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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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