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Chapter 1


The bell above the door chimed soft and tinny as Claire stepped inside, and the warmth hit her first—sun-warmed vinyl and dust motes hanging in the afternoon light, the air thick with the scent of fresh plastic and something faintly sweet, like perfume from the display cases. She stood frozen for a breath, her fingers curled around the strap of her bag, doe-brown eyes scanning the shelves like a deer scenting danger. The shop was quiet, empty except for rows and rows of pastel silicone in every shape she'd only ever glimpsed on her laptop screen late at night, screen brightness turned down so her roommate wouldn't see.

She bit her lower lip until it went pink, the familiar nervous habit grounding her as she moved deeper into the aisle. Her sundress felt suddenly too thin under the warm lights—like everyone who walked past could see straight through it, could see the heat rising up her neck, the way her thighs pressed together every time she glanced at something that made her breath catch. A rack of vibrators in lavender and rose caught her eye, and she reached out, fingers trembling, brushing over the smooth silicone like it might burn her.

"Nervous, sweetheart?"

The voice came from behind her, soft and warm, and Claire's hand jerked back like she'd been caught stealing. She spun around, heart hammering, and found a woman standing a few feet away—auburn hair swept into a loose bun, a few strands escaping to frame her face, warm hazel eyes crinkling at the corners as she smiled. She wore a Cherry Pie Toy Shop apron over a floral blouse, and there was something about her, something that made Claire's shoulders relax despite herself.

"I—" Claire started, her voice wavering. She swallowed, tried again. "I'm fine. Just browsing."

The woman stepped closer, and Claire caught the scent of lavender soap, clean and soft. She had the kind of gentle curves that made her look like someone's favorite aunt, the kind of face that said she'd done this a hundred times before—guided nervous girls through these aisles, watched them bloom under the fluorescent lights.

"First time?" the woman asked, and her voice dropped lower, honeyed and knowing. "It's okay. Everyone starts somewhere."

Claire's face flushed hot. She wanted to lie, wanted to say she was just looking for a gift, something for a friend, but the words wouldn't come. Her hand found the strap of her bag again, gripping it like armor. "Is it that obvious?"

"A little." The woman's laugh was husky, warm. She reached out, and her fingers brushed Claire's elbow, light as a whisper. "I'm Vivi. I work here. And you're shaking, sweetheart. What's your name?"

"Claire." The word came out before she could stop it, soft and breathless under the weight of those hazel eyes.

"Claire," Vivi said it like she was tasting it, her smile deepening. "That's a pretty name. And what brings you to the Cherry Pie, Claire?"

Claire's throat tightened. She should say something casual, something that didn't make her sound desperate and naive, but the words that came out were raw and unfiltered, tumbling from somewhere she couldn't control. "I-I'm a virgin."

The confession hung in the air between them, and Claire felt her stomach drop. She'd said it out loud. In a sex shop. To a stranger. Her face burned so hot she thought she might catch fire, and she opened her mouth to apologize, to take it back, to flee into the afternoon sun and never come back.

But Vivi's smile didn't falter. If anything, it deepened into something that made Claire's thighs press together without her permission—something knowing, something patient, something that said she'd been waiting for this exact moment.

"Then you came to the right place."

Vivi's hand slid from Claire's elbow down to her wrist, palm warm and dry, her thumb brushing over the inside of Claire's arm in a slow, soothing circle. The touch sent a shiver up Claire's spine, a current she didn't understand but didn't want to pull away from.

"I—" Claire licked her lips, her heart pounding. "I just wanted to see what I like. Before I—you know."

"I know." Vivi's eyes were soft, understanding. "And that's smart, sweetheart. Knowing what you want—that's half the battle." She released Claire's wrist and reached into her apron pocket, pulling out a small handful of tokens. Copper and worn, they clinked as she pressed them into Claire's palm, her fingers lingering. "We have viewing booths in the back. Private. Quiet. You can watch whatever you want, take your time, figure out what makes your body sing."

Claire stared at the tokens, her palm warm where Vivi's fingers had touched. "I—I don't have to buy anything?"

"Not until you know what you want." Vivi leaned in closer, and her breath was warm against Claire's ear. "And even then, you can take your time. The booths are free for first-timers. Consider it a welcome gift."

Claire's breath hitched. The lavender soap was stronger now, and beneath it something else—something warm and female and impossibly intimate. She could feel the heat radiating from Vivi's body, could see the soft curve of her breasts where her blouse pulled taut, could feel the weight of those hazel eyes on her face.

"Down the hall, last door on the left," Vivi said, pulling back but not too far. "Take all the time you need. And if you have questions after, I'll be right here."

Claire nodded, her mouth dry, and she turned before she could second-guess herself. Her legs carried her down the narrow hallway, past a door marked PRIVATE, past a vending machine filled with condoms and lube, until she reached a heavy curtain of dark velvet at the end. She pushed it aside and stepped into a small room, the curtain falling closed behind her with a soft rustle.

The room was dark and warm, smelling of carpet cleaner and something faintly metallic. A single chair sat in the center, upholstered in worn black vinyl, facing a small screen mounted on the wall. A slot glowed red next to the screen—coin-operated, three tokens for ten minutes.

Claire's hand trembled as she fed the tokens into the slot, one by one, watching the red light flicker green. The screen hummed to life, a menu appearing in simple white text: SOLO, GIRL/GIRL, GUY/GIRL, GROUP.

She bit her lip, her pulse loud in her ears. SOLO felt too intimate, too much like watching someone who didn't know she was there. GROUP felt overwhelming. Her finger hovered over GUY/GIRL, but something else caught her eye first—GIRL/GIRL—and before she could think, she pressed it.

The screen flickered, and the first image appeared: two women on a bed, sunlight streaming through gauzy curtains. One was dark-haired, the other blonde, and they were kissing slowly, lazily, like they had all the time in the world. The dark-haired woman rolled on top, her hand sliding down the blonde's stomach, her fingers dipping between her thighs, and Claire felt her breath catch in her throat.

She was wet. She could feel it—a slow, warm ache spreading between her legs, soaking into the cotton of her panties. Her thighs pressed together, but it didn't help. It only made it worse, the pressure building as she watched the blonde's head fall back, watched her mouth open in a silent moan.

Claire's hand moved without her permission, sliding down her stomach, past the hem of her sundress, until her fingers pressed against the damp fabric of her underwear. She was so wet she could feel it through the cotton, could feel the heat of her own skin, and she bit her lip hard as she pressed down, a jolt of pleasure shooting through her.

The screen shifted—a new scene, this one harder, faster. A woman on her knees, a man behind her, his hand fisted in her hair as he drove into her. The sound of skin slapping, the woman's moans raw and desperate. Claire's fingers found her clit through the wet fabric, circling slowly at first, then faster, matching the rhythm on the screen.

She was slick and swollen, her body responding in ways she'd only ever touched alone in her bed at night, but never like this—never while watching, never while someone else's pleasure filled the room, never while the air was thick with the smell of sex and cheap carpet cleaner and her own desperate need.

The woman on screen came with a gasp, her body shuddering, and Claire felt herself teetering on the edge, her fingers pressing harder, her hips rocking into her own hand. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, her sundress bunched around her waist, and she was so close, so achingly close, her vision going white at the edges.

The screen went black.

Time's up.

Claire's hand froze, her breath ragged, her body screaming for release. She sat there in the darkness, trembling, her panties soaked, her clit throbbing against her fingers, and she couldn't move. Couldn't think. Could only feel the ache, the desperate, unfinished ache that pulsed between her thighs.

The curtain rustled.


Chapter 2


Claire's head snapped up, her hand flying out of her underwear, her sundress falling back into place. The curtain parted, and Vivi stood there, silhouetted against the light from the hallway, her hazel eyes dark and knowing.

"Need more time, sweetheart?" Vivi's voice was low, husky, and she stepped into the booth, letting the curtain fall closed behind her. The room shrank around them, suddenly smaller, hotter, the air thick with Claire's scent. "Or do you need something else?"

"Vivi—" Claire's voice cracked, her throat tight. The word was all she could manage.

Vivi didn't answer with words. She stepped closer, the booth's darkness swallowing them both, and her hand found Claire's knee—warm, steady, a question in the pressure of her palm. Claire's legs parted without her deciding they would, and Vivi's smile glinted in the dim light from the hallway seeping through the curtain's edge.

"Let me show you what your body's been asking for," Vivi murmured, and her hand slid up Claire's thigh, pushing the sundress higher, fingers brushing the soaked cotton of her panties. Claire gasped, her hips twitching, and Vivi's laugh was low and knowing. "So wet. You've been so good, sweetheart. Let me take care of you now."

Claire's head fell back against the vinyl chair. She couldn't speak, couldn't think, could only feel the heat of Vivi's hand through her underwear, the circle she traced over her clit, the way her body bucked into the touch.

Then Vivi pulled her hand away, and Claire whimpered at the loss.

"Shh." Vivi knelt—the floor creaked under her knees—and her hands found the waistband of Claire's panties, fingers hooking under the elastic. "Lift up for me, sweetheart."

Claire obeyed, her hips rising, and the panties slid down her thighs, past her knees, pooling around her sandals. The cool air hit her wet cunt, and she shivered, suddenly exposed, suddenly bare in the dark booth with this woman she barely knew.

Vivi's breath was warm against Claire's inner thigh, and Claire felt her whole body tremble, anticipation coiling in her stomach. Vivi kissed her there—soft, unhurried, lips brushing the sensitive skin where her thigh met her hip. Then another kiss, higher, closer. And another, until her mouth hovered over Claire's center, her breath a ghost on the slick heat.

"You taste yourself yet?" Vivi's voice was thick, rough. "You're dripping, sweetheart. I can smell you."

Claire couldn't answer. Her fingers dug into the vinyl armrests, her chest heaving, and all she could do was wait—wait for the touch she needed more than air.

Vivi gave it to her.

Her tongue slid through Claire's folds in one long, slow stroke, from her entrance to her clit, and Claire's cry was swallowed by the booth's thick carpet. The sensation was electric, overwhelming, nothing like her own fingers—the heat, the wetness, the deliberate pressure of a tongue that knew exactly where to press.

Vivi hummed against her, a low sound of approval, and the vibration sent a shudder through Claire's entire body. She was so close already, so wound up from the videos and the denial, that every lick pushed her higher.

"That's it," Vivi breathed between strokes, her lips brushing Claire's clit. "Let me feel you come, sweetheart. You've been waiting so long."

Claire's hips rolled, chasing the friction, and Vivi's tongue circled her clit in a rhythm that was patient and relentless. One hand pressed flat on Claire's lower belly, holding her still, while the other slid under her thigh, fingers spreading her open, giving Vivi more access.

The pressure built—slow, hot, unbearable—and Claire's breath came in ragged gasps. She could feel the orgasm gathering, a coil tightening in her core, and she was teetering, trembling, desperate.

"V-Vivi—"

"Come for me."

The command, soft and certain, pushed her over. Claire's back arched, a cry tearing from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her, wave after wave of white-hot pleasure. Her cunt clenched around nothing, pulsing against Vivi's tongue, and Vivi didn't stop—she kept licking, slower now, drawing it out, drinking every last tremor.

Claire's body went limp, her breath hitching, her thighs shaking. She was floating, her mind blank, her skin humming with aftershocks.

Vivi kissed her clit one last time—soft, almost tender—then sat back on her heels. Her lips were slick, her eyes dark, and she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, smiling.

"That was your first?"

Claire could only nod, her voice gone.

Vivi's smile deepened. "Then you have a lot more to learn, sweetheart." She reached out and brushed a strand of hair from Claire's damp forehead. "Do you want to learn?"

Claire's answer came from somewhere deep, somewhere she'd never touched before: "Yes."


Chapter 3


Claire's head swam. She was floating on a sea of aftershocks, Vivi's thumb stroking her thigh, grounding her to the worn vinyl of the booth.

"Easy, sweetheart," Vivi murmured, her voice a low rumble in the dark. She handed Claire a soft tissue, then used another to gently wipe her own mouth and chin. "First one's always a shock to the system. You did beautifully."

Claire's breath was still coming in shallow hitches. She felt boneless, her sundress bunched around her hips, her panties gone—swallowed by the darkness or pocketed by Vivi, she didn't know. "I—" she started, but her voice cracked.

"Shh. Don't talk yet." Vivi helped her sit up, smoothed her dress back down over her thighs, and kissed her forehead. "Let's get you some air. And then, like I promised, we'll keep learning."

She took Claire's hand and led her out of the booth, through the velvet curtain, into the bright fluorescent light of the shop. Claire blinked, suddenly aware of how real the world was outside that dark little room—the racks of magazines, the glass cases full of colorful toys, the afternoon sun slanted through the front window.

The shop was empty. Completely, eerily empty. No customers. No sound except the soft hum of a refrigerator unit near the counter.

"I closed the store for you," Vivi said, as if reading her mind. She smiled, warm and knowing, and tightened her grip on Claire's hand. "Figured you'd need some privacy to explore."

She led Claire past the display cases, past the wall of bondage gear, toward a section Claire hadn't dared look at when she first walked in. The silicone wall. Dildos of every color, size, and texture hung from hooks or sat in neat rows, their shapes obscene in the bright light.

Claire's cheeks burned. She'd touched herself before—in the dark, under the covers, with her fingers and her imagination—but she'd never touched anything like these. They looked real. Veins, heads, balls. Ridged and smooth and curved.

"Nervous?" Vivi stopped beside her, close enough that Claire could smell the lavender soap again, mixed with something muskier now. Her own scent. On Vivi's breath.

"A little," Claire admitted, her voice small.

"Good. That means you're paying attention." Vivi reached out and took down a sleek, curved vibrator—pink, with a bullet tip and a base that twisted for controls. "This one's perfect for beginners. It targets your clit without being too intense." She handed it to Claire. "Feel it."

Claire's fingers closed around the silicone. It was smooth, soft, and slightly warm from the shelf. She pressed the button on the base, and the thing buzzed to life in her palm, a low, insistent hum that made her jump.

Vivi laughed softly. "That's the lowest setting. It goes up from there."

Next, she selected a dildo—paler, flesh-toned, with a curved head and a slight vein texture. It was modest compared to some of the monsters on the wall, but to Claire it looked enormous. "This one's for feeling full," Vivi said, holding it up. "Tonight, I'm going to teach you what that means."

Claire's mouth went dry. Her cunt, still slick and swollen from Vivi's tongue, pulsed with a fresh ache. She nodded.

"Come on." Vivi took both toys and led her to the back of the shop, past a beaded curtain, into a room Claire hadn't noticed before. It was small, private, with a plush couch against one wall, a low table with clean white towels, and a dimmer switch that Vivi turned down until the light was soft and golden.

The door clicked shut behind them. Vivi locked it.

"Lie down," Vivi said, gesturing to the couch.

Claire obeyed, her heart hammering as she settled back against the cushions. The leather was cool against her bare legs. Vivi knelt on the floor beside her, placing the toys and a bottle of lube on the table within easy reach.

"You're still wet from before," Vivi observed, her hand sliding up Claire's thigh, pushing the sundress out of the way. "Good. That means your body's ready."

She picked up the vibrator, turned it on to its lowest setting, and held it so Claire could see. "I'm going to touch you with this. It's different from my tongue—it's a broader, buzzier kind of pleasure. Some women love it. Some find it too much at first. Tell me what you feel, and I'll adjust."

Claire nodded, gripping the edge of the couch. Her legs fell open instinctively, inviting.

Vivi pressed the vibrator to Claire's inner thigh first. The buzzing sensation was strange, almost ticklish, and Claire squirmed. Then Vivi moved it higher, sliding it through the slick folds of her cunt, and Claire gasped. The vibration spread through her entire pelvis, deep and diffuse, nothing like the pinpoint precision of Vivi's tongue.

"That's different," Claire breathed.

"Good different?" Vivi asked, circling her clit with the buzzing tip.

"I—yes. Oh." Claire's hips twitched, her body caught between sensitivity and pleasure. The vibration was relentless, numbing, and arousing at the same time.

Vivi watched her face, adjusting the angle, the pressure. She pressed the vibrator flat against Claire's clit, holding it steady, and the sensation sharpened into something electric. Claire's breath caught, her back arching off the couch.

"That's it," Vivi murmured. "Stay with me. Let it build."

The hum filled the room, filled Claire's skull, filled her cunt. She could feel herself getting wetter, the vibrator sliding more easily, the sound of it turning slick and wet. Her hips began to roll, chasing the pressure, and Vivi let her move, let her find the rhythm she needed.

"I'm—I'm close," Claire gasped. "Already—"

"Then come, sweetheart. I've got you."

The vibration pushed her over, fast and hard. Claire cried out, her thighs clamping around Vivi's hand, her body shuddering through a sharp, bright orgasm that left her gasping. The vibrator didn't stop—Vivi eased off, letting the buzzing fade as the waves passed, then finally lifted it away.

Claire's chest heaved. She felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes—not from sadness, but from the sheer overwhelming newness of it all.

Vivi set the vibrator aside and leaned in, kissing her cheek, her temple. "You're doing so well, sweetheart. One more lesson, okay?"

Claire nodded, not trusting her voice.

Vivi picked up the dildo. She squeezed a line of lube onto it, spreading it with her fingers until the shaft gleamed wetly. "This is going to stretch you," she said, her voice low and serious. "I'll go slow. If it hurts too much, tell me. But I promise—once it's inside you, it's going to feel incredible."

Claire stared at the dildo, at its curved head, its veined shaft, and felt a thrill of fear and want twist in her stomach. "Will it fit?" she whispered.

"We'll make it fit." Vivi smiled, warm and certain, and pressed the head of the dildo to Claire's entrance.

Claire's breath hitched. The silicone was cool, slick, pressing against her, and she felt the familiar resistance of her body—the same resistance she felt when she tried to push two fingers inside herself in the dark.

"Relax for me," Vivi said, her free hand stroking Claire's hip. "Take a breath. Push out against me, like you're trying to pee."

Claire obeyed, and the head popped past her rim. She gasped, her eyes widening, her body suddenly full of something that wasn't her own fingers.

"There you go," Vivi breathed. "That's it. That's the first inch."

Claire felt her cunt clench around the intruder, adjusting, learning. Vivi held still, letting her get used to the sensation. The fullness was intense, stretching her in a way that was almost uncomfortable, but also deeply, satisfyingly present.

"More," Claire whispered, surprising herself.

Vivi's smile deepened. She pushed forward, slowly, steadily, the dildo sliding deeper into Claire's heat. Claire felt her inner walls grip and release, grip and release, as the toy traveled deeper, filling her inch by inch until it was seated fully inside her.

"Oh my god," Claire breathed. Her hands flew to her stomach, pressing, feeling the faint bulge where the dildo lived inside her. "I can feel it."

"I know," Vivi said, her voice thick. She withdrew the dildo slowly, then pushed it back in, establishing a rhythm—slow, deep, deliberate. "That's what being full feels like. That's what a cock would feel like, moving inside you."

Claire's head fell back, her mouth open, her breath coming in sharp cries with every thrust. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch, the fullness, the wet slide of silicone against her inner walls. She felt utterly possessed, utterly filled, utterly not a virgin anymore.

Vivi fucked her with the dildo, patient and unhurried, watching her face, reading her pleasure. She angled it upward, searching, and when she found what she was looking for, Claire's whole body jerked.

"There," Vivi said, and she pressed that spot again, harder, faster.

Claire sobbed. The pleasure was different now—deeper, sharper, building from somewhere inside her she'd never touched. She felt her orgasm rising, massive and unstoppable, and she couldn't do anything but ride it.

"I'm going to come," she choked out. "Vivi—"

"Come on my cock, sweetheart. Let me feel you squeeze it."

The words undid her. Claire's back arched, her cunt convulsing around the silicone, her cry filling the small room. Vivi kept thrusting, slow and deep, fucking her through the orgasm until Claire's body went limp, trembling, utterly spent.

Vivi eased the dildo out, setting it aside. Claire's cunt felt hollow without it, clenching around nothing, and she whimpered at the loss.

"Shh," Vivi murmured, leaning over her, pressing a kiss to her damp forehead. "You did it. You learned exactly what your body needed."

Claire lay boneless on the couch, her sundress soaked with sweat, her thighs slick with lube and her own wetness. She stared at the ceiling, her breath shallow, her body humming with a new kind of knowledge.

Vivi stroked her hair, her smile soft and satisfied. "Welcome to your education, sweetheart. You're a natural."

Outside, the afternoon light slanted through the curtain, casting long shadows across the floor. The shop was still empty. Claire's world had cracked open, and she was still falling through the gap—and she didn't want to stop.


Chapter 4


Claire lay on the couch, her body still humming, her mind scattered across a thousand new sensations. She felt Vivi's hand stroking her hair, gentle and patient, and she wanted to stay in this moment forever—warm, safe, utterly open.

"I want to learn more," Claire whispered, the words slipping out before she could stop them. Her cheeks flushed, but she didn't take it back.

Vivi's hand stilled. Then she smiled, that knowing smile that made Claire's stomach flip. "More?"

"Everything." Claire's voice was small but certain. "I want to know what it feels like to be... to be fucked. Really fucked. Not just—" She gestured at the dildo, now resting on the table. "Not just that."

Vivi studied her for a long moment, hazel eyes warm and searching. Then she stood, smoothing her apron. "Wait here, sweetheart. I'll be right back."

She disappeared through the curtain, and Claire was alone with her racing heart and the faint smell of lube and sex. She pulled her sundress back down, feeling exposed and strangely proud. Her thighs were slick, her cunt still tender, and she couldn't stop touching herself—just resting her hand there, feeling the heat, the evidence of what had happened.

The curtain rustled. Vivi returned, carrying a black silk blindfold and something else—something Claire couldn't see, hidden behind her back.

"Lie down," Vivi said, her voice soft but firm. "On your stomach."

Claire obeyed, turning over, pressing her cheek against the worn couch cushion. She heard Vivi move behind her, felt her weight settle on the edge of the couch.

"I'm going to blindfold you," Vivi said, and Claire felt the silk slide over her eyes, cool and smooth, blocking out the light. "I want you to focus on sensation. Nothing else."

Claire's breath quickened. She heard a metallic click, then the sound of something being adjusted, strapped. Her mind raced with possibilities.

"Spread your legs a little wider, sweetheart."

Claire shifted, her thighs parting, her sundress riding up. She felt Vivi's hands on her hips, gentle but insistent, positioning her. Then something cold and slick pressed against her entrance—not the dildo from before, but something bigger. She could feel the difference in the first second.

"This is a strap-on," Vivi said, her voice low, almost a whisper. "I'm wearing it now. And this—" She pushed the head against Claire's wetness, not entering, just pressing. "This is what it feels like to be fucked by someone. Not a toy in a hand. A body. Connected to mine."

Claire's heart hammered. She felt the silicone head nudging her, thick and insistent, and she realized with a jolt that Vivi was right—this was different. The angle was different. The pressure was different. It felt alive in a way the dildo hadn't.

"Are you ready?" Vivi asked.

Claire nodded, her throat tight.

"Tell me if it's too much."

And then Vivi pushed forward.

The stretch was immediate, intense, more than Claire had expected. She gasped, her fingers digging into the couch cushion. The strap-on was larger than the dildo, thicker, and it filled her in a way that made her feel utterly possessed.

"Breathe," Vivi murmured, her hips pressed against Claire's ass, fully seated. "Just breathe. Let your body adjust."

Claire forced herself to inhale, to exhale. The fullness was overwhelming, a pressure that seemed to reach into her throat. She felt tears prick at her eyes again, but they weren't from pain—they were from the sheer magnitude of the sensation. This was what it felt like to be taken. To be claimed.

"Good girl," Vivi said and began to move.

Slow at first. Long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before pushing back in, each thrust was a revelation. Claire felt her inner walls clench and release, trying to hold onto the silicone, to keep it inside her. She heard the wet sound of her own body, the soft slap of Vivi's hips against her ass, and she was drowning in it.

"This is what it feels like," Vivi said, her voice strained, her rhythm steady. "To be fucked. To have someone inside you, using you for their pleasure and yours. Do you feel it, sweetheart?"

Claire sobbed, her face pressed into the cushion. "Yes. Oh god, yes."

Vivi picked up the pace, her thrusts harder, faster, the angle changing slightly with each stroke. Claire felt the head of the strap-on hit something deep inside her, a spot that sent lightning up her spine, and she cried out.

"There," Vivi said, and she aimed for that spot, again and again, each thrust a hammer blow against Claire's defenses.

Claire's orgasm built like a wave, massive and unstoppable. She felt her cunt clench around the silicone, trying to hold it, to milk it, and Vivi groaned—a low, guttural sound that made Claire's toes curl.

"I'm going to come," Claire gasped. "Vivi, I'm going to—"

"Come," Vivi said, her voice a command. "Come on my cock, Claire."

The words broke her. Claire's orgasm crashed through her, violent and total, her body convulsing around the strap-on. She heard herself scream, felt her thighs shake, felt Vivi thrust through it, fucking her deeper, harder, until the last wave passed and Claire went limp beneath her.

Vivi stilled, buried deep inside her. She leaned forward, pressing her chest against Claire's back, her lips against Claire's ear.

"That," she whispered, "is what it feels like to be fucked."

Claire couldn't speak. She could barely breathe. She lay there, blindfolded and full, her body a wreck of pleasure, and she felt Vivi slowly, gently, withdraw. The absence was a shock—cold and hollow and aching.

Vivi untied the blindfold. Light flooded back, and Claire blinked up at her, seeing her through a blur of tears. Vivi's face was flushed, her bun half-undone, her apron askew. She looked beautiful.

"How do you feel?" Vivi asked, her voice soft, her hand cupping Claire's cheek.

Claire tried to find words. She felt raw and open and utterly transformed. She felt like she'd been cracked open and put back together wrong, in a way that was exactly right.

"I feel like I'm not a virgin anymore," she whispered.

Vivi laughed, warm and low. "You're not, sweetheart. Not even close."

She helped Claire sit up and handed her a bottle of water from somewhere. Claire drank, her hands trembling, her body still humming with aftershocks.

"Was that what you wanted?" Vivi asked.

Claire looked at her—at the kind hazel eyes, the gentle smile, the woman who had taken her apart and put her back together. She thought about the nervous girl who had walked into this shop an hour ago, clutching her sundress, biting her lip.

"It's more than I knew I wanted," Claire said. "But yes. That was exactly what I needed."

Vivi's smile deepened. She stood, offering Claire her hand. "Come on. Let's get you cleaned up. And then—" She paused, her eyes glinting. "If you want, we can talk about what you want to learn next."


Chapter 5


Claire took her hand. Her legs were shaky, her body sore, but she felt stronger than she had in years. She followed Vivi through the curtain, back into the warm, sunlit shop, and she didn't look back.

Vivi led her through a narrow hallway to a small bathroom tucked behind the stockroom. The fluorescent light hummed overhead as Claire stood in front of the sink, staring at her reflection. Her honey-blonde waves were tangled, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen. She looked like someone who had been claimed.

She turned on the tap, letting cool water run over her wrists. Her body ached in places she'd never felt before—deep, satisfied aches that reminded her of every stretch, every thrust, every moment of surrender. She cupped water to her mouth, rinsed, and ran wet fingers through her hair, trying to tame it.

A soft knock. "You okay in there, sweetheart?"

"Yes," Claire said, and her voice came out steadier than she expected. "I'll be right out."

She dried her hands on a paper towel, smoothed her sundress, and took a breath. Then she opened the door.

The shop had changed while she was in the back. The warm afternoon light had shifted to a deeper gold, casting long shadows across the displays. And there was a man at the counter.

He was young—mid-twenties, maybe—with sandy brown hair and the kind of easy smile that belonged on a surfer or a golden retriever. He wore a Cherry Pie Toy Shop apron over a faded band t-shirt, and he was laughing at something Vivi had said, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

"There she is," Vivi said, her voice warm. She gestured Claire over. "Claire, this is Marcus. He's starting his shift."

Marcus turned, and his smile widened when he saw her. Not a leer—just genuine friendliness. "Hey. Vivi was just telling me about you."

Claire's cheeks heated. "All good things, I hope."

"The best things," Vivi said, her hand finding Claire's elbow. "She's a fast learner."

Marcus's eyebrows lifted, curiosity flickering in his gaze. "Yeah?"

Vivi's smile deepened. She leaned in close to Claire, her voice dropping to a murmur. "Marcus is one of our best associates. He's patient, he's kind, and he knows how to teach." She pulled back, her hazel eyes searching Claire's face. "You said you wanted to learn how to pleasure a man."

Claire's heart stuttered. She looked at Marcus—at his easy posture, his kind eyes, the way he was watching her without pressure.

"I do," she said, and her voice was quiet but sure.

Vivi nodded, then turned to Marcus. "Claire's had a big day. She's discovered she likes being touched. Now she wants to learn how to touch."

Marcus's smile softened. He stepped closer, not crowding her, just present. "What do you want to learn?"

Claire's throat went dry. She thought about everything Vivi had shown her—the taste of her own arousal, the weight of the strap-on inside her, the sound of her own voice begging. But this was different. This was a real man, with a real cock, and she had no idea what to do with it.

"I want to learn,"—she swallowed—"how to suck a dick."

The word felt clumsy in her mouth, too direct, too crude. But Marcus didn't flinch. He just nodded, slow and serious.

"Okay," he said. "I can help with that. If you want."

Claire looked at Vivi. Vivi's hand was warm on her back, steadying her.

"It's your choice, sweetheart. Always your choice."

Claire took a breath. Then another. Her body was still humming from everything Vivi had done to her, still raw and open and hungry. She thought about the videos she'd watched in that booth, the way the woman had knelt between the man's legs, the way he'd groaned, the way she'd taken him deep.

"I want to," Claire said. "I want to learn."

Vivi's smile was radiant. She kissed Claire's temple, soft and tender. "Then let's get you comfortable."

She led them back through the curtain, past the viewing booths, to a room Claire hadn't seen before. It was small but warm, with a leather couch, soft lighting, and a cabinet along one wall. Vivi opened it, revealing rows of toys and supplies.

"Marcus, get comfortable," she said. "Claire, come here."

Marcus sat on the couch, his posture relaxed, his hands resting on his thighs. He didn't rush, didn't reach for his belt. He waited.

Vivi guided Claire to stand in front of him. "The most important thing to remember," she said, her voice low and patient, "is that this is about pleasure. Yours and his. You're not performing. You're sharing something."

Claire nodded, her heart pounding.

"Start slow," Vivi said. "Touch him first. Learn the shape of him through his jeans. Let him know you're curious, not scared."

Claire's hand trembled as she reached out. Her fingers brushed the fabric of his jeans, felt the warmth of his thigh, and then—higher—the outline of his cock, hard and waiting. She gasped, a soft, surprised sound.

"It's okay," Marcus said, his voice gentle. "You can take your time."

Claire pressed her palm against him, feeling the length, the heat. Her mouth went dry. This was real. This was happening.

"Good," Vivi said. "Now undo his belt."

Claire's fingers fumbled with the buckle, then the button, then the zipper. Marcus lifted his hips to help her slide his jeans down, and then his cock sprang free—hard and thick and flushed, curving slightly toward his belly. Claire stared.

It was different from the silicone. Warmer. Veined. Alive.

"You can touch it," Marcus said. "I don't bite."

Claire reached out, her fingertips brushing the shaft. The skin was soft, hot, and she felt him twitch under her touch. She wrapped her hand around him, feeling the weight, the pulse. She looked up at Vivi, wide-eyed.

"Now taste," Vivi murmured. "Just the tip. Let yourself get used to it."

Claire leaned down, her honey-blonde hair falling forward, brushing his thighs. She parted her lips and touched the head of his cock with her tongue. The taste was salt and skin and something else—something purely male. She licked again, more boldly, tracing the ridge.

Marcus exhaled, a low, rough sound. "Yeah," he breathed. "Just like that."

Encouraged, Claire opened her mouth and took him in. Just the head at first, her lips stretched around him, her tongue pressed against the underside. He was warm and heavy on her tongue, and she felt a thrill of power—she was doing this. She was making him feel good.

"Breathe through your nose," Vivi said, her hand resting on the back of Claire's head. "And move your hand in time with your mouth."

Claire pulled back, then pushed forward again, her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, moving in rhythm. She heard the wet sound of her own mouth, felt his cock slide deeper with each stroke. She tried to take more of him, felt him hit the back of her throat, and gagged.

"Easy," Marcus said, his hand gentle on her shoulder. "You don't have to take it all. Just what's comfortable."

Claire pulled back, gasping, a line of spit connecting her lips to his cock. "I want to," she said, her voice husky. "I want to take it all."

"Then we'll work up to it," Vivi said. "Slow. Let your throat adjust."

Claire lowered her head again, taking him deeper, feeling the stretch in her jaw, the pressure at the back of her throat. She forced herself to relax, to breathe through her nose, and suddenly he slid deeper—not all the way, but close. She felt him in her throat, felt her own body accepting him, and she moaned.

"Fuck," Marcus said, his voice strained. "That's—yeah, that's good."

Vivi's hand was in Claire's hair now, guiding, not forcing. "That's it, sweetheart. You're doing so well. Now hollow your cheeks as you pull up."

Claire did, creating suction, and Marcus's hips bucked involuntarily. She heard him groan, felt his hand clench on her shoulder, and she knew she was doing something right. She picked up the pace, her mouth sliding wet and rhythmic along his shaft, her hand working the base, her tongue finding the vein on the underside.

"She's a natural," Vivi said, and there was pride in her voice.

Claire felt it—the rhythm, the power, the intimacy. She was giving him pleasure, and that pleasure flowed back into her, hot and electric. She took him deeper, felt her throat relax around him, and this time she didn't gag. She just held him there, her lips pressed against the base, her nose buried in his pubic hair, and she breathed.

"Oh god," Marcus said. "Claire—I'm close. You can stop if you—"

She didn't stop. She pulled back, took a breath, and took him deep again, faster now, her hand working in counter-rhythm. She wanted to taste him. Wanted to feel him come apart in her mouth.

"She wants it," Vivi said, her voice low. "Let her have it."

Marcus groaned, his hand fisting in her hair. "I'm—fuck, I'm going to come."

Claire doubled her effort, her mouth wet and greedy, her tongue pressing against the head with each pass. She felt him tense, felt his cock pulse against her tongue, and then his cum hit the back of her throat—warm and salty and thick. She swallowed, reflexively, and kept moving, drawing out every drop.

Marcus's hips twitched, his breath ragged. "Holy shit," he said, his voice wrecked.

Claire pulled back slowly, licking her lips, tasting him. She looked up at Vivi, her eyes bright, her mouth satisfied.

"Did I do it right?" she asked.

Vivi laughed, warm and delighted. She knelt beside Claire, cupping her face, kissing her forehead. "You did perfectly, sweetheart. Absolutely perfect."

Marcus was leaning back on the couch, one arm thrown over his eyes, his chest still heaving. "Can we hire her?" he said, his voice hoarse. "She's better than half the people I've been with."

Claire felt heat rush to her cheeks, but it wasn't embarrassment. It was pride. She had done this. She had learned. And she wanted to learn more.

She looked at Vivi. "What else?"

Vivi's smile was a promise. "Everything, sweetheart. One lesson at a time."...

"What else?" Claire asked, her voice still husky from Marcus's taste on her tongue, her honey-blonde hair a mess around her flushed face.

Vivi's smile deepened, her hazel eyes warm and knowing. She reached out, tucking a strand of hair behind Claire's ear, her fingers lingering on the curve of her jaw. "Now you learn how a woman likes to be touched, sweetheart."


Chapter 6


Claire's breath caught. She'd been touched by Vivi — had felt Vivi's mouth between her thighs, had come apart under her tongue — but she hadn't yet been the one giving. The thought made her core ache with a new kind of hunger.

"I want to," she said quickly, her doe-brown eyes earnest. "I want to make you feel good. The way you made me feel."

Vivi's laugh was low and warm. She stood, pulling Claire to her feet, then guided her to the edge of the plush couch in the private room. "Then kneel for me, sweetheart."

Claire's knees met the soft carpet, her sundress pooling around her thighs. She looked up at Vivi — at the curve of her hips under the floral blouse, at the way her apron fell open, at the patient tenderness in her gaze. Behind her, she heard Marcus shift on the couch, the leather creaking under his weight, but she didn't look away from Vivi.

"First," Vivi said, her fingers finding the buttons of her blouse, "you watch. You learn what turns me on before you touch me."

She undid the buttons slowly, one by one, her hazel eyes never leaving Claire's. The blouse fell open, revealing the swell of her breasts in a simple white bra, the soft curve of her belly. She let the blouse slide off her shoulders, then reached back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall.

Claire's mouth went dry. Vivi's breasts were full and soft, her nipples dark and already hard. She wanted to touch them, to taste them, but she held herself still, watching.

Vivi's hands moved to her skirt, unzipping it, letting it pool at her feet. She stood in nothing but her panties — plain cotton, a soft cream color — and she was beautiful. Real. Womanly in a way that made Claire feel like she was seeing something sacred.

"Now you," Vivi said, her voice a low murmur. "Touch me. Slowly. Learn my skin."

Claire reached out, her fingers trembling, and brushed her fingertips across Vivi's hip. The skin was warm, soft, and she felt Vivi's breath catch. She let her hand glide upward, tracing the curve of her waist, the dip of her ribcage, until her palm cupped the underside of Vivi's breast.

"Yes," Vivi breathed. "Like that."

Claire's thumb found her nipple, circling it slowly, watching Vivi's face. Her eyes had fluttered half-closed, her lips parted, and there was a flush rising on her chest. Claire leaned forward and pressed her mouth to Vivi's sternum, kissing her way across the curve of her breast, until her lips closed around that dark, hard nipple.

Vivi moaned, her hand coming up to cradle the back of Claire's head. "That's it. Use your tongue."

Claire did, laving the nipple with broad strokes, then sucking gently, feeling it harden further against her tongue. She switched to the other breast, giving it the same attention, her hand sliding down Vivi's belly, tracing the waistband of her panties.

"I want to taste you," Claire whispered against her skin. "I want to taste you the way you tasted me."

Vivi's hand tightened in her hair. "Then take them off me, sweetheart."

Claire hooked her fingers in the waistband and pulled the panties down, slow, watching as Vivi's mound was revealed, the neat triangle of auburn hair, the slick glisten of her folds. She felt her own cunt clench at the sight, a pulse of pure want.

Vivi stepped out of the panties and sat on the edge of the couch, her legs falling open. "Come here. Between my thighs."

Claire crawled forward, her heart hammering, her sundress dragging on the carpet. She settled between Vivi's legs, her hands on Vivi's inner thighs, her breath warm against the damp heat of her cunt. The scent hit her first — musky and intimate and female, so different from Marcus, so familiar and strange all at once.

"I've never done this before," Claire said, her voice small.

"I know." Vivi's hand was gentle on her cheek. "I'll guide you. First, just kiss me there. Soft. Get used to the feel of me."

Claire leaned in, pressing her lips to Vivi's sex. It was warm and soft, the folds silken against her mouth. She kissed again, more boldly, feeling the texture, the heat. Vivi's hips shifted, a small, involuntary movement.

"Tongue now," Vivi said. "Find my clit. It'll be small and hard, right at the top."

Claire parted Vivi's folds with her fingers, revealing the pink, glistening flesh inside. She found the clit easily — a small, tight nub peeking from its hood — and touched it with the tip of her tongue. Vivi gasped, her thighs tensing on either side of Claire's head.

"Yes. There. Soft circles."

Claire obeyed, her tongue tracing circles around the sensitive bud, tasting Vivi's arousal — sweet and tangy and electric. She heard Vivi's moans, felt her hand fisting in her hair, and she wanted more. She wanted to make her come apart.

"Inside," Claire said, pulling back for breath, her chin slick. "Can I—"

"Yes." Vivi's voice was strained. "My cunt. Use your fingers. Two of them, slow."

Claire slid her hand between Vivi's thighs, her fingers finding the entrance, slick and hot. She pushed them in slowly, feeling the tight heat of Vivi's body clench around her, and she moaned against her clit at the sensation. She thrust them gently, curling them the way Vivi had curled hers, searching.

Vivi's back arched. "There — right there — don't stop — "

Claire didn't stop. She kept her mouth on Vivi's clit, tongue moving in steady circles, her fingers pumping in a rhythm she felt in her own body. Vivi's moans grew louder, her hips rocking against Claire's face, her hand gripping the back of her skull.

"I'm close," Vivi gasped. "Faster, Claire, faster—"

Claire doubled her effort, her jaw aching, her fingers driving deep, her tongue relentless. She felt Vivi's thighs clamp around her head, felt her cunt clench on her fingers, and then Vivi cried out — a sharp, broken sound — and her whole body shuddered, her hips jerking, her release washing over Claire's tongue like warm honey.

Claire didn't stop. She gentled her touch, licking softly through the aftershocks, feeling Vivi's body tremble under her mouth. She pulled her fingers out slowly, bringing them to her own lips, tasting Vivi's climax — richer now, deeper.

Vivi lay back on the couch, her chest heaving, her auburn hair a wild halo around her face. "Holy shit," she breathed. "For a first time, sweetheart, that was—that was something."

Claire smiled, her chin wet, her heart full. She looked up and saw Marcus, still on the couch, his cock hard and thick in his hand, his eyes dark with want. He had watched the whole thing, had stroked himself through it, and the sight of him — ready, waiting, aching — sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

"Now what?" Claire asked, her voice husky.

Vivi sat up, pulling Claire into a kiss, tasting herself on her lips. Then she turned to Marcus. "Now," she said, "he fucks you. And you help me come again."

Marcus stood, his cock jutting out, pre-cum glistening at the tip. He crossed to the couch, pulling Claire to her feet, turning her so she faced Vivi. "On your hands and knees," he said, his voice low. "I want to watch your face when you make her come."

Claire scrambled onto the couch, her sundress rucked up around her hips, her bare ass in the air. Vivi lay back in front of her, her legs open, her cunt still wet and pink from Claire's mouth. Claire lowered her head, her tongue finding Vivi's clit again, tasting the lingering salt of her orgasm.

"Good girl," Vivi whispered, her fingers threading through Claire's hair. "Keep going."

Behind her, Claire heard Marcus move, felt his hands on her hips, the heat of his body against her back. His cock nudged her entrance, slick and ready, and she pushed back against him, greedy for it.

"Please," she said, her voice muffled against Vivi's flesh. "Please fuck me."

He pushed in, slow and deep, and Claire moaned against Vivi's clit. The stretch was familiar now, the fullness a welcome pressure, and she rocked back to meet him, her tongue still moving on Vivi. She felt his hands on her hips, his thrusts steady and deep, and she lost herself in the rhythm — his cock driving into her, her mouth worshiping Vivi, the heat building in all three of them.

"Like that," Vivi breathed, her hips lifting. "Right there, Claire."

Claire focused, her tongue circling, her fingers sliding into Vivi's cunt, matching the rhythm of Marcus's thrusts. She heard Vivi's moans growing ragged, felt her body tensing, and she pressed harder, faster, desperate to give her another climax.

Marcus drove deep, his cock hitting something inside her that made her gasp, and she cried out against Vivi's clit, the vibration pushing Vivi over the edge. Vivi's back arched, her cry high and sharp, her cunt clenching on Claire's fingers as she came a second time.

"Yes — oh god — yes —"

Claire felt Vivi's climax ripple through her, and it triggered something in her own body. She was coming too — not from Marcus's cock, not yet, but from the sheer overwhelming sensation of giving pleasure, of being filled, of being wanted. She moaned against Vivi's flesh, her hips grinding back against Marcus, and he groaned, his hand slapping her ass, his thrusts losing rhythm.

"Fuck," he said, his voice strained. "I'm going to—"

"Inside me," Claire said, her voice raw. "Come inside me."

He did, with a guttural groan, his cock pulsing deep in her cunt, his release hot and flooding. Claire felt it, felt him, felt Vivi's hand in her hair, and she knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones, that she was exactly where she was supposed to be.


Chapter 7


For a long moment, the only sound was breathing—three bodies cooling, heartbeats slowing. Claire lay draped across the couch, Marcus's weight still warm against her back, Vivi's hand soft in her hair. The air smelled of sex and sweat and something sweet, and Claire's limbs felt liquid, boneless, utterly satisfied.

Vivi shifted first, pulling Claire gently upright, cupping her chin. Her hazel eyes were soft, her smile tender. "How do you feel, sweetheart?"

Claire blinked, the question settling into her bones. She felt open. Empty. Full. Like every nerve was still singing. "Good," she said, her voice raw. "Really good." But even as she said it, she felt a flicker—not dissatisfaction, but hunger. A new edge. She had been touched, filled, worshipped. But there was more. She wanted more.

She looked at Vivi, then at Marcus, who had pulled out but still knelt behind her, his cock slick and half-hard against his thigh. "I want—" She paused, the words strange on her tongue. "I want both of you. At the same time."

Vivi's eyebrows rose, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Both of us how?"

"One in my pussy," Claire said, the words coming steadier now. "And one in my ass." She felt heat flood her cheeks, but she didn't look away. "I want to be taken by both of you. Together."

Vivi and Marcus exchanged a look—something wordless, charged. Then Vivi leaned in and kissed Claire, deep and slow, tasting herself on Claire's lips. "You heard her," she said, turning to Marcus. "Get the lube. And the purple one."

Marcus rose, crossing to a drawer Claire hadn't noticed before. He returned with a bottle of clear gel and a sleek, curved dildo—deep violet, not too thick, with a slight upward bend. He handed both to Vivi, who set them on the arm of the couch.

"On your back," Vivi said, guiding Claire down. "I want to see your face."

Claire lay back, the couch cool against her skin. Her legs hung over the edge, her cunt still wet and swollen, her asshole untouched but tingling with anticipation. Marcus moved her, his hands on her knees, spreading her open. Vivi knelt between her thighs, holding the dildo.

"This is going to go in your ass," Vivi said, squeezing lube onto her fingers. "Tell me if it's too much."

Claire nodded, her throat tight. She felt Vivi's slick fingers circle her asshole—gentle, probing. She gasped at the pressure, the strange fullness of a finger pushing inside, but it didn't hurt. It felt... new. Vivi worked her finger in and out, slow, stretching her, until Claire moaned and pushed back against it.

"Ready for more?"

"Yes."

Vivi withdrew her finger and picked up the dildo, coating it with lube. She pressed the tip against Claire's asshole, and Claire felt the resistance, the give, the slow intrusion of something thicker than a finger. She gripped the couch cushions, her breath coming in short gasps as Vivi pushed deeper, inch by inch, until the dildo was seated fully inside her.

"Oh," Claire breathed. "Oh god."

Vivi held it still, letting Claire adjust. "You feel that?"

"Yes. I'm full."

"You're going to feel even fuller in a second," Marcus said, his voice low. His cock, now hard and eager, aimed at her cunt. He looked at Vivi, who nodded, and then he pressed forward, sliding into her wet heat in one smooth thrust.

Claire cried out—a sharp, broken sound. The fullness in her ass, the stretch in her cunt, the two pressures meeting somewhere deep inside her. She was impaled, split open, held between them. Her hands flew up, grasping at nothing, and Vivi caught them, lacing their fingers together.

"Breathe," Vivi said. "Just breathe."

Claire forced herself to inhale, the sensation overwhelming. Marcus was still inside her, unmoving, giving her time. The dildo in her ass throbbed with her pulse. She felt trapped. She felt perfect.

"Move," she gasped. "Please, move."

Marcus began to thrust—slow, shallow rolls of his hips, his cock sliding in and out of her cunt. With each push, the dildo moved too, pressing against the thin wall between them, creating a friction that made Claire's eyes roll back. Vivi kept the dildo steady, letting Claire's own body fuck herself on it as Marcus moved.

Vivi leaned forward, her mouth finding Claire's nipple, sucking hard. Claire's back arched, her hips bucking, and she felt herself drowning in sensation—Marcus's cock in her cunt, the dildo in her ass, Vivi's tongue on her breast. She was nothing but nerve endings, raw and open.

"More," she begged. "Vivi, more—touch me—please—"

Vivi released her nipple and slid a hand down between Claire's thighs, her fingers finding Claire's clit, swollen and slick. She circled it with her thumb, matching the rhythm of Marcus's thrusts, and Claire's body began to tremble.

"That's it," Vivi murmured. "Come for me, sweetheart. Come all over his cock."

Claire wanted to obey. She wanted to let go, to shatter, but the pressure in her ass was too much, the fullness too intense. "I can't—I'm too—"

"Yes, you can," Vivi whispered. "Let go. We've got you."

Marcus drove deeper, his thrusts harder, the angle changing so that he hit something inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes. The dildo shifted with every stroke, grinding against her inner walls, and Vivi's thumb pressed harder on her clit, and suddenly Claire was falling—no, flying—her orgasm tearing through her like a wave, her cunt clenching around Marcus's cock, her ass rippling around the silicone, her whole body convulsing as she screamed.

Vivi was whispering, praising, her hand never stopping. Marcus groaned, his own climax building, but he held back, letting her ride it out.

Claire came down in pieces, her limbs heavy, her breath ragged. She felt tears on her cheeks, but she was smiling, a stupid, giddy smile. "Oh my god," she said, the words slurring. "Oh, my god. That was—"

"I know," Vivi said, kissing her forehead. "I know."

Marcus withdrew slowly, easing out of her cunt, and Vivi pulled the dildo from her ass with a wet sound. Claire felt empty, hollowed out, but in the best way. She lay there, her body spent, her sundress a crumpled mess beneath her, and she thought: This is what I wanted. This is what I came here for.

Vivi brought her a glass of water, helped her drink, then curled up beside her on the couch. Marcus disappeared for a moment and returned with a towel, cleaning her gently, reverently. When he was done, he sat at her feet, rubbing her ankles.

"So," Vivi said, her voice soft. "How do you feel now?"

Claire laughed—a small, breathy sound. "Like I want to do that again. Like I want to learn everything."

Vivi smiled, her hazel eyes crinkling. "Then you came to the right place, sweetheart. We have all night."
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