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 Struggle
Against Him

 


When I saw the mysterious man’s car pull to a
stop before the upscale store where I worked, my heart gave a
little shimmy in my chest. It was as if I’d conjured him there by
savoring such inappropriate fantasies from his visit yesterday.
Today he’d brought a friend. I watched them both get out of his
car.

Since Mister Tall Dark and Handsome had
walked into the shop the previous afternoon, the weight of my
virginity had pained me more than ever. Normally at Dandelion
Boutique, the only customers were middle-aged rich women. Not
usually too interesting to look at. Him, however… a shiver ran
through my youthful and untutored body.

I figured his presence could only mean he’d
come back to return his purchases. What else could it mean?

“Callie, it’s rude to stare.” My boss chided
me as she ran her perfectly manicured and painted nail over the
glass counter. She pointed at streaks I’d missed. “I’m sure you
didn’t sweep the storeroom yet either. Or rotate the kitchen
display. Or unpack the seasonal decorations. Honestly, Callie,
you’re useless. I think today should be your last day.”

I jerked my eyes away from the man and his
friend approaching the store entrance. “Sorry,” I muttered, and
went back to wiping the glass counter. “I was busy with special
orders and the broken toilet and putting away the new deliveries…”
I saw her mouth get pruney around the edges like it did right
before she yelled at me. It made her look older than her
mid-twenties. I hastened to apologize again. “I’ll do better, I
promise.”

“If it’s not too much trouble,” she said
bitchily. “Now, stop staring at them.”

My fantasies switched briefly to slapping the
smirk off her face. Audrey always threatened me with firing then
recanted after sufficient ass-kissing on my part. My cheeks burned.
I shouldn’t let Audrey intimidate me so completely but I feared her
sharp tongue and my lack of work experience meant I needed the job.
I didn’t dare point out that she was staring at them too.

I wondered if Audrey watched the pair of them
so avidly because of their rugged-outlaw type of attractiveness, or
because of all the store purchases the guy had racked up the day
before. I peeked—yep, definitely the same guy. Same leather jacket
and jeans. He’d used a gold credit card to pay for the items
yesterday. He said they were gifts but he didn’t want them wrapped.
It was funny. He didn’t strike me as the gift-giving sort, at least
not of pewter bunnies, crocheted pillows, pastel vases and ceramic
cow salt-and-pepper shakers.

A little bell tinkled when they entered the
store.

“Oh, welcome back!” Audrey gushed. She added,
brightly: “Can I help you find some more gifts?”

I grimaced at her overeager, saccharine tone.
If they only knew what a bitch she was. People never noticed she
was a total phony. Whereas I also possessed a lean and lovely young
body, a pretty face, and I was an agreeable sweetie compared
to Audrey. My fatal flaw was how shy I was. My clothes reflected
the essential timidity. My pants and sweater were baggy compared to
her skirt and top. If I could bring myself to dress and act more
like Audrey, if I could sashay instead of scuttle, if I could flirt
and fling attitude, then I’d surely gain some confidence and
attract a sexy stud.

My body tingled at the proximity to the two
men like a virginity Spidey-sense. The second one had broken away
without a word as if beckoned by the pewter bunnies. He sauntered
like his jeans were packed with a heavy cock. The other… I gulped
as the very sexy driver of the car approached. Sadly, he was
focused on Audrey.

Even so, the sight of all that six-foot
packaged masculinity getting closer put sex on my mind and it was
all I could do not to sigh with longing. He had shaggy hair and
eyes so dark they looked black. The jacket framed broad shoulders,
the jeans front highlighted an ample fullness. Was his dick hard
for Audrey? It’d be just my luck.

If he knew I was mentally mounting him he’d
at least glance at me. If he knew I was imagining him reaming my
innocence away he’d check me out. Wouldn’t he?

I pushed my long hair out of my eyes to keep
a better eye on events. I kept silent as usual, cleaning while I
watched them all and relished the sweet pain of longing.

Only a handful of customers browsed in the
store. All upper-crust women of a certain age. Every last one of
them watched the men with expressions of half appreciation and half
fear. The sibilant whispers of women suddenly consulting each other
as they checked the men out filled the store over the new age music
piping from the speakers.

I understood the gossip. The men were rough
around the edges. Possibly a threat.

The men didn’t seem to notice, though they
had to realize they were scrutinized.

The one with the jacket aimed a slow smile at
Audrey. A spasm of jealousy shot through my body as he looked her
up and down. “Nearly closing time, isn’t it?”

Audrey preened and stuck out her chest.
“Lucky you! You just made it. Now that you’re inside you can
take your time.”

Wow. She was laying it on thick.

He didn’t seem to mind. In fact, he sidled up
to the glass counter, close enough for me to smell the masculine
musk that rose from his skin. I heard Audrey swallow. He held her
gaze and lowered his voice. “I’m feeling pretty lucky. You know…
there is something you could do that would make me very happy.” He
spoke as confidentially as if they were old friends.

Audrey ate it up. She leaned toward him and
spoke breathlessly. “Of course!”

“Kick everyone else out of the store.
Now.”

Audrey’s expression turned puzzled. “Excuse
me?”

“Make an announcement to get rid of your
customers.” His hand shot out, grasped her wrist. “If you don’t,
I’ll be very upset.”

I could tell from the way her seductive look
dropped instantly from Audrey’s face that the man’s physical
aggression surprised her. Then she made a big mistake. She spoke to
him as if he was an employee she could boss around. “Take your damn
hands off me. You don’t get to tell me what to do in my own store.
In fact, leave now.”

The man gave her a cold smile then pulled her
to him. It looked for a moment as if he meant to give her a kiss.
But I saw her grimace as his grip tightened. I was close enough to
see her struggle against him as he murmured against her lips. “Do
it or I break your wrist.”

I dropped my squirt bottle.

 

He glanced at me, and God help me, my pussy
clenched in response. He seemed so strong. So forceful. His lips
were sexy as they quirked into a momentary slight smile. So full of
possibilities…

Then he glanced back at Audrey, who still
resisted. He shook her gently, then harder. A little thrill ran
through me at seeing her so unsettled.

Audrey hissed at him like a snake. Then she
winced. “Okay! Okay.” When he didn’t release her she whined. “I
don’t know what to tell them.”

“Make something up. A gas leak.” He shook her
arm until her upper body jiggled. When Audrey glared at him, he did
it again. She began to look more distressed. It was doubtless as
much from indignity as pain.

“Fine.” She cleared her throat and then
announced, “Everyone! May I have your attention. I’m sorry but the
store needs to close a few minutes early this afternoon. There’s an
emergency gas leak. It’s best to exit the store right away. I’m so
very sorry.” Then, ludicrously, “Please come back tomorrow!”

“You really are a whore, aren’t you.” He
spoke to Audrey conversationally as he pulled her toward him once
more. “I could tell you were, yesterday.” This time he didn’t
pretend to kiss her. He positioned his large body between her and
the few customers and reached into the cleavage she’d been all but
offering him on a plate earlier. He squeezed her breast. I watched
the thin material of her low-cut top stretch as his thumb move over
her nipple in a fast flickering motion. Audrey made a shocked noise
and jerked away from him.

A ripple of excitement shot through my body.
I wouldn’t have expected the sight of such obviously unwelcome
fondling to turn me on. A heavy warmth suffused me as I looked from
him to her. Had he really just touched Audrey’s tit, in public and
everything? Did his sexual aggression mean what I thought it did?
Butterflies fluttered in my stomach. My own nipples hardened to
stiff little pebbles.

Looking miserable now, Audrey silently
watched the remaining customers leave the store. With the threat of
a gas leak they hadn’t hesitated to head quickly toward the front
door. She seemed almost as pained about their exodus from her store
as she did about the man still looming over her. She had to know
what was about to happen.

My pussy clenched again.

The second man glided along behind the women,
herding them like some kind of sheepdog. When they were all out the
door he locked it, then flipped the “Closed” sign.

He looked at Audrey. He progressed toward the
counter without speaking a word and I instantly got chills.

Audrey started to shake her head. “Oh, no.
You aren’t… you can’t… Callie, call the police!”

Reflexively, I moved toward the phone to do
as Audrey commanded.

Audrey was babbling to the man who still held
her wrist. He was tugging at her skirt. “Please don’t… I don’t even
know your name…” Then she yelped. I had to look.

The sight of Audrey’s skirt being roughly
hiked up caused a sudden flush of heat to surge between my legs and
I stumbled to a halt, staring. She wore thigh-high nylons and no
panties at all. Her ass was very white and a little on the heavy
side. It jiggled as she tried to keep her legs closed against the
man, who’d let go of her wrist to hold her skirt up. He pushed his
knee between her legs like a prybar. “My name’s Dev. Yours is
Audrey. Store owner. Prize bitch. Right, Callie?”

I gulped. I couldn’t speak. Or move.

Audrey struggled and spat words at me.
“Callie you stupid idiot. Call the cops.”

Dev shook his head at me, his eyelids
half-mast with effort as Audrey resisted him. “Mack, you like ‘em
feisty. You can have this one. I’ll take the quiet one.”

He meant me. I swallowed, unable to believe
what was happening.

Audrey tried to hit him, then cursed as Dev
shook her savagely in response. She gasped out, “Is it money you
want? You can have it. And my wallet. And Callie’s purse in back.
Anything you want. Just go. No, don’t do that. Stop that!”

Dev had pushed Audrey at Mack, who caught up
her hands as she tried to pull her skirt back down. Mack’s meaty
grasp enclosed her wrists in one fist. His other hand explored up
between her legs. Audrey yelped with outrage. She wasn’t afraid
yet. She was still too angry.

Mack grinned and pulled her away from the
glass counter. Obviously familiar with the store’s layout, Mack led
her toward the storeroom. Audrey struggled but finally was dragged
away, screaming.

I stood riveted.

I jumped when Dev spoke right next to me.
“Cute place. Old fashioned.” He bent to pick up the plastic bottle
of glass cleaner. He placed it on the counter. Then with the same
hand he toyed with the ends of my long hair as if it was perfectly
normal to do so. “No security cameras.”

His sensual touch took me off guard. I could
see him checking out my body. Would he have his way with me,
ripping away my virginity forever? I think he meant to do exactly
that. Fear warred with desire at the thought of Dev pumping away
inside me. I had no idea what sex felt like but my imagination
aided me in great detail. A gasping sensation of pleasure jerked a
small moan from me.

Dev looked down at me evaluatingly. “Kiss
me,” he commanded.

I frowned. I raised my lips obediently. And
waited. And waited more.

Dev chuckled. “I thought so. Docile employee.
You let everyone tell you what to do. You’re a cute, clueless
little thing, aren’t you? So how do you like working here, Callie?”
He grabbed my hips, played with the waistband of my sensible cotton
pants.

Clueless? Always did what I was told? He made
me sound like a dumb doormat. Peeved, I pushed his hand away. “What
do you care?”

My eyes were fixed on his so I saw the flare
of desire in them. He made a sudden movement, pivoting and
clutching my throat. “I asked how you like working here.” His huge
hand was warm but tight enough to make my breathing labored. My
fear and lust both spiked. He could easily kill me.

I spoke quickly. “It’s a fine place to
work.”

“Tell the truth,” he admonished, his thumb
caressing my throat. “You’d better.”

“Okay. All right. I don’t like it. We sell
stupid crap to shallow women who have way too much time and money.
They treat me like shit and so does Audrey.”

He nodded. “Good girl.” His hand trailed from
my throat down to my chest and started massaging. Then lower.
“Aren’t you going to struggle a little?” he asked, his voice a
lover’s murmur. A request. It threw me.

“You’ll hurt me,” I muttered. Even so, my
panties were moist at the thought of his hot, bulging length being
forced into me whether I liked it or not. That kind of hurting
might be okay. I was ashamed for wanting it. I could only imagine
what was happening to Audrey. Was she being raped on the hard
floor? Was Mack making her suck him? I couldn’t hear anything.

I gasped when Dev grabbed the edge of my
pants, tugging at them until the button popped open and the zipper
flew open. He pushed me back against the counter. “That woman was
bitching you out the entire time I was here yesterday. You just
took it. You know what your problem is?” In one swift stroke he
yanked my pants right down to my ankles. My oversized sweater hung
loosely over my thighs, hiding my damp underwear. “You don’t fight
back. Even when you should. I bet that bitch is fighting back right
now. She’s a spitfire.”

As if his words were a cue, a long drawn-out
wail came from the back room.

We both looked in that direction. The image
in my mind made me start to pant. What was Mack doing to her?

“Mack likes it rough,” Dev said thoughtfully.
“Want to watch him fuck her?”

Had he read my mind? “No!” I stepped away
from Dev before remembering my pants were around my ankles. I
tripped over them and would have fallen but Dev caught my arm and
hauled me back up. He was strong. I felt his heat and wanted
more. I blushed, ashamed of my thoughts and my clumsiness both. I
wanted his dick plunging inside me.

Horrified at my thoughts, I darted a glance
around to see how I could escape. I stealthily stepped free from
the pants around my ankles. If I could throw a pewter bunny bookend
through the plate-glass window, I could maybe bust an opening big
enough to get away from Dev.

“Well, I want to see what’s going on.” He
started hauling me toward the back room. I started to struggle in
earnest. I attempted to pry his grip from me but it just tightened
until it bruised my arm. By the time he kicked open the storage
room door I was far more apprehensive than I’d been. He was too
strong. Too much for me. I had to get away from him.

Dev stopped. Deep grunts and pained squeaks
came from beyond him. I couldn’t see.

Dev’s hand tightened, vice-like, as if he
knew I’d try to bolt. “Brutal,” he observed.

I had to see.

I peeked around Dev. Mack had Audrey bent
over a thick roll of bubble wrap, doggie style, her ass toward the
door. Mack grabbed her ample hips to guide his thrusts,
occasionally reaching into her crack to guide his cock up into it.
The man’s jeans were bunched at his knees and his white undershirt
was already sweaty with exertion as he pumped slowly between her
splayed-open legs. Audrey’s body, naked except for a single ripped
stocking clinging to one ankle, was draped heavily over the plastic
roll, her head down in the dust I hadn’t yet swept. I couldn’t see
Audrey’s face from where I stood. Only her big ass when Mack slowly
pulled back then pushed forward again. Audrey’s muffled
squealing—as if Mack was killing her—didn’t make sense.

Her ass jiggled and shuddered as Mack pulled
back again. I saw why she shuddered and squealed. Mack was fucking
her in the ass. The man took a moment to spit on his cock. I could
see the large jutting unit shiny with saliva and precum. He was
huge. I couldn’t imagine that enormity up anyone’s ass, much less
Audrey’s super tight one. I tried to imagine such a thing filling
her up. How would it feel? How could Audrey handle his hot, bulging
length pulsing inside her tight hole?

He thrust into her again. Audrey made a noise
like she was being clubbed to death.

I realized I’d drifted closer and Dev had let
me. I glanced at the door even as he blocked it, shaking his head.
“Go ahead, look,” he suggested with odd gentleness. “Mack doesn’t
mind. Do you, Mack.”

Mack grunted in reply.

Audrey’s face, as I approached close enough
to see over the roll, was flushed with color and pressed slightly
sideways against the gritty floor. One of her stockings bisected
her face, keeping the gag in her mouth firmly in place. Her eyes
rolled to me. Instead of fear and pain I saw rage. If she could,
she’d be howling all sorts of names at me right now. Maybe she was
mad at me about the dirty floor. I laughed, a little hysterically,
and her eyes bulged with fury and her body tried to scissor away
from Mack.

Mack responded by withdrawing and brutally
spanking her ass cheeks. Her white skin rapidly turned a bright
cherry red. The whap of his hand smacking her flesh was very loud
in the enclosed room. I could hear myself swallow in between
spanks. Then Mack went back to fucking her.

Or, he tried. Mack was trying to insert his
cock back into Audrey’s anus but it wasn’t going in easily. She
squirmed and made pained noises behind her gag as he tried to ram
his way in.

“Push him in,” Dev murmured in my ear. “Push
on Mack’s butt, Callie. Help him get his cock up into her
asshole.”

A spike of joy filled my belly at the
thought. She deserved it, oh how she did, but I stood rooted,
unable to move.

“Do it!”

My body, as obedient as Dev had observed,
automatically jerked forward. “I…” How did you ask permission to
touch someone’s ass while they’re trying to fuck someone? “Um.”

“Put your palms on his bare ass, Callie. Then
push.”

Audrey let out an outraged squeal behind her
gag. She didn’t want me to. It’s what decided me even more than
Dev’s command. I lowered my palms, sweating by now, onto the
muscles of Mack’s rock-hard and clenching ass. When I did, Mack
groaned. “Yeah. That’s good.”
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