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“I need to buy a new dildo.”

Once I have blurted the words out, seated on the back deck of my single, detached bungalow – ironic in the fact that I, too, am single and detached – I know the words to be true.

My usual partner in crime peers at me demurely from above the rim of her designer shades, sipping on the blue, heavily liquored, concoction in one of the brown tiki glasses I had purchased while on my fifth and last anniversary trip.  “And to what do we owe this revelation?” she queries, lifting one perfectly drawn eyebrow high on her sun kissed forehead.  

Why couldn’t I have a sun kissed forehead? I wonder, rather sourly; resenting—even for just a fleeting second—Sharon’s cosmetic perfection.  She is the glamorous friend; the popular friend; the one who has it all friend—beauty, brains, body, money.  I have none of those things.  And yet, for whatever reason, Sharon and I are the very best of friends.  The truest of the true friends.  Having met in college—she was studying to become a lawyer, I was doing a business major—we  had hit it off instantly, bonding immediately, and then both of us had gone on to survive failed marriages, husband’s who cheated, nasty divorce lawyers—Sharon had studied criminal law unfortunately, though in my humble opinion divorce law could certainly rank up there with the top crimes in the country—and homelessness; for Sharon that last part had only lasted a day or so since she’d been smart enough to have a pre-nuptial agreement drawn up before she’d tied the knot and so when the marriage had ended she only spent one night on my couch before purchasing her very own mansion on a hill—the possession of which came in very handy when I went through my own messy divorce and ended up penniless and destitute; sleeping in one of Sharon’s four spare bedrooms for nearly a year before I could afford my own place.

I shrug, bringing my wayward thoughts back to the matter at hand – A new dildo.  “The last time I bought a vibrator was when Rick wanted to spice things up,” I tell her.  Of course, little had I known that my ex-husband, Rick’s, idea of spicing things up in the bedroom was for me to put a strap-on dick up his rear-end.  That should have been my first clue that not all was right in our marriage...sadly though, it wasn’t until I walked into the house after getting off work early one day to find my husband deepthroating the gardener’s cock while the gardener’s handsome assistant back-ended my bent-over husband.

I sigh.  Good gardener’s with sexy assistants were so hard to come by.

Sharon swallows the mouthful of Holy Water she’s been swishing in her mouth and nods.  “Fair enough.  Let’s go cock shopping.”

My eyes widen.  “We’re not going together!”

“Pfft!”  Sharon rolls her eyes.  “As if I’d let you go into a sex shop all by your lonesome!”  She smirks devilishly.  “Besides, I need provisions.”

Ever since her divorce, Sharon has made it her life’s mission to fuck her way through every man she has since met.  So far, she is bang on.  No guy of legal age without a pacemaker has been safe from her lusty appetite.  In fact, Sharon is so proficient at her task that a lot of the women she’s run into of late have been propositioning her as well.  

I wish I had the confidence to be non-discriminatory in my pursuit of partners for sexual gratification.  The pathetic truth is that I barely have the confidence to mix with the opposite sex after Rick’s betrayal, let alone getting down and dirty with someone who had the same—possibly better—bits and pieces as me.

“There’s this really cute waitress down at the new pub I’ve been going to who keeps giving me the look,” she winked, “I may need a strap-on of my own.”

I press my lips together and make a face.  “Well you should get the double-forked one...at least with that one you can get off too.”

Sharon grins.  “I’ll keep that in mind!”  She stands and pulls me, rather reluctantly now, to my feet.  “Come on—you, horny slut, let’s go shopping!”

––––––––
[image: ]


THE SEX SHOP IS IN the center of downtown.  It has a rather humble looking storefront with a small display window beyond which stands two bald mannequins wearing leather lingerie.  The image might have been offensive to some had the mannequins had any shape to them; as it were there were no bumps or bulges to give away the possible gender and therefore no real appeal to anyone.  They might as well have hung the articles of clothing on hangers and placed them in the window for all the provocation they promoted.

Inside the sex shop was another matter.  Crimson red walls rise up from black floors to support black ceilings encrusted with a million miniscule white Christmas lights—the kind I use to surround my deck to give light and add a little ambience in the summer—there are no other lights to be seen and, in truth, none needed.  The walls are adorned with shelves and filled with boxes and containers of every possible sexual delight imaginable – most of which I admittedly don’t even know the use for.  Butt plugs and ticklers, creams and lotions; things to put your pieces into and things to put into your pieces, and videos and books teaching you how to do it, all meet the customer as they enter the store.

The vibrators hang along the back wall, near a dressing room for those brave souls who want to try on the racks of lingerie hanging along the far end of the store...or maybe the dressing room was for something else entirely – I am admittedly too innocent to know for certain.  I could always ask Sharon, I suppose, but then there was such a thing as too much information and, glancing briefly at Sharon’s nearly full shopping basket—yes, she actually needed a shopping basket in the sex shop—I quickly ascertain that there are things about my best friend which I am simply better off not knowing.

As Sharon makes a beeline toward the flavored condoms, I make my way toward the back wall, smiling a little self-consciously at the grey-haired old lady behind the counter who is beaming at me over the rim of her granny-glasses and looking very much like someone who should be putting off a knitting class somewhere and not selling cock enhancers to the general public. 

There are too many choices.

That is my first impression as I present myself before the basic edition vibrators.  Texture, size, speed, color...it is all too much fodder for my already overloaded brain.  Do I want a pink one with little bumps designed to increase maximum pleasure?  Or, a blue one that promises to feel just like the real thing?  Propping my hip out at a jaunted angle, I tap my thumb nail against my bottom lip in my customary deep-thought pose and wait for inspiration to hit me.

And it does.

In my peripheral vision I suddenly notice the appearance of something bright and beckoning.  I turn my head slowly, sure that I haven’t seen anything like it in my original scan of the wears before me.  Curious, I move toward it, feeling drawn somehow.  The package is simple, if a little dusty, and tightly sealed.  The brand name, MIDAS, is emblazoned boldly in shimmering gold lengthwise along the side of the package with the added script, The King of Vibes, flowing neatly across the bottom in solid black lettering.  The clear packaging shows a bright gold colored vibrator which has the look of the real thing – though admittedly better endowed and sculpted much more perfectly than any thing I’ve ever seen.  

My interest peaked considerably, I pull the package from the rack and hold it in my hand.  Yes, it looks as though it has hung on the rack for ages with the amount of dust that is on it but something about it seems to call to me.  I can’t explain it but, once I’ve seen it, I know I am going to buy it.

“Isn’t that strange,” an unfamiliar voice says beside my ear.   I jump, startled out of my skin, and nearly drop the package.  

Pressing it tightly to my chest and gasping slightly, I turn to find the little old lady sex-shopkeeper standing close beside me, her beady eyes staring at my possession.

“I’m sorry?” I say, by way of telling her that she has just scared the life out of me, and I have no idea what she is referring to.

Her wrinkled old face frowns slightly.  “I just stocked this wall this morning,” she explains, “and I know for certain that this item wasn’t here.”

“Oh.”  I look down at the MIDAS vibrator, unsure of what that might mean.  Was I going to have to put it back?  Pick out another?  The thought is distasteful to the point that I actually consider pushing the old lady away from me and hightailing it out of the store with the golden dildo—the fact that I am not a violent person doesn’t seem to be a factor at the moment, nor does it matter that I’ve never stolen anything in my entire life!

“Let me scan it, dear, to make sure it’s one of ours.  You’d be surprised at the things we find in this store.  Wouldn’t surprise me if someone brought it in from another shop just to cause problems.”

She holds her hand out, expecting me to place the MIDAS into it.  I don’t want to let it go.  What is wrong with me? 

The old lady must have seen my hesitation as she smiles comfortingly at me.  “Don’t worry, dear.  I will give it back as soon as I’m done,” she says placatingly, as though speaking to a child who might need their favorite teddy bear washed.

Reluctantly, I place the vibrator package in her hand, pushing away the insane urge to grab it and flee all over again.  I
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