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Chapter 1: The Appetizer Tease 

The dinner rush at Ember's Edge was a symphony of clinking glasses, sizzling steaks, and the low hum of power plays. Mia Harlow glided through it like she owned the place-which, in a way, she did. Every table lit up when she approached, her black pencil skirt hugging hips that swayed with hypnotic rhythm, the crisp white blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at the lacy black bra beneath. "Evening, gentlemen," she'd purr, her voice like warm honey over gravel. "Ready to be spoiled?"

Tonight's crowd was prime: tech bros in slim suits, a few silver foxes nursing scotches, and the usual suspects who tipped like they were buying her soul. But Mia didn't need tips for that. She was the restaurant's worst-kept secret-the girl who said yes to everything. A wink from the sommelier? She'd blow him in the walk-in. A lingering glance from a customer? Her panties were already in her apron pocket.Zoe caught her eye from across the floor, tray balanced on one hip, her blonde ponytail bouncing as she laughed at some suit's lame joke. 

Zoe was Mia's ride-or-die, the chaotic good to her calculated sin. "Girl, you look like you already got railed in the bathroom," Zoe whispered as they passed at the service station, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. Mia smirked, popping a cherry tomato from a garnish plate into her mouth and sucking it suggestively. "Not yet. But the night's young. Table 17's got that 'I own a yacht' vibe. Bet his cock's as big as his ego."Zoe giggled, low and throaty. "Save some for me, slut. Or better-tag team? I heard the new busboy's packing." "Deal. But first..." Mia's eyes flicked to Table 12: a lone wolf in a charcoal suit, mid-30s, jaw like a Greek god, scrolling his phone with that bored-rich look. 

She'd served him twice before. Last time, he'd slipped her a hundred and a note: Bathroom. 10 minutes. She'd been on her knees before the door even locked. She sauntered over, hips rolling. "Mr. Hale, right? Back for more of our... signature service?" He looked up, green eyes darkening as they raked over her. "Mia. You remembered. And yeah-I'm starving. But not for the filet." She leaned in, her cleavage brushing the table edge, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "The special tonight's off-menu. Wet, willing, and zero calories. Follow me in five?" His grin was wolfish. "Make it three." 

Three minutes later, the single-stall staff bathroom was theirs. Mia locked the door with a click that echoed like a starting gun. Hale was on her in a second, hands gripping her waist, mouth crashing into hers. "Fuck, you're even hotter up close," he growled against her lips."Flattery gets you everywhere," she teased, nipping his bottom lip. "But actions speak louder. On your knees? Or should I?" He chuckled, deep and dirty. "You first, gorgeous. Show me what that pretty mouth can do." Mia dropped like a pro, unzipping him with practiced fingers. His cock sprang free-thick, veined, already leaking at the tip. "Mmm, hello, big boy. You been thinking about me?"  She licked a slow stripe from base to head, eyes locked on his."Every goddamn day since last time," he admitted, threading fingers through her dark waves. "You're a fucking addiction."

She hummed approval, swirling her tongue around the head before taking him deep. No gag, no mercy-just wet, sloppy suction that had him groaning. "Shit, Mia-your throat's a goddamn vice." His hips bucked, but she controlled the pace, bobbing with filthy rhythm, one hand cupping his balls, the other slipping under her skirt to rub her clit through soaked lace. Zoe's voice crackled over the staff radio in her earpiece: "Bathroom slut alert. Hurry up, the maître d's sniffing around." Mia pulled off with a pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to his throbbing dick. "Gotta make this quick, handsome. But don't worry-I'll swallow every drop." 

She dove back in, hollowing her cheeks, humming vibrations that made his knees buckle. "Fuck yes-right there. You're such a dirty little waitress, aren't you? Sucking cock on the clock like it's your job." "Best tip I ever got," she mumbled around him, fingers pumping the base. He was close; she could feel it in the twitch of his shaft. One last deepthroat, nose buried in his pubes, and he erupted-hot, thick ropes painting her tongue. She swallowed greedily, milking him dry, then licked him clean with a wink.Hale zipped up, dazed. "You're a goddamn legend. Same time next week?" "Only if you bring a friend."  

She stood, smoothing her skirt, cum breath minty-fresh from the tin in her pocket. Back on the floor, Zoe cornered her by the espresso machine. "Spill. How was yacht-dick?" "Delicious. Nine inches of 'fuck me sideways.'" Mia grinned, wiping a stray drop from her lip. "Your turn. Busboy in the alley?" Zoe's eyes lit up. "Hell yes. But let's make it a duo. I saw him eyeing us both during setup."They high-fived, the pact sealed. The night was just getting started.

Chapter 2: The Main Course Double

The alley behind Ember's Edge was a dimly lit haven of dumpsters and desire-perfect for quick, rule-breaking romps. Mia and Zoe slipped out during the lull between entrées, the cool night air raising goosebumps on their skin. The busboy, a lanky 22-year-old named Jax with tattoos peeking from his rolled sleeves and a bulge that promised trouble, was already there, smoking a vape like he owned the shadows."Evening, ladies," he drawled, exhaling cherry-scented vapor. "Heard you two were looking for a hand... or two."

Zoe sauntered up first, her skirt hiked just enough to flash thigh-high stockings. "Hand? Baby, we want the whole toolkit. Mia here's been raving about that monster in your pants." Mia leaned against the brick wall, arms crossed under her tits, pushing them up invitingly. "Guilty. But words are cheap. Drop 'em and prove it." Jax smirked, stubbing out the vape. "Bossy. I like it." He unbuckled, jeans pooling at his ankles. His cock was a beast-long, girthy, uncut, curving upward like it was made for deep, punishing fucks. 

"Impressed?"Zoe whistled low. "Holy shit, that's a third leg. Mia, you weren't kidding." "Teamwork makes the dream work," Mia quipped, dropping to her knees beside her friend. They shared a wicked glance-besties in sin. Zoe took the head, lips stretching wide as she sucked him in with a wet slurp. Mia dove for the balls, tonguing the heavy sac, her hand stroking what Zoe couldn't swallow. "Fuuuuck," Jax groaned, head thunking back against the wall. "You two are insane. Best fucking job perk ever." Zoe popped off, strings of spit dangling. "Perk? Honey, this is the benefit package." She jerked him fast, her free hand slipping between Mia's thighs, fingers finding her slick folds. 

"Mmm, you're soaked already, you little whore." "Pot, kettle," Mia gasped, nipping Jax's inner thigh before sucking one ball into her mouth. "His cock's got me dripping. Switch?" They swapped seamlessly-Zoe deepthroating the shaft while Mia licked the underside, their tongues tangling in sloppy, competitive kisses around his girth. Jax's hands fisted their hair, guiding but not forcing. "Goddamn, you sluts are pros. Suck it like you mean it-yeah, just like that."

Mia pulled back, chin shiny. "You gonna fuck us, or just stand there looking pretty? Rules say no fraternizing, but who gives a shit?" Zoe stood, hiking her skirt and bending over a crate, ass out, pussy glistening in the alley light. "My turn first. Pound this pussy, busboy. Mia, eat me while he does." Jax didn't hesitate. He lined up and slammed in-Zoe's moan echoing off the bricks. "Tight as fuck-shit, you're clenching like a vice." Mia knelt behind them, spreading Zoe's cheeks to watch the cock disappear, then dove in, tongue flicking Zoe's clit and Jax's balls with every thrust. "Fuck her harder, Jax. Make her scream for the whole kitchen to hear."

Zoe was a mess-hips bucking back, tits spilling from her blouse as she pinched her nipples. "Yes-oh god, right there. Mia, your tongue's magic. Don't stop, you filthy bitch." The rhythm built: Jax pounding, Mia lapping, the wet slap-slap-slap of skin on skin mixing with their filthy chatter. "You love this, don't you?" Jax grunted. "Two cock-hungry waitresses in the alley like cheap whores." "Cheaper than the wine list," Zoe laughed breathlessly, then cried out as Mia sucked her clit hard. Her orgasm hit like a wave-body shuddering, pussy squirting around Jax's cock. He pulled out, stroking furiously. "Where do you want it?" "Both of us," Mia demanded, kneeling beside Zoe, mouths open, tongues out. Jax erupted-ropes of cum painting their faces, tits, tongues. They licked each other clean, giggling like schoolgirls."Round two inside?" Zoe panted, wiping her chin. "After the shift," Mia promised. "But first-back to work. Can't let the customers think we're only sluts." They slipped back in, cum still drying on their skin, the thrill buzzing like electricity.

Chapter 3: The Chef's Special

The kitchen at Ember's Edge was a pressure cooker of heat, steam, and secrets. After the dinner rush died, the line cooks and chefs lingered, wiping down stations. Mia and Zoe had "volunteered" for closing duties-code for hunting fresh meat .Head chef Marco was a beast: 6'4", Italian stallion with forearms like tree trunks and a reputation for handling more than just knives. Sous chef Lena, a fiery redhead with piercings and a strap-on collection, was the wildcard. 

Tonight, they were the targets. Mia cornered Marco by the walk-in fridge, her hand "accidentally" brushing his crotch as she reached for a tray. "Chef, that sauce you made? Divine. But I bet you've got something even tastier." He raised a brow, voice gravelly. "Harlow, you playing with fire?" "Always," she purred, pressing her body against his. "Zoe and I were thinking... private tasting menu. After hours." Zoe sauntered in, locking the kitchen door with a click. "Yeah, Marco. Lena too. We've seen you two eye-fucking us during service. Time to make it real."

Lena smirked from the pastry station, unbuttoning her chef coat to reveal a black lace bra. "You sluts are bold. I like it." What followed was a full-on kitchen orgy. Clothes hit the floor-uniforms, aprons, everything. Marco's cock was a monster, thick and uncut, veins pulsing as Mia stroked it to full hardness. "Fuck, chef. This thing's gonna split me in half." "Only one way to find out," he growled, bending her over the stainless steel counter. He thrust in raw-deep, stretching her pussy to the limit. Mia's moan was pornographic. "Yes-god, fill me up!"

Zoe was on her knees for Lena, who had donned a thick black strap-on. "Eat my pussy first, blonde. Then I'll fuck you stupid." Zoe dove in, tongue lashing Lena's shaved slit, fingers plunging deep. "Mmm, you taste like sin. Fuck my face, chef." Marco pounded Mia relentlessly, the counter rattling. "You're such a cockslut, Harlow. Taking it all like a champ. Bet you do this every night." "Every shift," she gasped, pushing back. "Harder-make me feel it tomorrow." Lena grabbed Zoe's hair, face-fucking her with the strap while fingering her own clit. "Good girl. Suck that dick, you little whore." 

They switched: Mia riding Marco reverse cowgirl on a prep table, her tits bouncing as Zoe 69'd Lena on the floor. Banter flew thick and fast. "Look at you, Mia-bouncing on chef cock like it's your personal pogo stick," Zoe teased, muffled by Lena's thighs. "Better than your strap game, bitch," Mia shot back, grinding down. "But don't worry-I'll let you clean me up after." Marco's hands gripped her hips, thumb circling her asshole. "You want it there too? Greedy." "Always," Mia moaned, cumming hard around him-walls fluttering, juices dripping down his balls. Lena flipped Zoe onto all fours, slamming the strap in. "Take it, slut. This pussy's mine tonight. "The air was thick with moans, the slap of flesh, the scent of sex and sautéed garlic. Cum and squirt painted the tiles-Marco flooding Mia's pussy, Lena making Zoe gush. As they caught their breath, tangled in a sweaty heap, Zoe grinned. "Best closing shift ever. Tomorrow? The whole staff?" "Abso-fucking-lutely," Mia laughed.

Chapter 4: Customer Satisfaction Guaranteed

Friday nights brought the high rollers-a private VIP room at the back of Ember's Edge, reserved for "exclusive tastings." Tonight's party: six execs from a hedge fund, all mid-40s, loaded, and horny as hell. Mia and Zoe had "upgraded" their service to full-on entertainment. The room was dim, leather booths, a long oak table laden with champagne and oysters. The men eyed them like prey as they entered in matching "uniforms"-skimpy black dresses that barely covered ass, heels that screamed fuck me. "Welcome, boys," Mia announced, popping a cork. "We're your personal sommeliers tonight. Questions? Requests? Anything goes."

One, a silver-haired fox named Victor, leaned back. "Anything? Prove it."Zoe straddled his lap without hesitation, grinding slow. "Watch this." She hiked her dress, no panties, and sank onto his already-hard cock-right there at the table. The room erupted in cheers. Mia dropped to her knees under the table, unzipping the guy next to Victor-let's call him Derek. "Your turn, big spender." She swallowed him whole, bobbing with expert suction. Banter exploded. "Holy shit, these waitresses are pros," Victor groaned, hands on Zoe's ass as she rode him reverse, tits out. "Pros? We're the fucking executive level," Zoe laughed, bouncing harder. "Tip us right, and
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