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Joan was a wild child of sorts who never backed away from having a good time. Her work as a server at Club Steady gave her plenty of experience in meeting new people. But when she was off work, she frequented a little biker bar on the east side of the city, one off the beaten path. She’d gone in there several years ago and found the atmosphere intriguing. Back then it was smoke filled with fresh bikers and their babes. However, not every biker had a babe on their arm and it was those men in which she had a keen interest.

Dark curls bounced around her shoulders as Joan made her way through the dim atmosphere of the bar. She had a couple of days off and took advantage by frequenting her favorite biker bar, The Spoke. Honky-tonk tunes blasted from the jukebox. The same biker that had come in a couple of weeks ago grinned at Joan as she made her way across the dingy floor. 

She pulled out a chair. “Seat taken?” she asked.

“Nah,” he said and relaxed as he chewed the toothpick he held between his lips. He drank dark beer and was always alone. Joan loved the loners, they were normally deep and contemplative when it came to life. She’d had some brilliant conversations in the dusty corner of the bar. 

“Daryl,” he said with a nod. 

Joan smiled. “Joan. Noticed you here before. Always alone. Safe to assume?” She lifted her brow at the man.

He chuckled. His dark lashes covered his eyes as he glanced down at the goblet of amber liquid the server just delivered. Joan ordered a dark beer for herself, which Daryl quickly pulled out a wadded bill and thrust across the table at the young lady taking the order. She made a nice tip, so she smiled gratefully. “Yeah, sure. No time for entertaining ladies. Busy man,” he said as she lifted the goblet to his full lips and took a sip. His hair swept over his eyes as he jerked his head to the side to free his vision from unruly strands. 

Joan downed her drink. She could keep her head upright and her eyes clear as she filled her senses with the alcohol. It made her appear in charge and in control. Lucky for her, the alcohol gave her extra boldness and courage. She was a bold lady, anyway. Her patrons at Club Steady loved her. She had the habit of calling the women love and doll and the men handsome and sweetie. While most were fine with it, a few felt the terms of endearment patronizing. She didn’t care, all patrons received the same treatment. Joan would bend over backwards for her customers and the tips she earned proved it.

Presently, Daryl was making eyes at her, his focus landing on her ample chest. Her mouth watered as she looked over his physique. The boldness bubbled forth. “I bet you taste wonderful,” she said as she cocked her brow.

“Why don’t you crawl under the table, little lady, and find the answer to your question,” Daryl said. 

Joan grinned. She didn’t back down on dares. And while she never did such a thing under a table she wasn’t about to let the dare slide by without giving it her all. Lifting her chin, she didn’t even look around first, but shoved out her chair and crawled under the pub table. The dim atmosphere and her dark outfit gave her plenty of cover as she settled between his knees. He chuckled as she grasped his belt and unzipped his jeans. Oh, those well-worn jeans that fit over his body like a tight glove. She’d ogled the package within for weeks and now she grasped his man pole and pulled it forth. 

Daryl smelled of clean manly scented soap and gasoline. Riding a bike gave him the outdoorsy metal fragrance that Joan loved. Inhaling deeply, she pulled his swollen head through her lips. He immediately placed his hand on her head, his fingers entwining through her dark locks. The vibrations of his appreciative groan reached her as she sucked the head to the back of her throat. She sucked with vigor and paused only when she heard the server approach the table. Daryl shoved her head with his hand, causing her to stop. Glancing sideways, Joan could see the server held the tray blocking her view of under the table.  Finally, she delivered the drink he’d ordered, and his hand fished within his pocket for the wadded bill which he produced. The server was off, and Joan chuckled this time, pulling his head back into her mouth and sucking his man pole with vigor.

It didn’t take long before Daryl lurched forward, jutting his cock deep into Joan’s mouth. His hand pressed down on her head keeping her there while he filled her mouth. She swallowed and giggled when he finally finished. With ease she replaced his cock within his snug jeans and zipped the package nice and neatly. After licking her lips, she emerged from under the table with no one else noticing what she had done.

Daryl peered at her with a satisfied smile stretched across his face. He lifted his brow, speechless.

“Tasted very nice,” Joan said as she plucked up her drink and took a long swig. After she wagged her brow at the man, she busted out laughing. “I must admit, I’ve never done such a thing, well under a table in a bar.”

Daryl chuckled. “I’ve never had this happen either with a girl I just met. I bet you are a wild thing in bed,” he mused.

Joan lifted her brow. “Too bad you’re spent and can’t find out,” she said. It was a silent dare issued right back at the man. She hoped he’d take the hint because she had a major crush on the man.

“You don’t know me very well. I’m capable of many things probably surprising to you,” he said with a grin.

“I bet you are. So, what’s a girl to do to capture a real date with the sexy man who’s cock I just sucked?” Joan asked boldly.

“Well, since you sort of questioned my ability to figure out if you are a wild cat in bed, I suppose I should take you out. Officially,” Daryl said.

“Okay. I’m all ears,” Joan said as she stared at the man across the table with a serious expression on her face.

“All ears?”

“Ask...”

“Joan, dear, would you like to accompany me out on a date? Let’s grab a steak dinner next door and see what the night holds for us,” Daryl said as he stood and held out his hand.

“I thought you’d never ask,” Joan said as they walked hand in hand out the door of the bar and to the steak house across the street. 

“What will a steak dinner get me?” Daryl asked as they waited for the meal.

“My goodness, you’re a hungry man. Normally a man will do anything for a hummer.”

“The hummer was nice. I look at it as the appetizer before the main course,” Daryl said.

Their food came, and they ate in silence, the food was that good. Joan contemplated the man’s intentions. She’d already crossed the line, and she wanted to know how the man was in bed as bad as he wanted to know how she was. 

“What next?” Joan asked as they finished their meal, drank coffee and chit-chatted about nothing.

“Next? I’m wondering if you’re capable of handling a man like me. Blow jobs are tame and it’s your turn. But the kind of sex I dish isn’t your average tumble in the hay,” Daryl said.

“Oh, so cryptic. I’m intrigued. Why don’t you try me on for size? Pun intended,” Joan said as she laced her arm through his as they exited the steak house.

Daryl led her to his Harley. Her body thumped with a real desire as she mounted the bitch seat behind him. The motor roared to life, the vibrations between her legs nearly sending her over the edge. She leaned forward. 

“How about we go to my place,” she suggested.

He turned to her. “No, I prefer my place, if you don’t mind,” he said with a big grin. He revved the engine and took off. The exhilaration of riding on back of a Harley with a sexy man thrilled Joan. She wrapped her arms around the man, feeling his body flex each time he shifted gears. They wound through the streets and away from The Spoke. Fifteen minutes later he slowed in front of the river walk. 

“Are you sure you’re ready to discover the real me?” he asked as he
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