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It’s a beautiful night here at the sex toy store. Not. Seriously, I’ve been here alone all night. All. Night. I should have asked for a vacation day since it’s Valentine’s, but I don’t have a boyfriend so it seemed pointless. I figured I might as well work so my coworkers who do have someone can spend an enjoyable night with them.

I thought the store would be busy with other single people looking for something to spice up their solo night, but there’s no sign of that happening. At all. It’s just me and the rows of sex toys. I feel lonely, like I’m the only person without a lover tonight.

My coworkers warned me that the shop might be a ghost town for Valentine’s, but I didn’t really believe them. It’s only me here in the empty shop, and it’s nearing closing time. Maybe I’ll check out the new shipment of toys before I go home to my quiet apartment, all alone. I get an employee discount and I definitely take advantage of it.

I try to not think about how I’m nineteen and the only thing that’s ever been inside me so far are toys. I’ve had boyfriends, but none of them actually turned me on, so I’ve been saving myself. Sadly, the only people that really rev my engine are older men—namely Mr. Armstrong, my dad’s best friend. Mr. Armstrong owns the toy store, and he gave me this job when I didn’t want to go to college.

Mr. Armstrong is hot, and I fantasize about sleeping with him regularly. Of course, this is something I’d never share with anyone for obvious reasons. I’m sure my dad would have a fit if he knew I lusted after his best friend, but it’s not like it matters. I’ve tried flirting with Mr. Armstrong before, and he just ignores me.

A car door slams, interrupting my thoughts of sexy older men. Shit, I need to pick out a toy and start closing the store so I can get home and see who’s the star of my fantasy tonight while trying out the new gadget. I select a slim pink vibrator that looked interesting as I was stocking the shelves. Supposedly, it works with an app and I can adjust the speeds easily.

I set the toy on the counter and ring myself up. Before I can put it in a bag, Mr. Armstrong walks in and I freeze—he’s staring at his cell phone with a serious look on his handsome face.

Oops! I try to reach for a bag to put the toy in, but Mr. Armstrong looks up from his phone and focuses on me before his eyes drop to the toy. God, he’s sexy and I can feel a blush creep up my neck. Why does he have to be so goddamned attractive? And why did he have to walk in right when I was buying myself a toy?

“Evening, Juliet,” he says and nods towards the toy on the counter. “New arrival?”

There’s a mischievous gleam in his eyes, and my body wakes up even more. Damn it, he knows it’s for me. My hormones are going crazy, and I can’t resist his charisma. I want to flirt with him so badly but I manage to reply casually, “Yeah, the V-Day shipment just came in the other day. Thought I’d buy one since I get a good price on it.”

Mr. Armstrong grins and changes the topic. “I just came in to grab some paperwork from the back. I’ll just be a minute.”

I watch him as he walks to the back and my body hums with desire. He’s got that yummy salt and pepper hair and laugh lines on his face. I’ve known him for years, so I know he enjoys joking around. He’s fit and I bet he knows exactly how to please a woman.

Yep, I’m fucked. I just want older guys.

After I wrap up my purchase, I unplug the open sign and lock the front door so no one else can come in while I’m tidying up. I look around the empty store and realize there isn’t much to do before I can leave.

Wait, how long does it take to grab paperwork? I pretend to look busy behind the counter until he emerges from the back office. As he strides toward the front counter, my pussy aches and I wish I was the seductive type of woman who could get whoever she wants with a flip of her hair. I inwardly sigh at my tiny boobs. If I had big knockers, guys would fall at my feet.

Mr. Armstrong stops at the counter and sets a file down, but says nothing. He’s dressed in jeans and a green shirt that brings out the multi-colored flecks in his hazel eyes. Goddamn, he’s sexy. I squirm as my pussy throbs. Yep, I need to go home and use my new vibrator and think about getting dicked down hard by an older silver fox.

The silence stretches on, and I decide to speak, so it’s not awkward anymore. I blurt out the first thing that pops into my head. “Thanks for helping me get this job when I decided to not go to college.”

He smiles. “No problem. I had an opening. Sometimes you’ve got to help others if you can. Are you happy with the work?”

I nod enthusiastically. “Yeah, it’s fun here and I get to meet people. Plus, the discounts are nice too.”

He looks down at the bag for a moment, then fixes his gaze on my eyes. Shit, why did I remind him I’m buying a sex toy for myself? My heart races, and I swear my panties are soaked through right now.

He cocks his eyebrow. “Working at an adult toy store has its perks. It’s Valentine’s Day. Are you waiting for your valentine to come pick you up?”

I blush. I mean, I daydream that some random guy will ride in on his horse and whisk me away to give me delicious orgasms for all of eternity, but that’s not how reality works—especially since I’m not living in a romance novel set in the 1700s.

I shake my head. “Nope, it’s just me. I don’t have anyone to spend the holiday with.”

He shrugs. “Neither do I, apparently.”

My brain shorts out when he flashes me an irresistible smile. I’m tempted to say he can spend it with me, but he’s my boss and my father’s best friend—not to mention he’s so much older than me.

“I guess I better finish cleaning up,” I comment, hoping he’ll take the hint and leave.

I don’t say what I’m really thinking—that he needs to get out of here before I say something stupid, like inviting him to fuck me since we’re both alone on Valentine’s Day.

He doesn’t leave and instead picks up the bag with the sex toy inside and pulls it out so he can examine what it is. Heat creeps up my cheeks and I wish the floor would open up and swallow me whole, but the embarrassment is turning me on even more.

His hands are bigger than I remember. How would those hands feel if he caressed me with them? I’ll never find out.

What’s stupid is my sexual fantasies involving him didn’t start until I got the job here. Once he was my boss, he was suddenly all I could think about. He’s the epitome of the silver fox and even if I tried to imagine a celebrity, the guy in my fantasy always morphed into him. It made me wonder how long his cock is, and if he’s thick.

Glancing down at his crotch, I notice the denim hugs his package just right and my pussy is screaming. I shouldn’t be looking at him like he’s a piece of meat, but he’s a damn fine cut of beef, and I want to gobble him up with my starving pussy. I need more than my vibrator will give me, and I’d be perfectly satisfied with that fat cock of his filling me up...Assuming he’s got a nice cock. Since this is my fantasy, I’m going with it.

“Eyes up here,” he teases.

Oh fuck. I return my eyes to his and I feel my entire face go red. He just caught me looking at his crotch.

I try to play it cool and mumble, “Sorry.”

He studies the toy closer, and I’m jealous that it gets all of his attention. Why is he driving me crazy? I feel mortified for thinking—okay, more like feeling—things I shouldn’t around him.

“This one is excellent. You’re going to enjoy playing with it,” he commands before handing it to me.

I take it from him, and our hands accidentally brush. Electricity zaps from his fingertips to my skin and my breath hitches. Did he notice?

I peek at him. He was smiling in amusement, but for a second, he seems to look at me with hungry eyes. I’m not imagining that, right?

Before I can talk myself out of it, I blurt out, “I wouldn’t need it if you fucked me instead.”

Ooooh, god. What am I doing?

“You know I can’t do that,” he replies, and the amused grin fades and his eyes darken.
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