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I've heard stories about Velvet & Lace for months now. The kind of whispered rumors that make your skin flush and your breath catch. They say the mirrors in the dressing rooms aren't just mirrors. They say someone's always watching. I've dismissed it as urban legend, but today, as I push through the heavy glass door into the boutique's perfumed interior, I can't deny the thrill racing up my spine. What if the stories are true?

The boutique is empty except for two staff members. A tall woman with sharp cheekbones and a man whose fitted suit. They both look up when I enter, and there's something in their eyes, a knowing glint that makes me wonder if they can read the curiosity on my face.

"Just browsing," I say, though neither has asked.

The woman nods, her red lips curving. "Take your time. The fitting rooms are in the back when you're ready."

My fingers trail over silk blouses and leather skirts, price tags with numbers that make me wince. I select a black dress that would drain my account, but I'm not really here to shop, am I?

"Beautiful choice," the man says, suddenly beside me. His voice is low, intimate. "That would look stunning on you. Or off you."

I meet his gaze, refusing to blush. "That's what I'm here to find out."

"Third fitting room has the best lighting." He says with a smile.

The changing area is at the end of a long hallway, separated from the store by a heavy velvet curtain. The third door is slightly ajar, as if inviting me in. Inside, the room is larger than expected. Plush carpet. An ottoman upholstered in deep purple. And the mirror—floor to ceiling, framed in ornate silver.

I hang the dress on a hook and run my fingers along the mirror's edge. That's when I see it—a tiny black dot near the top corner of the frame. Too perfect to be a flaw. Too deliberate to be anything but a lens.

My heart pounds against my ribs. I should leave. I should report this. Instead, I lock the door and face my reflection, suddenly aware of how my nipples have hardened beneath my thin shirt. The rumors are true. Someone could be watching right now.
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