Rain pounded on the windshield. The windshield wipers beat out a rapid thumping sound while headlights created tracers on the road. 
“Shows how desperate I am getting out on a night like this,” Debra grumbled, gripping the wheel and focusing on the cars in front of her.
At least she didn’t have that far to drive. Her favorite adult toy store, Racy And Real, a store for today’s woman, was just up the road a couple miles. Nonetheless, she let out the breath she held when she pulled into the quiet parking lot. Only one other car was parked there. Probably whoever worked the night shift.
She ran from her car to the shop, large rain drops soaking her back and head before she could get inside.
“Nice evening,” the young guy behind the counter greeted her, smiling.
“Yes. Lovely.” And now she looked like a wreck.
Like the college kid behind the counter gave a rat’s ass what she looked like. Debra ran her fingers through her hair, turning toward the aisle where the vibrators and dildos were. She’d worked hard all week, made her deadlines, and now it was time to give herself a treat. Something new. Something big and hard. 
“Looking for anything in particular?” The clerk had moved behind her, and she glanced at him briefly before looking back at the merchandise.
“Something different,” she mused, staring at the various colors and shapes of the vibrators on display.
“We got something new in the other day,” he said, and then tapped her shoulder with his hand. “I know. Come with me. I’ll show it to you.”
His sudden enthusiasm showed his obvious boredom. Lightning flashed outside the tinted windows followed immediately by thunder explosive enough to shake the building. For a moment the lights flickered. Debra hurried after the clerk.
He wasn’t bad looking, she realized, taking in his backside while she walked across the store. He led her behind the counter, to a room with a two way mirror so that he could see out into the store. 
“Here’s a neat little toy that you might like.” His eyes were bright green as he looked at her, his hair a sandy blond. He had that school-boy charm about him, a spread of freckles over his nose, and a smile that made it impossible not to smile back. “You can try it if you like.”
“Try it? Where?” She stared at the large vibrator in his hand, thick and long—a dildo shaped like a perfect cock—with a small knob at the end. Heat spread over her cheeks quickly. “I meant, where should I go to try it?”
“Right here.” 
A white panel on the wall buzzed. She looked away from realistic looking cock in his hand, which he held as if it were his own cock and he were about to masturbate right in front of her. 
Pulling her attention from the toy, she stared at the panel as a red light beeped and an automated voice said, “customer entering, front door.”
“I’ll be right back. Go ahead and check it out.” He made it sound like the most normal thing in the world for her to relax and play with the toy right here in the back room of the store.
Debra watched the clerk through the two way mirror. She could hear him chatting amiably with a couple who’d come in to return some movies. The dildo-vibrator toy in her hand felt like a real cock. She stared down at the anatomically correct skin colored toy. Softness, just like skin, covered the hard metal vibrator that it encased. Running her fingers down it, her pussy swelled, growing wet. The thought of sitting down on the couch that was along the wall of the room, and slipping her jeans down to give it a try really excited her. And that the young college boy could walk back and see her playing with it. He’d watch her. She knew he would. It would be the closest she’d been to being with a man in a long time.
What the hell. She only lived once. And it wasn’t exactly like having sex with a stranger. She was in a public place. Anyone could walk in at any time. So she was safe.
Yeah. And out of her mind.
Her palm grew damp around the artificial cock. Her insides swelled. Her pussy moist and throbbing against the material of her jeans. The slightest movement made the jeans rub against her. Her clit pulsed matching the racing beat of her heart.
God. This was absolutely insane.
Moving quickly before she changed her mind, or came to her senses, she put her purse down and then unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans. Sliding them down her legs, she suddenly felt incredibly exposed. She was in a public place. The couple in the store laughed at something the clerk said. They were out of her line of vision through the two way mirror. Her jeans fell to her ankles, stopped by her shoes. She plopped down on the couch.
Her shirt hung over her protectively and she slid the dildo between her legs, rubbing it over her swollen clit. Sensations rippled through her and she arched her back, fighting to give herself more room between her legs with her jeans trapping her ankles together.
The panel on the wall beeped. “Door open,” it said.
Oh shit. The customers were leaving. The clerk would come back here. She’d die of embarrassment. Her heart almost exploded in her chest when the panel beeped again.
“Door open. Customers entering,” the automated voice told her.
Her heart didn’t want to calm down. More customers entered the store. The clerk greeted him with the same friendliness he’d shown her. She slid the dildo further between her legs.
He knew she was back here. Did he think she was actually playing with herself?
For some crazy reason that thought excited her. Her pussy was so damned wet it soaked her fingers, soaked the toy. 
A couple unopened boxes were at one end of the couch. Several decorative pillows were at the other end. She stretched out, putting her head on the pillows, careful not to disturb the boxes, and spread her legs to give herself better access. 
The dildo slipped inside her. 
Oh my fucking God!
Nothing had ever felt so wonderful. So real. It stretched her, stroking her inner pussy walls, building the pressure inside her until she wanted to scream out. She covered her mouth with her free hand, closed her eyes, and slowly began stroking her pussy with the dildo. God. It felt so damned good.
	Her knuckles were soaked while she moved the toy in and out of her. Her pussy contracted around it, wanting more, her body aching for release while the pressure inside her made her want to cry out.
“Door open.” The automated voice sounded like it was a mile away.
She kept fucking herself with the toy, unable to stop. Relief was right around the corner. She could feel it, sense it. This toy would get her off. 
“Let me help you with that.” The clerk put his hand on her leg.
She almost jumped off the couch. Opening her eyes quickly, she stared up into the friendly green eyes that seemed darker than they had before he’d left her alone. 
His fingers stroked her inner thigh and he took the toy from her gently, taking over. Moving with a bit more strength, he pushed her over the edge quickly. All she could do was hold on, watch him while he focused on his task. 
“Shit. Oh God.” She gripped the couch, digging her fingers into the fabric, while he pushed her over the edge.
The pressure soared through her, filling her entire body, until there was nothing left except to explode. Thunder rumbled, and her insides shook right along with it. Every inch of her hardened, while cum soaked her pussy, her inner thighs, her orgasm convulsing through her. 
“That’s it. God damn. Has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are when you come?” His boyish smile had changed slightly.
He suddenly looked a bit older, his face flushed while he looked down at her cunt.
“And you smell so damned good. God. Please. Let me taste you.”
He didn’t wait for a response. Which was a damned good thing. Words weren’t coming quickly to her at the moment. All she could do was watch as he lowered his head, and brushed his tongue over her feverish cunt.
“Hell yes,” she cried out, her hands moving without giving it a thought, gripping his shoulders, pinning his head between her legs. “Yes. Please suck me.”
When had she become so damned brazen?
The clerk sure didn’t seem to mind, but took his task very seriously, his tongue dipping between her swollen folds of skin, sucking her clit, building the pressure that she’d so recently relieved. 
She needed more. 
“Come here. Try a different position.” He’d moved before she could focus on him. 
Lifting her, helping her stand, she suddenly felt silly with her jeans tangled around her ankles. The clerk didn’t seem to mind though. He turned her, facing her toward the two way mirror, pushing slightly on her back so that she bent over the desk that was in front of it. 
Staring out at the empty store, she pressed her forearms against the wooden desk, baring her ass and pussy to the clerk standing behind her. A hard cock pressed against her cunt.
She turned her head. That wasn’t the toy. 
But then he slipped inside her, stretching her feverish pussy, filling her, going deeper, stroking her harder, than that damned toy had ever come close to doing.
Her eyes rolled back in her head. Smoldering hot driving pressure spread through her body. With each plunge of his cock, need filled her, the breaking point so close.
“God you are so fucking hot.” His hands were gentle on her ass.
Holding her but not controlling. He would need some training. She almost laughed at her muddled thoughts. Imagine, coming into an adult toy store and molding the young sales clerk to see to her every need. Damn nice thought.
“Fuck me faster—harder.” Her eyes fluttered shut, enjoying the sensation that rippled through her.
“Oh hell yeah. You like how I fuck you, don’t you.”
“Uh-huh.” She didn’t want conversation. She wanted fucked.
Hard. Now. Deep. Quick.
And he let her have it. Riding her so hard she slid further on to the desk. Through blurred vision she stared at the two way mirror, no longer giving a damn about the store, or that she was in a public place.
He fucked her harder and better than any toy would ever be able to accomplish. Filling her, hitting that spot that needed soothing, needed stroked, needed pounded.
“God baby. I’m going to come!”
And she was right there with him. 
Unable to do anything other than groan, the tidal wave that had been held back, broke with a vengeance that almost made her black out. Riding out her orgasm, her face fell to the desk, the cool wood doing nothing to soothe the fever that raced through her.
When he exploded inside her, his cock swelled and throbbed, stroking her cunt into a fiery frenzy. Her body shook, her legs growing weak.
His grip on her hardened, holding her in place, while he growled over her shoulder.
Slowly he pulled out of her, leaving her cunt on fire, yet more satisfied than she’d been in months. 
“So what do you think of the new toy?” he asked her, after she’d come out of the bathroom and attempted to return her appearance back to normal.
Debra smiled, accepting the bag that he held out to her, the dildo inside it.
“I think you might need to let me know if you have any other new toys that need to be checked out before purchasing them.”
His boyish charm returned, green eyes dancing with satisfied amusement. “Come back next Sunday night. I’m sure we’ll have something that needs taken care of.”
The rain didn’t bother her at all when she left. God. She loved her toy store.


