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Chapter 1 – Morning Shift

The espresso machine hissed like it was exhaling. Ellie wiped the steam wand with a damp rag, movements automatic, eyes down. Brew & Bean opened at 6:00 a.m., and by 6:45 the regulars were already filtering in-suit jackets slung over arms, earbuds in, ordering the same thing they ordered yesterday. She liked the rhythm. The predictability. The way no one asked her anything personal. “Black coffee, no room,” she said before the customer even reached the counter. 

Miles looked up from his phone, surprised for half a second, then smiled-small, quiet, the same smile he gave every morning. “You’re psychic now?” “Habit,” Ellie replied, already pouring. She kept her voice soft, almost swallowed by the grinder’s whine behind her. “Two sugars?” “Always.” She slid the cup across the counter. Their fingers brushed-just a fraction of a second longer than necessary. She felt it in her stomach like a dropped spoon. He didn’t pull away fast either. “Thanks, Ellie.” She nodded, already turning to the next order. “Have a good day.” He lingered a beat-long enough that she felt his eyes on the back of her neck-then left. Ellie exhaled. She was twenty-two. She’d been working here since she was nineteen, right after community college didn’t work out. The coffee shop was safe. Predictable. 

No one looked twice at the girl in the oversized hoodie who kept her head down and her smile polite. No one knew that under the layers-baggy jeans, long-sleeve shirts, an apron that draped like a curtain-her body was something else entirely. Huge natural breasts that strained against every bra she owned. A tiny waist that flared into wide hips and a thick, rounded ass. Thighs that touched when she walked barefoot. She hid it all at work. Slouched a little. Never leaned forward too far when handing over drinks. Wore sports bras two sizes too small to flatten everything down. Glasses she didn’t need. Hair always up. Minimal makeup. No one ever guessed her other life. 

At night, though...At night she was Raven. Velvet Pulse was twenty minutes across town-upscale, velvet ropes, dim red lighting, private rooms that cost more per hour than most people made in a week. Raven wore six-inch heels, dark smoky makeup, deep red lipstick, hair down in loose waves. She owned the pole. She owned the room. Men-and women-threw money at her feet just to watch her move. She always did extras for anyone that asked. She always did. The tips from stage work and private dances were enough to cover rent, groceries, and the occasional splurge on lingerie she’d never wear in daylight.

But the two lives never touched. Until last night. She’d spotted him in the crowd during her third set-Miles, black coffee Miles, sitting near the back in a button-down and jeans, looking like he’d wandered into the wrong place. Their eyes locked for half a second. She almost missed a beat on the pole. Then she finished stronger-arching deeper, rolling slower, letting her breasts sway just a little more-almost daring him to react. He didn’t leave. He stayed through her whole set. 

This morning he’d come in like nothing happened. But something had. Ellie wiped the counter again, even though it was already clean. The bell above the door chimed. She looked up. Miles was back. He never came in twice in one day. He walked straight to the counter, eyes locked on hers. “Another black coffee,” he said quietly. “No sugar.” She nodded, turned to pour. Her hands shook-just a little. She hated that he could probably see it. When she slid the cup across, their fingers brushed again. This time neither pulled away. He didn’t leave. He stood there, looking at her like he was seeing her for the first time. Ellie swallowed. “Is... something wrong with the coffee?” “No.” His voice was low, almost gentle. “The coffee’s perfect. Same as always.” She met his eyes. Dark brown. Steady. No judgment. Just... knowing. She felt heat crawl up her neck. Miles leaned in slightly-close enough that only she could hear. 

“You were incredible last night,” he said. “I couldn’t look away.” Ellie’s breath caught. The shop was quiet-no other customers at the counter. The espresso machine hissed behind her like it was holding its breath too. She forced her voice to stay even. “You weren’t supposed to see that.” “I know.” He didn’t look sorry. “But I did.” Silence stretched between them-thick, electric. Ellie glanced toward the back. Her coworker was on break. No one was watching. She leaned forward-just a fraction. Her hoodie gapped slightly at the neckline. 

She knew he could see the edge of her bra, the swell of her breasts pressing against the fabric. Miles’s eyes flicked down, then back up. His throat moved. Ellie whispered, “What are you going to do about it?” He didn’t answer right away. Then, very quietly: “Come back tonight.” Ellie blinked. “To the club?” “To the club.” His voice dropped lower. “I want to see Raven again. Up close.” Her pulse hammered in her throat. 

She should say no. She should laugh it off. She should tell him to leave and never come back. Instead she said: “Private dance starts at eleven. VIP room. Cash only.” Miles smiled-slow, almost relieved. “I’ll be there.” He took his coffee, turned, and walked out. Ellie watched him go. Her hands were shaking so hard she almost dropped the rag. She had six hours until her shift at Velvet Pulse. Six hours to decide whether she was going to let Miles see both sides of her. Or whether she was going to run.

Chapter 2: The Bathroom

Ellie’s heart was still hammering when Miles walked out the door with his coffee. The bell chimed behind him like a gunshot in the quiet shop. She stood frozen behind the counter, fingers gripping the edge of the espresso machine so hard her knuckles turned white. She hadn’t said yes. She hadn’t said no. She’d just... invited him. The realization hit like cold water. 

She turned to wipe the already-clean steam wand again, trying to breathe normally. Then she heard footsteps behind her. “Ellie.” She jumped. Tara-her best friend and the only other barista on shift this morning-stood in the doorway to the tiny employee bathroom, arms crossed, eyebrows raised so high they nearly disappeared under her bangs. Tara was twenty-three, short, freckled, and brutally honest. She’d worked here for two years, knew Ellie better than anyone, and had zero filter. “I heard that,” Tara said quietly. Ellie’s stomach dropped. “Heard what?” “Don’t play dumb. I was restocking the oat milk. I heard every word.” Tara stepped closer, voice dropping to a whisper even though the shop was empty. “He said you were incredible last night. You told him to come back tonight. VIP room. Cash only.” 

Ellie felt heat flood her face, her neck, her chest. She opened her mouth. Nothing came out. Tara’s eyes widened. “Holy shit. You’re a stripper?” Ellie looked away. “Keep your voice down.” Tara grabbed Ellie’s wrist and pulled her into the bathroom, kicking the door shut behind them. The space was barely big enough for both of them-sink, toilet, mirror, flickering fluorescent light. Tara locked the door. “Talk,” she said. “Right now.” Ellie leaned against the sink, arms wrapped around herself like armor. “It’s not what you think.” “It’s exactly what I think.” Tara’s voice was a mix of shock and something hotter. “You’ve been Raven this whole time? 

The girl who works here in hoodies and cardigans is the one I’ve seen on Instagram stories from the club? The one with the insane body and the pole tricks that make grown men cry?” Ellie swallowed. “I didn’t want anyone to know.” Tara stared at her for a long second. Then she stepped closer-close enough that Ellie could smell her coconut conditioner. “Why not?” Tara asked softly. “Why hide it from me?” “Because...” Ellie’s voice cracked. “Because here I’m just Ellie. Normal. Safe. 

At the club I’m someone else. Someone people want.” Tara’s eyes darkened. “People want you here too, you know.” Ellie laughed-shaky. “No they don’t.” Tara reached out, brushed a loose strand of hair behind Ellie’s ear. Her fingers lingered on Ellie’s cheek. “I do,” Tara whispered. Ellie’s breath caught. Tara’s hand slid down-slowly-over Ellie’s collarbone, then lower, cupping the swell of her breast through the hoodie. Ellie inhaled sharply. “Tell me about the club,” Tara said, voice husky. “Everything.” Ellie’s mouth went dry. “Tara-”“Tell me.” Tara’s thumb circled over the fabric, finding Ellie’s nipple. It hardened instantly. “Or I’ll stop.” Ellie whimpered. “It’s... dark. Red lights. Velvet booths. I wear black lace, thigh-highs, six-inch heels. I dance on the pole-slow at first, then faster. Men watch. They throw money. 

Sometimes women too.” Tara’s other hand slid under Ellie’s hoodie, pushing the fabric up. Ellie’s breasts spilled free-heavy, round, nipples dark and tight. Tara’s fingers found one, pinched lightly. Ellie moaned. “I... I do private dances. Lap dances. They sit in a chair. I straddle them. I grind. I let them touch sometimes-over the bra, over the panties. Never more.” Tara’s hand slid lower, over Ellie’s stomach, under the waistband of her jeans. Ellie’s hips jerked forward instinctively.

“Keep going,” Tara breathed. “I... I touch myself sometimes. On stage. Just enough to tease. I get wet. Really wet. I can feel it dripping down my thighs under the thong.” Tara’s fingers found Ellie’s clit through her panties. Ellie gasped-loud, desperate. “You’re soaked right now,” Tara whispered. “Just talking about it.” Ellie nodded frantically. “Yes-”Tara pushed Ellie’s jeans down her thighs. The panties followed-black cotton, soaked through. Tara dropped to her knees on the tile floor. Ellie stared down at her best friend-eyes wide, cheeks burning. Tara looked up. “Tell me more.” Ellie’s voice shook. 

“I... I like the power. When they look at me like they’re starving. When they beg for more but can’t have it. I control it. All of it.” Tara spread Ellie’s thighs wider. “And when you come? On stage? Do you think about them watching?” “Sometimes,” Ellie admitted. “Sometimes I think about... someone specific.” Tara’s tongue flicked out-once-against Ellie’s clit. Ellie’s knees buckled. “Who?” Tara asked. “You,” Ellie whispered. Tara groaned. Then she buried her face between Ellie’s thighs. She licked slow at first-long, flat strokes from entrance to clit-tasting Ellie’s arousal, the faint salt of her excitement. Ellie moaned-loud, broken-hands fisting Tara’s hair. Tara sucked Ellie’s clit hard, then plunged her tongue inside her pussy-fucking her with it while her thumb circled Ellie’s clit in tight, relentless circles.

Ellie’s hips rocked forward. “Tara-oh god-”Tara pulled back just long enough to rasp, “Come for me. Right here. On my tongue.” She dove back in-tongue thrusting deep, nose grinding Ellie’s clit, fingers sliding inside to curl against her front wall. Ellie shattered. Her orgasm hit like a wave-hard, sudden, whole body convulsing. She cried out-sharp, desperate-pussy pulsing around Tara’s tongue, squirting in hot bursts that coated Tara’s chin and neck. Tara drank her down-greedy, moaning-licking every drop until Ellie was trembling, oversensitive, begging. Tara rose slowly, lips shiny, chin dripping. She kissed Ellie-deep, filthy-letting her taste herself in a long, sloppy kiss. Ellie whimpered into her mouth. Tara pulled back, wiped her chin with the back of her hand. “You taste even better than I imagined.” Ellie laughed-shaky, wrecked. “You imagined?” “Every shift,” Tara admitted. “Every time you bent over to grab something from the low shelf. Every time you blushed when a customer flirted. I wanted to drag you back here and do exactly what I just did. ”Ellie’s knees were still weak. “We’re gonna get fired.” Tara grinned. “Worth it.” She kissed Ellie again-slow this time, tender. The bell chimed in the front. A customer. Tara pulled back. “We should-” “Yeah.”T hey straightened clothes. Fixed hair. Wiped faces. Ellie looked at Tara in the mirror-both flushed, lips swollen, eyes bright. “After close,” Tara whispered. “Your place. Or mine. I want more.” Ellie nodded-once. “More.” They stepped out of the bathroom together. The shop was still quiet. But something had changed forever.

Chapter 3: After Close

The last customer left Brew & Bean at 6:02 p.m. Tara flipped the sign to CLOSED while Ellie counted the till with shaking hands. Neither had spoken much since the bathroom. The memory of Tara’s tongue between her thighs, the way Ellie had come so hard she’d almost collapsed against the sink-it hung between them like smoke. Ellie locked the front door. Tara turned off the open sign. They looked at each other. Tara spoke first, voice low. “Your place?” Ellie swallowed. “My place.”

They walked the six blocks in silence. Snow had started falling again-soft, fat flakes that caught in Tara’s blonde hair and melted on Ellie’s cheeks. Ellie’s apartment was on the third floor of a brick walk-up, small but tidy: one bedroom, tiny kitchen, fairy lights strung across the living-room wall. The moment the door shut behind them, Tara was on her
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