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​“Last stop for
fifty miles,” Dena read the sign in a sleepy drawl, “guess we
better gas up babe. What do you think?”

“We’re good on gas actually,” Jeff eyed the
dash, “but if you need to stop off to pee or snack, we can do
that.” They approached an old gas station on the left-hand side of
the road, and Jeff took his foot off the pedal long enough for Dena
to make up her mind.

She scrunched her nose in consternation,
unsure of the call to make. It seemed like one of those
inconsequential decisions, the sort you make twenty times a day
that don’t seem as though they’ll have any major consequences.
After all, if she had to pee, they could pull over further up the
road. If she needed a snack, there were always sandwiches in the
Yeti cooler in the backseat.

“But babe they have ice cream!” Dena nearly
yelled. A sign for home-made ice cream swung in the wind over the
gas station.

“Anything for my beautiful bride,” Jeff
grinned, flicking on the turn signal. “You were really out cold
there for a few hours. I had to wipe away your drool a few
times.”

“And what did you do with it?” she raised her
eyebrows, smirking.

“Your drool?”

“Mm-hm.”

“Nothing you need to know about…”

“You naughty boy,” she whispered, leaning
over the center console and grabbing Jeff by the crotch. “Next time
you even think about touching yourself you better wake me up.”

“Yes ma’am,” he gasped, parking the car
outside the store. Jeff looked down his wife’s shirt and admired
the tiny beads of sweat clinging to her cleavage.

“You know we’ve yet to consummate this little
betrothal,” she reminded him, tightening her grasp, finding the
shape of his balls beneath the khaki shorts.

“We were at the courthouse five hours ago,
babe,” he breathed, “give it a little longer and we’ll consummate
this thing ten times over.”

“Is that a promise?”

“I’ll take you right here…”

“Not before I’ve had my ice cream,” she let
go of his manhood, “maybe when we get to the next town, we can find
a vacancy sign at a corner motel. You buy the room and I’ll take
care of the rest.” Dena winked at him and slid from the car,
throwing a taunting glance over her shoulder as she strutted
away.

Jeff sat there a moment longer, his hard-on
pushing painful into the zipper of his pants. He closed his eyes
and tried to get a hold of himself, all too aware that it might be
a little obscene to walk around a small-town gas station with an
obvious erection in his pants.

He watched his newly-wedded wife disappear
into the mini-mart. As of 8 am that morning she was his and he was
hers. Forever. It had taken them six months of dating to decide
that their love was the type that didn’t need vetting, or a years’
worth of arguments about dishes and toilet seats to know that it
was patient and everlasting. Were there red flags? Sure. There
would always be. But they were easy to ignore when she was in his
bed without a stitch of clothing on, her luscious body crawling all
over him. She’d convinced Jeff to take the rest of the week off
work so they could do an impromptu honeymoon, and that was
before she got him in her mouth. Once he was there…or
between her legs, there wasn’t much she couldn’t convince him
of.

“Baseball games, cold showers,” Jeff mumbled,
acutely aware that daydreaming about his wife’s all-star blowjobs
wasn’t going to help the tent in his pants. A few minutes passed in
the blast of the car air-conditioning, and eventually Jeff was able
to calm himself enough to get out.

The cracked pavement of the parking lot was
uneven below his sandal-clad feet, and two solitary gas pumps stood
neglected and quiet in the center. Beyond them was the mini-mart,
which didn’t look to be much bigger than Jeff’s garage back home in
Denver. The sign that made Dena all giddy in her panties hung from
the roof in sloppy handwriting, it read; Homemade Ice Cream Six
Different Flavors.

As he crossed the lot to the mini-mart a
distant roar came from the East. He turned to the sound of the
noise and looked down that vast, empty stretch of road, highlighted
by craggy mountain ranges and low-hanging plumes of cloud.
Motorcycles. More than a few. From where Jeff stood, they looked to
be riding two abreast, each shape a sleek, black chrome mirage
barreling against the furious afternoon sun.

The thunder of the engines grew louder; the
bikes got closer. Close enough for Jeff to see sunlight glinting
off glass visors on helmets. When they were within a hundred yards
of the mini mart, Jeff saw one of the men out front extend his left
arm, palm down. The machines cracked and growled, and the six
motorcycles came gliding into the cramped, cracked parking lot.

Jeff shook himself from his trance, realizing
he was gawking at a biker gang. Before turning and entering the
mini mart, he glanced the insignia embroidered across the leather
shoulders of the MC’s jackets, it read: BNWO.

“They have triple chocolate chip, Jeff!” Dena
squealed as Jeff walked in, the ding of the front door
announcing his arrival. She stood across the small shop in front of
a glass display case that held six different cartons of ice cream
within it. A short and grizzled male clerk waited behind the
display, holding a sugar cone with carefully piled scoop upon scoop
of dark, chunky ice cream.

“I’ll do vanilla,” Jeff smiled, walking to
Dena, wrapping his arms about her waist.

“Vanilla is so boring. I mean, what
are the chances of finding homemade ice cream all the way out here?
Don’t you want to try something at least a little
different?”

“I know what I like,” he nuzzled his face at
her neck.

“You sure do,” she squirmed beneath his
kisses.

The clerk nodded at the couple with a blank
expression on his face, handing over the cones.

“We got married this morning,” Dena told the
man, handing him a ten-dollar bill.

“Well, isn’t that special,” he mumbled. “I
just finalized a divorce to my third wife.”

“Can’t win them all,” Jeff made eyebrows and
Dena had to contain a fit of giggles that threatened to fill the
store.

The front door dinged and a blast of
hot air rushed in. The door stayed back on its hinges as one giant,
lumbering figure after another pushed inside the small space. Black
leather, black helmets, and black, serious faces. Six of them in
total, crowding the limited aisles filled with junk food and soft
drinks. Their insignia was all the same, and it flashed constantly
as the men roamed the store. BNWO.

Jeff held his ice cream with one hand and put
the other in the small of his wife’s back.

“Ready to head out?” he whispered to
Dena.

Dena didn’t hear him. The sugar cone she
clutched in her dainty palm dripped chocolate ice cream across her
knuckles, but she didn’t notice that either. At the moment, she was
distracted. There seemed to be a massive, hard looking black man
walking right towards them, and his very presence seemed to demand
all her attention.

“Chocolate ice cream,” the black man said
with eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses, “we have the best
chocolate in the whole state, lil’ mama. Wouldn’t you agree?” His
voice was deep and rolling, grave but not without kindness.

Dena stared at the biker with her husband at
her side. Her lips parted in a delicate line, and her eyes lit with
curiosity. It took her a moment to realize that the strange giant
was speaking to her.

“I haven’t tried it yet,” Dena said soft as
the wind.

“Well go ahead,” the biker said, “have a
lick.”

The black man had yet to acknowledge Jeff’s
presence. The other bikers roamed the store but kept an ear to the
conversation. The man speaking, the one Jeff assumed to be their
leader, took a step forward and cast the couple in shadow, blocking
their view of everything with his massive shoulders.

The faint ding of the door came again
as someone, impossible to say who, momentarily left the
mini-mart.

“Go ahead,” he repeated. “Have a lick. Taste
the chocolate.”

Dena brought the cone to her mouth and
revealed her wet little tongue; a long lick down the side of the
three stacked scoops. The ice cream disappeared into her supple
mouth, swallowing.

“You like that, lil mama?” the biker
asked.

“Mmhmm,” she nodded, allowing a nervous
smile. “It’s delicious.”

“It sho’ is,” he extended his gloved hand,
“I’m Daddy Haze. It’s a pleasure to meet you, lil’ mama.”

“I’m Dena,” she squeaked, allowing the
stranger to take her dainty palm in his massive paw.

“I’m her husband,” Jeff interrupted at last,
the hot anger in his voice hard to miss. “And we were just
leaving.”

The other bikers crowded them. Three men
positioned themselves behind the couple, and another joined Daddy
Haze at the shoulder, grinning nasty. This man’s stare was less
modest than Haze’s, and he stared down every inch of the white girl
with the ice cream cone.

“Where are the two of you off to?” Daddy Haze
pulled a cigar from his jacket pocket and placed it unlit between
his thick lips.Haz

“Into Arizona,” Jeff stuttered, feeling the
bikers behind him bearing down. “On our honeymoon.”

“Honeymoon,” Haze intoned, eyebrows reacting.
“Newly-weds then?”

“That’s right,” Jeff took a deep breath. “As
of this morning.”

“Ain’t that sweet,” the sidekick chimed in,
nasally and cruel. “I bet you two been fucking like rabbits since
then. Am I right? Shit…I know I would be if I had a hot little
piece like that –“

“Forgive my brother in arms,” Haze said
through his cigar, “he says the first thing that comes to his mind.
He doesn’t mean anything by it. Right, Chainz?”

“I don’t mean nothing at all,” Chainz licked
his lips. “Yo’ ice cream is melting, girl. Might wanna get to
licking.” This brought chuckles from the other bikers.

The front door dinged once more,
someone returning from the parking lot.

“We were just getting back on the road,” Jeff
muttered, trying to chance the subject. “You gentlemen have a nice
day.”

“Are we done talking?” Daddy Haze flashed
hard eyes at the white man. “I think we were just getting started.
What say you, lil mama? Are we done talking?”

“If you want,” Dena shrugged, taking a
staggered, slow lick of the ice cream trickling into her sticky
palm. “Mmm. This is good chocolate.”

Jeff looked over at the divorced store clerk
huddled behind the register. Something about the look in the man’s
eyes told Jeff that these men had been there before, and that
perhaps they weren’t the nicest customers in town.

“Your wife loves chocolate,” Haze said, his
eyes trained on the petite blonde. “Make sure you give her all the
chocolate she can handle. Be a shame to deny a pretty little thing
like her anything at all.”

“I think I got some extra chocolate out on my
bike,” Chainz grinned. “Wanna come take a look with me, girl?”

“You gentlemen have a splendid day,” Jeff
ignored the remark and tried to take a step forward. “We’ll just be
leaving.”

The leader stared down at Jeff for a long,
hushed moment. Then his dark, ebony face broke apart into a toothy
grin, and he slapped Jeff on the shoulder, almost like an old
friend.

“Be careful out there,” Haze laughed,
stepping aside. “Not another town for fifty miles or so. Make sure
you got plenty of gas.”

Jeff and Dena snaked through the forest of
hulking black bikers, forced to slide against their leather bodies
as they made for the exit. Just as the newly-weds got to the front
door, Daddy Haze called after them.

“Make sure you finish that ice cream before
it melts, lil’ mama. It’d be a shame for all that chocolate to go
to waste.”

The door dinged behind them as Jeff
and Dena made for their car, the ruthless cackles of the biker gang
following them across the parking lot.
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