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“This week the Friday night party at Ashley's condo is going to be a little different.”

“Different?”

“Yes, different. For starters, there are going to be two new guests. Ashley's cousin and a friend are visiting. Ashley invited them to the party, and they accepted. So there will be eight women, instead of six.”

I swallowed nervously. I'd served as a volunteer “slave” for Lydia's peculiar club for dominant women for the first time the previous Friday. It had been exciting, but extremely demanding. I'd been the sole “slave” at the party, and had had to satisfy six women multiple times each—mostly with my mouth. I had agreed to serve again, but it had not even occurred to me that the number of women I'd be asked to look after would increase. I'd barely been able to handle the ones who were there last time.

“The two guests belong to a females-only motorcycle club. Satan's Daughters.”

My apprehension increased. I'd heard of Satan's Daughters. They'd been in the news recently. They were in a violent turf war with a couple of other gangs. The female bikers were reportedly more than holding their own.

I realized with surprise that a feeling of excitement was competing with my misgivings. There was something darkly exhilarating about the idea of having sex with a couple of badass biker women. Women who literally may have killed someone. Unfortunately the sex was likely going to consist of me on my knees or on my back giving them head, without my cock getting any action. But one never knew.

“We discussed it last night,” Lydia continued, “and decided that one slave for eight women wasn't really enough. So we decided one of the club members would also serve as a slave for the night. We drew lots. I lost. So I'm going to be a slave this Friday too.”

I wasn't sure what to say.

“Don't worry. It will be fun. I prefer being the dominant, but being a slave can be exciting too.”

She leaned over and kissed me. “I'm horny just thinking about it. Maybe you could help me with that....”

“Do I really need to wear the dog collar this time?” I protested. The party was tomorrow, and Lydia was picking out what I was to wear. “It's not very dignified....”

“It's not supposed to be dignified, you dimwit. And it's not a dog collar. It's a slave collar. We're both going to be wearing one. Be thankful you don't have to wear a dress. Daiyu and Becky both wanted to make you dress up as a girl this time.”

I was indeed thankful that Lydia was not asking me to wear a dress.

“You can wear these jeans.” She held up a pair of black jeans. “And one of your black T-shirts again. And your black running shoes.”

“Okay, no problem.”

“I got myself a new outfit for the party.” Lydia smiled coquettishly. “Want to see?”

“Definitely.”

“I'll put it on and model it for you. Ashley helped me pick it out yesterday when we went shopping.” Lydia vanished into the bedroom.

I felt a twinge of jealousy. Ashley and Lydia were more than just friends. I had only been dating Lydia about two and a half months, and we had never formally committed to date each other exclusively. But we had been spending most of our free time together, and I had come to think of her as my girlfriend. I connected with Lydia more deeply than I had with any of my prior girlfriends. And not just sexually. I hadn't been dating anyone else, and had foolishly assumed that the same was true of Lydia. I had only learned of Lydia and Ashley's relationship last Friday while serving as a slave at their party.

Lydia emerged from the bedroom. She was wearing a translucent red bra and a figure-hugging red miniskirt that didn't quite cover the bottoms of her buttocks. She twirled around so that I could fully appreciate it. She looked hot.

“What do you think?”

“I love it! Maybe you should wear a top over that bra, though. People at the party will be able to see your nipples.”

We both laughed.

“You better do a good job on those two biker chicks tomorrow,” Lydia said playfully. “You don't want Satan's Daughters mad at you. Why don't we practice for a while?”

“Sure.” I grinned. “And then you can practice on me. In case one of them wears a strap-on and wants you to give her a blowjob.”

Lydia laughed. “Yes, one should be prepared.”

She took my hand and led me toward her bedroom. Her phone buzzed. It was Ashley, wanting to discuss some project at the ad agency where they both worked. Or at least that was the reason Ash gave for the call. It looked like they were going to be on the phone for a while.

I noticed the way Lydia's eyes lit up when she talked to Ash. I felt another surge of envy.

I sat on the couch and started a shoot 'em up video game.

The corridor outside Ashley's penthouse condo was empty.

Lydia removed the long coat she'd worn to conceal her see-through top and her too-short miniskirt. She pulled out two leather slave collars from her big purse. She snapped one around her own neck, then fastened the second around mine. I hoped that none of the neighbors chose this moment to step out.

I was nervous. I'd googled Satan's Daughters. The motorcycle club was only five years old, but already had chapters in four cities. Three of their members had been slain just in the last month in the ongoing gang war they were embroiled in, and they were alleged to be responsible for the deaths of twice that number of rivals. Four of their members were currently incarcerated without bail awaiting trial for two of those deaths. Other members were doing bids for crimes ranging from mischief to murder.

Lydia knocked. Ash opened the door a couple of moments later. She was wearing a short silk robe loosely fastened at the front. It was obvious that she had nothing on underneath. She was also wearing four inch black stilettos. She didn't need the extra height. She was taller than both of us even in bare feet. With her stilettos she towered over us. The top of my head only came up to her mouth. And I’m not short.

“Welcome, slaves,” Ash greeted us.

She took the leash dangling between Lydia's breasts, then took mine, beaming as if we were real slaves that had just been delivered to her door. She held the leashes a moment, then dropped them both and gripped Lydia by the upper arms. Lydia hadn't been expecting this, and her mouth fell open in surprise. Ashley lifted Lydia into the air and pinned her against the wall. She pressed herself against Lydia and kissed her deeply. Lydia kissed her back with matching passion. The kiss went on and on. At last Ash gently pulled away and set Lydia down. It was obvious from the look on Lydia's face that she didn't want her to stop.

Ashley stepped over to me, and pushed me against the wall. Her big boobs pressed against my chest. She gripped my hair and tilted my head back, then lowered her mouth to mine. Her tongue slid between my lips and deep into my mouth. It felt like she was trying to fuck me with it. My cock stiffened. A moment later she pulled away.

“Turn around,” Ashley ordered. I had no idea what Ashley was planning now, and Lydia didn't seem to know either. Lydia turned toward the wall. I hesitated, then did the same.

Ashley took my right forearm and bent it behind my back. I felt the cold steel of a handcuff snapping into place around my wrist. She did the same with my left arm, then repeated the process with Lydia. She picked up our leashes. She had always been poised and confident the few times I'd met her previously, but she seemed more confident and assertive than ever as she took possession of us.

“Follow me.”

Ashley led us into the living room. Half a dozen women were sitting on the couch and the armchairs. I recognized four of them from the last time I'd been here. Daiyu, the skinny, dour East Asian girl. Shawna, the tall Black girl, and her lover Nadia, the girl with the blue hair. And Becky, the butch, heavyset blonde with the massive boobs. Daiyu was, like last time, wearing a leather vest with no shirt nor bra underneath, leather pants, and leather motorcycle boots. Shawna was wearing jeans, a T-shirt with an up-and-coming local hip hop band, and gym shoes. Nadia was wearing a tank top that didn't fully cover her generous breasts, a black miniskirt, and stylish leather boots that came up almost to her knees. Becky was wearing jeans with tears in both knees, a plain black T-shirt from which the sleeves had been ripped off, and steel toed work boots.

With them were two other women who were obviously our guests from Satan's Daughters. One was a towering Black woman wearing a T-shirt with a death metal band on it. The other was a redhead with tattoos covering most of her arms. Outlaw motorcycle gangs typically limited their membership to members of one race, but Satan's Daughters didn't give a fuck about rules—not even the rules of other motorcycle gangs. The redhead had a teardrop tattoo under her right eye. I'd read somewhere that such tattoos signified a prison stay. It was not hard to imagine this stern looking woman doing time.

“You both already know Daiyu, Shawna, Nadia, and Becky. Tonight two more masters will be joining us.” I noticed that, like last time, Ashley used the word masters instead of mistresses.

“This is Kali.” Ashley nodded toward the Black newcomer. Kali gave us an almost imperceptible nod.

“Kali, as in the Hindu goddess of death and destruction?” Lydia asked.

“Yes. I'm part Indian on my father's side.”

“Kali is also a goddess of knowledge, is she not? And a goddess of female power and sexuality.”

The tall biker smiled, clearly impressed.

“Yes, she is.”

“Kali certainly earned her nickname as the goddess of destruction,” the other biker said. “She's put more rivals in the hospital and in the cemetery than anyone else in the club.”

“We all gotta do our part,” Kali grinned.

“This is my cousin Splat,” Ash said, drawing our attention to Kali's comrade.

“Yo,” Splat said jovially.

I noticed that one of Splat's front teeth was missing. It was hard to believe that Ashley and Splat were related. Ashley was a junior executive. Splat looked like someone who would be at home in a bar brawl.

“Splat. That's an unusual nickname,” Lydia remarked. “May I ask how you got it?”

“I killed a guy from another MC who killed one of our sisters. I shot his front tire out. He went under an eighteen wheeler going in the opposite direction. Splat.”

Several of the girls laughed. Including Lydia.

“The cops never pinned that on me,” Splat boasted. “The only witnesses were the truck driver and two other girls from Satan's Daughters. We were all wearing helmets with tinted visors, and the driver was too shook up to try to get our license plates. The cops were pretty sure it was us, but they couldn't prove it.”

“Splat was a prospect when that happened,” Kali said proudly. “She got her full patch that night.”

“Okay girls, it's time to have some fun,” Ashley announced. “We'll let our guests go first. You can each pick a slave to play with.”

Kali and Splat rose to their feet.

“I'll start with the girl,” Kali proclaimed. She didn't ask Splat if that was okay with her. Kali evidently ranked above Splat in the club hierarchy.

“Okay,” Splat said agreeably.

Splat and Kali were both wearing almost identical leather vests. On the back of the vests were patches with Satan's Daughters MC, the club logo depicting a cartoonish but sexy demon girl riding a motorcycle, and the city where their chapter was located. On the front of the vests was a diamond-shaped patch signifying that they were a “one percenter” club—an outlaw club. Kali's vest also had a patch identifying her as the sergeant-at-arms for her chapter, the third highest rank. Both women wore T-shirts under their vests. Neither was wearing a bra. Splat wore faded blue jeans. Kali had black leather pants. Both wore heavy black motorcycle boots.

“Turn around so that you're back to back,” Kali ordered.

Lydia and I repositioned ourselves as instructed.

“Kneel.”

We got on our knees.

Splat stepped in front of me. Kali walked around me to stand in front of Lydia. Splat was quite attractive if you didn't mind all the ink and could overlook her missing tooth. She appeared to be in her early to mid thirties, as did Kali. She had a somewhat stocky but fairly voluptuous build, with medium sized breasts and a curvy ass. Her fiery hair fell halfway to her waist.

My heart sped up as the rough female biker removed her boots and socks and began undoing her wide leather belt. I could hardly believe I was about to have sex—even if it was only with my mouth—with a woman who had killed someone, and was proud of it. Who had probably killed more than once.

Splat didn't remove her T-shirt or her vest. She let her jeans fall to her ankles and stepped out of them. She was wearing a red thong underneath. She peeled this off and tossed it aside. She had a wild, thick bush the same volcanic color as her hair.

She stepped forward, bringing her kitty so close that her hair brushed my nose. I could smell her arousal. My cock, which had not fully settled down following Ashley's aggressive kiss, got harder.

“Me an' Kali just got here an hour ago,” Splat said. “We were on the road for more than 12 straight hours. We didn't have time for a shower. Hope you don't mind.” She grinned down at me merrily. Ashley would no doubt have let Splat and Kali use her shower before we got here if they'd asked. It was obvious that not showering had been a deliberate choice.

Behind me, Lydia gasped in surprise. “Like what you see?” Kali asked. Lydia murmured affirmatively. This was followed by the wet sounds of Lydia serving Kali with her mouth.

“I haven't had sex in four days,” said Splat. “I'm horny as fuck.” She stepped closer, pressing her bushy twat against my mouth.

In The Dominant Girls Club—as Ashley and Lydia had started calling it—the sex was always unprotected. With the new generation vaccines that came out two years ago having made STIs a thing of the past, I had not given this any thought until now. There was a noticeable gap between Splat's dangling lower lips. Her pussy had clearly seen a lot of use. I wondered, not for the first time, if agreeing to this had been such a good idea.

“Eat me, bitch!” Splat barked.

I hesitantly kissed Splat's lips, then began licking the groove between them. My cock was now at full mast, though it was obvious it wouldn't be getting any attention in the near future. With my hands restrained behind my back I couldn't even wank off. I had refrained from getting myself off earlier in the day in case any of the girls wanted to fuck, but I could see now that this had been a mistake.

The other women had circled around us to watch. Daiyu was standing right next to me. The tough Asian girl looked like she'd be right at home in Splat's motorcycle gang. Daiyu alternated between watching Splat with unconcealed admiration and gazing down contemptuously at me. Shawna and Nadia were standing a little further back. They were slowly peeling off each other's clothes, pausing to exchange a kiss here and there. Splat's hands snaked into my hair and gripped it roughly.

“Eating pussy is the only thing men are good for,” declared Daiyu. “Fuck that loser's face hard, sis!”

“I'm going to,” Splat promised. She pulled my head a little tighter against herself. “Work that tongue, slave! Get that tongue in deep!”

I forced my tongue in as far as it would go. Splat's tunnel clutched it as if she intended to keep it inside her permanently.

I couldn't get the thought out of my mind that I was going down on a woman who had literally killed one or more people. It should have repelled me. But instead it was making me hornier.

The rough biker girl started pumping her hips. She gripped my head tightly, holding me in place as she fucked herself with my tongue. She rutted in my face like a wild animal. Her boobs jiggled tauntingly above me beneath her T-shirt and vest. Her breathing got heavier as she drew closer and closer to release.

Her body abruptly tensed, and she gushed in my mouth. There was so much girl cum that I had to swallow. Some of it ran down my chin and dripped onto the living room floor. If I hadn't heard the story of how Splat had gotten her nickname, I would have assumed it was because of the messy way she came.

Splat released my head and stepped back. Shawna and Nadia moved forward to take her place. Both were naked.

Nadia drew me forward, so that I was no longer back-to-back with Lydia, and then circled behind me. To my surprise, she swung a leg over my shoulder, then did the same with her other leg, hoisting herself onto me as if I was going to give her a piggy back ride. Nadia was chubby. My legs were already partially folded, with my ass hovering above my feet, and her weight pressed me lower, so that my heels were mashed against the undersides of my buttocks.

Shawna stepped in front of me. She was so close that her short, dense pubic hair was almost touching my lips. Shawna and Nadia leaned toward each other. Nadia's big boobs pressed against Shawna's smaller ones. I could no longer see their faces, but could tell they were kissing. Nadia's arms slid around Shawna's waist. Shawna's hands embraced Nadia's wide, curvy ass. The two women drew closer. Shawna's cunt was pressed against my mouth. Her smooth, strong thighs rubbed my chest through my thin T-shirt.

Lydia was still working on Kali. The towering Black woman let out a loud gasp, at last letting loose in Lydia's mouth.

I kissed and licked Shawna's soft, warm flesh. Shawna and Nadia's kisses grew more passionate. Shawna rapidly got wetter. Nadia's slit was pressed against the back of my neck, and I could feel her getting wetter too. Nadia wrapped her curvy legs around Shawna's lower body. The pair ground themselves against each other, with me sandwiched between them. I could barely breathe, but I was so horny I hardly noticed.

“Oh fuck, I'm coming!” Shawna suddenly gasped. She pounded my face particularly hard several times as she blasted past the finish line. Nadia matched her thrusts, using her legs to pull Shawna closer, mashing me between them. Warm girl cum trickled down the front of my chin, adding to the mess left by Splat.

The two women traded places. Shawna was slender, but she was much taller than Nadia, and had a muscular, athletic build. She was heavier than Nadia, and my body felt like it was going to collapse as she settled herself on my shoulders with my head between her thighs. Lydia had told me that any time I was uncomfortable and wanted to stop that I could just say so or, if I was unable to speak, that I could signal to her and the other girls that I wanted to stop by snapping my fingers a couple of times. But I didn't ask Shawna get off me, both out of masculine pride and because I didn't want her and Nadia to stop. I managed to stay upright.

Becky had taken Kali's place with Lydia. Lydia was grunting and groaning as the big girl roughly pounded her face.

Nadia put her boots back on. They added about three inches to her height, enough to bring her kitty level with my mouth. She positioned herself between Shawna's legs, then stepped forward, pressing her pussy into my face.

I began eating Nadia. Nadia and her lover resumed necking. I needed to make Nadia come fast if I was going to avoid being crushed beneath the statuesque Black girl astride my shoulders or humiliating myself by signaling that I needed a break. I belatedly remembered that Nadia tended to take a long time to come.

I gave Nadia a few long, sensuous licks with my tongue, then found her clit and took it in my mouth. I sucked her as if my life depended on it. Nadia gasped with pleasure and started thrusting.

“That's it, fuck me!” Shawna encouraged. Nadia pumped harder. Shawna wrapped her legs around Nadia as Nadia had done to her, and used them to pull Nadia against herself each time Nadia thrust, amplifying the force of Nadia's movements. I continued working on Nadia's clit.

“Oh shit, I think I'm going to come already,” Nadia gasped. Seconds later she exploded in my mouth.

Daiyu was next. She had removed her clothing from the waist down, but emulated the two bikers by keeping her vest on. I could see the edges of her nipples. They were already rigid.

“Did I tell you you could look at my tits?” Daiyu scowled.

I lowered my gaze.

Daiyu gripped my head as Splat had done and shoved her twat against my mouth. She was shaved aside from a Mohawk-like strip of dense black hair above her cleft, which was pressed against my nose. Above it spread her tattoo of an infernal-looking gargoyle.

There was no gradual build-up with Daiyu. She fucked my face like a boxer pummeling an opponent into submission. I sensed that she was trying not to come, wanting to draw out her pleasure. But she didn't last long. She thrust so hard as she was coming that she nearly knocked me off balance, almost sending the two of us tumbling to the floor.

Ashley had taken Becky's place with Lydia. Lydia was still working on Ash when Daiyu was done with me. I was granted a short, much-needed reprieve as Lydia finished bringing her lover to completion.

“It's my turn with the male slave,” Kali announced. She was standing behind me, watching Lydia and Ash. “This pretty little thing did such a good job sucking me off, I want to reward her. Does anyone mind if I use the two slaves at the same time?”

No one objected. Kali gently raised Lydia to her feet. Lydia's hands were still bound behind her back. Kali led her by the elbow to stand in front of me. Kali stood behind her, and leaned down and kissed her shoulder. She moved her lips across Lydia's shoulder and up the side of her neck in a trail of sensuous, lingering caresses. Lydia tilted her head back, and Kali's kisses moved up to her face and found her lips. Kali's kisses were soft at first, almost shy, but quickly intensified. Kali placed her hands on Lydia's waist, then slid them up to cup her breasts. Lydia sighed with pleasure.

Ash was standing nearby. She looked disconcerted as the big biker slowly ravished our mutual lover, and turned her gaze away. I empathized.

Kali broke away from Lydia. Lydia was visibly disappointed. Kali circled back behind me. My heart was hammering. I had no idea what the hulking Amazon was up to.

“I need the keys to the handcuffs for a minute.” Ash tossed Kali the keys. Kali unlocked my cuffs.

“Lie on the floor,” Kali ordered.

I got onto the floor. I was lying face-up on my back. Kali undid Lydia's handcuffs and got Lydia to stand over me so that she was straddling my face between her feet.

“Take off your skirt,” Kali instructed. Lydia pulled down the zipper at the back of her miniskirt and slid the flimsy garment off. She dropped it on the floor near my head. “And your panties.” Lydia's translucent black panties joined her skirt on the floor.

“Sit on his face.”

Lydia hesitated a moment, then lowered herself onto me. She brought her slit down squarely on my mouth. She was very wet. My nose was pressed into her closely trimmed bush. She was still wearing her translucent bra. Her straining nipples were clearly visible through the silky fabric. Her legs pinned my arms to the floor. I couldn't move.

Kali sat down on my chest behind Lydia. She rested her full weight on me, compressing my rib cage. I could barely breathe. Kali clasped Lydia's shoulders and drew her back so that she was leaning against her. Lydia tilted her head up, and their mouths reunited. Kali's hand slid back to Lydia's breasts. Lydia moaned. She was getting wetter.

“Make Lydia come, slave,” Kali commanded.

I wasn't happy with the way Kali was openly seducing Lydia right in front of me. And with being ordered to eat Lydia while the big biker felt her up and necked with her. I was even more jealous of Kali than I was of Ash. At least Ash was someone that Lydia had known for a while, and had a relationship with Lydia that was more than just sexual. The attraction between Kali and Lydia seemed to be purely carnal. I had never seen Lydia so attracted to—so turned on by—someone she had just met. I could see that Ashley was uncomfortable too.

I was tempted to say that I'd had enough, that I was no longer okay with this, and that Lydia and I were going home. But I was pretty sure that if I did I'd be going home alone.

I reluctantly started licking.

Kali and Lydia's kisses became deeper and more intense. Kali slid my girlfriend's bra up and teased her erect nipples with her fingertips. Lydia's wetness trickled down the sides of my cheeks and into my mouth. She started thrusting, grinding herself against me.

Kali slid her fingers playfully down Lydia's belly. They reached her bush and settled on her clit. Lydia shuddered and erupted in my mouth.

Kali stood up. “Turn around,” she said to Lydia. Lydia raised herself uncertainly and maneuvered herself so that she was facing Kali, then sat back down on me. The undersides of her curvy butt cheeks buried the upper half of my face. Her slit was again directly on top of my mouth.

“Suck me,” Kali ordered. I felt Lydia's body shift as she leaned forward, then heard the soft sounds of her pleasuring the big biker. Lydia quickly got wet again, and was soon pumping her hips, fucking my face with her pussy.

It didn't take Kali long to come. When she did, Lydia almost immediately came too. She squirted in my mouth.

“I want to try that,” Splat said. Lydia's ass was still covering my eyes, but I sensed Kali stepping away and Splat taking her place, standing astride my chest in front of Lydia.

Lydia started giving Splat head. I could tell from her wetness that it was turning her on. Lydia didn't thrust this time. Her ass and hips started to vibrate, and I realized that she had lowered one of her hands to her clit and was vigorously jilling.

It took Splat longer to come than Kali. When she did, Lydia quickly followed. It was another wet one.

“My turn,” Ashley announced, trading places with Splat. “Turn back around. I want Brad to watch you eat me.”

Lydia obediently rotated back to her original forward-facing position. Ash stepped in front of her, treating me to a fantastic down-under view of her kitty and ass. Ash pulled Lydia's face roughly against her cunt.

“Fuck that loser's face hard while you eat me,” Ash ordered. Ash seemed to be taking some of her frustration with the way Kali was connecting with Lydia out on me.

Lydia resumed thrusting her hips, mashing her sopping twat into my mouth. She gripped me by the hair with one hand, holding me in place even though I was already firmly pinned beneath her. I could feel her wetness on her fingers. She placed her other hand on Ash's butt. Ash pumped her hips, fucking our shared lover's face. A mixture of Lydia's saliva and Ash's sticky juice dripped onto my forehead.

It took Ash a while, but at last she came. Lydia, predictably, came too. She didn't squirt much this time, but her entire body quivered for what felt like fifteen or twenty seconds.

“We're next,” Shawna proclaimed. “Lie on your back, Lydia.”

Lydia lay on the floor beside me. Shawna immediately sat on her face. Nadia sat astride her hips. Shawna pinned her arms down with her legs, immobilizing her. Shawna and Nadia began kissing and fondling each other.

Becky stepped over to me.

“Would you like to fuck me, slave?”

“Definitely!”

I could hardly believe it. One of the women was at last going to fuck me. My cock strained harder than ever against my jeans, as if trying to rip through the thick denim.

“I'm going to sit on your hips and rub myself against you. I need you to not come before I come. If you can do that, I'll fuck you. But if you come too soon, you won't get to fuck me at all tonight. Ready?”

There was no way I was going to last even one minute if Becky sat on my cock, even with my jeans and undershorts between us. Not choking the chicken before we came here had definitely been a mistake. To make matters worse, the last time I'd been here Becky had been the only woman who'd fucked me aside from Lydia. Lydia was a fellow slave this time, and almost certainly wouldn't be allowed to fuck me. Ashley, Daiyu, and Shawna and Nadia didn't seem to have any interest in my cock. So unless one of the biker girls opted to fuck me, it looked like this was the only chance my cock would have to get in on the action.

“Um, Becky, I don't think I can last. I haven't come all day....”

“Whatever. I can just sit on your face and get myself off that way.”

“No, wait! Let me try! I really want to fuck you...”

“I know.” Becky grinned.

She stepped over me and lowered herself onto my hips. Her big, curvy body pressed me down hard against the floor. She was, like most of the women, completely naked. I could feel the contours of her groove against my erection through my clothing. The heat radiating from her pussy was like an oven. I nearly came on the spot.

I was desperate to avoid coming so that I could fuck Becky. I imagined that my dick was a piece of wood or a block of stone that was incapable of feeling any sensation. This helped somewhat. Until she started thrusting against me. She didn't even thrust particularly hard, but it was too much. My cock erupted in an orgasm that went on and on. Becky looked down at me and smirked.

“That didn't take long.” She laughed. A couple of the other women laughed too.

“Looks like I'm sitting on your face. Too bad. I really could have used a good fuck.”

I opened my mouth to suggest that we could still fuck. Passing up fucking just because I had failed this crazy test was ludicrous. Daiyu scowled at me, as if she could tell what I was about to say. She seemed to be daring me to contradict Becky's decision. I hesitated, then decided to speak up anyway. But it was too late. Becky parked herself on my face. I moaned in frustration. Daiyu sneered.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Eat me!”

Becky tasted even stronger than Splat. Lydia had mentioned that Becky was working as a construction laborer on a project that was requiring a lot of overtime, and her attire suggested that she had come straight from work. And she'd already had a couple of orgasms since the party had started. Her slutty, fuck-me-now taste was almost overpowering. My cock started to get hard even though I'd just come.

I heard Shawna sigh as she let go in Lydia's face. A moment later I heard the shuffling sounds of Shawna and Nadia switching positions, and Lydia grunting softly as Nadia's bubble butt buried her face.

Becky brought a hand down to her clit and began stroking herself. Her fingers rubbed against my nose. She gripped my hair and pulled my face tighter against herself. The frantic motions of her fingers sped up. My cock was so hard it was as if I hadn't even come.

Becky gasped and gushed in my mouth. She made no move to get up when she was done, but remained seated astride my face.

Lydia was grunting and gasping. Nadia appeared to be facefucking her senseless. The buxom girl abruptly moaned as she climaxed in Lydia's mouth.

“Who the fuck told you to stop?” Becky demanded, frowning. I resumed licking.

“My turn,” Daiyu said to Lydia. Half a minute later Lydia was again grunting and gasping as Daiyu pummeled her face.

Becky abruptly came. And then came again. And again. She nearly pulled my hair out of my scalp. Her multiple orgasms went on for at least five minutes.

At last Becky raised herself off me. I remained on the floor, exhausted. Beside me, Daiyu was aggressively riding Lydia's face. Lydia's arms and legs were twitching. But she made no attempt to signal that she wanted Daiyu to stop. Daiyu's onslaught continued for a few more minutes. Then she came.

“Let's take a little break,” Ashley proposed. “Then we can check out the new rec room I've set up.”

Ashley walked over to the couch. “You slaves can kneel on the floor here. You've done an acceptable job so far, so you can have a drink and some snacks if you want.”

Kali extended a hand to Lydia. “I want this slave to sit on my lap.” No one protested, though a frown flickered across Ash's face. Lydia accepted Kali's hand, and rose to her feet. Daiyu looked like she was going to complain about one of the slaves being allowed to stand, but kept her mouth shut. Kali escorted Lydia to the couch.

Ashley took my leash and led me to the spot she had designated as the slaves' area. She barely looked at me as she did so. Her attention was on Kali and Lydia. Lydia was gazing up at the towering outlaw like a schoolgirl with a crush.

“Want something to drink, slave?” Ash asked me when I was kneeling in my assigned spot.

“Uh, yeah. Could I have a beer?”

Ash got a tall can of beer from the fridge and brought it to me.

“Thank you.” I was surprised that she hadn’t made me fetch the beer myself, and that she had even offered me a drink. Ash gave me a barely perceptible nod. I took an appreciative swig of the cold lager.

Ash sat in the armchair closest to me. Both of us stared at Kali and Lydia with barely concealed envy. Kali sat on the short branch of the L-shaped couch and guided Lydia onto her lap. Shawna, Nadia and Daiyu sat on the longer segment of the couch. Splat sat on the armrest of the couch, near Daiyu. Becky settled herself into the other armchair.

“Want a beer? Or some wine?” Kali asked Lydia.

“Wine, please.”

Kali poured Lydia a generous glass of Merlot and held it to her lips.

Becky lit a fat joint, took a drag, and passed it around. Once everyone else—including Lydia—had had a toke, Ash offered it to me. Daiyu again seemed poised to object, but remained silent. I nodded my thanks to Ash, and gratefully inhaled.

The women chatted about nothing of consequence. Kali lifted Lydia's chin with a finger and kissed her. Lydia seemed to melt into the huge biker. Ashley frowned but held her tongue. Most of the others ignored them. Shawna smiled and put her hand on Nadia's knee.

“How did you end up joining Satan's Daughters?” Daiyu asked Splat. The tough Asian girl looked almost as smitten with the two outlaws as Lydia was with Kali.

“My dad was a biker. Became a vice prez in one of the biggest gangs before he got killed in a shootout with a rival MC. I grew up in the biker culture. I was the ol' lady of one of the guys in my dad's club for five years, till he got killed too. The women in the clubs were always treated as second class citizens. We were literally the property of the men. I still have a tattoo that says Property of Chainsaw—the guy I was with—on my left arm. Anyway, I didn't like it. When I heard about Satan's Daughters, I rode over to their clubhouse. Kali was the first one I met. She asked me what the fuck I wanted. I told her I wanted to join. She said she liked my guts, and made me a prospect—a probationary member. Six months later I earned my full patch.”

Daiyu looked impressed. “Maybe I could party with you guys some time.”

“I'd like that,” smiled Splat.

Kali's hand moved to Lydia's breast. Their kissing intensified.

“Okay, how about we check out the new toys I got?” Ashley suggested, rising from her armchair. “I'm dying to try them out on our two slaves.”

Most of the women rose to their feet. Kali continued canoodling with Lydia a moment or two longer, then reluctantly broke their kiss.

“Both slaves should be on their knees,” Becky remarked. Kali didn't object. Lydia got on her knees.

Ash picked Lydia's leash off the floor. Daiyu took mine. Ash led us to the spare room, shuffling on our knees. Lydia looked as uncertain as I did. It appeared that Ash had not even told Lydia what was waiting behind the door.

Ash's spare room was huge. The walls had been painted crimson, a sharp contrast to the off-white of the rest of her condo. Ornate brass lamps were embedded in the walls. They looked like they belonged in a medieval castle, not a modern-day luxury apartment. The floor was marble. I couldn't tell if the marble was real or fake. Its creamy white surface was streaked with swirls of pink, lavender and magenta. The ceiling was covered end to end with massive mirrors. The single long window was covered with heavy black drapes.

The room was devoid of any conventional furnishings. In its center was a foreboding metal pillory. Off to one side was a tall, throne-like chair with a hole in the front of the seat. On the opposite wall were shelves holding an assortment of sex toys, including some dauntingly large strap-on dildos. Several framed prints adorned the walls, all of them depicting men being sexually used by women in various ways.

What the fuck had I gotten myself into?

“Feel free to use any of the toys,” Ashley invited, gesturing toward the intimidating equipment.

“Stay there.” Daiyu ordered. She walked over to the dildos, leaving me kneeling near the pillory. She immediately gravitated to the largest of the strap-ons. Shawna and Nadia also perused the strap-ons. Kali and Splash checked out the pillory. Becky was drawn to the facesitting chair.

“Come here.” Ash pulled Lydia to the pillory. Like me, Lydia was still on her knees. She still had her bra on, though it remained above her breasts where Kali had left it.

The pillory contained three holes, a larger one for its prisoner's neck and a smaller one to each side for the prisoner's wrists. Ashley lifted the top segment and guided Lydia's head and hands into those holes, then brought the top back down and locked it in place. Lydia was bent forward with her legs slightly spread and her upper body almost horizontal. It didn't look comfortable.

“Shawna and Nadia, would you like to go first this time?”

“I'd love to,” Shawna said.  Nadia nodded in agreement.

“Brad, you can stay where you are on the floor and watch.  I think you're going to find this...interesting.”

I had no doubt that whatever happened next would be interesting. Whether that was good or bad I wasn't sure.

Shawna and Nadia had picked out two sizable strap-ons. They were each at least eight inches long, and very stout. Lydia looked slightly intimidated by their size. But she also looked excited by the prospect of having both of those massive tools ravishing her at the same time. The girls' gigantic dongs looked remarkably real.

“Your girlfriend's going to feel a little looser next time you fuck her,” Becky teased.

Shawna stepped in front of Lydia and pushed her head down to her artificial cock. Nadia stepped behind her and gripped her hips. Lydia groaned as the two women simultaneously invaded her body from opposite ends.

The two lovers began fucking Lydia. Their thrusts were tentative and exploratory at first, but quickly became more forceful. My cock hardened as I watched them spit roast my girlfriend.

“Look at that,” Daiyu said, noticing the bulge in my pants. “The pervert is getting hard watching Shawna and Nadia use his woman as a cum bucket!” A couple of the girls laughed.

“We should make him take her place for a while,” proposed Splat.

“I'd love to,” Ashley said. “But he's not ready for that. Yet.”

Yet?

Shawna was trying to force her cock all the way down Lydia's throat. The angle wasn't right, and she couldn't get it past the downward bend at the back of Lydia's mouth. Tears ran down Lydia's cheeks, leaving streaks of mascara, and thick strands of drool hung from her mouth. She made no attempt to get them to stop, though. There was a wild excitement in her eyes that I had only seen a few times before, when she was in a particularly reckless, devil-may-care mood.

“Are you sure I can't make this bitch suck my cock?” Daiyu asked Ashley. She was also wearing one of the strap-ons. She had picked the largest one on the rack, a ten inch behemoth that was at least as thick as my wrist. She stepped in front of me, bringing it so close that it almost brushed my lips.

“A slave should never refuse to suck a master's cock,” Daiyu persevered.

“Be patient. We've only just begun training him.”

Daiyu glowered but didn't argue further. I decided I had better make it clear that I wasn't going to be sucking any cock, real or otherwise, now or any time in the future. I opened my mouth but before I could say anything I was interrupted by a throaty cry from Shawna. The tall girl was coming hard. The pillory was rocking from the force of her thrusts.

Nadia picked up the pace at her end. She hammered Lydia's kitty like a pile driver. A couple of minutes later Nadia peaked too.

Daiyu stepped in front of Lydia and brought her monster cock to her mouth. Lydia's eyes widened. But she didn't refuse. Daiyu pushed her cock between her lips. Lydia groaned as the strap-on stretched her jaw and lips wide. Daiyu mercilessly drove it deeper. Lydia retched as it hit the back of her throat. I feared that the aggressive Asian girl was going to injure Lydia. I wondered if I should say something. No one else seemed worried. And Lydia, though she was struggling with the strap-on's size, did not seem to be in any real distress.

Ash tugged my leash. “You've rested enough, slave. Time to get back to work. Follow me.”

She led me to the facesitting chair, still shuffling on my knees.

“Strip.”

I pulled off my T-shirt, then removed my shoes and socks. “Can I stand up to take off my pants?” I asked, feeling ridiculous.

“No.”

I struggled out of my jeans without getting up. It was awkward, but I managed. I repeated the process with my undershorts.

Daiyu was still fucking Lydia's mouth. Lydia was making a weird glurp glurp glurp sound as Daiyu pummeled her. Daiyu seemed to be venting her frustration at not being allowed to make me suck her dick on Lydia. I turned to look, again worried that the crazy young Asian was going to hurt her.

Ashley grabbed my head roughly by the hair. “Don't worry about her. She'll be fine. If Daiyu goes too far, Lydia will definitely let her know. You need to focus your full attention on me. If you want me and the other girls to keep taking it easy on you and Lydia, you need to keep me happy.”

If Ash considered what Lydia and I were going through to be taking it easy on us, I dreaded to think what her idea of going hard on someone was.

I heard Daiyu tell Lydia “Now I'm going to fuck your pussy.” Lydia gasped and sputtered as Daiyu withdrew her gigantic cock from her mouth. A moment later Lydia groaned as Daiyu penetrated her from the other end.

“Lie on this bench,” Ashley instructed. She gestured to a padded bench built into the underside of the facesitting chair. It had a horizontal section for one's lower body, from the hips down, and an upper section that was slanted at a roughly forty-five degree angle that rose to the hole in the seat for the upper portion of one's body, from the neck to the hips. She lifted a segment of the seat so that I would be able to position my head in the opening.

I clambered onto the bench. Ash snapped the piece she'd lifted back into place, encircling my neck in the hole. A padded wedge-shaped headrest was built into the seat, allowing me to recline my head at the same angle as my upper body. It was quite comfortable. I suspected that it wasn't going to remain so for long.

Ashley fastened wide straps around my ankles, thighs and chest, binding me tightly to the bench. She took my arms one by one and snapped a manacle around each of my wrists, securing them to the front legs of the chair. I couldn't move any part of my body more than an inch in any direction.

Daiyu was fucking Lydia hard. With my head angled back as it was, I could see them both in the mirrored ceiling. Lydia's face was contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain. She was grunting and moaning. Daiyu usually came quickly, but the limited stimulation from the strap-on pressing against her pussy did not seem to be enough to get her over the edge.

Ashley sat down in the chair in front of me. Her soft thighs bracketed my head. Her pussy was no more than an inch from my mouth. Pink ladywood poked expectantly between her lips.

“You want to fuck me, don't you?” she asked.

“Yes.” There seemed no point denying it.

“Too bad. It's never going to happen. I'm not into cocks. Well, not unless I'm the one wearing the cock.” She giggled. “But you can fantasize about fucking me while I'm nutting in your face.”

She pushed her cunt against my mouth. The forty-five degree angle of the headrest, I discovered, was not so much designed for the comfort of the chair's captive but to ensure that the captive's mouth was on the clit of whoever was sitting in the chair.

“Suck me off.”

I took Ashley's clit between my lips and sucked. Ashley leaned back and sighed. “Oh fuck...that's it...keep doing that....”

Lydia emitted a long, loud moan as a powerful orgasm gripped her. Daiyu continued fucking her. Splat stepped in front of the pillory. She had borrowed the eight-inch strap-on that Nadia had been wearing. It was still coated with Lydia's cum.

“Mind if I join you?” Splat asked Daiyu.

“Not at all.”

Lydia groaned as Splat pushed her cock into her mouth.

Ashley gripped my head and thrust her hips, grinding her engorged ladywood into my face. Her big tits jiggled out of reach above me. The heady scent and taste of her arousal was intoxicating. “Oh Jesus...don't stop...don't stop....”

My cock twitched in frustration. With my hands bound to the legs of the chair, I was helpless to do anything about it.

Ashley arched back as if she had touched a live wire, squashing my head against the padded support beneath it. Hot girl cum spilled down my chin. I almost came myself.

“Damn, I should ask Lydia if I can borrow you for a weekend some time,” Ash said as she rose from the chair.

Becky was standing nearby, watching lasciviously. I noticed with apprehension that she was holding an enormous dildo in her hand. It was even bigger than Daiyu's strap-on, although this one was a conventional dildo, without a harness. It must have been twelve inches long. She saw me staring at it, and grinned.

“Don't worry. This is for me, not you. I need a cock in my pussy. And since you blew your chance to fuck me, I'm going to sit on this while you eat me.”

She placed the giant dildo on the seat in front of me, so close that its massive balls touched my chin.

“This is gonna be fun. Well, fun for me, anyway. Maybe not so much for you.” Becky chuckled.

Daiyu and Splat were still fucking Lydia from both ends with their strap-on dildos. Splat pulled off her strap-on and pressed her pussy into Lydia's face. Lydia groaned as her head was pressed upward against the pillory's headboard. Splat grunted as a convulsive orgasm gripped her.

Daiyu was still struggling to get across the threshold. Both the pillory and Lydia's body were quaking from the violence of her thrusts. Daiyu's head was tilted back, and her eyes were closed. She seemed to be on the brink.

Becky slowly lowered herself onto the dildo. I was astounded that she was able to take the entire thing. She groaned happily as it stretched and filled her. She moved up and down over it, inching it in a little deeper each time, lubricating it with her own wetness. Her bushy twat reached my mouth.

“Make me come.”

I sucked the engorged flesh between Becky's broad lips. She let out a satisfied sigh. I felt envious of the giant dildo, buried to the balls inside her, where I wanted my cock to be. Becky ran her fingers through my hair almost affectionately as I gave her head. She started rocking, simultaneously fucking herself with the dildo and fucking my lips with her clit. Her wetness trickled into my mouth and down my chin onto the dildo's massive balls. Soon it was pooling on the seat and dripping through the neck opening in the chair and onto my throat and chest. My cock felt like it was going to explode.

An unholy wail reverberated through the room as Daiyu at last climaxed.

Becky subjected me to a couple of particularly forceful thrusts, then let out a loud cry of her own as she too passed the finish line.

As soon as Becky had recovered and lifted herself out of the chair, Kali took her place. My eyes almost popped out of my head when I got my first good look at Kali's muff.

Kali's clit was huge. Easily three inches long. The big biker grinned down at me, enjoying my shock.

“Sorry, I'm a little big down there,” Kali said, not sounding sorry at all.

She pushed her enormous clit expectantly against my lips. I reluctantly opened my mouth, and she slowly shoved it in. Her clit was not only shockingly long but surprisingly thick. I had to open my mouth uncomfortably wide to accommodate it. Her dense, curly bush spread out in a wide triangle above her clit and down over her broad outer lips. My nose and lips were pressed against it as she forced her daunting female meat all the way in.

“Suck me,” Kali instructed.

I started sucking. Her clit grew. I wondered apprehensively how big it would become. Kali, like Splat, had been riding all day, and her heady, cock-hardening scent and taste were intense.

Shawna and Nadia had wandered over, and watched with interest. Splat joined them, and smirked as she watched me struggle with Kali's unexpected size.

Kali's clit expanded another full inch before it at last stopped growing. I gagged slightly as it reached the back of my mouth.

“Don't stop, slut!” Kali warned. I got my gag reflex under control, and continued sucking.

“The next time his girlfriend goes down on him, he'll have a better appreciation for how hard she's working,” Shawna teased.

“If he still has a girlfriend,” Splat added cruelly. Like everyone else, she had noticed the heat between Kali and Lydia.

Kali made me suck her for what seemed like half an hour but was probably a lot less. Then she gripped my head and started thrusting. I grunted and gagged like a porn starlet attempting her first deepthroat as she fucked my mouth.

Kali's body abruptly tensed. She let out a soft grunt as she at last peaked.

I expected that she would now withdraw, but she stayed where she was, her giant clit still embedded in my mouth.

“Make me hard again. I'm going to fuck your girlfriend.”

I could hardly believe Kali was asking me to give her head to make her hard enough to fuck my girlfriend. I groaned. Despite my shock and humiliation, my cock was harder than ever. To my mortification, I realized this was turning me on.

“Kali just gave you an order, slave,” said Ash. “What are you waiting for?”

I resumed sucking Kali's clit.

“Wow, this loser really is a born slave,” Ash remarked. She seemed surprised that I had submitted to Kali's degrading demand.

Kali's clit quickly regained its previous size and rigidity. “That's good,” Kali said. She pulled out of my mouth and got up.

“This chair has wheels,” Ash said. “I'll move you over beside Lydia so that you can have a good view of Kali fucking her.”

Ash pushed the chair over to the pillory with me still imprisoned inside it. She positioned it just off to the side of Lydia's hips, angling it so that I had a clear view of the physical intimacy to come through the gap between the seat and armrest. The other women encircled Lydia and I.

Kali stepped in front of Lydia, squatted, and kissed her hard. Lydia responded with enthusiasm. Kali broke away, stood back up, and circled behind her. She stroked and caressed Lydia's kitty, making love to her with her fingers. Lydia came almost instantly. Kali kept it up, making her come twice more.

Kali gripped Lydia's hips and pushed her huge clit into her pussy. Lydia moaned happily. Kali fucked her vigorously. Lydia thrust back, grinding her ass into Kali's hips.

Ash was standing beside the facesitting chair. I glanced up at her. She looked both aroused by seeing Kali fuck Lydia like there was no tomorrow and disturbed by the obvious chemistry between the two. I could relate. I didn't want to feel aroused by watching someone else fuck Lydia. But I did. And the way Lydia and Kali were connecting did not bode well for my future role in Lydia's life.

Lydia gasped as her most powerful orgasm of the night shook her. Kali slammed into her extra hard, and came too.

“Give me the key to the pillory,” Kali said to Ashley as she pulled out of Lydia. Ashley handed Kali the key, and Kali released Lydia from the medieval contraption.

“Your boyfriend just got to watch me fuck you. Now you get to watch your boyfriend look after me.”

Kali stepped in front of the facesitting chair. Lydia came up beside her. The other women closed in around us, eager to see what Kali planned to do next.

Kali lowered herself back into the seat. Her big clit was still almost completely erect. She slid forward, shoving it against my lips. It glistened with Lydia's cum.

“Open your mouth, ho!”

I reluctantly let Kali back in, resigning myself to this latest indignity. Kali pushed her hips forward, driving her thick clit all the way in with a single motion. I retched slightly as she pushed it between my tonsils.

“Can you taste how horny my clit made Lydia when I fucked her?”

I could. The combined taste of the two women's lust filled my mouth. I managed to grunt an approximation of the word yes.

“Do you like the way we taste together?”

It seemed pointless to deny it. My straining cock made it obvious that I did. My need to come was so extreme that it was actually painful. I grunted another muffled yes.

“Suck me off, skank.”

I resumed giving Kali head. The beautiful Amazon was clearly enjoying my ministrations, but I couldn't quite seem to get her over the edge this time. Lydia was standing beside Kali, watching intently. She put a hand on Kali's shoulder, and Kali slid an arm around her waist. Kali put her other hand on my head, absently running her fingers though my hair. My jaw was starting to ache.

“Sorry, ho. Sometimes it takes me a while to come after I've already come a few times. You might be there a while.” She grinned.

“Can I sit on your lap while you make him suck you?” Lydia asked.

“I'd like that.”

Lydia climbed onto Kali's thighs and sat astride them behind me. She moved forward, so that her crotch nudged the back of my head. Daiyu started stroking herself. The smell of sex permeated the air like a fog.

Lydia and Kali started kissing. Ashley, who was standing nearby, quietly walked away. Lydia slipped her hands under Kali's vest and fondled her enormous boobs through her T-shirt. Kali placed her hands on Lydia's hips and pulled her a little closer, pushing my head more firmly against her cunt and driving her huge clit in a little deeper, gagging me.

Lydia eased back a little, then thrust her hips experimentally, ramming my face into her new lover's crotch. Kali's clit throbbed slightly in my mouth.

“That feels good,” Kali whispered. “Keep doing that. Fuck me with your boyfriend’s face.”

Lydia continued thrusting. Kali thrust back. The pair necked as they ground my head between them. Kali's wetness ran down my chin and added to the sizable cum stain on the seat. It dripped through the hole and onto my throat and chest. Lydia coated the back of my neck with her own arousal. Both women's breathing was getting faster and heavier.

“Oh fuck I'm going to come!” Kali exclaimed. Her clit throbbed violently as she passed the point of no return.

A moment later Lydia gasped as she too climaxed yet again.

The pair remained where they were for a few minutes and exchanged a few more gentle kisses. I feared that they were going to try for yet another orgasm. But Lydia reluctantly dismounted from Kali's lap, and Kali disengaged herself from my mouth and got up.

Ashley returned. She was holding a tall can of beer in one hand.

“Ash, any chance I could borrow this slave sometime?” Kali asked. “I'd love to bring him to the clubhouse and share him with my sisters.”

“It's fine with me. But you really need to ask Lydia,” Ash replied. “And him,” she added, remembering at the last moment that I was supposed to have a say in this.

Kali turned to Lydia. “What do you say, girl? Can we share your boyfriend with my sisters? You can be a guest of the club for the night. You'd get to use him too.”

“I think that would be a lot of fun. I'd love to visit your clubhouse! Brad, what do you say? Will you do my new friend Kali and me a solid and look after her and her sisters for a night?”

I hesitated. I was not at all comfortable with the way Kali and Lydia were bonding. And the idea of being used as the plaything of Kali's violent female biker gang was frightening.

But, I had to admit, the idea of being used for a night by these bad girls was also darkly exciting.

“If you say yes, I'll get you off right now with my mouth,” Lydia offered. “What do you say?”

That sealed the deal. I was dying to come.

“Yes,” I gasped. I was still trying to catch my breath after being repeatedly gagged by Kali's big clit.

Lydia leaned down under the facesitting chair and took my straining erection in her mouth.

“Not all of the girls in the club are as easy to please as me,” Kali cautioned. “You're going to get used hard.”

I barely registered her words. I felt myself building toward an explosive release. Lydia forced more of my cock into her mouth, taking it right to the back of her throat. I started nutting. It felt like I pumped enough cum into Lydia's throat to fill a coffee mug.

Lydia swallowed all of it.

Ash took a generous glug of her beer.

“The night's still young. Who's up for another round?”
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