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Fast Food, Fast Fun.

Late night Takeaway in Galway.

The night had been slow, and I leaned against the counter, I scrolled through pornhub while slowly caressing my nipple. I was 18, constantly horny and bored. I glanced at my refection in the mirror at the wall, petite, short black hair and big brown eyes. 

The fryer clicked off with a tired groan, and I exhaled into the grease-heavy air of the chipper. Nearly half-eleven. Rain tapping against the windows like impatient fingers. I was still wiping down the counter, sweat sticking my shirt to my back, my tits to the inside of it, nipples rock-hard beneath the cotton and no bra, not that I wore one unless I absolutely had to. No one came in this late on a Wednesday. Not usually.

Then the bell jingled.

I looked up, and in they came. Three of them. Drunk but walking straight. Mid-forties maybe, jackets damp from the rain, cheeks flushed from the heat of the pub and the walk. Broad-shouldered, worn faces, eyes that flicked straight to my chest the moment they stepped in.

“Evenin’,” I said, but it came out more like a purr than I meant it to. Something about being watched like that after a long shift—it lit a little spark in my belly. I grabbed the rag again, kept wiping the counter like nothing, like I didn’t feel the weight of their gazes.

One of them elbowed the other, low voice slurred with Jameson. “Christ, look at the fuckin’ tits on her. Must be freezing in here.”

I smirked.

They didn’t think I’d heard it. But I had. I felt it, like heat under the skin. I stood upright, hips tilted just a touch, and looked dead at him. Raised an eyebrow.

“You boys up for giving me a hand out back?” I asked, casual as you like, even though my pulse was thudding hard under my skin.

Three sets of eyes blinked at me. I smiled. Sweet. Wicked.

They followed.

I led them through the side door, flipped the bolt shut behind us with a loud clack. The hum of the fridges, the smell of flour and old oil, the cold concrete under my feet—all of it sharpened the air like a blade to the skin.

I turned, didn’t say a word. Just looked at them for a beat, then sank to my knees on the gritty floor.

It was like a silence cracked open.

The men looked at each other, surprised, but already hardening, already shifting in their jeans. I could see it. 

I looked up, still kneeling, hands on my thighs, nipples poking obscenely through the fabric. “Well?” I asked, voice thick.

And then, fuck, then it started.

The first belt hit the floor like a dare.

I watched the buckle clatter against the concrete, eyes locked on the swell of cock behind his zipper. The one who’d made the tit comment, he was stocky, ginger stubble, fingers already shaking with the kind of lust that doesn’t ask permission. He stepped forward and unzipped. His cock sprang out, thick, veiny, flushed red at the tip. My mouth watered.

Behind him, the other two hesitated. Not for long.

I smiled as I reached for him, fingers curling around the base, warm and heavy in my palm. I didn’t need to be told what to do. My lips parted, tongue slipping out to taste the salty bead already leaking. Then I took him in my mouth. I was slow at first, letting him feel every inch of my tongue, my throat opening steady, practiced.

He groaned. Deep. Guttural. One hand on the back of my head like instinct. Not shoving. Not yet. Just holding me there like he couldn’t believe it was real.

The second man stepped up. Dark-haired, taller, maybe a builder from the look of his forearms. I reached for his fly with my free hand, still bobbing my head on the ginger one’s cock, letting spit dribble down my chin. His cock slapped against his belly as it came free. It was longer, curved slightly. My mouth was full, but I still gave it a look that made his breath hitch.

“Fuckin’ Jesus, this girl,” one of them muttered. I didn’t even know who. Didn’t care.

I let the cock in my mouth pop out with a wet shlick, spit running in a sticky string from my lips to the
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