
        
            
                
            
        

    
Ristorante Bimbo

Alyssa Wills


Copyright © 2021 Alyssa Wills

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Cover design by: Alyssa Wills


To the folks at Osteria del Gnocco Frito in Milan


Sign up for updates!







Want to see more of what Alyssa's been up to? Why not sign up for her email list?




Check it out here!




While you're at it, why not follow her on Twitter?




Find her page here!
































Julia was having a rough day. She’d woken up at noon in a fog, tripped multiple times on her daily run, and cut herself while making breakfast. Then, when she’d gotten to the restaurant, she’d found that the produce shipment was late and that she’d accidentally scheduled all her worst employees for the same night. Prep had been agonizing, and when service began, things only got worse. Food was late and poorly-prepared, she’d been disorganized and forgetful, and it seemed like she’d spent half the night apologizing and offering refunds. The host, Kyle, had pointed out that business had been good – but if she had too many more nights with business as “good” as that, the restaurant was sure to go under.

The funny thing was, she just wasn’t feeling that stressed. Her usual end-of-shift glass of wine wasn’t the compulsion it usually was, and she opted for just a splash and then a shot of espresso to go with it. As her employees tidied up, she relaxed; it was strange, but she almost felt good about things. Her mind was a fuzzy ball of positive vibes into which nothing bad could penetrate.

Still, there was one thing that would have to change after tonight. Downing the last of her drinks, she got up and waved to Kyle, who was getting ready to leave. “Hey, Kyle? Like, want to chant for a minute? Come back to the office.”

“Um, sure,” said Kyle, taking off the coat that he’d just been slipping on. He followed her back through the kitchen, which was finally quiet after a long, noisy dinner rush, and together they stepped into a small office in the back. There wasn’t much space inside – it was really just a desk, a chair, and a little bit of room for the door to swing open and shut – but they could both fit, and Julia closed the door behind them.

“So, like,” Julia paused. “I just wanted to, like, talk about…”

“You sound different, boss,” said Kyle, interrupting her. “Are you sure you only had a little bit of wine?”

He was doing it again. Kyle was, without a doubt, the most irritating employee she’d ever had. Wannabe actors tended to be that way, of course, but most of them at least had the humility to recognize that they weren’t on the silver screen as they washed dishes and served garlic bread. He had also been playing weird music on his phone during the entire shift the day before, a weird staticky hiss that seemed to fill up her brain every time she came within six feet of him. “I was going to say,” she said, “that I wanted to talk about, like, your...your…” the word escaped her, “like, how good you are at your job.”

“Uh-oh,” said Kyle, looking off into an invisible camera.

“Like, look,” said Julia. “Being a host is hard. But there are a few things you, like, have to remember every shift, you know? This shift, it was, like, that Anna was feeling under the weather, so she wanted fewer tables in her section if the restaurant wasn’t full. But you seated every table in her section. She was rushed off her feet all night long.”

“In my defense, she was closest to the door,” said Kyle. “I mean, I seat where I see.”

“But, like, you can’t do that as a host,” said Julia.

“Well, maybe I was feeling a little off,” said Kyle. “But I feel like you were too. Why did you bring the ossobuco to the family of vegetarians?”

“This isn’t about me,” said Julia. “Like, that was just a silly mistake, and I apologized for it, but…”

“And I made a silly mistake too,” said Kyle, “that’s all. Honestly, I feel like you owe me an apology here.”

“I...I do?” Julia felt disoriented. There was no way she owed Kyle an apology. He was the one who had done bad work, after all, and surely he should have to own up to that...but, on the other hand, he was strangely convincing. She didn’t want to believe him, but the more she thought about it, the more she realized that he was probably right. “Um, I...I…”

“It’s okay,” said Kyle, “apologizing can be hard, I know. It’s just that I’m hurt that you would try to fire me over such a silly little thing.”

It was funny; he didn’t sound very hurt at all. Still, though, his words provided the last little push she needed. “I’m sorry that I tried to fire you! Like, I was wrong. Please...please accept my apology.”

“Mmmm…” Kyle made a show of scratching his chin and squinting, like a farmer trying to tell whether it would rain that afternoon. “I don’t know. I just...don’t feel better yet. I need some kind of proof that you’re really sincere.”

Even though Julia knew that her employee was being unreasonable, there was still a part of her – a small, nervous part – that wanted to please him, that wanted him not to be mad at her. The more she thought about it, the more this part seemed to take control. She began to panic as she imagined how upset he must be, how much she had inconvenienced him by calling him into the office to fire him, and with that panic came a mad desire to do something, anything, to make it better. Eventually, the last of her resistance broke down. “I...I...I’ll do anything. Like, I want to know that you...that we’ve come to some understanding...I don’t want you to be, like…”

“Really?” He smirked. “Okay then. Blow me.”

You could have heard a pin drop. Had that...really just happened? Was this really happening? Julia felt more panic sweep over her, then melt away; suddenly, she was filled with clarity of purpose. She had to blow him. Of course she had to blow him. If that was what would make it better, then that was what she had to do. “O...okay,” she said, “I will, but I haven’t, like, done it very often before…”

“Doesn’t matter,” said Kyle. “Do your best. I just want to get a blowjob from my boss, is all. It’s the thought that counts here.”

But it wasn’t the thought that counted, not really, not if Kyle wasn’t satisfied. A good apology was delivered well. The pressure was on, and Julia knew it; nervously, she dropped to her knees. She hadn’t felt any kind of stress all day, but it was all coming back to her in this moment.

“Not so fast,” said Kyle. “I want to see your tits. Unbutton your shirt.”

“Like, yes, of course,” said Julia, hands trembling as she scrambled to undo the buttons on her shirt. “R-right away.” The column of buttons seemed interminable; she did them up easily enough every morning, but now that Kyle’s gaze was boring into her, time seemed to have slowed to a crawl.

At last, though, she undid the last of them and tossed the shirt to the side. She was reaching for her bra strap when she felt Kyle’s hand grabbing her arm. “Hey, not so fast,” he said, “I want to do this part.” Grabbing for the strap, he fumbled with the buckle until it finally clicked open, then pulled off her bra and sent it after her shirt.

Then her breasts were exposed to him, exposed and completely defenseless; she’d never felt more naked. Still, and maybe she was going crazy, but...there was something sexy about that. All of her relationships in the past had been happy, boring, and safe; this wasn’t safe, but it was intriguing. Kyle was absolutely not the kind of man she would ever want to have sex with, but that somehow made this all the hotter.

But there wasn’t much time for thinking. Kyle was pawing lecherously at her breasts, kneading and squeezing them like an old woman shopping for hamburger buns. His hands wandered up to her nipples, tweaking them and toying with them, and then a few sparks of pleasure were flowing through Julia’s nerves. It wasn’t much, but it hinted at something more, something that she could have if only she found a way to pleasure herself. Masturbation had never been something she’d been super into, but now she felt drawn to the idea. Well, maybe later; right now she had work to do.

Kyle wound down his assault on her breasts once he realized that she was moving to do as he had demanded. Her hands scrambled at his belt, sliding the end through the buckle and then undoing it. She was stressed-out, almost frantic, but she was also strangely attracted to the idea of sucking a man off in a situation like this, and those feelings combined to make her even more eager to get things started. The button opened with ease, and the zipper failed to put up much resistance to her assault either; soon, she had seized the waistband of his pants and was yanking them down.

But she hadn’t been expecting what she found behind the layer of dark denim. The bulge in Kyle’s boxers was considerably larger than she’d expected, and her eyes widened as she stared it down. He only smirked. “Impressed?”

“Uhhh…” Julia knew that she was supposed to say something, to respond to him, but words seemed to have deserted her.

“Wow, that recording really...well, I guess I shouldn’t tell you about that, should I? But you’re a different Julia than you were yesterday.”

“Y-yeah,” said Julia. It was just...really, really difficult to form thoughts when this massive cock was in front of her. She found her hands creeping towards the waistband of his boxers; she seized it, pulling it down and revealing his meaty cock, inch by throbbing, rapidly-hardening inch. The sight of it banished the few thoughts that were left in her brain; she just wanted it in her mouth as soon as possible.

But then Kyle was grabbing his waistband, holding it up and stopping her from revealing his cockhead, which was what she most wanted to see. “Now wait a minute,” he said. “I want you to suck my cock. You know that. But I think we both know something else as well: That you really, really want to suck my cock. Right now, you want it more than anything you’ve ever wanted, more than life itself.”

It was true, Julia realized. She burned with desire, an incredibly intense desire that couldn’t possibly be extinguished or even controlled. Even if Kyle hadn’t been making her suck his cock, she would still want to do it. How had she missed this realization for so long? “I...like, yeah.”

“Right,” said Kyle. “So I want to hear you say it. Tell me how much you want to suck my cock. Beg me for the right to suck my cock. If you don’t...well, I’m sorry, but I don’t see how we can make a deal.”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Please, Kyle,” she said, looking up into his eyes, “please, please, please let me suck your cock. I just want your beautiful, thick tool in my mouth, and I won’t be able to sleep tonight if I don’t get it. Just please let me taste it, please.”

Kyle’s cock twitched, and he smiled. “Now that’s what I’m talking about. All right, fine. You can suck my cock, but just this once, got it? If you want to do it again – and maybe you’ll find that you want to – you’ll have to beg me all over again.”

“Okay,” said Julia, relief flooding her body. “I will. I’m so glad we could work something out. I just, like, I don’t know what’s come over me recently, but I –”

He placed a hand on top of her head. “Shhhh. Less talky, more sucky.”

His wish was her command. She was his now; somehow, she’d fallen completely under his spell. He released the waistband, and she eased it down the rest of the way, revealing his beautiful cock in its entirety. The pattern of veins along its shaft spoke of power, a kind of power that she would happily submit to, and it was rapidly growing hard, blood pumping through its length as it straightened up to stare her down with its one twitching eye.

It was probably best to start slow. Reaching out, she traced a finger down the length of his meat, feeling the contours of the fleshy surface. She moved slowly, languorously, letting the moment speak for itself; he shuddered, letting her know that she was on the right track. When she reached the base of his shaft, she began to move back up the other side. She felt like a woman possessed, her sexual instincts emerging from some unseen place deep within her. Her brain certainly wasn’t involved, but who cared? As long as she felt good, and Kyle felt good, it just didn’t matter.

When she reached Kyle’s cockhead again, she added a second finger and began to jerk him off very slowly and very, very gently. His meat stiffened in her hand, and she smiled; this was a feeling of accomplishment that she never got from filling in Excel spreadsheets or tasting tomato sauce. She had no worries now, no responsibilities except that of pleasuring Kyle, but if you wanted to do something anyway, was it really a responsibility?

Julia didn’t want to ramp things up too quickly, but she also didn’t want to test her partner’s patience. After a moment of consideration, she settled on a middle ground; reaching up, she took Kyle’s balls into her hand, gently and tenderly, and began to massage them. They were large and heavy, and she enjoyed their weightiness, the way they rolled between her fingers. She knew it was never good to neglect the balls, but this was a great way to avoid that mistake in style.

Slowly, she increased her efforts, adding a third finger to the handjob and watching as his cock strained to get even harder. It couldn’t be done – by now the organ was a rod of iron – but the way it twitched between her fingers was delicious. His breathing was shallower now, shallower and a bit ragged, and she knew that her efforts were having the desired effect. If she kept going down this road, she might even make him…

As soon as the word cum crossed her mind, she felt a wave of pleasure flow through her body. Making him feel good, even thinking about making him feel good, would make her feel good as well. In that case, it was time to up the tempo a little bit. She pressed a little harder, jerked him off a little faster, watched as he groaned and pushed towards her, trying to get her to give him even more.

Well, why not? He wanted gratification, and she wanted to experience that gratification secondhand. She kept gently squeezing his balls, rolling them between her fingers, as she wrapped her entire hand around his cock and began pumping industriously. “Fuck,” he groaned, after a minute or so of that. “You’re good at this. Did anyone ever tell you that?”

“Like, no,” said Julia. “I’m just doing, like, what comes naturally, you know?”

“Well, in that case, keep doing that,” he said. “Shit, I’m getting close!” She could tell that that was the truth. His heartbeat was faster than ever, and he had begun almost thrusting into her hand, trying to extract what pleasure he could from that small additional motion. He was floating on the edge of an orgasm, she could tell, an orgasm that she wanted almost as much as he did. She could sense it; it wasn’t more than a dozen strokes away now, now ten, nine, now eight, seven, six, five, four…

And then she stopped, pulling her hands away. His cock was still rock-hard, still pointing straight at her, but now there was nothing stimulating it, and he had no way of reaching orgasm. “Fuck, why’d you stop?”

“Like, if I let you go, it wouldn’t feel as good,” said Julia. “Besides, I haven’t even gotten to blow you yet.”

“...Good point,” said Kyle. “I’d be an idiot if I left here after just a handjob. Well, do what you want. As long as it feels as good as that did, I’m fine with it.”

“Just let me take care of you, baby,” said Julia. She placed her hands on his thighs, bracing herself; then, slowly, she leaned in and planted a kiss on the head of his cock. The taste of precum was overpowering, but also deliciously addictive; it was the taste of pleasure, after all, the taste of a job being done right. Kyle was still warmed up, and his cock, which had softened a bit, sprang to life once again the the touch of her lips.

But she didn’t want to give him exactly what he wanted, not just yet. She sensed that if she went all in, he would blow his load in under a minute; hardly a proper finish to a tryst like this. Instead, she planted a line of kisses down the length of his shaft, teasing him and giving just the tiniest hint of what was to follow. It was hard to hold herself back, but she told herself that it would be so much better for the both of them if she did.

When she reached his balls, she took one of them into her mouth, sucking gently; he gasped at the sensation, and she knew that, for all his tough talk, she had him in the palm of her hand. She was getting aroused by now, hot and ready, and she channeled that arousal into her movements, driving herself forward with pure lust. Her tongue swirled around his family jewel, and she felt that this was what she was meant for, that this was, without a doubt, where she belonged.

At last, Julia could wait no longer. Releasing his testicles, she moved back up and wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock, sliding down to take in the whole head. It was thick and meaty and seemed to have a mind of its own, independent of the man it was attached to; it twitched and jerked, seeking pleasure, pleasure that by now she felt compelled to grant it. She sucked gently, teasing and massaging it with her tongue. She could feel Kyle’s heartbeat, she realized, feel it through his skin as the blood pumped through his shaft. It was a strangely intimate sensation, and one that she realized that she craved.

For a minute, she remained as she was, gently pleasuring her lover’s cockhead. But soon it was time to move on; she could feel him getting agitated, hungry for more, and she was more or less in the same position. Opening her mouth a bit wider, she slid down onto Kyle’s shaft, moving inch by pleasurable inch towards kissing his pelvis. She would never be able to do that, she knew, but the more the better, right?

There was no better feeling, she realized, than that of having her mouth filled with hot, heavy cock. She had submitted, submitted totally and completely, to her lover’s desires, but she still got to control when and how he got pleasure; that dynamic was addictive to her. For his part, he had no reason to complain about what she was giving him; he was gasping now, panting, closer to orgasm than ever before. She had been missing out on this her whole life, she realized. He was thrusting now, his cock pistoning in and out of her mouth, and she wished that it could all go on forever.

Soon, they fell into a steady, pleasurable rhythm. Kyle’s cock slid in and out of her mouth, and she kept sucking, kept working her tongue, kept trying to give him the last bits of pleasure she could possibly provide. Her hand moved up to his balls again, squeezing them gently, massaging them in preparation for what they were about to do…

...And then it was all too much for him. Kyle’s cum shot into her mouth, thick white ropes splattering against the back of her throat. She hadn’t prepared for that moment in any way, so she swallowed as a reflex; the cum felt surprisingly good going down, salty and a little fishy but endlessly satisfying. He cried out, thrusting madly into her mouth, trying to bring his orgasm to new heights. Mission accomplished!

Finally, Kyle was done. Grabbing a tissue out of the box on the desk, he pulled out. “Well, shit,” he said, “we’ll have to do that again.”

“Like, sure we will,” said Julia, standing up. “I hope you accept my apology.”

“I do,” he said, laughing, “I sure do. That was great.”

“Good,” said Julia, feeling like a huge weight had been lifted from her mind. “Well, in that case...I’ll see you tomorrow.” Turning, she left a confused-looking Kyle standing in the office. As she walked out of the restaurant, she felt the stares of the night crew boring into her; did she have cum on her face? Whatever. She didn’t care about that, or about anything. She would lay down some rubber on the way home, and then have a long, passionate session with her vibrator. Sex was definitely a lot better now than it had been before...but it was pointless if she didn’t also get some pleasure.
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