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​Had the mail always been so slow?

Amy hadn't been this excited about a package in a long while, to the point where she was checking the tracking updates online every hour or so, waiting for it to arrive, praying that it wouldn't get delayed. 

Thinking back, she remembered a time in the first year of college (almost ten years ago now? Lord have mercy) where she had ordered a dress online and waited eagerly for it to come, checking on its status probably even more frequently than once an hour.

Then, the dress had gotten there, and it didn't fit. And that was the last time that Amy had bought clothes online.

She didn't have such qualms about this order, though. She wasn't too concerned about it not fitting. 

She would make it fit.

Amy paced around in her bedroom, too excited to sit down. The last time she had checked, the tracking website had shown that the delivery was less than an hour away. In fact, they were so close, she was able to get live GPS updates of exactly where the truck was. Dystopian in many ways, but in this particular way, it was thrilling.

She checked herself out in the mirror. Even for however brief an encounter might be with the delivery guy, she didn't want to look all skanked out. Amy was a petite lady, with long, blonde hair and thick thighs that gave her an especially curvy butt. She was proud of her ass, and her boyfriend Alan liked it especially, something of which she was well aware. Hell, if she wanted him to go and throw the laundry in the dryer because she didn't feel like it, practically all she had to do was wiggle her ass at him. Two seconds of watching it shake seemed to be able to drive him to do anything.

But he hadn't fucked her in the ass before. Nobody had. After dating Alan for close to a year, Amy had only recently discovered how good some attention on her back door could feel. Alan had gotten into rimming her, which she really enjoyed, and occasionally he would sneak a finger up there, but she had drawn the line at anal sex.

She wasn't sure why. Just the taboo of it maybe, the hangups that had been ingrained into her mind. That line had been drawn a few months ago, and Alan was respectful of it, though he was still happy to get down there at any opportunity. Then, a few weeks ago, she had been masturbating alone and had felt the urge to slip a finger up there, and then two, and then by the time she got control of herself, she had gotten three of her own fingers up her ass and had one of the best orgasms of her life.

It had been a perspective-shifting moment. And now she was waiting for a special toy in the mail, practically giddy.

Amy wasn't as concerned about buying a sex toy online as long as the company was reputable. Speaking of taboo and hangups, she didn't feel quite ready to walk into a sex shop in real life and peruse the shelves. She didn't want to seem like a prude, but the idea of trying to find the right thing for herself while the guy behind the counter watched her the entire time, let alone bringing it up to cash out with him, made her want to curl up into a ball.

No, online shopping was the way to go for this particular woman with this particular industry. 

Amy smiled at herself in the mirror, satisfied. She had on a tight white T-shirt that hugged her mostly-flat stomach and made her boobs look, quite honestly, huge, especially on her petite frame. She didn't mind having a good-looking rack when talking to a stranger. Besides, if she ever wanted to hide her tits, the only way she was going to be able to pull it off would be to throw a wizard's cloak over herself. Nothing she owned could hide her curves—probably because she didn't buy anything that would. Her jeans certainly didn't, tight to her legs and practically appearing to be painted on, yet surprisingly comfortable.

It was time. The delivery tracking had updated to show that the truck was less than five minutes away, and in fact she could see the little blue dot on the screen pulling onto her street in real time. Trying to keep too wide of a smile from taking over her face, Amy stepped out of the bedroom and made her way to the front door of the small, modest house she owned outside of the city. She and Alan didn't live together, not yet at least, but she imagined that conversation would be taking place within the next year. 

Such ideas of future life and commitment were about as far away from her mind as they could be, though, as the delivery driver knocked on the door and she pulled it open.

"Hi," the guy said, barely looking at Amy before holding up the electronic signature pad.

"Hi," she said cheerfully, scribbling her name or some approximation of it onto the screen and taking the little brown package with its discrete labeling when it was offered.

With some small amount of satisfaction, she noticed the guy getting an eyeful of her after he handed over the package, his face coming awake.

"Have a great day, miss," he said, and Amy wished him the same, then closed the door and tapped her fingers along the cardboard box in her hands. She shook the hair out of her face and looked down. Holding it now, she felt that heat within her, heat that she hadn't realized had been building up pretty much the entire morning. It was Saturday, and normally she might go out and do something, with Alan or with her friends, but this afternoon, this was all she wanted to do. Alan would be coming over later that evening, and she would have a hell of a surprise for him.

But first, Amy was going to treat herself to the gift.

She scurried back to the bedroom like she was on the run from something. Giggling to herself, she shut the blinds in her room and set the package on her dresser. She opened it swiftly, cutting through the tape with a tiny pair of fingernail scissors, and pulled out her order.

She was surprised to see that it came in its own little leather coated box. Faux leather, surely, because she hadn't paid all that much for it, but it still gave the thing a sense of class that didn't usually accompany a toy meant to go up your ass. She opened up the leather case with its rounded edges and pulled out the toy in question.

Amy let out a little breath. Already, she loved the way it felt, surprisingly soft against her fingers, like velvet. It was a dildo specifically meant for anal play, smooth, with no ridges and just a little bit of a bend to it. A wider base gave it the ability to stand upright, if so desired. It was black and sleek, the dim light in her bedroom shining against its shape. It was tapered at the top, with a nice, rounded end that she knew would feel amazing probing the entrance of her own round end. Then it got thicker, and thicker, evened out for a little while, then becoming thicker once more. It had two stages of girth, meant to help the impassioned explorer work her way up to the real thing.

Just looking at it made her crotch throb, and she squeezed her thighs together, letting out an excited breath.

She took the other item from the box as well, a less exciting but helpful bottle of lube, and set both things on the dresser while she eagerly stripped out of her clothes. The shirt came up and off, and then the bra underneath, because why the hell not? Her boobs, large and beautiful with small, pink nipples, bounced in the air as she bent down to tug her jeans off as well, pulling them down along with her underwear to reveal the creamy skin of her thick thighs and the shapely curve of her ass. In just a few seconds, she was naked and retreating to the bed with her new toys in hand.

Amy lay on the bed and brought her hand down to her pussy. She had shaved it in advance of tonight, and she loved the way her fingers glided across her smooth lips down there. She let herself moan as she found her wetness, rubbing herself up and down her lips, teasing. She was in no hurry. She had all afternoon, if she wanted it.

Amy rubbed at her clitoris, gently, with no real intention, just letting the good feelings wash over her. She brought her left hand up to her breast, holding it, putting her nipple between the first knuckles of her fingers and giving it a squeeze, letting herself moan again.

She let her hand roam more wildly, feeling the wetness all up and down her lips, filling the room with the scent of her sex. She rubbed around the entrance to her vagina, her face flushing, pushing into herself just a little bit before pulling out. Then, able to hold back no longer, she reached down further, rubbing her fingers across her asshole. 

Now moaning was not optional, as the contact she'd been dying for all morning made itself known. She rubbed up and down her tight hole, feeling every little crevice down there. She rubbed her asshole with her middle finger, using the two surrounding fingers to push aside and spread open her cheeks, bringing more of her asshole to the forefront. Slick with her pussy juice, she rubbed firmly with her middle finger, then pushed it inside.

"Ohhhh," Amy moaned, closing her eyes. Her fingers were small, and putting one inside was hardly a stretch, so to speak. It simply went in, almost without resistance, but it still felt good. It was still very much a finger up her ass, stimulating the nerves back there, making her face feel hot and her chest tingle. Still playing with her tit, tweaking her nipple, she shoved her finger in deeper. With the angle of lying on her back, she couldn't get
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