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​​​Look Inside

Tank smelled like motor oil and pine. "I'm Megan," I breathed, feeling his hard muscles close to my body. 

I sent a wild look around me. We were still on the threshold of the bar and escape. I wondered if I could get out of his arms and run away. Would he come after me? I doubt that I would be able to outrun him, much less outfight him. He was like his namesake, a Tank.

"Well then, Megan," he grinned, "What are you doing here?" he asked. His strong hand rested just below my ass cheek and he grabbed me with both hands. 

"I- I-" 

Jason was staring at me with an intensity that could burn holes through the back of my head. Of all the scenarios that I had prepared myself for, none included him in the picture.

It was easier pretending that I could let myself be fucked by men I didn't even know the names of, but Jason was... Jason was the reason I was here in the first place. Jason and his off-hand comment on how 'inexperienced' I was. 

What was I doing here?

"I want to be fucked hard," I said. My breath picked up and I was filled with hope. I knew that Tank had more guts than all the men I had ever dated in the past. Here was a man who would not hesitate to take what was offered to him. 

His eyes glazed over with desire and his grin broadened. "A little thing like you?" he said and my hope was smashed entirely. 

I made an indignant whimper and struggled to get out of his grasp. His breathing was heavy and each intake seemed to lift me off my feet a little. His palms on my buttocks did not loosen and he was still holding me dangerously close to him. I knew he could do whatever he wanted to do with me. And right now, what he wanted to do was humiliated me with words.  

"I'm not little," I said, shuddering under his power. 

"You're tiny compared to me," he said, his warm hands crushing my buttocks with ease, making me squirm in discomfort. I wanted to tell him to be more gentle, but I didn't want to seem weak.

"Size doesn't matter," I said. 

He snorted, then let go of me completely. His expression was suddenly serious and he asked in a tone that suggested that he didn't have time to waste on bullshit, "Tell me why you're really here." 

I looked around for a way out and found that I didn't want to escape. Not when I was so close to what I came to do. I leaned against the wall and stared at his eyes, realizing for the first time how incredibly deep and blue his pupils were.

Tank was probably in his late twenties and seemed to conceal a million stories behind those sad eyes. "Tell me the truth this time," he warned. 

"I've seen what happens to innocent young women here," I said, my mind wandering back to the video of the woman whose clothes were ripped apart by the men in the bar, pussy penetrated by multiple men at once. 

"And you want to try it for yourself?" he asked, incredulous. 

"Yes."

"What makes you think you can handle what we have to offer?"

I was ready for this. I had prepared myself for the question and knew exactly what to do. Yet, my hands trembled when I started unbuttoning the jacket. By the time I got to the second button, it was obvious to him that I was wearing nothing underneath. The cold slipped into the cleavage between my breasts and I unbuttoned the third button so that it could wrap tendrils around the sensitive pinnacles of my breasts. 

My nipples were instantly perky and my trembling came from both the fear and the cold. His eyes widened when I got to the forth button. 

One more and I would be naked from the waist up. 


Catalyst In The Public Bathroom

The moment I knew I had to go to the Biker Bar was when my crush opened my eyes on just how sheltered I had been my entire life. It was the same moment I decided I needed to be fucked and fucked hard. 

Jason Thompson was everything I ever wanted in a boyfriend. His body was carved out of stone, all hard muscles and masculinity. He was charming, funny, sexy, and drop dead gorgeous. I was lucky to even have the chance to talk to him after a successful football game. 

I had caught his eyes when his team was celebrating in the student lounge.

He was better looking without the thick football gear that covered up almost every inch of him. Even without them, his muscles were bulky and burly. He had dark, wavy hair and full lips that just begged to be kissed. His hair was jet black and he had a stubble that accentuated his thick jaw line. 

"Isn't he just the dreamiest?" I murmured to the person next to me. I didn't know her, but we were both staring at the same sexy hunk sharing high fives and drinks with his teammates. 

"Yeah," she sighed.

"I have a class with him, you know?" I said. He ran a burly hand through his thick hair and downed his drink. His Adams apple bobbed up and down with each gulp. 

"No way," she gasped. "How's he like?" 

I thought for a moment as I stared at his firm muscles ripple. He set his empty glass on the table and turned to his friend. "Quiet," I said finally. I didn't want to say 'I have no idea'. He had never talked to me before. Not that he would ever want to. I was neither blonde nor a cheerleader. He wouldn't look at me twice. 

He turned abruptly, as if realizing that I had been drooling after him for the past ten minutes. His gaze met my own and his eyes sparkled. A corner of his mouth curved up and I looked around to make sure that he was really looking at me. There was nobody else around and just a solid wall behind me. 

When I turned back towards him, I realized with a jolt that he was coming my way. 

His muscles rippled as he walked towards me, pushing past the cheering crowd that thumped his back as he moved past them. 

"I think Jason's coming this way," I murmured to my new friend. 

She shook her head, "No way he wants anything to do with us nerds."

"I'm fairly confident he's coming our way!" I said with urgency as he closed the distance between us with alarming speed, hypnotic eyes focused completely on me. 

"He's coming your way," she corrected.

And just like that, I was standing in his shadow and fighting hard not to turn into a puddle of mush. 

"Hi," his voice was as sexy as his frame. It had deep husky tone that spoke of an animalistic desire. All wrapped up in one syllable. 

"Hey," I said shyly, looking down at my drink. 

"Hi," my new friend said loudly, trying to get his attention but his eyes were focused wholly on me. 

"I've seen you in class," he said. It was painfully obvious that he was ignoring the girl and I felt kind of bad for her.

"So have I," I responded automatically. 

"Perhaps we should get to know each other better," he suggested with a wink that could mean little else. 

Finally sensing that she was no longer part of the conversation, my new friend promptly disappeared into the crowd.

He continued, "Do you want to go somewhere more private?" 

I gawked at him, stunned by what he was proposing. Did he really think I was that easy? That I would just follow him into the bathroom for a quick hookup? 

I was. 

I followed with little protest as he dragged me up the stairs into a unisex toilet. The type that was kept sparkling clean because nobody ever used it and had enough space to be a bedroom. It had a spacious sink counter to its left and an assisted toilet to the right. 

The door locked behind us with a resounding click and he was on me in a split second. 
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