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      “Darn, it’s not working!” I whine over the phone. 

      

      I try one more time to insert my debit card into the cash machine. Once again, it asks me to take it back due to insufficient funds. 

      

      I bite my lip and try not to start crying in front of the line of impatient people waiting to use the machine. Even though I’m a freshman, I’m studying at the other campus for the semester as part of the fashion internship program. The transition has been challenging. 

      It’s the first time I’ve been away from home literally ever, except one time, well, except when my parents took me to Disney World, but I was too young to remember anything. 

      

      One of my classmates from the program is meeting me for a drink at a bar in town. But I’m too broke even to afford the public bus. 

      I will have to cancel on her last minute, which is frustrating because she’s really smart, and I seriously need a good grade on my midterm assignment, or I might fail one of my courses. 

      

      “Listen to me, Sasha,” my father seethes. “Step away from the machine and find somewhere to sit down. Then take a long, deep breath.”

      “Okay,” I nod, even though he can’t see me. 

      

      I take my debit card out of the slot. Then I scamper past the annoyed crowd of people who probably want to choke me for taking so long. 

      I can’t find any benches, so I just sit on the stoop of someone’s brownstone townhouse. 

      

      “Okay, I’m sitting,” I tell him. “Why won’t you transfer me more money?”

      “Because I just sent you a lot of money, young lady,” my father scolds me. “And, what did you do with it?”

      “Went shopping…,” I admit, softly. 

      “And how much of your allowance did you spend?” 

      “All of it…”

      “All of it, exactly,” he sighs. “Look, I know it’s stressful living on your own. But I’m very proud of you for agreeing to try the program out. You’ve always been too to yourself, Sasha. This will be good for you.”

      

      Omigod, here he goes again with that. How many more times will I have to suffer through another one of his lectures about how I need to be more open? 

      The only reason he’s even saying any of this is because his new girlfriend hates me. 

      

      I’ll show him how “open” I can be. I don’t think he is going to like what he discovers…

      

      “I’m writing an e-mail to a friend of mine,” my dad tells me. 

      “Why?” I ask. 

      “His son is going to another school out there, near you. Apparently, he works at a bookstore in the city, and they’ve been looking to hire more college students. You’ll work there for minimum wage, and that is the money you will have to spend while you’re out there.” 

      “What?” I scream, catching the attention of several people on the sidewalk. “Why are you doing this to me?”

      “Relax, Honey. Of course, I’m still paying for your room and board,” he softens. “And unlimited access to the cafeteria on campus—not to mention your tuition.”

      “So what? You were the one who made me come out here in the first place. I didn’t want to leave home. And, I still don’t want to!” I shout, my face wet with tears. “If this is how you’re going to be about money, then I want to come home!”

      “Listen, Miss Drama Queen. I’m done with this conversation,” he snarls back. “And, if you’re wondering why I’ve never told you about my friend’s son. It’s because he’s not exactly the sort of young man I want around my little girl.”

      “What do you mean?” I wipe away some of my tears. 

      “Hmm, how do I explain this? I’ve met him once or twice and he’s a  bit of pervert, Sasha,” he tells me. “When he sees a woman’s ass he likes, he just stares and stares. He’s gotten into a lot of trouble over the years because of it.”

      “I can handle a horny frat guy,” I say, attempting not to sound too excited. I like bold men.

      

      I start squirming on the stoop and rubbing my slender thighs together. I start fantasizing about this dirty boy running his big hands over my pert, round ass. 

      I begin smiling. But, of course, I can’t let my dad know how happy I am. It’d be so inconceivable to him that I would enjoy getting manhandled by a complete stranger that he probably doesn’t even consider it to be possible. 

      In my father’s head, I’m still his little princess who followed him around as a shy little girl who is afraid of her own shadow. 

      

      “All right, well, I’ll go back to my dorm and change into something more professional,” I sigh. “Just let me know the address, and I’ll head over after that.”

      “Don’t you go in there and embarrass me by acting like a spoiled, entitled brat. People in the real world aren’t as patient with your attitude as I am,” my father warns me. “Show my friend’s son and whoever your boss will be that I raised you right.”

      “Oh, I most certainly will,” I respond with a grin. “He’s going to know I’m a perfectly respectful young woman.”
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      I clutch the cash for the bus in my left palm. It feels so heavy knowing it won’t be easily replenished now that my dad has decided to be such a selfish jerk.

      I guess I really need this job to work out.

      

      The bus arrives, and the driver pulls right in front of me. As soon as the doors slam open, I grab the railing and climb aboard. 

      The bus is so crowded today. There are like a million people surrounding me. 

      

      I look out through the windows at the cars floating around us, weaving impatiently between the lanes. I feel something heavy brush against my butt, causing a pang of sexual thrill. But it’s short-lived, as I know it was just a happy mistake. 

      Still, I don’t move from where I’m standing. Hopefully, whoever did that will want to do it again to me. 

      I think the reason I’m super aroused right now is that I’ve been fantasizing about this kinky stranger ever since I woke up. Oh, who am I kidding, I fingered myself more than once to him last night and I don’t even know what he looks like yet.

      

      As we pass King Street, I push my whole ass cheek against the calloused palm just to see what’ll happen. It remains on my booty, attaching itself to its fleshy, round shape. 

      It honestly feels so good just knowing some stranger is touching me like this and feeling no shame about it. 

      I remain as perfectly still as I can while standing up on a moving bus. The hand begins to squeeze a little. 

      I look through the window and notice that we’re crossing the bridge into the city. Knowing that my stop is coming up soon, I decide to make things even more interesting. 

      I arch my back, smoothly pushing my ass into his calloused palm so that he knows I like what he’s doing to me—and that I want him to do even more. 

      Suddenly, I feel his big hand move away from my rear. Disappointment instantly floods my tiny body, and I start aching with need. 

      Seconds later, I feel the hand slide underneath my skirt. I bring my left hand over my mouth to silence my voice as I gasp. 

      

      Over the next several minutes, the hand slaps, squeezes, and gropes my ass nonstop. I slowly spread my feet apart, especially when it moves over my moist inner thighs. 

      Several thick fingers slip inside my thong. I close my eyelids, then bite on my lip super hard. 

      As the fingers penetrate my wet opening, I feel a hot tingle rise in my center. 

      I know I’m going to cum soon. But, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to avoid the notice of the other passengers surrounding me. 

      My knees buckle as the long fingers thrust in and out of me, then along my swollen clit. 

      I begin to swivel my hips in sync with the pace they stroke my insides. 

      

      Omigod, yes! Keep going! 

      I’m so close to⁠—

      

      “Sydney Street!” The driver roars from the front of the bus. 

      

      The name of the street lights up in blue lettering over the digital display in the bus. Before I even have time to react, the door slams open, and people start shuffling out. 

      

      The hand slides out of my underwear. 

      Seconds later, I hear the sound of someone’s fly being zipped back up. 

      Legs trembling, I push my way past other passengers, so I get off before the doors close again. All the while, I’m cursing up a storm in my head. 

      I was so freaking close to getting finished off by that old man. Now, I have to face this pervert college guy, totally horny and frustrated as freaking hell.
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      “Hello, is anyone there?” I knock on the glass door of this rundown little hole in the wall bookstore. 

      

      “We don’t open for another couple of hours, young lady,” I hear a guy’s voice answer. 

      “H-Hi, I’m Sasha. Our dads arranged for me to work here or something,” I say cheerfully. 

      “Oh yeah, he did say you might come by today,” the college boy responds. “You’re looking for a job?” 

      “Yes, absolutely!” I say back. “I don’t have much experience working in a bookstore—or with reading books, if I’m being totally honest. But I promise to work super hard. My dad already warned me what would happen if I don’t.”

      “Ah, let me guess. He has a punishment room for you at the house?” The voice asks, sounding amused with the notion. 

      “What? N-No,” I answer. Wow, my father was right, this guy has a seriously depraved mind. “Could I come inside the shop? It’s a little cold out here.”

      “Oh, certainly,” he answers. “Where are my manners?” 

      

      The shop door slowly opens. 

      Emerging from the shadows is a man who looks like he just stepped out of an aftershave commercial—dark hair that falls over intense blue eyes, big muscles bursting through his button-down, and an unmistakable giant bulge pushing against his loose-fitting jeans.

      

      “I hope you’re a good worker because the boss is out, which means it’s going to be busier than usual,” he shakes his head. “Plus, there’s some famous author in town who’s probably going to send a bunch of their fans our way after the signing. So, I don’t really have the time to train you.”

      “Really? But, I could use some proper training!” I giggle nervously. 

      “I bet you could,” he runs a hand through his thick black mane of hair.

      His hard blue eyes seem to have X-ray vision as they carefully scan my curves. I feel like he can somehow tell that I’m wearing a very sexy lace bra and matching panties underneath this pleated miniskirt and tight blouse. 

      After arriving at my dorm this morning, I decided I’d put on the exact outfit that was sure to drive a horny creep crazy. 

      “Name’s Henry,” he tells me. “But, you can call me whatever feels natural to you,”

      “Okay, ‘whatever feels natural to me,’” I tease awkwardly. “Just kidding, maybe I should start with ‘boss?’”

      “Yeah, let’s start there,” his mouth forms a toothy grin. 

      

      I thought this guy would be oggling me to death, but it turns out I’m the one who can’t stop groping his huge, musclebound physique with my eyes.

      That’s not to say I don’t also catch him leering at my tits. I choke back a breath as I fantasize about him rubbing his aging hands all over my small frame.

      

      “Anything I can get started on, Boss?” I ask brightly. 

      

      He comes from behind the counter and approaches me. 

      

      “Shelf,” he grunts at me. 

      

      His voice is heavy and deep like a drumbeat. It startles me a bit as I follow his index finger to the little bookshelf to the left of us. 

      

      “I don’t arrange the books alphabetically, or at all really. It feels like more of an adventure when you’re thumbing through a random selection of great works,” he tells me. 

      

      As he speaks, he begins gently rubbing my ass through my skirt. Wow, he works fast.

      On instinct, I jerk away. As soon as I do, he stops talking. I wish I could apologize and get him to put it back because the way he was touching me felt even better than how the stranger on the bus did it. 

      

      “Ah, I apologize,” he shakes his head. “My father is always on my case about how touchy-feely I can be with girls. He says it’s going to land me in a lot of trouble one of these days. Honestly, I’m not sure if isn’t still worht it.”

      “Oh, don’t listen to your dad. He’s probably just jealous you’re still young enough where it’s not so creepy,” I smile up at the handsome boy. “I don’t mind you touching me at all.”Did I just say that?  Omigod, I can literally hear my heart thumping in my chest. I hope that this guy can’t hear it too...

      

      He nods then smiles knowingly at me as he points, once again, to the same shelf. 

      I gaze over at all the paperback books haphazardly hanging from the small wooden bookshelf and begin neatening them. I’m not even a minute into cleaning when suddenly, I feel his hand press against my lower back. 

      He creeps his palm down over my backside once again. I try my best to stay straightening up the shelf. However, it’s really, really difficult.

      

      “So, this will be most of what you do here,” he says to me. “And, don’t worry. You never need to worry about locking up at the end of the day.”

      “Why’s that?” I ask. 

      “Because I live here during the school semester,” he tells me—close enough that I can smell his aftershave mixed with his spicy cologne. “Just up those stairs over there.”

      

      He extends his finger towards the old, wooden staircase across the room. 

      I spin around to look at the stairs, then remain motionless as my Henry and I lock eyes, tension building at a feverish pace. 

      His hands slide even lower down my ass while he presses his hefty weight onto me. 

      Then the bell above the shop’s door jingles. Omigod, of course, it does. Just our luck.

      

      “Damn,” he complains. “I’ll take care of the customers. You just keep tidying up this bookshelf. You hear me?”

      “Yes, boss,” I chew on my lip. 

      

      I let out a long exhale as soon as he leaves for the front of the store. Then, I rub my hands over my blouse. Gosh, my nipples are super freaking hard. 

      I look down and see that they’re visible through the fabric as well.

      Facing the shelf of books, I slide my hand inside my thong just to see how wet I am. 

      After discovering I’m soaked down there, I come up with a sexy way of letting my new boss know all about it. I’m sure that bulge will turn into a tent just as soon as sees how damp my underwear is.

      I find a foot ladder in the corner of the store and bring it over to the little bookshelf. Even after stepping on it, I still have to stretch to reach the top row. 

      There are only a few books and magazines up here, so I figure it shouldn’t take long to organize them. However, when I pick up one of the magazines, I see that it’s pornography. 

      I get so caught up looking through naked images of young women and big, hairy men in suggestive positions that I almost don’t notice how my skirt has hiked up over my butt, letting everyone in the shop see my shapely ass. Not that I mind—it’s the reason I climbed up here in the first place. 

      While still straightening up the top shelf, I soon hear Henry’s footsteps storming back in my direction. I arch my back just a little more as I lean over the little shelf. Then, I feel his hand touch me again. I shudder as his big palm gently strokes my lower back again. 

      Henry climbs up on the step stool with me. Then, he turns me around, so I’m looking right up at him. 

      

      “So, then,” he begins. “The job is yours if you want it.”

      “I do!” I respond instantly. 

      “You don’t have any questions for me before you accept?” He asks as his blue eyes drift to my ample cleavage. “I imagined you’d have some concerns over working alone with someone with…boundary issues like me.”

      “I really want to be here, sir. I think you could teach me a lot,” I answer softly. 

      

      Henry breathes slowly and deeply as he lowers his palms over my ass again. I silently marvel at his reckless aggression as he feels me up in the middle of the bookstore with customers watching. 

      He takes another deep exhale and lowers his hands over my thighs. 

      Then, the horny boy reaches underneath my short skirt, clearly intent on finishing what he started…

      

      I whimper against his chest as he starts to massage my fleshy rear. He pulls me against him while his confident eyes continue inspecting my titties. Next, he forces my thighs further apart, giving himself even better access to my girl parts. 

      

      “You’re a freak,” I moan. “Oops, I shouldn’t have called you that. I didn’t mean to call you that.” 

      “It’s quite all right,” he smirks wickedly. “In fact, keep calling me that for as long as you’re working here.”

      “Okay, freak,” I bite my lip hard. “Tell me what you’re going to do to me.”

      “Didn’t your father teach you that it’s better to show versus tell?” 

      

      I gasp as he pulls my thong to the side and slips one of his thick fingers into me. He adds a second, and I arch my back as much as I can while pressed against the bookcase. Then, he pushes the two fingers he has in me even deeper, making my eyes roll back in my head as I grab onto his wide wrists. 

      

      “Good girl,” he says, kissing my shiny, blonde hair. “Show this freak how bad you are!” 

      “You sure you want to see that?” I ask flirtatiously. 

      “You’re damn right I do,” he nods. “Take off your bra.” 

      “Like this?” I reach behind my back and unclasp my bra. 

      

      My hands are shaking, but thankfully, my voice isn’t. 

      

      “Perfect,” he grunts as my bra falls to the floor. 

      

      Henry wastes no time pawing my smooth flesh, flicking and pinching my puffy nipples until I squeal for him to stop. 

      His fingers begin thrusting faster and harder inside my tight channel. Our little area of the bookstore fills with the delicious squelching noises of my young pussy being thrust by his thick fingers. 

      My knees get weak. I feel like soon I might need him to hold me up.

      

      “Cum, Baby. Cum for your freak!” He orders me. “I need your girl honey all over my finger tips.” 

      

      The bell above the door rings once again. Omigod, you have to be freaking kidding me!

      

      Henry takes his hand out of me. Then, hops off the step stool. 

      

      “I’m going to close the shop up for a few hours after handling this customer,” he nods. “Go upstairs to my bedroom and wait for me.”

      “Okay,” I giggle as he helps me down to the floor. “Don’t be too long, freak!”

      

      Henry spanks my little ass as I scurry away. Then, I race up the stairs and to his bedroom…
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      As I climb the stairs to his bedroom, I have to hold my arms over my blouse to keep my titties from falling out.

      I can feel the moisture sliding down my thighs as they rub together. Every second that goes by, I get even damper down there.

      

      I enter Henry’s room, breathless and trembling. I notice that it’s immaculately neat in here. His bed is perfectly made. I could pull back the bedspread now, but I think it’ll be more fun if they fall off as we go at it.

      Instead of hopping onto the mattress, I decide to sit up on his dresser instead.

      Then, I try my best to calm my excited little body down.

      I let out a tiny giggle when I notice that my breasts are now literally hanging out of my white blouse. I know it’s conceited, but I love the way my nipples look, especially when they’re really hard like now.

      The sound of heavy footsteps makes me turn to the door.

      Henry walks in and immediately takes off his shirt.

      Looking into his strong blue eyes, I see the famished desire for my pale, little body. My mouth waters as he slowly unbuttons his pants.

      As soon as he unzips himself, his huge cock juts out at me. It’s so incredibly stiff and pulsating.

      

      “I took care of you downstairs, didn’t I?” He smirks. “What are you going to for your freak in return?”

      

      I cautiously bring my little palm over his veiny shaft. I’m thrown off by how hot and large it feels in my grip. I did not expect that. I start to stroke it slowly, jerking the foreskin back and forth. My pussy burns with anticipation to feel it inside me.

      

      “Tell me what you want,” he says to me. “Tell me what you need.”

      “I need you to fuck me, freak!” I whisper. “Please?”

      

      I’m so freaking horny that it’s hard even to speak. His dick just feels so girthy that I almost want to finish him off right here and now. But, I resist, reluctantly releasing his fat penis from my soft grip.

      I run my hand up to his huge, hairy body, licking my lips with desire.

      

      “I promise you. We won’t be interrupted this time around,” He rubs his thumb over my cheek, then over my lips. “Take that little black thong off and bend over this horny freak’s lap.”

      “Yes, boss,” I turn red.

      

      I’m trembling so hard that I feel like I’m about to pass out from all the arousal. I’ve never been told what to do, not even by my own dad.

      Submitting to this dirty stranger is so amazingly erotic to me that I’m kind of freaked out. But I decide just to go with it. After all, he is my boss.

      

      First, I take off my skirt. Then, I bring my thong down over my thighs. He holds my hands to balance me as I step out of my underwear. Then, he sits at the base of the bed and looks up at me.

      

      Blushing so hotly now, I drop onto the edge of the bed. Then, giggling, I bend slowly over his lap.

      

      “You’re such a good employee,” he pets my ass. “Mmm, this little thing is shaped just like a peach. I bet it tastes as sweet.”
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