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A frigid Teutonic wind cut straight through Leah as she struggled down Unter den Linden, nearly taking her breath away with sheer cold. She was trying to reach the university library, where she knew she would be greeted by the magic of central heating, but it just seemed so far away. And it was daytime – the night was far worse. Why had she thought that studying abroad in Berlin would be a good idea, again?

It wasn’t all bad, of course. The food was good, even at the university’s dining hall, and the chocolate was to die for. Her German, still shaky, had nevertheless improved dramatically. Even if the city wasn’t the most beautiful in the world, there was plenty to see and do. And spending a day in Germany’s other destination cities – Hamburg, Cologne, Frankfurt – was as easy as buying a train ticket. But…

The thing was, Leah wasn’t happy. She hadn’t been very successful at finding friends, hadn’t particularly enjoyed her classes, and certainly hadn’t adapted to the awful, awful winter, which went so far beyond anything she’d experienced back in Los Angeles that she wished she’d taken the warnings she’d gotten about it to heart. And now she had a German test to cram for. Things simply couldn’t get worse – or so she thought, until she saw Jordan swaggering down the street towards her.

Jordan was one of those loud, outgoing people who seem to take to new, uncertain situations like a fish takes to water. Where Leah had shrunk coming to Berlin, he seemed to have grown. He was always either surrounded by a pack of friends or hurrying to meet up with a few of them, and everything else seemed to be easy for him, too, even academics. He also always seemed to have a German woman hanging off his arm. German was the one subject he was truly atrocious in, but then his various girlfriends all spoke perfect English, and the way Jordan talked about them, it seemed like there wasn’t much of substance being said when they met up anyway.

But the worst thing about him was the illusion he seemed to preserve that he and Leah were close personal friends. When he noticed her, he flashed a broad smile and waved happily, calling out to her while they were still thirty feet apart. “Leah! Cold enough for ya?” He laughed. “How’s your day going? I haven’t seen you!”

“Um, yeah,” said Leah, once they were closer. “Well, I guess I’ve been busy. I have a German test to study for, actually, so…”

“Pssh, studying?” Jordan waved a hand. “I never study for German. Language is an organic subject, you know? You just have to wing it.”

“Well…I really think I have to,” said Leah. “I’m heading to the library now.”

“Oh, come on,” said Jordan. “Well, you’re the studying type, and I’m not going to be able to convince you to slack off, am I? At least take this.” Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a canned drink and handed it to her. “It’s from Kazakhstan or somewhere, so the label looks weird, but it really helps with energy and recall. I’ve used these for my math classes, and they’ve never let me down. Das ist der gut Scheiße, or whatever!”

“I think you might have the wrong case on some of those words,” said Leah, taking the can, “but, uh…thanks. I need all the help I can get.” Studying the label, she realized that she had no idea what brand the drink was. The label was written in the Cyrillic alphabet, and the only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman. It certainly wasn’t the kind of thing she would have picked off the shelf at the grocery store.

“Trust me on that stuff,” said Jordan, pointing at the can. “Well, I gotta split. I’m meeting some of the guys to get set up for a little party. But hey, you have my number – give me a call sometime! Who knows? Maybe I have some German studying tips for you!”

“Yeah, um, I will,” said Leah, who intended to do nothing of the sort. It was true that she had Jordan’s number – they had been in the same group for a project the semester before – but she had never once called or texted him, and she doubted he would really be able to help her with almost anything at all. Mildly irritated, she bade him goodbye and then hurried to the library, hoping to get straight into studying.

Hours later, though, nothing had worked. Cases and conjugations were swimming in front of her eyes, but they were all jumbled together, and everything that should have been einfach was feeling schwierig instead. She was making no progress, it was getting close to dinner time, and she had to do something soon.

So she took the can out and looked at it. Technically, food and drink weren’t allowed in the library, but no one was watching – would downing whatever Jordan had given her help with her studying? On the one hand, she hardly trusted him enough to believe that it would really solve her problems, but on the other hand, hey, she was in dire straits here. Taking a deep breath, she unscrewed the cap and took a sip.

The taste was hard to describe. There were notes of vanilla, but mostly the flavor was of sweet, syrupy apricots. The liquid coated her tongue and slid down her throat, and it should have been repulsive…but something about it made her go back for another sip. The apricot flavoring tasted fresh from the tree, and even though the texture was unusual, it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Before she knew it, the entire can was gone.

Within minutes, her mind was buzzing with new energy. She wondered for a moment what was in the drink, but it just didn’t seem important, not compared to the table of German verbs she’d been trying to memorize for the past several hours. All of a sudden, her mind was a steel trap, and though the poor, defenseless words were trying their best, they couldn’t escape her improved faculties. Within fifteen minutes, she had the whole table memorized and could recite it at will; fifteen minutes after that, she was done studying altogether.

As soon as Leah closed the textbook and replaced it in her backpack, though, she began to feel different. She could still recall the German she’d been reviewing, but the other things about her day seemed to be eluding her. There had been something on her grocery list, she seemed to recall, and something she’d been meaning to do once she got back home…but who cared? She’d gotten her studying done. Maybe her brain was just fried after all that concentration.

The tram system carried her back to her apartment. The trip was usually tiresome – she’d joked to friends and family that she practically had to go to Poland just to get home every night – but tonight it wasn’t bothering her. A fog had settled in over her mind, a fog that made it difficult to worry about everyday annoyances. She was on autopilot as she made dinner, got her things ready for the next day, and settled into bed, and she got to sleep that night more easily than she had in months.

* * *

The next morning had its ups and downs for Leah. On the minus side, the brain fog from the night before was stronger than ever when she got up, and she found it almost impossible to make it through her morning routine without trouble. She took several minutes to hunt down her toothbrush, she couldn’t remember what she’d been meaning to have for breakfast, and, most troublingly, she seemed to only be able to find clothes in the wrong size. For some reason, everything she pulled out of her closet was much too small, unable to fit over either her boobs or her waist and ass – it was almost like they were bigger, but that made no sense. She also felt an urge to put on some extra makeup, just for good luck, so she was very nearly late to her German test.

On the plus side, she aced the test. All the fog disappeared the instant she picked up her pencil, and she only had to close her eyes to see a perfect image of the conjugation tables. It felt like cheating, but she finished half an hour early and strode out into the hallway. Even with all her trouble earlier, she had to admit she was in a wonderful mood.

Just as she was about to leave, though, Jordan came out of the room after her. “Leah! It looks like you aced the test – did you try the drink?”

Leah wanted to feel irritated with him, with his overly familiar manner, but the fog in her brain simply wouldn’t let her. Instead, she found herself giggling, which she never did. “Like, I did, but you must have aced the test too, right? We were, like, the first ones out!”

“Oh, no, no, no,” said Jordan, laughing. “No, I’m only out here because I didn’t know shit. I know I said that German was an organic subject, but I don’t think I have an organic brain.” He paused, seeming to think for a moment. “Hey…that gives me an idea. This test was a wash, obviously, but maybe you could help me out. With your mind powers, maybe I could get a jump start on the next unit’s verb conjugations! We can’t really talk in the library, so how about at my apartment? It’s just nearby, and my roommates are gone right now.”

Leah felt like she shouldn’t have wanted to say yes, but she did. There was something about Jordan, now that she was really looking at him, that made a mysterious place deep inside of her awaken and begin to stir. He was muscular, she was realizing, and tall, and handsome, and probably a great study partner…so what did she have to lose? “Like, sure!”

Jordan’s apartment really was close by, but the most challenging thing about getting there wasn’t the distance; it was the difficulty Leah was having in keeping her eyes off her new study buddy. If she stared too much, she knew he would notice, but when a man had a face like that, arms like that, an ass like that, how was she supposed to restrain herself?

They spread their books out on the kitchen table in his bright, airy apartment. She could only imagine how much he was paying in rent, and as a college student to boot, but that was his problem, not hers. Somehow, they ended up sitting on the same side of the table – Leah told herself that it was so they could look at each others’ work more easily – and then they began to work.

Compared to Leah, Jordan really was miserable at German. The mental fog closed in when she looked at him, but it vanished when she looked down at her textbook, so she had enough clarity to be able to soak in the new vocabulary. But when she tried to drill him, he missed nearly every question. Still, it didn’t seem to matter; soon, they were both laughing as he mangled yet another dative case, and then she found herself guiding his hand to the correct conjugation in the table, but it was harder to find than she’d expected, and then they were both lingering there, and then, and then…

Her heart was fluttering as he looked up at her. “Listen, Leah, I appreciate your help, but I really feel bad for having asked you here. I’m just not sure I’m ever going to get this.”

“Like, keep trying!” Leah was willing to admit that he wasn’t a natural, but she found that she truly wanted him to succeed. “You’ll get it eventually!”

“I’ll keep studying,” he said. “Well, every now and then, anyway. I just think there’s something more…productive…we could be doing right now.”

“Really?” asked Leah, knowing full well what he meant. Her heart was beating a mile a minute, but her pussy was also twinging with excitement, and she wondered whether he was expecting the same thing that she was. “Like what?”

“Like…this,” he said, and then he was squeezing her hand as he leaned towards her, and their lips were meeting. German conjugations flew out of Leah’s head as she gave into the fog, as she let her mind sink into a haze of arousal. She had been wanting this for a long time, she realized, a very long time, so why wait any longer?

Jordan certainly didn’t intend to. As they locked lips, his hand was already creeping down her back, and she knew that he was moving to grab a handful of her ass. She could have stopped him, but what would have been the fun in that? She wanted this as badly as he did. Instead, she sighed softly as he cupped her soft flesh, as he squeezed and massaged it.

Before she knew quite what she was doing, her hand was traveling down the front of his shirt in turn, fingers creeping down his firm, muscular chest and belly. She could feel his strength, his virility, and those thoughts only made her more eager for what would be coming next. When her hand reached his cock – which she could feel stiffening even through his jeans – she felt a new wave of arousal flowing through her, as well as a new determination to take this further.

“Well,” murmured Jordan, voice surprisingly low and measured, “why don’t we get a few things out of the way first?” He seized her shirt and tugged it over her head; she giggled as it fell to the floor, no longer needed. His own shirt soon followed, and then he retaliated by grabbing her bra, unhooking the clasp in one smooth motion and letting it tumble onto her shirt. She gasped as her tits fell out into the open, but not entirely with arousal. It seemed that her bra was smaller than she remembered, and it felt absolutely wonderful to be free of it, just the same way it felt absolutely wonderful to be free with Jordan.

The sight of Leah’s boobs seemed to hypnotize him. He took one into his hand, gently squeezed and massaged it, tweaked the nipple. She had never felt before that someone was so attracted to her body, so it was absolutely intoxicating to feel his gaze and hands on her. She couldn’t help but turn up the heat, slipping her own hand into his jeans and massaging his member through only the thin barrier of his boxer shorts. She had had sex before, once or twice, but it had never been this hot. How deep did this rabbit hole go?

But Jordan wasn’t satisfied with only her tits. Just as she was relaxing into his massage, his hand traveled down her body and undid the button and zipper of her pants. Before she knew what was happening, his fingers were dancing over her pussy, teasing and rubbing her without quite ever entering her slit. Every now and then, he would brush against her clit, but he would never quite go all the way and give her the pleasure she wanted so badly. She felt her arousal rising to a fever pitch. It was getting harder and harder to resist the urge to simply throw her partner down on the couch or something and ride him then and there, to dispense with all this nonsense, but she knew it would make the finish all the sweeter when it did come.

Still, Leah’s patience would only go so far, and she desperately wanted to get things moving faster. Pushing down his jeans and his boxers, she took his warm, almost-fully-erect cock into her hand and began to pump gently. It was stiff, weighty, and playing with it felt absolutely divine. Its length and thickness were products of his arousal, and she knew that she had caused that arousal. How beautiful was that? After so many years of unrequited love and unreturned sexual attraction, she had finally found someone who found the same way about her that she did about him, even if those feelings only went skin deep. Grinning, she began to pump slightly faster.

Jordan grunted and exhaled, clearly enjoying her ministrations, but he was still capable of striking back. One of his fingers found a place on her clit, gently rubbing and flicking the sensitive nub. His motions sent sparks of pleasure up through her, and she found herself moaning softly in turn. Another of his fingers eased past her pussy lips, sliding gently into her, stretching her oh-so-gently as it wriggled this way and that. The two-pronged attack left her panting and grinding up against his hand, trying desperately to get him to go deeper. This was heaven.

For a few minutes, they went on more or less like that. Leah pumped away at Jordan’s cock, feeling it stiffen between her fingers until it could stiffen no more, and he pleasured her in turn, each of his movements filled with passion. She couldn’t have said how much time was passing; she was aware only of her motions and of his. After all, did anything else really matter? Everything that had been on her mind – German class, her terrible apartment, her student loans – it was all fading away into the fog, replaced by beautiful, addictive arousal.

And then Jordan pulled his hand away. Leah actually gasped in surprise, so addicted was she to the pleasure he was providing. “Like, baby, keep going! I need you…I need you so bad…”

“I want to,” he said. “I want it as badly as you do. But if it’s all right with you, I’d like to raise the stakes.” Fishing around in the pocket of his jeans, he pulled out a condom and showed it to her with a grin. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

Leah’s eyes widened. “Like, yes. Yes, I definitely am!” The idea of having his cock inside her made his fingers seem like old news and sent a new wave of arousal coursing through her. “Fuck, just…just hurry up and…”

And then both of them were kicking off their pants, and he was standing up and slipping on the condom, and she was bending over the table, planting her hands on top of their German notebooks. Her pussy was dripping wet by now, screaming to receive him, and she knew she couldn’t wait much longer, not much longer at all.

It seemed like an eternity before his strong hands finally seized her hips, before his cock pushed up against her pussy opening. She’d gone this far before, but with a man so drunk he hadn’t even been able to get fully hard. Jordan was completely different. His cock was hard as iron, and he was strong, virile, exactly the kind of lover she needed to make sex absolutely unforgettable.

He took a deep breath, and Leah braced herself against the table; then he was easing himself into her. He was about average in terms of length, but thick, thick enough that she had to grit her teeth and take a deep breath as he stretched her open. The pain was worth it, though. As he pushed himself aside, her arousal grew by leaps and bounds, and every one of his movements seemed to send ripples of pleasure coursing through her nervous system. The sensations were so strong now, her lust so powerful, that she knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that Jordan was capable of bringing her to orgasm. And she wanted to get there so badly that she was willing to do almost anything to achieve it.

Once the thick, meaty head of his cock was inside her, the going was downhill. His shaft was a bit slimmer, but the sensation was just as delicious as it slid into her pussy. Each vein and ridge felt different, and she felt a moan escape her lips as the initial pain of their coupling turned into pleasure. Her lover seemed to be enjoying himself as well; he was making a strange growling sound as he pushed into her, and his breath was coming fast and shallow. The atmosphere was hypercharged with arousal now, and nothing was stopping either of them from making their fantasies reality.

At last, Jordan’s pelvis touched Leah’s ass, and his cock was buried inside of her as far as it would go. She felt a brief moment of triumph at having taken him up to the hilt, but she didn’t have long to celebrate her victory, because just then he began to thrust. He went slowly at first, as careful and gentle as he ever was, but even still the sensations he was sending through her were completely new. As wonderful as his fingers had been, this was something fierce, wild, even a little dangerous, and she loved it, absolutely loved it.

As he sped up, the pleasure only got more intense. What had initially been just a few tantalizing sparks had grown into a pile of smoldering embers, and now he was stoking it into a burning blaze of sheer passion. His thick rod was touching places inside of her that she hadn’t known existed, places his finger had never reached, places nothing had ever reached. She pushed her ass back against him, trying to get him to go deeper, to fuck her harder, and in turn he placed a hand on her shoulder, pulling at her with each thrust. The gesture was casual, but it was so erotic as a display of dominance that she found herself melting at his touch.

Soon, Jordan reached a speed and rhythm that made Leah’s insides feel like they were turning to jelly. Deep within her, something began to stir, something that she knew would eventually grant her the orgasm she needed so badly. “Oh shit, baby,” she gasped, “like, oh fuck, just like that, more like that, oh fuck, please…” Her words blended into a steady stream of obscenities, and though her lover said nothing in response, she could feel his cock hardening inside of her, and his breathing grew faster and shallower. She wondered whether he had been more turned on in his life, because she certainly hadn’t.

Once again, they found themselves slipping into a steady, pleasurable rhythm, a beautiful virtuous cycle of lust and stimulation. Leah’s arms were growing weak under Jordan’s assault, and she had to scramble for a better handhold on the table, sending books and papers flying as she scrambled across its surface. He was grunting with each thrust now, clutching her hip and shoulder with an iron grip, and the world seemed to fade away now, and the only thing that existed was that table, and Jordan, and the pleasure that was building inside of her.

And she was close now, very close. There was a fire inside of her, a fire that licked at her organs and threatened to burn her up from the inside out, and she was crying out for him to fuck her harder, to give her that extra push over the edge, and she wondered briefly whether he was close, too, because he was shoving himself into her absolutely as far as he could go, and every one of his thrusts was sweet, beautiful agony for her, and then she was, and then she was, and then she was…

And then she was finally cumming. Fireworks of ecstasy were going off inside of her, and everything in her body seemed to disappear except her pussy, which was now shooting bolts of lightning up to her brain and down to her toes, and the sensation was so intense that she felt her legs shaking. Her arms gave way, and she fell down onto the table, gasping as pleasure coursed through her, scrambling her brain, sending her careening into a pleasurable fog that momentarily blocked out all of reality. This was what she had been missing all her life, and she would be damned if she was going to go without it any longer.

As Leah came back to herself – slowly, gradually – she realized that Jordan must have blown his load. His thrusts into her were firm but desultory, the movements of a man trying to milk the last drops of pleasure from his orgasm. She smiled; she had done it. He must have had sex with more than a few girls over the years, but she had given him something he wouldn’t soon be forgetting. As the last of her orgasm drained out of her, she breathed out, relaxed as he finally pulled out of her. The tabletop was surprisingly comfortable.

“Well,” said Jordan, pulling the condom off his cock and tossing it into the trash, “how was that? Glad you came over?”

“Ach,” said Leah, “so das war gut.”

He laughed. “Would you believe that after two whole years of German, I have no fucking idea what that means?”

“It doesn’t matter, baby,” she said. “Like, you know about what really matters in life. And you’ve helped me learn, too.”

“Helped you?” He smiled. “I think you knew all along.”

“Come on, now, baby,” said Leah, “I may be dumb, but I’m not, like, dumb dumb. I know what that drink did to me. But, like, I’m not mad. I’m so much happier this way. And, like, I could definitely find a job as a German translator, right?”

“You definitely could,” he said, tossing her a towel for cleanup. “And hey, if you keep helping me, maybe I’ll pass the class this semester!”

“Or maybe you’ll fail because you, like, spent too much time with your dick in me,” she said. “But we’ll find out. It’s, like, a science experiment.”

“Well,” said Jordan, “you know what they say. German science is the world’s best.”

“Ja,” said Leah. Glancing out the window, she smiled. It was cold outside, but sunny; she wondered if the nice weather was an early sign of spring. If so, it was sure to be a spring to remember.
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