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Toys and Teasing 2

Desperation and Relief

“Wait a second.  He actually made you wear it to dinner with them?  Oh my God, did Charlotte know what was going on?”  

“She had no idea!  I'm still trying to decide if I should confess to her or not.”

I take my phone away from my ear and double check that I'm really talking to Erica.  Prim, proper Erica, who is now enthusiastically recounting her experience in a crowded restaurant with a sex toy.

“And it was... good?”  I blush, hardly believing I just asked that.  

“Unbelievable.  Trust me.  It's not something I would normally bring up, obviously, but I just... felt bad for you and your situation.  I thought I'd make a recommendation.”  

The situation Erica is referring to is the fact that I've been having some sexual trouble lately, and I guess it's starting to show.  Specifically, I haven't been able to get myself off since I broke up with my now-ex, Theo.  I don't miss the man, but I have certainly been missing the activity in the bedroom.  

Not even my favorite toy, a realistic-feeling dildo with ridges in all the right places, has been able to help.  Probably because Theo jokingly named it “Little Theo” while we were together, and now it has that unfortunate connotation.  

Erica is not wrong in assuming it's getting to be a problem.  I've been feeling seriously tense.  Not one to turn away needed help, I steel myself and ask, “So.  Where can I get one of these ‘unbelievable’ toys?”  

“I'm sure Tom would be happy to bring another one home from work as a sample.  I'm not sure it's in stores yet.”  She giggled.  Erica actually giggled.  This thing must be good!  “I'll bring it over this afternoon?”

“Sure.  Thanks.  Thanks for doing this,” I fumble.  I’m completely unsure of proper etiquette in this situation.  

We hang up, and I slouch onto my sofa.  I feel a weird mix of nerves and excitement.  Is this actually happening?  

Might as well get ready.
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