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 Introduction

 


A nice addition to the
More Than One Man Series! A kinky Asian, a
naughty nerdy blond and an odd boss get together to celebrate the
new employee's entrance into the Nudey Cafe. Threeway
kink!

Also, as we like adding
value where we can, this book contains Long Lost Friend: The story of an
older woman who finds love, sex and romance all in a knock on the
door.

 


Thank you for reading Sophie Sin's work.

 


Much appreciation,

 


Kenneth Guthrie

Editor & Publisher

Lunatic Ink
Publishing



She Has Huge Breasts

 


Marty The Owner, Nudey Cafe, Mid-Service

 


I own the smallest coffee house in the city,
but it is by far the most popular. Once, when I was green around
the ears, I worked in the kitchen of a large chain of
bar-slash-restaurants where the workers would wear tight tops and
show off their breasts (or at least the shape of them) to the,
often, horny and hungry male customers.

This is one step further.

Mika rolls up to the counter and throws down
her order pad.

“Mike, come on. Do I really have to serve
those boozoos?”

The woman is half Japanese and half Latino.
To clarify what that means: The woman has the olive skin of her
father's race with the seemingly endless youth of her kind and the
wide hips, big tits and slim waist of the appearance proud Spanish
women. Between the two she's also picked up a rebellious air.
That's one of the reasons that the customers like her.

“They aren't boozoos, Miks; they are
customers.”

“Customers with perverted hands.”

I shake my head. How I ended up employing
this woman... Oh, yes, that's right, she begged for it – on her
knees if I remember correctly.

“Change with Cindy.”

My favorite tall Euro will be up to the
task. Of course, I also stroll over and explain the reason for the
change and that their credit card has been charged and a double tip
procured and that any further orders come at a 15% increase in
costs.

I'm open minded, but I'm also a
capitalist.

Time passes.

Should I open a strip club upstairs?
I wonder as I often do about half way through my
shift.

It is one thing to have girls prance around
in bikini's and lingerie and quite another to ask them to take
those clothes off. There would be resistance among the
workforce.

I put aside my interest in other businesses
for a time and man the coffee machine. It's not a job that I love,
but hot water and bikinis don't mix, so we need someone to do the
cooking and coffee making. Being the only full clothed member of
staff – that's me.

“Excuse me.”

“Busy. Talk to one of the
girls.”

“Ummm... Excuse
me.”

I roll my eyes. Why do people have to annoy
me when I'm mid-lattee art?

“Yes, how can I help
you?” Each words is bitten down on firmly.

“I'm looking for work.”

Sighing, I hope that whoever is behind the
coffee machine isn't another wannabe. There are strip clubs for
that.

Should I open a strip club upstairs?

I really must keep my mind on my job.

“Resume?”

“I don't have
one.”

“Oh? Application
form?”

“Sorry, there is
one?”

“Online.”

I hand off the coffees to Jenny, who is
staring at the one behind the large silver machine situated on the
counter.

“Okay, let's have
a...”

My eyes widen when I see what is on the
other side.

Biggggg tits.

Slim waist.

Biiiiggg hips.

20-25 years old.

Glasses!

Blond hair.

Round, gorgeous face.

A nerdy girl with
that I've never been fucked look
down.

“When can you
start?”

“Now.”

About 20 minutes later I have her in one of
Cindy's spare bikinis. Problem is that it doesn't really fit. The
bottoms are too small and cling like crazy. If she took too wide a
step then she'd rip them in half down the center.

Of course, up top is about as bad as
well.

“How big are your breasts,
if it's alright to ask?”

“These? I usually have to
shop in the fat woman's store down on Main. The size is a G, but
it's a special size for plus size girls.”

“Oh...” HOLY
LORD IN HEAVEN. “Your waist is tiny. Do you
happen to work out? I'm sure the girls would love to hear about
your regime.”

“I've never worked out a
day in my life, Mr. Codwell.”

“Marty. So, this is how
you look year round?”

“Since 16.”

She still has time to
grow... I wonder what would happen if she got
pregnant. Would those tits end up bigger? Would her hips flare even
further out? Her tall frame is all that saves the woman from
looking overweight. Then again, Sarah has flawless fat girl skin
already. Those rosy cheeks are making me...

“You should get to work,”
I choke.

Mika takes the new girl in
hand. The young woman raises an eyebrow when she notes that I have
a stiff hard-on going on in my work shorts and even dares to
gesture down towards it with a look that asks What the
heck is going on? over the shoulder of the
one she is guiding into the cafe.

“I think you've outdone
yourself,” I say to the Lord above.

Little gifts are often the most
wonderful.


 


After Work, Marty's Office, Spread Sheet
Hell

 


“Mika, why do I leave my
taxes until the last moment every single year?”

The woman is leaned over the back of the
other office chair drinking a cosmo that I mixed for her. My half
Japanese, half Latino worker's feet are straddled over the side of
the chair and into my lap. Her toes are slowly doing laps of my
rock hard cock.

“I don't know. You like to
torture yourself?”

I sigh.

“Can you tell me how to
fix this cell? I can't figure it out.”

“No.”

“Eh?”

“I said
no. You need to learn
these things for yourself.”

Mika is
4th year Accounting at a prestigious university. I used to be
able to wrangle her into doing this for me when our 'relationship',
if sex and nothing more was a relationship, was fresh, but now she
doesn't do anything for me unless I can bring something interesting
to the table.

“What do you think of the
new girl?” I ask.

Slowing to a halt, the
woman's toes end their play. Have I
overstepped things?

“I'll admit that she's
cute.”

A twinkle comes into my eyes, but I don't
let on what I'm thinking.

“Ah, yeah, I thought so
too.”

Her heel hurts when it slaps into my
balls.

“You more than think so,” she growls. “If
you...”

I turn and sigh once more and take her thigh
in my hand and run my fingers up and down her sexy olive skin.

“Hey, don't be like that.
It was a question. Nothing more.”

“It had better. You know
that I've taken offers from the strip club on Main.”

“You'd never leave
us.”

“Ah-ha. You pay pretty
average.”

“I pay better than most
jobs where you don't have to lie on your back to make
cash.”

A flick of her heel on my knob reminds me
that Mika, in fact, does lie on her back to make money. However, I
don't pay her for it and it's by choice rather than coercion.

“I don't like how fat your
cock got when you saw her in that bikini,” she states. “It worries
me.”

“Competition?”

Shyly she looks aside.

“You are my boss. I don't
like it when someone else on the staff plays with you.”

“Ah, so that means you
want to marry me?”

For a second I think she's going to fall
over and roll around on the floor laughing.

“Boss, your head is up in
the clouds. Why would I marry some moron who owns a place called
the 'Nudey Cafe' and is over the age of 30?”

“I'm 28, thank
you.”

“And still...”

I grin.

“You like her, don't you?
If it was Cindy, you wouldn't care.”

“Of course not. How many
times have you fucked her this week?”

She knows about that?

“I don't dare to
say.”

Her eyes crinkle around the edges.

“I don't think you realize
how easy you are to read sometimes, Marty. I have already figured
out what you are thinking and made arrangements.”

This is the side of Mika
that scares the poop out of me. The first time she spoke in that
crisp, calm, I'm going to be an accountant,
so ha-ha, poverty striken fool a beating
followed. We've come a long way from when she was a youngster on
her knees begging me for a job.

Now the tables have turned.

“Do you... ah, think it's
a good idea?”

Throwing her feet off my
sweet spot, which makes me feel only slightly more safe, she strolls to
the door, bangs her fist against it twice and crosses her arms,
leaning up against the wall and eyeing me up.

It opens and my new employ steps in. As we
aren't quite closed, she's still working the black, overly tight
bikini that I gave her earlier. That and a pair of super tall high
heels procured from Mint (another worker's) locker. Those are black
too. I immediately harden on top of my already great level of
hardness.

“You wanted to talk to
me?” she asks.

Not in on it?
I wonder.

“Marty said that you have
to undertake one final test.”

“A test? I thought I was
employed,” Sarah asks, her cute as heck eyebrows coming together in
confusion.

“It's not really a test,”
Mika says. “More all of us getting to know each other.”

So Mika does know about my plan. Am I that
obvious?

“What do you
mean?”

“Well, the boss is
thinking about opening a strip club upstairs and we've had to come
up with a way to distract him from that stupidity.”

“Eh?” comes from my
mouth. How many of my secrets do they
know?

“How many times today,
boss?”

“Ah, maybe 3. Definitely
less than 5.”

“You want to open a strip
club?” Sarah asks in concern. “I'm not sure if I want to be a part
of that.”

“He won't. However, we
have to distract him.”

“We?”

“It's our turn. The others
take theirs and he's really quite good at this. It's more than
satisfying.”

“You lot have been...?” I
stutter.

Mika rolls her eyes. “Obviously.”

I had felt it was a little too easy to get
them in bed. So they have been scheming on me? I'll have to figure
out why later. Working in a strip club wouldn't be that bad, would
it? It's not that I have any idea about that kind of thing, but
surely...

“What are you talking
about?” Sarah asks, clearly quite aware, but needing the
confirmation.

“Sex. We three. Sex together.”

That surprises her, but not more than one
would think.

“This happens
often?”

“Very often. He's a good
boss and the pay is excellent – check your tips and you'll see –
but he's a dumb ass that can't stop thinking about messing the
gentle balance of the ecosystem up. We've found once a day sex
keeps him tired, docile and stupid.”

“I'm not
stupid.”

“You can't figure out your
taxes and THIS is
how you
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