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Port Manby, Washington, was hardly the kind of place you’d expect to find an ambitious young woman with dreams of making a difference in the world...and a dirty little secret. It was hardly the kind of place you’d expect to find a young woman at all. Most of the local youth had departed for Seattle, or else Vancouver, Portland or any number of places in California, leaving just a few residents under forty-five and even fewer under thirty. The main street consisted of a few two-story buildings backing up onto the bluff, which overlooked a rocky beach. There was a seafood restaurant, a little cafe, a souvenir shop, and a candy store whose displays were filled with saltwater taffy older than some of the clientele. It simply wasn’t a very interesting place.

But Emily had never managed to leave. Life had just gotten in the way; her parents, never amazing with money, hadn’t been able to come up with the cash to send her to college straight after high school, so she’d moved into a basement closer into town and gotten a job as a waitress at the cafe. With a few years of saving on her part – and hopefully on her parents’ as well – she’d be able to go off to college at Western Washington University. Even with the trouble the family had run into, everything was shaping up well; Emily’s dream of being a large-animal vet seemed well within reach.

There was just one problem, a problem so strange – and so embarrassing – that she feared that no one would believe her if she told them about it. It was just that, every summer, she turned into a...into a...a complete bimbo.

It wasn’t that it happened all at once. June was a month generally counted as part of summer, but in the Northwest the weather was usually worse then than it had been in May, so it didn’t seem to set off her transformation. Once things warmed up, though, usually around the fifth of July (as the old joke went), she found herself beginning to forget things, to giggle at men, to go wandering outside in nothing but shorts and a bikini top. And her libido...well, that was a whole other can of worms.

There was nothing she could do about it, either. She’d tried everything – leaving notes to herself, asking other people to check in on her without telling them why, every other trick in the book – and nothing could solve the problem. She rarely had any specific memories of the summer, either, just the general impression that it had passed in a vague, happy fog, so there was no way to tell if anything had ever summoned her back to reality, even briefly. It was inconvenient, and it would be especially bad if she ever got a job requiring more than basic brain work, but she had little option but to get used to it.

That year, it came just as it always had; a flickering of something new during the first few warm days in June, and then a slow but uncontrollable transformation in early July. She tried to fight it at first, but slipping into hazy giggliness just felt way too good.

About a week into the process, she was at work at the cafe as usual. She couldn’t quite remember customers’ orders, but her notebook took care of that; she couldn’t quite figure out what change to give those who paid in cash, but the owner, who was also the cook, helped her out with that. She had been in a happy haze of sandwich-serving all morning, pouring tea and making espresso drinks (the worst in town, but also the best in town, since they were the only ones in town) when a man her age walked through the door.

That alone was enough to get her attention. The average age of the customers was somewhere in the neighborhood of fifty-five, and those few young people who did come in were usually accompanied by their elderly parents. But this man was tall, handsome, and completely alone. How could that be?

Actually, Emily didn’t care. She was attracted to him as soon as she caught sight of him; maybe it was the mischievous gleam in his eye, or how polite he was to her when he said hello, or how low-cut his tank top was, but she just couldn’t get him out of her head. She rushed to serve the other tables, trying to keep them satisfied so that she could reserve plenty of time for taking his order. She hadn’t been this excited since...since...well, she couldn’t remember when, but it had been a long time.

As she approached, notebook and pen in hand, she felt her heart fluttering. Her apron was covering her scanty outfit, and she regretted that she couldn’t give him a better look, but she tried to compensate for that by bending well over his table, giving him a wide smile as she lifted her pen. “Like, what’ll you be having today?”

“Um…” he scratched his chin, raking his fingers along the line of stubble. “Well, I like the sound of the club sandwich, but I might go for the blackened-fish one instead. Which would you recommend?”

“Like, definitely the club sandwich,” said Emily. “It’s our specialty.” She knew her flights of fancy were getting really wild now, but she didn’t want to kiss someone with fishy breath.

“I’m sure you’re a girl who knows her sandwiches,” he said, smiling. “I’ll have that. With the side salad, please.”

Flirty, polite, and a healthy eater? Emily tried not to get too carried away as she hurried back to the kitchen to put in the order. Hopefully, her manager was on his A-game today; they weren’t the most gourmet restaurant out there, and sometimes the food could be a little pedestrian.

She was bustling around the other tables, trying to get them all served quickly so that she’d have more time to hang around the mysterious new customer, when an old woman looked up from the table. “Excuse me,” she said, pointing at her receipt, “this tomato soup rang up for $5.99, but on the menu it was only $4.99. Are you trying to overcharge me?”

“Um, like, no, ma’am,” said Emily, hurrying over. She knew that the soup really was six dollars, not five, but getting a menu wasn’t going to be much help; judging by the crone’s coke-bottle glasses, she wasn’t going to be able to see the evidence. What to do?

Just then, the young man stood up behind her, holding a dollar bill. “Here,” he said, handing the old woman the money. “I’ll make up the difference.” As he leaned over to hold out the bill, his muscular arm passed within inches of Emily’s chest; she felt her heart flutter. She wanted nothing more than to just...to just jump on him and...but no, no, no. She was on the clock! She couldn’t be fantasizing about the customers, not even the hot ones.

The grandmother took the dollar bill, smiling at the man. “Oh, you’re so kind. Thank you so much. Never mind about the price, then.” Emily breathed a sigh of relief and felt an upwelling of gratitude at the same time. The situation could have gotten tedious and unpleasant, but he had singlehandedly salvaged it.

At last, the club sandwich appeared; luckily, it was one of her manager’s better creations, and she hurried it over to her new crush’s table. “Um, like, here you go. Let me know if there are any problems.”

“Oh, no, this looks delicious. Thank you.” He smiled at her, leaving her feeling gooey inside. How could he wield so much power over her emotions? Was this...was this love at first sight?

She needed a break, a chance to process her emotions. Luckily, her usual half-hour for lunch was coming up, and she was looking forward to hurrying back to her apartment, warming up a can of soup, and fantasizing about finding this man again, someday, somehow.

He finished eating just before she was due to get off and handed her his credit card. “The food was great, and so was the service. I’ll definitely be coming back here. I’m Tyler, by the way.”

“Oh,” giggled Emily, realizing that he had to be at least a little interested to introduce himself like that, “I’m Emily. I’m, like, so glad you liked it!”

“I really liked it,” said Tyler, eyes straying down to the hem of her cutoffs. “But you’ll probably be wanting to turn over the table.” He got up and put on his coat. “See you again some other time.”

“Um, see you,” said Emily, waving as he headed out the door. She went back to run the card, then realized that he had left without it. But...but...if he lost his credit card, he’d never want to come back! She waited for the machine to beep, then pulled out the plastic rectangle and ran to clock out for her lunch break. Her boss stuck his head out of the kitchen, obviously wondering what the rush was, but she had no time to answer him. She had a man to catch.

She caught up to Tyler as he was getting into his car. “Um, like, hey,” she said, panting, “sorry to bother you, but, like, you left this back in the cafe.”

“Oh, I did?” He took the card, slid it into his wallet, and smiled. “Well, thank you. That would have been a huge mess, and you’ve gotten me out of it. I’ll have to find some way to repay you.”

Emily felt a thrill run down her spine. Did he...did he want what she wanted? She could find out, but there was only one way to do that, and it would mean biting the bullet.

Well, her parents might have been disorganized, but they hadn’t raised a coward. “Um, like, I know it’s a little weird, but, like, I felt a real...a real connection back there, and I’m on my lunch break now, so I was wondering if you’d want to maybe come back to...come back to my place?”

Tyler smiled. “I’d love to! We’ll call it a speed date. Is it nearby?”

“Like, just across the street,” Emily said, pointing to the house whose basement she lived in. Together, they started across the street while she reveled in the knowledge that it had worked! That it was really working! Tyler’s presence by her side felt like something out of a wild reverie, but it was all happening in real life.

As she was unlocking the door, he smiled at her again. “So, how’s a woman like you come to be working at a little cafe in a place like this? You seem like you could do big things.”

She knew he was being nice, but the phrase do big things felt a little on-the-nose at the moment, and she had to suppress a giggle. “Well, like, I was born here, and I’m going to go to school, but I need to save up first, you know? So until I have enough money, like, I’m doing this.” Together, they stepped into her little apartment; it wasn’t the nicest place to live, but Emily kept it as clean as she could, and it felt reasonably homey.

“Oh, really?” said Tyler. “It’s cool to see someone trying to build a future for themselves. But I have to say that you’re also a really good waitress. You have that charm, you know?”

“You think I do?” Emily blushed. Compliments were cheap, of course, but anything from Tyler felt like a priceless gem.

“Yes,” he said. “I mean, what is charm? Friendliness, charisma, good looks...you have it all.”

Emily’s blush grew deeper. “Don’t, like, say that,” she giggled. “If you keep talking this way, you might make me believe that you...that I…”

“That what?” He grinned.

“I...I can’t say,” she said. “It’s too...I’m too embarrassed…”

“You don’t have to,” said Tyler, taking her hand. The warmth of his skin felt like an electric shock, and the hairs on her body stood on end. She felt like the two of them were in a bubble, their own little world, and that what he was doing was all that mattered in the universe.

“I...you…” she stammered, trying to find words to put to the moment and failing utterly.

“It’s okay,” he said. “Really, you don’t have to say anything. Just let things roll, okay?” And then he was leaning forward, and so was she, and then...then...then their lips were meeting, meeting in a swirl of passion, of excitement, of arousal. She felt her heart practically beating out of her chest as the heat of the moment filled her entire body. There had been kisses before, boys here and there, but none of them had compared to this.

After what felt like long minutes but had really probably been just a few moments, Emily broke away. It was so, so good, but she just needed a second or two to process what was happening. “I’ve...I’ve never felt like this before.”

Tyler smiled. “Neither have I. It feels like anything is possible, anything at all. So tell me, princess, what do you want right now?”

“You,” said Emily. The word came unbidden from her mouth, but it was true, as true as anything she’d ever said. She wanted him, his wonderful personality, his gorgeous smile, and his beautiful body.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” said Tyler. “I’m so happy we agree.” And then he was kissing her again, as suddenly as before, but this time she was fully ready for him, and she felt herself melting into him, her being pouring into his. It was a beautiful feeling.

Then his hands left her hips, where they had been resting before, and began to creep slowly upward. Was he...actually going for it? She wanted it, she knew, wanted it badly, but it was hard to believe that it was actually happening...or was, that is, until his fingers wrapped around her breasts. She let out a moan and felt her insides begin to warm with arousal; it felt even better than she’d hoped for, better than she’d thought possible.

His movements were directed more by lust than by expertise. Breaking off the kiss once more, he fumbled, groped, felt for her nipples underneath the apron and teased them for a few moments; then he reached behind her, undid the knot, and pulled it off, revealing her crop top and short shorts. “Fuck,” he breathed, “you’re hot.”

Though his words were less than educated, she had never heard such poetry. “Like, you think so, baby?”

“I know so,” he said, “and I have to see more.” Then his arms were wrapping around her waist; almost effortlessly, he lifted her up and then set her down on the kitchen table. She felt a surge of arousal at his casual display of strength, and another as he yanked off her top in one fluid motion. She hadn’t been wearing a bra, and she watched his eyes widen as he saw her tits in all their glory.

This was a feeling of power that she’d never had before. “Like it, baby?” She smiled brightly.

“Like it?” he said. “I love it. If it’s okay with you, there’s something I want to try. See, I...I’ve never gone down on a woman before, and I thought…”

His sudden shyness made him irresistible, and his proposal was attractive as well. “Sure, baby,” she said, “like, go for it.”

“Fuck, this is hot,” he murmured, getting down on his knees as he fumbled with the button of her shorts. After a few seconds of frantic motion, he’d managed to get them open and was sliding them down her legs; a few seconds later, they were lying on the floor, leaving her panties as the only barrier between him and the thing he wanted so much. But they didn’t provide much resistance either, and soon her bare pussy was exposed to the world, exposed most of all to his hungry gaze, to his almost-frantic lust.

He rested his hands on her thighs. The touch of his fingers felt different there than it had on her tits; sure, her nipples were sensitive, but they weren’t connected to the primal depths of her mind, the primal depths that wanted to rut, that wanted to feel her lover go deep into her dripping snatch. Her thighs, on the other hand, were close to the center of pleasure, so close she could feel herself slowly growing desperate to hurry him along, to force him to get to the good part. It’ll happen, she told herself, but she almost couldn’t believe that any of this was real; deep down, she still couldn’t believe that he’d be pleasuring her.

His left hand stayed where it was, but his right hand proved restless, traveling up her trembling leg, fingers brushing around her vagina in a wide circle. Extending his pointer finger, he traced lines along her pussy lips, dodging just outside the pleasure zone. Arousal was building up inside her now, making it harder and harder to think. She’d been doing her job just a few minutes before, but that seemed like an entirely different world now. Wasn’t it funny how these things happened?

Then Tyler’s finger brushed gently along her clit. For the first time, she felt a spark of real pleasure; a second moan escaped her lips, and she instantly hungered for more. She could imagine, now, what the orgasm he was going to give her would feel like, how deep and full and impossibly wonderful it would feel. Unlike with many of her previous lovers, she felt that pleasure as an inevitability; the only question was when exactly it would arrive.

Soon, it seemed, especially if he kept going the way he already was. One of his fingers was gently circling her clit, teasing and rubbing it without quite letting loose, while another was running down her needy cunt, sliding along the edges of the slit. She wanted, needed, him inside her, and she found herself begging for him to do just that. “Oh shit, baby, like, that feels so good, but...I want...”

“But you want what?” Tyler smiled. “That isn’t gonna cut it, babe. Tell me what you want, and make sure to say ‘please,’ and then maybe, maybe, I’ll do it for you.” His finger swiped between her pussy lips once again, sinking perhaps a millimeter into the wet hole behind them, and she felt a hint, just a hint, of the pleasure she wanted so badly.

Emily had to do it. It didn’t matter what he wanted; if that was what it took to get him to go further, she would do it. “Fuck, baby, please go deeper into my pussy. Like, use your fingers, your tongue, whatever. Please, you’re driving me insane…”

“Sure thing,” said Tyler, leaning in. Before she fully realized what was happening, he’d extended his tongue and was gently running it around her pussy. The feeling was totally different than it had been from his finger; that was nice, but it felt less alive, less visceral. His tongue felt like a totally different animal, a hungry creature exploring all her nooks and crannies.

That got even better when he slid it into her pussy. All at once, she felt a new wave of pleasure flowing through her, a steady stream that doubled what she was already getting; her insides were buzzing now, alive with stimulation. The more she got, though, the more she wanted, and soon she realized that there would be no relief, not until she finally came. Still, weren’t there worse problems to have?

Tyler’s tongue darted this way and that inside of her. Everywhere it went, it seemed to unlock a little burst of sensation. As it burrowed inside of her, she only wanted it to go deeper, to discover what it could unlock in her very depths; even though she wanted that, though, it was hard to imagine him making her feel any better. Every time he did – and it happened every few seconds – she was surprised anew.

She felt herself beginning to climb towards orgasm. As her lover pushed further into her, as the sensations he unearthed grew more and more intense, an intense warmth began to build inside of her. When it grew to a blazing fire, she knew that she would tip over the edge and soar into a massive, unforgettable explosion of pleasure. If only it would hurry up and arrive!

For several minutes, they fell into an easy rhythm. Tyler’s tongue darted this way and that, exploring new depths in Emily’s pussy; in turn, she moaned, writhed, cried out under his expert assault. Time seemed to fade away, along with everything that wasn’t directly related to the flower of pleasure that was beginning to bloom inside her. She felt that she could live here, in this world of pure sex, forever.

But it couldn’t be, not really. Nothing in this world stays the same, and getting to the orgasm she wanted so badly meant that she had to transcend mere pleasure and ascend to utter bliss. Each second was bringing her closer to that moment, each second raising the heat inside her further and further. The edge was close, and she was inching towards it, inch by beautiful, addictive, pleasurable inch…

And then she was falling into a sea of sensation. Waves of bliss crashed over her as she cried out, screaming Tyler’s name, screaming obscenities, screaming whatever came to mind, trying and failing to express the unforgettable feelings flowing through her. Her eyes crossed and went out of focus; in fact, all her senses seemed to dim, everything except the sense of pleasure. She floated in a beautiful world created by her mind, blind to absolutely everything else.

At last, though, the orgasmic pleasure began to release her. She panted, gasped, as Tyler withdrew from her, leaving her to return to reality. She was sore, she realized, from sitting on the kitchen table, and she wondered whether she’d pulled a muscle; still, these little reminders of reality only proved to her just how unforgettable the past few minutes had been.

“Well,” said Tyler, standing up and wiping his mouth, “I should probably let you get back to work. You wouldn’t really be able to explain this one to your boss.”

“Like, what?” asked Emily. “Oh yeah, like, work. I guess I should get dressed.” She hadn’t actually eaten lunch on her lunch break, but that was okay; the place would be closing down in a few hours, and then she’d have a snack or something to help herself hold out until dinner. It was so strange to think about mundane things like lunch when she’d just had the most incredible orgasm of her life. “But, um...promise me that, like, we’ll see each other again.”

“Of course,” said Tyler, handing her a slip of paper. Unfolding it, she saw that it had his phone number written on it. “I might be coming back in a week or two, but...text me.” He smiled. “Isn’t it strange how these things happen?”

It was, thought Emily. She would never have guessed that this was how her day would go down. “Yeah,” she said, “and...well, can you do that again sometime? That was…”

“Sure thing,” said Tyler. “Sure thing.”
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