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Chapter 1






Amanda was straightening up a few of
the videos on the shelves when she heard the familiar ringing
sound: another customer had walked in. She smiled. Business hadn't
been all that slow this evening, what with the
steady flow of customers ever since she clocked in, but at the same
time, she was hoping it would be busier.

She looked over towards the corridor around
which she knew that her incoming customer or customers would
arrive. She didn't hear the sounds of anyone talking, but that
didn't mean anything. She glanced upwards at the concave mirror on
the ceiling that allowed her to see nearly the entire store at once
and saw a girl, around about her own age, walking slowly around the
corner.

Amanda chuckled silently. She's embarrassed.
Guys don't seem to have as much trouble coming into places like
these, but the girls, sometimes they walked in like a condemned
person walking down the last mile to their execution.

Amanda paused for a moment, remembering her
first time coming through that door. This customer's not all that
different from how she felt her first time. Why should pleasure be
such a taboo among otherwise rational, educated women?

The customer finally lifted her gaze to
something higher than the floor. She looked at some of the items
hanging from peg-hooks on the wall and looked back down to the
floor, shaking her head.

Give her time, Amanda
thought. She just needs some time. Let the customer make
the first move.

The customer tried to look at some of the
inventory on a shelf even though she barely lifted her head up. She
picked up one or two items, put them back carefully on the shelf
and started back towards the entrance.

She's having second thoughts about coming
in, Amanda thought, but she's not about to
leave. She followed the customer's movements in the
curved mirror on the ceiling.

The customer had almost reached the door,
but stopped. After what looked, to Amanda, like a long battle with
her interests, needs, and desires, the girl slowly turned around
and headed back inside the store.

The girl glanced at Amanda and smiled.

Let her make the first move,
Amanda silently reminded herself.

The girl tried to avoid eye contact with
Amanda for a few moments but couldn't sustain it. She looked back
down at the floor and let out a very quiet squeak; this was a cry
for help if Amanda had ever heard one.

Amanda nodded at the girl, smiling.

The girl took a deep breath and said, "Um...
Could, uh, would you mind... Could you please, uh, you know, um,
help me, uh, find... something?"

"Sure!" Amanda didn't want to sound too
cheerful, but she knew that she needed to do something to help her
customer feel more comfortable. "Do you mind if I ask, what brings
you in here?"

Amanda knew that she could practically
predict what this girl was about to say; these kind of customers
are all the same. "Well, um, I've... I haven't dated anyone in, um,
a while and... Well, I've, uh, I miss... No, I .. I've, uh, have,
um... you know..."

"Needs?"

"Yes! Needs!"

Amanda stood upright and faced the customer.
"Honey, we've all got needs... In fact, that's all we sell here, is
something to satisfy people's, um, needs."

"Yeah, but I never thought I'd find myself
in, well, um, no disrespect intended, but this isn't
exactly..."

"None taken. A lot of people are
uncomfortable in shops like this one. There's nothing to be ashamed
of. We're all sexual beings, and this store caters to our needs as
sexual beings."

"But, I..."

"You were taught not to think about sex,
weren't you?"

"Yes!"

"But you are. Thinking. A lot, aren't
you?"

"Yes!"

"That doesn't make you a bad person... I'm
sorry, what was your name?"

"Danielle."

"Danielle, you're not a bad person.
You've... Well, let me ask you this question. When you've got an
itch, what do you do?"

"I scratch it."

"When you're hungry, what do you do?"

"I eat."

"Both of those are perfectly natural
processes. Why wouldn't you scratch a different kind of itch?
Satisfy a different kind of hunger?"

"Well..."

"Listen, I work here at The Pleasure Chest
because I believe in what our bodies tell us, and I listen to my
body when it needs something... And it's a very rewarding job,
emotionally. You don't look entirely comfortable with being here,
so I won't keep you here any longer than you need to be... Can I
interest you in a dildo?"

Danielle blushed slightly but didn't put up
any resistance as Amanda escorted her towards a series of shelves
between the cash register and the movies. She scanned the shelves
for a minute and picked up a box.

The box sported a colorful drawing of
a rooster, strutting proudly among what looked like three hens who
were fawning all over him. All four animals on the packaging had
some distinctive human features, giving the box the look and feel
of an "adult" comic book. Danielle giggled when she saw the name on
the box: COCK OF AGES.

"Yeah, I know it's a silly name, but you've
got to trust me on this one. Everyone who's ever used one sings its
praise, and rightly so. Can you keep a secret, Danielle?"

"Um, yeah."

"It actually seems to know exactly what you
need, and when. It's the only vibrator that adjusts its own
strength by what it feels inside your body..."

"How does it do that?"

"No clue."

Danielle looked over the box more closely.
"What does this mean, 'expandable'?"

"It's a great play on words. First, it's
made of a jelly-like material that expands and contracts to its
surroundings, making it truly responsive to your shape. Second, if
you like it, you can buy some add-ons that'll provide you with a
more complete set of feelings and sensations."

"I don't get it."

"There are three add-ons you can buy. An
anal probe, a breast massager, and a set of eyeglasses. All three
connect wirelessly to the vibrator to enhance your experience. The
eyeglasses will feed an image directly into your head to make it
seem like you're with the man -- or woman -- of your dreams."

Danielle pointed at a sticker on the corner
of the box. "Is that the price?"

"Yes."

"$150.00 is a bit more than I was planning
on spending tonight."

"But worth every penny. Yeah, this is a bit
more expensive than some of our other models. A cheapie, piece of
crap vibrator will run you about twenty bucks or so. A decent one
will cost closer to fifty or seventy five. This one is the top of
the line, but the manufacturers let us offer you a deal unlike no
other."

"What's that?"

"They'll let you take it for a test drive.
Four days max. You don't pay a penny now, but come back within four
days and either bring it back to us, or buy it."

"Isn't that dangerous? I mean, what if
someone with AIDS or something used it during the test drive and
then came back to return it?"

"A fair question. I've got two answers.
First, in the three years since we started selling this one, we
haven't seen a single return, either because it's defective or just
the so-called 'wrong one'." She made quote marks with her fingers
to punctuate this point.

"Second, even if someone did return it, the
manufacturer created a deep-cleansing machine that will effectively
sterilize it, clean it of all possible germs and infections."

"Four days? Danielle demurred. "I, um, I
guess I could ... try it out."

Amanda smiled. "Let's just make sure you do
really come back to return it or buy it, all right?"

"I... I guess."

Amanda rummaged around underneath the cash
register and laid a piece of paper on the desk. "Please fill this
out completely."

Danielle looked around cautiously and
examined the form. "All right." She picked up a pen and wrote her
name, address, phone number, and e-mail address in the appropriate
places on the form. After a few minutes, Danielle looked up and
slid the form across the counter.

Amanda quickly confirmed that the form was
filled out properly. "Excellent." She took the box containing the
vibrator and placed it in a plain paper bag.

The customer took the bag, tucking it
quickly inside of her jacket. Before the clerk had the chance to
thank her for coming into the store, she was gone.

Amanda snickered. "She's going to love it,"
she said to the otherwise empty store before returning to
straighten up the videos on the shelves.


Chapter 2






Danielle returned to her apartment and
placed the box containing the vibrator on her dining room table.
She looked over the box, wondering what kind of batteries it
takes.

Once she knew what she needed, she looked in
her pantry for the right sized batteries, only to find that she
didn't have what she needed. Thinking for a moment, she realized
she could take the batteries out of her television remote, so she
did exactly that.

As she removed the batteries from her remote
control, she sighed. "I guess I'm not going to be able to watch TV
while I'm doing this."

As she was dropping the batteries into the
vibrator, she heard the familiar purring that came when Meow Tse
Tongue was rubbing up against her leg. She smiled and looked down
at him. "Would you mind please staying out here while I take care
of something in the bedroom?"

She scratched him behind his ears and he lay
down near the end table in the living room.

She laughed to herself. She wasn't entirely
sure why she didn't want the cat watching her, but she still felt
better about him being in another room. She quietly carried the
vibrator into the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

She slowly and cautiously unfastened her
skirt and, after letting it float down to her ankles, she folded it
neatly and placed it on a chair. She watched herself in her mirror
and sighed. Was she really about to do this? Why had it been so
hard to find a good guy? Were her standards that high? She didn't
think so, but her complete lack of a love life of late seemed to
suggest otherwise.

She turned away from the mirror as she
rolled her panties and stockings down, carefully draping them over
the back of a chair, before picking up the item she'd purchased at
the store. She ran her hand over the waxy, smooth surface of the
phallus, pushing the button on the flat end of it, causing it to
begin vibrating slowly.

She turned it off once again and lifted one
leg, balancing herself against the bed. She squinted and bit her
lip as she slowly inserted it into her pussy. Not too deep, she
thought.

She sat down on the bed and reached for the
other end of it, turning it on again.

She felt it start to vibrate gently and
smiled. "This isn't that bad, actually."

She looked down at the vibrator. She held on
to the shaft as she clenched her pussy around it. As she did that,
the sensation picked up in intensity and she gasped, "Oh!" as much
in surprise as anything from the way it reacted to her.

She pushed it slightly further inside of her
and, once she was certain that it wasn't about to fall out, she
removed her blouse and her bra, throwing them aside with
significantly less care than she had shown with her skirt and
underwear.

She lay back on her bed and started to play
with her breasts, kneading them gently together and apart.

She barely realized that the vibrator was
sliding further inside of her. She started to kick and thrash in
pleasure. In a moment, she had enveloped almost the entirety of the
toy; the only thing preventing it from being absorbed completely
inside of her, was the way it flared outward at the end.

As the edge of the vibrating dildo came in
contact with her clit, she couldn't suppress her pleasure any
longer. She moaned and screamed at the top of her lungs, kicking
and flailing violently, surrendering to the pleasure she was
receiving.

The vibrator recognized the impact it was
having on Danielle, and increased its intensity. She arched her
back and pinched her nipples, acting completely on instinct,
without giving a thought to her movements or activities.

She spread her legs as far apart as she
physically could, as the phallus filled her physically.

A small antenna protruded from the exposed
end of the vibrator and transmitted a low radio wave to a receiver
a few miles away.
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