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“Just like that, Mr. Richards,” I whined, and then he took things a notch further and started to tease my pussy too.

I didn’t realize how wet I was until he spread my juices back up my pussy and over my folds.  They turned slick and sticky.  I felt my clit stiffen and my pussy swell.  I’d never been so turned on in all my life, and Mr. Richards seemed to notice.

“You want me, don’t you?” he asked.

“I do.”

“You want my big cock, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“Then let’s do something naughty,” he said, standing up.

I heard the metal on his belt clank as he unfastened it.  The front of his pants came open and the zipper of his fly came down.

I stared forward, breathing hard and waiting.  I tried to ground myself in the moment.  I closed my eyes and focused.  I tried to imagine how beautiful an act of love this was between two people.  It was like Mr. Richards was finally showing me that he loved me, which was something that—

“Ooooh!” I grunted.

He’d put himself in my pussy, just like that.  No ceremony or anything.  Just a quick rush of hot, hard cock, going all the way deep inside me.  His hands pulled me back on him by the hips.

“Not too loud,” he told me, peering back.

We could hear the noise of the busy chefs in the room beyond.  Thankfully their swearing and hollering was hard to even scream over.  We were about to put it to the test.

Mr. Richards pulled back and I had time to focus on the sensation now.  His cock felt big.  I knew that because it was rare that my pussy ached when someone fucked me.  It felt like he was stretching me all the way open, but I was so wet that it made it all so easy.

“Good girl, Lucy,” he told me.  “You’re my favorite, you know that.”

“I know it now,” I hushed.

I hung my head and let out soft moans as he fucked me.  At first it was sensual.  He moved slow, sliding his cock into me gradually before dragging it out.  I could feel each and every ridge and vein.  He’d pull back so far that it felt like the head of his cock might fall out completely.  Just before it did he pushed forwards, sending himself into me and reminding me just how long he was.

“That’s good, Mr. Richards,” I whined, and for the moment I forgot all about my ass.  Mr. Richards didn’t.

It wasn’t long before his finger was back on me.  He’d spat on it and he was circling my asshole with it.  It felt almost as good as his tongue.  It felt better than his tongue when he finally plucked up the courage to push it all the way deep inside me.

“Yes!” I burst.  This felt much better than a tongue.

His tongue had only found its way in me by a little way.  His finger, on the other hand, was inside me all the way up to the knuckle.  It waggled within and my tight asshole gripped it.

“We’ll need you wider than that,” he teased.

“Try two,” I told him.

“Lucy,” Mr. Richards said, clearly impressed.

I looked back and smiled.  “I can be naughty too.”
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Mr. Richards made us wear these tiny little skirts in his diner.  I had to lead by example, he told me, since I was his favorite.  If I wore one, then the rest of the female staff would follow.  It certainly got customers through the door though, and for the most part they were respectable, especially after one of them wasn’t and Mr. Richards took him outside and broke his fingers.  People sure acted differently after that.

Women don’t come to work at a diner to get harassed, and Mr. Richards was well attuned to that.  He paid attention to all the staff’s needs and wants.  The only thing that was non-negotiable were the uniforms.  The skirts were short; that’s just how it was.  Even our aprons hung lower than them.  The customers could look, but nothing more, and you could wear whatever kind of tights you wanted beneath.

I wore a pair of thick, dark tights, but the boss wasn’t exactly happy about that either.  It wasn’t breaking any of his rules though as far as I was concerned.  My friend, Sherryl, either wore nothing at all or some fishnets.  She really didn’t give a shit.  I just wish I could have her attitude—and her legs!  Those things go all the way up!

Because of that she was also one of Mr. Richards’s favorites, and I don’t mind admitting that I got a little jealous.  I’d watch him study her as she bent over to reach a drink from the far side of a customer’s table.  He’d meet people at the door and take them to a table, touching the small of Sherryl’s back as he introduced her.  It started to grate on me.

I started to think that he had ideas beyond employment for Sherryl, especially when I found them at the back of the kitchen ‘talking.’  With how close he was to her it didn’t much look like talking.

I’d tried to bring it up later but he shut me down instantly.  Besides, it wasn’t exactly the conversation you’d want to have with other employees around.  I guess Mr. Richards just liked younger women now that he was approaching fifty.  However, I soon discovered that younger women weren’t the only thing Mr. Richards had a yearning for.

One day I’d kind of had enough and decided to talk openly to Sherryl about how I felt.

“His hands are all over you,” I told her out back as she smoked.  “You don’t mind?”

Sherryl shrugged.  “Mr. Richards is kind of hot.”

“Eww,” I motioned, but I didn’t mean it.  I knew he had a certain way with the ladies.  He was the reason we got so many female customers in there too.

“But why you?” I asked.  It came out all wrong.

“What do you mean by that?!”

“Sorry, I mean, you’re pretty, I can see that, but so is Annabelle.  So is Jenna.  Mr. Richards isn’t all over them.”

“Mr. Richards know something about me that he doesn’t know about them.”

“What?”

Sherryl looked around and took a puff of her cigarette.  “I love ass-fucking.”

My eyes bulged.  “What?!”

“I love getting fucked in the ass.”

Shit, now I had all kind of questions.

“That’s it?”

Sherryl nodded.  “The second he found out he’s been all over me.”

“You think he wants to ...”

She shrugged.  “Most guys do.”

“Eww!” I cried again.

“It’s fun.  Have you tried it?”

“No, but I mean why—”

“Then how do you know you don’t like it?”

“Do you think Mr. Richards has ...?”

“Definitely,” Sherryl smiled, enjoying my reaction.

I pretended to wretch.

“It’s something people do,” Sherryl said.  “Don’t get too caught up on it.”

“But he wants to fuck your ass, doesn’t that bother you?”

“I’d let him.”

“Sherryl!”

“What!  Mr. Richards is fire, Lucy.  There’s no denying that.”

“Jesus,” I breathed, looking back to the diner.

“Come on,” Sherryl said, tossing her cigarette and stamping it out with her pumps.  “Break’s over.”

I went back inside to see Mr. Richards giving me a death stare.  “Back to work,” he mouthed, before spotting Sherryl and smiling over my shoulder at her.

Now it all made sense, but I didn’t stop me being jealous.  If anything, it made things worse.  I kept thinking about what he wanted to do to her—what she wanted him to do to her.  Now the little touches at the small of her back moved lower.

I’d had enough.  The next day when I prepped for work, I held up my long, thick tights.  How could I wear these anymore?  If I was going to compete for my boss’s attention with Sherryl, then I had to start here.

My legs felt so cold on the way over, but I told myself it’d be worth it.  Now Mr. Richards couldn’t ignore me, but neither could the customers.

When I first walked in, I got double-takes from the regulars.  “Morning, Lucy,” one of them had said.  He never said good morning.

“Good morning,” I said back.

A few of the staff were already in but mornings were quiet.  I moved through to the back of the kitchen where I usually put my bag.

I set it down and fished inside, then I felt the shadow of someone behind me.

“There she is,” a voice said, and I realized that it was Mr. Richards.

“Morning,” I said softly, reaching down into my bag.

Suddenly I felt his hands on my hips.  He rubbed and pressed the crotch of his pants to my ass as I bent over.  “I’ll never get tired of doing this in the morning,” he said.

I swallowed and my mouth turned dry.  I could feel his cock against my ass.  This wasn’t the kind of attention I anticipated getting.

“That feels nice, Mr. Richards,” I whispered.

I stood up and turned around.  Mr. Richards startled.  He took a step back.  “Lucy?!”

It was then that I realized he must have thought I was Sherryl.

“You greet all of your staff like that?” I asked.

“I—your tights.”

“They’re no more,” I told him.

He looked me up and down.  “You look good.”

“The more naked the better, huh?”

“Now you’re getting it,” he said.  He brushed his hands down the front of his shirt.  “Sorry about that.”

“Quite alright,” I told him.  I brushed past him in the tight confines of that little, private back room.  “I enjoyed myself.”

I could feel his eyes follow me as I walked away confidently.  I’d never felt this way about myself before.  I was beginning to take ownership of my body just like Sherryl had done, and it really worked.

I bounced around the floor, bobbing my ass just like she did and making sure my hair swung with it.  I was like a temptress and the customers really responded.  By midday I already had more tips than I’d ever made in a day.  Now it all made sense to me.

Sherryl wasn’t due in until later and finally I was starting to get Mr. Richards’s attention.  He touched me just the same way, and I wondered if he looked at me like he looked at Sherryl when I was bending over to deliver a drink to a table.

Since my talk to Sherryl, I’d started to look at Mr. Richards differently too.  I’d started to imagine him through the lens that everyone else viewed him.  Not as a boss, or an older guy, but as an object of lust.  Suddenly it all made sense; a tall, confident business-owner with aging movie-star looks.  What was not to like?

By the end of the shift, I was actively teasing him.  Whenever I rounded the counter where he’d regularly stand, I’d make sure to turn and rub my ass across the front of his pants.  I started to reminisce about our morning encounter.  I started to want to feel his cock against me like that again.

At the end of my shift, I walked back to my bag, collecting my tips from beside the register.  In that little space at the back of the kitchen I stowed my money away.  Only Sherryl and I kept our bags here, so everything was pretty safe.  No-one else really thought to come back here.  No-one else, that is, except Mr. Richards.

“You did great today,” he said behind me.

Shit.  It was like that start of the day all over again.

“Thanks.  You think it’s the new look?”

“Definitely.”

I felt him come closer behind me.

“You like it?” I asked.

“I do.”

“Those tights are just so stuffy, you know?”

“I’ve been trying to tell you.”

“Besides,” I said, pausing.  Oh fuck, was I really going to say this?  Fuck it.  “It’s much harder for someone to hike up my skirt and fuck my ass if I’m wearing tights.”

There was a silence behind me.  I stared forward into my bag and closed my eyes, silently cursing myself.  Why’d you have to fucking say that, Lucy?

“That’s something you like?” he asked slowly.

I shrugged, standing up and turning back to him.  “Can’t hurt.”

“Oh, it can,” he smirked.  “That’s how I know you’ve never done it.”

“I like it,” I said, trying to impress him.

“Who have you done it with?”

“Just guys.”

“Guys, huh?”

I nodded.

“Well, I’m very jealous.”

I bit my lip.  “You shouldn’t be jealous.”

“The way you shouldn’t be jealous of Sherryl?”

My mouth opened.

“We talk too, you know?” he said.

“You don’t just fuck?”

“I haven’t fucked Sherryl.”

“But you want to!”

He laughed.  “If I could I’d fuck half the women in here.”

“What half do I belong to?”

“You’re off limits.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re nineteen.”

“I’m a nineteen-year-old who just happened to come to work today in a skirt and no panties.”

Now it was his turn to drop his mouth open.  “You did?  What if the customers see?”

“That doesn’t normally bother you.”

“You’re naked under there?” he asked, pointing.  “I don’t believe you.  Prove it.”

I laughed.  “You want me to flash you?  I’m not gonna do that.”

“Knew it.”

“Fine,” I said, turning around.

Mr. Richards braced himself and so did I.  I bent forwards again towards my bag, then I pulled my skirt back up over my ass, revealing to him what I’d kept secret all along.

“Fuck,” he hushed.  Shit, he must have been able to see the whole thing.

“Told ya.”

I went to move my skirt back down and his hand reached out to stop me.  “Wait,” he said.  “I want to tease myself.”

He stepped forwards and I waited just like he asked.  I felt the bulging crotch of his pants against my pussy.  I closed my eyes and breathed deep.  Fuck, that was what I’d wanted this whole day.  Just to feel him against me again like that, you know?

“Don’t stop teasing,” I told him, letting out a laugh.

I closed my eyes and focused on how he felt against me.  My pussy was so wet that he must have been getting some of it on the front of his pants, but he didn’t seem to care.  Shit, we’d stopped caring about a lot of things.

“That’s good,” I told him.

“You’re making me wanna be bad, Lucy.”

“So, let’s be bad.”

“Tell me the truth,” he said.  “Would I be your first?”

“The first guy in my ass, yes.”

Mr. Richards sighed dreamily.  His crotch came away from me and I thought that was the end of it, but then I realized he’d knelt behind me.  His hand came to my ass, and he pushed it open by the cheeks.  Then, to my utter shock and arousal, he started to French-kiss my asshole.

I tightened up.  I mean, I just couldn’t believe it.  Along with that, I couldn’t believe how fucking good it felt.  His tongue wandered all around it, tickling me in a way that no-one had ever done before.  It was like the best kind of massage, all slow and sensual, but ultimately it was dirty as hell.  I didn’t know he had it in him.  Actually, fuck that, I knew full-well he had it in him.  I didn’t know that I had it in me.  I guess there’s a little Sherryl in all of us.

“That’s good,” I told him, not wanting it to stop.

I don’t think he wanted to stop either.  His business would have to continue without him for now.  The girls were more than capable of running the show on their own.  Mr. Richards was free for the moment back here with me, choosing a particularly unusual snack to eat on his break.

“Oh, Mr. Richards,” I purred, relishing his tongue in my ass.

He pushed my cheeks wide and stabbed into me, teasing my asshole in ways that I’d never known.  I had no idea it could be such a vessel of pleasure like that.

“Let’s get you nice and ready,” he said, and that could only mean one thing.

I felt my nerves spike, but the gentle lapping of his tongue did much to soothe them.  The adrenaline coursed through me, and my breaths became deeper and harder.  I pushed my hands against the tiled wall ahead and arched my back.  My butt smothered his face, but Mr. Richards didn’t seem to care.  In fact, he seemed to actively enjoy it.  He pushed forwards to meet me, sending his tongue even deeper.  It was the first thing I’d ever had in my ass and I’ve gotta tell you, it was fucking good.

“Just like that, Mr. Richards,” I whined, and then he took things a notch further and started to tease my pussy too.

I didn’t realize how wet I was until he spread my juices back up my pussy and over my folds.  They turned slick and sticky.  I felt my clit stiffen and my pussy swell.  I’d never been so turned on in all my life, and Mr. Richards seemed to notice.

“You want me, don’t you?” he asked.

“I do.”

“You want my big cock, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“Then let’s do something naughty,” he said, standing up.

I heard the metal on his belt clank as he unfastened it.  The front of his pants came open and the zipper of his fly came down.

I stared forward, breathing hard and waiting.  I tried to ground myself in the moment.  I closed my eyes and focused.  I tried to imagine how beautiful an act of love this was between two people.  It was like Mr. Richards was finally showing me that he loved me, which was something that—

“Ooooh!” I grunted.

He’d put himself in my pussy, just like that.  No ceremony or anything.  Just a quick rush of hot, hard cock, going all the way deep inside me.  His hands pulled me back on him by the hips.

“Not too loud,” he told me, peering back.

We could hear the noise of the busy chefs in the room beyond.  Thankfully their swearing and hollering was hard to even scream over.  We were about to put it to the test.

Mr. Richards pulled back and I had time to focus on the sensation now.  His cock felt big.  I knew that because it was rare that my pussy ached when someone fucked me.  It felt like he was stretching me all the way open, but I was so wet that it made it all so easy.

“Good girl, Lucy,” he told me.  “You’re my favorite, you know that.”

“I know it now,” I hushed.

I hung my head and let out soft moans as he fucked me.  At first it was sensual.  He moved slow, sliding his cock into me gradually before dragging it out.  I could feel each and every ridge and vein.  He’d pull back so far that it felt like the head of his cock might fall out completely.  Just before it did he pushed forwards, sending himself into me and reminding me just how long he was.

“That’s good, Mr. Richards,” I whined, and for the moment I forgot all about my ass.  Mr. Richards didn’t.

It wasn’t long before his finger was back on me.  He’d spat on it and he was circling my asshole with it.  It felt almost as good as his tongue.  It felt better than his tongue when he finally plucked up the courage to push it all the way deep inside me.

“Yes!” I burst.  This felt much better than a tongue.

His tongue had only found its way in me by a little way.  His finger, on the other hand, was inside me all the way up to the knuckle.  It waggled within and my tight asshole gripped it.

“We’ll need you wider than that,” he teased.

“Try two,” I told him.

“Lucy,” Mr. Richards said, clearly impressed.

I looked back and smiled.  “I can be naughty too.”

“I’m starting to notice.”

He pulled out and then brought two fingertips to my asshole.  He pushed and I felt it open over him slowly.  The stretching was apparent, and I tried to stifle my pained grunt.  I didn’t want him to stop.  I’d made up my mind.  I wanted to be the first of his employees to take his hard cock in my ass.  Sherryl wasn’t going to beat me.

The whole time he rocked back and forth slowly, giving me the many inches of his cock while giving me the inches of his index and middle-finger and the same time.  He crossed them over each other and cork-screwed them into my asshole.

“I can feel my cock on the other side,” he told me.

“I can feel everything,” I told him back.

His cock pushed through me, and he alternated the thrusting with the rhythm of his fingers.  Whenever the two digits pushed deep, he’d pull his cock out of me and vice-versa.  I don’t know if Mr. Richards had done this before, but he did it like a pro.

“You want the real thing?” he asked.

I nodded.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“I want it.”

“What do you want?”

“I want your cock, Mr. Richards!”

“Where do you want it?”

“In my ass!”

“So. tell me.”

“Put your cock in my ass, Mr. Richards,” I dared.  Shit, I couldn’t believe what he’d got me saying.

“You want it in your ass?”

“Put it in my fucking ass, Mr. Richards!” I begged.

“Say, ‘please.’”

Fuck, he knew how to tease.  “Please!  Please fuck my ass, Mr. Richards.”

“There’s a good girl.”

He pulled his cock out of me and moved it up an inch, then he started to push forwards.  I gasped and held my breath.  My ass tried to defy him, but he wasn’t about to let up.

“Oh, Lucy,” he groaned, forcing himself through the tight slot.

“Mr. Richards!”

My asshole spread over him slowly and I stifled a grunt.  The yell that I wanted to shout out would have soared over even our loudest chefs.

It came out in a strained gurgle of pained pleasure, culminating in a satisfied sigh as Mr. Richards’s big cock slid all the way up inside him.
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