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The Toy Shop!

Pen stared at her empty bank account on her phone screen. At eighteen, she felt like the world was crashing down. College had been a mistake, too much pressure, too many parties she didn't fit into. 

Now, she was out, with no degree and no money. Her parents thought she was still studying, sending her small checks that barely covered food. Rent was due in a week, and her tiny apartment felt like a trap. 

She grabbed her jacket and headed out into the crisp autumn air of her small town. The streets were quiet, lined with familiar shops. Pen had long brown hair tied in a ponytail, wide blue eyes that made her look younger than she was, and a shy smile she rarely used. Boys at school had chased her, but she never clicked with them. 

She told everyone she was straight, but deep down, she wasn't sure. Touching herself at night, she imagined soft hands, not rough ones. But that was her secret. 

Help wanted signs dotted the windows. A diner, too greasy. A bookstore, probably minimum wage and boring. Then she saw it: an adult store at the edge of town. The sign was old, pink neon flickering. 'Help Wanted' in faded letters. Pen's cheeks turned red just looking at it. Sex toys? Videos? She had never been inside one. But the ad said flexible hours, after-school shifts even though she wasn't in school anymore. Desperation won. She pushed the door open. 

A bell jingled. The air hit her, rubber, plastic, and a hint of sweet perfume. Shelves towered with boxes of DVDs, bottles of lube, and things she didn't recognize. Dildos in bright colors, vibrators shaped like bullets. Her heart pounded. Behind the counter stood a woman who looked nothing like Pen expected. 

She was older, maybe in her forties, with short black hair cropped close. Tattoos snaked up her arms, dragons, roses, words in script. A silver ring pierced her nose, another her lower lip. She wore a black tank top that hugged her full breasts and showed off her toned arms. Jeans clung to her hips. Her eyes, dark and knowing, locked on Pen. 'Can I help you?' 

Pen swallowed. 'Um, the job? Help wanted?' 

The woman smiled, lips curving around the piercing. It made her look dangerous and kind at once. 'Yeah? Name's Jax. I own this place. You got experience?' 

'No, but I can learn. Clean, stock shelves, whatever.' Pen's voice was small, but she stood straight. 

Jax leaned on the counter, sizing her up. 'What's your name, kid?' 

'Pen. Penelope, but Pen.' 

Jax nodded. 'Straight out of high school?' 

'Sort of. Need the money bad.' Pen didn't mention college. 

Jax's gaze lingered. 'Alright, Pen. Trial shift tonight. Starts at six. Don't be late.' She handed over a simple form. 'Fill this out. ID?' 

Pen fumbled for her wallet, signed quickly. Jax watched, her presence filling the room. 'See you then.' 

Pen left, heart racing. What had she just done? An adult store. With a woman like that. But bills waited for no one. 

By six, the sun had set. Pen arrived early, knocking softly. Jax opened the door, already in work mode. 'Come in. Lock it behind you, no, wait, customers first.' 

The store was busier now. A couple browsed lingerie. An older man grabbed a magazine. Jax showed Pen the ropes. 'This shelf's for beginners, small vibes, basic lubes. That one's advanced, plugs, cuffs.' 

Pen nodded, face hot. She dusted shelves, avoiding eye contact with the toys. Jax moved easy, chatting with customers like it was a candy store. 'Try this one, feels amazing,' she told a woman, holding a purple dildo. 

Pen stole glances at Jax. The tattoos moved when she laughed. The piercing caught the light. She smelled like vanilla and smoke. Strong, confident. Pen felt small next to her. 

As the night wore on, customers thinned. Jax rang up the last one. 'Not bad for your first hour. You catch on quick.' 

'Thanks.' Pen wiped her hands on her jeans. 

'One more thing before close. Back room needs unpacking. Boxes came today.' Jax led the way, pushing a door marked 'Employees Only.' 

The room was cramped: a couch against one wall, a table piled with straps and bottles, shelves of unpacked goods. A mini fridge hummed in the corner. Jax flipped on a light. 'Grab that box. Sort the vibes by size.' 

Pen knelt, pulling out toys. They buzzed in her hands, smooth, curved, some with bumps. Her mind wandered. What did they feel like? Jax knelt beside her, close enough that their arms brushed. 

'Ever used one?' Jax asked casually. 

Pen shook her head fast. 'No. I'm... straight. Never needed to.' 

Jax chuckled low. 'Straight, huh? Lots of girls say that till they try.' Her hand steadied Pen's on a vibrator. 'This one's gentle. For newbies.' 

Pen's skin tingled where Jax touched. She pulled away gently. 'I just need the job.' 

'Fair enough.' Jax stood, stretching. Her tank rode up, showing a sliver of tattooed belly. 'Shift's over. You did good. Tomorrow?' 

'Yes.' Pen bolted out, mind spinning. Jax's touch lingered like a promise. Or a warning. 

At home, Pen lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. The store's smells clung to her clothes. She thought of Jax's smile, the way her eyes held secrets. Pen's hand slipped under her panties, fingers circling her clit. Wet already. She imagined Jax's voice: 'Good girl.' Her orgasm came quick, guilty and intense. 

Tomorrow would be harder. But she needed the money. And maybe, just maybe, something more. 

Pen woke up with a knot in her stomach. The alarm buzzed at five-thirty, pulling her from a dream where Jax's hand lingered on her thigh. She shook it off, splashing cold water on her face. Work started at six again. Bills loomed, but now something else pulled her back, the store, the toys, and Jax. 

She dressed in jeans and a plain t-shirt, nothing flashy. Her ponytail swung as she walked the familiar streets. The neon sign glowed even in daylight, a beacon she both dreaded and craved. She pushed the door open at five-fifty, bell jingling softly. 

Jax was behind the counter, sorting receipts. She looked up, that piercing glinting. 'Early bird. Good. Customers hit around noon today.' Her voice was casual, but her eyes scanned Pen like yesterday. 

'Anything special today?' Pen asked, hanging her jacket. 

Jax grinned. 'Restock the lubes. Flavored ones sell fast. And help with displays, make 'em eye-catching.' She tossed Pen an apron, black with the store's logo. 

The morning dragged. Pen wiped counters, arranged bottles of cherry and strawberry lube. She read labels: warming, tingling, silicone-based. Her cheeks burned imagining uses. Jax moved around her, brushing past in the narrow aisles. Once, her hip grazed Pen's side. 'Watch the edge,' Jax said, but her tone held warmth. 

By lunch, the store filled. A group of women laughed over nipple clamps. A guy bought condoms in bulk. Pen rang them up, fumbling change. Jax stepped in, her hand covering Pen's on the register. 'Like this. Smooth.' Skin on skin, just a second. Pen's pulse jumped. 

Afternoon brought quiet. Jax locked the front for a break. 'Back room. Lunch?' She pulled sandwiches from the fridge, sat on the couch. Pen joined, legs tucked under her. 

'Eat up. You look tense.' Jax unwrapped hers, biting in. Crumbs fell on her tank, drawing Pen's eyes to the curve of her chest. 

'Just... new job nerves.' Pen picked at her food. 

Jax leaned back, arm along the couch top. 'Tell me about you. Boyfriend? Girlfriend?' 

Pen flushed. 'No. Straight, remember? Guys are... meh.' 

Jax's laugh rumbled. 'Meh, huh? Ever wonder why?' She took a sip from a water bottle, throat working. 

Pen shrugged. 'Dunno. Never clicked.' 

'Fair. But curiosity's good. This place opens minds.' Jax's foot nudged Pen's sneaker under the table. Playful, testing. 

Break ended. Back to work. Jax showed Pen the video section, rows of DVDs with covers of naked bodies tangled. 'Classics here. Les stuff's popular.' She pulled one out: two women, one older, one young, locked in a kiss. 'See? Age don't matter if the spark's there.' 

Pen stared at the cover, heat pooling low. 'Yeah...' 

Evening rush hit. Pen handled a sale alone, a vibrator for a nervous customer. 'It pulses,' Pen said, echoing Jax's earlier demo. The woman smiled, bought it. 

Jax watched from afar, nodding approval. Close to eight, last customer gone. 'Lock up. Back room sort.' 

Pen followed, heart thumping. Boxes waited: new shipment of plugs, small to large. Jax unpacked one, glass and shiny. 'Anal's big. Starts slow.' She held it up, cool against Pen's palm when she passed it. 

'Feels... cold.' Pen's voice wavered. 

'Warms quick inside.' Jax's eyes met hers, direct. 'Wanna see how it works? Demo?' 

Pen's breath caught. 'Demo? Like...' 

'Not on you. Just show.' Jax grabbed a bottle of lube, squirted some on the plug. She pressed a button, nothing. 'Battery later. But imagine: slick, sliding in slow.' Her fingers mimed the motion, in and out. 

Pen watched, transfixed. Jax's hands were strong, nails short and painted black. 'Does it... hurt?' 

'Not if you relax. Pleasure, mostly.' Jax set it down, closer now. Her knee touched Pen's. 'You got questions, ask. No judgment.' 

'I... maybe later.' Pen stood, legs shaky. 'Shift over?' 

Jax rose too, towering a bit. 'Yeah. Tomorrow, same time. You're fitting in.' Her hand squeezed Pen's shoulder, thumb brushing collarbone. Electric. 

Outside, night air cooled Pen's skin. She walked home fast, mind replaying Jax's demo. In bed, lights off, her fingers dipped lower. Not just circling, pressing, like the plug. She gasped Jax's name softly, body arching. Release hit harder than last night, leaving her breathless. 

The job paid bills, sure. But Jax? She stirred something deep, uncharted. Pen wanted more shifts. More everything. 

Pen's eyes snapped open at the alarm's wail. Five-thirty again. Her body ached a little from yesterday's restless night, fingers still tingling from their secret wander. She dressed quick, same jeans, fresh shirt, and headed out. The store called louder now, Jax's voice echoing in her head. 

She arrived at five-fifty-five, slipping inside. Jax was restocking shelves, her tank top stretched over muscled arms. Tattoos snaked up her neck today, visible in the morning light. 'Punctual. I like that.' Jax's smile was sharp, approving. 

'What's on for today?' Pen tied on the apron, voice steadier than she felt. 

'Inventory check. Back room mostly. And customer help, vibes and straps.' Jax jerked her thumb toward the door. 'Follow me.' 

The back room felt smaller, stacked with boxes. Jax pulled one open: rows of vibrators, sleek and curved. 'These are basics. Hold one.' She handed Pen a purple one, smooth silicone. 

Pen gripped it, thumb accidentally hitting the switch. It buzzed low, vibrating in her palm. 'Oh, sorry.' She fumbled to turn it off, face hot. 

Jax chuckled. 'No harm. Feel the power? Starts gentle, builds.' She took it back, cranking the dial. The hum grew, steady and insistent. 'Press it here.' Jax guided Pen's hand to her own thigh, over jeans. The vibration seeped through, a jolt straight to Pen's core. 

'Like that?' Pen whispered, not pulling away. 

'Exactly. Customers need demos sometimes. Shows it's real.' Jax's fingers lingered on Pen's, pressing firmer. The buzz hummed between them, air thick. 

Morning passed in a blur. Store opened, a few early browsers. Pen manned the counter, recommending lubes from memory. Jax watched, leaning close once to whisper, 'Good job. Natural.' Her breath tickled Pen's ear. 

Lunch break came. Jax spread out salads on the couch. 'Sit. Relax.' Pen obeyed, knees brushing Jax's as they ate. 

'You settling in?' Jax forked a bite, eyes on Pen's mouth. 

'Yeah. It's... interesting.' Pen swallowed, tasting vinaigrette. 

Jax set her plate down. 'Interesting how? Spill.' Her leg shifted, calf against Pen's. 

Pen hesitated. 'The stuff. Makes me think. About... stuff.' 

'Like what?' Jax's voice dropped, inviting. 

'Like... trying things. With someone.' Pen's cheeks burned, but she held Jax's gaze. 

Jax nodded slow. 'Smart. Experience beats wondering.' She reached over, tucking a loose hair behind Pen's ear. Fingers trailed down Pen's neck, light as air. 'You trust me?' 

Pen nodded, throat dry. 'Yeah.' 

Afternoon dragged with sales. A woman bought a strap-on, asking sizes. Pen pointed to the display, Jax adding, 'Start medium. Fits most.' Their eyes met over the customer's head, shared secret. 

Close to closing, Jax flipped the sign. 'One more thing. Strap lesson.' She led Pen to the back, pulling a harness from a shelf. Black leather, adjustable straps. 'Try it on. Over clothes.' 

Pen's heart pounded. 'Me?' 

'Practice. Makes you better at selling.' Jax knelt, buckling it around Pen's hips. Her hands worked straps, thumbs grazing inner thighs. The dildo attached jutted out, realistic and firm. 

'Feels weird.' Pen shifted, the weight pulling. 

Jax stood, adjusting the fit. 'Looks good. Thrust like this.' She placed hands on Pen's hips, guiding a mock motion. Forward, back. Jax's body close, heat radiating. 

Pen moved, awkward at first. Jax's grip tightened. 'Smoother. Feel the control.' Their faces inches apart, Jax's piercing catching light. 

Then, Jax leaned in. Lips brushed Pen's, soft, testing. Pen froze, then parted her mouth. Jax's tongue slipped in, tasting of mint. The kiss deepened, Jax's hand cupping Pen's jaw. 

They broke apart, breathing hard. 'That... okay?' Jax's thumb stroked Pen's lip. 

'Better than okay.' Pen's voice shook, arousal pooling hot. 

Jax unbuckled the harness slow. 'Good. Tomorrow, more.' Her eyes promised. 

Pen locked up, legs wobbly. Home was a haze. In the shower, water cascading, her hand slid between legs. Fingers circled clit, then dipped inside, imagining Jax's mouth. She came quick, moaning against tile. The kiss replayed, fueling the fire. 

Jax wasn't just a boss. She was a pull, magnetic. Pen craved the next shift, the next touch. 

Pen woke with a start, the dream fading, Jax's hands on her skin, the strap pressing close. Her panties were damp, body humming. She showered fast, fingers brushing her folds but stopping short. Save it for work, she thought. The store waited. 

She got there at five-fifty, heart racing. Jax was at the counter, flipping through receipts. Her hair was loose today, falling over one shoulder. 'Morning, kid. Ready?' 

'Yeah.' Pen tied the apron, avoiding Jax's eyes. The kiss lingered in her mind, lips still sensitive. 

'Today's stock day. New shipment in the back.' Jax led the way, hips swaying. The room smelled of leather and plastic. Boxes everywhere: dildos, plugs, cuffs. 

Jax sliced one open. Glass toys gleamed inside, smooth and heavy. 'These sell fast. Feel.' She picked a blue one, curved at the tip, and pressed it into Pen's hand. 

Pen's fingers wrapped around it, cool against her palm. 'Heavy.' She turned it, watching light catch the ridges. 

'Good for pressure spots.' Jax took it back, trailing the tip along Pen's arm. Goosebumps rose. 'Imagine it sliding in.' 

Pen swallowed, heat building between her legs. 'Show me?' 

Jax's eyes darkened. 'Eager now. Strip your bottoms. Sit on the table.' 

Pen hesitated, then unbuttoned her jeans. They pooled at her ankles, panties next. She hopped up, bare ass on the wood, legs dangling. Jax stepped between them, toy in hand. 

'Lean back.' Jax's voice was firm. Pen did, propping on elbows. Jax hooked her legs over her shoulders, face inches from Pen's pussy. 'Wet already. Good sign.' 

The glass tip touched Pen's clit, cold and firm. She gasped, hips jerking. Jax rubbed slow circles, then down her slit. 'Relax. Let it in.' 

Pen nodded, breathing shallow. The toy pushed at her entrance, slick from arousal. Jax twisted it gentle, inch by inch. Pen's walls stretched around it, fullness blooming. 

'Feels... full.' Pen's voice cracked. 

Jax pumped it slow, in and out. 'Builds slow. Like this.' Her free hand gripped Pen's thigh, thumb digging in. The glass warmed, sliding easier. 

Pen moaned, head falling back. Pleasure coiled tight, each thrust hitting deeper. Jax leaned in, tongue flicking Pen's clit. Wet heat met the toy's pressure. 

'Oh, Jax.' Pen's hands fisted her shirt. Tongue lapped circles, sucking light. The combo sparked fire in her core. 

Jax worked faster, toy plunging steady. Her mouth sealed over Pen's clit, sucking hard. Pen bucked, cries echoing off boxes. 

'Come for me.' Jax's words vibrated against her. 

Pen shattered, pussy clenching the glass. Waves crashed, body shaking. Jax eased the toy out, slick and shining. 

Pen panted, legs limp. Jax stood, wiping her mouth. 'First orgasm on the job. Proud?' 

'Yeah.' Pen sat up, dazed. Cum dripped down her thigh. 

Jax handed her panties. 'Clean up. Store opens soon.' 

The day blurred. Customers came and went, Pen sold a glass dildo, voice steady, remembering the feel. Jax brushed her ass once in the aisle, whispering, 'Taste good.' 

Lunch on the couch again. Pen's salad tasted bland next to the memory. Jax's foot nudged hers under the table. 'Thinking about it?' 

Pen nodded. 'Want more. After close?' 

Jax grinned. 'Count on it.' 

Afternoon sales picked up. A couple browsed straps; Pen demoed sizes, Jax adding tips. Their secret burned, glances loaded. 

Closing time. Jax locked the door, lights dim. 'Back room. Now.' 

Pen followed, pulse pounding. Jax pushed her against the wall, mouth crashing down. Tongues tangled, hands roaming. Jax's fingers slipped under Pen's shirt, pinching nipples through bra. 

'Off.' Jax tugged clothes away, shirt, bra, jeans. Pen stood naked, skin prickling. Jax stripped too, tattoos stark, piercings glinting. Nipples hard, pussy shaved smooth. 

Jax knelt, spreading Pen's legs. 'My turn to taste proper.' Tongue dove in, licking long strokes. Pen's hands gripped Jax's hair, pulling her closer. 

Jax sucked her folds, tongue thrusting inside. Pen ground against her face, moans spilling. Jax's fingers joined, two sliding deep, curling up. 

'Fuck, yes.' Pen's knees buckled. Jax held her steady, pumping fingers fast. 

Orgasm hit quick, Pen flooding Jax's mouth. Jax lapped it up, humming approval. 

They sank to the floor, bodies tangled. Jax's hand guided Pen's between her legs. 'Your go. Feel me.' 

Pen's fingers explored, wet heat, clit swollen. She rubbed circles, tentative then bold. Jax groaned, hips rolling. 

'Inside.' Jax breathed. Pen pushed two fingers in, tight walls gripping. She thrust, matching Jax's rhythm. 

Jax's hand covered hers, showing pace. 'Faster.' They moved together, Jax's moans filling the room. 

Jax came hard, pussy squeezing Pen's fingers. She pulled Pen into a kiss, tasting herself. 

They dressed slow, air thick with sweat and sex. 'Tomorrow brings more toys.' Jax's eyes sparkled. 

Pen walked home buzzing. Her body sang, innocence cracking wider. Jax owned her now, and she wanted it all. 

Pen arrived early, body still tingling from last night. She locked her bike, smoothed her shirt. The store door jingled as she entered. Jax was unpacking a crate, muscles flexing under her tank top. 

'Morning, eager beaver.' Jax straightened, wiping sweat from her brow. Her piercings caught the light, nipple bars visible through thin fabric. 

'Hi.' Pen's cheeks warmed. She tied her apron, eyes on Jax's arms, inked with vines and skulls. 

'New stuff today. Harnesses and straps.' Jax nodded to the back. 'Help me sort.' 

They moved boxes, leather scents filling the air. Pen held up a black harness, straps crisscrossing. 'What's this for?' 

Jax took it, buckling it around her own waist quick. 'Holds a dildo. Turns you into the fucker.' She adjusted the rings, smirking. 'Or the fucked.' 

Pen's pulse quickened. 'Show me how it works.' 

Jax's gaze sharpened. 'Store's not open yet. Back room.' She grabbed a strap-on from the pile, thick silicone cock, veined and long. 'This one vibrates. Powerful.' 

Pen followed, door clicking shut. Jax stripped her bottoms, stepping into the harness. The dildo jutted out, strapped tight to her hips. She flicked a switch; it buzzed low. 

'Your turn to learn.' Jax pointed to the table. 'Pants off. Bend over.' 

Pen's hands shook as she undid her jeans, kicking them aside. She leaned forward, ass up, palms flat on wood. Vulnerability hit, but excitement overrode it. 

Jax stepped behind, hands on Pen's hips. 'Spread your legs.' Pen did, pussy exposed, already slick. Jax rubbed the dildo's tip along her slit, teasing. 'Wet for it. Good girl.' 

The head pressed in, stretching Pen wide. She gasped, gripping the edge. Jax pushed steady, inch by inch, until buried deep. 

'Full?' Jax's voice was rough, hands gripping tighter. 

'Yes, move.' Pen pushed back, needing friction. 

Jax thrust slow at first, hips snapping forward. The dildo filled her completely, rubbing her walls. Buzzing hummed inside, vibrating her core. 

Pen moaned, head dropping. Each plunge hit her spot, pleasure building sharp. Jax's thighs slapped against her ass, rhythm picking up. 

'Like being fucked like this?' Jax reached around, fingers finding Pen's clit. She rubbed fast circles, matching the thrusts. 

'God, yes.' Pen's legs trembled, body rocking with each drive. The combo overwhelmed, clit throbbing under Jax's touch. 

Jax turned the vibe higher. Buzz intensified, sending shocks through Pen's pussy. She cried out, walls clenching. 

'Come on my cock.' Jax pounded harder, fingers pinching her clit. 

Pen broke, orgasm ripping through. Pussy spasmed around the silicone, juices dripping down her thighs. She shook, breaths ragged. 

Jax pulled out slow, dildo slick. She unbuckled the harness, tossing it aside. 'Your turn to wear it.' 

Pen straightened, dazed but hungry. Jax helped her step in, adjusting straps snug. The weight of the cock felt strange, powerful. Jax knelt, sucking the tip wet, eyes locked on Pen's. 

'Now fuck me.' Jax lay back on the table, legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened, piercings on her hood glinting. 

Pen climbed up, positioning between Jax's thighs. She guided the dildo in, watching Jax's face twist in pleasure. Tight heat enveloped the toy as Pen thrust forward. 

'Fuck, deeper.' Jax's hands pulled Pen closer, nails digging into her back. 

Pen moved experimental, then faster, hips rolling. Jax's moans spurred her, pussy gripping the shaft. Pen leaned down, capturing Jax's mouth in a messy kiss. 

Jax's legs wrapped around her, urging harder. 'Vibe on.' Pen flicked the switch, buzzing filling Jax. 

Jax arched, tits bouncing with each thrust. 'Right there, don't stop.' Her clit piercing rubbed against Pen's skin, adding friction. 

Pen pounded steady, sweat beading. Jax's walls fluttered, then clenched hard. She came loud, body convulsing, soaking the dildo. 

Pen slowed, easing out. They collapsed together, harness still on, breaths mingling. 

'You're a natural.' Jax kissed her neck, hand sliding down to cup Pen's ass. 

'Feels good, controlling it.' Pen admitted, grinding lightly against Jax's thigh. 

They cleaned up as the clock ticked toward opening. Jax sold the harness later, Pen ringing it up with a secret smile. 

Lunch break, Jax fed Pen bites from her sandwich, fingers lingering on lips. 'After close, we try cuffs. Bind you up.' 

Pen nodded, heat stirring again. 'Promise?' 

'Count on it, kid.' 

The afternoon dragged with customers eyeing straps, Pen recommending sizes based on feel. Her confidence grew, body marked by faint bruises from Jax's grip. 

Closing hit like relief. Jax flipped the sign, dragging Pen to the back. She pulled leather cuffs from a drawer, buckling them on Pen's wrists. 

'Hands above head.' Jax hooked them to a shelf, Pen stretched tall, exposed. Jax stripped her slow, kissing every inch revealed. 

'Teasing now.' Pen tugged, but stayed put. 

Jax knelt again, tongue lapping her pussy. Long strokes, then sucking her clit. Pen's arms strained, pleasure pooling fast. 

Fingers joined, three pushing in, stretching her. Jax curled them, hitting deep. Pen's cries bounced off walls, body helpless. 

'Come bound.' Jax sucked harder, fingers thrusting wild. 

Pen exploded, squirting light onto Jax's chin. Legs gave out, cuffs holding her up. 

Jax unhooked her, catching the fall. They tumbled to mats, Jax's mouth on Pen's tits, biting nipples. 

'Want you always like this.' Pen whispered, hands free now, pulling Jax down. 

'You'll have me.' Jax ground against her, both slick and spent. 

They dressed in the dim light, promises hanging thick. Pen left with steps lighter, craving the next bind, the next toy. Jax had unlocked something wild in her, and she chased it fully. 

Pen pedaled faster than usual, thighs burning from the ride. The store loomed ahead, neon sign off but promising heat inside. She chained her bike, heart pounding already. Last night's dreams replayed, Jax's hands pinning her, tongue everywhere. 

Door pushed open, bell tinkling soft. Jax leaned on the counter, flipping through a catalog. Her hair tied back, exposing neck tattoos curling like smoke. 'Right on time. Hungry for more?' 

Pen nodded, apron slipping on quick. 'Couldn't sleep thinking about it.' Her voice came out breathy, eyes dropping to Jax's chest, where piercings poked fabric. 

'Good. Stock the shelves first, new vibrators in.' Jax handed her a box, fingers brushing Pen's. Spark jumped, making her clit twitch. 

They worked side by side, unpacking sleek toys, bullets, wands, plugs with tails. Pen held a rabbit vibe, ears curved for clit. 'This one looks intense.' 

Jax snatched it, twisting the base. It hummed alive, strong pulse. 'Try it later. On you, while I watch.' Her tone dropped low, eyes dark. 

Morning customers trickled in, mostly men grabbing lube, one woman browsing harnesses. Pen helped shyly, recommending based on Jax's whispers. 'Tell her the straps adjust easy for beginners.' Confidence built with each sale, body humming under clothes. 

Break time, Jax locked the bathroom door. Pulled Pen close, hand sliding under skirt to cup her pussy. 'Wet already?' 

'Always now.' Pen leaned into the touch, nipples hardening. 

Jax fingered her slow, two digits circling entrance. 'Hold it. No coming till after close.' She withdrew, licking her fingers clean. Pen whimpered, denied but aching. 

Afternoon blurred with restocks, Pen's focus shot. Every buzz from a demo toy echoed her need. Jax caught her staring, smirking. 'Patience, kid. It'll be worth it.' 

Closing finally came. Jax dragged the 'Closed' sign, lights dimming. 'Back room. Strip.' 

Pen obeyed fast, clothes pooling at feet. Naked, skin prickling in cool air. Jax circled her, eyes raking over curves, small tits, flat belly, trimmed bush. 

'Hands behind back.' Jax buckled cuffs again, leather tight on wrists. Then ankles, spreading her legs to a bar that kept thighs apart. Pen stood exposed, pussy lips parting slight. 

Jax stepped back, admiring. 'Perfect. Now the tease.' She grabbed the rabbit vibe, pressing it to Pen's inner thigh. Buzz low, vibrations traveling up. 

Pen squirmed, trying to close legs. 'Please, touch me.' 

'Not yet.' Jax trailed the toy higher, skirting her folds. Dipped in just the tip, then out. Pen's hips bucked, chasing it. 

Jax knelt, breath hot on Pen's skin. Tongue flicked her clit once, quick. Pen moaned, pulling at bonds. Jax sucked a nipple instead, teeth grazing the barbell there, no, Pen had none, but Jax's own glinted as she bit light. 

'Jax, fuck, I need it.' Pen's voice cracked, juices trickling down leg. 

' Beg better.' Jax stood, grabbing a flogger from the wall, soft leather tails. She dragged it over Pen's tits, then ass, light snaps stinging. 

Pen gasped, pain mixing with want. Each strike warmed her skin red. Jax paused, vibe returning to her clit, ears buzzing direct now. 

Pleasure spiked, but Jax pulled away before edge. 'Not till I say.' 

Pen's body shook, frustration building. Jax fingered herself watching, moans filling the room. Her pussy dripped, fingers plunging deep. 

'Watch me come first.' Jax rubbed her clit fast, hips grinding air. She shattered quick, cum coating thighs, eyes on Pen's desperate face. 

Then Jax returned, vibe full power on Pen's pussy. Thrust it in deep, shaft filling her, ears hitting clit relentless. 

Pen screamed, walls clamping. Orgasm crashed hard, body convulsing in cuffs. She squirted again, spray hitting Jax's arm. 

Jax held her through it, vibe buzzing till oversensitive. Unbuckled slow, massaging wrists. 'Beautiful when you break.' 

Pen slumped into her arms, kissing sloppy. 'Your turn to beg.' She pushed Jax to the table, grabbing cuffs. 

Jax lay back, wrists offered. Pen bound her quick, ankles too. Spread wide, Jax's pierced pussy on display, hood ring shining wet. 

Pen grabbed a wand vibe, biggest one. Pressed it firm to Jax's clit, high speed. Jax arched, tits heaving. 

'Fuck, yes, harder.' Jax tugged bonds, thighs quivering. 

Pen leaned in, tongue lapping Jax's entrance while wand buzzed. Tasted her musk, salty and deep. Sucked the piercing gentle, then hard. 

Jax bucked, moans turning to cries. 'Deeper, finger me.' 

Pen slid three in, stretching Jax wide. Pumped fast, curling to her spot. Wand unrelenting on clit. 

Jax came explosive, pussy gushing around fingers. Body thrashed, cuffs rattling. 

Pen eased off, unbinding her. They tangled on the floor, hands roaming free. Jax's mouth found Pen's pussy, licking remnants clean. 

'You're mine now, all ways.' Jax murmured, nipping thigh. 

'Always was.' Pen pulled her up, kissing deep, tongues tangling. 

They dressed lazy, store quiet. Pen left with marks hidden under clothes, reddened ass, cuffed wrists faint. Tomorrow loomed with more toys, more binds. Jax had her hooked, body and soul. 

Pen woke sore in the best way, thighs sticky from dreams of Jax's tongue. She showered quick, fingers lingering on red marks from the flogger. Bike ride to the store felt endless, pussy clenching at every bump in the road. 

Bell jingled as she entered. Jax wiped down displays, tank top clinging to sweat-damp skin. Her eyes lit up, scanning Pen head to toe. 'Looking eager. Sleep okay?' 

'Barely.' Pen tied her apron, voice low. 'Kept replaying last night. Your pussy on my tongue.' 

Jax grinned, handing her a stack of DVDs to shelve. 'Flatterer. We've got a busy day, new shipment of remote vibes. Test one before opening?' 

Pen's pulse raced. Jax pulled a small egg-shaped toy from the box, controller in hand. 'Panties down.' 

In the back room, Pen hiked her skirt, sliding underwear off. Jax pressed the egg against her clit, then pushed it inside her pussy. It settled deep, snug. 

'Sit at the counter. Act normal.' Jax pocketed the remote, unlocking the door. 

Customers flowed in steady, guys eyeing porn mags, couples whispering over lingerie. Pen rang up sales, smiling tight. Every few minutes, Jax hit the button. Buzz started low, making her grip the edge. 

'Need help with that?' A man asked about cock rings. Pen nodded, legs pressing together as the vibe pulsed stronger. Her juices soaked the seat. 

Jax leaned close during a lull, thumbing the control higher. 'Hold still. Don't let it show.' Pen bit her lip, clit throbbing inside her. 

Lunch break, Jax turned it off. Pulled Pen to the bathroom, door locked. 'How's it feel?' 

'Like I'm gonna burst.' Pen panted, hand reaching down. Jax slapped it away. 

'Not yet. Pull it out slow.' Pen reached in, fingers slick as she extracted the egg. It came out coated in her cream. Jax sucked it clean, eyes locked on hers. 

Afternoon dragged, Pen's body on fire. She restocked anal beads, imagining them in Jax. Jax caught her blush, whispering, 'Tonight, we'll use those. On you first.' 

Closing time hit like mercy. Jax flipped the sign, dimmed lights. 'Back room. On your knees.' 

Pen dropped fast, skirt up, ass out. Jax grabbed the anal beads, five smooth spheres, growing bigger. Lubed them heavy, then pressed the smallest to Pen's tight hole. 

'Relax. Push back.' Jax worked it in slow, Pen gasping as it popped past the ring. One by one, beads filled her ass, stretching full. 

'Good girl. Now the front.' Jax strapped on a dildo, thick, veined, with a clit stimulator for herself. She lubed it, then thrust into Pen's pussy in one go. 

Pen cried out, double stuffed. Jax fucked her steady, beads shifting with each pound. Pen's walls gripped the cock, ass clenching around the intrusion. 

'Pull the beads while I fuck you.' Jax ordered, hips snapping hard. 

Pen reached back, yanking the string. First bead tugged free, sending sparks up her spine. Jax groaned, her own clit buzzing from the harness. 

Second bead out, Pen moaned loud, pussy flooding. Jax sped up, balls slapping wet. 

'Harder, fill me.' Pen begged, third bead popping. Pain-pleasure mixed, body shaking. 

Jax gripped her hips, pounding deep. Fourth bead yanked, Pen's orgasm building fast. Last one tugged free, ass empty and gaping slight. 

Pen came screaming, pussy squirting around the dildo. Walls milked it, juices dripping down thighs. Jax kept thrusting through it, chasing her own release. 

'Fuck, your ass took it so good.' Jax pulled out, flipping Pen over. She straddled her face, grinding pussy down. 

Pen licked eager, tongue plunging into Jax's folds. Sucked her clit hard, tasting the day's arousal mixed with lube. Jax rocked fast, tits bouncing. 

'Yes, eat me out.' Jax pinched her own nipples, pulling the bars. Pen's hands roamed up, fingering Jax's ass light. 

Jax shattered quick, cum flooding Pen's mouth. She rode it out, thighs clamping Pen's head. 

They collapsed together, breaths ragged. Jax kissed her forehead. 'You're turning wild. Tomorrow, we try the remote in public, for real.' 

Pen shivered, nodding. 'Show me everything.' Clothes on, she biked home buzzing, ass tender, pussy sated but hungry for more. Jax owned her now, pushing limits daily. 

Pen arrived early, heart pounding from the night's restless sleep. Jax waited behind the counter, remote in her pocket, a sleek bullet vibe already packaged for the day. 'Wear it under your skirt. No panties.' 

Pen nodded, slipping into the bathroom. She inserted the toy deep into her pussy, the smooth shape nestling against her walls. Back out, Jax tested it with a quick buzz. Pen gasped, knees buckling slight. 

'Good. Now, we close early today. Shopping trip, your treat on me.' Jax locked eyes, smirking. 'Act natural out there.' 

They hit the mall first, Jax's hand on Pen's lower back guiding her. Crowds milled around, families, shoppers bumping elbows. Pen's steps felt unsteady, the vibe silent but promising. 

In a clothing store, Jax cranked it low while Pen browsed racks. Buzz hummed inside, making her clit swell. She fingered lace bras, pretending focus, but her nipples hardened against her shirt. 

'Pick something slutty.' Jax whispered, upping the intensity. Pen moaned soft, covering it with a cough. She grabbed a sheer teddy, rushing to the fitting room. 

Jax followed, slipping in. 'Show me.' Door barely shut, she hiked Pen's skirt, fingers checking the toy's position. Pen leaned on the wall, pussy dripping down her thighs. 

'Quiet. Or they'll hear.' Jax thumbed the remote higher, then dropped to her knees. Tongue flicked out, lapping at Pen's exposed clit above the vibe's base. 

Pen bit her fist, hips bucking. Jax sucked her folds, the vibration amplifying every lick. Customers chattered outside, footsteps close. Pen's orgasm hit sudden, juices coating Jax's chin. She stifled the cry, body trembling. 

Jax stood, wiping her mouth. 'Buy it. We're not done.' They paid quick, Pen's face flushed, legs wobbly. 

Next, a cafe for lunch. Seated at a corner table, Jax buzzed it steady. Pen shifted in her chair, fork scraping plate. Waitress refilled waters, oblivious to Pen's clenched jaw. 

'Imagine them knowing.' Jax murmured, hand under the table squeezing Pen's thigh. The pulse grew erratic, Pen's pussy clenching around the intrusion. She came again, subtle shudders, spilling a bit on the seat. 

Back at the store by afternoon, customers scarce. Jax locked the door early. 'Upstairs. My place.' She led Pen to the apartment above the shop, remote still active. 

Jax's bedroom loomed, king bed, walls lined with toys, cuffs dangling from posts. She stripped Pen slow, skirt pooling, then tugged the bullet free. It emerged slick, strings of arousal clinging. 

'On the bed. Hands above head.' Jax cuffed Pen's wrists to the headboard, leather biting soft. She grabbed a harness, buckling in a massive strap-on, ridged, longer than before. 

Lube dripped heavy as Jax positioned between Pen's spread legs. 'Beg for it.' 

'Please, fuck me deep.' Pen arched, pussy aching empty. 

Jax thrust in hard, filling her to the hilt. Pen yelled, walls stretching around the girth. Jax pounded relentless, hips slamming, the harness grinding her own clit. 

'Say you're mine.' Jax growled, one hand choking light on Pen's throat. 

'Yours,  all yours.' Pen gasped, tits jiggling with each drive. Jax released the choke, pinching nipples instead, twisting the piercings on her own as she rode the rhythm. 

Pen's legs wrapped Jax's waist, pulling closer. The strap-on hit her g-spot dead on, building pressure fast. Jax flipped her over, uncuffing briefly to reposition on all fours. 

Ass up, Jax re-entered from behind, spanking cheeks red. Pen pushed back, meeting every thrust. 'Harder, make me cum.' 

Jax obliged, fingers digging bruises. She reached around, rubbing Pen's clit furious. Orgasm crashed through Pen, pussy spasming, squirting onto the sheets. Jax kept fucking, drawing it out long. 

'Now your ass.' Jax pulled out, lubing the tip anew. Pen nodded eager, relaxing as the head pressed her hole. 

Slow at first, then deeper, Jax sank in. Pen moaned, the stretch burning sweet. Jax fucked her ass steady, hand stroking Pen's pussy in tandem. 

'Take it, good slut.' Jax panted, her free hand fisting the sheets. Pen rocked back, filled in both ends by fingers and cock. 

Second climax built quick, Pen screaming as it hit. Ass clenched tight around the strap-on, pussy gushing over Jax's palm. Jax thrust erratic, her own release peaking from the friction. 

She pulled out gentle, collapsing beside Pen. Uncuffed, they tangled limbs, Jax's piercings cool against Pen's skin. 

'That was... everything.' Pen whispered, kissing Jax's neck. 

Jax held her close. 'And it's just starting. You belong here, with me.' Pen smiled, body spent, heart full. The store, the toys, the lessons, all led to this, their raw, unbreakable bond. 
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