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It wasn't until after the first few times she'd used it that Stella found the expiration date.

Stella had never even heard of a dildo 'expiring' before. Presumably every product had a date when it would stop working – the heat death of the universe at the very latest. But expiration dates were something she was accustomed to finding on food, or medication, or any other item that needed to be regularly replaced or replenished.

On a sex toy? That was a strange discovery. Especially because it was coming up less than a week after she'd bought it.

The fact that she'd even been looking at the packaging at all was strange. She'd had to find it in the trash – not even the trash inside her house, she'd had to go outside and sort through the recycling to find the box that the dildo had come in. It was a "Mega-Lover 556" – a corny name, but the girl at the store had given it a glowing review, and...

Well, ever since she'd broken up with Andrew, Stella had been in the need for a dildo.

And boy had it delivered. It was an unassuming item, a slim purple toy, not cartoonishly long or large. A little girthy, just the way Stella liked it, and it had a pleasant weight to it.

But then she'd used it.

She'd used it, and she'd used it again that night, and she'd used it the next morning as well. And each of the three times she used it, the toy bringing her to a howling orgasm (literally, she'd always been loud in bed, even alone). After the third time, Stella had been compelled to go and find the box – she'd forgotten the name and brand as soon as she'd brought it home, and she needed to know more about this toy that had brought her such pleasure.

There was no website, no contact details on the box – just a brief description of "the indescribable pleasures this toy will bring you" (the standard patter she assumed all sex-toys used had; shockingly accurate in this case), and then...sure enough, an expiration date. The eighteenth of the month.

An expiration date on a dildo.

After checking that there were no other clues as to why this dildo felt so much damn *better* than any other toy she'd ever owned, Stella went back inside to get herself off once more before work.

She enjoyed her job – she was a barista at a local coffee shop. She met a constant stream of new people, was friends with her co-workers, and had about as much fun as you could reasonably expect to have at work. In a coffee shop.

Andrew had been a regular customer; she'd hoped that he would have had the diplomatic sense to find a new coffee shop after their breakup. He hadn't...but, in fairness, this one was a mere two blocks from his house. And it was large enough that she could just let one of her co-workers serve him, and avoid the awkward conversation.

But just seeing him in the first place was awkward enough.

Stella was itching by the time her shift ended. She couldn't wait to get home and...well, and fuck herself with her toy once more. Her ass twitched as she closed her register, remembering the feeling of it pushing into her. Her nipples hardened, poking out against her top, at the thought of how good she'd felt, throbbing around it. She bit her lip as she locked up, imagining how much fun she was going to have tonight.

Just her and the new toy.

Stella lay on her bed, a thin sheen of sweat covering her body. Her thighs were trembling and her fingers were slick as she gripped the bed frame. She could still feel the aftershocks from the orgasm she'd just had, pulsing through her body. The toy had been buried in her pussy, and it had made her scream loudly enough to rattle the windows. And now she lay there, spent, her body twitching with pleasure.

It wasn't until she rolled over to look at her phone that she realized what she'd done.

She hadn't just spent the night fucking herself with her new toy. She'd gone to sleep after two, three – had it even been four? – of the strongest orgasms she'd ever had...but the next day had been a day off, and with the toy just sitting there, looking at her...

Well, who could blame her for treating herself with another mind-blowing cum, first thing in the morning?

Except she hadn’t stopped at one. She'd spent the day in bed, getting herself off over and over. She'd lost track of how many orgasms she'd had; all she knew was that she'd started to feel like a toy herself, her body pushing itself to its limits, unable to stop, unable to stop using the toy on herself.

And she didn't even care. Her brain felt empty. All she wanted was to be filled up again and again, until she felt like she couldn't breathe from the pleasure.

Only now that she'd decided – finally – to take a break had Stella noticed that it was late. Not even late afternoon. It was night.

She'd spent her entire day off in bed, playing with herself until her mind was blank, her body weak.

Her toy was still sitting there on the bedside table. She felt compelled to use it again, even now.

Stella had planned to do laundry, some cleaning, *something* on her day off. But instead, she'd just cum so hard and so often that she'd literally lost track of the time.

She hadn't even eaten!

Her body was trembling. Her skin was sticky with sweat. She felt as though her very core was burning with the need for more pleasure, more orgasms. And she knew, somehow, that as long as she had the toy, she would get them.

So Stella went into the kitchen, wolfed down some food...and then returned to bed. Returned to the pleasure that the toy brought her. Returned to the state of bliss that she experienced each and every time she moved that small, perfect toy inside her.

She didn't want to wake up the next day. Her body felt exhausted, her mind sluggish. She needed to sleep. She needed to get her energy back.

But Stella had work, and so she forced herself up, forced herself to get dressed and ready for the day.

One perk (if you’ll pardon the pun) of working at a coffee shop is the unlimited supply of free coffee, and Stella needed it to get through the day. It was like she had a sex hangover; all the pleasure she'd been having for the last few days had left her body feeling empty and exhausted, and she needed caffeine and sugar to get through her shift.

But when she returned, she'd have some 'hair of the dog', as it were. When she got back home, she knew that the dildo would make her feel better. She *knew* it would.

What she hadn't noticed, leaving for work that day, was that it was the eighteenth. The day her dildo expired.

Had anyone been watching, they would've seen the huge grin on Stella's face as she moved the toy between her legs. They would've seen her close her eyes and open her mouth, ready for the extreme pleasure that Stella knew the toy would provide.

And then they would've seen the look of horror as it didn't.

She kept on trying. For over an hour, she tried to play with herself with the toy. She did everything she'd ever done with it; she tried every angle, every position, she moved the toy inside herself slowly, then quickly, and she did it over and over. But no matter what she did, nothing happened.

The pleasure never came.

Stella was in a daze. Her mind was clouded, and it was difficult to think straight. She grabbed her phone and tried to search the internet for help, but she couldn't find any information. It was like Mega-Lover 556 didn't exist online, like it had been sent to her personally and no one else had ever seen it.

She wanted to get off. She *needed* to get off. She'd never been an alcoholic, but she suddenly knew what withdrawal felt like.

In that moment, Stella would have sold her soul for another orgasm. Her body felt like it was on fire; every cell was craving the same pleasure she'd experienced so many times before.

But she was unable to find that release.

The toy had expired.
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"I want another Mega-Lover," she panted as she approached the counter, but it was a different salesperson this time. A man, tall and thin, with curly red hair. She’d thrown on clothes and driven straight to the sex store as soon as she’d had the idea.

"A what?" he asked.

"A Mega-Lover 556! I need another one!" she insisted.

The guy stared at her blankly, and Stella's feeling of panic increased.

"What's that?" he finally asked, and it was all the young woman could do not to scream.

"The toy I bought! I *need* another one! It's the eighteenth, the date on the box...you *need* to give me another one!"

"You buy it from here?" he asked laconically. Stella *really* didn't feel like he was appreciating the weight of the situation.

"Yes I bought it from here!" she snapped. "From the woman with the...with the..."

Stella trailed off, trying to remember a single distinguishing feature about the woman at the register the last time she was here. She couldn't remember. The only thing she could remember was that she'd been attractive, and that she'd recommended the toy, and that the toy had been incredible.

God, the toy had been *incredible*.

The man tapped at the computer for a few moments, before turning the monitor to face Stella.

"No such thing," he said, his eyes flitting down to her body. For the first time, Stella realized what she'd thrown on as she left the house; a skimpy red tank top and a pair of tight shorts that she'd bought on a whim. It was the kind of outfit that she'd normally never leave the house in, but she'd been in such a rush...

If she'd been in such a rush, why had she grabbed the shorts from the back of her wardrobe?

That didn't matter. What mattered was getting her hands on the toy.

The screen confirmed what the man was saying; there was no Mega-Lover 556 in their system. No Mega-Lover products at all. And no records of anything with a 556 product number.

Stella's stomach clenched. She just wanted the toy back, to feel that pleasure once more.

For the next three hours, Stella drove from sex store to sex store. None of them had any any record of the toy. Her descriptions didn't help; they advised her to check the web, or try another store. But it was like the Mega-Lover 556 had never existed in the first place.

It had been the greatest purchase Stella had ever made. It had given her so much pleasure, and now she didn't know what to do. The thought of never having that again made her feel weak.

It was after midnight when she went to the last store within driving distance. Like the others, they didn't have the Mega-Lover 556...

...but they did have plenty of other toys.

"What's your best dildo?" Stella asked.

"Depends on what you like," said the salesperson. She was around the same age as Stella's mom, but there was something in her eyes that made her feel much older.

Stella blushed at the question.

"What do you like?" she asked impulsively. The older woman raised her eyebrows, but – clearly used to the kind of clientele a sex store attracts – went and found a long black toy.

"This one's my favorite," she said without smiling.

Stella nodded and grabbed it.

"Anything else?"

The dildo didn't feel as good as the Mega-Lover had, but...would anything?

"What other brands are popular?"

When Stella left, her credit card was maxed out, and she was carrying more sex toys than she'd ever owned before in her life.

Her old toy had been magical; the new toys...well, she knew they couldn't live up to it. But it was something. She didn't need magic, she needed relief. She needed to feel pleasure, and if a bunch of ordinary dildos would give that to her, she'd use them.

When she got home, Stella tried toy after toy. Fat toys, skinny toys, toys that were girthy and long, tough toys, sissy toys...

She tested them with a German-like efficiency, desperately trying to find the one that could bring her what the Mega-Lover had. She tried everything; she'd position herself on all fours and fuck herself with the toy, or ride it, or lie on her back and open her legs for it...

But none of them gave her what she needed.

Not only did none of them compare to the Mega-Lover, she wasn't even able to bring herself to orgasm using them. It was like the toy had spoiled her. Now, the other toys didn't even feel good, they didn't even feel *normal*. They felt flacid and weak, completely lacking the power to make Stella scream in ecstasy.

And as she tried them, the Mega-Lover 556 just sat on the table, watching.

After she'd tried all the new toys, Stella fell into a dreamless, unsatisfying sleep. She woke up in the early afternoon, still horny, still deeply unsatisfied.

She didn't know what to do. It was as if the Mega-Lover had taken a piece of her soul. The idea that she might never have another orgasm as good as the ones it had given her, well, she could barely think about it.

The idea that she might never have another orgasm at *all*...

"What did you do to me?" she asked the Mega-Lover, laying limply on the table.

Unsurprisingly, it didn't respond.

It had expired.

Stella threw open her wardrobe. She was desperate now, and if she couldn't have her Mega-Lover, then she'd have the next best thing. The outfit she'd worn last night had been revealing; the one Stella donned that afternoon was *scandalous*. She was wearing a tight black mini skirt with a button-up shirt, cut so low that it would have been unthinkable in normal circumstances.

She knew what she was doing. She knew that men would stare, that she'd turn heads. She needed that.

She needed the attention.

She needed to get fucked.

Even though it was only the afternoon, it only took Stella half an hour to find someone in a local bar who was more than willing to give it to her. He wasn't her type...he wasn't *anyone*'s type. She couldn't even bring herself to kiss him.

But as soon as he was in her, she was groaning and rocking her hips back into him, desperate for the release that she knew he could provide. He may have been disgusting, he may have been twice her age...but he had a cock, and that was all she needed.

That was all she needed.

"Oh, god, yes!" she cried. The feeling of a real dick inside her...it wasn't as good as her toy had been (would anything be?) but it was enough to bring her some relief. As the revolting man pounded into her in the bar's dingy bathroom, she could feel her orgasm approaching.

"Oh, fuck, yes!" she moaned again as his hips pounded against hers. "Keep fucking me!"

She was delirious now, lost in the pleasure of his cock moving inside her.

"Keep fucking me!" she screamed. "Harder!"

He slammed into her harder, faster, harder still, his disgusting cock driving deep into her.

"Fucking do it!" she screamed, her words filling the small room. "I'm going to cum all over your cock! I'm going to cum for you!"

He kept slamming into her, pushing her further and further along until finally...

"I'm going to cum!" she cried out. "Cum with me! I'm going to…oh, *god*!!!”

His cock erupted inside her, the hot semen spurting into her. The feeling was incredible. It was the greatest orgasm Stella had ever had. It was almost as good as the Mega-Lover 556 had been.

Almost.

"Thanks, love," the man grunted, pulling out of her and unceremoniously pulling his pants back up. Stella was alone, dressed like a whore, a stranger's cum dripping out of her in a filthy public restroom...

But she was satisfied. For the first time since she'd bought that toy, Stella was satisfied.
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The feeling of satisfaction lasted almost three days. And then...the itch returned. The feeling of emptiness, of need. The need to have that pleasure again. To find that *relief* again.

She'd spent the last few days asking her manager for any shift he'd give her – she'd spent more than she could afford on toys, and (unsurprisingly) once used, they couldn't be returned.

Stella knew she needed to do something to relieve the pressure building inside her. She needed to feel that orgasm that would make her feel whole again.

But first, she had to go to work.

The first half of her shift hadn't been too bad. She'd been horny, but able to put it out of her mind. But then the afternoon started. And the men arrived.

There had been men in the morning, of course, but as the shift ticked on it felt like there were more and more of them. More men, staring at her, admiring her, checking out her tight outfit, her shapely legs, her ass...

Since visiting the bar and fucking the repulsive stranger, Stella had dressed like she used to. But her work outfit did just enough to show off her assets, and the men appreciated it. The way they stared at her...it made her feel so fucking sexy.

It made her feel so fucking horny.

It was all too easy to imagine taking one of these men into the staff bathroom and bending over for him, letting him take her. Letting him fuck her.

Letting him use her until she had another long, loud orgasm.

As the day wore on, it got more and more difficult not to sneak off with someone. Stella started to get flustered, to mix up orders. She couldn't concentrate; all she could think about was all the cocks in front of her. All those hard cocks, able to give her what she needed.

And as soon as her shift ended, she knew what she'd do. She'd go to a bar, she'd find some hot guy – hell, *any* guy – and she'd ride him until they both came. It was simple, easy...

And, hopefully, she'd be able to fuck that out of her system once more before it consumed her.

But her shift's end was so far away...

"Stella!" her manager snapped, and she realized she was just standing, staring at a random guy in the coffee shop. He sounded mad.

He sounded manly.

"Yes, sir?" she asked, her eyes flitting back to the man she'd been watching. The man who had such a nice cock, and a nice body, and nice...

"*Stella*!"

"What, sir?" she asked, turning to her manager. *He* had a cock, she realized. He wasn't as cute as the other man, but he had a cock. A nice, thick cock...

"My office!" he ordered. "Now!"

Stella obeyed without even thinking about it. She followed her manager to the back office, her mind filled with the need to be fucked.

"What is *wrong* with you?" her boss said, his voice stern. "You ask for extra shifts, and when you–..."

His lecture was cut off by Stella all but throwing herself at him. She needed to be fucked. She needed him to take her, and fuck her. She needed a hard, deep fucking.

"*Stella*!"

"Fuck me!" she panted. ”I…I need it!”

“No!” he said, panic in his eyes. He’d never seen Stella act like this. For all the time she’d been working under him, she’d been a normal…sane..employee.

"Pleas, sir!" she cried. She couldn't believe how stupid he was being. It was all so simple. She just needed...he just needed to...

Stella smiled as she realized what the problem was. She was wearing too many clothes.

As her boss babbled, trying to tell her something something something, blah blah blah, Stella ripped off her clothes. Soon, she was standing naked in front of him.

"Please sir," she moaned. “*Please*.”

"Jesus, Stella!" he cried. "Put your clothes back on!"

His voice sounded mad, scared, even pleading…but his eyes were firmly affixed to her chest.

Stella smiled as she moved closer to him.

"Your cock, sir," she whispered. "Please give me your cock."

"No!" he whimpered, and she felt herself get a little angry. Didn't he understand how hard it had been for her? She'd only had the Mega-Lover 556 for a week before it had been ripped away from her, before her pleasure had been replaced with need.

And the need was even stronger this time. She needed cock.

She needed to cum.

She needed to get fucked.

It was like she couldn't think straight, her mind clouded with the need for an orgasm.

"Fire me," she moaned. "Then it's okay, right?"

"No!" he objected.

"Okay," Stella said, dropping to her knees in front of him. "I quit."

And then, before her boss could do anything, she had his pants down around his ankles, and his cock in her mouth.

He was already hard – she'd known his objection had been bullshit. Her manager's cock was big and thick, and she couldn't believe how long she'd known him without getting his cock inside her.

Her own body felt hot, her skin sweaty, her pussy wet. She looked up at her manager with wide eyes, his thickness stretching out her lips. Her mouth was full of cock, and the salty taste of precum.

She moaned, taking his entire cock into her throat. It felt so good to be full like that. It was just what she needed.

"Fuck my mouth," she whispered, her words vibrating on his cock. She swallowed around his length, enjoying the feeling. She purred as she did; Stella knew that he would love that. She knew what she was doing. "Please, sir, fuck my mouth."

"Jesus," he groaned. His hips jerked forward, his cock pushing deep into her mouth. Stella groaned as her nose was pushed into his pelvis, her tongue pressing against the base of his cock.

She could feel his cock twitch, and then his hot seed filled her mouth.

"Oh, fuck yes!" he cried. His cock pushed deeper into her, filling her, making her feel full for the first time since the man in the bar. He groaned, shooting his seed down her throat, and Stella swallowed it greedily. It was thick, salty, it was what she needed...

Stella moaned as her boss pulled back. She looked up at him, her eyes wide.

She hadn't cum. She hadn't cum, and yet...she could feel the desperation fading. She hadn't cum, she hadn't received anything like the kind of orgasms that her toy gave her (or that the man at the bar had given her) but...

It didn't matter.

She was satisfied.

Her manager's cock was out of her, and he was looking down at her. He looked stunned. A wicked smile appeared on Stella's face.

"So," she said casually. "Are you hiring?"
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Stella's boss had 'hired' her without hesitation. He had a somewhat dazed look on his face, as though he couldn't believe what had just happened.

She couldn't quite believe it either. She'd never had any interest in her manager – truth be told, she still didn't. But she'd just been so overcome by need...not even, as she'd assumed, the need to cum.

The need to be used. To feel a cock inside her. To make a man cum, even if it she hadn't gotten anything out of it.

It didn't make sense...but it had felt so good, it didn't need to.

Stella was able to focus for the rest of her shift. And that night, too – she even got some household chores done that she'd been putting off since the eighteenth.

But the next day, her shift had barely stared when she felt it again.

The need.

The young woman told herself that she could ignore it. That she was a grown-ass lady, not a horny teenaged boy. But as her shift went on, it was harder and harder.

Harder and harder...horny teenaged boy...

Had her boss been there, Stella was sure that she could have convinced him to use her again. But he wasn't. He'd been scheduled on, but had called in sick.

Her break was at noon. For a moment she considered masturbating in the bathroom, but she knew that wouldn't do anything. Ever since her toy had expired, touching herself hadn't given her the satisfaction she craved.

Only cock.

Only getting a man off. Only being used until she brought them relief. Only the sensation that only feeling a man's cock finishing inside her could bring...

So instead of playing with herself in the bathroom, Stella looked around the store. There were a few regulars...perhaps she could convince one of them to follow her. To use her. Maybe, like her boss, once she took her clothes off, they'd be unable to resist, and they could give her the satisfaction she so desperately needed.

And then she saw him.

Andrew.

He stopped at the sight of her, and Stella realized what she must look like. She was practically drooling as she stared at her ex-boyfriend, suddenly remembering the feeling of his cock inside her.

Remembering the feeling of being *full*.

In that moment, she couldn't remember why she'd broken up with him. What kind of an idiot had she been? She'd had access to a man – to an erection! – anytime she wanted, and she'd just thrown it all away.

"You okay, Stel?" he asked, as she moved closer.

"I...I'm sorry," she replied. Her voice was soft, husky. She licked her lips, and saw his eyes drift to her chest. She'd never dressed like this when they'd been together; her apron did nothing to hide her exposed cleavage, and Andrew clearly liked what he saw.

"Sorry for what?" he asked, confusion on his face.

"I'm sorry for what I did to you," she said. She was practically panting, moving closer and closer to him. Her eyes were locked on his, and she could see his pupils dilating. With fear, or desire?

Was there a diffrence?

"Wha...what did you do to me?"

Stella's body was practically pressed up against him now. How many times had they been in this position? Her breasts pushed against him, her mouth so close to his. She could feel his breath against her lips, and all she could think about was kissing him, and his hands on her body.

His cock, inside her.

"I broke your heart," she said simply, and Andrew's pupils darkened.

"Yes, you did," he admitted.

"And..."

Stella pulled away, fighting every instinct in her body just to mount him then and there, in the middle of the coffeeshop. To rip his clothes off, to expose the cock that she'd spent so many nights wrapped around, to ride him until they were both satisfied.

She wanted to get down on her knees and beg, beg him to use her. To use her body for his pleasure, to do whatever he wanted to her.

When they'd been together, she'd gone down on him no more than a dozen times.  Only a dozen! Her face grew red with embarrassment – now that she knew how good it felt to give head, how intensely *satisfying* it was to feel a man cum inside her...what kind of bitch had she been, not sharing the pleasure that her body could give?

They'd only been together for a few months, but she could have spent every day of it making him feel good. Showing him exactly what she knew how to do with her mouth.

At least she hadn't been stingy with the sex. She'd gone to his apartment after almost every shift (it had been so convenient) and while it hadn't been exclusively *for* sex...sex had ended up happening, more often than not.

But she'd never fucked him at work. What a waste.

"And I want to make it up to you," she smiled, pulling him towards the bathroom.

Andrew followed, probably out of confusion more than anything. Stella's hands were trembling as she punched in the code, and dragged him into the tiny room. It was clean, as far as bathrooms went – much cleaner than the bar she'd hooked up in earlier that week.

"What are you doing?" he asked. "People can see us going in here together...won't you get fired?"

"Worth it," Stella said, pulling him in and locking the door.

Andrew's confusion was replaced by concern as Stella immediately began stripping. God, why had clothes even been invented? She felt so much freer when she was naked. She wanted to always be naked.

She wanted to always be available. Always ready to take a cock.

"Are you...okay?" he asked, looking at her warily.

Stella smiled.

"I'm *great*," she said, stepping forward and pressing her naked body against him.

Stella hadn't kissed her boss, or the man she'd picked up at the bar. But when her lips met Andrew's, she felt him melt. He groaned, and his hands started roaming her body. They felt good. Familiar. She shivered at his touch; she hadn't cum in almost four days, and just the sensation of a man's hands on her was enough to make her feel weak.

She hadn't realized how much she missed him. How much she missed having a man to touch her, to give her what she needed.

And what she needed was to get him off. Inside her mouth, inside the wetness between her legs...she didn't care.

She just wanted to serve him.

"Mmmm," she moaned, his fingers moving between her legs, teasing her entrance. "Don't you want me, baby?"

"Stel, we shouldn't," he said, his voice shaking. She opened her eyes and saw him glancing at the door nervously.

"Don't worry," she purred. "I promise, I'll be loud."
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