

Nobody likes a Karen. Pretty sure Karen, doesn’t even like Karen. How could she. No one can stand that personality. No way she does either. Probably why they project all their inner self hate out on every customer service worker they run into. What's Karen, you ask? You know the type. That middle aged woman, with that short haircut, probably bleached a bit blonde. Wears big sunglasses sometimes so you can’t see her dead soulless eyes until it’s too late. But that’s just part of what a Karen is. There’s more to it than how they look. They show up at your job with a vengeance. They look at you, and they’re reminded of all the men who won’t fuck them because of their shitty personality. So when you hand them their drink, they look at you with the disdain of a thousand heartless harpies and say something like, “I didn’t want ice in this,” when you know damn well they asked for ice. The ones who ask to speak to your manager because that one drink comes in only one size but she gets it in a bigger one at another store. She hopes you lose your job over it, because she doesn’t care about you, she just cares that the next time she comes in she’ll get her drink for free. That’s a Karen.

This is a story about Karen. A real life Karen. Queen of the harpies. A raging woman of scorn and hatred, directing it at every minimum wage worker and manager across the land. Now usually I don’t let the Karen’s of this world get to me. I try to be above it. But this Karen was a whole other breed of shrilling gluttony. The “I have six kids, can’t you give me a discount, you won’t, well let me tell your manager your a worthless shit,” type of Karen. Well, Karen...I don’t care if you let some man fuck your pussy raw at least six times. The price doesn’t change because you managed to convince someone cum inside of that thing. That isn’t my damn problem. If you didn’t want kids, I don’t know, maybe slap some duct tape over that thing or something.

Anyway Karen said she was going to be back today. Not that she had to say it. She comes in everyday. Cause she had nothing better to spend her husband's money on than our shitty overpriced drinks. You can feel when she walks in. A dark gloom of anxiety befalls this place. Now the thing is, I’m not the only one working here who can’t stand her. We all can’t. But I had about enough of it. And lucky for me my manager wasn't in today. Hell even if he was I’d still probably let her have it. This job was not worth my dignity or my soul. No fucking job is. But especially not this one.

Greg approached the counter. No, Greg is not a Karen. He’s one of the regulars though. But he’s great. Always super nice, and happy and thankful to see you.

“What’s up Greg,” I said.

“Nothing much my man,” he said. Greg was this old grey haired guy. I don’t know maybe like fifty, maybe older.

“The usual,” I said.

“You got it,” he said.

I turned to get Greg his drink. His was the simplest, and he was always satisfied with the result. I really liked Greg. But what I liked most about him was when he’d get all into some conspiracy theory with you. Something about the government and how they’re all crooked. Okay, he’s not wrong about that. Not much of a conspiracy there, but trust me, he can get real into it. As I was making his drink, I could feel it. Feel the approaching doom tingling at my back. I looked over my shoulder. Where was that coming, Who was the cause? But there was nothing. Just Greg smiling back at me waiting for his drink. And nancy sitting at the same table she does every day, waiting for her crew to show up. Nancy was probably older than Greg. But let me tell you that old biddy rolled with a tough crowd. I wouldn’t cross them. Good thing for me they all seemed to like me. I always topped their shit off with some extra whip. Those old ladies loved their whip cream.

I headed back over to Greg and handed him his drink. He took a sip of it there at the counter and gave a satisfied nod.

“How’s the smoking going?” he asked.

“Haven’t touched it since,” I said.

See the last time we talked, Greg said how he quit smoking because it was just another bullshit way for the government to get more money out of us. He went on about how it used to be like this spiritual practice of the natives but the white man found a way to package and sell it, and has been eating a profit out of us ever since. I didn’t know about all that but I did know that I needed to quit. So I have been stressing extra hard these past couple of days. It ain’t an easy habit to kick. Greg seemed to handle it well though. But I guess when you have an unquenchable desire to stick it to the government like he does there isn’t much you can’t handle. I didn’t have that. But it did help to know I was in this with greg.

“Glad to hear it man, you have a good day.”

“You too,” I said, waving from behind the counter.

There it was again. That same bad bad feeling. I couldn’t shake it. Maybe I just needed a smoke. I couldn’t though. I didn’t want to slip. Besides I still had like two hours until my break. So I was gonna be fucked either way. This really attractive woman came in and walked up to the counter. I greeted her, like you’re supposed to, otherwise you get some talking to, for not being customer friendly. She was a damn fine looking beauty though. A real nice ass. I loved it when she walked in with tights on. Not gonna front, I take a peak. Checking out the way those tights fit right up her booty. Maybe I’m a little fucked for thinking like that. But look this isn’t a story about some fucking kid wizards. It’s gonna get worse. So if you got issues now, best to leave here. And just so you know I’m serious. I wanted to pull those tights down, and cum on that fat ass while it jiggles over my cock. Okay, you get what kind of story this is going to be now.

And hey, if you think I’m bad. I keep this shit to myself, you should hear the shit my coworkers say. And no, I’m not talking about the male coworkers. I think we all keep it to ourselves because we know what could happen if we didn’t It’s the women that work here that are ruthless with this shit. They’ll just say out loud to each go, “Damn, I wanna see that one there do some jumping jacks...no not that one...the one with the bigger tits over there.” Most of my coworkers are women. No one talks about them sexually harassing the males though. I don’t know how many time they say something like, “Get on back here so I can blow your cock,” it made me uncomfortable at first. But now I’m used to it. They’re good friends. Look I’m not gonna play. I’m pretty awkward, this isn’t me hyping me up with some fantasy here. I’m not gonna pretend to be all, and yeah man than I let her blow me and I came on her face. Besides what actually happened was far better than that. Maybe I am bragging. I don’t know. Maybe I’m ashamed too. Sex is weird man.

Anyway, I handed this bangin chick her drink and watched her ass bounce as she walked away. There it was again. The gloom, the shuddering darkness.

“Did you guys feel that,” I said, looking around like a schizo under some bridge in the city.

“Feel what?” Asked Nicole.

“Shhh..” I said, holding my finger up, “Listen...you can feel it.”

“Listen? You can feel it? You know that doesn’t make sense, right?”

“Damn it Nicole, not now. Not fucking now.”

The front door opened. And all hope was lost. All hope sucked itself out of this place and into some void of absolute hopelessness. There she was, the beast, the harpy. The shrilling demon born from the primordial oozing of bubbling drunken cum soaked love making, or whatever would prompt two people to create such a creature as vomit inducingly skankish as her. Disclaimer: I don’t think women are skanks. We are all sluts, myself included. But Karen is a skank because it sounds terrible and she is terrible, end of disclaimer.

“I’ve got to get out of here man,” I ducked down behind the counter and crawled over to Nicole, pulling on her pant leg, “Switch spots with me,”

“Get off me,” she said, shaking her leg.

“Come on, I’ll cover your next shift, anything just do this for me,” I cupped my hands together pleading for her mercy.

“Sorry, but fuck off.”

“Damn it, Nicole. This is on your head you got it. Your fucking head.”

“Go do your job or I’m gonna bite off your head. And not the one connected to your shoulders.”

I gulped. It was hopeless. I was screwed. I crawled back over to the register and popped up.

This is the end folks. It’s all downhill from here. My eyes met with hers. With Karen. Why didn’t she have the glasses on. I couldn’t stand it, those dead eyes eating into the very core of my being. Their emptiness reflecting back my own emptiness to me. I didn’t like it. I didn’t want it.

“How may I help you,” I said, facing down the love child of Lucifer and his left hand.

“You can start by not screwing up this time,” said Karen.

I clenched my teeth, holding it in. Holding it all in. The pain, the hurt, the rage. I fought hard against it. For the sake of the customer I held myself back.

“You got it, what can I get for you,” I said.

“Why don’t you get me your manager, I’m sure I’m going to need to speak with him.”

Just breathe, just breathe. One step at a time. Countdown from ten. Ten..nine..eight..I looked around for my coworkers...seven...they all avoided me like the plague….six….trying their best not to make eye contact...five...four…

“Are you going to take my order or not.”

“I’m sorry, I lost my focus for a second,” I said…..three...someone please save me...two…

“That’s probably why you could only get a job here.”

…….and motherfucking one.

“It’s probably because I can’t stand looking at you, and also why your boss had to put a bag over your head while you fucked him for a twenty five cent raise. Exactly which one of your crotch goblins belong to him. The one with the red hair probably.”

It was game over or game on. I took all the fucks I could possibly give, took them all and ejaculated them into the milkshake I was about to feed to her. A big Ol’ shake of milky cum….and chocolate swirls, see Karen its got the fucking swirls, a whole damn bottle of it, is that enough for you.

“Who the fuck..nobody talks to me like that.”

“That’s because nobody cares enough about you to tell you how they really feel.”

“Is that how you fucking feel, you poor fucking millineal.”

“No Karen, it’s not. You wanna know how I really feel. I feel like shutting up you stupid face by shoving my cock between you lips.”

“You fucking wish you could have these lips on your cock.”

“That’s what I just fucking said. I want your lips wrapping themselves around my throbbing cock.” Jeez, like can she even hear me. Karen’s never listen.

“You whiny millennials are all the same, you can’t even handle having my tongue teasing the tip.”

“Ok boomer. What I can’t handle is your bitchy attitude but that’s it.”

“How about I climb over that fucking counter and we find out then.”

“Do it,” I said, grabbing at my crotch giving it a shake.

Karen reached over the counter and pulled at my apron. Pulling me over to her.

“Shut the hell up, and give it to me,” said Karen. She gave me her lips. Kissing mine with her mighty Karen anger. What the fuck was even happening.

The thing about Karen’s is, the thing you have to remember is this; above all their hatred for the wage slave was their unrelenting horniness, the absolute inability of their husbands to satisfy their cunt. The only thing a Karen wants more than to speak to a manager is to cuck her husband by fucking whatever thing with a penis is willing to fuck her back. Because more than hating customer service the Karen hates their weak and useless husband. Disclaimer: If you’re married to a Karen just know it is not your fault, you didn’t see it coming, the Karen sucked the strength from you, it’s not your fault Will.

And somehow I became that willing penis. I am weak, what can I say. She wanted to fuck me. And I sure as hell wasn’t going to say no. She pulled back for a moment, licking her lips with satisfaction.

“How about we head to the back and bang this little problem out so nobody needs to speak to the manager.”

“What’s the return policy if I’m not satisfied?” asked Karen.

“I’ll suck the cum out of your cunt and return it back to my cock, how does that sound,” I said.

“Alright, let’s go. You better not fucking disappoint me.”

What the fuck was I doing. About to get some, that’s what. And that’s all that mattered. Karen followed into the back of the store. So we would have a bit of privacy.

“So..” I started to say.

“Just shut the hell up and get your cock out.”

I took my apron off and threw it on the floor. I removed my jeans and stepped out of my boxers. Yeah, I was already hard. I was probably still hard since the sexy chick with tights on came in to be honest. Karen stood there tapping her foot.

“Well, I’m waiting,” she said.

The other thing about Karen’s is, when it comes to sex, they want you to just dominate them. Just take them and use them and don’t ask questions. They want you to make them feel as small as they try to make everyone else feels. That’s what the Karen wants but is less willing to admit. That wan’t to find that person who won’t take their shit and just shoving her down to her knees.

So of course I obliged. I put my hands on her shoulders and brought her to her knees before me. Her lips level with my cock. I took her short blonde hair in my hand.

“Get to sucking,” I said, guiding her face to my cock. She opened her mouth and took the head of my cock in. Her lips sucking on the tip. Soaking me in her spit.

“How’s that,” I said.

“Make me fucking choke on it,” said Karen.

I forced her down deeper on my cock. The tip hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, spit bubbling out of her mouth and running down my shaft. I pulled out of her mouth. Smacking my cock against her cheek. Smearing spit on her face, her cheap eyeliner smudging. I had to hand it to her, she was quite good at sucking dick. And so I did hand it to her, gave her my cock to stroke, her hands pumping over the slick flesh. Those long manicured nails her husband bought her working their magic wrapped around me.

“Let me see those fucking tits,” I said.

The two of us tore at her clothing ripping them off, until her large breasts bounced free. I got down sticking my cock between them. Stroking myself off with them.

“Open your mouth,” I said. She sucked at the tip each time I pressed forward, my cock peeking out between her fat tits.

“That’s fucking good,” I said.

Karen had me throbbing real fucking hard now. The blood pulsating with rage through my body and into my cock.

“Let’s get the rest of this shit off,” I said. Turning her around and pulling her pants off, “That’s better.” Karen pulled her underwear to the side, dying to have my cock inside. I slapped her fat ass, the meat shaking.

“Slap it again,” begged Karen.

I gave her another slap, harder this time. Her ass stinging red. Her pussy pushed out for me to take. I grabbed onto her thick hips and inserted my dick into her cunt.

“Give me that fucking cock,” moaned Karen.

I plunged into her. Thrusting my hips back and forth with no regard to how she wanted. Which was exactly how she wanted. What turned her on. What lubed her pussy up enough to take a cock. Her ass slapped against with each thrust. I pulled her hair back, tilting her head and she grunted into the air.

“That’s it..fuck me...use me.”

I banged her sweet cunt with all the built up rage and aggression this wretched place of work filled me with each and every day.

“Can I fill you up and give you a seventh problem to complain about,” I said. Unrelentingly pumping into her.

“Don’t fucking ask, just do it.”

I went at her pussy with repeated pounding, until the need to cum build up to uncontainable levels within my balls, as they slapped against her.

“I’m almost there,” I bellowed.

Karen shoved herself back, fucking me back as I fucked her forward. I was there. I was there and ready to blow all up inside her.

“Fuck you, Karen,” I shouted, as the cum rocketed from out of my cock filling up her pussy. I gave a few more pumps, feeling the cum seeping out of her cunt. I pulled out.

“Come suck this off,” I said.

Karen turned around and took my cum soaked cock into her mouth, licking it clean for me.

“That’s a good Karen,” I said patting her on the head, “If you have any more problems here, you just come and see me, and I’ll take care of them you got it.”

“I got it,” said Karen, my cum dripping down her chin.

And that was the very true, very real story of Karen. And you know it’s true because as I left the backroom and entered into the cafe everybody clapped for me. Even Greg ran up to me and gave me a hug announcing, “The president resigned, the government admits defeat, we’re free.” I had freed us. I never expected to, it was never my desire, but we don’t choose what we become, only what we do. But I freed us all. By my grand sacrifice, the minimum wage was raised to liveable standards and mental health was covered by the government, which also didn’t exist. Truly a perfect world, now in perfect balance. Also free tuition, so everybody could learn freely. The millenial dream came to fruition. And all it took was a little love, showing a little compassion and kindness to one’s neighbor.
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