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  ––––––––




  Disclaimer:




  All characters in this story are fictitious, and any resemblance to anyone either living or dead is entirely unintentional. This is a work of erotic fantasy, and should be taken as such. This work cannot be copied or redistributed in any shape or form without the authors prior permission.




  My Two Werewolves (Werewolf Menage)




  I'd not been long working at the diner when my life took an inextricable turn for the better, although I wasn't so sure about that when it first happened...




  Waiting tables was more difficult than most people imagined, and with my shapely figure, I drew way too much attention from the customers, and most of it unwanted. But no matter how much I tried to hide my curves, I just couldn't do it. Many times I pleaded with Mister Richards to allow me to wear a different uniform, because the one I had to wear every day was just too low-cut around the breast region, not to mention tight around my hour-glass hips. It wasn't that I was embarrassed by my figure, quite the opposite in fact! It was the fact that if any man got the chance to try to hit on me - or to squeeze my butt - they'd surely take it.




  It was on just such a day, when Cyril, a local store owner in Georgia, went too far and patted my behind with his hand. At fifty-four, you'd have thought he would be well past it, but not a bit of it; there was life in the old dog yet, unfortunately. It was then that I put the plates I was taking to a neighboring down, and with my hands on my hips proceeded to give him a piece of my mind. Everyone in the diner turned around shocked, but intensely interested in the altercation, the way people secretly are by any argument. Cyril, of course, denied it. Being as he was married, he couldn't well have done anything else. He just sat there spluttering, with his mouth half way open, his hands raised in the air, denying everything.




  Mister Richards chastised me in the back room. I told him what had happened, and he said it didn't matter if he believed me on not, but that I couldn't talk to customers that way.




  “You mean I'm supposed to let them sexually harass me?!” I asked, still angry from what had just happened.




  Mister Richards rubbed his head,




  “I'm not saying you're to let them sexually harass you, I'm just saying you should try not to attract as much attention.”




  I became indignant,




  “Not attract too much attention! You can't be serious,” I pointed to my breasts and then hips, “in this uniform!”




  Mister Richards obviously didn't know what to do, he knew I was right, and he knew I'd already asked to wear something else; he was to blame, and so he then conceded,




  “okay, okay, I'll get you a new uniform. If It's going to help, then that's all I care about.”




  I sighed in relief,




  "thank you!" I said, half meaning it, half not.




  “Anyway,” Mister Richards continued, picking up an order that had been phoned-in, “For the time being, you can go take this delivery, perhaps it'll help you cool down a bit.”




  I wondered who, exactly, he thought I was. he already had a delivery driver, he didn't need me to do it,




  “Mister Richards, I didn't even do anything wrong! And now I'm being punished by having to do the deliveries!? Where's the justice in that?”




  “It's not a punishment Cindy, just do it okay, for me. And you never know, the customer may even tip you!”
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