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Lauren shrank back into her car seat as honking filled the air. The I-10 was as jammed as she’d ever seen it, and exhaust fumes were rising into the sweltering June heat, making the air shimmer like some kind of desert mirage – only this was the kind of mirage that would give you lung cancer. For the past half an hour, she’d been inching forward, creeping towards her exit, which was no more than a mile away. If she had simply gotten out of her car and started walking, she would have been there by now, but she couldn’t abandon the car – not in hot, horrible, vaguely dystopian Los Angeles, where four wheels were your only ticket to anywhere.

And now there had been some kind of accident in the lanes going the other direction, adding a storm of car horns and sirens to her troubles. Idly, she tried to imagine a worse situation to find herself in, but short of the totally improbable – a sudden earthquake, nuclear war, alien attack – nothing jumped to mind. She felt like she was going insane.

This wasn’t supposed to have happened. Lauren’s dream had been to move to sunny Southern California, to fight a little traffic, yes, but to build a successful career in marketing and, on the side, to try to make it as an actor. New York City, where she’d been born, could offer opportunities in TV, but everyone knew that you had to move to LA to be famous. She had wanted to find glamor, fame, riches…but then summer had arrived, and with the boiling hot weather, she found herself as miserable as she’d ever been.

Something had to give, and she was soom glancing heavenward. The smoggy yellow sky gazed down at her, opaque and mysterious. She had never believed in any kind of divine being, but if there was one out there, if it was listening to her, she asked for a sign, any kind of sign to tell her what to do next. Surely, she thought, it shouldn’t be this hard.

But nothing came. Instead, as often happens in life, the immediate problem slowly, agonizingly solved itself. After ten minutes of confusion and rubbernecking, traffic began to inch forward once again, and at last, after two full hours, Lauren was able to step on the gas, speed up the exit, and weave through the suburban streets of Dos Hermanos back to her apartment building.

Once she was home, she found herself wondering what to do for dinner. There was almost nothing in her fridge, and the thought of getting into her car again made her feel physically ill. But…there was another option. Though she hated to use it, because she hated how low she would have to stoop to make it work, she did have a contact who could get her dinner on a night just like tonight. Sighing, she picked up her phone, dialed a number, and pressed it to her ear.

Luckily, it didn’t take him long to pick up; maybe he was on break. “Heyyy, Lauren! Long time no talk, huh? I’m off work in a couple hours, so do you wanna, you know…”

“No, not tonight,” said Lauren, rolling her eyes. Zach was always like this.

“Aww, man! It’s been a whole month! I need to get some of that sugar sometime. Well, anyway, why are you calling? Want a pizza?”

“Okay, Zach, listen, just because we hooked up three times –”

“Four times, actually. I know how the whole moving-to-LA-and-getting-disillusioned thing is, and I’ve been your emotional support fuckbuddy through it all, haven’t I? I should know.” She could just see him grinning on the other end.

“Okay, fine, four times. I bet you’ve made some decisions you’ve regretted in your life, too. But yes, I want a pizza. Is it busy?”

“I know you’ll come crawling back at some point,” said Zach. “You don’t have anything, or anyone, better to do, do you? Anyway, pizza-wise – yeah, the place isn’t that busy. If you put an order in on the website, I’ll bump it up to the front, and you’ll have it in probably half an hour.”

“Great,” said Lauren. “Thanks. I…need this bad tonight. It’s been a day.”

“Oh, yeah, I feel you. Well, I’ll throw some extra cheese on there, just for you. And hey, if you do wanna celebrate Fat Cock Friday one of these weeks, just, you know, let me know.”

“Oh, shut up,” said Lauren, unable to suppress a smile. Maybe Zach only ever had one thing on his mind, but he could also be kind and considerate when he felt like it. What was more, he was the closest thing to a friend she’d made in that awful city. “Well, I’ll see you when I see you.”

“Sure thing,” said Zach. “Well, gotta get back to work – boss is giving me the stink eye. Stay cute!” There was a click, and the line went dead, leaving Lauren feeling vaguely lonely. It was pretty sad that this was the best she could do in terms of social interaction, but hey, her life was what it was. At least she would be getting her pizza.

Zach was true to his word. She wasn’t sure how he did it, but he got the pizza delivered to her in just twenty-five minutes. When she opened the box, she found an extra-cheesy pie covered in spicy cherry peppers – her favorite – as well as, and she sighed when she saw them, black olives arranged in the shape of a dick.

She was already midway through the first slice when she realized there was something else in the pizza bag. Fishing deep down inside its paper folds, she pulled out a can of some kind of soda or energy drink. It was a little dusty, white with a mass of pink Cyrillic letters. The only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly busty woman. Was this Zach’s idea of a prank?

Then she realized that there was a Post-It stuck to the can, covered in squished, messy handwriting. Hey Lauren! On a serious note – you seem like you’re having a hard time right now. It’s not really my place to say this, since we only see each other at our dick appointments, but I think you could use a change. Well, this will do it! Drink this drink, and your life WILL be completely different afterwards. I don’t know exactly how, since I got it from a Kazakh guy downtown and I didn’t really understand his accent. But…maybe you’re feeling lucky. Love, Z

Lauren had to reread the note several times before what Zach was saying really sank in. She could drink some kind of mystery beverage from a former Soviet republic, and if she did, then something completely unpredictable would happen. What kind of a suggestion was that? Why on Earth would she ever risk her health so stupidly?

But then she thought back to her sad little prayer in the car. She’d asked for a sign, hadn’t she? And here it was: a sign, albeit written in letters that she couldn’t read. Drinking what was in the can would be an act of faith, sure, but it had been a long, long time since she’d had any faith in anything at all. And besides, what was the worst that could happen? As long as it didn’t kill her, and hopefully even in Kazakhstan you weren’t allowed to produce deadly soda, she had very little to lose.

She made her decision. Cracking open the can, she took a cautious sip. It was sweet and syrupy, not fizzy at all, and it tasted like apricots. The whole experience was vaguely like downing a can of cough syrup, but the apricot flavor was surprisingly good, and she found herself going back for another sip. What was more, it went well with the pizza.

After downing two more slices and following them up with the rest of the drink, Lauren had very little else to do with her night, as was often the case. Sometimes she’d go out on a date, but that was rare, and other than very occasional auditions, nothing else ever happened for her during the work week.

Instead of dwelling on her loneliness, she flipped on the TV and watched about half an hour of an extremely trashy reality show hosted by a man who looked like the poster boy for a toothpaste brand. It was utterly vapid, but something about its sheer awfulness kept her eyes glued to the TV set; the experience was kind of like watching a train wreck in slow motion. Every five minutes, one of the contestants would sink to some new low in an effort to win the big prize, and she had to find out who would come out on top.

When the show was over, though, she found herself overcome by exhaustion. Something about sitting in traffic really took it out of her, and the day at work had been a real challenge as well. Even though it was hours earlier than normal, she could barely keep her eyes open; instead of fighting to stay awake, she decided to give in to her urges and collapse into bed.

* * *

The morning found Lauren feeling different than usual. Normally, she woke with an unpleasant start, already sick of the day and resentful of the fact that she had to face it, but today she was just in a good mood. She hummed tunelessly in the shower, fussed over breakfast more than usual, put on a little extra makeup just because. The only thing that really got in the way was the fact that everything in her closet somehow seemed to have shrunk overnight, but eventually she found a shirt that she could squeeze into and a skirt that, while shorter on her than it was designed to be, would do the job well enough.

As she went through her morning routine, though, she found that something inside her was beginning to stir. For some reason, everything was…arousing. Even simply seeing herself naked in the mirror was enough to make her think about what her favorite Hollywood hunk looked like under his clothes. Her urge to do her makeup, too, was partly fueled by an elaborate reverie she’d fallen into. That same hunk’s head would turn at the sight of her, she imagined, and a night of passion would be sure to follow. Her pussy was practically growling to be filled, and it was hard to think about anything else.

The thought of work in this condition was just unbearable. Her job was the least sexy thing in the world, endless spreadsheets and meetings and trying to please bosses who cared nothing for her. She had never once called out sick, and technically she wasn’t sick this time either, but she found herself dialing her boss’ number anyway. Whipping up a congested-sounding voice, she got him to let her off for the day, and then she was free.

Only…what did she want to do with herself? Her pussy was crying out to be satisfied, but it wasn’t as if the neighborhood was filled with horny men ready to take her at the drop of a hat. She had to find someone, someone accessible, someone who was sure to be free at this time of day, someone…horny…

Then it came to her. Dialing another number on the phone, she did an impatient dance waiting for him to pick up. At last, his voice greeted her; he sounded absolutely terrible, like he’d been out drinking the night before. “Uh…Lauren? What’s up?”

“Um, like, hi, Zach,” she said, finding herself momentarily lost for words. “I hope you’re not at work. Um…I know it’s not the usual time, and I know we just talked last night, and it sounds like you’re kind of tired, but…”

“But…what?” he asked. “Wait, are you asking for…”

“Yes,” said Lauren. “Just, like, come over, please? I drank the drink you sent, and now, like, I need you. I need you bad.”

“Oh shit, you did?” His voice was a mixture of fear and excitement. “Damn, I didn’t think you really would. I’m coming over, then. Give me half an hour.” He hung up, and she felt her stomach filling with butterflies. He was really coming over. He was really going to give her what she needed so desperately.

The wait for Zach was nearly unbearable, but at last, after a wait that was closer to forty minutes than to thirty, a knock came at Lauren’s door. She practically tripped over herself in her rush to get it open, and when she did she found Zach standing there, sporting his familiar leather jacket and a bad case of five-o’-clock shadow. Maybe he wasn’t her Hollywood hunk, but then this wasn’t Hollywood. It was all she could do not to simply throw herself onto him right then and there. “Hi, Zach,” she said, a little shyly.

“Hey,” he said, eyes raking her body. “Damn, something’s different with you. That drink really made some changes.”

“Oh,” she said, looking down at herself, “like, you think so?” Come to think of it, it was pretty unlikely that all the clothes in her closet had shrunk overnight. Maybe she had grown. Straightening up, she gave him a wink. “Do you wanna…get a closer look?”

“Hell yes,” he said, stepping inside and letting the door shut behind him. “You know me. I’m a dependable guy. I’m gonna be there for you, aren’t I?”

“I appreciate it,” said Lauren, and then she couldn’t hold herself back any longer, and she was stepping forward, wrapping her arms around him, pulling him in for a passionate kiss. He seemed more than a little surprised, but he made no move to stop her, and within a few moments he was relaxing into her embrace, wrapping one of his arms around her. His free hand traveled down to her ass, beginning to massage and knead the soft flesh.

She sighed, overcome with arousal. In fact, now that Zach was here in her arms, the beast inside her, the hungry beast that wanted so badly to be satisfied, was more restless than ever. The kiss was nice, but she wanted more, needed more. She let one of her arms travel down his chest, tracing over his pecs, his abs – he was surprisingly muscular, she had found – and finally down over his belt buckle. And then she was feeling up his crotch, squeezing his rapidly-hardening cock through his pants.

He broke off the kiss, gazing into her eyes. “You’re horny today, aren’t you? I mean…damn.”

“Like, is that a problem, baby?” Lauren grinned.

“Fuck no,” said Zach. “Let’s get a few of these clothes out of the way, huh?” He pulled off his jacket and tossed it to the side, and then his hands were on her work shirt, hastily undoing the buttons before he finally pulled it off and let it fall to the ground. She wasn’t wearing a bra – none of hers had fit at all, and her plan had just been to try not to let any of her coworkers get a good view of her chest – but now that decision felt like serendipity. Her lover’s gaze was fixed on her tits from the moment their thin fabric protection fell away, and at last he gave them a gentle slap. “Well, I don’t know how that drink did what it did, but I’m sure as hell not complaining.”

“You’re funny,” she said, giggling. “Now come here.” And then she was pulling his own shirt over his head, revealing his skinny but fairly well-toned torso. The sight was familiar enough to her now that seeing it again felt like slipping into an old pair of jeans, but the sexiest old pair of jeans in the world. She stopped massaging his crotch, instead beginning to search for his zipper. It was time to get this present fully unwrapped.

“Ah ah ah!” he said. “Now it’s my turn.” And then his fingers were scrabbling over her skirt, eventually finding the hidden zipper in the back that kept the whole thing in place. One quick motion later, it was tumbling to the floor around her ankles, and then she was naked except for her panties – which, she realized, her pussy was already beginning to soak through. “Fuck,” he said, “you really are desperate, aren’t you?”

“Like, maybe I am,” she said. “There’s no problem with that, is there?” Her fingers finally found the zipper of his jeans, pulling it down, then finding the button and undoing that. Then there was nothing left to stop his pants from falling down around his knees, revealing his now rock-hard cock, which was barely contained by his thin underpants. “Besides, it looks like I’m not, like, the only one who’s turned on.”

“You got me,” he said, and then he was pulling Lauren in for another kiss, and his fingers were diving into her panties, sliding along the edges of her soaking slit. He was finally going in for the kill, finally pleasuring her directly, and the sensual process of getting undressed had made that sensation all the sweeter now that it was here at last. She moaned softly into the kiss, luxuriating in the feeling of his lips on hers.

But she wasn’t about to simply lie back and take it. She had a few things of her own she wanted to do, and she answered his skilful motions by slipping a hand into his underwear and beginning to gently massage his thick shaft. The pattern of veins under the skin gave it a texture all its own, and as she rubbed him, she reflected that that pattern was unique to him, much like a fingerprint. There were many people around the world having sex at that moment, but this passion, the passion between the two of them, was something different and unique, theirs and theirs alone.

And it was the best in the world, too. Just as Lauren was getting comfortable, Zach surprised her by slipping a finger inside of her. The burst of sensation came with no warning, and she broke away from the kiss and gasped. But the feeling of having him inside her, the feeling of being stretched open, was exactly what she had been craving, and even in her surprise she felt a surge of pleasure. Calling him had been the right move after all. Maybe their relationship was a little weird, but he was the only man in the world who could give her what she wanted right now.

She hoped that she was that for him, too. As she rubbed him, she remembered an old, time-tested piece of advice that someone had once given her. Reaching her other hand down past the first, she gently cupped his balls, rolling them between her fingers. They were swollen and heavy, tantalizingly weighty, and the thought that all that weight was for her was incredibly alluring. She could practically reach out and touch her reward, but she would have to earn it, to coax it out of its hiding place by any means available.

The world began to fade away as they fell into a steady rhythm. Zach’s finger danced inside of Lauren’s pussy, seeking out the hidden places that she hadn’t even known were there, but that sent a frisson of pleasure coursing through her when he found them. Her own hands massaged his cock and balls, eliciting sighs and occasional grunts of pleasure from him. They were locked in a pleasurable cycle, and the temperature seemed to be rising by the second.

But Lauren wanted more, needed more, than just this. Looking up at Zach, she stopped her ministrations for a moment. “Um…Zach, baby? Can I ask you for, like, a favor?”

“Depends on what kind of favor,” he said, letting his hands come to a halt. “Do you want me to fuck you? Because I’m all over that.”

“Well, not just that,” she said, blushing slightly. “It’s just…I’ve always kind of had a fantasy, and, like, I never would have asked you before, but now, with that drink, it’s like I don’t feel as weird about it, and I was just wondering if…if you would take me in the ass. I, like, prepped earlier.”

Zach paused, squinted down at her. “Are you actually asking if I want to fuck that booty?” He gave it a slap, and she saw him grin as the flesh jiggled under his fingers. “Of course I do! Hell yes. Oh hell yes!”

“Then, like,” said Lauren, “what are we waiting for?” She led him over to the couch and did her best to get into a comfortable position while he slipped on a condom and lubed up. Her insides were buzzing with anticipation, practically crying out with impatience now that the thing she’d wanted for so long was closer than ever.

And then he was kneeling behind her, and his rod was pressing at the entrance to her hole. She had practiced with dildos before, had gotten comfortable enough to take something even slightly larger than he was, but it was different with a real cock, a cock attached to a living, breathing man. As he began to push into her, she felt his warmth, the slight pulsing of his heartbeat in his cock, and the sensation was so arousing that she almost didn’t notice the twinge of pain that had never gone away, no matter how much she practiced. It was worth it, though. It was so worth it.

Zach’s head stretched her almost to the limit, and she had to grab fistfuls of couch cushion to keep herself from crying out, but she had been here before, and she knew that this discomfort would only make the pleasure better. And, anyway, it began to abate soon enough. By the time he was an inch or two inside her, she’d managed to take the whole head and was onto his shaft, which was narrower and more manageable.

That was when she began to feel the first hints of what was to come. Because his shaft was thin enough to be comfortable, she could appreciate its bumps and ridges, the feeling of it sliding into her. Being stretched this way was different than taking a cock in her pussy, but the thrill of having something push into her was exactly the same. The few sparks of pleasure he was giving her now went flying through her nervous system, rushing off to some hidden pool where they would build up, waiting for the orgasm that she was now sure would hit her sooner or later. She could hardly wait.

And then Zach’s cock found its way to the hidden zone of pleasure inside Lauren, the place that she was forever searching for with a dildo but could rarely reach. Somewhere deep inside her asshole, there was a place where every movement felt like an electric shock, where every tiny bit of stimulation was amplified a thousand times, and he had hit it right away. She gasped, moaned, gripped the cushion harder, not out of pain but out of sheer arousal. “Oh…oh fuck, baby! Like, right there!”

“Oh shit,” said Zach, between ragged breaths. “Already? I guess I have your number, babe. In more ways than one!” His cock bottomed out inside her, right in the center of her secret place, and then he began to pump in and out. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out of her ass was a little painful, but the pain was worth it for the sheer pleasure, the pleasure of having the edges of her anus stretched wide, of having them adjust to the contours of his shaft. And that wasn’t even taking into account the ecstasy of having him thrust in and out of the zone of orgasmic pleasure deep inside her. This was anal sex as she’d always dreamed it would be: challenging, maybe, a little painful, but also the key to arousal beyond anything she’d ever imagined.

As he sped up, it only got better. She heard herself crying out, gasping with delight as ripples of sensation coursed through her. Men always wanted vaginal, but with that she was often only able to cum if they remembered to pleasure her clit as well, but this was completely different. The point was the penetration, and it was as simple for her to enjoy as it was for him. “Fuck! Oh…shit…shit!”

“You like that?” grunted Zach, and then he was stepping up the heat, pumping into Lauren faster and faster until he was up to a decent cruising speed. He was climbing towards his own orgasm, she realized; his face was contorted with concentration, and his wise-guy attitude was almost completely gone, replaced by a grim, almost primal determination. She hadn’t seen him like this, not even the other times when they’d had sex. This was different, different and ten times better.

She was right beside him on the journey to climax. A steady stream of pleasure was flowing through her now, each thrust of his sending more sparks zapping up through her nerves and into her central reservoir. Her orgasm wasn’t only theoretical anymore, far from it; it was something that would happen, and the only question was, in how long?

Lauren moaned, clutched at the couch, and found herself slipping into an unconscious rhythm. With each of his thrusts into her, she would push her ass back to meet him, taking him even deeper into her tight hole, even deeper into the tender, sensitive zone that he was already stimulating so splendidly. Even with how wonderful it already felt, she thought he was getting better with each repetition, driving a little deeper, sending a little more pleasure coursing up through his body.

She was very close now. He thrusted, she gasped; he grunted, she pushed back at him; he clutched her ass tighter, she grabbed more of the couch, trying desperately to hang onto some kind of stability in this wonderfully disorientating orgy of pleasure. She was climbing higher and higher with each thrust, the pool inside her filling up drop by drop, and it was lapping at the edges now, threatening to break its banks, and he was still thrusting, and now a few drops were spilling out, sending little shivers through her, and then he did something particularly wonderful, something she could never have described, and it felt like it would all be too much, and it was all too much, and then, and then…

And then Lauren was cumming, cumming like she’d never cum before. The tidal wave of ecstasy that engulfed her was like all the pleasure that she’d been feeling over the last minutes rolled into one massive explosion of sheer bliss, crashing through her entire body, leaving her barely aware of reality, shaking like a leaf and crying out. This…this…her entire life had been leading up to this. How had she missed out on it for so long?

Zach was cumming too. Maybe he’d started just before she had, or maybe he’d lasted slightly longer, but as she came down from her own orgasmic peak she realized that she could feel the warmth of his cum through the condom, and that his thrusts had grown wild, random, very nearly out of control.

Finally, though, both of them had to return to Earth. Lauren realized that she was soaked in sweat, still trembling slightly from the sheer intensity of her climax. Zach was gasping with exertion as he pulled out, clearly tired beyond words. She watched his face as he searched for words, but eventually all he got out was an emphatic “fuck!”

“Like…I feel the same way, baby,” she said, grinning. “Fuck.”

“I never thought it would feel like that,” said Zach. “I really didn’t. That drink is something else, huh?”

“It’s not really the drink,” said Lauren, getting up and grabbing a box of tissues. “It’s like…this is how I always was, you know? And now I get to be who I really am.”

“That’s deep,” said Zach, slipping off the condom and tossing it into the trash. “Real deep. But hey, that shit slapped, and that’s what matters to me.”

“I agree,” she said, smiling. “Like, where was that all my life?”

“Yeah,” he said. “If you get any other crazy ideas, do us both a favor and don’t ever keep them to yourself. You’re kind of a genius, you know?”

Lauren laughed. “Oh, stop!” It was kind of funny, though, wasn’t it? The fog that had descended over her mind had made it impossible to go to work, but it had made it possible to have the best sex of her life. She felt dumb in one way, but in another way, she felt smarter than ever. It was strange how these things worked out.

Oh, well. As the old saying went, why ask why? Stepping toward Zach, she took his cock into her hand once again. He looked up at her, surprised, but she only grinned. She had never felt more ready for round two.
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