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Preface










I've been writing erotica now for over a year. Over that year, I've improved a lot as a writer, learned a lot about self-motivation (very important for writing), and, most importantly, found a community of people who care about erotica as much as I do. I could never have imagined when I started just how much work this would be – or how thrilling it would be to see people like you reading my work.




Thank you. Thank you, from the bottom of my heart. Readers like you make it all worth it.


Bimbo in Paradise

Ashley seemed to have it all. As one of LA’s top models, she earned more money in a month than most people would see in five years. She had three houses, eight cars, two yachts, and a private jet. She would regularly reserve entire restaurants for dates just so that she could have some quiet time with the man she was interested in.

And yet…

And yet none of it seemed to mean anything anymore. She went through her days feeling like she had no purpose, like she had done everything she could possibly do in life and was now just waiting for something new. She knew that it was ridiculous, that she had no reason to complain about her situation, but...she couldn’t help feeling the way she did.

That was why the call from her agent seemed like divine intervention. Ashley was lying by the pool in her Malibu beach house, sunning her toned body and gazing listlessly out at the ocean, when her phone rang. Brushing a stray hair out of her perfectly-made-up face, she sighed and picked up. “Hello?”

“Heyyyy,” said Alexandra, her fourth agent and the first one who seemed to have any brains. She had dramatically cut down on the number of terrible contracts Ashley got dragooned into. “Listen. Are you sitting down? I think you’re gonna be mad at me, so you should sit down.”

“I am,” said Ashley, “but why would I be mad at you?”

“Okay, good,” said Alexandra. “It’s ‘cuz I cancelled all your shoots for three weeks.”

“Wait, what?” Ashley’s brow furrowed. Had she heard that right?

“Yup, you heard that right,” said Alexandra. “Listen, sis, I know you’re super committed to this whole modelling thing, but you need a break. Like, a serious break. When was the last time you had a vacation?”

“I was in Japan last month,” said Ashley. She was getting annoyed. Was this some kind of prank?

“No, no, you did a shoot there,” said Alexandra. “Like, a real vacation. No shoots. No work. No social media, even. A leave-your-phone-in-LA kind of vacation. Listen, I have you booked on a flight the day after tomorrow to San Jose, Costa Rica. I’ll go with you. And you’ll spend two weeks at this special spa I found. It’ll be great!”

“Um…” said Ashley. Alexandra could be impulsive and a little reckless, and Ashley was annoyed that she hadn’t asked the woman she was supposed to be representing about anything, but the idea wasn’t a bad one. “Okay, fine, I’ll do it.”

“Great!” said Alexandra. “Pack your bikinis!”

* * *

Getting ready for a trip was always stressful, but Ashley traveled so much that she had a bag partially packed anyway, so the days of preparation went by largely without a hitch. At the agreed time, she met Alexandra at the local airfield. The private jet made travel quite a bit more pleasant than if they had had to fly commercial, so the flight was more boring than anything else. At last, seven hours after taking off, they landed in San Jose.

“Okay,” said Ashley, as they walked through the private airfield’s terminal building, “you have to spill the beans now. What do you have planned? What is this ‘special spa?’”

“Oh, I don’t want to spoil the surprise,” said Alexandra. “But hey, look, here’s our guy!” She pointed to a smartly-dressed man wearing dark glasses. He flashed a smile when he saw them, then walked over.

“Hello, my name is Héctor, and I’ll be taking you to the Amanecer Resort. We believe in personal service, you see. The car is just this way.” Motioning for the women to follow, he headed out the door and to the terminal’s driveway, where a classy SUV was parked. “The resort doesn’t use limos,” he explained. “They can be difficult to manage on narrow roads. But I hope this will suffice.” He opened the door for them, then got into the driver’s seat.

Once they started moving, Ashley felt herself relax. It was always strangely calming to watch a foreign country pass by outside a car window. She had been to Costa Rica only once before, and then for just three days, but it was exactly as nice as she remembered. Nature seemed to creep over every surface; houses clung to the roadside, seemingly in danger of being swallowed up by the lush jungle, and even the open grassy spaces were so much greener than in LA. How was it possible that a country could be so beautiful?

They drove for several hours, first along highways and then along progressively smaller and smaller jungle roads. At last, they pulled into a driveway that seemed incredibly out of place, smoothly paved with pale yellow stone. Gold lettering on a nearby sign spelled out the words AMANECER RESORT. It was the luxury Ashley was accustomed to, but the privacy and seclusion that she absolutely was not. More and more, this was all seeming like a great idea.

The car pulled up to a reception building, where they got out and checked in. Then, with Héctor following with the luggage, they made their way back to two adjacent bungalows. “I thought you’d like your own space,” said Alexandra. “This is a vacation, so I shouldn’t be getting in your way any more than anyone else should.”

“This is...great,” said Ashley, looking at her bungalow. The inside was luxurious, but also open to nature, with huge windows looking out into the jungle. Outside, there was a fire pit and a pool and a spacious veranda where a dining table and chairs were set up.

“It would normally be foolish to try to eat outside in the jungle,” said Héctor, pointing to the table and chairs, “but we have a state-of-the-art mosquito-removal program that keeps the surrounding area almost free of them. I can’t guarantee there won’t be a couple of bites,” he chuckled, “but there also won’t be the dozens you might normally expect.”

“Wow,” said Ashley. “You guys really thought of everything.”

“We try,” said Héctor, bowing. “But you should go inside and get settled in. Your spa program will begin in a couple of hours, right after dinner.”

“My...spa program?” Ashley raised an eyebrow at Alexandra.

“Oh, you’ll love it,” said Alexandra. “Listen, you need to spend some time on yourself. This is the perfect way to do that! Don’t think too hard about things. You’ll enjoy it, if nothing else!”

“Fine, fine,” said Ashley, glancing over at the pool. “Well, before then, I have some relaxing to do.”

* * *

The afternoon passed slowly, and Ashley and Alexandra ate an excellent dinner at one of the resort’s restaurants. Then, still idly dreaming about the wonderful salad she’d had, and that sauce that had come with the fish, and those potatoes, Ashley went to the spa building. It was by far the largest structure in the resort, a sprawling maze of courtyards and corridors that was designed to maximize both privacy and comfort. After signing in, she was conducted by an employee to a small room somewhere in the interior of the building. It was missing many of the usual spa amenities; all there was was a massage table and what looked like a multi-thousand-dollar audio setup, which was currently playing New Age music. She sat down on the table, and the assistant left; a few minutes later, a different woman came into the room. “Hello,” she said, speaking in what sounded like a Scandinavian accent. “I’m Ingrid, and I’ll be taking you through our spa program today. Do you have any specific wellness goals in mind?”

“Um,” said Ashley. “Not really. To be honest, my manager signed me up for this.”

“Oh!” said Ingrid. “Yes, I remember being told about you. Well, in that case, please remove your clothes – not your underwear, if you don’t feel comfortable doing that – and lie face-down on the massage table.”

“All right,” said Ashley, mentally resolving to keep her underwear on, thank you. She stripped off everything else, though, and then settled onto the table, arms folded under her head. She’d had massages before; how could this be much different?

“So, to explain briefly,” said Ingrid, “this program is our specialty. It enables you to not only look and feel refreshed for the moment, but also...well, it’s hard to describe, but past clients have said it gave them a new lease on life, if that makes sense. It’s just a two-hour session – that’s what we’re going to do now – and then a series of daily reinforcement sessions that you can do back at your bungalow. You may not notice any big immediate changes, but after doing one of the reinforcement sessions you will see a difference.”

“Oh...kay?” said Ashley. “Sure. I guess you can start whenever.” This all sounded like some crazy hokum, but she was willing to bite; the resort was so nice that she was willing to put up with some weirdness.

“Excellent,” said Ingrid. She went over and fiddled with the audio system; it began playing a different track, which mostly sounded like static. Then she returned and began to gently massage Ashley’s back. “Now, just focus on the movement of my hands…”

* * *

Ashley came to in a panic. “Wh- wha-”

“It’s okay,” said Ingrid. “You’re just returning to consciousness now. The program is very powerful, and you went out almost immediately.”

“I…” Ashley felt strange, even though she couldn’t explain how. It was like...it was like her brain was...disconnected from itself. “What happened?”

“The program doesn’t work if I tell you exactly what I did,” said Ingrid, “but I was giving you a back and neck massage. My exact movements are the secret, you see.”

“I don’t know how I feel,” said Ashley, “but I do know that I’ve never felt this way before.” Getting up, she began to pull on her clothes. “I had my doubts, but I think that did something. I’m just not sure what.”

“I can’t tell you either,” said Ingrid. “The program affects different people in different ways. But it did seem to be very effective on you. Now, for the first reinforcement session – remember, that’s when you’ll start to realize your results – all you have to do is just sit comfortably in your bungalow’s living area, on the couch or someplace, and just say to the virtual assistant: ‘Play reinforcement.’ It’s an audio tape, and it takes about an hour and a half. Those results are then further strengthened when you sleep – so don’t stay up too late!”

“Gotcha,” said Ashley. “Well, thanks for the massage. I feel really sleepy now, actually, even though it’s only nine.”

“Go to bed!” urged Ingrid. “The more sleep, the better.”

“I just might take that advice.” Turning, Ashley headed out of the room and back through the building. It was all she could do to stay awake. So much for rewatching The Office that night; she just wanted to roll into bed.

* * *

The next morning, Ashley woke up feeling a bit disoriented, not least because she had been roused by the room phone ringing. Picking up, she mustered her best “awake” voice, which still wasn’t very convincing. “H-hello?”

“Ashley!” It was Alexandra. “Are you awake?”

“I am now,” said Ashley, making a face. “Why’d you get me up?”

“Well, I, um…” said Alexandra. “Have you checked the time?”

Ashley glanced at the alarm clock on the bedside table, then did a double take. It was noon! She had slept for fifteen hours. “U-um, how’d it get to be noon?”

“Well...you slept most of the time, I imagine,” said Alexandra. “Listen, I understand that the treatment is supposed to be tiring. But you should get out! Why don’t we get brunch in an hour or so and then go on a jungle hike? There’s a beautiful stream only a mile and a half from the resort, and the staff tell me it’s amazing!”

“Okay, sounds good,” said Ashley. “See you in an hour, then.”

“Okay!” said Alexandra, hanging up. Ashley sighed. She hadn’t had any confidence in the spa’s “program,” but now she knew it was the real deal. Sure, maybe it hadn’t done anything crazy, but she hadn’t had a night of sleep like that since she couldn’t remember when.

Still...making her sleepy clearly wasn’t all the program had done. As she got dressed, she realized that the voice in her head, the baseline narration of her consciousness, was quieter than before. It was relaxing, actually, not to have those constant, irritating reminders of her fears, her worries and stresses.

And her body felt different. Everything was lighter, easier to move around, and despite not having eaten anything for nearly eighteen hours, she felt more energetic than she had in years. Whatever they’d done...she wanted more of that.

Ashley finished getting ready and then met Alexandra. After a delicious brunch (although, really, can you still call it brunch if it happens after noon?), the two women set out on their hike. Usually, Alexandra was the perkier of the two, the main source of energy and initiative, but now that dynamic was almost reversed. Alexandra was much the same, but Ashley just felt so good that it was hard not to share that feeling out loud. As they walked, she pointed out especially gorgeous flowers, cute animals, and even particularly aesthetically pleasing rocks.

“That treatment really did a number on you, huh?” asked Alexandra.

“It really did!” said Ashley. “I don’t know, I just feel...really good!”

“That’s good to hear,” said Alexandra. “It sounds like this vacation really was a good idea! I wasn’t sure whether you’d be mad at me.” She laughed.

“I mean, I was surprised,” said Ashley. “But...damn, I couldn’t be mad at anyone right now. Everything is better than it’s been in years. Years!”

“Wow,” said Alexandra. “I don’t know exactly what they do back in that spa building...but I’ve heard so many good things about it that I knew you might like it! Hey, look, the stream!”

“Ooh!” said Ashley. Without hesitation, she kicked off her shoes and socks and waded out into the water. There was a waterfall a short ways down, and a rocky outcropping right at the edge formed a sort of natural seat. Beyond that, a beautiful, panoramic view of the jungle, ten times better than any postcard, spread out a hundred and eighty degrees in front of her. Eagerly, she threw off everything but her underwear and relaxed in the cool water, letting the current wash away her worries and cares. Alexandra followed suit, and the two women splashed and laughed, acting like they were ten years younger. Could things get any better?

But then the sun began to sink in the sky, and it started to get on towards dinnertime. Ashley was starting to get hungry, but she had also just remembered the reinforcement session; that had to happen after dinner, because it made her so sleepy, but that meant that dinner had to be soon, since she was so eager to get to the reinforcement session. “We should probably go back. I have to do a spa session after dinner.”

“Sounds good,” said Alexandra. “My fingers were getting wrinkly anyway. Let’s meet again for dinner, though – just call me when you’re ready!”

“I will,” said Ashley, but she wasn’t thinking about food; her eager anticipation of the session overrode everything else.

* * *

Several hours later, Ashley had showered, eaten, and was sitting on her couch. An intense excitement filled her as she thought about the upcoming session. If she felt this much better again after it was over...well, she’d feel really good! And that voice in her head quieting down was so relaxing. Over the course of the day, there had been times when she hadn’t been doing anything, and her consciousness being quieter had meant that she’d been able to just...shut off and let things wash over her. It was beautiful. And, as she thought about it, she felt a flicker of...a flicker of something new. It was almost like...arousal.

Well, whatever. That didn’t matter. What did matter was the session. Clearing her throat, Ashley looked at the smart assistant. “Alex, play reinforcement.”

“Playing reinforcement,” came the cool male voice in response. Then the staticky sounds filled the room, and Ashley’s world went out of focus.

* * *

Shaking her head, Ashley came to. But wait, how long had she been out? The lady had said it would be an hour and a half, right?

She checked her watch. Wait. This was a stupid question, but...which hand was which? She searched her brain, trying to find any hint of the knowledge she vaguely remembered having been there a couple of hours before, but no dice. “Um, Alex?” she asked. “What time is it?”

“It’s nine o’clock,” said Alex, “and, based on when you went to bed yesterday, you should probably think about turning in.”

Oh, right! The lady...where did she know that lady from? Her name had been I-something, and they had first met at the...somewhere in the resort, at least. Oh well. Either way, she had said that it was better to go to bed early after a re...reinfo...reinfort…um...after listening to the thingy again. Ashley got up and, after a few minutes of searching around the bungalow – she seemed to have forgotten just how it was laid out – found the bed. Within a few minutes of falling into it, she fell deep asleep.

* * *

There were no dreams that night, but Ashley was vaguely conscious of a vague feeling of heat. It disturbed her sleep, sometimes waking her up and causing to toss and turn for a few minutes, other times infiltrating the space between consciousness and sleep and turning it all to warm jelly. It wasn’t unpleasant, really, just unusual. She took little notice of it; each time she awoke, she simply relaxed and allowed sleep to claim her again. There were no nagging little thoughts. Wasn’t that wonderful?

After awakening, she checked the digital alarm clock next to the bed. It was 10:30. That was a bit earlier than she’d woken up the day before, wasn’t it? The memory was there, but she was too lazy to summon it. It just didn’t seem worth the effort. Instead, she got up and, after a quick shower, broke out her makeup bag. She hadn’t done her full face for a few days now, and she brought all her skills to bear to produce an eye-catching look.

When she went to contour her breasts – something she usually didn’t bother with other than for special occasions – she noticed that they were bigger than they had been. Or weren’t they? She couldn’t remember what they had been like before. Either way, they were beautiful, and she pulled on a tight sundress to maximize the effect. Today, she would be turning some heads. She just...wanted to. No other reason.

Ashley was about to call Alexandra and see if she was up when she heard a knock on the bungalow door. Before answering, she yielded to an urge within her and slipped on some heeled sandals. The look just wasn’t complete without them, was it?

She found Héctor waiting for her. When she opened the door, hitting him with a smile and what she realized a moment later was a huge dose of cleavage, he froze up for a second, gawping openly, before recovering his composure. “...um, yes. Ashley, I, uh, trust you’re feeling okay?”

“Yes, I am!” said Ashley. “Thanks for, like, asking. Why don’t you come in?”

“Oh, I really can’t intrude on you like that,” he said, smiling. “I was just planning to stop by briefly. You see, it’s standard practice to check in with those who start our program each morning after the first. If I may ask, were you feeling a little...perhaps forgetful yesterday?”

“Um…” she thought about it. “I guess I was. But now it’s, like, a little better.”

“Good, good,” said Héctor, taking a note on a tablet. “In general, would you say your cognitive function is better than it was yesterday?”

“My what?” Ashley knew the words Héctor was saying, but she just didn’t feel like summoning the effort to figure them out.

“Is thinking easier?” The ghost of a smile crossed his face.

“Oh! Yeah, I think so. But maybe, um, not as easy as it was before.” Even as she said it, she knew she didn’t care. The peace she had now was worth almost anything.

“Oh, that’s of no concern,” said Héctor, waving a hand. “Well, if that’s everything…”

“Wait!” Ashley blurted out the word almost before she knew what she was saying. “No, you should...you should come in. There’s, um, like, a problem with my room.” As she finished the sentence, she came to understand her motivation. Héctor may not have been a Hollywood actor like a few of the men she’d dated, but he was by no means bad looking...and, for the first time in what felt like eons, Ashley was feeling the stirrings of true sexual desire.

“A problem?” Héctor’s brow furrowed. “Here at the Amanecer Resort, we pride ourselves on the quality of our...service. I’d certainly like to take a look at that.”

“Oh,” said Ashley, “you can look all you want. You can, like, touch, too.” Flipping her hair, she turned away and walked back to the bedroom. On the way, a small, quiet voice inside of her wondered at her brashness, but she shushed it, and it went away. Amazing how she could just do that now. She didn’t have to think about her worries, her fears, her inhibitions. All she had to think about was...well, was Héctor. And did she ever have plans for him.

“The, um, problem is in here,” she said, motioning him inside. “I think that there are, like, some pipes that need to be cleaned.”

“Oh, really?” he said. “Well, that sounds like hot work; I should probably take off my –”

And then she turned and kissed him. It was a wild impulse on her part, but it felt so right. She was filled with such wild heat that there was no way she would have been able to hold herself back any longer. He was surprised at first, but then reciprocated, parting his lips slightly and sighing happily.

For a moment, they both just enjoyed the feelings surging through them, but Ashley was on a mission. Her hands darted down to his suit jacket, pulled it off, then began to unbutton his shirt, revealing his surprisingly-toned torso. He broke off the kiss, lips moving to her ear: “Excited, are we?”

“Fuck yes.” Ashley was done with waiting. She couldn’t quite remember – had she always been this hungry for sex? It didn’t matter. Pushing his shirt off his shoulders, barely even waiting for him to toss it to the side, she fell to her knees and unbuttoned his pants. Her hands were trembling with excitement; she was almost there, almost able to see her reward.

“Was this what you were looking for, then?” Héctor asked, sliding his pants and underwear down to his knees. His sizable cock sprang out, slowly stiffening until it was pointing directly at Ashley, directly at the cause for its condition.

Well, that was an offer she could hardly refuse. She wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft, beginning to pump gently, and cupped his balls with the other. He sighed, a sigh of relaxation and arousal, and she felt her pussy begin to drip; it was just so hot to be about to suck off this random man. Why had she never done this before?

Actually, had she ever even given a blowjob before? Her memory was hazy, and she couldn’t seem to summon any recollection of one...but maybe she had? Or maybe not. Either way, it didn’t matter. Nothing in her life had ever mattered as much as this hard cock in front of her. Leaning forwards, she swirled her tongue around the head of Héctor’s shaft before taking it whole into her mouth.

It was like a living thing, really. Her lover’s cock twitched and stiffened between her lips, reacting to the pleasure she was giving it and the sheer heat of the situation. She wanted to give it more, make it feel better. In a way, his penis was like an animal, a pet – and it was her job to take care of it. She took more of his rod into her mouth, sucking gently, letting it slide in further and further until it was almost at the entrance to her throat.

Though Ashley herself wasn’t being pleasured, this moment was still far sexier than anything else she had ever experienced. Though she couldn’t remember other blowjobs, she could remember other men – and they just hadn’t measured up to this, had they? Or maybe it was Ashley who had changed. She had been insecure, unhappy, undersexed, and now that was all gone. She was now the kind of person who could just relax and enjoy a fling with a hot guy. Wasn’t that beautiful?

She began to bob up and down on Héctor’s cock, twisting her head slightly during each pump to increase his pleasure further. For a minute or two, they went on like that, but then Héctor pressed gently on her forehead. “Fuck, if you keep doing that, I won’t last much longer!”

“Oh, that wouldn’t be good,” said Ashley, taking her mouth off his cock. “You have a job to do, so, like, don’t cum too early.”

“A job?” asked Héctor. “I can imagine what you have in mind. Well, why don’t you take off that dress, and we’ll get started?”

“Fuck yes,” said Ashley. Her fingers flew down the buttons on the dress, undoing them all before yanking the garment over her head and tossing it to the side. She realized she’d forgotten to put on underwear that morning. Whoops! Well, it hardly mattered now. She climbed onto the bed, getting onto her hands and knees and looking over her shoulder at her lover. “Come on, take me!”

“Yes, yes,” said Héctor, pulling on a condom. “I must confess that I was hoping this would happen.”

“You know, I was too,” said Ashley. “I just think I didn’t, like, know it yet.”

“Well, you do now,” said Héctor, placing his hands on Ashley’s hips, “and that’s what matters.” Thrusting forward, he shoved his cock inside her. She gasped; it was stretching her beyond what the dildo she had at her Malibu house could do, beyond where she’d ever been stretched before. The pain slowly yielded to pleasure, though, as inch after inch of meaty shaft buried itself inside her pussy, and by the time he had bottomed out, she couldn’t wait for him to start thrusting.

Luckily, that was just what he did. He grunted as his cock pulled out before plunging in again, over and over, building up a steady rhythm. She grabbed the sheets, squealing in pleasure. She loved getting reamed, she really did, and she was angry at herself that she had wasted so much time. All those nights at home alone, all those days wasted in listlessness...all of that time could have been spent finding grade-A dick. How had she been so wrong?

She felt a seed of pleasure germinate inside of her. It was still small, but she had had enough orgasms over the course of her life to know the signs of one building up, and she had no trouble believing that Héctor was capable of taking her there. She began to push back against him, trying to take him deeper, harder. It was just so good!

He was clearly getting close too. His breathing was faster than it had been, and shallower, and his muscles were tensing. It made sense; after that prime blowjob, his defenses had been lowered coming in. She realized that she wanted to feel him cum inside her, to know that she was desirable, that she could use her body to pleasure a man. It felt more important than anything else she had ever done.

And then, crying out, Héctor lost control. Warm cum filled the condom, but he kept thrusting, completely on autopilot, trying to squeeze more and more pleasure out of Ashley’s pussy. She had done it. She had made a man cum. How goddamn hot was that?

It was so hot that it sent her over the edge as well. Her orgasm caught her by complete surprise; before she realized what was going on, fireworks of pleasure were exploding in her brain. A long, desperate moan escaped her lips as she yielded herself up to pleasure, basking in the sensations that Héctor had given her.

And then, slowly, she began to come down from one of the best orgasms of her life. At some point, her lover had pulled out, and was peeling the full condom off of his cock. Together, wordlessly, they headed to the en-suite bathroom to get cleaned up.

At last, Ashley managed to string together words that felt appropriate for what had happened. “Damn, I’ve been, like, missing that.”

“Many of our clients say the same,” said Héctor. “Our program is designed to help you reclaim your sexuality, and for many people, that’s what’s missing in their lives. I’m not saying that as an employee, by the way, but as a human being. I love watching women find themselves again.”

“And, like, fucking them?” Ashley giggled.

“Psssh,” he said. “That’s a side benefit.”

Once they were both cleaned up, they made their way back into the bedroom and got dressed once again. As Ashley pulled on her dress, she thought about what had happened. Oh, she had reclaimed her sexuality, all right, but had that been the only thing that had gone down? Her brain was...different now. Thinking wasn’t as easy. The program had more to it than met the eye.

But she also knew she didn’t care. Whatever they had done to her had made her a happier person, able to live a richer life, able to turn off her worries and cares and to experience an existence free of all her negative thoughts. And that was worth whatever else had happened to her.

Yes, this was a vacation to remember.


The Billionaire’s Bimbo

“You...wait, what?” Brooke stared at the phone, brow furrowed.

“I said,” said Chuck, the latest in her long string of boyfriends, “that I like you, but you look too ugly without makeup. I feel like I’m being catfished. Like in that Instagram picture you posted the other day. Sorry.”

“But...but I was wearing makeup!” protested Brooke. “Just not lipstick! You’re breaking up with me because I didn’t wear lipstick one day?”

“Hey, I don’t know,” said Chuck. “All makeup is the same to me. But, hey, the girl next to you in that same picture – can you get me her number?”

It took Brooke a second to process what her now-ex boyfriend had said. “W-wait...okay, no, fuck you! That’s my best fucking friend! If you’re going to act like an asshole, don’t expect me to hang around!”

She could just see Chuck shrugging on the other end of the line. He did it a lot, usually when he knew he was wrong. “I just don’t see why I always have to be the bad guy in these situations.”

“Because- because-” Brooke let out a scream of frustration. “I’m not going to take your shit anymore. Don’t call me!” Exhaling, she hit the hang-up button just as Chuck began to plead with her to stay. There went another relationship. While the man she’d chosen had turned out not to be a catch, it was always depressing to see her emotional investment go swirling down the toilet.

Someone knocked at one of the doors of the reception area, and Brooke jumped. It was probably Mr. Hardwick, her boss, and he was probably wondering why she was shouting at someone on the phone for the second time that month. Hurriedly, she straightened up and tried to look composed as he edged the door open. “Brooke?” he asked. “Were you on a personal call?”

“Yes, I was, I’m sorry,” Brooke sighed. “I know that’s against the policy we agreed to, but my – well, now he’s my ex-boyfriend, I guess – but he just called me. He doesn’t have a job, and he tends to forget I do, and that he can’t call me at work. But that’s all in the past now!”

Mr. Hardwick frowned, then stepped out of his office and closed the door. He was tall and muscular, the youngest person ever to be president of Rawlings Venture Capital, and, in Brooke’s privately-held opinion, the hottest as well. As his personal assistant, she had some idea of how much he was worth; the man was one of the top investors in New York, after all. In the billions, probably. That just made him that much more intimidating to her. “Listen, Brooke,” he said. “I get it. But you can’t be taking personal calls at work. I don’t have any other complaints about you – in fact, you’ve been great – but this will factor into your performance review.”

“I...understand,” said Brooke. Taking the call hadn’t been a good decision. Dating Chuck hadn’t been a good decision. She never made good decisions. “I’ll get back to work now.”

“You know, I’ve been in your position,” said Mr. Hardwick. “I’ve had relationships like that. They make life harder, don’t they? Start to creep into everything else you do?”

“Y-yeah,” said Brooke. It was nerve-wracking to be having this personal of a conversation with her boss. Didn’t he get that?

“Well, I don’t know if you’re interested,” he said, “but I have something that might help you feel better. It’s a kind of...audio tape, made by a company from Europe and further developed in Costa Rica. I haven’t used it – it’s specifically meant for women – but I’ve heard great things about it. Actually, one of Rawlings’ companies is working on a deal to distribute it in the United States.”

“Like...a motivational thing?” She was skeptical, but didn’t want to let that show.

“Yes, except it works.” Mr. Hardwick smiled. “I’ll email you the file tonight. It’s two hours long, and you just listen to it before going to bed.”

“Okay, sounds good!” Brooke smiled back, trying to impress him with her go-getter attitude without actually expressing enthusiasm about his weird tape thing. She might give it a listen...but only because he had asked her, not because she thought it would really work. Mr. Hardwick left, and she looked back at her computer and sighed. Time to answer a few hundred emails. And to get used to being single again.

* * *

That night, Brooke was cleaning up from dinner (pesto pasta, again) when her phone buzzed; it was Mr. Hardwick, sending her the file. Sighing, she downloaded it. That afternoon, she had mentally resolved to give it a try. Sure, maybe it was going to be useless, but that didn’t mean it wouldn’t be relaxing to just lay back and focus her energy on something other than worrying about bills or her job or being forever alone.

After she finished the dishes, she took a quick shower and did her skincare before heading to the couch. Plugging in her earbuds (the nice ones), she got comfortable and then hit the play button on the file. Here goes nothing, she thought.

But all she heard was a bunch of static. What was this? There was no relaxing music, no motivational speaker, no nothing. Usually, these tapes had some content so that you could think that they were working -

Before she could finish that thought, though, she had lost all consciousness.

* * *

Brooke awoke to the sound of...nothing. The file had stopped playing. Checking her phone, she found that all two hours and five minutes of audio had somehow gone by without her noticing. She had absolutely no memory of the time she’d spent listening to the tape. Crazy.

Oddly, though, she found that she just couldn’t feel bothered about that. There was just...no way she could work up a sweat over a silly little thing like missing two hours. Who cared?

In fact, the little voice inside of her, the narration of her consciousness, was suddenly much quieter. It was usually what reminded her about her worries, nagged her about responsibilities, disparaged the decisions she made...but now it was almost gone. Her mind was suddenly an oasis of calm. The file had worked, and it had worked well! Brooke was grateful to Mr. Hardwick for sending it to her. That was one of the perks of having a billionaire boss – he had been able to get that from his contacts!

But now she was really, really sleepy. Strange. Oh, well; getting up from the couch, Brooke brushed her teeth and headed off to bed. Sometimes, she was wracked by anxiety-induced nightmares, but tonight was going to be different. Nothing could disturb her mind’s new tranquility.

* * *

Indeed, there were no nightmares that night, but there were certainly dreams, and one in particular that left an impression on Brooke. She was floating in a sea of pink liquid, underwater and yet mysteriously still able to breathe. There was no end in any direction, no matter how much she squinted; the expanse was infinitely wide and infinitely deep.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy it, though. She turned flips, paddled around, smiled...it was so nice to be away from her stressful life, just afloat by herself in this beautiful pink sea. She felt lighter than air; her head, especially, was as empty as a balloon. And that was a wonderful feeling.

But then Brooke noticed a shape coming towards her. She watched as it grew in her field of vision, as it got steadily larger and larger. When it turned towards her, she realized that it was a man, that it was...Mr. Hardwick! “Hi, Mr. Hardwick!” she tried to shout, but the pink liquid filled her mouth and all that came out was a gurgle. Oh well.

Just then, she realized that she was naked. Even in her new state of not-caring-about-things...this was bad, right? For her boss to see her naked? She tried desperately to cover herself up, clamping a hand onto her crotch and another over her breasts, but it was futile; her breasts were suddenly growing, faster and faster, until she couldn’t reach around them at all anymore. How embarrassing.

When she looked over at Mr. Hardwick, though, she realized that he was naked too, and that he was smiling, smiling at the silliness of the situation, but not laughing at her. The sight was strangely erotic, and even more so when he reached out a hand, when his fingers were about to sink into her newly-expanded breasts –

Brooke awoke with a gasp. Groggily, she realized that her alarm was going off. Come on, it was just getting to the good part! Oh, well. There was nothing for it. She just had to get up and –

But when she went to stand up, she nearly pitched forward. The balance of her body was completely different. Gone was the belly fat she’d had, redistributed into her newly-expanded ass and, most of all, her large, wobbling breasts. They were several cup sizes bigger than when she’d gone to sleep.

And...and she loved it. There was a time – maybe it had been the day before – when Brooke would have panicked to see such massive changes. But she just couldn’t care about that anymore. Whatever worries she’d had, whatever cares, disappeared as she hefted her new jugs. They were beautiful, really beautiful, and there was just no reason to question why she had them all of a sudden.

Same went for her ass. Giving it a slap, she shrugged off her pajamas and got into her workout gear. Time to start the day right. After all, she had to be in a good mood for when she saw Mr. Hardwick...

At last, an hour and a half later, Brooke climbed the stairs out of the subway and stepped out onto Wall Street. The Rawlings Building was just a few minutes away, and she knew she was going to enjoy the walk. She had had a good time on the subway, too! With her new tits, a bra had been out of the question – she’d have to go get a new one sized – but the rest of her office clothes did fit, barely. Still, stretched over her brand-new curves, and paired with the black high heels that she’d rarely worn before, the outfit was somewhere between the professional and the erotic. She’d gotten more stares on the subway in forty-five minutes than she had in four and a half years. While the old Brooke would have shied away from the attention, the new Brooke drank it in. Why not?

Just then, she ran into Mr. Hardwick! He was stepping out of a limo that had stopped at the curb. Noticing her, he smiled and waved, a favor she returned. “Hi, Brooke. Just had the driver drop me off here. With the traffic today, it seems like it’ll be faster to walk.”

“Y-yeah!” said Brooke. A strange nervousness crept over her; it wasn’t that that old voice in her head had come back to remind her of something to worry about, but more that she was...just afraid that something might not go right. A vague sense of suspense, or tension. Well, whatever. Just play it cool. As cool as the new Brooke could play it.

“Nice shoes, by the way,” said Mr. Hardwick. She glowed with happiness at the compliment. “I take it you listened to the tape?”

“Oh, how’d you know that?” asked Brooke. “I didn’t tell you yet!”

He waved a hand. “Oh, it’s just those stock market senses. I have a special intuition; it’s how I got to where I am today.” But his gaze, which had repeatedly strayed over her new rack, hinted that he had some more concrete evidence as well. She didn’t mind, though; she was seeing her boss through new eyes now, and the vague workplace crush she’d had on him before had turned into open lust. That meant that any attention from him was good attention!

Together, the two walked the several minutes to the Rawlings Building, then took the elevator up to the Executive Suite. Brooke realized that, barring the cleaners, a few assistants who came in once and a while, and the company brass when there was a meeting, she was really the only person who was consistently in there with Mr. Hardwick. She’d never thought about that before, but today, well, she was planning to take advantage of it.

“Mr. Hardwick?” she asked as they headed into the suite’s reception area. “Can I...talk to you about something in your office?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Hardwick, looking pleased and perhaps not as surprised as Brooke would have expected. “What did you have on your mind?”

“Well,” said Brooke, “it’s just that I haven’t, like, thanked you properly yet for getting me started with that tape. It really gave me a new lease on life!”

“Did it?” Mr. Hardwick ushered her into the office, an impressive, darkly-furnished space dominated by a desk big enough to play ping-pong on. When she was inside, he shut the door. Now they could both be confident of privacy. “Tell me more.”

“Like, I can’t really explain how,” said Brooke, “but I just feel really good, you know? I can’t even worry about anything anymore!” Despite her nervousness, she was doing her best to forge ahead. Mr. Hardwick wouldn’t be seduced that easily. Wait, where had that thought come from?

“Great to hear, great to hear,” he said. “Well, if that’s everything, I…”

“No!” said Brooke. “No, there was something else. I…needed to...thank you. Like, really thank you.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Hardwick, a wicked smile creeping over his face. “I believe I know what you had in mind...but please allow me to make a suggestion. I spend my life on top, as you know. On top of the company, on top of my friends, everything. I’d like to change things up. So would you mind sitting on the desk...pet?”

“Oh, Mr. Hardwick,” breathed Brooke. She was so turned on already, and he hadn’t even touched her. Obediently, she climbed up onto the desk and faced him, legs spread.

“Good girl,” he said. “There’s a skill I’ve been practicing recently. Do let me know if I’m any good at it.” Tossing his jacket and tie to the side, he approached her while unbuttoning his expensive shirt as well. That soon followed, and then his chiseled muscles were right there in front of her; she felt her heart miss a beat. No guy she’d dated had ever been like this.

While she swooned, Mr. Hardwick kneeled down in front of her, face just inches from her crotch. Looking her in the eye, he pulled her panties down to her ankles and had her kick them off. Then, smiling widely, he leaned closer, not even bothering to remove her skirt as well; he was clearly as excited as she was.

He placed a hand on each of her thighs, a gesture of intimacy that turned Brooke on almost more than anything else he’d done, before slowly, languorously leaning down towards her snatch. He paused for a moment, allowing her time to fall into a frenzy of anticipation, before extending his tongue and swiping a line across her pussy opening. Normally, such a gesture wouldn’t have done much for her – one of her forgettable exes had also liked to eat pussy, although, strangely, she couldn’t remember his name or anything else about him at the moment – but Mr. Hardwick was so hot, so in control, that his tongue sent an electric shock through her.

It got better, too. Slowly, he ramped up his efforts, tracing a circle around her opening, teasing her clit with the briefest of kisses, zigzagging his tongue across her snatch. She found herself getting hot, a fiery, passionate heat that emanated from somewhere deep within her. “Oh fuck, Mr. Hardwick,” she moaned. “Fuck, give me more.”

“As you wish,” he said, smiling up at her. For a moment, neither moved, and then his tongue suddenly plunged deep into her pussy. She cried out; the sensation was, again, much stronger than she had anticipated, and she felt the stirrings of an orgasm beginning to build within her. It was still far off, of course, but the fact that he had brought her this far already – it was impressive.

As he continued to work his tongue into her, she realized that it wouldn’t be enough. Not that it wasn’t amazing and wonderful, or that she necessarily wanted the feeling to stop; it was more that she just...needed to take things further. “Th-this is, like, really great, Mr. Hardwick, but...I need more. I need,” she gasped as his tongue did something particularly skilful, “I need you inside of me.”

He raised his head and looked up at her with a smile. “Just what I was thinking, but while I’m slipping on a condom, would you mind taking off that shirt of yours? I need to get my hands on those tits.”

Brooke blushed. “Of course.” By the time she’d unbuttoned her shirt and tossed it onto the floor, Mr. Hardwick had produced a condom from somewhere and slipped it on.

Looking her in the eyes, he placed a hand on each of her fat breasts and positioned his cock in front of her vagina. “Are you ready for this? To be completely honest, I’ve been waiting to get at you for a long time. You’re just...when you walked through the door for the first time, I knew I had to have you.”

“Oh, Mr. Hardwick,” Brooke said, “that’s so romantic!” A brighter blush spread over her face.

“It’s not romance,” said Mr. Hardwick. “This is fate I’m talking about here. It didn’t have anything to do with us in particular. We were meant to spend this morning in each other’s arms, and there’s nothing you or I could have done about it. Not that I would have wanted to.” He smiled, then pushed his hips forward, guiding his cock up into her pussy.

The sensation was indescribable. Brooke had had a lot of bad sex over the years, but this was so completely different that she was hesitant to even use the same word to describe it. It was passionate, raw, and she threw herself into it with abandon, letting out a long moan as he pushed himself further inside of her.

Once he was all the way in – his cock was the perfect size, stretching Brooke’s pussy without giving her any pain – he began to pull out again, building up to a steady thrusting rhythm. Each time his shaft buried itself inside of her, she gasped, pleasure arcing out through her body. He was able to hit that perfect spot that no one had been able to hit before, that no one, as far as she was aware, had really even tried to hit before. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him closer as he mauled her tits with his hands; she needed to experience him as intimately as humanly possible.

The pleasure was beginning to build up, mainly from her vagina but also from her nipples, which Mr. Hardwick made sure to give a hard tweak every now and then. Her orgasm wasn’t as far away now as it had been, and she thrust her hips forward against Mr. Hardwick’s, trying desperately to extract every drop of pleasure out of each and every motion. It was almost too much.

Brooke’s lover was clearly getting close to orgasm as well. He wasn’t quite as cool and collected as he had been before, and his breathing was harder than ever, but he thrust into her with grim determination. She loved the sight, loved watching a man lose his senses and fall into wild abandon because of her. When had that happened before? She couldn’t follow that train of thought, though; suddenly, the pleasure within her seemed to be much greater than before, and it was building much faster, and…

And then she was there. Her mind went completely blank, unable even to begin to form a thought, and pleasure erupted within her. Her limbs trembled, her core shook, and she gasped, panted, moaned, screamed; nothing was sufficient to express the way she felt. Everything was pleasure, everything was joy, everything was sex, hot and nasty, and she loved it, loved it more than she had loved anything in her life.

Eventually, though, the sensations began to drain away, and she slowly returned to reality. Mr. Hardwick was still thrusting away inside of her, but he was slowing down, and she could tell that he had blown his load; it must have happened just after she’d reached her own orgasm. Together, they came down, recovering their senses and their breath.

There was really nothing to say after such an encounter, though. As they got cleaned up using the tissues on Mr. Hardwick’s desk, they stole glances at each other, but neither could put into words what had just happened. At last, Brooke made a game attempt. “Like, that was...amazing.”

Mr. Hardwick smiled. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I have to admit, that was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time as well. I’ll have to pass my compliments back to the Costa Rica people.”

“The Costa Rica people?” asked Brooke.

“The ones who made the tape,” he explained. “It left you feeling better...and you can’t have good sex if you’re not at your best mentally.”

“That’s, like, true,” said Brooke. She watched him as he began to get dressed. There was more to the story here, more that he wasn’t telling her...but did that really matter? As long as she got to fuck him, everything was fine by her, and she did, so it was. She didn’t want to worry anymore, and, thanks to the tape, she didn’t have to.

Hopping down off the desk, she put on her own shirt and began to button it up. Whatever else had happened that week, she’d bedded a new man, potentially earned herself a raise, and completely changed her outlook on the world. Not bad for less than twenty-four hours’ work.


Valentine’s Day Bimbo

Jessica wasn’t happy. It wasn’t that she lacked anything in particular – with her middle-class salary, she could pay her bills and still save a little every month – or that there was something in her life bringing her down. It was just that she was a little bit lonely. She had friends, had family, had several people who would have picked up the phone if she’d called asking for help, but she was getting to the time in her life when she needed a little more. Stability. Commitment. Sex. Romance was what she lacked, what she needed most.

But, some days, she wondered whether it would ever happen to her. She had tried many times to find a spark. She’d gone on at least a dozen Tinder dates and even a few with men she’d met in real life. She had accounts on five or six dating sites. Sometimes, she even went to the beach or the club on weekends, places where she knew young men would hang out, but it just never led to anything.

At this point, she knew that the common denominator for these experiences was her. Of course, some of the men had been real slobs or jerks, and she wouldn’t have wanted to go on a second date with them anyway. But even they had told her they weren’t interested. And several times when a man had seemed into her, she’d become so consumed by her own worries and fears about driving him away that she’d ended up ghosting him out of sheer stress. Really, she couldn’t help it; the less luck she had in the dating world, the more hopeless it seemed to her, and the more hopeless she got, the less luck she had. How was she supposed to break out of that?

One winter, Jessica had been having a particularly unlucky streak. She’d been on at least a dozen unsuccessful dates over the course of several months, and now, on the night before Valentine’s Day, she was wondering whether to give up, take a break from dating for a while. But she knew she wanted a relationship, so that meant being lonely for that much longer. What a choice.

As she sat on the couch in her small apartment, flipping through romcoms on Netflix, she felt her phone buzz. It was an email from one of the many love-guru services she’d signed up for over the years, advertising a special “Valentine’s Day Offer.” Sighing, she opened it up, only to find a promotion for what appeared to be pure bullshit. The “Offer” was for a tape that, it was claimed, would give female listeners “intrinsic motivation to find love” and help them “overcome their inhibitions.” All in two hours, no less! It was just too good to be true.

Then again...it was fifteen dollars. Yes, that was fifteen dollars she’d never get back, but she just wanted to believe that she was capable of love, that she was capable of having a successful relationship, and if something really could make her believe that, then her relationship problems would all be solved. And, really, wasn’t that worth more than what she earned in half an hour of work? Sighing, she pulled out her credit card and headed to the website. Maybe this disappointment would finally teach her to be more careful with her money.

The file took a while to download – unsurprising, if it was two hours long – but, when it finished, Jessica grabbed some earbuds and lay down on the bed. The website had emphasized the importance of getting comfortable, and if she was going to waste her money, she was going to waste it correctly, goddammit. Once she was ready, she hit the play button and waited for the hypnosis loop or whatever to begin.

But nothing of the sort happened. Instead, a strange staticky buzz started to filter out of the earbuds. Concerned, Jessica checked her phone. Was it broken? It had never done this before, but –

Before she could finish that thought, her mind had gone completely blank.

* * *

Jessica came to over the course of about ten minutes. At first, she almost felt like she was paralyzed, unable to move or think but somehow conscious as static continued to play on the earbuds. Slowly, though, her brain functions returned in order of complexity; soon, she was able to groan and shift in bed, then to look around the room, and then, finally, to form thoughts. One of those thoughts was about how much time had passed. It was much darker outside than when she’d started the tape. Of course, February wasn’t the brightest month, but when she’d hit “play” at about 6:30, there had still been a faint post-sunset glow from the window. Now it was pitch black. Checking her phone, the battery of which had nearly died, she found that it was 8:30. The whole tape had played, and she’d been unconscious for almost the whole thing. How was that possible?

As she thought about it, though, she realized that she really didn’t care. It just...didn’t matter that much whether or not she was able to remember the past two hours. In fact, all of a sudden, nothing really mattered that much.

The realization that something big had changed in Jessica’s brain would normally have panicked her, but not this time. Actually, thinking more objectively, maybe it was better not to panic about little things, like memory and brain function. It would certainly make life easier for her, wouldn’t it?

She also noticed that she was incredibly, inexplicably tired, so tired that she could have just rolled over and gone to sleep...if she hadn’t also been incredibly, inexplicably hungry. As it was, she hauled herself out of bed and demolished the leftover pizza she’d been saving in the fridge. She had already had dinner, but who cared? Maybe it hadn’t been enough food.

After that, though, the combination of her strange fatigue and her usual post-meal sleepiness made it almost impossible to keep her eyes open, even standing up. She brushed her teeth, but then there was nothing for it; tossing her clothes onto the floor, she fell into bed.

* * *

The night brought no dreams, but when Jessica awoke, she noticed two things. The first was that it was 9:30 AM, meaning that she’d slept for over twelve hours. Normally, this realization would have panicked her, but this time...it didn’t. It was Saturday. She could sleep until noon if she wanted to. Why worry about a few extra hours?

The second thing was that she was really, really horny. Her body practically buzzed with arousal. She thought of the dildo in her nightstand, but...she had a sudden craving for the real thing, a craving that didn’t seem too unrealistic all of a sudden. Sure, she’d had bad luck in the past, but now that her worries all seemed to be gone, and since her hangups and many of her inhibitions had probably gone with them, everything that had held her back in the past no longer applied. She’d just try again, this time with a new mindset.

Or was it really a new mindset? Actually, a lot of the time it felt like her mind was just...gone. She got up and began to go through her morning routine, but as she did a few of the steps – taking a shower, making breakfast – she realized that she wasn’t really thinking anything at all. Her worries were gone, but so had the thing that had reminded her about them, that little voice in her head that kept a running commentary on everything she did. She was now missing the narration of her consciousness. The thought didn’t worry her, though. In fact, the new peace and quiet was something that she’d been missing for a long time. Really, her fifteen dollars couldn’t have been better spent.

As she went about her day, arousal continued to course through her. As she researched the city’s best nightclubs, her free hand wandered into her panties; as she made lunch to a soundtrack of Top 40 pop, she found herself dancing sensually in front of the stove; as she did her makeup in preparation for going out, she found herself putting on more than she usually would have, just because it let her imagine some guy lusting over her. She wanted to be the kind of woman a guy would lust over, and by God, she would go out tonight and prove that she was.

That was helped by the changes to her body. It was far harder to get into her typical clubbing dress than usual; her hips were broader, her ass had expanded, and her tits were much larger. So that was where the pizza had gone. Before, she had had an unremarkable figure, not undesirable but hardly eye-catching. Now, though, she had gained new curves almost everywhere. And she loved it! Why worry about where her body had come from, why it had suddenly changed? It was super hot now, and that was what mattered.

That did create a problem, though. As she strained to pull the dress up over her new tits, she heard a ripping noise; one of the seams had given out. Darn. What could she do now? Suddenly, she had a brainwave. Her mind was foggier than she remembered it being (not that she remembered much of anything), so ideas were now few and far between, but this was a good one. Running back to the closet, she pulled out a dress she’d ordered online while drunk. It hadn’t been flattering on her old body, too big and baggy, but when she slipped it on this time, it fit like a glove. Drunk Jessica had also been in a flirtatious mood, so the dress was quite a bit shorter than usual, but, hey, that was what guys liked, right?

After slipping on her highest pair of heels, Jessica was ready to head out the door. She called an Uber, under no illusions as to whether she’d be drinking that night, and headed to one of the city’s hottest clubs.

Usually, Jessica was too shy to do well in a nightclub situation. It wasn’t that she was incredibly introverted, just that she wasn’t one of the loud, drunken reveler types who cranked the volume up to 11 and grinded on each other all night long. Tonight, though...tonight would be different. It wasn’t that she really liked the loud music that came thumping through the nightclub’s doors as she pulled them open, or that she particularly savored the perfectly average Cosmo she had at the bar. No, the reason she felt like a kid in a candy store was that the club was full of men. Men! Oh, they weren’t all great, she knew, but...they all had an essential ingredient for the best night ever, and it was something Jessica wanted to get her hands on.

Stepping out onto the dance floor, she swayed her way through the crush of people, trying to find a likely prospect. She winked, flirted, smiled, even grinded on a guy briefly, all things she would never have dreamed of doing before, and when she got tired, she went and got another drink, trying to get properly buzzed, to lose the last of her inhibitions.

At last, she found what she was looking for. A large, muscular man loomed at the edge of the room, ID badge clipped to his shirt. There was something about a guy in uniform...okay, maybe he was an employee, maybe he was on the clock, but that just meant he was a challenge. She stumbled over to him. “H-hey, cutie!”

“Uh…” he said. “Sorry, I’m actually working right now.”

“Oh, come on,” said Jessica, pouting. “Don’t you wanna, like, have a good time with me? I promise you won’t regret it!”

“I...think you’re drunk,” he said. “You should maybe go home and take a cold shower.”

Things were desperate. Jessica needed this man, and now he was turning her down. She had to bring out the big guns. “But...are you sure you don’t, like, want a piece of this?” Pulling her dress down, she flashed him her tits. She heard gasps from people around them, but she didn’t care; whatever sense of shame she’d once had had disappeared overnight.

It was dark, but she thought she saw him blush. “I...really, really can’t. Sorry.”

“Oh, come on,” she said, placing a gentle hand on his chest. “I just want to have a little fun. We don’t even have to leave here. We can just find a quiet corner.”

“You’re insane,” he said. “You’re absolutely insane. But...I guess it’s just about break time. Don’t breathe a word of this to anyone.”

“Don’t worry!” said Jessica, grinning from ear to ear. “I won’t!”

“All right, great,” he said. “Follow me.” Together, they headed through the crowd of people and into the back hallway, where the bathrooms were. Pulling out a set of keys, he unlocked an unobtrusive door. Inside was a room with a wraparound bench and a table in the middle. “I’m not supposed to let you in here, because it’s for events,” he said, “but then I’d be fired for this anyway.” Once Jessica had come inside, he shut and locked the door behind them.

“Oh, come on, don’t worry so much,” she said. “I used to worry a lot, but it didn’t, like, make my life any better.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said. “I’m Zach, by the way. But forget that after we’re done here.”

“I’m Jessica!” said Jessica. “But, like, you talk too much.” Before part of her brain even realized what was happening, she found herself leaning in and locking her lips onto his. He stiffened in surprise, but then relaxed, no doubt feeling some of the same feelings as her, feelings of safety, warmth, and, above all, overwhelming arousal.

Actually, she couldn’t be sure about that last part. No doubt he was turned on, but there was no way he was as turned on as she was. Her body was practically aflame with lust, her nerves humming with sexual desire. Never before had she been this desperate for a big cock, and she was going to get one, too. Sighing, she relaxed into the kiss.

It was Zach who made the first move, roughly groping her full, round breasts. He clearly didn’t think much of her – to him, she was just some dumb slut attracted to a uniform. The old Jessica would have shrunken away at that knowledge, mortified by the thought that someone regarded her as trashy or easy, but the new Jessica didn’t care. In fact, it turned her on more than she’d ever thought possible.

“Fuck, baby,” she moaned, breaking off the kiss. “Use me like a trashy slut. Use my over-inflated body however you want.”

“Shit,” said Zach, “that’s all you had to say.” Grabbing her dress, he yanked it down, pushing it over her hips and down her legs, exposing her in one swift motion. She hadn’t worn panties or a bra, and now she felt his judging eye sweep her naked body, appraising her full curves, her big tits and wobbling ass. His cock visibly stiffened in his pants, and she knew it was time to make her move.

“Zach, baby?” she asked. “Want me to, like, suck your cock?”

“Fuck, I...I mean, if you’re offering, yeah,” he said, seemingly still disoriented by the sight of her body. That was all she needed. Dropping to her knees, she unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down, letting his bulge, now restrained only by underwear, pop out. Then she slid his boxers down as well, watching his throbbing shaft burst free and point directly at her.

The sight was so erotic that Jessica felt herself moved by an unseen force. Almost in a dream, she watched her hand reach out and begin to tease her lover’s cock, stroking it gently. She bit her finger, thinking about what to do. On the one hand, she really wanted his tasty cock. On the other hand, maybe it was better to take things slow?

...Nah. The old Jessica had worried a lot about sex, about what she should be doing and whether it was feeling good for her partner. The new Jessica wanted Zach to feel good, but also knew what she wanted. She would give this guy the blowjob of his life and not sweat the small stuff. And, right now, she just wanted to attack his rod.

Leaning forward, she wasted no time in sliding almost his entire shaft into her mouth. The flavor of his musk drove her wild, and the feeling of him filling her mouth left her more aroused than ever before. She began to bob up and down, taking as much of him as she could.

At the same time, though, she did have two free hands. With one, she reached up and began to massage his balls, giving him a new dimension of pleasure. With the other, she began to tease her clit, rubbing it tenderly. She wasn’t going to reach her own orgasm by just sucking him off, and orgasms were pretty much what life was all about, right? Right.

Slowly, she began to speed up, letting him slide further and further into her mouth, working her own clit harder and harder. This was just so fucking hot! Sucking off a security guard in the back of a nightclub – it didn’t get any better than this! She moaned around his cock, causing him to stiffen further. He was putty in her hands.

“Fucking...fucking shit,” he moaned, “how are you doing this?” Unable to say anything in response, she only gave him a wink before working his cock deeper into her mouth than it had ever been before. But...there was still another inch or so of shaft to go. She knew Zach would never expect her to try; he was having a great time regardless. But she wanted to prove that she could to herself. Holding a swallow, she pushed her head forward further and let his shaft slide down her throat.

He moaned again, grabbing the back of her head, and she knew that she’d done it, that she’d given him a night to remember, even if he hadn’t quite blown his load. She was well on the way to orgasm as well. Usually, fingering alone took a long time to bring her that far, but tonight...maybe her new body was just way more sensitive, but the pleasure was building much more quickly. She felt a ball of heat building within her, each movement of her fingers sending a new wave of pleasure echoing through every corner of her being.

She felt herself running out of air and pulled her head up off her lover’s cock, beginning to pump him into her mouth more aggressively than ever before. Within a minute or two, it got to be too much for him. “Oh shit,” he cried, “oh fuck, I’m gonna...you’re gonna make me…” and then he was there, blasting thick ropes of cum down her throat. Old Jessica would have panicked, wondering what she was supposed to do, but New Jessica was much more practical. There was no time to waste, right? She gulped down his jizz and kept pumping, bringing him down from his high as gently as possible.

Just then, she felt her own pleasure reach a breaking point. She’d never before achieved orgasm so quickly, but she wasn’t about to question where this blessing had come from; instead, she worked her finger onto her clit in just that special way that drove her absolutely insane, giving her just enough pleasure that...that…

Before Jessica realized what was happening, she was already over the edge. She felt her body erupt with pleasure, pleasure more intense and all-consuming than any she had experienced before. She moaned and gasped around Zach’s cock, eyes crossing; a titanic wave of ecstasy wiped out every thought, all consciousness in her mind, for one, two, three, four, five seconds. This was...beautiful.

And then, breathing heavily, she began to come down. With a wet sucking noise, she pulled her mouth off of Zach’s cock and smiled up at him. “Still regret agreeing to this, baby?”

“My boss might make me regret it,” he said, smiling ruefully, “but, well, I can’t say that I wouldn’t do it again. I have to get back to work, but, hey, come around here again sometime.” He pulled a $20 bill out of his pocket, slipped it between her tits, and left the room.

Jessica stared at the money, trying to process what had just happened. He had paid for sex. Was she...a whore? And a blowjob for $20? That made her a cheap whore.

Oh well. Sex worker or no, she had enjoyed the experience more than anything she’d done in years. And she would happily do it again. Why stay on at her gray, depressing business job? This was something she could do full-time! Move to Nevada, maybe, or start an OnlyFans, or, or...the possibilities were dizzying.

One thing was for sure, though, she thought as she got up and slid on her dress. Sex was no longer an embarrassing, awkward thing that she did because she thought she had to. Now it was the overriding purpose of her entire life. And that could only be a good thing. Romance? Well, maybe that could happen too. But sucking cock and getting stuffed – it was indescribably amazing. And, at last, she was no longer lonely on Valentine’s Day.


Bimbo in Paris

“Austin, babe, I don’t think that you can get over there,” said Rachel, gesturing to the Arc de Triomphe, and to the massive roundabout filled with speeding cars that separated them from it. “There’s an underground passageway, but it’s closed because of flooding.”

“God damn,” said Austin, “why didn’t you tell me? I told Brian I’d get a picture under it!” One of the things that irritated Rachel the most about her husband was the way he wouldn’t lift a finger to figure anything out on his own, but would then expect her to tell him everything he needed to know.

“You...could have looked yourself. I gave you the guidebook. I’m sure Brian will understand if you tell him about the roundabout.” Rachel cringed, knowing that this simple truth would irritate him more than anything else.

Austin sighed, but thankfully didn’t lose his cool. That was amazing; chilly winter days usually left him crankier than normal, and Paris in January was colder than they were used to back home in Texas. “Jesus. Well, can you take a picture of me here? At least I’ll have that.”

“Sure,” said Rachel, happy that there was a peaceful resolution at hand. Austin struck an awkward pose-that-wasn’t-a-pose as Rachel took his phone, pointed it at him, and then...wait, if she just used a longer exposure, or...oh, but what if she adjusted the saturation…

Several minutes later, Austin was still standing there. “Um, Rach, can you...take the picture?”

“I’m almost ready!” said Rachel, fiddling with the contrast settings. She couldn’t help it; if something was worth doing, it was obviously worth doing exactly right.

“This is what gets me,” said Austin. “You complain that I don’t do shit, but then when I do, you always say it’s not good enough! And when you do the same shit on your own, I see why! You’re such a perfectionist.”

“Okay, you know what? Fine!” Raising the phone, Rachel snapped a picture with the settings she’d chosen and then threw it back to Austin. “Maybe you don’t care about anything, but I do!”

“I care!” said Austin, catching his phone and shoving it into his pocket. “I just don’t care so fucking much that I don’t let anybody touch my precious babies!”

“No, you don’t care!” said Rachel. “You don’t care about the trip. I organized it! You only cared about this one stupid picture for your work buddy who I don’t even know. And you know what else you don’t care about? Our relationship!”

“What?” Austin glared at her. “Okay, maybe I forgot our half-anniversary, but I remember all the real ones! You care so much about these details and dates and times, but I don’t know if you’ve ever made a spontaneous romantic gesture!”

“Well, here’s a time I don’t care about,” said Rachel. “Seven-thirty tonight! That’s our dinner reservation, and you’re going alone, you asshole! I’ll just have pizza or something!”

“Fucking fine,” said Austin. “Do whatever you want. It’s the fucking same to me. See you later!” Turning, he stormed off. Rachel had no idea where he thought he was going – she was the one who knew where everything was, including the hotel – but, more importantly, she had no idea where their marriage was going either. The point of the trip had been as a sort of “second honeymoon” to repair their strained relationship, but now here they were, having the same fights in France as they had been having in Fort Worth.

Oh well. Having an unexpected afternoon to herself wouldn’t be the worst. Since Austin didn’t speak any French (she was the interpreter as well as the planner and the navigator), he would probably take a long time to figure out how to get back to the hotel, which meant that she could enjoy a few hours there in peace. Maybe get a coffee first or something.

* * *

Back at the hotel room, Rachel was in the middle of watching a French soap opera – she didn’t understand almost anything that they were saying, but seeing drama other than her own was calming – when she got a text from Lucy, one of her best friends. How’s it going?

Not great, she responded. Kind of the same problems here as at home.

I’m sorry to hear that, said Lucy. If you want, I have something that might help.

Hit me with it, said Rachel.

Okay, said Lucy. I’m emailing you a file. It’s a two-hour motivational tape kind of thing that really helps with relationship troubles. I haven’t tried it myself, but my cousin’s best friend’s sister did, and it worked like a charm!

Great, said Rachel. I’ll give it a shot. Privately, she was skeptical. Lucy always had these ideas. Still, when she got the email a few minutes later, she resolved to try the file. Maybe it would work...this time. Putting in some earbuds, she settled down on the uncomfortable hotel couch and hit Play.

* * *
 

When Rachel came to, she felt...different. Actually, she almost didn’t feel anything at all. Other than a vague happy buzz, her brain was utterly silent. Usually, it was hyperactive, planning out the next few minutes, the next hour, the next several days, doing everything all at once. It was kind of nice to just have some peace and quiet for once.

But...but wait! She coaxed her silent brain into action, trying to figure out what had happened. When had she lost consciousness? How long had she been out? Checking her phone, she saw that it was almost six p.m.; that was over two hours since she’d returned to the hotel. That meant that she’d been out for the whole length of the tape. And that it had made her feel strange when she had come back to the waking world.

Oh well. Honestly, it didn’t really matter. Nothing really mattered. Rachel’s newly-chilled-out brain just couldn’t focus on anything that wasn’t completely positive and happy. Happy things, like...well, she was in Paris with her husband! That was amazing! They’d been saving for this trip for so long, and now they were finally doing it! Vaguely, she remembered some kind of problem or issue that had happened earlier in the day. Well, who cared? Little things like that shouldn’t get in the way of an amazing vacation.

Just then, it hit her: The dinner reservation! It was at a little bistro she’d read a lot about on the Internet, a place she’d been looking forward to eating at for months now. They’d fought about it for some reason, hadn’t they? But it was going to be their special thing together! Whatever they’d argued about wasn’t worth losing a wonderful dinner out over.

In fact...how long had it been since Rachel had surprised Austin with anything? Maybe tonight was the night to show that she cared. Her brain went from empty to buzzing when she started to think about her makeup, what to wear, what to do with her hair. She would impress her husband, take him back to when they had just met and were madly in love.

Finally, at seven, she was almost ready to go. Checking her reflection in a mirror, she wondered why she didn’t wear makeup more often. It had come out really well this time! Sure, the look was a little, or maybe a lot, more dramatic than she usually went with, but that just meant that more people would notice how nice it was.

Now to put on her dress. She couldn’t remember packing her suitcase, so she had no idea why there was so much in there that fit her so poorly. Even the t-shirts were too small. It was like she’d forgotten how big her boobs and ass were, or the sheer width of her hips!

It was even stranger than that, though. Even the bra she had on at that exact moment was too small, much too small. Oh well. She wouldn’t be running or anything in her dress, so it probably wasn’t super important to wear one. But she’d need to get one when she got back home; with boobs like hers, a good bra was an absolute necessity.

Pulling on the dress she’d packed, she looked at herself in the mirror and smiled widely. There was no way Austin could do anything other than sit up and take notice when he saw her in this. It was funny, though; she vaguely remembered intending the garment to be pretty casual, but it was shorter than she intended, and way tighter around her boobs. Actually, you could see her nipples! She giggled; her husband would sure be getting an eyeful.

Rachel grabbed a pair of heels, slipped them on, and then headed out of the hotel room towards the restaurant. It wasn’t a long walk – she just needed to go a few blocks – but she found herself a little bit lost partway through. She didn’t mind. Parisian men seemed to be unable to keep their eyes off of her, and more than a few Parisian women had the same issue. The dress was making her feel sexier than ever. The file thingy really had worked! She found herself taking her time, luxuriating in the attention. After all, she was doing this for Austin...but not only for Austin. She was her own person too!

At last, she caught sight of the bistro’s sign, and of the crowd of people she’d read often flocked there at the last minute, hoping against hope for a table to open up. She was happy she had made a reservation. Weaving through the throng, she made it to the host, whose expression shifted from the focused frown typical of restaurant workers to an open stare when he caught sight of her. After a moment, he remembered to greet her. “Ah, mademoiselle, may I have your name?”

“I’m Rachel,” said Rachel, “but the reservation is, like, under my husband’s name, I think. Austin. Austin…” She realized that she couldn’t remember her husband’s last name, or, for that matter, her own. In her defense, who thought about last names all that much? After a few seconds’ pause, it finally came to her. “Freeman! It was, like, Freeman.”

The host gave her a strange look. “Well, we do have an Austin Freeman here tonight. Your...husband is sitting inside. If you’ll just follow me.” Picking up a menu, he conducted Rachel through the maze of narrow walkways between the restaurant’s tiny bistro tables. They worked their way through the outdoor area and then through the doors into the art-nouveau interior. It was everything she had dreamed of for her trip to Paris; intricate ironwork, beautiful lighting, and an atmosphere that was lively and friendly even as it was also clearly very expensive. How did French people get these places so right?

At last, the host seated her at a small table in front of a very confused-looking Austin. “Rachel? What are you doing here?”

“I’m here for dinner, silly,” said Rachel, laughing. “Why else would I be at this, like, fancy restaurant?”

“Um, but…” Austin sighed. “Look, we don’t have to talk about it that much, but we had that fight earlier, and I was worried you wouldn’t come because of that. I was wrong to say the things I did; I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it, babe!” Rachel giggled. “Like, I barely even remember what we fought about. We’re in Paris, aren’t we? Let’s just enjoy this vacation!”

“Good point,” said Austin. His eyes crept down to Rachel’s newly-expanded bust. “Um...you look beautiful tonight.”

“Oh, thank you,” said Rachel. “I just dressed up a little. This is, like, a nice restaurant, right?”

“R-right,” said Austin. Rachel felt like he had a question on the tip of his tongue – probably a question about how she’d suddenly become a completely different person – but he didn’t ask it. He probably thought he was going insane. She giggled. She would, if she were him.

Dinner came and went in a blissful blur of wine, tasty little appetizer plates, and delectable steak frites. As they ate, Rachel and Austin flirted like they hadn’t in a long time, smiled, laughed. It was as if all of the conflict from the more recent years of their marriage was gone, had never happened. Lucy had been right; that file had been almost magical.

At last, after coffee, a delicious dessert, and an eye-watering bill, the much-happier couple stumbled out onto the street, the cool, slightly fragrant Parisian night air greeting them with open arms. “That was, like, great,” said Rachel, taking Austin’s hand. “The wine was a lot better than back in Texas.”

“You always find these places,” said Austin. “You should teach me how sometime. I should really be doing more of the planning on these trips.”

“Yeah, I should,” said Rachel, “but, like, I’ll give you a hint: It starts with Google.” Just then, one of her high heels got caught between two cobblestones, and she fell forwards with a shriek. Austin was right there, thankfully, pulling her back upright with strong, steady arms. She was lucky to have him, she really was. “Thanks, babe.”

“No problem,” said Austin, grinning.

“Don’t look at me like that! I felt your hands on my boobs!” Rachel laughed. “Of course, like, you’re welcome to more...back at the hotel.” She didn’t know what it was – maybe it was Paris being the city of love or something – but she suddenly found Austin irresistible. Normally, her sex drive was far lower than his, but now she was practically boiling with lust. In fact, she realized, she had been all day. She didn’t know why it had happened, but that didn’t matter; what did matter was that she was about to be all over Austin.

At last, they found the hotel and made their way back up to their room. As soon as the door was shut behind them, Rachel wanted to jump on Austin, but she gave him a chance to get settled in, to take off his shoes and lay back on the bed. It was only then that she made her move, lying down next to him and looking into his eyes. “It would be, like, a shame to end the night here.”

“You think?” said Austin. “I don’t know, I’m pretty tired. A good dinner always makes me sleepy.”

Rachel’s eyes widened. “But, but, but, I mean, like...it’s still only ten, right? You don’t normally go to sleep at ten.”

Austin looked over at her, a smile on his face. “Look, Rach, I know what you want. And I’m happy to give it to you. I’m just surprised you never asked before, is all.”

Relief spread through Rachel’s body. The feeling was so intense that she forgot to be embarrassed that she hadn’t seen through her husband’s teasing. She was about to say something else when he leaned over and kissed her.

Rachel obviously knew what it was like to kiss Austin. They’d done it probably thousands of times over the years; the passionate makeout sessions at the beginning, the romantic meeting-of-the-lips at their wedding, and all the different good-morning, goodnight, and goodbye pecks they exchanged almost every day, even sometimes when they were angry at each other. But this one was different; there was a kind of passion, a kind of lust in the air that had been present only a few times before. She felt herself melting into her husband’s arms.

The moment was romantic indeed – but Rachel wanted more than romance. She wanted Austin’s body, his strong arms and the cock that, even in the rough patches of their relationship, she’d still lusted after. Reaching down, she felt his bulge through his pants, massaged it gently. Smiling, her husband broke off the kiss. “Impatient tonight, are we?”

She grinned. “Like, I don’t know about patience or whatever. This cock is all mine tonight, so why should I wait?”

“Good point,” said Austin. “But fair’s fair – let me get you out of that dress first.” Pulling Rachel’s dress over her head, he revealed his wife’s naked body. “You...went commando? That’s freaky. I like it.”

“I...did?” Rachel remembered that she hadn’t worn a bra, but panties? Looking down, she realized that she definitely wasn’t wearing any. She must have forgotten. Since when had she been the kind of person who’d forget that kind of thing? “Well...um...you know how I like to make it romantic.”

“You sure do,” he said. “That’s what I love about you, Rach. I’m not somebody who plans a whole awful lot, but the way you do...it’s so fucking hot to me.”

She laughed. “Like, give yourself more credit. I’d never even be in Paris if not for you. This whole trip was your idea.”

Austin smiled. “And, look, I’m getting another. Why don’t you see what you can do with this?” Unzipping his pants, he pulled out his rapidly-hardening cock. “Your choice. Seriously. Drive me crazy, huh?”

“You don’t, like, have to tell me twice,” said Rachel. The sight of a cock triggered something new within her. She felt an uncontrollable hunger, a desperate urge to shove her husband’s rod into her pussy and ride it until the end of time. But she also knew that restraint would make the payoff even better. Maybe it would be a good idea to get him warmed up first?

Actually, she had a good idea about how to do just that. Sliding down the bed, she looked up at Austin and traced a finger along his cock, feeling the pattern of veins underneath the skin and the firm, spongy flesh in between. It was beautiful, it really was, maybe the most beautiful thing about him.

It was so beautiful that she couldn’t wait any longer. Grabbing her husband’s cock with one hand, she guided it to her mouth and began to suck on the tip, swirling her tongue around the fleshy shaft, feeling it stiffen further in her tongue’s warm, wet embrace. With her other hand, she rolled his balls between her fingers. They were bigger than normal, a bit swollen; come to think of it, they hadn’t had sex for almost a week. Unforgivable! How could Rachel have had access to this wonderful man and not taken full advantage of everything he could offer her?

Well, that changed now. Eagerly, she slid her mouth further onto her husband’s cock, letting it go deeper into her mouth. It had that same delicious flavor she was so used to, but she was so desperate for it now that it seemed to taste even better. She began to bob her head up and down, pumping his cock in and out of her mouth, giving him every ounce of pleasure she could. It was for her own sake too; the more she gave him, the wetter she got with the knowledge that she was all his, his slut, his toy. And she wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Rachel felt Austin’s pulse quicken, heard his breathing speed up. She knew he liked so much warming up and no more – it stressed him out to get too close to the edge. But he probably wasn’t quite where he wanted to be yet. She upped the pace, sucking a little bit harder, moving a little bit faster. She vaguely remembered not liking giving blowjobs much. Why on Earth had that been? Old Rachel had been kind of weird, honestly.

After a couple of minutes, Austin sucked in breath. “G-get off, or I’m gonna -”

Rachel lifted her head off his cock. “Gotcha, but, like...are you ready to kick things up a notch?”

“Fuck,” he said, “you’re eager tonight.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” she said. “Like, I have a hot husband with a nice cock. I’d be a fool not to.”

“I’m not gonna disagree,” he said. “Now c’mon, spread ‘em. To be honest, I think you’ve turned me on more tonight than ever before. I don’t know why it would happen now, five years into our marriage, but I feel like I did the first time we fucked.”

“Oh, Austin,” giggled Rachel as they got into the missionary position, “that’s really nice of you to say. Now fuck my brains out, would you?”

Austin smiled, and then their lips met once again as his cock slid into her soaking pussy. Sometimes they needed lube, if Rachel was dry for some reason, but that wasn’t an issue tonight. Instead, Rachel felt pure, unadulterated pleasure as Austin pushed himself into her. Before they’d committed to each other, she’d had a couple of hookups, but none had ever compared to sex with her husband. His cock just fit so perfectly into her vagina, and she heard herself gasping with arousal as it slotted in once again.

Slowly, he worked himself further into her, towards the spot that he was always able to hit somehow. Her vagina stretched to accommodate him, but not so much that it was painful; the feeling of being stretched added to the pleasure somehow. He began to manhandle her breasts, tweaking her nipples and massaging her soft flesh, and she could only gasp under his gentle assault. He knew exactly what she liked.

Once Austin was all the way in, he began to thrust, pounding Rachel’s pussy with a slow but steady rhythm. She cried out; each movement sent pleasure arcing through her, sparks shooting through her veins. Combined with his attack on her tits, she felt that the sensations were pooling, slowly building up and up towards the climax she knew would come soon. She needed that orgasm, she realized, needed it more than anything else, and she wouldn’t rest until she got it – more than one, if possible. It was her singular driving purpose.

Her husband sped up, and soon she lost track of his individual thrusts. Both lovers fell into almost a haze of pleasure, a blur of gasping, sweating, thrusting, moaning. Time passed, but they paid no attention to it; there was simply no need. They were a single well-oiled machine, each synchronized motion sending sensations swirling through their bodies. It didn’t matter how long that lasted, just that it did.

But nothing can go on forever, and eventually Rachel felt her arousal building towards a breaking point. Her husband was clearly almost there as well; his ragged breathing and desperate thrusts were those of someone very close to orgasm. “Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “Oh, fuck, I’m almost there, babe, fuck me, oh shit…”

He made no reply, but drove his cock into her even harder. These titanic thrusts were too much for her; she teetered at the edge for a moment, and then, screaming, went over. Pleasure coursed through her, overwhelming her senses. Her toes curled, her fingers dug into Austin’s back, her limbs trembled, but she couldn’t master the sensations flowing through her, couldn’t even consciously appreciate them; they were simply there, and she was happy for it. Gasping, moaning, she let the pleasure overcome her.

And then, at last, she began to come down. Austin had clearly blown his load as well; she felt the warm, sticky seed inside of her, felt his cock softening as he pulled it out. That had been...indescribably wonderful. “Fuck, Austin, you...that was, like, awesome.”

“Y-yeah,” said Austin. “It’s been years since I’ve felt that good, but...damn, I think this is why we got married.”

“We might fight,” agreed Rachel, “but in the bedroom, those problems, like, go away.”

“Damn right,” he said. “But, uh...it’s not over yet, if you don’t want it to be. Give me ten minutes, and I’ll be ready to go again.”

“Oh, definitely,” she said. “I need more of your cock. Let’s, like, light up the City of Light, babe.” Sinking back onto the bed, she allowed herself a moment of rest. She didn’t know why their relationship hadn’t always been this wonderful, but that didn’t matter now, did it? All that mattered was that that file thing had completely turned everything around.

Rachel did have some other concerns, though. For one thing, her wardrobe didn’t have nearly enough pink in it.


Insta Bimbo

“One second,” said Kayla, as her smartphone buzzed in her pocket. “I’m getting a call.”

“Um,” said Justin, her friend, coworker, and occasional Instagram photographer, “can I, uh, put the camera down, then? It’s kinda heavy.”

“Sure, sure,” she said, waving a hand to shush him. “Hello? Mom?”

“Hi, Kayla.” Her mother sounded a little worried, and Kayla gritted her teeth, afraid of what was coming next. When her dad was mad at her, he would yell at her and then forget about it; when her mom was mad, on the other hand, she would guilt her daughter until Kayla felt like a monster. “We, um, need to talk about something.”

“It’s the whole moving-out thing, isn’t it?” asked Kayla. “I told you, it’s only a few weeks until I make it big on Instagram, and then I’ll move to an apartment in Santa Monica or something! I swear!”

“We’ve been hearing about this Instagram success for three years now,” said her mother. “Your father and I have come to a decision. Fame or not, we’d like you to move out in thirty days. You could work more hours at the coffee shop – there are cheap apartments up in Tercer Hermano, that suburb, that you could afford if you did that. Or you could even get a job that used your college degree. But you can’t keep living in our house. You’re young and restless; you need to be out on your own.”

“What?” asked Kayla. “A month? But I–”

“I know what you’re going to say,” said her mother. “That you have a plan, that you just need more time. Well, you have all the time in the world – but it’s our house, and we can make the rules. Your father wants your room to display his bonsai collection.”

“Of course,” said Kayla. “The bonsai collection. You’re replacing me with a tree.”

“Five trees, actually!” came her father’s voice, booming from the phone speaker. “And they don’t eat all our food or take long showers or blast Disney music at two a.m.!”

“Listen, Kayla,” said her mother. “We’re not trying to be hard on you. We’ll help you move and do whatever else we can to make this go smoothly.”

“Fine, fine,” said Kayla. “I get it. I do. I’ll just...make it big before then.”

“...Yeah,” said her mother. “Well, I’m glad we see eye to eye. You should start looking for apartments.”

“Uh huh,” said Kayla. “Well, bye.” Irritated, she hung up.

“Um, who was that?” asked Justin. “Your parents?”

“Yeah, it was,” said Kayla. “They say I have to move out. I’m only twenty-five! I mean, really. Way to be hard on your kid.”

“...Um, sure,” said Justin. “You want to keep doing the shoot?”

“Yeah,” said Kayla. “But I don’t know. Right now I gain, I don’t know, twenty followers a week. Seems like I deserve more than that – like I should get more than that, you know?”

“Well, um,” said Justin, fiddling with the camera, “there’s an audiobook I found recently. You like those, right?”

“I do,” said Kayla. She liked listening to the stories, but hated reading.

“It’s about how to get big on Instagram. You should, uh, give it a listen. I know I kind of sound like I’ve been taken in by a scam or something, but I promise you that it has rave reviews. A lot of the big up-and-coming stars say they followed its advice.” He smiled weakly. “Also, I mean, it’s not that I’m trying to be pushy or anything, but, uh, I’d really like to get paid at some point here. This is, what, ten hours of work per week?”

“I told you, Justin,” said Kayla, “I’ll pay you when I get paid. When I land that first big sponsorship deal, you’ll get ten percent of the take. Aren’t we friends? This kind of thing is what friends are for.”

“Uh...yeah,” said Justin. “Well, I’ll send you the tape after this, I guess. Now, um, do that one pose again. Where we left off.”

* * *

The sun had gone down by the time Kayla made it home. She’d gotten Chipotle for dinner, not wanting to face a meal with her parents. Shrugging off their greetings when she finally opened the front door, she hurried up to her room and shut the door. Some nerve they had, saying hi to her like that after dropping such a bomb earlier.

Well, it was no big deal; moving out by the end of the month wouldn’t be an issue, since Instagram fame was right around the corner anyway. And, if Justin was right about the audio tape – she doubted he was, not being an up-and-coming Instagram star or anything, but he might be – then it would be a shortcut to fame and fortune. She’d get there even faster with its help!

Picking up her phone, she saw that he had sent her a link earlier. She got into her favorite position for listening to audiobooks, lying on the bed with her eyes closed, and hit “play.” Come on, knowledge, download into my brain!

She was confused, at first, by the fact that there was no talking, just a sort of staticky hiss.  Were her earbuds broken? Or maybe the file had...um...downloaded incorrectly? Was that how computers worked? What was going on?

Kayla was still trying to figure it out when she fell into unconsciousness.

* * *

Time passed. Dreamlike whispers filled her brain. She breathed in and out, a cycle that normally took just seconds but which now seemed to stretch out for hours at a time. Slowly, she became aware that her mind was awakening, that she was slipping back towards the waking world. She was disappointed; this world was peaceful, and she didn’t want to leave it so soon.

Oh well. There was nothing for it. Back to -

Just then, a switch seemed to flip in her head. She sat up, breathing heavily, completely awake. What – where was she? What was going on?

Then she started to remember everything that had happened. There had been a...file? Oh, the audiobook. And she had started to listen to it, and then...well, then she had gone under somehow. Weird.

But not as weird as everything else that had changed. Her brain felt...kind of loose and liquidy, like every thought had to pass through a thick layer of jelly. The strangest new thing, though, was that she couldn’t worry about any of that. Before, she’d had some concerns – one of the main ones had been her parents, and them kicking her out, or something like that – but now they were practically gone. Sure, she was vaguely aware of the problems, just not bothered at all by them. It was nice.

And there was another difference. Kayla was a little embarrassed to admit it, even to herself, but...well, she was horny. Like, really horny, hornier-than-she’d-ever-been horny. Even the thought of sucking a big, juicy cock sent her mind tumbling through all kinds of dirty places. No, that settled it. She needed to get laid. And quick.

But...who to call? None of her various side men were in town, and she hadn’t had a real boyfriend in over a year.

There was another option, though. It wasn’t one she would normally have considered, but, as they say, desperate times call for desperate measures. Picking up the phone, she called Justin.

“What’s up?” came his voice, a bit sleepy. “It’s, like, late. It’s already ten.”

“Is it?” asked Kayla. Checking her watch, she saw that he was right. Where had all that time gone? Well, whatever. “Listen, Justin, I need something really bad. Can I come over, like, now?”

“Um,” said Justin, “what do you need, exactly?”

“Don’t worry about it,” said Kayla. “Can I come or not?”

“Y...yeah, sure,” said Justin. “Fine.”

“Great!” said Kayla. “See you in a few minutes!” Before he had a chance to respond, she hung up the phone and walked over to her closet. It was time to pick out a really small dress, but one that would fit over her boobs, which seemed to have suddenly doubled in size. She got a strange feeling that she would once have been worried about that, but that was silly! Having big boobs was great, even if they’d seemingly magically appeared over the course of two or three hours.

Actually, come to think of it, she was ravenously hungry. All that boob had to come from somewhere, probably. Grabbing a bag of almonds from her bedside table, she devoured the whole thing in a flash, still trying to decide what to wear. At last, she settled on a dress she’d bought a few years before, when she’d had an urge to go clubbing. She had been far too stingy at the time, however, to pay the cover charge, let alone buy any drinks, so she’d never actually stepped foot inside a club. Where was the sense in that? Now, Kayla’s pussy twinged at just the idea of going to a club. That was where you met hot guys, after all.

Once she had crammed herself into her dress – it was extra tight around her tits, just like she’d wanted – she grabbed a pair of heels and headed to the front door. On the way, she stopped in the kitchen and wolfed down a bagel. That audio file...whatever it had done, it had done it well. She was feeling so many changes already!

She had to stop herself from peeling out and speeding down the street; getting in an accident meant no dick for her, and that was no good. Still, the ride to Justin’s place (a seedy apartment in Tercer Hermano) seemed interminable; the last remnants of rush hour were still clogging up the freeways. Finally, though, she stopped in the parking lot in front of his building, got out, and hurried, as fast as her shoes would allow, to his door. Desperately, her self control gone, she pounded the wooden surface. “Hi, Justin! It’s me!”

“Um, I…” Justin trailed off when he opened the door. “Uh, what are you...wearing?”

“Like it?” asked Kayla, turning from side to side to give him a better view. “It’s my new dress. Well, old dress, actually, but I hadn’t, like, worn it in a long time.”

“Yeah, um…” Justin seemed to be struggling to string words together. “What did you want, exactly?”

“Oh, Justin,” said Kayla. “It’s obvious. When a girl texts you at ten p.m., and she’s asking to come over…”

“Oh,” said Justin, eyes widening, “oh shit. I mean, damn. I never thought it was...like that between us.”

“Well, like, it wasn’t before,” Kayla giggled, “but then I listened to the tape. It worked really well, so, like, consider this my way of thanking you.” Before he could say anything else, she was leaning forward. He opened his mouth briefly, trying to say something, trying to figure out what to do, and then, giving up, moved to meet her halfway.

The kiss would have been awkward if it hadn’t been so passionate. Justin was hardly a natural in the bedroom, but when faced with Kayla’s energy, her desperation, he couldn’t help but reciprocate her intensity. They melted together, each desperately grabbing at the other’s body, pulling off clothing, moaning and gasping, a duet of pure arousal.

Even before, Kayla had had her share of one night stands. Usually, they were with men who only saw her as a piece of ass, which was fair enough because she thought the same of them. But the feeling was different this time. Oh, it was sexual, there was no question about that. But whereas having sex with the other men had been about personal validation and quick pleasure, this was, for her, about the act itself. Never had she wanted, needed, a good fucking as much as she did now.

After a minute, they pulled apart. Justin’s shirt was on the floor, as was Kayla’s dress, the body that the latter had covered so incompletely now exposed to her lover’s gaze. “Fuck, you’re hot,” he said. “I never...saw you this way before.”

“Like, in my underwear?” Kayla giggled.

“No, I mean…” Justin paused. “I don’t know, it seems like something changed, you know? You’re, uh, even hotter now.”

“Thank you,” said Kayla. “But, like, when you’re having sex with a person, you kind of look at them differently, right? It’s probably that.”

“Uh...yeah,” said Justin. He didn’t seem convinced, but Kayla didn’t really care. In fact, all this talking was only leaving her more and more desperate for his cock.

“Like, can I...suck it?” she asked, looking at his crotch. A bulge had formed, but through his jeans she couldn’t tell how big it was. Any size was fine, really, as long as it was nice and hard and could get the job done. She couldn’t wait to unwrap it.

“Wow, now you’re talking,” he said, smiling. “I’ve had dreams about this.”

“Really?” Kayla giggled as she sank to her knees. “Well, you tell that dream bitch that you’re all mine now. I don’t want any competition.” Scrabbling at the front of his pants, she got his zipper open and then pulled them and his underpants down, revealing his cock. It was about average length, but surprisingly thick. “Oooh, nice.”

“Thanks,” said Justin. “Uh, I’ve never actually...had sex before, so, um, be gentle. If that’s okay.”

“Of course!” said Kayla. “Like, don’t worry about it. I don’t bite.” Before her lover had time to say anything else, she was already on his cock, the head sliding past her lips as she began to suck gently. The flavor was wonderful, the usual sweaty cock-musk, but now she found it incredibly addictive. How had she gotten through life without doing this far more often?

As usual, the blowjob offered many different pleasures. One of Kayla’s favorite things to do, since her college boyfriend had turned her on to it, was to fondle her lover’s balls, rolling them between her fingers, feeling their surprising hardness and weight. She began to use that technique on Justin; his sack was also a bit larger than she was used to, which meant more fun for her as she kneaded it gently. He sucked in breath; she already had him in the palm of her hand, and it had just been a few minutes. She was about to rock his world.

Slowly but steadily, Kayla took more of Justin’s cock into her mouth, sliding her lips towards his pelvis. By letting his rod move into her cheek rather than towards the opening of her throat, she even managed to take the whole thing. Once she had, though, there was little to be done but let some out again so that she could begin to pump, bobbing her head up and down, going faster and faster as his shaft got slicker and slicker with spit and precum. “Shit,” he gasped, “you really...know your stuff!” Unable to respond, she just flashed him a peace sign and kept going, wrapped in a haze of arousal. How could this get any better?

She noticed something strange happening. Normally, during the half-dozen blowjobs she’d given in her life (many of which had been to drunk guys who were still soft), she got aroused, but there was no pleasure involved for her; she had done it because it was hot and because her lovers had appreciated it. This time, though, she felt the first hints of pleasure building up inside of her, as if she were actually being stimulated. She moaned with arousal around his cock; if she were to keep it up, she might reach an orgasm just from giving head. That was a sexy thought.

A sexy thought, but...Kayla needed more. She needed to feel Justin inside her, needed to have him ride her rough. A blowjob just wasn’t the same. Besides, he seemed like he was getting close to blowing his load, and she couldn’t have that, not yet. Pulling her mouth off his cock, she looked up at him and put on her sexiest voice. “In the groove, big boy?”

“Uh...what?” Justin seemed like he had been in his own special place, in blowjob heaven, mindlessly letting the pleasure come. It took him a second to get back to reality. “Oh, um, yeah, this is...really good. Keep going.” The last sentence was delivered casually, but it was the first actual command Justin had ever given Kayla in the two years she had known him. She was awakening something within him...and she wanted to see it come out more.

But first, she had to subtly redirect him. “Actually, I, like, had something better in mind. Why don’t we go over to the couch?”

“Oh,” Justin’s eyes widened. “Oh, of course. Yeah.” Together, they made their way into Justin’s living area, and Kayla wasted no time in sinking into the couch and spreading her legs.

“Come at me, baby. Like, fucking fill me up.” She felt her mind growing dirtier the more aroused she got. The dirtier her mind became, though, the more it aroused her, in an amazing cycle of endless pleasure.

“You got it...bitch.” She looked up, smiling, and his cheeks flushed. The side of him that he’d wanted to show before was coming out now, and she wanted to encourage it, to let it blossom.

“Fuck me,” Kayla said, “fuck your bitch, baby. Ride her hard.”

And then, before she realized what was happening, Justin was on top of her, thrusting into her. She cried out in shock; he had gone much faster than she’d even thought possible, and now he was already halfway in. He was thick enough that there was a little bit of pain, but not so much that she wanted it to stop. That edge only added to the experience.

Then she felt his hands grab her shoulders, clamping tightly onto her, preventing her from moving almost at all. She had no intention of trying to break free, but she knew that she couldn’t have without his permission. This was so...so fucking hot. He growled as he pushed ever deeper into her, cock exploring her deepest nooks and crannies, tickling a spot no other lover had come close to. She moaned aloud, unable to hold it back any longer.

And then he began to thrust, shoving his hips back and forth with wild, animalistic energy. Kayla could only cry out. With her other lovers, penetration had sometimes been something that would bring her to orgasm, but it had never been the kind of orgasm that she had been able to reach in her own bed with the help of her trusty vibrator. Now, though, she felt more turned-on than she’d ever been in her life. She was Justin’s fuckhole, his bitch, his slut, and the harder he used her, the more turned-on she got. “Oh fuck,” she gasped, “oh shit, this is so hot, oh my fucking god.”

“Like that, bitch?” he grunted. She was pleased to note that he didn’t speed up, didn’t go any harder despite what she’d said; instead, he kept up the pace, that perfect rhythm that was so wonderful for her. This was unreal.

And an orgasm was now within reach. Kayla felt her insides buzzing with pleasure, more and more intense with each thrust. She realized that she was yelping every time he shoved himself into her. In that moment, she was an animal, unable to control herself, unable to reason, driven mad by her lover’s cock, by his wild, aggressive energy.

At last, it all drove her over the edge. She screamed as the dam inside of her burst, as unforgettable pleasure coursed through her. Her limbs were shaking, her insides were of fire, and her mind was utterly blank. Time passed, but she barely noticed it; the overwhelming wave of sensation washing over her left no room for any kind of consciousness.

But all good things must come to an end, and eventually – it had probably only been a few seconds of real-world time – Kayla found herself coming down from her orgasmic high. Gasping, panting, she tried to come to grips with what had happened. Justin had blown his load also, and he was pulling out of her, cock quickly softening. “That was...damn, that was great,” he said, his old shyness returning.

“Like, you can say that again,” said Kayla. “You know, I’m probably not the only Instagram influencer to fuck her photographer.”

“No, you aren’t,” said Justin. “So why don’t we do this again sometime? I mean, give me ten minutes and I can go again right here, right now. But, like, later.”

“Sure thing,” said Kayla. “Why not? I need encouragement. You need, like, a reward before the checks start coming in.” She just hoped he wasn’t expecting monogamy. Oh, he was sweet, but...this new body was a finely-tuned fucking machine, and it was a shame to show that off to just one partner.

Lying back on the couch, she tried to catch her breath. This was one of those nights, she knew, that she’d remember forever.

* * *

A month to the day later, Justin placed the last box in the bedroom of Kayla’s new apartment. “You’re probably gonna need some more furniture and decorations and stuff.”

“Like, of course,” she said, taking in the view of the Pacific out the wide picture window. “But I can’t believe that this is really happening.”

“Yeah, I don’t know how you did it,” said Justin. “I just took the pictures. But hey, my new apartment’s a lot better than the old one – I’m not asking questions.”

Kayla smiled. She knew how she had done it. Before, she’d been following the rules to achieve success on Instagram, but the numbers just hadn’t been there. Now, though, simply by posing in more revealing clothing and flaunting her new body, she’d attracted a wave of followers, which had propelled her to several big brand deals. The new apartment wasn’t the half of it – she also had a new car, a new wardrobe, and a new cat (Oscar) who was not only a lot of fun, but also an engagement machine when he appeared in her pictures.

And all because of one little audiobook.


The Surfer’s Bimbo

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.


The Band’s Bimbo

It was past one a.m., and The Crocodile Café was finally emptying out, hyped-up fans mingling with the street life typical of downtown Seattle. A steady drizzle earlier in the night had cleared up, and a little bit of moonlight was even filtering through the clouds; not bad weather for the middle of October.

Amy was still riding the high of the concert. There had been some big names present; the venue had been sold out because of a surprise appearance by Mudhoney, but she was more interested in her personal favorite band, a little group from Federal Way called Eye Squeeze. Some people said their sound was too gritty, but Amy knew those people were wrong. Gritty was in, wasn’t it? That was what grunge was all about.

As she headed down the sidewalk, she heard voices in the alley behind the venue. That was where the backstage entrance was, wasn’t it? It sounded like young men, young men who were having an argument. “I’m telling you,” said one of them, “this is our big chance! I didn’t risk the federal pen just for you guys to chicken out now. You were all on board before! Listen, I know it’s experimental, but this is 1992! It’s the future now! Shit like this could totally work!”

“Listen, man,” said another. “This is a bad idea. I know what I said, and I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong idea about my intentions, but I am not going near that shit with a ten foot pole. This is probably from that CIA program, you know, with the LSD? We can’t be fucking with it.”

Wait a minute – Amy recognized that gravelly voice! That was Rick Helm, the lead singer of Eye Squeeze! This was her chance to meet them. Trembling with excitement, Amy rounded the corner into the alleyway, drawing the attention of the band, all of whom looked a little sheepish all of a sudden. “Oh, hey,” said Rick, after a moment. “Were you, uh, at the concert?”

“Yeah, I was,” said Amy, “and I just wanted to say that I love you guys! I’m probably your biggest fan. Ooh, can I have your autographs?”

“Sure thing,” said Rick, getting out a notebook and scribbling his signature. “Hey, weird question – which one of us is your favorite? We wanna get into the, you know, boy band business. Sell posters and shit, you know.”

“No we don’t,” cut in a different guy. “But I still wanna hear the answer to that question.”

“Um, well,” said Amy, blushing slightly, “I’ve always...I’ve always liked Mike.”

“Ooh, hear that, Mike?” Rick slapped the guy he’d been arguing with on the shoulder. “You’re layin’ down the beat on her heartstrings, my friend!”

“Pssh,” said Mike, “nobody likes the drummer. She’s just joking, probably.” Writing his signature on the paper, he passed it back to Amy; she gazed at it with reverence. It had the signatures of all four members on it, plus...her eyes widened when she noticed that Mike had also written down a phone number. Was this real?

“Th-thanks,” she stammered, before turning and practically running out of the alleyway. Not only had she met her favorite band ever, but she’d gotten a phone number! How was this even possible?

She was so happy that she didn’t even mind the drizzle, which had slowly begun to return. After hurrying back to her car, she started it up and headed for her apartment in Ballard. Her life wasn’t usually that exciting, but now...now things were getting interesting!

* * *

It took a few tries to get Mike on the line. The number seemed to be for his apartment in Capitol Hill, but since he was rarely home – she knew the band practiced back in Federal Way – he didn’t pick up the first few times she called. Finally, though, she got through; one Tuesday night, he picked up the phone. “Hey, this is Mike Gantz.”

“Mike!” said Amy, breathless and a little bit surprised that she’d finally succeeded. “It’s me! I’m the girl from the Crocodile, remember? You gave me your number?”

“Oh, yeah!” he said. “Hell yeah. Well, um...listen, I’m really glad we got to, uh, connect the other day, and I have something I wanna send you as a sort of commemoration. Do you have an address I can ship a package to?”

Amy had to hold in a gasp. This was so exciting! Voice trembling with nerves, she read off her address for Mike. “Um, what exactly’s in the package?”

“Oh, that’s a surprise,” he said. “But once you, you know, open it and take a look, why don’t you give me another call? I’m really excited to know what you think.”

“I’ll...I’ll definitely do that!” said Amy. “Thank you so much!”

These next few days couldn’t go by fast enough.

* * *

At last, Amy came home from work one day and found a package in her mailbox. It was wrapped in brown paper, and the object inside felt square and hard. She tore it open to find a CD in an unmarked case. The only indication that it was from Mike, besides the return address, was the note written on the disc in Sharpie: “to Amy – enjoy this recording!”

Buzzing with excitement, Amy ran upstairs, got out her CD player – it had only been a year or two since she’d made the upgrade from cassettes, and she was still in awe at the improvement – slid her prize into the drive, and hit Play.

At first, there was only silence, silence free of the scratchiness of a record player or the fuzziness of a cassette, and Amy wondered where the song was. Eye Squeeze had been getting an almost heavy-metal sound recently, and she was anxious to know whether their latest track kept moving in that direction, or whether it was something different entirely. Impatiently, she folded her arms, waiting for the music to start.

Then, all of a sudden, something did start to play. It wasn’t music, though; it was a sort of whispery rustle, almost inaudible. Was something wrong with the recording? Amy wanted to go over to the CD player, maybe get the disc out and look for dust or scratches, but she realized that she...couldn’t. She couldn’t even move a muscle.

That worry, though, was soon beginning to fade away as well. It was strange, but Amy felt like a fog was descending over her mind, a thick, sleepy fog that just seemed to erase her thoughts, her cares, everything.

Before she realized what was happening, her limbs had turned to jelly, and she found herself lying face-down on the floor. She must have fallen, but she couldn’t remember that happening. She couldn’t remember anything.

And then it all just faded away.

* * *

Amy awoke with a raging headache and a general sense that her mind had been turned into Jell-O or something. What had been on that disc? Was whatever that whispery sound was supposed to be music? Her mind was filled with questions.

There was only one thing to do, and that was to call Mike. She dialed his number and, as she waited for him to pick up, checked her watch. Wait...it was eight p.m.! She had lost two hours! She had really been unconscious that long. Surely that wasn’t normal.

At last, Mike picked up the phone. “Hey, Mike Gantz speaking.”

“Mike!” said Amy. “It’s Amy. I listened to the CD you sent me, but...I think I lost consciousness or something. And it sounded like there wasn’t really music on there, just a weird kind of whispery sound? Are you sure the recording was okay?”

“Hell yeah,” said Mike. “That’s exactly what it was supposed to be. Me and the guys, we wanted to create a new kind of listening experience. Call me back...um...today’s Tuesday, right? Call me Friday. The thing about this song is, it sort of affects you over a few days. Just let it sink in and tell me what you think after, huh? Oh, and you can listen to it again, but you don’t have to. You’re getting most of the experience with what you’ve already done.”

“Um...okay,” said Amy. “That, like, sounds good. I’ll call you back Friday, then.”

“Sick!” said Mike. “Talk to you then.” They said goodbye, and then Amy hung up, preoccupied. What on Earth was “a new kind of listening experience” supposed to mean? Eye Squeeze was a lot of things, but they weren’t an art rock band that did crazy experimental stuff. All of their other songs were the kind of two-and-a-half-minute screamers that the Seattle scene was cranking out by the dozen. This meant they were going in a radically new direction.

Also, when had Amy started using like a vocal filler? She’d always thought that people who said the word were dumb. Oh, well. She’d just have to catch herself.

* * *

The week went by more slowly than Amy would have liked, considering that she had another call with Mike at the end of it. Being patient was hard.

And, actually, starting Wednesday, everything else seemed to be hard too. Amy was a receptionist at an office building – hardly the most cerebral job – but she had to answer phones and direct visitors to the right place. Suddenly, though, she found herself forgetting things like phone numbers and which company was on which floor. Multiple visitors had complained about getting the wrong information, and now Amy was in hot water.

It wasn’t just her job, though. Everything was hard. The arty French movies that she loved so much (rented from Scarecrow Video, a little niche movie rental place in the U-District) were suddenly too difficult to follow. She found herself turning them off and just watching MTV instead.

Also, it was strange, but she suddenly found herself with an enormous appetite. On Thursday, she ordered a pizza, having had to stay late at work to fix some of the problems she’d caused, and eaten the whole thing in one go. When had she ever done that? She had no idea what her body would possibly need the energy for.

Finally, though, Friday arrived. Amy sat impatiently through the day at work, then rushed home and called Mike. When he picked up, she didn’t even wait for his greeting before telling him all about what had been happening to her. “Um, Mike, like, I think...like, thinking is a little harder, and, like, I’ve been kinda hungry for some reason, and, um, I don’t know, things have just been a little, like, weird. Is this supposed to happen? Is this because of the song?”

She heard Mike laughing on the other end of the line. “Wow, this is great! Uh, about the whole song thing, um, I have no idea about whether the music caused the changes. I’d say probably not. How on earth could one little song turn your whole world upside down like that? But, hey, I’ll make up your trouble to you; if you come over, I’ll get Burger King for you. What do you usually order?”

“Um, normally I’d get the Whopper, but...can I get two?” Amy didn’t want to impose, but she was just so hungry.

“Sure thing!” said Mike. “Yeah, just come on over as soon as you can. I should be back before you get there. Apartment 304.” He hung up, leaving her head spinning with confusion – why hadn’t he talked more about the song? – but also excitement. This was almost like a date. A date with a member of Eye Squeeze! She had to be the luckiest girl alive!

* * *

Driving across town to Mike’s apartment was harder than it should have been. Traffic wasn’t bad or anything, it was just that Amy was having trouble remembering a few of the finer points of driving technique, like which was the gas and which was the brake. She could still work the car, but she had to really focus, and by the time she arrived at Mike’s apartment building, a squat, slightly dilapidated brick cube called The Sharona, her brain felt more than a little fried. Well, at least she hadn’t actually gotten into an accident. That was something.

Amy made her way up to 304 and knocked on the door. After a moment, she heard footsteps on the other side of the door, and then Mike opened it and greeted her. She was a little bit starstruck, so when she realized he’d said something that she hadn’t heard, she had to ask for him to repeat it. “Like, sorry, what?”

“I was just saying, uh, nice outfit,” said Mike. She noticed that he was smiling, maybe a little knowingly. That meant...that he really liked her outfit, right?

To be fair, it was a nice outfit. She’d thrown on the T-shirt and skirt at the last moment, but they went well together. Actually, come to think of it, the T-shirt was a little small for her, and so was the skirt. But they’d fit when she’d bought them! Had...had her body changed?

Actually, that would make a lot of sense. The hunger must have been from all those new fat reserves filling up around her boobs and ass. No wonder she had caught Mike’s eye! Blushing slightly, she smiled. “Thanks. Like, I just threw it on, really.”

“Well, it, uh...suits you,” said Mike. “If you’ll just come in, dinner will be served shortly. I still need to take the food out of the bag.” He smiled at his own joke, and Amy followed him into the apartment. It was small but fairly clean, the only unusual item of furniture a drum kit that he had for obvious reasons.

They sat down at the table, and Amy instantly forgot about everything except the food. Tearing open her burgers, she devoured them in just a few bites, giving in to her raging hunger. She felt Mike’s eyes on her, and maybe it was a little rude to eat like a starving animal at someone else’s house, but she couldn’t help it; she was just that famished.

Eventually, once she got to her fries, she slowed down a bit as her stomach, receiving the bounty of food, signaled to her body that the emergency had been dealt with. The two of them started to chat about music, the band, and life in general. Amy was slowly realizing, though, that that wouldn’t be enough. It was true, she was hungry for burgers...but not only for burgers. Her pussy was practically crying out for attention, and every time she looked at Mike, she felt a twinge of arousal. She was not leaving this apartment without...well, she would see what happened, but she definitely had a certain thing in mind.

At last, they were both finished, and they sat back for a second, just relaxing. At last, she could bear it no longer. Looking over, she held Mike’s gaze. “So, like...do you get a lot of girls, being the drummer for a band?”

“Um, I mean,” said Mike, reddening slightly as he realized her motive. “I wouldn’t say Eye Squeeze was exactly, uh, Nirvana or anything. We’re not really big enough to have groupies.”

“Mmm,” said Amy. “Well, like, would you mind having a groupie?”

“No,” said Mike, smiling broadly. “No, I wouldn’t mind that at all.”

Then they were both standing up, and Amy was falling into Mike’s arms, and then their lips were meeting, meeting with a passion born from uncontrollable lust. Amy’s brain hummed with excitement. It had been way too long since she’d kissed a guy, and now she felt all that pent-up desperation flowing out as she wrapped her arms around Mike, pulling him closer.

After a minute, they broke apart, and Mike smiled. “Desperate, are we? Has it been a little too long since the last time?”

“F-fuck yes,” said Amy. “Like, way, way too long. I need you now, baby.”

“Well, I’m not going to say no to that,” said Mike, reaching out and tugging at the hem of her shirt. “But come on, let’s get out of these clothes.” Slowly, almost lovingly, they undressed each other. When they were done, their clothes lying on the floor around them, Amy stopped to look Mike up and down. Not bad; he clearly worked out, which was impressive considering that he probably had a day job as well as the band to juggle.

Of course, she really didn’t care what he looked like. He had a cock, and that was what mattered. She found herself falling to her knees, helpless to resist her body’s demands. Mike looked down at her with a mixture of surprise and excitement, like a little kid who’d found an extra present under the tree on Christmas.

Almost before she knew what she was doing, Amy felt Mike’s thick cock in her hand. She watched herself stroke it gently, coaxing it to hardness, until it was pointing directly at her. She giggled. This was just so much fun!

With her spare hand, she reached up and began to gently fondle Mike’s balls, rolling them between her fingers, luxuriating in the knowledge that they were hers to pleasure. At the same time, she leaned forward and began to gently run her tongue up and down Mike’s cock, giving him a taste of the excitement to come.

At last, she could bear to tease him no longer. Slowly, she slipped her lips over the head of his cock, sucking gently as she did so. Mike breathed in sharply, and Amy reveled in the sound; even before the changes that had happened over the past few days, she’d always thought of herself as pretty damn good at giving blowjobs, and it seemed like Mike agreed.

Once Mike’s glans was fully inside Amy’s mouth, she began to slide further down his cock, taking more and more of his shaft. She knew she wouldn’t be able to get the whole thing in, but she also knew that Mike wasn’t really looking for that in particular; he was just looking for a competent, enthusiastic blowjob, and that she could provide. She slid her tongue along the sides of Mike’s shaft, adding another dimension to his pleasure, and to her arousal as well.

Finally, Amy had taken as much of him as she could. Without waiting even a minute, she began to bob up and down, to let him feel like he was sliding in and out of a real pussy – which, with any luck, he would be soon, but regardless, she wanted to give him the best experience possible. He groaned, beginning to thrust his hips slightly, to match her rhythm. She could tell he desperately wanted to go faster, but wouldn’t it be sweeter if he had to wait?

After a few minutes of that, though, she could tell that he wouldn’t be able to wait much longer. HIs face was growing flushed, and when she looked up, he couldn’t hold her gaze, so distracted was he by his building arousal. To keep him in such a state would just be cruel. So, all of a sudden, she pulled her mouth off his cock.

“W-wait, why’d you stop?” he said, sounding genuinely confused. “That was...fucking great.”

“Because,” she said, “you need that stamina for round two.” Before he realized what was happening, she had gotten up and was bracing herself against the table. “Like, take me, big boy.”

“Shit, you really did, uh...change over the past few days!” Mike laughed. “Well, I’m only too happy to help you out.” Grabbing her hips with strong hands, he positioned his cock at her pussy opening and, after a few beats of stillness, began to ease his way in.

Amy groaned. Her lover was bigger than any man she’d been with before, and he was stretching her further than she’d ever been stretched. While there was a little pain, mostly the sensation was one of exceptional pleasure. She moaned aloud as he pushed further inside, stretching the depths of her pussy.

The few times Amy had been penetrated before, her lovers had hardly been up to scratch. Oh, they had tried, that was for sure; there was the guy who’d blown his load in three minutes (she’d been watching the clock), and the guy with such a tiny dick that she hadn’t been able to feel anything at all, and the guy who’d pounded her into the bed only to run out of stamina and have to pause, panting hard, for a good ten minutes before continuing. But Mike...Mike was different. Everything was just perfect; the size of his cock, the way he thrusted it into her, even the way he breathed and groaned softly when he reached an especially pleasurable corner of her hole, all of it built up into almost the most arousing possible experience.

And, when he finally bottomed out and then began to thrust, Amy felt sensations she couldn’t remember ever feeling before. This was better than her vibrator, far better; pleasure filled the whole of her being, reverberating into every corner of her body. She moaned, gasped, cried out, pushing her hips back against him to get more of his wonderful rod, trying to make the moment even better.

To her surprise, it worked. All of a sudden, Mike’s thrusts started to hit a place inside of her that she hadn’t even known existed, a place that buzzed with pleasure, that multiplied the sensations spreading down her limbs and into her core by two or even three. Her legs wobbled and she felt weak; this was something else.

They passed into a sort of blissful haze. Mike kept going, seemingly blind to everything except the thrusts, the passion, the animalistic rut that he’d sunken into. Amy was in no better shape, grabbing for the table to brace herself, scrambling to make it even easier for her lover to take her like the bitch she was. All was right with the world.

But then Amy felt herself climbing towards orgasm. There was just too much pleasure; it all had to go somewhere, to lead up to something, and she knew she was very close to falling over the edge. She just couldn’t help it! She wanted to keep the experience going forever, but...well, if it was going to end, the most explosive climax of her life wouldn’t be such a bad way for that to happen. As the pressure inside of her built up, she gritted her teeth, waiting for the inevitable…

At last, it happened. Something inside of her clicked, and then a massive wave of ecstasy crashed through her body. Her knees buckled, and she slid back against Mike, sliding his cock even further into her. She gasped, moaned, screamed, trembled as all her senses were completely overcome. For a few blissful moments, everything was a complete blank. She sensed that Mike had lost control as well, felt his hot cum splashing inside of her; it just made everything even better to know that she was milking him for all he was worth.

What seemed like a blissful eternity later, Amy began to come down, Mike groaning as he pulled out of her. There were no words to describe the pleasure that was, even still, reverberating faintly through her whole body. Looking back at her love, she smiled, but couldn’t find anything to say.

Luckily, he could. “Damn, bitch,” he said, slapping her ass, “that was a good fuck. Let’s do that again sometime, huh?”

Amy felt a new twinge of arousal. The way he treated her was just one of the things about him that made her so horny. “Like, that sounds great...but I don’t think we have to wait for ‘sometime.’ Let’s go now!”

He smiled, a smile that seemed almost triumphant for some reason, but she didn’t care what was going on in his mind; she just wanted his cock. Together, they headed back to his bedroom to get ready for round two.

The old Amy might not have recognized the new one. Well, that didn’t matter. Life was about to get a whole lot sexier.


Morning Bimbo

“Abby?” Ryan waved a hand in front of his wife’s face. “Earth to Abby?”

“W-wha?” Abby recoiled, shunted out of her stupor. She was sitting at the kitchen table in her bathrobe, and she looked like she’d been run over by a bus. Her face, normally human enough, was squashed and puffy, her hair askew.

Most people would have had that general look after a few rounds with a professional boxer, but Abby had a superpower: all she had to do to look like death warmed over was to get up before eleven o’clock in the morning. Her brain didn’t function for a full hour after she awoke, either, so she was pretty unresponsive. Because of this, Ryan had to make breakfast, and some days he even had to drive her to work. Why were mornings so rough?

“I said,” said her husband, “do you want the strawberry or the raspberry jam? The toast is ready.”

“Ugh,” said Abby, “strawberry today. Listen, you don’t have to do this every single day. Really, I’m fine.”

“Really?” asked Ryan. “Then tell me why you haven’t touched your eggs.”

“Eggs? I –” Looking down in front of her, Abby noticed that her eggs were ready and waiting for her to tuck in. “I just...um...hadn’t noticed them.”

“Uh huh.” he said, sitting down across from her. “Listen, I know you love your two a.m. bedtime, but we have to figure something out. I mean, with work and everything…”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said. “I would go to bed earlier, but even if I do, I can’t get to sleep until the usual time. And we’ve tried everything. So…”

“We have not tried everything,” said Ryan. “As it happens, I found a website the other day with a bunch of files that are supposed to help you with sleeping. What if you gave them a listen at a more workable bedtime – say, ten – and then just see how it goes? Tomorrow is Saturday, so it’s not like it matters a whole lot when you wake up. Just give it a shot!”

“Unh,” said Abby. “Whatever. Sure. We can do that tonight. I’m definitely sick of sleeping badly. But can you do me a favor?”

“Yes?” he said.

“Don’t talk to me until after I finish my coffee.” She grinned, then felt herself slipping back into a morning stupor once more.

* * *

Work that day went by slowly. Abby worked at a tech firm in Santa Monica, and when she wasn’t at her desk, trying to fight off the urge to take a nap, she was doing the same thing in a meeting. Everyone else seemed to be cheery enough, but the morning had hit her like a freight train, and she just couldn’t quite bounce back.

At last, it was six o’ clock: Quitting time. Groaning, Abby got up from her desk, grabbed her keys, and headed out to her car. Getting home was always a nightmare in the Friday rush hour traffic, but she managed somehow, and finally she pulled up to their apartment building.

Ryan worked from home, and he usually managed to get dinner together during the last of his meetings. When she walked into the apartment and smelled tacos, she loved him all the more for doing the cooking tonight, when she was especially tired.

Still, she did feel a little better after a day of activity and a lot of coffee, and she found the energy to chat with Ryan as they ate. He could make a mean taco, that was for sure. When they finished, Ryan looked at her. “Soooo...did you look at the website I sent you?”

“Well, um…” Abby had, but when she’d gotten Ryan’s text, she’d been deeply engrossed in a game of Bloons Tower Defense. “I saw it, but I was...busy.”

He rolled his eyes. “Sure. I know what you do at work on Fridays. You were playing a Flash game, weren’t you? Anyway, you really should give it a look. I’m saying this because I care! I hate to see you so run down all the time.”

Abby shrugged. “What’s in it for me?”

He frowned. “What do you mean? If you do this, you’ll sleep better. Isn’t that enough of a reward?”

“Yeah, but if I hold out for a better offer, you always give me one.” She grinned.

“Fine, fine,” he said, smiling. “I’ll make those cookies you like. The batter is ready in the fridge.”

“Now you’re talking.” Abby’s husband was a man who could be very persuasive, when he wanted to be. Now she really would give that file a go.

* * *

An hour later, Abby had settled onto the bed in the guest bedroom. Ryan had insisted that the couch wouldn’t do; any hypnosis needed an environment free of auditory distractions to work. Abby, already resolved to humor him, had followed along with his advice and lain down in the center of the queen mattress. The taste of one of her husband’s chocolate raspberry drops still lingered on her tongue, and she smiled. Having a man who knew how to cook...it was definitely a big plus.

Well, there was nothing for it now. Slipping her earbuds in, she booted up the website he’d sent her, found the file she wanted, and hit Play. At first, nothing happened; there was just a weird staticky hiss that made her wonder whether her earbuds were broken. But she’d just gotten them! It just went to show: Never trust anything you buy on Amazon from a...brand...that...that doesn’t actually…exist…

And then, before Abby had realized what was happening, she was out like a light.

* * *

When she awoke, the first thing Abby realized was how much she wanted to go back to sleep. She was exhausted. The week had really taken it out of her, probably.

But first, she was starving. She stumbled out to the kitchen and grabbed the peanut butter and some bread, the latter of which she popped into the toaster. Ryan, who seemed to have been catching up on work on the couch, looked over at her. “How was it?”

She tried to summon a response to his question, but...it was very difficult to do that for some reason. Her brain felt foggy and muddled, and it was harder than usual for coherent thoughts to form. “Um…” she finally got out, “it was, like...it was good, I guess. I’m hungry for some reason and really tired, though.”

“Well, that’s good,” said Ryan. “It was supposed to realign your circadian rhythm, so I guess it must have worked – maybe a little too well, even.”

Circadian rhythm? That was a term Abby felt like she should have known, a term that she probably had known at some point, but it escaped her now for some reason. Instead, she laughed. Actually, it came out as more of a giggle. That was weird; she never giggled.

Oh well. She was way too sleepy to worry about little things like that. When the toast popped up, she slathered on a thick layer of peanut butter and devoured it, savoring the crunch and the hot-cold contrast. Truly, peanut butter was manna from heaven.

Once she was done with her snack, she tossed the dishes into the sink, brushed her teeth, and fell into bed. It was only ten p.m., long before when she usually hit the sack, but she just couldn’t help it. Sleep claimed her almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.

* * *

The dreams that came that night were hazy and indistinct, more a series of feelings and emotions than any real images. Abby felt like she was floating in some kind of large, empty space, and that, even though things were changing, she was happy. It was an odd dream, but not unsettling or creepy. A feeling of deep contentment bloomed within her.

That same feeling carried over when she opened her eyes. At first, she had no idea what was going on. She was in...in their bedroom? It was morning, judging by the light filtering through the curtains, but for some reason she didn’t feel exhausted. Checking the digital alarm clock next to the bed, she saw that it was nine o’clock. That was...a perfectly normal time to get up on the weekends, which was why she was never usually awake at that time.

Well, that was nothing to complain about, right? Here she was, in her bedroom, with her wonderful husband, totally free of the effects of the terrible sleep schedule that had gripped her since high school. She practically skipped out of bed and hurried to the kitchen to make coffee.  Ryan was still asleep; this would be her surprise to him.

Actually, she could do one better. When had she last made breakfast for her husband? It was shameful that she didn’t do these things for him. She had let him do all the heavy lifting in their relationship just because of her terrible sleep schedule, which it had been totally in her power to fix. Grabbing a cookbook, she flipped it open to the page for french toast. At first, it took her a little while to figure out what was going on – the text was harder than usual for her to read, the numbers sort of got mixed up in her head, and she had trouble remembering which was the teaspoon and which was the tablespoon.

Finally, though, she figured it out and got things going. Just as she was plating up the last of the batch, her husband, attracted by the smell of butter, wandered sleepily into the living area. “Abby? Are you...making breakfast?”

“I was,” she said, “but, like, I’m done now. I hope you’re okay with french toast.” She grabbed the maple syrup and carried the platter over to the table, setting it down between them.

“But, but…” Ryan was perplexed, even as he grabbed a piece of her creation. “I know I gave you that file and everything, but did it really work that well? I mean, this is a thing you’ve been dealing with for years, and now –”

“Oh, honey,” said Abby, waving a hand, “it’s, like, so much better now. I don’t know what that file thingy did, but not only did I sleep way better, but everything feels so, like, light and happy now. Like, it’s hard to describe.” She giggled.

“I’m sure it is,” said Ryan. “But I’m still blown away at how well it worked. I didn’t know this kind of thing was real, and not just a fad or whatever.” For a few minutes, they both ate their breakfast in silence. Her husband tried to hide it, but Abby could tell that he was looking at her body. Her pajamas looked good on her, maybe. Then, finally, when they were both finished eating, it seemed that he could bear it no longer. “I don’t know what it is,” he said, smiling a little shyly, “but I can’t seem to tear my eyes away from you today. Something about...maybe those pajamas or something.”

“You, like, have a dirty, dirty mind,” said Abby, smiling back. Suddenly, she wondered whether there was something about her body that she wasn’t realizing. Sure, her pajamas did look good on her, but they were the same pajamas she wore every day. That alone wouldn’t have been enough to make her husband take extra notice of her. And she had been so hungry the night before...casting a surreptitious glance down at her cleavage, she realized that her boobs had grown. And probably the rest of her, too. How was that possible?

Oh, well. A hot body meant a happy husband, and she didn’t really care about anything else. She looked back at him. “A dirty mind, maybe, but I’m, like, into it. When was the last time…”

“Saturday night,” said Ryan. “So...not to be pushy or anything, but I’m kinda ready to...you know…”

“I’m not talking about any old sex, silly,” she said, “I’m talking about morning sex. Have we ever done that?”

“Well, it wasn’t too long ago that somebody would have probably punched me in the face if I had suggested it,” he said, “but hey, there’s a first time for everything. I mean...as long as you want there to be, of course.”

Standing up, Abby moved over to Ryan and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Baby, like, right now there’s nothing I want more.”

“Then how could I refuse you?” he said, rising to meet her in a passionate kiss.

Obviously, Abby and Ryan had kissed many times before, but this time...this time it felt different. The romance was there as usual, but so was a new passion, almost a desperation that Abby didn’t remember ever feeling before. Now, though, it nearly consumed her, and she found herself wrapping her arms around him, trying to feel him closer to her. He was a wonderful man, her husband, but right now what she wanted most of all was his body, to feel it close to her, to give it pleasure and get pleasure in return.

Because of that, a kiss could never be enough. She found herself tearing at his pajamas, and he slid them off and then helped her get out of hers. Now they were both naked, nothing between them but air and the few inhibitions that they still had left. Sometimes, Abby felt shy in front of Ryan, even though they’d done this many times before, but now she felt no shame, no embarrassment. She was just too desperate.

Running a hand down his chest, she gazed adoringly up into his eyes, and he smiled back down at her. Gradually, her hand traveled further down his torso, snaking down the abs that he managed to keep toned despite not having the easy-to-maintain college physique he had once had.

At last, she found the money zone. She traced a teasing circle around her husband’s thighs and hips, feigning reluctance to give him what he really wanted, before finally taking his rapidly-hardening cock into her fingers and beginning to stroke it very gently. He sighed with pleasure and, bringing his hands up to her chest, responded by beginning to massage her nipples. The bastard! He knew that that was her vulnerable spot. It wasn’t that they were nearly as sensitive as her clit or anything, but for her the sheer fact that a man was playing with her tender nipples, mauling her soft breasts, was incredibly arousing to her. She moaned softly; it was good to have a man who knew what he was doing.

“Do you wanna, like…” Abby gestured towards the couch with her free hand.

Ryan smiled. “Actually, I don’t believe we’ve had sex on that one yet. You always have the best ideas.”

“Like, obviously,” said Abby, as the two of them headed over to it and got into a comfortable position. “Because I have a dirty mind too.” She winked, taking his shaft into her hand once more and teasing it, feeling it grow fully erect between her fingers. It was just so incredibly delicious.

But Ryan wasn’t going to let her have all the fun. Shaking himself out of a haze of arousal, he began to trace a circle around her pussy opening with a finger, just barely missing her clit. After a few moments of that, she had grown desperate for him to just stick it in, but he didn’t oblige her. She moaned, pushing her pelvis up against his hand. “Oh,” he said, “hungry for more, are we? Well...I don’t know.”

“Please,” Abby begged, “stick it in. I need it so bad. Like, you have no idea.”

“Oh, I think I do,” he said, “and I’m still just not feeling like it.”

“I...I…” she paused. “I’ll, like, make you that special grilled cheese for lunch.”

“Mmmm…” Ryan paused, dragging out the moment, leaving Abby genuinely worried that he wouldn’t accept, even though there was really no reason for him to do that.

Then he smiled. “Eh, okay.” She moaned as he slid his finger inside of her, quickly followed by a second. They began to dance skilfully inside her pussy, and she found herself practically grinding on his hand just to get them to go deeper, to feel even better. All the while, though, she was careful never to neglect his cock, pumping it in what she knew was exactly the way he really liked.

Then Ryan did something. He’d done it before, and Abby always begged for it; his fingers twisted inside of her in a way that sent a massive wave of pleasure flowing through her body. He refused to tell her the exact secret, and she’d tried to replicate the feeling with a dildo, but to no avail. Oh, well; just one more reason to keep this man around.

For several minutes, they went on like that, each doing exactly what they knew the other liked most. It was the same thing that they always did, but who cared? Their way of having sex wasn’t broke, so there was no need to fix it.

Then, at last, Abby could bear it no longer. “This is great, baby,” she murmured, “but, like, I need more. I need you inside of me.”

“Funny,” said Ryan, “because I was about to say I needed to be inside of you. Great minds think alike, huh?”

Abby smiled and punched him playfully. “Just, like, shut up and fuck me.” They got into their favorite position – the tried-and-true doggystyle – and Ryan braced his hands on her hips.

“Now,” he said, “are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“Fuck, like, I want to yell at you,” she said, “but I’m so desperate I don’t want to waste that time. Stick it in!”

“I don’t take a lot of persuading,” said Ryan, easing his cock into her. Abby cried out with pleasure; even just the feeling of being stretched wide by her husband’s cock, her favorite cock in the entire world, was enough to make her feel really good. She gripped the couch, bracing herself for what was coming next.

And it was good that she had. Ryan wasn’t big on easing into things, and he slid himself inside of her with one smooth, quick motion. Once he was all the way in, he began to thrust, getting up to speed in just a few seconds.

Some lovers needed that extra time to get adjusted. Abby had never been one of those people. The sensations flowing through her were surprisingly intense, though; she loved having sex with him, of course, but usually not this much. Sensations coursed through her, powerful, electric sensations that left her gasping, desperate for more, and she pushed herself back up against her husband, trying to take him in deeper, to feel even better.

He was clearly enjoying himself as well. Though Ryan was very composed most of the time, he lost that cool when Abby was doing something he particularly liked in the bedroom, and she could see that he was losing it now. His brow furrowed, and he grunted with each thrust, a display of animalistic passion that drove her wild.

All this pleasure was leading somewhere, Abby knew. Her pussy was ablaze with sensation, and it felt like there was a warm ball slowly growing in her core, increasing in size with each thrust, until...until…

The orgasm hit her like a truck; sudden, sharp, and unexpected. She screamed as unbelievable pleasure coursed through her, leaving her gripping the couch and bucking her hips in pure ecstasy. That was all too much for her husband, clearly; she felt him explode inside of her, but he kept thrusting anyway, determined to extract the last little bit of sensation before his cock softened too much.

And then, after a few moments, they began to come back to earth. Breathing heavily, each tried to collect themselves, and Ryan pulled out of Abby, grabbing a fistful of tissues to clean himself up.

She looked back at him, smiling shyly. “Like, I can’t believe we never did this before.”

“Neither can I,” he said. “I’m so glad that tape helped you this much.”

“Yeah, like, it did,” she said. “It also left me feeling a little...like, I don’t know, different. You know? Like I have a whole new outlook now.”

He shook his head. “Crazy. Well, you should probably go get cleaned up...unless…” he paused.

“Yes?” Abby grinned.

“Unless you want a round two,” said Ryan, laughing. “You do, don’t you?”

“Like, I’ve never wanted anything more,” said Abby, getting into position once again. “Drive me insane, babe.”

As Ryan got ready behind her, Abby reflected on the changes the last twenty-four hours had brought her. Things were different now, it was true, but she wasn’t sorry to leave her old way of doing things behind. Now she had better sleep, better sex, bigger tits...what wasn’t to like?

Nothing at all. Reaching back, she slapped her ass, jiggling it for her husband’s benefit. Really, it didn’t get any better than this.


Barista to Bimbo

“Wait, you said a...latte?” Amber scratched her head, confused.

“Yeah,” said the customer, an irritated middle-aged woman. “I wanted a plain latte. This is a double raspberry frappé with whipped cream. I’m running late as it is, so you’d better remake it quick!” The coffee shop was packed; it was nine a.m. on a Tuesday, and the pre-work rush line snaked out the door and onto the sidewalk. Now was not the time to be dealing with problems like this.

“Um, I…” Amber stared at the order slip. Sure enough, it said 1 REG LATTE. How had she gotten it so wrong? They weren’t even serving frappés now; it was December. “I’ll, um, get right on that.”

“You’d better!” said the woman. “Actually, not you. Someone competent. MANAGER!”

Just then, Amber’s manager, a tall man named Jake who was just a few years older than her, appeared. “I’m sorry, ma’am, is there a problem here?”

“There sure is!” The woman jabbed a finger at the brightly-colored drink in front of Amber. “I didn’t order that – I ordered a latte!”

“That’s a...frappé?” asked Jake, looking confused. He shot Amber a questioning look. “Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ll have that drink out for you right away, ma’am. I apologize for the confusion; this one’s on the house.”

“But you’ll still stamp my loyalty card, right?” The woman waved it at Amber.

“Sure thing! Amber, can you take care of that?” Jake turned and got the woman’s drink started while Amber grabbed the stamp book and saw to the loyalty card.

“I’m really sorry about this,” said Amber to the woman, who only grunted in response. “I don’t know what happened.”

A minute later, Jake returned with the correctly-made latté, which he handed to the woman, who stormed off without a word. Then he turned to Amber. “We have to deal with the rush here, but you and I are gonna have a conversation about this later.”

“U-um, yeah,” said Amber, before turning to take the next customer’s order. She was in deep trouble, she could tell. It wasn’t that she didn’t try her hardest; it was just that sometimes she messed up. That wasn’t really a good quality for a barista to have, though, and it didn’t really count for much that she meant well. The world could be cruel like that.

It took a few hours for the morning foot traffic to die down a bit, and during that time Amber’s anxiety only grew. At last, by eleven, there was little enough business that the third barista could handle it, and Jake motioned for Amber to follow him into the back. There, among the packages of coffee and boxes of pastries, she braced herself for a tongue-lashing.

“Listen, Amber,” he began, “it’s not that I don’t want you to succeed. It really isn’t. But this coffee shop – it’s a job, not high school or something. I can’t give you infinite leeway. We have five hundred customers a day coming through here, give or take a few. That’s a little over one every two minutes. Not only do they get mad when their drinks are wrong, but if we take longer than around two minutes to get them their order, it creates a backup that we’ll need to make up later. This isn’t an easy job, which I know you know, and not everyone is suited for it.”

“So...so…” Amber felt a lump forming in her throat. This couldn’t be happening. “Am I...are you…”

“No, you’re not fired,” said Jake, smiling sadly. “Not yet. I’m going to send you a file tonight, and I highly recommend that you give it a listen. It’s about success, about creating a version of yourself that can succeed in this kind of environment. Do that, and come in tomorrow with a real drive to succeed, and you’ll be back on track. If not...do I make myself clear?”

“Y-yes,” said Amber, sniffling. It wasn’t over yet. She needed this job to help pay for college, and losing it would be a cutting blow. She would do whatever it took, even listen to a weird tape her boss sent her. She’d thought that being a barista would be a breeze, considering the kind of people who sometimes ended up doing the job, but apparently not.

Oh, well. There was always tomorrow.

* * *

Amber tried her hardest for the rest of that day and didn’t make even a single mistake. When she got back to her dorm, she found an email from Jake with a file attached. The message read simply Enjoy, and see you tomorrow. When she downloaded the tape, she was shocked to see that it was nearly two hours long. Well, she hardly had a choice. Getting out her earbuds, she sat down at her desk and pressed Play.

Before she even realized what was happening, her brain had switched off.

* * *

It seemed like just a few minutes before Amber rose into a bleary half-consciousness of the world around her, but when she checked her phone she saw that it really had been a full two hours. What had happened?

Well, for one thing, her brain had been turned into guacamole, or...or something. It took a strangely long amount of time for her to collect her thoughts and return to reality; she was just sitting on her bed like a vegetable for a good five minutes before she finally got herself together enough to get up. Her mind just moved sluggishly for some reason.

For another, she was hungry and tired. She felt like a wild animal, totally controlled by her needs, but from the moment she was able to take stock of her situation, she was seized by an uncontrollable urge to root around through her belongings for a snack. That was exactly what she did, and after a few fruitless minutes – she knew she had snacks, she just couldn’t remember where they were for some reason – she located a granola bar and a bag of almonds and inhaled them both almost instantly. Then, after running to the bathroom to brush her teeth, she barely even had the energy to turn off the light before falling into bed. She vaguely recalled that it was still only eight p.m. and that she had homework to be doing, but she just couldn’t bring herself to care. Ahhh, oblivion.

* * *

The next morning, Amber jumped out of bed at half past five and was already pulling on her clothes, humming to herself, before her brain caught up and she wondered why she was feeling so good. It wasn’t that she had terrible trouble with getting up early, like she knew some people did; it was just that five thirty was a little too much for her, at least most days. But today, she felt wonderful.

She looked good, too! Checking herself in the mirror, she saw that her hair had lightened a few shades to a dirty blonde and that...was she seeing that right? Yes, her boobs and ass had both grown. Nice! She’d been a little bit flat and unremarkable before, but now no guy could ignore what she could show off. She had a vague feeling that the changes she had undergone might normally have made her a little nervous or worried, but that was dumb, right? Having bigger curves was good, no matter what the mysterious process had been that had given them to her.

After a quick shower, she did her makeup – her brain kind of switched off while she was doing it, and she’d ended up with a heavy nightclub-style look, but that was okay – and then headed out the door. She’d ended up leaving a little bit late because of an extended search for her keys, which had turned out to be in her pocket where she’d put them. Oh, well. She’d just have to run, right? Morning exercise never hurt anyone!

On the way, she realized that her uniform didn’t fit her so well anymore. She’d had to unbutton the polo shirt to give her tits enough breathing room, but that created a massive amount of cleavage. And, on the bottom, her jeans didn’t rise all the way over her newly expanded ass and hips, leaving a gap as if she was wearing a crop top. It wasn’t a bad look, really, but the boring coffee place cared about things like “professionalism,” so maybe it would land her in hot water.

Finally, she arrived at her work, breathless but exactly on time. When Jake and the other barista saw her, they did a full-on double take, and she couldn’t help but giggle. Guys were so silly! A few little changes, and they were acting like she was from another planet!

Finally, as Amber approached the counter, Jake recovered enough to greet her. “Hey, Amber! Um...mind if...mind if we chat in the back real quick?”

“Like, of course!” She flashed him a smile, and he reddened slightly. It made her feel nice, that men paid attention to her now. They never had before. Together, they stepped into the back room, and Jake scratched the back of his head, seemingly a bit anxious, before turning towards her.

“Listen, Amber, I...I’m sorry for what I did. I sent you that file knowing that it would do...this to you, but now that I see the pain I caused, I regret everything. I’ve never felt worse.” He sighed.

But what did he have to be sad about? Amber was confused. “Like, you don’t have to worry about it! I don’t know what the, um, file thingy did to me, exactly, but I’m super happy that you sent it to me, because I feel, like, so much better now!”

Jake shook his head. “This is exactly what I was tossing and turning over last night. You’re not better, and, and...I don’t know if there’s a way to turn you back.”

“But, like…” Amber paused, trying to form a coherent sentence. “It’s, like, not a problem. Really! I don’t need to be turned back. I’m happier this way!”

Her boss didn’t seem convinced. “To be honest, you’re just making me feel worse right now. I don’t know what to do.”

“Well, I mean, like…” She was getting an idea, and a wicked smile spread across her face. Hunger and sleep weren’t the only animalistic desires that had taken control of her the night before. No, there was something else, too, something only a man could provide. And Jake, well, he was the perfect choice to provide it. “I know what to do.” She placed a hand softly on his chest. “If you’re, like, on board with it.”

“Fuck,” said Jake, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “I’ve made a mess that I’ll never be able to clean up. I feel like dog shit, and I’m going to hell. But…” he looked down at her, “I mean, if you really mean this, if it’s really something you want, at least the new version of you, well...sure, I guess. Go right ahead.”

“Perfect,” said Amber, smiling. Then, before she was fully aware of what was happening, she was getting up on her tiptoes, and their lips were meeting in a passionate kiss.

Amber only remembered kissing one guy, and that had been a drunken makeout session in the In-N-Out parking lot; hardly a night to remember. This, though...even though it was fueled mostly by her wild lust, and even though she was pretty sure she would never have gone for it if it hadn’t been for her sudden transformation, and even though the changes of the past twelve hours were far beyond her understanding, she found herself loving every second of it. The wild way their lips pressed together, the way his tongue dove into her mouth...it was beyond compare.

She knew, though, that she needed more; every bone in her body cried out for her to go further, to crank the heat even higher, and she was powerless to control her urges, even if she had wanted to. They broke apart, and she tore at his uniform apron, tossed it to the ground. He gazed at her for a moment, looking like he’d just been introduced to someone completely new, then smiled weakly and returned her favor, yanking off her ill-fitting polo shirt and leaving her breasts bared. She realized she’d forgotten to wear a bra. Oops!

It was hardly the worst mistake Amber could have made, though. When Jake saw her big-but-still-perky breasts and her stiff pink nipples, his arousal seemed to shift to a higher gear. Gone was whatever gentleness he’d shown before; now he practically ripped the rest of her clothes off, and then his own. Then she had an opportunity to admire his body, which was surprisingly toned for a coffee shop manager. She took in the view of his handsome face, his muscles, and especially his ample cock, feeling herself growing wetter by the second. She hadn’t had a sex life before today, and now she was with this hunk? How was that even possible?

Without a word, Jake placed a hand on Amber’s shoulder and pushed her, gently but firmly, down onto her knees. He didn’t need to say anything; she knew exactly what he wanted, and, if she had still been in doubt, the steely glance he cast down at her once she was on the ground told her everything she needed to know and more.

Up close, his cock seemed almost like a living thing, a thick, veiny thing that twitched slightly as it rose to a full erection. Cautiously, almost reverently, she reached out and stroked it. She’d never wanted to give a blowjob before, but now she saw how wrong she had been; a cock was a work of art, deserving of gentle care, even of worship, regardless of the person it was attached to. She was so glad that the file had gotten rid of all those silly old ideas. Now she could be the real her.

Gently, Amber wrapped a hand around Jake’s cock and began to pump, slowly at first but then a bit faster. He exhaled, a gentle sigh of pure lust. The sound got her even more aroused, and she found herself fighting a growing urge to throw all caution to the wind and just give in to even her wildest urges. But no, that wouldn’t do; it would feel better for them both if she didn’t rush things. And pleasure was what it was all about, wasn’t it?

With that in mind, she leaned forwards, looking her partner in the eyes, and planted a kiss on the tip of his cock. A drop of precum had already formed there, and she got a taste; it was salty, musky, and slightly sweet, the flavor of virility. That was enough to get her to go further, and soon her lips were sliding over the head of his cock. Once she had it all inside, she began to take his shaft as well, creeping down as far as she could go. As she did so, she felt the pattern of veins under his skin, the soft, spongy flesh underneath, and even his heartbeat, which was significantly faster than normal. So she was getting him excited – not that she hadn’t known that already.

Once Amber had gone as far as she could, she began to bob her head up and down on Jake’s rod, to give him the feeling of fucking her mouth. She was acting on instinct now, but he seemed to like it all the same, grunting and placing his hand on the back of her head. Hopefully he hadn’t been expecting to get off easy; she was planning to bring him to within an inch of orgasm, to make sure that he remembered her forever.

And, after a few minutes of her careful ministrations, he seemed like he was getting there. His cock was even harder now, and every one of his exhales was a soft gasp. She could tell he was barely keeping it together, so she decided to try something new. While bobbing up and down on his cock, she began to twist her head slightly, rotating her mouth around his cock to give him yet another layer of pleasure.

That was too much for Jake; he grimaced and pushed Amber’s head off his shaft, grunting as he just barely fended off an orgasm. “That was...good,” he said, the hard edge still present in his voice, “but I’m far from done with you. Better brace yourself on one of the shelves or something.”

“Fuck yes,” she said. This was what she had been waiting for. Sure, the blowjob had been a lot of fun, but she knew that that wasn’t all his cock could offer her, and she wanted more. Getting up, she grabbed onto a sturdy-looking set of metal shelves and waited for him to slip on a condom that he’d produced from somewhere. Once he was done, he grabbed on to her shoulders – his grip was surprisingly strong – and began to guide himself towards her pussy.

Amber didn’t know exactly what she’d been expecting, but the sensation as Jake’s cock parted her pussy lips was shockingly intense. It wasn’t simply raw pleasure that flowed from her nerve endings there – that would probably come later – but rather a heady mix of pleasure and arousal, a cocktail that she found hard to resist. Soon, as more and more of his length buried itself inside of her, she was breathing in shallow, desperate gasps, shoving herself back against him to get more of him inside of her, to make this wonderful feeling even better.

At last, Jake’s pelvis slapped against Amber’s ass, and, without giving her even a moment’s rest, he began to thrust. She found herself squealing with each of his motions, gripping the cold steel shelf for dear life, fearing that if she didn’t she’d fall to the ground, overcome with pleasure. Her lover’s cock was the perfect thickness; not so thick that it was painful, although there were little twinges of pain whenever he pulled out that made the sensations she was experiencing so much more intense, or so thin that it didn’t stretch her enough. She felt that, if this were to keep going on forever, she wouldn’t be unhappy about it.

Within a few minutes, though, she knew that that wasn’t going to happen. Her body was climbing towards orgasm, slowly but surely. Each one of his powerful thrusts filled a reservoir within her with a little more pleasure, and soon it was sure to burst its banks, to send a flood washing over her. She found herself crying out, begging for him to do it harder, to give her more, to treat her like the dirty slut she’d suddenly become. She was almost there, teetering on the precipice…

And then, finally, Amber was there. Orgasmic ecstasy exploded through her body. Her limbs trembled, her expression went slack, everything in her being deactivated that wasn’t directly serving her pleasure organs. That included her brain, so she only dimly noted that Jake seemed to have reached his climax too, blasting his hot seed into the condom. But she couldn’t pay attention to him, only to the mind-bending sensations overcoming her completely. It was so heart-poundingly amazing, and she knew, in that moment, that whatever had happened had been worth it. The transformation, all the trouble it had caused...who cared, if it let her feel this good?

Eventually, the two lovers returned to Earth. Jake pulled his cock out of Amber, tossing the condom into a convenient trash can, and they both pulled on their clothes. Once they had done that, it was as if their tryst had never happened; certainly, they looked dishevelled, but the casual observer wouldn’t be able to tell from that alone that they had been having the best sex of both of their lives.

“Well, like, I…” Amber looked at Jake. “Like, we should do that again. It’s weird to start work after this, though.”

“Oh, definitely,” said Jake. “To both things. But hey, sex like that is worth a little awkwardness, right? We should get back out there, but, uh...give me a call this weekend, maybe?”

“Sure thing,” she said, smiling. Her life had definitely just taken a turn for the better.

* * *

It was strange; an hour later, Amber was having a completely normal workday. Sure, making drinks was harder than it had been before – she got even more orders wrong, and the line was starting to snake out the door as she desperately tried to do damage control – but nobody minded as much. Once she smiled at them and leaned forwards, flashing a nearly-illegal amount of cleavage, they tended to shut their mouths.

School would probably also be harder now, but...hey, her professors probably weren’t immune to boobs, either. She would probably be able to make them see things her way. Even as she made a mess of the coffee shop, she hummed happily to herself; nothing could get her down, not anymore.

Once the rush was over, maybe she’d dive into the shop’s spice drawer, she thought. For some reason, she was in the mood for a pumpkin spice latte.


Tokyo Bimbo

Michiko gripped one of the poles in the subway car and breathed out. She just had to get through the next twenty minutes, and then she’d be nearly home free. Twenty minutes. That was all.

But it wasn’t easy to reconcile herself to that fact when she looked around the metal prison she was trapped inside. Even now, at 7:30 PM, the crush of people in the train was little better than it would have been two hours before. Haggard company employees mixed with anxious-looking middle and high school students. There were even a few tourists, none of whom looked exactly thrilled to be crammed into the car like sardines.

All this because of her awful job! At Yamashita Industries, a firm that mainly produced specialized car parts, it was considered rude to take more than a day or two off work in a whole year. Also required was at least twenty hours of overtime per week, which Michiko did by going in on Saturdays and adding two hours to every weekday, and a bevy of after-work events that were all but mandatory if you wanted to ever be promoted. All of that together meant that she was constantly exhausted, and recently she’d been worrying that she was growing depressed. At least her decent salary meant that she’d probably be able to retire at some point.

That was a long way off, though, and this horrible subway car was here and now. The Tozai Line was the very worst in the subway system. Having a crush of people all around her was so stressful, and, well, she’d heard the stories about what happened to young women on crowded public transportation.

At last, though, the train stopped at Gyotoku Station, and Michiko practically leapt out the car. It had gotten slightly less crowded over the course of the trip, but there were plenty of people still waiting for their stops. They were all lucky even to be able to live on the metro and not have to take the train instead. Michiko knew someone from college who was now commuting two and a half hours each way.

The worst of the journey was done now, though. The streets of Ichikawa were already beginning to quiet down – it was a bedroom community, so no one was going out on the town, and the worst of the rush hour had passed. It was a fifteen-minute walk back to Michiko’s apartment building, and she went faster than usual, eager to finally be home.

At last, she took the elevator up and stumbled into her apartment, tossing her briefcase to the floor. She shucked off her shoes, then had her usual nightly debate: collapse onto the couch from sheer exhaustion and have to make dinner later, or make dinner now, when she was completely fried from the commute? Most of the time, she chose option B, and that was what she did tonight.

That was why she had already polished off her curry and rice and was putting away the dishes when someone knocked on the door. She sighed. There was only one person that could be, at eight-thirty on a Saturday night. Heading over, she opened the door and found Kenichi Kamikawa, her neighbor, waiting for her.

Most of the people in the apartment building were young, single, and busy all day with work and the commute; they only used their apartments as glorified bedrooms, and were even away on weekends much of the time to visit friends and parents. Not Kenichi. The road through middle school, high school, college, and job hunting was long and winding, and at some point he had fallen off of it. Instead of working, he spent all day alone in his apartment, doing God knows what. Michiko had seen inside at one point and wished she hadn’t; the walls were covered in ecchi posters, the floor was covered in garbage, and the scent of feet and unspeakable other things permeated the place. Probably he played video games or something to pass the time.

Normally, such a life would be unsustainable, but Kenichi’s dirty, unwashed t-shirts were usually from fancy brands, and when his parents came to visit him, as they sometimes did, they were both dressed in the finest designer clothing. They financed his degenerate lifestyle, all because he didn’t have the drive or the cojones to just get a job and pay his own bills. Michiko knew it was none of her business, but how could you, as a parent, let your child get like that? Still, she had to be polite to the person standing right in front of her. “Ah, Mr. Kamikawa, it’s a pleasure to see you. How are you today?”

“I’m good, I’m good!” he said. He was strangely outgoing, despite the fact that he almost never actually spoke to anyone. “And I’ve told you, Michiko, you can call me Ken. We know each other, don’t we? We’re neighbors!”

“Um, yes…” said Michiko, pausing for a moment. “...If I may ask, to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?”

“Don’t wanna make small talk? Fine, fine.” Ken waved a hand at her, and she had to fight the urge to recoil from the wave of body odor he gave off. “Listen, Michiko, I have a favor to ask of you. Kind of an unusual favor, but, like, you’ve always been nice to me, right? So I thought, hey, why don’t I pay this girl back? I’m gonna give you something, but I have to ask something of you also.”

“Um...I’m not sure…” Michiko was taken aback. What on earth could this man possibly want from her?

“Listen, it’s simple,” said Ken. “Super easy, and it’ll help you out. You have something with a disc drive, right? Just play this CD and you’ll feel your worries melting away. You’re a busy woman, and when I found this, I thought, well, damn, this is just what she needs.” He handed her a CD in a clear case. “You’re welcome.”

“Ah,” said Michiko, more confused than ever. “I...thank you very much for the gift, Mr. Kamikawa. I’ll...listen to it soon.”

“Please do,” said Ken, “and you don’t need to be so formal! We’re friends, aren’t we?” He laughed. “Well, I might stop by tomorrow. I want to know what you think of it!”

“Yes, certainly,” said Michiko. “Well, I must ask you to excuse me. It’s been a long day, and I...have some chores still to do.” In truth, Michiko had nothing – she saved her vacuuming, laundry, and grocery shopping for Sundays, which was the only way she could fit it in around her busy work schedule. But Ken didn’t need to know that.

“Eh? Well, fine,” he said. “See you tomorrow, in that case.”

“Yes, of course,” she said. “Have a wonderful evening.”

Once he was gone, stomping off down the hall, Michiko shut the door and turned away, sighing. She’d hoped to catch up on an episode of her favorite TV drama, but with Ken demanding that she listen to his CD and threatening to check that she’d done it the next day, she couldn’t well watch anything now. Instead, she headed over to the cheap home media center she’d gotten at DONKI the previous year and popped the disc into the slot. No artist name or other information popped up on the display, so she could only assume that Ken had made it himself. Utterly ridiculous. Sighing, she hit Play.

At first, all that emerged from the speakers was static, and she wondered whether her neighbor had scuffed the disc or something. Then, before she realized what was happening, her legs were turning to jelly and she was collapsing onto the ground. Very quickly, everything went dark.

* * *

When Michiko awoke, her head felt heavy and her limbs felt weak. Her mind was scrambled, her thoughts muddled, and it took her a minute or two even to remember what had happened. Ken...oh, that CD...yes, she’d been listening to the CD, and now...she checked her watch and saw that it was ten-thirty. That meant she’d been out for nearly two hours! What on Earth had the tape done to her?

Also, she was exhausted, and hungry. It wasn’t as if dinner had been small or unsatisfying, so why...well, she was too tired to worry about it. Stumbling over to the freezer, she grabbed a couple of balls of mochi ice cream and devoured them both. After that, it was all she could do to brush her teeth before stumbling to her room and falling into bed.

* * *

It was noon before Michiko drifted back into consciousness. She felt...she felt good. It was Sunday, right? Yes! She had the day off, and she could do absolutely whatever she wanted! Leaping out of bed, she set about getting ready for the day. Her head felt lighter than air, and all of the worries and stresses of the previous day were gone. There were some chores to do, weren’t there? She couldn’t really remember what exactly she’d wanted to get done. Um, cleaning and laundry and shopping? Were those what she usually did? It was strange that she couldn’t remember clearly.

It didn’t matter, though. She’d get it all done, and she’d whistle while she worked. Once everything was spotless, the laundry was hung out to dry, and she’d eaten either lunch or breakfast, depending on your point of view, it was time to get dressed and head to the grocery store.

But it was strange; Michiko’s clothes didn’t fit nearly as well as she remembered them fitting the day before. Her jeans were impossible to get into, so she had to go for a skirt instead, and her tops all seemed to be several sizes too small. At last, she found a sweater that covered everything, although the look was more than a little indecent. As she looked in the mirror, she realized what had happened: her body had changed! Her boobs, which had before been more or less average in size and very unremarkable, were now much, much larger; put together, they were probably as big as her head. And, well, she blushed when she realized it, but...her butt was much larger as well. So that was why her pants had been so hard to put on.

Normally, she felt like she would have been worried about such unusual changes, but that was dumb, right? Her new body was much nicer than her old one, and...she felt kind of perverted for thinking it, but guys would like it, wouldn’t they? She hadn’t had a boyfriend since college, but with her new equipment, maybe that would change. Anything was possible!

So, when she left her apartment and walked the five minutes to the store, she’d never been so excited to go grocery shopping. Sure enough, she attracted more than her fair share of stares, ogles, and double-takes, both on the way there and in the store itself. Men who had to pass her in the narrow aisles grew distracted and flustered, and she could make the effect even stronger by flashing them a big smile. She lingered longer than she needed to just so that she could enjoy the effect. Having this much power was intoxicating.

Finally, Michiko made her way home, put the groceries away, and wondered what else to do. It was only three p.m. – much of the day was still ahead of her, and she didn’t have any other chores or errands to do. In the absence of any great ideas, she flipped on the TV. She had to catch up on that drama, after all.

She was a couple of episodes in when someone knocked on the door. There was only one person that could be, at four p.m. on a Sunday afternoon – but rather than feeling angry or disgusted, like she usually did when confronted with the thought of seeing Ken, she was almost excited. Yes, he was a loser, and he didn’t shower nearly often enough for her taste, but...he was still a guy, and he had a cock, didn’t he? She was just so easily-aroused now, for whatever reason, that the mere thought of sex was enough to get her excited. A bevy of filthy ideas entered her mind, and she smiled wickedly.

When she opened the door and greeted Ken cheerily, he seemed perhaps a bit less surprised at her new appearance than might have been expected. Instead, he seemed oddly pleased. “Good afternoon, Michiko. Did you listen to the CD?”

“I did, Mr. Kamikawa, and I think…” she interrupted herself with a giggle. It was just so embarrassing to be in front of her neighbor with this dirty, dirty body! “Um, I think it might have...changed a few things. I don’t really know, but it seems like I’ve been feeling a lot different today, and my body...well…”

He nodded, smiling. “I can see that it’s changed a bit. I have to admit that I knew what would happen when I told you to listen. But you’re happier now, aren’t you? And I keep telling you, call me Ken.”

“A-all right, Ken,” said Michiko. For some reason, when he told her to do something, it was just so much easier not to refuse. Besides, if she wanted to get on his good side, and she really, really did, buttering him up could help. “Well, why don’t you...come in? I can make some tea.”

“That would be lovely,” said Ken, grinning widely. Together, they headed into the apartment and Michiko put the tea on. While it boiled, they chatted about this and that, and then finally Michiko took a seat at the table and poured her neighbor and then herself a cup of the supermarket’s finest store-brand discount tea, accompanied with a few chocolates that she’d gotten out on a whim.

“I hope the tea is to your liking,” she said. “I’m hardly an expert.”

“Oh, I’m sure it’s fine,” said Ken, lifting the cup to his lips. “Itadakimasu.”

“So...um…” Michiko paused, trying to figure out how to put her question into words. “Where is the CD from, and why did you decide to give it to me? It seems like something that a lot of people would want.”

“Oh, I just…my father’s job is in the government, working with American corporations, and he said they gave it to him. He had no use for it, though, so it came to me.” Ken smiled. “It helps to have these connections, right?”

“Yes,” said Michiko. She was about to say something else when she felt his hand on her thigh. She froze like a deer in headlights. She had invited him in wanting sex, it was true, but...now that he was doing something so perverted, her felt herself overcome by a new kind of arousal. How dare he act so boldly? And...and why didn’t she want him to stop?

Maybe it was better to ignore it. She wasn’t a toy to be played with, after all – if he wanted her, the least he could do was ask! “Um, nice weather we’ve been having,” she said. “There was so much rain last week, but now it’s much better.”

“Yes,” said Ken, his hand creeping up her thigh, under the hem of her skirt. “A little bit of rain is good – the farmers need it, after all, and it keeps the forests green and beautiful – but too much is just depressing.”

“I...um...I…” Michiko stammered, trying her hardest to focus on the conversation. “Yes, I...I was thinking of...going to Kyoto over the long weekend in a few weeks, so hopefully the weather holds up then as well.”

“Oh, is that so?” asked Ken. His fingers danced up her thigh, and she realized, too late, that she’d forgotten to wear any panties. He was sure to think she was dirty now. But then, with the way he was acting, did he have any right to judge her? “Kyoto is an awfully nice place. I’ve been there a few times myself. The food’s good, and of course you can’t beat the matcha tea there.”

“Yes, I’ve always loved matcha tea –” Michiko cut herself off when she felt Ken’s fingers dancing just outside her slit. At last, she could keep up the game no longer. “Ken! Mr. Kamikawa! I must ask that you...that you stop at once!”

“At once?” asked Ken. “Sure. All you have to say is this: ‘Ken, I don’t want you to treat me like the dirty, dirty pervert that I am.” Before she could respond, he thrust a finger up her slit, and she squealed in surprise and indignation. Who was this man to take such liberties? He didn’t even have a job, and here he was, touching her most intimate parts!

“Ken, I – Ken, I –” Even though they were embarrassing, Michiko tried her best to get the words out, but she just couldn’t, not with Ken’s finger at play inside of her. As she gripped the table, trying to keep control of herself, he added a second and began really exploring her intimate corners, stretching open her slit to accommodate himself. “If...if you would just slow down for a moment, I’m – I’m sure I could say it…”

“I’m not sure that you could,” said Ken. “I think that you’re so dirty and perverted that you could never turn down a man who wanted to play with your pussy. You go to work, like a prim and proper lady, but really –” his fingers did something inside of her, and Michiko gasped – “really you’re a nasty slut.”

She wanted to say that it wasn’t true, that she wasn’t a nasty slut, but...if she did that, would he stop pleasuring her? She just wanted this to continue, no matter what. And maybe that did make her the things he was saying she was. She opened her mouth, but all that would come out was a moan.

“That’s what I thought,” said Ken. “You could never say no to sex, even with a man like me. I have nothing to offer you. I sit all day in my apartment and play video games. I don’t even shower every day. But here you are, powerless to resist me!”

“I – I can’t take it anymore,” said Michiko. Something had broken inside of her, and there was now only one thing she could focus on. “I need you to use me. Please treat me like the dirty slut I am, Ken!”

“Hah!” said Ken. “Exactly what I wanted to hear. Now come on.” He pulled his fingers out of her, leaving her feeling a bit empty, grabbed her hand, and pulled her back to the bedroom, where he tossed her down onto her bed. She was about to be used like a love doll right in her own bedroom!

But first, Ken had to make some preparations. Michiko watched him practically jump out of his clothes, and then he set upon her, pulling off her nice sweater and what had once been a modest skirt, revealing her nakedness underneath. She felt herself flushing red. It had been years since a man had seen her naked, and of course no one had ever seen her new body but her.

He didn’t seem to care, though. Instead, he whistled appreciatively, which made her feel almost worse. She wasn’t the kind of easy woman you would whistle at in the street, was she? But then, here she was, having sex with a man who she was only casually acquainted with. Maybe her standards had lowered.

Ken lowered himself onto her, and she looked up at him as he positioned his cock at the entrance to her wet, eager hole. She was so incredibly aroused that she wanted to beg him to put it in, but she could restrain herself from that, at least. She just flashed him her best puppy-dog eyes, something that she knew would drive him wild.

And it worked! He smiled at her, almost wickedly, before thrusting his hips forward and slowly but surely driving his cock into her wet hole. She moaned aloud. The few other times she’d had sex, penetration had never done anything for her, but now that seemed to have changed completely. Her pussy was practically aflame with feeling.

Those feelings got even better when Ken started to thrust, slowly at first, but then faster and faster until he hit a steady, driving rhythm. Michiko cried out and wrapped her arms around him. Whatever higher consciousness she’d had before was completely gone in the face of his onslaught; now, she could only moan, gasp, beg for him to take her harder. She was a fucking machine.

And as the pleasure got more intense – it seemed to grow with each passing thrust – she realized a truth she’d been blind to her whole life: that this was what she was meant to do. All that stuff with the job, the horrible commute, the rent, the bills – none of that made her feel this way. Nor could it. She felt like all the sensation that her normal life was missing had been condensed and funneled into these few magical minutes. Even Ken, who was a solidly below-average man, thrilled her far more than anything that could ever happen at work. How had she missed out on this for so long?

Well, no longer. Michiko pushed her pelvis up against her lover, trying to get him further inside her. She could feel now that an orgasm wasn’t far away. There was a hidden place deep inside of her, a secret place that was slowly filling up with pleasure, and soon, she knew, it was bound to explode. She knew women were supposed to be demure, to let the man lead, but what was the point of that? They were working together to get pleasure, after all, so why not just be as aggressive as they were both comfortable with?

Ken seemed to agree. He was thrusting at just the right speed now, and his contorted expression betrayed to her that he was close to climax. It was admirable that he hadn’t sped up, despite his wild drive for pleasure. His breathing was heavy, though, and his arms shook. He couldn’t be that far away…

And then he went over the edge. Michiko felt his cum blasting into her, and his thrusts grew wild and less rhythmic. She had done it! She had made a man cum! She was desirable, sexy. She could be an object of lust. She could really be all these things she’d never thought were possible for her. God, that was so hot!

The realization proved to be too much for her. One of Ken’s thrusts was the final blow – Michiko felt pleasure shooting through her, overwhelming her body and mind. Her limbs trembled, and for a moment she lost awareness of everything other than her own ecstasy. This sensation was the most incredible thing she’d ever experienced, and she would do whatever it took, she knew, to feel it again.

After a few blessed seconds, though, she began to come down. Ken was already pulling out of her, panting hard. Together, the two of them cleaned up in silence using the box of tissues on Michiko’s nightstand. What did you say after something like that?

Ken made an attempt. “That was so hot. Damn, if I’d known that it could have been like this, maybe I would have given you that CD sooner!”

“How it worked out is fine too,” said Michiko. “Thank you so much! I feel like I didn’t know what life was before.”

“Really?” asked Ken. “Wow, I didn’t know it would be that earth-shattering.”

“It really, really was,” said Michiko. “My world’s been turned upside down. With that in mind, um…”

“What?” Ken smiled. “You getting an idea?”

“If it’s no trouble,” said Michiko, “why don’t we go again? That feeling...it’s kind of addictive.”

“That won’t be any trouble,” said Ken, his grin widening. “No trouble at all.”

As Ken’s hands groped for her breasts, Michiko smiled. It really didn’t get any better than this.
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