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Lauren gazed out the window. The opposite apartment tower glimmered in the late afternoon sun, and evening’s first cool breezes were rustling the leaves of the trees below. But nature held no special attraction for her, not today. No, today she had just one thing – one man – in mind.

It had all begun the night before. Lauren was part of a board game group; it wasn’t one of those incredibly nerdy ones, since it was drawn only from the people who lived in the complex. Mostly, meetings were a vehicle for wine drinking and gossip, with the Monopoly board getting unfolded when the natural conversation began to die away.

But at that meeting, that fateful meeting, something life-changing had happened. Ryan, the man whose window she was now intently staring at, had told her, as they’d both gone to get more pizza, about a meditation file he’d found on the internet that was supposed to be incredibly effective. He wasn’t big into that kind of thing, he’d said, but he’d been wondering if she would be willing to give it a try.

She accepted immediately. Ryan was cute, and doing a little favor for him would give her points in his book; what was more, she really was big into self-care, so another excuse to make time for that was more than welcome. After the meetup, which had been at her place, she’d cleaned up and then gotten comfy on the couch, ready to balance her chakras or whatever.

But then...something weird had happened. She had no memory of anything that had occurred from the time she’d hit play until the time she’d woken up that morning, dressed only in a set of her sexiest lingerie. It wasn’t as if that was a normal event for a Friday night.

Another weird thing –and this was still happening – was that Lauren simply didn’t care at all about the time she’d lost. She just couldn’t be bothered about it. So what? Something had gone down, and now she was feeling really, really good. So good, in fact, that everything else faded away when she just focused on the beautiful feelings floating through her inner self.

The day had passed in a haze. Her mind was foggy and unfocused, and because she couldn’t think about anything in any detail, the hours just seemed to fly by. She flipped through the TV channels; made a nice fruit salad for lunch; put on makeup, even though she wasn’t planning to go out. Anything she did felt good, so she didn’t worry too much about what she was doing.

But there was also another feeling burning within her. She was gripped by a deep, unquenchable lust, a lust so strong that she’d been driven nearly frantic in the morning trying to figure out how to contain it. An hour with her trusty vibrator had cooled things down slightly, but it wasn’t enough; she needed a cock. And Ryan, she suspected, was the man to give it to her. Now if only he would just come flying over to her window…

She gasped when a knock sounded on the door. Was it...was it him? She couldn’t think of any real reason why he would come to visit out of the blue – they weren’t close friends or anything – but she wasn’t in the mood to think about it. Nearly tripping over herself, she bounded to the door.

When it opened, Lauren nearly gasped. It was Ryan! He was just standing there, a slight blush creeping up his cheeks; she realized that that was probably because she was in lingerie, but she didn’t care in the slightest. She summoned her brightest smile. “Like, hi, Ryan!”

“Uh, hi, Lauren,” said Ryan. “Listen, I think I left my wallet in here last night. Do you think…”

“Oh, the wallet thingy!” Lauren slapped her forehead. “Of course!” She’d found a strange wallet tucked into the couch cushions that morning; it hadn’t occurred to her to figure out whose it was. “That’s, like, just in here. Come in!” She beckoned to him; his desire to get his wallet back seemed to overcome his reservations about entering a room with a woman clad in almost nothing, and he followed her into the living area.

“Oh, there it is,” said Ryan, pointing to it. “Uh, well, you seem to be kind of busy, so I really don’t want to intrude on you for too much longer –”

“No!” Lauren surprised herself with the passion of her voice. “No, um, like, you can stay for, uh...um, lemonade! There’s lemonade in the fridge. It’s, like, lemonade weather, right?”

“Lauren, are you…” Ryan paused. “Have you been...drinking a lot of coffee or something?”

“No,” said Lauren. It was true; she’d only had one cup that morning. “Like, I’m just feeling good, I guess.” Turning towards the fridge, she made sure to show off her ass as she reached for the door handle; the nightie was so clingy that it was like she was wearing nothing at all. “So, like, what do you say?”

“Uh…” Ryan paused; Lauren couldn’t see him as she rummaged through the fridge, but she assumed he was blushing. “I guess. I mean, I really shouldn’t, but…”

“Oh, it’s no trouble at all,” she said, straightening up and flashing him a wide smile. “I didn’t have any plans or anything today.” Getting two glasses from the fridge, she poured out some lemonade and then motioned to the table. “Like, have a seat.”

“Sure,” Ryan said, giving a resigned smile and doing as she asked. “I had fun last night. Would have had more fun, too, if Jake hadn’t put hotels down on Park Place and Boardwalk.”

“Like, he always does that,” said Lauren, laughing. “He’s always lucky. Oh, speaking of the meeting, I listened to the, like, tape thingy you sent me.”

“Oh?” A strange expression flashed across Ryan’s face, almost one of regret, but it soon disappeared when he looked back at her, replaced by a smile. “Is that...is that so?”

“Yeah,” she said, taking a sip of lemonade. “It made me feel...like, really good. Really good.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” he said. “I never trust those mediation programs, but if it really worked, then I guess it was worth sending over.”

Lauren was seized by a strange impulse, an overwhelming desire to turn up the heat. “Do you want to see, like, how good?”

“Um…” Ryan was blushing yet again, and he looked like a deer in headlights. “How...good?”

“Yes, silly,” said Lauren, giggling. “How good.” And then her leg was stretching out underneath the table, toes gently coming to rest on his crotch. She was pleased to notice that he was already getting hard. “Because, like, I feel good enough for two.”

“Oh, Lauren, I…” Ryan struggled for words for a moment, then gave up and flashed a defeated smile. “If...if you really want to…”

“I do want to,” said Lauren. “Like, I want to do it right here, right now. I can’t even wait one more minute. And I know what I want to start with, too.”

“What...what did you have in mind?” asked Ryan, still a bit hesitant. “Something weird? I don’t have that much experience…”

“Neither do I, silly,” said Lauren, “but we’re just going to make it work. Watch.” She slid under the table and got onto her knees; Ryan’s bulge was now less than a foot from her face, and her desire was quickly becoming overpowering. Since waking up that morning, she’d wanted nothing more than to suck a cock, and now she was so close she could practically taste it.

Soon she really would be tasting it. Leaning forward, she undid the button of his jeans, then slid the zipper down; that left his groin completely defenseless, so that she was able to pull his pants down past his knees. After that, all that was left was his underwear. Slowly, tenderly, she took the waistband into her hands and began to pull it down, letting it slide over his skin as she revealed, first the tender skin of his crotch, and then, inch by mouthwatering inch, his rapidly-hardening cock itself.

Lauren had vague memories of giving another blowjob to some other guy at some other time, but that hadn’t been nearly as good as this was. She’d been thinking about something else, she remembered, wondering when he was going to finish, and she’d almost been relieved when he hadn’t been able to get hard...but she wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice. The fog in her mind evaporated when she thought about sucking cock, about giving pleasure; in fact, her brain worked even better than before when it came to sex. Maybe she wasn’t going to make Ryan cum, not just yet, but she was going to bring him damn close, and she was going to make this moment something he’d remember forever.

That meant that every detail mattered. Reaching forward, she felt a flower of lust bloom inside of her as her fingers brushed against the head of her lover’s cock. The skin was stretched nearly taut, bulging with virile energy. Ryan was a little geeky, there was no denying that, but he had the power that she craved, that she hungered for with every fiber of her being. This was going to be amazing.

She began to let her fingers travel gently up and down Ryan’s shaft, tracing invisible lines on the surface of his skin, feeling the blood pumping underneath. He breathed out and seemed to lean forward on the table; she smiled, realizing that she was very much on the right track. She’d never managed to impress men in bed before, but this one she practically had eating out of her hand.

Some internal sense guided Lauren as she gently took his balls into her other hand, an unconscious feeling for what he had to want. That was new, and she intended to let it bring her to all the right places. His balls were heavy and firm; clearly, it had been a few days since he’d jacked off. As she rolled them between her fingers, she imagined the cum they held, the cum that she wanted more than anything in the world.

But by now, she was getting impatient; she could only imagine how things were for him. Leaning forwards a little further, she planted a soft kiss on the very tip of his cock, tasting the little bead of precum that had already formed there. Ryan shuddered at the sensation, a sound that urged her to go further, to give him even more of what he wanted.

Tenderly, she ran her tongue along the side of her lover’s shaft, feeling the network of veins underneath, savoring the taste of sweat and musk. When she reached the end, his tool was even harder than before, and she felt it brush against her cheek as she bent a little lower and took one of his ample balls into her mouth.

For some reason, she felt a burst of arousal in that moment. Maybe it was how close she was to the source of what she so desired, or maybe it was the simple, understated depravity of French-kissing a man’s cojones; either way, the arousal within her doubled and tripled, and she felt an animalistic need to pick up the pace, to get the gratification she knew they both so desired. But that would have to wait, she knew, just for a few minutes. It wasn’t that she wanted to drag her feet, but the payoff would be so, so much greater if they both had to work for it. Really, it would be a crime to let herself off the hook too early.

Still, she had to take it further. Releasing Ryan’s balls, she worked her way back up his shaft – slowly, deliberately, savoring every motion – and then took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was almost like a living thing, throbbing against her tongue; she massaged it gently, applying a gentle suction and a lot of loving care. Her lover grunted above her, a deep, animalistic grunt that betrayed the raw satisfaction he was taking from this moment. Had she ever done something as satisfying, as addictive, as this?

Slowly, lovingly, Lauren began to slide her lover’s cock past her lips, taking more and more of it into her mouth. She felt a drive to go as far as she could, and even though she was fairly sure she’d never be able to take the whole thing, it was a journey she knew she would enjoy. His rod was meaty, heavy in her mouth; she enjoyed the feeling of it throbbing against her tongue, of the blood pumping through the powerful organ.

Once she had gotten as far as she could, she established a steady rhythm, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head and shaft, sucking gently all the while. Ryan’s heartbeat quickened, and his breathing grew heavier above the table. She wondered how long he would last, and whether he would want to cum in her mouth or not. His pleasure was her pleasure, after all.

The heat of the scene grew and grew, and Lauren felt the desire within her soaring to levels she hadn’t thought possible. If she got her way, this wouldn’t end with a simple blowjob; she was sweating, her heart pounding, every fiber of her being jangling with arousal. She needed more.

At last, he could stand it no longer. “Oh god,” he said, pushing at her head, “if you don’t, if you don’t stop…”

Obediently, Lauren pulled her head off his cock. “Did you like it?’

“Fuck,” said Ryan, pushing his chair back. “If I had known it could be like that. I would’ve…” he paused. “This doesn’t end here, does it? I want more.”

“Like, I do too,” she said, getting out from under the table. “I need you inside me. I need your fingers on my clit. I need it all, babe.”

“Sounds good to me,” he said, standing up. “The couch?”

“The couch,” agreed Lauren. She went over to it, watching her lover as he got undressed; the sight of his bare skin drove her nearly insane with desire. When he had finished and was standing, completely naked, in the middle of her living room, the arousal grew to be too much; moaning softly, she began to play with herself, fingers dancing across her clit and her vagina. Even this simple act of self-pleasure was so, so much better with Ryan there, and she felt pleasure begin to flow through her, to collect in the internal reservoir that she knew would provide the fuel for an explosive orgasm.

As Ryan pulled on a condom, she shoved first one finger, then two, into her pussy, savoring the deep, addictive sensations the motion sent shooting through her. Searching for some other way of pleasuring herself, she reached for her breasts, kneading them with her free hand, grabbing and tweaking her nipples; she had never been much for breast play before, but now it was another dimension of arousal for her, another instrument in her orchestra of ecstasy.

“Hey, don’t start without me!” said Ryan, smiling as he strode towards her. He got onto the couch, straddling her, and placed one hand on each side of her; she was underneath him now, in complete submission to his whims and desires.

“Oh fuck, baby, it’s just...I’m, like, so turned on right now. This is already the best sex I’ve ever had, and we’re, like, just getting started.” Lauren looked into his eyes, trying to make him understand just how desperate she was for him to get started. But openly begging him...well, she wasn’t quite there yet.

“Oh, boy,” said Ryan. “I’d agree, but that really raises the stakes here. Are you sure we’ll be able to measure up to your expectations?” The ghost of a smile flickered across his face; was he intentionally taunting her?

“Baby, just...just fuck me,” moaned Lauren. Whatever inhibitions she’d had were long gone by now. “Please just fuck me. Just...do me, and worry about it later. Like, I need you so, so bad.”

“All right, all right,” said Ryan. Pushing her legs apart, he lowered himself onto her until his cockhead was just inches from her vagina; then, bit by bit, he began to thrust forward.

She was so wild with lust that it took her a moment to realize that his cock was resting against the opening of her vagina. When she did, she moaned softly; no words could express how she felt in that moment. The touch of his manhood sent a new kind of electricity coursing through her, an indescribable jolt of pure sexual arousal.

And then it was inside. His cockhead stretched her to capacity, but there was only a little pain before it was all the way in, and then his shaft was following it, veins brushing against her pussy lips, giving her little twinges of pleasure. The feeling of being filled gave her a sense of satisfaction that she realized she’d been missing all her life. Was this...was this her purpose in the world? Nothing else had ever even come close to eliciting these same feelings from her, and she thought for a moment about a future filled with cocks, cocks fucking her, cocks filling her holes and giving her pleasure. It was a beautiful image.

But then Ryan brought her abruptly back to earth. The last of his length slid into her pussy, and their hips bumped up against each other; then he began to pull out, no doubt preparing to start fucking her properly. It was a completely different feeling than when he’d been pushing in, a sort of sucking sensation. Her pussy didn’t want him out any more than she did, she realized. But it still felt good, and when he started to push in again, she realized that the combination of the two sensations was what was going to make sex so addictive for her. It was like peanut butter and chocolate, like grilled cheese and tomato soup.

Slowly, Lauren’s lover sped up his motions, moving towards a steady beat. Each of his thrusts sent more pleasure sparking through her, more pleasure filling up the reservoir within her, the orgasmic reservoir that she’d been thinking about before. Even though they’d only been fucking for a short time, she had been so incredibly aroused before then that the reservoir was filling up more quickly than she’d thought possible. She’d never had an orgasm during sex before, only on her own, but if it was ever going to happen, then it was going to happen now. By god, it was going to happen now!

Then Ryan’s fingers touched her clit. She gasped in surprise and pleasure; he’d been listening to her, waiting to hear what she wanted, and now he was acting on those desires. No man had ever done that for her before, and it made her want him even more, want him even as his cock was already deep inside of her. The pleasure as he touched her was different than what was coming from her vagina; it was more immediate and visceral, whereas the other was deeper and less immediately gratifying, but both were absolutely beautiful. His fingers were amateur, unskilled, but that didn’t matter at all. What was important was the passion with which he worked, and that was clearly present. What was the point of having sex at all if it wasn’t going to be a lust-fueled, animalistic fucking session?

Her lover was up to speed now, fucking her with an almost mechanically precise rhythm. It was just perfect, not so hard and fast that it was painful – she had had that before – but also not so slow and languid that they might as well not have bothered. Maybe taking it slow was good for loving couples, but the thing Lauren loved the most wasn’t Ryan’s personality, though he was cute, but his cock. She moaned with pleasure, begging him to go on, to keep doing it just like that.

She could feel the reservoir within her about to burst. It was already straining at its seams, and each of his perfect thrusts was bringing it closer and closer to finally overflowing. She gasped, moaned, begged him to keep going, to push her further, to supply her the last little bit of what she needed. His cock, his fingers, all the pieces were there, everything felt so, so good, and, and…

And then Lauren came. The feeling was almost frighteningly intense; waves of pleasure crashed over her, and for an instant she floated above her body, watching herself writhe and cry out in ecstasy. Ryan seemed to be cumming too; the knowledge that she’d achieved her goal, that she’d pushed him over the edge, brought her to new heights of pleasure. Her breaths came shallow and sharp, and her entire body was subsumed with bliss.

As she came down, she also had to return to reality. Ryan was pulling out of her, she realized, breathing heavily as he reached for the box of tissues on the end table. Wordlessly, the two of them got cleaned up as best they could; when Lauren was done, she lay back to relax for a moment.

Finally, Ryan broke the silence. “Damn, we should have done this sooner.”

“Like, we should have, shouldn’t we?” giggled Lauren. “That was, like, great.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I had no idea what I was missing.”

“Neither did I,” said Lauren, staring off into space. “Neither did I.” It was true; she had been blind to the possibilities the world could offer until just the night before. Now that she knew what terrible mistakes she’d been making, she wouldn’t let this pleasure go ever again.

But the future was the future; the present was, like, way more important. She looked at Ryan once more. “But, like...wanna go again?”
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