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So I got myself
this free flight – well there is no such thing as a free lunch. The
small price to pay was a little blue pill at the airport coffee
shop. And here I am – squirming in my seat and 7 hours to go before
touchdown. How the hell am I going to survive that long without
exploding?



Some weird sex wizard guy in a black suit with Nehru collar and a
fine accompanying Nehru collared ivory shirt with pearl buttons sat
beside me.



"Where are you going?" He asked me, with an odd glint in his eye.
He seemed to already know a lot about me – he had 'that look' on
his face. Ad if he knew exactly what was going to happen next. What
could I do but play along out of sheer curiosity?



"I just finished my business degree," I bragged "I'm off to Kuala
Lumpur for a job interview."



"Oh very nice!" He exclaimed softly, his silver bristly beard
flexing with his middle aged smile. He looked half Indian yet half
European. Had a mixed accent, like some kind of Asian with Italian
and a dash of German clarity. He was obviously rich, got around a
lot, very experienced. His bald head shone like a boffin's and his
lucid white eyes were full of zest and zeal. I just couldn't help
but like the man – feeling intensely drawn to his aura.



"It must be very exciting to branch out across the globe. So young
and fresh. But tough going yes???" He enticed.



"Yeahh... Well it cost me all the money I have to book the flight
and get a cheap hotel. I hope I get the job. Otherwise I'm stuck.
But I've got to try. I believe in trying." I said, trying to sound
upbeat. In truth – I was throwing in all I had and taking the best
risk I could find. It was that or be stuck in my local town as a
bank clerk.



"I see, I see..." He nodded enthusiastically. Then smiled to me, a
mischievous smile that captivated me, held me still – I knew he was
going to offer me something and in my situation all I could do was
wait for an offer I couldn't refuse. I just hoped it wouldn't be to
join the Sicilian Mafia. What could be worse than that?



"I have a proposition for you..." He smirked "I run a
pharmaceutical company. I'm putting a new aphrodisiac on trial
soon. Before I do – I'd like to make sure I'm not wasting my time
with a placebo. Would you like to participate???" He enthused me
with the upnote in his question.



Still I had to laugh. I'm 25 years old and fit and healthy. I don't
need Viagra.



"Well..." I hesitated "I'm not sure... Will it make me sick? Any
side effects? I'm pretty sexual anyway. I'm young, you
know..."



"Oh yes yes I understand!" He said "Don't worry – absolutely no
side effects. It will either work or not work. And I'm interested
in seeing what it does in a healthy young man. You see – part of my
marketing strategy is selling to healthy young people – not the
impotent. I want to offer something to the young that gives them
BETTER sex lives, not merely good ones..." He really was serious –
and as he carried on explaining it to me – the idea of being so
unbelievably horny that you're in a permanent state of blissful
deep near orgasm sounded like something I'd like to do every
weekend.



"As an extra thank you for your participation," he said, "I'll
cover your flight and even book you into a better hotel. I'll also
give your new employer a good reference from myself. I'm a CEO so
it should go some way. What do you say???" He smiled, pulling a
little gold box with Arabic style engravings on top – beautifully
bejewelled with emeralds and rubies.



An offer I can't refuse.



"Ahhhh why not!" I drawled "Sure! Give me the pill!"



He opened the box and offered me the little blue pill inside. I
peered at it. Best trip ever?



"How long does it take to work?" I asked.



"It shouldn't take too long – by the time you board I expect. It
will last the whole day. Enjoy yourself!" He offered, motioning the
box in his hands toward me.



I took the pill, stared at it between my fingers for a second – and
swallowed it.





The CEO had
long departed as I was boarding my flight. God that air hostess is
hot. I think she's Arab or something. Just so hot. I can't stop
looking at her but I'm trying to behave myself. Then she gives me
the big smile and that beautiful female soft toned high pitched
voice just sends shockwaves through me:



"Good morning sir! Have a good flight!" She chimed. Those big brown
eyes and that hot raven hair tied neatly beneath that hat. The
scent from her perfume, her body heat from 18 inches off as I pass
her by, the white blouse that promises to be transparent at the
right angle and light deflection yet fails to unveil the goods...
The tight corporate skirt hugging her little size 8 hourglass waist
and those gorgeous, gorgeous, gorgeous thighs... Oh man... I'm
taking in every single detail. Her long slender dextrous fingers
would feel so amazing around...



For God's sake man! I'm not in highschool anymore! I'm a business
graduate! I'm going to get a job! Cool it down!



I'm getting a little hot. I feel flushed. It's hard to describe –
like I went running or something. The whole world feels more lucid
and intense. The gnawing in my penis is glowing more and more like
an inferno. Almost aching. I have to keep pursing my lips and
swallowing. I feel good in some odd sort of way. Really good.
Strong, ready, ready to win – and dammit she's hot!





Suddenly I
notice every hot female ass up and down the aisles of the plane.
Every hourglass figure – with every slight difference. There is no
difference in attractiveness in my mind. Between slightly plump,
succulent, lean, thin as a waif – they're all so unbelievably hot
in their very own unique way and I suffer the sudden urge to taste
every single one of them. To know how each one feels wrapped around
me, to know what makes her gasp and squirm. I'm not even seeing
their faces – just their hot asses. Little pert ones, full round
ones, lean tight ones, soft succulent ones, wide ones, narrow ones,
you name it – everything is totally present in my field of vision
all at once.



God she's bending over. Please don't do that. Not now. What is
happening to me? God look at that. Oh no, now she's stretching her
entire body to load her hand luggage into the locker above. Look at
that body! God nothing beats a hot female stretching up to the sky
like a dancing ballerina. Her breasts flex upward and I just can't
help but gawp at her up and down, fixing on her flexing breasts –
heaving in motion as she organises herself. Then there goes another
– then another – then another... All the women up and down the
plane somehow seem so irresistible all at once! What is happening
to me!!!



I feel the heaviness in the entire shaft of my penis as it begins
to volumise itself. I'm not getting hard – not now – I'm not
letting that happen. Snap out of it. But that frisky feeling of
aggression – of absolutely lucid attention to every detail all
around me – just won't go away. I feel so alive. So strong. Somehow
– so myself. Like this is me at my very best, my very truest
to myself, my Holiest and Highest state of being. All else is
inferior – not true Consciousness – but a diminution of the Self.
And there is no sense of ego, no trivial vanity picked up from the
social trends around me. No sense of being a 'good guy' or a
'proper man' – my sense of manhood is much more primordial and
fundamental. More genuine – essentially the same as every other man
if we could be so honest with one another, men and women
together... But I look around – and the oblivion – the total
oblivion is so clear to me. Nobody notices anything about
themselves or one another. But I do – and I'm feeling it more and
more.



God Jeez look at that!!! Why did she have to stretch up like that
in those tight demins and that little yellow t-shirt! The way it
rode up above her bellybutton, the low cut jeans letting me see the
curvature of her bare pelvis, the dimples on her lower back... Oh
Jeez the dimples! Oh God! The little dimples!



And that bellybutton. Oh baby – what I want to do with that
bellybutton... My tongue twitches in my mouth automatically.
Wanting to get in on the action. The heaviness down the sides of my
penile shaft sharpens to twitches that vibrate to the underside
right to the frenulum. My glans feels somehow slightly more turgid,
heavier, bulkier in my boxer shorts. Every muscle in my body has
got tighter – angrier – ready for action. To them there is not much
difference between sex and war. Just action all the same – arduous
grind till conquest. And that is all I want now – as my
consciousness narrows into sharp focus like the tipped front of a
fighter jet screaming into action, armed and ready to go.



There is no turning back. Suddenly I like it. I love live more than
ever before. I want more of everything. I'm loving it.





"Would you like
to sit here sir?" Another absolutely HOT air hostess politely
gestures me to my seat. Oh my God look at her little hands. Her
neat little waif frame and those long slender legs. Those full lips
embossed by her cherry lipstick and the mascara does something to
the eyes. Jeez girl's eyes have never been so attractive. Her pure
white teeth contrasting with her exotic bronze skin. Another Arab
or something? The hens teeth and Holy Grail among women – every guy
wants that one Arab in his lifetime. Just to say he did it first
and foremost – and second to taste the Samosa. Never before has
that rule:



Variety is the spice of life.



Become so apparent and true to me. I'm getting hornier and hornier
and to my horror I realise the pill is working. What's worse – I am
in no way permitted to relieve myself no matter how unbearable it
gets – that's part of the experiment. Right now I'd do anything to
spend a quick 5 minutes in the little aircraft toilet and knock
this demon on the head. I know within the hour I'll be too horny to
cope. It feels like I haven't had sex in a week. At this rate –
it'll soon feel like 3 weeks of celibacy. What about in 7 hours???
How the hell am I going to get through this flight?



I'm trying not to look at the hot little air hostess. But I can
smell her girly body perspiring beneath her
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