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There were a few things Olivia didn’t like about her life. One of those things was her job, and the long commute she had to get through every morning and evening. Another was her money troubles – paying rent was hard in suburban LA, even when she was living in the cheapest apartment she’d been able to find. And the apartment itself was another downside; it was small and cramped and water-damaged, and sunlight could barely reach any of the windows, since they were just six feet from the next building over.

But none of those things mattered so much when she had the ocean just a ten minute walk away. Corcovado Beach was dirty and noisy and run-down, but it was also home to one of the best stretches of sand on the Pacific, and maybe the last one in California not to be completely overrun with Chinese tourists. Every weekend, and sometimes even after work, she would visit the beach, look out at the waves, and feel her troubles melt away.

Olivia had another motive for going to the beach, though; it was where the surfers were. She would watch them from afar, muscular young men wrestling their boards in the water, and feel a stirring in her loins that she just never felt any other time. She would get a surfer boyfriend, goddammit, or she would die trying.

The problem was that surfer boyfriends seemed to be hard to come by. Since Olivia didn’t surf herself, she couldn’t really compete with the girls who did, and so her strategy had been to just stretch out on the sand and hope that one of the guys noticed her. That hadn’t been very successful, either, and sometimes she wondered whether she should give up her silly dream and find an accountant or something to get with. But a little voice inside of her always prodded her to keep trying, and so she did.

One sunny Saturday, she was flipping through a romance novel and trying to look as eligible as possible when she felt the sand around her darken. Looking up, she noticed that a man was standing over her, leaving her in his shadow. He was tall and strong and handsome, and she felt her heart flutter. It was finally happening! “Hey there,” he said, “can you tell me where the nearest bathroom is?”

Be still her beating heart! He had asked her where the bathroom was! Olivia wanted to jump up and down and scream with joy, but she managed to keep herself under control. “Um, uh, it’s, it’s a little down the beach that way.” She pointed, glad not to have to look at him for a moment so that she didn’t have to try to wrench her gaze away from his sculpted muscles to actually make eye contact.

“Oh, really?” said the man, shading his eyes. “That’s a bathroom? I thought it was a snack bar or something. Well, thanks for helping me out. I’m Shaun, by the way. Nice to meet you. And you are?”

“Olivia,” said Olivia. “I, uh, live in town and come here whenever I have free time. Nothing beats the beach, right?”

“I feel you,” said Shaun. “I live around here too, but I was born in Hawaii. Not Oahu – the Big Island. I missed cheap rent right next to the beach like you can get there, so when I had to leave to look for work, I moved here. A little crowded for me, but hey, it’s a nice beach!”

“Yeah,” said Olivia, barely hearing anything he was saying. She was just so captivated by him, by his voice, by his mannerisms, by his pecs, that she didn’t have any brainpower left over to focus on the conversation.

“Hey,” said Shaun, “I really do have to get to the bathroom, because the guys are waiting for me, but could I maybe give you my phone number? You seem pretty cool.”

“Oh, uh, sure!” said Olivia, trying to conceal the fact that those were exactly the words she’d been waiting for. Getting out her phone, she wrote down the digits as he recited them in a manner that must have recalled that of Moses when he was taking down the Ten Commandments. Once the seven holy numbers were safely ensconced in her phone’s memory, she looked up at him and smiled. “I can...text you later or something.”

“Please do!” said Shaun. “I’m always looking to, you know, meet new people. Anyway, later!” Turning, he set off down the beach, towards the building that Olivia was now remembering was a snack bar. Oh well; the bathroom wasn’t that far from there. And he probably knew where it was anyway, living around here and everything.

Correct directions or no, Olivia was more excited than she’d been in years. She’d landed a man, a big muscly man with, she assumed, mad surfing skills. All she had to do now was charm him further.

* * *

By mid-afternoon the next day, it was dawning on Olivia that what was happening was really, really happening. She really had met a hottie. She really had gotten his phone number. And now they really had been texting on and off for the past several hours. He was funny and charming and always had a joke or a compliment ready for her. He really was her Prince Charming, and she felt completely swept off her feet.

So when he asked her for a favor, she was eager to help him out. Hey, he texted her, would you mind listening to a song for me? One of the weird things about me is that I like pretty niche music, and this is one of my favorites.

Niche music? Olivia mostly listened to whatever was popular, but she was totally down for whatever he was down for. Sure, send a link!

I have to send you the file, he said, because it’s not on any streaming services or YouTube. To be honest, a friend of mine knows the guys who recorded it! Then, a moment later, he sent her the file. It was surprisingly large for a three-minute song or whatever, but then maybe the file format tended to be big or something. She didn’t know anything about computers.

Cool, she said. I’ll give that a listen right now.

He responded with a simple enjoy!. Olivia grabbed some earbuds, sat down on the couch, and hit Play. What kind of music would it be, she wondered? Probably there was a sitar involved or something. Well, there was no law that said you had to share music taste with your boyfriend, so he could like what he wanted.

At first, there was just static. Maybe the recording was bad. She was beginning to wonder why a band that wanted to record music wouldn’t invest in a decent microphone when she lost all consciousness.

* * *

Olivia awoke after what seemed like a long time. Actually, it had been a long time. The little sunlight that came through her apartment window had faded, and the clock on her wall read…

Actually, that was funny. She had forgotten how to read a clock. Um, the big hand...it was...never mind. Picking up her phone, she saw that it was 5:30. Crazy! Where had all that time gone?

And it was strange. Normally, it wasn’t that she was a worrier, but she definitely had her share of anxiety about unusual things happening. But she just couldn’t feel bothered at all by the fact that she’d lost two hours. It was like her mind was floating in a comfortable pink fog, and problems from the world beyond couldn’t get through to her. Also, the little voice inside her head, the narration of her consciousness that reminded her about all the things she had to do...that was almost silent. It was all kind of nice. Her brain was like a peaceful garden, a walled garden that nothing could penetrate into. Had the music done all this?

She noticed that she had an unread text on her phone. It was from Shaun. Hey, I guess you’re jamming out to the music. When you’re done with that, text me! We should get dinner or something.

Her nerves trembled. A date? With Shaun? Her memory was a hazy blank in a lot of areas, but the one thing she could remember, could remember clearly, in fact, was that she was super, super into Shaun. When she pictured him in her mind’s eye, she felt herself flush with arousal. He was just so hot, and he probably had a massive…

Well, it was better not to get ahead of herself. She hadn’t landed the man yet, had she? He was still out there, not yet captive to her charms. It was a situation that she knew she had to remedy. Sorry, she texted back, I was listening to the music and I guess I fell asleep or something. We should totally meet up! Where were you thinking?

Shaun sent her the name of a popular food truck. They would get dinner there, he said, and then go for a walk on the beach or something. Olivia agreed instantly and then set about getting ready. Her current outfit wouldn’t do; it was too baggy and gross. Why did she even own clothes like that? Stripping down to her underwear – and then out of that as well once she realized her bra was somehow way, way too small – she dug through the closet and finally found some things that would look good.

All of her tops were completely the wrong size. It was like she had forgotten about her boobs altogether when she’d been shopping for them. At the back of her closet, though, she found a crop top that was so tight it almost functioned as a bra. This she paired with some short shorts and was about to go for her highest pair of heels when she realized that that really wasn’t going to work on the beach. How frustrating! Instead, she slipped on a pair of sandals and promised herself that she’d act extra sexy to make up for it. She would charm Shaun, goddammit! At any cost!

When she was done getting dressed and took a look at herself in the mirror, she realized why her clothes didn’t fit. It was because her body had changed! Her ass had never been noticeable before, but now her Daisy Dukes were really struggling to contain it. Her boobs were bigger, of course, and there were smaller adjustments all over her body. Great! Who knew that listening to a song or static or whatever that had been could result in such big changes? She got a funny feeling that the old Olivia might have been a little bit more worries about the strange things that had suddenly happened, but fuck that bitch, right?

Olivia did her makeup, a little heavier than normal, and then she was ready to go. Her car was parked in the basement garage, but driving was harder than she’d remembered it being. There were just so many little buttons to push, and working the pedals and the wheel at the same time was hard. It wasn’t her fault that she couldn’t focus, though; she was just thinking about shifting a different kind of stick.

At last, after one near-accident, Olivia pulled up at the parking lot nearest to the food trucks and looked around for Shaun. He showed up, as promised, and almost as dressed to impress as she was; his shirt was unbuttoned, letting his toned muscles breathe freely. When he saw her, he waved and flashed a smile that was part happy-to-see-you and part something-else, something almost like...pride or satisfaction or something. But that was silly. He hadn’t landed her yet, so what did he have to be proud of, really?

They met in the line for the food truck, which was selling Korean tacos. “Hey,” said Olivia. “Like, it’s nice to see you again.”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” said Shaun. “I knew I couldn’t keep myself waiting too long – I’m sorry if it was too soon to ask you out, just the day after we met and all!”

“No, it was, like, fine,” said Olivia. She knew she wasn’t really keeping up her side of the conversation, but how could she when she could just...look at Shaun instead? It was almost hard to believe he was real, he was so hot.

They chatted for a while as they waited, and finally it was their turn to order. Shaun got bulgogi tacos, and Olivia, despite not knowing anything about Korean food, ordered the same thing in an effort to impress him. When their food was ready, they carried it onto the sand, and Shaun spread out a towel. How thoughtful of him!

Olivia had to admit that Korean tacos were the real deal. She had no idea what “bulgogi” meant, but maybe it was the Korean word for “delicious meat bits” because that was what was in her dinner, along with kimchi – at least, she thought it was kimchi – rice, and a spicy red pepper paste that she had to down with a lot of water.

The red pepper wasn’t the hottest thing on the beach, though; that was her, at least judging by how Shaun was acting. He kept stealing little glances at her in the cutest way. She noticed that his eyes flashed when he did so, and that the look in them was almost one of hunger, but he was probably just hungry for Korean tacos. She was, that was for sure; her body growing and changing so dramatically seemed to have charged up her appetite, and she had half a mind to go back for more.

When they had both finished eating, they gazed out at the ocean for a while. “Do you ever wonder,” Shaun asked as the waves rolled in, “about destiny? Whether we’re meant for certain things?”

“Like, sometimes,” said Olivia. “I think love at first sight is real, and that’s, like, kind of the same thing, isn’t it?”

“I guess it is,” said Shaun. “Tell me, has that ever happened for you? I mean, love at first sight?”

“Oh, I –” Olivia giggled, a blush spreading over her face. “Like, I wouldn’t – I mean, I – I really –”

“It’s okay,” said Shaun, smiling. Casually but oh-so-confidently, he reached over and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Some of these big questions don’t have an easy answer, right? I’m just in that kind of mood. I get this way whenever I sit by the ocean.”

Olivia couldn’t say anything. His arm seemed to be sucking all the brainpower out of her head, preventing her from thinking, leaving her able to focus only on her pounding heart and her heaving chest. How was he making this moment so incredibly romantic?

“Say,” said Shaun, “I’ve got an idea. If we’re talking about the big questions, why don’t we go back to my place? Watch a movie? I’ve got a few I like that are about this kind of thing. Or, I don’t know, we could have some wine and chill. Either way.”

“Y-yeah,” said Olivia. “That, like, sounds great. Let’s do that.” Together, they walked back to their cars, and Olivia followed Shaun’s old Jeep as it pulled out of the parking lot and onto the road. Shaun’s building wasn’t that far from the beach, just fifteen minutes or so, in the donut of more affordable properties that had neither beach access nor a hilltop view. Olivia’s place was probably only ten minutes away. It was funny how you could live so close to a person but not meet them for years.

As she pulled into one of the visitor spots at Shaun’s building, Olivia realized that she didn’t even care a little bit about a movie, or even wine. There was only one thing she wanted, one huge, all-consuming thing, and, by god, she was going to get it.

They met up again in the parking garage, and Shaun walked her over to the elevators and took her up to the fifth floor. Once there, they headed down a hallway, rounded a corner, and then he stopped in front of one of the doors, unlocking it and motioning for her to come inside.

Shaun’s apartment was larger than Olivia’s, and though it still had no view of the ocean, it faced a street rather than an alleyway, so it was probably sunnier in the daytime. Despite all that, a casual observer would have been hard-pressed to describe it as nicer. That was because the floor was littered with Gatorade bottles and gym shorts, and because it smelled like a locker room. On the tile floor of the entryway, Shaun’s surfboard was drying, but other than that there was little in the way of furniture or decoration, just a couch, a TV, and a PlayStation 5. Why were straight men all like this?

Olivia didn’t care at all. Maybe Shaun was a slob. So what? He was hot, and that was what mattered. She turned to him. “So, like, did you have anything...anything in mind?”

“I was thinking, you know, a movie…” He turned to look at her and saw the gleam in her eye. “I mean, unless you had...another idea…”

“I might,” said Olivia, “unless you had a particularly romantic night planned, I have a...need that I, like, really need a hot guy to, you know,” she paused, “address.”

“Oh, really?” Shaun smiled. “I think I might be able to help you out with that, actually. What were you looking for, specifically?”

“Well, I just...need someone to, like, absolutely ruin my pussy,” said Olivia, smiling wickedly. “Would you be down for that?”

“Say no more,” said Shaun. He leaned forward, and before Olivia had fully processed what was happening, their lips had already met.

Though she wasn’t really at Shaun’s apartment for romance, per se, Olivia couldn’t deny that strong feelings swirled through her as he made sweet love to her lips. Passion, arousal, lust...maybe they weren’t suitable for a Hollywood movie, but that didn’t make them any less powerful, any less real. She couldn’t remember the last time she had felt this way about a man. She certainly hadn’t about her last hookup, a greasy-looking guy who worked at Subway but who had seemed a lot hotter after six glasses of wine.

She felt Shaun’s hands on her, on her ass, on her tits, and she moaned aloud; the sensation of being groped, used, for the enjoyment of a man was utterly unparalleled. They broke apart, and she looked him in the eyes. “Like, do whatever you want to me, babe,” she whispered. “I’m your slut, your bitch, your toy. I’m yours tonight.”

“Don’t you worry,” murmured Shaun. “I’ll take good care of you, whore.”

Olivia bit back a moan at that. How did he always just know what to say? It was like a superpower. It made him all the hotter to her; she was putty in his hands, and would be until he decided to let her go.

He motioned to the bedroom, and she nodded, wordlessly following him inside. It was a small, dimly-lit space, but the bed was reasonably clean, and they sat down on it, each facing the other. Breathlessly, Olivia wondered who would make the first move.

Then Shaun pulled off her top, exposing her breasts. Just like that, her newly fattened-up, beautiful tits were staring him down. She felt his gaze on her nipples; it was almost electric, a laser beam connecting his eye to her teat. Wanting to keep things even, she pushed his shirt off – easy, since it was already unbuttoned – and marveled once more at his physique. It was so...delicious. And maybe hers was the same way now. Though she had never thought of herself as particularly attractive, she definitely was in Shaun’s eyes, and maybe she was in society’s as well.

They could both have been complete toads, though, and Olivia would still have been more turned on than ever before. There was something within her that was supplying a lot of the arousal; it was like her sex drive had now been turned up to 11, and she was filled with the need to breed. She decided to make her move; scrambling for the waistband of Shaun’s shorts, she unbuttoned them and shoved them down his legs along with his boxers. His cock sprang out, slowly rising to attention; it was a truly beautiful sight, long and thick, with a pair of heavy balls swinging below it. Almost unconsciously, Olivia reached out a hand and began to gently massage it.

Shaun grunted, cock stiffening in Olivia’s fingers, but he clearly had plans of his own as well. Pulling down her panties, Shaun began to rub Olivia’s pussy, skilfully teasing it with quick, eager fingers. She felt herself getting hot under his expert attack, and a moan escaped her lips, a desperate sound that elicited a wicked smile from her lover.

They fell into an easy rhythm of pleasure and sensation. Olivia worked on Shaun’s cock, rubbing it, rolling his balls between her fingers, and he returned the favor with his ministrations to her pussy. Olivia felt arousal building up inside of her; she enjoyed the way Shaun pleasured her, but each passing moment left her more and more eager for whatever was coming next.

At last, she could bear it no longer. “Fuck, baby,” she moaned, “like, I need you inside of me. Take your bitch.”

“Well, when you put it like that, slut,” said Shaun, “it’s kinda hard to say no.” She got into position on the bed while he slipped on a condom. Her pussy was soaking, as wet as it had ever been, and, while she was still grateful to hear him lubing up, she knew she’d need it less than usual.

At last, he was ready. He positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy and braced his hands on her hips. For a moment, both paused, mentally preparing for what was about to happen, and then he pushed himself in.

Olivia couldn’t remember ever reaching orgasm from penetration. It had just never been what had gotten her going. But now...maybe it had happened with the other changes to her body, but everything between her legs felt a thousand times more sensitive. Shaun’s cock felt like it was sending arcs of electricity through her, and she gasped as it pushed its way into the deepest, most hidden parts of her body. This was...incredible.

Once he was all the way inside, her lover began to thrust. Most of Olivia’s past hookups hadn’t even been as good as her vibrator, but this time she was practically seeing stars. Pleasure flowed through her, making her limbs tremble and her breath come in unsteady gasps. She moaned, cried out, but couldn’t get a handle on herself, could only wait helplessly for Shaun to bring her to that blessed climax.

He was enjoying himself as well. She heard him breathing heavily, and she saw that his muscles were clenched and tense. Shaun had started out calm, confident, and in control, but now he seemed to have gotten carried away with the eroticism of the situation; his thrusts were wild, powerful but undisciplined. He was, no doubt, close to orgasm.

As was Olivia. There was a reservoir inside of her that she could feel filling up with pleasure; each of Shaun’s thrusts sent a little more flooring in, and soon the water would burst its containment, soon it would wash over her whole body. She yelped and gripped the sheets, begging for him to keep going, to give her even more –

And then it was all too much. The dam broke, and orgasmic ecstasy flowed through her. She realized that she was screaming, a long scream of wild abandon, and that her fingers were digging into the bedsheets, and that her body was shaking, but she didn’t care. The sensations within her had to be let out somehow, or else she would explode, more than she was already exploding. For a brief moment, her mind went blank.

She returned fully to earth a minute later when she felt Shaun pulling out. It seemed like he’d blown his load; he slipped off the condom and tossed it into the trash can by the door, then collapsed on the bed. They both lay there, panting, trying to regain some kind of grip on reality.

And in that precious moment, before either of them said or did anything to bring them fully back into the world, Olivia had a realization. This was what she lived for. Romance was nice and all, but those other hookups had been frustrating, not because they hadn’t led to relationships, but because they hadn’t been this. If she didn’t find another cock to stuff inside her, and soon...well, she’d be doing things completely wrong.

Thinking back on the past twenty-four hours, she realized that all of the changes had started after she’d listened to that song, or whatever it had been. Maybe Shaun had known what it would do to her. Well, who cared? She’d been given the gift of a new outlook, a new lease on life.

And for that, she could only be grateful.
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