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Chapter One

It was just after noon on a slow Tuesday at the Town Centre mall, and Dakota was ranting and raving about customer service.

As usual.

Bree couldn’t really blame him. “Satisfaction Guaranteed” was the slogan printed on signage, business cards, and product boxes underneath the name of the company--Carolina Watch Company--that ran 10-foot by 16-foot kiosks in hundreds of malls across the country. It was Rule #1 in the Carolina Watch Company handbook and was, in fact, the only rule that ever got someone in trouble with the higher-ups.

Dakota had been in a lot of trouble lately.

“Six,” her boss repeated the number Bree had heard him say while she tried to remember the name of the band responsible for the meaningless pop music playing from the loudspeaker overhead. “Six complaints in the last week. If we can’t get this turned around, I’ll be out of a job by the end of the month.”

How many complaints involve you not being here, I wonder? she wanted to ask but didn’t. There were a lot of watch brands that neither Bree nor her fellow minimum wage Carolina Watch Company employees could work on due to their value. Only Dakota was trained and certified to install batteries in those, much less do band adjustments or any actual repairs. It wasn’t unusual for Dakota to leave as soon as Bree or another employee showed up or even put up a “Be Back Soon” sign when he was working alone and then leave the kiosk for an hour or more.

Dakota wasn’t putting in a ton of hours, is what we’re saying.

“Two of them were on you,” Dakota said as if answering her unasked question.

“What’d I do this time?” she asked, caring more about why there always seemed to be a vague popcorn smell in the air even though the movie theater wasn’t anywhere near the watch kiosk than she did about hearing about her failures.

“You installed the wrong battery in a watch last week,” Dakota said. “I guess it made the watch back get super hot, and it burned the lady’s wrist.”

Bree rolled her eyes. “Is that… is that even possible?”

“Apparently,” Dakota said. “You know we don’t question our customers at Carolina. If she said it happened, it happened.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Don’t ‘yeah, but’ me, Bree,” Dakota snapped.

Bree sighed. “Okay, what was the other complaint?”

“A band you sold a guy chafed his wrist pretty badly,” Dakota said.

“Maybe he got one of the cheap ones,” Bree said. “They do that sometimes.”

“Maybe,” Dakota said in a rare moment of agreement. “Or maybe you forgot to mention the proper way to wear a watch band? Not too tight or loose…”

Bree rolled her eyes again. “... loose enough to move but not spin around the wrist,” she finished. “Yeah, I always tell them that, but you know half of them don’t hear what I’m saying.”

She knew for a fact she didn’t quite always tell them that, so maybe that one was on her.

“Maybe they don’t hear what you’re saying because they’re too busy staring at your tits,” Dakota said, looking her up and down. “Dress code is another concern. You know how important it is to THE OWNERS that we present a professional appearance at all times.”

(Bree always imagined Dakota speaking in all caps whenever talking about THE OWNERS, a pair of brothers whom Dakota talked about as if they were mythical creatures bestowing the gift of luxury watches and watch-based services from their thrones in the heavens.)

“What’s wrong with the way I dress?” she asked. She looked down at her outfit. She had on a white button-up shirt. Yes, the top few buttons were unbuttoned, but you couldn’t see too much of her boobs. Below that was a short skirt that, yes, left little to the imagination, but she was standing behind the kiosk showcases most of the time, so customers weren’t constantly looking at her below the waist. Completing today’s ensemble was her black Doc Martens, which she felt like stomping out of frustration over the way Dakota was treating her.

At least she was wearing a bra (white in color, like the shirt) today, which was barely visible through her top. And he had no idea she wasn’t wearing panties underneath the skirt. She could only imagine the pearls he might clutch over that little tidbit.

“Nothing if you’re going out clubbing,” Dakota said. “I’m not sure our customers need to see so much cleavage, though.”

“Well, that’s one thing I’ve never gotten complaints about, that’s for sure.”

It was Dakota’s turn to sigh. “Just… no more complaints, okay? One more, and I’m going to have to let you go.”

“Can I offer discounts if someone’s upset?” Bree asked. “Maybe give them a free battery or band adjustment or something?”

Dakota shook his head. “Absolutely not. THE OWNERS don’t like it when we do that.”

“So what can I do then?”

He shrugged, walking out of the kiosk. “Just… watch your work.” He laughed over his own play on words. “Figure it out. Don’t make mistakes in the first place. Do whatever--and I mean whatever--you can do to keep people happy. That’s the bottom line.”


Chapter Two

Bree didn’t have a single customer for the next two hours, so she thought it might not be too difficult to avoid getting a customer complaint that day.

And then the most stereotypical college frat boy Bree had ever seen stepped up to the counter. He sported a pastel pink Oxford shirt, khaki shorts, and sunglasses raised up on his forehead. Bree wouldn’t have been surprised at all to hear that his name was Chad or Tyler or something.

“Yo, what’s up?” he asked, staring at her tits. Visions of Dakota complaining about how she dressed flashed through her mind.

“Not much,” Bree replied in her customer service voice. “What can I do for you?”

“Quite a bit, I’d say,” maybe-Chad said, still looking at her cleavage. “But first things first. I need a battery for this watch.”

He pulled a watch out of his pocket and handed it to her. She took it and held it close to her face to see the brand printed on its face.

“The website says you have it in stock,” he said.

“We should,” Bree said. “But the website isn’t always accurate.”

“Well, it better be this time,” Superbro said.

What are you gonna do if it isn’t? she wanted to ask but didn’t. She knew perfectly well what he might do--call in a complaint--so she said a prayer to her Goddess as she popped open the back of the watch to retrieve the old battery.

Bree looked at the numbers on the battery and breathed a sigh of relief. She was sure they had that one in stock, just like the website said.

Except when she went to the battery organizer and pulled open the little drawer that should have contained the type of battery she needed, she found it empty.

“Problem?” Frat Boy asked.

“Uh, no,” Bree replied, realizing the missing batteries were probably just in the backstock. Dakota was supposed to go through it each day and replenish the main supply, but he often didn’t.

She knelt down and opened the cabinet underneath the battery organizer. There were various other batteries in small brown boxes in the cabinet, but not the one she needed this time.

“Okay, uh, problem,” she said, standing back up and forcing herself to look her customer in the eye.

“Don’t tell me you don’t have it,” he said. “This is the third time this month I’ve come by here, and you didn’t have it.”

“I apologize,” Bree said. “I can talk to my manager when I see him again and get him to order it. And call you when it comes in.”

“Still not good enough,” he said. “What’s your corporate number?”

“Please don’t call them,” Bree said, her face flushing red with embarrassment over begging. “I could lose my job if I get a complaint, and this isn’t even my fault.”

“I’m sorry about that, but I need this battery, and it seems like asking nicely isn’t making that happen.”

Chad/Tyler seemed upset, but he’d gone back to staring at her boobs as he spoke to her.

Bree swallowed hard and walked over to the counter. Dakota told her to do whatever she could to make customers happy, and right now, there was only one thing she could think of. She laid the guy’s watch down in front of him and put her hand on his wrist.

“Surely there’s something I can do,” she said softly, nodding to one of the “Satisfaction Guaranteed” signs, “to satisfy you.”

He laughed. “What, you offering to fuck me right now?”

Bree blinked hard. If she were being honest, she didn’t know what she was offering, but she was sure that wasn’t it. Surely she wouldn’t stoop to having sex to get out of a complaint.

Would she?

“I’ll settle for feeling those tits,” he said.

Bree exhaled sharply. That didn’t seem so bad, right?

“Okay,” she said.

“But you still have to call me when you get the battery in,” he said.

“Of course,” she agreed. “Now, where did--”

Before she could finish asking him where they should go to let him get his little thrill, he reached across the counter with his right hand and shoved it into her shirt. She leaned down onto the counter as much as she comfortably could to try to hide what he was doing from any passerby. He worked his fingers into her bra and began roughly rubbing her nipples.

He giggled childishly as he alternated between tweaking her nipples and using his whole hand to squeeze her breast, spending a minute or so on one before moving to the other. He was rude, immature, and disgusting.

So why was she so turned on? She felt heat emanating from her pussy and fought off the urge to press her midsection into the counter. An all-too-noticeable wetness formed between her legs, and she regretted not wearing panties that day.

Bree gasped when he pulled his hand away. It was a little too soon for her liking, but she’d never say that.

“Good customer service skills,” he said. “I probably shouldn’t call corporate and tell them what a great job you did today, huh?”

Bree blushed. “Probably not.”

He gave her his phone number to call when they got his battery in (his name, as it turned out, was Todd) and left. Feeling like her legs were going to give out, she sat down hard on the stool used to perform watch repairs and felt her juices spread out onto the inside of her skirt.


Chapter Three

Bree helped two more customers--successfully--after Todd, and then it was quiet again for over an hour. She heard her next customers well before seeing them.

“I told you I want to get a new watch band, Peter!” a loud woman’s voice said. “I’m tired of having to repeat myself!”

Bree looked up to see a woman wearing leopard print everything and way too much makeup leading a sad sap of a man who must have been Peter toward the Carolina kiosk. Peter’s sagging gut and greying hair stood out in stark contrast to the woman’s perfect physique, and there seemed to be quite a bit of an age difference as well. Bree figured at one point Peter considered the woman to be his trophy wife, but the look on his face said he didn’t feel much like a winner these days.

“Hello,” Bree said. “What can I help you with today?”

The couple stood there in silence until the woman slapped Peter on the shoulder. Peter jumped.

“Yes, my wife needs a new band for her watch.”

“I can help you with that,” Bree said, smiling. “May I see the watch?”

“Well, I didn’t bring it with me,” the woman snapped.

“Then how am I supposed to find a band for it?” Bree asked. “Do you know what kind it is? What brand? What model?”

“And how am I supposed to know that?” the woman asked. “It’s gold. Does that help?”

Bree shook her head. “I’m sorry, but without seeing the watch or at least knowing what kind it is, I can’t be of much help. If you bring it in, we can happily even put it on the watch for you.”

“You are absolutely no help at all,” the woman said. “What’s your corporate number?”

“Now, Suzie,” Peter said, but it wasn’t clear it was loud enough for Suzie to register.

“Seriously?” Bree asked and immediately regretted it.

“Peter, you need to take care of this right now,” the woman said to her husband. “I have to get to my hair appointment. I want you to get this company’s number from her and don’t get off the phone with them until they assure you she’ll be dealt with.”

Peter nodded. “Yes, dear.”

“Come by the salon in an hour and let me know what they say,” Suzie said, storming off.

Peter looked guilty as he said, “I’m sorry about my wife, but I’m going to need that phone number.”

“Couldn’t you just tell her you called them?” Bree asked. “I mean, you don’t really think I’m in the wrong here, do you?”

“No, of course not,” he said, bowing his head.

Peter looked so sad. Bree wished she could do something for him. She didn’t say anything else, hoping he’d make up some story to tell his bitch of a wife. She looked at his face and saw that he was staring at the “Satisfaction Guaranteed” slogan printed along the edge of the display case. She wondered how long it had been since he’d truly been satisfied with anything.

“Would it help make up your mind about what to do if I… satisfied you?” Bree asked.

Peter looked up at her with a mixture of hope and fear in his eyes. “What do you mean?”

She smiled, reaching across to lightly stroke his chubby face with her fingers. “I think you know exactly what I mean.” Even as she said it, she wasn’t sure exactly what she meant herself, except she knew letting him feel her tits wouldn't be enough this time.

“But I’m married,” he said, stating the obvious.

Bree held up her left hand, showing him her engagement ring and wedding band. “So am I, Peter. So am I.”

“Oh.”

Bree pulled out the “Be Back Soon” sign and placed it on the counter.

“Let’s go to the restroom,” Bree said, and he followed.

Following was sort of what Peter always did.

By the time they made it to the family restroom, she’d decided what she was going to do for him. They went inside, and she locked the door behind them.

“I’m not going to fuck you,” she said and noticed only the briefest hint of disappointment on Peter’s face, “but… what about a handjob?”

“That’d be nice,” he said.

“And in exchange for a handjob, you’ll tell your wife you called corporate and gave them an earful about how awful I am. Right?”

Peter nodded.

“Good boy,” Bree said. “Now, let’s see what we’re working with.”

“What?” he asked.

“Unzip your pants, Peter,” Bree said.

Peter did, and then let his pants and underwear fall to his ankles.

Bree regarded Peter’s cock for a moment before moving to him. It seemed to be mostly erect but judging by the size, Suzie may not have been getting much satisfaction since the wedding either. Bree took a deep breath, stood next to Peter, and grabbed him.

Peter gasped as she started stroking. From head to base, the whole thing fit in the palm of her hand, so it was hardly the most satisfying handjob she’d ever given. She liked it when there was plenty of skin on the shaft to move along, and when she had to use both hands to really get the guy good and excited. Still, this was about satisfying Peter and not herself, so she put her all into what she was doing.

Starting off slowly, she gradually built up speed, alternating between a firm and loose grasp. Wanting to give her other hand something to do, she reached down and massaged his balls as she stroked his shaft.

Bree had the idea to start talking dirty to him, maybe disparaging his wife. She felt an immense amount of anger toward Suzie for how she’d talked to her and to Peter and for making what was happening now a necessity. But her idea never made it out of the formulation stage.

“I’m close,” Peter whispered.

It had only been a minute or two.

“Really?” Bree asked, but before she finished saying the word, he jerked forward and spewed a couple of thin, clear bursts of cum onto the floor.

“That was incredible,” Peter said.

You sure? she wanted to ask but didn’t. She hardly felt like it was her best work.

“You’re welcome,” she said instead. “Now, you’ve got about 50 minutes to make up a story for your wife, so get to it.”


Chapter Four

Bree said goodbye to Peter, washed her hands, and headed back to the kiosk. As she approached, she saw a tall, muscular black man pacing back and forth in front of the “Be Back Soon” sign.

Great, she thought. Another dissatisfied customer.

“Finally!” the man said as she got close, loud enough it startled Bree and made her jump.

A pudgy security guard happened to be walking by and called out, “Hey there.” He caught Bree’s eye and then looked at the man. Bree thought his name was Jeff. “Everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine,” Bree said, giving Jeff a questioning look.

“Racist fuck,” the customer said as Jeff walked away. “Wonder if he’d be worried about a white dude who was upset about waiting?”

“Sorry about that,” Bree said, grabbing the “Be Back Soon” sign and walking into the kiosk. “What can I help you with today?”

“I want to buy this watch for my mom for her birthday,” the man said, suddenly calm and smiling, pointing to a silver watch with a white band at the top of one of the display cases. “Please tell me you have it in stock. And I’d rather not have the display model.”

“We do have it!” Bree said, giddy with relief. She knew for sure they had that watch in stock because she’d seen it in the backstock case earlier when helping someone else.

“Great!” he said. “My name’s Brandon, by the way, and you’ve just made my day. Mom’s gonna love this watch.”

Bree smiled broadly while retrieving the watch. This sale was going to go off without a hitch.

Bree took the watch out of its box and let him look at it. While he was looking at it, her phone buzzed. It was her husband, asking how work was going. She wondered what he’d say if she told him the truth about her earlier customers, but she decided to focus on the current positive transaction. She replied that things were going great and she was in the middle of a sale, so she’d talk to him more later.

“You good?” Brandon asked, seeing her typing on her phone.

“Yeah,” she replied. “Just hubby checking up on me.”

“Didn’t you just see him a few minutes ago?” Brandon asked. When Bree returned a confused look, he said, “The chubby white dude you left with as I was walking up.”

Bree blushed. “No, that was just a customer.”

Brandon raised an eyebrow and went back to examining the watch. When he confirmed he wanted it, she put it on the counter next to the tablet that served as a register so she could bag it after getting payment. She input the sale into the tablet and took his credit card from him. She then inserted his card into the card reader.

The tablet screen said, “Authorization approved,” but then the screen flashed and went white for a moment. When it came back up, it was asking for payment again.

“Huh,” Bree said.

“Everything okay?” Brandon asked.

She nodded. “Yeah, just need to rerun the card. One sec.”

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Brandon tapping on his phone as she reran the sale. This time, the transaction finished like usual, and she took his card out of the card reader.

“You charged me twice,” Brandon snapped, holding up his phone to show her his credit card app. “See? Two identical charges back to back.”

“I am so sorry,” she said, her head spinning. “I can do a refund right now.”

“And that’s instant?” he asked.

“What?”

“The money will be back on the card instantly? Like, today?”

Bree clenched her fist. “Actually… it could take five to ten business days.”

“That’s not gonna work,” Brandon said. “I can’t wait that long to get my money back.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, feeling sweat break out on her forehead. “There’s nothing I can do at this point. It’s just the way credit card processing works.”

“Fine,” he said. “Just do it and give me the watch.”

Bree nodded. It was hard to tell how upset he was about the whole thing and maybe after she did the refund, she could offer to gift wrap the watch for him. She was a little worried about a complaint but not enough to provide any… special services for it.

The receipt printer spat out the refund receipt. She grabbed it and the original sale receipt and turned to hand them to Brandon.

As she did so, she knocked the watch he had just paid for off of the counter. It flew forward, its face hitting the door of a display case with a disheartening crack. She didn’t need to pick it up from where it landed to know the crystal was broken.

“Un-fucking-believable,” Brandon said. “Let me guess… that’s the only one you had in stock?”

“We have the display model!” Bree blurted out.

“Which I already said I didn’t want,” he said. “What I do want is the number for your corporate office. Now!”

Bree leaned into the counter so her cleavage would be more noticeable. “Surely we can… work something else out?”

Brandon raised an eyebrow. “This should be good,” he said. “What’d you have in mind?”

Bree put the “Be Back Soon” sign on the counter and said, “Let’s go to the restroom.”

“Is that where you went with that chubby dude earlier?” he asked. “What’d you do for him?”

Bree told him.

Brandon smiled as they started walking toward the restroom. “Yeah, this is gonna take more than that…”

---

Once inside the family restroom, Bree didn’t have to tell Brandon to unzip his pants like she did Peter. That wasn’t the only difference between the two men, either.

His cock was the biggest she’d ever seen outside of porn. Only half-erect, it was already bigger than her husband’s or anyone else she’d ever been with. She stared at it, and it continued stiffening, its dark tip glistening with precum.

Towering over her, Brandon said, “On your knees.”

Bree didn’t reply with a “Yes, sir,” but she dropped to her knees regardless.

She slid one hand underneath his shaft and raised it up, appreciating the weight of the thing, while her other hand caressed his soft, smooth balls. She stuck out her tongue and tasted him, lapping up his precum as she circled his tip. She smiled when he moaned.

“Your husband is a lucky man,” Brandon said.

“I’ll tell him you said that,” Bree said, and they both laughed.

Moving her one hand from his balls to the base of his shaft to join the other, she stroked him the way she liked, the way she wasn’t able to with her husband, or with Peter--with both hands, occasionally sticking out her tongue for another lick at his tip. He seemed to particularly enjoy it when she brushed the sensitive underside with her tongue (most men do), so she spent a minute or two licking at it while she jacked him.

He seemed to be getting impatient, though, as, after a bit, he shoved toward her, his cock pressing against her lips.

She opened her mouth and let him slide into her.

At first, he was satisfied with her sucking on his tip, and her tongue continued its work on the underside there, swirling around and around. Bree smiled around his cock as his moans grew louder, and she held her hands on his hips to steady him as he swayed.

Slowly, ever so slowly, she pushed herself forward, engulfing inch after inch of his hot, hard rod until it was touching her throat. Then she started moving back and forth.

“White wives are the best,” Brandon said.

It seemed like the opening line to a much larger discussion, but if so, he seemed to forget where he was going. Or was too distracted to continue. He began moving in sync with her, pushing himself further into her mouth as she moved forward to meet him.

Bree gagged a couple of times as he made his way into her throat, each time getting a little further in. She thought she might have to stop, to ask him to be gentler, but each time she thought that he took it a little easier the next time.

He was long enough that she could wrap her whole hand around the base of his shaft even as she took him as far into her mouth as she could, so she started jacking him while she sucked. Her inner thighs were slick with her juices as she fantasized about having this giant cock inside her pussy (or her ass!). She almost asked him to fuck her.

But it was not meant to be. After a few moments of jacking him while he throat-fucked her, he grabbed the sides of her head and gasped.

What seemed like a gallon of cum spilled out of him and into her mouth, down her throat. It was too much for her to contain, and she pulled back, gasping and choking, as his spunk flowed back out of her mouth and down onto her blouse. And he still wasn’t done; his cock, with her hand still circled around it and milking it, sprayed even more cum onto her and the bathroom floor.

“You okay?” he asked when he was finally done.

She looked up at him, still holding his deflating but still impressively large member in her hand, and nodded slowly.

“Good,” he said. “I think I’ll take that display model watch after all.”


Chapter Five

Things were pretty quiet for a while after Brandon went on his way with the display model watch for his mom. Bree did the daily cleaning duties (taking out the trash, wiping down the glass of the display counters with Windex, putting away tools), texted back and forth with her husband, and sat there, thinking about what she’d done.

She only had about 45 minutes of work left to go, after which her husband would pick her up outside the mall’s food court, when Eugene walked up to the counter.

Dakota had told Bree all about Eugene, the owner of Backwoods Burgers & Barrels, a combination burger joint and gun store in the mall. Even if he hadn’t, though, Bree would have been able to tell everything she needed to know about the man from his appearance.

Red ball cap with the letters MAGA in white. White wife-beater shirt that wasn’t exactly dirty but wasn’t exactly clean, either, that barely contained a massive beer gut. Camouflage pants. Confederate flag belt buckle. A giant pistol hanging on a holster on his hip, which Bree knew had to be compensating for a particular part of his anatomy.

And an ugly face with a permanent smirk that seemed to say “I’m better than you” while not really believing it.

Eugene was the epitome of everything that sensible people had voted against for several years, a veritable Frankenstein’s monster of bigotry, fear, and low intelligence.

“Hey there, baby doll,” Eugene said.

Bree fought the urge to roll her eyes and ignored the bile rising in her throat. “Hello. What can I do for you today?”

“Just here picking up my watch, pretty lady,” he replied. “It’s a priceless antique that belonged to my great-grandfather. Dakota replaced the crystal and said it’d be ready by today.”

Bree’s heart pounded as she looked for the key to the case that held watches that had been serviced. Dakota was certified to perform many services that Bree and her fellow employees weren’t, but even he should know better than to work on something described as “a priceless antique.” Still, she knew there couldn’t be anything wrong. If there had been, surely Dakota would’ve taken it upon himself to contact Eugene to get ahead of any problems.

“It’s right in here,” Bree said, opening the case.

She pulled out the Ziploc bag containing Eugene’s watch, double-checked that it had “Paid” written on it, and, with shaking hands, placed it on the counter in front of him.

She saw it before he did, the tiny stem lying loose in the baggie, and she felt like crying.

“What the fuck?” Eugene said. “That wasn’t like that when I dropped it off.”

“Let me see,” Bree said, pulling out a small sheet of paper from inside the baggie.

She studied the paper longer than necessary. It was a form that showed the condition of a customer’s watch when they dropped it off, which was primarily used to note any pre-existing damage the watch may have.

The form showed that the watch had been fine, other than a broken crystal, when Dakota took it in. The stem, in particular, was noted to be in proper working order.

Without another word, Eugene pulled his phone from his pocket and started tapping at the screen.

“What are you doing?” Bree asked desperately.

“Calling Carolina’s customer service number,” Eugene said, putting the phone to his ear. “Yeah, that’s right, I proactively have the customer service numbers for every company I do business with!”

“No, wait!” Bree exclaimed. “I can offer you something to satisfy you!”

She couldn’t believe the words had come out of her mouth. She wasn’t going to seriously entertain doing for Eugene what she’d done for the others, was she? First of all, yuck. He was a disgusting pig of a man, ugly both inside and out, whose whole personality stood for things Bree hated. Guns. Oppression. The biggest con-man politician who ever existed.

And second of all, this problem wasn’t even her fault. She hadn’t touched Eugene’s watch before today, and she certainly didn’t break it when getting it out of the case. There was absolutely no way any complaint could be held against her.

But how was that different from Todd, whose out-of-stock battery wasn’t her fault? Or not knowing what kind of watch Peter’s wife had left at home? Looking back, the only complaint Bree had prevented that would’ve been her fault was Brandon’s. And even with him, the credit card double charge hadn’t been her fault; if she’d only broken the new watch and had to offer him the display model, even that might have turned out differently.

She’d crossed a lot of lines today in the name of keeping this kiosk--and not just herself--complaint-free for the day. What was one more line, even if she crossed it with a (she threw up in her mouth a little) Trump supporter?

“You gonna tell me what your offer is?” Eugene asked, interrupting her train of thought. “Before someone on the other end of this phone line answers?”

“I can have Dakota take care of your watch,” Bree said, hoping Eugene would hang up the phone just from that. When he didn’t, she went on, swallowing hard, “but in the meantime, I can take care of you.”

Eugene pulled the phone away from his ear, tapped the screen to end the call, and smiled.

---

“You sure about this?” Eugene asked as Bree locked the family restroom door. “Seems like an awful lot to do to get your boss out of trouble.”

“I’m sure,” Bree said, and she surprised herself to find that it was the truth. She’d already done so much, and it was too close to the end of the day to get a complaint now. “So, what do you want? Handjob?” She hesitated before going on. “Blowjob?”

Eugene smiled. “Why don’t you start with a blowjob, and we’ll go from there.”

“Excuse me?”

“Priceless antique, remember?” he said. “Even if it’s fixed, it’ll never be the same. I could just call and complain…”

Bree had half a mind to just let him. Was she really willing to fuck this asshole to save Dakota’s job? But even as the question ran through her mind, she knew what the answer was. She dropped to her knees, undid Eugene’s confederate flag belt buckle, and unzipped his camouflage pants.

When she freed his cock, it was already fully erect, and she saw that she’d been wrong about his gun and its theoretical compensation. Eugene wasn’t quite as big as Brandon, but he was close. Bree giggled at the thought that if she only focused on his cock, which was, as cocks go, pretty nice, the whole time, and not his politics or his stupid, smug face, she could get through this and maybe even enjoy herself.

“This isn’t the first blowjob I’ve had in a bathroom, you know,” Eugene said. “Let’s see if you’re better than the other one.”

Bree leaned forward and took him into her mouth, dispensing with the tongue foreplay she’d given Brandon. Wrapping her fingers around the base of his shaft, she started jacking him into her mouth as she sucked. She tasted salty precum as he slid in and out of her mouth.

“I think Sherry was better,” Eugene said, apparently in reference to the “other” bathroom blowjob he’d received. “But I bet you’ll make up for it in other ways.”

Bree redoubled her efforts, aggressively sucking his dick while stroking it faster and faster. Maybe if she got him to come in her mouth, she wouldn’t have to cross that final line.

“I’m so close, baby doll,” Eugene said, and Bree smiled, picking up her pace even more. She braced herself for the flood of spunk he was about to give her.

Suddenly, he pulled himself out of her and moved her hand off his cock.

“On the floor,” he said. “Face down, ass up.”

Bree’s hesitation was so brief Eugene probably didn’t notice. She assumed the position, hearing Eugene get down onto his knees behind her. He grabbed her hips and scooted her closer to him. The only thing between her panty-less bottom and his big cock was her skirt, damp with the day’s excitement.

“Holy fuck, baby doll,” Eugene said as he slid her skirt up and saw both of her holes at his mercy.

Eugene massaged her left ass cheek with his left hand and slid his right between her crack. Brushing her anus ever so slightly, he continued downward until he got to her sopping wet cunt. Spreading her lips, he slid one finger, and then another, into her hot, dripping center.

She tried not to cry out in pleasure, but she couldn’t help herself.

“At first, I didn’t think you wanted this,” Eugene said. “Obviously, I was mistaken.”

He shoved a third finger into her pussy and a finger from his other hand into her asshole. Her whole body shook as he fucked her with his hands, the entire time calling her names like slut and whore, and telling her how much he was going to enjoy what came next.

Bree knew replacing his fingers with his cock was what Eugene meant by that, but what really came next was Bree. Spurred on by his insults, by the very idea that she’d never normally let a man like this even touch her in the first place, she felt her pleasure build and build until her whole body shook with one of the most intense climaxes she’d ever had.

Eugene laughed as she came. He took his fingers out of her holes, and she started to slide down to the floor.

“Get back up here,” he said, grabbing both of her hips and lifting her back up.

Bree was still feeling the shockwaves from her orgasm when Eugene guided himself into her. She was so wet he didn’t have much trouble going in, and she squealed when he gripped her hips tighter and shoved himself all the way in, stretching her and filling her up so quick and hard it wasn’t quite pleasurable.

And then he started really fucking her.

Eugene slammed into her with such force she thought she might come apart. He was using her pussy so fully, so relentlessly, that she’d come to believe she’d never truly been fucked before. She felt more pain than she’d ever felt down there, yet she felt herself approaching another orgasm. That would be almost miraculous, as she rarely was able to come from regular vaginal intercourse.

But there was nothing regular about this. This wasn’t “intercourse,” this wasn’t making love, this wasn’t even sex as she’d ever understood the word. She didn’t know what to call it, but it was unlike anything she’d ever had before.

Eugene continued his verbal assaults, telling her only a worthless cunt like her could enjoy being taken on the nasty floor of a public restroom by a disgusting old fat guy like himself. Bree wasn’t sure what someone might get out of insulting a woman who was letting him have his way with her the way she was, but she knew what she was getting out of it.

Bree was right on the edge of another climax, getting closer and closer to going over, and her only thought was she hoped he pushed her over before he got there himself.

As it turned out, she needn’t have worried.

Eugene let out an animalistic growl and exploded inside her. Wave after wave of his hot, sticky seed flooded her pussy. He didn’t stop fucking her, either, even as she felt his spunk gushing into her, painting her cunt’s walls and warming her up from the inside out.

He was only the second man who’d ever come inside her without a condom.

It was that thought that did it, that pushed her over the edge. The idea that she willingly let this awful man, this stranger, this… Republican, fill her up with himself, do something that no one but her husband had ever done.

Bree came, her face pressed against the cold tiles of the restroom floor.

---

When he left the room, Eugene left her lying there, skirt above her bare ass and his cum draining out of her onto the floor. A few minutes later, Bree heard a knock on the door, and then the door opened. It was Jeff, the pudgy security guard, checking to make sure the restroom was empty since the mall was closing.

At first, he thought she’d been assaulted. She quickly assured him she was okay, was more than okay, but needed a minute. She sat up, pulling her skirt down to cover her shame, her joy.

“I’ve been looking into rumors of stuff like this happening here at Town Centre,” he told her. “I didn’t really think it was true before today.”

“Stuff like this?” she asked.

Jeff nodded. “There’s a group of girls--and maybe a guy or two--calling themselves the Town Centre Tramps. They’re employees of various stores, and apparently, they make a game out of pulling off crazy sex acts here at the mall. I… met a few today.”

His face reddened when he said this, and Bree wondered if “meeting” those few was all that happened.

“Interesting,” Bree said. “News to me.”

Intriguing news, she thought.


Epilogue

When Bree made it back to the kiosk, she saw a text from her husband on her phone.

I’m out front whenever you’re ready

Her heart pounded when she replied.

Still closing out the till… be there in a sex

She’d meant to type “sec,” of course.

lol sex, he responded.

She finished up with the till, set the kiosk’s security alarm, locked up, and headed for the food court, where her husband was waiting outside. He was parked in the fire lane and waved at her as she walked toward the car.

“Any complaints today?” Dakota asked as she got into the passenger seat.

“Not a single one,” she said, smiling nervously.

Dakota sniffed the air. “What’s that smell?”

“Smell?” she asked as if she didn’t know.

He sniffed again. “Smells like… sex.” It was his turn to laugh nervously.

Bree looked out the window as Dakota started driving.

“Bree, I told you to do whatever it took to avoid complaints, but I didn’t mean that,” he said, giving her another nervous laugh. “That’s not exactly in the employee handbook.”

She rolled her eyes. “The employee handbook says I can’t work for you since you’re my husband, so we’re not exactly following all the rules anyway, right?”

“Bree, what happened?” he asked. “You didn’t do anything you might regret, did you?”

She turned to him and said, “Not a damn thing.”

“What about something I might regret?”

She didn’t answer that one for some time.

---

Want more Town Centre Tramps? Check out the entire series here. All Town Centre Tramps books can be read in any order and as standalone stories!

---

Check out the entire Sterling Wilder catalog, featuring tales of BDSM, cuckold, hotwife, erotic humiliation, and much more, by clicking here.


Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!

I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate a short review on Amazon. Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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Sterling Wilder creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.

See Sterling’s complete catalog here.
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