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DISHWASHER

 


The washing liquid’s suds ran down the hot dinner plate in his left
hand as his right ran a rough green fabric cleaning pad over the
smooth ceramic surface in long, stiff circles. The sounds of the
chefs clanging utensils off steel pans filled his ears as he worked
at the dish station located just off the main kitchen. Today, Frank
thought, The Fat Pig was busier than usual. The chefs were working
frantically to complete their dishes and the waiters strode around
with a look in their eyes that told of big tips lining their
pockets.

I wish I got tips, he thought to
himself despondently for what must have been the seventh time since
his shift started at 5pm.

The dish station in front of him was
loaded with plates, pots, steel pans, bowls and utensils. All of
them needed cleaning and all were filthy with the typical greasy
mix of stank pork fat and crumbled meat caught in the edges of the
pots and pans and ingrained into the ceramic of the
plates.

Spraying some more of the greenish
heavy duty washing liquid into the sink from the large dispenser
located next to the double high powered taps, Frank settled into
his usual rhythm. It was going to be a late night.

 


*****

 


For the tenth time in the last two hours Frank looked to
the big wall clock located to his right on the far wall above the
kitchen staff schedule. Even with the help of the desert chef, who
was a good friend of Frank’s, he hadn’t managed to finish all of his tasks
before his usual finish time of 11pm.

As he watched the minute hand roll over to midnight, Frank
could hear the ever tempting sounds of club music from the rear of
Phillies Night Club, which was located across the alleyway that
separated the two lines of buildings where The Fat Pig and Phillies
were located. The deep bassy thump of the club’s speakers rolled
down the alley that lead to the parking lot where his rusty, beat
up station wagon was waiting for him to drive himself home and fall
into bed. Thinking of all the sexy young college students dancing
on the wide dance floor of the club made him want to have a stiff
bourbon - his drink of choice after a hard day on the dish station.
He doubted that he’d get one with how slowly the tasks were getting
done though. Still, hearing that music made him want one
nevertheless.

Swishing the mop across the floor, he sighed and carried on
with his work. Time passed and jobs got done. It was 2pm when he
was hanging up his apron and heading towards the staff shower so
that he didn’t stink up the station wagon on the way
home.

The shower felt pretty good and he let the clean, hot water
run down his lightly muscled frame. Frank thought about school
tomorrow. Professor Harrison had been pushing him to do a special
project for extra credit and Frank was deciding how to turn him
down without hurting the old man’s feelings. With work and school
taking up most of his time, he didn’t really have time for anything
else and doing additional school work wasn’t something he could
manage right now.

Stumbling from the shower, he toweled
himself off. Even though he was tired, his cock rose to thickness
due to the light stimulation of the towel passing over it despite
him urging it to return its normal state.

How long has it been? he
thought.

To be honest, Frank couldn’t remember the last time he had
knocked one off. There just wasn’t much time for that kind of thing
and the only times he treated himself sexually were when the need
got too much.

Frank tucked his cock into the waist band of his boxers and
dressed in his after work clothes. The clean pair of jeans felt
good after the shower. He had already discarded his grease covered
work trousers and shirt in the bin at the back of the locker room
he was standing in. The stink of the kitchen staff’s clothing
always disgusted him. He dragged on his t-shirt and took his wallet
and keys from his locker to head towards the door as quickly as he
could.

Before leaving the kitchen Frank took
a moment to spray himself down with a can of deodorant that someone
had left on a bench near the door. Moments after he was on his way
to the back door to quickly punch in the alarm code and stroll
outside into the dimly lit, music filled alleyway
beyond.

“Jack!”

The voice came out of nowhere and
Frank spun on his heel towards it with one fist balled and ready to
be thrown at whoever had just made his heart beat double
time.

Small hands ran around the back of his neck and clasped it.
The weight of the person hung from his neck and wobbled drunkenly
on the edge of letting go and falling to the ground. Coming from
the bright light of the kitchen, it took Frank’s eyes a few seconds
to identify who was doing all of this. When he did finally
recognize the one hanging from him, his eyes widened and a surge of
surprise ran through his entire body.

“Why did you text me that shit?” the
young woman demanded angrily - her voice slurring with what must
have been an incredible amount of vodka and orange juice by the
rich scent of alcohol emitted from her lips when she
spoke.

Frank was dumbstruck. This was Jack Phillip’s (the asshole
sous chef of The Fat Pig) girlfriend. He stared down at her. From
memory her name was Ann Peters, or something like that, and she was
petite in a comforting manner. Frank stared down at her and
realized just how short the woman was. Her blond hair spilled down
her back and shoulders in long curls and from his position above
her Frank thought that she had the cutest set of lips he had ever
seen.

“Ummm... I’m not...”

“Shut up,” she slurred before hitting
him hard on the chest with one hand. The young woman - maybe 21
years of age at most - wobbled on her long shiny blue heels and
thumped him again before slurring, “Why do you want to break
up?”

Her expression was a mixture of drunk
and angry. Frank had no idea what to say.

“No excuses, eh? Then why did you have
to fucking text me it?” she complained. “Weren’t man enough to face
me?”

At that moment she fell forward into
him and Frank had to collapse into the door under her weight to
stay standing.

“I just...” Now she had started
sobbing. Her warmth against Frank’s chest burned like fire. His
cock was still in his waist band and it was now growing hard
again.

“Is it because there is another
girl?”

Frank said nothing. He was entirely unsurprised that Jack
was cheating on the woman. The man was on the level of asshole that
no one on the kitchen team (or even the waiters) liked the man. It
was only because he was efficient and the head chef wanted someone
with a ‘take no shit’ attitude that the bastard still had a
job.

“I knew it,” she said, “You can’t say
anything.”

The hand that was on his chest ran
down his stomach and passed over his cock. She stopped there and
jerked his fully hard member firmly several times through the
fabric of his jeans.

“This is all you can think of,” the
woman growled at him. “All you want is sex!”

Before Frank could say anything the sous chef’s girlfriend
had sunk to her knees and started unzipping his jeans.

“I don’t think we
should...”

The woman slapped his thigh - dangerously close to his
testicles - and said “shut up” with enough firmness that he decided
it would be in his best interests to do so or face getting hit in
the nuts hard enough to drop him to his knees.

Frank stared down at her as she pulled
his engorged cock from his jeans. He had no idea why she thought he
was Jack. The man was about the same height and they even had the
same hair cut, but in terms of fatness Frank was lean where Jack
had a beer belly. Did she not see the firmness of his
stomach?

That question received no answer. When her sexy lips
touched the tip of his hard cock, he had to cover his mouth with
both hands. The sensation of a woman’s mouth on the tip of his
severely hardened dick was absolutely incredible. He had forgotten
what this felt like to be sucked on by a woman and at that moment
it was all that he could do to not embarrass himself with a loud
scream full with the ecstasy that he felt.

Jack’s girlfriend was clearly not too concerned about
getting caught. She purred something drunkenly as she dragged his
blue jeans and black soft fabric boxers down to his knees. The
woman drew his cock out in the full view of anyone who might be
passing through the alleyway on the way to the parking lot or of
any worker that might be looking out of the rear windows of the
mostly two story buildings surrounding them.

“Ahhh---” he moaned as her small pink
tongue worked up and down the sides of his now hard and fully
aroused cock. The overwhelming sense of pleasure that he felt was
so much for him that he needed press his back to the door of the
kitchen he had just left to maintain a standing
position.

Lewd slurping sounds filled the
emptiness of the night as he grit his teeth and purposefully drew
his gaze up towards the dark, cloudy sky above. If he looked down
at her blond head bobbing back and forth at his waist then he would
definitely cum down her throat immediately.

The sound of boots scuffing off the rough concrete at the
far end of the alleyway echoed off the neighboring buildings’
walls.

“Someone’s coming,” Frank
warned.

The woman glanced up at him with his
cock only an inch from that wicked set of lips of hers. For a
second Frank was caught up in how pretty she was, but he shook
himself from the trance that was slipping over him due to the
extraordinarily sexiness of the situation and pointed towards where
the sound was coming from with a look of concern on his
face.

“So?” was her reply.

The booted stranger was getting closer. All Frank could
think about was that Jack wore work boots and they made the exact
same sound as the approaching individual’s boots did when he was
moving around the kitchen in one of his worse moods. What if
someone told Jack that the girlfriend he’d just dumped was looking
for him? What if he wanted to reconcile to get a bit of her,
admittedly, very fine ass?

“Let’s go to my car. I should drive
you home.”

Her face crinkled.

“You are such a slut,” she said to
him. “I know what you want.”

The pretty, young blond grabbed at his
buttocks and stuffed his dick in her mouth. He nearly cried out in
pleasure and had to fight her off for long enough to get his pants
up with one hand and drag her by the hand, with her stumbling and
wavering about in her drunken state, towards the parking lot and
the safety of his vehicle.

“Where’s your car?” she mumbled in a
way that spoke of how horny the woman must be when they arrived at
the parking
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