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Waiting

 


 


 


The day just refused to
end.

 


I had been on my feet all morning,
finished out my six hour shift and rolled right on into another.
That bitch Marcie had called in sick. Like anyone believed that.
She was just hungover again, or still drunk from the night before
maybe. She always did that, never thought about anyone but herself.
And I was her favorite fall girl. I suppose she knew I wouldn’t
complain much, or if I did that Alex wouldn’t listen.

 


My feet were killing me, and still
there was no break. Sam was off on a smoke break or something,
ducking out from the grill when he knew it was supposed to be my
turn to take a fifteen. They all knew, they all knew they could
push me around, the girl with no backbone. It was enough to make me
hate them, or myself, I could never figure out who deserved it
more.

 


It was a shit job. In a shit diner.
But I needed the money, even if I could never get enough official
hours for medical. Just don’t get sick, was Alex’s favorite non
joke. Like somehow it was funny to force people to work more hours
than they were scheduled, never writing down that magic number that
would let them get some actual rights.

 


And they say slavery is
dead.

 


It’s not like there were even any
tips to make it worthwhile. Three people, just endlessly needing
coffee refills. Who’s stupid idea was that anyway. It was always
this way after dark. Theatre geeks in from the high school causing
trouble, drinking coffee and pretending to be artists, losers on
shift work stopping off between jobs, and idiot writers who
apparently couldn’t write unless they were seen writing.

 


And tonight was no
better.

 


Some bottle blonde buzz-cut dyke
crying into her cup, pining over some girl that dumped her, nursing
each sip like finishing it would be the end of her. That idiot
writer douche who never seemed to leave, tap tap tapping away on a
macbook pro that he must have spent his rent check on, not like he
needed a place to live when he was always here. And that creepy guy
who came in at shift change.

 


I figured he must be crazy or
something. He ordered a coffee but didn’t drink it, he just sat
there staring at the cup, rocking and mumbling, occasionally
looking up at someone else with some terrified stare, like we were
going to turn into monsters and eat him. Why the hell did he stare
at me like that for anyway? Nothing to see, hadn’t had time to wash
my dishwater hair in a week, stupid poly waitress uniform that
scratched and never seemed to fit, and those god awful shoes that I
wanted so badly to get out of.

 


Fuck my feet were killing
me.

 


I topped up the creepy guys coffee
for what seemed like the ninth time, trying not to give him a
disgusted look as he stared at my chest. Nothing to see there hun,
unless you are just a really slow reader. Yeah, Sandy, like every
other dead end diner waitress you ever met, walking cliche. Not
that it bothered me being flat, cut down on the leers, even if it
cut down on the tips too. Could be worse, could be Marcie, always
trying to lean over a bit more for a few more coins.
Pathetic.

 


I topped up the crying dyke,
avoiding her big cow eyes and went to look for Sam, wondering what
the hell was so god damned interesting out back that he thought he
could take my break as well as his. I poked my head out the back
door and sure enough, the smell of pot hung like a thick purple
haze down the alley, with that giggling shit-head hiding behind the
dumpster.

 


“Will you get the fuck back in here?
I’d like to take a break sometime this year asshole.” I kicked a
loose can in his direction, and he just giggled, his eyes never
making it up to my face. Yes, I have breasts asshole, jeesus, you’d
think these people were raised in barns. So what if the uniform fit
tight around the chest, it was Alex’s fault. He wouldn’t get me one
that fit properly. I figured he just liked staring too. Creepy perv
always made me uncomfortable. At least I wasn’t as big as Marcie,
god that would be awful.

 


I went back in, can’t leave the till
unattended. If some punk decided to run off with the receipts again
Alex would dock me. I still don’t think that it’s legal, but who
can afford a lawyer anyway. That’s always the way it is though
isn’t it. Screw the little guy.

 


I wiped down table three. It’s like
magic, I swear. No one had been sitting at it for hours, I could
swear I’d wiped it down three times at least, and there sure enough
was a coffee ring in the middle. How does that even happen? I
suppose when you do a job like this for long enough one shift just
rolls into the next and the next, and you start remembering things
from yesterday as if they were five minutes ago, and five minutes
ago as if it were last month.

 


Typical.

 


Didn’t matter anyway, gave me
something to do. Something to occupy my hands, my mind, something
other than how much I hated this job, hated my boss, hated my life.
A quick wipe, scrub once twice, and a flick to polish it. Like
being on auto pilot, my hands just knew what to do. Where to go.
They knew the job, even if my mind was miles away.

 


I would say that was a good thing,
that this job was so easy I could do it in my sleep, but really I
suppose I wish it was harder, that there was some challenge or
excitement or anything to break up the endless monotony.

 


I shifted my bra. Stupid thing kept
binding, pinching. I suppose I needed a new one, this one must be
getting worn out, never fit right anymore. But who had the
money.

 


I mated the shakers. Topped them up
for something to do. Watched the grains of salt sift by like
hourglass sand, as if it were mocking me, the years rolling by in
the same repetitive crap. Then figured it had been ten minutes and
grabbed a the pot from the burner to make another round.

 


The greasy perv was rocking and
talking to himself. I mean seriously, what was he even doing out
without a handler or something. He had to be a psyche case, I mean
who does that, seriously? How is it fair that they let people like
that out around us regular people? Ridiculous.

 


At least he kept his eyes off my
rack this time, of course it did seem like he was busy trying to
look anywhere else. At his cup, at the ceiling, at that sad dyke
crying into her cup, his feet, the till. Creepy little fuck looked
like he was about to jump out of his skin. I laughed to myself and
bent over to pour the coffee, throwing a little extra lean into it
just to mess with him. Gave him the Marcie special just for kicks,
but apparently my twins weren’t good enough for him cause he only
had eyes for the weepy blonde.

 


I was a little disappointed to be
honest. I can usually get a rise out of the losers around here,
helps break up the monotony a bit. I mean sure guys these days are
used to those big fake porno things, but at least I’ve got the best
set around here. Or maybe he’s just got a thing for
blondes.

 


I twirled my auburn curls as I
walked away, wondering if I should die it like the blonde with the
pigtails that just, would, not, stop crying over at table six. But
that would be stupid right? I mean, some guys like red heads.
Besides, that guy was nuts, he just didn’t know a good thing when
he saw it.

 


I topped up the blonde who had
mercifully worked herself down to the sniffles, and checked out her
roots as I went by. It was so weird to see a lesbian with pigtails
like that. Like two handles popping off the sides of her head,
waiting to be grabbed. But maybe that was the fashion these days,
what did I know. I wondered what happened between her and that
girlfriend who stalked out earlier, she was certainly hot enough. I
could see a tight ass under the yoga pants, and her breasts were
nothing to sneeze at either. Not as big as mine of course, only a
B, but nice. Not that I went in for that sort of thing.

 


I gave mine a bit of an extra shimmy
and went to top up the writer. He noticed at least, shifting his
eyes from the depressed blonde to my rack and giving me a smile
when I bent low to top him up, giving him the full view. I was sure
to get a decent tip out of this one, the way he looked down the
line of my cleavage, to the far too small bra giving them that
extra oomph up and out, and I could see I was getting a rise out of
him, to put it delicately.

 


If Alex wouldn’t spring for uniforms
that fit right, who could blame me for using the popped buttons to
make a little extra right? I mean, who did it hurt? I remembered
the day me and Marcie competed to see who could “earn” the most
extra in tips, and laughed to myself as I went back to make a fresh
pot.

 


I heard the writer start back up at
his keys, tap tap tapping away after he had stopped to watch the
show, and leaned on the bar to rest my feet a bit. God they were
sore. I wasn’t sure if it had been the night out dancing with
Marcie the night before or the double shift today, but they just
ached beyond belief.

 


I ducked in back to kick off my
shoes for a minute, giving them a quick rub and thought back to the
fun we’d had. God, those guys had bought us so many drinks,
thinking they were getting lucky. Too bad for them. I mean just
because we flashed a bit of skin that didn’t mean they could take
us home. Would take a lot more than a few drinks to take this
ride.

 


I realized that fucker Sam still
wasn’t in here. I mean I know no one had ordered any food in ages,
but there was cleaning to do, prep work, food to get packaged away
in the cooler. Fuck him if he thought I was going to do it all for
him so he could just get stoned all night. Fuck him.

 


 

I double checked that the till was
locked and that the customers didn’t look like they were about to
run out on the check, not that it amounted to much, but it was the
principle of the thing. But sure enough, the weirdo was still
rocking away, eyes hopping from one thing to another, the blonde
was tapping away at her phone with some bestie, and the writer had
eyes only for that flickering screen, tap tap tapping
away.

 


I ducked out the back door looking
for Sam, and found him where he always was, still nursing a joint
and staring off into the night like the burnout he was.

 


“Hey! Asshole! Are you about done?”
I stomped a foot for emphasis, and felt a jiggle that must have
killed my threatening image. “I’m not doing your job for you, if
you don’t get your shit together I swear I’m leaving you to close
up alone, and You can explain it to Alex.” I must have gotten
through to him, because his eyes went wide as all hell, though I’m
not entirely sure since he was staring at my rack instead of my
eyes. Not that I could blame him, it was pretty impressive in this
stupidly tight top.

 


I snapped my fingers and waved.
“Hello? Jackass? You in there?” He jumped like I had woken up and
stared at the joint in his hand like it had bit him, then looked
back at me, at my face finally. “Yeah, uh yeah Sandy, I’m.. Shit,
yeah I’m real sorry, I just.. Uh, I just need to clear my head a
sec, this stuff is stronger than I thought. I’ll be right in. I’ll
help close, I promise. You, uh, you can have my share of the tips
tonight ok? I’m.. Uh, I’m real sorry. Shit, I must be fucked
up.”

 


I shook my head in disgust and
headed back in. Stupid scheme anyway, the cook sharing in the tips.
Another thing that just couldn’t be legal. Fucking lawyers. But at
least this would help make up for it. I shrugged to myself and
smiled as I felt my boobs jiggle in place, the tops of my puppies
trying to surge out of the too small cheap ass poly blend Alex
insisted on. I figure he won’t spring for new ones just so he could
watch me bounce, getting a pervy little thrill as he watched his
worker bees buzz around in straining buttons, hoping we would
pop.

 


Not that I minded. That’s why I
stopped wearing a bra after all. All those eyes following the
bouncing mounds on my chest gave me a naughty little thrill, helped
pass the time. And it didn’t hurt my tips none either.

 


I looked out over my little kingdom,
creepy guy still doing his creepy thing, blondie texting away, her
nails a noisy little clatter on her phone, writer guy hunched down
behind his glowing screen, and sighed a disappointed sigh. Slim
pickings tonight. No one would have much cash, no one to tease for
a few extra bucks. And none of these losers were going to be big
tippers. I mean maybe if I worked it I could get their attention,
but they all looked broke as hell, and all in their own little
worlds.

 


But never let it be said I was
unprofessional. Stupid as it was, I knew my job. I walked the
floor, checking the tables, looking for something to tidy, and sure
enough, table three. That fucking coffee ring again. How is that
even possible anyway? Is there some magical coffee elf who just
runs around making a mess for underpaid waitresses to clean up? My
hands did their thing, body on auto pilot, job so easy a monkey
could do it, but I was good, I knew how to work it, make the best
of it. Lean into it, back arched, butt out, give the rubes a show
with their coffee. My body did its thing, one two three and clean,
sparkling.

 


I looked back slyly to catch the
peeping eyes.

 


Typical. No one was looking. I
sighed and went to get the fresh pot of black, to make my rounds
again. An endless routine, round and round, they slurp it down, I
top it up. What a waste of a life.

 


I switched it up, just for the hell
of it, because that’s what you do when you get so little variety.
You find stupid pointless ways to change things, just for the sake
of change. I went and did writer guy first. Came up behind him and
leaned in close, topping up his cup with a steaming hot stream of
rich black coffee. I let me boob press against his shoulder, gave
him a little thrill, felt him tense up as he felt the soft weight
of me against him. I figured I could do one better, break up the
monotony a bit.

 


“So.. Whatcha writing?” I spoke
softly next to his ear, hand on the bench behind him, looking over
his shoulder. He jumped and turned to answer, sputtering a half
response as his eyes hit my cleavage instead of my eyes. It was
pretty impossible not to at that range, and I grinned as his words
caught in his throat, and I let my soft mounds slide off his
shoulder, standing up and arching an eyebrow as if offended as he
was presented an inescapable view.

 


If he’d been thinking straight he
might have noticed my hard nipples, giving away my game, how not
offended I really was. But he wasn’t, and he sputtered for an
excuse as I stood there with a judgmental look on my face. I
crossed my arms under them with a cross look, pushing them up and
out into a full frontal assault, and I secretly felt a delicious
thrill as I saw him rise to the occasion through his cargo
shorts.

 


I looked over at his screen and felt
my eyes widen, seeing all sorts of interesting words. “Heaving”,
“Erect”, “Sucking”, “Moaning”, and suppressed a giddy thrill. Oh my
god, was he writing porn? This was just too good.

 


His eyes went white in shock and he
slammed down the laptop lid and started to try and form words.
“Save it!” I barked, and turned on one heel with a swish, walking
away, giving my ass a little swish as I did just to hammer in the
nail. I covered my smile as I headed for the blonde bimbo at table
at table six and felt my panties get a little damp. No sense
letting him know how turned on I was. If he felt bad enough I might
get a nice fat guilt tip, and it’s not like I could do anything
about it here at work.

 


Ditzy didn’t even look up from her
phone as I walked up, looking with seeming frustration at her
phone, little pink tongue sticking out of the corner of her mouth.
What was with people these days anyway? They never lived in the
moment, never looked up to smell the roses, or see the views. It
bothered me. So I decided to wake her up a bit, and sat down across
from her.

 


“You mind?” I sat down with a heavy
plop, letting my girls bounce in front of her to snap her attention
away from that stupid screen. “My feet are just aching today.” I
pulled up a leg, massaging my ankle, letting her get a long look up
my sculpted thigh to a skirt just barely concealing what was
underneath. She froze for a moment like a deer in the headlights
staring, then threw down her phone with a little petulant pout,
leaning back in her chair, her pigtails bobbing. “Ugh, sure, fine,
whatever. I just like, can’t make her understand you
know?”

 


I leaned in close across the table,
letting my mounds rest and pointing my high beams right at her.
“Oh? Trouble in paradise?”

 


She crossed her arms over her little
pink belly shirt and rolled her eyes, “Totally. She just doesn’t
get that I like guys too, ya know? It’s just been so long.” She
pouted at me, bright red lipgloss making it all that much more
obvious. “Don’t you ever like, just need a hard dick?”

 


I heard a spit take from behind me.
Poor writer boy was going to need some napkins for his laptop. She
looked over my shoulder a grinned wickedly. “Strap ons just don’t
do it sometimes you know? You just want a hot, real shaft to just,
go to town on you know? Sometimes it just feels so good to just,
get on your knees and slurp one down, right?” I nodded, feeling my
nipples growing rock hard as I played along. The idea of our little
writer friend listening in and losing his mind getting me all
worked up.

 


“And sometimes you just want a man
you know? Someone to just take charge, bend you over, and drill you
from behind till you like, can’t remember your name?” She leaned
back with a grin as her hands slid across her body, eyes locked on
a target behind me, tweaking a nipple you could see from across the
room as one hand slid into those hot little yoga pants. My eyebrows
went up, suddenly realizing that she wasn’t playing the same game I
was.

 


She licked her lips as she looked
past me, a tiny little mewling moan coming from her throat.
“Sometimes, mmmm. You want it so bad, you can just, taste
it.”

 


I stood up, blushing at how wet she
had me, and reached out to pat her shoulder before thinking better
of it and recoiling. “Sweety, maybe we should get you some ice
water, ok? You just, um.. hang in there, and I’ll be right back.” I
left the coffee pot there on her table and blushing I rushed to the
back.

 


I could see the creepy guy still
rocking and whispering, apparently not noticing the porno scene
developing in front of him, and the writer was frantically mopping
away at his keyboard, trying to salvage his rent payment, oblivious
as well. Apparently the only one noticing the little bimbo’s
meltdown into a mewling cock slut was me, and god did I ever
notice.

 


Before rounded the corner, I looked
back to make sure she still had her clothes on, and saw her
grinning wickedly at me. I turned beet red, suddenly furious and
embarrassed. The little slut had played me, I had tried to rev her
up with my wonder twins and she had turned it around on me. The
absolute gall! The unbelievable nerve! The.. Really really hot,
throbbing gush of lust from between my thighs. The incredible heat
rolling off my chest. The needy aching pulse of my nipples, aching
in their itchy, sweaty prison.

 


I blushed and ducked into the back,
turned on the dishwashing sick full blast, watched the ice cold
water pour into the basin. I gripped the sides of the tub and
breathed, feeling my clit throb, my tits just aching to be fondled
and groped, my cunt desperate to be fingered, filled, fucked. But I
couldn’t, not at work, not when there were customers out there, not
when Sam was still out there getting backed. Fuck. Sam. He still
wasn’t in. And it’s not like I could go out there like this, it was
way too obvious what was going on.

 


That bitch! That insane, slutty,
bimbo bitch! I splashed cold water into my face, trying to clear my
head. But it wasn’t doing the trick, I was still picturing getting
bent over the counter, letting my aching tits free of their prison,
kneading them frantically while someone fucked me senseless until
someone called the cops. I felt pleasure course through me and
realized my hands were on them, tugging and pulling and driving me
towards a huge, pulsing...

 


Fuck! No! I jerked my hands away
like my tits were made of fire. Like they might as well have been.
God, why did they have to feel so good. Ever since puberty whenever
someone got their hands on them my brain just cut out and I floated
on clouds made of endorphins and orgasms. I wrenched the walk in
freezer open and shut the door behind me, feeling the icy air
caress my skin. I clamped my legs together, trying to hide my
throbbing clit away from my needy grasping hands and took breath
after deep cleansing breath. Feeling the frigid chill take some of
the heat out of my skin.

 


I wanted so badly to tug those last
few buttons open and let the freezing air hit my burning aching tit
flesh, but I didn’t dare. I knew if I gave in I wouldn’t stop, I
would be rubbing and rutting and fucking my way to orgasm after
orgasm. And Sam was sure to find me there, naked and humping the
storage containers.

 


I whispered to myself to keep it
together. Reminded myself how badly I needed this job. How I
couldn’t afford to lose it like I had lose the others. Like in high
school when she lost her babysitting job when the smiths caught me
masturbating on the couch to Skinimax. Or in college when my tits
came in and the manager caught me playing with them when I forgot
to change over the reels at the movie theatre. Or when Randy at the
mattress place had figured out just how sensitive I was and groped
me into being his private mattress tester till those customers
walked in on us.

 


I sobbed and wrung my hands and
stalked back and forth, till finally the aching started to recede.
I calmed down, letting the cold do it’s work, and finally felt like
I could go out there and do my job. I just had another few hours to
get through, and that bitch would be gone soon. I could hold out. I
was a professional. I would just stop playing games with the
customers, would keep my head down, and I would make it through. No
problem.

 


I opened the freezer and headed back
out onto the floor. I rounded the corner and grinned. The bimbo was
gone. There was no money, I would be out a few bucks for her coffee
but that wasn’t the point now. I could eat the loss if it meant
keeping my job. No problems, I just had to get rid of the last few
customers, the creepy guy over there rocking and...

 


The writer. Who had his head thrown
back over the rear of the booth. Because his khaki’s were down
around his ankles with his legs spread out wide. Because the
fucking bimbo bitch was on her knees between them, sucking on his
cock like a popsicle.

 


I must have made a noise coming in,
because she was staring right at me, and I could see her smiling
around the shaft. Her pants were off, her pink lacy panties pulled
to the side with one hand working rapidly. I felt a chill and a
burning heat explode through me at the same time, watching her
slurp up and down the writers rock hard cock. Fear and lust and
aching need all combined. She licked the head, and smiled at me. A
wicked knowing smile. How could she know? But she knew. She clearly
knew. She looked me in the eye, challenging, slid her hands up to
her gorgeous, fake looking perky d cup tits, she Squeeezed, tugged,
kneaded, and she Moaned.

 


And I heard myself moan with
her.

 


I fell back against the counter. My
hands groping, tugging, grabbing and tearing. My buttons popped and
my tits exploded. Free, loose, thrusting up into the air firm and
proud and perfect. I lay back on the counter top, not hearing the
crashing of glass and metal as I knocked everything to the floor. I
had eyes only for that glorious bimbo’s bobbing head. The hard cock
between her lips. Her perfect tits in her needy hands. I felt
nothing but the pleasure, my hands rolling and kneading and rubbing
and tugging, my hips driving up, and out, thrusting my cunt against
a phantom lover, desperate to be fondled, filled,
fucked.

 


I didn’t hear Sam come in. I didn’t
hear him shout or question. I didn’t see him as he tried to
distract me from the only think I could see, that glorious bobbing
head. I wasn’t even aware of him as I grabbed him and pulled him
close. Wasn’t aware of his fumbled questions and noble
protestations. Wasn’t aware of his stoned confusion or rambling
words. I was only barely aware of his mouth finding my nipple as I
pulled him to me. Was barely aware of his hands replacing mine. I
was only aware of the pleasure. Of the joy, as my body was finally
being used for what it was meant for.

 


His clothing was stripped away, and
he fumbled atop of me. I rutted, I ground, I pushed back against
him until finally, gloriously he was in me, filling me, completing
me. He thrust softly, then harder, losing himself in the joyous
glory of my flesh as I came to my full. I reached completion, in
every sense of the word. And the choirs of joyous angels rang their
trumpets in my mind saying, This, this is what you were made for,
this is what your purpose is.

 


I pushed him off of me, and heard
his momentary confusion before I found my place before him, on my
knees, and he found his place before me, between my glorious
globes, their softness and stroking pleasure engulfed him and his
cries of protest ceased. My body knew what to do, like it always
had. I knew what to do, how to make it perfect, and joyous, and
forever. On auto pilot, but crying for joy with every moment I
stroked once, twice, three times. And it was done. He was crying
out with release as I drained his pleasure from him, taking his
joy, his seed, his self and wiping it clean. Not letting him fall,
not letting it end, beginning anew in a perfect glorious circle of
pleasure.

 


 


 


I knew I was done waiting. Done
bringing coffee, done hating my life, done hating my job. This was
what I was meant to do, meant to be, meant to feel. Lust. Need.
Passion. My aching tits stroking, my pussy throbbing, my body
arching in orgasm after orgasm, bringing pleasure and want and heat
to everyone around me. Drifting on a sea of grinding and rutting,
of fucking and sucking, my tits driving me forward, pulling me
along whether I wanted it or not. It didn’t matter. I was whole, I
was complete. I was Cumming. Over and over, forever.

 


The little blonde head stroked up
and down, bobbing out her tempo with a contended smile, knowing her
job was done, her role complete.

 


And the creepy little man sat in the
corner. Rocking and muttering. Rocking and muttering. Oblivious to
it all.

 


 


 


***

 


Thank you for reading Waiting. I hope you enjoyed it. If
you have any comments please let me know lirielsaarinen@gmail.com, a big part of why I write is to hear back from my
readers. Or just leave a review =)

 


If you enjoyed this story, and want
more, take a look at one of my other stories available on Amazon or
Smashwords. Such as In Charge, an erotic tale about a woman’s
expanding breasts slowly taking over her wardrobe, her behavior,
her relationships, and her life.
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