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Chapter One




Emma Thompson woke up to the sound of her roommate’s blender at 7:03 a.m., the same way she had every morning for the past three weeks. The cheap apartment walls did nothing to muffle the grinding whirr of frozen strawberries and discount protein powder. She groaned, rolled over, and slapped her phone silent before the alarm could even begin.

No new notifications. No missed calls. No “We’d like to offer you the position.”

Just the same empty lock screen photo of her and Jake at senior prom with him in a rented tux that didn’t quite fit his shoulders, her in a baby-blue dress she’d hated even then. She stared at it for a second, then locked the phone and shoved it under her pillow like it had personally betrayed her.

By the time she dragged herself into the kitchenette, her roommate Kaylee was already halfway out the door, earbuds in, iced coffee sloshing.

“Rent’s due Friday,” Kaylee sang without looking back.

“Yeah, I know,” Emma muttered to the closing door.

She opened the fridge. Half a yogurt, three eggs, and a single slice of bread that had started growing its own ecosystem. Fantastic.

Her laptop sat on the wobbly card table that doubled as a dining room. She flipped it open and refreshed her email for the fortieth time in 24 hours. Still nothing from any grocery stores, nothing from fast food places, nothing from the campus bookstore that had seemed like a sure thing.

She’d applied to thirty-two places in the last month. Thirty-two. She had the spreadsheet to prove it—columns for date applied, follow-up date, manager’s name, notes. Most of the notes just said “no call back” or “position filled” or, in the case of the pretentious coffee shop downtown, “lacks the vibe we are looking for.”

Emma closed the laptop harder than necessary.

Jake texted while she was brushing her teeth.

Jake: miss u babe. party at delta sig tonight if u wanna drive up?

Emma: can’t. still no job = no gas money

Jake: bummer. next weekend then??

Emma: maybe

She stared at the ‘maybe’ for a long time before hitting send. They hadn’t had sex since August, and even then, it had been the same five-minute missionary routine in his dorm bunk bed while his roommate pretended to sleep six feet away. She loved Jake, she guessed, but lately the word felt like a habit more than a feeling.

But most pressing, Emma needed money. Real money, not the $11.75 an hour the old movie theater had offered before closing down.

So, she printed twenty fresh copies of her resume at the library, stuffed them into a manila folder, and set out on foot because bus fare was for people with jobs. Emma enjoyed walking anyways.

The morning was crisp, the kind of late-September day that smelled like turning leaves and impending doom. She hit her first twenty stops: another grocery store that “wasn’t hiring,” the taco place with some dude that took her resume and immediately dropped it in a drawer labeled “random papers,” the girl in the boutique that laughed—actually laughed—when she asked about seasonal help.

By noon her feet hurt and her pride was shredded. She sat on a bench outside a vape shop, eating a $1.99 slice of convenience-store pizza and watching her dreams curdle.

That’s when she noticed the neighborhood shifting.

She’d been walking west without really paying attention, chasing one “We’re always accepting applications!” sign after another. The cute brick storefronts and artisanal donut shops gave way to pawn shops, check-cashing places, and bars that were already open at two in the afternoon. The sidewalks got narrower, the graffiti more artistic, the air faintly sweet with weed and fryer grease.

Emma hesitated. Her mom’s voice echoed in her head: Don’t go past 12th Street, honey, it gets sketchy.

But her mom wasn’t the one with a rent payment that felt like a ghoul on her shoulder.

She kept walking.

The next few blocks were a blur of “no soliciting” signs and blank stares. She was down to her last five resumes when she turned onto a side street lined with older Victorian houses converted into businesses—a tattoo parlor with neon roses in the window, a psychic who advertised tarot readings in three languages, a laundromat with a handwritten “Out of Order” sign taped to every dryer.

And then, at the very end of the block, a narrow storefront painted matte black. The sign above the door was elegant cursive: Velvet Secrets.

In the window, a discreet red neon outline of lips glowed softly. Below it, a single white poster: HELP WANTED — RETAIL EXPERIENCE PREFERRED BUT NOT REQUIRED. INQUIRE WITHIN.

Emma stopped dead.

Through the tinted glass she could just make out racks of lace and leather, shelves lined with colorful boxes, a display of—were those… dildos? Yep. Arranged like fine jewelry under soft spotlights.

Her stomach flipped. Heat rushed to her cheeks so fast she felt dizzy.

An adult store. Of course it was an adult store.

For a full minute she stood rooted to the sidewalk, clutching her pathetic little folder of resumes, arguing with herself.

You are not this desperate. But you are literally this desperate. Nice girls don’t work in places like that. Nice girls also don’t get evicted.

A city bus rumbled past, kicking up dust. Somewhere down the block a car alarm started wailing and didn’t stop.

Emma looked down at her outfit - faded jeans, an old oversized hoodie, sneakers with a hole forming at the toe. She looked like a poor orphan playing dress-up as a responsible adult.

“Screw it,” she whispered to no one.

She pushed open the door before she could chicken out.

A soft chime sounded overhead. The air inside was warm and scented—like vanilla and something darker, muskier. The lighting was low and flattering, everything bathed in shades of crimson and gold. It didn’t feel dirty or shameful; it felt… expensive. Curated.

To her left, glass cases displayed intricate glass toys and bottles of lubricant arranged by flavor. To her right, racks of lingerie in every color, some of it so delicate it looked like it would dissolve under a harsh breath. In the center of the room, a velvet chaise lounge sat beneath a crystal chandelier like it belonged in a palace.

And behind the counter, leaning casually against a display of handcuffs and silk restraints, was one of the most beautiful woman Emma had ever seen in real life.

Dark hair shaved on one side, falling in soft waves on the other. Olive skin covered in vibrant tattoos—a snake coiling up one arm, roses and daggers on the other. A silver ring glinted in her septum; smaller ones climbed the shell of her ear. She wore a black cropped tank that showed off a toned stomach and the hint of a navel piercing, paired with high-waisted leather pants that looked painted on.

Her eyes were sharp green and lined in smoky kohl, and they lifted from the magazine she’d been reading and landed on Emma.

A slow, knowing smile curved deep red lips.

“Well,” the woman said, voice low and velvet-rough, “Hello there.”

Emma forgot how words worked.

For a good few seconds, she was standing frozen just inside the door with her resumes clutched to her chest like a shield.

The woman, Monica, according to the name tag glinting between full breasts—tilted her head.

“You lost, sweetheart? Or just… curious?”

Emma swallowed hard. The chime jingled again as the door swung shut behind her, sealing her in.

She took one shaky step forward.

“Hi,” she managed, voice cracking. “I, um… I saw the help-wanted sign?”

Monica’s smile widened, something predatory and delighted flickering behind those green eyes.

“Did you now?” She closed the magazine, set it aside, and leaned forward on her elbows. “Well then. Let’s talk.”

∞∞∞

Monica straightened, all fluid confidence, and came around the counter. Up close she was even taller than Emma had guessed, at least five-nine, maybe five-ten, and the way she moved made the air feel suddenly smaller. She smelled like warm skin and something smoky-sweet, like incense and sex.

“Monica Reyes,” she said, offering a hand. Her nails were short, painted matte black. A tiny silver ring glinted on her thumb. “Owner, manager, and occasional therapist to the sexually perplexed.”

Emma took the hand automatically. Monica’s grip was firm, warm, her thumb brushing once across Emma’s knuckles before letting go. The touch lingered like static.

“Emma Thompson,” she answered, hearing how small her voice sounded. “I—I have a resume.”

Monica’s gaze flicked to the manila folder Emma was clutching like a life raft. “Cute. But we’ll get to that. First rule of Velvet Secrets: nobody stands around looking terrified on my watch. Come here.”

She crooked a finger and turned, hips swaying as she led Emma past the lingerie racks toward the back of the store. Emma followed, cheeks burning, trying not to stare at the way the leather pants hugged Monica’s ass.

They passed a curtained doorway marked PRIVATE. Monica pushed it aside and flicked on a softer light. The back room was surprisingly tidy: a small desk, a plush purple couch, shelves of unopened stock, and a full-length mirror in one corner. A faint scent of sandalwood hung in the air.

Monica dropped onto the couch and patted the cushion beside her. “Sit. Breathe. You look like you’re expecting me to sacrifice you to Satan.”

Emma perched on the edge, knees pressed together. “I’ve just… never been in a place like this.”

“Obviously.” Monica’s tone was fond, not mocking. “Which makes me wonder why you walked in at all.”

Emma exhaled shakily. “I need a job. Like, yesterday. I’ve applied everywhere else and no one’s hiring. Or they are, but they want three years of experience for an entry-level cashier position, which is insane.”

Monica laughed, low and warm. “Retail’s a blood sport. You’re smart to look off the beaten path.” She leaned back, stretching one arm along the back of the couch. Her fingertips were inches from Emma’s shoulder. “So. Tell me about Emma Thompson.”

Emma launched into the rehearsed lines: recent high school grad, taking some business classes, reliable, quick learner, great with customers. Monica listened, head tilted, eyes never leaving Emma’s face. When Emma finished, Monica hummed.

“Sounds perfect for some box store. But here?” She gestured vaguely toward the shop floor. “We sell pleasure. Fantasy. Things people are embarrassed to buy in daylight. That takes a certain… comfort level.”

Emma’s stomach flipped. “I—I can learn.”

“Can you?” Monica’s voice dropped, velvet and dangerous. “Let’s find out.”

She stood and crossed to a shelf, pulling down a flat pink box. When she turned back, Emma saw the label: Sonic Clitoral Stimulator.

Monica flipped the lid open like it was the most natural thing in the world. Inside, nestled in black satin, was a sleek, curved device the color of rosé champagne.

“This is one of our bestsellers,” Monica said conversationally. “Uses air pulses instead of vibration. Women lose their goddamn minds over it.” She lifted it out, thumb tracing the soft silicone mouth. “Tell me what you see.”

Emma’s mouth went dry. “A… sex toy?”

Monica’s lips twitched. “Technically accurate. Try again. Sell it to me.”

Emma blinked. “I— what?”

“Pretend I’m a nervous customer who’s never bought anything like this before. Convince me I need it.”

Emma stared at the toy like it might bite her. “Um. It’s… pretty?”

Monica laughed again, delighted. “Oh, sweetheart. We’re gonna have to work on your dirty talk.” She stepped closer, close enough that Emma could see the tiny tattoo of a crescent moon beneath Monica’s collarbone. “Try this: it’s discreet, rechargeable, waterproof. Eight intensity settings. Feels like someone’s tongue but better, because it never gets tired.”

Emma swallowed. The words painted pictures she very much did not need in her head right now.

Monica’s gaze softened. “You’re blushing so hard I’m worried about blood pressure. Relax. I’m not gonna make you demonstrate.” She set the toy aside and sat again, closer this time. Her knee brushed Emma’s. “Question is: can you ring that up for a stranger without dying of embarrassment? Can you answer questions about anal beads or nipple clamps or why someone might want a dildo that looks like a tentacle?”

Emma’s voice came out a squeak. “Tentacle?”

“Very popular. Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” Monica grinned, all teeth and mischief. “I don’t need you to be an expert day one. I need you to be open-minded. Curious. Able to say the word ‘clitoris’ without giggling.”

Emma bit her lip. “I can say clitoris.”

“Good girl.” The praise landed between Emma’s legs like a spark. Monica noticed she noticed everything and her smile turned wicked. “You free tomorrow afternoon?”

Emma nodded mutely.

“Four o’clock. Wear something cute. We’ll do a proper training shift. If you survive without spontaneously combusting, the jobs yours. Twelve an hour to start, plus commission on upsells. Which can be ridiculous if you’re sweet.”

Emma’s brain short-circuited at the phrase good girl still echoing. “I— yes. Thank you. I won’t let you down.”

Monica stood, offering her hand again. This time when Emma took it, Monica pulled her up gently, steadying her when she wobbled.

“One more thing,” Monica murmured, leaning in just enough that Emma could feel her breath against her ear. “Boyfriend? Girlfriend? Complicated situationship?”

Emma’s heart stuttered. “Boyfriend. Jake. We’ve been together since junior year.”

Monica’s hum was noncommittal. “He supportive of you working here?”

“He… doesn’t exactly know yet.”

“Mm. Well. When he does, send him my way if he has questions.” Monica’s fingers brushed a stray strand of hair behind Emma’s ear, the touch feather-light. “I’m very persuasive.”

Emma wasn’t sure what that meant.

Monica walked her to the door, hand resting lightly at the small of Emma’s back the whole way. The contact burned through Emma’s hoodie.

“Tomorrow, four sharp,” Monica reminded, holding the door open. Cool air rushed in, snapping Emma out of whatever trance she’d been in. “And Emma?”

Emma turned.

Monica’s eyes were dark, amused, hungry. “Welcome to Velvet Secrets.”

The door chimed shut behind her, and Emma stood on the sidewalk feeling like she’d just signed a contract written in blood.


Chapter Two




Emma showed up at 3:47 p.m. the next day, because being even one minute late felt like it might get her eaten alive.

She’d spent an hour that morning staring into her closet like it had personally offended her. Jeans and a hoodie weren’t going to cut it, but everything else felt like either “trying too hard” or “church picnic.” She finally settled on a black skirt that hit mid-thigh, the only one she owned that wasn’t part of a Halloween costume, and a soft burgundy sweater that made her feel slightly less like she was playing dress-up. She left her hair down for once, wavy and a little wild, and swapped her glasses for the contacts she almost never wore. When she looked in the mirror she barely recognized herself.

Monica noticed immediately.

The bell chimed and Monica glanced up from the register, doing a slow, deliberate once-over that made Emma’s knees wobble.

“Well,” Monica drawled, “look what the cat dragged in. And here I was worried you’d show up in another old hoodie.”

Emma flushed. “I can change if—”

“Don’t you dare.” Monica crooked a finger. “Come here, gorgeous.”

The store was quiet—just the low throb of music, something slow and sensual with a woman singing in French. Monica locked the front door and flipped the sign to CLOSED.

“First part we do private,” she explained. “No customers, no pressure. Just you, me, and a few thousand dollars’ worth of silicone cocks.” Monica laughed.

Emma choked on air.

Monica laughed and took her by the hand, leading her toward the counter. “Relax. We’re starting easy. Register training, product basics, how not to faint when someone asks for extra-large anal plugs.”

The next hour was a dizzying.

Monica moved like she owned gravity itself, pulling boxes off shelves, explaining features with the casual confidence of someone describing produce at a farmer’s market.

“This is the Womanizer Premium—air pulse again, but with autopilot mode. It reads how turned-on you are and adjusts itself. Freaky, right?”

Emma nodded, trying to look anywhere except the way Monica’s tongue played with her lip ring while she talked.

They practiced ringing up imaginary purchases. Monica stood behind her at the register, arms caging her in, chest brushing Emma’s back every time she leaned over to point at the screen.

“Hit modify, then discount code VELVET20 for regulars with their number. Good. Now bag it like you’re wrapping a present for someone you want to fuck.”

Emma’s fingers slipped on the ribbon. Monica’s low chuckle vibrated against her spine.

By six o’clock the sky outside had gone indigo. Monica poured them both sparkling water with lime in real glasses—"no plastic cups in this palace of sin”—and declared a break.

They sat on the velvet chaise in the front window display. Monica kicked off her boots and tucked one foot beneath her, completely at ease. Emma sat primly, knees together, glass clutched in both hands.

“So,” Monica said, “how’s the boyfriend taking the news?”

Emma picked at the label on her glass. “I… haven’t exactly told him yet.”

Monica lifted an eyebrow. “Waiting for the right moment, or hoping he never finds out?”

“Both?” Emma tried for a laugh; it came out squeaky. “He’s kind of traditional. His mom still calls me ‘that nice girl Jake brought to Thanksgiving.’ If he knew I was working here…”

Monica studied her for a long moment. “You’re eighteen, Emma. You’re allowed to have a life that doesn’t revolve around what Jake and his mommy think is nice.” She reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind Emma’s ear again—deliberate this time. “Besides. You’re not doing anything wrong. You’re selling happiness in pretty packaging.”

Emma’s pulse thudded in her throat. Monica’s fingers lingered at the shell of her ear, then trailed down to rest lightly on her collarbone. Barely a touch, but Emma felt it everywhere.

“Tell you what,” Monica murmured. “Let’s do a real test. One product demo. If you can handle it without melting, I’ll know you’re ready for customers tomorrow.”

Emma swallowed. “What kind of demo?”

Monica stood and offered her hand. “Come with me.”

She led Emma to the back room again, but this time she didn’t turn on the overhead light. Just a small lamp that painted everything amber. She opened a drawer and took out something small and purple, no bigger than an egg, with a tapered tail.

“Remote vibrating egg. Waterproof. Ten patterns.” She pressed a button on the little remote and the egg buzzed softly in her palm. “I want you to hold it. Just hold it. Get used to the idea that pleasure isn’t scary.”

Emma stared at it like it was radioactive.

Monica’s voice dropped, gentle but firm. “You can say no, sweetheart. Always. But I think you’re curious. I think you walked in here yesterday because some part of you is tired of pretending to be the good girl everyone expects.”

Emma’s breath hitched. She reached out—slowly—and let Monica place the egg in her hand. It was warm from Monica’s skin, surprisingly light.

Monica clicked the remote. A gentle, steady pulse started against Emma’s palm. Her fingers curled instinctively around it.

“Feel that?” Monica asked. “That’s just the lowest setting. Imagine it pressed right up against your clit, under your little skirt, while you’re ringing up a customer who has no idea.”

Emma’s thighs pressed together without permission. The egg buzzed softly, innocently, but her body reacted like Monica had whispered pure filth.

Monica stepped closer, crowding her against the desk. “You’re wet already, aren’t you?”

Emma couldn’t lie; the heat between her legs was impossible to hide. She gave the tiniest nod.

“Good,” Monica breathed. “That’s honest. That’s perfect. That’s what I like.”

She clicked the remote again. The pattern shifted—three short pulses, one long. Emma gasped involuntarily.

Monica’s hands settled on her hips. “Here’s the deal. You can have that, on the house. But you take it home tonight and use it. And you have to report back to me. Deal? Can’t have a girl working here who hasn’t ever used a sex toy before.”

Emma’s breath came in shallow little puffs. The egg was still buzzing against her palm like a trapped bee, and every pulse felt like it was rewiring her brain.

Monica waited, one eyebrow arched, green eyes unreadable except for the heat flickering behind them.

Emma licked her lips. “Deal,” she whispered.

A slow, filthy smile spread across Monica’s face. “Good girl.”

∞∞∞

Emma clutched the little purple egg all the way home, zipped inside the pocket of her skirt like contraband. Every bump of the bus made it shift against her thigh and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from whimpering out loud.

Kaylee was, mercifully, already asleep on the couch with Netflix still playing. Emma tiptoed past, locked her bedroom door, and leaned against it for a long second, heart racing like she’d sprinted the six blocks instead of ridden the late bus.

The room was dark except for the orange glow of the streetlight leaking through the blinds. She didn’t bother turning on the lamp. She peeled off her sweater, unhooked her bra, stepped out of the skirt and plain cotton panties that were embarrassingly soaked. The cool air hit her skin and her nipples tightened instantly.

She crawled onto her narrow bed still wearing nothing but the soft burgundy knee-high socks she’d thrown on that morning. The sheets were chilly against her back made her shiver.

The egg felt heavier now, like it had absorbed every filthy thing Monica had said to her. Emma lay on her back, knees bent, feet flat on the mattress. She hesitated only a second before parting her thighs.

She was slick, swollen, aching in a way she’d never quite literally never felt before. Even the air moving across her felt like too much. She clicked the button on the base of the egg once, just like Monica had shown her, and it came to life with that same gentle, steady hum that had made her knees weak in the back room.

Emma pressed it lightly, experimentally, right against the hood of her clit.

“Oh—” The sound slipped out before she could stop it.

It was nothing like her fingers. Nothing like the rushed, guilty circles she sometimes rubbed out in the shower when Jake hadn’t made her cum in weeks. This was deeper, relentless, perfect. The vibrations rolled through the soft silicone seemed to sink straight into her bones.

She let her head fall back against the pillow, eyes fluttering shut. In the dark behind her eyelids, Monica’s voice played on repeat.

Imagine it pressed right up against your clit, under your little skirt, while you’re ringing up a customer who has no idea…

Emma’s hips rolled without permission. She spread her legs wider, one hand cupping her breast, pinching her nipple the way she’d imagined Monica might. The other kept the egg in place, moving it in tiny circles that made her toes curl.

Her breathing turned ragged. She could feel how wet she was, embarrassingly wet, the slippery sound of the toy moving against her loud in the quiet room. Every pulse felt like it was tugging on a string connected straight to her spine.

She pictured Monica leaning against the counter tomorrow, green eyes knowing, maybe brushing a thumb across her lower lip while Emma tried to count back change with that same egg buzzing secretly between her legs.

The fantasy sent a fresh rush of heat through her. She pressed the egg harder, thighs trembling.

It built faster than she expected, sharp and bright behind her navel. She bit her forearm to muffle the moan that tore out of her when she came, hips jerking, back arching off the bed, the egg slipping in her suddenly too-sensitive fingers. The orgasm rolled and rolled, longer than any she’d ever given herself, until she was gasping, shaking, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes from the intensity.

When it finally ebbed, she lay there limp, chest heaving, the egg still humming softly against her thigh where it had slid. She clicked it off with clumsy fingers and stared at the ceiling, stunned.


Chapter Three




The first three shifts had been a slow, exquisite torture.

Customers came and went: shy college girls buying their first vibrator, married men in sunglasses asking for “something for the wife,” a stunning drag queen who spent forty-five minutes debating between two shades of lipstick-shaped bullets while calling Monica “darling” in a voice like honey over gravel. Emma rang them up, gift-wrapped their secrets, and tried not to stare every time Monica leaned over the counter to demonstrate suction strength or vibration patterns.

Monica never touched her in front of anyone. She didn’t have to.

A look was enough. A low “good girl” murmured when Emma correctly explained the difference between water-based and silicone lube to a nervous first-timer. The way Monica’s tongue touched her own canine tooth when she watched Emma bend over to restock the bottom shelf. The slow slide of Monica’s fingers across the counter when she handed Emma a bottle of toy cleaner, knuckles brushing Emma’s like a secret.

By the end of the third shift, Emma’s nerves were raw, her panties ruined, and her mind stuck in a permanent loop of Monica’s voice saying good girl.

It was a Thursday night, just past closing. The last customers, a giggling pair of girls buying matching bunny vibes had finally left. Monica locked the door, flipped the sign, dimmed the front lights to a sultry red glow.

Emma was wiping down the glass counter, trying to keep her hands busy so they wouldn’t shake, when Monica’s gaze burning into her back the whole time.

“Come here, sweetheart.”

Emma set the cloth down and walked over on legs that felt like jelly. Monica was perched on the velvet chaise in the window display, one boot propped on the seat, the other leg stretched out. She looked like a queen waiting for tribute.

“Sit.” Monica patted the cushion beside her.

Emma obeyed, leaving a careful six inches of space. Monica erased it immediately by hooking an arm around Emma’s waist and tugging her closer until their thighs pressed together.

“I need to know something.” Monica said.

Shit. “What is it?” Emma stammered.

“Tell me the truth,” Monica said, voice soft but commanding. “How many times have you used that little egg since I gave it to you?”

Emma’s cheeks flamed. “Every night.”

Monica’s smile was slow and pleased. “And?”

Emma swallowed. “Sometimes… twice.”

“Do you like it?”

“…Yes.”

Monica hummed approval. “Did you think about me?”

Emma nodded, unable to lie.

“Words, baby.”

“Yes,” Emma whispered.

Monica’s fingers started tracing idle circles on Emma’s bare knee, just under the hem of her skirt. “Good. I like honesty. I knew you would be an honest employee. That’s why I’ve hired you.” The circles crept higher, feather-light. “I’ve been thinking about you too. Every time you bent over today, I wanted to flip that little skirt up and find out what color panties you wore for me.”

Emma’s breath hitched and she felt a fresh surge of arousal.

Monica’s hand stilled. “We are going to be carrying a brand-new line of products from a new company. I want to try them out so I can know what I’m talking about, and I also do online product reviews. I need a second opinion. Being my best and only employee, do you want to help me?”

Emma’s mouth went dry. She knew what this would lead to.

She could feel the heat of Monica’s palm resting on her thigh, the slow circles now frozen just beneath the hem of her skirt. The question hung in the air like smoke.

“Help you… how?” she managed.

Monica’s smile was soft, almost gentle, but her eyes were pure predator. “Nothing crazy tonight – unless you want. Just honest feedback. I unbox the new line, you watch, you tell me what you think… what looks fun, what looks intimidating, what you’d actually want between your leg. I’ll take notes for the review. You stay fully dressed if you want. Or you can touch yourself while we talk. Or you let me show you how each one works on my own body first. Whatever feels right in the moment. No script. Just us, some toys, and the truth. You in?”

Emma’s heart was hammering so hard she was sure Monica could feel it through her thigh. Holy shit. She couldn’t get over how casual Monica was about the whole thing, and Emma was drawn to it. She wanted nothing more than to help her new boss. She thought of Jake, then brushed him aside.

“You don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for,” Monica added, thumb stroking once, soothing. “You can say ‘stop’ or ‘slow down’ at any second and we put everything back in the boxes and I drive you home. But I think…” She leaned in until her lips brushed the shell of Emma’s ear. “I think you’re dying to know what everything feels like. And I think you trust me to take care of you while you find out.”

Emma swallowed. The word came out before her brain caught up.

“Yes.”

Monica pulled back just far enough to search her face. “Yes what, honey?”

“Yes, I want to help.”

Monica’s smile could have lit the whole street. She pressed a soft, chaste kiss to Emma’s cheek and then stood, offering her hand.

“Then come with me.”

She led Emma to the back room, flicked on the amber lamp, and rolled out the same small cart Emma had glimpsed earlier. Five unopened boxes sat in a neat row, pastel tissue paper peeking out. Monica pulled the purple couch closer to the full-length mirror and patted the center cushion.

“You sit here. Best seat in the house.”

Emma sank down, knees together, hands clasped in her lap. Monica dragged the low ottoman over and sat opposite her, close enough that their knees almost touched.

“Rule,” Monica said, holding up one finger. “You tell me the second anything feels like too much. No brave-facing it. Promise?”

Emma nodded.

“Words.”

“I promise.”

“Good girl.”

Monica’s voice was warm honey. She tore open the first box with deliberate slowness, letting Emma see the glossy black wand inside. “This one’s a classic, but this brand claims the new motor is quieter and the head is softer. I’m curious if the flexibility is actually better or just marketing.”

She clicked it on low; the hum was indeed almost silent. Monica trailed the head up her own forearm, eyes fluttering half-closed. “Feels like velvet. Nice.”

Then she looked at Emma. “Want to feel?”

Emma’s hand trembled as she reached out. The silicone was impossibly soft, the vibration deep and steady. She pulled back too quickly, cheeks burning.

Monica just smiled and set it aside. “Next.”

One by one they went through the boxes: a rose-shaped suction toy, a slim curved G-spot vibe in midnight blue, a set of smooth glass eggs on a silky cord, and a tiny remote bullet in rose gold.

With each toy Monica demonstrated on her own wrist or thigh, narrating texture, weight, noise level, asking Emma quiet questions.

“Does that color make you feel powerful or sweet?”

“Would you be embarrassed to pull that out of your purse on a date?”

“Imagine this one on your nipples versus clit; which sounds better to you?”

Emma’s answers started shy, then grew steadier. She forgot to be embarrassed. She forgot Jake even existed. There was only Monica’s low voice and the soft buzz of motors and the way Monica’s eyes darkened every time Emma’s breath caught.

When they reached the rose-gold bullet, Monica didn’t test it on herself. She held it out to Emma.

“Your turn. Just on your fingers first. Tell me if the vibrations feel cheap or luxurious.”

Emma took it. The second her thumb brushed the button and the toy thrummed to life, Monica’s gaze dropped to Emma’s lap like she could see straight through the skirt.

Emma’s voice came out husky. “Luxurious.”

Monica’s smile was slow, filthy, fond. “Thought so.”

She let the silence stretch, then reached over and clicked the bullet off.

“We are almost done.” She said softly, “You did great.”

Emma exhaled a shaky breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

Monica packed the toys away, then looked at Emma like she was up to something. “I just have one newer product to show you. A toy that’s meant for… two.”

She reached under the desk and pulled out one last flat black box. There was no pastel tissue this time, just sleek matte packaging with a single silver logo. She set it on the ottoman between them like she was unveiling something sacred.

Emma’s stomach flipped before the lid was even off.

Inside, nestled in molded black foam, lay a double-ended dildo. It was thick, realistically veined, deep tanned silicone that gleamed under the amber light. One end curved gently upward, clearly meant for the wearer; the other was longer, heavier, shaped to fill. Beside it rested a harness, butter-soft black leather, matte silver buckles, minimalist and expensive-looking.

Monica didn’t say anything at first. She just lifted the toy with both hands, letting Emma see every ridge, every subtle flare of the head.

“This one’s new,” she finally said, voice low. “It’s designed so both people feel everything. The shorter end goes inside the person wearing the harness and rides right against their clit with every thrust. The longer end…” She tilted it slightly, letting the light catch the sheen. “Well. You can imagine. It’s a big cock.”

Emma couldn’t breathe. She actually had to stop her hand from wandering lower.

Heat flooded her so fast she felt dizzy. She pressed her thighs together under the skirt, mortified at the rush of wetness she could actually feel soaking the lace between her legs.

Monica’s eyes flicked down to the tiny movement, then back up to Emma’s face. Her smile was slow, knowing, almost tender.

“Alright, sweetheart?”

Emma opened her mouth. Nothing came out. She tried again. “G-good,” she squeaked.

Monica’s laugh was soft. “You’re blushing all the way down your chest, hon.” She ran one thumb along the thick shaft, casual as anything. “I haven’t even turned it on yet, oh, this one vibrates too. You ever thought about trying something like this?”

Emma made a strangled sound and squeezed her thighs tighter. “No…” She was throbbing, swollen, aching in a way that made her want to hide her face in her hands and beg at the same time.

Monica set the toy back in its cradle like it was made of glass. She didn’t buckle the harness, didn’t push, didn’t even move closer. She just let it sit there between them, beautiful and obscene and promising.

“My dilemma,” Monica said quietly, “Is that this toy requires a volunteer. If only I had a sexy little volunteer…”

Emma’s hands flew to her burning cheeks and she thought she might die. Was this real life?

Monica closed the lid, but she didn’t slide the box away.

“Tell me what’s going through that pretty head right now,” Monica said, voice low and coaxing. “No filter.”

Emma’s mouth opened and closed twice. She didn’t know what exactly it was about Monica that made her want to be so honest. When the words finally came, they were barely a breath.

“I… I keep picturing it. You wearing it. Me on my back. You pushing in and… and not stopping.”

Monica’s pupils blew wide. A muscle jumped in her jaw.

“Keep going.”

Emma’s thighs tried to close; Monica’s hands were already there, holding them gently open.

Her hands found Monica’s wrists, clinging. “I can help,” she blurted, the words tumbling out before shame could catch them. “I can be your volunteer. Tonight. If… if you want.”

A rough sound escaped Monica’s throat. She leaned in until their foreheads touched.

“Emma…”

Monica pulled back just far enough to search Emma’s face, looking for any flicker of doubt and finding none.

“You sure?” Monica asked, deadly serious now. “Because once I put this on…

Emma swallowed hard, nodded, then remembered the rule.

“Yes. I’m sure. Please.”

Monica exhaled like she’d been holding the air for weeks. Her hands slid up Emma’s thighs, thumbs stroking the soft skin just inside, so close to where Emma ached but not quite touching her panties.

“God, baby,” Monica murmured, voice rough with restraint. “You have no idea how bad I want this. How bad I’ve wanted you since you walked in that door looking all innocent and lost.”

Emma’s heart flipped. She felt exposed, raw, like every secret fantasy she’d ever had was written on her skin. But underneath the nervousness was a thrill she couldn’t deny—a hot, pulsing need that made her bold. She tightened her grip on Monica’s wrists, pulling those strong hands higher, guiding them toward the hem of her skirt.

Monica’s breath caught. She let Emma lead for a moment, then took control, pushing the skirt up inch by inch, revealing the pink lace panties Emma had bought just for her—now dark and clinging with wetness.

“Look at that,” Monica whispered, eyes locked between Emma’s legs. “Already so ready for me. You been wet all day, sweetheart? Thinking about my hands on you?”

Emma nodded, biting her lip hard enough to taste salt. “Yes. Every time you looked at me. Every ‘good girl.’ I couldn’t stop.”

Monica’s smile was feral. She leaned in, capturing Emma’s mouth in a kiss that started slow but ignited like gasoline. Her lips were soft, insistent, parting Emma’s with gentle pressure until their tongues met—Monica tasting of lime and heat, Emma sighing into it like she’d been starving. Emma’s hands flew to Monica’s hair, tugging the dark strands, pulling her closer as the kiss turned filthy: Monica sucking on Emma’s bottom lip, nipping with teeth, licking deep and possessive.

Emma’s head spun. This was nothing like kissing Jake—awkward, hurried, always over too soon. Monica kissed like she owned every inch of her mouth, like she was mapping Emma for later conquest. Heat pooled low in Emma’s belly, her hips rocking instinctively against nothing, seeking friction.

Monica broke the kiss with a gasp, trailing her mouth down Emma’s jaw, her neck, sucking lightly at the pulse point until Emma whimpered and arched into it.

“Fuck, you’re responsive,” Monica praised, voice muffled against skin. “Love the sounds you make. Like you were made for this.”

Her hands roamed higher, one slipping under Emma’s sweater to palm her breast through the bra, thumb circling the nipple until it hardened under lace. Emma moaned, loud in the quiet room, her own hands fumbling at Monica’s cropped tank, yanking it up and over her head in a rush.

Monica’s breasts spilled free—full, pierced nipples glinting silver in the lamplight. Emma stared, mesmerized, then reached out tentatively, cupping one with a shaky hand. The skin was warm, soft, the piercing cool under her thumb.

Monica hissed, pressing into the touch. “Yes, baby. Just like that. Pinch it for me.”

Emma did, rolling the hard peak between her fingers, watching Monica’s eyes flutter shut, her lips part on a low groan. It was intoxicating—knowing she could make this confident, tattooed goddess react like that. Emma leaned in, bold now, and took the other nipple into her mouth, sucking gently, tongue flicking the barbell.

Monica’s hand fisted in Emma’s hair, holding her there. “Shit, Emma. Your mouth… so sweet and dirty. Keep going.”

Emma lavished attention on both breasts, switching sides, her free hand tracing the tattoos down Monica’s ribs, feeling the muscles twitch under her touch. Monica’s praise spilled out in a filthy stream: “That’s it, good girl, suck harder—fuck, yes, just like that. You’re making me so wet already.”

The words went straight to Emma’s core. She pressed her thighs together, but Monica noticed, wedging a knee between them, pushing her open.

“Let me feel you,” Monica commanded, hand sliding down Emma’s stomach, under the waistband of her skirt, fingers dipping into the soaked lace without hesitation.

Emma gasped against Monica’s skin as those fingers found her clit, circling slow and firm, slick with her arousal.

“Fuck, baby,” Monica breathed, voice wrecked. “You’re dripping. This all for me? For the idea of my cock filling you up?”

“Yes,” Emma whined, hips bucking into the touch. Monica’s fingers were magic—confident, knowing exactly how to tease, pressing just right, then slipping lower to trace her entrance, one finger pushing in shallow, testing.

“So tight,” Monica groaned. “Gonna feel so good around me. But first, I want to taste you. Can I, sweetheart? Can I eat this pretty pussy until you cum on my tongue?”

Emma’s brain short-circuited. She nodded frantically, pulling Monica in for another kiss, messy and desperate, tasting her own need on Monica’s lips. She couldn’t fucking believe this sexy older woman was going to lick her pussy. She almost came right then and there.

Monica didn’t waste time. She pushed Emma back against the couch cushions, kneeling between her spread thighs. She peeled the skirt down Emma’s legs, tossing it aside, then hooked her fingers in the panties and dragged them off slowly, eyes devouring every inch revealed.

Emma felt vulnerable, spread out like this, but Monica’s gaze was reverent, hungry. “Beautiful,” she murmured, kissing the inside of one thigh, then the other, working her way up. “So pink and wet for me. I’m gonna make you feel so good, baby.”

Her mouth finally descended—hot, wet tongue licking a broad stripe up Emma’s center, swirling around her clit before sucking gently.

Emma’s back arched off the couch, hands scrabbling at the cushions. “Monica—oh god—”

Monica hummed against her, the vibration sending sparks through Emma’s nerves. She licked and sucked with expert precision, one hand holding Emma’s thigh open, the other slipping two fingers inside, curling them just right to hit that spot that made stars explode behind Emma’s eyes.

Emma’s inner monologue was a whirlwind: This is happening. Monica’s mouth on me, fingers in me, praising me like I’m hers. It feels too good, too much, I’m going to cum…

“You taste like honey,” Monica pulled back just enough to say, fingers still pumping slow and deep. “Sweetest pussy I’ve ever had. Cum for me, baby. Let me feel you clench around my fingers.”

The praise tipped her over. Emma came with a sob, thighs clamping around Monica’s head, body shaking as waves crashed through her, Monica working her through it with soft licks and murmured “good girl’s until she was limp and gasping.

Monica crawled up her body, kissing her deeply, letting Emma taste herself on her tongue. “That’s one,” she whispered against Emma’s lips. “Now let’s get you out of the rest of these clothes. I want to feel your skin on mine before I fuck you senseless.”

Emma nodded, still dazed, helping Monica strip off her bra and whatever was left. Monica shed her pants, revealing she wasn’t wearing anything underneath—her own arousal glistening on her thighs.

Emma reached out, tentative, fingers tracing Monica’s folds, feeling the slick heat there.

Monica groaned, rocking into the touch. “Yes, baby. Feel how wet you make me? That’s all you.”

Emma explored, circling Monica’s clit, slipping a finger inside, marveling at the tight heat, the way Monica’s breath hitched and her hips rolled.

“So good,” Monica praised, kissing her neck. “Keep going. Make me come on your fingers first. Then I’ll strap on and show you what real pleasure feels like.”

Emma did, adding a second finger, thumb on Monica’s clit, mimicking what Monica had done to her. Monica rode her hand, breasts bouncing, tattoos shifting, until she shattered with a low moan, clenching hard around Emma’s fingers.

“Fuck yes, baby…”

They collapsed together, sweaty and panting, Monica pulling Emma close.

“Ready for more?” Monica asked, voice husky.

Emma nodded, kissing her. “Yes. Please. I want it now…”

Monica grinned. “Good girl.”


Chapter Four




Monica stood slowly, her body still humming from Emma's fingers, her skin flushed and glistening under the amber lamp. She kissed Emma once more, deep, claiming - before stepping back to the black box on the ottoman. Emma watched, propped on her elbows on the couch, her legs still parted, chest heaving. The air in the back room felt thick, charged, like the moment before a storm breaks.

Monica lifted the harness first, the soft black leather unfolding, uncoiling like a serpent. She stepped into it with deliberate grace, pulling it up her thighs, the straps hugging her hips like they were made for her. Emma's eyes followed every movement, her breath shallow. Monica was a vision: olive skin marked with ink, breasts full and nipples still hard from Emma's mouth, her arousal visible on her inner thighs. She reached for the dildo next, the thick, tanned silicone heavy in her hand. Fitting through the opening, she slicked the shorter end with lube from a bottle on the cart—slow strokes that made Emma's core clench just watching—then positioned it at her entrance.

With a low, ragged breath, Monica eased the bulbous base inside herself, her head tipping back as it settled deep. A soft moan escaped her lips, her free hand bracing on the desk as she adjusted, hips rocking subtly to seat it fully. The longer shaft jutted out now, realistic and imposing, veined and curved slightly upward, gleaming with the residue of lube.

Emma stared, transfixed.

Oh god, she thought, her mind reeling. Look at her. Monica with that big, swaying cock between her legs—shiny, thick, ready. It's huge. How is that going to fit? But I want it. I've never wanted anything more.

Her pussy throbbed, empty and aching, a fresh gush of wetness coating her thighs. She'd never been this turned on in her life—not with Jake's clumsy fumbling, not with her own fingers or the egg in the dark. This was primal, consuming; Monica looked like a goddess of sin, powerful and feminine all at once, the harness framing her hips, the cock bobbing slightly with every shift of her weight. Emma's nipples tightened painfully, her skin prickling with goosebumps. I need her inside me. I need to feel her take me, own me. What if it hurts? What if it's perfect? Her inner thighs trembled, her hands fisting the blanket beneath her as anticipation built like a wave ready to crash.

Monica caught her staring and smiled, slow and filthy, one hand wrapping around the base of the shaft to stroke it lazily, as if testing its weight. "Like what you see, baby?" she purred, voice husky. The cock swayed with the motion, heavy and realistic, the tip brushing her toned stomach. She stepped closer, towering over Emma on the couch, the dildo inches from Emma's face now. Up close, it was even more intimidating—thick as Emma's wrist at the base, the veins pronounced, the head flared and glistening. Monica's arousal dripped slightly from where the shorter end was buried inside her, making the whole thing look even more erotic.

Emma nodded, throat dry, reaching out tentatively to touch it. Her fingers wrapped around the silicone shaft—warm from Monica's body heat, firm yet yielding. She stroked once, experimentally, and Monica hissed, hips twitching forward as the movement ground the base against her clit.

"Fuck, yes," Monica groaned. "Touch my cock, sweetheart. Get it nice and wet for your pretty pussy."

Emma's mind blanked at the words. My god, it's hers. It's part of her. She pumped her hand slowly, watching Monica's face contort in pleasure, her breasts heaving with each breath. I've never seen anything hotter. She's going to fuck me with this. Me. The innocent girl who walked in here desperate for a job. Now I'm desperate for her. Emma leaned forward without thinking, pressing a kiss to the tip, tasting the lube—sweet and neutral—her tongue flicking out to trace the ridge.

Monica's hand tangled in her hair, gentle but firm. "Such a good girl, worshipping my cock like that. But I need to be inside you now. Lay back for me."

Emma obeyed, reclining on the couch, her legs falling open wide in invitation. Her pussy felt exposed, swollen, dripping onto the cushions. Monica knelt between her thighs again, the strap-on brushing Emma's inner leg, leaving a trail of lube. She leaned down, capturing Emma's mouth in another searing kiss, their breasts pressing together, nipples dragging skin on skin. Emma wrapped her arms around Monica's neck, pulling her closer, the weight of her body grounding and overwhelming all at once.

Monica broke the kiss to trail her lips down Emma's neck, sucking marks that would bloom purple tomorrow. "You're so beautiful like this," she whispered against Emma's collarbone. "Spread out, wet and needy. All mine tonight." Her hand slipped between them, fingers parting Emma's folds again, circling her clit until Emma bucked and whined. "Listen to how slick you are. This pussy's begging for my cock, isn't it?"

"Yes," Emma gasped, hips grinding against Monica's hand. “Please, please, I need it…”

Monica positioned herself, the blunt head of the dildo nudging Emma's entrance. She paused, eyes locking with Emma's—green fire meeting wide, hazy brown. "Breathe, baby. Relax for me. I'm going to go slow. Tell me if it's too much."

Emma nodded, her inner dialogue a frantic chant: It's happening. That big cock is going to stretch me. I want it to hurt a little. I want to feel every inch.

Monica pressed forward gently, the head breaching Emma with exquisite pressure. Emma's breath hitched, a soft cry escaping as the thickness stretched her open—burning, filling, perfect.

Monica rocked her hips in tiny increments, inching deeper, her own face twisted in pleasure as the shorter end shifted inside her.

"Oh fuck, you're tight," Monica praised, voice strained. "Taking me so well already. Look at you, opening up for my big cock like a good girl. Does it feel good, baby? Tell me."

"Yes, oh god, yes," Emma moaned, her hands clutching Monica's back, nails digging into tattoos. It's so much. So full. I've never felt anything like this. Jake was nothing. This is everything. Her walls clenched around the silicone, every vein dragging against her as Monica sank deeper, bottoming out with a shared groan.

Monica stilled, buried to the hilt, her hips flush against Emma's. She dropped her forehead to Emma's shoulder, breathing hard. "You're perfect," she whispered, kissing the skin there. "So wet, so hot around me. I can feel every flutter. You're making me crazy, baby."

Emma whimpered, adjusting to the fullness, her body alight with sensation.

Monica started slow, pulling back just an inch before thrusting gently forward, the motion grinding the base against her own clit. "That's it," she cooed, one hand cupping Emma's breast, pinching the nipple. "Feel that? My cock sliding in and out of your sweet pussy. You're taking it all, aren't you? Such a dirty girl for me."

“Yes… I love it… fuck me, please…”

The praise lit Emma up like fire. She arched into each shallow thrust, her hips meeting Monica's, the wet sounds obscene and delicious. Monica's breasts swayed with the rhythm, her piercings catching the light, and Emma couldn't resist reaching up to tug one, drawing a growl from Monica.

"Fuck, yes—play with my tits while I fuck you," Monica panted, her pace picking up just a fraction, thrusts longer now but still controlled. "You're so good, Emma. So eager. I love how your pussy grips me. Like you never want me to pull out."

Emma's head thrashed against the cushions, pleasure building low and hot. It's too good. She's ruining me. I want her to ruin me. "Harder," she begged, voice breaking. "Please, Monica—"

Monica kissed her fiercely, tongue plunging in time with her hips. "Not yet, baby. I want to savor this. Want to feel you come around my cock nice and slow first. Be patient for me. Good girls get rewarded."

She angled her hips, the curve of the dildo hitting that spot inside Emma with every gentle thrust, building the pressure relentlessly. Monica's hand slipped between them, fingers finding Emma's clit, circling in time with her movements. "That's my girl. Feel how full you are? That's all for you. My big cock stretching your tight little pussy. You're doing so well, taking it like you were made for me."

Emma's orgasm crept up slow, a tidal wave gathering force. She clung to Monica, nails raking her back, moans spilling freely. "Monica—I'm close—"

"Yes, baby, cum for me," Monica encouraged, voice filthy and tender. "Cum on my cock. Let me feel you soak it. Good girl—such a perfect, wet slut for me."

The words shattered Emma. She came with a wail, clenching hard around the thick shaft, waves crashing through her body as Monica kept thrusting gently, drawing it out, her own breaths ragged as the base rubbed her clit.

When Emma finally went limp, Monica slowed to a stop but stayed buried deep, kissing her sweat-damp forehead, shuddering with her own pleasure. “So good…”

She stayed buried deep, her forehead pressed to Emma’s temple, both of them breathing like they’d run miles. The room smelled like sex, lube, and the faint vanilla of the store candles. Emma’s thighs shook; every tiny aftershock made her clench around the thick shaft still stretching her open.

Monica groaned, low and wrecked. “You’re moving your hips, baby… fuck, that’s doing things to me.” Emma hadn’t even realized she was doing it—tiny, greedy circles, chasing the pressure of the cock against her front wall and the delicious grind of the base against Monica’s clit. Monica’s arms tightened around her. “Keep going and you’re gonna make me cum again without ever pulling out.”

Emma whimpered and did it again, deliberate this time. Monica’s whole body jerked. She bit down on Emma’s shoulder, muffling a guttural moan as her hips snapped forward once, twice, grinding deep. The orgasm rolled through her in waves; Emma felt every pulse of Monica’s thighs, every shudder, the way Monica’s cock flexing inside her from the pressure on the shorter end.

“Jesus… fuck… Emma…” Monica panted against her skin, laughing breathlessly when it finally passed. “You’re dangerous.”

Emma glowed with the discovery that she could unravel this woman too.

Monica kissed the bite mark she’d left, then eased out slowly. Emma whined at the sudden emptiness, clenching around nothing. “Shh, I’ve got you,” Monica soothed. She rolled Emma onto her stomach in one smooth motion, sliding a firm pillow under her hips so her ass lifted invitingly. Cool air kissed Emma’s soaked, swollen folds; she buried her face in the crook of her arm and moaned.

Monica’s palms spread her cheeks gently. “Look at this pretty pussy. All puffy and red from my cock.” A warm drizzle of lube landed right on Emma’s entrance and trickled down. Monica lined herself up and pushed back inside with one slow, possessive thrust.

Emma’s back arched; the new angle was obscene—deeper, fuller. Monica’s weight settled over her, one hand sliding up to rest lightly at the nape of Emma’s neck, pinning her in the gentlest way.

“Hold still, sweetheart,” Monica whispered against her ear. “Let me fuck you just like this.”

The rhythm started lazy, almost tender—long, dragging strokes that lit every nerve ending on fire. Monica’s breasts pressed to Emma’s back; her piercings were cool points against hot skin. With every thrust the harness creaked softly, skin slapped skin, and Monica’s breath grew ragged.

“One night,” she growled, lips brushing Emma’s ear, “I’m going to lock the door after closing, bend you over the front counter, flip this little skirt up, and take you exactly like this while the neon lips blink outside. Everyone walking by will know you’re getting fucked senseless.”

Emma’s muffled cry was pure desperation. She pushed back into every thrust, greedy for more. “Oh shit… fuck me… you can do anything…” Emma whined

Monica’s control cracked.

She reared up, hands gripping Emma’s hips hard enough to leave fingerprints, and started fucking her in earnest—deep, measured strokes that turned punishing. The couch rocked; Emma’s tits bounced against the cushions; the wet sound of Monica driving into her over and over was filthy music.

“Harder—please—” Emma sobbed.

Monica gave her harder. Faster. The slap of hips on ass echoed; the base of the strap slammed against Monica’s clit on every stroke until her thighs shook.

“Up,” Monica suddenly ordered, voice raw. She pulled Emma upright by the shoulders so they were both on their knees, Emma’s back pressed to Monica’s front, cock still buried to the hilt. Monica turned them toward the full-length mirror.

“Look.”

Emma’s own reflection stole her breath: hair wild, lips swollen, eyes glassy, breasts heaving, Monica’s tattooed arms wrapped around her like steel bands. And between her spread thighs—Monica’s thick, shiny cock disappearing into her body, stretching her open, lube and arousal coating everything.

Monica’s hand splayed low on Emma’s belly. “Feel that?” She flexed her hips; the bulge of the cock pressed visibly against Emma’s lower abdomen from the inside. “That’s me, baby. All the way inside you.”

Emma watched, hypnotized, as Monica started moving again—slow, deliberate rolls of her hips that made the cock drag in and out in the mirror. Monica’s other hand slid down to Emma’s clit, rubbing tight, perfect circles.

“Eyes on the mirror,” Monica commanded when Emma’s lids fluttered. “Watch me fuck you. Watch how pretty you look taking my cock.”

Emma’s mouth fell open on a silent scream. The sight was too much—Monica’s muscles flexing, the cock slick and relentless, her own pussy stretched wide and greedy.

“Please—Monica—I need—”

“I know what you need.” Monica’s voice was gravel. She slammed deep and held, grinding hard. “Come with me. Right now.”

The command snapped something inside Emma. Pleasure detonated—white-hot, blinding. She came with a broken wail, squirting messily around the cock, soaking Monica’s thighs and the couch beneath them. Monica followed a heartbeat later, burying her face in Emma’s neck, hips stuttering as the shorter end wrecked her a second time, a low, continuous growl vibrating against Emma’s skin.

They collapsed sideways in a tangle of limbs, Monica still inside, arms locked around Emma like she never planned to let go. The room spun lazily; the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the soft creak of cooling leather.

After a long minute Monica eased out, unbuckled the harness with trembling fingers, and tossed it aside. She grabbed warm wipes from a hidden drawer, cleaning them both with reverent care—between Emma’s legs, down her own thighs—pressing soft kisses to every patch of skin she tended.

When they were clean, Monica pulled the throw blanket over them, tucking Emma against her chest, legs entwined. Emma’s head rested over Monica’s heartbeat; it was racing.

“You okay, sweetheart?” Monica whispered, fingers combing gently through Emma’s hair.

Emma managed a tiny, delirious laugh. “I’ve never been better.”

Monica kissed her temple, her cheek, the corner of her mouth. “You were perfect. That was so beautiful. I’m so proud of you.”

Emma nuzzled closer, voice small but certain. “Tomorrow… can I wear it?”

Monica’s arms tightened, a thrilled little growl rumbling in her chest. “Baby, you can wear it whenever you want. But right now, you’re staying right here until you stop shaking.”

Emma melted, boneless and glowing, and let Monica hold her until the world stopped spinning.

Outside, the red neon lips blinked on and off as the rain started again, but they were safe in their own little world.


Chapter Five




The rain had turned into a soft, steady drum against the roof. Inside, the only light was the amber lamp and the occasional red pulse of the neon lips outside. Emma’s cheek rested over Monica’s heartbeat; it had finally slowed to something human again.

Monica’s fingers drew lazy circles on Emma’s bare back. Every few seconds she pressed a kiss to Emma’s damp hair, murmuring things too soft to catch, but the tone alone made Emma melt deeper into her.

After a while Monica reached for the bottle of water on the side table, cracked it open, and held it to Emma’s lips.

“Drink, baby.”

Emma obeyed, throat parched. Water had never tasted so good. When she’d had enough, Monica took a long pull herself, then set the bottle aside and wiped a stray drop from Emma’s chin with her thumb.

“Still with me?” Monica asked, voice husky and fond.

Emma nodded against her chest. “I don’t think I’m ever leaving this couch.”

Monica chuckled. “Tempting. But I have plans for you.”

Emma lifted her head. “Plans?”

Monica’s eyes were dark, amused, and already hungry again. “You said you wanted to know what it feels like to wear it.”

Emma’s heart stuttered. She had said that—whispered it in the haze after her last orgasm, half sure Monica hadn’t heard.

Monica had heard everything.

She shifted, sliding out from under Emma with care, then stood and offered both hands. “Up, sweetheart. Legs work?”

Emma tested them. They wobbled, but held. Monica steadied her, kissing her slow and sweet while Emma found her balance.

The harness lay discarded on the floor like a sleeping beast. Monica picked it up almost reverently, and held it open at Emma’s feet.

“Step in.”

Emma did, cheeks flaming. The leather was still warm from Monica’s body. Monica pulled it up her thighs inch by inch, adjusting straps, tightening buckles until it sat snug against Emma’s hips. The weight felt foreign and thrilling.

Monica picked up the dildo next, coating the shorter bulb generously with lube. She met Emma’s eyes, checking one last time.

“Ready?”

“Yes,” Emma breathed. “Hell yes.”

Monica smiled like Christmas had come early. She guided Emma’s hips back slightly, reached between her legs, and eased the bulb inside.

Emma’s mouth fell open on a silent gasp. The stretch, pressure, then sudden, perfect fullness as it seated against her front wall. Her clit throbbed against the base; every tiny shift sent sparks up her spine.

“Oh my god,” she whispered.

Monica’s hands settled on Emma’s waist, steadying her. “There she is. My girl with a cock.” She pressed a kiss to Emma’s sternum, then looked up, eyes wicked. “How does it feel?”

Emma rocked experimentally. The bulb dragged inside her and she moaned, knees buckling. “Like… like I’m going to cum just standing here.”

Monica laughed softly. “That’s the point. Now come fuck me.”

She lay back on the couch, legs falling open in blatant invitation, fingers already spreading herself so Emma could see how wet she was. “Whenever you’re ready, baby. I’m all yours.”

Emma knelt between Monica’s thighs, hands shaking as she lined up. The head nudged Monica’s entrance; both of them hissed at the contact.

Monica reached down, guiding her. “Slow at first. Feel how I open for you.”

Emma pushed. The resistance gave way to slick heat, and Monica took the first few inches with a low, filthy moan that went straight to Emma’s clit.

“Fuck, yes,” Monica panted. “Keep going. Give me all of it.”

Emma sank deeper, watching in stunned awe as Monica’s body accepted her, inch by inch, until their hips met and the base ground perfectly against Emma’s clit.

“Ahh… yess…” Monica hissed.

They stayed like that for a long moment, breathing hard, foreheads pressed together.

Then Emma drew back and thrust—tentative, shallow.

Monica’s back arched off the couch. “Again. Harder.”

Emma did it again, confidence blooming with every stroke, every broken sound Monica fed her. She found a rhythm—slow, then faster, hips snapping, the harness creaking, slap of skin on skin filling the room.

Monica’s hands clawed at Emma’s back, legs wrapping around her waist. “That’s it—fuck me, baby—God, your cock feels so good—don’t stop—”

Emma’s world narrowed to the drag inside her own body and the sight of Monica unraveling beneath her: head thrown back, throat exposed, tattoos shifting with every thrust, pierced nipples hard and begging for Emma’s mouth.

She leaned down, sucked one into her mouth, and Monica shattered—hips bucking, pussy clenching hard around the shaft, a broken cry of Emma’s name echoing off the walls.

The pressure on the base and the sight of Monica cumming hurled Emma over the edge right after her. She buried herself deep, grinding helplessly, riding the waves until they were both gasping and laughing and crying a little from the intensity.

When the world stopped spinning, Emma eased out carefully and collapsed on top of Monica, who wrapped her up immediately, kissing every inch of her face.

“You’re incredible,” Monica whispered against her lips. “Perfect. Mine.”

Emma hummed, boneless. “Yours.”

They dozed like that for a while, tangled and sticky and perfect.

Eventually Monica stirred. “Come on, sweetheart. Let me get you home before you fall asleep standing.”

She helped Emma out of the harness, cleaned them both again with gentle hands, dressed her in her skirt and sweater like she was something precious. They turned off the lamps, locked the back door, and stepped out into the soft rain.

Under the flickering red neon, Monica pulled Emma close, kissing her slow and deep, raindrops catching in their hair.

“Shift starts at noon tomorrow,” Monica said against her mouth.

Emma grinned, sore and glowing and utterly ruined in the best way. “I’ll be early.”

The rain kept falling. Velvet Secrets’ neon lips blinked once, twice, then stayed dark until noon.

∞∞∞

Emma woke the next morning to pale winter sun slipping through her blinds and the most delicious ache between her thighs she’d ever known.

She stretched like a cat, grinning at the ceiling, every bruise and tender spot a souvenir from the best night of her life.

Emma laughed out loud, giddy, shameless, free.

She rolled out of bed, still naked, still smelling faintly of Monica’s skin and sex. In the bathroom mirror she caught sight of the faint purple marks blooming along her collarbone and hips—Monica’s signature written all over her.

She traced one with a fingertip and smiled the kind of smile that felt brand-new.

Best job ever, she thought. Best awakening. Best everything.

And the wildest part?

They were only just getting started.

She showered, dressed in the black lace Monica loved, tucked the harness carefully into her tote like it was the most natural thing in the world, and stepped out into the crisp morning air.

The city smelled like coffee and possibility.

Emma walked toward Velvet Secrets with a bounce in her step, sore in all the right places, heart wide open, already counting the minutes until Monica’s hands were on her again.

The neon lips flickered on as she approached, like the store itself was waking up just for her.

Emma pushed open the door, the chime singing its familiar welcome.

Monica looked up from behind the counter, green eyes lighting up, that slow, filthy, fond smile spreading across her face.

“Early,” Monica teased. “Someone’s eager.”

Emma dropped her bag, rounded the counter, and kissed her boss—her lover—hello like it was the most normal, perfect thing to do at 11:47 a.m. on a Friday.

Monica kissed her back, hands sliding possessively to her ass, humming approval.

“Welcome to the first day of the rest of your life, baby,” she whispered against Emma’s lips.

Emma grinned, bright and fearless.

“Can’t wait.”

Outside, the red neon glowed steady and sure.

Inside, two women tangled together behind the counter, laughing between kisses, ready to open the store and experience all the filthy, beautiful possibilities of the day.

And they were just getting started.

Emma and Monica lived happily ever after… The end.
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