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There was nothing more disappointing than getting fired from a job for me. But it kept happening. I knew why and I knew I shouldn’t have been so promiscuous, but how could I not want to enjoy the perks of having a break room? Dragging random customers in for a little bit of fun. They didn’t mind, I didn’t mind, but my bosses… They didn’t appreciate it.

So for the first time in years, I decided to do the unheard of. I got a boyfriend. Being bisexual with a strong female lean, I wasn’t exactly thrilled about him in the bedroom. He loved that I had a cock, but he hated that I wanted to use it. Things were going fine for a little while, but after two months of working a job I couldn’t stand, I’d finally had enough of the job and my boyfriend.

I walked to the front of the store and unclipped my employee name tag, “I can’t do this anymore, Peter. I’m sorry, but this place isn’t working out for me.”

My manager looked at me with eyes that spoke of betrayal, “Seriously? It’s two hours into your shift, I’ve got no one to cover for you right now. Can you give me an hour?”

“I could, but I won’t. You’ve had enough of my time. You keep shorting my fucking hours and I’m not going to deal with that bullshit anymore,” I grumbled. Unfair, sure, but so was working overtime and somehow having my boss magically lose those hours on the books. As much of a carefree woman as I was, I never once considered myself to be unjustified. Even when I was sleeping with customers, it was on my breaks and I almost always clocked back in on time.

Even as I got in my car and headed home, ready to tell my freeloading boyfriend to fuck off, I didn’t feel like it was out of nowhere. He wasn’t interested in letting me satisfy my own needs with him and the thought of sharing me with someone else made him want to cry like a child. It was bullshit, plain and simple. If he couldn’t satisfy me and wasn’t willing to let me explore someone else then I wasn’t willing to keep dealing with his childish ways any longer.

Especially when the turd wasn’t paying rent.

I hurried up to the front door of my house and I could have sworn I heard a woman’s voice inside. Anger welled up inside me, but I knew better than to assume anything. Unlocking the door as quietly as I could, I stepped inside and crept to my room. The sounds of his moans and groans were followed by, “Are you seriously about to cum?”

A giggle escaped my lips as I pushed open the door, “Yeah, he never lasts more than about a minute and a half on a good day. Today won’t be a good day. Jordan, get the fuck out of my house. Don’t pack your shit. Just get your clothes on and go.”

“F-Fucking shit, this isn’t your place?” the woman cried out as she writhed away from him.

As bitter as I was at him, I wasn’t about to hold that same grudge against the beauty wiggling away on my bed. Her skinny legs led up to a beautiful set of pair of thighs and I would have been almost proud of Jordan if he probably didn’t lie to this woman until he was blue in the face to get her here.

Her long brunette hair fell around her breasts, still covered by a beautiful blue bra. A pink button-up sweater laid beside the bed and I had to give her credit. She was exactly the kind of pretty thing I wanted around my cock too. At least Jordan had decent taste.

“Katie, come on, don’t do this. You can’t blame me for needing to feel a real woman around my—”

I punched him in the mouth as hard as I could and let out a quiet groan from as the impact jarred my wrist, “Jordan, get out. I’m keeping your console and if you’ve got a problem with that, I’ll make sure your sister hears about what you just said to me, ass clown.”

“Yeah, fuck you, Jordan! She’s a real woman,” the woman on the bed cheered me on.

While she probably had no clue what Jordan was referring to, she was damn sure going to find out that I had a cock here in a little while. After he was gone, I wanted to turn my attention to her. Not my anger… Just the other needs that she might be interested in taking care of as long as they were mutual.

She wasn’t my favorite person right now, but between those killer legs and beautiful, plump lips, I wasn’t going to hold a grudge against her. If I had to guess, she wasn’t nearly as guilty as I might have hoped she would be.

My boyfriend’s choice actually made things a little easier for me. Sure, I wanted to break up with him, but I would have at least felt guilty. Jordan skittered around the room as he got dressed, seemingly dazed from being punched like that.

As he started out of the house, he yelled, “Y-You’re a cunt, Katie!”

“Yeah, well eat a bag of dicks!” I screamed back.

The woman on my bed was sitting up now, legs kicked over the side of it as she pulled her pants back on, “And where do you think you’re going, ma’am?”

“S-Shit, please don’t hit me. I didn’t mean to start all this mess I was just trying to have some fun,” she whimpered.

“Nothing like that. I’m not going to pretend like you knew he was with someone. Can’t believe that shrimp-dicked prick brought someone to my fucking house when he wasn’t even splitting rent,” I said, venom dripping from my tongue.

She nodded, “Honestly, I didn’t know. And he said he was, uh, loaded. And hung.”

“Yeah, well he’s none of those things and I’m one of those two things. I can’t tell you which one I am, but you can probably figure it out. Want to hit a fast food place so I can get something to eat before we do something that we both probably regret at some point in our lives?” I asked.

“Y-You don’t even know my name,” she said, her eyes wide.

“That’s what the fast food place is for. Besides,” I grabbed my crotch and casually exposed the long, thick bulge of my soft cock, “I can’t imagine you were even close to being satisfied by him. Not looking to be your wife here, chick, or your sugar momma. But I damn sure could use with a nice night after all this shit.”

She paused for a few moments before pulling her jeans back on. “Hannah.”

“Well, Hannah, I need an answer because if you’re saying no, then I’m going to kick you out before I jerk off. Or you could stay and watch, I really don’t care.”

Hannah let out a quiet sigh and mumbled, “If I don’t want to have sex, could I still have the food?”

“Yeah, why not?” I asked. “Just know that I have no intention of not staring at your chest at some point. I’m sorry that you’re meeting me like this, but I’m a bit pissed off, a bit horny, and fucking hungry.”

The thoughts tumbling through my mind barely included her. I’d have to reach out to my parents to try and get a job at dad’s business. They’d been asking me for three years and I tried the retail gig, tried fast food, and tried customer support. Maybe it was time to get into the family business as a mechanic. At least then I’d be able to talk all the shit I wanted in the garage.

I was tired of all the damn rules. The people that wanted me to conform to them in order to end up with my lips firmly on their asses for nothing more than terrible pay. Sure, I’d be back with the family, but they promised to pay decently even while I was learning how to get the job done right the first time.

“I don’t mind if you look, just try not to touch before asking,” she said softly. “And I don’t blame you. Really, if I knew anything about what was going on, I wouldn’t have come over. I promise.”

“It’s not important, I was looking for a reason to dump the asshole anyway. I mean, I had plenty, but I didn’t want to feel guilty about it anyway.”

“So you do have a heart?” she asked, that tone almost teasing.

I shrugged, “The only heart I care about is that heart-shaped ass.”

“Terrible joke,” Hannah said as she stifled a giggle.

“Yeah, I’m sure it was, but at least you had to pretend you’re not a terrible person for laughing at it,” I teased as I started back towards the front door.

Sure enough, Hannah hurried to follow me and gently punched me on the arm, not even hard enough to make a thud sound. “I’ll show you how terrible I am.”

“You know, I’m kind of counting on that, Hannah.”

We got in my car and she smiled at me as she put on her seatbelt. She really did look like she was from a completely different world than I was from. Hannah had an air of entitlement around her, not that she seemed to really be that way, but I couldn’t imagine many people told her no in her life. It shouldn’t have been a positive trait, but I was glad that she did tell me yes.

Maybe she felt guilty. Maybe it was sympathy. No matter the case, I wasn’t complaining about having a beautiful woman riding shotgun on the way to grab cheap food and possibly have a little fun.

“So what do you do for a living?” I asked.

She laughed openly, “Yeah, no, I don’t work. My dad owns the paper mill. I wouldn’t say I’m super spoiled, but they don’t complain too much about paying for college and some of the other things I want.”

“Fair enough, my dad owns the mechanic shop on the way out of town.”

“Boatman’s?”

“Yeah, that’s the one,” I mumbled.

Hannah clapped her hands excitedly, “My car is over there right now. I hit a deer the other day and they were super helpful. It’s nice to know those are your people. But, you definitely don’t seem too much like them. Similar attitude but they’re much less pushy.”

I glanced over at her for a brief moment before turning my attention back to the road. “I just quit my job, found my boyfriend balls deep in a woman sexier than I am, and I’m about to ask for a job at my dad’s place. I think being a little snippy is reasonable, but I’ll try to tone it back a little.”

She reached over and put her hand on my upper thigh, “Good because if you do, I might find a reason to come back to your place tonight. I’m not going to pretend that Jordan scratched my itch.”

“Yeah, tell me about it. He couldn’t get me off and he wouldn’t let me find a woman that could be a friend with benefits type deal,” I said.

That hand slid over toward my crotch and she let out a soft sigh, “Poor baby, sounds like you’re pretty pent up.”

“You wouldn’t know the half of it. I haven’t cum in almost three weeks,” I said, remembering the last time I enjoyed myself. It wasn’t with Jordan and I didn’t cheat on him. It was with my hand. Again. As it had been since I started dating him.

Hannah stroked my bulge through my jeans for a few moments before letting out a quiet gasp when it began thickening, “Fuck. You’re, uh. Yeah, you’re one of those two things we talked about earlier.”

I smiled and turned into the drive-through of a burger chain, “Not even going to brag about it. It just is what it is.”

“I’ll brag about it for you!” she exclaimed. “For a woman, you’ve got the biggest dick I’ve ever felt. I don’t mean to sound like a slut, but I’ve played with a few.”

“Then keep playing with it. I’m sure the clerk in the window won’t care,” I said teasingly. “What do you want, by the way?”

She leaned further over and swapped hands, stroking the entire length from base to tip as she whispered, “I’ll have a number one with no lettuce and I think I will put on a show for them. Or for you.”

I let out a soft moan and then the intercom crackled, “Hope you’re having a good afternoon, what can I get for you.”

“Two number ones. No lettuce,” I called out. “Sweet tea for one drink.”

“Lemonade for the other!” she called out.

“That’ll be fourteen twenty-six at the first window. Please pull around,” the male voice called out.

I let groaned as I grabbed my wallet. She never once stopped stroking my cock and when the woman at the window looked down at us, her eyes widened. I gave her a twenty and let out a soft sigh, “Nice day, isn’t it, ma’am?”

“Uh, sure looks like it is. Here’s your change,” she murmured, her eyes on my cock.

I took the cash and dropped it into the center console, not able to care about it at the moment. At the second window, a similar reaction was had and the man even offered me a high five. It was a little childish, but I definitely gave it to him!

Handing the bag to Hannah so that I could get back on the road, I called out, “You’re going to have to hold onto the food.”

“Why can’t we just put it in the backseat for now?” she groaned.

“Because if you don’t stop playing with my cock you’re going to end up in the backseat on your back,” I said bluntly.

She put the bag in the backseat and immediately reached over to keep stroking me, “Put your money where your mouth is.”

Another soft moan slipped from me and I spoke softly, “Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, just a few minutes ago you weren’t sure if you wanted to do anything and now you’re wanting to fuck in my car?”

Hannah giggled and gave my cock a squeeze, “You’re hung. I’m horny. You’re nicer than you sounded earlier. I’m horny. You bought my dinner. I’m horny. There, six reasons why I want you to find a place to pull over.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. Besides, three of those reasons matched up with my own reasons for wanting to stop my damn car. I took the nearest road I could that would lead me to a gravel road. These roads were like a second home to me and when I was just learning to drive, I’d purposefully get lost out there and just let myself enjoy that freedom. I never got to take someone out to a secluded spot before but I wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity now. She was willing and I was desperate for release at this point.

“I’ll find us a nice place. As hot as it would be to have an audience, I’d rather a sheriff not ask me to pull out of you,” I said.

She laughed and shrugged her shoulders as her thumb rubbed across the head of my cock, “Yeah, well I’m not going to ask you to pull out either.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, nearly choking on my own spit.

“You heard me. I want you to cum inside me. Or are you scared of a little risk?” she asked.

I turned onto a winding country road and mumbled, “I don’t know how I feel about it.”

“It gets me off. It’s the risk that makes it so much hotter for me and I don’t want to think about you pulling out. Otherwise, I won’t cum and that means you won’t get to see me again,” she said firmly.

“Damn girl, fine. I won’t pull out but if you get pregnant, don’t get mad at me.”

Her hand fiddled with my jeans button and a few moments later, my cock was exposed and she unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned over, “If I get pregnant, just promise you’ll fuck me again sometime.”

Her mouth enveloped my cock and I let out a soft gasp before slowing down. Cruising at a very slow fifteen miles an hour, I whined, “F-Fuck, that won’t be a problem if you’re into some other kinky shit.”

Hannah’s only response was to take most of my shaft into her throat before sinking her teeth lightly into my cock before she pulled away. Those teeth weren’t putting enough pressure on me to hurt, but damn if I didn’t have to question just how crazy she might be in the sack!

Before long, Hannah was deepthroating me as if it were casual. Not only had I never had someone event take half of my cock before choking, but I’d never felt the bliss that was lips around the base of my shaft… Especially while driving. But I had to be somewhat responsible and I pulled off into the entrance of a field of cotton. Pulling ahead to hide my car behind the trees so that people would at least struggle to spot us if they did drive by, I turned my car off and groaned, “Shit that feels so good.”

She pulled away from me and let out a quiet sigh, “Yeah, tastes nice too, but I was only doing that to get it wet. I’m soaked, but that this is huge. Next time you’ll earn the blowjob.”

“Y-Yes, ma’am?” I asked, confused.

Hannah pushed open the door and didn’t even bother shutting it as she opened the back door and moved the bag of food to the passenger seat. Here I was, thinking that I was the one that was horny and yet, she was the one calling all the shots and making me feel like I was the one being taken for a ride.

Her shoes plopped into the grass and her legs shot up before those jeans were pulled off once again. Her sun-kissed thighs were more than inviting, but the real invitation followed seconds after, “You want to fuck me or am I going to have to finger myself instead? Come on, Katie, you’re going to let the sun set and then you won’t be able to see my pretty face when I cum!”

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” I said as I got out of the car and hurried around to the back where I was hit with yet another playful comment.

“You’re going to, that’s for sure,” she purred before kicking her right foot up to rest against the side of the car. Her left foot slid into the floor and I was left with the sight of her tight pussy. While I was once confident… I couldn’t deny that I was starting to question if I was the one that had gotten in over my head.

If this was her way of apologizing for the situation with Jordan, I wasn’t going to complain. But fuck… A large part of me hoped that I could get her to keep apologizing to me. And if it wasn’t an apology, even better. I’d have to try my hardest to keep her beautiful ass around!

I put my right forearm against the car and used my left to guide my cock to her entrance, “Please don’t tell me you were pranking me. If you let me start, please let me finish.”

“If you don’t start, you’re never getting to finish,” she said with a giggle. “So please get that fat cock inside me. I need it, pretty fucking bad.”

I didn’t want to ruin my chance to have a good night. If this was truly what she wanted, I could only imagine that she knew what was best for herself. My hips pushed forward and a soft moan escaped me as my crown slid into her needy entrance.

Hannah let out a groan and her hips lifted to force more of my cock inside her, “F-Fuck, don’t stop. I can handle it.”

Her confidence was more attractive than her plump breasts. Period. I loved most everything about her, but having a woman that finally could tell me what she wanted made my heart race. Of all the times I had a quickie with someone, I never once really felt like I wanted to see them again. But now? I couldn’t get my mind off the idea of coming home to Hannah.

My hips slid forward and her walls stretched around my thick shaft until I thought she might scream. She didn’t. My cock slowly pushed deeper into her until I finally felt my hips press against hers and she let out a long, deep breath of air before whispering, “Fuck it feels nice to be full.”

“Y-You’re handling this better than I am then,” I said, struggling to even make eye contact with her.

Hannah’s calmness unnerved me. Not in a bad way, but I couldn’t compete with her on that front. Even though she was willing to have sex and my earlier bravado hadn’t scared her off, I never imagined she would go through with it. I was just angry and venting about things that I would have enjoyed.

Never would I have dreamed that such a beautiful woman would be half naked in my car with my cock nestled deep inside her. But you never look a gift horse in the mouth, right?

I pulled out of her, nearly letting my cock slip from inside her before I pushed back into her. Hannah’s core tensed and she moaned quietly before muttering, “Damn that thing feels good. You sure you don’t want me to stay the night when we’re done here?”

“N-Never said you couldn’t,” my heart raced as I started pumping into her in slow, deep strokes.

She relaxed on the seat, “Do me a favor, put your arm on the passenger seat so I can put my leg over it. My hip is starting to cramp.”

So calm. So casual. So damn desirable.

I did as she asked and held onto the headrest. Hannah’s leg lifted up and rested on my wrist, pinning it to the seat. As she did so, my cock slipped further into her and finally brought a loud gasp from her, “T-That’s more like it, baby.”

Looking down at her perfection, I couldn’t stop thinking about how lucky I truly was. Quitting my job and getting cheated on aside, today had been one of the best in a long time. As I pumped into her tight pussy, I couldn’t help but think that this was going to be one of the hardest goodbyes of my life. But I didn’t want to tell her goodbye. I wanted to ask her to stay.

Maybe not live with me, but stay in my life. If this was even a glimpse at what we could be together, then I wanted to enjoy her for as long as she would let me.

Hannah’s soft moans graced my ears as I continued to work my cock into her in faster thrusts. Each stroke sending me ever closer to my inevitable orgasm, but I wasn’t the only one heading to that goal. Her moans turned into blissful cries. Between those screams came my name. Over and over, she repeated my name as I slammed into her.

Each time my balls slapped against her, I let out a desperate gasp as I fought back the orgasm that threatened to consume me. I didn’t want this to end!

“F-Fuck,” I groaned, “I’m so close.”

“Oh god, j-just do it. Fucking f-fill my cunt with your cum, K-Katie!” she yelled.

If anyone was around, I was sure she would have called them over with how loud she was being. Hannah’s stomach tensed and she went silent for a moment. Her walls contracted around my cock and she let out a whimpering moan as a rush of her juices splashed onto me.

Her walls were beyond tight and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I’d done all I could to make sure that her pleasure was secured before I came, but now that she’d soaked my hips with her orgasm, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

My cock hammered into her a few final times before I threw my head back and slammed into her. A low groan flowed from me as my cock started throbbing within her fertile depths. Each pulse of my cock sending forth a burst of my seed deep inside her. Yet, even as my cum raced to try and impregnate her… All I could think about was trying to start a life with her. She might get off on the risk, but right now, I was getting off on the idea of being with her for more than a single night.

After my cock started softening inside her, she wiggled her hips away from mine and quickly repositioned. Before I realized what was happening, her mouth had once again surrounded my soft cock and she suckled and slurped the mixture of our pleasure from my cock.

Once she was done, she put my cock back in my pants and zipped me up before calling out, “Now, go sit back down so I can get my jeans on. I still want my burger, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to eat it in your car like a savage.”

“S-So I can bring you back home?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess you can. Just don’t think I’m going to get all sweet and loving yet. At least, not until you’ve fucked me again and it’s time to cuddle before we go to bed,” Hannah said.

Her playful tone made my heart leap into my throat. Maybe there was a chance for us after all.

Six months down the road and I was excited to bring my girlfriend the food she asked for. Lettuce had become one of her favorite things since she got pregnant, and I’d be damned if I wouldn’t do my very best to take care of her.

As I stepped into our house, she called out, “Dad called, said he wanted you to be at work at five tomorrow.”

“Did he?” I asked.

“Yeah, something about giving you your grandma’s wedding ring. Told me not to tell you because you’d probably cry like a bitch, but I felt like that was a little fucked up. Shouldn’t I be the one being surprised with a damn ring?” Hannah asked.

I hurried into the living room and handed her the bag of food, “I had no clue. Didn’t even know how I would be able to ask you, but I mean, you kind of said yes, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t. But I will. Guess you’ll have to go into work early to find out if I’m going to say yes for sure though,” she said.

My lips curled into a smile and I kissed her gently, “I love you so damn much, Hannah.”

“You better. Now, let me eat before I have some fun with you,” she purred.
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