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I’m sitting at my desk, tapping away at my laptop, the hum of a quiet house surrounding me. My wife’s been gone since morning, off to her corporate job, leaving me to my remote work and the occasional distraction of doom scrolling. It’s a typical day until the doorbell chimes, sharp and unexpected. I glance at the clock: 11:37 a.m. No deliveries scheduled, no neighbors nosy enough to drop by unannounced. Curiosity pulls me to the door.

When I open it, there she is, a woman straight out of a porno fantasy. She’s dressed in a sleek blazer, pencil skirt hugging her hips, heels. Standing on the porch as she shifts her weight. Her red-blond hair is pulled back in a neat bun, but a few strands fall loose, complementing a face with sharp cheekbones and a sly, knowing smile. She’s holding a black leather case, monogrammed with some logo I don’t recognize. “Hi,” she says, voice smooth as silk. “I’m Lauren, with Intimate Innovations. May I come in?”

I blink, caught off guard. She’s hot, undeniably so, and there’s something about a pretty girl asking to come into my house that I can’t just ignore. “Uh, sure,” I mutter, stepping aside. She brushes past me, leaving a faint trail of perfume, and I shut the door, wondering what the hell I’ve just agreed to.

She sets her case on the coffee table with a practiced ease, popping it open to reveal an array of... well, things. Brightly colored, sleekly designed, some with buttons, others with curves that don’t make immediate sense. Sex toys. My brain catches up slowly as she launches into her pitch. “Our data analytics flagged your household,” she says, all businesslike, though her eyes keep darting to mine, gauging my reaction. “Online patterns suggest a... let’s call it a ‘lull’ in your bedroom. I’m here to offer solutions. Toys can reignite that spark. Trust me, I’ve seen it work wonders.”

I lean back on the couch, arms crossed, skeptical but intrigued. “Data analytics? What, you’ve been spying on us?” My tone’s half-joking, but there’s a wary edge to it. 

She laughs, a low, throaty sound that sends a jolt through me. “Not spying. Just... observing trends. Search histories, social media habits. It’s all anonymous. Until it’s not.” She winks, and I feel my face heat up. Dead bedroom? Maybe she’s not wrong, but I’m not about to admit it to a hot woman.

Lauren doesn’t wait for me to argue. She pulls out a slim, blue vibrator, its surface chrome and inviting. “This one’s a bestseller,” she says, flicking it on. It hums to life, a soft buzz filling the room. “But talking’s cheap. Let me show you.” 

Before I can process what’s happening, she’s unbuttoning her blazer, letting it slide off her shoulders, unbuttoning her white shirt to reveal a black lace bra that’s more suggestion than coverage. My mouth goes dry. She kicks off her heels, shimmies out of her skirt, and there she is, standing in my living room in nothing but lingerie, confident as hell, like this is just another day at the office.

“Watch,” she says. It’s a command, not a request, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. She perches on the edge of my coffee table, the wood creaking faintly under her weight, and her knees part with a slow, deliberate grace that makes my pulse stutter. 

The thin fabric of her panties clings to her, a sheer black tease, and she presses the vibrator against herself with a confidence that’s almost hypnotic. The device hums to life, a low, insistent buzz that fills the room like a secret shared just between us. Her breath catches, a sharp little hitch that sends a ripple of heat through me, and her eyes flutter shut for a fleeting second, just long enough for me to see the pleasure flicker across her face, before snapping back to mine, sharp and piercing, pinning me in place.

She adjusts the vibrator, sliding it in slow, deliberate circles, tracing the contours of herself through the fabric. The buzz intensifies, a pulsing rhythm that seems to sync with the thudding in my chest, and I can see the faint outline of her arousal soaking through the lace, darkening it in a way that’s impossibly erotic. 

“It’s all about finding the rhythm,” she murmurs, her voice dropping to a whisper, thick with a raw edge. Her free hand glides up her torso, fingers splaying over the curve of her waist before cupping her breast, lifting it slightly as if offering it to me. Her thumb brushes over the lace, a lazy, teasing stroke, and I watch, mesmerized, as her nipple stiffens beneath the delicate pattern, pushing against the fabric like it’s begging to be freed.

She pinches it lightly, rolling it between her fingers, and a soft moan escapes her lips, barely audible over the vibrator’s hum but enough to make my throat tighten. Her chest rises and falls faster now, the lace stretching taut over her skin, and her hips shift, rocking subtly against the toy. 

The circles grow tighter, more focused, and I can see the tension building in her thighs, the way they tremble just enough to betray how good it feels. My jeans are a prison, the denim straining painfully against my erection, and I shift on the couch, trying to ease the pressure, but it’s useless. I’m caught, unable to tear my eyes away from her. She’s a live wire, every movement electric, and I’m hooked on the current, watching as she plays herself like the pro she is, each gasp of pleasure pulling me deeper into the performance.

She’s not done, not even close. With a flick of her wrist, she sets the vibrator aside, its hum fading into a faint echo as it rolls to a stop on the table. Her hand dips back into that fancy black case, fingers brushing over her arsenal of toys before emerging with something new: a small, clear device, its suction edge clear under the light like a promise of something wicked. 

“Nipple and clitoris sucker,” she explains, her voice casual but laced with arousal. She reaches behind her with one fluid motion, popping the clasp of her bra with a practiced snap. The lace falls away, and her breasts spill free, bare for me to see, full, round, and... and perfect, the kind of sight that stops your breath mid-inhale. Her nipples are already hard, alluring peaks begging for attention, and she doesn’t make them, or me, wait.

She presses the sucker to one nipple, the device latching on with a soft thwup. It pulses to life, a rhythmic suction that tugs at her flesh, and her reaction is immediate, a sharp, jagged gasp tears from her throat, her head tipping back so her hair spills loose from its bun, cascading over her shoulders in dark waves. Her lips part, glistening with a hint of gloss, and I can see the faintest tremble in her jaw as the sensation hits her. “Feels like a mouth,” she murmurs, almost to herself, her voice a low, dreamy hum that vibrates through me. Her eyes half-close, lashes casting shadows on her cheeks, and she lets the sucker work, each pulse drawing her nipple tighter, redder, until goosebumps ripple across her skin.

But she’s not satisfied yet. Her fingers reach into the edge of her panties, and she peels them off with a slow, deliberate drag, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of hair above her groin. She tosses the damp fabric aside, spreading her legs wider, and I catch the faint scent of her even from where I was watching, her arousal a scent that wants to pulls my hands to action. 

She repositions the sucker, sliding it down her body with a teasing slowness, letting it hover just above her clit before pressing it into place. The suction kicks in, a wet, insistent pull, and her response is direct and powerful, a deep, throaty moan rumbles out of her, raw and unrestrained. Her hips buck slightly, a sharp, involuntary jolt that lifts her ass off the table for a split second, and her free hand grips the edge, knuckles tight as she steadies herself.

The device pulses against her clit, drawing it into its grip, and I can see the way it swells, flushed and sensitive, every throb of suction making her breath hitch louder. Her thighs quiver, muscles tensing and releasing, and a sheen of sweat beads down her neck and along her collar, catching the light. Her moans deepen, rolling into a cadence that’s almost musical, and her head lolls forward, eyes locking onto mine again, daring me to keep watching. I’m trying so hard not to touch myself, my hands fisted in the cushions, nails digging into the fabric as my cock strains against my jeans, throbbing in time with her gasps. She’s a vision, unraveled, shameless, and so fucking alive, and I’m caught in the pull of her, every nerve screaming to close the distance I’m forcing myself to keep.

I’m transfixed, my eyes glued to her every move, a molten heat pooling low in my stomach, spreading like wildfire through my veins. She reaches into her case again, and this time she pulls out a dildo. Shit, it was thick, veined, and so startlingly realistic it’s almost obscene, the kind of toy that demands attention. 

It’s heavy in her hand, the silicone glistening faintly under the light, and she smirks knowingly at me, catching my wide-eyed stare. She grabs a small bottle of lube from her arsenal, flipping the cap with a flick of her thumb, and squeezes a generous stream onto the tip. The clear liquid drips down the shaft, coating it in a slick sheen, and she rubs it in with a slow, deliberate stroke, her fingers lingering as if she’s savoring the anticipation as much as I am.

She shifts, spreading her legs wider, and positions the dildo at her entrance, the blunt head nudging against her glistening folds. “This one’s goes deep,” she pants, her voice rough and breathless, already betraying her need. I watch as
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