
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Freeuse Brook and the Bikers

        

        
        
          The ABCs of Free Town, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Jenny Snap

        

        
          Published by Jenny Snap, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FREEUSE BROOK AND THE BIKERS

    

    
      First edition. April 23, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Jenny Snap.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224796069

    

    
    
      Written by Jenny Snap.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


My hands tremble as I hold up the paper to confirm the address.

Sure, I need a job really bad and I’m a pretty decent waitress, but this is most definitely a biker bar. Besides the Uber rapidly pulling away, the only other vehicles in the parking lot are motorcycles and one tow truck.

And the motorcycles aren’t shiny crotch rockets. They are shiny chrome beasts that threaten to vibrate between your legs so hard that you’ll quickly be begging for mercy.

This is not the right place for a girl like me. These men go through rough broads and dames like tissue paper and I’m just a sweet, innocent virgin.

Not that I’d sleep with any of them, of course. The job listing says they are looking for someone to serve drinks and carry plates of nearly raw meats while they chug beer straight from pitchers.

Besides, they’d probably ignore me like all other men have done before.

Even in Free Town, none of the men have decided to claim me as their freeuse partner since I moved back home two weeks ago after graduating from college.

Despite my fears, I don’t rescue my phone from my purse and call the driver back. Instead, I pull back my shoulders, take a deep breath, and reach for the door.

“Fuck you assholes!” an earthquake shouts from inside the bar before exploding out into the parking lot.

He’s a mass of beard and tattoos and black leather. Pure terror in the shape of a man...mostly. He’s way too big and thick to really be a man. More like one of the Norse gods descended to drink beer, fuck virgins, and start wars.

“Oh no,” I whisper.

“You lost, pretty angel,” he says.

The rumble of his voice makes that innocent spot between my legs throb with need. Not desire. I mean, sure, there’s plenty of desire. But it’s mostly need.

I NEED this man inside my virgin hole.

“Oh no,” I whisper again.
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