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HER WALK OF SHAME

 


Karen

 


Sometimes I have really bad ideas. I mean I
don’t usually
set out to do stupid things, but I FREQUENTLY end up feeling a
little more than embarrassed by my behavior.

This morning is no
exception.

I slowly pull my hand up to my face and try to see the time
on my little gold watch through the fog of waking. I bought this
watch six years ago at a flee market when I had less money and
fewer options. Blinking a few times I realize that another
treasured heirloom of the past has taken it’s last
breath.

“Fuck,” I groan.

It seems really bright in my room. I
reach for the lamp next to my bed and find...

Is that water?

I run my fingers through it. Did I go
to sleep in the bathtub?

No, apparently I did not.

I groan when I realize where and when I am. This is the
worst place to be at this time in the morning and to make it even
worse I’m naked from head to toe.

“Fuck...”

My feet slip under me as I try to stand in the kids’
fountain in Galloway park. 9 times out of 10 a weekend will end in
some kind of weirdness. I rub a hand through my hair and look
around.

“Well, this is fucking embarrassing.”

Six teenagers are staring at me from the jungle gym nearby.
They look surprised, so until this moment I must have been hidden
partially under the water. It shocks me that a jogger didn’t find
me sleeping there and call the police. With my record of silly
things, I’m sure they would have just dressed me up and sent me
home.

I groan as I step out of the water. The sun is really
fucking hot right now and I’m so hungover that I think I’m going to
puke.

Spotting my shoes, I bend over and hear one of the young
men cry out in shock. Surely they have seen a pussy before. This is
ridiculous. Half the damn world’s population is female. What is
wrong with people today?

My bag is in the hands on one of the
girls at the jungle gym. I put on my heels and stumble over to
them.

“Give me my bag.”

My words must be slurred so badly that she can’t understand
them because she doesn’t react.

“Give me my fucking bag,” I repeat.

God, what is wrong with my head? It’s pounding like someone
hit me with a hammer.

“Um...”

I snatch it and rummage inside for my lipstick. I don’t
think they know what to think of this.

“Hey, wait...” I blink and then stare at the young woman.
“Is this yours?”

She nods without saying a
word.

I laugh and pat her on the shoulder
and biff it at her.

“Fucking ridiculous.”

Stomping towards the fountain, I search around, but I can’t
find my clothing or any of my jewelry. Even my earrings have gone
missing, which probably indicates that I have been robbed again for
the second time this month.

By the fountain there is a rubbish bin. When you end up
naked a lot and can’t find your clothing, you get to learn ways to
overcome these kinds of situations.

I try to open the lid.

“Damn you,” I groan.

With a shove I push it back and yank
the bag out. The trash goes on the ground and I walk back to the
fountain to wash the plastic bag thoroughly before poking three
holes in it and slipping it down over myself like a
dress.

“A little short,” I note with a giggle.

My butt is hanging out the base, but I don’t care. If
perfect had another level beyond it then my ass, thighs and calves
would be above it.

I stroll towards the exit of the park
and then out into the deserted streets. On the way to my apartment,
which is 5 blocks from the park, I fall 3 times and get back up
without a scrape.

The oddest thing about me is that, for
all the hundreds of times I have gotten in trouble, nothing bad
ever happens.

I arrive at my apartment and jimmy the
window to climb through in front of my 70 year old neighbor - who
has seen it all, and I do mean ALL, many times over - and step into
my living room and stumble to the couch and fall over.

“It’s so hot.”

For a time I snooze. Then the banging
on the door gets really loud.

I open one eye. The cops have a very specific way of
knocking. It’s not tap, tap, tap and not thump, thump, thump, but a mixture of the two.

I consider not going to the door, but
one of the officers is staring through the still open window at
me.

Knowing that death, taxes and police
harassment are most unavoidable in life, I stand and go open the
door for them.

The two cops look me up and
down.

“Hey, Larry. How’s the kids?”

He shakes his head. I’m still wearing the rubbish
bag.

“Ms. Joan...” God, I hate my fucking last name. Two damn
first names. Am I a character from a book or something? “We have
something...”

He holds up my bag and I snatch it off
him. The man genuinely looks unimpressed.

“Lipstick,” I explain.

I rummage around as they stare at me
in disgust and pull it out to apply some.

“Is there something you want to share with us?” the other
cop asks.

Something dribbles down my leg. I
reach down and wipe it up and sniff.

“I got laid last night.”

I close the door and go back to the
couch. Just another wild and wonderful morning in a life full with
them.



A SECRETLY NAUGHTY MAN

 


Jarod

 


I look over the credit card
application carefully and note that the customer has not filled out
line 4A properly.

“Ma’am,” I start.

“Karen,” she insists.

My eyes run over her for the sixth time. I can’t believe
how beautiful she is. Those long legs, perfect ass and gorgeous
perky breasts. She looks barely 20, but is 24 by the date on her
application. What she could do to my...

“Ms. Joan,” I try.

“KAREN.”

“Ummm... Karen, you have written ‘maybe’ under ‘Do you have
a criminal record?’ I was wondering if you might want to try Yes or
No. The bank cannot supply you with a credit card without a proper
answer.”

“Maybe is a proper fucking answer.”

I stare at her. This woman will not
stop swearing. I feel distinctly uncomfortable as this is not how I
expect or am used to women speaking.

“In regards to the policy of the bank...”

Her hand comes up and I stop speaking. I would rather like
to have her speak to someone else, but I’m the bank manager and she
asked to speak to me directly.

“Fuck the policy. I need another card.”

I roll my pen in my fingers and try not to think about how
she’s wearing long pin heels and how much that turns me
on.

“Your application says this is your first credit
card.”

She smiles. I feel a hot desire grow,
but stomp it down. It is inappropriate to feel that way at work. I
must not let my private life and public life mix. Not with what I
like. Not with who I am.

“I have gift cards.”

“I see.”

I wait. This is the kind of customer
that will provide all the information I need to decline the card. I
just have to wait.

“Are you fucking waiting for me to say something?” the woman
asks after a time.

“Umm...”

“I know Beth upfront wasn’t sure if she was going to give me
the fucking card, but you are the manager. Could you make an
exception?”

She says the last thing while leaning forward so that I am
staring down her top. Her nipples are brown and small. I note that
she doesn’t deem a bra necessary. This is definitely not what I’m
used to.

With sweat rolling down my forehead and my cock so hard
that I’m about to burst, I tell her no and stand up promptly to
leave before I explode down there.

“I’ll let you see my fucking tits.”

I stop. THIS WOMAN...

“Ma’am, I do not want to see your... ah, chest. I am a bank
manager and...”

Her hand reaches out and she flicks
the end of my cock through my trousers. I immediately cum in my
boxers and need the door for support.

“See,” she says as she stands. “It was worth your
while.”

I don’t manage to get anything out as she picks up her hand
bag and giggles at me. I watch her leave and note that her rear is
absolutely perfect - perhaps more than perfect.

“That woman...” I groan.

I go to find a new pair of boxers.
This is ridiculous.



THE SHOCKING KINK

 


Karen

 


“So I just tapped the end and he squirted all over the
inside of his trousers.”

Mary, Jane and Joanna
laugh.

“How could you tell?” Mary asks.

“Well,” I say. “He made a face like this...” I crunch up my
eyebrows and try to look extremely serious. “and said ‘Ma’am, I do
not want to see your... ah, chest’ - can you believe he used the
word chest? - then tried to escape. That was when I tapped him and
this huge stain formed on the front of his trousers.”

“He could have peed himself,” Joanna points out.

I roll my eyes. Joanna is my stupid
friend. Everyone has someone in their lives that is not too smart.
Joanna is mine.

“He came. I could smell the semen. Weeks old in my opinion.
Fucking weeks.”

They laugh and I sip my cocktail. The bartender is good
with his drinks and we have been drinking for free because I stole
a rich guy’s credit card after I blew him in the
toilets.

“So then what did you do?” Mary asks.

I throw some of my hair over my
shoulder and smile widely.

“I left.”

They stare at me.

“What about your credit card?” Joanna asks.

I laugh again and wave the stolen one
about.

“Do you think I need my own credit card?” I ask.

Joanna just nods, but Mary gets
it.

“You were in their to fuck with the manager.”

I nod.

“They are always pent up. I’m doing them a
service.”

The girls giggle and I do to. Maybe tonight I’ll find some
pent up nerd and make his year. It was fun making the bank manager
cum. He was kind of cute too. I like a man with a slim frame who
works out and those sea blue eyes of his were fairly mature. I
wonder how big his dick was. Maybe I’ll go back on Monday and fuck
with him again to find out.

“That guy is totally staring at us,” Joanna says.

I break myself from my fantasies to look across the room
hoping that tonight’s bottle of fancy champagne has just arrived
and find someone shocking watching us.

Sometimes when you do things you never
really think that you might meet the person that you did them to
again. I was definitely not thinking that the bank manager would
turn up to a small but trendy night club like this, but here he has
and he bought friends.

“I can’t believe it,” I say.

I stride over to him and throw a hand
on my hip and smile.

“Did you miss me?” I ask.

The bank manager blushes a little in
the dark light of the bar - or at least I think he does - and looks
away.

“Who is this...”

I put a hand up in front of the
clearly very pent up woman standing beside him. Her tone identified
her as
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