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Brittany giggled. She couldn’t help it; even with everyone watching, even when the resort’s staff canteen was filled with her coworkers, all of whom seemed to be massive gossips. It was just...everything was so funny. Before, her job had been stressful, even exhausting, but now, after that weird static had played in her room the night before, she just couldn’t worry about any of it.

She was a surf instructor at the Ngoc Trai Resort in Da Nang, Vietnam. Her grandparents had been born in Saigon, so curiosity about her ancestral land had drawn her there after finishing college; the tourism scene was booming and salaries were good, but things could be rough in her daily grind. Everyone seemed to expect everything to be perfect, and there was a large group of customers who seemed to believe that, if they paid $50 for a two-hour surfing lesson, then they should be able to surf like a pro at the end of those two hours. Also, of course, the weather had to be perfect, and if either of these conditions were not met, which they often weren’t, then the clientele would get very angry very quickly. Brittany had a degree in telecommunications, and she often felt that dealing with fat, sunburned, angry white people was something that she shouldn’t have to do.

Usually, that part of the job was exhausting...but today it just hadn’t been getting to her. She’d been trying to tutor a family of spectacularly unfit Texans that morning, and despite the fact that they couldn’t even seem to stay on their boards lying down, and that that made them madder than anything else in human history, she’d managed to keep her cool. It had been easy, even. Everything was just so entertaining! A laugh at the wrong time had led to the family storming off, which meant no tip, but she couldn’t be bothered about that, she really couldn’t.

And she’d been so horny, too. She’d had to spend the entire morning resisting the urge to slip a finger under her bikini bottoms, even with the decidedly unappetizing crowd she was catering to. It was unprofessional, she knew, and she also knew that if she let it affect her work performance in any way she’d probably be fired...but she couldn’t be bothered about that, either. Really, nothing mattered except sex. The problem was, she didn’t have a boyfriend, none of her coworkers were attractive at all, and none of the tourists even so much as caused her to raise an eyebrow. There were always the locals, but she didn’t have an easy way to meet any of them.

So here she was, giggling in the canteen. It had to have been the static; that was all that had changed. She giggled at her life, her problems, giggled until they just seemed to fade away. Then, as everyone in the room watched, she got up and put away her dishes. It was time to go back to work.

For the afternoon, she only had one client booked, an American surfer named Chris who’d gone for the five-hour surfing tour. The practice was to go up and down the coast, hitting the different beaches and getting a taste for the waves the Da Nang area could offer. Brittany usually dreaded the tours because clients were sometimes unpleasant or creepy, but today, of course, she didn’t feel strongly about it either way. In fact, she was almost looking forward to meeting Chris. Maybe he was cute.

As previously arranged, they met in the hotel lobby. Chris arrived a minute or two after she did; from the moment he stepped out of the elevator, she was head over heels in love. He was tall and muscular, with tanned skin and a head of beautiful straight dark hair. She felt her heart tremble, but she had to remind herself to cool it; after all, it was true that he was attractive, stunning even, but she had a job to do. Doing him would have to take a back seat.

“Hey there,” he said, waving as he made his way over.. “Brittany, right?”

“Like, that’s me!” She giggled. It was weird, actually; she’d never been one to giggle before. It was just that Chris made her feel...giggly. Everything made her feel giggly. “Ready for the, um, the surf tour?”

“Hell yes,” said Chris. She felt his eyes on her; did he like what he saw? She hoped so. The two of them turned and headed out to the parking lot, where one of the hotel Jeeps was waiting. Two surfboards were already strapped to the top.

“So, like, what brings you to Vietnam?” she asked, as they climbed into their ride. “Just a vacation?”

“Yeah,” said Chris. “I’m from L.A., and I surf on the weekends. When I go on vacation, I like to spend it out in the water! So I hope I’m not as much of a pain to deal with as people who’ve never touched a surfboard before.” He laughed.

He had no idea, but she laughed along with him. It was a relief to know that he’d at least be capable of handling himself out there. Maybe she’d actually have the chance to enjoy a surf lesson for once...although, really, she might have agreed to tutor him for free. As far as she was concerned, eye candy was a legitimate form of monetary payment.

The usual route was to go roughly north to south along the coast, which meant first driving to the northern end of the route. Usually – especially before her transformation – Brittany would be gripping the wheel hard, already aggravated, during that long stretch of being in the car. Mopeds zipped this way and that ahead, and the passengers to her side and behind her were also a constant source of trouble. But this was different. She and Chris were quickly swapping stories of surfing competitions, discussing wave conditions off Hawaii, arguing over which boards were the best. It was nerdy, but it was also far, far more enjoyable than making awkward small talk about where-are-you-headed-after-Da-Nang and oh-have-you-been-to-Saigon-and-how-about-Hue.

She was relieved to find, when they pulled up to the first spot on the list, that the surf was looking good enough to do something with. “Like, it’s not the Banzai Pipeline,” she said to Chris, gesturing at the water, “but this is pretty good, right?”

“Yeah,” he said, “yeah.” The words came out a little bit strange, and when she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, she saw that he was looking at her. Men, she thought, smiling to herself. They were really all the same...not that she minded.

The two of them got their boards and headed out towards the waves. It was the wrong time of day to be surfing seriously, since the early-morning surf had broken up and conditions wouldn’t return to ideal until the evening, but it was rare that a tourist would ever want to surf with the chickens or through dinnertime. Brittany encouraged Chris to go first so that she could get an eye for his form; it wasn’t a complete lie, since she did want to know what she was working with, but she also just wanted to watch him standing on the board, to get a good view of his body, which was only covered by a pair of tight swim trunks.

She wasn’t disappointed. Surfing clearly wasn’t the only exercise he was doing – his entire body was lean, toned and tanned. When the sun hit him just right, he practically gleamed, like some sort of Greek statue. It was hard to tear her eyes away from him, even when he hit a particularly difficult stretch of wave and wiped out.

Chris didn’t seem like one to be discouraged easily, though; he surfaced, laughing, and climbed back on the board. “That one caught me off guard!”

“They catch me occasionally, too,” said Brittany. “You never know what the ocean’s gonna do, right? But, like, if you wanted my advice…” Swimming a little closer to him, she tried to walk him through the steps to improving his form, but he just didn’t quite seem to be following. It didn’t help that the ideas in her mind felt like they had to pass through a thick mass of cottage cheese before they could reach her mouth.

“I get what you’re saying about tightening things up a little bit,” he said, knitting his eyebrows together, “but I just...can you demonstrate on the beach?”

“Yeah, of course!” Brittany smiled to herself. It was going to be far easier to charm her surfing partner when they were out of the loud, crashing waves.

The two of them worked their way back to the beach, where she had Chris stand on his surfboard and mimic his usual stance, then try to follow her lead. It must have looked like a weird kind of surfboard yoga, but they were making progress...some progress. It was just really hard to explain the things that she was trying to get across to him, and she couldn’t quite put them into words.

At last, she gave up. Stepping across the warm sand, she touched his elbows lightly, then his shoulders, pushing them into position. Understanding dawned on his face...just as a blush began to creep across his cheeks. “Oh, um, I get it now. Thank you.”

“Actually,” said Brittany, “maybe we should get moving to the next beach. Conditions can be a little different there. It could be easier to, like, practice.”

“Sure thing,” said Chris. She felt his eyes on him as she bent to pick up her surfboard, then turned and headed back towards the Jeep. There had been a tension between them before, but now it had been kicked up a notch. She wondered how she would be able to keep her hands off of him for the whole rest of the trip.

With each beach they visited, that feeling of tension only got stronger. Her surfing partner was improving slowly but surely as they practiced – probably shaking the rust off more than anything – but that didn’t mean she didn’t find reasons to correct his posture. In fact, she was doing it more and more on every stop, until finally she was practically running her hands up and down his arms. It was unprofessional in the extreme, but he didn’t say anything, and the blush on his cheeks, and the growing tent in his shorts, told her that it was unlikely that he’d even want to.

Still, nothing happened until the tour was almost over. They’d just finished up at the last beach on the list and were heading back, navigating the short stretch of rush-hour traffic between them and the hotel. “Well,” said Chris, “I had a great time today. Are you...off after this?”

“Like, I sure am,” said Brittany, practically buzzing with anticipation. What was he going to say? Did he feel the same way about her as she did about him?

“I was wondering if you’d want to...you know, have a drink in my room or something. I just feel a connection with you.” He couldn’t meet her eyes as the words came out, but she knew that he was completely sincere simply from his tone.

She’d never been more excited. “I’d love to! I just need, like, half an hour or so after the tour, and then I’d be happy to meet you.”

“Great,” he said, smiling broadly. “Great. I had no idea my surfing tour would end this way, but, well, I’m not going to question it.”

They parted ways after Brittany parked the Jeep in the hotel lot. She waited until Chris was out of sight, then broke into a run. There was just so much to do in so little time! She had to punch out, put on some real clothes (all she had was a t-shirt and shorts, but that was still better than her swimsuit), do her makeup, and get psyched up, all while somehow making it to his room by the prescribed time of 5:30. The stress that she hadn’t been feeling before was back now in spades; a bunch of lame tourists couldn’t scare her, but the prospect of disappointing this wonderful man sure could.

At last, she was standing in front of his hotel room door, ready in every way but mentally. Taking a deep breath, she stepped forward and knocked on the heavy wood. There was a moments’ pause, and then she heard the sound of footsteps; another moment later, the door swung open, revealing Chris. He had changed into a loose shirt that he hadn’t bothered to button up; below it, she could see his toned muscles, a sight that drove her almost wild with desire. “Um, like, hey again,” she said, momentarily struck even dumber.

“Hey there,” he said. “You look great!”

“Thank you,” she said, blushing. “I didn’t really, like, do very much, but I’m glad you like it!” She almost wanted to say me instead of it, but he would be getting the best possible view of her in just a few minutes – better to ask him then, right?

“I sure do,” said Chris. “Well, I took the liberty of ordering a couple of drinks, so I don’t know if you wanted to…” he turned, gesturing at a pair of mai tais sitting on the dresser, but she could see that he knew that they were really beside the point. His cheeks were flushed as well, and you could have cut the tension in the air with a knife.

“Chris, like, thank you, and we can drink them a little later,” she said, “but...right now I don’t want a drink. I want you.”

There was a pause, and Brittany’s companion looked for a moment like a deer in headlights. Then he smiled. “Oh, Brittany, I...I want you too. It feels like I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.”

And then they were stepping towards each other, and then his arms were wrapping around her, enfolding her in a warm, deeply comforting embrace. She sighed with contentment, but then their lips were meeting, passions swirling through them as they sank into a deep kiss. Her heart pounded, arousal flowing through her; her animal desires were awakening, and the lowest, most lustful parts of her being cried out for sex, for fulfillment, for climax. Today, they would both get what they dreamed of.

After a little while, Chris broke away, looking into her eyes. “Fuck, I can’t believe this is really happening. I want to get you out of that top.”

“Like, of course, baby,” said Brittany, spreading her arms. “Go ahead.” Her lover was on her right away, pulling her shirt up over her head, practically swatting aside the flimsy fabric before tossing it onto the ground. He seemed to know his way around a bra clasp, and the undergarment quickly followed, landing on top of her shirt and leaving her breasts completely exposed to his hungry gaze.

But she couldn’t let him enjoy the view without getting something in return. His shirt was already unbuttoned, so it was easy enough to push it off his shoulders, sending it tumbling down and revealing his beautifully muscular torso. She drank in the sight, let it feed the lust monster within her.

Looking down at his shorts, she saw a bulge rapidly growing. She reached out and cupped it, feeling his warmth through the fabric, feeling the blood pump through his veins as it worked to stiffen his cock and ready his balls. There was nothing more erotic than the knowledge that every part of his being was preparing to mount her, from his frontal cortex all the way back to his brain stem.

She had to see it all in action. She undid the button of his shorts with a swift motion of her fingers, then slid the zipper down. After that, there was little to hold them up, and they fell away, revealing the fact that he hadn’t been wearing underwear. She would have teased him about that, but...oh my. His cock was absolutely beautiful, thick without being too thick and long without being long enough that she’d have to worry about it bottoming out. Veins patterned its surface, and it was still stiffening, reaching towards her almost as if it was pointing out the cause of its arousal.

“I hope you like it,” said Chris, smiling a little shyly, “but fair is fair, right? I get to see yours.” Reaching out, he pushed down her shorts, then her panties, and then she was as exposed as he was.

“Um, like, what did you want to…” She wanted to let him take the lead; she’d been practically throwing herself on him all day, so it felt only fair to let him set the pace for a little while.

“I, uh, wanted to try something. If it’s okay...I’ve never eaten a girl out before, but I’ve always wondered what it would be like.”

“Sounds great!” said Brittany. That wasn’t an exaggeration; it really, really did. Getting licked by a guy like Chris had been one of her recurring fantasies even before the dramatic changes of the past twenty-four hours.

“In that case,” said Chris, “why don’t we…” Wrapping an arm around her waist, he hoisted her into the air, a casual gesture of physical strength that left her weak in the knees. They headed over to the bed, and there he set her gently down, legs open towards the edge of the mattress. She felt exposed, but in a good way, especially when he knelt down in front of her and put a hand on each of her thighs. “Ready?”

“Like, I’ve never been more ready for anything,” she said, giggling.

He smiled encouragingly, then leaned forward and began running his tongue in a wide arc around her pussy. The sensation was immediate and electric; he hadn’t touched any of her most sensitive parts, hadn’t even come close, and yet waves of arousal were still flowing through her. Her nervous system was so tuned-up, so primed to respond to any stimulation, that it went into overdrive in response to absolutely anything. The other times she’d had sex, it hadn’t been like this at all; she’d barely felt a thing, not until her lovers had reached orgasm. Though Chris had barely touched her, she already knew that this time would be different. Much different.

His tongue danced back and forth, drawing closer to her pussy with each passing moment. She felt like she was going mad, so badly did she want him inside her, and yet what little of her brain was still capable of rational thought kept reminding her that it would feel better if she didn’t force it, if she didn’t push him faster than he wanted to go. As his tongue brushed past her clit, though, as another flicker of pleasure buzzed through her, it grew harder and harder to resist her urges.

Then she forgot all of that. Suddenly, his tongue was pushing inside of her, spreading her pussy open. The sensation as it brushed between her labia was nice; the sensation as it hit the sensitive nerve endings inside of her was everything she’d been hoping for. Pulses of pleasure shot through her whenever he reached a particularly sensitive place, and she found herself breathing heavily, sighing with each exhale and nearly gasping with each inhale. Her body was wired at the most basic to respond to what her lover was doing, and her mind never entered the equation at any point in that process.

With each moment, he plunged deeper; with each moment, her pleasure grew more intense. She began to lose track of time, and seconds turned into minutes as he worked his magic. For a man who insisted that he’d never eaten a woman out before, Chris certainly knew what he was doing. Everything seemed to fade away until just his tongue remained, his tongue and her pussy. How utterly blessed she was!

Just as she began to see her orgasm approaching, just as she was preparing to give herself over entirely to wild throes of pleasure, he stopped. She had to stop herself from crying out as he lifted his head off of her. “Sorry,” he said, “but you didn’t think I was going to let you off that easy, did you?”

“But, like, I was so close,” groaned Brittany. “Just, like, a little more…”

“Oh, I’ll give you that little bit more,” said Chris. “But differently. If it’s okay with you...I thought I would put my cock to work.”

Her eyes widened as she processed what he was saying. She was about to be mounted, used like a bitch in heat. As great as his tongue had been, this would be a completely different kind of pleasure, one she also wanted to experience. “Like, I’d love that. Just...do it quickly.”

Luckily, her lover was more than happy to comply. Taking a condom from somewhere, he slid it on in record time, then placed his hands back on her thighs...only now he was standing up, his cock pointing directly at her slit. It felt like there was something special about the moment; he’d been pleasuring her before, but now he was about to join the party himself. From now on, they’d be building towards orgasm together, and that knowledge made the experience all the more arousing.

Thrusting forward, he brought his cock to the edge of her slit. Then, slowly and tenderly, he began to slide inside of her. The fit was natural, almost easy; he stretched her, but there was no pain, only mild discomfort that soon dissipated as the thickest part of the head of his cock passed through her pussy lips. Soon she was moaning aloud, desperate for him to get his full length inside of her as soon as he possibly could.

As it happened, that was only moments away. The feeling when his pelvis hit hers was nice, but the real pleasure came when he began to pull out of her; the gentle sucking sensation was hard to describe, but even harder to resist. Slowly, he began to get up to a gentle rhythm, sliding in and out, slowly increasing in speed with each movement. It just kept getting better and better, more and more intense. How was it even possible that sex could feel this good?

Soon, he was fully up to speed, and time seemed to dissolve into nothingness. What need did Brittany have for the ticking of the seconds if she had a much more pleasurable rhythm to keep track of instead? The thrusts of his cock came with a mechanical, staccato regularity, sending pleasure pounding through her like the beating of some erotic heart. She moaned, cried out, released herself completely to the moment. There was no space in her brain for worries, cares, even simple thoughts; everything was devoted to the cock that was pushing into her, just that and nothing else.

She felt herself building towards orgasm. Each of his motions sent waves of pleasure through her that didn’t simply subside; instead, they built up somewhere deep in her nervous system, threatening to overrun the whole thing. It would be wonderful, she knew, to lose herself in that pleasure, to forget everything and just sink into it...and now she was ready to do just that. She’d been telling herself to wait, to let everything build up, but she’d been waiting long enough. She had to have the pleasure now. Come on, she thought, I’m almost there, almost there, oh fuck, almost there…

And then Brittany went over the edge. Ecstasy crashed through her, pleasure more intense than anything she’d ever experienced. She was having the best possible sex with the best possible partner, and the results were reflecting that, giving her an overwhelming orgasm that she knew she’d remember for the rest of her life. For a moment, her mind blanked, simply unable to function, swamped with a tsunami of bliss. She was screaming, she realized, thrashing, moaning, but she couldn’t worry about that, could only focus on the waves of bliss shooting through her. This was...this was pure art.

Finally, after what seemed like a long time, she began to come down. The sensation in her core grew warm and sleepy, and she found herself relaxing. Chris was still thrusting, and it still felt good; within a few moments, though, he reached his own orgasm, grunting as he released his seed into the condom. It was endlessly satisfying to realize that she’d brought him over the edge as well.

As they recovered, neither said anything, simply allowing the moment to tell its own story. Brittany got some tissues from a box on the nightstand and began to clean herself up; Chris followed suit once he was back to reality, wiping her juices off his softening cock.

Once they had finished, she smiled. “That was, like, unforgettable.”

“Hell yes,” said Chris. “I think that was...I think that was the best I’ve ever had. I don’t want to get ahead of myself, but I’ve got plans to visit Da Nang again. I’ve only been here for a day, but already I’m noticing that the...attractions...are hard to beat.”

“Sounds great, baby,” said Brittany. “But, like, why wait till next year? You’re here for a few more days, I’m sure.” She drew a little closer to him. “And, heck, you’re here now.”

He laughed. “I like the way you think. Give me a few minutes, and then we’ll go again. I have something else I want to try.”

“Deal,” said Brittany. Soon, she knew, they would have to part ways...but before then, she vowed, she would make Chris’ vacation one he would remember for as long as he lived.
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