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I TRY TO HIDE MY SMILE by lowering my head as I clean the bar. A guy is trying to make the usual moves on me. 

It’s cute. 

He is cute. 

From the muscles in his arms and abs, I can tell that he spends a considerable amount of his time at the gym and his beautiful green eyes pierce through me as he makes jokes and tries to get in my pants. 

Normally I would be all over him. 

But now, I have other things on my mind. 

My landlord is trying to kick me off the house I’ve been living in for the last two years, and on top of that my baby brother needs to pay for his insurance so that he can continue to get the medicine he needs for his autoimmune disorder. My parents can’t help either of us, as they are very poor and it all comes down to me to find the money to pay for all this. 

Yesterday, I asked my boss to give me an advance, or basically a loan. But he refused, saying I wasn’t as important to the bar as I thought. 

He is a rude piece of shit, but I get that he doesn’t have to give me any money.

So as the cute guy is making his moves, joking with his four friends about how good looking I am, I am trying to make a decision about taking the money from the cash register. 

It would be quite easy to take it and pretend I know nothing about it, but I never did anything like this before, and I would be very embarrassed if I was caught. 

But why would I get caught? 

I am the only one working at the bar right now, and I know for a fact that the cameras that can catch me in action, aren’t working since last month. 

My boss, Theodore would be suspicious of me, if stealing occurred right after I asked him for money, but he sure can’t prove it. 

He might fire me. 

But with my nice looking ass and face, and skills as a bartender, I can easily find something else. 

You see, I need the money now. And the bank doesn’t let me borrow any more. 

I try to concentrate on the plan that is slowly unfolding in my head, but the green eyes staring at me makes it really difficult to concentrate. 

“And you say you’ve been working here for six months?” He says. 

His voice is hoarse and sexy, and my pussy reacts by producing more fluids. I guess it doesn’t care about rent or bills. 

“Yes," I respond. 

“And what is your name?” He asks. 

“Christina. Yours?” 

“Brad.” 

“Nice to meet you, Brad.” I smile at him. 

My eyes wander off to the cash register as I again ponder how I will manage to take the money from it. Theodore will be back in a few hours, and if I want to take it, I will have to wait for Brad’s intense gaze to leave me alone. 

“I can’t believe I never saw you before. One would think your radiant beauty would bring me to this bar.” Brad continues. “I pass through this street almost every day on my way to work.” 

“What do you do?” I ask automatically. 

“I have an IT company.” 

“You don’t look like the type," I respond with a flirty smile. 

I know. My pussy is slowly taking over. 

He laughs. 

He has a nice laugh. 

His friends laugh as well, and my eyes wander off to the black guy who is taller than any of them in the group. 

He meets my eyes and licks his lips as if to show me Brad doesn’t have dibs on me. I smile back at him. 

“People say that. Especially, Andre and Lucas think it is stupid of me to work in a company, even if it’s mine.” 

I look at him with a confused expression. 

“We used to play football together, and I decided not to pursue it, even though I was the quarterback in college.” He explains. 

It is clear he is trying to impress me. 

As I said, he is cute. 

“Who is Andre and Lucas?” I ask without really focusing on what they’re talking about. 

“That’s Andre.” He points to the African American guy. 

The huge one. 

“And I am Lucas.” One of the other guys say. 

Lucas has brown skin and gentle brown eyes, and he is a lot shorter than the other ones. I can tell that he is of Hispanic origin, and my heart pounds faster as I meet his eyes. He is very good looking. 

He smiles at me, I smile back. 

“I guess I should meet all of you guys if you’re going to keep talking to me," I say. 

I know I sound distant, but the lingering thought in my head tells me that I should keep my distance from these guys. 

I need to be alone to take the money. 

There is no one else in the bar currently since it is early in the morning. I have no idea why Brad and his friends aren’t at work, but I don’t want to ask in case they start a lengthy explanation. 

“I am Gus.” The short guy with black hair raises his hands and smiles. He has dimples and a ripped body just like the rest of them. 

Didn’t they say they met while playing sports in college? 

I guess that’s why all of them are so ripped. 

“And I am Todd.” 

Todd has blonde hair and blue eyes, and he looks like the poster boy for college football with his sharp features and stellar smile. 

“Nice to meet you," I say. “How about you boys sit on one of the tables? They are much more comfortable.”  

From the emerging sulks on their faces, I can tell they wanted to chat with me a bit more, but I need to focus right now. 

Like good boys, they get up from the stools and sit on one of the booths. Together they seem like they are in a boy band. 

I continue to clean the tables and glasses until their attention is on their own conversation and I am left alone by their intense gazes. 

This is my chance. 

I guess I already made my decision because now, there is no question in my head that I will take the money. I slowly walk towards the cash register and open it using the key. A quiet ding comes out of it, but none of the guys look my way. 

If I can act naturally enough, no one would question a bartender opening the register. It is my job. 

I open the register and take 1000 dollars off it. 

My heart is pounding really fast as I put it on my back pocket, close the register and raise my head. 

When I meet his green eyes and wicked smile, my heart sinks. 

Brad is standing in front of me, right next to the bar, and I can tell how much he is enjoying this. 

“Did you want something?” I say, trying to feign innocence. 

“Not really. At least, I think I will get exactly what I want.” Brad says with a wicked smile. 

His gentle voice is no more, and his expression darkens as he gestures his friends to come and join us. 
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I LOOK AROUND IN THE dim back room of the bar, and five strangers look back at me with wide smiles on their faces. 

My legs are spread open on the dingy pool table, and I try to push back the thoughts about when the table was last cleaned, as my wrists and ankles ache from the ropes they used to tie me down. 

My heart is pounding really fast, and I consider myself lucky. 

Moments ago I was faced with the possibility of being incarcerated for stealing from my boss, and now I get to pay my way out by having sex with five hot men. 

They might think this is a punishment for me, or that it was a good bargain for them, but from where I am standing, it seems I lucked out today. 

I get to keep my money and watch as Brad unbuttons his shirt with a hungry look on his face. 

“I will enjoy this a lot.” He says. 

It is clear he is amused by the situation, but so am I. 

“Of course” I respond, arching my back to extend my breasts towards him. 

They laugh. 

Before they tied me up to the table, they removed my top and pants, and now I am only covered by my underwear and bra. 

My panties are already soaking wet, and I am sure they can see the slick coating on my pussy if they look any closer. 

Andre is watching as Brad moves closer to me with a hungry and dark expression on his face. 

My eyes wander off to Andre’s huge hands. I would be lucky even to feel those huge fingers inside me. And there is no way I can even imagine how big his black cock must be.  

Brad grabs my knees, and pulls them wider, revealing my slick, slippery pussy. 

His face lightens up. 

“You are wet.” He says, matter-of-factly. 

I don’t say anything back. 

It is funny that they are assuming I don’t like what’s happening. The thought excites me as well. 

Slowly, he caresses my thighs and reaches my underwear. He rubs my pussy over my underwear, but with the amount of juices I had over it, I don’t feel my underwear in between our skins. 

My pussy throbs with excitement as he rubs it, and I let out a moan. 

The atmosphere in the room changes as they hear how eager I am. But none of them point it out. 

Brad uses his hands skillfully as he rubs my clit and pushes the thin fabric of my underwear inside my slit. 

Then, he pulls my underwear aside, revealing my pussy to the five men staring at it. 

Their faces darken with lust, and my pussy aches for them to do something about it. I feel another load of my juices spreading out of my gaping hole, and from the reactions
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