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Sam waited
until she got behind the counter to grimace. That group of guys was
back. Bikers, four of them.

It wouldn't
have even been so bad if it weren't for Joe Ellison. He barked a
laugh out there at his usual booth. It only took his lackeys a few
moments to follow suit with their own howls.

"What did they
order?"

Sam jumped. She
turned to see her manager, Dave, looking at her with a frown. Dave
was Joe's younger brother, and they had that same masculine cast to
their face.

Sam swallowed.
The sudden interruption had completely jolted the drink order from
her mind. It hadn't been their usual order. If it had been, she
could have just rattled it off and that was that.

She took a
moment to glance down at her notepad.

"Scotch," she
said.

"Scotch? Joe
and the boys never drink scotch. Get them their usual," Dave
said.

He watched her
draw four pints of the local microbrew. It had a rich, dark color
and it permeated the air with the smell of hops. Sam swallowed. If
she brought their usual out, there would be an argument. She would
be blamed. Maybe Dave would even fire her.

Actually, that
didn't even sound so bad to her. The university had finally
received her transcripts from her last college. A few more days,
and she might be handing in her notice anyway.

Flicking her
hair back over her head in the way she knew Dave hated (he didn't
want any in the food) she stopped the tap.

"Actually, they
did order scotch, Dave."

Even though Sam
was average height for a woman, she stood a good three inches
taller than Dave. She usually did as he asked, simply because she
didn't want to lose her job. But now she just didn't care
anymore.

Picking up the
tray she'd put the pints of beer on, she pushed it into Dave's
hands. He squawked, his plumage all ruffled like an annoyed
goose.

"You... You get
back here and serve those drinks! If you don't... You're fired,
that's it!"

Sam huffed. Her
whole body flushed with heat. As she tore her apron off, she
noticed how her hands shook.

Don't quit
yet, you need this job, her interior monologue mentioned,
trying to keep her rational.

Keep going.
These jerks have been in your life long enough, the devil on
her other shoulder said. It felt good, to let the anger out like
that. Ever since she'd started there, she knew that Joe created a
problem. He was the ringleader; everyone tried to please him.

That meant that
people like Dave tried their damndest to get on his good side.
Because it was apparently good to be Joe's friend.

"Fuck this
place, Dave!" Sam said, balling her apron with both hands.

Dave opened his
mouth, his eyes narrowed to slits.

Before he could
speak, Joe cut him off.

"Dave? The boys
are getting thirsty out here. Send the little lady in with those
scotches!"

Sam paused in
her attempt to hurl the balled apron. She watched as redness moved
up Dave's face like a curtain. It went up his cheeks, his forehead,
and disappeared in his hairline. For a moment, he just stood there,
the tray trembling in his hands. Foamy beer spilled down the sides
of the tall pint glasses. It looked for a second as if they might
all topple, spilling the brown liquid all over the floor.

Sam grinned at
that, willing them to fall. Let him see what's it's like picking
up after his brother.

Now that she'd
taken her apron off, she wore only a pair of shorts and a
form-fitting t-shirt. The cool air from the air conditioner brushed
past her legs, cooling her anger somewhat.

"Have fun," she
finished.

She looked at
the ball of coarse fabric in her hand. With some willpower, her
hand unclenched and dropped it. Spinning in the spot, she turned
and walked out the front.

Such a
triumphant feeling filled her that she'd forgotten who sat in wait
out there for her.

"Hey there,
honey pie. I notice a distinct lack of scotch," Joe said. He'd
turned around in his booth, draping his arm over into the next one.
It was a strong arm, and the knuckles on the hand that casually
stroked the seat cover were crisscrossed with small scars and
cuts.

He was the type
of guy Sam used to date. Which, she figured, had to be the biggest
reason she hated him so much.

"Yeah, gimme
the liquor!" One of his cronies said.

Joe stared the
man, who had a long, thin face with a scraggly beard desperately
clinging to his cheeks.

"Shut up."

The man averted
his eyes from Sam instantly, staring down like a kicked dog. Sam
pressed her lips together before they could betray her and offer
him a "Thank you."

Sam took this
opportunity to go to the door. She had her hand on the metal push
plate when she realized that her cell was still in her locker. She
hesitated, thinking of leaving it. Then she remembered all the
pictures, all the texts, all the contacts. She didn't want Dave
rooting through her life.

"Damn it..."
she muttered.

She tried to
ignore Dave as she marched back into the kitchen. Chairs squealed
out in the dining area.

Opening her
locker, she searched for her phone.

"Joe! You're
not supposed to come back here, you know that," she heard Dave
say.

"I think you're
having some woman troubles, Dave. Maybe you should leave them to
me," Joe replied.

"But—"

"Get out," Joe
said, "That goes for all of you."

The men groaned
and complained as Sam felt the blood drain from her face. She
picked up her cell with shaking hands. There was only one way out
of the employee area. She needed to make it through before Joe
could get there and block the door.

Stuffing her
cell into her back pocket, she rushed for the door. Her fingers
wrapped around the handle at the same time Joe pushed it open from
the other side.

"So," he said,
looking down at her, "Thinking of quitting, are you?"

Sam felt like a
little girl looking up at her father, about to get grounded. But
she wasn't a child, and she reminded herself of that.

"Not just
thinking, Joe. I'm done. I'm outta here."

To punctuate
her point, she tried pushing him aside so that she could make good
on her word. It was like trying to shove a brick wall off its
foundation. Her fingers met muscles so hard under that shirt that
they might as well have been brick.

"My brother's
been nothing but kind to you. I said to him that he just hired you
because you're good looking, trying to get more guys into this
place..."

He looked down
at her then, appraising her. She couldn't tell whether he liked
what he saw. For some reason, that upset her. What, I'm not good
enough for big man Joe?

"Then I saw the
problem," Joe continued. He took a step forward, forcing her to
take one back, "It's your attitude. Pretty little city girl thinks
she's too good to pour drinks and wait tables."

Sam tried to
keep herself from shaking, but couldn't. She just hoped that he
couldn't see.

He took another
step forward, forcing her nearly back to the row of lockers along
the wall. Sam pushed again, really putting her body behind it. She
succeeded in stopping his advance, but that was all.

Joe smiled at
her. Then, almost casually, he gave her a shove of his own. There
was nothing angry in it. It was merely to prove a point. And that
point was that he could send her flying back with the barest
exertion of his physical power.

Luckily, a
stack of boxes containing old menus broke her fall. Sam scrambled
back to her feet. She made a run for it, hoping to squeeze around
him.

But his big
hands just grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in front of him.
Their hips touched as she beat against his chest. She fought all
the harder because she felt a growing need in her body, one that
wanted her to stop fighting his touch.

"I think you
need a little taste of humility. You need to know who's the boss,"
Joe said.

She stared fire
up into his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. She'd never even
noticed before, having done her best to avoid eye contact. Those
green eyes gazed confidently back at her, unflinching.

Letting go with
one hand, he brought his fingers up to her face. He brushed a few
stray strands of hair back behind her ear. Those fingers moved
through her hair to the back of her head. He balled them into a
fist, sending a feeling down Sam's back that marbled her flesh with
goosebumps and made her stiffen against him.

 

Pulling her
head back, arching her neck, he leaned down and kissed her. Her
struggle renewed. She beat her fists against his chest even more.
The heat of his mouth felt intense, and it only grew hotter. It
threatened to melt her. She couldn't, she wouldn't let that happen,
not with him.

Her struggled
ground her body against his. He grunted as their kiss deepened, Joe
opening her mouth with his and letting the tip of his tongue tease
hers.

She felt it
then, against her stomach. He got hard against her. She wanted to
gasp at the size pressed against her. A shudder moved down from the
small of her back. It loosened her, made her feel moist. Her mouth
opened wider, and she found herself giving into his grip. He'd
wrapped his arm around the small of her back, making her arch
backwards and leaning over her.

Joe pulled back
from their kiss. "That's right; you are learning your place, aren't
you?"

Even she knew
that her struggle was half-hearted. She barely pushed against his
shoulders. Her hands kept threatening to wrap around his head and
pull his hot mouth back to hers.

"Let me
go..."

"Only if you
promise to be a good girl and get back to work," Joe said.

When she didn't
reply, his hand shifted lower on her back. It cupped her ass for a
moment, massaging and squeezing roughly. She groaned against him,
her fingers grabbing up handfuls of his shirt. It hurt, but it also
felt good. Far too good.

Then his
fingers pressed down lower, finding the bottom of her cheeks. He
started pushing at her thighs, which she'd squeezed together when
he'd pulled her to him.

She squirmed in
his grip as his fingers starting winning the fight against her
clenched muscles.

Her mouth
dropped open and she threw her head back. So wet, she
thought. It was true. She could feel her panties moistening as his
fingers moved inexorably toward her sopping slit. She knew that he
had to feel the heat. She certainly could. The walls of her sex
swelled and throbbed with desire.

There was
something animal, primal in the way he took her. Normally, she
always made sure to be the one on top, the one calling the shots.
He'd taken that away from her, and he hadn't even asked.

She gritted her
teeth, her fists squeezing his shirt more tightly. Her breaths came
quickly, her heart banging away in her chest like the bolt of a
machinegun in the heat of battle.

"Fuck!" Sam
screamed as he rubbed against her entrance with the tip of his
finger, pushing against her shorts and panties.

She almost
melted in his arms, then. Almost ripped off her clothes and let him
take her how he wanted. But she still felt that spark of
resistance, just waiting to engulf her body with anger again.

"Damn it, Joe,
let me go. Stop it. I quit, and there's nothing you can do about
it... Oh..."

Joe didn't say
anything. He just pulled on her hair, forcing her neck to arch. She
gasped when she felt his teeth against her windpipe. His hot breath
washed out over her flesh, sending another tingle down her back and
through her sex.

Then he
growled. The vibrations of the sound penetrated her body, moving
and reverberating all the way down to her toes. She unconsciously
rose up onto her tiptoes, pushing her throat harder against his
mouth. Her legs parted, giving him easier access to her body.

No, the
rational part of her mind begged, Fight! Get out while you still
can! Some part of her knew that the voice was right. But
another part knew that she couldn't, even if she wanted. Joe had
her, and he wasn't letting her go. Not until he felt that he'd
properly and fully delivered his message.

The image of
that delivery arose in her mind. It was long, hard and thick,
stretching her to the max as it slid back and forth in her soft,
warm wetness.

Joe grew tired
to her clothes. He pushed her against the row of lockers. He tore
her shirt off. Rather than undoing her bra, he grabbed the elastic
straps around her back and ripped them. Her breasts spilled out as
he pulled the bra down her arms and threw it away into the corner.
Her nipples had hardened, and her firm mounds rose and fell rapidly
as she tried to get enough air into her lungs.

She started
pushing down her shorts and panties, but he stopped her. Grabbing
her wrists up with one hand, he pinned them against the lockers
over her head. Putting his face close enough to hers for their
noses to touch, he looked into her eyes.

She couldn't
flinch away from that intense stare. She knew what was happening.
He was impressing his will on hers, trying to break her down. If
she looked away, he won.

Then he put his
other hand on her stomach, the fingers pointing toward the floor.
She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, hyperventilating as
he pushed those fingers lower.

They found the
elastic of her panties and pushed down under them. Sam struggled,
still looking into his eyes. She couldn't get her hands free.

The tips of his
fingers traced lines of fire as they got closer and closer to her
own heat.

They reached
the mound of her pubic bone.

She struggled
harder, her eyes narrowing to slits as they began watering. Neither
Joe nor Sam had even blinked.

Her mouth
trembled, her jaw hanging open. She shivered violently against the
lockers, making the doors rattle.

"Oh!" She
yelled as the tip of one finger found her slit and started pushing
into it.

She instantly
soaked his finger in her juices as he moved farther. Two of his
fingers parted the lips of her pussy, making it easier for the one
he'd slipped into her slit to find her stiff little love
button.

When he tickled
that, sparks flamed out in her eyes. She scrunched her eyes shut,
throwing her head back against the locker. It hurt, but she didn't
care. Then she realized that she screamed his name over and over as
he excited her little clit. Her juices leaked out onto his
hand.

Then he stopped
that, just as the ball of energy forming in her had reached
critical mass.

His fingers
glistened with her wetness as he pulled them out of her panties.
Bending, he shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She
kicked them off.

Then he stood.
He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around fast enough to
send her hair twirling through the air. Feeling another spark of
resistance, she tried to turn back around.

"Stay!" Joe
barked.

He shoved a
hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her against the cold
metal lockers. Her nipples stiffened up even more at the coolness.
More juices leaked from her as she heard him undoing his pants with
one hand.

He was going to
fuck her. She knew it. She wanted it. Her body ached for his
hardness to fill her.

Yet, she shoved
back, trying to get away. There was still a chance, she knew. She
could still quit, still get away from him.

Keeping her
chest pressed against the lockers, he wrapped an arm around her
stomach and pulled her hips back. Then he spread her legs apart.
She heard him unzip his pants. She tried to look back over her
shoulder.

Joe pulled his
cock out. It was even longer and harder than when she'd felt it
earlier. A jolt of panic moved through her chest. Is it even
going to fit? She wondered. Then she scrunched her eyes,
putting all her energy into getting away.

But it was too
late. Joe grunted again as he guided his shaft between her
trembling thighs. She jumped when she felt that taut, hard head
pushing against the opening to her slick passage.

"God!" She
moaned as she parted around him, her body yielding fully to his
desires.

Her whole body
lit up with pleasure and pain as she stretched around him. Her
juices trickled down his straining shaft as he gritted his teeth
and thrust himself into her.

She yelled his
name as he sank into her warmth. She could feel every inch of his
girth as it slid into her pussy.

She felt
completely filled. More than filled. If he had been any bigger, any
larger at all, she knew she would have burst. As it was, her sex
overwhelmed her conscious mind with how good it felt to have him in
there. She tightened around him, making him feel bigger.

Then he
withdrew from her. She pushed her ass back against him. He moved so
that the top of his shaft parted the lips of her pussy and slid
forward instead of up and into her.

He put his
mouth to her ear, brushing it with his lips. "You're not quitting,
are you?"

He brought his
cock back and put the tip against her entrance. Pushing just enough
so that he began entering her, he stopped.

She needed him
so badly, needed to feel that huge, hard shaft fucking her
senseless. He'd won. He'd broken her. She was putty in his hands,
ready to be molded to whatever shape he desired.

"No..."

Rocking his
hips, the head of his cock sank into her. "No, what?"

Her eyes
squeezed shut at the same time her pussy hungrily tightened around
the little bit of him he'd shoved into her.

"No, I'm not
quitting..." she moaned through gritted teeth.

"Good."

She screamed as
he plunged all the way into her. He pulled back and did it again,
then again. The force of his desire slammed her against the now
warm metal of the lockers over and over. She couldn't open her
eyes.

Her fingers
scrabbled against the metal doors, trying to find something to hold
onto as she felt her body slipping into the vortex of her
climax.

She screamed
for him as the walls of her sex began their cycle of clenching and
unclenching around his hard shaft. The scream morphed into a moan
when he didn't stop, didn't even slow down. He rode her through the
deep climax that sent tendrils of pure sexual pleasure through
every fibre of her body. It felt so good that she thought she might
die.

The heat,
the hardness... was all her sex-addled brain could think.

Then he buried
himself all the way in her, letting her walls massage the spurts of
cum that shot hotly into her waiting pussy. He groaned, his fingers
digging into her hips. She took every last drop, wanting more and
more as the heat of it diffused throughout her body.

Finishing, he
pulled out of her. Sam sank down onto her knees on the floor, her
forehead pressed against the locker. She could feel the little
beads of sweat moving down her back.

She also heard
him zip his pants back up.

"I'm glad that
we understand each other. Don't forget my scotch when you're done
tidying yourself up."

Sam braced
herself against the lockers as she pushed to her feet. Her knees
felt watery, and her legs shook.

She pulled her
clothes back on. Finding her balled up apron, she tied it back into
place. The bottle of scotch he wanted was at the back of the bar.
She poured five glasses, hearing his friends come back in.

She wondered
when the university would get back to her. Then she wondered if Joe
would let her go. As she brought the tray out, she also wondered if
she wanted to go anymore.
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