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The sun had already set by the time Seo-yeon finally got away from the office, and then she still had to go to the grocery store on the way home. It wouldn’t be so bad, she reflected as she crammed into a packed metro car, if she were paid decently for her work – but she wasn’t, not as the low woman on the office totem pole.

So it was a long ride indeed out to the neighborhood where she had been able to find an apartment that she could afford. Her parents had wanted her to stay with them and save money, but she’d wanted a life of her own. And what a life it had turned out to be: long commutes, drudgery, and only the occasional social event or date to bring a little bit of excitement into the mix. Was it really worth it, then? Maybe not, but she wasn’t about to give her father the satisfaction of knowing that he’d been right all along.

As usual during the post-work rush, the store was packed. Seo-yeon had only come for eggs, vegetables, and sesame oil, but the line to check out snaked so far through the aisles that she found herself picking up duplicates of a few other essentials as she waited, just so that she wouldn’t have to come again anytime soon. Even though the weather outside was cold, it was hot crammed together in line with dozens of other people, almost as miserable as the train had been. It was Friday night. Was this how Friday nights would be for the rest of her life?

Just when she was wondering how things could get any worse, they did. As she finally set her groceries down on the checkout counter, she realized that she knew the man standing behind the register. There wasn’t anyone in the world she wanted to see less, but he had already begun scanning her purchases, and it was too late to back out. Instead, she gave him what she hoped was a friendly smile. “Hello there, Min-jun.”

“Seo-yeon! Long time no see!” Min-jun smiled. They had gone to school together for several years, and Min-jun had dated one of Seo-yeon’s best friends, so they’d spent a lot of time in each other’s company. He seemed to have no shame about his job as a cashier, which he used to finance his musical ambitions, and he also seemed to believe that he and Seo-yeon were much closer than they actually were. “Had a long week?”

“Yes,” said Seo-yeon. Clearly, it was obvious how tired she was. “I’m looking forward to taking some time for myself this weekend.”

“Well, in that case,” said Min-jun, “take this.” He dropped a can of something into her shopping bag, but it was lost in the folds of the plastic before she could get a good look at it. “It’s a store trial for a new product, and I’m selecting you for one of the free samples! So just try it, come back, and tell us what you think.”

“Um, right,” said Seo-yeon, barely paying attention. She was realizing that Min-jun was looking at her in that way he always did. It made her uncomfortable, not because he was unattractive (far from it, actually, and there had been a time when she’d had a girlish crush on him), but because she just wasn’t sure how to deal with the idea that someone she’d known since her school days would…want her like that. “Well, maybe I’ll see you next time. If I get your lane again.” She forced a chuckle.

“Yes, of course!” said Min-jun. “And try the drink. Trust me! I’ve heard good things about it, and my boss didn’t tell me to tell you that, either. Have a nice night, and party it up – it’s Friday, you know?”

“You too,” said Seo-yeon, before realizing, a moment later, that Min-jun would probably be working until close and totally unable to “party it up.” Oh well. Groceries in hand, she walked out of the store and made her way down the few blocks to her apartment building.

It wasn’t that her apartment was bad, exactly. The building was clean and fairly well-maintained, and it was absolutely quiet. It was just…it was all so soulless, sterile, dripping with the hollow modernity of the late 80s. She couldn’t have picked her apartment block out of a lineup, and the room itself was just as forgettable.

At least getting a free sample was mildly exciting. She didn’t trust Min-jun further than she could throw him, and she never worked out, so that wouldn’t have been very far – but if the store was handing the product out, it had to be decent in quality. Fishing through her grocery bag, she pulled out the mysterious can, examined the label, and raised her eyebrows.

The only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman, and the rest of the surface was covered in text that read like it had been poorly translated from Russian or something. Apparently, the can contained “Health Drink ‘Akhmatov,’” which it claimed was very beneficial for the general functioning of the female body. It hardly seemed like a good idea to drink something of such strange origins.

But then what else would Seo-yeon do with her Friday night? Other than turning on the TV and catching whatever happened to be on, she had nothing to do but to go to bed. There was entertainment in the city – bars, movies, clubs – but it was already so late, and she was already so exhausted, and the thought of leaving again was just overwhelming. Trying a suspicious health drink was as interesting as the night was likely to get.

She set rice to cook in the rice cooker, then chopped up a few vegetables and a slightly old piece of leftover pork belly. It was all frying on the stove before she finally cracked open the can and took a sip. The first thing she noticed was the arresting flavor. It was sweet and syrupy, but it wasn’t like other fruit drinks, with their familiar notes of peach or strawberry. Instead, it tasted like apricot, and she imagined some sunny orchard far away in the Caucasus, with yellow and orange fruit hanging from the boughs of the trees and littering the grassy ground. The flavor no doubt really came from a Russian chemical plant, but that was much less appealing. Despite its strangeness, though, the drink really was good, and she found herself practically gulping it down; the stir fry wasn’t even done by the time she was sucking the last drops out of the empty can.

Then something strange began to happen. As Seo-yeon poked and prodded at the vegetables in the pan – something her mother had always warned her against, because, she’d said, they would never cook properly if you kept moving them around – she felt a fog settling in over her mind. She’d been worried about half a dozen things, between projects at work, tension with coworkers, rent, and bills, but all of that just seemed not to matter anymore. The vegetables and pork, cooking there in front of her, were mildly relevant to her life (they were her dinner, after all), but absolutely nothing else was.

And it was kind of nice, kind of…freeing. Seo-yeon was a worrier and always had been, but now that nagging little voice in the back of her mind, that little voice that insisted that she should be remembering to do this and that or checking up on one thing or another, was simply gone. She was at peace for the first time in years, and she found herself falling into a sort of trance.

She was roused by the smell of burning garlic. With a yelp, she realized that she’d let the dinner go too long in the pan. It wasn’t too far gone, still edible, but she’d just lost track of time somehow. Grabbing herself some rice from the cooker, she arranged everything on a plate, got a spoon and chopsticks out of a drawer, and sat down to eat.

As she did, though, she noticed something else happening. Something was stirring deep inside of her, something that rarely, if ever, raised its head. Images of men were suddenly flashing through her head: the cute mailman she sometimes saw doing his rounds, the leading actor from her favorite drama (it was her favorite for a reason), and even one or two of the stars from the boy band she’d liked back in her school days. Her cheeks flushed as arousal suddenly washed over her.

And why not? She hadn’t had sex in over a year, and even then it had been with her stony-faced, dispassionate ex-boyfriend. And since then…she hardly ever masturbated, since it felt dirty, and she hadn’t made a serious attempt to get into a new relationship, either. Maybe it was odd that her sex drive was awakening now, when she was exhausted on a Friday night, but it was bound to have happened sooner or later.

The question was…what would she do with it? She thought of the top drawer in her bedside table, where her vibrator was hidden, but then she shook her head. The thought of jilling off didn’t give her any feelings of shame, not anymore, but she also knew it wouldn’t truly satisfy her. She needed something real, something hot and sexy that she could reach out and grab, something alive.

But that wasn’t likely to happen. Swallowing the last bite of rice, she resolved to create a few dating profiles the next day, just to get the ball rolling, but there would be no instant gratification for her. After all, finding someone to have sex with really wasn’t easy. It wasn’t like men just reached out and said hey.

Just then, her phone buzzed. Flipping it over, she saw a text from Min-jun, who’d last messaged her months before. Hey, long time no text! Did you try that drink I gave you?

Yes, she sent back. Is there any chance you could come over? Like, now?

* * *

Min-jun hadn’t been able to come right away, but at least Seo-yeon wouldn’t have to wait until the grocery store closed. His shift only went for another hour, and the extra time had given her a chance to freshen up her makeup and pick out a new outfit, one which was far more flattering than what she’d been wearing at the grocery store. Maybe he wasn’t the man of her dreams, but she was sure he could do what she needed, and if that was the case, she had to set the right mood before getting things rolling.

She was so absorbed in her preparations that the sound of knocking at her apartment door startled her. Hurrying across the room, she opened it to find him waiting there, still wearing his grocery store uniform. “Min-jun!” she gasped. “Just in time!”

“Just in time for what?” He flashed her what she was sure was a knowing smile. “Did something…happen with the drink?”

“I can’t, like, explain,” she said, “but everything feels, like, different. And there’s, um, something I need your help with.”

“Oh, really?” He grinned. He had to know by now, he just had to. “What kind of thing?”

“I…I…” Arousal was rising inside her, and as it did, the fog was closing over her mind. Finding words was more and more difficult, and she wanted nothing more than to just have him understand. Reaching out, she took his hand in hers; he stiffened in surprise, then relaxed. “I need you.”

“I think we can make something work,” he said, and then he was leaning down, and she was looking up at him, and their lips were meeting. A new arousal flared up inside of her as his tongue delved into her mouth, a passionate lust that seemed to lick at her from the inside. Min-jun thought he knew what he was getting himself into, but he didn’t, not even a little bit. He couldn’t begin to comprehend how badly she wanted this, or the lengths she would go to to finally calm the urges inside of her.

It was mere moments before her hands were scrabbling over the buttons of his shirt. She was clumsy with haste and arousal, but that didn’t matter, nothing mattered. Soon she was tearing it off, watching it fall to the ground – but her plan backfired. The sight of his bare torso, of his surprisingly-toned abs, only filled her with new lust, made her even more eager to see him completely naked.

But then he was striking back, breaking off the kiss, hands seizing the hem of her t-shirt. She’d gone with that and a short skirt, clothes that she knew would be easy to take off, and she was glad she had, because it was clear that Min-jun wasn’t feeling patient either. Seconds later, the shirt was tumbling to the floor to join his own, and then all that was stopping him from grabbing her tits directly was her lacy bra. “Fuck,” he whispered, “you’re hot.”

“I know,” said Seo-yeon, “but the crazy thing is, I only realized it an hour and a half ago.” And then she was plunging her hand down into his work pants, gently squeezing and massaging his cock through his underwear. It was hardening bit by bit, slowly rising to attention between her fingers, and it was incredibly erotic to think that she was the reason for that.

Min-jun’s fingers moved up to her bra strap, fiddling with the clasp until he finally got it open. She’d never once been with a man who could get into a bra on the first try, but something about their fumblings was oddly arousing to her. Maybe it was the way that their clumsy motions showed just how determined they were to win the big prize; either way, she wasn’t annoyed, and as her bra fell to the ground, she luxuriated in the feeling of his gaze on her tits.

Soon, he couldn’t be satisfied with just looking anymore. Clamping a hand onto one of her mammaries, he began to knead and squeeze, clearly enjoying the feel of it in his grasp. Seo-yeon felt like a piece of meat, but that feeling was hot somehow, and she felt a soft moan escaping her lips. His cock was almost fully at attention now, straining against his pants, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before she would get to play with it for real. She could hardly wait.

Then he paused, his hand halting its movements on her breast. “Seo-yeon, would you do me a favor?”

“Like, what kind of favor?” she asked, looking up at him. What wouldn’t she have done for him?

“Well,” he said, “I was just wondering whether you could…get me ready. With, um, your mouth.” The shyness in his voice wasn’t what Seo-yeon had expected, but she found it endearing all the same.

“You don’t have to, like, ask me twice,” she replied, smiling wickedly. Any kind of sex sounded good to her right now…but there was something raw, something real about having this man’s cock pushing past her lips. There was no reason to wait any longer; sinking to her knees, she undid the button of his pants, slid down the zipper, and then let them fall down around his knees. Then only his underpants remained, but they were no defense, of course. Hooking her fingers through the waistband, she pulled them down and let them join his pants.

Then his cock was staring her in the face. Up close and personal like this, it was bigger than she’d thought, large and virile, and it was all she could do to stop herself from simply throwing herself onto it. But she knew that it would feel better for the both of them if she started slowly and then brought things up to speed later, so that was exactly what she did. Reaching out, she traced a finger along the length of his shaft, feeling the pattern of veins and ridges. He stiffened even more at her touch, and soon his rod was standing at attention, fully erect.

Seo-yeon found the sight hard to resist. Taking Min-jun’s cock into her hand, she began to pump oh-so-slowly, far too slowly to satisfy him – but certainly enough to make him eager for more. At the same time, she reached up with her other hand and cupped his meaty balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. Her reward awaited her within, she knew, and it was incredibly erotic to feel it in her grasp.

Still, though, he hadn’t asked for a handjob, had he? She had agreed to do more – and she intended to hold up her side of the bargain. Leaning forward, she took the very tip of his cock into her mouth. It tasted like pure arousal, and it was wonderful to feel it stiffening even more between her lips. She began to swirl her tongue around it, gently teasing him, and enjoyed the sound of his breathing growing faster, ragged with arousal.

That meant that it was time to turn up the heat. Inch by inch, she began to let more and more of his cock into her mouth. Every vein, every curve felt slightly different, and once she’d started to take him, it was very hard to stop. Before she knew it, he was butting up against the back of her throat, and she could go no further. She heard him exhale hard and knew that this had to feel very, very good.

Soon, Seo-yeon was falling into an easy rhythm. Bobbing up and down on Min-jun’s cock, she’d swirl her tongue around it as she bounced up, suck gently as she took him in once more. She kept up her gentle teasing of his balls all the while, and soon he was so enraptured by her motions that he was thrusting into her mouth, trying desperately to squeeze more pleasure out of the tryst.

Even though he was the one getting the most out of the blowjob, though, she was also enjoying it immensely. She’d only ever sucked off one other man, but that had been completely different and much less memorable. This time, each of his motions, each grunt, each grimace, was sending arousal cascading through her. At the beginning, she’d certainly been turned on, but by now her insides were raging with desire.

For a few minutes, they went on like that. Seo-yeon worked her magic, and Min-jun’s face grew more and more flushed as her motions sent pleasure cascading through him. But then he could take no more. Gently, he placed a hand on her forehead and pushed her off his cock. “Fuck. Fuck! You’re good. You’re very good.”

“Like, do you think so?” She smiled innocently up at him, flush with pride. “And…are you ready for what comes next?”

“Definitely,” said Min-jun, kicking off his pants and shoes. “The bed, or…?”

“The bed, agreed Seo-yeon, and then she was taking his hand, leading him back through her small apartment to her bedroom. It was a bit messier than she usually kept it, but there was no time now for shame. Pulling off her skirt and panties, she tossed them aside and climbed onto the bed. On her back, her legs spread, there was nothing left to do but to wait for him to slip on a condom, and then he was placing his hands on her hips, getting ready to enter her.

She wasn’t quite sure what she’d been expecting, but the explosion of arousal that coursed through her as his cock spread her pussy lips was stronger than anything she’d ever experienced. Maybe it was just that they’d spent so long on foreplay, but, as she moaned and writhed, she also wondered whether it had something to do with the drink. Well, if it did, she was hardly complaining. The few other times she’d had sex hadn’t been nearly this intense, and all she wanted was for him to keep going, to push further, to make her feel even better than she did now.

There had been some resistance as his head slipped inside, but once that was done, the rest was fairly easy going. Having his cock between her fingers had been nice, and having it in her mouth had been wonderful, but this was different; this was pleasure beyond anything she’d experienced before. Her insides felt like they were searing with arousal, and every tiny motion of his cock sent waves cascading through her.

As Min-jun bottomed out, Seo-yeon felt his thumb on her clit. Most men never bothered, so the gasp that escaped her lips was partly out of surprise, but it was mostly out of pure delight. His cock in her pussy was amazing enough, but as he rubbed the sensitive nub, the two different dimensions of sensation combined to short-circuit her nervous system. She hadn’t thought this could possibly have gotten any better, but it just had.

The next few minutes blended together in a pleasurable haze. Her lover had soon gotten up to cruising speed with his thrusts, slapping in and out of her in a perfect rhythm that was neither too fast nor too slow. She found herself moaning, clutching the sheets, pushing up against him; as she did, he grunted, gasped, forced himself deeper inside. This was addictive, intoxicating, truly unforgettable. She had no consciousness of anything outside their little bubble anymore, and nothing seemed to matter except the symphony of their pleasure.

And that symphony was now entering a crescendo. The pleasure wasn’t simply flowing through Seo-yeon; it was building up in the secret place inside her, the hidden place that would store it until it was ready to be unleashed. Every thrust of his seemed to feel even better, even more wonderful, and she was gasping and crying out for more, needing to see where he could take her, needing that more than she’d ever needed anything in her life. How had she gone without this for so long?

But Min-jun was also clearly nearing his limit. It was impressive that he’d lasted through her blowjob and minutes on end of hot, passionate sex, but there wasn’t a man in the world who could keep it up forever. His face was contorted with exertion, and sweat was beading on his forehead. She had done this to him, she thought. That knowledge was incredibly arousing, and it made the pleasure coursing through her all the sweeter. And now that pleasure was building, and each of his thrusts was setting off a firework within her, and it was getting better and better, and she was gasping, moaning, feeling that secret place deep within her packed full, ready to burst at the seams, and then his cock twitched, or he hit some especially wonderful place, and it was all too much, and, and…

And she was cumming. A blast of ecstasy left her mind a blank for what felt like several seconds as pure, unadulterated pleasure came crashing through her body. Her muscles seemed to seize up, and her legs shook as she was overcome by the most wonderful, beautiful orgasm she had ever had. She screamed, nearly tearing the sheets between her fingers, pushing her pelvis up against his to get the absolute most out of this moment, which she was entirely certain was the culmination of her entire existence on Earth. Time seemed to fade away.

But then, as soon as it had arrived, it was ebbing away. Seo-yeon’s chest heaved as she began to return to herself, mind slowly clearing – although the fog from before was still there. Min-jun had cum too, it seemed, because he was pulling out of her, making to pull the condom off. She had half a mind to tell him not to, to try to make the moment last forever.

“If you ever have another problem like this,” he said,  “just…call me. I’d be happy to help.”

“You’re, like, so generous,” she said, smiling. “You get absolutely nothing in return, and still –”

“Yeah, yeah, you got me,” he said. “That was some of the best sex I’ve ever had. Can you blame me for wanting to do it again?”

“No,” she said. “By the way, you said you wanted some feedback on the drink, didn’t you? For the store?”

“Oh, uh, I did,” he said. “How was it?”

Seo-yeon grinned. “Five stars.”
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