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Art Gallery Bimbo

“Are we really doing this?” sighed Kayla. “I swear, it has to be the fourth time this month –”

“No, no, no, this is going to be great,” said Leo. “I’m this close to making it big. Just one more sculpture, right? Then I’ll have enough for my exhibition at the Getty. And then, and then I’ll be rolling in it! I’ll pay you back for all this ten times over.”

“Have they gotten back to you about that?” she asked. “I mean, the exhibition? I remember them calling you a crackpot last time, so –”

“Oh, that,” he said, waving a hand dismissively. “Don’t even worry about it. I know they’re going to crack, I just know it.”

“I’m sure they will.” Internally, Kayla rolled her eyes. Leo was a great friend and endlessly supportive, but his art career – such as it was – often overtook everything else in his life. His sculpture studio, which was more widely known as his mother’s garage, was filled with half-finished projects and random junk. All of it seemed meaningless to anyone else, but Leo would pick up a piece, and then his eyes would light up like searchlights and he would begin talking a mile a minute about his latest vision. His personality was well suited to art, but less well suited to things like doing his laundry on time or noticing that he was trying his friend’s patience.

“Listen,” said Leo, turning his truck down a side road, “you’re my muse, right? You...I’ve never seen such a pure construction of the human form. You stand in for everyone, for a whole world full of us, do you understand? That’s why I need you here. You’re key to this whole project.”

When he talked like that, Kayla almost wondered whether her friend had a crush on her...but he always completely missed any hints she tried to drop. “Right, and it’s an honor. What was this sculpture going to be about?”

“It’s called Mountain,” said Leo. “I said is because it already exists, just in my mind. All I have to do now is sort of upload my brain to the real world...easy as can be. That’s why I love sculpture, you know? Oh, I love sculpture.” He nodded to himself, then perked up. “Oh, this is a great spot!” Slamming on the brake, he sent the truck screeching into the dust at the side of the road. Kayla had to grab the handle above the door, but even so she gave her seatbelt a workout. Letting Leo drive was never a good idea.

The artiste hadn’t seemed to notice the chaos he was causing, though; he’d put on the parking brake and practically jumped out of the truck just as soon as it had come to a halt. Frantically, he motioned for her to join him outside; reluctantly, she got out and joined him. In for a dime, in for a dollar, right?

“Look...at this!” Leo said, spreading his hands out. “The view...it’s breathtaking!”

“Breathtaking,” agreed Kayla, “but...there’s no mountains, really. I mean, there are the ones way off to the south,” she gestured into the hazy distance, “but…”

“But there are!” said Leo. “Look at what we’re standing on! The Beverly Hills, the Chalk Hills...they’re all part of the Santa Monica range, which is in turn one of the Transverse Ranges. You and I are standing on a piece of Southern California’s largest mountain ranges, and I want to capture that majesty in a sculpture!”

“Right, right,” said Kayla. “So...where should I pose?”

“Just meld with the surroundings,” Leo waved a hand, pulling out his sketchbook. “This won’t take a minute.”

An hour later, Kayla was sliding back into the now-boiling-hot passenger seat of the truck, aching from having to strike endless poses. Leo never knew what he wanted, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t picky at the same time.

“This is great,” he said, getting into the passenger seat next to her. “I have all the sketches I need –”

“Do you really?” asked Kayla. “You know I don’t mind doing this for you, but maybe sometime we could go, you know, get tacos or something, the way we do when you’re in between sculptures…”

“Oh, I’d love to, I’d love to,” said Leo, “but I really need to work on this now. Inspiration is like a little bird! If you don’t catch it, it flies away into the bushes, and then...what’s this now?” He fished his phone out of his pocket; it was blasting his ringtone, White Rabbit by Jefferson Airplane. “Hello?”

Kayla could only really hear Leo’s side of the conversation, but the gravelly voice coming out of his ancient phone’s tinny speakers seemed to be telling him exactly what he wanted to hear. “Oh?” he asked. “Yeah! Yeah, definitely.” There was a pause. “Of course, yeah! Yes, right away!” Another pause. “Of course! Of course, thanks.” There was a click as whoever was on the other end hung up.

“Who was that?” she asked. “Sounds like they were giving you some good news.”

“Oh, hell yeah they were!” Leo grinned. “It was Arnold Roberts. You know him?”

Kayla racked her brain and vaguely recalled a human-interest story on the news. “Oh...that was Ronald Roberts’ son? Isn’t his dad in the slammer?”

“Yeah,” said Leo. “Oh yeah. Yeah, his dad was a bad, bad guy. But he’s legit, you know? And he called me! Down at the Roberts Center, they’re doing an exhibition of L.A. County’s best upcoming sculptors, and he says I can exhibit there!” He paused. “Well, on one condition, I guess.”

“What’s that?” asked Kayla.

“Well, he wants to see me face-to-face,” said Leo, “and we have to be there in fifteen minutes.” Suddenly, he stomped on the gas, and the truck peeled out as it skidded back onto the road. Hand on the handle above the door, Kayla screwed up her eyes and prayed for deliverance.

* * *

At the Roberts Center, there was a bit of a hold-up when a security guard tried to shoo Leo away (unfair, Kayla thought; he wasn’t that scruffy). But the sculptor had the presence of mind to drop the younger Roberts’ name, and that cleared everything up as quick as could be. Soon, they were in the museum’s offices, waiting in a well-appointed modernist reception room. The tables were covered in magazines, but Kayla didn’t want to touch them; they were so intricately arranged that they seemed to be yet another of the museum’s many works of art.

After a few minutes, a tall man with a stubbled chin – Kayla judged him to be either a bodyguard or a personal assistant – emerged from the offices beyond and raised a hand to Leo. “Mr. Villanueva! A pleasure to meet you. And is this your…” he motioned at Kayla.

“My assistant and muse,” said Leo. “Oh, she’s great. Her name is Kayla.” He smiled encouragingly to his friend, who was somewhat put off by the word assistant. Being an assistant implied being paid, and, well…

“Oh, excellent,” said the man. “I’m Wyatt, Mr. Roberts’ executive assistant. I’ll first take you, Mr. Villanueva, back to Mr. Roberts’ office – it wouldn’t be right to keep him waiting, after all – and then I’ll come back for you, Kayla. Mr. Roberts wants to know all about the Villanueva creative process, and Kayla is a part of that, of course.” He held open the door and motioned to Leo, who sprang up and hurried through it, disappearing into the hallway beyond. A minute later, Wyatt returned and beckoned to Kayla. “If you please.”

They made their way through the door and into a small office that opened off the red-carpeted hallway beyond. The furnishings were luxurious, but sparse, and Kayla judged the room to be Wyatt’s own office. He sat down on a chair by a coffee table, and motioned for Kayla to take a seat on the other side. “Like the office?”

“It’s nice,” said Kayla. “I guess the Roberts Organization treats its employees well.”

He nodded, smiling widely. “Oh, I can’t complain. I really feel like an executive, even though all I really do is run errands for the big boss.”

Kayla had been a personal assistant herself, for one extremely unpleasant month. She had nothing positive to say about the job, so instead she nodded. “Sounds like a good gig.”

“And you’ve got yourself a good gig, too,” said Wyatt. “Helping out our artistic genius?”

“Oh, well,” Kayla laughed. “He’s my friend, is all. He loves doing sculpture more than anything else, so I model for him sometimes.”

Wyatt nodded; there was a strange look in his eyes. “Right. Right, that’s great! But you have some talent of your own as well, and that’s what I’m interested in. What I’m wondering is this: You have insight into the art world, so would you be willing to be a sculpture fellow here at the Roberts Center? A couple meetings a week, a few other little things…”

“Thank you for the offer,” said Kayla, “but I have a job.” It wasn’t a particularly good job – she was the lowest woman on the totem pole in the office of a tortilla-chip company – but it was better than whatever sketchy deal he could offer her.

“Oh, this wouldn’t need to get in the way of your job,” said Wyatt. “We understand, of course – although there is opportunity for promotion up into the Center’s full-time staff, which would allow you to upgrade, wouldn’t it?”

“Well, I don’t know…” said Kayla.

“Don’t decide now,” said Wyatt. “Take this, go home and think things over.” He handed her a piece of paper. On it was written a phone number – presumably his – as well as a set of directions for downloading an app from the App Store. “We present our podcasts and other things on the Roberts Center app. Maybe give our first episode a listen?”

“I will if I have time,” said Kayla, taking the paper and hoping that her promise was vague enough to provide plausible deniability later, when she inevitably recycled the paper.

Still, she thought, folding the sheet up and slipping it into her purse, Del Bandito was something she had been looking to move on from, after all. This was worth thinking about.

* * *

About an hour later, an elated Leo had dropped Kayla off at her apartment, talking a mile a minute about how Arnold Roberts had offered him the opportunity, not only to display, but to give a presentation about his work, and even to sell pieces to buyers. It was his big break, he kept repeating.

Kayla was excited for him, but not so much for herself. What to do about this job offer? If she didn’t say yes, she knew it would vanish quickly enough. Someone else would be sure to take a position with so much potential for advancement. On the other hand, she’d gotten such weird vibes from it…

As she ate dinner, she remembered the piece of paper in her purse. The podcast would be the test, she decided. If it was any good, if it seemed like a real thing and not just a scam for tax writeoffs or something, she would consider giving Wyatt a call. If not, then, well, forget about it.

She did the dishes, took out the piece of paper, and found the Roberts Center app in the App Store. Sure enough, it had a Podcasts tab, and the first episode was even entitled “For Prospective Employees: Your Introduction to the World of the Roberts Center.” It was all sleek and very professional; she felt a bit less skeeved-out as she looked at the clean lines and well-chosen stock photos.

Finally, Kayla decided to go for it. Why not? Listening to the podcast wasn’t the same as taking the job. No one would even know she’d given it a try. Getting out her earbuds, she got comfortable on the couch – her favorite podcast-listening position – and hit the Play button.

At first, nothing seemed to be playing except a faint hiss, and a hint of murmuring voices. They were just a tad too quiet, though, and Kayla had no idea what they were saying. Was that the podcast audio? Was it really that messed up? What was...going...on…

Just like that, she was out like a light.

* * *

Awakening was much harder than getting to sleep had been. Kayla’s head seemed like it was filled with cotton, and, and...thinking was hard for some reason. It took her a long time to remember what had happened, that she’d been listening to a podcast, and even longer to figure out that it had somehow put her to sleep. What?

Getting up, she realized that she was incredibly hungry. She’d used the word starving before, but she hadn’t known its meaning until now; her stomach seemed to have expanded to engulf her whole being, and it was screaming to be filled. Running to the fridge, she looked for an easy way to stop the craving and settled on cooking a mess of scrambled eggs, toast, and peanut butter. She vaguely remembered having eaten dinner earlier, but it hadn’t stuck with her for whatever reason. As she cooked, she checked her watch; it was eight-thirty, only an hour and a half after she’d started the podcast.

After Kayla engulfed the food, she felt full and incredibly sleepy. She might have just woken up from an hour and a half nap, but it hadn’t been a very restful nap, and now she was more tired than she’d ever been. The day had been busy, hadn’t it? She couldn’t quite remember anything that had happened, but there had been a lot of it; she was pretty sure about that. Collapsing into bed, she faded away quickly.

* * *

The next morning dawned bright and sunny, as it usually was in LA, but Kayla felt bright and sunny too. How could she not? The world was just so nice. As she lay in bed, she imagined all the good things that were happening right at that moment, all the birthdays and weddings and celebrations and first kisses. Earth was a beautiful place to live.

And she wanted to be beautiful to match. Usually, Kayla put in the bare minimum of effort needed to mask her worst insecurities, but today she didn’t feel like that at all; she just wanted to look as ready to take on the world as she felt. Practically skipping over to the closet, she pulled out half the things in it and held them up against herself. A lot of it seemed too small, like she’d been shopping for a woman with a much smaller bust and much narrower hips. Why would she have done that, though? She was very lucky to have the body she did.

Her shoes all fit, at least. Today, she felt drawn to her highest pair of sexy black heels, and she built an outfit to go with them, featuring a tiny jean jacket and an almost comically short skirt. Looking at the results in the mirror, she blew herself a kiss; she was beautiful as always. Life was easy when you were pretty.

Kayla realized, as she was doing a much more elaborate makeup look than normal, that she had no idea what she was going to do that day. It was a Sunday, and she didn’t have to go to work, but the whole city was open to her! She could go to a concert, or see a movie, or have brunch, or…

...Or call Wyatt. As soon as the idea came to her, she felt a strong, uncontrollable impulse to do just that. As her setting spray was drying, she pulled out her phone and dialed the number.

Even though it was fairly early on a Sunday morning, there were just two rings before he picked up. “Wyatt Everhart speaking. May I ask who’s calling?”

“Wyatt!” said Kayla. “It’s, like, me. I listened to the, um…” the word escaped her for some reason, “um, the podcast thingy, and I feel really good now. It’s like, the world is really nice and stuff. Is that what working at the Roberts Center would, like, be like?”

Wyatt laughed. “I’m so glad to hear that you enjoyed the podcast so much! Our podcasts are a special project over at the Roberts Institute. We really put our all into making sure that they really brighten up a person’s day. But if you’ve decided that you want to further discuss the opportunity, why not come down to the Roberts Center? We’re open today – just say that you want to speak with Wyatt at the front desk.”

“Like, that sounds great!” said Kayla. “Um...well, I’ll see you there!”

“I’m looking forward to it,” said Wyatt.

She hung up the phone and nearly screamed with excitement. She wasn’t sure why she wanted to go back to the Center so badly...unless it had something to do with Wyatt, who had been pretty easy on the eyes. Oh, Kayla, you naughty girl!

Grabbing her purse, she got up and grabbed a bagel as she hurried out the door. There was no time for a real breakfast, but it was never good to interview on an empty stomach, right?

* * *

Sunday morning wasn’t the busiest time for traffic in LA, but Kayla still missed a few lights on the way. She wasn’t angry to have to stop, really, just anxious to keep going, to get to the Center as soon as she could. What if Wyatt changed his mind? She had to be there before he had the chance!

Those frenzied thoughts made it hard to focus on the road, and she almost got into accidents more than once. The sky-high heels she was wearing didn’t help, either. But who cared? She was on a mission, gosh darn it. She would make it to Wyatt!

At last, after what seemed like hundreds of miles of freeways, she made it to the Roberts Center, which was perched imposingly on a bluff above the surrounding neighborhoods. It was a good setting for a momentous day, she realized. Was that a good omen? Maybe, but she wasn’t going to leave anything to chance. She almost took out a hedge as she sped into the parking lot.

It’s not possible to run in heels, not really, but Kayla did her level best as she hurried into the Center. The crowd of Sunday museumgoers looked at her as if she’d just arrived from another planet, but she didn’t mind the attention; men, especially, were unable to tear their eyes away from her, but that made her feel sexy rather than creeped out. It wasn’t every day that she was able to turn heads.

After a quick conversation with a very confused front desk attendant, Kayla was directed to the same waiting room as before. When she saw that it was empty, she sat down on a couch and started tapping her foot, feeling like the fate of the world depended on whether Wyatt came to meet her. Why couldn’t he just have shown up already?

Just as she was beginning to wonder whether he was coming at all, the door at the back of the waiting room opened, and he stepped through, smiling widely. He was dressed more casually today, in jeans and a button-down shirt that looked absolutely great on him. “Kayla!”

“Wyatt!” she said, standing up and hurrying over to him. “Like, thank you so much for agreeing to meet me. I, like, thought it over, and I’m really eager to, um, discuss the position you offered me.”

“Of course!” said Wyatt. “I’m so glad you decided to give the Roberts Center a shot. And that means that you’re in! We’d decided on you already, of course, so you agreeing to join us is all we needed.”

Kayla wanted to scream with excitement. That was just what she’d wanted! Of course, looking at Wyatt, she realized it wasn’t everything she’d wanted...but it was a start, right? “Like, great! Is there somewhere we could go to, like, discuss the specifics?”

“Oh, yes,” said Wyatt. “I knew that a person like you would be very interested in...the specifics.” She saw a wicked gleam flash through his eyes. “Come right this way.” He guided her back to the same office as before, and they took up their same seats; she felt very lonely by herself on the couch.

“So, like…” Kayla grasped for words. “What would the actual job be? Like, what would I do?” She didn’t care, not really, but she wanted to keep his attention.

“Oh, this and that,” said Wyatt, gesturing at the air. “A lot of little things. Advise us on exhibits, help us spot upcoming artists, that kind of thing. You would also be working closely with me, of course.”

“Closely with you?” asked Kayla. This kept getting better and better.

“Well, I’ve realized that I need an assistant myself a few days a week,” said Wyatt. “It’s funny, an executive assistant with an executive assistant, but that’s how these things are. You would just…” he paused, “do whatever needed doing, I guess.”

“Do whatever needed doing,” repeated Kayla. “That, like, sounds good! Is there, um, anything that needs doing right now?”

“Right now?” Wyatt laughed. “But you haven’t started yet! If I had to name something, though,” he rose to his feet and was suddenly standing in front of her, his crotch, sporting a very visible bulge, just inches from her face, “well, I guess it would be...a personal issue of mine.”

“I see that,” said Kayla. “Like, it looks like a really big...issue.” She placed a hand on the front of his pants, gently and almost shyly. “Would you mind if I...took care of it?”

“Please,” said Wyatt. “Go right ahead.”

Fingers trembling with anticipation, Kayla reached up and undid the button on his jeans, then slid the zipper down over the curve of his bulge. It was rock-hard, and she felt herself salivating just at the feeling of it waiting behind the thin layers of denim and cotton. Seizing his waistband, she pulled his jeans down, revealing his boxers.

The sight of his thick cock, outlined in his straining underwear, was so alluring that it was hard for Kayla to keep herself from tearing away the last barrier between her and it and throwing herself into the act of giving pleasure, but she knew that keeping things slow would be better for both of them. It wasn’t as though she’d had much sex in the past; there just seemed to be a new sexual instinct within her, an animalistic knowledge that directed her every move. Slowly, luxuriously, she began to pull down his boxers as well.

The sight of his cock, as it emerged from its fabric wrapping, was more beautiful than she’d ever imagined. Veins traveled up its length, emphasizing its thickness and its raw, bestial power, and a bead of precum had already formed at the tip, a glossy droplet of sheer virility. She felt a heat growing inside of her, a heat that demanded to be tended to, to be satisfied right this very instant.

There was no use in keeping him waiting too long. Reaching out, she avoided his cock and instead cupped his balls, easing him into her ministrations as she kneaded his large, heavy sack. After a minute, she reached out with her other hand and wrapped a couple of fingers around the base of his shaft, avoiding his tender cockhead for the time being. For a few moments, she simply gave him a gentle massage, leaving him floating on the edge of true sexual pleasure without completely blueballing him.

At last, though, Kayla could wait no longer. Opening her mouth, she leaned forward and slid the very tip of his cock past her lips, licking up the precum and beginning a very gentle oral assault. She’d never given a blowjob before, she vaguely recalled, but that hardly mattered; whatever mysterious force was guiding her would never fail to point her in the right direction. He grunted approvingly, and the sound sent spasms of pleasure through her. She was making him feel good! All her dreams felt like they were coming true!

Her tongue slid around the head of his cock, massaging every nook and cranny of its surface, for a minute or so before she began to take more and more of him into her mouth. She wanted to take him, pleasure him, more than she’d ever wanted anything in her life, but she also wanted to know how far she could go, whether she could measure up to her hopes for herself.

By the time she’d gotten midway down his cock, he was clearly hungry for more, pushing gently on the back of her head; she loved the feeling of his hand on her, guiding her gently but firmly, and she wanted nothing more than to obey its silent command. She pushed herself further, went deeper, luxuriated in the feeling of giving pleasure and serving a cock.

At last, Kayla had bottomed out. There was no way she could take any more of Wyatt’s cock, not unless she somehow managed to fit it down her throat...but while she desperately wanted to do that, it was something she would have to practice. Her new, almost magical sexual instinct wasn’t real magic, unfortunately.

So she did the next best thing. Slowly, she began to slide her lover’s cock back out of her mouth; when she reached the head, she reversed course and took it back in. She sped up each time, and soon she was bobbing up and down like an expert cocksucker; her partner groaned, clearly enjoying her eager blowjob.

For a few blissful minutes, they hung in limbo as she continued to bring her skills to bear on her willing partner. His cock slid in and out, and and out, and she simply enjoyed the flavor of his musk and the beautiful feeling of servicing her lover. How had she missed out on this for so long?

But then, after a while, it grew to be too much. Kayla heard Wyatt’s breathing grow faster and more ragged, and then he was pushing at her forehead, pushing her off his cock. “Fuck,” he groaned, “you’re good. Where’d you learn to do that?”

“Like, I don’t know,” said Kayla. “I guess it’s just instinct or something.” She smiled up at him, proud that she’d pleased him.

“Instinct, huh?” asked Wyatt. “Well, I’ve got an instinct of my own right now. Get that ass up, ‘cause I’m not done with you yet.” She eagerly complied, buzzing with excitement. Giving a blowjob had been wonderful, of course, incredibly sexy, but now she was hot and ready for whatever was coming next. The question was, could her lover give as good as he got?

As she got into position and pulled her panties to the side, she heard a condom being pulled on behind her, and then his strong hands had seized her hips. “I hope you liked sucking my cock,” murmured Wyatt, “because you’re gonna be doing a lot more of it. In just a few seconds, you’re going to be my bitch, my slut. Ready?”

“Oh, fuck,” moaned Kayla. His words lit a new fire inside of her, leaving her even more eager than before. “Fuck me, Wyatt. Make me your bitch.”

“You asked for it, whore.” She felt the head of his cock at her pussy slit, and then it was shoving her labia aside, spreading her open, plunging into her. The feeling was electric, and an animalistic moan escaped her lips. How had she missed out on this? How had she somehow failed to devote her whole life to getting this sensation?

Once his cockhead was inside, the rest of his shaft came much more easily. As the veiny, uneven surface slid inside her pussy, she felt a twinge of pleasure, but even more so an urgent need to go further. “Oh, Wyatt,” she sighed, “oh shit…”

“Feel good?” grunted Wyatt. His pelvis slapped against her ass; he was as far inside as he could go. Before Kayla realized what that meant, he was already pulling out again, already starting up a slow but steady thrust. Each little motion of his cock sent pleasure sparking through her, but the knowledge that she was being slammed, reamed, thoroughly fucked was almost better than any of that. This was unforgettable, and it was just getting started.

Soon, he was speeding up, thick rod shoving in and out of her pussy, fingers digging into her tender skin as he grasped her hips for dear life. This wasn’t the kind of sweet, romantic sex that she’d read about in romance novels; this was pure, brutal punishment, and she loved every second of it.

Then his right hand let go of her hip, and a stinging slap landed on one of her asscheeks. It was shocking, but Kayla felt a jolt of pleasure coursing through her. She felt so degraded, so used, nothing but a hole for his pleasure. How had she ever imagined that she could be anything else?

After delivering another slap, though, his hand went somewhere else, delving into the folds of skin above her vagina, dancing around the tiny button that would bring her more pleasure than any other point on her body. For what seemed like a frustrating eternity, he stayed away from actually touching it, caressing the sensitive skin around it and leaving it needy and buzzing with anticipation.

But then, just as Kayla was beginning to wonder whether he would really give her what she wanted, his fingers began to brush against her clit. Powerful waves of sensation flowed through her body, amplified by the pleasure from the rapid thrusts of his cock. Before, their sex had been memorable; now it was legendary. She found herself moaning aloud, grinding up against him, pushing for every last drop of pleasure he could give.

Soon, she found herself dancing on the edge of something massive. She had reached orgasm before, but it had never happened in bed with a man; this was something different, something unprecedented. She grabbed the upholstery, screaming at her lover to give her more, to keep it up just like that, to give her an orgasm she would remember forever…

And then it finally happened. Maybe it was a particularly deep thrust of his cock that had done it, or a twist of his fingers on her clit; that didn’t matter, not really. A wave of orgasmic ecstasy washed over her, crashing through every fiber of her being, leaving her gasping, moaning, crying out like a wild beast. It seemed endless, and she wanted to drink it all in forever.

But all things must come to an end. Eventually, the pleasure began to drain out of Kayla’s nerves, leaving her gasping for breath, shaking and suddenly exhausted. How was it possible that sex could feel so good? She realized that Wyatt must have blown his load as well, while she floated high up in the clouds of bliss; he was pulling out of her, grunting with satisfaction.

For a moment, both of them were still, trying to recover from the earth-shattering orgasms they’d both had. Then Wyatt shattered the silence, tossing his condom into the office trash can. “Well, I can say confidently that you’re more than qualified to be a member of our advisory board. Congratulations!”

“Th-thanks,” said Kayla. “But, like...there’s going to be more fucking, right?” There was a fire within her, she realized, a fire that would never quite be quenched, a fire that she needed a lover like Wyatt to calm, if only for a moment. Sex...it would be her life now. That thought gave her more pleasure than she could describe.

“Of course!” said Wyatt. “I’d love to grab a piece of that ass anytime. I’ll also have to introduce you to a few of my friends, of course. And we’ll have to discuss your salary…”

A salary? That was nice. Kayla had to pay for meals in between getting stuffed. But really, silly things like that were much less important to her now than they had been before. No, she was a new woman now, living a new life. And the more sex that life included, the better.

Listening to that podcast had been the best decision she’d ever made.


Regency Bimbo

It is a truth silently acknowledged that a young man, unhappily married, must soon seek the pleasures of the flesh – and that a young woman, accompanying him in that time-honored pursuit, may find that she has gotten more than she bargained for.

Our narrative takes place in the neighborhood of Steyning, a charming village in the South Downs. Nowadays the town is much changed, and the cries of the shopkeepers rather drown out the clattering carriage wheels of the rural aristocrats, but in those days the natural order of things still prevailed, and the sportsman class got their due more often than not.

Eleanor Ridgely was not quite wealthy enough to move amongst the ranks of such people, but her father, a sickly old man, had at least enough money to retire in comfort to the countryside, and so she saw the better class quite often at balls and other such occasions. There were no fewer than twenty families with whom they supped regularly, and when Mr. Ridgely was feeling well he often hunted with men ten times richer than he – being careful, of course, to let them have the first shot at that day’s unfortunate quail or doe.

Eleanor herself was commonly described as a beauty, with alluring dark hair and soft pale skin, the latter feature rather improved by her otherwise-unfortunate tendency to stay in and read. While she was charming enough, it was not often that she ventured out into society, and when she did it was often lamented that her pleasing features were not backed up by the glimmer of a good fortune. She had four older brothers, you see, three of whom were off in the Navy, one of whom was in London, and all of whom were ahead of her in line for whatever inheritance there would be in the regrettable, if inevitable, event of her father’s long-anticipated passing. So any potential suitors stood to receive nothing at all from the match.

As it was, she simply had to settle for less. One sunny spring afternoon, the dewy kind following a rain-washed morning, she found herself in the company of a young man named Ratliff. He was wealthy enough, but his face was marred by a bad case of pimples and a weak chin, and whatever romantic affection she might have felt for him in theory drained away as soon as she caught her first glimpse of him in person. But good manners had demanded that she accompany him for a walk in any case, and now she was trapped on what felt like the longest stroll of her life.

“You know,” said Mr. Ratliff, gesturing towards a gorse shrub, “the gorse reminds me of a certain plant in India. It had to be when I was stationed in Madras, and I was on the road to Cuddalore at the time…” He loved to tell endless stories about his time in India; normally, having been the type of man to go and seek a fortune would have made him more handsome in Eleanor’s eyes, but as it was all he seemed to have gained from the experience was a patchy, slightly sunburned complexion and an entirely unwarranted addition to his already-considerable sense of self-importance. “...But anyway, my dear, I was getting away from the subject of our discussion today. May I inquire as to your opinions on...matrimony?”

“Cuddalore,” said Eleanor. “Cuddalore. I may have heard the name. Was that where the battle was, a few years ago?”

“Ah, my dear, you’ve gotten a bit mixed up,” said Mr. Ratliff, giving a knowing smile. “That was a different war, you see. It was when the Americans were getting jumped up, I believe. You see, my father was working for the Company at the time, commanding a division, and he…”

Eleanor flashed the gorse-bush a knowing smile. All you had to do was get Mr. Ratliff talking about India, and he would forget everything else. Goodness knows anything was better than his attempts to woo her.

* * *

Once they returned to the house, Eleanor gave Mr. Ratliff a delicate wave as he retreated down the drive to his carriage, then turned to her father. “Papa,” she said, “if you must disturb me from my reading, why would you bring me a creature such as that?”

“Oh, Eleanor, my girl, you know how things are. If I am to marry you off – an endeavor about which you should by rights be as enthusiastic as I, considering your circumstances – then you must understand that I cannot pick from the cream of the crop. The best men are all either married or much too elderly to produce an heir.” Mr. Ridgely frowned. “So I ask that you at least refrain from making my duty any more difficult.”

“I know about your duty,” said Eleanor, “but, as far as I am concerned, a life spent with such a creature as Mr. Ratliff is little preferable to one spent in the poorhouse.”

“Oh, hush,” said Mr. Ridgely. “You know nothing of the poorhouse. But I will agree with you on one point; I, too, would quickly tire of seeing that pimply face. I will simply have to find you another bachelor.” They parted; he made his way to his study, and Eleanor climbed the stairs to her reading-room.

The reading-room was Eleanor’s only true joy. The countryside at Steyning was very beautiful, it was true, but walks by herself grew tiresome after a time, and her father was fit only for strolls to and from the church on Sundays. And, anyway, the outside world was troubling and tiresome. In books, though, the young woman could travel anywhere she wanted, to places far beyond Steyning, even far beyond England. She had no books about Cuddalore, though; a shame, because she now found herself wondering about the town. She would have to make sure that she landed there, in her flights of fancy, sometime after the departure of Mr. Ratliff.

Instead, she dove into a book on the life of Clive of India, and the rest of the afternoon was whiled away in pleasant repose.

* * *

The next day, no letters having arrived from any of the other suitors her father had dredged up, Eleanor found herself with plenty of time on her hands. The grass had dried by now, and accordingly she decided to take a stroll after all, although on a different route than the one she had taken with the unfortunate Ratliff.

Her walk took her along a hedgerow filled with twittering birds and then into a dense copse that was gloomy even at high noon. There was never anyone else in the wood, never anyone at all; the local shepherds had little reason to bring their flocks nearby, when better grazing could be had high up on the Downs, and if a hunt had been on Eleanor would have heard the news beforehand.

So she was quite surprised to encounter a gentleman, perhaps a few years her senior, seated on a log, examining his gun. She had half a mind simply to make a wide circle around him through the trees, and thus to avoid any contact with him, but fortune did not smile on her so kindly; a branch cracked beneath her feet, and he looked up, saw her, and raised a hand in greeting. “Good day to you, miss.”

“Good day,” replied Eleanor, trying to get away with only that. Though the stranger was handsome – very handsome – she had little inclination to disturb the tranquility of her stroll with unwanted pleasantries.

But he would not allow her to escape him so easily. “A lovely day for a stroll, I must say. I had been intending to bag a pheasant or two, but it seems that the birds elude me. Shall I accompany you for a short way?” He stood up.

Eleanor tried her best not to grimace. “If you insist, sir. I must warn you, however, that I am a very slow walker and a slower conversationalist, so that I worry that you will find our stroll together frightfully dull.”

The stranger laughed. “Dull? Nonsense! I am entertained already. Truly, it is a shame there is no one in these woods to introduce us – I fear we will have to commit a terrible breach of etiquette and introduce ourselves. My name is Roberts, and it has been my pleasure recently to take up residence in Westerley Hall, not twenty minutes’ walk up into the hills.”

“Then there is another strike against me,” said Eleanor. “My name is Ridgely, and, though I reside with my father in the neighborhood, we have no money for any Hall or Manor. You will find me, I fear, rather beneath your company.”

“Fear not, fear not,” said Roberts. “My father, you know, had a commission to serve in America – I won’t dwell on it, for I know that many ladies find war stories dreadfully dull – but he always told me about the curious American way of fighting. They elected their officers, you know, and, though my father always looked down on them for it, I take rather a different view. I believe that birth and wealth should bring one only so far in society, and that the rest should come from merit and personal charm. Though I have known you only for a few short minutes, I am under the impression that you possess rather enough of the latter to make up for any lack in the former.”

“You are too kind, Mr. Roberts,” said Eleanor. He was certainly a charming conversationalist, even if she had nothing else good to say about the kind of men who forced their company upon young women out on walks. “Was Westerley the one owned by that old couple? The...the…”

“The Parkeses,” said Mr. Roberts. “The story is unusual indeed. I arrived in Sussex several years ago, and at the very first ball I attended, I met the good Mr. Parkes and learned from him that their funds were badly straitened. At the time, I regretted that I could do nothing about it, but some months ago I found myself in a considerably more favorable position, and soon offered to buy out Mr. Parkes. With the money, they intended to move to Warwickshire and take up farming, as I recall, although with what success they did not later inform me. So Westerley is mine now, although I will be grateful forever to the previous owners.”

“Ah,” said Eleanor. It was hardly smiled upon, buying out old respectable families, but the Parkeses had probably had little choice but to sell. She had been to their house for supper only once, and the fare had been remarkably poor.

Still, trepidations aside, she soon found Mr. Roberts to be a fascinating partner for a stroll. He regaled her with stories; he claimed to be interested in the natural sciences, in astronomy and in medicine. Unlike Mr. Ratliff, who made any story boring simply by the fact of his telling it, Mr. Roberts only improved when he discussed subject matter that was closer to home; what was more, he truly listened to Eleanor, genuinely wanted to know her opinions on the most varied matters. They were deep into a discussion of the folklore of the Far East when Eleanor found that they were practically on the steps of Westerley Hall.

“I apologize most sincerely,” said Mr. Roberts. “It appears as though I have led us here out of sheer habit. I know the neighbors would disapprove...but might I ask you inside for a cup of tea?”

Eleanor paused. It was truly scandalous for a woman to be without a chaperone, alone in the company of a mysterious man like Mr. Roberts. Then again, what did society’s mores have to offer her? The rules of propriety were what had fenced her off from a loving marriage, from a man who would treat her just as in Arthurian legend, who would make her feel like something other than an unwanted burden on those around her. And Mr. Roberts was alluring enough that breaking the rules in his company would be a pleasure. “...Why, certainly,” she said. “Though I might remark that your even posing the question is practically a scandal in itself.”

“Scandal it might be,” said Mr. Roberts, signaling to a manservant, who opened the door and ushered them inside. “I must confess that I am no stranger to scandal. While it is most irritating to be the focus of one, the sting rather abates with time.”

“No stranger to scandal?” Eleanor knew that her father would have warned her against men who made such admissions, but because of that, her companion seemed all the more intriguing.

“Oh, none of it is worth discussing. Frivolous rumors, lies, cheap gossip – you know the sort of thing, I imagine. As an example, some insist that Parkes had no wish to sell Westerley at all, and that I forced his hand through some mischief. It’s not true, of course. Forgive me for mentioning it, but as you yourself are a girl of small means, you are no doubt familiar with the low status which you find yourself burdened with in group settings.” Mr. Roberts smiled sadly as they sat down in the drawing-room.

“Well, of course,” said Eleanor. “I must confess that no one has ever put it quite so bluntly, but I agree fully.”

“Just so,” said Mr. Roberts. “While I may now have escaped the worst deprivations of my life, it was not always so. The rumors are due to that rise in fortunes, nothing more. Those who build their own success are always the envy of those who inherited all they have.”

Mr. Roberts was becoming more and more attractive by the minute to Eleanor, who had never once encountered someone who had so eloquently put into words the essence of her internal anguish. There were women like her, she knew, who were lucky enough to meet a man of ten thousand a year, lucky enough to become ladies of high class by virtue of marriage and thus shed the shadow of their comparatively low birth. But she was increasingly convinced that she would not be such a woman. She was nearly twenty already, and she would have to marry quickly or else not at all. But her prospects were so poor that she could not help but feel disgusted with the system that had brought her to these ends of desperation. “It’s a beautiful house,” she said, gesturing around the room as tea was served. “It’s quite unfair of all of those people to abuse you so...but it would seem as though you’ve benefited from the equation even still.”

Mr. Roberts laughed. “Why, so I have! And this pattern continues back through my entire life. I’ve met with success after long struggle, and those who have dogged me have never been able to keep me from what I intend to make mine.” He flashed her a knowing smile. “Allow me to make you a proposition. I know it is hardly the proper thing to do, breaking social norms, but is there some law I am not aware of that requires us to sit for teatime? Do let’s tour the house instead, and sip as we go. Pride is a cardinal sin, of course, but I must confess to feeling a twinge of it anyway when I survey what I have achieved.”

“Why...certainly,” said Eleanor. A house tour with teacup in hand really was improper, almost uncivilized, but uncivilization was increasingly attractive to her...and so was the way that Mr. Roberts seemed to have truly wicked ideas in mind. She wondered if he meant to confess to her, here, in this house. She wondered if he meant to elope with her!

“Oh, excellent,” said Mr. Roberts. “Mr. Withers, do follow us. If my lady requires another cup of tea, it would be best if you were there ready for her.” Mr. Withers nodded; he, like the few other servants Eleanor had seen in the house, was an odd fellow, tall and gaunt with hollow cheeks, but she paid no mind to that. Servants were servants, were they not?

They passed through the grandest rooms on the ground floor, the dining room, the parlor, the ballroom. Nothing was particularly noteworthy, but by now Eleanor was far more interested in Mr. Roberts than in the layout of his home. It was when they made their way up the staircase (carefully, to avoid spilling any tea) and stepped into the first room on the left that she was truly diverted by something. The room was evidently intended as an informal family drawing room, a fact which the furniture reflected, but much of that had been pushed up against the walls and covered with heavy white cloth. The only two items left in the center of the space were a large fainting-couch and a small, plain armchair. “But Mr. Roberts,” said Eleanor, “whatever could this room be used for? It is hardly suitable for elegant company.”

“Oh, hardly,” said Mr. Roberts. “If I do have visitors, however, I find that they are satisfied, on the whole, with the rooms set aside for them downstairs. The second floor is therefore dedicated to the pursuit of my interests, and it is this room that crowns it all.” He smiled and gestured at the fainting-couch. “Miss Ridgely,” he said, “have you ever heard of...mesmerism?”

“Why, mesmerism?” asked Eleanor. “But of course. A fashion of the last century, was it not?”

“Oh, a fashion it was,” said Mr. Roberts, “but also a very powerful technique, if used correctly. The idea of ‘animal magnetism’ is hogwash, I will be the first to admit it, but Dr. Mesmer hit on some excellent techniques, one of which I learned in Paris. Tell me, Miss Ridgely, would you say you were satisfied with your life?”

“Decidedly...decidedly not,” said Eleanor. “But what is this technique you speak of?”

“I believe comprehension will be best aided by a demonstration,” said Mr. Roberts. “This art, developed by Franz Mesmer and further by Abbé Faria, is one with the power to change everything about a person and to make their life complete...and yet it may also feel a bit unsettling. Do you trust me, Miss Ridgely?”

“I do,” said Eleanor, without hesitation. Though the way in which Mr. Roberts was speaking frightened her, she had come, over the morning, to worship him as a minor deity. He was capable of doing anything he declared it to be in his power to do, she had no doubt of that. And yet she also believed that he cared for her, that he had her best interests in mind.

“Then let’s begin,” said Mr. Roberts. “Please, lie down on the couch. Get very comfortable, and please find a position that will still be comfortable an hour or two from now. You will be quite still throughout this whole time. Mr. Withers, the curtains.” As Eleanor lay down on the couch, Mr. Withers drew the curtains; the room was plunged into a strange midday darkness, and the few shafts of light that were able to find their way around the heavy fabric lent the space an air of mystery. “All right, Mr. Withers,” said Mr. Roberts, once the manservant had completed his task. “That will be all for now. Please close the door, and see that no one disturbs us.”

“It feels quite mystical in here,” said Eleanor, “as if I were in some temple of the Hindoos.”

“As indeed it should,” said Mr. Roberts. “But now, Miss Ridgely, I ask that you remain silent and close your eyes. Do not attempt to move or speak.” The command was gentle, but there was a firmness in his tone all the same that made Eleanor want nothing more than to obey. “I will now begin the mesmerization,” he said. “Listen very carefully to my voice…”

And then Eleanor felt her conscious mind shutting down.

* * *

She slept a sleep that was not a sleep. Mr. Roberts’ voice was there through it all, murmuring things to her, but though she always heard what he said, she had little memory of it even mere moments later. Her body was heavier than lead and completely immobile, and it was so easy to sink deeper into unconsciousness that she did not give it much thought. She did not give anything much thought.

In fact, thinking was far more difficult now than it had been before. She felt a fog creeping into her mind, a fog that Mr. Roberts’ words seemed to weave out of thin air. Most thoughts could not penetrate the dense mist, and instead became lost deep within; it was only the most basic things, such as the slight chill that seemed to be creeping up her arms, that could hold her attention.

But then, at last, she became aware that Mr. Roberts was telling her to awaken. It was the most natural thing in the world to obey him, she realized, the most natural thing she could possibly do. So awakening was easy, so easy as to be almost effortless. Slowly, guided by his soothing words, she rose through the layers of her consciousness; at last, her eyes fluttered open. “M-Mr. Roberts?”

“Yes,” he said, “I am right by your side. How was the experience?”

It was hard to string words together, hard to form sentences. “It...it was...not like anything that’s ever happened to me…”

He nodded. “That is something I often hear. But you feel better, do you not?”

As Eleanor heard him say it, she realized it was true. She was alive with the purest joy; a smile spread over her lips as she considered her happy condition. “Oh, Mr. Roberts, I do, I most certainly do.”

“Excellent,” said her companion. “Ah, but there is one problem.”

Problem? Eleanor couldn’t even comprehend the idea of a problem at the moment. “W-what is it?”

“Only this,” said Mr. Roberts. “I require payment for my services, you see. I have lifted myself out of my most dire financial woes with my skills at mesmerism, but some difficulties remain. Don’t you see that that is a reasonable request?”

It was a reasonable request, Eleanor realized. “I would like to pay you, truly I would, but Father controls the household purse, and…”

“Ah, a grave difficulty indeed,” said Mr. Roberts, nodding. “No doubt he would be loath to pay for the services of a widely-acknowledged scoundrel such as myself.” He paused. “But perhaps...perhaps there is another way in which you could pay the debt.”

“Another way?” Eleanor brightened. “Please tell me, sir, by what means I could make this right. I never wished to deprive you of your earnings.”

Mr. Roberts grinned. “Then, my dear, please undress yourself. You will no doubt find this request to be perfectly normal.”

Eleanor paused. She had been about to protest...but Mr. Roberts was right. It was normal to ask her to strip her clothing off. Obediently, she began to unlace her bodice, but then she felt Mr. Roberts’ hands on her. There was a glint of steel, and before a scream could even pass her lips, he had slashed the front of the garment open, allowing her bosom to spill out into the open air. “But Mr. Roberts!” she cried. “How...how…”

“How improper? How rude?” he snarled, his voice a low growl. “As I recall, you found that to be alluring mere minutes ago. Do not become yet another of my critics, or I warn you that ‘improper’ will be just the beginning.”

Despite herself, Eleanor felt a strange arousal bubbling up deep within her. He was so rough, so uncouth...but if Ratliff, for one, had been so direct, she might have felt aught other than contempt for him. Mr. Roberts tore off the remains of her dress, and then his rough hands were making similar short work of her petticoat. “Oh, Mr. Roberts,” she cried, “you really are a savage!”

“Savage? Exactly!” he said. “I am a savage of the basest kind. In my many adventures, you know, I have never met a nation of people truly deserving of the word. But individually, why, individually speaking, society heaves with savages. London teems with them! Even in Steyning there is a whole tribe...and you, my dear, have fallen victim to the most savage of them all. But you aren’t afraid, are you? No, you are aroused even still.”

He was right. The fire in Eleanor’s loins was beginning to burn brightly, especially now that she was naked as a babe before him. She craved him, craved his touch, as her insides began to writhe with arousal. “I am!” she cried. “I am! Oh, please...please have your way with me, sir, I beg of you…”

“Perhaps there is something of the savage in you as well,” he said, smiling. “But I will do as you ask. Ah, with the Italian technique, of course.” He placed his hands on her thighs and roughly shoved them apart, leaving her most intimate places exposed to his leering gaze. Then, slowly but surely, he lowered himself onto the fainting-couch at her feet. Soon, his head was less than a foot from her pleasure, and she found herself moaning with anticipation.

Inch by agonizing inch, his head sank closer to her crotch. She felt his hot breath long before he arrived; the sensation of that alone was enough to set her nerves jangling, her insides quivering with eagerness to receive him.

But when his tongue did finally touch down, it was not where she had hoped it would be. As he traced a line up the inside of her thigh, she twitched and moaned, desperate for more. “Mr. Roberts,” she said. “Please...ah...don’t tease me so…”

He paid no mind to her request. After making a wide, leisurely half-circle around her most sensitive regions, her lover instead set off down the other thigh. How long would she be made to wait? She was being driven nearly insane with lust, he must have been aware of that.

For some time, he tormented her in that manner. His tongue danced just beyond the places she most wanted it to go, and while the occasional thrill traveled up her spine, the desire deep within her mostly went unaddressed. Soon she was naught more than a quivering mass of nerves, a buzzing, desperate ball of pure lust. And yet still Mr. Roberts would not heed her moaned requests, would not budge from his position.

As last, however, he gave her her way. His tongue suddenly darted from the soft skin of her pelvis to her outer labia; she gasped aloud, and what seemed like an enormous wave of pleasure flowed through her, made all the more powerful by how deprived and needy she had been before.

And things only improved from there. The skillful ministrations of Mr. Roberts’ tongue around Eleanor’s slit coaxed wonderful sensations from her nerve-endings, sending more pleasure to follow that first wave. He even danced once or twice around her clitoris; the feelings were so intense each time he did that she begged him to linger, but he never did.

Soon, though, he did make a move. His tongue curled into the shape of a spear as he jabbed it far into her cunt. Real pleasure, thigh-quivering pleasure, flowed through her when he did, leaving her groaning, but he kept going even further, even deeper with each passing moment. His tongue wriggled within her, dancing this way and that in a devilish waltz designed to overcome her in the most beautiful way.

She felt a heat growing within her, a new heat, not the heat of unfulfilled lust but the heat of sexual pleasure. This was a heat that would soon burn within her, she knew, burn like the hottest fires of Hades, burn and demand to be released. But that release was all in Mr. Roberts’ hands, and whether he would be kind enough to give it to her she could not say.

They went on like that for some time. Sometimes, Mr. Roberts’ tongue would emerge from her hole and tease her clitoris instead; in those moments, she felt the purest pleasure of her life. She wished that this pleasure could go on forever and ever.

But it was not to be. Suddenly, Mr. Roberts pulled his tongue out of Eleanor’s slit and stood; then he began to disrobe, working rapidly and methodically. By the time she even realized what had happened, he was down to his drawers. His physique, she noted with pleasure, was just as impressive as his manners.

“I have a confession to make to you, my dear,” he said, “but I think you will find that you are accepting of it.”

“I...I am,” said Eleanor, realizing that it was true. There was simply nothing he could say to her that would cause her to reject him.

“Very good,” said Mr. Roberts. “In that case, you must know that I am married.”

“You...you are?” She would normally have been distressed by the news – losing one’s purity to a married man was a carnal sin, after all, even worse than the act of losing purity itself. “But...to whom?”

“To a woman fifteen years my senior,” said Mr. Roberts. “She has borne my children, and they are in London at present, awaiting my completion of business here in Sussex. But she is mesmerized just as you are; when I tell her of you, she will treat you as a dear friend.” His drawers slipped onto the floor, revealing an impressive manhood.

“B-but what of me?” Eleanor asked. “I am deflowered now, and…”

“And it was to a married man,” Mr. Roberts nodded as he got up onto the couch once more, pushing her legs to either side of him. “It matters not. I will find you a marriage to some lad, and you will be my wife’s maidservant and bosom companion. No more shall you worry about your future; your term of employment will last for your entire life.”

“It is an attractive offer,” said Eleanor, “but I…”

“You are a lady, it is true,” said Mr. Roberts, “but deep down you are truly a wicked woman. Such work befits you. Worry not; though you will spend your life in humble toil, the children you bear me are the ones I intend to carry on the Roberts empire as well as the Roberts name. For I shall found an empire, make no mistake.” He grinned. “Starting in your womb, my dear.” Suddenly, his cock thrust into her cunt, and she cried out. She was a woman now, really and truly...but at what cost?

There was no time to consider the question. Mr. Roberts’ thick rod was already halfway into her, more sliding in with each passing second, and the sensation of being stretched, of having her insides rearranged for the benefit of this rough, rude man, was bewitching. The heat that had been building up within her under the assault of her lover’s tongue was redoubled, flaring to life and growing faster than ever before.

In such a situation, Eleanor had little recourse but to enjoy what was happening to her. Gasping and moaning, she thrust herself up against him, gazing into his eyes as she silently begged him to destroy her, destroy her utterly and completely. She wanted it, she realized, wanted it more than anything. Certainly, to fall to the bottom of society was the purest disgrace, but it was also the purest freedom.

Her lover’s cock reached as far as it could into her; then, slowly, it began to move back out, beginning a steady series of thrusts. This was fornication, she realized, the filthy act that had been whispered about all her life. It was even filthier with Roberts, but every small movement of his manhood gave her such pleasure that she could not but madly yearn for more. The writings of Casanova had given her a hint of the secrets this world held, but that had been just the smallest taste of what it was like in person.

He was thrusting hard now, thrusting faster and faster, getting up to a steady rhythm. “Are you enjoying yourself, Miss Ridgely?” he asked, grinning. “Remember, this is the first day of the rest of your life.”

“Oh...oh Lord…” moaned Eleanor. “Oh, Mr. Roberts, take me...oh, sully me further, I beg of you...oh Lord…”

“In this, I will obey you,” said Mr. Roberts. Suddenly, his cock was thrusting deeper inside of her, even deeper than before. Humming waves of pleasure went flowing through her, larger than ever, and soon she realized that she was nearing climax. Her lover’s thrusts, too, were growing wilder and more desperate, and it seemed nearly certain that he...that he…

“Oh Lord!” cried Eleanor. It was all too much. Something shifted inside of her, and a blast of ecstasy overcame her senses, banished everything from her mind, everything except a hunger for more pleasure and an insane urge to thrust back against her partner, to milk the last drops of sensation from him; she had no choice but to obey. Perhaps he was in a similar situation, though she could not tell, nor did she have the mental faculties to consider the question.

For what seemed like long minutes, but could not have been, she was totally overcome. Slowly, however, the world began to filter back into her awareness. Mr. Roberts was grunting, his seed pouring into her; the consequences of that could be dire, she knew, but she was beyond caring about that, or about anything.

At last, he finished and drew his cock out of her slit. “I believe that seals the deal, Miss Ridgely,” he said, wiping off his rod. “You are mine now.”

“So...so I am,” murmured Eleanor.

“It won’t be so bad,” he said, voice taking on an almost tender tone. “You will never have to worry about food, or a place to sleep.”

“No,” said Eleanor, “I shan’t. But I don’t need comforting.” Even as she said it, she realized that it was true. “I’ve left behind a horrid life. Here, it is bound to be better. All I want, Mr. Roberts, is freedom...and your cock.”

He smiled. “Why, Eleanor, I am impressed. You really have taken in the lesson I desired to teach you. In that case, I believe we should get along famously.”

He was right, wasn’t he? She really had taken it all in. She was a new person now, dedicated to the worship of her new god, her Roberts. She was naked, but was there really any need to get dressed? This way, she was more available to him.

If Ratliff could only see her now...


Tennis Bimbo

The ball sailed past Jonathan, bounced once just inside the white line on the court, and thudded with a rattle into the chain-link fence behind him. He had been running to get it, but, on hearing the sound of his defeat, simply stopped and shrugged. “Well, that’s it for me, I suppose. Thirty points in as many sets is the best I’ve done in a long while.”

Rachel huffed. “I know you’re trying to make me feel better, but it’s not working. The tournament is in less than a week, and here I am, sloppier than ever.”

“Listen,” said her husband, “you’ve got this, you really do. You’re just as fast as you were when you won that title two months ago. You shouldn’t even need me to encourage you. I mean, I’m so far below where you are that there’s nothing I can really tell you.”

“I could go to nationals,” said Rachel. “If I win this tournament, I could go to nationals. But I need to be improving, not getting worse.” She was so frustrated that a note of desperation had crept into her voice.

“Why not take a break?” asked Jonathan. “I ran out of water a few sets ago. If you have some, maybe you’ll feel a little better.”

“Sure, I guess,” said Rachel, shrugging. “I just have to break out of this rut.”

Back in the cool, air-conditioned house, she sought out the place she always went when she was worried: the yoga mat in the guest room. With a tall glass of water beside her, she took herself through a succession of her favorite poses and thought about the situation. On the one hand, Jonathan was right; she was still a good tennis player, even if she had picked up an unfortunate tendency recently to psych herself out. But on the other hand, just being good wasn’t enough. She needed to be great, and she just...wasn’t there yet.

Time was running out, and she needed a new angle on things. After lunch, she decided, she would head to the tennis club. Maybe she’d find inspiration there.

* * *

The Northern Los Angeles Tennis Club was filled with people who weren’t quite good enough to make it to the next level. Old men sitting at the bar drowned the shame of being the worst player out of all their friends; young children drilled under their parents’ eyes, trying to make up for their lack of natural aptitude through sheer effort. Rachel was better than the average member, much better, but she felt a certain kinship with them because of that shared challenge. That kinship was what prevented her from upgrading to a more prestigious club.

Today, she wasn’t going to be heading to the courts. She knew that trying to power through a slump sometimes just made it worse. Instead, she headed to the bar, ordered a drink, and sat down at a table outside, watching the after-school tennis lessons and the old couples rallying slowly to one another. There had once been a real joy for her in tennis, the same joy that these casual players were able to feel every day. Why had that gone away?

She noticed a man standing by himself at the edge of the patio, looking out over the tennis courts. He was wearing whites and looked like a player himself, but his racket hung loose at his side, and he seemed to be waiting for something. Suddenly, his head turned, and he caught sight of her before she could look away. Raising a hand in greeting, he smiled. “Need a tennis partner?”

“Oh, I mean, not really…” Rachel’s policy was not to talk to strange men, and she saw no need to change that in this case.

“Listen,” said the man, moving a few steps towards her. “I know that look. You’re a really excellent player; I can tell by the way you’re watching the amateurs so intently. But you’re not doing what you love most. You’re not playing tennis yourself.”

Rachel was shocked at the accuracy of his judgement. “I mean...I wouldn’t say I was so good at tennis. I’ve played for a few years, that’s all.”

“Why don’t we see about that?” he replied. “I’m Dane. I play in tournaments sometimes, but during the week I work in real estate. I’d be honored if you’d treat me to a few sets, at least.”

“Fine,” said Rachel. He didn’t seem too weird, and the worst that could happen was that he’d lose to her and get angry. Hefting her racket, which she’d brought out of sheer habit, she followed him out to the courts.

They started with a simple rally to get warmed up. Rachel hit a very straightforward serve, just to see what her new partner could do; to her surprise, he was on it quicker than lightning, replying with a tricky curving shot that she had to run to return. As the ball flew back and forth, each of them brought out their best techniques, trying to find a way to get past the other; Rachel felt that she had the upper hand, and she began moving aggressively, trying to get him over onto one side of the court so that he’d have to leave the other open. The ball thwacked against catgut again and again as she brought him closer and closer to the side boundary…

And then it was clattering into the fence at the back of her side. She had been taken off guard by a sudden driving shot that had almost hit her in the stomach; her attempts to get past it and into a position where she could return it had taken too long, and she’d only managed to graze the ball with her swing.

“Well, you’re quite the player!” said Dane, grinning. “You remind me of this one woman I played with at the Zürich tennis club. She beat me, but then...well, that’s a story for another time.”

“I’m not beating you in this condition,” said Rachel, who was beginning to take a shine to her opponent. ”I’m sloppy and slow, and I’m feeling burned-out.” She laughed. “But what’s this about Zürich? I didn’t know I was playing a world-class player.”

“Oh, a world-class player I am not,” said Dane. “I was on vacation at the time, and happened to run into a tennis tournament, that’s all. But being burned-out...that must mean you’re going to a tournament yourself in a few days. I always have that feeling before playing, to be honest.”

“Really?” Rachel tossed the ball to Dane; by rights, it was his serve. “And you’re right about the tournament. It might be my chance to go to Nationals, but not if I can’t break out of this funk.”

Her partner hit the ball, sending her a deceptively high serve that she knew was nonetheless calculated to land just inside the line. She had to backpedal to find the space to return it. “Well,” he said, awaiting her return, “you have what it takes, at least in my opinion. But I know –” he threw himself after the ball, which she’d sent down the middle of the other half of the court “– that hearing that’s not very helpful, is it? It’s all in the mind, your mind, and you have to convince yourself that you can do it.”

“Yes, exactly,” said Rachel, scrambling to hit the ball back. “I’ve never heard someone put it so well before.”

“I want to help you,” said Dane. He had to run across half the court to catch Rachel’s return, but he just managed to do it. “Let’s play a couple of sets, and then I’ll tell you about a strategy that’s supposed to be almost foolproof.”

The game went on for quite a while. The two players were at almost the same level of skill, so unless one of them made a particularly bad mistake, each rally lasted for at least eight returns. At last, though, they toweled off and returned to the bar, where Rachel ordered a bottle of sparkling water and they sat down at a table.

“I have to apologize for intruding on you,” said Dane, sipping at his water.

“Oh, it’s no big deal,” said Rachel. “I think this might have been just what I needed to get back into my groove. I play with my husband a lot, and he’s not really much of a challenge for me anymore.”

Dane nodded; a strange expression had crossed over his face when she’d said the word husband. “Playing with people below your level can do that. I try not to, except every once in a while.”

“What was this technique you were going to tell me about?” asked Rachel. The way Dane talked about her husband made her a little bit uncomfortable.

“It’s sort of a meditation thing,” he said. “It’s not even specifically designed for tennis players, or athletes in general, but we benefit way more from it than the average person. If you can’t get your head in the game, you can’t play at all, right?”

“So, like, an app?” asked Rachel. She was skeptical; meditation had never worked for her before.

“Well, it’s just a sound file, to be honest,” said Dane. “It’s a bit of hypnosis, too. It really gets into where you’re psyching yourself out and takes those thoughts out by the roots. I’ve heard rave reviews.”

“But you haven’t tried it yourself?” Rachel took a drink of water.

“No,” said Dane. “Never. To be honest, it seems like it’s aimed more towards female users, and, I mean, you know how it is…”

“Yes, yes,” she said, smiling. “Men are cowards. But I understand. If you send me a link, I guess I’ll give it a shot.”

“Great!” said Dane. “Um, I’ll do it later, though. I wouldn’t want to pull my phone out in front of a lady.” He grinned. “Manners, you know.”

“Sure,” said Rachel. “So tell me more about Zürich.” The conversation turned to other things, things besides tennis, and the two of them whiled away a happy afternoon together. Making a new friend was always something Rachel enjoyed, and when it was finally time to return home for dinner, she was buzzing with excitement to see Dane again.

Such was the happiness surrounding her that she wasn’t even angry when she discovered that Jonathan had decided to make his infamous chili casserole for dinner. Celery didn’t belong in chili, she always told him, but apparently his mother made it that way...still, she choked it down and then hurried back to their bedroom, where she pulled out her phone and found the text from Dane with a link to the audio file. It took a good fifteen minutes to download, but once it was ready, she took out her headphones and got comfortable on the bed. If she was going to descend into a new mental state, it was better to be comfy, right?

Hitting the Play button, she waited for soothing narration to start, or for some other sign that this was yet another psych-up meditation file. Instead, there was just a hiss of static. Irritated, she thought about checking the phone to make sure that everything was working properly, but before she could move a muscle...before she could move a muscle…

Before she could move a muscle, she had descended into the deepest oblivion.

* * *

An eternity seemed to pass in a strange, undefined world. Enormous figures, their faces and forms fuzzy and undefined, hit a gargantuan tennis ball back and forth. In the background, a strange red glow; fire? A volcano? There was no way to know. Above, the vault of space opened, a mysterious black sky dotted with thousands upon thousands of stars; this was a primitive scene, a scene so ancient that no human could possibly have been alive to witness it. The only hint of modernity was the ball itself, which was enormous but otherwise seemed to be completely standard. How could this be?

This primordial tennis match thundered on, but it soon became clear that that – and the rumbling of an Earth in flux – was not the only sound that permeated the stifling air. There was also a strange whispering, a whispering that was at once loud and insistent yet also faint enough that individual words disappeared into the morass of sound.

But the words seemed to be getting louder now; one voice, that of a woman, was rising above the rest. What she was saying floated just at the edge of hearing, the shapes of the words intelligible but not their exact nature. To hear what she was saying, to comprehend it, would be a truly life-changing experience, and yet it was still frustratingly out of reach…

And then Rachel woke up. Consciousness came suddenly, and she found herself gasping for breath, as if she had been underwater. Confused, she looked at the clock beside the bed; only an hour and a half had passed since she’d gone under, even though it felt like somewhere between three days and four billion years. She was hungry, she realized, almost starving; getting up, she hurried out of the bedroom and past her very confused husband, who was watching TV on the couch. Grabbing her car keys off the kitchen counter, she headed outside and nearly peeled out on the way to the grocery store.

Once there, she realized that she had no idea why she’d come. Her brain felt like a soupy mess, completely incapable of explaining any of the things that were going on around her. There was food at home, wasn’t there? And why was she out in the world now, when she was so, so tired? None of these questions had any answer that could satisfy her; shrugging, she headed for the hot-foods counter and bought herself four pieces of pizza and a large salad. This she devoured at a table in the dining area, and then she grabbed a tray of sushi to eat in the car on the way back. It was the largest meal she’d had in years, and probably her tennis instructors would have recommended against it, but who cared? She clearly needed it.

As Rachel drove home, she had to struggle hard to stay awake. Between the massive second dinner and the sudden, mysterious exhaustion that had seized her, she found herself missing light changes and stop signs. This was made even worse by the fact that she was also working her way through three dozen assorted salmon and tuna maki, and grabbing one with chopsticks while making a left turn was no easy feat. At last, though, she pulled into their driveway and hurried into the house.

Jonathan made to get up when he saw his wife coming through the door, but she walked right past him. There was no time to waste on his tiresome questions; she had to be in bed right this second.

* * *

The next morning, Rachel woke up and found her husband already gone. And no wonder; looking at the clock, she saw that it was past eleven.

Still, she felt good. The long rest had left her relaxed and energized. The world seemed like a happy place. She was a little hungry – she vaguely remembered having eaten a giant dinner the night before, but it had worn off. She made her way out to the kitchen, where Jonathan was waiting for her. “Rachel,” he said, “I’m worried. You’ve been acting strange. You went to the tennis club yesterday, and you were there for way longer than normal, and then you disappeared after dinner, and then you dashed off to God knows where – “

“It’s, like, fine, honey,” said Rachel. She was annoyed with him for intruding on her perfect little world; why couldn’t he just let her do her thing?

“Are you sure?” Toast popped up out of the toaster, and he handed her a piece. “It’s just that…”

“It’s all okay,” said Rachel. “I’m just, like, trying something new for tennis. Is that so unusual?”

“Well, not on its own,” said Jonathan, “but then you’re talking differently, and, well, maybe it’s just me, but…” he gestured to her body, “something looks a little different too. I’m not really sure what it is.”

Rachel looked down. Maybe her husband was lame, but he was also totally right. Something was different: her body had changed. Her boobs were noticeably bigger, and judging by the weight she felt behind her, her ass had grown to match. But that was nothing to worry about, right? Sudden changes like that...didn’t they happen all the time? Now that she was thinking about it, she found that she couldn’t remember; oh well. “Um, like, I don’t know, maybe. I mean, I’ve been playing tennis a little less lately. Maybe that’s, like, why it changed. If it did change.”

“Um, yeah,” said Jonathan. “I just…”

In that moment, Rachel realized that she was sick of her husband. He was fine most of the time, but now he was just being so annoying that she didn’t want to deal with him for a while. But what to do? Dane’s face flashed through her mind. “Like, I said I’d be meeting a friend today, so, like, I should actually go get ready…” Turning, she hurried out of the kitchen, finishing her toast as she went.

Once back in her bedroom, she dove into her closet and found her tightest dress. She just felt like something that would hug her body today, and the stretchy fabric did just that. She paired the outfit with heels and an adventurous makeup look. When she was done, she grabbed her purse and texted Dane. Hey, mind if I come over?

Of course, came the reply after just a minute or two. I’m up in the Hills. I’ll send you the address in a second.

By the time her phone buzzed with that second text, she was already behind the driver’s seat of her car. Jonathan had tried to stop her on the way out, tried to ask where she was going dressed like that, but she’d brushed past him; there was no need to let a man like that cramp her style. Besides, who knew what would happen with Dane? It was better not to tell him, to give herself room to make excuses.

Her brain was less scrambled than it had been the night before, but the drive to Beverly Hills still wasn’t the easiest. Traffic was fairly heavy – she was driving in the middle of the Sunday morning brunch and shopping rush – and she found herself getting angry, desperate to reach Dane’s house. More and more...well, it sounded a little bit silly, but she felt like her destiny was there, had something to do with her mysterious tennis partner.

At last, she left the Hondas and Toyotas of the suburbs behind and found herself weaving her way through sports cars and exclusive sedans and SUVs. If you were going to buy a Maserati, she wondered, why would you buy a Maserati SUV?

Oh well; it didn’t matter. Soon, she was pulling up in front of Dane’s house, which was a classy modern that was only slightly smaller than the gaudy mini-mansions that surrounded it. She had parked far from the curb, but there was no time to fix that. There was no time for anything. She pushed open the car door and hurried up to Dane’s front porch; instead of wasting time trying to find the doorbell, she pounded on the door like a wild animal.

It wasn’t long before her tennis partner’s footsteps came echoing through the house. Then the door swung open, and there he was. Rachel had to resist the urge to throw herself onto him right then and there; he was just so tall and handsome, so sexy that it seemed like a perfectly natural thing to do. Instead, she knew that she had to at least try to lead up to it. “Like, hi, Dane.”

“Hi, Rachel,” said Dane. “I’m glad to see you! Any particular reason for your visit?”

She could tell that he was glad to see her; his eyes were raking her body as she stood in front of him. That feeling just made her more desperate to get him out of his clothes. “Um, like...not really. I just wanted to talk about, like...stuff.”

“...Okay,” said Dane. He looked confused, but something about his expression made her wonder whether he really didn’t know what she was talking about. “Well, why don’t you come inside, then? I have some iced tea, as it happens.”

Rachel followed him into the house and into the kitchen. He got two glasses and set them down on the counter. Then he retrieved the pitcher from the fridge and began to pour.

There was just something about him in that moment that broke something within her. Maybe it was the way he had turned away from her; it showed that he trusted her, even though she’d invited herself into his house. Maybe it was the way that he was prepared for just this moment, even though he hadn’t known it was coming. Or maybe it was the way the muscles in his arms moved and flexed as he poured the tea...either way, she couldn’t hold herself back another second. “Dane, I…”

“You what?” Setting the pitcher down, he turned towards her.

“Like, I...I…” there had once been a time when Rachel could have put together an eloquent, romantic declaration for Dane. Now was not that time. “I can’t get over you, Dane. Like, I need you.”

“Oh, Rachel,” Dane said, “I don’t know what to say, except that…”

“Except that what?” Rachel felt anxiety stabbing through her. Could it be that he was about to turn her down? But why would he do that?

“Except that I think you have a pretty mouth, and it’s even more beautiful when you’re not talking.” Then he was leaning forward, and she was leaning into him, and their lips were meeting, meeting in a passionate, lustful kiss. It seemed like it lasted for an eternity; the two of them simply melted into each other, each yearning to sink deeper into the other.

And then they broke apart, breathing hard. “I...like, I can’t wait any more, baby,” said Rachel. “Even twenty-four hours was too much.”

“I feel the same,” said Dane. “I don’t want to wait. But if we do this, we have to do it my way.”

“W-what’s ‘your way?’” asked Rachel. She was going to do it, she knew; there was no demand he could make that she wouldn’t be happy to comply with. She was only worried that they would spend too much time talking, and that moment of release would be longer in coming.

“It’s simple,” replied her lover. “I command, you obey. How does that sound...bitch?”

Rachel felt a heat inside of her that only grew at his words. “It...it sounds wonderful!”

At that, Dane grabbed her wrist. “I don’t give a fuck how it sounds to you, slut. Now come on!” Turning, he dragged her out of the room and up the stairs. As she stumbled along, she realized just how right it all felt. Sure, she had never had sex this way before. And she’d never imagined that having a man sweep her off her feet could be particularly alluring or erotic. And yet...it was. The moment was pulling her along, and she wanted nothing more than to see what happened next.

After a few moments, they came to what must have been Dane’s bedroom. He practically threw her onto the bed, then stepped forward and leaned over her. “It’s your last chance to back out, bitch. From now on, I do what I want, when I want. You don’t ask any questions. Got it?”

“Y-yes,” said Rachel. How was this making her so hot?

“Good,” said Dane. Then he leaned over her, reaching for something behind the mattress. On the way, though, he stopped with his mouth near her ear. “The safe word is ‘Oklahoma,’” he murmured.

For some reason, that was the most enticing thing of all. As Dane pulled a complex arrangement of ropes out from its hiding place behind the mattress – clearly he had done this before – Rachel felt her insides blaze with heat. He was a true expert, and now she was completely in his power. Did it get any better than this?

The ropes lay on the bed behind her, and then Dane turned back to her. After a moment, she realized what he wanted. Hesitantly, she began to pull at the fabric of her dress; he watched her for a moment, then grunted and pulled it up and off in one swift, smooth motion. Her bra was next – he could undo it with one hand, somehow – and then he was pulling her panties down her legs and off onto the floor. In just a few moments, he had left her completely naked and exposed, and she loved it. The sheer power of this man!

As she watched, Dane pulled her wrists through a pair of loops, tightening the scratchy ropes until they bit into her skin. She cried out, but he simply kept going; that pain was all part of the pleasure, after all. When he was done, he went to the bottom of the bed and pulled out more loops, through which he pushed her ankles. Soon, she was completely immobilized; there was nothing she could do any more to resist his advances. “Oh, fuck,” she moaned, “this is so fucking hot.”

“Remember what I said about your pretty mouth, slut?” Dane grinned. “Well, it won’t stay closed for long.” And then he was pulling off his own clothing. His shirt went flying onto the floor, followed by his pants, and then...Rachel watched transfixed as her lover pulled down his boxers, revealing a manhood that awakened a whole new feeling inside of her. She wanted nothing more than to pleasure it, to feel it inside of her...but she would have to wait, to muster whatever patience she possibly could and let things run their course. Tied up like she was, there was just no other option.

She watched that thick rod swell as Dane walked over to her, climbing up onto the bed and getting into position beside her. Up close, she felt even more overcome with desire, and there was a buzzing feeling in the air between them, a feeling that she couldn’t describe but which she found infinitely addictive.

But there was no time to think about that, not when Dane’s hands were all over her. He started with her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them, sending quivers of sensation down her spine. He paid extra attention to her nipples, tweaking them between his fingers, leaving her lusting for more. Jonathan had always been intimidated by her breasts, seemingly never quite sure what to do with them; Dane had no such issue.

Why was she thinking about Jonathan? Dane’s fingers were tracing their way down her chest and stomach now, sending frissons of arousal through her body; it was a terrible time to think about her husband. Did she feel guilty?

But then she felt one of Dane’s hands jump down to her thighs, felt it begin to rub the soft skin just below her vagina. She needed nothing more than for him to take things further, to give her the pleasure she was craving. She was an unfaithful wife, it was true. That unfaithfulness had started right when she’d let Dane sit down at her table at the tennis club, and now it was culminating in hot, illicit extramarital sex. But it just didn’t feel wrong. Maybe if Jonathan had given her what she’d wanted deep inside...but he hadn’t, and instead Dane had stepped up. So how was it bad, really, that she’d made the decision to move on?

Then Dane did something that made her forget all about her husband. One of his fingers brushed her vagina, sending the first jolt of real pleasure flowing through her. It was still small, still tame compared to what she knew was coming, but it was far, far more than she’d ever gotten before from anyone’s fingers. For the first time, she understood what was happening; he was ruining her, making it impossible to enjoy sex with anyone but him. He was ruining her, and she loved it.

But that pleasure was nothing compared to what shot through her when he brushed against her clit. She cried out as an erotic electricity jolted her very core, cried out and begged for more, but he only smiled. “Do you like that, bitch?”

“Oh fuck,” she said. “Oh fuck, I do. Oh, give me more!”

“If you wanted more,” said Dane, “you shouldn’t have told me how much you liked it. See, I like to take it slow.” And then, before she knew what was happening, his hands were gone from her vagina.

Rachel wanted to scream with frustration. There was a heat that had been rising inside of her, a flame that she wanted nothing more than to feed, but if Dane stopped, then...then there would be no way to do that.

But he didn’t stop pleasuring her altogether. His mouth found its way onto her nipple, sucking gently and even brushing it occasionally with his teeth; it didn’t compare to the feelings from her clitoris, but she was his to use as he wanted, his toy, his plaything; she was in no position to ask for more.

For a few minutes, they went on like that. His gentle ministrations were nice, but they never came close to that moment of gratification that had followed his pass along her clit. She grew hungrier and hungrier as time ticked on, more and more desperate for something better. The bonds chafed against her wrists and ankles, and though she struggled against them, there was nothing she could do to speed him up. She was completely at his mercy.

At last, though, he began to creep closer to the money zone once again. One of his hands inched its way down her stomach, moving agonizingly slowly towards her pussy, which was by now soaking with wetness. He lingered near her bellybutton, and again just above her vagina, simply leaving his hand there and allowing her to moan and writhe with anticipation. And then, at long last, he went in for the kill.

Rachel didn’t realize what was happening at first. She had almost stopped believing that her lover would ever grant her release, but now his finger was pushing into her slit, sending sparks flying through her body. After a minute or so, he added a second; she was being stretched now, and it felt so good that she pushed herself back against him, trying to milk every last drop of pleasure she could from the experience. A burning heat was building within her now, getting hotter and hotter with each passing moment.

Just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, his fingers began to rub her clit. She gasped aloud at the strength of the sensations. How was it possible for sex to feel this good? It felt like a whole new world was opening up, a world that only Dane could guide her through. This was...this was unforgettable.

For what felt like a long time, Dane continued his attack, and Rachel continued to melt under his fingers. She couldn’t imagine going back to how things had been before, not any more. She just wanted to go on like this forever and ever, to fall utterly and completely into her new life, a life as a fucktoy for her new lover.

But then he stopped. It was jarringly sudden; Rachel kept pushing herself back onto his now-still fingers for a moment or two, trying to keep the sensations flowing. Once she realized what had happened, she felt a deep, animal need for it to continue. “B-baby,” she said, “like, keep going! That was…”

A slap connected with her tits, leaving them stinging; she cried out in pain. “Don’t you understand, bitch? I do what I fucking want.” Dane’s expression was terrifying, a mask of anger and cruelty. “And what I want now is to destroy that cunt of yours.”

“Oh fuck,” said Rachel, “oh fuck yes. Please take me.”

Wordlessly, Dane pulled on a condom and mounted her. She was warmed up now, hot and ready to go, and no acknowledgement of the enormity of what was about to happen even so much as crossed her mind. Instead, she looked up into his eyes, begging wordlessly for him to treat her as roughly as he wanted, to use her just as she’d always dreamed of a man doing. Whatever inhibitions she might once have had were completely gone.

Then his thick cock was pushing at the opening of her cunt. She felt a twinge of fear as she realized just how big it was; none of her lovers had ever been nearly that size. He began to slide inside of her, gently but firmly, and she groaned as pain burned through her body. For a moment, she thought of the safeword, but one Dane’s cockhead was inside her, things got much easier to handle. As his shaft began to slide past her pussy lips, she even began to feel the first sparks of a deep pleasure.

Dane’s face contorted as his pelvis slapped against hers; the sensation of being all the way inside her had to be unmatched. It was his turn to feel good now, wasn’t it? For all his tough talk, he’d given her so much and asked for nothing in return. Grinning, she pushed up against him. She was planning to give him everything he wanted and then some.

Slowly, he began to thrust. He was careful and deliberate at first, keeping things slow, steady, and luxurious, grunting softly as he buried his shaft within her. Each of his motions sent waves of sensation echoing through her. It was different than when he’d been pleasuring her clit, not quite as immediate. Sometimes, doing vaginal with guys had been a disappointment, but Dane had gotten her warmed up so well that it was just another kind of wonderful, toe-curling pleasure. In bed, it seemed that everything this man touched turned to gold.

As her lover sped up, she felt a finger on her clit once more. Oh no, she wanted to scream, you didn’t. Truly, the double-pronged assault of pleasure that was now flowing through her body was the best gift anyone had ever given her. She moaned and writhed, strained at her bonds, tried to push against him even harder, to make the sensation even better.

All of a sudden, he hit something inside of her that released a whole new kind of pleasure into her central nervous system. There was a spot deep within her vagina – a spot she’d never known existed – that seemed to be far, far more sensitive than anywhere else Dane’s cock could reach. She nearly screamed with pleasure. How was this even possible?

For minutes, luxurious minutes on end, their bodies melted together in a sizzling-hot dance of lust. A warm arousal was building more and more inside Rachel, an arousal that she knew was bound to burst its banks and come flooding through her. The only question was when? When would Dane’s clit massage and steady thrusting prove to be too much, force her over the edge into orgasmic bliss? She wasn’t sure whether she wanted it right away or to have to wait impatiently for it; it would feel better if it came later, but she’d already been on the edge for what felt like forever…

And then she realized how close she was. The heat inside her had risen to a screaming crescendo, begging to be released, and she had no choice but to oblige it, to beg Dane to take her harder, to give her more. She was moaning, gasping, crying out his name, and she was barely conscious of what she was saying, but he was doing what she wanted, burying himself as deep as he could inside her –

That was when something inside her snapped. The reservoir broke its banks; a massive wave of pleasure came crashing through her body. For a moment, she was floating in another world, only vaguely aware of anything on Earth. Maybe Dane was cumming too? His cock was twitching inside of her. She was awash in perfect bliss. If only this moment could go on, stretch into eternity…

But it couldn’t. The pleasure began to drain away as quickly as it arrived, and Rachel’s mind was returned to solid ground with a bump when Dane pulled his cock out of her. He rested for a moment, and then, grunting softly, hauled himself over to the bedside table and retrieved a box of tissues, which he began to wipe himself off with.

“Fuck, baby,” Rachel said. “That was, like, good.”

“Of course it was,” said Dane. He tossed a wad of tissues into the trash and began to untie her from the ropes. “I know what I’m doing.”

“But, like…” Rachel paused. “What’s happened to me? In the last 24 hours, everything changed. I used to play tennis, but now I just wanna fuck.”

“Do both,” said Dane. “You’re a good tennis player. I guarantee you’ll be over your mental block now. And we can, you know, ‘cool down’ after every practice.”

“That, like...sounds pretty good,” said Rachel, beginning to wipe herself off. “I’m just worried about my husband. What if…”

“Don’t worry about him,” said Dane. “You’ll figure it out, I’m sure. You’ll do whatever it takes to get back on my cock.”

As he said it, Rachel realized that it was true. Maybe it was wrong, that she was so devoted to a man who wasn’t her husband, who she’d just met the day before...but that didn’t matter, did it? Not as long as he could keep giving her what she wanted, and he most certainly could. Smiling, she sat up. “Like, of course I will, baby.”


The Bimbo Neighbor

Lauren gazed out the window. The opposite apartment tower glimmered in the late afternoon sun, and evening’s first cool breezes were rustling the leaves of the trees below. But nature held no special attraction for her, not today. No, today she had just one thing – one man – in mind.

It had all begun the night before. Lauren was part of a board game group; it wasn’t one of those incredibly nerdy ones, since it was drawn only from the people who lived in the complex. Mostly, meetings were a vehicle for wine drinking and gossip, with the Monopoly board getting unfolded when the natural conversation began to die away.

But at that meeting, that fateful meeting, something life-changing had happened. Ryan, the man whose window she was now intently staring at, had told her, as they’d both gone to get more pizza, about a meditation file he’d found on the internet that was supposed to be incredibly effective. He wasn’t big into that kind of thing, he’d said, but he’d been wondering if she would be willing to give it a try.

She accepted immediately. Ryan was cute, and doing a little favor for him would give her points in his book; what was more, she really was big into self-care, so another excuse to make time for that was more than welcome. After the meetup, which had been at her place, she’d cleaned up and then gotten comfy on the couch, ready to balance her chakras or whatever.

But then...something weird had happened. She had no memory of anything that had occurred from the time she’d hit play until the time she’d woken up that morning, dressed only in a set of her sexiest lingerie. It wasn’t as if that was a normal event for a Friday night.

Another weird thing –and this was still happening – was that Lauren simply didn’t care at all about the time she’d lost. She just couldn’t be bothered about it. So what? Something had gone down, and now she was feeling really, really good. So good, in fact, that everything else faded away when she just focused on the beautiful feelings floating through her inner self.

The day had passed in a haze. Her mind was foggy and unfocused, and because she couldn’t think about anything in any detail, the hours just seemed to fly by. She flipped through the TV channels; made a nice fruit salad for lunch; put on makeup, even though she wasn’t planning to go out. Anything she did felt good, so she didn’t worry too much about what she was doing.

But there was also another feeling burning within her. She was gripped by a deep, unquenchable lust, a lust so strong that she’d been driven nearly frantic in the morning trying to figure out how to contain it. An hour with her trusty vibrator had cooled things down slightly, but it wasn’t enough; she needed a cock. And Ryan, she suspected, was the man to give it to her. Now if only he would just come flying over to her window…

She gasped when a knock sounded on the door. Was it...was it him? She couldn’t think of any real reason why he would come to visit out of the blue – they weren’t close friends or anything – but she wasn’t in the mood to think about it. Nearly tripping over herself, she bounded to the door.

When it opened, Lauren nearly gasped. It was Ryan! He was just standing there, a slight blush creeping up his cheeks; she realized that that was probably because she was in lingerie, but she didn’t care in the slightest. She summoned her brightest smile. “Like, hi, Ryan!”

“Uh, hi, Lauren,” said Ryan. “Listen, I think I left my wallet in here last night. Do you think…”

“Oh, the wallet thingy!” Lauren slapped her forehead. “Of course!” She’d found a strange wallet tucked into the couch cushions that morning; it hadn’t occurred to her to figure out whose it was. “That’s, like, just in here. Come in!” She beckoned to him; his desire to get his wallet back seemed to overcome his reservations about entering a room with a woman clad in almost nothing, and he followed her into the living area.

“Oh, there it is,” said Ryan, pointing to it. “Uh, well, you seem to be kind of busy, so I really don’t want to intrude on you for too much longer –”

“No!” Lauren surprised herself with the passion of her voice. “No, um, like, you can stay for, uh...um, lemonade! There’s lemonade in the fridge. It’s, like, lemonade weather, right?”

“Lauren, are you…” Ryan paused. “Have you been...drinking a lot of coffee or something?”

“No,” said Lauren. It was true; she’d only had one cup that morning. “Like, I’m just feeling good, I guess.” Turning towards the fridge, she made sure to show off her ass as she reached for the door handle; the nightie was so clingy that it was like she was wearing nothing at all. “So, like, what do you say?”

“Uh…” Ryan paused; Lauren couldn’t see him as she rummaged through the fridge, but she assumed he was blushing. “I guess. I mean, I really shouldn’t, but…”

“Oh, it’s no trouble at all,” she said, straightening up and flashing him a wide smile. “I didn’t have any plans or anything today.” Getting two glasses from the fridge, she poured out some lemonade and then motioned to the table. “Like, have a seat.”

“Sure,” Ryan said, giving a resigned smile and doing as she asked. “I had fun last night. Would have had more fun, too, if Jake hadn’t put hotels down on Park Place and Boardwalk.”

“Like, he always does that,” said Lauren, laughing. “He’s always lucky. Oh, speaking of the meeting, I listened to the, like, tape thingy you sent me.”

“Oh?” A strange expression flashed across Ryan’s face, almost one of regret, but it soon disappeared when he looked back at her, replaced by a smile. “Is that...is that so?”

“Yeah,” she said, taking a sip of lemonade. “It made me feel...like, really good. Really good.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” he said. “I never trust those mediation programs, but if it really worked, then I guess it was worth sending over.”

Lauren was seized by a strange impulse, an overwhelming desire to turn up the heat. “Do you want to see, like, how good?”

“Um…” Ryan was blushing yet again, and he looked like a deer in headlights. “How...good?”

“Yes, silly,” said Lauren, giggling. “How good.” And then her leg was stretching out underneath the table, toes gently coming to rest on his crotch. She was pleased to notice that he was already getting hard. “Because, like, I feel good enough for two.”

“Oh, Lauren, I…” Ryan struggled for words for a moment, then gave up and flashed a defeated smile. “If...if you really want to…”

“I do want to,” said Lauren. “Like, I want to do it right here, right now. I can’t even wait one more minute. And I know what I want to start with, too.”

“What...what did you have in mind?” asked Ryan, still a bit hesitant. “Something weird? I don’t have that much experience…”

“Neither do I, silly,” said Lauren, “but we’re just going to make it work. Watch.” She slid under the table and got onto her knees; Ryan’s bulge was now less than a foot from her face, and her desire was quickly becoming overpowering. Since waking up that morning, she’d wanted nothing more than to suck a cock, and now she was so close she could practically taste it.

Soon she really would be tasting it. Leaning forward, she undid the button of his jeans, then slid the zipper down; that left his groin completely defenseless, so that she was able to pull his pants down past his knees. After that, all that was left was his underwear. Slowly, tenderly, she took the waistband into her hands and began to pull it down, letting it slide over his skin as she revealed, first the tender skin of his crotch, and then, inch by mouthwatering inch, his rapidly-hardening cock itself.

Lauren had vague memories of giving another blowjob to some other guy at some other time, but that hadn’t been nearly as good as this was. She’d been thinking about something else, she remembered, wondering when he was going to finish, and she’d almost been relieved when he hadn’t been able to get hard...but she wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice. The fog in her mind evaporated when she thought about sucking cock, about giving pleasure; in fact, her brain worked even better than before when it came to sex. Maybe she wasn’t going to make Ryan cum, not just yet, but she was going to bring him damn close, and she was going to make this moment something he’d remember forever.

That meant that every detail mattered. Reaching forward, she felt a flower of lust bloom inside of her as her fingers brushed against the head of her lover’s cock. The skin was stretched nearly taut, bulging with virile energy. Ryan was a little geeky, there was no denying that, but he had the power that she craved, that she hungered for with every fiber of her being. This was going to be amazing.

She began to let her fingers travel gently up and down Ryan’s shaft, tracing invisible lines on the surface of his skin, feeling the blood pumping underneath. He breathed out and seemed to lean forward on the table; she smiled, realizing that she was very much on the right track. She’d never managed to impress men in bed before, but this one she practically had eating out of her hand.

Some internal sense guided Lauren as she gently took his balls into her other hand, an unconscious feeling for what he had to want. That was new, and she intended to let it bring her to all the right places. His balls were heavy and firm; clearly, it had been a few days since he’d jacked off. As she rolled them between her fingers, she imagined the cum they held, the cum that she wanted more than anything in the world.

But by now, she was getting impatient; she could only imagine how things were for him. Leaning forwards a little further, she planted a soft kiss on the very tip of his cock, tasting the little bead of precum that had already formed there. Ryan shuddered at the sensation, a sound that urged her to go further, to give him even more of what he wanted.

Tenderly, she ran her tongue along the side of her lover’s shaft, feeling the network of veins underneath, savoring the taste of sweat and musk. When she reached the end, his tool was even harder than before, and she felt it brush against her cheek as she bent a little lower and took one of his ample balls into her mouth.

For some reason, she felt a burst of arousal in that moment. Maybe it was how close she was to the source of what she so desired, or maybe it was the simple, understated depravity of French-kissing a man’s cojones; either way, the arousal within her doubled and tripled, and she felt an animalistic need to pick up the pace, to get the gratification she knew they both so desired. But that would have to wait, she knew, just for a few minutes. It wasn’t that she wanted to drag her feet, but the payoff would be so, so much greater if they both had to work for it. Really, it would be a crime to let herself off the hook too early.

Still, she had to take it further. Releasing Ryan’s balls, she worked her way back up his shaft – slowly, deliberately, savoring every motion – and then took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was almost like a living thing, throbbing against her tongue; she massaged it gently, applying a gentle suction and a lot of loving care. Her lover grunted above her, a deep, animalistic grunt that betrayed the raw satisfaction he was taking from this moment. Had she ever done something as satisfying, as addictive, as this?

Slowly, lovingly, Lauren began to slide her lover’s cock past her lips, taking more and more of it into her mouth. She felt a drive to go as far as she could, and even though she was fairly sure she’d never be able to take the whole thing, it was a journey she knew she would enjoy. His rod was meaty, heavy in her mouth; she enjoyed the feeling of it throbbing against her tongue, of the blood pumping through the powerful organ.

Once she had gotten as far as she could, she established a steady rhythm, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head and shaft, sucking gently all the while. Ryan’s heartbeat quickened, and his breathing grew heavier above the table. She wondered how long he would last, and whether he would want to cum in her mouth or not. His pleasure was her pleasure, after all.

The heat of the scene grew and grew, and Lauren felt the desire within her soaring to levels she hadn’t thought possible. If she got her way, this wouldn’t end with a simple blowjob; she was sweating, her heart pounding, every fiber of her being jangling with arousal. She needed more.

At last, he could stand it no longer. “Oh god,” he said, pushing at her head, “if you don’t, if you don’t stop…”

Obediently, Lauren pulled her head off his cock. “Did you like it?’

“Fuck,” said Ryan, pushing his chair back. “If I had known it could be like that. I would’ve…” he paused. “This doesn’t end here, does it? I want more.”

“Like, I do too,” she said, getting out from under the table. “I need you inside me. I need your fingers on my clit. I need it all, babe.”

“Sounds good to me,” he said, standing up. “The couch?”

“The couch,” agreed Lauren. She went over to it, watching her lover as he got undressed; the sight of his bare skin drove her nearly insane with desire. When he had finished and was standing, completely naked, in the middle of her living room, the arousal grew to be too much; moaning softly, she began to play with herself, fingers dancing across her clit and her vagina. Even this simple act of self-pleasure was so, so much better with Ryan there, and she felt pleasure begin to flow through her, to collect in the internal reservoir that she knew would provide the fuel for an explosive orgasm.

As Ryan pulled on a condom, she shoved first one finger, then two, into her pussy, savoring the deep, addictive sensations the motion sent shooting through her. Searching for some other way of pleasuring herself, she reached for her breasts, kneading them with her free hand, grabbing and tweaking her nipples; she had never been much for breast play before, but now it was another dimension of arousal for her, another instrument in her orchestra of ecstasy.

“Hey, don’t start without me!” said Ryan, smiling as he strode towards her. He got onto the couch, straddling her, and placed one hand on each side of her; she was underneath him now, in complete submission to his whims and desires.

“Oh fuck, baby, it’s just...I’m, like, so turned on right now. This is already the best sex I’ve ever had, and we’re, like, just getting started.” Lauren looked into his eyes, trying to make him understand just how desperate she was for him to get started. But openly begging him...well, she wasn’t quite there yet.

“Oh, boy,” said Ryan. “I’d agree, but that really raises the stakes here. Are you sure we’ll be able to measure up to your expectations?” The ghost of a smile flickered across his face; was he intentionally taunting her?

“Baby, just...just fuck me,” moaned Lauren. Whatever inhibitions she’d had were long gone by now. “Please just fuck me. Just...do me, and worry about it later. Like, I need you so, so bad.”

“All right, all right,” said Ryan. Pushing her legs apart, he lowered himself onto her until his cockhead was just inches from her vagina; then, bit by bit, he began to thrust forward.

She was so wild with lust that it took her a moment to realize that his cock was resting against the opening of her vagina. When she did, she moaned softly; no words could express how she felt in that moment. The touch of his manhood sent a new kind of electricity coursing through her, an indescribable jolt of pure sexual arousal.

And then it was inside. His cockhead stretched her to capacity, but there was only a little pain before it was all the way in, and then his shaft was following it, veins brushing against her pussy lips, giving her little twinges of pleasure. The feeling of being filled gave her a sense of satisfaction that she realized she’d been missing all her life. Was this...was this her purpose in the world? Nothing else had ever even come close to eliciting these same feelings from her, and she thought for a moment about a future filled with cocks, cocks fucking her, cocks filling her holes and giving her pleasure. It was a beautiful image.

But then Ryan brought her abruptly back to earth. The last of his length slid into her pussy, and their hips bumped up against each other; then he began to pull out, no doubt preparing to start fucking her properly. It was a completely different feeling than when he’d been pushing in, a sort of sucking sensation. Her pussy didn’t want him out any more than she did, she realized. But it still felt good, and when he started to push in again, she realized that the combination of the two sensations was what was going to make sex so addictive for her. It was like peanut butter and chocolate, like grilled cheese and tomato soup.

Slowly, Lauren’s lover sped up his motions, moving towards a steady beat. Each of his thrusts sent more pleasure sparking through her, more pleasure filling up the reservoir within her, the orgasmic reservoir that she’d been thinking about before. Even though they’d only been fucking for a short time, she had been so incredibly aroused before then that the reservoir was filling up more quickly than she’d thought possible. She’d never had an orgasm during sex before, only on her own, but if it was ever going to happen, then it was going to happen now. By god, it was going to happen now!

Then Ryan’s fingers touched her clit. She gasped in surprise and pleasure; he’d been listening to her, waiting to hear what she wanted, and now he was acting on those desires. No man had ever done that for her before, and it made her want him even more, want him even as his cock was already deep inside of her. The pleasure as he touched her was different than what was coming from her vagina; it was more immediate and visceral, whereas the other was deeper and less immediately gratifying, but both were absolutely beautiful. His fingers were amateur, unskilled, but that didn’t matter at all. What was important was the passion with which he worked, and that was clearly present. What was the point of having sex at all if it wasn’t going to be a lust-fueled, animalistic fucking session?

Her lover was up to speed now, fucking her with an almost mechanically precise rhythm. It was just perfect, not so hard and fast that it was painful – she had had that before – but also not so slow and languid that they might as well not have bothered. Maybe taking it slow was good for loving couples, but the thing Lauren loved the most wasn’t Ryan’s personality, though he was cute, but his cock. She moaned with pleasure, begging him to go on, to keep doing it just like that.

She could feel the reservoir within her about to burst. It was already straining at its seams, and each of his perfect thrusts was bringing it closer and closer to finally overflowing. She gasped, moaned, begged him to keep going, to push her further, to supply her the last little bit of what she needed. His cock, his fingers, all the pieces were there, everything felt so, so good, and, and…

And then Lauren came. The feeling was almost frighteningly intense; waves of pleasure crashed over her, and for an instant she floated above her body, watching herself writhe and cry out in ecstasy. Ryan seemed to be cumming too; the knowledge that she’d achieved her goal, that she’d pushed him over the edge, brought her to new heights of pleasure. Her breaths came shallow and sharp, and her entire body was subsumed with bliss.

As she came down, she also had to return to reality. Ryan was pulling out of her, she realized, breathing heavily as he reached for the box of tissues on the end table. Wordlessly, the two of them got cleaned up as best they could; when Lauren was done, she lay back to relax for a moment.

Finally, Ryan broke the silence. “Damn, we should have done this sooner.”

“Like, we should have, shouldn’t we?” giggled Lauren. “That was, like, great.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I had no idea what I was missing.”

“Neither did I,” said Lauren, staring off into space. “Neither did I.” It was true; she had been blind to the possibilities the world could offer until just the night before. Now that she knew what terrible mistakes she’d been making, she wouldn’t let this pleasure go ever again.

But the future was the future; the present was, like, way more important. She looked at Ryan once more. “But, like...wanna go again?”


Backpacker Bimbo

The weather app on Victoria’s phone claimed that it was only ninety-five degrees, but it seemed more like a hundred and ten. That was probably because of the bus she was riding in, which had no air conditioning; the sun poured in through the windows and hit the passengers full in the face, making them feel like steaks under a broiler. To make things worse, traffic was horrible; the young American had had no idea that there were so many cars and trucks in Malaysia, and the classic Southeast Asian mopeds that zipped between them only made progress slower.

Still, they were close to their destination. The dusty George Town city center had given way to comparatively quiet rows of townhouses, and the bus stop wasn’t far ahead. Victoria had heard that this was the part of the city where most of the foreigners lived, and a few of the buildings did have American flags in the windows; Australian, European and Japanese residents were probably less likely to trumpet their national pride, but they were present too.

As the bus weaved down the narrow streets, Victoria thought about the trip so far. It had been amazing, it really had. Her quick stop in Singapore had been a treat, and it was mind-boggling to see such an incredibly wealthy city shining in the tropical heat, but it had been too expensive to linger there for very long. Kuala Lumpur had also been a real experience, although it was loud and crowded. In between, she’d had an unforgettable ride on an overnight train, and now here she was in George Town, the third-largest city in Malaysia. And all for under two thousand dollars!

The only problem was, she’d been feeling a little...funny that day. Maybe it had been something she’d eaten, or maybe it had been the fact that she hadn’t slept very well the night before, but her head was weirdly foggy. It was hard to focus on anything, and when people talked to her it was easier just to giggle than to figure out how to respond to them.

What was more, and it was a little embarrassing to admit this to herself, but...she was horny. Obviously, it wasn’t uncommon for backpackers to hook up with each other, which was all well and good. But Victoria had been too stressed, or else too focused on what she wanted to see and do, to think about sex much. Now, though, it was practically all that could hold her attention.

Maybe it all had something to do with the strange man on the train the night before. He had had something playing on his phone, a strange staticky hiss that had caused her arm hairs to stand on end. He hadn’t caused any other trouble, nor had he so much as glanced over at her for the whole trip, so she’d let it go...but the really weird thing was, she was pretty sure he’d been wearing earplugs. If the sound wasn’t for him, then who had it been for?

But she just couldn’t worry about any of that, which was the last weird thing. All her problems, ranging from where she was planning to eat lunch to her endless worries about being forever alone, had just seemed to fade away in the face of her horniness. She began to wonder whether there would be any opportunity to get some action after all…

Probably not right away, though. In George Town, she’d be couch surfing at the home of an Australian man named Lachlan; he’d gotten rave reviews from dozens of travelers, but his profile picture had been less than flattering, and it was wrong to come on to your host in any case, wasn’t it? She would have to wait until she got to Bangkok’s hostel scene to really find some fun.

At last, the bus pulled up to the stop; hefting her massive backpack, she headed out into the heat. It was humid, too, like the bug house at the zoo. Hopefully Lachlan had air conditioning, though she didn’t hold out much hope there.

* * *

Lachlan’s townhouse was a small, squat thing that featured some kind of hideous tin tower on top; it probably had some purpose, but Victoria couldn’t tell for the life of her what that use was. A surfboard was propped up next to the front door, more as decoration than anything, since there were no nearby surfing beaches, and there was a small Australian flag in the corner of the window. A bit hesitantly, she headed up to the front door and knocked, not quite sure what to expect. As footsteps rang from inside the house, a feeling of trepidation came over her.

That all dissolved as soon as her host opened the door. The profile pictures looked to have been several years out of date; instead of an unappealing loser who looked as though he spent a little too much time at Malaysian KFC, she was standing in front of a tall, tanned, muscular man with a sharply-angled jaw and a wide, friendly smile. “How’s it goin’? Welcome to George Town!”

“Like, hi,” said Victoria, giggling. What few wits she still had seemed to have left her at the first sight of Lachlan in person.

“Well, come in, come in,” said Lachlan, gesturing grandly to the inside of the townhouse. “I’ll show you your room, and I’m sure you’ll be wanting a shower after your long trip.”

A shower wasn’t the only thing Victoria wanted, but she nodded, smiled, and followed Lachlan inside all the same. He led her up a rickety staircase to the second floor, where a narrow doorway led into a very small bedroom with a mattress on the floor; the bathroom was the next door down. Everything was a bit old and faded, but immaculately clean; it seemed that her host was a man who took pride in his possessions. “Everything all right? I’ll leave you to shower – you can use the towel on the right – and if you come down in a tick I can give you some restaurant recommendations.”

“It’s all, like, great,” said Victoria. “Thank you.” She’d stayed in far worse accommodations so far on the trip, but she would have slept in a barn anyway if it had meant she’d be able to spend more time with her host.

“All right, no worries,” said Lachlan. “I’ll leave you to it.” He turned and went down the stairs, leaving her feeling a little bit lonely. Still, he was right about the shower; she did want to wash the grime of the journey off, and quickly. Hurrying into the bathroom, she set the water to the coldest setting, which was still lukewarm, and scrubbed herself thoroughly. A shower to herself was more than she’d gotten at some of the stops on her trip.

Wrapping herself with the towel, Victoria got a wicked idea. Surely Lachlan was the kind of red-blooded man who’d be able to take a hint, right? She decided to step downstairs and see.

A few moments later, the steps were creaking under Victoria’s feet as she made her way down to the living area. Lachlan was reading a book, but when he heard her coming, he looked up. His eyes widened as he saw the towel. “Um…”

“Like, hi again, Lachlan,” said Victoria. “I was just, like, coming down to ask you about, um, if there was a noodle place that you…”

And then she made her move. Overstepping the final step, she planted her foot hard on the floor instead. Teetering on the brink of a fall, she had to wave her arms to keep from overbalancing, but that meant that the towel slid off of her and fell with a soft thump onto the ground.

Then everything was silence. Victoria regained her balance and made to gather up the towel once again, but it was too late; Lachlan had already seen everything. “Are...are you all right?”

“Oh, like, don’t worry about me,” said Victoria, giggling. “I’m totally fine. Like, actually, I’ve never been better.”

Lachlan swallowed. “Listen, are you...is this...right, I know some guests feel that they have to...but really, I do this for free, no compo expected…”

“I don’t feel like I have to,” she said. “Like, I want to.” She took a step towards him, luxuriating in his gaze. “The question is...do you?”

“Bloody hell,” said Lachlan. “Really?”

“Yes,” breathed Victoria, tossing the towel aside. “Come and take me, baby.”

“Then say no more,” he said, a broad grin spreading across his face as he stood up. “I’m not going to say no to that.”

And then he was on her, and they were melting together in a kiss, a hot, passionate kiss that had nothing to do with love and everything to do with pure, unbridled lust. She pushed forward with her tongue, pushing into his mouth, giving in to her desire and also letting him know that she meant business.

Then she felt his hands on her breasts. Men are all the same, she thought as he began to knead and squeeze them, gently but firmly. They’re all the same, but I like them that way. In return, she reached for his shirt, beginning to undo the buttons one by one. It would have been easy enough at any other time, but she was so impossibly horny that her coordination seemed to have gone out the window; still, her desperate scrabbling at his chest probably counted as foreplay, didn’t it?

After a few moments, the kiss broke apart. Victoria gazed into Lachlan’s eyes. She saw some confusion there, but mostly excitement and deep, deep arousal. She wondered what he saw in hers; nothing subtle, that was for sure. Then he leaned back in, moving to nibble on the soft, tender skin below her ear. She found herself moaning, overcome by the strangely intense sensation. When he began to work his way down her neck, planting a line of kisses as he went, she was so overcome that it was difficult to keep unbuttoning his shirt. She forced herself to keep going anyway; she just wanted to see Lachlan’s bare chest that badly.

Eventually, just as she was undoing the last button on his shirt, her Australian lover reached the soft, fleshy mounds of her breasts. She moaned, shuddered, gasped as he kissed them, as his teeth brushed against her exposed, vulnerable skin. Soon, he found her nipple and began to nibble at it, sending little shocks of pleasure traveling through her body, making her hair stand on end. How was he so good at this?

A mad desire to reciprocate drove Victoria to new heights of desperation. She felt her hand traveling down Lachlan’s body, sliding past his toned chest and impressive abs, reaching for the front of his jeans...and then she found it, the hard, throbbing lump that she’d been aching to touch since she’d first laid eyes on her host. It was larger than she’d had before, harder, more virile, but she eagerly accepted the challenge that presented; if it meant she’d have to get stretched out, to let him stuff her holes to the breaking point, then, well, so be it.

Lachlan released her nipple, tossed his shirt to the side, and then, suddenly, he was picking her up and carrying her over to the couch. The sudden display of strength left her heart fluttering, and her pussy was getting wet by the time he put her down on the soft cushions. Could this man be any more attractive?

And he continued to sweep her off her feet with each passing moment. Before she realized what was happening, his hands were on her thighs, pushing them apart, leaving her hot, needy pussy exposed to his rapacious desire. But he clearly didn’t intend to give her what she wanted right away; instead, he let his fingers dance around the edge of her snatch, avoiding the money zone by mere millimeters, driving her almost mad with desire. He traced lines on her thighs, even teased her labia, but he just never quite landed in the most sensitive areas. She felt her entire being sizzling with arousal. Come on, she wanted to say. Come on!

And then his finger brushed against her clit, once, twice. Pleasure coursed through her, real pleasure rather than just lust; even though he’d done what she’d been silently begging for, she still wasn’t satisfied, because now she needed more. Her other lovers, men whose faces and names were suddenly hazy and indistinct in her memory, had never managed to make her feel this good, to make her want them this bad, but for Lachlan it was easy, almost effortless. She had no idea how he managed to work his magic on her, but she knew she needed to see how deep the rabbit-hole went.

Maybe she wouldn’t need to wait much longer. Her lover seemed to have resolved to indulge her; just when she was wondering whether he would, he reached out and slid a finger into her pussy, parting her labia and causing her to let out a deep, low moan. The feeling of him inside her was almost indescribable; it was intimate, more intimate than she’d felt with any lover before, and strangely personal, almost as if, in plumbing the depths of her slit, he was also plumbing the depths of her soul.

But her soul didn’t give such thigh-quaking pleasure when someone stimulated it. Each motion, each slight twitch or bend of his finger, left her desperate for more, and she found herself pushing forwards onto him, trying to get him to go deeper. His motions were almost a work of art, drawing a pattern of arousal onto her crotch and thighs. How had he learned to do this?

And then it got even better. Sliding his finger back out, Lachlan soon replaced it with his tongue. The organ was warm and felt alive, darting this way and that, and it seemed to be hitting every pleasurable place in Victoria’s pussy; it sought them out almost methodically, visiting each in turn until her vagina was a hot, wet pool of arousal and pleasure. She gasped, moaned, pressed on the sides of his head with her thighs; she was a slave to her pleasure, almost animalistic in her blind pursuit of fulfillment.

For several minutes, they went on like that. At one point, one of Lachlan’s hands darted up to her nipple and began to play with it, pulling and tweaking it; even if that sensation on its own wasn’t as intense as that from her pussy, the addition of a new dimension of pleasure made everything even better. And that got even better when he returned to her clit with his tongue, tracing circles around it, pushing it this way and that. Soon, she felt that she was beginning to climb towards orgasm. How could someone be this good?

But then he stopped. Smiling widely, he lifted his head off her pussy. “Enjoying this, Victoria?”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Victoria, a bit disoriented; why had he stopped? “Keep doing it just like that. It’s, like, so...it’s so fucking good…”

“I’d love to,” said Lachlan, “really I would. But then where would I get my pleasure? You have to remember me in all of this. I have a proposal to make of you.”

“What, baby?” asked Victoria. Whatever it was, she was almost sure she was going to say yes; her lover was just so impossibly good at everything he did that anything was sure to feel unforgettably good.

“Well,” he said, standing up and unbuttoning his shorts, “only this. Have you ever done anal?”

“N-no,” she said. She’d heard about it, that it could feel wonderful, but also that it could be difficult, even painful. Would it really feel good for her?

“What do you say to giving it a go?” he asked, pulling down his pants and underwear; Victoria was transfixed for a moment by the sight of his massive, beautiful cock. “I promise I’ll do everything I can to rock your world. If it isn’t working out for you, just say so, and I’ll stop right away.”

“O...kay,” said Victoria. “Like, I trust you. Just...be gentle.”

“I will,” said Lachlan, “but I’ll also make this absolutely unforgettable.” She flipped over, looking back over her shoulder at him as he slipped on a condom and lubed up, smearing a generous amount on her asshole as well. When he was ready, he climbed onto the couch and gripped her shoulders, gently but firmly. “Remember, though,” he murmured, “after this, you’re my bitch.”

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, as he pressed against her hole. “Make me yours, baby.” Breathing out, she relaxed, doing her best to let him in; after a few moments of firm pressure, he began to slip inside. There was pain at first, but he’d used so much lube that it was less than she’d expected. She did her best to relax further, and soon his head was slipping inside. The shaft was narrower, easier to take. Really, it wasn’t so very different from getting a big dildo into her pussy.

And, as Lachlan pushed inside of her, she began to feel a completely new kind of pleasure. What he’d done to her pussy had already felt better than anything any other man had ever tried, but this was different, deeper. It felt as if he was pushing into a cavern deep inside of her, sending pleasure echoing off the sides, reverberating and intensifying with each rebound. The feeling wasn’t as intense as the one he’d elicited from her pussy, but it seemed like it would grow with time, and if she reached orgasm this way...well, there was no telling what would happen then.

Eventually, he got as deep inside her as he was going to go. His pelvis pressed up against her ass; he stopped for a moment, paused to allow her to get accustomed to the feeling of him bottoming out inside of her. Then, slowly, he began to pull out, then to push in once again; soon, he had gotten into a steady rhythm and was speeding up with each thrust, trying to get up to the pace he wanted. She wanted it too, she realized; her fears had gone out the window as soon as the first flickers of pleasure had begun to course through her body, and now she wanted to see just how far they could go, just how good her lover could possibly make her feel. “Fuck,” she moaned, “oh shit, that feels...like, so good.”

“Yeah, you like that?” asked Lachlan, speeding up further. Now he was fucking her properly, crotch slapping against her ass. His cock was stretching her, sending pleasure coursing through her, and she could tell that the buildup to orgasm that had been interrupted when he’d lifted off of her had begun once again. The sensations were only getting more intense as she got used to having a cock in her asshole, and it was all pouring into a reserve of pleasure inside of her that she knew would release when she finally came. With Lachlan, though, it was likely to be full to bursting before she got to that point.

They fell into almost a clockwork rhythm. Her lover was hitting just the right places, going at just the right speed, and she found herself calling out to him, begging him to keep going just like that; unlike many other men she’d been with, he obliged her, not jackhammering or committing any of the other crimes against sex she’d been subjected to over the years. This was...this was perfect.

Soon, she found herself getting closer and closer to orgasm. Each passing second filled that reserve within her more and more, and her breathing grew shallow and fast as she willed herself up that slope, willed herself closer and closer to the explosive climax she knew was just around the corner. Whatever inhibitions she might once have had were long gone, and so was whatever will she might have had to delay her orgasm so that it would feel even better; the animal part of her brain had taken over, and she just wanted pleasure now, now, now.

And then something finally sent her over the edge. Maybe it was a particularly savage thrust from Lachlan; either way, her mind shattered into a thousand pieces, each one awash in the purest sensation of bliss. She screamed as ecstasy coursed through her body, as unimaginable pleasure rocked her to the very core. Her limbs twitched, her breath came in gasps; was anything better than this?

Her lover was coming too. Maybe it was the fact that she’d gone over the edge that did it; either way, his cock twitched, and then she felt hot, sticky cum pooling behind the thin latex wall that separated them. The knowledge that she’d made this man cum was the hottest thing yet, and she found herself sent up to new heights of pleasure, gasping and moaning all the while. What a perfect, perfect moment.

At last, though, both of them had to return to reality. Victoria was breathing heavily, waiting for her heartbeat to return to normal; there was a sucking sensation as Lachlan pulled out of her. “Like, damn,” she said, grabbing for a nearby box of tissues. “That was, like, the best I’ve ever had.”

“Thank you for letting me live out my fantasy,” said Lachlan. “I appreciate it. And I think it paid off, too. I mean, that was bloody wonderful.”

“And I’m glad you, like, broke your usual rules,” said Victoria. “Screwing the houseguests turned out to be pretty good, didn’t it?”

“It did,” agreed Lachlan. “You’re here for three days?”

“Um, no,” said Victoria, after considering the question briefly. “Five, if that’s okay. I mean, like, I hate to cut the rest of the trip short,” she paused, “but I feel like I’m getting enough Bangkok right here.”


Ristorante Bimbo

Julia was having a rough day. She’d woken up at noon in a fog, tripped multiple times on her daily run, and cut herself while making breakfast. Then, when she’d gotten to the restaurant, she’d found that the produce shipment was late and that she’d accidentally scheduled all her worst employees for the same night. Prep had been agonizing, and when service began, things only got worse. Food was late and poorly-prepared, she’d been disorganized and forgetful, and it seemed like she’d spent half the night apologizing and offering refunds. The host, Kyle, had pointed out that business had been good – but if she had too many more nights with business as “good” as that, the restaurant was sure to go under.

The funny thing was, she just wasn’t feeling that stressed. Her usual end-of-shift glass of wine wasn’t the compulsion it usually was, and she opted for just a splash and then a shot of espresso to go with it. As her employees tidied up, she relaxed; it was strange, but she almost felt good about things. Her mind was a fuzzy ball of positive vibes into which nothing bad could penetrate.

Still, there was one thing that would have to change after tonight. Downing the last of her drinks, she got up and waved to Kyle, who was getting ready to leave. “Hey, Kyle? Like, want to chant for a minute? Come back to the office.”

“Um, sure,” said Kyle, taking off the coat that he’d just been slipping on. He followed her back through the kitchen, which was finally quiet after a long, noisy dinner rush, and together they stepped into a small office in the back. There wasn’t much space inside – it was really just a desk, a chair, and a little bit of room for the door to swing open and shut – but they could both fit, and Julia closed the door behind them.

“So, like,” Julia paused. “I just wanted to, like, talk about…”

“You sound different, boss,” said Kyle, interrupting her. “Are you sure you only had a little bit of wine?”

He was doing it again. Kyle was, without a doubt, the most irritating employee she’d ever had. Wannabe actors tended to be that way, of course, but most of them at least had the humility to recognize that they weren’t on the silver screen as they washed dishes and served garlic bread. He had also been playing weird music on his phone during the entire shift the day before, a weird staticky hiss that seemed to fill up her brain every time she came within six feet of him. “I was going to say,” she said, “that I wanted to talk about, like, your...your…” the word escaped her, “like, how good you are at your job.”

“Uh-oh,” said Kyle, looking off into an invisible camera.

“Like, look,” said Julia. “Being a host is hard. But there are a few things you, like, have to remember every shift, you know? This shift, it was, like, that Anna was feeling under the weather, so she wanted fewer tables in her section if the restaurant wasn’t full. But you seated every table in her section. She was rushed off her feet all night long.”

“In my defense, she was closest to the door,” said Kyle. “I mean, I seat where I see.”

“But, like, you can’t do that as a host,” said Julia.

“Well, maybe I was feeling a little off,” said Kyle. “But I feel like you were too. Why did you bring the ossobuco to the family of vegetarians?”

“This isn’t about me,” said Julia. “Like, that was just a silly mistake, and I apologized for it, but…”

“And I made a silly mistake too,” said Kyle, “that’s all. Honestly, I feel like you owe me an apology here.”

“I...I do?” Julia felt disoriented. There was no way she owed Kyle an apology. He was the one who had done bad work, after all, and surely he should have to own up to that...but, on the other hand, he was strangely convincing. She didn’t want to believe him, but the more she thought about it, the more she realized that he was probably right. “Um, I...I…”

“It’s okay,” said Kyle, “apologizing can be hard, I know. It’s just that I’m hurt that you would try to fire me over such a silly little thing.”

It was funny; he didn’t sound very hurt at all. Still, though, his words provided the last little push she needed. “I’m sorry that I tried to fire you! Like, I was wrong. Please...please accept my apology.”

“Mmmm…” Kyle made a show of scratching his chin and squinting, like a farmer trying to tell whether it would rain that afternoon. “I don’t know. I just...don’t feel better yet. I need some kind of proof that you’re really sincere.”

Even though Julia knew that her employee was being unreasonable, there was still a part of her – a small, nervous part – that wanted to please him, that wanted him not to be mad at her. The more she thought about it, the more this part seemed to take control. She began to panic as she imagined how upset he must be, how much she had inconvenienced him by calling him into the office to fire him, and with that panic came a mad desire to do something, anything, to make it better. Eventually, the last of her resistance broke down. “I...I...I’ll do anything. Like, I want to know that you...that we’ve come to some understanding...I don’t want you to be, like…”

“Really?” He smirked. “Okay then. Blow me.”

You could have heard a pin drop. Had that...really just happened? Was this really happening? Julia felt more panic sweep over her, then melt away; suddenly, she was filled with clarity of purpose. She had to blow him. Of course she had to blow him. If that was what would make it better, then that was what she had to do. “O...okay,” she said, “I will, but I haven’t, like, done it very often before…”

“Doesn’t matter,” said Kyle. “Do your best. I just want to get a blowjob from my boss, is all. It’s the thought that counts here.”

But it wasn’t the thought that counted, not really, not if Kyle wasn’t satisfied. A good apology was delivered well. The pressure was on, and Julia knew it; nervously, she dropped to her knees. She hadn’t felt any kind of stress all day, but it was all coming back to her in this moment.

“Not so fast,” said Kyle. “I want to see your tits. Unbutton your shirt.”

“Like, yes, of course,” said Julia, hands trembling as she scrambled to undo the buttons on her shirt. “R-right away.” The column of buttons seemed interminable; she did them up easily enough every morning, but now that Kyle’s gaze was boring into her, time seemed to have slowed to a crawl.

At last, though, she undid the last of them and tossed the shirt to the side. She was reaching for her bra strap when she felt Kyle’s hand grabbing her arm. “Hey, not so fast,” he said, “I want to do this part.” Grabbing for the strap, he fumbled with the buckle until it finally clicked open, then pulled off her bra and sent it after her shirt.

Then her breasts were exposed to him, exposed and completely defenseless; she’d never felt more naked. Still, and maybe she was going crazy, but...there was something sexy about that. All of her relationships in the past had been happy, boring, and safe; this wasn’t safe, but it was intriguing. Kyle was absolutely not the kind of man she would ever want to have sex with, but that somehow made this all the hotter.

But there wasn’t much time for thinking. Kyle was pawing lecherously at her breasts, kneading and squeezing them like an old woman shopping for hamburger buns. His hands wandered up to her nipples, tweaking them and toying with them, and then a few sparks of pleasure were flowing through Julia’s nerves. It wasn’t much, but it hinted at something more, something that she could have if only she found a way to pleasure herself. Masturbation had never been something she’d been super into, but now she felt drawn to the idea. Well, maybe later; right now she had work to do.

Kyle wound down his assault on her breasts once he realized that she was moving to do as he had demanded. Her hands scrambled at his belt, sliding the end through the buckle and then undoing it. She was stressed-out, almost frantic, but she was also strangely attracted to the idea of sucking a man off in a situation like this, and those feelings combined to make her even more eager to get things started. The button opened with ease, and the zipper failed to put up much resistance to her assault either; soon, she had seized the waistband of his pants and was yanking them down.

But she hadn’t been expecting what she found behind the layer of dark denim. The bulge in Kyle’s boxers was considerably larger than she’d expected, and her eyes widened as she stared it down. He only smirked. “Impressed?”

“Uhhh…” Julia knew that she was supposed to say something, to respond to him, but words seemed to have deserted her.

“Wow, that recording really...well, I guess I shouldn’t tell you about that, should I? But you’re a different Julia than you were yesterday.”

“Y-yeah,” said Julia. It was just...really, really difficult to form thoughts when this massive cock was in front of her. She found her hands creeping towards the waistband of his boxers; she seized it, pulling it down and revealing his meaty cock, inch by throbbing, rapidly-hardening inch. The sight of it banished the few thoughts that were left in her brain; she just wanted it in her mouth as soon as possible.

But then Kyle was grabbing his waistband, holding it up and stopping her from revealing his cockhead, which was what she most wanted to see. “Now wait a minute,” he said. “I want you to suck my cock. You know that. But I think we both know something else as well: That you really, really want to suck my cock. Right now, you want it more than anything you’ve ever wanted, more than life itself.”

It was true, Julia realized. She burned with desire, an incredibly intense desire that couldn’t possibly be extinguished or even controlled. Even if Kyle hadn’t been making her suck his cock, she would still want to do it. How had she missed this realization for so long? “I...like, yeah.”

“Right,” said Kyle. “So I want to hear you say it. Tell me how much you want to suck my cock. Beg me for the right to suck my cock. If you don’t...well, I’m sorry, but I don’t see how we can make a deal.”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Please, Kyle,” she said, looking up into his eyes, “please, please, please let me suck your cock. I just want your beautiful, thick tool in my mouth, and I won’t be able to sleep tonight if I don’t get it. Just please let me taste it, please.”

Kyle’s cock twitched, and he smiled. “Now that’s what I’m talking about. All right, fine. You can suck my cock, but just this once, got it? If you want to do it again – and maybe you’ll find that you want to – you’ll have to beg me all over again.”

“Okay,” said Julia, relief flooding her body. “I will. I’m so glad we could work something out. I just, like, I don’t know what’s come over me recently, but I –”

He placed a hand on top of her head. “Shhhh. Less talky, more sucky.”

His wish was her command. She was his now; somehow, she’d fallen completely under his spell. He released the waistband, and she eased it down the rest of the way, revealing his beautiful cock in its entirety. The pattern of veins along its shaft spoke of power, a kind of power that she would happily submit to, and it was rapidly growing hard, blood pumping through its length as it straightened up to stare her down with its one twitching eye.

It was probably best to start slow. Reaching out, she traced a finger down the length of his meat, feeling the contours of the fleshy surface. She moved slowly, languorously, letting the moment speak for itself; he shuddered, letting her know that she was on the right track. When she reached the base of his shaft, she began to move back up the other side. She felt like a woman possessed, her sexual instincts emerging from some unseen place deep within her. Her brain certainly wasn’t involved, but who cared? As long as she felt good, and Kyle felt good, it just didn’t matter.

When she reached Kyle’s cockhead again, she added a second finger and began to jerk him off very slowly and very, very gently. His meat stiffened in her hand, and she smiled; this was a feeling of accomplishment that she never got from filling in Excel spreadsheets or tasting tomato sauce. She had no worries now, no responsibilities except that of pleasuring Kyle, but if you wanted to do something anyway, was it really a responsibility?

Julia didn’t want to ramp things up too quickly, but she also didn’t want to test her partner’s patience. After a moment of consideration, she settled on a middle ground; reaching up, she took Kyle’s balls into her hand, gently and tenderly, and began to massage them. They were large and heavy, and she enjoyed their weightiness, the way they rolled between her fingers. She knew it was never good to neglect the balls, but this was a great way to avoid that mistake in style.

Slowly, she increased her efforts, adding a third finger to the handjob and watching as his cock strained to get even harder. It couldn’t be done – by now the organ was a rod of iron – but the way it twitched between her fingers was delicious. His breathing was shallower now, shallower and a bit ragged, and she knew that her efforts were having the desired effect. If she kept going down this road, she might even make him…

As soon as the word cum crossed her mind, she felt a wave of pleasure flow through her body. Making him feel good, even thinking about making him feel good, would make her feel good as well. In that case, it was time to up the tempo a little bit. She pressed a little harder, jerked him off a little faster, watched as he groaned and pushed towards her, trying to get her to give him even more.

Well, why not? He wanted gratification, and she wanted to experience that gratification secondhand. She kept gently squeezing his balls, rolling them between her fingers, as she wrapped her entire hand around his cock and began pumping industriously. “Fuck,” he groaned, after a minute or so of that. “You’re good at this. Did anyone ever tell you that?”

“Like, no,” said Julia. “I’m just doing, like, what comes naturally, you know?”

“Well, in that case, keep doing that,” he said. “Shit, I’m getting close!” She could tell that that was the truth. His heartbeat was faster than ever, and he had begun almost thrusting into her hand, trying to extract what pleasure he could from that small additional motion. He was floating on the edge of an orgasm, she could tell, an orgasm that she wanted almost as much as he did. She could sense it; it wasn’t more than a dozen strokes away now, now ten, nine, now eight, seven, six, five, four…

And then she stopped, pulling her hands away. His cock was still rock-hard, still pointing straight at her, but now there was nothing stimulating it, and he had no way of reaching orgasm. “Fuck, why’d you stop?”

“Like, if I let you go, it wouldn’t feel as good,” said Julia. “Besides, I haven’t even gotten to blow you yet.”

“...Good point,” said Kyle. “I’d be an idiot if I left here after just a handjob. Well, do what you want. As long as it feels as good as that did, I’m fine with it.”

“Just let me take care of you, baby,” said Julia. She placed her hands on his thighs, bracing herself; then, slowly, she leaned in and planted a kiss on the head of his cock. The taste of precum was overpowering, but also deliciously addictive; it was the taste of pleasure, after all, the taste of a job being done right. Kyle was still warmed up, and his cock, which had softened a bit, sprang to life once again the the touch of her lips.

But she didn’t want to give him exactly what he wanted, not just yet. She sensed that if she went all in, he would blow his load in under a minute; hardly a proper finish to a tryst like this. Instead, she planted a line of kisses down the length of his shaft, teasing him and giving just the tiniest hint of what was to follow. It was hard to hold herself back, but she told herself that it would be so much better for the both of them if she did.

When she reached his balls, she took one of them into her mouth, sucking gently; he gasped at the sensation, and she knew that, for all his tough talk, she had him in the palm of her hand. She was getting aroused by now, hot and ready, and she channeled that arousal into her movements, driving herself forward with pure lust. Her tongue swirled around his family jewel, and she felt that this was what she was meant for, that this was, without a doubt, where she belonged.

At last, Julia could wait no longer. Releasing his testicles, she moved back up and wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock, sliding down to take in the whole head. It was thick and meaty and seemed to have a mind of its own, independent of the man it was attached to; it twitched and jerked, seeking pleasure, pleasure that by now she felt compelled to grant it. She sucked gently, teasing and massaging it with her tongue. She could feel Kyle’s heartbeat, she realized, feel it through his skin as the blood pumped through his shaft. It was a strangely intimate sensation, and one that she realized that she craved.

For a minute, she remained as she was, gently pleasuring her lover’s cockhead. But soon it was time to move on; she could feel him getting agitated, hungry for more, and she was more or less in the same position. Opening her mouth a bit wider, she slid down onto Kyle’s shaft, moving inch by pleasurable inch towards kissing his pelvis. She would never be able to do that, she knew, but the more the better, right?

There was no better feeling, she realized, than that of having her mouth filled with hot, heavy cock. She had submitted, submitted totally and completely, to her lover’s desires, but she still got to control when and how he got pleasure; that dynamic was addictive to her. For his part, he had no reason to complain about what she was giving him; he was gasping now, panting, closer to orgasm than ever before. She had been missing out on this her whole life, she realized. He was thrusting now, his cock pistoning in and out of her mouth, and she wished that it could all go on forever.

Soon, they fell into a steady, pleasurable rhythm. Kyle’s cock slid in and out of her mouth, and she kept sucking, kept working her tongue, kept trying to give him the last bits of pleasure she could possibly provide. Her hand moved up to his balls again, squeezing them gently, massaging them in preparation for what they were about to do…

...And then it was all too much for him. Kyle’s cum shot into her mouth, thick white ropes splattering against the back of her throat. She hadn’t prepared for that moment in any way, so she swallowed as a reflex; the cum felt surprisingly good going down, salty and a little fishy but endlessly satisfying. He cried out, thrusting madly into her mouth, trying to bring his orgasm to new heights. Mission accomplished!

Finally, Kyle was done. Grabbing a tissue out of the box on the desk, he pulled out. “Well, shit,” he said, “we’ll have to do that again.”

“Like, sure we will,” said Julia, standing up. “I hope you accept my apology.”

“I do,” he said, laughing, “I sure do. That was great.”

“Good,” said Julia, feeling like a huge weight had been lifted from her mind. “Well, in that case...I’ll see you tomorrow.” Turning, she left a confused-looking Kyle standing in the office. As she walked out of the restaurant, she felt the stares of the night crew boring into her; did she have cum on her face? Whatever. She didn’t care about that, or about anything. She would lay down some rubber on the way home, and then have a long, passionate session with her vibrator. Sex was definitely a lot better now than it had been before...but it was pointless if she didn’t also get some pleasure.


Summertime Bimbo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That what?” He grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Hotel Bimbo

Melissa was feeling different today. Really different. And it hadn’t just been the change of scenery, either.

It was true that she’d been to the Kauai Passion Flower Resort before, and that it always left her feeling relaxed and refreshed. That was even with the flight, which was often delayed, meaning she’d sometimes arrive to her room after 4 a.m. after a long day of travel. After that initial adjustment, though, the place’s white sand beaches, excellent restaurants, and unexpectedly cheap drinks worked their magic, and by day two or three she was as serene as could be.

This time, though, something different had happened. She’d gotten in relatively early – at midnight – and there had even been time for a quick mai tai before bed. But once she was in her room, with its beautiful view of the ocean, she’d noticed a strange sound, a hiss, almost a whisper. It was unsettling, but she was just so wiped out that she hadn’t worried about it too much, choosing instead to collapse into her soft mattress and forget about the worries of the world.

But now...well, she was feeling different. It was like a fog had descended on her mind, filling up her thoughts, making it hard to concentrate and harder to figure out just what had happened to her. Her head seemed to be filled with pudding, and it was almost impossible to go through the day as she normally did. She forgot to wear a bra, and almost forgot her bikini top, and found that she couldn’t remember what a lilikoi was when she was ordering pancakes for lunch in the restaurant. She was slow, which should have been worrying.

Should have...but wasn’t. The changes weren’t all bad, not really. Not being able to remember things was a pain, of course, but sometimes spacing out and forgetting what she was doing was actually kind of fun. It took her out of her routine and let her be more spontaneous. Last but not least, it gave her an excuse to ask for help from all the hot guys on the hotel staff, which was suddenly a priority for her – she found that she was as boy-crazy as she had been in middle school.

So Melissa had muddled through the day. An unexpected nap next to the pool had left her eating dinner late, but she’d just managed to get in before the restaurant was due to close...and her server was definitely just what she’d wanted. A tall, muscular man whose name tag read ERIC, she’d seen him lifeguarding earlier in the day, but it seemed that he split his time between that and the hotel restaurant. Every time he came by, she found herself giggling and blushing like a schoolgirl, but really, could you blame her?

She was just finishing up now, after a large, tasty salad and a nice piece of chocolate cake. The bill was sitting on the table in front of her, and she was looking in her bag for her wallet...which wasn’t there. Had she left it in her room? By the pool? Either way, she didn’t have it. The bill was no problem; it would be charged to her room. But it was customary to tip in cash at the Passion Flower, and she didn’t even have a cent to give her wonderful server.

When he came by to pick up the check, she felt a twinge of real anxiety bubbling up within her. “Um, like,” she paused, “you can just charge the bill to my room. But, like, I lost my wallet, so I don’t know what to do for the tip.”

“Oh, it’s all right,” said Eric, picking up the bill. “Really, serving you was a pleasure. Some customers can be a little difficult while they’re on vacation, but not you. I’d only ask that you come by the restaurant again while I’m working, just so that I can have a table I know I’ll enjoy serving.”

Melissa giggled. He was just being polite, but still...it felt so good to have him compliment her like that. But it was wrong not to tip a server, even if they were as gracious as Eric. “Like, I’m glad to hear that, but you can’t just let me off like that. I owe you a tip, don’t I?” She smiled; she was getting an idea.

Eric paused. “Look, I...don’t know what you’re suggesting, but restaurant policy is that I only accept, um, cash tips. So…”

“Oh, that’s no fun,” said Melissa. “But, like, aren’t you off the clock soon? Your time is your own, isn’t it? You should do what you want.” Smiling, she leaned forward slightly, trying to give him the best possible view of her tits. Really, she thought, how could anyone turn this down?

“I am, it’s true,” said Eric. He paused, and she saw his eyes rake her cleavage; the feeling was electric. “Okay, for the record, I can’t accept this offer. But I do need to know your room number, just so that I know where to charge the meal.”

“Oh…well, it’s 206.” Melissa felt disappointment wash over her. She wasn’t mad at Eric; sometimes these things just didn’t work out. But she’d been so hopeful…

“206? All right,” he said, picking up the check. He wrote the number on the retailer copy and slipped it into his pocket; on the customer copy, though, he wrote something else, something that she couldn’t quite read because it was upside-down. “Well, thank you so much for coming in tonight, and I’ll hope to see you another time,” he said, laying down the slip of paper on the table. Before she could say anything, he’d turned and walked away.

The receipt was one last tiny scrap of hope. Maybe he’d at least written her a nice message, or, or something...but when she picked it up, she saw that all wasn’t lost. Reading was harder than it had been, even right-side-up, and she moved her lips as she scanned the message. When she was done, though, she felt a wave of elation flow through her.

He’d written her one simple line: BE READY FOR ME IN HALF AN HOUR.

* * *

After that, there had been no time to lose. Melissa hadn’t even had a single spare moment to wonder about what exactly he had planned; she had to hurry back to her room, put on a sexier makeup look, grab her laciest bra and panties. She dimmed the lights, put on some soft ambient music, and by then there were only minutes to go before he was due to show. Getting onto the couch, she waited anxiously for him to arrive.

He was right on time, knocking on the door on the dot of five. “It’s unlocked,” she called out, “you can come in.” She was proud of herself for thinking of that; fumbling with a key card wasn’t very sexy, was it?

The door swung open, revealing Eric still in his work uniform. His eyes widened for a moment when he caught sight of her, even though he must have known what would be awaiting him. “You look lovely,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said, standing up. “Like, I wouldn’t want to disappoint you, would I?”

“I’m far from disappointed,” he said, stepping towards her. “You know, if anyone found out I’d done this, I would probably be fired. But seeing you like this...the risk is more than worth it.”

“Oh, stop,” she said, giggling. “It’s just because I had time to get ready. But, like, I’m sure you’re just as sexy under that uncomfortable work uniform of yours.”

“I’ll be glad to get out of it,” he said, “but there’s something I want from you first.” And then he was striding towards her, covering the remaining distance in a couple of long strides, and then they were in each others’ arms. Melissa couldn’t remember when her last hookup had been – remembering things wasn’t the easiest right now – but it couldn’t have felt like this. The air was electric, subsumed with passion and lust and sheer, uncontrollable desire. The feeling of having his strong arms wrapped around her, folding her in a warm, safe embrace...it was incredibly addictive.

And then he was kissing her. Her heart fluttered, thumping wildly in her chest as her body struggled to catch up to what was happening. She had no choice but to abandon herself to the moment, following her instincts and allowing her brain to pick up the pieces afterwards. It just felt so nice. What was there to think about, really?

For a minute or so, they simply allowed the heat to build. Eric’s hands ran over her body, down her hips and onto her ass, but he never moved to take off what little clothing she had on. There was no need to rush, after all. A flame of lust had been lit inside Melissa, a flame that was growing hotter by the moment, that she wanted nothing more than to nurture and allow to grow and thrive. If she denied herself, just for a few moments, it would make her eventual release all the sweeter.

But then the urge to go on grew too great. Eric was right there, his hands were on her, and right now it was simply unfair how little clothing she was wearing compared to him. Reaching out, she began to undo the buttons on his shirt, leaving the garment to fall open in the wake of her hands. Below, she could see that he was wearing a tight white tank top; the contours of his muscles made her mouth water, as if she was one of Pavlov’s dogs. Breaking off the kiss, he smiled. “I hope you like your view as much as I like mine.”

“Like, I...I love it,” said Melissa. “But I need more.” The last of his shirt buttons came undone in her hands, and she pulled it off with lust-fueled urgency; then his torso was covered only by the tank top.

“I think we can arrange that,” he said. “But we don’t want to be here all night, do we?” Working a thumb under each of the straps of his tank top, he pulled it up and over his head. The sight of his torso took her breath away, and she felt a new wetness between her legs; this was the sexiest man she’d ever been with, the one who drove her the most insane with lust. She felt like the luckiest woman in the world.

“Well, like, maybe we do want to be here all night,” she said, “unless you have something...or someone...better to be doing. You’re probably, like, popular with the ladies around here.”

“I don’t know about that,” said Eric. “But, believe it or not, this is the very first time I’ve broken the rules with anyone. You just...seemed different to me.”

“Oh, fuck,” she said, “that’s, like...so hot. Do you think I’ll, like, feel different too?”

“I think you’re going to find out soon enough,” he said. “But don’t you think it’s unfair that now I’m more exposed than you are on top?”

“It’s different for guys, silly,” giggled Melissa. “Besides, you’re still wearing pants. You could complain if you took those off.”

“I will, I will,” said Eric. “But you’re just nitpicking now. As I see it, you should have to show me yours if I show you mine. Isn’t that the old rule?” Reaching around her back, he unhooked her bra strap in one quick, skilled movement of his fingers. As the garment slid to the floor, the ease of his gesture got her hot all over again, but so did the voraciousness with which he devoured the sight of her exposed breasts. “Oh, very nice. Very, very nice.”

“You’re so dirty,” she said. “If you’re going to ogle me, at least you could, like, tell me what you like so much.”

“That’s easy,” he said, reaching out and taking her breasts into his hands, kneading and squeezing them between his fingers. “One, they’re just the size I like. Two, they’re beautiful, absolutely beautiful, like an Italian sculptor carved them. Three, and this is important for me, the nipples are very, very...how should I put this…” he released one of her breasts and tweaked one of her nipples savagely with his now-freed hand, sending a goosebump-raising jolt of pleasure echoing through her body, “...they’re wonderful. Incredibly erotic.”

It was incredibly erotic, too, to have Eric appraising her body so matter-of-factly. Everything this man did seemed perfectly calculated to turn her on. As his hands explored her breasts, she sighed with pleasure, basking in the knowledge that she really was desirable. Each movement of his fingers proved that much.

After a minute or so, though, Melissa began to grow restless. There was something she desperately wanted to see, something that she’d been dreaming about since she’d first caught sight of her lifeguard-cum-waiter lover. She could see it straining against his pants, practically crying out for release, and, really, who was she to deny it? Snaking a hand down to his crotch, she cupped his bulge in her hand, feeling the weight of it between her fingers.

“Want a peek?” asked Eric, smiling. “Go right ahead, baby.”

“That’s, like, all you had to say,” said Melissa, hands already fumbling at her lover’s belt. The buckle swiftly came undone in her hands, and her lust reached a new crescendo as she popped open the button of his pants. The zipper slid down easily, and then there was just one layer of cloth between her and the virile beast that was straining to be freed from its prison. Slowly, she pushed his pants and underwear down, revealing his thick, meaty cock inch by beautiful inch.

The sight activated something within her. The lower part of her brain, the animal part, went into overdrive when confronted with such a potent symbol of sex. She reached out, wanting to touch it, but then found Eric gently taking hold of her wrist. “Not so fast. If we’re going to do this, wouldn’t it be better to be somewhere more...comfortable?”

“Oh, like, you want to fuck on the bed?” Melissa giggled. “Of course!”

“I wasn’t going to be so direct about it,” he said, as he kicked off his shoes and the rest of his clothes. Together, they made their way back into the suite’s bedroom, where Melissa’s wonderfully soft queen bed awaited them. She lay down facing Eric, and the two of them paused for a moment, taking in the moment. Things had been getting a little dirty, of course, but this was going to be the start of sex, real, sweaty, hot-and-heavy sex that both of them knew was bound to be unforgettable.

Melissa found herself unable to wait any longer. Reaching out, she ran a finger along her lover’s rapidly-hardening cock, feeling the veins just underneath the skin. By the time she reached the base, it had grown fully erect, pointing directly towards her to indicate the cause of its arousal.

Eric grinned. “I was wondering how long you’d be able to fight your urges. But hey, if we’re giving in…” His hand reached towards her, stopping to tweak one of her nipples before running down her chest and stomach. She shuddered at the sensations generated by just this simple action, but it was nothing, she knew, compared to what was coming next. His fingers hooked onto the hem of her panties, then pulled them down with a savage tug, suddenly leaving her pussy completely exposed.

“Now we’re even,” she said, taking his cock into her hand. “Like, I’m as naked as you are. Are you going to do anything with that opportunity?”

“Of course I am,” he said, sliding a finger along her slit. She fought back a gasp at the sudden sensation; he really was so close to going inside her. “I doubt you’ll have any complaints by the time I’m finished.”

Each of them set to work. Melissa was focusing on Eric’s cock, pumping it gently, trying to start slow to keep her lover hungry...but it wasn’t easy when his fingers were darting around her pussy opening, brushing along her skin without ever actually pushing inside. There was something so incredibly intoxicating about the mutual handjob; she’d jerked men off before, but having some stimulation for herself at the same time was absolutely wonderful. It felt like a game they were playing together, or maybe a piece of music they were both composing, and she knew she wanted more.

Reaching over with her other hand, she cupped his heavy balls, rolling them between her fingers, feeling their weight and virility. She wanted his cum, she realized, wanted to feel it splattering her face, or spurting inside her, or...however, really. And it was all stored in the weighty sack in her hand. The thought drove her almost mad with arousal.

As if that weren’t enough, Eric chose that moment to begin rubbing her clit, circling the tiny nub with his thumb. Melissa actually gasped with pleasure; the sensation was so sudden, so overpowering, so incredibly delicious that it sent a new wave of arousal flowing through her. At the same time, one of his fingers plunged into her pussy, stretching open the hole and stimulating the sensitive nerve endings there. In just a few seconds, her partner had managed to dramatically turn up the heat.

After that, both of them fell into a steady, wonderfully pleasurable rhythm. She worked his cock with one hand and his balls with the other, giving him the sensations he’d no doubt been craving since dinner; he responded with more of the same. They gasped, moaned, sweated, grinded up against each others’ hands, each trying to extract more powerful sensations, trying to make this incredible experience even better.

Melissa felt herself beginning to climb towards orgasm. There was still quite a ways to go, but each of Eric’s motions brought her just a bit closer. What would that be like, she wondered? She had her vibrator, of course, but that had been getting old after being alone for so long. This would be fresh and unfamiliar, but she had no doubt that it would arrive. Unlike many of her other lovers, including most of the more recent ones, Eric seemed to know what he was doing, and she felt sure that he was up to the task before him.

The feeling of fingers in her pussy, on her clit, was wonderful, but after a few minutes she began to wonder what else was possible. The thick rod that her hand was wrapped around wasn’t just for show, after all. At last, she could wonder no longer. “B-baby?” she gasped, finding it hard to form sentences around her lover’s motions. “I was thinking that maybe we could, like...oh shit...that maybe you could…”

“Stick my cock inside of you?” Eric smiled, pulling his fingers out of her pussy. “You know what they say, right? Great minds think alike.”

“Like, now who’s the one being direct?” Melissa asked, giggling. Releasing his cock, she flipped over and spread her legs. “Get ready, baby. I want to look you in the eyes as you shove your cock inside me.”

Eric had to run to the other room to get a condom from his pants pocket, but it was only a few moments before he was back, slipping the elastic latex over his throbbing meat. As the material slid home, Melissa felt the lust inside her rise to a fever pitch. Was there anything as sexy as seeing a condom stretching over a fat cock, as knowing that that beautiful, juicy tool was about to shove aside your pussy lips and conquer your needy hole?

And then he was getting up onto the bed, planting a hand on either side of her torso, assuming a position as old as humanity itself. She sucked in breath as he maneuvered towards her pussy; before long, his cock was pressing against the opening, straining to push its way in. The moment was heavy with anticipation.

With a gentle thrust of his hips, he was inside of her. There was a flicker of pain as he stretched her hole – he was bigger than her dildo at home – but no more than a flicker, in part because he had lubed himself up so well. Once his cockhead was inside and his meaty, veiny shaft was beginning to follow, even that pain was gone, replaced by a deep, low pleasure that was totally different from what she’d been feeling as he played with her clit. Both sensations were wonderful, but the contrast between them was what really sent her soaring. Who knew that sex could feel so good?

Soon, he was thrusting into her, slow and steady at first, and then faster and faster. As he sped up, she found herself gripping the bedsheets, half-fearful of being thrown around by the sheer force of his thrusts. This was a powerful man, in his own way, and he was very much capable of doing as he liked with her. She felt safe underneath him, safer still when he looked into his eyes, when she saw the wild lust they contained softened by the obvious care he was taking to make her comfortable. That was incredibly sexy.

The orgasm wasn’t far away now. Melissa had rolled back down just a little bit during the brief intermission, but it had only taken a few thrusts to make up that ground and then some. Now she was gasping with each of his movements, hovering ever-closer to an explosion of pleasure that she was sure would rock her world. The journey felt good, of course...but it had been long enough. By now she was all about the destination, a destination that she knew would be absolutely unforgettable.

It was funny, she thought, as his cock rammed into her pussy. She’d panicked a little bit when she’d woken up that morning feeling strange, but now that panic seemed silly. If the fog hadn’t come rolling in, if she hadn’t gotten so incredibly horny, none of this would ever have happened. It had been scary to feel her mind changing, of course, but...this was worth it. It was so worth it.

Maybe it was a particularly deep thrust, or maybe it was a particularly sexy contortion of his face, or maybe it was just the way he looked in the dimmed bedroom lighting, but something sent her over the edge just moments later. The sudden blast of pleasure caught her by complete surprise, and she practically screamed as a massive, mind-erasing orgasm shattered her body. For what felt like a long time, but could only really have been a few seconds, she was floating far above the world in a cloud of bliss, a hundred miles away from all of her worries and cares.

Dimly, she became aware that Eric was cumming as well. She felt his warm seed inside her, pooling behind the thin latex barrier that separated them. That was the cherry on top of it all; as she began to come down from her orgasmic height, a warm feeling filled her being, a warm feeling of satisfaction and fulfillment of the kind that could only come from having the best sex of her life.

When her lover was done, he began to pull out, heaving a sigh of contentment. Without him inside, her pussy felt just a little bit lonely. Both of them were still for a moment, breathing heavily and trying to catch up to what had just happened.

At last, she made an effort to break the silence. “Well, I…”

“...Yeah,” he said. There was another moment of silence, during which he got off of her, peeled the condom off, and tossed it into the trash. “There’s not much to say, really.”

“Except that...I hope you don’t regret breaking your rule with me.” She smiled at him, suddenly feeling shy.

“What rule? Oh, that.” He laughed. “Don’t worry about it. I would do a lot more than just that for that kind of sex.”

“Like, that’s good,” said Melissa. “I wouldn’t want to disappoint you.” As they got cleaned up together, she reflected on the events of the night. What an insane few hours.

“Well, I could get out of here if you wanted...or we could, you know…” Eric grinned.

“...like, go again?” Melissa giggled. Now she was really feeling the aloha.


Teen Bimbo

Sydney was having a rough day. High school had been awful as always – everyone who’d told her it would get better senior year had been lying – and now she was realizing it was all because of something wrong with her head. The school therapist always said that naming feelings made them easier to cope with, but she wasn’t sure at all whether she could name, or even describe, what she was experiencing.

For starters, a fog seemed to have descended over her mind. Any thought that wanted to get her attention had to fight through what felt like acres of soupy mist, and she guessed that most of them simply weren’t bothering, because having ideas and coming up with answers were two things that were pretty difficult at the moment. There had been a math test second period, and it had been, to put it bluntly, a massacre.

But...saying that was ignoring another big issue. She’d been too busy to ever have a boyfriend – things at North Tercer Hermano High could be high-pressure, if you were one of the group of students who really tried to get the grades for college – and she rarely so much as had a sexual thought. Between school and sports and homework, she only had thirty or so truly free minutes every day, and those were usually spent watching whatever TV show had caught her attention recently. There was no time for thinking about, like...cocks and stuff.

That had all suddenly changed. Even as thoughts of imaginary numbers and sinusoidal functions fled from her mind, they had been replaced by idle fantasies about practically every boy she came across. Even the very average-looking young man who sat in front of her in American History had become an unwitting target for her reveries; what did he look like naked, she wondered? Had he ever been with a girl? All her thoughts of sex meant that she didn’t feel anxious about her mental changes, as much as simply curious. Anxiety needed processing time in her brain, and there simply wasn’t any to spare, with what was available going to feed her newfound horniness.

But it was Friday, and that meant sports were off for the weekend, and that homework could be put off for a couple of days. She was pretty enough to be popular, but the lone social activity she participated in made her something of a pariah. She didn’t care, though. It was time to meet the film club and go shoot some more of their short.

Sydney hadn’t exactly been a wholehearted addition to the club, but she had a knack for acting, and in Los Angeles that realization stirred excitement in the breast of any ambitious teenager. The project they were working on was entitled Hard Times for Kayla Westbrook; she played a troubled hitwoman on the run from both the law and her mental health problems. They had dreams of Sundance.

Today, the group was on the train tracks. “All right,” said Leroy, the self-appointed director, “we’re doing scene twelve. The light’s just right – we want that, you know, golden-hour effect – and we want it falling across the frame, so that we don’t have to be shooting into it. Sydney, you need to get into position by the concrete blocks.”

“Um, like,” said Sydney, “why do I need to be in my underwear again? I mean, I’m not complaining, ‘cause this is kind of…” she was about to say exciting, but at the last second she realized that there was a chance that that would come off the wrong way. “...um, well, I mean, it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“We’ve been over this,” said Leroy. “Did you forget last week’s meeting? The scene is to show the sexual tension between her and Agent Brown, who’ll have been chasing her for five scenes at this point. You said you were cool with it then.”

“I...did, I guess,” said Sydney. Now that he mentioned it, she did remember that.

“It’s cool, Syd,” said Jordan, the tall, handsome guy playing Agent Brown. “I’m in my shorts too. We’re in this together, right? It’s not one of those movies where it’s only the chick who has to randomly be in her underwear.”

“That’s true,” said Sydney. “Like, it’s okay, I guess. Let’s shoot it and see how it goes.”

“Great, great,” said Leroy. “Problem solved. Okay, so remember, neither of you have any lines for this scene. We’re gonna do a lot in post – adding music and stuff, and a voiceover – but really the camera’s gonna be doing a lot of the work here.” Madison and Jacob, the two bespectacled camerapeople, puffed up at that. “Just look, like...tense, you know? And Jordan – Agent Brown – doesn’t know you’re hiding behind the concrete, Sydney, so you want to be, you know, kind of peeking out at him as he walks towards you. Okay, let’s film this thing!”

As soon as the clapperboard clicked and the cameras started rolling, Sydney leaned slightly over, as directed, and cast a furtive glance toward Jordan. She felt an arousal stirring in her breast. As he walked slowly towards her, she found herself wishing that he wouldn’t stop, that the cameras would turn off, the rest of the world would vanish, and that he’d keep walking right into her arms. She had to fight the urge to flash him a dreamy smile.

Considering that it had no words, scene twelve was apparently very difficult to get right, and Leroy kept waving his arms, shouting, and forcing them to do it over again and again. Usually, Sydney would have been angry, but considering that she barely seemed to get angry anymore, and that every time they restarted she got to peek around the blocks at Jordan again, she accepted it mutely.

At last, around 5:30, they wrapped. “Great work, everyone,” said Leroy. “Why don’t we go get dinner again? I want Animal Style Fries.”

“You always want In-N-Out,” grumbled Jordan. “It’s kind of expensive, you know? I just want some pizza or something.”

“It’s okay,” said Leroy. “We did agree that we don’t all have to go to the same place. We don’t want another Taco Bell fight, right? We can just get food and meet at the park near the mall.”

“Right,” said Jordan. “Anyone else want pizza?” Meredith and Jacob avoided his gaze; because they were both vegans, they usually opted for poké bowls or something similar. The other actors, who had spent all afternoon kicking rocks around waiting for Leroy to wrap, were fans of the calorie-bomb fry meal as well.

As everyone else turned away, Sydney saw her opportunity. “I’ll come,” she said, “we can, like, split one or something.”

“Great,” said Jordan, the hint of a smile playing across his lips. “Let’s do that. We’ll all meet up at the park in, I don’t know, half an hour?”

The next few minutes felt like a dream to Sydney. She’d pulled her clothes back on, then jumped into the passenger seat of Jordan’s old Camry. It was only when they were pulling out onto the street that she came to herself again. Her head was swirling with excitement and arousal. She was this close to what she wanted, and the only question was whether she would be able to reach out and grab it.

As they made their way through the maze of arterials toward the nearest Pizza Hut, Jordan broke the silence. “Great filming with you today, even though it was a little…”

“Weird?” Sydney finished. “Like, totally.”

“Well, weird, yeah, but weird in a weird way, if you get what I mean.” He paused. “Being on camera was weird. Being in front of other people was weird. But, I mean, it didn’t...feel that weird to be…” a blush crept across his cheeks; he could be incredibly cute.

“I get it,” said Sydney, carefully so as not to ruin the moment. “Like, actually, I agree. I don’t know. The vibe was right.”

“Yeah,” said Jordan. “The vibe was right. Exactly.” He paused again. “Listen, I know that everyone else is probably waiting for us, and that this would be kind of rude, but do you want to just...not go back to the park? I mean, it’s Friday, we have the night off, we could sort of make it a date. I’m sorry, I’m realizing that I’m asking while you’re already in my car, but it’s totally cool if you say no.”

“But I wouldn’t want to say no,” said Sydney. “Like, let’s do it!” She gave him an encouraging smile, which was also a great excuse to drink in the sight of him once again. He was gorgeous, he really was.

“Great,” he said, grinning. “I was worried that you were gonna nope out, because then I wouldn’t have had anyone to share the pizza with!”

The rest of the drive and dinner went by in a happy blur. They chatted about this and that, ate slices of greasy fast-food pizza, and flirted, sometimes a little awkwardly. Again and again, Sydney found her eyes drawn to Jordan; his beautiful, muscular arms just seemed to call out to her, sending flickers of arousal through her. If only he would just throw her down and...well, actually, that wouldn’t be a good idea because he was driving, but the possibility was certainly there.

They’d brought the pizza to a scenic overlook, and by the time they finished, the sun was setting over the city. Rush hour still heaved on the freeways and the arterials, but otherwise the heat and haze of the day were beginning to dissipate, and dusk’s tranquility rolled over the world. Far in the distance, the Pacific Ocean glimmered, an ever-present reminder of the natural world that Los Angeles so often seemed to disavow.

Confronted with such a spectacle, neither of them found that words came easily. And there was no need, really; the view did all the talking. Sydney felt her fingers lacing through Jordan’s, and a sense of inner peace filled her entire being.

Eventually, he broke the silence. “It’s beautiful.”

Her eyes darted over, and she saw that he was looking at the downtown skyline. A flicker of disappointment flashed through her mind, but she smiled anyway. “Yeah.”

“S-so are you, by the way,” he said, still not meeting her eyes. The words hit her like a sudden splash of water, and she felt as elated as she did startled. “Sorry, I couldn’t think of a smooth way to say that.”

“Like, don’t be silly,” said Sydney. “‘Smooth’ is for bad romance on Amazon. We’re real people, aren’t we? Just, like, let it flow.” And then she was leaning in, and he was too, and then, and then…

And then their lips were meeting. A swirl of passion flowed through her, paired with arousal and a sudden, wild lust. A kiss wasn’t going to be enough, she realized. From the moment she’d woken up that morning, she’d wanted more, and now she was going to finally get it.

Still, the kiss was nice. She could relax, truly relax, as she melted into him, and she felt warm and safe and loved in a way that she hadn’t since starting high school. There had been other kisses, kisses that had tasted like vodka and rum at older siblings’ parties around the city, but those were the kind that she regretted the next day, the kind that made things awkward in the hallways, the kind that she hadn’t really meant. This one wasn’t any of those things, and she loved every second of it.

She felt her hands creeping down towards his chest, running over his toned muscles, feeling their firmness. Breaking off the kiss, he looked her in the eye, a mixture of emotions running across his face. “Are you...do you wanna…”

“...Do this?” Sydney grinned. “Like, I wanna do it really bad, baby. If you’re okay with it, obviously.”

“I am,” he said, “I just wasn’t expecting…” He cast a glance over his shoulder; the parking lot was empty, with no one else in sight. “I just wasn’t expecting this to happen tonight. But I’ve been dreaming about it for...for months, actually.”

“I saw you looking at me,” said Sydney, grinning. “Men are all the same.” She paused. “Like, there was something I wanted to try, if it’s okay with you. We would need to be in the back seat.”

“Of course,” said Jordan. The two of them slid out of their seats and got into the back, where there was nothing separating them anymore, not even something as ephemeral as the clutch. For a moment or two, they gazed at each other, each trying to convince themselves that this was really happening; then Sydney reached out and began to pull at the neckline of his t-shirt. He helped her pull it off, and then he was completely bare on top. She feasted her eyes on the sight. There had been a time when he’d been a skinny film nerd like the rest of them, but the years had been good to him...the years, and the judo classes that he’d started taking in sophomore year. He wasn’t sporty enough to be hard to relate to, but he was sporty enough to reap the benefits. She’d seen him in this state of undress just an hour or so before, but it felt different now that he was doing it for her.

Wordlessly, he moved to do the same. She felt her own shirt slip over her head, exposing the bra that he’d seen earlier as well as the rest of her upper body. Suddenly, she felt self-conscious. She was only average, and the strange, sudden changes that had overcome her mind might have lowered her inhibitions, but they hadn’t completely removed her anxieties. Would he...like her?

She felt relief wash over her as his eyes widened, and as something between his legs began to strain against his jeans. “Like what you see?” she asked, smiling, knowing the answer already.

“Holy shit, yes,” said Jordan. Reaching out, he squeezed one of her boobs; the sensation of being felt up by a man she really wanted to feel her up was incomparable, and she breathed a heavy sigh of satisfaction.

“Want to see the rest?” Sydney asked, reaching back for her bra strap. She knew that he did, but asking the question somehow just made it hotter. She grinned as his jaw dropped slightly; whatever he had been trying to say turned out to be dead on arrival. Her tits bounced free as her bra fell away. They had been small and unassuming just the year before, but she’d had a bit of a growth spurt lately, and now he would be crazy to complain about the view he was getting. She luxuriated in his gaze; did it get any better than this?

Soon they would find out. “Do you mind if I…” Jordan asked, leaning forward.

Sydney quickly figured out what he had in mind and flashed him a broad smile. “Go ahead.” The feeling as his lips wrapped around her nipple was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Shocks of arousal, of lust, of sheer animal satisfaction flowed through her in turn, and she wondered how she’d ever gone through life without this feeling; it was just too good to have her lover’s tongue swirling across the surface of her breast, around her nipple, teasing and prodding as he gently sucked. The cocktail of sensations combined to create something deliciously, deliciously addictive.

But she couldn’t let him go completely without. Reaching out, she ran her hand down his torso once again, traveling over the contours of his body, sliding down until she reached the button of his jeans. They fell open so easily that she felt like they were made for this moment, and then there was just one layer of fabric separating her from his beautiful, virile member. She felt her mouth watering at the thought of just what she was going to do with it...but not just yet. For now, she satisfied herself with cupping his cock and balls through his underwear, massaging them gently between her fingers, giving him just a tiny taste of what was to come.

Clearly, that gave Jordan some inspiration of his own. Suddenly, his hand was snaking down underneath her jeans, then underneath her panties. In just moments, his fingers were dancing around her most private places – not diving in, not yet, but always threatening to do so, sending thrills of anticipation through her. Those thrills mixed with tiny jolts of pleasure whenever he neared a part – her clit, for example, or her pussy lips – that could provide real stimulation. She was being teased, she realized, but it felt so goddamn good that she couldn’t possibly have gotten angry. She just wanted more.

Now it was getting hard to wait. Neither of them had to pretend any more that they didn’t want the other one, that they felt anything other than wild lust...so why were they messing around? “Baby?” said Sydney. “Like, I’m ready to...do the thing I wanted to try.”

Jordan released her nipple, looking up with eagerness in his eyes. “Just take the lead. I’m ready for anything.”

She grinned. “Get ready to rock.” Kicking her pants down to her knees, leaving her pussy exposed to the open air, she lay down lengthwise across the seats. Pushing gently at his shoulder, she had him do the same; his eyes widened as she realized what she had in mind, but there wasn’t even the smallest hint of reluctance in his expression.

And then he was spreading her legs, pushing his head in between them, and she could no longer see his face. The feeling was a little lonely, but they were still traveling this road together, and her own face was now no more than a few inches from his hard, throbbing cock. Pushing aside his underwear, she marveled at its beauty, its girth, its sheer power. It wasn’t a sight she would soon forget, she knew.

There was simply nothing else to be done; such a magnificent tool needed to be worshipped, and she was the woman to do just that. There had been a time when sex had seemed silly to her, when it had seemed like a waste of time for irresponsible partiers, but that time was long gone. Was there anything more important than what she was about to undertake?

Leaning forwards, she ran her tongue along the length of Jordan’s cock, giving him a taste of what he was about to receive. He gasped softly, and she smiled...but then she felt his fingers spreading her pussy lips, his own tongue darting around the opening to her sensitive hole. It was a simple gesture, and he hadn’t even gone inside her yet, but it still felt so goddamn good that she couldn’t keep from moaning in turn. It seemed that she was just as easy to please as he was.

Taking the head of his cock into her mouth, she swirled her tongue around it. His rod stiffened – by now it was probably as hard as it could get – and just seemed to beg her to go further, but it wasn’t always easy with him working away at her other end. Now his tongue was swirling around her clit, sending wave after wave of sensation through her, and it was all she could do to stop herself from simply losing herself in the pleasure. But she wanted to make him feel good too; there was a difficult balance to be struck here.

Pushing her head forward, she tried to take more of him, as much as she possibly could. As his shaft slid past her lips, the veins under the skin gave texture to the experience, constantly reminding her that this was a real cock that she was sucking, that this was really happening. She wondered if she’d ever been happier. On the other end, Jordan’s tongue was pushing into her pussy now, plunging the depths of her hole, making her moan and cry out with each twitch or sudden motion.

Soon, they had fallen into a steady rhythm. Sydney matched Jordan’s motions with her own, creating what felt like a wonderful feedback loop of pleasure, an infinite echo that only felt better and better the longer it went on. She realized that an orgasm wasn’t far off now; the reservoir of sensation inside of her was filling up drop by drop, and in a little while it was full to overflowing. For now, the key was to enjoy the ride, to savor every motion of his tongue inside her, to play with his cock in just the way he was craving.

He was thrusting gently into her mouth now, clearly close to orgasm, and she was as well. Everything he did sent her closer and closer to the edge, and she felt like she was already on a hair trigger as it was. It was almost enough, and she was almost there, almost there…

And then he suddenly exploded into her mouth. The taste of hot, salty cum overwhelmed her as his cock twitched wildly, and she found herself swallowing as if by instinct. It was all just so incredibly sexy that it sent her over the edge in turn, gasping and crying out as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, overwhelming her completely. For an instant, her mind was in another place entirely, another distant plane of being where time and space were mere ideas, where all that really existed was pure, unbridled ecstasy.

Slowly, she began to come down. Jordan was reaching into the glove box, grabbing a fistful of tissues; as she watched, he thrust a few out to her. She spat out what she hadn’t swallowed into the wad, then used it to wipe off her face. The old Sydney might have had a moment of post-orgasmic clarity in which she realized just how strange it was to be cleaning up after a 69 at a public viewpoint in the backseat of a car; the new Sydney had no such concerns. “Like, fuck, baby, that was hot.”

“It was,” said Jordan. “That shit was great. Where did you get that idea?”

“I don’t know,” said Sydney. “It just, like, came to me, I guess.” Sitting up, she saw that the parking lot was still empty; the sunset was different than it had been when they’d started, but still beautiful, still majestic.

“We should do this again sometime,” he said. “I can’t believe I’ve gone my whole life without it.”

“Sometime?” she asked, giggling. “Like, why not now?”

“I like the way you think,” said Jordan, smiling. “Man, this is gonna be a great night.”


The Resort’s Bimbo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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