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It was such a strange sensation, waking. 

Strange didn’t begin to describe it. The woman awoke feeling as if it were the first time she’d ever awoken. That hazy supercritical zone between waking and dreaming wasn’t so uncommon for anyone; few people in the world went from fully asleep to fully alert upon first opening their eyes. But this... This was different. She felt as if she had moved through the veil separating life and death. This felt like going from unalive... To more alive than any being had ever been. She realized abruptly that by unalive, she did not mean dead necessarily... more appropriate to think of it as inanimate, inert. But now, she was not that. Oh no. Now she was the very breath of life itself. Now her body seemed to thrum with the vibrating joy of existence, and existence was vibrating right back to her in perfect synchronous harmony. Every sense was exploding in song with perfect heavenly pitch. 

Nobody had ever been more alive than her. 

Before sight, before hearing, before taste or smell, there was touch. Her first awareness was simple, intense, heavenly tactile pleasure. It wasn’t a sexual pleasure, but it was richer, more vibrant... Just more than she could imagine any sexual pleasure ever feeling. A cool breeze on her skin, cool satin sheets beneath her legs and bare bottom. The gentle tickle of her long hair as the breeze rustled it over her ample breasts.

Her other senses awoke. She was sitting on the edge of a bed, facing a full-length mirror. Behind the bed, full length windows opened onto a deserted beach and a gentle ocean just beyond. It was nighttime out there, the lights from beachfront properties spilling out only just far enough to illuminate the beach and the very closest reaches of the surf. Far out near the horizon she could see the pinpoint lights of various ships and personal watercraft. She had no idea where she was, but if you were going to be somewhere mysterious, this wasn’t a bad place to be. 

The smell and sound of the ocean were utterly intoxicating to her. Again, it was a sensation far beyond anything she could imagine feeling sexually. 

And the thought of sexuality, of lust, came into her mind yet again, seemingly unbidden. Perhaps that was partly because she was on a bed, naked or very nearly so. The bed was luxurious, beautiful, king-sized. Her eyes were still focusing and at last they came into perfect focus and she was able to see herself in the mirror with clarity. 

She was absolutely stunning. 

Shining black hair cascaded over her firm shapely DD breasts. Her ivory skin stood out in contrast to her black hair but likewise shined in the soft moonlight. Her waist was thin, her hips wide and feminine, and even without standing up, she could tell that her ass was perfectly round, pert, and tight. The kind of ass that would drive men wild. Her legs were long, smooth, and strong, and her feet were narrow, with high arches and perfect pink pedicured toes. 

All she wore were a silver-and-gold choker necklace, perfectly fitted to her neck but not tight, and a skimpy G-string of the same color that scarcely covered her pussy and nothing else. The choker necklace had a small ring on the front of it, giving her the impression that it was a collar without its leash. 

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, legs together, hands folded on her lap, perfectly prim and proper. How in the world had she woken up in that position? Had she really been asleep, seated there at the edge of the bed, posture perfect, the very picture of perfect classy etiquette (apart from being nearly naked)? 

Nothing about this made any sense. And yet, she felt so perfectly, deliciously sensual, she didn’t care all that much. The world still felt surreal, dreamlike, too perfect to be real. In spite of the confusion, she felt perfectly, joyfully at peace. 

“Who am I?” She whispered aloud. “Where am I?” 

The amnesia struck her without even a wisp of panic or anxiety. Her whispered question, spoken aloud to nobody, had been a curious ponder, nothing more. With as good as she felt, as happy as she was, she almost didn’t care who she was. 

“Hey, you’re awake.” 

The young man who had spoken walked into the room through an open door that had escaped her notice until now. He was well dressed in slacks and a pressed royal blue polo with the word TALOS stitched on the right breast in stylized, futuristic-looking lettering. He was tall, muscular, and handsome. His blonde hair was shoulder length, swept back and perfectly styled, and his beard stubble gave his face the countenance of a sexy rugged mountain man. His body was beautifully sculpted and well-displayed under his thin slacks and polo. 

He approached with some trepidation in his face, and also she oddly felt as though he knew her... In a way. There was a complex emotion there, as he approached her. All of that mixed in with powerful curiosity and a sense of wonderment. 

“How do you...” He was choosing his words carefully. “How do you feel?” 

She laughed, and for the first time, seemingly ever, she heard the sound of her own voice. Musical, charmingly feminine, just like the rest of her. She felt fantastic. Even better now that he was there. She stared into his eyes, up into his handsome face. Her gaze moved south—down his body, his powerful shoulders, the beautifully muscled aspect of his torso just behind that thin polo shirt... And, finally, his cock. 

His cock was plainly visible against the outline of his very thin slacks. He was semi-hard and well on his way to full mast. The material of his pants was flimsy enough such that it left almost nothing to the imagination. She could see the outlined ridge of his tip, standing out against his pants, beginning to strain against them. 

The fiery lust in her belly came upon her in a powerful sudden rush. Quite suddenly, she needed nothing more than to have this man’s dick in her mouth. 

Without speaking, without taking her eyes off his, she slid from the edge of the bed and knelt on the floor. She was face to face with his crotch in seconds. His semi-hard cock bulged even bigger, almost fully erect.

She could smell his manly musk. The scent was pure, intoxicating, and she realized with a sense of awe and joy that she was the kind of woman who could get drunk off of the scent of a man. She was a sexual being, through and through, and that realization was the best feeling in the world.

“What are you doing?” He asked, his voice husky, his eyes full of lust.

“I want your cock,” she said simply. Her voice was sweet and soft, and yet still sultry.

She leaned forward, put her hands on his thighs, and pressed her nose to his clothed erection. She inhaled his scent, letting her eyelids flutter as she breathed out, moaning softly.

“You smell so good,” she cooed.

She mouthed his clothed cock through his slacks, sucking gently on his head, teasing her tongue against the fabric. She could taste the salty tang of pre-cum already.
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