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Carly’s Money Troubles 1
& 2


Carly is a very busy and very poor 19 year-old. And she gets
a lot poorer when her crappy car craps out on her way to work.
Thankfully the tow truck driver is there to help her out, or maybe
she’s helping him out? Either way there’s a lot of helping…and
sex.

While Carly is getting her
car situation figured out, her job isn’t going so well. So she
needs so to try to convince her boss to give her one last chance.
Maybe punishing her will do the trick? Or maybe it will take a lot
more than that to convince him that Carly really wants to please
him.

Usually if given a chance
Carly has the ability to make things go her way.

Let’s see if that continues!


FOR ADULTS ONLY! 
Content warning: Voyeurism,
exhibitionism, unsafe sex, spanking, older/younger and altogether
slutty behavior with a lot of highly charged M/F sexual
activity. 


Carly’s Money Troubles 1 &
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length.
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Carly’s Money
Troubles

Carly hated her beat up little car, she hated how it looked; a
dirty white little four-door with dents and dings all over it, a
cracked windshield that ran from the top to the bottom and lots of
little rust spots all across the bottom of it. It had a sunroof
that leaked right on top of her head every rainy day and a heater
that worked only during the summertime. The doors didn’t lock, but
that really didn’t matter since it had nothing of value in it and
no one would want to steal it anyway.

But more than anything she hated how
it would barely start on most mornings, she hated how it would
stall if she came to a complete stop and how it would backfire
nearly every time she accelerated.

Still it was transportation and it
beat trying to catch the bus to get Carly to her job at the coffee
shop or to her school across town. And since she was dirt poor and
couldn’t afford a better car, Carly accepted the fact that she
needed to hit the side of the steering wheel if she wanted the
windshield wipers to work and that she needed to duck her head on
every left turn if she didn’t want to get whacked in the head by
the sun visor.

However, her hatred of that car hadn’t
peaked until that one afternoon that she was on her way to her
coffee shop job after her last class at the local college. About a
mile away from her work, her little car sputtered and coughed and
the dashboard lit up like a Christmas tree. Buzzers were going off,
lights were flashing red and then with a loud popping sound it just
stopped running. Luckily she was able to coast over to the side of
the highway before her car finally quit moving.

Exasperated, Carly yelled out to no
one, “You stupid piece of shit! What the fuck is wrong with you
now?”

If Carly had any mechanical knowledge
at all she would have seen the “check engine” light flashing and
figured out that the engine had pretty much quit on her. However,
being completely clueless to the workings of her car – or any car –
she just sat there hitting various parts of the car as she tried in
vain to get it started again. Finally, after about 15 minutes of
futility she gave up and dropped her head down to the steering
wheel and started to cry.

Her shift, as a barista, would be
starting in about 5 minutes and she quickly came to the realization
that she wasn’t going to make it there, so she reluctantly picked
up her phone and called her boss.

“Hi Mr. Jennings, this is Carly,” the
19 year old softly explained, “my car just died on me and it looks
like I’m going to be late for my shift.”

Mr. Jennings wasn’t happy, “Carly this
is the third time you’ve been late this month,” the exasperated man
said pausing a long time before continuing, “If you can’t find
reliable transportation then I’m not going to be able to schedule
you any more shifts.”

Carly expected that reply but still
couldn’t help but sniffle as she continued to leak tears and meekly
reply, “I’m sorry Mr. Jennings I’ll try to be in as soon as I
can.”

“Don’t bother,” Mr. Jennings said
coldly, “I’m sure Jenny will cover your shift…again.” And with that
he hung up the phone, leaving Carly to sob uncontrollably with her
car stuck on the side of the road.

***

“Listen sweetie, I’ve told you, your
car is dead. Gone. Finito. Bye Bye,” the burly tow truck driver
told the teenager as he finished hitching up Carly’s car onto the
back of his rig.

Carly, looked at him, with her lips
quivering for what seemed like hours, until suddenly her tear ducts
burst open, again. Sure she hated that car, but she needed it. How
was she going to get to her job at the coffee shop – if she still
had the job, or to the college? Walking wasn’t an option. It would
be close to 25 miles of walking a day and, while the young woman
was in shape, 25 miles – and the 5-6 hours that it would take to
walk that much – was a non-starter. An Uber? If she could afford an
Uber she would have gotten herself a better car years ago. Public
transportation? Sure, it was cheap, but there was no direct bus
line from school to her work or, for that matter, work to home. And
even if she made the three transfers, it would still take her
nearly 3 hours – time she didn’t have.

“There’s got to be a way to fix it,”
Carly begged.

“Honey, this hunk a junk ain’t worth
it,” Hank explained, while wiping his dirty hands with a shop
rag.

“But, but, I need a car and I can’t
afford to get something new, so we just have to fix this. You can
fix it, right?” Carly pleaded, tears still running down her rosy
cheeks.

“Well, for starters I’m sure your
engine has gone and seized up, since there ain’t no oil in the pan.
Plus, the alternator seems shot...and the starter too. Then there’s
this here battery, it’s way past it’s useful life. The electrical
system is toast. The tires are nearly bald. The windshield, wow,
the windshield I don’t even know how you can see out that thing.
And that’s just all the obvious stuff. The fuel system, I don’t
even know if they make the parts you’ll need to fix it,” the guy
rattled off before continuing, “But yeah it can probably be fixed
it’s just going to cost A LOT.”

Carly had stopped crying, gave half a
wry smile and dryly joked, “So, you’re saying there’s some
hope?”

Hank burst out laughing.

He liked this girl. And it wasn’t just
her tight little body that he liked. Something about her reminded
him of his first wife – funny, sweet and hot in a girl next door
sort of way. She and his Marie both had the same cute dimples, the
same dark honey blonde hair and the same killer body. He couldn’t
help but think dirty thoughts while he looked at Carly – tears
still watering her pretty blue eyes, her full lips quivering as she
tried to regulate her breathing.

Sure she was more than half his age,
but that only made him think dirtier.

“I like you kid, but I just don’t know
why you would waste your money on getting this ‘thing’ fixed, just
save your money and put it towards a newer car,” he
instructed.

“So, umm, how much, er, do you think
it’s going to cost to fix?” she nervously asked, afraid of the
answer. Hank shook his head, stunned that she would still keep
pushing this.

“Oh, shit… I don’t know why you’d want
to fix this thing, but let me think…” The man did calculations in
his head, even using all ten fingers to help with the
addition.

“Ballpark, I would say at least
$4,000, probably more like five, depending on what we find with the
electrical system. AND that doesn’t count all the other things we’d
likely find. I’m serious, it ain’t worth it.”
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