she reappeared inside my studio, but she was snuggled under the covers with her face about five inches away from mine.

“Kailey? What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I thought you wouldn’t mind if I let myself back in. Skeleton keys sure are nice things to have, aren’t they?”

Kailey then wormed her way against me and gave me a long kiss. Morning breath and all, it was a quite pleasant experience, though I suspected that Kailey had been asleep nearly as long as I was and the bacteria within her mouth had been given that long to multiply. A kiss from a beautiful woman is a kiss from a beautiful woman, you know?

I tried to think of small talk but the best my groggy brain could come up with was, “Don’t you need to be in class or something?” So that's what I said.

“Class? I’ve been thinking about it, Elliot my dear. College has been a waste of time for me. I still don’t know what I want to major in, and I’m earning plenty of money working here anyway. Wouldn’t things be better if I were here with my man to...support his genius?”

This question was punctuated by the sensation of a small hand under the covers grabbing my morning wood and giving it a delightful squeeze. A flood of pleasure entered my body and I was reminded why I felt so wonderfully depleted despite the vast amount of sleep I had procured.

Kailey and I kissed again, but even the feeling of her hot and eager tongue in my mouth couldn’t completely distract from a nagging feeling I had in the back of my mind. Despite desperately desiring to clear my smaller head of its contents, I needed to clear my larger one first and think through a few things.

“Uh...I’m going to get out of bed and make some coffee. You want some?” I asked.

“Sure, lover,” replied the nubile, curly-haired blonde in my bed. “I’ll swallow anything you take the time to make.”

With considerable effort, I left the bed and headed toward the coffee maker on the kitchen counter ten feet away. I was about to empty the pot of the previous morning’s dregs when I thought I heard loud footsteps increasing in volume outside my apartment’s door. Before I knew it, a gorgeous yet familiar-looking brunette had stormed inside the studio and was staring at me with possessive eyes. 

My caffeine-deprived brain had just enough time to remember this woman as Tiffany, the daughter of the owner of my storage locker and the first person with whom I discovered the power of my new possessions.

“Why the hell haven’t you replied to any of my texts?” Tiffany yelled.

Thankfully, I knew that an honest answer of ‘Because I was too busy fucking other beautiful women’ would probably not serve me well at this moment in time.

“Uh...I’ve been really busy lately and haven’t checked my phone.”

“Oh, I’ll bet. What could be more important than checking for your next hookup?”

I began to feel that matters were spiraling out of control. As if the Universe wished to confirm my suspicion, another uninvited person entered through my front door and stared at me with a calmer, steelier anger than the young brunette who had just stormed in.

It was Jessa. Of course it was Jessa. She stood next to Tiffany, took her measure in a second, and then promptly ignored her to address me.

“Elliot, it’s been at least sixteen hours since I last heard from you. Don’t you believe you’ve been derelict in your duties?”

“WHO THE HELL IS THAT?” raged Tiffany. 

Jessa spun on her heels and faced Tiffany directly. My cheeks began to flush with dread as I helplessly watched the situation escalate.

“*That* is Elliot’s employer, Dr. Jessa Boykins. Pardon me if I don’t extend a hand, but I don’t intend on being at your service. Unless it’s a funeral.”

I swallowed hard. All I wanted was some coffee to clear my head. 

“You look like you were the guest of honor at one, you old hag!” replied Tiffany. 

At this point, the two were nose and nose and looked close to blows. It was at this point that Kailey decided to emerge from where she had hidden under the covers and directly confront her two rivals.

“Elliot, do these two live here with you? That violates the terms of your lease,” Kailey pouted. She sprang from the bed in an adversarial manner, and made it obvious to everyone that she was wearing one of my t-shirts and nothing else. Under any other circumstances, she would have looked adorable. Under present conditions, she looked like my doom.

“WHO THE HELL IS THAT BUBBLE-BRAINED BRAT?” ranted Tiffany.

“Elliot, I can’t believe you’d engage in...collaboration with the ranting weirdo to my left, let alone someone who’s barely old enough to vote and clearly enchanted, or maybe she’s just under the influence of whatever drugs they give children these days,” commented Jessa, meeting each woman with imperious grandeur.

“I’m not under anything except this gorgeous man you want!” replied Kailey. “Maybe he’s just glad to be with a woman who doesn’t lecture during foreplay!”

“*WHO’S* THE RANTING WEIRDO TO YOUR LEFT, BITCH?” screamed Tiffany, turning to her right to face Jessa.

Amid this escalating, three-sided war, a strange and unfamiliar sense of calm replaced my growing tension. The  last twenty-four hours had taught me that I had recently acquired a trump card that certain situations – particularly ones like these – begged for.

Saying nothing, I went to the drawer on my nightstand, plucked my glasses from where I had placed them the night before, and put them on my face. 

Almost immediately, the three women stopped arguing with each other and stared at me. None dared approach, but at least the apartment had finally gotten quiet enough so I could think about what to do next.

Then an idea came to me.

“Tiffany, you and Jessa seem to have exchanged some harsh words,” I said in an even, authoritative voice. “I think you two need to kiss and make up. Literally.”

Without saying anything, the storage supervisor’s daughter and the professor turned to each other and exchanged a perfunctory kiss on the lips. I was both impressed with their compliance and disappointed in the result, so I decided to press my power and authority further.

“I don’t believe either of you. Kiss each other as you would kiss me.”

Immediately, Tiffany and Jessa’s eyes grew wide. The older woman reached over to frame the younger woman’s face in her hands, and drew the girl’s mouth to hers. Their tongues intertwined with heated reverie, and I could feel myself getting hard while gazing upon their mutual, shared fantasy of kissing me.

“Kailey, come over here next to me,” I commanded.

Sure enough, the landlord’s daughter sauntered over to me, still only wearing one of my t-shirts and nothing else. Once she was within an arm’s length to me, I grabbed her hand, pulled her towards me, and gave her a long, lingering kiss on her pliant mouth, taking care not to do anything to disturb the position of my glasses. Kailey could feel my erection, and pressed against it with her body while kissing me deeper.

I grabbed Kailey’s ass and began nuzzling her neck while grinding against her. Looking over her shoulder, I could see that Tiffany and Jessa had stopped making out and were looking at us like they were expecting something. 

It was time to give those girls something else to do.

“Jessa, Tiffany, come join me and Kailey on the bed and let’s have some fun.”

A smile came over both women’s lips as they flung their bodies down upon the bed, waiting for my approach and beginning the process of removing their clothes. For Kailey it was easier, only needing to remove a single t-shirt.

With one last flourish, I disengaged my mouth from Kailey’s neck and gave her the space to remove said shirt while I went to the bed where Jessa and Tiffany were waiting for me. 

Jessa was closer to where Kailey and I had been standing so I approached her first, kissing her long on the mouth as she and Kailey helped me remove my clothes. Jessa ran her hands through my hair as I helped her unclasp her bra.

“Let’s work together and help each other remove the rest of our clothes, okay?” I queried when the professor’s tongue wasn’t in my mouth.

Soon, Kailey’s head was between Jessa’s legs, and she slid Jessa’s panties down her toned legs so the doctor’s arms could focus on embracing me as we continued to kiss. I felt Tiffany’s arms around my back, as if she were attempting to cover me in a similar manner to how I covered Jessa.

Meanwhile, though I could not see anything, I could feel that Kailey had turned around to face toward the ceiling while remaining between Jessa’s legs. I knew this because Kailey had put my cock in her mouth and was nursing my shaft for all my milk while wrapping her arms around my waist. The pleasure was incredible. 

I had to lift my head from Jessa’s gorgeous face and let out a moan. Jessa looked down her body, saw what the younger woman was doing to me, and I could see her eyes grow wide with a flinty competitiveness.

“I can do even better if you’ll let me,” she murmured.

I could barely talk while Kailey continued sucking my shaft, so I nodded. Tiffany then took Jessa’s spot under me, and I began kissing her while running my hands through her beautiful curly blonde hair. Meanwhile, Jessa sauntered toward the foot of the bed, and slid under next to Kailey like I was a car and she was a mechanic.

Soon, while kissing Tiffany I could feel a second mouth on my balls as my penis continued getting sucked. My face disengaged from Tiffany’s and I let out another moan of pleasure as the two mouths continued to work on me. Tiffany greeted this disengagement by wrapping her arms around my neck, pulling me toward her, and kissing me again. A similar heat entered my mouth as I felt from the two mouths feverishly working below my waist. 

I realized that I was getting close to losing control, so it was time to change things up. With great effort, I stopped kissing Tiffany again, focused, and found a way to get the words out.

“Jessa, Kailey, stop what you’re doing and keep yourself hot for me while I fuck Tiffany.”

As soon as I’d finished the sentence, Tiffany’s beautiful face broke out in a huge, beatific smile and she began kissing me again while arching her back and driving her hips upward, almost like she was trying to will my dick inside of her.

It was an unnecessary effort.

While Jessa and Kailey lay down next to us and melded their bodies together in some writhing tangle of limbs I could barely discern in the corner of my eye, I drove my cock inside of Tiffany’s finely cut thatch. Tiffany let out a cry that seemed to distract the sapphic tangle on the bed. I thrust my dick inside Tiffany’s wet heat and she continued to cry out.

“Yes, Elliot! Deep inside! Oh!” she exclaimed as I felt her nails begin to dig into the straining muscles of my back.

I continued to fuck the beautiful blonde while, in my periphery, I could see that Jessa and Kailey had stopped their union and and instead taken positions against Tiffany and me. Jessa was kissing Tiffany and whispering encouragement into her ear while Kailey took Tiffany’s hands and held them while clinging onto my back. 

I felt Kailey’s weight and heat against my back, and it just made me want to fuck the girl below me more. I was surrounded by the naked heat of beautiful women, and found I was beginning to lose control again.

“Tiffany and Jessa...change places,” I commanded.

Tiffany let out a small odd like a noble duty had been asked of her. I raised my hips and pulled out of the storage guy’s daughter as she slid underneath me. With perfect choreography, Jessa then slid underneath me. The older woman looked eager and excited with an enthusiasm that belied her age.

“Spare the niceties and fuck me, Elliot. Fuck me like…”

I interrupted Jessa’s command by kissing her. Meanwhile, I could feel Kailey had slid down my back and was back to sucking on my balls in preparation for my ravishing of the hot cougar beneath me.

“Shut up, Jessa. I’m the boss while we’re in bed, got it?” I demanded.

The doctor greeted this rudeness with a smile and another kiss. I then moved my hips away from Kailey’s mouth and drove my dick inside of Jessa, which the professor greeted with another muffled cry that was exchanged between our joined mouths. 

She accommodated me with her experience, and I could feel both the accommodation and experience of her moist cunt as I made her squeal with my rock-hard penis. Jessa closed her eyes and began murmuring in some dead language – it might have been Latin, but they didn’t teach that class in any of the twelve grades I was able to master.

I felt Kailey climb on my back again and begin biting the flesh between my shoulders while driving her hips against the small of my back. I could feel Kailey’s hot eagerness and thought only one word – ‘soon.’

Tiffany was on the bed to the left of Jessa, looking into my face like a puppy craving more attention. I drove deeper inside of Jessa while moving my torso so my mouth could press itself against Tiffany’s. There was something about fucking one woman while kissing another that made me feel powerful and cosmopolitan. By this time, my rod practically had a life on its own – it was a forged piece of steel that would make women cry with joy while it beamed transmissions of wild pleasure all through my body.

I could feel myself beginning to lose control again. It was time to enter the home stretch, and in doing so stretch out the hot young thing I was wearing like a backpack.

I pulled out of Tiffany and began nuzzling her beautiful breasts. Jessa tousled my hair and began kissing Tiffany while Kailey continued clinging to me and grinding me helplessly. 

“Jessa, get off the bed for now. Kailey, get on all fours where Jessa was,” I commanded.

Like clockwork, Jessa rolled off the bed and Kailey hopped off my back to occupy the empty space on the bed, waggling her adorable ass in the air like she was reading my mind. 

I got out from over Tiffany and positioned myself on my knees behind Kailey. My cock was a steely arrow aimed right at her brown hole. I rested my dick between her ass cheeks and used my hands to squeeze the hot, pliant flesh against my shaft from both sides.

Kailey swayed her hips from side to side. She was ready.

I then smoothly drove my hips forward and entered her beautiful ass. Kailey let out a cry of pleasure. It felt so good. I bore down and focused enough to issue a final command.

“Tiffany, get up here and kiss me. Jessa, get underneath me and Kailey and work at us both with your mouth.”

Soon, I was kissing Tiffany while fucking Kailey’s hot peach. Jessa was underneath Kailey and me, working at the both of us with her mouth. Kailey had grabbed a nearby pillow to stifle her cries, but I had no such qualms. I drove against Kailey again and again while fucking her hot, sweet ass, moving my hands along the flesh of hips and getting myself ready to fill her to the brim. I wanted to come so badly but tried to hold out as long as I could. Every time my resolve built up, I would feel Jessa’s mouth gently suckle my balls and begin to crumble all over again.

After several minutes of this division of labor, I couldn’t keep my load any longer. All the joy and pleasure in my body seemed to be building toward one point between my balls and my cock. 

It was time.

With final, definitive thrusts, I came inside Kailey’s welcoming brown hole again and again. Jessa focused on juggling my balls with her tongue as Tiffany had me look deep into her eyes as she smiled and I came. 

I lost count of how many bursts of white wax I filled the girl underneath me with. Her body accepted it all greedily, like she was collecting a new kind of rent.

After an eternity of joy, I finally pulled out of Kailey’s ass and smiled at my three new friends. The four of us then fell back on the bed, a hot and musty tangle of limbs, and we all took a quick cat nap to regain our strength for further adventures.
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The Magic Glasses - Part Five



A few weeks later, I received a phone call from Rob. I took it while I was in my apartment, since I still had no job (not that I needed one) and spent most of my time there for reasons that quickly became evident during our conversation.

“Elliot? Where the hell have you been? I haven’t seen you in weeks. I thought you finally realized the shape of things and killed yourself,” my sympathetic friend began.

“No Rob, I haven’t killed myself,” I said with the smug superiority that can only be assumed by an obvious statement. “In fact, I’ve got a lot to live for.”

“Like what? The last time I saw you was when I dropped you off at the storage locker. Things seemed pretty sad then. What’s been up?”

I got off the bed where I had begun the phone call and looked down at its other occupants who were still sleeping. 

“Well let’s see,” I began. “There’s Tiffany. There’s Jessa. And there’s Kailey. I believe that’s what – or who – I’ve been up to, in roughly chronological order.”

I was greeted by a silence at the other end of the phone that was just long enough to be awkward.

“Wait. What?” Rob finally replied. “You have no job nor money, but you’ve had the time to shack up and break up with three chicks?”

“No. They’re with me simultaneously. In fact, they’re asleep in my bed at this very moment.”

This statement was greeted by another silence that, no matter how awkward it felt to Rob, it felt triumphant for me. Eventually, my friend found the strength to continue the conversation.

“Assuming I believe you, what are you doing for money?”

“The girls work. They give me a nice stipend between the three of them.”

Another silence. To be fair to my friend, this whole business was a lot to take in, even for me.

“How on earth did you accomplish this?” my friend asked with understandable incredulity. Now it was my turn to pause. I had to decide whether to let my friend in on the likely source of my newfound good fortune or not. 

Looking at the clock on my wall, I could see that it was nearly 10am. Since it was Saturday I was letting the girls sleep in, but it was time for them to start their day.

“Rob, could you hold for a sec. I need to take care of something real quick.”

“Uh, sure.”

I put the phone on my dresser and shook a nearby sleeping shoulder.

“Morning, Kailey. It’s nearly 10am. Time to wake up.”

A pair of bleary green eyes hidden beneath a mop of disheveled curly blonde hair struggled to look in my direction.

“Mmmmmmmm…” murmured the soft, pouting lips underneath the green eyes and blonde hair.

“Could you wake up the other two please?”

“Sure,” Kailey replied, rolling over to face her two companions. Thinking better of it, she rolled back and faced me. 

“Want me to suck you off first? I hear morning wood can be a bitch,” Kailey offered.

“Not right now, though surely later. I’m on the phone.”

Kailey smiled.

“OK,” Kailey said before rolling over again.“Tiff, Jessa, time to wake up.” Sounds and stirrings developed on the bed as I picked up the phone and resumed talking to my friend.

“Sorry about that, Rob. Just had to tell the girls something. Anyway, what were you asking again?”

“I was asking how the hell you’d managed to enter a polyamorous relationship despite being a loser with no job and no money,” my friend replied with his typical disarming honesty.

“Oh yeah. Well, you remember that storage unit you took me to?”

Rob said that he did.

“Well, it turns out that I found something there that turned out to be an incredible investment,” I continued. “There were a pair of glasses inside. I know this sounds stupid, but I think they give me power over women.” 

I decided not to tell Rob about the journal or its ominous message. One step at a time into unreality.

“Elliot, you realize why I find this story of yours very hard to believe.”

“Sure, Rob. I find it hard to believe myself most of the time.”

“And even assuming you’re telling the truth, you’ve got to...wait. What’s the noise?”

By this time, the girls had finished having a quick cup of coffee and were setting about with the now well-established Saturday morning cleaning of my apartment.

“Sorry, Rob. Kailey’s doing her Saturday morning vacuuming. Tiffany’s doing the dusting and Jessa’s taking care of things in the kitchen. Between the three of them, they make things pretty spic-and-span pretty quick.”

This was greeted by another silence. The level of detail I provided in my answer might be interpreted by some as rubbing it in. Which it was.

“OK. Let’s say I believe you, Elliot. You have magic glasses. I can’t think of a better explanation for the fact that you suddenly have three women who will give you money, clean your apartment, and fuck your brains out. Do they cook too?”

I smiled. 

“Last night, Jessa made Beef Wellington. Eating that was almost as good as eating her.”

“OK. That settles it,” my friend continued with the sort of moral outrage that can only come from intense jealousy. “You understand that you’re exploiting them, right?”

I told my friend I didn’t understand what he was saying. 

“Was it the girls’ idea that you start wearing a pair of glasses that gives you power over them?”

I replied that it was not.

“And now you’re fucking them, taking their money, and having them clean your apartment.”

As much as I wanted to let self-interest make me obtuse, I grudgingly conceded that my friend had a point.

“So what are you going to do, Elliot?”

“I don’t know. The girls seem to be having a good time.” I looked over at Tiffany, Jessa, and Kailey as they finished their Saturday-morning chores. They each had faint smiles on their faces, but there was no conversation between them and I knew it wasn’t just out of consideration for my being on the phone. What bothered me even more was their shared look of glassy-eyed obedience.

I was shaken out of this unpleasant realization by the sound of knocking.

“Sorry Rob, I’m going to have to call you back. There’s someone at the door.”

“OK Elliot. Think about what I said. And know that no matter what you decide to do, I’m going to resent you because your pipes and your apartment are both cleaner than mine.” 

With this welcome attempt at jocularity, Rob hung up.

I opened my front door and encountered a tall, beautiful redhead. She was wearing a smart, dark green pantsuit that looked perfectly tailored to show off the delightful ratio between her slender waist and full hips. Her hair was up so I could see the sprinkling of freckles on her beautiful face, and her sparkling green eyes shone with serious intent.

Behind the redhead were two enormous men who may have been related to Bigfoot or some even more intimidating cryptid.

“I take it you’re Elliot Winkler?” the redhead asked in an all-business tone.

I said that I was. 

“You’ve recently come into possession of a pair of glasses, correct?”

I said that I had.

“I’ll have you know that those glasses were stolen from me, presumably by the person who initially rented the storage locker that you acquired them from. Therefore, I am their rightful owner since neither the renter nor the storage locker facility ever had any legal right to them. Do you understand?”

My head started to buzz a little from all these recent threats to my newfound good fortune. 

“Um...won’t you let yourself in and we could talk about this?” I offered.

“No thanks,” the redhead coolly replied. “Furthermore, so you won’t make any more transparent attempts at stalling, let me be clearer – if I’m not able to persuade you to return my glasses to me, my friends behind me have other methods.”

At this moment, the two men behind the redhead helpfully lifted their hands. They were each armed with gleaming pairs of brass knuckles. 

I swallowed hard. I had to think of some way to get out of this situation while keeping both my glasses and my intact jaw. Then an idea came to me.

“That won’t be necessary,” I replied with as much affability as my current state of panic could muster. “I’ll retrieve your glasses right now.”

With this, I returned to the nightstand as quickly as I could to retrieve the glasses before either the redhead or her simian friends could suspect anything. 

I returned to the door while wearing the glasses.

“These are the glasses you were referring to, correct?” I asked while making direct eye contact with the redhead. I thought I could detect a slight furrowing of the brow on her face.

“Yes, that’s them,” she replied after a pause. I couldn’t quite make out any of the signs of submission that I’d seen earlier from women while I was wearing the glasses, but she also wasn’t making any effort to retrieve them.

Her two gigantic companions looked a little restless.

“Hey Maud, want us to take care of this?” one of the ogres asked.

“No, I got this,” the redhead replied while continuing to stare directly through the glasses and into my eyes. She appeared to be making a great internal effort at something, and the pace of her breathing quickened.

“You sure about that?” said the other ogre.

There was no reply to this question, but only the rising and falling of Maud’s shoulders as she continued breathing heavily and locking into my eyes. Maud appeared to be resisting the glasses’ power, and I began to doubt the sagacity of my gambit.

After several seconds of this awkward silence, one of Maud’s companions stepped forward toward me, but Maud suddenly raised an arm and blocked the henchman’s path.

“No, that’s not necessary,” Maud listlessly intoned while continuing to look in my eyes. “In fact, I don’t think I’ll require either of you anymore going forward. Elliot and I need to discuss this matter...alone.”

The two underlings looked confused and continued to stand their ground.

“You will both still be paid for the day. I’m sorry I wasted your time,” continued Maud in her flat monotone. This seemed enough for the pair of sasquatches, who greeted Maud’s comment with a shrug before walking away. 

Maud and I continued locking eyes, but nothing was said between us until her two friends had left the building. Then, traces of a smile formed around the corners of her lips.

“I apologize for my prior rudeness, Elliot. Won’t you let me in?”

I returned Maud’s smile. It seemed like my gambit had worked after all. Now was the time to press my advantage.

“Sure,” I replied before standing aside to allow this newcomer entry into my home. I barely had enough time to close the door before Maud wrapped her arms around me and kissed me with her warm, lustful mouth.

I couldn’t control myself, and I grabbed Maud’s ass while drawing her closer to me and returning her oral congress. As much as I loved her pantsuit, I couldn’t wait until it was discarded on my apartment floor.

Our kiss was interrupted by a tapping on my shoulder. I turned around and was Jessa standing close to me, with Tiffany and Kailey right behind her. 

All three were completely naked.

“Normally I’d be jealous, but she looks nice,” Jessa said.

“I think she is too. You three head over to the bed and distract yourselves. We’ll be with you in a minute,” I replied.

All three smiled and headed for the bed. Turning back to Maud, I could see that she had already removed her jacket and was undoing her belt. 

I appreciated her effort, but I was impatient. Refusing Kailey’s earlier offer to suck away my morning wood had consequences.

“Come over here,” I told Maud, who finished wiggling out of her pants before approaching me, by this time wearing nothing but a thin black turtleneck over her undergarments.

We kissed again as Maud helpfully raised her arms up and removed her top. Her bra was the same shade of forest green as her pantsuit, as were her panties. The color looked delightful in contrast to her pale, milky skin and fiery red hair.

Naturally, they had to go. So they did, bunched up on the floor next to the remnants of her pantsuit. The t-shirt and flannel pants I had fallen asleep in soon joined them.

Properly unattired, the two of us joined the other three on the bed. My morning wood was raging by this point.

“Maud, lie down on the bed,” I said before turning to the other three. “Girls, I think it’s time we welcomed our new friend.”

I moved on top of Maud’s prone, naked body and began kissing her neck while laying my hot erection on her belly. She moaned as I could feel her hands reaching down to caress my nuts as if they were baoding balls.

I moved my face down Maud’s body and put one of her deliciously erect nipples in my mouth, which was greeted by an enthusiastic moan. This moan was cut off by Jessa, who had begun kissing the redhead as Kailey and Tiffany began entwining on the other side of the bed. 

I pulled my hips away from Maud’s busy hands, and my face continued moving down her body until it found the pit of fire between Maud’s legs, which was as red as it was hot. I kissed Maud’s labia as tenderly as I had kissed her mouth when she entered my apartment, and I could hear another muffled moan. My tongue could tell that Maud was already beyond foreplay, as if she were as impatient to fuck as I was. This made me move my head up.

“Jessa, join the other two. I want to focus on the new girl,” I commanded. Jessa did as she was told.

I moved up Maud’s body, peppering her pale body with kisses on the way. Somewhere in my periphery was another tangle of limbs from the three girls, but I couldn’t tear myself away from the green eyes that were staring into mine with such desire.

“Part your thighs. I’m going to fuck you now,” I said. Maud smiled.

“I appreciate your directness,” she said as I entered her. My morning wood had waited long enough. Maud’s eyes grew wide and she let out a gasp of pleasure that seemed to be a feminine counterpart to the sensation traveling through my body as I felt her from the inside.

I pinned her arms above her head and continued driving into her. She strained her face up to mine to kiss me again, but I kept my face back to make it easier for me to drive even deeper into her. Her lips parted and she let out a series of orgasmic gasps as her wild red hair flew around a pillow like some sort of explosion. 

I felt an explosion building up inside of me too, but I held back. The impatience of my morning wood aside, I wanted a bit more time with this pale goddess. I had an idea, and had to focus to get the words out.

“Jessa, pin her arms down. Tiffany, Kailey, each of you grab one of her ankles and do the same.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the adjoining tangle of limbs disperse to their assigned duties. I still kept looking at Maud through the glasses, and she kept looking up at me. I could feel the hot exhalations of each of her gasps as I continued fucking her. Soon, her hands and feet were each pinned towards the four corners of the mattress by the other girls.

Maud could still move her hips though, and she continued moving them upward so her eager cunt could swallow my cock. With each cry of pleasure she made, I could feel more energy and power surging up my cock as I continued slamming the new girl. 

Then I decided I could no longer be patient this morning. Orgiastic pleasure detonated throughout my cock, and with concluding, definitive thrusts I exploded hot ropes of semen deep inside the new girl while the other three women held her down. Maud kept moving her hips upward, greedily trying to absorb every last drop of me, and I cried out in ecstasy for what felt like an eternity.

When my rod finally became still, I pulled out of Maud slowly and savored her one last time. The other girls let go of her limbs and curled up for a quick snooze.

After the other three girls fell asleep, Maud turned to me and gave me yet another long, lingering kiss.

“I guess letting you have control of my glasses isn’t so bad,” she said after disengaging from my mouth. 

I tried not to smile too incredulously and failed. 

“You’re still insisting that these are yours?” I asked while pointing to the eyewear that was still on my face and thinking that I should invest in some croakies sometime in the immediate future.

“Oh, I know that they’re mine. Look at the left temple. You’ll see ‘McGavin’ inscribed on the inside. That’s my name. Maud McGavin.”

I nodded as if I believed her. Fact is, I strongly suspected she was telling the truth by was by no means going to let the glasses off my face to verify her story. Maud seemed to sense my reluctance to take the glasses off and laid her hand reassuringly on my shoulder.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’m not lying, and I really don’t mind if you keep the glasses on. It’s...nice letting you keep them. I don’t mind not having their power as long as I’m close to the one who does. Especially if it’s you.”

Maud confirmed her statement by giving me another kiss. She then wished me goodnight and closed her eyes. 

While the women slept, I remembered the misgivings Rob had warned me about on the phone. I then thought of what Maud had just told me.

Rob’s just a jealous bastard, I thought before falling asleep myself.
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