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“You sure about that price?” the guy who sat at the table said, squinting up at her.

Michie acted impatient, “Yeah, Sam raised the prices. You want to take it up with him? I mean, you could but he’s pretty pissed about something right now.”

The man looked around her towards the back of the small café, then shook his head while he dug his wallet out, “I can’t believe it. He hasn’t raised the prices in… it’s gotta be 12 years!”

Michie shrugged, getting actually impatient, “They are what they are.”

“Right,” the guy said, tossing some bills down onto the table as he stood up.

Michie waited until he’d left before she picked them up and counted them. He’d ordered a soup and sandwich and a coffee. Michie had raised the prices of each by a couple bucks.

Taking a quick look around the otherwise empty café, she pocketed the difference. She’d been at this particular grift the whole summer, almost two months now, and had a pretty nice bankroll going.

It almost made her feel bad. Sam, her boss, was also Sarah’s dad. Sarah had been her best friend ever since they’d become neighbors when they were little.

And now that both she and Michie were in college, they needed money. Normally Sarah worked at her dad’s café in the summers but she’d decided to stay at school.

So when she asked Michie if she wanted to work for Sam for some summer money, she jumped at the chance.

Besides, she only felt bad for Sarah. Sam was kind of an asshole, so she didn’t feel so bad ripping him off.

Michie glanced up at the clock with the security camera beside it. Almost quitting time.

And she didn’t worry about the camera at all. Sam told her when she’d started that it didn’t work. Just to scare off anyone who wanted to try and make off with some free sodas from the cooler and the like.

She took out her phone, pulled the neck of her shirt away from her body, and snapped a pic of her cleavage. Her breasts were high and firm and barely more than handfuls, but her boyfriend loved to play with them.

And he loved it when she texted him dirty pictures, too. She grinned when she sent this latest one.

Feeling pretty turned on, she texted him.

He sent back a picture of his hard cock outlined in his boxers and her pussy quivered. Nothing like petty theft to get her nice and wet.

And the best part was that Sam didn’t have a single clue!

The man himself appeared from the back room, walking out past the counter to the front door, where he turned off the Open sign and then turned the deadbolt into place. Michie barely looked up.

“Hey, Michie, come see me in the back,” Sam said.

Michie’s mouth dropped open, “Really, Sam? I have plans.”

“They’ll wait. Get back there. I need to talk to you about something,” he nodded towards the door to the back room.

“Whatever,” she said, not caring if he heard the tone in her voice. Only a few more weeks until she quit and went back to school to find an apartment in time for the new semester anyway.

As she went around the main counter she took her apron off and tossed it onto the surface, her cell still in her hand.

The back was mostly where they kept the ingredients in a few different lockers and some fridges. Sam had a small office back there he never let her into.

This time he brushed past her and opened the door to that office. “We have to talk.”

“About what? Can you make it quick?” Michie said.

“About this,” he replied, turning the computer monitor on the desk in there around so she could see it.

Michie’s breath caught and her stomach went tight. It was a black and white video of her from minutes earlier, full sound and everything, overcharging that guy.

“There’s more,” he said. He clicked the mouse a few times and showed her a bunch of other similar grifts.

“You never stopped me, so that means you think it’s okay,” Michie said, realizing how weak it sounded.

She also realized that Sam was well and truly pissed. And that he was a big man. Much larger than her boyfriend. Much, much larger than her.

He could break her in half without breaking a sweat.

Something about that thought left her tingling inside, the walls of her pussy getting slick.

“Have anything to say for yourself, young lady?” Sam crossed his arms, making his forearms and biceps look even bigger in that shirt her had on.

“Nothing to you,” she said, “I’m going home now.” He’d caught her dead-to-rights, she knew. She knew she had to get out of there.

Stuffing her cell into her back pocket, she rushed for the door. Her fingers wrapped around the handle at the same time Sam grabbed it and shoved it closed again.

"So," he said, looking down at her, "Thinking of quitting, are you?"

Michie felt like a little girl looking up at her father, about to get grounded. But she wasn't a child, and she reminded herself of that.

"Not just thinking, Sam. I'm done. I'm outta here."

There was no way she was coming back.

To punctuate her point, she tried pushing him aside so that she could make good on her word. It was like trying to shove a brick wall off its foundation. Her fingers met muscles so hard under that shirt that they might as well have been brick.

"I’ve been nothing but kind to you. I said to Sarah that you’re no good. You’ve never been a good influence on her..."

He looked down at her then, appraising her. She couldn't tell whether he liked what he saw. For some reason, that upset her. What, I'm not good enough for big man Sam? 

"Then I saw the problem," Sam continued. He took a step forward, forcing her to take one back, "It's your attitude. Pretty little college girl thinks she's too good to pour coffee and wait tables."

Michie tried to keep herself from shaking, but couldn't. She just hoped that he couldn't see.

He took another step forward, forcing her nearly back to the row of lockers along the wall. Michie pushed again, really putting her body behind it. She succeeded in stopping his advance, but that was all.

Sam smiled at her. Then, almost casually, he gave her a shove of his own. There was nothing angry in it. It was merely to prove a point. And that point was that he could send her flying back with the barest exertion of his physical power. 

Luckily, a stack of boxes containing old menus broke her fall. Michie scrambled back to her feet. She made a run for it, hoping to squeeze around him.

But his big hands just grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in front of him. Their hips touched as she beat against his chest. She fought all the harder because she felt a growing need in her body, one that wanted her to stop fighting his touch.

"I think you need a little taste of humility. You need to know who's the boss," Sam said.

She stared fire up into his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. She'd never even noticed before, having done her best to avoid eye contact. Those green eyes gazed confidently back at her, unflinching.

Letting go with one hand, he brought his fingers up to her face. He brushed a few stray strands of hair back behind her ear. Those fingers moved through her hair to the back of her head. He balled them into a fist, sending a feeling down Michie's back that marbled her flesh with goosebumps and made her stiffen against him.

Pulling her head back, arching her neck, he leaned down and kissed her. Her struggle renewed. She beat her fists against his chest even more. The heat of his mouth felt intense, and it only grew hotter. It threatened to melt her. She couldn't, she wouldn't let that happen, not with him.

Her pussy writhed inside of her, the slickness running down her inner walls.

Her struggled ground her body against his. He grunted as their kiss deepened, Sam opening her mouth with his and letting the tip of his tongue tease hers.

She felt it then, against her stomach. He got hard against her. She wanted to gasp at the size pressed against her. A shudder moved down from the small of her back. It loosened her, made her feel moist. Her mouth opened wider, and she found herself giving into his grip. He'd wrapped his arm around the small of her back, making her arch backwards and leaning over her.

Sam pulled back from their kiss. "That's right; you are learning your place, aren't you?"

Even she knew that her struggle was half-hearted. She barely pushed against his shoulders. Her hands kept threatening to wrap around his head and pull his hot mouth back to hers.

"Let me go..."

She didn’t want him to. She wanted him to do more. She wanted…. Oh, God, I’m so wet! 

"Only if you promise to be a good girl and get back to work," Sam said, smirking with sarcasm.

When she didn't reply, his hand shifted lower on her back. It cupped her ass for a moment, massaging and squeezing roughly. She groaned against him, her fingers grabbing up handfuls of his shirt. It hurt, but it also felt good. Far too good.

Then his fingers pressed down lower, finding the bottom of her cheeks. He started pushing at her thighs, which she'd squeezed together when he'd pulled her to him.

She squirmed in his grip as his fingers starting winning the fight against her clenched muscles.

Her mouth dropped open and she threw her head back. So wet, she thought. It was true. She could feel her panties moistening as his fingers moved inexorably toward her sopping slit. She knew that he had to feel the heat. She certainly could. The walls of her sex swelled and throbbed with desire. 

There was something animal, primal in the way he took her. Normally, she always made sure to be the one on top, the one calling the shots. He'd taken that away from her, and he hadn't even asked. 

She gritted her teeth, her fists squeezing his shirt more tightly. Her breaths came quickly, her heart banging away in her chest like the bolt of a machinegun in the heat of battle.

"Fuck!" Michie screamed as he rubbed against her entrance with the tip of his finger, pushing against her shorts and panties.

She almost melted in his arms, then. Almost ripped off her clothes and let him take her how he wanted. But she still felt that spark of resistance, just waiting to engulf her body with anger again.

"Damn it, Sam, let me go. Stop it. I quit, and there's nothing you can do about it... Oh..." She gave it one last try before her willpower gave out. Before she gave in to the heat between her thighs and the throbbing need low in her stomach.

Sam didn't say anything. He just pulled on her hair, forcing her neck to arch. She gasped when she felt his teeth against her windpipe. His hot breath washed out over her flesh, sending another tingle down her back and through her sex.

Then he growled. The vibrations of the sound penetrated her body, moving and reverberating all the way down to her toes. She unconsciously rose up onto her tiptoes, pushing her throat harder against his mouth. Her legs parted, giving him easier access to her body. 

No, the rational part of her mind begged, Fight! Get out while you still can! Some part of her knew that the voice was right. But another part knew that she couldn't, even if she wanted. Sam had her, and he wasn't letting her go. Not until he felt that he'd properly and fully delivered his message.

No, she didn’t want to fight. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted to feel his hard cock punch into her tight, wet cunt again and again.

The image of that delivery arose in her mind. It was long, hard and thick, stretching her to the max as it slid back and forth in her soft, warm wetness. 

Sam grew tired of her clothes. He pushed her against the row of lockers. He tore her shirt off. Rather than undoing her bra, he grabbed the elastic straps around her back and ripped them. Her breasts spilled out as he pulled the bra down her arms and threw it away into the corner. Her nipples had hardened, and her firm mounds rose and fell rapidly as she tried to get enough air into her lungs.

She started pushing down her shorts and panties, but he stopped her. Grabbing her wrists up with one hand, he pinned them against the lockers over her head. Putting his face close enough to hers for their noses to touch, he looked into her eyes.

She couldn't flinch away from that intense stare. She knew what was happening. He was impressing his will on hers, trying to break her down. If she looked away, he won.

Then he put his other hand on her stomach, the fingers pointing toward the floor. She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, hyperventilating as he pushed those fingers lower.

They found the elastic of her panties and pushed down under them. Michie struggled, still looking into his eyes. She couldn't get her hands free. 

The tips of his fingers traced lines of fire as they got closer and closer to her own heat.

They reached the mound of her pubic bone. 

She struggled harder, her eyes narrowing to slits as they began watering. Neither Sam nor Michie had even blinked.

Her mouth trembled, her jaw hanging open. She shivered violently against the lockers, making the doors rattle.

"Oh!" She yelled as the tip of one finger found her slit and started pushing into it.

She instantly soaked his finger in her juices as he moved farther. Two of his fingers parted the lips of her pussy, making it easier for the one he'd slipped into her slit to find her stiff little love button.

When he tickled that, sparks flamed out in her eyes. She scrunched her eyes shut, throwing her head back against the locker. It hurt, but she didn't care. Then she realized that she screamed his name over and over as he excited her little clit. Her juices leaked out onto his hand.

Then he stopped that, just as the ball of energy forming in her had reached critical mass.

His fingers glistened with her wetness as he pulled them out of her panties. Bending, he shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She kicked them off.

Then he stood. He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around fast enough to send her hair twirling through the air. Feeling another spark of resistance, she tried to turn back around.

"Stay!" Sam barked.

He shoved a hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her against the cold metal lockers. Her nipples stiffened up even more at the coolness. More juices leaked from her as she heard him undoing his pants with one hand. 

He was going to fuck her. She knew it. She wanted it. Her body ached for his hardness to fill her.

Yet, she shoved back, trying to get away. There was still a chance, she knew. She could still quit, still get away from him.

But I don’t want to, she thought.

Keeping her chest pressed against the lockers, he wrapped an arm around her stomach and pulled her hips back. Then he spread her legs apart. She heard him unzip his pants. She tried to look back over her shoulder. 

Sam pulled his cock out. It was even longer and harder than when she'd felt it earlier. A jolt of panic moved through her chest. Is it even going to fit? She wondered. Then she scrunched her eyes, putting all her energy into getting away.

But it was too late. Sam grunted again as he guided his shaft between her trembling thighs. She jumped when she felt that taut, hard head pushing against the opening to her slick passage.

"God!" She moaned as she parted around him, her body yielding fully to his desires.

Her whole body lit up with pleasure and pain as she stretched around him. Her juices trickled down his straining shaft as he gritted his teeth and thrust himself into her.

She yelled his name as he sank into her warmth. She could feel every inch of his girth as it slid into her pussy.

She felt completely filled. More than filled. If he had been any bigger, any larger at all, she knew she would have burst. As it was, her sex overwhelmed her conscious mind with how good it felt to have him in there. She tightened around him, making him feel bigger.

Then he withdrew from her. She pushed her ass back against him. He moved so that the top of his shaft parted the lips of her pussy and slid forward instead of up and into her.

He put his mouth to her ear, brushing it with his lips. "You're not quitting, are you?" 

He brought his cock back and put the tip against her entrance. Pushing just enough so that he began entering her, he stopped. 

She needed him so badly, needed to feel that huge, hard shaft fucking her senseless. He'd won. He'd broken her. She was putty in his hands, ready to be molded to whatever shape he desired.

"No..."

Rocking his hips, the head of his cock sank into her. "No, what?"

Her eyes squeezed shut at the same time her pussy hungrily tightened around the little bit of him he'd shoved into her.

"No, I'm not quitting..." she moaned through gritted teeth.

"Good."

She screamed as he plunged all the way into her. He pulled back and did it again, then again. The force of his desire slammed her against the now warm metal of the lockers over and over. She couldn't open her eyes.

Her fingers scrabbled against the metal doors, trying to find something to hold onto as she felt her body slipping into the vortex of her climax.

She screamed for him as the walls of her sex began their cycle of clenching and unclenching around his hard shaft. The scream morphed into a moan when he didn't stop, didn't even slow down. He rode her through the deep climax that sent tendrils of pure sexual pleasure through every fibre of her body. It felt so good that she thought she might die. 

The heat, the hardness... was all her sex-addled brain could think.

Then he buried himself all the way in her, letting her walls massage the spurts of cum that shot hotly into her waiting pussy. He groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. She took every last drop, wanting more and more as the heat of it diffused throughout her body.

Finishing, he pulled out of her. Michie sank down onto her knees on the floor, her forehead pressed against the locker. She could feel the little beads of sweat moving down her back.

She also heard him zip his pants back up.

"I'm glad that we understand each other."

Michie braced herself against the lockers as she pushed to her feet. Her knees felt watery, and her legs shook. 

“You’re paying it all back,” Sam said, “Every extra cent you took from them. And we’re not breathing a word of this to Sarah, ever. Are we?”

“No,” Michie said. Her pussy ached so much already. No one had ever fucked her like that.

“No what?” Sam said.

“No, sir,” she replied.

“Good.”
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