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Emily, a shy, curvaceous sales assistant at the Lace and Secrets boutique, re-encounters the confident and demanding Elise. This time aware of Elise’s intents, Emily is nevertheless unable to resist Elise’s touches and inspections. Tasked to perform her duties as the customer’s model, Emily is taken to the limit as Elise visits her in an after-hours viewing where no distractions may present...
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The boutique rested in the stillness of dusk, its chandeliers softened to a faint golden shimmer, their light flickering across the glossy black mannequins. Emily lingered behind the counter, her fingers brushing the silken edge of a satin bra, her chestnut hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders. Her store-blouse hugged her full breasts, taut against it even - a feature she still shrank from. The nervous quiver in her chest had grown familiar since Elise’s last visit. That memory, sharp with the echo of Elise’s hands and voice, tangled her thoughts: a flicker of dread wrestling with a deeper, restless yearning as she glanced at the clock ticking past closing.

The bell’s chime cut through the quiet, abrupt and startling, and Emily’s gaze darted up, her hazel eyes widening as Elise swept in. Her jet-black bob gleamed against her sharp cheekbones, green eyes alight with a hunter’s spark, her tailored coat tracing her form while her emerald blouse hinted at her curves. Her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile as she locked the door with a crisp snap. “Good evening, my shy treasure,” she purred, her voice a soft lash as she approached, heels tapping a rhythm on the hardwood. “Been dreaming of me?”

Emily’s breath faltered, the bra slipping from her grasp to the counter in a soft heap. “It’s. Um. We’re not open,” she stumbled, tugging at her blouse as a timid urge to flee prickled her spine, though a secret thrill kept her rooted, eager for what might unfold. “I was only- ”

“Exactly where I want you,” Elise interrupted, her tone smooth as she leaned against the counter, her gaze lingering on Emily’s curves. “I’ve secured a private fitting. After-hours privilege.” She lifted a teal satin bra with lace trim, its cups deep and inviting. “This suits you. Show me.” Her words carried a gentle command, and Emily’s fingers shook, a whisper of doubt urging her to refuse, yet a stronger pull of expectancy drew her forward.

Behind the curtain, Emily shed her blouse, her full breasts spilling free as she unhooked her plain bra. The teal satin bra enveloped her, its glossy fabric cradling her chest, lifting it into a plush swell that quickened her breath. She emerged, arms folded tight, gaze averted. “Does it... look right?” she ventured, her voice a fragile thread tinged with reluctance. Elise’s eyes flared, her smile sharpening as she stepped near. “Right? It’s divine,” she murmured, her fingers brushing the strap, easing it down to bare a sliver of skin.

Elise’s hands explored, tracing the satin over Emily’s breasts, cupping them with a tender hold. “I- I’m not sure this is proper,” Emily mumbled, her shoulders stiffening with a faint defiance, though her body leaned faintly forward, craving more as Elise’s thumbs grazed her nipples, stirring them to peaks beneath the smooth fabric. “Proper’s overrated,” Elise teased, her fingers kneading in a slow, coaxing dance, pulling a quivering sigh from Emily’s lips, the shadow of her past surrender trembling through her.

Elise drew back, her gaze feasting on Emily’s flushed form in the teal bra, the satin catching the chandelier’s glow like liquid light. “Let’s raise the stakes,” she said, selecting a black lace bra adorned with floral appliques, its sheer cups bold and intricate. “This will frame those lovely breasts like a masterpiece.” Emily’s face warmed, a quiet alarm tugging at her. I can’t let her pull me in again. Yet, the vivid memory of Elise’s touches held her captive, her pulse quickening with restless desire. She nodded faintly, slipping behind the curtain.

The lace bra settled over her, its floral patterns weaving around her full breasts, the sheer fabric offering scant cover as her nipples pressed faintly against it, lifted into a daring display. Emily paused, her hands fluttering to shield herself, a soft voice in her head urging her to halt, though a stronger ache for Elise’s verdict kept her moving. She stepped out, her voice a wisp. “Is it... too revealing?” Elise’s breath caught, her eyes gleaming as she circled Emily, a deliberate stalk. “Revealing? It’s perfection,” she purred, her voice rich with hunger.

Elise’s fingers followed the lace, skimming the floral edges before enveloping Emily’s breasts with a bolder grasp. “This- this isn’t right,” Emily protested, her words edged with a shaky resolve, her shoulders tensing as if to pull free, yet her breath hitched, her stillness betraying her longing as Elise’s thumbs circled her nipples through the gossamer fabric, teasing them to hardness. “Isn’t it?” Elise countered, her pinch light, then firm, coaxing a quick, startled whimper. Emily’s spine curved, her sound a confession, the echo of her prior yielding stoking the warmth spreading through her chest.

Elise sank to her knees, her lips brushing the lace over Emily’s breast, her breath a warm tease as she kissed along the floral weave, hovering near the nipple without granting full contact. “You feel everything here, don’t you?” she murmured, her hands kneading with a slow, tantalizing rhythm, squeezing then easing as Emily’s gasps sharpened, her reluctance dissolving into a tide of eager expectancy. “I- I don’t know what you want,” Emily breathed, her uncertainty a faint shield, her hands grasping at nothing as Elise’s teasing wove her nerves into a tight, trembling ball.

Elise stood, her smirk sly as she watched Emily quiver in the lace bra, her full breasts rising with each unsteady breath. “One final piece,” she declared, lifting a deep burgundy velvet bra with satin straps, its plush texture a soft yet sensual promise. “This will cradle you like a lover.” Emily’s flush crept down her neck, a quiet plea stirring. I’ve gone too far, I should draw the line. But the lingering sensation of Elise’s past touch surged through her, her skin prickling with a restless hunger. She retreated behind the curtain, her resolve fraying.

The velvet bra wrapped her breasts in a gentle embrace, its rich fabric stroking her skin, lifting her chest into a tender, opulent swell. Emily emerged, arms hugging herself more tightly, her voice tinged with a fragile stand. “I- I really shouldn’t keep going- ” But Elise closed in, her hands sliding to Emily’s shoulders. “Oh, but you must,” she purred, easing the straps down with a deft tug. “You’re too delectable to deny.”

Elise’s hands cupped Emily’s breasts through the velvet, her touch warm and insistent, kneading with a slow, seductive cadence that weakened Emily’s stance. “No more, please,” Emily pleaded, her head tilting away with a flicker of protest, though her body melted into Elise’s palms, a soft ache for more guiding her as Elise’s thumbs brushed her nipples, stirring them beneath the plush fabric. “More’s exactly what you need,” Elise teased, her fingers squeezing with intent, then tracing the velvet’s edge, slipping beneath to graze bare skin, pulling a faint, involuntary moan from Emily’s throat.

Elise straddled Emily’s lap on the bench, her lips hovering over the velvet, kissing the tops of her breasts with a deliberate, lingering heat. “So ripe, so irresistible,” she murmured, her tongue darting out to tease the skin just above the fabric, her hands kneading firmly, rolling Emily’s nipples with a rhythm that shattered her breath. Emily’s protest faded to a whisper, overtaken by a swelling need, her head falling back, a quavering “Oh” spilling free as Elise’s touch consumed her, the current of her prior surrender sweeping her into a velvet-drenched haze.

Elise’s teasing reached its peak, her hands still roaming Emily’s breasts in the velvet bra, when her fingers slipped beneath the cups, brushing bare nipples with a boldness that stole Emily’s air. “Oh- what are you- ” Emily gasped, her startled gaze flaring with a last echo of reluctance, though her body yielded wholly as Elise’s thumbs circled her tender peaks, pinching with a gentle insistence. Suddenly, Elise’s lips claimed hers, a deep, possessive kiss swallowing her faltering words as her hands kneaded with relentless purpose, pushing Emily past the brink she’d danced along.

“You’re mine again,” Elise murmured, her voice a low hum as her fingers worked Emily’s breasts, squeezing and teasing until her gasps turned to whimpers, her body quaking beneath the velvet’s caress. Emily’s hands grasped Elise’s arms as her resistance weakened.

“Enough of these,” Elise murmured, her voice a soft command as she tugged the bra’s straps fully down Emily’s arms, easing the plush fabric away until it fell to the bench in a crumpled heap. Emily’s full breasts spilled free, bare and vulnerable under the boutique’s golden glow, her nipples already taut from Elise’s teasing. She gasped, her arms lifting to cover herself, a flicker of protest tightening her voice. “I- I can’t just-”

“Oh, you can,” Elise countered, her hands swift to catch Emily’s wrists, guiding them back to the bench with a gentle but firm press. “You’re too beautiful to hide.” Emily’s cheeks flared red, her breath shallow as she squirmed, a quiet urge to retreat tugging at her, though the memory of Elise’s touch held her fast, her skin prickling with a restless ache for more. Elise’s fingers traced the bare curve of Emily’s breasts, slow and deliberate, circling the soft flesh without touching the peaks, her touch a whisper that made Emily’s spine arch faintly despite her whispered, “This feels... wrong.”

“Wrong feels this good?” Elise teased, her hands cupping Emily’s breasts fully now, kneading them with a tender rhythm that drew a trembling sigh from her lips. Emily’s head tilted back, her resistance a fragile thread as Elise’s thumbs brushed her nipples directly, coaxing them harder with a light, teasing stroke. 

“P-please, it’s too
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