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Further Reading: Seduced by her Physio - Sliding Deeper Into Ruin

Also By Lily Ohaughan


The boutique of Lace and Secrets shimmered in the late afternoon light, chandeliers casting golden flecks across the glossy mannequins, the air thick with jasmine and the soft hum of its signature jazz. Emily the part-timer stood behind the counter, folding a stack of silk panties with practiced ease, her confidence growing over the last few weeks. Her chestnut hair spills over her shoulders. 

The store-issued blouse hugged her full breasts. She had grown less self-conscious about her size after the customer Elise’s fascinated attentions a while back. Regardless, there was still a flicker of reluctance which lingered. Thanks to Elise’s... guidance... she was no longer the timid clerk she’d been. The memory of surrendering so completely to Elise made her wary, and yet a part of her wanted such attention again.

Alas, Elise had not turned up recently, leaving Emily both relieved and disappointed.

The bell chimed, and Emily glanced up, her breath catching as Gia strode in. Tall and striking, with dark waves framing her face and a silk blouse clinging to her curves, Gia exuded a bold assurance that filled the room. Her lips formed a teasing smirk as she caught Emily’s attention. Emily instinctively felt alert. This customer has the same sense as Elise.

Unlike Elise’s patience, Gia was direct and forthcoming. “Afternoon, new girl,” she said, her voice rich and playful as she came closer. “Heard you’ve been keeping things interesting around here.”

Emily straightened, her hands pausing mid-fold, a cautious edge to her tone. “I just work here,” she replied, brushing her hair back. She eyed Gia warily, though a spark of curiosity flickered within her. “Can I help you with something?” 

Gia’s smirk widened, her fingers plucking a transparent bra from the VIP rack, its sheer fabric glinting under the light. “Oh, absolutely. Try this on for me. I bet it’ll look stunning on those curves.”

Emily’s cheeks flushed a soft pink, a warmth creeping up her neck as her resolve hardened, though it wavered under the weight of her own curiosity. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” she said, her voice steady but still with a ripple of doubt. She’d heard of Gia from Sara, telling her of... certain customers who may be interesting. Despite the warning, Gia’s presence is hard to explain until experienced in person. 

Gia tilted her head with a slight smile that promised both challenge and delight. “Come on, humor me,” she urged. “Sara should have told you what to do.”

Emily did know. VIP. As is the specialty of this store. She took the garment and entered the changing booth. Behind the curtain, Emily hesitated, her fingers brushing the edge of her blouse before she shed it and put on the transparent bra Gia had chosen. Gia had good taste, it was a delicate piece of lingerie, its cups crafted from a fine, crystal-clear mesh edged with whisper-thin black lace. Expensive too. The material shimmered faintly, offering no modesty, designed to reveal rather than conceal, the lace tracing a subtle scalloped border that framed her breasts like a daring invitation. 

Slipping it on, Emily felt the mesh against her skin, lifting her chest into a provocative swell, her nipples pressing visibly against the sheer fabric with a clarity that left little to modesty. 

She stepped out, arms instinctively crossing over her prominent chest as she faced Gia, her voice tinged with unease. “This feels... a-a bit much.”

Gia’s eyes darkened, a hungry glint sharpening as her grin widened, predatory yet playful. She closed the distance in a few purposeful strides, her heels clicking a steady rhythm against the hardwood, her blouse swaying with each movement. 

“A bit much?” she echoed, her rich voice dropping to a rumbling murmur that danced along Emily’s nerves. “Not at all. It’s perfect. Look at you, all bare and bold.” Her fingers reached out then, brushing the bra’s lace-edged border with a feather-light touch, tracing the delicate scalloping where it met Emily’s fair skin. 

The contact sent a shiver through Emily, and she stepped back slightly, her past experience reminding her to be alert. “I-I’m not sure about this,” she protested, her tone a shaky mix of defiance and doubt. Still, her feet didn’t retreat at all, her body lingering as if attracted by Gia’s magnetic pull.

Gia’s hands didn’t hesitate, sliding forward with a bold certainty to directly cup Emily’s breasts through the transparent mesh, her palms warm and firm against the cool fabric. 

She squeezed with a teasing grip, her fingers kneading the soft flesh with a deliberate slowness. Emily could not help reacting, a soft gasp escaping her lips at the touch. 

“Not sure?” Gia taunted, her thumbs boldly brushing over Emily’s nipples, circling the soft tips through the sheer cups with a maddening lightness. “This bra’s begging to show you off, and I’m just helping it along.” 

She pressed harder, her fingers rolling Emily’s nipples with a playful tug, aiming to make them hard, then easing back to trace the lace again, her touch a dance of pressure and retreat. Emily’s arms dropped to her sides, her resolve fraying as Gia’s boldness nibbled at her resoluteness. 

“Ma-Ma’am... you’re... it’s too much” She yet her chest arched faintly into the touch, drawn irresistibly to the spark Gia’s teasing ignited, her prior experiences with Elise reminding her,  fueling her, tempting her to surrender.

Gia stepped back, her gaze lingering on Emily in the transparent bra, a satisfied hum escaping her lips. “Let’s add more,” she said, snagging a pair of black stockings from a display, their silky sheen promising a sleek allure. “These’ll make your legs sing, and I want to hear the tune.” 

Emily’s brow furrowed, her hands fidgeting with the bra’s straps, a desperate chance to stop it. “I’ve done enough modeling already,” she said, even as she recalled Elise’s persistence, even as Gia’s allure tugged at her, tempting her to play along.

“Don’t be a spoilsport,” Gia teased, her tone light but insistent as she handed over the stockings. “You’re too good at this to stop now.” Emily sighed, giving up all too easily as part of her wanted what Gia hints at, retreating behind the curtain, her resolve all but gone as she rolled the stockings up her legs, the silk hugging her thighs with a smooth caress that sent a shiver through her. She emerged, the transparent bra and stockings framing her figure, her voice edged with unease. “This is... more than I signed up for.”

Gia circled her, her eyes tracing the sleek lines of silk up Emily’s legs, the black stockings shimmering faintly under the boutique’s deliberate soft lighting, their glossy surface accentuating every curve from ankle to thigh. Her gaze lingered, a hungry spark igniting as it settled on Emily’s chest, framed by the transparent bra. 

“More’s the fun part,” she purred, her voice a rich, teasing hum as her hands slid to Emily’s hips, fingers digging briefly into the soft flesh before gliding upward with purpose. They found her breasts again, feeling them through the sheer mesh with a bold, rhythmic pressure, kneading the full mounds with a confidence that made Emily’s breath catch. 

“Y-you don’t have to- ohh.” Emily started, her hands lifting in a half-hearted gesture to push away, her reluctance a quiet murmur threading through her words, yet her breath quickened, her body swaying ever so slightly into Gia’s touch as her thumbs grazed her nipples, this time successful in coaxing them to stiff, aching peaks beneath the see-through fabric. 

“Oh, I want to,” Gia replied, her tone a playful taunt as her fingers pinched lightly, then firmer, drawing a shaky moan from Emily’s lips that she couldn’t stifle, her willpower trembling under the onslaught.

Gia sank to her knees, her hair brushing Emily’s thighs as she knelt, her lips hovering near the stockings’ edge, just above the thigh. She pressed a slow, deliberate kiss there, her breath warm and tantalizing against the smooth fabric, then trailed upward, her mouth grazing the silk in a teasing ascent that left a tingling wake. 

“Look at you, all dressed up for me,” she murmured, her voice a sultry tease. Erstwhile, her hands roamed with restless intent, sliding from Emily’s breasts down to her sides, then back to the stockings, fingers tracing the glossy surface with a feather-light touch that danced up her thighs. Gia’s hands wandered higher, brushing the tops again, then finally, boldly, dipped between Emily’s legs, rubbing gently over her panties with a slow, deliberate stroke, sending a jolt straight through to her core.

Emily’s knees wobbled, her hands unsure what to do, even as Gia’s fingers moved up and down, a rhythmic caress that pressed the fabric against her sensitive pussy lips, lighting a fire she couldn’t ignore. 

“I-I shouldn’t let this keep going,” she whispered, her protests weak, a faint, faltering thread, her eyes shut as Gia’s hands slid back down the stockings, tracing the silk to her calves with a teasing drag, then up again, returning to rub between her legs with a firmer, more insistent pressure. 

Gia chuckled, her lips brushing Emily’s inner thigh through the silk, her breath a warm tease as her hands roamed back to Emily’s breasts, squeezing with a playful insistence and making Emily moan this time. 

“Shouldn’t?” Gia mused, her fingers kneading the soft flesh through the bra, thumbs hovering above her nipples again as her other hand lingered below, rubbing in a tantalizing rhythm that made Emily’s hips twitch despite herself. “You’re blooming for me already.”

Emily’s reluctant pleasure unfurled, a restless ache overtaking her defences as Gia’s boldness dismantled her protestations, each touch, whether the firm grip on her breasts or the slow, wandering rub between her legs, a spark that flickered against her lingering caution. 

The stockings amplified every sensation, the silk a canvas for Gia’s teasing, her hands gliding up and down their length with a maddening ease. It did not help that memories of Elise already helped build up her anticipation.

Gia rose, her smirk wicked as she watched Emily tremble in
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