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All Kelsey wanted was a quiet life, a life free of nasty surprises – but the universe doesn’t always give us what we want, does it?

To be fair, though, things had been looking up for her in the last few years. A promotion at work had left her more able to control how much time she spent at the office, and her new apartment, in one of Seattle’s more tranquil neighborhoods, was just what she’d always dreamed of. Every day, she woke up, stepped outside to take in the morning, and then got ready to leave for work. She was always home by six thirty at the latest, leaving plenty of time for a healthy dinner, followed by a glass of warm milk and about thirty minutes of stretching before bed. She slept like a baby for eight hours every night. Really, she couldn’t ask for anything else.

That is…until her pussy started craving more.

It wasn’t that sexual arousal was something new for Kelsey, any more than it would have been for most twenty-five-year-old women, but usually her sexual urges were something small and easily repressed. She rarely dated and hadn’t had a steady boyfriend since college, but all of a sudden it seemed that all of the desire that hadn’t been there for the past few years had come crashing down on her once again.

She found herself looking everywhere for sexual satisfaction. At first, the dildo at the back of her nightstand drawer was enough, just, and she’d ravish herself with it while imagining practically every man in her life. Old boyfriends, her occasional work crushes, even the mail carrier; no one was immune to her imaginary seduction. She even sacrificed some of her sleep on the altar of pleasure, finding that it was more enjoyable to stay up and bring herself to yet another orgasm.

Kelsey’s boss began to take notice. She’d been distracted at work, always looking to steal away right at the stroke of six, and so she was called into his office for a lecture she didn’t pay attention to. Sure, she hadn’t really done anything productive for a week or so now, but that kind of thing just wasn’t interesting to her. What was more interesting was her boss. Yes, he was a pudgy middle-aged man who only cared about his golf game and browbeating his employees, but he also had a cock, and that meant that he could give her what she’d been craving, just like any other man. She stared dreamily at him until he trailed off in mid-lecture and waved her out of the room, clearly uncomfortable.

It was only a few days later that her urges finally forced her to act. Saturday morning had arrived warm and lazy, one of the first sunny spring days of the year. An old cherry tree grew in the parking strip just across the street, and it had begun to burst into flower, blossoms tumbling onto the grass in the gentle breeze.

The scene gave Kelsey an idea. The balcony outside her apartment had never looked more inviting, and she brought out her old exercise mat, unrolled it in the sunshine, and began to do the stretching routine she usually reserved for before bed. For a few moments, the chaos in her brain seemed to recede, and the scent of spring flowers filled her with peace. Maybe endless lust wasn’t the answer. Maybe she could get past it.

And then her neighbor, Ryan, ruined everything by stepping out onto his own balcony, the next one over, in nothing but a pair of gym shorts. She found herself freezing mid-stretch. Ryan wasn’t exactly the kind of man she’d typically have pined after – he was on the skinny side and had always seemed a little nerdy – but he was ten times hotter than her boss, and his body was a little bit more muscular than she’d thought, now that it was free of his usual T-shirt. He spread his arms, luxuriated in the sunlight, and seemed not to notice her at all.

Suddenly, Kelsey’s leg gave way. The pose she’d been trying was too challenging to hold for very long, and in her distraction she hadn’t felt the fatigue in her muscles until it was too late. She fell onto her mat with a thump, and Ryan’s head jerked towards her. “Oh jeez! I didn’t…see you there! Are you all right?”

“I’m…fine,” said Kelsey, trying for an encouraging smile. She wondered whether she’d bruised her knee, but something was telling her that she could do something with this situation, if only she didn’t spoil the mood. “Listen, though, it’s, like, good we ran into each other, because I have something else I think you could help me with!”

“You do? I mean, I’m not really good at fixing things, if that’s what you need…” Ryan seemed to be having trouble meeting her eyes. Kelsey knew why; she had never once asked him for anything in the three years they’d been neighbors. But she felt his eyes on her body and knew that he knew what she wanted.

Now wasn’t the time to be cowardly. She flashed her neighbor another bright smile. “Like, you’re the only person for the job! Could you come over? Maybe in, like, twenty minutes?”

“Um…sure, I guess?” His gaze was fixed on a car parked in the street now, but she felt sure that she had him right where she wanted him.

“Great!” Before Ryan could say anything else, she was up and striding back inside. It was better to leave him guessing, right? After all, anticipation was sexy. Besides, she had some getting ready to do, and there was no time to waste.

She ran to the bedroom and broke open her makeup collection, settling on a bold look that was still simple enough to do in the short time she had. Then, trembling with excitement, she hurried over to her closet, threw open the door, and began trying to decide what to wear. A full outfit might send too subtle a message, but then she didn’t want to answer the door naked either, since that could scare him off, so…what then? The outfits in her wardrobe weren’t nearly revealing enough, so she felt that her choices were limited.

Eventually, she settled on a cropped T-shirt and skirt combo, figuring that he would have to be blind not to see what she was trying to tell him. The pressure was on. Now that she had a chance to act on her urges, she realized that there was a beast inside of her, a beast that would roar and rage until she could finally sate its hunger. And if she failed now, she knew it would be angrier than ever.

She was buzzing with anticipation by the time a knock sounded from the front door. Consumed by excitement, she was barely conscious of striding through the living room and seizing the doorknob. When she pulled it open and saw Ryan on the other side, she returned to herself, but only to become conscious of the overpowering lust that was filling her. She had had lovers before, and at the time she thought she’d been attracted to them, but that was nothing at all compared to what she was feeling now for this man she’d barely spoken to. She felt herself taking a deep breath. “Um, like…hi!”

“Uh,” said Ryan, momentarily stunned, “uh…hi.”

“Well, come in!” she said, pushing the door open. “The thing I need help with is, like, right in here.”

To her relief, he stepped inside and let the door swing shut behind him. “So…” He was studying the garbage can in the corner of the room, an intense expression on his face. “Um…what exactly is it?”

It was now or never. Kelsey fixed Ryan with her gaze, not letting up until he was forced to meet her eyes. “Like, Ryan, can you tell me the truth about something?”

“What kind of thing?” A blush was spreading across his cheeks, and he seemed to be trying to burn a hole in the wastebasket with his eyes.

The beast inside her roared, threatening her with internal torment, and she knew she had to comply with its wishes. Stepping forward, she placed a hand on his chest. “Do you…want me?”

Ryan swallowed, glanced towards her, swallowed again. “Y-yes.”

“Then, like, what are we waiting for?” And then Kelsey was tilting her head up, and he seemed to be stunned, but then he was leaning down, and then their lips were meeting. Passion swelled inside her, a hot cauldron threatening to bubble over.

For a few moments, she allowed herself to enjoy the heat of the moment, to drink it all in. She had succeeded. She was finally giving in to her urges, finally allowing herself to be overcome with lust, and it felt absolutely wonderful. Warm satisfaction filled her as she pressed up against him, as his arms wrapped around her, as his hand crept down her back and –

Wait.

Kelsey nearly cried out in surprise as Ryan grabbed a handful of her asscheek, fingers squeezing hungrily. He began to kiss her more fiercely, and then his tongue was diving into her mouth. She wasn’t the only one with a beast inside of her, it seemed, but her neighbor’s passion seemed to have given him a power, a fierce, animalistic drive, that she hadn’t expected and that she knew she couldn’t control. The thought was so incredibly arousing, so fucking hot, that she felt her pussy begin to stir, anticipating what was soon to follow.

And then Ryan pulled away from her. She felt his gaze fix on her for a moment. “The bed. Now.”

His tone was harsh, totally empty of his usual awkwardness, but he wanted exactly the same thing she did. Tired of undressing her with his eyes, now he needed to do it with his hands. Looking up at him, she nodded, and then they were hurrying towards her bed, practically tripping over each other in pure eagerness.

Kelsey’s shirt was the first to go. It was small, loose, and it didn’t hold out long against Ryan’s furiously scrambling hands; soon, it was lying on the floor on the other side of the room, the first casualty of their passion. His own shirt – the silly man had put one on before coming over – took a bit longer, but working together they managed to get it off, and soon enough it joined hers on the carpet.

She had debated wearing a bra. On the one hand, of course, it was ridiculous to waste time on such a thing, but on the other, forcing him to slow down a bit would be sure to make the bitter agony of anticipation all the sweeter. Ultimately, she had decided to compromise, opting for a suitably sexy black lace balcony style with a clasp simple enough to get through quickly. She was glad that she had; as he unhooked it, she could feel his breathing grow shallower, hot with arousal.

At last, when her breasts fell free, he looked at them, then up at her. His expression was still the same, a driven glare, but in his eyes she could see a bit of the old shyness creeping in as he surveyed her naked upper body. She felt a jolt of confidence. Of course she would have that effect on him. She would have that effect on anyone, because she was hot, goddamit, hotter than she’d ever been.

It was time to make a move. Fixing him with a hungry gaze, she let her fingers travel down to his crotch, felt for his cock through his exercise pants. It didn’t take long to find it; it was larger than she had expected and still growing, stiffening with every passing moment. That thought was incredibly sexy, and she found that she could wait no longer.

In college, Kelsey had given a blowjob or two, but they had always been unremarkable. Once, her lover had been too drunk to even get hard, and every time she’d been left craving something more memorable. But now she felt an urge to try again, to finally have a man moaning and squirming in the palm of her hand, and this was her chance. Dropping to her knees, she seized the waistband of his pants and began to pull them down.

The sight of his cock pulling slowly out of its fabric prison was arousing beyond compare. The beast inside her roared louder than before, demanding her to go faster, to satisfy her urges, but she knew that the pleasure would be all the sweeter if she took a bit longer. It was best, she decided, to stick to a middle path and allow things to flow as naturally as possible.

With that in mind, she let instinct guide her as she gave Ryan’s pants one final tug, letting his cock spring free into the open air. He hadn’t worn underpants, yet more evidence that he’d known all along what was going to happen here. She grinned at the thought, pleased that she had found a lover who was on her same wavelength. Then she leaned forward slightly and traced a finger along the length of his member, luxuriating in the feeling of it stiffening at her touch. She had power here. Maybe her mind had been foggy recently, and maybe it hadn’t been so easy to focus at work, but those things paled in comparison to the ability to command a body like Ryan’s, to have him quivering for whatever she chose to do next.

Gently, slowly, she wrapped her hand around his cock, squeezing just the tiniest bit, and began to pump. The weight of his rod in her hand was oddly satisfying, and its feeling in her grip – slightly springy, but still stiff – made it wonderfully enjoyable to hold in her grasp. She heard him breathe out as she worked and felt her own arousal grow hotter as she realized the effect she was having on him. But the beast inside her was growing restless once again. She wanted more, to please him more, to get off on the knowledge that she was succeeding.

And that could only mean one thing: it was time to raise the stakes. She stopped pumping for just a moment, just to hear him inhale sharply in surprise (god, she loved that), and then leaned forward, allowing her eyes to meet his just as she traced her tongue around the head of his cock.

The blowjob had barely begun, and already it was the best she’d ever given. She was so incredibly aroused that every little motion sent a jolt of pleasure tingling through her. The taste of him on her tongue – his sweat, his musk – only added to that, producing a potent cocktail of lust that drove her on, pushing her ever further. She swirled her tongue around his head once or twice more, then ran it further down the length of his cock. It seemed that the head was sensitive, but that orgasms came from pleasuring the shaft, and she wanted to make sure not to leave it out.

Speaking of not leaving things out, she was forgetting something very important. As she worked with her tongue, exploring the bumps and ridges of his now-iron-hard shaft, she reached up with her free hand and gently cupped his balls. They were heavy and hanging down at the ready, swollen with blood and so large that the two of them just barely fit in the palm of her hand. It was probably best to use a light touch, so she let them roll very gently between her fingers as she continued her other ministrations.

Kelsey wondered, in the back of her mind, where all of this instinct was coming from. She wasn’t incredibly experienced in bed, but it was just…she knew what to do. That hadn’t been true with her other lovers, with whom sex had been an enjoyable but very awkward fumbling session, but with Ryan it was like she could do no wrong. Had her brain just changed over the past few weeks? Had it rewired itself away from things like being on time to meetings and towards this new sexual intuition? If so, she wasn’t asking why, and she certainly wasn’t complaining.

And now it was time to turn up the heat once again. Her tongue had been doing an excellent job, but she wanted to really feel him in her mouth. The beast demanded it, and now she could resist no longer. Leaning forward a bit more, she parted her lips and let the head of his cock slide past them. Gazing up at him like a seasoned pro, she began sucking ever-so-gently, swirling her tongue around him to provide multiple dimensions of pleasure. What man could resist this?

Not Ryan, clearly. His breathing was ragged now, his cheeks flushed, and every now and then he would let out a soft groan of pleasure as she worked. She was pushing him closer and closer to his limit, she knew, and she would have to decide when to ease him over. The thought of his orgasm, of the taste of his cum, was incredibly arousing, but the longer she waited, the better it would be.

Still, it was getting harder and harder for her to resist him. Slowly, she began to bob up and down on his cock, letting it slide in and out of her mouth with each motion. The sensation was electrifying, and soon she was going faster, taking more and more of him into her mouth. She was in the zone now, and nothing was real for her except his rod, his pleasure, and his furiously pounding heart. Truly, this was paradise.

But now Ryan was definitely getting close. He was breathing harder than ever, and an incoherent string of obscenities was flying out of his mouth. “Fucking…fucking shit, that’s…oh, fuck, just like that, fucking christ, I, oh fuck, I…” It wasn’t dirty talk, not exactly, but the sound of it was still incredibly hot and left her craving even more.

Just as Kelsey was wondering when he would finally fall over the edge, though, just as the beast inside her was screaming its approval, she felt his hand on the back of her head. That domineering nature she’d seen from him earlier was back with a vengeance, and as he shoved her ever deeper, pushing her roughly down onto his cock, she felt herself more turned on than she’d ever been. Something about the way he used her was just so goddamn intoxicating! How had she been missing out on this all her life?

And then, at last, Ryan came. At first, the only sign that his orgasm had arrived was a slight twitch in his cock, but then he was groaning, panting, legs shaking with pleasure as rope after rope of hot, sticky cum went blasting into her mouth. She knew not to stop too soon, so she kept going, kept bobbing up and down as he trembled and gasped with pleasure.

At last, though, her lover’s cock began to soften in her mouth. She pulled away, vaguely sad to have to let it go, and spat his seed out onto her tits, enjoying the sensation of being marked. She looked up at him. “Like, did you like that, baby?”

“Did I…” Ryan’s brain seemed to be somewhere else, possibly in some other part of the solar system. It took him a moment to come to himself. “Yeah, I…I did. That was really good.” He was having trouble meeting her eyes once again, she saw. The old awkwardness seemed to have returned now that his seed had left his body.

“Next time,” said Kelsey, standing up, “bring a condom. Because, like, we’re going further.”

“R-really?” asked Ryan, blushing. “I mean…I’m not really that good at this kind of thing.”

“You’re good enough,” she said. “Like, good enough for me.”

Later, in the shower, after Ryan was gone, Kelsey thought back over the morning, and over the past few weeks. The beast inside her was tranquil now, sated, and a little of her old self seemed to have found its way back. Maybe she’d be able to focus on work a bit more this week. That would certainly be nice. But something new had blossomed inside her, much like the spring flowers outside. She would need to give into the beast again, and when she did…well, Ryan was just next door, wasn’t he?

She was already excited for next Saturday.
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