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INHERITANCE



When Pat only gets $75.00 from his rich businesswoman aunt after she passes, he’s upset. It wouldn’t be such a blow if she hadn’t promised him so much more, and if Pat’s brother, James, hadn’t inherited all of her businesses, worth millions of dollars.



Even James doesn’t think it’s fair, so he gifts one of the businesses to Pat: an adult store that specializes in costumes and toys for the bedroom. It’s more of a mean-spirited joke gift than anything, but Pat will take whatever he can get. Maybe he can just sell the business—but first, he needs to make it worth buying. And a big part of being a successful store is knowing the product, which means trying everything out first-hand.








CHAPTER I




 Seventy-five bucks—that was all I was getting: seventy-five measly dollars.



I stared blankly at the lawyer for what felt like ten silent minutes. Then, I was able to say, “Are you shitting me right now? Seventy-five bucks?”



“The money was split evenly between all the nieces and nephews,” said the lawyer with a soulless tone in his voice.



“Stop,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s impossible, unless Aunt Marie had, like, nine-hundred thousand nieces and nephews.”



He just stared at me with that blank look.



My brother was chuckling next to me. He seemed to think that my shock was somehow funny. But I wasn’t amused. Sure, I was sad that Aunt Marie passed away so tragically; she was a nice lady, though we never saw her much. But she was a millionaire. She owned a mansion. She drove fancy cars. She ate at exclusive restaurants. She was a member at a number of country clubs, and she was always wearing designer clothes. She owned several businesses, and most of them were extremely successful. And she only had six nieces and four nephews, so how could each of us only be getting seventy-five bucks? “There must be some sort of mistake,” I said.



“Get over it, Pat,” my brother said. “You have to get a real job now. It’ll be good for you.”



I side-eyed him. He was still chuckling. It didn’t matter to him; he was already successful. James was a computer nerd growing up and ended up programming a piece of simple software that was purchased by Microsoft. Now, he did some consulting work part-time while living off the $0.000002 he got every time someone purchased a PC—which worked out to a few hundred thousand dollars each year.



“Did she at least leave me her house? Or maybe her vacation house in Hawaii?” I said. I heard my brother, James, laughing behind me.



“No, the house will go to your cousin, Arnie. The vacation home will go to your Aunt Stefanie.” The lawyer didn’t seem to care that I was getting the short end of the stick.



“So me and James don’t get anything? Seventy-five bucks isn’t even enough money to buy lunch at the restaurant Aunt Marie ate at every day,” I said.



“No, James will be getting Marie’s businesses,” said the lawyer. James stopped laughing suddenly. His eyes lit up and his lips parted.



“Her businesses?” he said.



“Wait! What!?” I said. “All of them!?”



“That’s what’s written in her will,” the lawyer said.



“This is bullshit!” I said.



“Please calm down, sir,” the lawyer said.



“Tell me why we’re only getting seventy-five bucks!” I said, getting worked up. Aunt Marie had always told us that she was going to leave us everything. “Don’t worry about getting soul-sucking jobs,” Aunt Marie said to me when I was just sixteen. “I won’t live forever, and once I’m gone, I’ll leave you and your brother and your cousins everything.” It was a lie; she was only leaving us enough money to buy a few packs of smokes.



“That’s all the money your aunt had in her bank account. She kept her savings in her businesses.”



“I get the businesses?” James said with a big smile.



“Those are worth millions—easily,” I said. “They should be sold off and we should get to split the money.”



“Your aunt made it clear in her will that she wanted James to run her businesses for her. She believed that James had the most entrepreneurial experience to successfully handle her companies.”



“He’s going to sell them,” I said. “I have enough experience to sell them too. There’s a company just down the street from my apartment that facilitates the sale of companies. It’s like a real estate thing, but for businesses. C’mon, James—we all know you’re just going to sell the companies. At least split the money.”



“Maybe I won’t sell them,” James said with a big smirk. I wanted to jump at him. I wanted to strangle him. He was such a little turd. He thought that he was so great because he wrote a silly little program. I could have written a program, but my parents put me into figure skating while James got to sit at home on the computer. It wasn’t fair. I didn’t even want to be a figure skater. No boy wants to be a figure skater. But my mom seemed to think that I had the build for it: short and thin. Meanwhile, James was chubby with short legs, so he got a pass on sports—and because of it, he was nearly a millionaire.



“Sell them, James, and split the money. It’s the right thing to do,” I said.



“You can’t sell them,” said the lawyer. “Not for a full year. I worked closely with your aunt to iron out the details. She wants the companies to be run for a full year before selling is a consideration.”



“Fine,” James said, but I could tell that he was pissed. Now, he was going to have to do some work for an entire year. He liked to make fun of me because I’d never had a full-time job, but he’d never had a full-time job either. He wasn’t prepared to run multiple companies. “How many companies did she have?”



“She had seven companies,” said the lawyer with his chin up high.



“I know about the mining firm,” said James. “And she has the rental business, and the country club… What am I forgetting?”



“The tool factory,” I said. I remembered Aunt Marie asking my parents if they wanted to invest in a factory she bought, to make tools like wrenches and hammers. My parents passed, thinking it was a silly idea. But that factory made Aunt Marie her first million.



“Oh, right,” said James, lighting up again, knowing that factory was worth a fortune, and it would be easy to sell. “And the tech startup she had—the one that was for medical appointments.”



“And there was the furniture store,” I said. “The one down on Main Street.”



“That’s right,” said the lawyer.



Then I counted all of the businesses in my head. We were missing one. “That’s only six,” I said.



The lawyer nodded his head. “Your aunt had another business: a small shop, in the south-east end of town.”



“What shop?” James said, looking curiously perplexed.



“A shop for adults,” the lawyer said, suddenly blushing.



“Adults?” I said. I looked over at James just as he clued in. His cheeks turned red and his eyes became wide. “What?” I said, and then it hit me too. Aunt Marie owned a sex store: one of those stores with blacked out windows where horny couples went to buy dildos, and weird single men went to buy pornography DVDs. “Seriously?” I said to the lawyer.



“It was a consistent earner for your aunt, but she didn’t like to talk about it much,” said the lawyer, clearing his throat. He smiled. “All seven companies are being left to James.”



“That’s such bullshit,” I said, standing up suddenly. “This isn’t what Aunt Marie would have wanted. There’s been some sort of mistake.” I was the only cousin getting nothing. James was getting the companies, Arnie was getting the house, Quinn and Susan were getting the expensive cars… and I was getting nothing.



So I just left. I stormed out of that office, got into my crappy sedan, and I went home. James tried calling me a few times, but I didn’t pick up. I was too angry.



I wasn’t expecting Aunt Marie to leave me enough cash that I would never have to work in my life. It wasn’t like I was hoping she would die so I could have an easily life. But when she was diagnosed with cancer, I said to her, “Don’t you regret working so much in your life?”



“Of course not,” she said to me. “It makes me happy to know that, after I die, I’ll be leaving so much to you, your brother, and your cousins.” I could still remember her glistening eyes as she said it. And she’d said similar sentiments before, whenever we got to talking about her wealth. And sure, maybe she did get my hopes up a little bit. I would have preferred she remain alive and healthy, but now it felt like being kicked while I was down. I was still trying to wrap my head around her death, and now I was being told that I would get nothing.



I could only assume that there had been some sort of misunderstanding. A page from her will must have fallen out. The lawyer must have misheard Aunt Marie when he was typing out the long document. Maybe he got too wrapped up in trying to word the no-sale rule concerning her businesses.



I ate a crappy packet of instant noodles for dinner. I drank cheap beer on the couch until late that night, watching my old television, which was surely going to fail on me at any moment. I thought about the oil in my car, which needed changed. I was dreading taking it in for an oil change, knowing it would probably cost me more than I had to spare. And then I thought about James and his small fortune. Now, he had seven successful businesses as well. I went to sleep angry—seething. It took a while to fall asleep.



And then James called me in the morning, waking me up early. I nearly yelled at him instead of saying, “Hello.” It was tempting, but I bit my tongue.



“I feel bad, Pat,” he said, though I could almost hear him smirking.



“Then sell the companies and we’ll split the money. Then you don’t have to feel bad.”



“I’m not going to do that,” he said. “Besides, I can’t sell the companies—not for a full year. And to keep them earning money over the next year is going to be a lot of work.”



“Okay, so we’ll sell them in a year,” I said. “Then we can split the money.”



“That doesn’t exactly seem fair to me, Patty,” he said. “That sounds like me doing a lot of work and you getting a free ride—basically our lives summed up.”



I took a deep breath in. I was ready to unload. I knew that he was referring to the three times I asked for money. He had more money than any single man should have. And all he ever did with the money was invest it. He didn’t even have anything to spend it on, and it was money that he made for next to nothing. He spent a few months working on that program he sold to Microsoft. Did he really think he deserved a pass at life because of a few months of sitting in front of a computer?



“Look, I have an offer for you,” James said. “Yes, I’m going to sell most of the companies—maybe all of them—as soon as I can. No, I’m not going to split the money because it’s going to cost me a small fortune to keep them running while I find buyers, and there will be a lot of work involved in finding buyers, and then I have plans for the money already.”



“What plans!?” I said, stopping myself from screaming. Why did he think he deserved that cash? Why wasn’t he going to split it?



“I have a friend with a big aerospace startup. He needs a big upfront investment, and I want to be the main investor,” James said.



“I’m going to murder you,” I said.



“Well if that’s how you’re going to act, Pat, then I’m not going to make you any offers at all,” he said with a smug tone.



I took a deep breath. “What’s the offer?” I asked calmly, with my lips pressed firmly together.



“You can have one of the businesses. You can run it for a year, and then you can sell it. I looked at the numbers this morning, and the company makes about six hundred thousand bucks per year with only about three hundred thousand in overhead. Let’s say you don’t fuck it up and manage to keep the profit margin the same, you’re looking at a decent mid-six-figure salary—or you could probably sell it for a million, if you’re lucky.”



I took another deep breath. “Okay. Which company are you giving me?”



“The sex store,” he said, letting a small snicker slip.



“Are you fucking with me?” I said.



“What? You want money? Put in some work? If you do a decent job running it for the next year, maybe I’ll bring you in on the other companies. Maybe—and I’m just saying maybe—we can split some of the sales, when that time comes. But it won’t be a fifty-fifty split, Pat—not if I’m doing all the work. You can have the sex store, and then we can talk about the other companies later.”



“You’re such an asshole,” I said.



“Okay, so I’ll admit that I can’t wait to tell all of my friends that you’re running a sex shop,” he said. “But I’m also a nice asshole. It will be an easy shop to sell and you can easily make at least half a million dollars selling it. If you make less than that, you might be hopeless, quite frankly.”



“Whatever,” I said.



“Alright. Well, I’ve got the keys for the shop with me. I haven’t bothered swinging by the store, but I looked it up on Google. It’s about what you’d expect. Want me to drop the keys off or do you want to come pick them up?”



I was silent for the next ten minutes. “Drop them off,” I said.







 
CHAPTER II




I felt so full of shame as I pulled up to that sex store on the far end of town. It was in an area that had been sketchy in previous years, but now it was starting to shape up. A few fancy glass buildings had gone up along the street and the city had successfully dealt with a homeless problem in the area by opening up a fancy shelter a few blocks away. There were still a few homeless people meandering along the road, but it certainly wasn’t the ‘avoid at all costs’ area that I knew growing up.



The shop itself was embarrassing. I couldn’t believe my aunt owned it. She didn’t start it herself—apparently, she bought it for peanuts from a desperate seller. The windows were blacked out and there were neon signs in various colors spattered all over the storefront. ‘25 cent peepshow!’ one sign said. ‘2 for 1 DVD TUESDAY!’ said another. ‘XXX Every fetish you can imagine!’ was another. Then there was a sign on the door that said, ‘We no longer have a public bathroom.’ I got chills reading the sign, thinking of what could have happened to instigate the new rule.



I didn’t park out front, and I was hesitant to park in the alley—not because I was worried someone would break into my car, but because I was worried that someone might recognize my car. There was another car parked in the alley. The trunk of the car was open, and there were boxes piled in the back. I grabbed the key that was given to me by my brother and walked over to the alley door, and then it suddenly opened. An older woman came out carrying a stack of dildo boxes. She paused and stared at me. Why was she taking stock out of the store? “What are you doing?” I said.



“Mind your business, shrimp,” she said. Her voice was hoarse from years of consuming cigarettes.



I watched as she dumped the load into the trunk of her car. She went back into the store. She tried to close the door in my face as I followed her. “What are you doing, creep?” she said, narrowing her eyes.



“I’m coming in,” I said, holding up the key. “This is, uh, my store now.” It was embarrassing to admit, even to the trailer-trash woman who was possibly my employee.



She paused and her face turned a shade of white. I knew that look: she thought she was caught, which meant she was doing something bad. “Are you stealing right now?”



“No,” she said. “I was just clearing… old stock.”



“That stuff all looked new,” I said.



“Don’t call the cops. I spent a year in prison two years ago,” she said. “Don’t fuck with my life over some fucking dildos.”



“Do you work here?” I asked, in awe of the crazed woman.



“Why? You firing me now?” she said, suddenly in a state of rage. Now I was beginning to think that she was on drugs.



“I—I don’t know,” I said.



“Well I fucking quit. I’m sick of working here!” She turned around. “And fuck you!” She stormed off to her car and fired up her engine. It coughed and sputtered before turning over, and then the car made a terrible noise, like metal grinding slowly against metal as she pulled away. I had to cover my ears.



I stood in a state of shock for a moment before turning to go back into the shop. The lights were off. There was product all over the floor. The bathroom smelled horrible—too horrible to describe. There were wires hanging from the ceiling where a light fixture had previously been. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whispered to myself. Before walking through the actual shop, I went into the office. The desk was a mess of papers, and on top of the mess was a letter written with red ink. “I quit,” it said. “You don’t deserve my two weeks.” Was it written by the same woman who had just stormed out, or was it written by another employee? Were there any employees remaining?



I tried turning on the office light, but that just blew the breaker, so I spent the next fifteen minutes tracking down the panel so I could get the power back on. It sparked at me, so next I tried to find the info for the landlord. I couldn’t figure out who owned the building, so after an hour of searching through papers, I went to the coffee shop next door.



There was a girl behind the counter. She was younger—about nineteen, with long brown hair and pretty pink lips. She smiled at me and perked up in her cute green smock. “What can I get you?” she said, almost with a country twang in her voice.



I hated that she was pretty, because I was about to tell her that I’d inherited a sex store for degenerates. I felt my face turning dark red. My stomach churned. Then, I panicked, and instead of asking her if she knew who owned the building that we were both in, I asked for a medium coffee, black. I watched her as she made the coffee. I could hardly afford that coffee and I didn’t even like coffee very much.



She handed me the coffee and stared into my eyes. She watched me eagerly, waiting for me to sip the coffee, and I just stood silently like a fool, trying to build up the confidence to ask her if she had the contact info for the building owner. “Who, uh, owns this place?” I asked.



“I do,” she said. She looked down at the coffee and then back up at me. Then, after another ten seconds went by and I still hadn’t sipped the drink, she began to look concerned. Her face became pale and her lips became pouty. “It’s a fresh brew,” she said.



“Oh. Okay,” I said. I sipped the drink. I wasn’t a huge coffee fan, but the coffee tasted fine. “I mean—who owns the building?”



“It was subdivided and sold years ago,” she said. “Why do you ask? I own this shop. Well, the bank owns it and I’m mortgaging it. I just live upstairs.”



“Oh,” I said. “So, uh, who owns the shop next door?”



“The bike store?” she said. “That’s owned by a big leasing company. I think they’re called Tricor Leasing.”



“No, the other shop,” I said, and I felt that redness rushing into my face again.



“Oh, that,” she said. “I don’t know. I think there’s a lady who owns it, but I haven’t seen her in a while.” There was a long, awkward silence. “Why?”



I smiled awkwardly. “I think that lady was my aunt. She passed away,” I said.



“Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that,” she said. “She used to drink coffee here every morning—assuming we’re talking about the same woman. She didn’t talk much.”



“That sounds like her. She didn’t talk much,” I said. “But, uh, she left me the shop in her will. And the, uh, power isn’t working right. I need to get the landlord in to have it fixed.”



“Well, I don’t think there’s a landlord,” she said. “It sounds like you own the whole shop.” She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Is the coffee okay?”



“It’s fine, thanks,” I said.



“Just fine?”



I smiled. “It’s too hot to really taste just yet,” I said.



“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. “You’re my first customer today. Actually, you’re my first customer in two days. I just changed out one of the machines and I want someone to tell me if it’s okay or not. I’ve been tasting it myself while tweaking the blend, but it’s hard to be objective, you know?” She was talking quickly, so I believed her when she said she’d had about nine cups of coffee since opening that morning.



“Well I’ll finish it and I’ll let you know. Do you know any electricians who work in the area?”



She shook her head. “I usually just call the first person who shows up on Google. Just wait one second.” She went and poured two more cups of coffee. She put them into a drink tray and handed it to me. “You can give these to your employees.”



“I don’t think I have any,” I said.



“You don’t think?” she said.



“I honestly don’t know. I think I was robbed this morning too.”



“Oh my,” she said with wide eyes. “That’s terrible. Should you call the police?”



“I really don’t know. I’d rather not. I think I’ll just have the locks changed.”



“Good luck.”



“Do you want your coffee back?” I asked, handing her the tray. But she didn’t take it.



“You can drink it,” she said. “And please let me know which one you like the best, and which you like the least.”



“O—Okay,” I said. I turned and walked towards her door. I was tempted to ask her if I could leave through her alleyway door, so I could sneak back into my own shop through the alley, so I wouldn’t be seen.



“My name is Nora, by the way,” she said.



I smiled. I didn’t really want to tell her my name. I liked being anonymous with anyone who had anything to do with that business. But I told her my name after a moment of thinking. “I’m Pat,” I said.



“Good luck over there, Pat,” she said.



I went back to my crumbling shop. The smell from the bathroom hit me hard as I walked in. I was quite honestly ready to burn the place to the ground and collect the insurance money—and then I found the cash register. It was dented and bolted to the desk, as if someone had tried to bang it loose—maybe that crazed employee who quit that morning. It only opened with the key that I happened to have, and inside was about two thousand dollars.



I gasped as I held up the money. It was a lot of money for me. I stuck half of it into my pocket. I figured it was technically mine, since the business was mine. And I could have taken all of it—I was technically entitled to it as the owner of that company. But I decided to do the right thing with the money: I called an electrician and I called a locksmith. They came over that day and started working. I was going to call a cleaner to deal with the bathroom, but then the electrician came into the office and said, “This is going to be a big job. I’ll probably be here for a few days fixing the wiring. Someone tried to DIY this place, and they did an awful job.”



“Great,” I said. “How much will this cost?”



“About fifteen hundred bucks, probably,” he said.



I groaned. I had to take the money that I pocketed to pay him. But I figured it would improve the sale value of that company. I had to keep that company operational if it was going to make me any money after my year there. If I ran it into the ground and had to close the doors, it would just end up being a gigantic waste of my time and pride—and it might even leave me with some debts to pay, since I was the owner.



So I had to clean that bathroom myself, using the cleaning supplies that were collecting dust in the corner of the windowless office. It was a horrible job and it took hours. I used gallons of bleach and ammonia. I scrubbed and gagged and scrubbed some more, until the room smelled like a public swimming pool on the first morning of the season.



It wasn’t until the end of that first day that I actually got to looking around the shop. Now, with the lights working (at least most of them were working), I could see what was for sale. I saw the shelves of filthy DVDs and the wall of dirty magazines. There was a tower of dildos, and a long wall covered in little lingerie outfits, all wrapped in plastic, with picture of beautiful models. The counter was glass, displaying the selection of fancy vibrators, and behind the counter was the kinky stuff: the handcuffs and the BDSM gear. There was a dildo with metal spikes all along the shaft—I had no idea who it was for… Maybe a prop for a horror movie.



Then there was the booth in the back of the shop. It was closed in by a curtain. I reluctantly went inside and saw that there was a coin slot and a screen. I popped in a coin to see what it would do, and it just showed pictures of girls getting fucked in the ass by thick cocks. The screen was smeared with streaks of something… I knew exactly what it was. I gagged and then spent another hour scrubbing with bleach and ammonia while gagging. It was a miracle that I didn’t throw up.



I was scrubbing that machine when the first customer came in. It was a man in his mid-forties. He paused after taking two steps in. He covered his nose. The smell of bleach was overpowering. I was already feeling dizzy. “Can I help you?” I asked.



And then he looked at me with an offended look, as if he was angry that I acknowledged his existence. He didn’t answer. He just sulked away behind the shelves of DVDs. He was there for a long time—over an hour, looking at the back of every single DVD. Then he went to the magazines. He kept looking over at me, angry that I was watching him. I was quickly realizing that he wanted his privacy—but he couldn’t have it. I didn’t want him stealing stock.



Finally, he came to the counter with a magazine and a DVD. It was a porno called TEEN LESBIANS. On the cover, a very young woman (suspiciously young) was on her knees licking another young woman’s shaved pussy. Both girls had flat chests and tight skin. “This is it?” I said. I tried to scan the barcode, but the scanner wasn’t working. I tried again and again, and then the man spoke.



“Is that movie any good?” he asked.



“I don’t know,” I said.



He looked at me with a perplexed face. “You don’t know?” he said.



“I haven’t seen it,” I said.



“Why not?”



“It’s not my thing,” I said.



I finally managed to scan it. “Leave it,” he said. “I’ll just take the magazine.”



“What’s wrong with the movie?” I said.



“I don’t want it anymore,” he said, as if my non-review of it made him change his mind. He bought the magazine for ten dollars and left, leaving that DVD on the counter. And did he really expect me to know if the movie was any good? Was I expected to watch all of those dirty movies? There was a DVD player next to the counter, with a small TV. I reluctantly put the DVD into the player and it loaded up. There wasn’t even a menu screen—the movie just started: two girls playing like kids in a pink bedroom. They started having a pillow fight, and then one girl said, “Truth or dare!”



“Dare!” said the other girl.



“I dare you to eat my teen pussy!”



“Oh, Carol! You’re such a silly slut!”



So no, it wasn’t a good movie. There was almost no storyline. The girls just started eating each other out before using small dildos to fuck each other. They didn’t look nearly as young as they did on the cover of the DVD. There was definitely some Photoshopping to make them look like teens—but they still were questionably young, maybe nineteen or twenty.



The movie ended with the girls making out while scissoring each other. It was fairly vanilla by porno standards.



I put the disk back into the case and I brought it back to the shelf. Then I yawned. I was ready to call it a day. It wasn’t a great day for business, not giving me much hope for the future of the company. How did Aunt Marie make money off of the spot? I spent almost two thousand dollars to repair the place and I only made ten bucks.



I was feeling defeated. I was ready to hand the company back to James for him to deal with. I grabbed my coat and my car keys, and then I went to lock the front door with the new key given to me by the locksmith. That’s when I noticed the neon sign on the door: ‘OPEN UNTIL 2 AM EVERY DAY’. I paused. Was I expected to stay until 2:00 AM? It was only 8:30 PM now.



I groaned and rolled my eyes. “Fine!” I said to nobody. So I took off my coat and settled back into my seat behind the counter. And it’s a good thing that I stayed, because as it got later, customers started meandering into the shop.



Another middle-aged man came in to peruse the DVD selection. He strangely asked me the same question about his selection. “Is this movie any good?” he asked.



“I haven’t seen it,” I said, looking at the cover. It was called BLACKED BY DADDY, and there was a young white woman getting reamed in the asshole by a large black man. I wasn’t sure how the man could have been her daddy.



“Oh,” he said. “Can I return it if it’s shit?”



“No,” I said. I didn’t want to touch anything returned to the store.



He paused for a moment, looking at the cover of the DVD. He put a lot of thought into it. I’m not sure why it was such a hard choice. But he ended up buying it for ten bucks.



Next a young couple came in. They giggled as they looked around. The young boy was blushing and the girl kept pulling his arm. “C’mon,” she said, giggling. “You promised me!”



“This place is weird,” the boy said sheepishly.



“What are you so scared of?” The girl pulled the boy to the counter where the vibrators were laid out. She giggled and said, “Which one of these is the best?”



I stared at her and then I looked at her boyfriend. He looked away quickly, terrified of being in that shop. I knew that feeling; I didn’t want to be in the shop either.



“I don’t really know,” I said. “That one is the most expensive and it’s got a gold handle. I mean—I don’t think it’s real gold, but it looks nice.”



The woman looked strangely disappointed. She looked at the options and then she said to her boyfriend, “Let’s go look at that other shop by your place.”



“Just buy something here,” the guy said.



“I don’t know what I want.”



I perked up and saw my opportunity. “I mean,” I said. “This one here is really popular. Girls really like it. And, uh, I’ve seen a few girls come back after buying it to, uh, buy it for their friends too.”



“Really?” the girl said, perking up. I handed her the display piece. “Is this silicone?”



“Yeah,” I said, lying. Maybe it was silicone, but I had no idea.



“There’s no latex on this, right? I’m allergic to latex.”



“Nope,” I said.



“What do you think, babe?” she asked, holding the toy out to her boyfriend. Now, the boyfriend was dark red. His eyes were wide and he was way out of his element.



“Maybe you should, uh, pick out some lingerie too,” I said, pointing at the wall of lingerie outfits.



“Do you want to go pick something out for me?” the girl asked her boyfriend.



“O—Okay,” he said. The couple ended up spending one-hundred and fifteen dollars. Once they were gone, I looked up the cost to reorder what they’d bought from the distributor, and it was only thirty bucks worth of stuff.



Finally, that sense of hopelessness was washing away. Maybe there was some potential in this business. Maybe I could make a bit of money over the next year before selling it to some major sex shop company for a few hundred thousand dollars.



It was around 11:00 PM when the next customer came in. I was half asleep behind the counter, but I perked up, ready to make another sale so I could have some cash. I wanted to make a few thousand bucks before putting out an ad for a new employee. I needed someone to sit there for a few nights a week so I wouldn’t have to spend each night in that shop. I was still on my first night and I was already bored to death—and the boredom was a bad combination with the humiliation of being seen behind the counter of sex store.



I looked at the new customer and recognized her: it was Nora from next door. “Hey there,” I said. She was holding a coffee.



“I brought this for you,” she said. “You never came over to tell me how the coffee tasted.”



“It was fine. Sorry, I got busy with the shop here.” I was turning red all over, so embarrassed to be seen by a beautiful woman in an embarrassing sex toy store. “I don’t really know what any of this stuff is, by the way.” I felt like I needed to say it, to protect my pride.



She giggled. “It’s a special store, that’s for sure.” She handed me the coffee. I sipped it and it burned my tongue.



“Ouch!” I said.



“Sorry. Is it too hot? I need to turn down the heat on those burners. I’m still working out the kinks. I’m sorry. I, uh, just closed for the night.”



I smiled at her, though I hated her seeing me in that shop. I must have looked so pathetic behind that counter, surrounded by vibrators and dildos.



“Well, have a good night,” I said.



But she wasn’t leaving. She was lingering there, as if she had something to say. She had an embarrassed look on her face, though that wasn’t surprising to me. I probably had the same look on my face, and most of the customers that had come into the shop looked embarrassed and full of shame. It wasn’t exactly like walking into a clothing store at the mall.



“Do you need something?” I asked after a long moment of silence.



“Well,” she said, blushing intensely. “I was just going to grab something—for, uh, a friend. It’s for a bachelorette party, actually.”



“I think there’s a whole bunch of bachelorette party stuff on the other side of that shelf there,” I said.



“That one there,” she said, pointing at one of the vibrators. “I think I’ll take that one. The reviews online said it was great for a gift.”



And I could tell by the redness on her face that the toy wasn’t for a friend. Now, I was turning dark red. I suddenly thought of her playing with the curled blue vibrator. I imagined her having an orgasm: moaning with her eyes closed as she pushed the vibrating tip hard against her clit.



I cleared my throat. My forehead felt hot. “Oh. Sure,” I said. “That’s a great, uh, gift for a bachelorette party. I think—I mean, I don’t know.” I laughed awkwardly. “I’ll give you a deal on it. I’ll run the employee discount.”



“Thanks,” she said, looking at her feet as I scanned the unopened box. She gave me her credit card and I ran the charge. Then I put the toy into a discreet bag for her and she smiled with a cute, embarrassed smile. “Have a good night.”



“You too,” I said.



She left the store with a smile on her face and redness in her cheeks.



I got five more customers that night before I closed the shop at 2:00 AM. I counted the money in the register, and was thrilled to see over a thousand dollars. Maybe Aunt Marie was smart in buying that adult entertainment shop. Maybe James was the real fool when he gave it to me.



I was too tired to drive home, so instead, I went upstairs. I hadn’t explored the upstairs of the shop yet, but it was set up as a small apartment, with a kitchenette, a small nook with a TV and a sofa chair, and a twin-sized bed. I was nervous about the sheets on the old bed, but I was too tired to really care. I fell down and immediately started dozing off. And while I was falling asleep, I heard something through the thin wall: a buzzing. At first, I thought it was an electrical issue. I thought a wire was loose in the wall and about to start a fire. Then, I heard a gentle moaning. I listened carefully for a long moment, and then that moaning got louder. “Oh God,” she whimpered. “Oh shit.”



I sat up and rubbed my eyes. She let out one loud little cry, and then the room became silent. She was using the vibrator.



Now I was really blushing. I couldn’t stop thinking of her on her bed, naked, with that toy stuffed into her tight, wet pussy. I imagined her legs trembling and pussy gushing warm fluid. Then, with tantalizing fantasies swirling in my mind, I fell asleep.







 
CHAPTER III




Over the next few days, people kept asking questions: “Is this one better than this one?” “Why is this one so expensive?” “Is the fabric on this nightie soft?” “How strong is the vibrator? I’m very sensitive.” “Have you tried it?”



I almost turned white when the girl held up the dildo and asked if I’d used it. “Me?” I said.



“You’re selling it,” she said with a blunt look on her face.



“But—I’m a man,” I said.



“So what? Men can’t use dildos? How can you sell something you haven’t even tried?”



“I—I don’t know,” I said. “It’s just a dildo.”



“Well can I return it if it doesn’t feel right?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. I could tell that the question was a test and that she obviously knew she couldn’t return a used dildo.



“No. Of course not,” I said.



“Is there someone in this store who can tell me what it will feel like?” She was what the kids were calling a ‘Karen’. She had a lot of questions and a very judgmental face. She kept narrowing her eyes, and she was almost snarling as she spoke. “And what about this lingerie? Does it fit big or small?”



“I’m sorry. I don’t know,” I said.



“What do you know?” she asked.



“I’m sorry, ma’am. I just took over the store a few days ago,” I said.



She huffed and puffed and turned her chin up, but she still ended up buying an expensive toy: a weird rubber hand with fingers that move when a button on the fake wrist was pressed down. I couldn’t understand why a woman would want a bunch of fake fingers when she had real fingers, but I didn’t ask any questions.



And I couldn’t figure out why people had so many questions. I suppose things were expensive in that shop, and there was a no-return policy. I tried looking up reviews online, but there weren’t many to be found for any of the products; I guess people don’t want to publicly talk about the sex toys they shove into their bodies.



“Surely there’s someone here who can tell me how powerful the vibration is,” said one young woman who wanted to buy a vibrator. “This is a lot of money for me.” I felt bad for her. She was a poor-looking gal who just wanted something to make her pussy feel good. Maybe she had nothing else to look forward to in her life. She looked a bit like an orphan from a Charles Dickens novel, with her hair all frizzy and her clothes all tattered. It was possible that she was homeless.



“I’m sorry. I’m the only employee right now,” I said.



“Okay. Well maybe I’ll come back,” she said, and she left the store looking sad.



So that night, upstairs above the shop, I decided to unbox a few of the toys that people kept asking about. I wanted to get some answers to their questions, so I could stop looking like such a fool in front of so many customers. Or maybe knowing everything about every dildo would truly make me look like a fool… I had no idea, but I wanted the business to succeed so I could get a real payout at the end of the year.



First, I unboxed the blue curved dildo that Nora bought and enjoyed next door. I flicked it on and listened to it buzzing. I pressed all the buttons, figuring out which button did what. I maxed out the vibration setting. It was strong, feeling like it was going to explode as I held it.



I wasn’t really sure how it compared to a normal vibrator, so I opened a few other boxes. I was shocked by the small black vibrator, shaped like a police baton; it vibrated so hard that I was worried it would wake up the neighbors. I turned it off quickly, feeling shy and nervous. Then there was the banana vibrator: yellow and curved, but hard. It was a nice, soft vibration, and it was quiet—almost completely silent. I figured it would be good to recommend it to the girls who came in complaining about being sensitive.



I couldn’t pack the vibrators back up. Now that they were open, they were mine. I had no idea what to do with them, so I just set them in the corner of the room. While I was putting the black baton vibrator down, I noticed the picture on the back: an illustration of a man inserting the toy into his butthole. ‘PROSTATE ORGASM GUARANTEED’ the box said.



I stared at it for a while, and then I took the toy back out. I’d never heard of a prostate orgasm, but I was curious. I knew that gay men were always talking about stimulating the prostate, and I’d heard that it was supposed to feel good. But it seemed so taboo—and somehow dangerous. It was a thick toy. Could it really fit into a rear end?



I turned it on again and felt it shaking in my hand. I could feel my forehead getting warm as I thought about trying it out—purely as research, of course. I got so many questions about the toys in my store, and I wanted to be able to answer people. So maybe I could carefully—in a medical sort of way—attempt to penetrate myself, just to see what it felt like.



I didn’t start with the thick black baton, of course. I took that banana vibrator, which was relatively thin and small, with an easy grip to ensure it didn’t get stuck up in my ass. I grabbed a bottle of lubricant from downstairs and poured it on the banana. Then I tried to insert it into myself. I managed to get one inch in, but then the lubricant started to feel sticky instead of slick. After trying for a couple of minutes, I rinsed off the toy and grabbed a different lubricant. This one was much better: thinner, but it made the surface of the toy into butter. It slid into me so easily, taking me by surprise. I clenched my hole to stop it from sliding in too far.



Now I knew a little bit more about what I was selling.



It was a weird feeling, having a cock-shaped toy in my ass. I felt a bit of shame, but there was a tingling excitement as well. I gently pumped it in and out before turning on that gentle vibration. It was so gentle that I could hardly feel anything. I tried changing the angle a few times, but it made no difference. I didn’t feel much but a gentle stretching as my anus widened to accommodate the cock.



So I tried the next one: the blue one that I sold to Nora. I pushed it in and turned it on, and the buzzing made me gasp. It was actually quite pleasant, and strangely, I could feel that tingling down into the tip of my cock. I sat back for a moment and let myself bask in that pleasant feeling. I clenched a few times and squirmed a bit. My cock was getting hard.



Then I lubricated the black baton. I put it on the ground, aimed up, and then I carefully sat down on it. I had to angle it a few different ways before I managed to make it penetrate my hole. “Shit,” I groaned, feeling awkward as it pushed into me. I clenched hard as I stretched wide. It felt too big for my hole, but I was determined to know what it felt like. I lowered myself down further and further until I couldn’t take anymore. Then, I decided to press the power button.



I gasped loudly and almost jumped up to my feet. My body froze and I felt my face flushing. The vibration was intense. My cock was suddenly as hard as a rock, and throbbing. It was a nice feeling, but it was intense. “Oh God,” I said. I clenched hard and then I bent forward. “Oh God, oh God.” My legs were suddenly shaking. It was like a medical device, designed to make a man ejaculate. I’m sure doctors who needed to get semen samples from men without arms used that very device.



I couldn’t believe how hard my cock was throbbing. I ended up coming within a couple of minutes. So the box was right: the prostate orgasm was guaranteed—and it felt good. Though it wasn’t exactly a satisfying feeling. It really did feel like some sort of medical procedure, like I’d been milked. I felt embarrassed and awkward as I pushed out the thick toy. It hit the ground with a thud.



Now, I had a mess to clean up.



But the next day, my research came in handy. The very first customer of the day was about to buy that cheap, sticky lubricant. “You should really pay the extra dollar for this stuff,” I said, handing her the thinner slicker brand. “It’s way better, and easier to clean up when you’re done.”



“Okay,” she blushed. “Thank you.”



“Do you need a new vibrator?” I asked.



“I’m okay,” she said nervously. She just wanted the lubricant.



“Well, if you’re looking for a new one, I’ve got these cute blue ones on sale. You can actually change the vibration pattern, which is a really cool feature.” She looked at the box in my hand and she turned rosy. “Okay,” she said. “That sounds nice. I’ll take one.”



So I sold her the vibrator along with the lubricant.



Throughout the day, I got more and more questions. I put more products aside for testing. “Are these cuffs comfortable?” a man asked me. “I’ve been looking everywhere for cuffs that won’t hurt my wrists when I really tug on them.”



“I’m not sure, but I can ask one of my salespeople and get back to you tomorrow, if you want to come back.” I didn’t have a salesperson, but I could easily test the cuffs myself.



“Sure,” he said. He still bought a leather mask and a whip.



And girls kept coming in asking if they could try on the lingerie; it seemed to be a recurring theme, and it didn’t help that I couldn’t allow anyone to take the products out from the packaging. Nobody in the world would buy opened lingerie or a sex toy that might have been touched by a stranger.



I was having a shower that night, after testing out three dildos, two lubricants, and a pair of leather handcuffs, when I looked in the mirror at myself. I turned around and spread my cheeks, making sure my butthole wasn’t taking any damage from all the testing. That’s when I noticed my frame. I knew that I was thin—I’d always been thin. But now, I couldn’t help but wonder if could possibly try on the lingerie. There was an overstock of lingerie, so it’s not like I would be wasting much by opening a few of the more asked-about items.



I knew that I was a men’s small, which was probably about a women’s medium. So I grabbed the schoolgirl outfit that girls kept asking about. I opened it up and then I laid it out on my small twin bed. I stared at it for a moment, feeling embarrassed even though nobody was watching me. I knew I was going to look ridiculous, and I had to remind myself that it was just product research, and not some weird kink that I was getting into. I just needed to know how it fit.



So I slipped on the red plaid skirt, and then I wriggled into the very tight white top. It was a bit loose around the chest where my breasts should have been—and that’s when I remembered that I had breasts, downstairs. We had a whole section of items for men who wanted to dress like women. I went down into the shop and grabbed a product called ‘REALISTIC BREAST FORM’. I opened it and slipped the tight, stretchy silicone slip over my head. I pushed my arms through the holes. I adjusted it until it felt centered, and then I put that tight white top back on. I went to the mirror and then I blushed. My body looked frighteningly feminine, aside from the leg hair, the cock bulge, and the stubble on my chin. But I had the thin waist and the wide hips. My legs were long in a girly sort of way, and my arms were thin and smooth.



I laughed awkwardly before grabbing the next schoolgirl outfit: a similar design by a different brand. I figured I would try on all four of the schoolgirl outfits we sold, to see how the fits compared.



The second one was extremely small, even though it was marked as a medium. The third one was way too big—bigger than a men’s medium even. I figured it would be a good option to recommend to plus-sized girls. Telling them that they would probably fit a medium would be a nice confidence booster to a girl who was probably a large in everything else.



Finally, I tried on our cheaper option: a $16 schoolgirl outfit, which was black and white. It was the best fit on me, and it was by far the nicest fabric. It was so soft, and it felt like very high quality. I was impressed, seeing as it was half the price as the other options. It even came with a small tie and tall white stockings, unlike the other pieces.



I suddenly got the idea to try out some of the wigs that we sold in the store. I had never been asked about them, but now I was curious to know which were good—if any. I went down into the shop, dressed like a schoolgirl. I tried on a number of wigs, looking in the mirror while wearing each one. I caught myself giggling and blushing a number of times. I looked so silly, and I felt so weird. I was out of my element, but for some reason I couldn’t stop myself.



And it wasn’t until I found a black wig, which was very long and straight, that I paused and considered the possibility of actually looking like a girl for a moment. I stared at myself and then I was inspired to head to the bathroom to shave my face. And with my face all smooth, the illusion was more intense. I really did look like a girl in a weird way. I mean—I recognized myself—but I could have easily convinced a stranger that I was a girl, as long as I kept my mouth shut.



And while I had the razor in my hand, I got another curious idea: I decided to shave my legs. I don’t really know why I did it, but I wanted to see if my legs would really look feminine without leg hair. And they did—they looked frighteningly girly. I looked girly all over.



It was now 4:00 AM. It was going to be light soon, but we didn’t open until noon, so I felt like I had more time to mess around.



I had the idea to test out the small makeup kits we sold. They were filled with deep red tones and lots of glitter—made mostly for strippers and prostitutes. I had no idea how to properly apply makeup, but I tried. I opened up a few different kits and tried supplies from all of them. I found that the third kit I opened had the best eyeliner. It was smooth and easy to apply, and it was darker and fuller than the previous two. The third kit’s lipstick was also much easier to use—or maybe I was just getting better at dolling myself up by the third try.



Now it was 5:00 AM. The sun was starting to poke up and I was still buzzing through the store, trying out various products.



I was getting carried away, and I was losing track of what I had originally set out to accomplish. In fact, I couldn’t remember what I was doing at all. Now, I was just satisfying curiosities that were popping up faster than I could control them. I changed out of that schoolgirl outfit, and I dressed up like a nurse, in a vinyl white dress and little hat, with fishnet stockings. I stood in front of the mirror for a long time, amazed by my own reflection. Then I found myself dressed like Wonder Woman—and then I was dressed like Spider-Girl, which was shockingly sexy. The web lines on the suit made my bust look especially big and convincing.



But the bulge between my legs wasn’t doing me any favors. I was hard now: fully erect and aroused. But from what? Was I aroused by my own reflection? Did I like the way the clothes felt on my body?



I was excited. My heart was still pounding. I felt like there was a whole world to explore and not enough time to actually explore it.



I spotted a black leather one-piece that I wanted to try on, but I didn’t make it to the one-piece. I stopped short, noticing the cat girl outfit. It was cute, with the ears, a fishnet top, black stockings, and a butt-plug furry tail. My heart skipped a beat as a naughtiness overwhelmed me. I looked around, even though I knew the windows were blacked out and the doors were locked. I cleared my throat and then I took the outfit down. I opened it right there in the middle of the store, and then I got changed. I crammed the anal plug into my bum, with a bit of help from my favorite lubricant. I loved the feeling of pulling up tight stockings, and I found that wide fishnets felt so nice against my skin.



I went to the mirror as I put the ears on my head, and then I blushed. The girl in the mirror was a cutie. I did a little spin and I giggled. I sat down on the ground, and the floor pushed the butt plug deeper into my bum. I found that if I rocked back and forth, that butt plug would perfectly massage my sweet spot, so I kept rocking. I put my hands onto my chest, squeezing my silicone tits hard. They felt impressively real—and they looked amazingly real, especially with that fishnet top concealing the seam across my collarbone.



And I would have looked just like a sexy chick in one of the porno DVDs on the shelf if it wasn’t for my erect cock, which was throbbing in the open.



I kept rocking. I wanted to jerk myself off, but I got a better idea. We had toys for men in that store: pocket pussies, and eggs that were made to simulate the feeling of a woman’s cunt. I grabbed one of the nicer Fleshlights. I squirted some lubricant inside and then I pushed it down onto my erection, making a loud gushing noise. I pumped myself while I rocked back and forth, dressed like a horny kitten. It felt nice—so nice that my eyes started to roll into the back of my head. I closed my eyes and moaned, trembling all over.



So maybe that store wasn’t such a terrible place. Maybe there was some value to the stuff that I was stuck selling for the next year. Sure, it was all so embarrassing and taboo, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t enjoy myself after a long day of work.



I moaned loudly, and then I gushed into that Fleshlight. I filled it with hot cum, and then pulled it off of my cock. Cum spilled out and made a bit of a mess, but the pleasure was worth it.



My head was spinning and I was blushing all over.



I spent the next hour cleaning up the giant mess I made: putting everything away and fixing the shelves. It was around 6:30 AM when I finally crashed, and then my alarm went off less than five hours later, letting me know it was almost time to open shop.



And the next day, Nora came back into the store. She meandered in slowly and cutely, with her hands clasped behind her back. She looked at me with a smile and said, “Hiya, Pat. How’s it going?”



“It’s going,” I said. And even though I was getting used to my new job, I was still embarrassed to be seen in that place, especially by a beautiful woman. I felt like I could never have her, because she knew what I did for a living. I felt like no sane woman would ever go for a guy who sold dildos and bondage gear and kinky DVDs that were probably illegal in multiple countries. “How’s business next door?” I asked.



She turned and looked away. “Still slow, but people still don’t know I’m there. I’m hoping the new sandwich board I put out this morning will help.”



“I saw that. I’m sure it will,” I said with a smile.



She curiously explored the shop, looking casual and whimsical as she stepped with her hands clasped behind her back. “Anything new in the store?”



“Just some magazines and DVDs,” I said. “Did your, uh, friend like that toy?”



“She did,” Nora said. Her cheeks turned pink. “I mean—she said that she likes it.”



“Does your friend want anything else?”



“Oh. I don’t know about that,” she said.



“We’ve got this cool thing that she might like, if she is looking,” I said, and I pulled out a toy that I didn’t try, because I couldn’t. It was a horseshoe-shaped sex toy. One end was meant to go into the ass and the other was meant to go into the pussy. In the middle was a little prong that was meant to cradle the clit.



“What is it?” she asked with her cute red cheeks.



“It’s basically what it looks like. I haven’t sold any, but people keep asking about them. I mean—maybe your friend wants to have it—for free.” Now I was blushing. “In exchange for an honest review, so I can tell people what it’s like when they ask.”



“Oh. Okay. I’m sure my friend would like that,” she said.



She turned it over and saw the price tag. “You’re giving this to me for free?” she said, suddenly shocked. It was a two-hundred-dollar unit.



“Sure,” I said. “I can’t sell them if I can’t tell people what they do.”



“Wow. Okay. Um—thank you,” she said. “I’ll be sure to let you know. I mean—I’ll get my friend to let me know, and then I’ll tell you what she said.”



“Sounds great,” I said.



That day, I sold five dildos, six vibrators, eight lingerie sets, a makeup set (to a girl who was working the streets just a block away), a few bottles of lubricant, and a few dozen DVDs and magazines. In total, I made about eighteen hundred dollars selling about eight hundred dollars of stock. It was a great day of profit. I was thrilled, but exhausted. I crashed as soon as the shop was closed. When I woke up the next morning, I realized it had been almost four whole days since I’d been home. I started thinking of giving my notice to my landlord, so I could cut some extra costs out from my life. I could live in that upstairs suite. It was fairly cozy, and it could be made better with a bit of work—but I didn’t mind putting in some work (or some cash, now that I had a bit to work with).



It was 4:00 PM when Nora came in. She smiled at me and handed me a coffee. I tried to pay her for it, but she refused. “Anything new in the shop today?” she asked.



“Nothing today,” I said.



“I had a return customer this morning,” she said with a beaming smile. “He only ordered a small coffee, but I feel like it’s a step in the right direction. Maybe that sign is working out there.”



“I’m sure it is,” I said.



She told me about her newly fixed espresso machine, and then I asked her about how she ended up buying a caf. “It’s always been my dream,” she said. “I’m obsessed with coffee and have been since I tried my first cup when I was ten. I used to sneak into the kitchen in the morning while my mom was doing her hair. I would drink a cup as fast as I could, because I wasn’t allowed to drink it. She caught me a number of times. I would literally use my allowance to buy coffee during lunchtime at school. My teachers thought that I was a lunatic.”



“You probably didn’t need the extra energy,” I said.



She smiled. “I didn’t. But I just loved the way it tasted. I couldn’t get enough of it. I was dating a guy after high school, and he wanted me to stop drinking it because he was convinced that the coffee industry was financing cartels in South America. I don’t know if that’s true or not, but he ended up leaving me because I refused to stop drinking it. Anyway—that’s me going off on a tangent. I always wanted to open up a caf, and then I saw this place go up for sale. It was a bit more than I could afford, but it was an offer that I just couldn’t turn down, so I pulled some strings and invested everything.”



“That’s amazing,” I said.



“Well, it will be amazing once business picks up. It will pick up soon, I’m sure. People just need to discover me.”



“It will happen,” I said with a warm smile.



She looked into my eyes and her eyes flashed. She really was cute. I suddenly felt awkward, like I needed to say something before the silence turned from cute and fanciful to awkward and uncomfortable. “So did your friend try that toy?” I asked, and then I realized it didn’t make the moment any less awkward.



She blushed. “Oh, that. Um, yeah, I talked to her,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “She liked it. She said it felt really good, though she’s not really a big fan of, uh, putting toys in her bum. But she tried it.”



“That’s good,” I said. “Should I recommend it to people? What should I say when they ask about it?”



“You can tell them that the vibrator is a bit weak, but some girls might like that. The vaginal part goes really deep—deeper than it looks, but it feels nice. And the butt part is probably good for girls who are used to doing butt stuff. It was really wide and actually kind of felt like it was stretching me out.” She turned white suddenly. Her lips parted, but she didn’t say anything, knowing it was too late to take her accidental admission back.



“You mean your friend,” I said, trying to be polite.



“Right,” she said, and then the room became silent. She cleared her throat. “But it, uh, did work. I had an orgasm and I’ll probably use it again.” She coyly turned her face away and pressed her lips thin. “I hope that helps.”



“It helps, for sure,” I said, clearing my throat. “So thank you for that.”



“No, thank you,” she said. “I hope you enjoy your coffee. I should get back to the caf in case I get a customer.”



“Of course,” I said. And then I watched her leave. I was so embarrassed, but so excited at the same time. Maybe there was a bit of hope for me, even if I was working in that place. Maybe a girl like Nora could still fall for me even though I was just the neighborhood dildo salesman.







 
CHAPTER IV




Nora was about the same size as me. We were the same height and we had a similar build. So that night, I tried on about fifteen different outfits before picking one that I gave to her the next afternoon (which was morning for me). She gave me a large black coffee and I gave her a French maid outfit. I was embarrassed gifting her sex apparel, so I framed it as a business transaction. “If you could just try it on and let me know how it feels—if it’s comfortable and if it fits well.”



“Sure,” she blushed, taking the outfit and slipping it into her little purse. But I knew that it was soft as hell and it fit perfectly. Really, I just wanted her to try it on. I wanted to imagine her wearing it, with all the tight little straps and the thin pair of panties hugging her perfect pussy.



Or maybe I was just looking for an excuse to try on the outfits myself—and an excuse to continue shaving my legs and armpits and face, so I could keep looking sexy in the cute outfits. I looked forward to closing down the shop so that I could try outfits on. The shop carried about one hundred different styles, so there was no shortage to choose from.



And I decided to use the income from the first week to place a large lingerie order: all new outfits to stock the empty shelf at the far end of the store. I told myself that I was buying the outfits to attract new customers, so I could hit the costume marketing harder—but really, there were just many outfits that I wanted to try on myself.



I was so embarrassed to admit to myself that I liked it; but it wasn’t fair: the costumes were so cute and soft. There was nothing in any men’s store that felt quite like a nice bodysuit or a tight leather dress. And then I found myself playing around with heels. We only sold big stripper heels, and a few pair of sleek escort heels. I tried them all on, usually wearing my long black wig, as it looked so realistic and soft.



And somehow, the costumes made the toys better. An anal orgasm was so much better dressed as a Playboy bunny than it was when I was just naked and bouncing on a plastic cock. Those costumes seemed to imbue me with a curious sexual energy. I felt so naughty in lingerie, and that naughtiness added so much excitement and curiosity. I was discovering a whole new world that I didn’t know existed.



One of my main suppliers showed up with a giant box. I hadn’t ordered it, but my Aunt Marie had, a couple of months before she passed. It was already paid for, so I just signed for it. Then I opened it up on that checkout counter.



It was the 2021 line of dildos from the biggest dildo company in the country. There were many classic styles, and then there were the new fancy ones, which all looked like they belonged on a spaceship, or in a science fiction movie. There was a long, curves plastic white dildo, which had another shaft inside of it that extended out when the toy was clenched. It was like a weird alien cock that was made to stuff the user fully. It was a funny-looking thing, and I couldn’t wait to give it a try.



I was squeezing it and watching the long inner shaft emerging when the door opened and a person walked in. I perked up and then I quickly tossed away the dildo when I saw that it wasn’t a customer, but it was my brother.



He looked around the shop and laughed. “You got it all cleaned up in here,” he said. “I didn’t think it was possible! I came by the night after we met with the lawyer. It smelled so bad in here, I thought there was a dead raccoon in the bathroom. Was there?”



“No,” I said. “What are you doing here, James?”



“I was driving by and I saw the open sign, and I saw your car parked in the alley. I just had to see you in here. And I won’t lie: seeing you surrounded by dildos has made my whole week.”



“Well you can laugh all you want. I’m making close to a grand each day,” I said.



“Don’t lie to me, Pat,” said James.



“It’s not a lie,” I said.



“Well you still have to pay for the stock, and the lease, and your employees.”



“I know what overhead is, James. I’m not a complete idiot like you think I am. Aunt Marie paid off the whole mortgage with cash, so it’s just the utilities and the annual taxes. There aren’t any other employees. But yes, I have to pay for the stock.”



“The mortgage is paid? This place isn’t being leased?” he said, looking curious and almost shocked. I could tell that he was starting to regret giving me the shop.



So I smirked and raised my brows. “Yep. So when I sell the business, I’ll cash out on the property too.”



“Well look at you. Looks like you’re going to get your free money after all,” he said.



“It’s not free money. I’m working for it,” I said.



“Sure you are. How many dildos have you sold?”



“If you just came to mock me, I’ll ask you to leave,” I said with my head up high. I didn’t feel nearly as humiliated as I thought I would when I saw him walking in. He wanted to make fun of me, but I could just tell that the store was doing better than any of the businesses he’d acquired.



“Well, that’s why I came in. To make fun of you. And now that I’ve seen you handling a robot dildo, I’m perfectly content. Have a great day, Pat. And enjoy the rest of your film.” He snickered, and I’d forgotten that I had an interracial porno movie playing on the DVD player. I turned red all over. Maybe I was more humiliated than I realized. Maybe it just hadn’t set in quite yet.



But I was just watching the DVD for research. I had them playing all day. Now, I could make real recommendations. Some were really crappy and some were well made, and the covers were no indication of which was which.



I dug more items out from that box. A couple customers came in and looked around the shop. One bought a magazine. “If you buy two magazines, you get a free coffee next door,” I said.



“Really?” the man said.



I nodded my head. So he picked out another magazine. Each magazine only cost me fifty cents or so from the distributor, and I sold them for ten bucks. So it seemed like a good way to drive some business over to Nora next door.



I wrote out ‘FREE COFFEE, COURTESY OF XXX ADULT NEEDS’ on a small square of paper and handed it to the man.



“This will work?” he said.



“It should,” I said. I hadn’t told Nora yet. The man took his magazines and the piece of paper over to the caf. Then, ten minutes later, Nora came into the store holding the piece of paper.



“Why did I just give a man a free coffee?” she said.



“Because he bought two magazines,” I said with a smile. Then I took out four dollars and handed it to her. “You can redeem that right here, thank you.” I took the paper back and she slowly took the four dollars.



“You really don’t have to do that, Pat,” she said.



“I don’t mind,” I said. “You help me all the time, so it’s the least I can do.”



She smiled cutely. “Thank you, Pat,” she said, then she went back to her shop.



The next customer bought a suction-cup dildo. He was extremely embarrassed—to embarrassed to say any words as he checked out. “If you buy a bottle of lubricant with your toy, you get a free coffee next door.”



Without saying a word, he grabbed a small bottle of lubricant, which was worth less than a small coffee next door. I gave him the little piece of paper, and Nora came in fifteen minutes later to exchange it for four bucks. “Thank you, Pat,” she said again. “You’re really sweet.”



And it was the next day when she came in and nearly jumped into my arms with joy. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me on the cheek, making me tense up. “W—What’s going on?” I asked. She was wearing a soft, dainty dress, and it felt so nice against my skin that I wanted to rip it off of her so I could wear it—but I controlled myself.



“One of your coupon customers came in this morning. He loved his free coffee so much that he said he was going to start coming in every day before work. I have my first regular, Pat!” She kissed me again on the cheek.



“Congratulations,” I said. “But don’t thank me. He’s coming for your coffee.”



She ran in a small, cute circle, and then she went back to the caf to make sure she didn’t miss another customer. And through the afternoon, I managed to send another four people her way. The cost to me was minimal, and even if it was digging into my earnings, it didn’t matter. The kiss I got on the cheek was worth ten thousand free coffee coupons. I was buzzing for the rest of the day, grinning from ear to ear like a teenager who just lost his virginity.



When Nora came in at the end of the day, I handed her a box with a dildo inside. “This is new,” I said. “Maybe you—or your friend—can try it for me and let me know what to tell people.”



It was a dildo that was curved to fit the shape of a vagina. I still tried one on myself, but it was obvious once it was inside of me that it wasn’t made to stimulate an asshole.



“Okay,” she blushed. “I’ll let you know tomorrow.”



And that night, I heard her using it. The store was still open, and I thought I was hearing the porno that was playing on the counter. I muted the movie and I listened carefully, hearing her soft moans. I listened for a long time. My cock got harder and harder as she became louder and louder. “Oh God!” I heard her yell. “Fuck! Oh God!” I looked in the mirror and saw that my face was dark red. I bit down on my lip and I took a deep breath. My heart was racing. So apparently the toy was a good one.



The manufacturer of the toy made a similar unit for men. It was the same color and made with the same materials, but it was curved to hit the prostate instead of the inside of a woman’s pussy. After work that night, I unboxed one. I got myself dolled up nicely in a Baywatch cosplay swimsuit, complete with long blonde wig and large silicone breasts. I shaved my legs, making sure they were smooth, and then I took that prostate stimulator and I sat down on it. I bounced and rocked until I was moaning just like Nora. The toy made me come, and I came more than I thought I could. My cock kept unloading until there was a giant puddle on the ground: at least two tablespoons of white cream, in a thick puddle on the floor.



“Shit,” I muttered in the girly voice that I’d been practicing whenever I put on those cute lingerie pieces and costumes.



And Nora came in the next morning to give me her review. “It was good,” she said with those cute red cheeks. “It was really good. I think it’s the best thing you sell. I would, uh, recommend it to any woman looking for that kind of thing.” She was so cute when she was embarrassed.



“Thanks, Nora,” I said. I was tempted to tell her that I heard her loud, amazing orgasm, but I didn’t want to make her more embarrassed, so I just smiled and looked into her eyes.



“Need me to try anything else?” she said, biting her bottom lip.



“I have some new lingerie pieces that could go for a spin. You know the drill.” I gave her two cute outfits, and the next day, she told me that she liked one but not the other. “I don’t know who this is supposed to fit, but it was so tight between my legs, and on my shoulders, and then it was droopy in the middle. It wasn’t really sexy at all. But the fishnet bodysuit. I think I looked pretty good in it. Though it doesn’t exactly provide much coverage.”



She was blushing slightly, but I was completely red. She even giggled, noticing how embarrassed I was. But I couldn’t stop imagining her in a full fishnet bodysuit. I was afraid of standing up and showing her my erect bulge, so I remained behind the desk, nodding with a smile on my face, looking like a shy idiot. “That’s great,” I said. “I’ll be sure to push those. The fishnet stuff is super popular.”



“It was comfy too.” She winked at me. “Maybe I’m wearing it now under my clothes.” She laughed as if it was a joke, but I couldn’t tell with certainty if she was joking or not. Was she wearing it?



I almost jokingly told her that I was wearing fishnets of my own under my jeans, even though it was true. It was my second day in a row wearing lingerie under my clothes. I knew that I was getting carried away with my new little addiction, but I couldn’t help it. Lace panties just straight-up feel nicer than men’s boxer shorts. Satin bodysuits are better than any cotton undershirt on the market. And it didn’t hurt that I got to revel in that sexy feeling that I just couldn’t get enough of.



That day, I sent another ten people over to her caf. I was starting to look forward to her coming in to ‘redeem’ the coupons, though I could tell that she felt somewhat guilty each time she came in, knowing that I was basically just paying for all of her customers.



It didn’t seem like that big of a deal, and I was happy to make her happy. I had faith in her; I knew that once her business was up and running successfully, she would start to help me out. Maybe she would give away dildo coupons with every large latte.



A strange customer came into the shop around 4:30 PM. He was wearing a suit and dark rimmed glasses, looking like Michael Douglas in Falling Down. He looked around the store with an unimpressed look on his face. Most single male customers came in with faces covered in shame, but this guy was different. This guy wasn’t there to buy a dildo.



“Can I help you with something?” I asked.



“I’m looking for Marie Cantwell,” he said.



“She’s no longer here,” I said.



He stared at me for a long moment, as if he wasn’t sure whether or not to believe me. “Where is she?”



“She passed away,” I said.



“Who owns this place now,” he said, instead of offering his sympathies. He almost seemed robotic, not showing any emotion on his face.



“Why are you asking?” I asked, suddenly feeling nervous.



“Are you the owner?” he asked, looking me up and down as if he was sizing me up.



“Sure. Why?” I said.



“Marie Cantwell took out a substantial loan on this company twenty-four months ago. The hold back on that loan has been expired for four months, but we’ve yet to receive any payments.”



“A loan?” I said. “I wasn’t told about any loans.”



“The full amount of the loan, without interest, is ninety thousand dollars.”



I felt my face turning white. The only money that business had was the money in the register: maybe a few thousand dollars. “Are you sure?” I asked.



“With four missed payments, the current amount owing, with interest, is four thousand, three hundred and fifteen dollars,” he said bluntly.



“That’s a lot of money,” I said.



“You can pay now or we can add five percent interest, as per the terms of the agreement,” he said, sounding like a legal document.



“I don’t think I have that,” I said.



“Then I can come back next month for five thousand, four hundred and eighty dollars, plus five percent interest on the total amount owing.”



“That’s a lot of money!” I said.



And then he just stared at me blankly, as if to say, ‘Not my problem.’



“Just wait,” I said. I opened the cash register. I took out all of the money. I counted it there on the counter. I was about three hundred dollars short. I asked him to show me some proof that he wasn’t just a thief trying to trick me, and then he showed me all of the documents, complete with my Aunt Marie’s signature.



“If I give you all this, can I transfer the rest from my bank account?” I asked.



“If you complete the transfer before the end of the day, that’s acceptable. Here’s the wire info. Please stay on top of the monthly payments so I don’t need to come back.” And then I realized it was nearly the end of the business day as far as banks were concerned, so I had to temporarily close the shop to run to the bank, to complete the transfer before the day’s end.



Once I was back at the shop, I dug through the office until I found the loan documents. Apparently, I had to pay an eleven hundred dollars per month for the next eighty-six months. And while I was searching for the loan documents, I found a tax-owing slip, saying that I owed the bank nineteen thousand dollars for the 2020 tax year. At least there was an option to make quarterly payments, but the next quarter was almost up and I needed to find that money relatively quickly.



My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. Maybe this wasn’t such a golden opportunity. Maybe I wasn’t making as much money as I thought that I was.



Nora came into the shop around 8:00 PM. She had a warm, red-cheeked smile on her face as she held two of my hand-written coupons. She placed them on the counter and gently bit her bottom lip. “So I think I’m going to close early for the night,” she said. “Any chance there’s something you needed tested? Get any cool new toys in?”



“Nothing today,” I said, trying hard to force a smile. I couldn’t afford to keep the coupon program running, and I couldn’t afford to continue giving her free stuff every day. I took the coupons and stared at them. “I don’t have the cash to redeem these right now. Is that okay?”



“Oh, okay, no problem,” she said.



“I’ll get you the money in the morning,” I said.



“That’s fine,” she said.



“And, uh, I’m glad the coupon thing’s been working for you. But, uh, I don’t think I’m going to keep it going.”



“Oh,” she said, looking suddenly taken by surprise.



“It’s just that I’m kind of short on cash right now. I owe a bit of money.”



“That’s fine,” she said, but I could tell that she was disappointed.



“Sorry,” I said.



“Don’t apologize. You don’t have to buy my customers’ coffee every day.”



Then there was an awkward silence. I stared at her and she stared at me. “Well, goodnight, Pat,” she said.



“Goodnight, Nora,” I said.



And then business was slow. It was a Friday night, but nobody came in except for a few older men looking for adult DVDs. At the end of the night, I had twenty-five dollars in the register.



I didn’t get a ton of sleep. I tried to count how many days had gone by since Aunt Marie’s passing, and then I tried to figure out how many days were left before I could see the company. I knew that I probably wasn’t going to make much money once that loan was taken into consideration, and the overdue taxes.



But I figured I could stay afloat if business stayed decent. I figured I could pay off enough of the loan that selling the company would be somewhat profitable. But I also considered the possibility of filing bankruptcy and wiping my hands clean of the company. No, I wouldn’t make any money from it, but at least there wouldn’t be any stress. Then I could make some sort of deal with James to get a piece of the other companies: the big, successful companies that we would be able to sell in roughly eleven months.



The next day started out hopeful, with three customers coming in to buy pricey vibrators. It was the fastest three hundred bucks I’d made since taking over the shop—but the profit was short-lived. The shipment of lingerie that I’d ordered the week before came in, and the delivery man was ready to accept the payment. “Fifteen hundred and seven dollars, please,” he said, holding his payment terminal. Now, I was regretting buying more lingerie stock. There was so much lingerie in that store—did I really need more? Was it really even for the store?



I put the payment onto my personal credit card, almost maxing it out. Then, business slowed down for the day. A few escorts came in looking for new outfits. I sold a pair of heels, and then I sold a suction-cup dildo to a flamboyant gay fellow. I tried not to think of him using it while I wrapped it up. It was five inches wide and taller than my entire forearm.



I did some math and figured out how much I had to put aside each day for both the taxes and the loan. Then, I tallied up how much I made each day, on average. Now, I was really regretting that coupon program. The extra hundred dollars would have gone a long way.



It was 1:30 AM when an older woman came in. She went straight to the lingerie section. She pulled out two different kitten outfits, made by different manufacturers. “Which one of these would fit my frame better?” she asked me. But they were both from the latest shipment and I had no idea.



“I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t know.”



So she bought neither, leaving with nothing. I set both of the kitten outfits aside, and then I took them out once the shop closed for the night.



I put on my wig and I put on some makeup. I made my legs smooth with a quick go with my razor. Now, dressing up at the end of the night was starting to feel like my only escape from my issues. It was the only part of the day that I wasn’t thinking about my debt and my lack of future prospects. There was something meditative about putting on makeup. I could sit in front of the mirror for an hour, staring at my pretty reflection, and no problems would cross my mind. I could put on outfit after outfit, thinking only about how sexy each one, and how nice the fabrics felt.



I loved putting on frilly skirts and spinning around. I loved pulling long stockings slowly up my legs. I loved dancing around like some teen pop star in all of the slutty schoolgirl outfits.



The kitten outfits were both great. They both fit snug and they were both soft and well made. The ears on the first outfit I tried on were slightly better, with stronger wires making the ears perky. The butt-plug tails were both great, though one was a lot thicker and longer than the other—making it more pleasurable for me. It also had a gentle vibrator inside of it, making it a clear winner in my opinion.



And then I went to try on the new maid costume. It was sluttier than the ones we stocked before. This one had a full fishnet under piece, with arms and legs of thick black fishnets. The hair bow was cute, and a nice touch. The little black and white skirt was just fine, and super soft against my erect penis.



I decided to mix and match outfits that night, keeping the slutty maid outfit on, but swapping out the bow with the cat ears, and sticking that anal plug cat tail into my rear end. It was a nice, full feeling, and that’s how I decided to stay dressed for the night.



I went to the office dressed like a slutty cat maid and I did some paperwork, rocking gently in my chair to gently massage my prostate. I moaned and purred, feeling cute and silly. I turned on the vibrator and let the pleasure push away my problems for a while. I closed my eyes and slumped over my desk, reaching my arms across the table as the plug buzzed in my bum.



“Oh yeah,” I moaned, feeling my hard cock lifting up my soft maid skirt. I kept rocking gently, spreading my legs wide. I ran my hands down my smooth, hairless legs. Then I clutched the table as the pleasure reached that special point. Now, I was moaning loudly. My cock was throbbing and I had that feeling: like I had to pee; my cock was getting warmer, and I knew what that meant: I knew it meant that I was going to come soon.



So I stood up. I pulled up my skirt and looked down at my untouched cock. It was twitching and throbbing. I reached around back and used the palm of my hand to press that anal plug deeper into my ass. I pushed on it over and over. My legs trembled and I kept watching my cock until it happened: cum blasted out of it and sprayed across the table, getting on a few of the loan documents accidentally.



“Oops,” I said, blushing. I had to keep those documents for whoever bought that business, and now they had permanent cum stains on them.



I cleaned up my mess. And that night, instead of changing into my proper male clothes, I stayed dressed like a cat. I slept with that butt plug in my ass. I slept better than I’d slept in my entire life. But when I woke up, reality set in as the noon sun pierced through the dainty loft curtain. I still owed a lot of money and I had many months of hard work ahead of me if I was going to come out with anything to show for it.



I got ready for the day slowly. I wanted to get a coffee from next door to help me wake up, but I wasn’t sure I could afford it. I dragged my ass downstairs, now dressed appropriately like a man, and I opened up the shop. Business wasn’t terrible, but it was nothing to get excited about. It was a Saturday, so I was getting some decent traffic. I sold a few dildos and a few vibrators. I sold some of the new lingerie stock and I sold some BDSM gear to a very intimidating woman. After dinnertime, I sold some DVDs and a decent pile of magazines. By midnight, I had a thousand dollars in sales, and about four hundred of that was profit. It was enough to stop me from calling up a lawyer to file the bankruptcy papers, but it didn’t exactly fill me with a wave of hopefulness.









 
CHAPTER V




A man came into the store three days later. It was a Tuesday morning, and I wasn’t technically open yet, but I was awake so I unlocked the door and flipped over the sign while I did some paperwork in the office. I stepped out to greet him, to see if he needed any help. He was dressed in a suit, looking a lot like the debt collector. Before I even said hello, my stomach churned and my body filled with a terrible dread. “Can I help you with something?” I asked, knowing he wasn’t there to buy a butt plug.



“Actually, you can. Are you the owner?” he asked.



Was there another loan? Was that whole business propped up by annoying loans and debt? Was my Aunt Marie possibly a terrible businesswoman, and not the godly businesswoman I’d always thought she was?



“I am,” I said hesitantly. He looked like a lawyer, like he was about to serve me papers. I couldn’t handle any more bad news.



“I like the shop,” he said, looking around. “It’s a lot cleaner than when I was here last time. If feels bigger too.”



“I did some painting in here yesterday,” I said. The walls were previous a tedious grey color, and now they were black, except for the wall behind the register, which was a deep purple. I moved a few of the neon signs inside, making the outside less cluttered and giving the inside more of a strip-club-style ambience. I’d also made a trip to my apartment for the first time in a week to grab my Bluetooth speaker, which I set up on top of a tall shelf. Now, it was playing soothing, sexy music while customers shopped for their adult needs.



“It looks great,” the man said with a slight smile on his face. “I’m interested in buying it.” My heart lifted up high in my chest and I perked up.



He walked towards me, taking a shining card out from his pocket. He held it out and I took it. I recognized the logo. He was the owner of the biggest adult store chain in the province.



“Mark Fritzl,” he said. “Nice to meet you.”



“Nice to meet you,” I said.



“You’ve got a good handle on this business,” he said. “In fact, you’ve done such a great job here that I probably wouldn’t change much at all. Hell, I might even keep the name the same, just because it has that local recognizability.” He looked around again, nodding his head. “Top result on Google, five-star average rating, up-and-coming part of town. Have you thought about selling?”



I nodded my head slowly with wide eyes. “I’ve thought about it.” I was nervous. I didn’t want him to think I was desperate. I didn’t want him taking advantage of me. But I wanted that sale badly. I was desperate. I wanted his money.



“Have you thought about numbers?” he asked.



“My family put a lot of money into this place—and a lot of work,” I said.



“I can tell,” he said with his rich smile. “The work was worth it, my man. The place looks great. And look! You have a customer.”



Nora walked into the store. She paused as she saw me talking to the man. I stared into her eyes and smiled.



“Morning customers at an adult shop—that’s unheard of, to be honest,” the man said before Nora could say a word. “You’re doing something right. I’m definitely interested. Just give me your number. Let’s talk.”



Nora caught on quickly. She turned and started walking down towards the lingerie, pretending to be a customer. I didn’t really want her listening to my business chat, but I couldn’t compromise that potential deal.



“I don’t really have a number. It’s hard to put a number on a family business.”



“I understand,” he said. “We started out as a small family shop too, believe it or not. I’m going to throw a number at you and I want you to tell me what you think. Five hundred,” he said.



I felt my eyes widening. It was enough to pay off the taxes and the debt, and still have almost four-hundred thousand dollars in my pocket. “Thousand?” I said.



He laughed. “That’s right,” he said. “My lawyers can have the deal done by the end of the week.”



“Oh,” I said. “No—sorry. I can’t do that.”



His eyes became wide, shocked that I wasn’t pouncing on his deal. But I wanted the money, I just couldn’t legally sell before the end of the year.



“Okay, okay,” he said. “It was a low number. You can’t be upset that I came in low. You didn’t exactly give me a number to work with here. How’s about seven-fifty.”



I froze. “I’m sorry,” I said, and I was about to tell him that I couldn’t do it legally.



“A million. I can go as high as a million,” he said.



“I can’t do it, sir,” I said.



And now he just looked dumbfounded. I saw Nora behind him, smiling, beaming. But I was about to break both of their hearts. “I have to legally wait another eleven months until I can sell. It’s in a contract the woman who started the store signed before handing the business to me.”



“Oh,” said the man. “I see. Well you have my card. You can call me at the end of your eleven months then. We’ll make a deal, though I can’t promise I’ll be in the same position then as I am now. Things change. I know I said a million, but that number might be lower if we make other acquisitions through the year. Expect it to be lower.”



Now I was feeling sick. And to make it worse, Nora was no longer smiling. She looked disappointed, as if I was abandoning her. But she couldn’t possibly be mad. I had to make a living too. It was her dream to run a caf. It was not my dream to sell dildos.



The man left the store and then Nora came up to the desk. “A million dollars,” she said. “That’s a lot of cash.”



“Yeah,” I said, looking away from her sad eyes.



“You should take it. I mean—find a way out of that contract with your aunt, and then take the offer. That’s a lot of money, Pat.”



“Yeah,” I said. “But the contract is pretty air-tight, as they say. My brother has spent the last month trying to pick it apart, but it’s bulletproof.”



“Oh,” she said. “Well, you can always sell in eleven months, right? Maybe not for a million, like he said, but if you don’t want the shop, it’s a great chance to get out.”



“Right,” I said. And for some reason, I felt sad. I should have been thrilled. I was just offered a million dollars! And maybe it wouldn’t be that much by the end of the year, but now I had a rough idea of what that company was worth. I had a benchmark to work with. Even if I got half of that, I would still be rich. I would have enough cash to start a business that I actually wanted to start. I would have so many options; I couldn’t even begin to wrap my head around how awesome it would be.



Nora smiled and me and then she went back over to her shop. And it wasn’t until she was gone that I realized she never said whatever she came in to say. I hated seeing her so heartbroken like that. And it made me wonder if she had feelings for me. Why would she care if I stayed or left? Or was she just dreading being next door to a major chain instead of a small business like hers?



The shop did look nice. It was much more inviting. It was easier to relax in there. And I was starting to get used to being surrounded by sex toys and movies and magazines. It no longer felt so taboo. Maybe I was just getting desensitized. Or maybe I was just realizing that it wasn’t as bad as I initially thought.



Some customers came in and made some purchases based off of my recommendations. One guy came in asking which teen-themed DVDs were the best, and I ended up selling him a whole stack: over two hundred bucks’ worth of smutty films. And I really did sell him the best ones—not the crappy ones. In fact, I decided to mark down all the crappy ones for a dollar a piece. It was a loss to me, but I couldn’t stand the thought of selling garbage to my customers. A guy came in and wanted to buy a bunch of the cheap movies and I told him straight up: “Those movies are all trash. If you really want them, I’ll give you the lot for thirty bucks.” He was thrilled and took the offer, leaving with a trunk full of smut—but he was going to be disappointed when he saw that the girls were very hot, the sex was lame and unenthusiastic, and most of the shots were out of focus or shaky.



A very busy woman came in to buy lingerie. I helped her for over two hours. And it wasn’t until the end of that first hour that she said, “You’ve worn all of these, haven’t you?”



I blushed and bit down on my bottom lip. Then she went down to her knee and lifted up my pant leg, seeing my smooth calf. She giggled. “That’s dedication—or maybe you’re just a perfect little deviant.”



“Maybe it’s both,” I said, still blushing.



She giggled again. And why wasn’t I humiliated? Why wasn’t I hiding my face? Why was I just laughing with her like it was some sort of casual joke?



She bought a decent pile of lingerie, a dildo, lubricant, and a pair of leather hand cuffs. She left with a beaming smile on her face.



Three more customers came in and all made fairly hefty purchases. It was 8:30 PM when I counted up my total for the day and realized I had already broken my previous record. It still wasn’t a ton of money—and hardly enough to cover all of my bills, taxes, and loans—but it was a step in the right direction, and it was a bit of peace of mind.



It was 9:00 PM when a customer came in to buy some magazines. As he placed two down on the counter, he asked, “Are you still giving away the free coffee?”



I paused for a moment. I was forfeiting a quarter of my profit on that sale, but it was worth it. It was worth putting a small smile on Nora’s face before her day was done. So I wrote up a coupon and I sold the man his dirty magazines. Ten minutes later, Nora came into the shop.



“I thought we were done with this?” she asked, holding up the coupon.



“I couldn’t help myself,” I said.



“Well thank you. How’s about we split it—you pay me two dollars and I’ll cover the other two?”



“Sure,” I said, and then I handed her two dollars.



“Counting down the days until you can sell?” she asked.



I laughed. “I guess so,” I said.



Her smile seemed distant. She was quiet for a moment, and then she turned to look around the shop. “Anything cool come in recently?”



“A few toys,” I said. “And they’ll be the last new items I’ll be carrying for a while. I have to save money, so no new orders until I’ve cleared most of this stock.”



“Is this one new?” she asked. It was a double-ended dildo, made for a straight couple. The woman’s side had a butt plug and a clitoris stimulator, and the man’s side was shaped like a prostate massager, with a big egg-shaped tip.



“It is,” I said.



She picked it up and giggled. “Want someone to try it out for you?” she asked.



“Sure, why not?” I said. I was in a good mood and it was a cheaper toy: no built-in vibrator or fancy golden handle. Though I wasn’t sure how she was going to test it by herself. I suppose she could play with one end and then flip it around before playing with the other. It was kind of like two dildos in one. She blushed as she picked up the box.



“Well thank you,” she said. “I’m closing up for the night.”



“Have a great night, Nora,” I said.



“I’ll see you later, Pat.”



We shared a smile. She took the box back to her caf, and then I continued sitting as the late-night customers came in: the weirdos who went for the extra kinky movies, magazines, and toys. I ended up selling that spiked dildo to a woman in a black dress. I was too afraid to look into her eyes as I charged her card.



Then I sold a scat porn DVD to a short Chinese man. I tried not to gag as I scanned the DVD, which had a picture of a woman doing her business on another woman’s face.



Then there was a woman who came in to buy the horse dildo, which was exactly what it sounds like. The box said, ‘EXTREMELY REALISTIC, WITH MOVING PARTS! IT EVEN SPRAYS HORSE-LIKE CUM!’ and I didn’t ask any questions or look into her eyes.



I closed the shop on time, at 2:00 PM. I locked the door and then I sprung to life. It was my time to relax—and my time to have fun. Tonight, I really wanted to dress up in one of the new cosplay lingerie sets we had in the store. It was a tight pink jumpsuit, complete with robotic rabbit ears and a hot pink toy gun, which sat nicely in a little holster. The jumpsuit had built-in heels, and the fabric was thick and tight, making my breast form look extra perky and busty.



And best of all, the jumpsuit had two openings: one for the pussy and one for the asshole. I kept the pussy hole closed, and then I opened the butt access. I went upstairs to grab one of my favorite vibrators. Then I went back downstairs, so I could have access to all of the wigs and makeup. I stuffed myself with the vibrator before heading over to the mirror so I could do my makeup. I liked a little bit of pleasant vibrating while I dolled myself up.



I played some music through the speaker. I spent a good forty minutes getting my face perfect: glossy lips, thick eyeliner, dark mascara, pink blush. I looked so cute—and so damn sexy. I smiled and did a little spin in front of that mirror.



Then, there was a knock at the door. I froze suddenly, turning to the door. I waited a moment, and then there was another knock. I turned off my music and went silent, not even daring to take a step. Who was there? What did they want at 3:00 AM?



They knocked again. I groaned. Then I approached the door. “What is it?” I called out reluctantly. I probably should have turned off the lights and gone up to my room. Actually, I should have left the lights on, along with the music, and just ignored the person. They could think that I fell asleep with the lights and music on. But it was too late—I already announced myself.



“Pat! It’s me, Nora. Can you let me in?”



My stomach turned. I didn’t want to take my outfit and makeup off; it took so long to get on, and I hadn’t had my fun yet. And I didn’t exactly have the time. It would take fifteen minutes to get cleaned up, and she would get some bad ideas in her head if I took fifteen minutes to answer the door.



“I’m just heading to bed,” I said from the other side of the door. “Do you need something?”



“Can I come in?” she asked. “I won’t be long.”



“It’s kind of a bad time,” I said.



“Please, Pat? Just for a couple of minutes! It’s cold out here.”



I squirmed and groaned. I didn’t have many options. But I couldn’t let her in.



“I locked myself out of my place,” she said. “And it’s freezing out here. I just need a couple of minutes while I wait for my sister to come drop off my spare key.”



I groaned again. I took the plug out from my ass and I hid it behind the counter. I clipped my ass access back up and then I awkwardly answered the door.



She froze as she stared at me. Her lips parted and she gasped.



Now, I felt humiliated. I closed my eyes for a moment and then I said, “I’m just trying out new stock.”



“You look…”



“Ridiculous?” I said. “I know. I have to try out everything. People ask about everything, and I need to know what I’m selling.”



“You look beautiful!” she said.



I paused. “W—What?” I said.



She came in and closed the door behind her. “Look at you, Pat! You look so cute! Do you carry that outfit? I want one. And your makeup—you look so cute, Pat! Did you do that yourself?”



“Yeah,” I said softly.



She looked excited, almost like she was about to laugh. “Please don’t tell anyone about this—especially my brother,” I said.



“Who would I tell?” she said. “Besides, you look good. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. Turn around for me. Wow! Look at your curves. Damn. I wish I had your body, Pat.”



Now I was blushing embarrassingly. “Really?” I said.



She nodded her head. “Don’t be so shy. You look cute. And like you said: you have to try everything. It’s just part of the job.”



“Exactly,” I said.



Now, she was staring into my eyes, still with that smirk as if she was trying not to laugh. I noticed that she was holding a bag. “Locked out?” I said.



“Well, no,” she said. “I kind of lied, because I had a feeling you weren’t going to open up for me. Sorry—I know that’s not right, but I just really wanted to see you. I heard your music and I thought maybe you were cleaning up, and maybe you wanted some help. I’m awake. I drank a really strong cup of coffee after I closed, and now I can’t even think about sleeping.”



“Oh,” I said. So I didn’t have to let her in. I humiliated myself for nothing. Now, I really had no chance with Nora. Now I wasn’t just the guy next door who sold dildos. Now, I was the cross-dressing dildo salesman.



“Sorry,” she blushed.



“It’s fine.”



“But it’s clean in here. I guess you don’t need my help.”



“Thanks anyway,” I said. “I’m glad you thought about me.”



She kept staring at me as if she had more to say. Or maybe she was just looking at my makeup and trying not to laugh. Maybe she was just trying to create a mental snapshot, so she could pull it up whenever she needed a good laugh.



“Is that it?” I asked, embarrassed. I wasn’t sure how I was going to look at her the same ever again, knowing she wouldn’t be looking at me the same way.



“You just look so cute,” she said, as if I was a little pet.



I forced a smile.



“Thanks for stopping by, Nora,” I said.



Then she perked up and turned dark red. “So, uh, I was wondering if you wanted to help me with this.” She reached into her bag and pulled out the double-ended dildo. She bit her bottom lip and her eyes became heavy. “It’s, uh, made for two. You wanted a good review of it, and, uh, I can’t really test it out alone.”



My head became hot. Was she really asking me to play with the sex toy with her? “What?” I said.



“I don’t want to embarrass you—and I guess it’s too late for that—but each night, I can hear you through the wall. I’ve heard you—you know—testing out toys. I heard you with that loud vibrator the other night.” Then she blushed hard. “And I heard you with that sex doll the other night too. You know—the male sex doll with the nine-inch penis that has all the cheesy sayings when you squeeze it. It’s okay, I have the same one. I bought it off your aunt. It’s a silly thing, but it feels nice.”



And she was doing a great job of making me feel even more humiliated.



“Don’t be shy. I don’t care. I’m not trying to embarrass you. I just—I’ve heard you getting dolled up. I’ve heard you in heels, and… well—I like that.”



“What do you mean?” I asked.



“I like… girly boys,” she said, biting her bottom lip again. “And maybe we could try this together.”



I didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t sure if I was flattered or embarrassed. I couldn’t tell if I was excited or full of dread. I just stared into her eyes for a long moment, and then she walked up to me. She put her hands on my shoulders. She smelled like lavender and fresh coffee. I laughed nervously, then she kissed me on the lips. It was a nice kiss. Her lips were soft.



She put her hands on my jumpsuit-clad sides and gently stroked up and down. I put my hands on her hips and pulled her in tighter. She let a bit of tongue sink into my mouth. She tasted a bit like coffee, but not in an off-putting sort of way. She probably needed to cut back.



I reached down and slipped my hands under her skirt, so I could feel her bum. She let out a small moan as I squeezed. Then she returned the favor, squeezing my ass in that tight costume. Then, she used her hand to grasp my cock, squeezing it and massaging it. She giggled.



“Can I pick something out to put on?” she asked.



“Choose anything,” I said. She took my hand and we walked together down the lingerie isle. She ended up choosing a black lace bodysuit, which had a big slit between the legs, for access to both holes. She undressed and put the lingerie on. She did a cute spin for me. “How do I look?” she asked.



“Amazing,” I said.



We kissed again. Now, she was pushing her body up against me and grinding gently against my erection. She sunk slowly to her knees and unclipped the pussy access. She reached in and fished out my erection, which looked a bit funny in the open while I was dolled up like a girl. It didn’t seem to deter her. She leaned forward and sucked my cock, bobbing her head slowly and using lots of tongue. I moaned and watched her. She looked up at me with her eyes. She smiled and giggled, and I did the same.



Then my legs trembled. It felt good—almost too good. I was scared I was going to come on her face. I did my best to hold back.



She slurped loudly, and then she pulled back away from my cock. A strand of saliva kept her lips connected to my throbbing tip. “Are you ready?” she asked.



I nodded my head. She stood up and grabbed the toy. She looked at it for a moment before saying, I think we need to be on the ground for this to work.



“Let’s go up to my bed,” I said.



So we went up to my bed, which was littered with sex toys and lingerie. She giggled and I blushed. We moved all the stuff aside and hopped onto the bed. We ended up kissing again for a few minutes. She jerked me off a little bit, and I rubbed her clit and sucked on her nipples.



Now I was holding the two-sided toy. She spread her legs for me. I took the pussy end and gently pressed it to her cunt. There was a thick, clear substance drooling out from her hole. I used the tip of that toy to spread it around, knowing it would be a good, natural lubricant. Then I began to twist and push, making her plump lips part to accept the toy inside of her body. She moaned and her knees rose up high. I made sure that little clit stimulator was right on her cute bean.



Her face flushed and she whimpered. I gently began to pump the toy in and out of her, watching as more of that thick clear goo gushed out of her hole. She moaned, clutching her breasts with both of her hands. She squeezed her boobs and pinched her nipples. Then she hugged me tightly with her thighs before saying, “Now your end.” Her voice was hardly a whimper.



So I got onto my back. I pushed the end of the toy up against my butthole. It was thicker than the toys I was used to playing with, but I was excited to try it. I used a little bit of her natural pussy goop to lubricate my butthole, and it worked beautifully. The toy pressed into me without much resistance. It went in with a
 plop!
 And I let out my own little whimper. She moved slightly, repositioning herself, and I could feel the toy moving, as if she moved ten feet. I tensed up and clenched. Then she moved again, this time gently grinding her body against the toy. Now, the toy pushed deeper into my butthole.



She moaned and I moaned. I reached down with both of my hands to spread my butt cheeks wide. She kept clutching her breasts. We started to rock back and forth, slowly coming closer together as the toy went deeper into our bodies. “Oh God,” she moaned, and then her pussy gushed more clear fluid. Our legs twisted together in a cute way, and she used me to help her rock better. We had a good rhythm going, rocking back and forth, letting that toy slide in and out of both of our bodies. Then, somehow, the motions reversed. Now, we were pressing our butts together with each penetration. Her bum was so soft and perky. She was using her hand to rub the clit massager piece. I felt her next gush against my bum. I loved the feeling of it trickling down my butt cheeks, and I adored the gushing sound her pussy was now making as the toy slid back and forth.



“It feels so good,” I said.



“I’m coming!” she said. And then she screamed loudly, grabbing handfuls of my bed sheets. She started rocking hard, making the toy push harder into my body. That toy found my sweetspot, and then I felt my cock tingling, about to burst.



“Oh fuck, I’m coming. It feels so good!” she cried.



“Oh shit,” I moaned. And then I clutched my cock. I aimed it upright as it began to spew. Cum shot up like water from a Las Vegas fountain. It splattered all over both of us, landing in all directions. She used her hand to spread it on her skin, and then she licked her fingers. I pulled the toy out from my ass and I crawled up between her legs to lick up her gooey discharge. I ate her out for the next ten minutes, making her come two more times before my lips found her lips and we kissed.



Kissing turned into holding, and holding turned into sleeping. And it seemed like only two hours later when her phone started chirping and she sprung out of bed. “I’m late for work!” she said, still clad in lingerie. She put her clothes on over the lingerie and she bolted off to work.



“See you later, Pat!” she said as she rushed out the door. “I had a ton of fun last night!”



I was too tired to reply. I fell back asleep, and then I saw her again when I woke up at 11:00 AM. I went down into her shop and took a seat at the counter. We talked for a long time about dreams and memories. Then, she pointed out the window. “I think you have a customer, Pat.” But it was still ten minutes until opening. I was tempted to stay with Nora, but I knew I had to tend to business. I went outside and saw that it wasn’t a customer; it was my brother, James.



“Hey, Pat,” he said with a beaming smile. “How’s the dildo business these days?”



“It’s fine,” I said.



“It’s about to get finer,” he said.



“Why is that?” I asked.



“I just heard from my lawyers this morning. They found a loophole,” he said. “We can sell all the companies, as long as we remain shareholders for the next eleven months. It’s a simple deal that involves creating a temporary class of shares. The lawyers can work out the details in a matter of a day or two.”



“Really?” I said.



“Really,” he said. “So you don’t have to peddle dildos for a living anymore, Pat—assuming you can find some fool who wants to buy this place…”



“I got an offer yesterday. The guy wanted to pay a million.”



“A million?” James said, turning white. “Dollars?”



I nodded my head.



“Take the money. We can split it,” he said.



“Split it?” I said, astounded.



“We’ll split all the sales. We’ll be rich, Pat.” He gave me a firm pat on the back. “I knew you had it in you, pal. A million bucks for a dildo store? That’s insane. You’re a superstar.”



“I’m not taking it,” I said. And then he froze.



“Excuse me?” he said.



“I like the store,” I said. “And business is good. Once I have the loan paid off, I think I can easily make six figures running the store.”



“You aren’t going to turn down a million dollars, Pat. Don’t be an idiot.”



“I’m not an idiot. This is what I want to do,” I said. “I like it here. I have a good thing going. But thanks for updating me about the lawyer.”



He just stared at me with shock on his face. Then, he turned around and said nothing as he left. He was fuming. He sped off, screeching his tired in a furious rage. I turned around and saw Nora behind me. She was smiling. She’d heard it all. And I had to admit that she helped make the decision an easy one. “Maybe we can be partners,” I said. “I could us a woman’s input on a lot of stuff.”



“As long as you don’t mind tasting all of my different coffee blends,” she said, blushing and biting her bottom lip.



We shared a kiss out front of that adult toy store, and in that moment, I just knew that everything was going to be just fine.



THE END
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