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Foreword
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Chapter 1

“Yes?”

The most beautiful woman I’d ever seen stared back at me from the other side of the counter. Her long hair was in a high ponytail held in a baseball cap, brunette curls cascading over her shoulder and over the front of a uniform that looked like it had been tailored for her body.

“Excuse me, what do you want?”

I snapped back to reality.

“Hi, I’m Kate. I’m starting here today. Waitressing.”

“Great, another one,” Elizabeth said and rolled her eyes. “Kenneth didn’t even tell me. You sure it’s tonight?”

“Yes,” I said, showing her the note with the date and time scribbled on the bottom of a business card for “Skip’s Burgers and Fries”.

“Great.”

She unclasped one side of the old wooden counter and lifted the door up. I followed her through the kitchen to a small storage room in the back.

“Not sure why he would schedule you for the night shift. I definitely don’t need any help. Clothes are on the shelf, get changed and tie your hair up. I’ll meet you up front.”

I watched as she walked away and closed the door behind her. I didn’t want to work here to begin with, but I didn’t have any other options.

Kenneth had warned me during the interview that Elizabeth was hard to work with.

“You know it’s not her fault. She’s hot and cold. She thinks she doesn’t need help, but she does. Likes to do everything herself, you know the type. If you do what she says, you’ll get right on her good side, and I know she’ll come round to you quick.”

I found some clothes that matched Elizabeth’s, a red button up top, and a flared black skirt. I pulled on a black ball cap, adorned with the Skip’s logo, and headed out to meet her.
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Chapter 2

“So…have you like…done this before?”

“Yes,” I replied. “I worked in a restaurant in high school for a few years.”

“Thank god. I mean, I’ll still have to train you, but you’re already better than the last three.”

It was 9:00 PM, and the restaurant wasn’t busy. I scanned the tables, looking at a few truck drivers sitting alone, a family of four with a screaming baby, and a rundown couple of hikers with their big backpacks on the floor beside their tables.

“So, the thing here is that there’s no chef at night. Skip said there’s no need, so we make do. After 8:00 PM there are only burgers, fries, hot dogs, shakes, coffee, tea, soda or sandwiches.”

I wanted to tell her that Kenneth hadn’t mentioned cooking, but I knew better.

“I don’t know what kind of place you worked at before, but here we don’t take no shit. The police station is just down the road, so if someone comes at you, just call them. I don’t get paid enough to deal with some of the people who come in here. Don’t take no shit, don’t make them wait too long, and just do what I say. Got it?”

“Yes, got it.”

Part of the reason I wanted to do what she said was because I needed the job, and Kenneth had made it very clear that satisfying Elizabeth was important. But I also just couldn’t believe the effect she was having on me.

Now that I was behind the counter, I could see her long, muscular legs, with her extra short skirt. I noticed it was rolled up at the top, and when she saw me staring, all she did was smile and say “extra tips.”

She smelled amazing, a sweet candy like scent trailed behind her. She had a full face of makeup, big eyelashes, and the way she chewed her gum brought something out of me I’d never experienced, at least, not from a woman. I couldn’t deny that she was undeniably hot, which was something I could admit about a woman, but this feeling was even stronger. I wanted her to notice me, and I wanted to impress her.

When Elizabeth had started training me, she was uninterested, vague and didn’t let me do much. But as she realized I was paying attention and listening, I could see her taking me more seriously. I followed her around, studying carefully at how she plated the food, how she greeted the customers, the way she smiled and flipped her hair at some of the older men.

“You’re not so bad,” she said after a few hours, the restaurant almost empty except for a man reading quietly in the corner. I knew that not so bad meant good.

“Thanks, you’re a great trainer.”

“Well, there is one thing though.”

I expected for her to be critical; it seemed in her nature, so I didn’t feel offended, even though I knew I’d done everything well.

“Your shirt has been, like, half unbuttoned like all night. And we don’t usually allow sluts around here.”

I felt my face immediately get hot, and I looked down. It wasn’t as bad as she had made it sound, but I definitely was showing a lot of cleavage. I fixed it quickly as she laughed.

“It’s okay. I think you helped us make a little extra tonight. Plus, I don’t mind. It’s a lot better than the creep I trained who sent me dick pics last month.”

“Oh my god, what?”

“Yeah, like I said. We’ve had some interesting hires.”
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Chapter 3

I came back from my lunch break, where I could eat anything I wanted from the diner. I had a big cheeseburger with ketchup and mustard, a side of fries, and a coffee.

“Gotta make it yourself,” Elizabeth had said. “I don’t work for free.”

I walked back under the counter and went into the kitchen to find Elizabeth. She leaned against one of the counters on her elbows on her phone bent over, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. I could see part of her ass, her skirt barely covering her. I pretended I couldn’t see anything, but she didn’t seem to notice or care, as she continued on her phone.

“Kate? Can you make me fries?”

“I don’t work for free,” I said jokingly.

“Do what I say, remember?”

I had already started to walk toward the freezer to grab the fries. I turned to look at her and saw her smiling.


-

“So, why are you working here? Did you drop out of college or something?” Elizabeth asked, sipping from her straw. It was 4:00 AM, and the restaurant was empty.

“No, I didn’t drop out. I just moved here, and there’s no jobs…”

“There are lots of jobs. People move here for the jobs. Are you a felon?”

“No, I’m not a felon.” I laughed. “I just got out of a messy relationship, moved here, and I’m out of money. But I know how to wait tables, and this place called me first.”

“Messy relationship?”

“Yes.”

“Could you elaborate?” She said, swirling her straw around her cup of soda.

“It’s not a big deal, really. He was just a jerk. We were together since high school, and he cheated on me. So I slashed his tires and left in the middle of the night.”

“You what?” She said loudly, slamming her drink down. “Oh my god you are a felon. I knew it.”

“What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Why do you work here? Did you leave some guy and end up here too?”

“Pssht. No. I only date women. They don’t cheat,” she said with a smile.

I had to stop myself from showing my true reaction, which was complete shock. I could see Elizabeth study my face silently to detect any judgment.

“You date women?”

“Yes. Also, I’m kidding. Women do cheat. Especially the trash around here.”

Before I could reply, she spoke again.

“Anyway. We only have an hour before Janice gets here, and she’s a real bitch if the place doesn’t look good. I’ll mop, you do the dishes.”

We cleaned the place quickly, and at quarter to five, Janice came through the front door.

She walked right over to me as I finished wiping down the last table. She was incredibly tall with short brown hair, and she wore a hockey jersey over top of a pink hoodie.

“Good job, new girl. You survived a night with Elizabeth,” she said loudly, and clapped her hand on my shoulder. I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not.

“Elizabeth did a great job training me. She was fun to work with.”

Janice’s eyebrows raised.

“Did she pay you to say that?” She said, laughing. “Never mind. The place looks great anyhow.”

Janice left to pull the cash and count it. I went to the back and changed back into my regular clothes. I was hoping to see Elizabeth before I left, but I heard the front door shut and saw her walking out into the parking lot, the sun rising behind her.
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Chapter 4

I couldn’t stop thinking about her

I had two days off since my first shift, and Elizabeth kept popping up into my thoughts. I walked around my brand new, empty bachelor apartment, getting ready for my shift. This time was different. I took a lot of time doing my makeup and hair and I didn’t skip the perfume. I ironed my work uniform. “I only date women” kept playing over and over in my head, but I couldn’t figure out why I cared, because I only dated men.

There was something about her that was so alluring, even despite her mean girl exterior. I wanted to know why she was the way she was. I wanted to know if I was her type. But then what would I even do if I were? I didn’t have any interest in women, and even if I did, I wouldn’t know where to start.

I figured I must have just been desperate. I’d been in a relationship since high school, and now I was 24. It had only been a month since I’d broken it off with Kody, and it was the most time I’d spent apart from anyone.

I knew there was no way I’d have a shot with Elizabeth, and I was pretty sure I wouldn’t do anything even if I had the chance. But I still made sure my bra matched my panties ‘just in case’.
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Chapter 5

“Table two. He just came in right before you, and he was staring at your ass when you walked in.” Elizabeth beamed at me.

“Hello to you too,” I mumbled, grabbing a pad of paper and a pen.

The man sat alone, staring out the window into the dark parking lot, but he twisted his head and sat up when he saw my reflection in the window.

“Hi there, sir. Welcome to Skip’s. What can I get ya?”

“Ummm,” he said, squinting at the menu. “Just a double cheeseburger, and extra large fry, a soda… maybe a chocolate milkshake…and your number.”

He looked up at me proudly as I wrote his order down, and then I realized what he said.

“Unfortunately, we are all out of phone numbers tonight. I’m so sorry. Anything else I can get you?”

“Fine. Her number,” he said, pointing at Elizabeth.I laughed but he didn’t.

“Okay, coming right up,” I said smiling, and walked back to Elizabeth.

I filled her in on the conversation, and she squealed loud enough for the man to crank his head.

“Oh my god, oh my god. Please give him your number. I’m serious. It would be so fun.”

“Absolutely not.”

“Fine, you’re no fun. Wait here.”

I watched as she walked toward him, slowly undoing her apron as she swung her hips. I knew I should start cooking, but I stayed near the counter, slowly pouring his soda and watching.

I couldn’t hear everything. I watched as she spoke to him low, leaning on the table, bent slightly. She flipped her hair and laughed loudly, chewing her gum and batting her eyelashes. I wondered for a moment if maybe she was just messing with me the other night when she said she liked women, because she seemed like she was into him.

“Now you know, I can’t give you that just for free, or else I’d have no room left in my phone, you know? You’re not the first to ask tonight.”

They spoke a bit more, laughing, and finally she sauntered back over to me. I watched the man’s eyes burn into her ass as she walked away from him. She winked at me and pulled me into the kitchen.

She started making his dinner, telling me the story so loudly I was so worried he would hear her.

“And then I said, I can’t just give you that for free, and he said, I’ll leave you a tip big enough that you’ll be begging to come to my place this weekend, and you can bring your friend too.”

“Oh my god,” I said, putting the fries down. “What is wrong with you?” I laughed.

“I mean, obviously, we’re not doing shit. But this guy is going to leave a big fat tip thinking that in a couple of days we’re both gonna go over and suck his cock. Well, who knows? Maybe you’ll want to. You could probably use a little something after your shitty ex. And he’s not bad to look at.”

“No, no. Absolutely not,” I laughed. “I’m so not interested.”

“We’ll see about that,” she said, winking.

We finished making his food, and I tried to watch as Elizabeth took it out to him, but the restaurant was getting busy. We both worked quickly and silently, but at one point she flashed me two hundred dollars from table two with a smile.
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Chapter 6

“So, do you have a girlfriend?”

The restaurant had slowed down quite a lot, only one drunk couple left in the corner, more interested in making out than eating their food. We both stood in the kitchen, Elizabeth on her phone.

“Why, do you want my number too?”

“I…no, I-”

“I’m just kidding, sorry. No, like I said, they’re trash around here. Everyone is. I don’t know why you moved here.”

“It’s cheap. And there are lots of jobs,” I laughed.

“Yeah, exactly.”

“What’s it like?” I asked and saw her look up from her phone. “Women, you know…”

“Ohhh, are we switching sides now?” She asked, slipping her phone in the waistband of her skirt.

“No, I just… I’m just curious.”

“It’s really the same. I mean, I think it is. I don’t really know guys, except like tonight, horny guys are easy. Horny girls are too, though. But I kind of like things different, so I don’t think I’d be able to give you a good idea.”

“What do you mean?”

Elizabeth sighed loudly. “I guess it’s just that I have a certain type. I like to be in charge, you know.”

I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about, but it sounded like she was hiding something.

“What’s so different about that?”

“Look, I-”

The bell at the front door went off. And then again, and again. There were loud voices, a whole crowd was coming in. Elizabeth and I rushed out and saw an entire group of younger men sitting down, talking and laughing.

“Fucking college kids. They don’t even tip well and they’re loud.”

We both started hurrying around, taking orders and getting water out quickly to the rowdy guys. I figured there must have been a sports game, as everyone was cheering and running around, but I really couldn’t focus. I had the fryer going as Elizabeth flipped burgers in between filling drinks.

After about twenty minutes, we were in a good rhythm. Food was steadily going out the door, the noise levels as coming down as people were chewing their food, and we only had a few extra drinks to go out and one or two meals.

I grabbed a stack of napkins and walked out of the swinging doors from the kitchen to the counter, but Elizabeth was coming through at the same time. Before I even knew what was happening, we crashed into each other. I felt her body against mine for a moment, and it felt like time froze. Her hands found my shoulders, my body pressed up against hers, and all I felt was warmth. Her leg wrapped around mine, almost pinning me against the frame of the door, as she yelled out.

“Oh my god, Kate, Jesus. Watch where you’re fucking going,” Elizabeth shouted. I could feel my cheeks flush hot, not with embarrassment, but with excitement. Even though it had only been a month since Kody, it had been about 6 months since he was even close to me like this.

But then something changed. She didn’t move, and I didn’t either. I felt her body against mine, let the feeling linger, and I breathed into it. I didn’t know what to do, but I didn’t want to move.

I wanted her to kiss me, and the way she looked at me made me think the same. Either that, or that she was extremely angry, and maybe it was both.

She leaned forward and kissed me hard, dropping the notepad that had been in her hands. She grabbed onto my waist and pushed me even more against the door as I moaned against her lips. I felt her hot tongue flick against my lips and I parted them, letting her explore me. Her body was pressed up against mine, her thigh in between my legs, and I pulled her even closer.

No one could see us, but I knew if someone came up to the counter and looked back or walked through the front door, we would be in full view. But for some reason, I didn’t care.

Her hand slid down from my waist to the hem of my skirt, and her fingers found my skin as she slid her hand up the fabric. I let out a soft moan, but it was cut off by the loud beeping of the fryer.

“Fuck,” I said, as she pulled away from me quickly. I ran over to the fryer and lifted the basket. I locked it into place, turned the alarm off, and as I looked around, I realized she was already back out waiting tables.
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Chapter 7

An hour later, the college boys were rushing to catch the last bus from the area, leaving a mess and more tips than we’d expected.

Elizabeth collapsed dramatically in the kitchen against the counter.

“It’s over. It’s finally over.”

“Oh my god, that was awful. I’m so happy I’m not in college anymore.”

“Same. Good job though. I keep forgetting you’re new. You’re keeping up well. Except walking into me earlier,” she laughed.

“I thought that was a good thing.”

Elizabeth smiled and leaned back against the counter, looking me up and down.

“It is. Look, Kate, you’re super gorgeous. I find it hard to work with you because I fucking find you so hot. I just don’t know if you could… keep up with me.”

“I can… I mean, I know I could. I just…”

“No, like, I just like things different, you know.”

“Um, yeah. I get it, you’re gay. Isn’t that the whole point?”

She gave me a look as if I had two heads and stepped toward me. She held my wrists in her hands and pushed them back against the counter on either side of me. My breathing grew heavy as I anticipated what she would do next.

“I like to be rough,” she started, her voice lowering as she leaned in closer, her hair grazing my shoulder. “I don’t want boring. I want to use you. I want to bend you over the counter and fuck you hard until you’re begging me to cum. I want to watch you squirm and call you names and make you fucking never forget how good I can make you feel.”

I swallowed so hard it rang loudly in my ears. I was so turned on that I was trembling. The things she was saying to me were things I had only reserved for my deepest fantasies, always knowing fully well that they would stay that way. I couldn’t masturbate without the thought of being dominated and controlled, without the thought of someone’s hand around my throat or someone making me beg.

But in reality, I’d never had sex anywhere close to that. I had always had sex the way she’d described. Boring.

“But I don’t think you’re that kind of girl. You’re so delicate. And, I mean, I don’t even think you like women,” she said, and let go of my wrists.

“I do, I mean, I really like you. I’ve never done anything like that before, but I want to.”

“Tell me more.”

“I want it. I want to try, I want you to use me, and all of that, I just, please, Elizabeth.”

“Show me you’re not fucking with me then. Take your shirt off.”

“Here? I…” I looked up at the camera.

“They’re fake, I promise. Skip couldn’t afford the real ones. We glued those to the ceiling.”

For a moment, I gathered my thoughts. I was in a new state. I didn’t know anyone. I had come here to reinvent myself. Listening to my body, I felt how hard my nipples were, how wet I felt, and how badly I wanted Elizabeth and the things she said. I knew that one month ago wouldn’t do anything like this, but right now, there was nothing I wanted more.

I pulled off the uniform shirt and threw it onto the ground, looking at Elizabeth the whole time. She looked completely thrown off guard. For a moment, I thought maybe she was messing with me. But from the way she kissed me earlier, I knew there was no way.

I didn’t want her to doubt me, so I took off my bra too, dropping it on top of my shirt on the floor. My hard nipples pulsated now that they were exposed.

“Fuck, Kate.” Elizabeth stepped forward again, this time looking at me differently. She looked more alive, awake, and alert than I had seen her before. She flipped her ponytail behind her shoulder and then hooked her fingers into the band of my skirt, and pulled herself closer to me, her hips pressing mine against the counter.

“I’m not like…a monster or anything. If you really want this, just let me know if it’s too much, or if you need to stop, and I will, okay?”

“Okay, I will,” I said, feeling a bit relieved. The way she spoke to me and carried herself turned me on, but it was nice to know that she would listen to me.

“I’m serious, anything, if you want to stop, whatever. Just tell me.”

I nodded and felt her hips press against mine even harder. Her hand trailed up my stomach and onto my breast, and I gasped as she rubbed her fingers against my hard nipple, the feeling shooting straight down to my clit.

“I knew you were a fucking slut from the moment I saw you,” she said, pinching the nipple and watching my face twist with excitement. “I thought maybe I’d just use you to get tips from men, but this is more than I could have imagined.”

Her other hand slid up my thigh underneath my skirt and found my panties. She rubbed her fingers against the fabric. I opened my legs eagerly and felt her graze her fingers against me.

“But I don’t know if this is fair. I want to make sure I fuck you so hard you can’t work the next day, but I’m not ready.”

She was saying she wasn’t ready, but her fingers were pressed against my hard clit. I held my breath, feeling the pressure, moving my hips slightly to encourage her to rub.

“So I think I have a plan,” she said, her fingers moving now as I let out a moan. “I’m going to get you so fucking wet. You’re going to be a fucking mess, and then I’m going to make you wait until Thursday night.”

“Thursday? But it’s Tuesday.”

Elizabeth laughed, “Exactly.”

I hoped she was joking. I looked at the clock. It was 2:00 AM. We had three hours left, and the place would most likely be pretty dead until then, although we still needed to clean up. I wondered if she was just joking, but she didn’t seem like the joking type.

But I couldn’t think about it anymore, because she was suddenly all over me. She grabbed the back of my head with one hand, holding my hair in her fist, and her other hand was against my lips.

“Spit,” she demanded, and I did.

She rubbed her wet fingers against my mouth, and then pressed it back against my pussy, moving my panties to the side. Her knee was against my thigh, pinning my leg open, and she eagerly rubbed the wet fingers against my throbbing clit.

“Oh my god,” I moaned loudly.

Her hand on my head held me still as her expert fingers worked at my clit quickly. I was so surprised at how quickly she’d found it. I was so used to having to put my ex’s hand in the right place, only for him to give up a few minutes later. I’d never had anyone make me feel this good so quickly, not even myself.

“I’ve got so much planned for you, Kate. You’re going to be my personal fucking slut on Thursday night. I’m going to completely ruin you.”

I was so close to coming already, I couldn’t imagine what else she could do to me to make me feel better. Her words got me as turned on as her skilled fingers did.

I watched as she smiled at me and pushed me back even more. She lowered her lips to my nipple, and I cried out loudly as she sucked and nibbled on the hard nub while sliding against my clit. She moaned as she sucked me, and then her fingers slid down from my clit against my wet hole. Then she pressed inside of my pussy with three fingers, stretching me out and fingering me quickly.

I didn’t expect for it to feel as good as it did. Her fingers curled in just the right way, rubbing my g-spot and driving me crazy.

Suddenly I didn’t care if someone were to walk through the door, a customer or the mysterious Skip himself. I didn’t care if I was fired, or if I lost my apartment. All I could focus on was Elizabeth’s hand and her hot mouth sucking my nipple.

My moans were louder and louder, my legs shaking. I was so close to cumming that I was worried I would cum too early without being able to fully savor what she had in store for me. My skin was hot, my breathing loud, my legs completely tensed, when she decided to completely pull away from me.

If she hadn’t held me, I probably would have fallen to the ground. My legs were like jello, ready to completely give out as my orgasm was ready to pop like a balloon. But now there was nothing except for Elizabeth against me, holding my waist and my shoulders.

“Please, please, oh my god. I’m so close.”

“Perfect,” she said, watching me as I gasped, my hips slowing their desperate movement.

“Elizabeth, please, I’ll do anything.”

I stood up straight, and she let go of me, grabbing my shirt and bra off of the floor.

“Yes, that’s the point. You’ll do anything for me on Thursday. And tonight. You’re not allowed to cum until I let you, but I promise it’ll be worth the wait.”

She smiled and dressed me, snapping the bra on behind my back and pulling the shirt over my head. It felt like a punishment, and it felt unfair. I wanted her to touch me, I needed it. It was like I was an animal. I could feel my soaked panties, my wet pussy craving her touch, my nipples hard and my legs still shaking and tense. I was ready to beg for it.

But before I could, I heard the bell of the front door opening.

Elizabeth turned to me, smiling. “I’ll get it. Make me lunch? I want fries.”
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Chapter 8

I continued working, my clit throbbing with every step. I felt my pussy sliding between my legs as I worked, even after I’d cleaned myself up. Elizabeth teased me as I worked, brushing against my nipples, kissing me hard, grabbing my ass. But it was never enough. She told me what to do for the rest of the night, continuing on training me like nothing had happened.

It was the longest shift of my life. I was in agony, and I could tell she knew it. But she said nothing until the end. We saw Janice in the parking lot, smoking her cigarette in her car, the brisk fall air making it look like her car was smoking too.

Elizabeth caught me in the kitchen as I was walking out the door, her hand touching my elbow gently. I stopped, and she pressed me up against the wall, just as she’d done when I bumped into her. Her body pressed against mine, her lips against my neck.

“If you change your mind about this, it’s okay. Let me know Thursday. But if not, you better not fucking cum until I see you next. I promise it will be worth it.”

“I don’t know if I can wait,” I said, hoping she’d give me her address, or that maybe she’d come home with me. I couldn’t think straight, needing more.

“You’re going to have to. Trust me, I-”

“Ladies! Good morning!”

We both jumped as Janice’s voice rang through the restaurant. Elizabeth walking quickly to the back, grabbing her coat, and walked quickly past Janice.

“Good morning,” I said, as Janice walked through the door.

“Wow, you survived two nights! It’s almost a record.”

I laughed as I heard the door shut behind Elizabeth. I grabbed my coat quickly, running out the door, but she was already gone.

-

The next day was hell. I’d gone to sleep after my shift, my brain still completely hungry for Elizabeth. I fell asleep thinking of what she’d said. Tossing and turning, I still felt her hands all over me.

But the next morning when I woke up, I wasn’t only horny, but I felt incredibly guilty. I felt like I’d done something horrible. I checked my phone quickly, thinking maybe Elizabeth had lied about the cameras. Maybe Kenneth had seen the whole thing, or Janice had seen us that morning. I looked at my texts, thinking maybe I’d get a message that I was fired, or that everyone knew what had happened. But there was nothing. I laid in bed, panicking as I thought about what I was doing. I couldn’t believe I’d been so horny that I agreed to let some woman I barely knew touch me and tease me.

But as I woke up fully, the afternoon sun shining through my windows, the feelings of the night before crawled back. It was my decision. I trusted her and I’d do anything to feel the things she made me feel.

I looked her up online and found an old social media account of hers, but there was barely anything on it apart from some pictures of her looking gorgeous, which didn’t help my situation. One at graduation, one at a friend’s birthday, and another at the diner with the whole crew. Her profile was private, and I looked and looked for more about her, but I couldn’t find anything. I just wanted to know more.

I did my laundry, shopped for groceries, cooked some food for the week. I did everything I should have been doing, but inside I felt like screaming. All I could think about was tracking her down, showing up at her house, and begging her to use me like she wanted to. I even thought about calling the diner that night to see if she was working.

But I couldn’t. I knew she wanted me to wait, and I wanted to do just as she said. Maybe if I did, then I would prove to her I was trustworthy, and she’d let me in more. It took everything to stop myself from looking through my moving boxes for the vibrator I’d packed, but I convinced myself that she’d be able to tell if I came without her.

All I could think of was Thursday night, and I distracted myself as much as I could, waiting for it.
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Chapter 9

The problem with Thursday nights was that it was extremely busy.

I’d thought the weekend would be the busiest night, but around here, in this new place, it seemed to be Thursday nights.

When I came in for my shift, the place was packed, and it was well after dinner. There were sports games attracting people of all ages, local college meetings and lots of tourists. A customer mentioned to me that the leaves were turning in the mountains, and that we’d probably be quite busy with people driving from all over to see the late autumn gems in the area. I nodded along as they spoke, wondering if that was the reason these customers were keeping me from Elizabeth.

She’d said a quick hi to me, and directed me to the tables she hadn’t gotten to yet. Her tone was quick, hard to read, and as I ran around taking orders, I wondered if she had changed her mind. I knew she was busy, and we didn’t have time to talk, but the thought hadn’t crossed my mind until now. For the past day I’d been wondering if I was making some big mistake, and I wondered now if she’d felt the same.

But she didn’t give me any signs. It was too busy for me to read into it. We worked hard, making sure every table was happy, before more people would come in. It was the hardest I’d worked so far.

After a few hours, work slowed a bit. We had six tables going, four with food, and two tables were new. Elizabeth had a family of four, while I had a man who kept staring at my body. He wasn’t unattractive by any means, but just the fact he’d walked in after we’d been busy for so long irritated me. I kept thinking that every time there was a lull that maybe Elizabeth would approach me, but there had been no opportunities.

I was so horny thinking about her that his gaze excited me. Part of me wanted to make a scene, to make Elizabeth jealous, but the other part of me wanted to make her some extra tips.

I walked to the back to prepare his food, and Elizabeth came back to do the same for her table.

”I didn’t forget about you,” she said, smiling. “It will slow down soon, promise.”

I didn’t reply because I wasn’t sure what I would say. My body responded to her words, that same feeling of desire washing over me. I wondered if she could tell, as she smiled and continued to work.
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Chapter 10

”Do you need a break first?”

It had finally slowed down and the restaurant was empty. I was finishing washing the dishes, and Elizabeth had cleaned the tables. I turned to look at her, my hands still in the water.

”No, I don’t want one.”

”So you haven’t changed your mind?” She smiled.

”No, it’s even worse now. I want you so badly, Elizabeth.” It didn’t even sound like me talking. My clit throbbed so hard it was painful, and my clothes suddenly felt restrictive and heavy. I dried my hands on a tea towel, but before I could turn around, she was behind me.

”Remember what I said,” she whispered into my ear. “If you want to stop, tell me. If it’s too much or you’re not into it, tell me. I’ll listen. I want to make sure you are enjoying this as much as me.”

”Okay, I promise, I will.”

”Good girl. Put your hands behind your back.”

I did as she said, and she stepped back. The next thing I knew, there was a cool metal against my wrists as she slipped a pair of handcuffs onto them. She fastened them closed, and I tested them, pulling slightly, but I wasn’t able to move.

She wrapped her hands around me and pushed my bra and shirt up over my breasts, exposing me. They jutted out in front of me with my arms restrained, and suddenly the hot vulnerability clicked in. She could do what she wanted to me, and I couldn’t stop her.

I waited for her to touch me, my pussy dripping with anticipation, but she didn’t.

”Bend over the counter, you stupid slut. Now.”

I did as she said, leaning against the counter and bending over slightly. We were right beside the sink, and the counter was still wet from some of the water that had splashed from washing the dishes. As I lay in it, I knew she could see it, but she didn’t care. It turned me on even more.

I felt her behind me, her hand on my shoulder pressing me down, so that my hard nipples pressed against the cool surface of the counter, sliding against the wet, soapy surface, and my ass stuck up further. With my hands tied behind my back, I had no choice but to rest my cheek on the counter as well. I gasped as her hand pressed against my upper inner thigh, pushing my legs apart. I felt so open, embarrassed, and more turned on than I’d ever been before, my dripping pussy clenching with anticipation.

She dashed her fingers between my legs, checking to see how wet I was. I moaned at her quick touch, my quiet way of asking for more.

I felt something pressing against my opening, and I opened my legs eagerly. She teased the outside of my wet hole, her hands gripping into my hips. That’s when I realized it was a strap-on.

”I want to make sure I fuck you the way you’re used to, straight girl.”

She pushed the dildo inside of my wet pussy, and I moaned loudly as it slid inside of me easily. Her fingernails dug into my hips and ass as she pushed deeper, stretching me.

”You like that, slut? You like being stuffed full like a greedy little whore? I’m going to fuck you so hard you’re going to feel empty for days.”

”Yes-” I said, but my words melted into moans as the thoughts left my head from the way she fucked me. She pulled out entirely and then slammed into me, over and over, fucking me hard.

Every time she pushed in, the movement made my body slide against the counter, my nipples dragging against the surface and back again as she pulled out, guiding my body back and forth with her pinching nails. I’d never felt anything so good before. I’d never cum without touching my clit, but I knew if she continued fucking me like this, I would have no problem letting go.

She steadied herself with a hand on my shoulder, the other still digging into my hip, and moved even faster. I knew it wouldn’t be much longer, my body shaking. My hard, swollen clit felt neglected as it throbbed uselessly, but I didn’t care.

”Please Elizabeth, don’t stop! Oh my god,” I cried out, my ass slamming back against her as I fucked the dildo.

She must have realized how close I was and paused, the dildo pressing against my cervix, not moving. I moaned and tried to squirm, but I was so full that I couldn’t move.

”You know what? I know you said you didn’t want a break, but I think I might need one.”

She uncuffed my hands, and then took the dildo off of the strap on, but kept it inside of me.

”Stand up,” she demanded.

I did as she said, and she held the dildo inside of me. Then she let go, my thighs holding it in place inside of me.

”Make me fries. Keep this inside of you and keep your shirt pushed up. If it falls out, I won’t let you cum.”

With her words, I clenched my legs together as tightly as I could. I stood shocked for a moment, my mind still coming down from the clouds.

”Hurry, I’m hungry.”

She sat down across the room and watched me, sitting on a stool in the corner.
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Chapter 11

She sat down across the room and watched me, sitting on a stool in the corner.

I got to work quickly but carefully, making sure I wasn’t moving the wrong way. I got the fries out of the chest freezer, my exposed nipples getting almost painfully hard from the cold freezer air as I bent down to grab the frozen bag.

The dildo was so wet from my juices that it felt like it could slip any moment. I moaned as I walked, feeling it push and move against my insides. Putting the fries into the fryer, I set the timer. I got her container ready and felt her eyes burning into me.

The fries didn’t take long, but it felt like forever as I waited. I wanted to crawl on my knees in front of her, beg her to just let me cum first. But instead, I stood there and waited. Once the timer went off, I turned off the fryer, lifted the basket, and heard her voice.

”Come to think of it, I’m not that hungry anymore.”

She walked back to my side of the kitchen and leaned against the side counter. It was for prep and was lower than the other counters, as it was a newer addition.

”Come here. On your knees.”

I did as she said, walking over to her and dropping carefully, still squeezing my thighs together.

”I just didn’t think it was fair,” she started to say, walking behind me to fasten the handcuffs on me again. “There’s no way that I could eat while you look so hungry.”

I realized what she wanted me to do, and even though I was nervous, I could feel myself salivate. I was afraid I wouldn’t do things right, or mess it up, but I wanted so badly to taste her I didn’t care.

She pulled me over so that I knelt in front of the counter, with my back to it. Then she stood in front of me, lifting her skirt to reveal her soft, smooth pussy. I could see how wet she was, and it made me feel so good to know that she was wet because of me. She lifted one bent leg up onto the counter and grabbed my head with one of her hands, holding my hair in her grip tight.

Her scent was intoxicating, but she didn’t give me any time to savor it. She pulled my head against her and I opened my mouth and licked whatever part of her I could find. I wished I could use my hands to steady myself, but they were fastened tightly behind my back. I felt like I was her personal toy, her slave for the night, as she had wanted.

She thrusted and slid herself against my tongue, and I held it steadily as I licked at her. I tasted her sweet juices with my tongue, pushing my tongue inside of her hole as she shivered and moaned around me. She held my head hard, fucking herself with my tongue, and then pulled my head back and up to her clit.

I sucked the hard nub, pausing to lick and spit and swirl my tongue around her.Her grip loosened on my head as she let me take over. I repositioned myself, feeling the dildo move inside of me, and I realized if I positioned my hips over my calf I could fuck myself at the same time.

”Do you like that, you desperate little slut?” She asked, between her own heavy breaths and moans.

I gave her a muffled reply, my tongue working at her clit.

”I knew as soon as I saw you that your mouth was made to be fucked and used. I didn’t think it would be this easy, though.”

I didn’t think so either, I thought to myself. I didn’t feel like myself at all, but I felt natural and proud, especially when I felt her legs starting to shake and tense. She gripped my head hard as I continued faster. I wanted to hear her beg for more, plead for me to let her cum, but she didn’t. I felt as her orgasm ripped through her, and I didn’t stop until she was done, squeezing every drop out of her.

”Kate, fuck,” she moaned loudly, sending a shiver through me. I couldn’t believe I’d actually made her cum.

She pulled me to my feet; the dildo slipping out of my soaked pussy. She lifted me onto the counter and stood in front of me. I looked at her for only a moment, observing her flushed cheeks and wild eyes before she kissed me hard. Her hands were all over me, sliding over my hot skin, over my breasts and down to my clit. I moaned against her mouth, and she slipped her tongue inside, exploring me while her fingers worked.

”I bet you want to fucking cum, don’t you, slut? I think you’ve earned it.”

I was so turned on that it wouldn’t take much. Her fingers were slick from my pussy, and she rubbed them so quickly and expertly against my throbbing clit I could feel my whole body tense.

Her lips found my earlobe, sucking and licking, her hot breath in my ear. I’d never felt anything like this. Days on edge, being teased and touched and used, and finally I could cum. It scared me to say anything, in case she took it away from me, but I knew now that this was real. I earned it.

”Oh my god, I’m-” I said, before getting cut off by the ringing of the front doorbell, as someone entered.

I felt panicked, but I was too close. I couldn’t stop now, and Elizabeth didn’t want me to. I could barely stifle my moans, and I felt her hand clasp tightly around my mouth.

”Cum for me,” Kate,” she whispered, and I let go.

It took everything in me to be silent as my orgasm ripped through me. I shook, my muscles tense, my legs only being held open by Elizabeth’s body. She kept rubbing my clit, and I realized I wasn’t coming just once, but twice, and maybe a third. They all ran together like one big wave crashing against me, and I couldn’t control my body.

The bell at the front counter rang as I came harder than ever, liquid squirting out of me and onto the floor and pooling around where I sat on the counter.

”Coming!” I heard Elizabeth say and took her hand off of my mouth. “Sorry, I’ll be right back,” she whispered to me, as I panted heavily.

She washed her hands and checked her face quickly in the mirror over the sink and grabbed a notepad.

”Hello! Welcome to Skip’s. What drinks can I get started for ya?”
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Chapter 12

I sat on the counter still, my hands tied behind my back, still moaning softly as my body came down from the orgasmic high. My ass and legs were wet, as I sat in a pool of my juices. I thought of how lucky we were that no one had come in until the last moment, after such a busy night.

Elizabeth took care of the table and me. She uncuffed me when she came back, kissed me, and pulled me in tightly. She rubbed my hair, helped me down from the counter, and helped to clean me up with soap and a towel. She told me to wait for her on the stool, and brought me a coffee.

I watched as she darted back and forth, preparing the food. I didn’t question her as she worked silently. I hoped that no one else would come in to the restaurant, and my hopes came true. The customers ate quickly and left, returning Elizabeth back to me.

”Wow, timing, huh?” She said, walking back into the room.

She walked toward me and I stood up. Her arms wrapped around me, her warm body pulled against mine.

“Was that..okay?”

I never could have imagined her looking nervous, but I figured this was the closest I would get to seeing it. Her eyes were wide, searching mine, and her hands clasped over my own.

“Of course it was,” I said. “That was incredible. I wish we didn’t have to stop, but I’m also exhausted.”

“Yeah, no wonder. You were so fucking hot.” She pushed down the waistband of my skirt a bit and looked. “Shit, I think I bruised you with my nails. Sorry.”

I couldn’t believe how vulnerable Elizabeth seemed, her hard exterior gone. I pulled her in to me, kissing her, and I could feel her surprise as she melted into me.

“It’s okay,” I said, laughing. “It will make me think of you later.”

We spoke with each other for a while, putting off cleaning the restaurant for as long as we could. We sat at a table, drinking coffee and laughing. She touched my hand and her foot found my leg under the table. I wondered if someone looked in, if they could tell just how much we were drawn toward another, or if they would think we were just friends.

I found out that Elizabeth still worked at the diner because Skip and his wife had given her a place to stay when she ran away from home when she was younger. She stayed with him for a few years, working at the diner, and used the money to go to college.

She said his wife had died years ago, and he was getting old, so she moved back and stuck around longer than she needed to make sure he was okay. That way, she could watch the diner and him.

When she told me, it felt like she was revealing her deepest secrets to me. Suddenly I saw her differently. She was stuck there, worried about Skip and putting her life on hold. I wondered if the other employees knew. They must have.

“I want you to know, Kate. We had fun tonight, and whatever, but I really do like you a lot. I want to get to know you more.”

She was opening up like a book, and I was eager to read. I held her hand over the table until it was time to clean up. With the sunrise, and Janice’s arrival, we left the restaurant. I got her number in the parking lot and drove home with butterflies in my stomach.

I waited until 9:00 AM and called the restaurant, asking for Kenneth.

“Hello, Kate. Listen, before you say anything. I’m sorry. But we can work with you, I promise.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused.

“I know Elizabeth is a lot, but you don’t have to quit. We can adjust your hours, put you on days maybe for a bit, or maybe put you down to just one day a week-”

“Oh, oh my god, no. I’m just calling to ask if I can stay on nights with Elizabeth. I enjoy working with her.”

There was silence on the call, and finally, Kenneth replied.

“Are you…sure?”

I laughed. “Yes, of course I am. Even just for a while, you know, until you have to train someone else.”

“Of course, I mean, no question about it. I’ll make sure to keep you on nights with her, but if you change your mind, we can work something out. Also, I think you deserve a bit of a raise. You know, for working so well with Elizabeth.”

After the call, I hung up and laid back on my bed. An increase in pay to fuck my hot coworker all night? It was a dream come true.

This time I didn’t feel the guilt when I woke up. There were no regrets eating away at me, or shame for my behavior. Instead, I just felt a hunger that was only for her.
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