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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. 
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My eyes closed to a half mast and I watched in a cloud of ecstasy as the black man placed one hand on her clit and rolled the engorged clit between his fingers. Her blissful screams could be heard even though I had the volume down. 

His other hand clamped down hard on her breast, covering it completely with his sheer size, he started impaling her with his impossibly large cock. Her pink pussy lips sucked his cock inside her. His fingers closed around her breast and he pinched her nipple between his thumb and forefinger as he impaled her. 

Her lips were opened wide, as if stuck on a perpetual state of ecstasy. I was so close. The pressure inside me was coiled so tightly that even the slightly pressure could drive me over the edge. 

Then, a familiar voice growled in my ear. "Kate, what're you doing?" 

Shit. 

I stopped the video and turned slightly, just enough to side-eye the muscular man next to me. 

"I umm... I'm relaxing?" I gulped.

I freed my slender finger from my wetness and turned off the damned vibrator. I looked as guilty as I felt. My pussy was soaked and my pants pooled on my ankles as I sat on the chair. The white t-shirt that I was wearing was so transparent that anyone could see the outline of my nipples, perky and sensitive to the touch as it pointed outwards, tight against the shirt. 

My boyfriend blinked his beautiful piercing blue eyes once, very slowly, like a predator preparing to pounce on its prey. 

"I see," he said with patient contempt, "that much is quite obvious." He looked like he had just finished one of his kitchen shifts. His white button-up shirt clung to his rippling muscles seductively. I drank him in with my eyes, enjoying the how the white fabric contrasted so deliciously with his dark skin. 

My head spun the first time he had asked me out. He was out of my league in every realm. I was a geeky Science student who dressed in slacks and hoodies instead of sexy bodycon dresses and a layer of makeup. My hair was a perpetual mess and the only redeeming quality I had was my obedience when it came to following instructions. 

I wasn't obedient now, however. The house was a mess and I knew that I had my punishment coming for me. 

He stared at me with blank expectation that was frankly, quite frightening. The way he towered over me made me stand up in hopes of gaining some leverage, but he was still a good head taller than I was.

I looked around and tried to come up with a proper excuse to the state of the room. There was none that I knew would satisfy him. I had failed spectacularly. 

He sat down on the chair and patted his thigh. 

Oh boy. I'm in trouble now. 

"You know what to do," he said. 
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I hid behind a tree, careful not to make a noise as the group of men jogged past me. Even from behind the shadows, I could see how well-built all the young men were. They looked to be in their early twenties and were all shirtless in the cold. Mist came from their lips as they jogged behind their comrades.

Hard muscles rippled as they moved uphill, each carrying large backpacks of weights that made their journey even harder than necessary. There were about seven of them, all moving in a straight line and urging each other on. 

"Slow down, Buck!" the second man shouted, trying to catch up with the leader's fast pace. He wasn't the most muscular of the bunch, but he was certainly the fittest. There was not an ounce of fat on his body and the ease that he exhibited moving in the thick snow made my insides clench. His hair was so blond it could almost blend into the snowy background. They were all wearing identical black boxers with their university mascot printed on their bums.

"You should hurry up, Joseph," he laughed and the sound echoed beautifully into the woods. 

Joseph had a mass of black hair that complemented his fair complexion. His grin was almost animalistic. I felt like I had seen him before, but couldn't quite place where. 

Their good-hearted banter continued on as they jogged and I learned that the two black students' names were Mack and Greg. The last of the group was a fair-skinned redhead who responded to the nickname 'Puny'. 

My fingers lingered on my breasts and I felt my nipples responding to the harmless touch. My pussy pulsed with a sense of urgency that made me shiver in the cold. Unable to help myself, I watched the muscular young men jog past me with my fingers drifting downwards until I was cupping my sex. 

With my other hand, I squeezed the soft flesh of my full breasts, feeling the rope press against them. My fingers felt the wetness that had moistened the rope between my slit and I was unable to suppress the moan of pleasure from my lips. 

I pinched my nipples between my fingers and pulled my breast forward by the nipple with my forefinger and thumb. The pleasure that rippled through me drove my mind to a blank state of pure ecstasy and I wished the men would hurry away so I could scream and moan as loudly as I wanted.

Puny, the last of the group, gradually disappeared from view and I let go of a breath that I didn't realize I had been holding. A wave of pleasure spiked through me, gushing through my veins as my fingers slipped past the tight rope into the wetness beyond. Moans of ecstasy drifted from my cold lips. 

Suddenly, there was a hand on my shoulder, warm and calloused. When I turned around, I was met with a chilly gaze that quickly clouded over in lust. 

"What're you doing here?"

His voice vibrated through me and I jumped away from him hastily, fully aware of how utterly naked I was. 

"This is private property," he continued.

"I- I-" words couldn't make it's way past my trembling lips and I backed away from him a little more, as if the distance could make him forget everything he had seen.

Piercing green eyes stared at me, drinking in the sight of my naked body. When he caught the sight of my sex, oozing with moisture, the corner of his lips curved upwards. "Perhaps the boys would have some fun with you..." 
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(Exhibitionism, Public Humiliation, BDSM)

Megan has heard all about what happens to innocent women who goes to the Biker Bar. They're bound, spanked, and filled. She's a good girl and should stay far, far away. Instead, she shows up at the door and start undressing, tempting the sexy men in leather suits to take her where she stands.

Once the dominant, arrogant alpha men laid eyes on her, they knew they had to have her. She is in way over her head...

This unapologetic short story features alpha males eager to impregnate innocent, embarrassed young women in broad daylight.

[image: C:\Users\User\Documents\Miscellanous Writing\Kindle\Covers\PUBLISHED COVERS\Taken In Public Biker Bar.jpg]
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Catalyst In The Public Bathroom
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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. 

All the air went out of my lungs when his hands wrapped around my small waist. He lifted me onto the counter and I gasped. His lips were on mine in an instant. They were much rougher than I would have ever imagined. I had never been kissed like this before, all lust and no words. There was no question in his advances and no hesitation. He just took what he wanted and what he wanted right now was me. 

I sucked his bottom lip into my mouth and tasted the alcohol clinging to his soft flesh. His tongue forced its way past my lips and tasted every inch of me as his hands started touching me everywhere. Hard hands groped my body as if I was already completely naked. I could feel the hard pinch of his fingers on my flesh and the desperation in his touch.

I squirmed on the counter, fighting for control as he took all of my free will from my body with his sensual attack. He put a hand on my back to push me flush against him, breasts pressed tight against his muscled chest while his other hand grabbed my inner thigh, moving upwards ever so slowly. 

My nipples were hardened instantly. As they rubbed against his chiseled chest, I felt electric-like sizzles of ecstasy pulse through me. Jolts of pleasure coursed through my veins and all my erogenous zones were reverberating with the need to be gratified. It felt so good to have a man take control for once!

I rubbed my body against his, feeling something deep inside me react to this touch. I could feel that his manhood was hard between his legs. It against my body and I knew that if he wanted to have me then and there, I would let him. 

He smelled like freshly mowed grass and masculine sweat. His hands were large and hard as he continued to move his expert fingers over my body, igniting a fire within me that had been waiting for a chance to burn high for a long, long time. 

His fingers grazed over my throbbing pussy through my panties and I arched against him, feeling the fire within my core flare up in response. Liquid pleasure washed through me like a wave and I gyrated my hips to him, wishing that he could touch me skin to skin. Darned underwear. I should have done without it.

With his free hand, he massaged my buttocks and pushed me close to him, all the while fingering my engorged, throbbing clit through my thin panties. 

"Oh, God," I whimpered when we finally surfaced for breath. The kiss was passionate and breath-taking, enough to fuel masturbation fantasies for weeks. But I knew I wanted more. I wanted to feel more of his naked body brush against mine.

When his hands left my body, I couldn't help emit a whimper of protest. My body longed for his touch immediately.  

He looked at my flushed cheeks, eyes burning with lust and desire, then backed away so he could drink in the sight of me.

His expert fingers started undoing the buttons on my shirt instantly and I froze in daze, allowing him to do whatever he wanted. My own hands were on either sides of my body, propping me up on the counter and my mind was a whirlpool of desire and fear. I knew I wanted him in that moment more than anything in the world, but I was deeply afraid that he would find out I was severely lacking in experience. Most people my age have had more experience than me. 

My experience, or lack thereof, seemed to be the last thing on his mind right that moment. His eyes were glazed over with lust and he was wholly consumed in his task to be rid of my clothing. I moved with his gentle prodding, helping him take off my button shirt so he could have an unhindered view of my full breasts, almost spilling out from their confines. 

I gulped as his eyes memorized every curve and dip of my body and when his fingers reached over behind my back to unclasp my bra strap, I stopped him without thinking. 

"I... I don't..."

He seemed to snap out of the daze he had been in and stared at me with an intensity that burned. "I won't hurt you," he promised, insistent hands still holding onto my bra clasp. I knew he only needed a second to take it off, but he was willing to slow down to make sure I wasn't uncomfortable with what we were doing. 

I forced a smile onto my face, but it felt awkward and fake. I swallowed the lump in my throat and gripped the corners of the ceramic counter with both hands, feeling the solid grittiness of the top like an anchor holding me down. 

He unhooked my bra strap and tossed the last remaining piece of clothing on my upper body to a corner with ease. 

My mind was a whirlpool of emotions. Was I really going to let him fuck me in the public restroom? That would be insane, not to mention dangerous. He could have a cocktail of STIs. That's impossible. He had to go through medical checkups before each game just because of how hardcore the interactions between players could be.

If I did let him take me here, what would happen? Would I finally shed the "Miss Perfect" label that had followed me through my high school? Or would the opposite be true? I knew how easy it was to be ostracized from a group. Did I want to be labeled as a slut so early in my year here? 

"You're obviously not ready for this," the object of my fantasies said as if reading the turmoil going through in my mind, surprising me from my dazed thoughts. The disappointment was so thick in his voice that I could feel it rolling through me. 

His hands had stopped and even though my bra had fell onto the floor, revealing my round breasts and perky nipples, it was as if all the desire had escaped his mind. I knew I had done something wrong by doing nothing at all.
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