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I knew there was going to be trouble, and in
truth I was excited.

As soon as I heard the deep, throaty roar of
around 30 Harleys pulling up outside my seedy bar, I could tell
this would be no ordinary day. They arrived out of a blue,
shimmering horizon and screeched to a halt in the parking lot,
kicking up dust and putting gas fumes into the air.

From my position behind the bar, pulling a
tall, cool one for the only customer here on this boring Tuesday
lunchtime shift, I could make out the bandanas and muscles of the
bikers assembling outside. The chrome of their mighty hogs glinted
in the sun, and their coarse jokes and swearing filled the air.

I waited for the saloon doors of the bar and
diner to swing open. The owner, Gerry, a wiry, gray haired old man
in a thin T shirt and Levis, ran into the kitchen to get burgers on
the grill. He had seen men like this many times. New Mexico was a
popular area for biker gangs, who knew they could roam the state in
relative shelter from law enforcement. Gerry knew, as I did, that
these guys would want meat, and plenty of it. Looking at them
through the windows, I wanted their meat too. Real men on real
machines – the thought of them taking me roughly, with almost no
consent on my part, passing me around like a bong and using me,
filling every hole, turned me on!

Life hadn’t always been this way.

My family used to be rich. We had everything
that we could ever want. My dad worked for a bank and made tons of
money, selling stock and buying companies that were crippled with
debt. He would restructure them, break them up and sell them off,
making the company millions.

And if the company made millions, then so did
he. Until one day he was investigated for securities fraud and was
jailed a few months ago, throwing us all into a spin.

Everything came crashing down around our
heads. First the house was taken away, then the cars, then the
money in our accounts. My mom and I had to move from our 5 bedroom,
5 bathroom estate to a tiny, cheap and smelly rental apartment on
the other side of the town. We couldn't even technically afford it,
but mom met a guy called Danny in a bar while she was drowning her
sorrows. Once a month she fucks him, and he forgets about charging
us rent. I hear his sweaty moans and the bed posts rattling, and I
know that the rent is due. Mom used to wear pearl necklaces and go
to charity galas. Now she wears his pearl necklace and accepts his
charity.

And that was why a little rich white bitch
like me was working in a sleazy, roadside bar in the 100 degree
heat on a Tuesday lunchtime. Just a few short months ago I would
have been sitting by a pool, having someone like me bring me
drinks. I would look down on my waiter or barman and think ‘what a
job, so glad I am not you’

Well maybe today would be different. Maybe
today I would finally get some excitement.

The clatter bang of the double doors opening
shook me from my daydream.

‘Beers’ said the biker who entered, closely
followed by the rest of his gang. I would say there were around
thirty of them in total. Leather chaps, waistcoats, bandanas,
chains. These guys were rocking every cliché in the book. I half
expected one of them to put ‘born to be wild’ on the jukebox. If it
wasn’t all busted up from the last gang who came in here, that
is.

‘You forgot to say please’ I replied,
mockingly. I wanted them to know I wasn’t a push over. That might
come in handy later on. I winked slowly at the 165 pound piece of
meatloaf standing in front of me.

‘Beers, please, ma’am’ he whispered, his face
close to mine. I could smell his breath, and another far more
seductive aroma – engine oil and sweat. This guy smelled good!

‘No’ I teased. ‘not until you tell me your
name’

At this Gerry turned white. He ducked behind
the serving hatch in the kitchen, half expecting the bar stools to
start flying.

I knew what I was doing. I know men, in
leathers or in business suits. I had lots of experience. Being a
slut was the one thing I was great at. At times that had made me
good money, and gotten me out of more than one sticky situation.
Mind you, it had put me in some sticky situations too.

‘Well honey’, answered the biker, clearly
enjoying himself too, ‘its Mak. Now pretty please with sugar on
top, get us some fucking beers before we all die of thirst’

‘Coming right up, handsome’, I chirped, in my
best ‘the waitress will fuck you now’ voice

Beers times 30, burgers times 30, then more
beers. The day started to pan out into a routine. The bikers had
taken over the bar, but I didn’t feel afraid. Maybe I should have
done, especially when I saw the kind of tab they were running up.
Gerry was totaling it up now, his nervous eyes darting towards the
gang, who were now gathered around the pool table, engaged in more
dirty banter and shooting the 8 ball.

Gerry gave me the tab to take over to the
men. ‘no more beers until this is paid’ he ordered. What a man!
Getting your 18 year old, fresh faced waitress to deliver that kind
of message. I almost shouted ‘do it yourself’ back at him. After
all these laughably low wages didn’t warrant the kind of situation
I could get into. I didn’t though. I wanted to get myself into a
situation..

I walked up to Mak, in my best sultry
supermodel way, and tapped him on the shoulder.

‘Here’s your tab big boy’ I said. ‘you gonna
pay it, or do I have to get nasty?’

‘Well hey there sweet cheeks. No and
yeah’

The gang laughed, their eyes boring into
me

‘Tell you what’, continued Mak. If you play
nice with us now, we are going to let you and the skeleton back
there live. And if you are real nice, maybe we won’t destroy the
bar either’

The bang of the kitchen screen door told me
that Gerry had had enough. His Hyundai started up 2 seconds later.
He was on the way to the nearest cop station, we all knew that. I
also knew he kept 2 shotguns in the diner, one behind the bar and
one in the kitchen. He could have stopped this, but that would have
taken a real man. Easier for him just to run out and leave his bar
staff to deal with it. Thanks for nothing Gerry.

I maneuvered around Mak so that my pert ass
cheeks were on the edge of the pool table. Leaning back and opening
my legs slightly I breathed ‘I can be nice Mak. See anything you
like?’

The cheering started again.

Mak pushed up close to me and gently parted
my legs. He pushed my back onto the pool table and started to undo
my blouse. He was so tender, not at all what I was expecting. His
strong, rough hands were all over my tits and stomach. He could
appreciate a thin tight body. It used to be gym fit, now I was slim
because I didn’t get to eat much.

My body shivered as he worked his fingers
down to my Daisy Duke’s. He undid one button. I wanted him to open
me up, slide his finger deep inside me and let me squirm. I wanted
it right in front of all his men.

My hands grasped his huge muscular shoulders.
I could feel his triceps tense. That smell of oil, gas, dust and
sweat filled my nostrils. I could see his cock start to strain
against his oily Levis. My clit was tingling and my nipples, half
in and half out of my too tight blouse (which Gerry had made me
wear), were stiff and proud.

‘Not here babe’ said Mak. ‘I ain’t putting on
no show for these idiots’

‘Boo’ came the cries ‘you fucking pussy
Mak!’

‘Then take me with you’ I implored. I already
felt safer and more alive with Mak than I ever would working for
Gerry

‘You got it honey’ said Mak. ‘first let’s
take care of some business. Where does that sleaze bag keep the
safe?’

We drove away from the bar in our own time.
We were afraid of no one.

I sat close to Mak on the back of his mighty
Hog, squeezing myself against his back. I could feel the money in
his back pocket and it felt good. After all, I had made that for
Gerry. The way I saw it, the men who came in for a beer or a burger
were coming to see the titty show I had been forced to put on. He
might as well have called the place ‘Hooters’.

Now I was riding down the dusty highway with
another 30 motorbikes around me. We made one hell of a noise, you
couldn’t miss us coming! The wind rushed through my hair. Truck
drivers honked at us, and sons and fathers in work-a-day station
wagons looked over at us and smiled, jealous of the freedom we
had.

I pulled Mak closer, feeling his strong
stomach and the curve of his broad shoulders. I wanted to make this
day special for him, and me.

As we rode on I kissed the back of his neck.
I knew he liked that, all men did.

I reached around him to feel his crotch. His
leather chaps, pure Hollywood western, parted at the crotch. There
were just 4 buttons between me and his meat. I wanted to feel his
erection, to see what I would be getting later on, if I was a
very good girl!

As my hand teased him through his jeans they
started to tighten. I felt him grow in my hand, easily able to make
out the tell-tale shape of his penis. This felt like a big one.

Mak knew what I wanted to do, so he
accelerated slightly, leaving about 10 yards between us and the
rest of the
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