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Kyle nursed his beer slowly, taking the time to let it settle in his stomach after each sip. While he hadn't been to "Shellshocked!" in almost a decade he knew better than to chug wine or beer after eating a whole mess of shrimp, a lesson he'd thankfully learned by watching others rather than personally. Such reversals of fortune set aside, he was surprised to see what nostalgia he had for the place, seeing as he had only been there a handful of times. Located far from the nearest major city, and primarily catering to elderly tourists and bargain hunters wanting to eat seafood by the lake but not pay a fortune, "Shellshocked!" was one of those vanishing little independent places that made a lot more sense 40 years ago, when the idea of spending the weekend at some random Midwestern lake still had wide appeal.


Maybe it's because he was here to celebrate someone else's anniversary, specifically that of Mary, an old friend-of-a-friend he'd gone to school with, that it reminded him of the sort of things he got up to before "adulting" dominated his life. Maybe it was just all the nostalgic crap nailed to the walls, or the restaurant's "easy listening" playlist, which had apparently last been updated before Kyle was even born. But he was filled with good feelings as much as he was cheap food and beer, and it was nice. His friends were happy, Mary had managed to make it through the first ten years of her marriage without either her or her husband cheating or fighting, and the joy and contentment was contagious.


Still, things were calming down, and it was getting to the time where he'd need to head out. He had anticipated that he might be too tired or buzzed to drive, and had thought ahead to reserve a spot at a local hotel, which was every bit as behind the times as "Shellshocked!," but at least it was clean. All he had to do was waddle a couple of hundred feet over there, collapse into bed, and hop in his car no later than 8 AM so he could make it back to work in time for a noon start. Not a bad way to spend a Sunday, all told.


As he watched his friends begin to file out, he noticed out of the corner of his eye that one of the other patrons was alternately looking at him and at the bartender. He didn't recognize her – a blond, bespectacled vixen, probably one of the college students from the nearby state college, judging by her age and attention-seeking "bikini as underwear" outfit. But she kept looking at him and whispering to the bartender, until he finally rolled his eyes and walked over to him.


The bartender, also probably a college student, albeit much more conservatively dressed, finally came over to speak with Kyle. "The lady at that end of the bar wants to know if you'd like to buy her a drink, or if she should buy you a drink." He seemed a little exasperated, and his tone implied unsaid history and shenanigans between the two. Kyle looked, and the vixen wiggled her fingers playfully and smiled, her pierced nipples clearly visible through her bikini top and tight cutoff shirt. The shirt said "MEET ME IN MIAMI" and had a palm tree, sunset, and beach that cut off right below her boobs, its fabric stretched tight over her ample cleavage. Clearly, this girl didn't know subtlety. However, she was cute, and he had nothing else to do for the evening. Might as well see where this was going.


"Hey handsome, have I seen you somewhere before?" She batted her eyelashes, and he tried to come up with a decent response. She was probably five to ten years younger than him, so they definitely hadn't ever met in person, seeing as they definitely didn't go to any of the same schools at the same time. Likewise, he knew he'd never worked with her before. She just didn't have the "porn-star body" as he knew it, and even with her obviously open attitude, she didn't come off as the sort of sexual professional he tended to meet at trade shows or on the set. Still, he slid the bartender a $5 bill, putting his money where his interest is. The vixen grinned. "A whiskey sour, please!"


"I mean this is probably too forward of a question, but...Maybe you've seen some of my work with Sherri?" He was still trying to play coy, keeping the name of the porn studio where he worked quiet. "You know, she's a skunk with an inverted fur pattern, and -"


The vixen interrupted. "And the huge tits, yeah! Now I get it. You're the dude with the huge dong who was pounding her pussy in 'Mustelid Madness #4' right? My favorite part is when you guys went full reverse cowgirl, loved seeing her spread like that." Well, that certainly confirmed that her demeanor was as unsubtle as her outfit. No wonder the bartender was exasperated, given his usually much more elderly and...family friendly customers.


"Uhh, yeah, that was me all right..." Kyle was usually not very shy about his occupation, all shame having been driven out of him long ago by Sherri. It was a job, no different than pumping gas or stocking shelves. It didn't even pay that well, no matter what lies the trades told to new entrants to the industry. "So I take it you're quite the fan?"


"Fuck yeah I'm a fan!" Alex was all in his face now, grinning with excitement, her tail wagging madly behind her like some sort of advertisement out in front of a buy-here-pay-here used car lot. "I have like, all your stuff. I'm a bit of a size queen, so I love seeing a dude with a huge schlong giving it to a girl I can relate to." She pushed up her tits a bit, making sure that Kyle understood what she meant. Whatever she was lacking in other departments, puberty had been unduly generous to her in one aspect. Two, technically. They rose up in front of her like a pair of heaving mountains, reminding Kyle more than a little of his favorite co-star/significant other.


"Well, Sherri always said that making the porn relatable is what sets our stuff apart from everyone else." Kyle tugged at his shirt a bit, his flustering getting more and more obvious. He'd heard of coming on strong before, this this gal was laying it on with a trowel. If he'd been a bit more sober and a bit less horny he would have mumbled out an excuse and booked it to his car. But at least this Alex girl wasn't getting touchy-feely yet. "Anyone can make a fantasy, and that market is already flooded. So Sherri and I aim for the, I dunno...More like something you could actually do?"


"Oh, could I 'actually do' something, hmm?" Her mouth was so close to his that Kyle could smell the alcohol and sugar on her breath. It reminded him of the cherry cordials he'd tried at a holiday party and promptly spit out later. At least it didn't smell like she smoked. 


"That's uhm...Are you sure you're okay, Alex? You seem a bit..." Kyle wasn't sure how to put it. On the one hand, his genitals told him to go for it, as the vixen in front of him was, at least in body, his type. She had massive all-natural tits, and while her ass and thighs were nothing camera-worthy, she very clearly had the kind of sex drive that indicated experience. His brain, though, was definitely trying to exercise its right to veto. He knew better than to stick his dick in crazy, and if this girl wasn't out-and-out crazy, she was definitely not in the sort of healthy mindset he'd carefully crafted through years of therapy and a loving home environment.


But his heart cast the deciding vote. He loved adventure, especially adventure involving getting laid, and whether this went good or bad, it was something he and Sherri would have a great laugh over when he got home. Besides, if he turned her down, he'd be kicking himself for an entire six hour car ride. And having to keep his boner from banging against the steering wheel. Might as well get it over with and make sure he had his keys and his phone on him the whole time.


Alex, for her part, had made good use of the time he spent deliberating to grab a maraschino cherry, one with the stem still attached, pop it into her mouth, and demonstrate how she could tie it into a knot using just her tongue, which he noticed had a large, prominent stud through the middle of it. He knew she didn't actually tie it with her tongue, that she used slight-of-hand to switch one stem out with one she'd tied with her hand, a trick Sherri had taught him back when they were still getting to know each other. But still, she was, at least, advertising the sort of skill that he usually only encountered after the contracts were signed and the cameras were rolling. It would be interesting to see what a tongue piercing felt like on his dick without him having to be surrounded by a film crew and baking-hot stage lights. "Oh I'm very certain of what I want. Question is, are you the kind who just hands it out? Cuz I can't wait for a film crew and a script to show up..."


Kyle tried and failed to stifle a laugh. This girl was a hoot, if nothing else. Time to roll the dice and hope for no regrets. "Look, if I let you suck my dick, will you stop embarrassing yourself and making the bartender regret his decision to serve you?"


If Alex's tail was wagging before, it was going mad now, shaking her entire rear end and making the bar stool squeak. Her eyes lit up, their size and excitement exaggerated by the coke-bottle lenses perched on her muzzle. "You mean it? Can I take a few Polaroids? I wanna prove that I actually, really got to meet you. Like...MEET you...And not at some convention booth or something."


She was certainly taking that mile after he gave her an inch, but he let it slide. "Only so long as you give me some too. Sherri likes to see what I get up to." The words had barely left his mouth before Alex took off like a shot, making surprising speed given her visibly intoxicated state and decidedly top-heavy construction. Kyle, for his part, proceeded out of the restaurant slowly and deliberately, taking his time to flip a few bills on the counter, double-check with his bladder to make sure he had no urgent causes for delay, and proceeding outside on certain, mostly-sober feet.


Alex was a good fifty feet down the beach as he walked behind her, his eyes rapidly adjusting to the natural lighting as he went out of the range of the bulbs that ringed and lit the outdoor seating area. Honestly it was very pretty, the way the moon and starts reflected off the motionless lake water, framed by trees and only vaguely interrupted by small vacation houses. He could see why people used to come here to relax, although he did think that alcohol would need to be involved given the lack of actual entertainment options in the area. Kyle took his time following Alex, expecting her to eventually dip into one of the houses where he presumed she and her friends had hooked up a rental for whatever partying they were getting up to. But as she instead abandoned the beach for a nearby sidewalk and continued making distance, he began to get a little wary. Where, exactly, were they going?


He eventually spied a distant campfire in a place where he knew no campfire should be. One of the many little "public parks" put up in these small towns on whatever patch of land was too routinely flooded to have a lake house put on it. Several reclining beach-style chairs surrounded the campfire, and as he approached, he saw the typical remains of a college party winding down early. Empty pizza boxes, crushed red Solo cups, and a keg now kicked on its side with its accompanying ice bucket strewn in the grass and its melting ice slowly returning to nature. He couldn't tell whether it made him feel young to see it or old to realize how long it had been since he'd done something like it.


Either way, Alex was sitting on one of the chairs, the only one with substantial padding, and positively vibrating with excitement. Her huge smile glowed in the firelight, as did her glasses, and as she lifted up her shirt and discarded her bra, he could see two more pieces of metal glinting on her chest, one in each nipple. That was new, although he now realized that, big as the stainless steel dumbbells were, he probably could have seen them through her top if he'd been a bit less distracted. Alex was as subtle as a baseball bat to the back of the head, that was certain.


Given the open nature and the clear lighting from both the fire and street lamps in the parking lot, he knew he didn't have to worry about unwanted visitors, whether malicious or just voyeuristic, sneaking up on them, but still he was a bit on edge, having sex with a stranger in a public park on furniture he was almost certain was burgled from nearby lake houses. But he'd gone this far, and with an excited young twenty-something literally begging to suck his massive schlong, he figured he might as well give in to the sin. His dick was already aching in anticipation anyway. 


Not bothering to speak, he just undid his pants, shoving them and his boxers down around his ankles, and putting his already mostly-hard dick in Alex's face. She squealed like he'd just given her exactly what she wanted for Christmas, and began to kiss, nuzzle, and caress his length like she'd known it all her life. She certainly knew what she was doing, Kyle had to admit. He'd been blown by plenty of "amateur" stars who just jammed his length into their jaws like they were at a hot-dog eating contest, heedless of how their teeth or artificial nails were digging into his flesh.


Alex, for her part, treated his massive schlong like it was some kind of sacred object. Kissing, licking, sucking, caressing, her hands and lips and tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, her excitement as bright in her eyes as it was obvious in her body language. Alex wasn't a girl who loved sucking dick, she was a girl who lived for it, like it was the whole reason she got up in the morning. Maybe it was.


He could feel his knees struggling to support him as she shoved his length gently between her lips, his hand forced to reach out and grab a nearby chair for support. If anyone in the world could give him a blowjob like how he wanted, it was Sherri. But god damn if this Alex girl wasn't a close second, especially given she hadn't been sucking and fucking him for the past ten years like Sherri had. The feel of warm metal caressing him firmly in some spots while her hot, wet, soft tongue and lips worked elsewhere was phenomenal. She wrapped her lips over her teeth, making her entire mouth a smooth, gentle ride, forgoing suction for a more proper series of oral caresses. He had no idea how this would look on camera, but god damn if it didn't feel good on his dick.


As his mind drifted to the idea of being on camera, he saw that Alex had the aforementioned Polaroid unit sitting next to her. He gestured for it, and she lifted it up to him without missing a beat, her eyes still locked on him, reading his heaving chest and excited eyes like a newspaper. He had to struggle to hold the camera steady, but given it had only a simple hole through the top to show him where it was pointed, he got the impression this wasn't going to make magazine-worthy photos no matter how hard he tried. Still, he did his best to line it up, to try to remember what Sherri had told him about framing and positioning, even as his hands were trembling as he took the snapshot.


The flash was blinding, especially with the campfire providing the only light, but if being temporarily blinded bothered Alex, it certainly didn't slow her down. He set down the first picture as it spat out the front, knowing that it even once it developed he could probably barely see the image this late at night, then prepared to take another, and a third. He had no idea how many frames were in this camera, but he knew they would invariably be expensive for a college student, so he set the camera down, now that that there was, hopefully, at least one good picture for each of them.


Once his hands were back on the chair, Alex kicked herself into a higher gear, grabbing at his waist and bobbing back and forth with sincere intensity. It was a struggle for him to maintain control, and given the situation, he quickly just gave up on it. She switched from caressing to sucking, working most of his length back and forth inside her mouth, but not jamming it down into her throat, instead letting her pierced tongue dance around the tip, licking and sucking and slurping what she could easily fit while she moved herself as fast as she could. Were he in a saner mind, he would have wondered how it didn't give her a massive headache, but as it was, he just let himself go, his length spewing shot after shot into Alex's mouth as he groaned and struggled to keep his knees supporting him.


Alex wiggled and giggled with happiness as she slurped him down, not spilling a bit and just being visibly overwhelmed with happiness. As Kyle sat down to catch his breath, though, he was surprised to find that, rather than discussing what they'd just gotten up to or making some hasty goodbyes, instead he found himself being pushed down onto the thankfully mildew-free cushions while Alex mounted his hips, grabbing and working his spit-slicked dick against her now exposed pussy. He hadn't even seen when she got her pants off. "Now it's my turn to get on and get off!" She giggled. "I hope you can reload as fast as you do in the movies..."


Kyle had fucked a lot of pussy in his job. Mostly it was Sherri's, but of course he had her friends, other co-stars, whatever his performance or Sherri's little games required of him. So he wasn't surprised when he felt the sweet velvet lips of Alex's pussy clamp down on him and start to work. But for a girl who didn't charge and didn't put herself on the screen, she certainly was putting in an astounding amount of additional effort. She could have just easily slipped him into her and ridden for a bit, gotten some more pictures, gotten off, and maybe even managed to get him to a second orgasm. Instead she was pounding and thrusting and working him, reaching up to grope her tits, reaching down to caress his chest, working him like the cameras were rolling and her rent was already overdue. If he'd been less tired and more sober he would be complementing her on her abilities, but as it was, all he could do was grab her by the hips and try to match his thrusts to her own.


As she continued to shove and bounce and work herself on his length, he felt himself groaning with pleasure, dashes of erotic bliss passing through him like shocks of electricity. For a girl so clearly outside of the industry, she really new what she was doing, giving him the kind of fucking that usually had four digits per hour attached to it. Her pussy-pounding was every bit as filled with enthusiasm and delight as her blowjob, and were it not for her rather un-pornstar-like looks outside of the chest region, he'd be begging for her to take his business card and call Sherri for an application. Maybe he should do so anyway. A little glow up and some clever lighting could work wonders, and besides, closeups on her tits and pussy would hide every flaw outside of her personality.


He could see her panting and gasping with sexual delight as her massive tits heaved up and down, her body shaking and quivering as she bent forward and braced herself on his shoulders. She was driving herself towards orgasm like it was a race, and he wasn't about to stop her or even try to slow her down. Instead he just shifted from her thighs to her hips, jamming his length in all the more, working to match and then exceed her pace, letting her give up and focus purely on enjoying herself. His face became enveloped by his large cleavage, barely giving him room to breathe as she moaned and shrieked in his ears. If people half a lake away couldn't hear them, then they had to be deaf. Hopefully none of those ears belonged to the local constabulary.


He reached up and grabbed her lower back with one hand, his other going to her clit, where he found yet another piercing. Typical college kid, coating their body with jewelry and ink to try and get more attention than their fellows. Still, it gave him something to work with, and he relentlessly caressed, teased, twisted and thumbed her clit, her moans getting so loud and high pitched as she grabbed at him that it threatened to deafen his left ear. But the noise just drove him harder, making him want to make her cum, both for his own satisfaction and to shut her up before they attracted unwanted attention.


Whether she genuinely was a size queen or Sherri's teachings really had put him over the competitive edge when it came to making a girl cum, he managed to get her going off in relatively swift fashion. Curiously, he could tell she was done not when she screamed out in orgasmic bliss, but when she got suddenly and powerfully quiet. Her tail stopped wagging, her chest went from heaving to a series of big, deep, powerful sighs. Her fingers dug into his shoulders like they were holding on to him for dear life, and her entire lower half shuddered like a cheap massage bed. 


After a few moments of this, she finally collapsed on him, panting and heaving and even coughing a bit as she struggled to regain her composure, her massive tits squeezed up against him like a pair of desperately trapped XXL water balloons. He was tempted to try and extract himself, both so he could catch his own breath and to try and get his pants back on before anyone caught them, but when his eyes went blind in the flash of a camera, he knew there was no point.


"Well well well, who did you drag back to camp this time, Alex?" As his eyes recovered from the flash, he could see a long haired bear girl with glasses and tits even bigger than Alex's, flanked by a half a dozen other college kids of various species and genders. Normally he would love an audience, but something about the group being both unexpected and uninvited gave him the slightest twinge of embarrassment. As such, he was more than happy to be shoving his sopping-wet, half-hard dick back into his boxers, then yanking up his jean shorts over them. He could shower and change back at the hotel, just before calling Sherri to relate the adventure.


Alex, for her part, eagerly reached out to grab at the Polaroid the bear girl had taken, even with it being only half developed and barely visible in the light of the campfire. She frowned, turning to show Kyle. "Man, this sucks, you can barely even tell if your dick is in me. I was hoping to get a really nice penetration shot, like in that magazine special you did with that ferret girl. You know, the one in the cowboy hat?" 


Kyle could vaguely remember what she was talking about, but more than anything he just wanted to get back on his feet and wobble back to his hotel. The bear girl must've sensed this, and proved to be his savior, pulling Alex to her feet and all but forcing her to get her clothes back on. "C'mon, slut, whatever game you're playing, let's just say you won and you can help me and the boys unload the van. We got those pizza rolls you like!"


Alex, reluctantly dressed and also standing on unsure feet, sighed and grabbed at the three Polaroids from earlier, clutching them to her massive chest. "Can't I at least get his autograph before he leaves? He's like, a totally famous porn star. Remember? He's in that tape you jill off to, the one with the sexy skunk babe with the big tits." 


Now it was the bear girl's turn to express disappointment and frustration, but not so much that she didn't let Alex borrow a pen off someone so that he could sign three of the Polaroids, keeping one of the ones he'd taken of her with his dick in her mouth "as a memento" at her insistence.


"Promise me you'll write?" begged Alex as she walked backwards in the general direction of a nearby parked conversion van, the conveyance that had clearly brought all of these kids here and, hopefully, back to wherever they came from. Her attempt at flirting was undercut when she stepped on a beer bottle and went down like a sack of potatoes, even though she tried to play it cool and spread her legs and played with her tits in something she clearly meant to be sexy, her actions undercut by the fact she was visibly in pain from her fall.


"You're more drunk than usual," said one of the other students, who grabbed her arm and started pulling her back to your feet. "And if it's so important to you, Jenni fucked Michael, Joseph and Tammy in the back of the van while we were doing the grocery run, so technically, she's one pole and one hole ahead of you."


"It's not fair!" Alex whined, as she was practically shoved into the van and belted in. The others, clearly more sober and responsible, came back to the campfire and began cleaning up their trash, then laying out camping grills and preparing to start round two of partying. "I had to wait here all by myself for like an hour! I had to wander all the way to some silly restaurant just to get some dick!" her shouts were partly muffled by the half-closed sliding door, but if she intended to unbuckle herself and join her friends, she wasn't making her intentions known. If anything, she seemed like she was going to take a nap and sleep off whatever she'd put into herself other than dick tonight. Kyle was glad of that, and glad too that the other students were more than happy to not ask him any questions about how he got there or proposition him themselves. One adventure per night was enough.


Taking that as his cue to hit the road, Kyle began walking back to his hotel, his gait becoming more and more sure with each step. He looked at the Polaroid he'd kept for himself, and was surprised to see someone had scribbled Alex's name, dorm name, room number, and phone number on the back. Did Alex, or someone else, really expect him to follow up on this not-even-a-one-night stand? He chuckled to himself, and just jammed it into his pocket. Sherri was going to love hearing about this, and who knows? Maybe she'd want to give that girl a call, and take her for a test ride herself at some point.
