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“I have to ask...”  Brian reached across the table and clutched her hand.  “Are you a virgin?”

Desi laughed out loud.  “Are you kidding?  Why would you think that?”

“Well...”

“Well?”

The waiter came by to refill their water glasses.  When they were alone again, Brian said, “We’ve been going out for almost two months, and whenever sex comes up you get all clammy.”

“Do I?”  Desi wiped her palms with a napkin.  “Sorry.”

“So... are you?”

“Am I?”

“A virgin.”  He grabbed her hand again.  This time he wasn’t letting go.  “If sex is an issue that’s okay, but we should at least talk about it.”

Desi grimaced.  “I guess...”

“Is it because you’re Indian?”

“What?  No!  Why would you ask that?”

Brian shrugged.  “Well, you’re the one who’s always saying you never grow out of an Indian family.  Your parents obviously want to think you’re pure and virginal.”

She waved her free hand, then grabbed her wine.  “Who cares what they think?  Drinking alcohol isn’t acceptable either, but I obviously don’t have a problem with that.”

“So... you aren’t a virgin?”

“What difference does it make?” Desi snapped.  “Seriously—why do you care so much?”

“I don’t.  It’s not a criticism.  I’m getting to know you a little better, that’s all.”

Brian seemed really flustered, and Desi felt guilty for being so evasive.  Really, she had nothing to hide.  He withdrew his hand, but she caught it before it left the table and gave a gentle squeeze. “I’m not a virgin.”

“Can I clear these plates for you?” the waiter asked, appearing out of nowhere.  “Or are you still working at it?”

Desi’s cheeks blazed.  “If I can have mine wrapped up, I’ll take the rest with me.”

Brian gave the waiter a shy smile before shuffling off.

“Now, what were we talking about?” Desi asked, and laughed when Brian’s expression fell.  She winked.  “Just joking.  You were asking me to marry you, right?”

His jaw just about hit the table.

“Kidding!”  Desi rolled her eyes.  “Trying to lighten the mood, over here.  Give me a little credit.”

“So, were you also kidding about not being a virgin, or was that—”

“I’m sorry,” the waiter cut in.  “I’m obviously having an off night.  I forgot to ask if you’d like to see the dessert menu.”

“No thanks,” Desi replied.

“Tea or coffee?”

“Just the bill, I think.”  

When the waiter had sauntered away, Brian said, “Why don’t we finish this conversation at my place?”

“No,” she said.  “Mine.”

***
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HE STOOD IN THE THRESHOLD while she pulled toy after toy from a vintage suitcase.  Tossing rabbits, probes, and wands on the bed, she said, “See all this?  Nothing works.”

“Nothing... works?”  Brian seemed a little apprehensive.  “What do you mean, exactly?”

She shrugged, trying to keep casual, make like it was no big deal.  “They used to work for me.  I’d come so hard my toes would literally curl.  Now, nothing.”

“Nothing?”

“Well, not nothing.  I feel the vibrations, and sometimes they take me all the way to the edge, but I sit there forever, looking over, wondering why I come.”

“Wow.”  Brian stared at the bed littered with sex toys.  “That sort of sucks.”

“Yeah.”  Desi looked at them too, because she couldn’t look at him while she said this.  “It’s the same with men.  When I was younger, I felt fireworks each time a guy brushed his fingers across my belly.  Every little thing brought me halfway to orgasm, and I came at the drop of a hat.  It was so easy, back then.”

Brian stepped inside the room, and Desi sat on her bed.  Street noise bled into their silence, and they both gazed toward the window.  A cat shrieked like a banshee.

“I know the feeling, puss.”  Brian laughed, and Desi smiled.

“Want to hear how bad things are?  The only thing that gets me off these days is an honest-to-god power tool—a palm sander.”

His eyes bugged.  “Ouch.”

“Well, I take off the sandpaper, obviously.  And I don’t use it against bare skin.”

“Still, doesn’t it hurt?”

Desi shook her head.  “Nah.  Well, if I do it too long it makes me bleed, but...”

Brian hissed.  “No, no, no.  Stop doing that.  Yuck.  Please.  Ouch!”

She shot him a gentle smile.  “I’ve tried to stop, but I’m telling you, nothing else works.  I’m desensitized.  I’m dead.”

“No you’re not.  That can’t be true.”  He came closer and picked up a pink rabbit vibe.  “Maybe you just need to combine the sweet and the salty, the guy you like and the toys you love.”

Desi rolled her eyes.  “Ha ha.”

“I mean it.  Have you ever tried the two together?”

“No, never.  I use the toys alone.  Why bother with a vibrator if I’ve got a guy to play with?”

“Maybe a guy could play with you.”  He turned the knob at the base and the rabbit hummed to life.  “Holy shit!”

Laughing, Desi touched the toy with her fingertips.  “Have you never played with a vibe before?”

He shook his head emphatically.  “Uh-uh.”

“Who’s the virgin now?”  Desi wrapped her hand around the base and pressed it firmly against Brian’s crotch.  “How do you like that, mister?”

His jaw dropped, and he gasped wickedly.  “Oh no.  Oh no.  You’ve gotta—”

“Push harder?”  She pressed on the vibrating shaft with both hands, and shudders of pleasure raced up her arms.  Obviously Brian felt the tremors more intensely, because he fell back on the pile of sex toys, gulping air like a goldfish.

“I’m gonna... oh god... I’m gonna...”  

Brian tried pushing the vibe away, but Desi jumped on top of him.  As he struggled, she straddled his body, planting her knees on either side of his thighs.  “What’s wrong?  You don’t like it?”

“Do I like coming in my best pants?” he squealed.  “No, can’t say as I do.”

She rubbed the pulsing bunny up his shaft and down his balls.  “Oh, so you’re gonna come, are you?  It’s that good?”

He arched and shrieked, obviously fighting the urge to erupt.  Then, he took the fight to Desi, grabbing her wrists and wrestling her with all his might.  When he flipped her over, pinning her to the bed, she laughed hysterically.

“This is funny, is it?”

She nodded, barely breathing, so caught up in Brian’s intensity.  “It’s hilarious.”

“Let’s see how you like being attacked by a rabid sex toy.”  He grabbed the rabbit from her hand and shoved it against her crotch, just like she’d done to him.  “Give you a taste of your own medicine.”

It wouldn’t do any good.  That’s what she told herself.  But the moment that shuddering shaft met the seam of her woollen pants, her whole body ignited.  “Oh my god!”

She hadn’t felt like this since... when?  She couldn’t even remember.  The immediacy of the pleasure pushed her right to the edge, much faster than usual.  For a moment, she worried she’d get stuck there, waiting for an orgasm that would never come.  But when she looked into Brian’s mischievous eyes as he rubbed the pink vibe between her legs, she knew she’d get there.

“You’re crazy,” she said.

“What?  I’m the crazy one?”  He parted her lips with his tongue, delving unrepentantly into her mouth.

His kiss pushed Desi that much closer to her unfulfilled goal.  The vibe Brian used against her pants had nothing on the power sander in the closet, but that didn’t matter.  It wasn’t about the tool, or the level of vibration.  Hell, they were both fully dressed and only steps away from orgasm.

As they writhed together on the bed, more vibes got turned on inadvertently.  Before long, they were kissing in a pulsating realm.  Toys travelled across the mattress like flopping fish at the bottom of a boat, making Desi squeal and squirm.  She laughed when a thick vibe found her wrist, and without a second thought, she grabbed the little monster and thrust it against Brian’s crotch.

His cock wasn’t difficult to find, despite layers of clothing.  It was so hard, so hot and huge it drew Desi’s hand like a magnet.  She pressed the vibe against it, rubbing exultantly.  If she went over that edge, she was bringing him along for the ride.

“Mmm-hmm!”  She pulled away from his mouth, found his ear lobe, and bit it.  “God, I’m so close.”

“Me too,” he grunted, but he didn’t seem too happy about it.

She rubbed the vibe harder against his thick shaft, savouring the moans and groans spilling from precious mouth.  His lips found her neck, and that was it.  No turning back.

“Yes, yes, yes—like that.  Right there.”  It didn’t matter that she still had all her clothes on.  That familiar fireworks feeling took over her belly, and she arched upward, grinding against the incensed rabbit.  “Oh god, Brian.  I’m coming!”

Tears filled her eyes, and they fell when she blinked.  She felt silly for crying, but she just couldn’t help it.  Brian looked down at her as he worked the vibe against her mound.  Care, concern, and deep, deep lust burned dark inside his gaze.

And then he arched too, and a look took over his face like he’d been shot from behind.  His throat clicked, his eyes glazed, and Desi knew he’d done exactly what he didn’t want to do.  Pleasure rippled through her core as he writhed on top of her.  His whole body shuddered massively, again and again, until at last he rolled away and tuned off the rabbit. 

“Sorry,” she said, trying not to laugh.  “I’m guessing you’re a little... sticky?”

“You can say that again.”

She smiled, staring up at the ceiling as sex toys buzzed beneath her.  “I can’t believe we just did that.  It was so...”

“Weird?” he asked.

“Weird, but good.”  She rolled onto her side and wrapped an arm around his neck.  “You convinced me I could come, and you made it happen.  That’s the sweetest thing anyone’s ever done for
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