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         “Time to wake up.”

         Alexander’s voice is mild, and he has probably repeated those words quite a few times before he puts his hand on my shoulder and I finally hear him.

         Suddenly, I remember. Alexander spent the night. And now he is standing there in his underwear, holding a tray.

         “Some coffee and toast? And orange juice?” he continues. “I made myself comfortable in your kitchen. I didn’t know it was possible to sleep for this long...”

         “What did we do last night?” I roll over on my stomach and place the pillow over my head. “That wine...”

         “Haha, yeah, you drank most of it. I was pretty satisfied with all the ouzo that Sophia gave us earlier.” Alexander clears his throat. “So, do you want breakfast?”

         I slowly roll over onto my back again. Then I look at Alexander and smile. “Did we have sex last night?”

         “Are you kidding... How much did you drink?”

         “Get that tray over here. Enlighten me.” I feel butterflies in my stomach. Alexander is attractive and sexy, standing there holding my breakfast. A bit out of shape, no abs to show off really. Nothing that can’t be fixed with a couple of sessions at the gym though. I look at him, and as if he can read my mind, he puts the tray down next to me and says:

         “I know... I haven’t been to the gym for a while. I haven’t felt like it, to be honest. You don’t seem to have the same problem. It’s obvious that there is nothing wrong with your stamina.” Alexander sits down on the bed and puts a hand on the duvet, over my crotch.

         “Mm, nice. But you didn’t answer my question.” I place my hand on top of Alexander’s and stroke the back of it with my thumb. “You wanted to stay the night; I remember that.”

         Alexander laughs softly. “Yes, I have just left my old life behind, if you recall?”

         “It rings a bell, yes.” A warm feeling spreads in my chest and my cock starts twitching under the duvet.

         Alexander’s hand presses down on it. “You’re just messing with me.”

         “Who is messing with who here?” I put my arm around Alexander’s waist and pull him closer. “I don’t believe in sex on the first date...”

         “I remember you saying something like that, yes...”

         “Touché!” I move my hand up Alexander’s back. He is warm and I can feel his muscles move under his smooth skin. “So, have we had our first date now?”

         “I guess so... If nothing else, it was a good lay.” Alexander smiles again.

         “Lay?”

         “To lie next to you, I mean.”

         “Ha-ha. Funny.”

         “So, are you not going to have any breakfast? Maybe it will turn that frown upside down.” Alexander stands up. It’s hard to ignore the bulge that has shaped underneath his boxer shorts.

         “It looks like you have something else in mind.” My blood starts rushing down to my crotch. I stare at the temptation in front of me. “You make me horny, Alex.”

         “And you make me horny, Liam.” Alexander cups his hand over his erection and pulls at the fabric of his boxers. “But I have to go to work today, I’ve promised. I’m presenting some new material and talking to my boss about a continuation of the story. She is very eager.”

         “Okay, but when will you be back here?” I squeeze the head of my penis under the duvet. I’m already moist from the anticipation. “Cause you’re coming back, right?”

         “Yes, Liam, there is nothing else I would rather do.” Alexander grabs his jeans from the back of a chair and puts them on. “But first, maybe you can tell me about those keys on the top shelf in the glass cabinet over there? One seems to be a key to the flat, but the other one...? I need a story that I can tell my boss. I can write it down properly later.” It looks like he is trying to push his erection down with his hand.

         But he hasn’t buttoned his jeans...

         “Okay, fine. Do you have half an hour?” I slowly pull at my erection and I feel it growing with each second.

         “I want to have my whole life for you... with you.” Alexander walks over to the cabinet and picks up the keys. A normal house key and a much smaller one that looks like it would unlock a drawer.

         “Both keys are connected.”

         The head of my penis is all wet now, and I smear some precum over it under the duvet. “The bigger key is dependent on the smaller key. And the small key unlocks a very special thing.”

         “Okay, tell me.” Alexander folds the duvet to the side and looks at my erection. He smiles and lies down next to me. “As you say, I guess the first date is over now...”

         “You haven’t buttoned your jeans, Alex?”

         “No, now that you mention it.” Alexander laughs. “Maybe it’s a waste of time, after all? I’m sure you will get them off me soon enough.”

         “I’m pretty sure you’ll take them off yourself. Within half an hour, I bet.”

          
   

         It’s almost time to close the store again. Me and Aaliyah tidy up the shelves with dildos, whips and cock rings in silence. I clean up in the fitting rooms and hang latex skirts and dresses back on their hangers, and Aaliyah sorts the condom packages.

         “Claudia’s sex shop is really doing well.” Aaliyah sneaks up behind me in one of the fitting rooms and helps me put a latex corset on a hanger. I feel her stiff nipples against my back and inhale the scent of Aaliyah, my colleague and fuck buddy. I can feel the heat from her body as she is standing just behind me.

         “Yeah,” I say quietly. “I guess the location helps.” What I really want to say is: Do you wanna fuck right here in the fitting room?

         “We have to wait for five more minutes, then we can lock the door.” Aaliyah’s hand wanders down to my crotch and she cups her hand around my cock.

         “Are you a mind reader?” I turn around and kiss her neck. I bite her gently.

         She gasps and giggles. “It’s not very hard to read you, Liam... Also, I’ve been horny since that bike couple came in to try on that corset.”

         I remember them too. She had a full figure, red hair and polarized glasses and he was short and pretty thin. They were a strange couple, but they seemed perfect for each other.

         “Do you like to watch? When other people are doing it?” My hands wander down to Aaliyah’s waist.

         “You know I do? As if you don’t like it too.” She unbuttons my denim shorts. “Do you remember when Alba was here...?”

         “Of course I remember.” My cock pulsates from desire. Aaliyah notices it and squeezes harder. “You’re so hot,” I continue. “And together with Alba you guys were... fucking outstanding.” I swallow hard. Just when I’m about to continue to flatter her sexy outfit, I hear a voice behind me.

         “Well, well, well... Don’t let us disturb you.”

         Me and Aaliyah freeze.

         “Oh, sorry,” I stutter. “We forgot to lock the door. And we didn’t hear the bell...”

         An older couple, they are probably in their sixties, are standing outside the fitting room. The woman is blonde and skinny, and her eyes are extremely blue. Beautiful. Beaming. The man is just as lean, and fit. His hair is a light grey and pulled back in a ponytail. They are both tan, and their skin is a bit too smooth for their age. They are definitely trying to look younger than they are.

         “Well, according to my watch you are open for a couple of more minutes,” the man says and points at the expensive watch on his wrist. His voice is smooth and light. He articulates carefully and talks quietly in a way that forces you to listen. It is obvious that he is used to having and using power. The same probably goes for money.

         They are both well-dressed. She is wearing a blouse and a pencil skirt, and he’s in a black suit. What screams wealth and we-will-dress-as-we-want-and-we-don’t-give-a-shit-what-you-think, is the man’s shoes. I’ve seen them online, Undandy. ‘Design your own shoes’, is their slogan. And he has really gone all in. Different shades of blue leather mixed with suede. The yellow shoelaces are the icing on the cake. Next to me Aaliyah is staring at them.

         “Yes, definitely open for a couple of more minutes,” the woman adds. She was the one who had spoken first. Her voice is much darker than the man’s voice, and now she tilts her head to the side and looks at me. She pauses her gaze at my unbuttoned shorts and at the bulge that she can probably still see there.

         She pouts her mouth. “Also, we are regulars here. Didn’t miss Hellfeuer tell you? Or, maybe you are too busy taking care of each other to have time for your customers?”

         The store is silent for a couple of seconds and I hear Aaliyah inhale.

         “Yes, Claudia... The owner?” It seems like the man feels the need to clarify. He looks at me through squinted eyes, then he moves his gaze to Aaliyah. “Do you like my shoes?”

         “They are fascinating,” Aaliyah says. You can’t hear it, but I know she is laughing on the inside.

         “Chris, we’re not here for the girl,” the woman says through her teeth and jabs an elbow in the man’s side. “Although she might be useful.”

         “Might. Be. Useful?” Aaliyah says very slowly. If she was laughing on the inside a moment ago, she is probably growling now.

         Not good.

         “Yes, yes, my wife isn’t trying to be rude” the man says softly and stares at Aaliyah’s breasts. His ponytail moves as he shakes his head. “She is just trying to get some help picking out a... special, and maybe a bit old-fashioned, outfit.”

         He makes quotation marks in the air when he says the word outfit. Then he turns to me. “While your colleague here helps Sonja find what she is looking for, maybe you and me can go talk somewhere more private? And by the way, do you mind buttoning your shorts?”

          
   

         “How would you like making a ton of money, for one night’s work? And if things go well, you might get a huge bonus?” The man who has now introduced himself as Chris von Greiff closes the curtain to the fitting room. I guess this is private enough for him. He continues: “Good, right? Wouldn’t it be great?”

         “Yes...?”

         “Go to the opera with Sonja, keep her company and join her for dinner at our house afterwards? There will be more guests, and who knows what will happen?”

         I can’t stop staring at his wrinkle-free skin. I wonder how much that had cost him, I think when Chris smiles.

         “Miss Hellfeuer, Claudia, has talked so much about you, about your great manners. Both your table manner and your manners in... bed.” His smile doesn’t really reach his eyes, but it creates little lines in the corners of them. His mouth twitches slightly, as if he is not used to smiling like that. It’s strange, almost creepy, but also tantalizing. Forbidden fruit and a peek into the saloons of the nouveau riche.

         Because that’s the impression I get after spending less than five minutes with the Von Greiffs: new money and an almost vulgar presence.

         “What kind of bonus are we talking about?” the devil inside of me asks after winning the moral battle.

         “More than you can imagine, young man.” Chris stops smiling and puts a well-manicured and olive-scented hand on my shoulder. “More than—”

         “Chris, darling!” The curtain is pulled open by Sonja who joins us in the fitting room. The scent of olive mixes with the scent of lilies and summer. “It’s perfect! It will be sooooo.... interesting and exciting.”

         Sonja giggles and moves her hand down my back, all the way down to my ass. She squeezes my buttocks, one at the time, and smiles approvingly as she keeps talking. She presses her body against mine in the small fitting room, and I feel her stiff nipples against my arm. The air is electric.

         Chris smiles again and nods as his wife speaks. After a while, it looks as if he wants to leave. He puts a decisive hand on Sonja’s lower back.

         Aaliyah is waiting outside the fitting room. She holds a big box and she smiles mysteriously.

         I’m seriously starting to question what I have gotten myself into.

         But I need money. A lot of money. Because I want to buy my own flat and start my life.

         “What did she buy?” I ask Aaliyah when they have finally left. “Come on... tell me.” I nag and nag, but she refuses to tell me. She even brags about how it is all pre-paid and receipt-less, which means I won’t be able to find any information in the books.

         And she can’t stop laughing.

         Then she becomes serious and says something about wanting to try it one day, maybe with me, once I’ve done my job and gotten paid.

         “Because I won’t pay you for it,” she continues and pushes me back into the fitting room. “Do you want to pick it up where we left things? I’ve never done it in a fitting room.” The next second, my shorts are off. “It made me horny, thinking about what these people will do to you.” She pushes me up against the wall and in the big mirror, I see her get down on her knees and close her mouth around my erection. “Do I have your consent, Liam?” she mumbles as she sucks and licks me.
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