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“So you’re ready for your first shift,” Peter
said.

It wasn’t a question.

Charisma squinted against the light of
setting sun to look again at the sign for the bar. Then she looked
down once more at what she had on: a short-sleeved blouse with the
top few buttons undone to a dangerous degree and a leather skirt
that barely covered the bottom of her panties.

“I think so,” she said.

The lot was fairly empty at the moment. Just
a couple of chromed Harleys and her own old Accord. The place
wouldn’t be busy until later.

Peter put one meaty hand on her shoulder and
gave it a light squeeze, “Pretty thing like you’s going to make a
killing on tips alone. Trust me on this.”

“I do,” she said. She pretended not to notice
how warm his hand felt. Or how it seemed to linger just a few
moments too long on her.

“Thanks again, Peter,” she said, “I don’t
know what I would’ve done without this.”

“It’s no problem, really. You an Amy have
been friends so long you’re practically sisters,” he replied,
smiling.

It made him look even more handsome. Ever
since she’d met him, when she was much younger, she’d had a crush
on Peter. In fact, she thought she might’ve become such close
friends with Amy, Peter’s daughter, to get closer to him.

He was a biker, and had been involved with
the clubs in this area for longer than she’d been alive.

With his shirtsleeves rolled up, you could
see the twisting and winding black tattoos that wrapped his
forearms. And he constantly seemed to have just the perfect amount
of stubble.

And the silver that flecked that stubble now
enhanced his looks rather than making him look old.

Of course, he had a reputation as quite the
enforcer. He stood head and shoulders taller than Charisma. Head
and shoulders taller than most people, too.

There were scars on his knuckles and on his
arms.

He was dangerous yet somehow comforting and
fatherly. A big bear that would stop at nothing to defend anyone he
cared about.

And he’d gotten Charisma this gig tending bar
at this biker dive to help her pay for college tuition, since she
wanted to graduate debt free.

It had nothing to do with the fact that Peter
liked to hang out here with other members from his club pretty much
every night. No, none at all.

For just a second she thought she saw his
eyes linger on the open throat of her blouse. She didn’t have a
hell of a lot of cleavage, but she’d put on a push-up bra to
emphasize what was there.

Her stomach fluttered. A liquid heat squirmed
low in her stomach.

“No, really. Thanks a lot,” she said, “I wish
there was some way I could pay you back. Anything at all.”

Heat blossomed in her cheeks and she looked
away from him.

The silence between them told her that maybe
her little hint had gotten through.

“You’re like a daughter to me, Charisma,”
Peter said.

“But I’m not your actual daughter,” she said.
Her heart pounded pure lava through her veins and she could hear
the hammering of her pulse past her ears. That feeling of liquid
heat within her intensified.

“Charisma…” Peter said.

Motorcycle engines rumbled in the distance,
coinciding with the street lights flickering to life.

“…We better get inside. I’ll have to show you
how the taps work and everything,” he finished.

The bar seemed quiet at first. It smelled of
beer and cigarettes. And it was dark, despite all the neon signs
for Bud and Coors.

Which was about all the bikers wanted. Beer.
Lots and lots of beer. The more bikers that piled in to occupy the
booths and tables and to shoot pool and throw darts, the more beer
went out.

And through it all, she saw Peter regularly.
She always served him first, and he always lifted his pint glass up
to salute her.

The other bikers there all knew Peter well.
They joked with him, slammed him on the back, but she could tell
there was something else there.

Respect. Fear, even. When he came over to a
table everyone quieted for a moment as though waiting permission to
continue having fun.

Several times, she caught him watching her
from wherever he sat.

“Hey, babe, what are you up to when you get
outta this shithole?”

The drunk biker leaned hard against the bar.
He was tall and broad-shouldered, with what looked like a skull
tattoo starting on his chest.

His breath reeked of beer. His eyes wanted
down her face to her exposed cleavage.

“More beer?” she said, instantly
repulsed.

“Because I’d like to take you for a ride
after you’re done tonight,” he said.

“I’ll get you that beer,” she replied. She
turned to head for the taps.

Then he grabbed her by the wrist. He pulled
her hard against the bar. Her eyes went wide. Her body went
rigid.

“Let me go,” she said. No one else around
them seemed to care.

“I don’t want to,” he replied, “Now, about
that ride…”

“Please…” she started.

Then Peter came up behind him. He grabbed the
other man by the shoulder.

“What the hell?” the biker said, turning.

He caught Peter’s balled fist on the left
side of his jaw. Even over the sleazy biker rock, everyone heard
the crack.

The guy’s lights went out and he crumpled to
the floor. The music was the only sound at first, everyone just
looking at what had happened.

Then someone laughed. It all started up
again.

“Get this asshole out of here,” Peter said to
a couple guys standing at the bar. They moved right away.

Then he leaned over the bar and covered
Charisma’s hand with his. She was shaking all over.

“You all right?” he said.

“I am now. Thanks,” she said.

He started to pull away, but she grabbed his
one hand with both hers and held him there a moment longer. He
looked down at the grip she had on him, then up into her eyes.

They held that look a few long heartbeats
before he pulled away.

As last call drew close, more and more of the
bikers left the bar and roared away on their rides.

Soon enough, it was only Peter and Charisma
left. He stacked a few chairs while she wiped down the bar.

After that little scene with the would-be
suitor, her tips had increased immensely. She couldn’t believe the
huge pile of singles in the tip jar.

“You don’t have to stay. I can close up,” she
said. She had a key to the place as well.

He looked at her as he turned another chair
over and set it down on top of a table. Then he came over behind
the bar.

He was so close, she could barely contain
herself. She couldn’t stop thinking about how quickly he’d
intervened for her. How he’d saved her.

Or the way that touch and that look had
lingered. He had to feel the same way she did, she figured.

And after that night, she felt heady and
reckless. And so fucking horny. Her panties already felt moist
between her legs.

“Peter…” she said, putting a hand on his
shoulder. He looked at her and she knew it was true.

“I’ve been waiting all night to be alone with
you,” he said.

He frowned as Charisma grabbed him by the
jacket. She hauled him close, angling her face up to his. He
grabbed the back of her head.

Their kiss made Charisma’s toes curl.

He opened his mouth. She did, too. Their
tongues pressed together, wrapping around each other.

A few breathless moments later, Charisma
pulled away.

“I need you, here and now,” she told him.

The wolfish grin returned to his lips. “I’m
going to give it to you rough.” Bikers didn’t mince their words or
desires.

“Good.”

He shoved her. The air rushed from her lungs
as the small of her back collided with the edge of the shelf
holding the liquor bottles. Her body seemed to fold under her at
the pain.

Bottles fell onto the floor, shattering, as
she sank to her knees.

She stood, reaching for him. Peter grabbed
one of her wrists and squeezed. Charisma gritted her teeth at the
pain.

Peter squeezed down harder, pressing his lips
into a thin line. Her knees started collapsing under her again.

Still holding her by the wrist, Peter grabbed
her by the neck and spun her around. He pushed her onto her back on
the bar. She grabbed at the fingers around her throat, trying to
pry them away. He just squeezed harder.

She felt her pussy getting wetter the tighter
his fingers grasped her throat. It was like nothing she’d ever felt
before.

“That’s some spirit,” he said.

Grabbing the neck of her shirt, Peter pulled.
He tore the fabric as though it was paper. She trembled in his grip
as he looked at her bare breasts. Both her nipples were
puckered.

“Please...” she said.

Charisma wanted him to do more than just look
at her breasts.

She shuddered as she felt the juices run out
from her pussy, making a damp spot on her panties.

Using one of his knees, Peter pried her legs
apart. Charisma found herself putting up a token resistance.

For the first time, she noticed the bulge in
his pants. Peter’s hard cock pressed against his jeans even as his
fingers tightened around her throat. Moments later, black spots
swam across her vision.

The spots turned to sparks as he urged his
hips between her legs. She felt his hardness against her sex.

Peter leaned in, putting his face close to
hers. “I can feel your heat, girl. Is your little pussy all wet?
Does it need a hard fucking?”

Underscoring his point, Peter grinded his
hard shaft against her pussy. Charisma squirmed in his grip as her
body seemed to light up with sensation. The animal part of her mind
urged her to grind her pussy against his bulge.

She’d never felt so powerless in all her
life. He could do anything he wanted to her at that moment, and she
wouldn’t be able to stop him. All this realization seemed to do was
to make the walls of her sex tremble in her desire to have him
inside of her.

A loss of control was what she wanted and
needed. To sink into the pleasures of the flesh and sensation was
her only desire at that moment.

Charisma felt a jolt in her chest as she
realized she’d never felt the need to be fucked so much, either.
Her body responded to his dominance, inviting him to take what he
wanted. She wanted him inside her, needed him to take her, to
unleash his desire and lust for her nubile body.

Her fingers tightened around his wrist as she
felt his shaft throb against her pussy.

Still smiling, Peter grabbed one of her
breasts. He squeezed the firm flesh, letting her stiff nipple poke
out between two of his fingers. She whined at the pain as he
squeezed harder. He shoved his bulge hard against her sex.

“You like it, don’t you?” Peter said.

“God!” Charisma replied as he tweaked her
nipples, sending a sharp pain through her chest. Her hips bucked
against his as she writhed in his grip.

Peter grunted. His bulging shaft, pressing
against his pants, had pushed the lips of her sex apart. She’d
gotten so wet that she’d gotten the crotch of his pants damp.

“I bet you’re nice and tight...”

He pushed her down onto the bar harder than
before, trying to make her lie as flat as possible.

The pain in her breast went away as he
stopped squeezing and pinching it. The relief lasted only a moment,
though. Peter sucked her nipple into his mouth and bit down on it.
She could feel his tongue rubbing against the puckered flesh.

Then she felt his bulging cock move away from
her. She had a skirt on, so all Peter had to do was hike it up her
thighs, leaving her fully exposed to whatever he wanted to do to
her.

All she could do was stare at the ceiling of
the bar as he squeezed the inside of one thigh. His fingers moved
up her flesh.

“Please... daddy…” Charisma said again as he
shoved her panties to one side. The bunched up fabric felt wet
against her skin. She knew she’d soaked her panties in her juices
as he’d pushed his cock against her.

She let out a yelp as he pinched her nipple
between his teeth. His fingers found her pussy, spreading her lips
apart and sliding up and down from the wetness of her slit.

If she looked up, leaned over onto her back
on the bar top, she could see the door.

“Oh fuck, you’re so wet,” Peter said.

She felt his fingertips massaging in circles
around her sopping hole. Her body trembled under his. She watched
as he suckled at her breast and teased her pussy.

His fingers still gripped tightly around her
neck. She pulled at his wrist, but that only seemed to make him
squeeze harder. The strength left her arms as her sight dimmed and
she became light headed.

Her grip on his wrist slackened as she began
losing consciousness. Feeling this relaxation, Peter also loosened
his grip. Charisma gulped in a deep breath.

Then Peter shoved two fingers all the way
into her pussy. She screamed. Her body convulsed in his grip as he
stroked at the front wall of her sex. She clenched up around him,
and he stroked at her faster and harder.

Charisma realized he was going to make her
come from his fingering. There was nothing she could do to stop the
orgasm, to stop him from feeling and knowing that he had total
control over her body.

“You little slut,” Peter said, obviously
feeling how he made her wet, how her made her pussy want his
touch.

All she could think about was how good it
felt to feel his strong fingers inside her, touching and rubbing
her most sensitive parts. She found herself wishing it was his cock
doing it instead of his fingers. She wanted to feel him throb and
pulse inside her, wanted to feel his shaft as she gave fully into
the animal lust of her body.

“Don’t try to fight it,” Peter said.

He’d gritted his teeth, but was also smiling.
She saw that smile widen as he looked upon and understood the
expression on her face.

“You’re going to come,” he said. Ordered.

His jaw muscles clenched harder as he shoved
his fingers deeper into her. She knew he was right. There was
nothing she could do to stop what was happening. She didn’t want
to.

Her pussy had gotten so wet that his fingers
squelched as they moved inside her. She tightened even more around
them suddenly, her eyes opening wide.

“That’s it,” he said.

She gripped him so tightly that he could no
longer rub her. Again, her vision seemed to darken. This time, it
was the force of her climax and not his fingers around her neck.
Her breaths shuddered quickly in and out of her as her toes curled.
She felt him suck her stiff nipple back into his mouth even as her
whole body seemed to pebble with goosebumps.

Charisma sucked her lip into her mouth and
bit down on it. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as she
clenched and unclenched around him from the orgasm he’d forced out
of her body.

She bucked her hips against his hand, trying
to press him deeper inside of her.

Then he pulled his dripping fingers out
through the lips of her sex. Her body quivered uncontrollably,
still going through the throes of her orgasm, as he turned her
over.

Her bare breasts pressed against the polished
bar. It felt cold against her flesh. Peter grabbed her by the back
of the neck and held her down. She heard him struggling to undo his
pants one-handed.

He barked a laugh and she knew he must have
gotten his hard cock out.

“My turn,” he said.

She still felt incredibly tight from her
climax. The head of Peter’s cock bumped against her sex.

A deep growl sounded from his throat as he
pushed, his cock like a battering ram.

She’d never experienced an orgasm so intense,
so raw before. And that had just been from his fingers, she
realized.

She couldn’t see behind her, but she thought
he had a big cock from how big the head felt.

More and more of her wanted him to fuck her,
to pound her tight little pussy until she came on him again.

She let out a whimper as the desire to feel
him enter her, to fill her up, overpowered the rest of her
mind.

“That’s better,” he said as she relaxed her
body.

Slowly at first, she felt herself stretch
around him. Charisma grabbed the edge of the bar and squeezed the
cool, hard surface as he pushed into her.

“Daddy…” she moaned, smiling a little when
his cock pulsed inside her when she said it.

His bare cock felt hot and stiff inside her.
It throbbed and pulsed as it rubbed against her slick walls, making
her gasp and hiss. Even making herself relax, she knew she was
still very tight around him.

Grunting against that tightness, Peter thrust
deeper inside. It hurt as he bulled his way in, making her body
yield to his desire.

As her pussy took every last inch of him,
Charisma knew it was her desire, too. She’d never felt so filled
before, so stretched. There was pain, sharp pain, but it felt good.
It felt far better than she thought possible. She could feel his
shaft pulse with every beat of his heart.

Thinking about having him inside her made her
tighten around him. Peter sucked in a breath.

He pulled his cock back, running the bulges
against her soft, wet walls. Charisma squeezed the bar,
whimpering.

He thrust back into her hard enough to jam
her hips painfully against the bar. He didn’t stop. The thrusting
got harder and faster as he pounded into her helpless pussy. She
could barely take a breath from the sensations and feelings welling
up inside her.

“Yeah, you know how to take a hard cock,
don’t you?” Peter said.

His voice was strained, and she knew the
warmth and wetness of her sex had him close to coming.

“Oh, fuck,” Peter said as she squeezed his
shaft.

One part of Charisma didn’t want him to come.
That part wanted him to keep fucking her for as long as he could
stay hard. The other half of her wanted to make him fill her up.
Not because she wanted it to end, but because she wanted him to
feel as good as he’d made her feel.

“Peter...” Charisma moaned, using his name
for the first time as she came on him.

Her head arched back against his hand even as
all the muscles in her body stiffened. It was an electric orgasm,
one that made her fingers and toes go numb. Bright sparks and spots
flashed across his eyes, and the room seemed to spin around
them.

She gritted her teeth as he came in her. He
pushed hard against the back of her neck, forcing her face back
against the cold surface of the bar. Each time the hot cum spurted
from his cock, he flexed inside her.

She could feel him filling her up with his
seed. It was a hot ball inside her. It felt good, like her body
needed it. Charisma pushed her ass against his hips, trying to
force more of his shaft into her clenching pussy, trying to take
his seed deep inside her, where she felt it belonged.

Peter pulled out of her. Some of his cum
leaked down her thighs in hot trickles. She stayed bent over the
bar, her whole body trembling. She didn’t think her legs would
support her weight.

Looking over her shoulder, she saw how
flushed Peter’s face had become from his exertions. He saw her and
smiled as he put his cock back into his pants and did them back
up.

“I knew you’d like it.” he said.

“I’ve known for a long time that I’d like
it,” she said.

“And you better not tell Amy about any of
this.”

“Never,” she said.

“Good,” he replied, “Now finish cleaning this
place up so that we can get out of here.”
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