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Lauren’s still catching her breath, her skin flushed and glowing as she lounges back on the coffee table, legs lazily parted, the air thick with the scent of her arousal. The vibrator wand hums faintly in my hand, its buzz a low echo as I set it down, my pulse racing from what I’ve just done. She props herself up on her elbows, that mischievous glint in her eyes shifting into something sharper, more calculated. 

“So,” she says, her voice sliding back into that smooth, professional cadence, “what do you think? Ready to bring some of that home?” She’s in sales mode now, practiced and polished. Like she didn’t just come under my hands seconds ago.

I hesitate, my mind spinning. “Uh, yeah, maybe just the vibrator,” I mutter, glancing at the wand, still warm from her heat. It’s already more than I’d planned to spend, but the way she reacted... fuck, it’s hard to argue with results. Lauren tilts her head, a playful pout tugging at her lips. 

“Just the one? Come on, you’ve got a good eye. I can sweeten the deal. Buy more, and there’s a discount.” She leans forward, reaching into her case, and pulls out the nipple-and-clit sucker and the thick, veined dildo she’d used earlier. “Check out the combo. Sucker and dildo together, three items, and I’ll give you the package deal. Best value, trust me.”

I shift uncomfortably, rubbing the back of my neck. “I don’t know... money’s tight. This economy’s a mess, you know?” 

It’s true. my wife’s job keeps us afloat, but my freelance gigs barely cover the extras, and dropping cash on sex toys feels reckless. Lauren’s not fazed, though. She slides off the table, standing close enough that I can feel the heat radiating off her, and starts unbuttoning her blazer fully, letting it drop to the floor. 

“Let me convince you,” she says, her tone a sultry promise as she peels off the last scraps of her lingerie, leaving her completely bare. Her figure’s unreal, you know. Curves that dip and swell in all the right places, skin smooth and taut, begging to be touched. 

“Use them on me. See how they work together. You’ll know it’s worth it.”

Fuck. My hesitation crumbles as she hands me the dildo and sucker, her fingers brushing mine deliberately. She climbs back onto the table, lying flat this time, her body an open canvas. 

“Start with the dildo,” she instructs, spreading her legs wide, giving me full access. I squirt a fresh dollop of lube onto it, the slickness dripping down my fingers, and position it at her entrance. She’s still wet from before, her folds parting easily as I slide it in, slow and deep, watching her take every deep inch. Her breath catches, a low moan rumbling out as I start to thrust it, steady and firm, the veined texture dragging against her walls. 

“Yeah- like that,” she gasps, her hips rolling to meet each push, her hands gripping the table’s edge for better positioning.

I grab the sucker next, switching it on, and press it to her nipple next. The suction kicks in, pulling a sharp cry from her as her back arches, the pink bud darkening under the pulsing grip. 

“Lower,” she pants, her voice tight with need, and I move it down, settling it over her clit. The moment it latches on, her whole body jolts, a strangled “Yes!” bursting from her lips. Her thighs clamp around my hand holding the dildo, and I keep pumping it, find the presence of mind to match the rhythm of the sucker’s pulses. Her moans turn wild, a mix of gasps and whimpers, her hips bucking so hard I have to brace myself to keep control. 

“Deeper! Harder!” she begs, and I oblige, driving the dildo in as far as it’ll go, the suction tugging at her clit until her eyes roll back.

She comes fast and fierce, her body seizing up as a scream tears out of her. What a sight to behold. Her walls clench around the dildo, pulsing so tight I can feel the resistance against my hand. Her clit throbs under the sucker, her liquid flooding out as she shakes through it. Her chest heaves, nipples straining against the air, and she’s trembling, a sheen of sweat making her glow. 

“See?” she pants, grinning weakly as she comes down, her voice hoarse. “Your wife’ll love it. She’ll thank you. Guaranteed.”

I pull the toys away, my own arousal screaming for attention, but her reaction’s burned into my brain. Imagining my wife, shuddering like that, crying out under my hands. Fuck it. 

“Alright,” I say. “I’ll take the package deal.” Lauren’s grin widens, triumphant, and she sits up, already reaching for her order pad, still naked but nonchalant, like this is just another successful pitch. “Smart choice,” she says, scribbling it down. “You won’t regret it.”

—-
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That night, the house is quiet, the kids finally asleep, and my wife’s sprawled on our bed, her corporate armor shed for a loose tank top and shorts. She’s tired, I can tell. Lines of stress etched around her eyes from another long day, but there’s a flicker of curiosity when I pull out the vibrator wand, its sleek black shape catching the dim light of our bedside lamp. “

What’s this?” she asks, eyebrow arching as I switch it on, the low hum filling the space between us. 

I grin, trying to play it cool. “Thought we could spice things up.”

She doesn’t argue, just shifts to lie back, letting her legs fall open with a mix of exhaustion and intrigue. I kneel between her thighs, tugging her shorts and panties down in one smooth motion, exposing her to the cool air. She’s not as wet as Lauren was, but I press the buzzing head of the wand against her clit anyway, starting slow, letting the vibrations tease her awake. Her breath hitches, a soft “Ohhh...” slipping out as her hips twitch upward, chasing the sensation. I circle it gently at first, watching her face, the way her lips part and her eyes shut. 

“Fuck, that’s nice,” she remarks with surprise, and I crank the intensity up a notch, pressing harder.

Her hands grip the sheets, a mark of her enjoyment as I work the wand in tighter, faster circles, the buzz sinking deeper into her. She’s warming up now, a faint flush creeping up her chest, her thighs trembling as she grinds against it. 

“Where’d you get this?” she gasps, her words punctuated by a low moan as I angle the wand just right. 

I falter, my mind flashing to Lauren, her wild cries, her enticing moans, and I dodge the question. “Just, um, picked it up online,” I mutter, focusing on the rhythm, trying to coax more out of her. She doesn’t push it, too caught up in the feeling, and I keep going, sliding the wand along her folds, then back to her clit, relentless.

Her moans grow louder, sharp little gasps that echo in the room, and her hips buck, soon chasing the edge. 

“Don’t stop, shit, don’t stop,” she pleads, her voice breaking. I continue, pressing the wand flush against her until her whole body tenses. She comes with a shudder, a choked cry spilling out as her thighs clamp around my hand, her back arching off the bed. It’s intense, her chest heaving as she rides it out, pushing against the wand. 

As she collapses back, panting, I can’t shake the comparison. It’s good. Damn good, but not quite like with Lauren. My wife’s reaction is softer, less feral, missing that raw, unhinged edge the saleslady brought to it, her body shuddering like it was built for the toys.

She catches her breath, rolling onto her side with a lazy smile. “That was... unexpected,” she says, her tone warm but sleepy, already drifting. “You’re full of surprises.” I force a chuckle, setting the wand aside, my own arousal still simmering, unsatisfied. 

“Yeah, guess so,” I reply, climbing into bed beside her, my mind stuck on the memory of Lauren’s trembling thighs, her desperate cries. The wand worked better than I’d hoped, but there’s a nagging itch, a whisper that maybe the real difference isn’t the toy, but the woman wielding it.

—-
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A few days later, I’m elbow-deep in a document, the monotony of my work-from-home gig interrupted by the sharp trill of my phone buzzing on the desk. I glance at the screen—unknown number. Probably a spam call, but something nudges me to pick it up anyway. 

“Hello?” I say, half-distracted, expecting a robotic voice pitching car warranties.

“Hi there,” comes a familiar, silky tone that snaps me out of my daze. “It’s Lauren from Intimate Innovations. Remember me?” My stomach does a quick flip, a flush creeping up my neck as her face flashes in my mind, naked, sprawled on my coffee table, moaning under my hands. 

“Uh, yeah,” I manage, voice rougher than I mean it to be. “How’d you get my number?”

“Purchase info,” she says breezily, like it’s the most normal thing in the world. “We like to follow up with our customers. So... how’d it go? Did the toys work their magic?” There’s a teasing lilt to her words, and I can almost hear her smirk through the line. 

I lean back in my chair, rubbing a hand over my face, the memory of my wife’s softer climax still nagging at me. “It was... fine,” I say, hesitating. “She liked the vibrator, came pretty hard, but... I don’t know... it wasn’t quite what I expected. Not like...” I trail off, not sure how to finish that without sounding like an asshole.

“Not like with me?” Lauren finishes for me, her voice dipping low, a knowing edge to it that makes my pulse kick up. “Yeah, I get that a lot. Everyone’s different, but sometimes it’s about technique, not just the tools.” She pauses, letting the silence hang, and I can feel the sales pitch coming before she even starts. “Here’s the thing. We offer
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