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Every night when I got off work, I hit up the same twenty-four-hour fast food chain and all but two nights of the week, the same three women greeted me. Elizabeth, Lauren, and my favorite and the one I loved the very most, Taylor.

While the other two were sweet and greeted me, none of them treated me remotely as well as Taylor. While she hated working at the restaurant, she did what she had to do to pay rent. At thirty-seven, she certainly deserved better, but I couldn’t really help her with that. Taylor wasn’t willing to go to college this late in the game and she didn’t see a point in trying to learn a trade that would put her into her forties before it really paid off.

As much as I teased her about it, sex work wasn’t an option either. Can’t blame a woman for trying, that fine ass of hers was hard to get off the clock. We’d hung out once, but since then, she’d been a little hard to pin down. I couldn’t imagine it wasn’t from a lack of interest, but then again, I couldn’t say for sure. As much as I’d love to spend more time with her, I guess it was a little difficult for her since I went to the same college with her daughter until I graduated.

Either her daughter warned her about me being a bit of a slut or she’d simply been turned off by the age gap. I couldn’t say one way or the other, but I wasn’t going to press too much.

This particular night, nothing too special happened. I worked in the ER as a nurse and while I saw some pretty horrible things from time to time, it was mostly pretty calm. High fevers and scared parents were most of our visits locally. That was a blessing for me as most nights, I’d rather not think about the worse cases.

The perks of my job were pretty phenomenal, good pay, nice benefits, and I got to work from late afternoon to early morning giving me most of the day to enjoy myself before I had to go back to sleep. I couldn’t go clubbing or hit bars as much as I would have enjoyed, but that might have been a blessing in disguise.

I pulled into the parking lot of the food chain and parked. Heading inside, I smiled and waved at the Elizabeth, “Hey, is Taylor here?”

Elizabeth chuckled and shot me a wink, “I’ll take over the drive-through for her. Try not to make a mess in the bathroom, alright?”

It was the same kind of teasing most nights. As long as there weren’t other customers around, the women really weren’t all that bad to talk to. If anything, they were some of the closest things to friends I had. Hanging out with them outside of their work wasn’t mandatory and I wasn’t going to force any of them to give me their numbers. The only one I even asked was Taylor and texting her was a treat.

Shortly after Elizabeth headed into the back area, Taylor came out and smiled warmly at me, “Well, look what the cat brought in. I don’t think we’ll be serving your kind here tonight, little miss Triss. Might as well head on back to the sterilized room you crawled out of.”

“Oh really now? I’ll have to make sure to remember that when you come screaming into the ER with my foot stuck in your ass. I’ll make sure you get no anesthetic because you’re totally allergic,” I countered teasingly.

She smiled warmly and shrugged her shoulders, “For all you know, I’d only be going to the ER because you wanted your foot back.”

“Fair enough, I always knew you’d love butt stuff.”

Taylor’s warm laughter rolled out and my heart throbbed. She was just so damn perfect. Her dark blonde hair fell in curls around her shoulder in a ponytail. Her soft lips had only the slightest trace of lipstick, though the rest of her makeup was gorgeous. Fast food or not, she seemed to want to impress.

I knew she hated that ponytail. We talked about it before, then again, I tried to talk to her about anything just to hear her angelic voice. But work required her to do her best to keep her hair out of the food and since it was a late shift, she didn’t believe in wearing a hairnet if she didn’t have to.

My eyes drifted down to her perky chest for a moment before I looked back into her hazel eyes as she called out, “Maybe I do, but let’s be real, we both know you’d be my bitch if we fucked.”

“Yeah, probably, but you’re too much of a pussy to actually do anything about it,” I said, trying to get her to laugh again.

Except… There was no laughter. She tapped her knuckles against the counter and stared into my eyes, “Want to fucking bet?”

“Maybe?”

“You know what. Tell me your order. Just your order. We’re not talking about anything else until I text you when I’m off work and you better fucking be awake,” she said, her tone more aggressive than I was used to.

“S-Sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you. Uh, a number three, no cheese or pickles please,” I mumbled.

She nodded and as I reached for my wallet to pay for the meal, she shook her head and reached around to slide her own card into the slot, “Not a word.”

And just like that. She bought me dinner for the first time. I couldn’t tell if she was angry with me or she just wanted to toy with me, either way, I didn’t want to offend her any more than already had… If I had?

I was given my food shortly after by Elizabeth who winked at me and chuckled, “She said to make sure you’re awake, whatever that means.”

The message wasn’t delivered with any sense of malice, so I did feel a little more calm about things. If Taylor wanted to be excessively rude to me, she could have been. I took the bag of food and got in my car and headed home. By the time I sat down and started eating, I couldn’t imagine that she was angry at all. Of all the times we’d teased one another through text, she never once seemed to be angry when I prodded a little too much.

Hell, she was even pretty bad about teasing me right back. Sending me pictures of her chest while I was at work, knowing how wet that made me… She wasn’t innocent by any means, though, she did keep all of her pictures about the waist. The most I’d ever seen of her wonderful lower half was a picture of her ass in panties with her tight jeans pushing it up to make it look even more appealing if that was even possible.

I ate my food without much distraction and sat down at my computer to play a few games while I waited for her to text me. Games were never my go-to distraction, but I couldn’t risk sitting down on the couch and falling asleep watching a TV show. Especially not without having any real reason to need an alarm. Two days off meant that I had no reason in the world to wake myself up before I was damn well ready.

Hours passed before I finally heard my phone chime at me. I nearly knocked over the glass of water by my mouse as I snatched up my phone and read her text, ‘Before you pull those big girl panties down for me, you should know something about me.’

I was just about to respond to that text when I got a picture of her from inside the restaurant bathroom. The first thing that caught my eye was the white lace of her panties before I noticed that long, thick bulge in them. Her cock peeked out of the leg hole just about half an inch before sliding into her jeans, creating a bulge that I could barely make out from that angle.

‘Son of a bitch, that’s a nice cock,’ I responded.

‘You know, I was hoping you’d say something like that, but I couldn’t be sure and I didn’t want to say it in public. Most people assume I gave birth to my daughter, but her mom split. I’d prefer people not give her shit for having a transgender mother, so let’s keep this between us.’

‘I know I’d love to have that thing between my legs.’

‘I was being serious, Triss.’

‘So was I, but you don’t have to worry. Believe it or not, Taylor, I really don’t have an issue in the world with it. But I am curious, is that why you wouldn’t go back out with me on another date?’

There was a bit of a pause before those three bubbles started dancing on my screen to signal she was responding. It wasn’t like her to be slow to the draw when it came to texting and I could only assume that she was having to tell me something she wasn’t quite comfortable with. That sent a flicker of fear through me.

My phone buzzed in my hand and I glanced down to read her text, ‘The truth? I was wanting to fuck you the night we hung out. Desperately. But I couldn’t imagine you’d be this comfortable with the idea of me having something special in my panties.’

‘I mean, let’s be real. I’d have begged for it back then and I’ll do my best to act like I don’t need it right now, but I understand that you’re a little busy,’ I responded.

‘Yeah, but I work tomorrow, you don’t. Unless your schedule changed again?’

‘It hasn’t, but isn’t that an issue?’

She sent a winking emoji, ‘Not if you don’t mind a quickie in the bathroom with me smelling like fries?’

‘You know I love the smell of a woman at work.’

‘Seriously? That’s what you’re going for… Fuck it, I’m calling you.’

Not even a second after I read the message, my phone’s ring tone sounded out and I quickly answered, “Hello there, hot stuff.”

“It’s time for a bit of a serious conversation,” she said, her voice slightly strained from what I hoped was arousal.

“I understand, feel free,” I said.

“Triss, I’m almost old enough to be your mom. That being said, if we have sex, I’ve got one major stipulation and it’s a yes or no answer when I ask the question, can you give me one of those?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She chuckled before mumbling, “Smartass. I don’t pull out and I don’t wear condoms. Period. If you want to have sex, you’re going to have to understand that risk and you’re going to have to be willing to at least risk getting pregnant. What you do after we fuck, that’s on you. But if this is going to be a common thing, you’re going to end up pregnant or on birth control.”

There was a slight pause before she let out a soft moan and whispered, “And I’d much rather move you in with me and have another daughter.”

The gravity of the situation hit me hard. It was a huge decision, but one that I felt somewhat comfortable to make. “Yes, I’m okay with that risk. So long as you promise me something in return.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

“If you get me pregnant, you’re taking care of the child with me and you’re not going to stop me from working. Especially if that means that I can support both of us. Is that fair?”

There was a pause before she let out a deep breath, “You know if you wanted to take care of me and our child like that, I’d be alright with it. That doesn’t mean we’re jumping into getting engaged or anything serious. Just, like roommates that somehow have a child together and somehow have sex, often. Not saying that we couldn’t get serious if we liked where things were going.”

“Believe it or not, that doesn’t sound all that bad. I’m not going to lie, Taylor, I do want to date. If we’re talking about something this serious, I want to be important in your life,” I said, slightly concerned that all she would want would be to knock me up.

“Hey, you already are important to me. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have sent you that picture. Even my daughter doesn’t know that about me. Triss, I’m taking a chance with you, being up front and letting you know what I want if we do this. You said I was too much of a pussy and that’s the furthest from the truth. I just don’t want you to get into something that you’re not ready for. You’re still young. You don’t have to try and date a woman like me, especially if my, uh, perversion is a little too intense.”

I couldn’t find words for a few moments. She wasn’t wrong and I wished that she would just sound even slightly unreasonable. Taylor wasn’t forcing herself on me and she made it clear that the things she wanted were intense. It would change my life forever, but I couldn’t find the idea of being with a man attractive. She was everything I could want, fun, playful, sexual, and still mature enough to not just be playing games with me. To top it off… I wanted a child. At some point in my life, but if that point had to be now, I wasn’t exactly against it.

“You know, it’s worth a bit of risk. But you have to understand, if something that serious happens, then you’re going to have to commit to some degree,” I said, a little apprehensive still, but willing to risk it.

She giggled and whispered, “I already have a nineteen-year-old. It’s safe to say I’m comfortable raising a child. Especially if the mother is in the picture this time, just understand that I’m not going to be as young as you. We’re going to get talked about, you’re going to get a lot of assumptions—”

“Shut up and tell me that you’ll try your best with me.”

“Well damn, that’s one way to go about it. I’ll do my best, Triss. See you tomorrow at two in the morning?” she asked.

I chuckled, “Is that your first break?”

“No, it’s my lunch, I’ll have thirty minutes and that should be plenty of time to make your legs not work right.”

“That’s tough talk for a woman who couldn’t tell me she even had a dick,” I purred.

She let out a quiet dinner and spoke in that lustful tone she used just to fuck with me, “My little ten-inch secret will be more than enough to make you shut that little trash talking mouth, baby.”

“F-Fucking hell, that’s a little on the huge side, don’t you think?”

“Shh, I’ll talk to you tomorrow baby. Go get some sleep, I know you’re tired,” she said.

That motherly care was something I was growing to love ever more. She would make a great parent, I mean, I already knew that she did a damn good job with her daughter. Still, it was something I’d need to think about a little more than I currently had. It would end up being a massive change if I did end up pregnant. That was a risk I was willing to take. I wanted to be with Taylor intimately and if that was the barrier to entry, then maybe she’d fall in love with my pussy and I wouldn’t end up pregnant from our first encounter.

But even if I did and she didn’t end up wanting me in the same way that I wanted her, I could see myself being content either way. Taylor was a good friend. She’d been there for me time and time again when I needed to vent about my job and she never once made me feel like I couldn’t talk to me.

To add onto that, she wasn’t even forcing me to do this. She’d made it very clear that this was nothing more than an option for me. An option I could absolutely turn down.

But I didn’t want to.

The following night, I got dressed at one in the morning wearing a black miniskirt and the sluttiest thong I owned. The tee shirt and jacket weren’t sexy, but I didn’t exactly care about being sexy. Taylor wanted me to fuck her at work and to do that without causing too many problems, all I wanted her to do was push me against a wall and slide my thong out of the way and destroy me.

When I pulled into the restaurant’s parking lot, it was just a few minutes before her lunch and I glanced over at the pill I’d bought just in case. I didn’t want to take it, but I needed to have that option. I needed to control my own fate tonight.

As I stepped inside, Lauren gave me a knowing smirk and nodded to the bathroom that had an out of order sign on it. Taking the hint, I glanced around and made sure that the one customer in the restaurant couldn’t see me before I slipped inside. Not so surprisingly, it was the cleanest I’d ever seen it and that was saying something. These damn girls ran a tight ship when it came to their place of work and if I could give them a raise, I would.

Still, I waited a few moments before the door swung open and Taylor turned the deadbolt to lock us in. Without so much as a word, she let out a deep sigh and undid her jeans and let them fall down around her ankles. The sexy black garters met with her stockings and I let out a soft moan as I saw that thick cock bulge against her panties, “If I didn’t get that part out of the way, I couldn’t promise I would.”

I nodded and giggled before turning around for a moment and leaned over to show her my tight ass, “I mean, not as sexy as what you put on, but it gets the job done?”

“You keep that ass on display and I might end up going in the wrong hole by complete accident,” she teased.

“Accident, yeah right,” I mumbled and straightened up. She shuffled around as I turned around and she’d stepped out of her shoes and pulled her jeans off by the time I turned around.

Her impressive bulge had certainly grown while I was bent over and she smiled warmly at me as she started unbuttoning her shirt, “Sorry this is going to be a bit of a quickie, baby.”

Taylor’s shirt fell away and I could only hope they cleaned the floor as well as they did everything else. Her lace bra matched the rest of her sexy lingerie and I couldn’t imagine why she went to these extents for a quick fuck. Surely things that looked that good had to be a little itchy on the skin.

“No, no, I definitely understand. Besides, I’d still like to grab a burger with you if you wouldn’t mind?” I asked.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders as she reached down to pull her panties to the side, that thick cock rolling out and falling almost halfway down her thigh, “I’m not sure you’re going to be able to walk out of here anyway.”

Seeing that monster in person was definitely intimidating, but I’d already devoted and I wanted her. I needed that thing inside me because it meant being closer to Taylor. She stepped closer to me and pulled me towards her, that cock pressing against my thigh as she leaned down to press her lips against mine.

Her tongue danced against my lips for just a moment before I let her inside. As she deepened the kiss, her cock continued to throb against me, that warmth infecting my own thighs. I knew that I had feelings for her, but I had no clue that her cock could do so much to me without having done a damn thing to me yet!

She broke the kiss and let out a deep sigh, “You sure you want to do this?”

“If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t be here, Taylor. Just, remember what we talked about, right?” I asked.

Taylor nodded, “Believe it or not, I respect the shit out of you, baby. But I have needs too and I hate that this is how you find out about me. I would have loved to make things more intimate, but… When I want something, I can be a bit devoted to it, maybe too much.”

“Then I hope you end up wanting me,” I said softly.

She chuckled and took a step back, “I already do, Triss. Could you bend over for me though, baby? I don’t mean to be so blunt, but we don’t have too long and I don’t want to make you leave here hungry. Or horny.”

I turned around and put my hands on the wall, arching my back for her to provide a nice angle for entry. As desperately as I wanted her inside me immediately, I was pleasantly surprised to feel her hand cup over my pussy. Her fingers massaged slightly and she whispered, “You’re going to want to be wet for this, baby. I didn’t think to bring lube, but if you’re not warmed up, this might hurt at first.”

“It’s fine, I can take it, I promise,” I said, wanting to enjoy dinner with her as much as I wanted to just get started.

“If you’re sure,” she said softly before pulling my thong aside. That thick tip pressed against my pussy and she pushed slowly into me. While I’d used dildos in the past, Taylor’s cock was my first real one. The expensive collection I had at home seemed worthless. Just a taste of the real thing and I could already see that the toys were a complete mockery of what pleasure a cock could offer!

There was no denying the stinging pain around my entrance as her thick shaft pushed into me though. But I wasn’t going to gasp or even let out a single cry of pain. I called her a pussy yesterday and I wasn’t going to be one now. This was as close to me challenging her as it was going to get.

And she reacted in such a wonderful way. Instead of shoving into me to get a reaction out of me, she continued to slowly sink into me until I felt the warmth of her thighs press against me.

Her cock reached areas inside me that I didn’t even know existed. None of the dildos I had were above seven inches and now that her massive cock was inside me, I couldn’t do anything but moan softly as she ground herself into me.

“Do you like it, baby?” she purred into my ear.

“Y-Yeah, it’s okay, I guess,” I whimpered, struggling to keep my knees from buckling. The pleasure was one thing, but just knowing that we were doing this while she was on the clock, it was too much to think about. While I was sure that the other two women that worked her shift would cover for her, it was still risky enough to add a little spice to the situation for me.

She chuckled and slowly pulled out of me before pumping into me again, causing me to get up on my tiptoes. A gasp escaped me and she let her hands fall to my thighs before they slid under my skirt. Her hands spread my ass and I felt just a tiny bit more of her shaft slide into me, “Sounds like you’re enjoying it more than a little, baby.”

“S-Sounds like you’re the one enjoying it, T-Taylor,” I moaned.

There was a moment of relative silence as her thighs slapping against mine became the primary noise in the small room. After she settled into a faster rhythm, she let out a quiet grunt and whispered, “I’m loving every second of being inside you, Triss. You’re the first woman I’ve been with in…”

Once again, the sound of our bodies coming together was the only thing keeping the silence at bay. My breathing became heavier as I struggled to keep myself together. There was no denying it. I made the right choice by coming here, by sharing myself so intimately with her.

Her quiet grunts and the occasional gasp of air made me feel alive. Yet, I couldn’t help but let out a short giggle when the salty smell of french fries became noticeable, “F-Fuck I am going to be h-hungry.”

She gave my ass a gentle slap before slamming back into my greedy pussy, “I told you that you’d have to deal with it.”

“N-No, I’m sure this’ll be great. Trying to explain to our friends why I c-can’t look you in the eye at any burger joint,” I said, struggling to get the sentence out without moans constantly interrupting me.

She just felt too damn good inside me. Each time that thick shaft slid into me, I could feel every ridge of that monstrous thing massage my folds. As she pulled out, she squeezed my ass and brought my attention to another sensation before once again repeating the process. Each stroke felt like the first and all I could do as she pumped faster into me was let out pathetic gasps.

“S-So close!” I cried out.

“Not so loud, baby,” she groaned before reaching around to rub my clit through my panties. “Cum for me, squirt in your panties before I finish, baby.”

I bit my lip and my toes curled in my shoes as I got on my tiptoes, desperate to try and let the pleasure out. It was all-consuming, not a single inch of my body spared from the bliss that claimed me.

My core tightened and my walls clenched around her cock and I let out the start of a shrill yell before she quickly covered my mouth with the hand that had been on my clit, “Shh, be a good girl for me.”

Before the rush of my warm juices had even burst forth, I felt her cock throb within my depths. She let out a quiet gasp but didn’t stop hammering her cock into me. Knowing that she was pretending to hold back for the sake of my pleasure was the switch that unleashed the floodgates. My knees buckled and she had to quickly reach around my stomach with her free hand to keep me from crumbling onto the floor.

Taylor slammed her cock into my depths and held herself tight against me as rope after thick rope of her potent cum rushed into my fertile depths. I looked back to her, eyes wide and my jaw slack.

She smirked and whispered, “I’ve been desperate to do that since I met you, baby. Something about you.”

“S-Shut up and just tell me you love me,” I said as she pulled out of me.

She chuckled and nodded, “I do love you, Triss. But you’re going to have to at least try to act like you didn’t just get fucked.”

Taylor got dressed and we made our way back to the front counter where I had to lean against her heavily. Elizabeth took our order and smiled knowingly as she asked, “Is the bathroom fixed?”

Taylor chuckled and nodded, “I’m sure it’s good to go now. I checked it out, seemed fine.”

After we ate our meal, she begrudgingly went back to work and on the way back to my house, I tossed that damn pill out my window. To hell with how wrong it might be to get knocked up by someone the first time we had sex… If it meant locking myself into her life, I wanted every excuse I could reach for.
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