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The store was silent but for the faint hum of the refrigeration units in the café section downstairs. I had the store to myself, a few mannequins frozen under pale spotlights awaiting my treatment. Midnight shifts meant stripping them, cleaning them, re-dressing them in the new arrivals, and making sure every hem fell exactly right.
I had one arm inside the sleeve of a silk blouse, guiding it over one of the mannequin’s rigid shoulders. The fabric caught on the glossy plastic elbow. I leaned closer, steadying her pale torso against me as I worked the fabric down. The blouse was ivory, thin as a breath, still warm from the steamer I’d pressed it with earlier.
My fingers slid along the mannequin’s smooth arm, coaxing the sleeve into place. Usually it was all dead weight hollow, rigid, nothing but cold, hard molded resin. But tonight, the faintest give met my grip. Not enough to call soft, but not solid stiff either. I froze, my hand still wrapped around her wrist. Maybe broken, maybe a dent.
Then the head tilted. Just a fraction, small enough of a movement you could think it was you. A shadow moved across her glassy eyes. I stepped back, blouse half-on, my pulse spiking in my ears. I hated these stores in the middle of the night. They always put me on edge.
The mannequin stood where she always had, pale legs planted in black stilettos, arms hung straight down, lips painted in that faint glossy red. This one, with her straight blonde bangs and bright blue eyes, I took my time with her usually.
I swallowed, laughed under my breath. “Too many night shifts,” I told myself.
Still, I reached forward again, pulling the blouse over the second shoulder. As I eased the collar into place, her chest seemed to shift against the fabric as though she gave the faintest exhalation of breath. I felt it through the thin silk as clearly as if it had been skin.
I staggered back, staring. The blouse hung now over a body that seemed to have shape beyond molded curves, the fabric catching in valleys and resting where it had not before. I exhaled deeply, planted my hands on my hips, stared around behind myself.
When I looked back, the mannequin’s eyes blinked. Once. Slow. And deliberate. Hallucinating or not, I stopped breathing.
“Well are you going to finish?” The voice was low, ultra-feminine, plaintive and, not mechanical at all.
My mouth dried. “You, you talked.” I bulged my eyes convinced now I was too far gone from lack of sleep. Maybe coming down with a cold. Too long living alone.
She tilted her head, strands of once-synthetic hair now falling over her cheek like it had new-found weight. “And you undress me. Night after night. Did you think I’d say nothing?”
I had no answer of course. I thought a lot of things when I undressed and dressed my girls, but never anything I’d repeat. My hands still held the hem of the blouse, the silk still clinging to my fingers.
Her hand lifted, not stiff, not plastic, but with tendons and veins shadowing faintly beneath pale skin. Skin, yes, it looked translucent, soft, real. She pressed two fingers against my wrist where I clutched the fabric, guiding me back toward her waist. “Finish dressing me,” she said, voice calm but with an edge. “Please,” she added in a near-whisper.
The hum of the building seemed louder now, the air suddenly warmer. I eased the blouse into place, sliding the cuffs down her arms, buttoning each one with shaking fingers. The ivory silk stretched over her chest as if it were made only for her.
Her lips parted with the faintest smile. “Good,” she murmured. “Now the skirt.”
Her skirt lay folded on the table beside us, navy wool with a subtle sheen, pleated to fall just above the knee. My fingers brushed it automatically, habit from hundreds of mannequins before her. But this time the weight of her eyes followed me, unblinking, waiting.
I unfolded the skirt, the fabric heavy and smooth, still holding the faint warmth from the steamer. My throat tightened. I crouched in front of her, the hem in both hands. Normally I’d lift a mannequin’s rigid legs, they usually had no resistance, of course, no reaction. But tonight her knees flexed slightly as I touched her calves, like she was adjusting herself for me.
I drew the skirt upward, slow, my knuckles grazing the pale curve of her shin, then the back of her knee. The fabric brushed her thighs as I slid it higher. She parted her legs without a sound, balanced perfectly in the stilettos. I had to lean in close to guide the skirt all the way up her long legs, the faint scent of silk and polish replaced now with something warmer, something faintly musky.
“Higher,” she said, her voice steady, commanding but quiet. “It’s a high-waist skirt, you know this.”
I swallowed and lifted the skirt over the swell of her hips. Her stockings stretched taut across her thighs, sheer enough that I could see the faint shadow where they ended. I tugged the waistband into place, my knuckles grazing the soft give of her waist. She exhaled an unmistakable breath. It stirred the hair that had fallen against my cheek.
I froze, my hands still hooked in her waistband.
“Keep going.”
The zipper slid up the side, the teeth clicking into place. My fingertips brushed her hipbone beneath the fabric. It was no longer resin-hard, it was flesh under a thin, firm layer of muscle and warm, smooth skin. My palms lingered longer than they should have, tracing the curve of her waist before I forced myself to step back.
Her blouse clung to her chest now, buttoned neatly, her skirt hanging perfect, her legs bare but for the stockings.. She hardly looked like a mannequin at all now, more like a real woman who had been posed, and was holding it.
Her lips parted again. “My shoes.”
The words hit me in the chest. I crouched again, close enough to see the faint sheen of polish on the patent stiletto straps. Her foot flexed as I touched it, the tendons shifting, toes curling faintly as I slid her feet inside the shoe. I tightened the strap, the buckle pressing into my fingertip, my face inches from her ankle.
“Not too tight,” she whispered, looking down at me.
I adjusted it snug, my thumb running across the top of her foot to test the fit. Her skin was warm, not cold plastic, not resin, but soft flesh under the stocking. The air between us was thick now, charged, the silence broken only by her measured breathing.
When I rose again, her hand lifted to my chest, palm flat, her fingers pressing lightly against my shirt. “Now,” she said, eyes fixed on mine, “isn’t this much better.”
Her hand lingered on my chest, light, almost trembling. The look in her eyes had changed softer, uncertain, like she was hearing her own breath for the first time. She glanced down at herself, smoothing her palm over the blouse I’d buttoned, then tugging at the skirt’s hem as if she couldn’t believe it moved with her.
“I’ve never felt any of this,” she whispered. Her voice cracked, not from weakness but from shock. “Every night you pulled my  clothes off me. Every night you slid them back on. I thought it was nothing. Just motion. Just silence.”
I swallowed, hardly breathing.
Her fingertips went to the edge of her blouse, brushing the first button. “But I felt it,” she said, eyes flicking up to mine, wide, almost frightened. “Your hands on me. The way you lifted my arms, the way you guided my legs. I couldn’t move, but I felt every touch. Every one.”
The words made the air heavy between us. My throat worked but I said nothing.
“I wanted to scream sometimes,” she went on, her lips trembling as she spoke. “When you slid a zipper closed. When your fingers brushed the top of my thigh. When you smoothed fabric against my chest. It was like lightning trapped in me, building inside me, but I had no mouth to let it out.”
She reached down suddenly, clutching my wrist, guiding my hand to her waist. “And now, ” she pressed my palm hard against her, her body yielding to my touch warm through the thin silk. “Now I can touch back. Now I can breathe. And I can tell you.”
Her breath caught, ragged, a sound so human it made my knees weaken. She shook her head, half-smiling, half-tearing up, overwhelmed. “You don’t know what it’s like. To know you’re  nothing but an object, while someone handles you so carefully, so closely, as though every movement mattered. I waited for you every time. I needed you.”
I stroked her waist with my thumb, hardly realizing I was doing it. Her eyes fluttered shut, her lips parting as if she’d been waiting for that smallest gesture her whole life.
“It was torture,” she breathed, “to feel your care and not be able to beg for more. To feel your patience and not be able to push closer. Do you understand? Every night you dressed me, you woke me a little more. And tonight, ” her hand clenched mine, pulling it higher, resting it against the soft rise of her chest. “Tonight I can finally answer.”
She looked at me then, gaze wet, burning. “Please don’t stop now. I want to feel everything.”
Her fingers stayed wrapped over mine where I cupped her chest, holding me there like she was afraid I’d pull away. Her face was flushed, her lips trembling with words she couldn’t form. When she finally spoke, it was barely more than a breath.
“Kiss me.”
The request slammed me in my chest. My stomach lurched, and I stepped back half a pace, heart pounding in my throat. “You’re not real. ” I shook my head, my eyes raking over her body, over the impossible warmth of her skin, the way her chest rose and fell. “You’re not even . . . ” I lost my words.
“I am now.” Her voice came desperate, pleading, but still filled with awe. She took a shaky step toward me, heels clacking against the polished floor. “I can feel everything. I can breathe, I can want, I can ache. You gave that to me. You did this.”
I pressed my palms to my thighs trying to steady myself. My mind screamed that this was madness, that mannequins don’t come to life. But she stood inches from me, eyes wide and wet, trembling like she’d just learned what it meant to be alive.
Her hand lifted, hesitant, brushed my cheek. The touch was electric. Her thumb traced my stubble as if memorizing texture for the first time. “Please,” she whispered, her breath warm against my mouth. “I’ve been silent so long. Let me know what it feels like.”
My pulse thundered. Every part of me screamed to run, to shove her back onto her pedestal and lock her in glass. But her eyes held me vulnerable, terrified, needing me.
I bent forward slowly, my lips barely brushing hers. The contact was so light it felt accidental. But she gasped like I’d given her the world. Her mouth opened under mine, clumsy, hungry, tasting of nothing but newness. She kissed back with the unpracticed desperation of someone who’d dreamed of it forever, but had never had the chance.
I pulled away, stunned, breath draining out of me.
Her smile spread, soft and reverent. “You kissed me.”
I swallowed hard, throat tight. “I shouldn’t have.”
Her eyes shone brighter, her fingers rising to her lips, tracing where mine had just been. “But you did. And now I know what it is to be kissed.” She laughed with a titter.
She touched her lips again, like she couldn’t believe they’d just moved that way. Then she laughed some more, a small, startled sound, half-nervous and half-delighted. “It tingled,” she said, eyes bright. “All the way down.”
I stared, still trying to steady my breathing. “It was just a kiss.”
Her head tilted, curious. “Do they always feel like that?”
“Not not usually.”
Her grin widened. “Then it’s because it was my first.” She leaned in closer, eyes locked on mine. “Do it again. Slower. I want to learn.”
I hesitated, but her eagerness pulled me forward. This time, when our lips met, she didn’t gasp. She pressed gently back, testing, tilting her head to find the angle. Her hands crept up my chest, clutching the fabric of my shirt as though she might slip if she didn’t hold on. She kissed me again, and again, each one longer, warmer, her mouth opening tentatively until I brushed my tongue against hers.
She shuddered, her knees flexing as though the sensation knocked her off balance. She pulled back with a startled laugh, breathless, her fingers flying to her lips once more. “That, that was inside,” she whispered, astonished. “You can touch inside?”
“Yeah,” I said, my voice rough. I looked around to make sure again we were truly alone.
Her eyes sparkled, almost wicked now, alive with discovery. “Do it again!” she demanded.
The third kiss was messy, wet, eager. She moaned into my mouth, an involuntary sound, and when she heard it she froze, blinking. “That was me?!”
“Yes,” I said.
She laughed again, this time lower, almost embarrassed, but thrilled too. “I’ve never made a sound before. Not once. Not ever.” She leaned forward suddenly, kissing me harder, almost knocking me back against the display table. Her body pressed against mine, warm, soft, her breasts flattening against my chest, her thighs brushing mine through the skirt.
I grabbed her waist without thinking, steadying her. She squealed, an actual squeal of delight, wriggling against my hold. “Touching me there, I feel it everywhere.” Her voice trembled with laughter and wonder, but her hips rolled slightly, testing what happened when she pressed herself into me.
Heat flared low in my gut. She felt it too, her eyes went wide, and she bit her lip, grinning with mischief she didn’t even know she had in her. “That’s you,” she whispered, rubbing herself against me again, slower this time. “That’s what I’m doing to you?”
“Yes,” I said hoarsely. I swallowed hard.
Her laugh came out hot and breathless, full of new joy. “I like this. I like being alive.” She kissed me again, deeper, hungrier, her hands fumbling at my shirt buttons.
Her fingers tugged with frustration at the first button, slipping, then catching it. She looked down, concentrating, her brow furrowed like someone working a puzzle. When it came free she gasped softly, eyes flicking up to mine. “It works,” she said, almost laughing. “I can open you the way you always opened me.”
Her hands moved to the next button, then the next, each one looser, her confidence growing. She pressed her cheek against my chest through the fabric, listening. “You’re warm. And, ” she pulled back, grinning. “You make noises too. Your heart. It’s racing.”
I let her go on, her fingers sliding lower until my shirt hung open. She pushed the fabric aside with both palms, laying them flat against my skin. Her mouth opened a little in shock. “You’re soft too,” she whispered, dragging her fingertips down across my stomach. “Not smooth like me. Not perfect. But, ” she laughed, shaking her head in disbelief. “It feels better. It feels alive.”
She tugged my shirt down off my shoulders clumsily, then tossed it aside. Her hands came back to my chest, stroking, tracing, memorizing. She pressed her lips there, kissing my skin once, then again, then stopping with a startled laugh. “I can taste you. It’s salt. It’s strange. I like it.”
Her eyes lifted, dark now, curious. “All those nights you stripped me. Slid stockings down my legs. Unhooked dresses. I couldn’t move, but I wanted so badly to reach for you. To do the same to you.” Her fingers curled into my waistband. “And now I can.”
My breath caught as she tugged at the clasp of my trousers, struggling with it until it gave. She laughed, giddy, delighted at her success. “See? I’m learning.” She eased the zipper down, the sound loud in the stillness. She pushed at the fabric until it loosened, falling around my hips.
Her palm pressed against the bulge beneath my briefs, and she froze again, wonder spreading across her face. “That’s you,” she whispered reverently. “That’s what I made happen.” She squeezed lightly, testing, then gasped at the twitch against her hand. “It moved!”
Her laugh came low and husky now, the sound of it trembling against my chest. “You always undressed me so carefully,” she said, her breath warm, her words breaking into little gasps between kisses. Her fingers fumbled at my shirt buttons, tugging at them with awkward eagerness. “Every night, your hands on me. Tonight, tonight I want to undress you. All of you.”
Her eyes burned into mine as she said it, alive with something wild and new, but beneath it I caught the flicker of nerves, as though she herself didn’t know what she was asking. She hooked her thumbs under my waistband, testing the give of the fabric, her lips parted in wonder at the feel of warm flesh just beneath.
“Will you let me?” she whispered, her voice trembling, equal parts daring and plea.
I swallowed hard and nodded, too stunned to speak.
She laughed again, breathless, and tugged me closer. Her hands were clumsy, fingertips skating across the button at my waist, failing once, twice, before it slipped free. The sound it made, the tiny pop, made her moan as though it were the most erotic thing she’d ever heard.
Piece by piece she stripped me. She peeled my shirt off my shoulders, her palms sliding reverently down my arms as the fabric fell to the floor. She ran her hands across my chest, pausing to pinch and stroke, giggling in astonishment at every twitch, every shiver she drew from me. Her lips followed, wet and curious, kissing across my ribs, nuzzling into my stomach.
At my belt she hesitated, looking up at me with wide, shining eyes. “This part,” she breathed, “is it mine to open too?” She leaned closer, laughed, yanked my hips hard up against hers. “You never stopped with me!”
I groaned and nodded again, my body trembling with the restraint it took not to grab her.
She pulled the leather free with jerky, clumsy motions, but her smile only grew wider as it slipped loose. The zipper rasped down, the sound filling the quiet store, and she gasped, her breath catching as the heat of me pressed against her hand.
She rubbed me through the thin fabric, shivering, her lips parted in shock. “You’re so hard,” she whispered. “You throb when I touch you.” She laughed softly, kissing the swell through the cloth, then burying her face against it with a low moan, rubbing her face all over with me.
Then she pulled back suddenly, her face flushed, her voice urgent. “But I don’t want it only one way. I want to feel it too, both of us, together.”
She seized my hands, dragging them up to her blouse, pushing my fingers against the buttons. “Undress me now. At the same time. While I take everything from you, I want you to take everything from me.”
Her eyes glittered, her breath ragged with joy and nerves. “Let’s be naked together. No secrets. No more clothes between us.”
She pressed my hands hard against her blouse, breath shaking, her eyes locked to mine. I felt her tremble, not from fear but from the thrill of daring herself forward. Her fingers were already tugging clumsily at the waistband of my pants, but she wouldn’t let me stand idle. “Together,” she whispered, her voice breaking with excitement. “I want it together.”
I slipped the first button loose on her blouse. She gasped, her lips parting as though the tiny sound of fabric giving way was something electric. Her hands answered in kind, shoving my pants lower, her thumbs hooked in the waistband, dragging the cloth down my thighs in jerky tugs.
I peeled the next button free, baring more of her chest, pale skin of her rising and falling mounds glowing under the harsh lights. She moaned as though every inch revealed sent a current through her, then groaned when my trousers dropped around my knees. She pushed at the fabric with her feet until they puddled on the floor, laughing breathlessly at the sound.
“More,” she whispered, leaning forward to kiss my throat. “Keep going. Don’t stop.” She was impatient.
I obeyed, each button undone with deliberate slowness, watching her unravel. She was frantic, pulling at my boxers now, stroking the outline of my cock through the thin fabric, gasping at its heat. “You’re so alive,” she whispered, awed. “So hot in my hands.”
Her blouse finally fell open, the last button undone. My hands spread it wide, slipping it off her shoulders, baring her breasts to the air. She shuddered as if the cool draft itself were a caress, her nipples already hard and begging for touch. I undid her bra, let the straps fall down her arms.
She pulled my boxers down at last, and my cock sprang free, throbbing in the open air. She gasped loud, covering her mouth with one hand as though shocked by the sight, then immediately reached out with the other, wrapping her fingers around me. “So big,” she whispered, her eyes wide, trembling with wonder. “So hard.” She stroked once, twice, clumsy but eager, moaning at the feel.
I pulled her bra down her body, twisted it around her waist, unclasped it at her ribs. I swallowed hard at the sight of her soft, heaving breasts. I slipped her skirt down in turn, tugging it over her hips. It slid down her thighs and crumpled at her ankles. She stepped free of it with a giggle, now in only the thin satin panties clinging to her wet heat.
She pressed my hand there, between her thighs, moaning when my fingers felt the dampness through the fabric. “Yes,” she whispered, eyes rolling. “Take them off. Please. I will have nothing between us.”
I hooked my fingers into the waistband, pulling them down slow, baring her inch by inch. She gasped when the fabric slipped over her swollen lips, her hips jerking against my hand. She kicked them free, now naked, trembling, glowing with sweat and arousal.
She clung to me then, our bare skin meeting fully for the first time, breasts crushed to my chest, my cock pressed hard against her stomach. Her laughter came low and broken, but her eyes shone with wonder. “We’re the same now,” she whispered. “Nothing left to hide.”
She reached for me again, pulling my face down into hers. This time her mouth moved slow, deliberate, her lips sliding over mine as though she wanted to memorize every part of me. Her tongue brushed tentatively at first, then lingered, warm and wet, coaxing me deeper.
The kiss seemed to go on forever, each shift of her lips softer, wetter, more sensual than the last. Her breath caught in little gasps between kisses, her chest heaving against me. Her breasts pressed to my chest now without anything between us, her nipples grazing across my skin whenever she moved, sending shocks down my spine.
She groaned into my mouth, the sound unsteady, full of new discovery. Her arms clutched around my back, pulling me closer still, every inch of her body molding to mine.
When we finally broke for air, her lips were swollen, damp with spit, her face flushed with heat. She stared at me, eyes wide, voice trembling. “I’ve never felt this close before.”
She pressed forward again, letting her belly and thighs rub against me without shame, her bare skin hot and damp with sweat. She gasped, startled by the sensation, then laughed breathlessly. “You’re burning against me. It makes me shiver.”
Her fingers slid over my shoulders, down my back, exploring every inch of exposed skin. She touched me like each new place was a revelation, her breath catching at the textures, hard muscle, soft skin, the rise and fall of my ribs. Every discovery pulled another gasp, another kiss, another small sound of wonder from her throat.
She buried her face against my neck, kissing, tasting, moaning faintly. “I want to stay like this,” she whispered, clutching me tighter. “Pressed to you. I feel alive when I do.”
Her palms slid down my arms slowly, tracing from my shoulders to my wrists, as though learning me by touch alone. Her fingers spread wide, gliding back up, then over my chest, brushing my nipples, making me shiver. She laughed softly at the reaction, delighted that her touch could make me gasp like she had been.
Her hands wandered lower now, mapping my stomach, following the ridges of muscle, pausing to press her cheek against me as if listening. She kissed my skin there, little wet touches that made my breath hitch. “So warm,” she whispered, tracing circles with her fingertips. She bit her lip.
I let my own hands rise, trembling as I brushed them across her sides. She gasped at once, hips twitching, her body jerking in surprise. Her laugh came shaky, thrilled. “It tickles,” she said, then leaned into it, guiding my palms higher, pressing them against her ribs. Her breasts filled my hands, soft and full, her nipples stiff against my palms. She moaned at the weight of my squeeze, closing her eyes as though savoring it.
Her fingers slid lower again, skimming my thighs, stroking the coarse hair there, marveling at the difference from her own smoothness. She touched carefully, reverently, then retreated upward, laying both palms flat against my chest as if grounding herself.
Everywhere she touched me, she gasped. Her eyes lit with fresh wonder each time, her mouth opening in a little “oh” that turned into a breathless laugh. She stroked my neck, my shoulders, my back, my hips, always pressing closer when she found a spot that made me tremble.
I slid my hands down her back, slow and careful, feeling the smooth arc of her spine, the curve of her hips. She moaned faintly at the contact, pressing harder against me, her whole body alive with sensation.
When our lips met again, the kiss was softer than before but deeper, drawn out. Her tongue moved languidly, tasting, savoring, while her hands continued their exploration, palms flat against my skin, sliding, gripping, tugging, as though the act of touching me was its own ecstasy.
When she pulled back, her forehead pressed to mine, her voice was hushed and awed. “It’s different when I touch you. It makes me tingle inside. Every place my hand goes, I feel it here,” she pressed her palm to her chest, just above her heart, trembling.
She looked down at where our bare bodies pressed together, her voice small, full of wonder. “And when you touch me it feels even more.”
She leaned back just enough to study me with wide, unblinking eyes. Her hands hovered above my chest, then lowered, her fingertips tracing across my collarbone, pausing, then dipping lower again. She moved so slowly it felt deliberate, like every inch of skin deserved its own discovery.
Her palms slid outward, over my shoulders, and down my arms again. She lifted each one, turning my hands palm-up, studying them as if they were artifacts. I stood there still, an object for her exploration. She kissed the inside of my wrist, lips soft and wet, then pressed it against her cheek. “Even here,” she whispered, “I feel it. Every part of you makes me shake.”
I cupped her face gently, stroking her jaw, running my thumb over her lips. She kissed it eagerly, then took it between her lips, sucking lightly. She giggled at her own boldness but didn’t let go until her eyes fluttered open again, dazed.
Her hands returned to my chest, stroking, rubbing, pausing to pinch lightly at my nipples. When I gasped, she gasped with me, thrilled by the mirror of sensation. “I made you do that,” she murmured in amazement, kissing my chest right where her fingers had been.
I let my own hands roam carefully across her, cupping the sides of her breasts, then sliding down her ribs and over her hips. She moaned quietly at the contact, then leaned closer, pressing her forehead to my shoulder. Her breathing was ragged, but there was laughter mixed in, the kind of laugh that came from being overwhelmed and delighted at once.
Her palms pressed flat against my stomach, feeling the heat of me there, then traveling downward only to stop, trembling, as though afraid to go further. She pulled back up quickly, sliding them over my chest again, resting one hand above my heart. “You’re beating so fast,” she whispered, her voice barely steady.
I nodded, swallowing hard. “So are you.”
She grinned then, a playful spark breaking through the awe. She pressed her hand against my chest more firmly, then grabbed my wrist and placed it against hers. My palm felt her racing heartbeat beneath her skin, thudding hard, quick, insistent.
“See?” she whispered, eyes bright. “I have a heart now too!” She laughed like it was a mere toy.
She leaned in again, kissing me slowly, her tongue sliding lazily against mine, her body molding to mine without urgency. Every kiss was softer than the last, more exploratory, as if she was trying to memorize the shape of me with her mouth the way she had with her hands.
She suddenly stopped, her eyes wide as though a new thought had struck her. “Let’s explore,” she said, breathless, grinning like a person with a secret. “The whole store. I want to feel it all. Not just here.”
She grabbed my hand suddenly, her fingers lacing with mine. “Come on!”
I stumbled after her as she pulled me toward the escalators, both of us barefoot, our footsteps sharp on the polished floor. She ran, really ran, skipping with wild joy, her breasts bouncing, her hair flying behind her, her laugh echoing down the cavernous stairwell. I had never heard a sound like it in the empty store. It was pure life, pure exhilaration.
She spun in circles, still clutching my hand, her naked body twisting, skin glowing under the halogen lights. She stopped abruptly, pressing my palm against her hip. “It tingles when I move,” she whispered, almost shy. She rocked her hips once, gasping. “Here. Oh, oh! It’s stronger when you’re touching me.”
She ran again, dragging me past glass cases, past the racks of suits and gowns, past rows of mannequins frozen in silence. She laughed at them, waving. “I was once like you,” she called out, twirling naked in front of their stiff, lifeless stares. “But not anymore!” She turned to face me walking backwards pulling me by both hands. “An object merely to be gazed at.” She pouted playfully and spun around and laughed.
She stopped in front of a mirror, pulling me with her. We stood side by side, both of us naked under the lights, our reflections stark, undeniable. She stared at herself, at me, at us together. Her hand slid down her stomach, lower, exploring herself. Her breath hitched, her eyes going wide. “It’s, oh God, it’s me. That’s me making that sound.”
Her knees bent as she rocked forward into my hip, moaning softly, almost frightened at her own reaction. She pressed her forehead to my chest, still laughing between gasps. “I can’t believe this. I can’t believe being alive feels like this.”
Her forehead rested against my chest, her breath hot and uneven, her laughter softening into shivers. She tilted her head, looking up at me with wide eyes, her lips parted in wonder. “When I press against you it feels like my whole body answers back. It gets stronger every time.”
Her hand slid lower between us, cautious, curious. She wrapped her fingers around me, tentative at first, then gasping as she felt me pulse inside her palm. “It’s alive too,” she whispered, astonished. “It’s hard, and it moves, and it’s because of me.”
I groaned, the sound dragging from my throat, and her face lit with delight. “That sound,” she breathed, stroking me again. “That’s what I do to you. I make you sound like that.” She laughed softly, overwhelmed, still holding me as though I might vanish if she let go.
Her other hand went to her chest, cupping her breast, thumb brushing across her nipple. She froze, eyes flying open, lips parting in shock as her knees trembled. “It, oh, it’s so sharp, right here,” she whispered, clutching tighter, rolling her thumb again. Her whole body quivered, legs pressing together instinctively.
She looked at me, urgent, pleading but still filled with awe. “I don’t know what to do next. Tell me. Show me.”
I kissed her again, slower this time, deep and lingering, guiding her hand on me, encouraging the steady rhythm of her grip. She moaned into my mouth, the sound raw and needy, her body pressing tight to mine. I moved her hand only once, forward and back, and she took over, needing no further instruction.
Breaking the kiss, she whispered, “It feels too big for me. But I want to try. I want to know.” Her hand slipped lower, between her thighs, testing herself, her face flickering with shock as her fingers met wetness. She looked up at me, eyes wide, breathless. “I’m wet. I didn’t know it would be like this.”
Her hips rolled, rubbing against my thigh, her hand trapped between us, and she gasped again, laughing at her own reaction. “Every part of me is awake. I can’t stop shaking.” She pulled me closer, pressing my hardness against the heat between her legs. “I want to feel you inside. I want to know what it’s like.”
“I’m not sure we should do that,” I said. I looked around again, but we remained, as always, alone.
“Don’t be silly, I wanted to a long time.”
“But you’re not real,” I said.
Her thighs squeezed around mine, her body trembling as she guided me lower, determined. She bit her lip, laughing breathlessly at herself. “I don’t know what I’m doing,” she admitted, eyes wild, cheeks flushed. “But I want it anyway.”
“You’re just a mannequin,” I said.
“Shh,” she said, and she smiled with shut eyes, awe crossing her face. “I can feel you down there,” she said, pushing the head against her hot, puffy lips.
I steadied her hips in my hands, her skin warm and quivering under my grip. She lifted one leg  nearly losing balance before catching herself against me. “See?” she gasped, laughing again, her voice husky. “I can’t even move right. You have to show me!”
“This can’t be happening,” I said.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” she whispered, and she drew the head around and around now poking deeper inside her.
I eased her back against a mirrored column, her bare skin pressing into cool glass. She shivered, her laugh breaking into a moan. “That’s cold, oh God, everything feels so much.”
She pulled me between her thighs, angling her hips, still gripping me in one hand. When the head of me pushed against her entrance she gasped sharply, eyes going wide, lips falling open. “It’s, oh, too much. Too much.” She rocked against me again, trying, breath catching in shock and wonder. “But I can’t stop. I need it.”
She pushed herself down onto me, clumsy, her body tight, wet, struggling to take me in. The stretch made her cry out, but not in fear in astonishment, in fierce joy at her own body’s reaction. “It’s inside me,” she gasped, half-laughing, half-sobbing. “I can feel every inch. It’s filling me.”
Her hips jerked without rhythm, her legs trembling as she tried to take me deeper. She clutched at my shoulders, pressing her mouth to mine, desperate to keep kissing even as she gasped into my lips. “I don’t know how, show me, help me.”
I steadied her, guiding her movements, letting her find the rhythm. Each time she lowered herself further down me, she cried out in shock, then laughed again through the sound, amazed at what her body could take. “I’m alive,” she moaned, her voice cracking. “This is what it means to be alive.”
Her body closed around me in fits and starts, her hips jerking, her thighs trembling against mine. She gasped, laughed, moaned all at once, and I held her tighter, trying to keep her steady.
She was hot, slick, gripping me tighter than anything I’d ever felt. Every time she sank down another inch, the heat seemed to pulse deeper into me, squeezing hard enough to steal my breath. Her skin was soft everywhere. I touched her waist under my palms, her breasts crushed to my chest, the hard points of her nipples dragging against me every time she moved.
I couldn’t look away from her face. She was wild with it, eyes wide, lips parted, hair falling into her mouth as she tried to kiss and cry out at the same time. She looked like a woman drunk on her own body, shocked by every new sensation, but thrilled to let it happen.
Her laugh broke through again, husky now, desperate. “You’re so big inside me. I can feel you stretching me open. Every time I move I feel it, oh God, I can feel you up to here,” she said, and she laughed and tapped her ribs.
She rocked clumsily, grinding against me, and I groaned into her neck, resigned to it. My hands dug into her hips, guiding her, and the pressure nearly made my knees buckle. She was so wet, so tight, her body gripping me like it didn’t ever want to let go.
I buried my face against her shoulder, breathing in the warm scent of her skin. She was alive, fully, undeniably alive, and the reality of it hit me harder than the sex itself. I had undressed this body countless times, but never like this. Now it was hot and trembling in my arms, moving for me, taking me in, wanting me.
Her voice broke into a higher cry, her nails digging into my back. “I can’t stop, I can’t stop, oh, it’s too much but I don’t want it to end.” She clenched hard around me, her hips jerking in frantic little thrusts.
I gritted my teeth, trying to hold on as long as I could, but the feel of her, the wet heat, the strained grip of her body, the way she laughed and cried against me, it was unbearable.
Her hips worked clumsily, grinding down and pulling up too fast, then too shallow, finding no rhythm, but desperate to keep moving. Each mistake made her laugh a sharp, breathless sound before she gasped again at the shock of what she’d done to herself.
Her body gripped me harder with every motion, the wet heat sliding and clenching, each shift sending jolts through my spine. I couldn’t get over the way her skin felt under my hands, damp with sweat at her lower back, velvet-smooth along her thighs, the trembling muscles straining against my grip. Her breasts flattened against me each time she collapsed forward, nipples dragging fire across my chest, then sprang back when she rose up again, swinging against my face when I bent to catch them in my mouth.
She shrieked when my lips closed around her nipple, then laughed again, throwing her head back against the glass. “It’s everywhere!” she cried, clutching my hair, forcing me to suck harder. “When you do that here, ” she rolled her hips down on me, gasping as I filled her deeper “I feel it down here even more!.” She shoved her hips harder against me to show me where.
Her words made my cock throb inside her, the pressure so tight I had to grit my teeth. I felt milked. I held her hips steady, slowing her frantic bouncing into longer, deeper strokes. She moaned at once, head lolling, eyes fluttering. “Yes, yes, like that. Slow. Oh God, it’s so full, I can’t.”
Her cunt clenched and released around me in spasms, her body trying to understand. She whimpered through it, grinding her clit against my pelvis, gasping at the sparks it shot through her. “It makes me shake,” she whispered, almost frightened but smiling through it. “I can’t believe this is me.”
I kissed her again, hard, swallowing her laugh, her moans, tasting the wet salt of her mouth. Her arms locked around my neck, her hips still moving, clumsy but improving, each thrust dragging me deep inside. She shivered against me, muscles fluttering, close but not falling over the edge.
Her eyes opened suddenly, dazed but bright, fixed on mine. “I don’t want it to end,” she panted. “I just want to keep feeling it. Don’t let me stop.”
Her body pulsed around me in tight, wet spasms, every squeeze like it was trying to drag me deeper. She gasped with each one, trembling, clutching at my shoulders, her nails scraping faint tracks down my back.
But she didn’t tip over. Not yet. She kept moving, clumsy and desperate, trying everything grinding her clit against my pelvis, bouncing shallow and fast, then dragging me in deep with her thighs locked around my waist. Every new motion made her cry out, then laugh at herself, then moan again, as if her body was a puzzle she couldn’t stop solving.
I groaned against her neck, every nerve straining, the heat of her cunt almost unbearable. She felt impossibly tight, hot, alive, her walls fluttering without rhythm. Each time she shifted she found another spot, another reaction, another noise she didn’t know she could make.
“Everywhere,” she panted, her forehead pressed to mine, sweat dripping down her temples. “It’s shaking all through me, I can’t, oh God, every time I move it gets sharper.” She ground down harder, gasping at the friction, her thighs quivering. “But it won’t break. It just keeps climbing.”
Her lips caught mine again, messy and wet, her moans spilling into my mouth. She rocked against me, faster, clumsier, her hips jerking out of sync, chasing something she didn’t understand.
I held her tight, guiding her rhythm without stealing her discovery, letting her body learn me inch by inch. My cock ached with every clench, the pressure building so high I had to grit my teeth not to lose it. Her cunt sucked me in deeper, wetter, tighter, like her body refused to let me go.
She pulled back suddenly, staring into my eyes, wild, lost, her voice a broken whisper. “What happens when it finally comes? Will it tear me apart?”
Her question made my cock twitch deep inside her, and she gasped at the sensation, her whole body shuddering again.
Her hips kept working against me, off-balance and uneven, but every mistake only made her laugh and gasp harder. She’d roll too far forward, grinding her clit against me until her whole body jerked, then rock back too deep, stretching herself with a sharp cry. Each motion wrung another spasm from her cunt, hot and wet around me, tighter than anything I’d ever felt.
She had no idea what she was doing to me. My cock throbbed inside her with every squeeze, my balls heavy, ready to burst. I bit the inside of my cheek, forcing myself to hold on, to let her explore, to give her this wild first time. She thought it was all her discovery, not realizing my control was hanging by a thread.
Her hands wandered everywhere gripping my shoulders, sliding down my chest, pawing at my stomach as if she wanted to memorize every inch of skin. She moaned when her own nipples brushed my chest, then gasped louder when I took one into my mouth again, sucking until her legs trembled against me. “It shoots through me,” she whispered, dazed. “Like sparks in my belly. I can’t stop wanting it.”
Her cunt clamped down on me, hard, a spasm that almost tore the breath from my lungs. She whimpered through it, not realizing what she’d just done to me. She laughed again, shaky and wild, pressing her forehead to mine. “It keeps grabbing at you, inside me. I don’t mean to. My body just does it.”
I groaned low, teeth gritted, my cock jerking helplessly inside her. She heard the sound, but mistook it, eyes wide with excitement. “You feel it too, don’t you? Every squeeze?”
Her hips bucked again, drawing me in so deep my stomach knotted. I nearly spilled right there, but I forced myself to hold, to ride it out. She had no idea.
She kissed me again, sloppy, moaning into my mouth as her body rocked without rhythm. Her words tumbled out between kisses, broken by gasps: “I need more, please, don’t ever stop, ”
Her cunt milked me with frantic little pulses, each one threatening to finish me. She clung to me, smiling through her cries like a woman drunk on her own body, chasing sensations.
My cock jerked inside her with every move, leaking, ready to spill. Her eyes shone with joy, wet strands of hair stuck to her cheeks, lips red and swollen from our kisses. “Every time I move, it grabs you again,” she whispered in awe, her cunt fluttering hard around me as if to prove it. She shivered, moaning. “It feels even better when I clench. Did you feel that? I can do it again.”
She squeezed me tighter, deliberately now, fascinated by her own control. I nearly buckled, my cock throbbing so hard I thought it would burst inside her. I growled into her mouth, desperate to hold back, and she giggled. “You make that sound when I do it. I like it.”
Her hips jerked again, her thighs quaking, and wet heat spilled down between us, coating me, wet and hot. I groaned, fighting the urge to thrust hard, to finish inside her. She clung tighter, still oblivious. “It’s slippery now,” she panted, her eyes wide, amazed. “I made us all wet.”
Her walls clamped harder again, another wild spasm, her body milking me with reckless force. My balls tightened, my stomach knotted, and I had to grit my teeth to keep from exploding. She only smiled, gasping at the sensation. “I love it. I love that I can hold you like this.”
She bucked faster, still uneven, still learning, but her cunt never let go, squeezing me in waves, dragging me closer and closer to the edge. She kissed me through it all, sloppy and hungry, her moans spilling into my mouth. She had no idea she was breaking me, no clue that my body was seconds away.
Her cunt fluttered hard around me again, another spasm, and this time I couldn’t choke back the groan. It ripped from my chest, raw and low.
She froze against me, blinking up with wide eyes. “That one was different,” she whispered, her hips still trembling against mine. She squeezed me again deliberately, curious, and I shuddered so hard my knees almost buckled.
Her lips curved into a smile of wonder. “You’re close to it.” She tilted her head, studying me like she had when she first felt her own nipples stiffen. “I can feel it in you. You’re twitching inside me. You’re fighting it.”
Her voice dropped, reverent. “Show me.”
I clenched my jaw, barely hanging on. My cock throbbed violently, my balls drawn tight, every muscle in my stomach locked. She ground down again, slow this time, feeling the way I jerked helplessly inside her. Her mouth fell open. “Oh, God, ii can feel you trying to fight it.”
She had no idea. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she whispered against my lips, breathless, “Don’t hold it back. I want to know. I want to feel what happens to you when you can’t stop.”
Another spasm wrung me, hotter, stronger, and I knew I was about to go over. I tried to warn her, my voice strangled. “If I, if I let go . . . ” I struggled to say.
Her eyes glowed with wonder, her smile trembling. “Then let go in me.”
The last of my control snapped. My body seized, driving me deep into her, and heat burst out of me in a thick, unstoppable rush. I groaned into her neck, teeth clenched, hips jerking against her as my cock pulsed and spilled inside her.
She gasped, her eyes going wide. “You, oh God, you’re pouring into me.” Her voice shook with shock and awe, her mouth falling open as she clutched tighter around me. Each pulse made her jolt, her cunt clamping down instinctively, milking every spurt out of me.
Her hand pressed to her stomach, as if she could feel the flood filling her from the inside. “It’s hot,” she whispered, trembling. “It’s so much. I can feel it spreading in me. You’re giving me something.”
I groaned again, emptying into her helplessly, my cock jerking inside her with every contraction. Her face lit with delight, her lips curling into a breathless laugh even as she moaned. “You can’t stop. You’re still, oh, you’re still going.”
When the pulses finally slowed, her thighs were slick, dripping, our bodies slippery where we clung together. She rocked her hips experimentally, gasping at the messy warmth that squelched between us. “It’s leaking out,” she said, wonder thick in her voice. Her fingers slid down to where our bodies met, coming back wet and shining with it. She stared at them, dazed, then laughed again, half-shocked, half-joyful. “So this is what happens when you go over.” She sucked her fingers in her lips.
She kissed me hard, sloppy and eager, pressing her messy hand against my chest like she wanted me to feel what she felt. “You broke inside me,” she whispered against my mouth, laughing again, awed and breathless. “And it was beautiful.”
She grabbed my back, nails digging in, her hips grinding down to keep me as deep as possible. Then heat spread through her, hot and heavy, and the shock of it tipped her over into deeper surprise. Her whole body convulsed, legs shaking so hard I had to hold her up..
An orgasm tore through her, wild and unexpected. She wailed against my mouth, biting at my lips, sobbing with joy as her cunt clenched and milked me more in frantic, uncontrollable pulses. Every squeeze wrung more from me, kept me spilling, kept me groaning helplessly into her neck.
We clung together, shaking, both of us nearly collapsing under the force of it. Her eyes were glassy, her cheeks wet with sweat and tears, her voice broken. “I can’t, oh God, I can’t believe that’s me. That’s my body!.” She kissed me again, messy and desperate. “I can’t stop coming.”
Her spasms kept rolling, aftershocks that milked every last drop from me, leaving us slippery, dripping, trembling against the glass. She laughed weakly through her cries, kissing my face, my mouth, my neck. “That almost killed me,” she whispered, shaking in my arms, overwhelmed. When can we do it again?”
Her legs still trembled as I held her up, but her laugh was back, bubbling up through her ragged breaths. She kissed me once more, sloppy and hot, then suddenly pulled away, eyes darting around the showroom floor. “I want more,” she said, her voice husky but bright. “Not just this. Everything.”
She tugged at my hand, pulling me along the empty aisles, both of us naked, our skin now soaked with sweat and cum. The bright lights made the polished floors gleam, our footsteps echoing as she skipped ahead, her breasts bouncing freely with each stride. She ran straight for the escalator, laughing when I stumbled after her.
On the ground floor, she stopped dead in front of the gourmet food section. Her eyes went wide at the shelves of packages and displays, glossy boxes and jars stacked neatly in rows. She pressed her face close, like a person at a window, then snatched a wrapped croissant from a basket. She tore at the plastic with her teeth, laughing when it finally gave.
The smell of butter and sugar filled the air. She took a big bite, chewing awkwardly, eyes fluttering shut. Crumbs fell across her bare chest, sticking to her skin. “Oh my God,” she moaned around the mouthful, hand pressed to her lips. “It melts. It’s sweet. I can taste it.”
She shoved the rest of the pastry into my mouth before I could protest, her fingers sticky as she pressed them to my lips. “Eat it,” she demanded softly, grinning as I chewed. “Taste what I taste.”
Her eyes burned with delight as she dragged me to another shelf, grabbing a chocolate bar. She ripped it open savagely, snapping it in half, smearing a chunk across her tongue. The melted chocolate dripped down her chin, over her throat, between her breasts. She laughed, scooping it up with her fingers, licking herself messily.
Then she pressed the other half to my lips, leaning close until I bit down. Her mouth was right there, her tongue darting out to lick the edge of the bar as I ate from it. Our tongues touched, chocolate smeared between us, and she moaned into my mouth, swallowing hard.
She grabbed a jar next, twisted it clumsily until the lid gave. Honey gleamed thick and golden. She dipped her fingers deep, then trailed them across her nipples, sticky and shining. “It’s sweet everywhere now,” she whispered, pulling my head down, smearing the honey over my lips as she gasped.
Her laughter echoed through the empty store as she licked her own fingers, feeding me between kisses. “I can eat, I can taste, I can feel,” she said breathlessly, sucking honey from my tongue. “Being alive is endless.”
She spun away from me, laughing, grabbing whatever caught her eye, a bag of grapes, a baguette, a tub of yogurt. She tore everything open with frantic glee, food spilling across the polished counters, her bare body glowing under the lights.
She popped a grape into her mouth, biting down with a burst of juice, then shoved another between my lips, kissing me immediately after, her tongue chasing the sweetness into my mouth. Juice dribbled down her chin and over her breasts, sticky trails shining across her skin. She dragged my head down, moaning when I licked it off her chest.
The baguette came next. She ripped a piece free with her teeth, chewed, then laughed and pressed the chewed bite into my mouth with hers, kissing rough and sloppy, crumbs falling onto our bodies. Her laugh shook through me, breath hot, wet with wine and butter and sugar all mixed on her tongue.
She scooped a handful of yogurt with her fingers, smeared it across my chest, then licked it off, giggling at the mess. “You taste like me now,” she gasped, dipping again, this time smearing it between her thighs. She moaned at the coolness, spreading it with her fingers, then pulled me down to lick it away, laughing at my groan when she ground against my mouth.
Honey dripped from her hand as she poured it over her breasts, golden ribbons running down her belly, pooling at her cunt. She writhed under my mouth as I licked it off, sticky sweetness smeared across my lips, her laughter breaking into sharp cries when I sucked at her nipples. “I’m dripping everywhere,” she gasped, overwhelmed. “Food, sweat, you, everything.”
Her hands fed me constantly, strawberries crushed against my tongue, chocolate melting on my lips, her fingers pushing it in then shoving her mouth over mine to swallow it down together. Every taste was hers, every bite mixed with her gasps and moans.
By the time we collapsed onto the cold tile floor, our bodies were glazed with honey, streaked with chocolate, smeared with yogurt, our skin sticky and glistening. She straddled me, laughing uncontrollably, her hair wild, her face messy with sugar and cream. “I’m a feast,” she whispered, grinding down onto my cock again through the slick mess coating us both. “Being alive tastes like this.”
She straddled me, still sticky with honey and chocolate, her eyes blazing with a feverish light. She shoved another grape into my mouth, kissed me hard, then sat back suddenly, laughing breathlessly. “Food goes in the mouth,” she said, her voice trembling with excitement, “and so does this.”
Her gaze dropped to my cock, slick and throbbing between us. She touched it with two fingers, smearing chocolate from her hand across the head, then licked her own fingers clean with a moan. Her eyes widened, hungry, reverent. “I want to taste this too.”
Before I could stop her, she slid down between my legs, her breasts dragging across my stomach, leaving sticky trails of honey on my skin. She wrapped her hand around me, clumsy but eager, and leaned in, her lips parting.
The first touch of her tongue made me groan, my hips jerking up. She gasped at my reaction, then grinned in delight, her eyes shining. “It twitched,” she whispered, licking again, slower, savoring the taste. “You shivered when I did that. You taste like salt. Like me. Like food.”
She opened wider, taking the head into her mouth, sucking sloppily, her tongue swirling without rhythm. She gagged slightly, startled, then laughed with her lips still wrapped around me, pulling off with a wet pop. “It’s so big. It stretches my mouth. I love it.”
She dove back down, sucking harder, sloppier, moaning around me like she couldn’t believe what she was doing. Every gag, every messy slurp made my cock throb harder, precum smearing across her lips and chin. She licked it up, laughing in disbelief. “You’re feeding me,” she gasped, stroking me with both sticky hands. “I’m eating you.”
I could barely breathe. My hands clawed at the tile as she bobbed her head faster, smearing chocolate, honey, and precum together across her face. She moaned like she was devouring a feast, every sound vibrating down my shaft until I thought I’d explode in her mouth.
She looked up at me, cheeks bulging, eyes wide with wonder. She pulled off, gasping, drool and sweetness stringing from her lips. “It’s sex and it’s food,” she whispered, awed. “It’s the best taste I’ve ever had.”
She slid lower over me, sticky skin dragging across mine, leaving streaks of honey and chocolate on my chest. Her laughter softened into a hungry little moan as she wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking curiously, watching my face as I sucked in a sharp breath.
Her lips parted, tentative, and she leaned down to lick the head. The taste made her gasp, then giggle against me. She licked again, slower, her tongue circling as though she wanted to memorize every ridge. The way my body jerked under her touch lit her up she smiled wickedly, eyes wide with delight. “You like that,” she whispered, then bent down and did it again, longer this time, her tongue pressing against me with deliberate pressure.
Her hand squeezed at the base while her mouth slid over the tip. The wet heat of her lips made me groan, my hips arching helplessly, and the sound seemed to thrill her more than anything. She hummed around me, moaning at the sensation, her own eyes fluttering shut. She sucked harder, greedy now, like she was drunk on the feel of my cock filling her mouth.
Drool and honey smeared together down my shaft as she pulled back with a wet gasp, stroking me, laughing breathlessly at the mess. “It’s slippery now,” she said, running her tongue over her lips. “I like it slippery.” Then she leaned down again, taking me deeper this time, cheeks hollowing, her throat working as she fought to hold me inside.
She moaned through it, her own body writhing against the tile floor, thighs rubbing together in helpless little movements. She moved her body over mine, sank her hips down over my face, dabbed my mouth with her pussy. “Let’s eat each other,” she said and she laughed. I gripped her hips and licked her.
Each bob of her head made her shiver, as if the act of sucking me off was feeding something inside her too. She pulled off again, gasping, her chin slick, strands of spit and honey clinging. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then laughed and kissed the shaft, whispering against my skin, “I can’t stop. I love the way it feels in my mouth.”
I licked her and she grunted and gasped. She dove down again, sucking greedily, drooling openly now, her moans vibrating around me. She wasn’t careful, she wasn’t practiced, she was wild, messy, needy, getting off on the very act of taking me into her mouth, over and over. She smeared her pussy all over my face.
My head slammed back against the tile, my breath coming ragged and broken. I could barely hold on. She was discovering the pleasure of sucking me, and it was wrecking us both. I tried to fight back, kissing and sucking on her clit. It only made her take me deeper into the back of her throat and cry, muffled, all the more.
Her lips stretched wide, her hand twisting at the base as she sucked with eagerness. Each time she pulled up, spit clung in strings before she plunged down again, moaning like she couldn’t get enough of the feel of me in her mouth.
Her thighs pressed together, grinding against the sides of my head as she moved. Every moan made my cock throb harder, every wet slurp rattled through my bones. I dug my fingers into her hips to keep from finishing down her throat.
She didn’t notice how I shook under her. She was caught up in her own building orgasm, eyes half-closed, cheeks flushed, humming around me as though savoring a secret flavor. She pulled back once to lick along my shaft, slow and messy, then kissed the head with a soft laugh, sticky strands smearing across her lips. “It makes my mouth buzz when I suck,” she whispered, almost dazed.
I groaned against her pussy, pushed my tongue inside her, my stomach tightening, my cock jerking against her tongue. She slid me back into her mouth, humming again, the vibrations tearing another groan from my chest.
She was lost in stroking me, sucking me, licking at every drop of precum that smeared across her tongue. Each time she swallowed me deeper, she shuddered, moaning against me, pressing her thighs tighter together around me. She rubbed herself on me unconsciously, chasing little shocks of pleasure between her legs, all while she drooled and slurped around my cock like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted.
I was ruined, seconds from exploding, but so was she. She thought we were just playing, tasting, exploring. Every squeeze of her lips, every hum of her throat was torture. She pulled off again, panting, spit and honey dripping from her chin, then licked me from base to tip with one long stroke, sighing at the feel. “It’s so good in my mouth,” she murmured, rubbing herself harder, eyes dazed. “I can’t stop.”
She pushed her pussy hard down in my mouth to keep from answering.  I groaned against her, both our  bodies trembling, fighting to hold back. She giggled at the sound, like it was her reward, then went down on me again, moaning louder as she rocked her hips against my face, completely unaware she was breaking me apart.
Her thighs rubbed my face, her hips rocking without rhythm, her body chasing sensations she didn’t understand. She moaned when she took me deeper, the vibration traveling through my cock, making me grunt helplessly. She froze for a moment when I flicked my tongue over her clit, then she went down on me harder yet.
She pulled off, gasping, strings of spit connecting her lips to my cock. She stroked me messily with both sticky hands, then leaned down to lick along the length, slow and sloppy, her tongue dragging over every vein. “It tingles on my tongue,” she whispered, half-dazed, licking again. “It makes my whole mouth ache. Does it do that to you too?”
I nodded, unable to speak.
Her lips closed around the head again, sucking hard, drool spilling from the corners. She bobbed up and down, faster now, her own moans louder than mine, as if she was pleasuring herself with every suck. Her hips jerked against my mouth.
I groaned, fists clenched, cock jerking in her mouth. She pulled back just enough to breathe, panting, spit dripping onto her breasts. She rubbed her wet fingers over her nipple, gasping at the shock it gave her. “It feels like I’m feeding you,” she said breathlessly, twisting to watch me take her in my mouth, before shoving me back into her mouth with another moan.
She was lost in it sucking, slurping, gagging, pulling off to laugh breathlessly, then diving back down again. Every messy sound filled the empty store, echoing, her joy vibrating against me until I thought we’d explode. She moaned when I kissed her pussy, grinding against my face, eyes squeezed shut, drooling all over my cock without a care.
She felt my hard twitch against her tongue, the way my hips bucked without control. She pulled back just enough to look up at me, spit glistening on her chin, eyes wide and bright with wonder. “You’re shaking,” she whispered, still stroking me with both hands, slick and frantic. “It feels like you’re about to explode. Like me.”
I groaned, head slamming back, jaw clenched so hard it hurt. The pressure was brutal, excruciating, like holding back a flood with nothing but raw will. My cock jerked again, leaking across her lips, and she moaned at the taste, her own hips grinding down against my face. “I can feel it,” she gasped, awed. “You’re holding it back, but it wants out. It’s so strong.”
I trembled, every nerve screaming, trapped between the agony of restraint and the inevitability of release. She squeezed harder, sucking the head back into her mouth, moaning like she wanted to draw it from me. My vision blurred, my groan breaking into a ragged shout as the last of my control tore loose,
The pressure shattered. My cock convulsed in her mouth, and the first burst tore out of me so hard I shouted, the sound echoing through the empty store.
She gagged on the sudden flood, pulling back just enough to breathe, but kept her lips wrapped tight around me, eyes wide in astonishment as hot jets pumped across her tongue. She moaned at the force of it, swallowing clumsily, her hand still stroking me, urging more out.
Each pulse was violent, wracking, my whole body jerking with it. My balls emptied in wave after wave, thick and endless, filling her mouth faster than she could swallow. Spit and cum spilled down her chin, over her breasts, shining on her sticky skin. She gasped, laughed breathlessly, then sucked me again, catching the next burst with a cry of shock.
Her eyes fluttered shut as her own orgasm ripped through her, sudden and brutal. She moaned around me, sucking even harder as she came, her thighs trembling, her hips grinding against my face. The messy gush of me in her throat drove her higher, and she wailed against my cock, climaxing as she swallowed. I felt her drain over my mouth.
She clung to me, sucking and swallowing, her body shuddering in rhythm with mine, lost in the taste, the act, the flood of it.
At last the spasms slowed, weakening, until I sagged back against the tile, drained, chest heaving. She pulled off with a wet gasp, strings of spit and cum clinging to her lips, dripping onto her sticky breasts. Her smile was dazed, trembling, her voice husky. “You poured yourself into me,” she whispered, licking her lips with wonder. “And it made me come.”
She laughed, weak and astonished, before leaning back down to lick me clean, still shivering from the aftershocks.
The last tremor ran through her body as she licked the mess from my cock, sticky and trembling, her laughter still breaking into little gasps. I leaned back, chest heaving, trying to catch my breath.
That’s when the sound hit.
A dull metallic clank, followed by the creak of the service doors at the far end of the store.
She froze, cum and honey still smeared across her chest, eyes snapping to mine in panic. Another noise: the shuffle of keys, a voice muttering as locks clicked open.
“The opening manager,” I hissed, scrambling upright. My clothes were in a heap on the floor, streaked with yogurt and chocolate. Hers, the blouse, the skirt, lay scattered across the aisles.
She laughed nervously, her face wild with adrenaline. “We can’t let them see me like this.”
“No kidding,” I said, yanking my pants up, fumbling with the zipper, my hands slick and trembling.
She darted around barefoot, grabbing at her skirt, pulling it up her thighs, fumbling with the zipper that was still half-undone. Her breasts swung as she tried to tug the blouse back over her sticky skin, buttons refusing to slip into their holes with her fingers shaking.
Footsteps echoed closer, steady, measured, someone whistling as they made their way down the aisle.
“Faster,” I muttered, dragging my shirt over my head, trying to smooth the obvious stains. She giggled helplessly, still trying to shove one arm through a sleeve.
“We’re a mess,” she whispered, laughing even as her eyes widened in fear. “They’ll know, oh God, they’ll know.”
I snatched a scarf from a display rack, throwing it around her neck to cover the sticky trail down her chest. She pulled her hair forward, wild curls falling over her face as the blouse finally came together under her shaking fingers.
The whistling stopped. Silence hung heavy, broken only by our ragged breathing.
“They’re close,” I whispered.
She clutched my hand, squeezing tight, her eyes still bright with leftover wonder, even through the panic. “Then let’s pretend I’m what I was,” she breathed. “Just a mannequin again.”
I grabbed her wrist, dragging her toward the restroom hallway, our feet slipping on the polished floor. We burst through the door, the clang echoing, and I shoved her toward the sink. The mirror caught us both her body smeared with honey, chocolate, spit, cum her eyes still wild and laughing.
“Hold still,” I hissed, yanking paper towels free, soaking them under the tap. I wiped furiously at her chest, her thighs, the sticky mess in her hair. She squirmed and giggled, still high from everything, even as I scrubbed her clean.
The sound of footsteps drew closer outside the restroom. A door creaked, a cart rolled, the whistling starting again.
“Hurry,” I muttered, spinning her toward me, pulling the blouse back over her damp skin. I buttoned fast, clumsy, missing one, fixing it, yanking the skirt into place, dragging the zipper up. She squealed softly when I tugged too hard, then covered her mouth with her hand, eyes wide.
“Quiet,” I whispered, pushing her barefoot back out toward the other mannequins. My heart slammed in my chest as we hurried down the aisle, every second closer to the manager’s approach.
I set her in place feet apart, hands at her sides, head tilted just as I had dozens of times before. My fingers flew over the last adjustments: straightening the blouse collar, smoothing the skirt, buckling the heel strap.
The footsteps turned the corner.
I stepped back, chest heaving, sweat dripping down my spine. The manager appeared, clipboard in hand, muttering to himself as he checked displays. He glanced up once, eyes passing right over her.
I dared a look at her face.
Her eyes were glassy again, fixed forward, unblinking. The lips that had kissed and laughed and moaned were frozen in that faint painted smile. The manager tugged rudely at the hem of her skirt, studied her arm, shoved it back, yanked it forward. “Whatever,” she said, and she strode toward the offices in back.
I looked up into her eyes but there was nothing there. She was a mannequin again.
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