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Chapter 1

 


I am taking a shower, there is nothing like
it in the morning to get the day started. I love the feeling of the
bath sponge over my body, scrubbing it and leaving my skin pink and
fresh. The aroma of the soap tantalizes my senses. My hair is long
and dark brown and a little wavy, it takes some time to shampoo,
rinse and apply conditioner.

When I am done I reach for one of my soft
terry cloth bath towels. I wrap myself in it, and wrap a smaller
one around my head. I step out of the steaming bathroom into my
bedroom. I Let the towel fall to the floor and walk over to the
closet where there is a large mirror on the door. I look at myself,
not bad, I think.

My bust is high and full. I have natural D
cups, and my nipples are small and pinkish, my stomach could be a
bit flatter, and there is still some puppy fat around my waist. My
pubic hairs have a nice cut, forming a one inch wide line, just
above my cunt. I turn sideways and see the curve of my round pert
ass.

I can see my outer pussy lips are still a bit
swollen after the rubbing I gave them this morning when I woke up.
I like to touch myself in the morning, it’s relaxing and gets the
blood pumping.

I open the closet and then the drawer where I
keep my underwear and bras. I choose a white bikini bottom and
matching bra. I turn around and walk to the chair by the window and
look at my uniform which is hanging on the chair, it’s not sexy at
all.

Today is my first day at my new and only job
I have ever had. I begin working in a medium sized Supermarket,
just like the one you might have down the street. Yesterday I
picked up my uniform at the security gate. The old man behind the
desk just passed it to me and made me sign some papers. It consists
of a light blue short sleeved blouse and a pair of marine colored
cargo pants. The pants make me look like GI Jane, but at least they
are practical with lots of large pockets.

After getting dressed I brush my hair and tie
it up in a pony tail, and then I grab my car keys, phone and leave
for work.



 



Chapter 2

 


‘Good morning, I am here to see Mark,’ I say
to the old man at the gate.

‘Go inside, and follow the corridor until you
see a door marked Manager.’

It’s a bleak corridor, painted gray with some
old photos of fruit, vegetables, bread and soda bottles. The floor
is dusty and there are some plastic crates stacked along one wall.
I knock on the door and I’m told to come in. I fiddle with my hair
before I walk in.

‘Hi, I’m Nat, short for Natasha. It’s my
first day today.’

The man who stands up from behind the desk is
in his late thirty’s, and has good hair, and one of those Tom
Selleck style mustaches. When he stands up I notice he is quiet
well built, strong shoulders and arms. He is not that tall, maybe
an inch taller than me and I am 5’9”. He walks around the desk and
reaches out his hand which is warm with a strong grip.

‘Hi and welcome. I’m Mark, and I am the
manager here. My wife Sonia is the owner but she is not here yet.
Please have a seat. Can I offer you some coffee?’

‘No thanks, I’m fine.’

I sit down in a desk chair opposite him. He
reaches for a folder which he opens and smiles at me.

‘Let’s see, Natasha Smiley, aged eighteen,
oh, it was your birthday last week. Congratulations are in
order.’

‘Thank you,’ I say with a smile.

‘You are from Smalltown, Oklahoma, and
applied for the job over the internet. Correct?’

‘Yes, I saw the ad on Monster and applied.
It’s my first job I ever applied for. There aren’t many around
Smalltown, its quiet off the beaten track.’

‘I see you are single, and have no children.
No boyfriend either?’

I giggle.

‘No, no boyfriend, all alone in the big city,
as they say.’

‘Poor thing, it must get lonely at
night.’

‘It’s OK, I keep myself company.’

He puts down the folder and stands up.

‘Come with me, I’ll show you around.’

We walk around the corner from his office
through a pair of large double doors. We are inside the
Supermarket, and the air is much cooler here. I feel my nipples
stiffen a bit.

‘Here we are,’ he says and makes a sweeping
gesture with his arm

We walk up and down the isles where he shows
me where the articles are. In one isle I am introduced to a guy. He
is about my age, with a spotty face, glasses and blond hair, not my
type, his name is Mike and he is a stocker. We get to the meat
department where I am introduced to Trey, a large man in his
fifties, he is a bit overweight, but has a nice smile and a hearty
laugh. At the fruits and veggie department, I’m introduced to
Crystal. She is a couple of years older than me I would guess,
blonde, thin and has what I suspect are silicone tits.

‘Crystal, this is Nat, she will be working
with you today. Take good care of her, it’s here first day.’

While chewing on a gum, Crystal smiles at me
and says,

‘Welcome to fruits and veggies, don’t you
worry a bit honey, I will take care of you.’

Mark says he will see me later and
leaves.

‘What’s Nat short for?’

‘Natasha.’

‘Wow, that’s such an exotic name, how did you
get it?’

‘My father loved Russian names, he and my
mother died in a car crash when I was little, I grew up with my
grandparents.’

‘Oh, I’m sorry. Look, see that carton of
bananas. Push it over here and start putting them up, meanwhile
I’ll do the case of squash.’

It’s tedious work, and soon my back begins to
complain a bit. I lean against one of the stands, and observe
Crystal. She is quite good looking I think, a thin face, full lips,
and a firm butt.

‘God, I wish my boyfriend had a cock like
this.’

Her words wake me up from my day
dreaming.

Her fingers are wrapped around a large
squash, her fingers don’t even reach around it.

‘I don’t have a boyfriend, but if I did, I
wouldn’t want him to have a monster cock like that. I wouldn’t be
able to get it inside me,’ I say.

‘C’mon Nat, you know you are flexible right?
I bet you could get something like this inside you if you were
horny enough.’ She throws me the squash and I catch it.

It’s thick, long and quiet nice to touch. For
a second I get an image in my mind, it makes me blush. Looking at
it in my hands, I can imagine the pain trying to get it in.

‘No thanks, it would be too painful.’

‘I’ll tell you a secret,’ says Crystal coming
closer and taking my hand holding the squash.

‘I have taken home both squash and bananas
from here, and trust me, they fit.’ She gives me a wink while
squeezing my hand.

‘What are you girls whispering about?’

I turn around and see a young man in his mid
twenties walking towards us. He has short cropped hair, a light
tan, and very white teeth. What catches my attention is the thing
moving inside his pants.

‘Don’t look. He never wears underwear and he
loves it when girls stare at his cock,’ Whispers Crystal in my
ear.

I can’t take my eyes of the thing dangling,
it must be huge. I manage to look away just as he comes up to
us.

‘Good morning girls,’ he has a heavy
Oklahoman accent.

‘Good morning Jim. This is Nat, and it’s her
first day today.’

He looks at me, and grins.

‘How do you find the place? See anything you
like?

My words get stuck in my throat, but I manage
a weak.

‘Everything is great.’

‘Good, well, if you need anything, anything
at all. I will be up front.’

He makes a move with his hips, and his cock
moves in his pants, like saying goodbye.

‘Christ, he is such a show off,’ says
Crystal.

I look down at the squash still in my
hand.

‘This squash is small compared to what he
has.’

She laughs and takes the squash from me and
proceeds thumping it against her open palm.

‘Yeah, but this veggie has a better
personality.’

My sex life up till now has been mainly heavy
petting in the back seat of cars. I’m not a virgin in the technical
sense, a guy fucked me ones, but I don’t have much memory of that
event. I was very drunk, and all I remember was some heavy
breathing, some humping and then it was over. I do love sex, I
spend a lot of time on my computer looking at hot videos, and I
also engage in chat rooms. Since the town where I grew up is small,
there weren’t many opportunities to try things out. Not that I was
lacking in interest, but a girl has to keep up her image or she
gets called a whore or a slut.

I would spend my evenings in front of my
laptop fantasizing until I was wet and then satisfying myself on
the bed. Not the most glamorous sex life, but it was what was
available. Living in the big city will hopefully bring me some more
satisfying experiences.

‘Let’s go for lunch,’ says Crystal.

As we leave the fruit and veggie stand, I
grab a squash and stuff it in one of the big pockets of my cargo
pants. Nat, you are slipping, stealing on your first day at work, I
think to myself. But Crystal’s comments had raised my curiosity,
would I be able to get the squash in me, only one way to find out,
try it tonight.



 



Chapter 3

 


After my first day at work, I feel good. I
like Crystal, she is fun to be around and makes the day go by
quickly. Mark and the spotted kid I didn’t see much of. During
lunch we were joined by Trey the butcher. Jim came by the table to
say hi, dangling his cock a few feet from my face. Even though it
was hidden in his pants it gave me nausea.

I am sitting in my sofa, watching TV. The
squash I took is on the little coffee table between the sofa and
the TV. I look at the vegetable, feeling a bit foolish.

I am wearing a baby doll pajamas my
grandmother gave me on my birthday. I have no one to dress up for,
but I like wearing it. Then I think, well, at least I can dress up
for the squash. I pick it up from the table. It’s not as thick as
the one Crystal was playing with, but thick enough. My fingers
hardly reach around it. One end is slightly tapered. I get up and
walk into the bathroom. I look through the cabinet on the wall and
find what I am looking for. I pack of three condoms. I take one,
and walk back to the sofa. On impulse I grab my laptop from the bed
and the external web cam. I want to see this.

I carefully thread the condom over the
squash. It’s one of those with
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