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“Not guilty.”

The judge looked physically ill as she read the verdict.

I felt like I'd been punched in the stomach. I literally couldn't breathe for a moment.

The monster who killed my little boy grinned from ear to ear. His lawyer hugged him. The mother of one of the child killer's other three victims started to bawl.

A burly cop rose to his feet. He looked like he was seriously considering walking across the floor and beating the acquitted serial killer into a quivering pulp with his own hands. The cop beside him rose and put a hand on his shoulder. The cop scowled, almost trembling with rage, but sat back down.

“You're free to go, Mr. Cochrane.”

I lost it. It took five bailiffs to stop me from ripping the smiling murderer's head off.

When Paul Cochrane murdered my three-year-old son, he took everything I had left that mattered.

I was still in high school when I got pregnant with Tommy Junior. My boyfriend didn't run away, like most guys would have. He married me. He dropped out of school and got a job at a steel mill to support us.

Tom was my first. He was my only. And seven months after our son was born, he died in an industrial accident.

Little Tommy was the only thing that got me through the dark years that followed. I felt like Tom lived on in him. He had Tom's deep blue eyes. His ruddy blonde hair. His easy-going manner and infectious laugh.

He didn't deserve to die the way he did.

There was no doubt about Paul Cochrane's guilt. The bastard video-recorded his murders. Cochrane's lawyer raised some sort of technicality about the search warrant that uncovered those videos. The kind of shit that only makes sense to lawyers. The judge had been forced to let Cochrane walk.

I no longer gave a fuck about anything anymore. Except for one thing.

Vengeance.

“That was awful what happened to your boy,” Norm said.

I glowered at him. I didn't mean to. Norm was a nice guy, and I knew he meant no harm. But I didn't need to be reminded of my loss. It was already eating away at me every fucking minute of every fucking day.

“My, uh, my cousin is a biker. He's in Lucifer's Fist. He might be able to, uh, to get the guys to do something about, um, about that creep who, uh, you know...”

I looked at Norm in surprise. The dorky kid was the last person I would have imagined having any association with the notorious outlaw motorcycle club. Norm was 25, three years older than me. He still lived with his mom. He read comic books.

We were in the lunchroom of the meat processing plant where we both worked the graveyard shift.

“Go on, Norm. You have my attention.”

“Well, um, my cousin, Vic, is in the club. He's the vice president of the local chapter, actually. I could set up a meeting with the two of you. No promises. But, uh, maybe the guys in the club could, you know, help you set things right.”

I smiled for the first time in months.

“For real, Norm? You're not fucking with me?”

“I would never, um, I would never lie about something like that...”

I hugged Norm fiercely.

“Thank you. Yes, I want to meet your cousin. As soon as possible.”

I hadn't given a lot of thought as to what Norm's cousin would look like. But in the back of my mind I had pictured a brawny, aging dude with long hair wrapped in a bandana, a long, scruffy beard, a massive beer gut, and a shitload of tattoos.

Vic was brawny. And he had shoulder-length hair and several tats. But he was slim, and not all that much older than me. I guessed him to be in his late 20s. He was rather handsome, in a rough sort of way. His windswept hair was the black of a moonless night, and his eyes were the icy blue of an arctic sea. He had a scar on his chin, and a five o'clock shadow even though it was only ten in the morning. He wore a vest with a Lucifer's Fist patch at the top, a small MC patch below that, a patch with the club's logo in the center—a massive red fist with an inverted silver pentacle on a ring around the middle finger—and a patch with the name of our city along the bottom. On the front of the vest was a diamond patch with the 1%er logo that identified him as a member of an outlaw motorcycle gang. He wore a faded black Motörhead T-shirt under the vest, scruffy black jeans, and heavy black leather motorcycle boots.

Norm hadn't lied. His cousin was the real deal.

We were in a booth in a local coffee shop. Vic was sitting across from me, watching me intently. I had told him the story of what Cochrane had done to my son, and how he had gotten off on a technicality. Mercifully, Vic didn't probe for details about Tommy's death. Even so, it was a struggle to stay composed. More than a year had passed since the murder, but it still felt like yesterday.

“I think I can help you with this. I'll talk to the guys. I'll be in touch soon.”

He tossed a ten dollar bill on the table, got up, and left.

I didn't hear from Vic for a week. I had given up hope that anything would come of it when I got a text from him.

I discussed the favor you requested at the club meeting this afternoon. The guys want to help. The prez says you're going to need to pay us, though. If it was up to me we'd do this as a public service, but it wasn't my call.

My heart felt like someone had just poured a cup of hydrochloric acid over it. My husband Tom had lingered in a coma for two months before he died after the accident at the steel mill. His insurance had covered some of the costs, but there had been some expensive gaps. I had been a stay-at-home mom when the accident happened. I'd been bouncing from one crappy minimum-wage job to another since then. I was resigned to being in debt till the day I died. I couldn't even afford the accounting fees to declare bankruptcy.

I texted back:

Thanks for trying, Vic. I'm broke. I appreciate you asking for me.

I didn't expect to hear from Vic again, but a moment later I received another text.

I know. We checked you out. We know your financial situation. The prez had another way in mind for you to pay.

I was pretty sure I knew what Lucifer's Fist's “prez” had in mind. A weird mixture of emotions welled inside me. Indignation at the suggestion that I repay with my body like a street prostitute. Flattery that the bikers desired me enough to commit murder. Even a twinge of arousal. I hadn't slept with anyone since Tom died, and a dark, unfamiliar part of me was excited by the idea of being ravished by Vic and his violent biker friends.

But most of all was a driving lust for vengeance. There was literally almost nothing I wouldn't do to make Paul Cochrane pay.

What do I have to do?

You'd need to agree to spend a night entertaining the members of the club. If you know what I mean.

OK

You'll have to look after the women who belong to the club too. There are 5 full members, 2 prospects, and 5 girls. That's 12 people. Are you sure you want to do this?

Twelve people. I'd have to let twelve people use me. Could my body even handle that?

And five of those people would be women. I'd never been physically intimate with another woman before. But I'd always been curious about it. If I hadn't hooked up with Tom at such a young age I no doubt would have tried having sex with a girl before now. But as it was I'd never even kissed a girl.

Cochrane needed to pay for what he had done. If the price of justice was letting a gang of bikers and their women use my body as a human fuck doll for a night, then I would let them use me.

Yes. I'll do it.

Great. I'll contact you again when we've looked after the matter you asked us to take care of.

OK

I disconnected the call. I could hardly believe it. I had just agreed to service an entire biker gang.

It would be worth it to have my boy avenged.

Three weeks passed before I heard from Vic again.

He was waiting outside my apartment building when I returned from my overnight shift at the meat plant. Standing beside his Harley.

“Hey, Chloe.”

I felt suddenly shy.

“Hi, Vic.”

“It's done. We took care of it. Paul Cochrane is never going to touch another child.”

I felt a moment of elation. Followed by an unexpected emptiness.

“We videoed his death. It wasn't fast. We're going to have to erase the video, of course. But I thought you might want to see Cochrane dying.”

“No, that's okay. Just knowing he's finished is enough.” I was surprised to hear myself say this. A little while ago I would have loved to watch Cochrane being tortured. But now it just seemed pointless. He was dead. He would never hurt anyone else. It didn't bring my son back.

“So, would this Saturday be okay to settle things up?”

“Yes.”

“Great. I'll pick you up at eight o'clock.”

Vic looked like he wanted to say more, but he didn't. He kickstarted his Harley and rolled into the street. Seconds later he was gone.

I was increasingly nervous as my day of reckoning with the bikers approached. At times my anxiety bordered on terror.

I'd done some research on Lucifer's Fist after Norm offered to introduce me to his cousin. They were rapidly gaining a reputation as one of the most violent motorcycle gangs in the country. They'd only been around for ten years, but had chapters in eight cities. The local chapter was in a violent turf war with another upstart biker gang, two local mafias, and three or four street gangs. A third of the local chapter's members had been killed in the last year, including the last vice prez and his ol' lady. The VP, his girl, two rookie members, and a prospect had been ambushed and slaughtered outside a downtown biker bar by the biker gang who were trying to take over their turf, The Bloodspillers. The VP's 27-year-old girlfriend had been gang raped in an alley before her throat was cut. Four of the chapter's members were now awaiting trial without bail for killing the five scumbags who had done this, including Jeff “Bulldog” Mason, the previous president.

That I was soon going to be having sex with these dangerous, violent men—and their almost equally intimidating women—seemed somewhat surreal. I was very afraid that I had bitten off more than I could chew.

Over the last two years vaccines had become available for all of the STIs, including HIV. I had never bothered with them before since I wasn't sleeping with anybody, but went out and got all my shots the day after I entered into my agreement with Lucifer Fist. So hopefully I didn't have to worry about getting some hideous disease.

I also went on the pill again, for the first time in years. So I didn't have to worry about getting pregnant, either, barring some phenomenally bad luck. My breasts were not particularly big, but the contraceptive made them swell by a full bra size. The bikers, I was pretty sure, weren't going to mind. But I did have to go out and buy new bras.

I was pretty sure these guys weren't just going to want intercourse, but were going to expect to make use of my mouth and ass, too. To use me in every way a man could. I had given head plenty of times to Tom, and used to enjoy giving him pleasure this way, hearing his grunts and moans, feeling his hands stroking my hair, and feeling him throb as he got close to the pinnacle. I'd also had anal sex from time to time with Tom, and had come to enjoy it immensely once I got used to it, especially when he played with my pussy and clit while we were doing it, which he usually did. But I was pretty sure having sex with these rough bikers was going to be a very different experience from making love with my easy-going and willing-to-please husband.

I feared what would happen if my body couldn't take it. And what would happen to me if I failed to fulfill my part of the bargain.

I was apprehensive about sex with the biker women, too. I feared that with my lack of experience I wouldn't be able to satisfy them. Or that I'd find that I wasn't really into sex with girls. Or that the biker girls would see me as a rival for the affection of their men.

Despite my fears, I found myself fantasizing about what it was going to be like to have sex with these big, rough, unfamiliar men and their daunting, brazen women. What it would feel like to have those men on top of me, grinding me into the bed. What it would feel like to have them inside me. And what it would feel like to pleasure the women, and (if I was lucky) to be pleasured by them. I wondered if there was something wrong with me for feeling these things. Yet I couldn't help it. Feelings and needs that had been all but dead for years were rising back to life.

I jilled off more times in the days leading up to my encounter with the bikers than I had in the preceding year.

Vic met me outside my apartment building Saturday evening.

I was nervous. Almost jittery. I hadn't been sure what to wear. I'd opted for a short, low cut black dress with matching three-inch pumps. The sexiest outfit I owned, purchased years ago in happier times. I figured the more turned on the bikers were, the faster they'd be done with me, and the sooner I could go home and start pretending this had never happened.

Vic was dressed almost identically to the way he'd looked the first time I'd met him. The only difference was that his T-shirt had the name of a different metal band, and his black jeans looked almost new. He grinned when he saw me.

“You look good.”

“Thanks.” I didn't feel attractive. I felt awkward and self-conscious.

“Hop on.”

I reluctantly seated myself behind Vic on the motorcycle. I'd never been on a motorcycle before. My heart was hammering like a piston. I tentatively wrapped my arms around Vic, fearing that I would fall off once we started moving. Vic revved up his hog and pulled into the street. I tightened my grip. It felt strange to be on the back of a motorcycle, behind this rough-looking outlaw, surrounded by cars with ordinary people going about their ordinary lives.

We rolled through an intersection and turned onto another street. Vic leaned his bike into the turn. I instinctively tried to keep my body upright. Once we were past the intersection Vic pulled to the curb and removed his helmet.

“You've never been on a motorcycle before, have you?”

I fumbled with the strap of my helmet. He undid it for me and lifted it off.

“No, this is my first time. Did I do something wrong?”

“Tilt your body when we're making turns, so that you're leaning into the turn.” His stern gaze softened. “Don't worry. It's no big deal. Just hang onto me and tilt your body with mine.”

“Okay.”

Vic brushed some hair out of my face. I wasn't expecting this, and tensed. I sensed that he wanted to kiss me, but he didn't. To my surprise, I realized that I wanted him to.

“You're gonna be fine, Chloe.” Vic delicately placed my helmet back over my head and fastened the strap. He put his own helmet on, and seconds later we were back on the street.

We rode through a dozen more streets, then turned onto an expressway leading out of the city. We drove past suburban factories, big box stores, and clusters of expensive cookie-cutter townhouses. It was late August, and the long summer days were getting shorter. The sun had been close to the horizon when Vic picked me up, and dipped below it as we rode, enveloping the landscape in a slowly deepening twilight.

Industrial buildings and gated communities gave way to farmland and wooded lots. Vic turned off the highway. We passed through the center of a town on the outskirts of the city, then onto a dirt road that ran through a densely wooded area. My apprehension increased. I was a city girl, and Vic was taking me out into the middle of nowhere.

The last light of the day was illuminating the western treeline and a few stars had materialized in the east when we reached Vic's clubhouse. The biker headquarters was a squat, rectangular, one story cinder block building. It might once have been a factory. Or a bar. Maybe even a strip club or a cathouse. The rusting frame of a tall rectangular sign jutted from one side of the building, but the sign itself was long gone. All the windows were boarded up.

Concrete barriers like those used on construction sites blocked the long driveway. A motorcycle could just pass between them, but not a car. Half a dozen Harleys were lined up in the parking lot. These were the only clue as to who owned this building.

Vic pulled up to the line of hogs, parked, and dismounted. I awkwardly got off the bike and removed my helmet.

Vic put a hand on my shoulder, almost shyly.

“Sorry, this is going to be hard on you. Like I said, if it was up to me we would have killed that fucking bastard as a public service. But the new prez was adamant that you gotta pay, and nobody except me and Roach had the guts to vote against him.”

“It's okay, Vic. I'm willing to do this. It's the price of revenge for my son.”

He gave me an odd look. I wasn't sure if it was admiring or pitying. Perhaps it was a bit of both.

Every set of eyes instantly fell upon me as Vic led me into the clubhouse.

We were in a large room furnished with a bar with half a dozen stools, several tables and chairs, and a pool table. A mattress had been dragged into the middle of the floor near the pool table. Faded posters of rock bands, motorcycles, and vintage cars dotted the walls. A faint odor of stale beer and stronger smells of cigarette and pot smoke hung in the air.

I was almost lightheaded with fear. Vic could see the apprehension in my face. He leaned down, bringing his mouth to my ear.

“Don't worry, Chloe. You can do this. If you need to stop at any point, just say so. I'll make sure no one hurts you.”

I relaxed somewhat. Although I barely knew Vic, my instincts told me that despite his rough exterior he was a man who could be trusted when he gave his word.

I could feel the lust of the men watching me. And some of the women. It was almost palpable. Despite my nervousness, I felt a perverse thrill. The freaky fantasies I'd been having since making this deal were about to become a reality.

Vic introduced me one by one to his fellow bikers.

Johnny Kilgore, the president. Kilgore was a tall man whom I guessed to be in his early fifties. He had ruggedly handsome features and a body that was ripped. His head was shaved. A tattoo of an eagle adorned one side of his skull. He'd been promoted to the chapter's top post four or five months ago, after the previous prez was arrested along with several others for the retaliatory killings of five Bloodspillers.

Big Dave, the sergeant-at-arms and enforcer. Big Dave was even taller than Kilgore. He must have been seven feet tall or close to it. He appeared to be in his late thirties. He had rough-hewn features and a breathtakingly muscular build. His biceps were literally thicker than my thighs. Long dark hair fell in haphazard tangles to his shoulders.

Roach, the chapter's secretary, treasurer, and ride captain. Roach was the oldest member. He looked like he was in his sixties. He looked much like the caricature of a biker I had semi-consciously imagined Vic would fit, with his long, shaggy beard, a bandana wrapped around his head, innumerable tattoos, and a massive beer gut.

Coyote, a short but brawny man of perhaps thirty. He had plain features, shaggy black hair, and a goatee. Tattoos covered every visible part of his body from the jawline down.

And the two prospects, Al and Joe. They both appeared to be in their twenties, not much older than myself. Both were good looking in a rough sort of way, despite their stern, intimidating demeanors.

All of the men either greeted me verbally or gave me a nod of acknowledgement. I returned their greetings and nods.

Vic introduced me to the women next.

Cat, Kilgore's wife. Cat appeared to be in her forties. She was tall, taller than some of the men. She had a slender, wiry build, with a curvy ass and massive, taut boobs that were clearly not the ones she'd been born with. Bleach-blonde hair spilled loosely to her shoulders, framing a pretty, heart-shaped face. Her arms and even her chest were densely covered with tattoos. She had more ink than most of the men.

Lisa, Coyote's girlfriend. Lisa appeared to be in her thirties. She was short and somewhat stocky. Wavy brown hair tumbled down almost to her ass. She had petite features that would have been cute if they had not been set in what seemed to be a permanent sneer or scowl. She had several tattoos on her biceps and forearms.

Kristen, the girlfriend of one of the prospects. Kristen looked like she was in her late twenties. She was of medium height and medium build. She had short, dark, spiky hair and a beautiful face with full lips, high cheekbones, and large, playful eyes. She had a gorgeous figure, with full breasts and a fantastic ass. She had only a single visible tattoo, with a skull, a sword, and a cluster of blood-colored roses on her left arm.

And last but not least, Tequila and Rory, who weren't paired up with any one club member and were essentially the willing communal property of the male bikers. Including those members who had a woman. Both women appeared to be in their early twenties, about the same age as me. Tequila was a tall, lanky redhead with long legs, narrow hips, and relatively small, pert breasts. She had remarkably pretty features. If she'd wanted to, she could have had a career as a model. Rory was a short and had a lush figure with wide hips and huge breasts which unlike Cat's were clearly natural. Her face was pretty in a girl-next-door kind of way. Both had multiple tattoos. Tequila also had a nose ring and numerous ear piercings.

Cat and Lisa nodded coolly as Vic introduced me. Kirsten gave me a warm, welcoming smile. Tequila and Rory didn't seem quite sure what to make of me, but welcomed me. Tequila said “Hi Chloe, welcome to the clubhouse.” I nervously returned her greeting. She was the only one among the women who actually spoke to me.

“Want a beer, Chloe?” Kilgore asked, once the introductions were done.

“I'd love one.”

Kilgore nodded to one of the prospects, who promptly fetched me a beer.

“I'm sorry about the loss of your boy,” Kilgore said. “He's been avenged. The monster who took his life will never hurt anyone again.”

“Thank you,” I said, meaning it.

Kilgore drained the tall can in his hand. The prospect quickly replaced it. I took a generous glug from my own beer.

Kilgore made more small talk. I sensed that he was trying to set me at ease, and appreciated this. Most of the guys in the room were looking at me like wolves watching a lost sheep.

“Have you ever had sex with more than one guy at a time?” Kilgore asked, taking me off guard.

“Uh, no. I've only had sex with one guy in my life. My husband.”

Kilgore looked shocked.

“For real?”

“Yeah. For real. We were still in high school when we hooked up. And after he died, I didn't want to be with anybody else. I just focused on raising our son.”

“Holy shit, this bitch is practically a virgin!” Coyote exclaimed, grinning.

“She won't be for long,” Big Dave smirked. Laughter erupted from several of the bikers and their women.

My heart was pounding against my breastbone like a bird trying to escape a cage. What had I gotten myself into?

“You ready to pay your debt to the club, Chloe?” Kilgore asked.

“Yes.”

“Let's get started then. Get on your knees.”

I drained what was left of my beer and knelt on the floor. The wooden surface was hard and cold against my skin.

“Vic, you set this deal up. You get to go first.”

Vic nodded a wordless thank you to the club leader, then stepped in front of me. He gazed down at me with an inscrutable expression. He slowly, almost leisurely, undid his belt, then liberated his cock. My eyes widened a little. He was already hard. And he was significantly bigger than my husband, the only man I'd gone down on previously.

Vic placed his hands on my head. His touch was unexpectedly gentle. His fingers played with my hair. It had been years since a man had touched me like this, and I felt unexpected pleasure from the caress of his fingers.

I reluctantly brought my lips to his cock and slowly took him in. He let out an almost inaudible sigh of pleasure as I embraced him with my mouth. My nipples unexpectedly stiffened, and I felt myself get a little wet.

“Fuck that hoe's face hard, brother,” Coyote encouraged.

“Yeah, choke that slut with your cock!” Lisa, Coyote's girl, echoed.

Vic silenced the two of them with a look.

I slowly moved my mouth up and down over Vic's cock. I took him as deep as I could without gagging. I had planned to get the bikers off as fast as I could to get this ordeal over with, but to my surprise I found that I didn't want to rush. Not with Vic. I wanted to give him pleasure. And I was deriving pleasure of my own as I did so. My nipples had become fully erect. I could tell most of the guys had noticed. And that Cat and a couple of the other girls had noticed too. I was embarrassed. But there was nothing I could do about it. I could feel the seeds of an orgasm growing within me. I was tempted to slip a hand under my dress. I resisted the urge. I didn't want to add to my humiliation by jilling off in front of everyone.

Vic's breathing was getting subtly heavier. His grip on my head tightened, and he shoved himself in a little deeper, gagging me slightly. A groan escaped him, and an explosion of warm cum splattered the back of my throat. There was a lot of it. I swallowed. He smiled down at me, then released my head.

Kilgore went next. He wasn't as long as Vic, but he was even thicker. He gripped my head with both hands, holding it in place like a vice. The engorged head of his cock prodded my lips expectantly. I reluctantly opened my mouth and let him push his way in. Some of the others stepped forward, encircling us.

Kilgore pushed his cock deeper. I gagged slightly as it reached the back of my tongue. The biker chief continued driving it forward. I'd never taken someone so deep before, and retched. Unperturbed, Kilgore kept going. He hit the back of my throat. My eyes watered, and I groaned.

“Suck me off, Chloe. Make me come.”

I sucked on the thick meat filling my mouth. I thought Kilgore's cock was as big as it was going to get, but it got even bigger. I groaned as my jaw and lips were pried wider. Saliva spilled from my mouth, running down my chin and dripping onto the floor, despite my efforts to contain it. Kilgore moaned with pleasure. Despite my discomfort and humiliation, I was getting hornier. My clit was swollen and stiff. My insides glowed with a warm, delicious tension that with the right kind of stimulation could become a spectacularly intense orgasm. No one in the room was paying any attention to my needs or my pleasure, though.

All of the other bikers—and their women—had now gathered around us. My eyes met Vic's. His expression was hard to read, but I could tell that he wanted me, even though he'd just had me. That he wanted my mouth back on him instead of Kilgore. I felt myself get even wetter.

Cat, Kilgore's wife, placed a hand possessively on Kilgore's shoulder. She gazed down at me, looking both bemused and contemptuous. “I can't wait to make this bitch eat me,” she said. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her nipples were poking prominently against her flimsy top. She was clearly turned on by watching her man use me.

“I bet that slut is sopping wet,” Lisa said.

“I'll bet you're right,” Cat agreed.

“Girls, why don't you help Chloe out?” Kilgore suggested. He had a weird, mischievous grin on his face. “Make her feel more at home.”

Cat was already kneeling beside me before Kilgore spoke. To my surprise, she slid a hand beneath my dress. Every eye in the clubhouse was on us. Cat's fingers slipped beneath my panties. I gasped. The sound was muffled by Kilgore's cock, but still loud enough to be audible to everyone in the room. Cat slowly slid her fingers over my clit, and I nearly came on the spot. She pushed two fingers inside me. I groaned. I couldn't believe how good it felt.

“Yup, she's got a Category 5 hurricane building up between her legs,” Cat announced.

Kilgore's moans grew more intense. He pushed my head down. Hard. I groaned as his cock pushed into the soft flesh at the back of my throat. I retched again, and more tears ran down my cheeks.

I felt hands on my breasts, and someone else's breasts pressing softly into my back. I was pretty sure it was Kristen. I could feel her taut nipples prodding me through my dress. A couple of the men shouted encouragement. Guys seemed to have an almost obsessive fascination with watching girls get it on together.

Cat slid her fingers in and out of my pussy. “I'm going to make you come while my husband fucks your mouth,” she whispered. Her big boobs pressed against my upper arm. They felt good.

Kristen continued to massage my tits. She teased my puckered nipples with her fingers. The delightful tension that presaged a massive orgasm continued to build. I didn't want to come in front of a roomful of people with this crude biker's cock wedged in my mouth and his slutty wife's fingers deep in my pussy. Yet I didn't want them to stop. I could feel my cheeks reddening with helpless embarrassment.

Kilgore started thrusting in my mouth. I grunted and groaned as he literally fucked my face. Cat's fingers returned to my clit. She slowly massaged and stroked it.

“I own you now, bitch,” Cat whispered. “Come for me.”

Kristen's hands squeezed my boobs. I couldn't hold back anymore. I moaned uncontrollably as I slipped over the edge, splurting all over Cat's hand.

Kilgore's grip on my head tightened. He exploded in my mouth, pumping thick spurts of cum over the back of my throat. I reluctantly swallowed.

Kilgore withdrew and stepped away. Big Dave took his place. He had removed his pants and boots, but still wore his T-shirt and vest. His cock was already hard.

“Big Dave didn't get his name cause of his height,” Lisa said. Several people laughed. Big Dave grinned.

Big Dave had the biggest cock I'd ever seen. By far.

“Make me come, Chloe.” Big Dave placed a hand on the back of my head and pulled me forward, so that my lips were pressed against the tip of his intimidating erection. I feared that I wouldn't be able to open my mouth wide enough to take it in. And I feared what these men would do to me if I failed.

I gave his cock a few tentative licks, running my tongue over the head and the thick shaft, buying myself a little time. My heart was pounding. Big Dave tilted his head back and let out a rough sigh of pleasure.

I continued licking for a couple of minutes, running my tongue up and down over him. I wondered if I could bring him over the brink this way, without taking him in my mouth. My experience with men other than my husband was non-existent. I brought one of my hands up to his sack and cupped it in my palm. His balls, like his cock, were immense. I hesitantly gripped the base of his cock with my other hand.

“That feels good. But I need you to take me in your mouth now. I'm gonna make you swallow the biggest load you've ever taken.”

“He's not kidding,” Tequila said jovially. “When Big Dave comes, it's a geyser.” She and Rory had moved forward, so that they were standing right beside me. Lisa was standing opposite them, just behind Cat. Kristen was still behind me, sensuously massaging my boobs. Cat's hand was still between my legs. She occasionally gave my pussy a teasing stroke, just enough to keep the embers burning.

“Do you think she'll be able to get him in her mouth?” Lisa asked. “Some girls can't do it.”

“My jaw used to be sore for days whenever Big Dave used my mouth,” Cat said. “Back in the days before Johnny decided he wanted me all to himself.”

I had done some research into biker culture, and knew that biker women typically started out as shared playthings who could be used on demand by any member of the club. Some of them, like Cat, then went on to become the exclusive wife or girlfriend of one of the bikers. The biker men were still allowed to fuck whoever they wanted, but once a female attached herself to one of them she was expected to be faithful to him. It seemed incredibly fucked up to me, but there were women who voluntarily sought out this lifestyle.

Big Dave gripped my head with his bear-like hands and brought my face to the head of his cock. He pushed me forward, mashing my lips against the engorged tip. I opened my mouth, and he pulled me closer, forcing himself in. My jaw and lips were stretched as wide as they could go. I groaned. Big Dave ignored my discomfort and pushed deeper. I struggled to keep my lips wrapped around his meat so that my teeth didn't touch him. He was so thick that despite my best efforts my teeth brushed lightly against him. He didn't seem to even notice. I gagged as he flattened my tongue and invaded the upper part of my throat. The end of his cock hit the back of my esophagus, and I retched despite my best effort not to. One of the women—it might have been Lisa or Cat—laughed. I ignored her. Big Dave pulled back a little, allowing me to breathe. I started sucking on the leviathan impaling my face.

“That's it,” Big Dave murmured. He didn't thrust, as Kilgore had done, but just held me in place.

Cat withdrew her hand. I moaned in protest. I felt someone kissing the side of my neck. Kristen. Then someone else pulling up my dress and caressing my belly. Tequila. Kristen's lips meandered across my shoulder and upper arm. Tequila's mouth drifted lower. She pulled the front of my panties to one side, and planted a hard, sensuous kiss on my bush. I had trimmed myself down there for the first time in years earlier in the day, and was glad that I had. Tequila's lips wandered from my bush to the tops of my thighs, my swollen lips, and then back to my bush. My clit stiffened. I wanted to feel Tequila's mouth on it. But Tequila was taking her time. Kirsten shuffled partway around me so that she was beside instead of behind me. Her mouth trailed down the swell of my breast, caressing me through the thin fabric of my dress. She and Tequila were side by side, working on me together. One of Kristen's breasts was resting on Tequila's back. Tequila didn't seem to mind.

Lisa squatted beside me and Big Dave. Her smartphone was in her hands, and she brought it up to my mouth and Big Dave's cock. The bitch was videoing us! I groaned loudly in protest.

“Lisa, get that fucking phone out of Chloe's face,” Vic ordered. “She didn't agree to let anyone record this.”

Lisa gave Vic a nasty look. The smartphone disappeared.

Tequila moved down a little further, almost but not quite touching my clit. Kristen pulled my dress higher, baring my tits. Her mouth settled on one of my straining nipples, sending a surge of bliss through my body. Tequila teased me with more kisses on my thighs and bush. I felt more kisses on the back of my neck, then between my shoulder blades. The touch felt like that of a woman. I realized it was Rory.

Tequila's mouth moved down, again just missing my clit. I couldn't take it anymore. I tentatively put a hand on Tequila's head and nudged her further south. I gasped as she took my nub between her lips and gently suckled it.

Big Dave's cock throbbed in my mouth as my blissful murmurs reverberated around it. He forced himself in a little deeper. My lips and jaw were aching, but I barely noticed. Tequila continued sucking me off, slowly, unhurriedly guiding me toward my finale. I stroked the tall biker girl's hair, and she murmured appreciatively.

An orgasm hit me like a tsunami. I clutched Tequila's head and held her tightly against my crotch as I came in her face.

Big Dave went over the edge. Tequila hadn't exaggerated about the size of his loads. It felt like a geyser was going off in my mouth. A geyser of hot, sticky spunk. I had no choice but to swallow.

Roach went next. He didn't push himself in as deep as he could, as Kilgore and Big Dave had done, but instead let me take the lead. Tequila, Kristen and Rory continued to explore me with their hands and mouths as I worked on the rotund, bearded biker. This time Kristen used her hand on my pussy while Rory focused on my breasts and Tequila stroked and kissed my neck and shoulders. It took Roach a while to come, and when he did Kristen's fingers expertly made sure I joined him.

Coyote was next. He fucked my face hard, almost angrily. His girlfriend Lisa slid one hand down the front of her jeans and goaded him to facefuck me even harder. Mercifully, Coyote wasn't that big, and it didn't take him long to come. Lisa shuddered with her own release as her man unloaded in my mouth. Coyote was done before Kristen, Tequila and Rory could bring me to another peak. But that was okay. They kept the fire burning.

Coyote was followed by Al and Joe, the two prospects. Both already had their cocks in hand when their turn came. Each of them fucked my mouth roughly and enthusiastically. Like Coyote, they both nutted quickly. I had another orgasm of my own as Kristen sensuously sucked my boobs while Rory used her fingers on me.

“You're doing great, Chloe,” Kilgore said once each of his men had had a turn. “Take off your clothes and lie down on the mattress.”

I pulled off my dress and panties and lay down as instructed. The mattress had some disturbing stains on it. It had obviously seen a lot of use.

Kilgore nodded at Vic, who started removing his clothes. It was the first time I'd seen Vic fully naked. He had a mouth-watering body, lean and muscular without being muscle-bound. He was already hard again. I was nervous. It had been years since I'd had a man inside me. But I was also excited.

Vic straddled my body with his. He brought his lips to my ear. “You hanging in there alright, Chloe?”

I nodded. I tentatively touched his cheek and ran a hand through his hair. He smiled. I moved my hands to his shoulders and ran them lightly down his back. I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to fuck me hard.

Vic trailed kisses over my face, throat and breasts. His tongue ran over my straining nipples while his fingers simultaneously stroked my kitty, sending double jolts of pleasure through me. He lowered his body onto mine. The weight of his muscular frame pressed me into the mattress. It felt good. I continued running my hands over his back, moving down to his hips and ass. He guided his cock into place. He slid the tip up and down over my slit, brushing it against my clit. I almost came. He stroked my hair, then surprised me by kissing me on the lips before slowly pushing himself in.

I was, not surprisingly, quite tight down there after years of celibacy. My tension didn't help. I could tell Vic wanted to just shove himself right in, but he went slowly. I felt almost like a virgin again as he slowly stretched and filled me. Except this time there wasn't any pain. Just pleasure. I gasped and bit my lower lip.

“The slut likes it,” Cat mocked. “She's sweet on you, Vic.” Lisa smirked. Kristen gave them a reproving look, which neither of them seemed to notice. Tequila looked like she was going to say something, but didn't. I knew from my online research that biker culture was very hierarchical, and that as Kilgore's wife Cat was the alpha female, and thus not to be challenged lightly. I wanted to smack that stupid bitch. Vic ignored her. I followed his example and pretended she wasn't there.

Vic patiently eased himself all the way in, filling me more deeply than my husband had been physically capable of. My insides were squeezed from the inside out. It felt good. Very good. It had been way too long since I'd had a man inside me.

Vic started thrusting. Gently at first. Then harder. I could feel his breath in my ear. And hear his groans of pleasure. I ground my hips up against him. I could feel another orgasm slowly welling inside me. A big one.

“Fuck her brains out, Vic!” Coyote exhorted.

Vic ignored him. Our bodies ground against each other, almost becoming one. I started slipping over the edge. “Oh God, I'm coming,” I whispered. Vic's thrusts intensified. Then he too went over the brink. He gripped me tightly as he came. He was trying to be quiet, no doubt wanting to seem nonchalant in front of his club brothers, but a loud, deep moan escaped him. I was surprised by how much it turned me on to know that I was the cause of that sound. An aftershock shuddered through me.

Vic gently extracted himself and got up. Kilgore had already removed his clothing. He downed the remnants of the latest beer in his hand and tossed the can aside. He was already hard again. Big Dave and some of the others were also removing their clothes. My apprehension returned. Especially when I saw Big Dave stroking his massive dong. The giant biker sensed my nervousness, and grinned.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass, Chloe?” Kilgore asked.

Though I had known that this might be asked of me as part of my “payment”, I was taken somewhat off guard by the blunt question. I'd done it occasionally with Tom. But Kilgore was quite a bit bigger.

“Y-yes,” I stammered. “With my husband.”

Kilgore smiled. “I'll go easy on you, girl. Don't worry.”

Kilgore instructed me to get on my hands and knees. Once I was in position, he knelt behind me. He didn't plow right in, as I feared. He ran his hands over my hips, thighs, ass and boobs. I gasped as one hand unexpectedly moved down to my pussy and played with my clit. The man knew what he was doing. It felt fantastic.

Kilgore put some lube on a finger and inserted it into my ass. It felt a little uncomfortable, yet good. He pulled out, then re-entered with two fingers. He slowly fucked me with his fingers. He squeezed in a third finger. Then he pulled out and started lubing up his cock.

“Cat, why don't you lick Chloe's pussy while I fuck her ass.”

Cat frowned. It was obvious that she thought I should be the one eating her pussy, not vice versa. She looked like wanted to tell Kilgore to eat me himself, but didn't dare.

“I'll do it,” Kristen volunteered. “If Chloe wants me to. Do you want me to, Chloe?”

“Yes,” I whispered breathily. I wanted Kristen's mouth on me. And I didn't want it to stop there. I wanted to pleasure Kristen. To feel her flesh on my lips and tongue. To taste her.

Kristen knelt in front of me and kissed me. My lips parted as if they had a mind of their own. Kristen kissed me like she owned me. In that moment, for all practical purposes, she did. A couple of the men whooped, thrilled to see two girls making out. We paid them no mind.

“Stop kissing and eat her pussy,” Coyote exhorted.

“You don't have any idea how to get a girl warmed up properly, do you Coyote?” Rory taunted. “That's why Lisa always has to use her vibrator after you fuck her.”

Lisa glared at Rory. Coyote looked like he might actually walk over and smack the younger woman for her insolence. Rory stood her ground, seeming to dare him.

Kristen gently broke our kiss and slid underneath me. It was a bit awkward, but she was agile, and quickly maneuvered herself between my arms and legs. Perhaps six inches of space separated her mouth from my pussy. I felt awkward and nervous. But also almost unbearably horny. I could hardly believe how eager I was for Kristen to explore me.

Kilgore was still stroking his now thoroughly-lubricated cock. A couple of the other guys were stroking their meat too, not giving a rat's ass what anyone thought anymore. Cat was back at Kilgore's side, and was playing with herself. Kilgore's expression, as usual, was deadpan, but it was obvious that he was enjoying watching me and Kristen.

I carefully lowered myself onto Kristen's face. My skin tingled as if touched by an electric current as our bodies came together. The sensation of Kristen's big boobs pressing into my stomach was heavenly. As was the feel of my own breasts resting on her. Kristen's nipples were rigid, and indented the soft flesh of my belly. My clit throbbed as Kristen kissed my cleft and then slowly ran her tongue along it. Kristen's hands explored my ass, hips, lower back, and the sides of my breasts. I had to consciously resist the urge to mash my twat into her face. To fuck her face like a guy.

Kristen and I were almost exactly the same height, and Kristen's own kitty was directly under my mouth. She was completely shaved. The delicate scent of her excitement teased my nose. I knew that Kilgore was dying to fuck me, but he held off, giving us time to explore each other. I brought my lips to Kristen's cleft and kissed it. She moaned softly, the sound semi-muffled by my pussy. I ran my tongue over her, and her moans intensified. I continued licking, matching Kristen's slow, steady rhythm. Kristen's magic was rapidly stoking the fire between my legs in a way that wasn't quite like anything I had ever experienced before.

I was soon breathlessly balanced on the edge of another orgasm. Kristen found my clit, and took it between her lips. I exploded, gushing in Kristen's mouth. Kristen thrust upward against my face several times, and shuddered as release swept through her.

Kilgore gave us a moment to recover, then asked, “Ready, Chloe?”

I was as ready as I was ever going to be. Not just ready. I wanted to feel Kilgore's thick cock in my ass.

“I'm ready.”

I had collapsed on top of Kristen. Kilgore straddled us on his hands and knees. My heart was jackhammering as he brought his cock to my butt. He brushed my cheeks playfully with it a few times before unhurriedly guiding it to my opening and slowly pushing it in. I gasped. The first inch or two always hurt, no matter how many times I did it. I willed my muscles to relax. It didn't really help.

Kristen resumed caressing my cooch. That did help, if nothing else by distracting me from the discomfort. I moaned. Kilgore slowly pushed deeper, steadily filling me. The last couple of inches went deeper than I'd ever been filled before from that end, and at first it hurt. Kristen returned her attention to my clit, sending surges of pleasure through me. My body stopped trying to expel Kilgore's cock, enabling me to begin enjoying the sensation of having him inside me.

Kristen nudged my face, wordlessly begging me to use my mouth on her again. I resumed eating her. She let out a satisfied sigh. The heady taste of her arousal was getting stronger. Her soft, firm thighs lightly clenched and unclenched around my head. To my amazement, I could already feel another orgasm building.

Kilgore withdrew slightly, then pushed forward. A familiar pleasure that I had done without for years radiated through me. I pushed back against Kilgore, and a groan of pleasure escaped him. He pulled out further, then buried himself inside me again. His balls must have been pressing into the upper half of Kristen's face with each thrust. Knowing this for some reason made me even hornier. Kristen didn't seem to mind. Kristen's boyfriend, Al, didn't seem troubled by this either. The young biker was pounding his meat so hard it looked like he was going to come before he even got another turn with me. Vic was not wanking off, but he was fully hard again. Our eyes briefly met. Then Kristen's thighs tightened around my face, drawing my attention back to her pussy.

Kilgore continued to fuck my ass. His pace was almost leisurely at first, but steadily picked up speed. My ass felt stretched almost to the breaking point. But I didn't want him to stop.

Tequila joined us. She slipped a couple of fingers into Kristen's pussy. Kristen moaned and pushed herself upward a little more forcefully against my face. Tequila slowly pulled her fingers back, then slid them in again. Her wet fingers brushed against my nose as she slowly fucked Kristen with her hand. Kristen's moans became almost frantic. She was close to peaking again. I wasn't far off myself.

Kristen kept working her magic on my pussy as Kilgore fucked my ass and Tequila finger-fucked Kristen. I was a little embarrassed at how wet I was. It didn't seem to bother Kristen. She gripped my hips as if she was afraid I'd try to get up. Not that there was any chance of that happening.

Kilgore continued to ravage me from behind, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my body. Kristen's mouth found my clit again. My eyes rolled into the back of my head for a second or two. Tequila increased the speed of her fingers. Kristen's body tensed, then quivered as a fresh orgasm ripped through her. Her clit throbbed against my tongue. I passed the point of no return, and shuddered as I gushed in Kristen's mouth.

Kilgore subjected me to a couple of particularly hard thrusts and groaned more loudly than ever. His thick cock throbbed violently, and I felt him shooting inside me. I was dimly aware that Cat was coming too as she watched her lover empty his balls into me.

“My turn,” announced Big Dave as Kilgore gently extricated himself and stood up. “Lie on your back, Chloe.”

I lifted myself off Kristen and lay down as instructed. Kristen and Tequila stood up and moved back slightly to give Big Dave room. The mattress sagged as the towering biker stepped onto it. He was fully hard again. His cock jutted out like a miniature baseball bat. Jesus, how had agreeing to this ever seemed like a good idea?

Big Dave straddled me on his hands and knees, then lay down on top of me. His wide, brawny chest covered my face. He gripped his massive cock and brought it to my vagina. I tensed. He didn't seem to notice.

I groaned as the huge biker pushed himself into me, stretching me around his rock-hard girth. He paid no heed to my discomfort, and forced himself in deeper. I felt like I was on the verge of being split apart. Yet along with the pain was an intense sensation of pleasure.

“Shit, this bitch is tight,” Big Dave grunted.

“After Big Dave's done with you, you won't even be able to feel a normal man's cock,” Lisa taunted.

Big Dave pushed deeper. Both the pleasure and pain increased as he filled me more fully than any man ever had before or likely ever would again. A part of me wanted to scream, to yell at him to pull out, that he was too big. Another part of me, a long dormant part that I thought had died with my husband, couldn't wait for him to fuck me.

I didn't have to wait long to get that wish.

Big Dave drew back, partially withdrawing, then slammed into me. The decrepit mattress rocked with the force of his thrust. I grunted. So did he. He pulled out and rammed me again, even harder. “Oh fuck!” I gasped.

Big Dave's thrusts became faster and even more brutal. I shuddered as another orgasm unexpectedly swept through me like a sudden torrential summer rain. My fingers clawed the mattress and my eyes rolled up under their lids again. My battered pussy contracted around Big Dave's cock as if it wanted to hold him inside me forever. Big Dave exploded like a volcano. His climax went on for what seemed like a full minute.

Roach went next. He asked me to stand up. He caressed my face, neck, and boobs while slowly and sensuously running his hands over me. Roach wasn't a guy I would have been drawn to in normal circumstances, but I appreciated his gentleness. And the sensuous way he used his mouth on me. He started stroking my pussy with his fingers, expertly running them with butterfly lightness over my lips, my slit, and my clit, teasing me into fresh arousal. He didn't keep going long enough for me to come. He sat in a chair and got me to sit on this lap, facing away from him. He guided his cock into me as I lowered myself onto him. He was more or less average sized, though after Big Dave he felt small. Which was fine with me.

“Tequila, Rory, why don't you join us,” Roach invited. Tequila and Rory came over. Rory stood in front of me, between my legs, and brought her mouth to mine. Tequila circled behind Roach and brought her mouth to his. Rory's lips wandered from my mouth down my throat and chest. She caressed and sucked my breasts. One of her hands moved down to my clit and stroked it with slow circular motions, applying just the right amount of stimulation to make me almost dizzy with lust without making me come.

Roach started thrusting. I ground myself against him. I ran my hands over Rory's curvy ass, then brought my fingers to her kitty and tried to return the pleasure she was giving me. I didn't quite know what I was doing, but Rory seemed to like it.

Roach's breathing was getting heavier. Rory knelt between my legs and brought her mouth to my clit. Kristen shifted from Roach to me. She kissed me deeply while Rory expertly sucked me off as I rode Roach's cock. I put my hands on Rory's head, running my fingers through her hair as she guided me to yet another blissful release. I came hard. Roach came inside me a moment later.

Coyote was next. He wanted to fuck me in the ass, as Kilgore had done. He got me to lie on my stomach. As he was about to shove himself in Kilgore told him to use some lube. I couldn't see Coyote's face, but sensed that the younger biker was displeased. Coyote didn't argue, though. No one, I noticed, argued with Kilgore.

Coyote fucked my ass hard, just as he had fucked my face. I was glad that his dick was undersized. Fortunately it didn't take him long to come.

The two prospects went last. Joe fucked me in the missionary position and quickly nutted. Al got me to ride his cock as he sat in a chair, as Roach had done. Al's girlfriend Kristen knelt in front of me and gave me head as he fucked me, bringing me to yet another powerful climax.

“It's my turn,” announced Cat once Al and Kristen were finished with me. She grinned. “Lie down, Chloe. I'm going to sit on your face.”

I reluctantly lay back down on the mattress, taking care to avoid the fresh wet spots. I was intimidated by the thought of this fearsome biker chick riding my face. But I also felt a dark, unexpected excitement.

Cat wore a leather vest similar to those worn by each of the men, a low cut white blouse, tight, faded jeans, and black leather motorcycle boots. She unhurriedly peeled off her clothes and stepped over me, straddling my head with her legs. She gazed down at me like a tiger studying an antelope that it planned to devour. Then she lowered herself onto my face.

Her pussy was shaved. She positioned herself so that it was right on top of my mouth. She rested her full weight on me. Her folded legs pinned my shoulders and upper arms to the mattress. My nose was pressed against the smooth flesh of her mons, making it difficult to breathe. She was wet. Very wet. Her carnal taste was intoxicating. Every eye in the room was on us.

“Make me come, bitch,” Cat ordered.

I licked the meaty flesh pressed against my mouth. Cat let out a contented sigh. I felt myself getting horny again. I wanted to use my hand on myself. I was past the point of caring what people thought. But I couldn't move my arms with Cat pinning me to the mattress. I moaned in frustration. Cat's slit got a little wetter.

“I think Chloe wants to play with herself, sis,” Lisa said with mock concern. She placed a hand on Cat's shoulder and gazed down at me.

“I think you're right. Too bad. She's not doing anything until she gets me off.”

I tried to make Cat come. I didn't really know what I was doing, but I did my best, moving my tongue over her lips and into her slit. I tried to reach her clit, but she was sitting just a little too far forward. I suspected she had done this on purpose so that it would take me longer to make her come. Despite my frustration, I realized that I didn't really want Cat to get off me. This night was awakening a dark side of me that I hadn't even known existed.

The tall female biker sat passively on me for a while, letting me struggle to get her off. Then she roughly gripped my hair and thrust her hips, grinding herself against my face. I grunted. Cat and Lisa both smiled. Cat shoved her cunt into my face again, harder this time. A little of her female nectar dripped into my mouth. I swallowed. I didn't have much choice. The fire between my legs was becoming increasingly uncomfortable, but there was nothing I could do to quench it.

Cat's thrusts continued to become more forceful. Lisa stepped away and disappeared from my field of vision. Everyone else was standing around us in a rough circle, watching. Coyote started playing with himself.

Cat moved back slightly and nudged her clit between my lips. “Suck me off, Chloe.”

I gently sucked Cat's engorged nub. Cat's grip on my head tightened. “Oh fuck yeah,” she moaned.

Half a minute later she came in my face. Hard.

Cat's head tilted back, and she let out a long, throaty moan as she splurted in my mouth. Her thighs tightened against the sides of my face like a vice. Her swollen clit throbbed between my lips. I was frustratingly close to another climax of my own, but had no way of giving myself the extra nudge I needed to get there.

Cat stayed seated on my face for a couple more minutes, then slowly raised herself off me. I heard a couple of the men whoop, and turned to see what was going on. Lisa was back. She had discarded all of her clothing aside from a sleeveless black T-shirt. And had donned a massive, lifelike strap-on cock. It was almost as big as Big Dave's. I gasped. Did she intend to fuck me with that thing?

Lisa grinned, enjoying my discomfiture.

“What do you think of my cock, bitch?”

I gulped. “Um, it's very impressive.” I felt stupid, but I couldn't think of anything better to say.

Lisa laughed. Then she straddled me on her hands and knees. She fondled my breasts rather roughly, then brought her hand down to my pussy. I was still horny as fuck from Cat riding my face. Lisa slowly and skillfully stroked and fingered me till I was close to coming, then drew her hand away. I moaned in frustration.

Lisa guided her giant cock to my slit and slowly pushed it in. I gasped as my insides were stretched tautly around it. She kept going, filling me inch by inch, till she was all the way in. She lowered her body onto mine, resting her weight on me. She wasn't tall, and the top of her head barely reached my chin, but she was stocky and muscular, and was heavier than I expected. Her breasts pressed tantalizingly against me just below my own. I could feel the hardness of her nipples through the flimsy fabric of her T-shirt.

I didn't like Lisa. She had been petty and mean the whole time I'd been here.

But I wanted her to fuck me. What the fuck was wrong with me?

Lisa started fucking me.

There was no gradual, gentle easing into it with Lisa. She pounded me hard.

Cat knelt above my head as Lisa was ramming my kitty. She shuffled forward, so that her twat was once again suspended right above my mouth, and lowered herself back onto my face.

This time Cat was facing the opposite direction, toward my feet, and the upper half of my face was buried under her voluptuous ass. My eyes were covered by her ass cheeks, and I could no longer see anything. She was literally dripping wet. Her warm nectar spilled over my tongue and into my throat. My nose was pressed against the no man's land between her slit and her ass. I could barely breathe.

I didn't feel much warmer toward Cat than I did toward Lisa. Cat had helped me get off while Kilgore was making me give him head. But her objective had seemed more to humiliate me than to help me. And she had been mocking and taunting me the whole time I'd been here.

Yet, to my amazement, I didn't really want Cat to get off me. I was discovering a dark, kinky side of myself that I hadn't known existed.

Lisa fucked me as if she was trying to permanently embed me in the mattress. Cat ground herself into my face with matching zeal. The two women grunted and moaned as they carelessly ravaged me. I could feel the delicious tension of another orgasm approaching.

Cat's body shifted slightly. I felt her fingers brush my chin as she began rubbing her clit. She was literally masturbating in my face. I felt humiliated, yet at the same time even more turned on. My body tingled with the familiar tension of an impending orgasm. I could tell it was going to be a big one. Lisa increased the force of her thrusts. The mattress jiggled and creaked beneath us. My arms and legs twitched with each powerful plunge of her cock. Cat's jilling picked up speed.

I slipped over the edge. I moaned as my body convulsed with pleasure. Cat's thighs tightened around my face. She quivered and gushed in my mouth.

Lisa pulled out. Her artificial cock glistened with my juice. Lisa maneuvered her body so that she was straddling me on her hands and knees in a sixty-nine position. She lowered her body onto mine, bringing her cock to my lips.

“Open up, Chloe,” she said with faux sweetness.

I opened my mouth. She pushed her cock in. She pushed it as far as it would go. I struggled not to gag. My jaw and lips were stretched almost to the breaking point. I could taste my own cum on her dildo. My lust, briefly quenched by my last orgasm, blazed back to life. I was tempted to grab Lisa's head and shove it down into my cunt. But I was leery of what the rough biker chick might do to me if I did.

Lisa started fucking my mouth. I groaned as she pounded my face. My hips bucked upward, desperately seeking relief.

“You want me to touch you, don't you, slut?” Lisa taunted.

I moaned affirmatively. There was no point denying it.

“How much do you want me to touch you?”

I moaned louder. I would have given almost anything at that point for Lisa or one of the other girls to touch me down there.

Lisa laughed. She was enjoying her power over me. She continued to pump her cock in and out of my mouth for a couple more minutes. It didn't look like she was going to do anything to get me off. I wanted to scream in frustration, but stifled it, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of knowing how effectively she was torturing me.

Then I felt a hand on my pussy. Lisa's hand.

Lisa gently stroked and caressed my lips and my clit. She skillfully applied just enough stimulation to rev me up even further without letting me come. Her breathing was getting heavier. Her nipples were taut and prodded my skin. The smell of her lust permeated the air. I moaned. I couldn't help it.

“You like that, don't you?”

I moaned again and bucked my hips against her hand. I needed to come so fucking bad.

Lisa laughed again.

Then her fingers resumed doing their magic.

“Suck my cock, Chloe. Suck me off while I make you come.”

I sucked Lisa's cock. She couldn't feel it, of course. But she could tell I was doing it. And it obviously turned her on.

She continued to tease me a short while longer, then pressed her fingertips against my clit as if she was ringing a doorbell. I exploded. I felt myself gushing over the mattress.

Lisa extracted herself from my mouth and rose to a kneeling position above me. She turned around so that she was facing forward and undid the harness of her strap-on. She tossed the dildo aside and shuffled forward so that she was straddling my head.

“It's my turn,” she said. Her tone was no longer teasing or mocking. She needed to come. She lowered herself onto my mouth.

I ran my tongue over her warm flesh. My nose was pressed into her thick bush and my cheeks were bracketed between her soft thighs. She squirmed and ground herself more tightly against me. I was already getting aroused again. It was as if a switch had been flicked inside me that I couldn't turn off. Not that I wanted to.

Lisa started rocking on my face. Deep breathing was replaced by short, intense gasps and moans. I wanted to play with myself, but like Cat she was pinning my arms to the mattress with her legs. I'm not sure she was even aware that she was doing this. I started moaning too.

It didn't take long for me to make Lisa come. She was close to the brink before she even parked herself on my face. Her climax was massive. She gripped my hair and cried out as she came.

Kristen went next. Like the men, the biker girls were going in hierarchical order according to their rank in the club. Kristen lay on top of me so that we were face to face. She kissed me deeply. I could still taste Cat and Lisa in my mouth, but Kristen didn't care. She kissed me as if she hadn't been kissed in a year. I could feel her bush pressing tantalizingly against my own. She pulled back for a second, took my face between her hands, tilted her head slightly, and then hungrily kissed me again. Her kisses were unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. I was enraptured.

I didn't want Kristen to stop, but at the same time I wanted her mouth lower down. I gently nudged her southward. She turned around so that she was in a sixty-nine above me, then lowered herself back onto me. I embraced her intimate flesh eagerly, and let out a muffled cry of delight as she did the same. Where Cat and Lisa had acted like a couple of high school mean-girl bitches, Kristen had shown me nothing but kindness. To have this sexy, spiky-haired biker girl going down on me was heaven. And I was delighted to return the favor.

Kristen's boyfriend, Al, one of the two probationary club members, was vigorously choking the chicken as he watched our bodies entwine. Vic was also standing nearby. He wasn't touching himself, but he was obviously turned on. Kilgore was guiding Cat down to her knees in front of him. Coyote tried to do the same with Lisa, but she swatted him off. Big Dave looked like he was considering butting in, but contented himself—for the moment—with just watching.

Kristen certainly knew how to please another woman. She took her time, using a steady tempo instead of trying to rush to the finish. It didn't take her long to bring me back to the boiling point. Despite my inexperience and awkwardness, I could tell she was getting close too. She shifted her focus to my clit, gently sucking on it. I lost it, and came explosively in her face. She squirmed and thrust, mashing herself against my mouth, and with a loud, drawn out moan also came.

Tequila and Rory were next. Tequila sat on my face and rode it fairly aggressively. Rory kissed and caressed my breasts and belly, steadily making her way down to my pussy. Like Kristen, she knew how to please. I came very fast. Tequila splurted in my mouth as I was coming. She and Rory then traded places, and Tequila brought me to yet another zenith while I inexpertly did the same for Rory.

I was drained but feeling contented when the biker girls were done with me. I had no chance to rest, though. The boys were ready and eager for another turn.

“I want to make this hoe deepthroat me,” Big Dave announced. “I mean really deepthroat me. Right to the balls. Mind if I go next, Johnny? Or did you want to fuck her again?”

“Why don't we fuck her at the same time,” Kilgore suggested. “You fuck her face, and I'll fuck her cunt.”

“I want to fuck her ass again,” Coyote said. “Let's do a three-way on her.”

“I'm down with that,” Big Dave said.

“You ready to take on three of us at once, Chloe?” Kilgore asked.

“I—uh—I'll try,” I stammered. The idea of taking on three of the bikers at once was daunting. But also surprisingly arousing.

Kilgore smiled. “You'll be fine, Chloe,” he said reassuringly. He directed the four of us into position as if he was directing a low budget porn movie.

“Coyote, lie on your back. Chloe, lie on top of Coyote. Coyote, don't forget to use some lube. You don't want to hurt Chloe with that monster cock of yours.” A couple of people chuckled, including both Vic and Cat.

Coyote scowled. He chugged the remnants of the beer in his hand and tossed the empty can aside.

“Your mom thought my cock was plenty big, Johnny.”

Several people laughed, including Kilgore himself.

Coyote grabbed the lube and slathered some onto his cock. He was already hard from watching me and the other women getting it on. The recuperative ability of these men was astounding. I wondered if they had taken some drug to help with this.

Coyote lay down on the mattress. I'm pretty sure he was on one of the wet spots produced by the multiple couplings that had just taken place. He didn't seem to care. Or even to notice.

“What are you waiting for, bitch. Get on top of me.”

I awkwardly positioned myself over Coyote, propping myself on my hands and feet. He put his hands on my hips, moved me ever so slightly to one side, and then lowered me down onto him. I inadvertently let out a gasp as he penetrated me. As with Kilgore, it hurt going in. It didn't seem to matter how many times I'd done it before.

Once Coyote was all the way in, I rested my full weight on him. He pawed my tits, and I felt him get even harder inside me. Kristen leaned down and stroked my kitty with her fingers. My body stopped trying to reflexively push Coyote back out. I didn't like Coyote much as a person, but as Kristen's fingers relaxed me I found myself enjoying the sensation of being filled from behind.

“Move your upper body to the side, Chloe,” Kilgore instructed. I shifted my torso to the left.

“More,” Kilgore said. I shifted further. The back of my head had been resting against Coyote's face, which he had turned to one side, but was now unsupported by anything.

“Let your head hang down, Chloe.” I lowered my head to the mattress. My face was now almost upside-down.

“That's good. Now Big Dave will be able to slide his cock all the way down your throat. But first, I'm going to get on top of you and fuck that nice little pussy of yours.”

Kilgore clambered onto me. Kristen moved back, giving him room. Kilgore brought his cock to my slit and slowly pushed himself in. My insides were squeezed between and around the two cocks embedded in me. I had never felt so full before, not even when Big Dave had fucked me. It was an amazing sensation. Somewhat uncomfortable, but pleasurable. I let out an unintentional sigh as Kilgore buried himself to the nuts, sandwiching my entire body between himself and Coyote.

“My turn,” Big Dave said with a grin. He shuffled onto the mattress on his knees. His giant cock dangled in front of my face. Like Coyote, he was already hard from watching my performance with the biker women. He moved forward, pressing his intimidating hard-on into my lips.

“Open up, whore.”

I was getting a little sick of being continually referred to as a “slut” and a “whore” by some of these men. And—hypocritically—by certain of their women. It had always galled me that women were vilified for enjoying and seeking out sex while the same behavior in men was applauded. But something told me that nothing good would come of asking Big Dave to show some respect. At best, I suspected he'd just dismiss my complaint with a joke or a laugh. And at worst, I might really piss him off. Big Dave did not seem like a guy you wanted to piss off.

I parted my lips and let him slide his cock into my mouth. My heart was pounding. He pushed himself in deep. My jaw and lips were stretched almost painfully wide. I gagged as his thick meat pressed my tongue flat and forced its way between my tonsils. My eyes watered, spilling silent tears down my upside-down face. But I didn't attempt to get him to stop. I didn't really want him to. I wanted to experience being fucked three ways at once. I felt ashamed for wanting this. But my lust was stronger than my embarrassment.

Big Dave pushed deeper. In this odd upside-down position, my mouth and throat were aligned enough that he was not blocked by the back of my esophagus. His cock invaded my throat, stretching and filling it.

I couldn't breathe. At all.

I forced myself not to panic. Big Dave had obviously done this before. Surely he would pull out before I suffocated even if he hadn't come yet.

Wouldn't he?

The massive biker continued to drive his monster cock deeper, stretching the interior of my throat tautly around it. I retched as my body reflexively tried to dislodge the intruder that was cutting off my air supply. Big Dave kept pushing it in, heedless of my distress. I felt it slide past my larynx. Then past my collar bones. Jesus, this motherfucker was big!

Big Dave's gigantic sack was pressed into the upper half of my upside-down face. I could no longer see anything. I groaned. Big Dave abruptly pulled back, just enough to enable me to gulp down some air, then plowed back in.

I did my best to suck Big Dave off. My lungs quickly started to ache. I feared that I would pass out. Big Dave partially withdrew again, allowing me to inhale more air. Then he pushed himself back in.

Coyote and Kilgore ground my lower body between them. Their cocks pressed against each other each time they pushed inward, separated only by the thin layer of compressed flesh between them.

Kristen, Tequila and Rory knelt around us, and Kilgore partially raised himself off me, lifting his upper body with his arms as if he was doing a push-up. Big Dave was also propping himself up with his arms. I felt the biker women's hands on my breasts, my cheek, and my belly. I couldn't tell who was touching me where, but it felt good. Someone's fingers reached my pussy. The sensation of being filled in every orifice while having my breasts and clit stimulated by the biker women was indescribable. Another orgasm was building inside me, like lava accumulating beneath a towering volcano.

Kilgore and Coyote's thrusts picked up speed. Big Dave fucked my throat faster. The three outlaws fell into a fast, brutal rhythm, pummeling my body so hard the mattress shook and my limbs quivered. All three men were grunting and groaning with pleasure. Whoever was playing with my kitty maintained a steady pace that was actually more effective than trying to speed up to match the men would have been. I was moaning uncontrollably. Saliva spilled down my face to drip in ropey strands onto the mattress. More wetness ran from my pussy, streaming over Kilgore, Coyote, and whoever was massaging my cooch. My nipples and clit were so hard they felt like little rocks.

Coyote let out a sudden gasp, then spurted inside my ass. A minute or two later Kilgore exploded inside my pussy. Big Dave pounded my throat harder than ever, and blasted a flood of warm seed into my throat. My entire body convulsed as my most extreme climax of the night utterly engulfed me. It went on for what felt like two or three minutes.

Big Dave and Kilgore withdrew and stood up. I shakily lifted myself off Coyote and collapsed onto the mattress beside him. I was panting, still trying to catch my breath. My pussy, ass, jaw and throat all ached. The pleasure I'd been feeling had dimmed the pain while the bikers were triple teaming me, but now I was really feeling it. I didn't seem to have sustained any permanent damage, but my body had definitely reached the limit of what it could take for the night.

“Vic, you want another go at her?” Kilgore asked.

“I think she's had enough, Johnny. I'm good.”

“Roach? Al? Joe?”

“I wouldn't mind, if she's up to it,” Roach answered.

“I'd like another go,” said Al.

“Me too,” echoed Joe.

“When Roach and the prospects are done with her, I want another turn,” said Big Dave. “I'm going to fuck her ass this time.”

“Uh, guys? I'm sorry, but I don't think I can take any more. Not tonight. My body's had all it can handle.”

Kilgore frowned. Coyote scowled. Big Dave looked like I'd accused him of wanting to fuck a chicken.

“Aw, the princess is tired,” Cat mocked. “The princess wants to go home now.” Big Dave smirked. Lisa and Coyote laughed.

For the first time since I'd arrived, I was truly afraid.

“Guys, she's had enough.” Vic was speaking now. “She's more than fulfilled her debt to us. She's not a passaround.”

“She is a passaround,” Big Dave countered. “For tonight, anyway. She's supposed to serve us all night, not just for a couple of hours.”

“Yeah. We killed a guy for her,” Coyote added. “We risked going to jail for her. This bitch owes us.”

“Me, Johnny, and Big Dave killed Cochrane,” Vic retorted. “You weren't even there, Coyote.”

“Joe, get Chloe another beer,” commanded Kilgore. “We'll let her rest up for a while. Then we'll continue.”

“She's done,” Vic said, more sternly. “Her debt is cleared. I'm going to take her home.”

“Her debt is cleared when I say it's cleared, Vic.” There was menace now in Kilgore's tone.

“Chloe, put your clothes on. I'll give you a ride home.”

I rose unsteadily to my feet and gathered my clothes. Vic pulled on his boxers and jeans. I felt like a failure for not being able to keep going until the bikers were entirely sated. But I had had all I could physically take.

Kilgore nodded at Big Dave. Big Dave took a few steps toward Vic.

“Chloe stays with us till we're finished with her.”

Vic looked at Kilgore. “If Mason was here he'd kick your ass for treating this girl like this. Mason would have snuffed that child-killing freak for free.”

“I don't give two shits what Mason would do. Mason's going to be spending the rest of his life behind bars. He's not the prez anymore. I am.”

Big Dave moved closer. He had pulled his pants on, but was otherwise naked.

“You know, Vic, I've been wanting to kick your ass for a while. I'm going to enjoy this.”

“You might want to rethink that, Dave.”

“Vic likes the little slut,” Lisa taunted. Cat laughed. Vic ignored them. He was pulling on his boots.

“Johnny, Chloe's done right by the club,” Roach said. “We got other hot girls here who are ready and willing. Why don't you just let Vic take her home?”

“Yeah, she's had enough,” Kristen echoed.

Tequila stepped behind her and nodded in agreement. Rory joined her.

Kilgore glared at Kristen, then at her boyfriend Al. “Al, you need to teach your bitch her place in this club.”

Al looked at his leader, then at his girl, then down at the floor.

“And you, Roach. Are you challenging my call?”

Roach held Kilgore's gaze for a long moment, then looked away. “No, Johnny.”

“Come on, Chloe. It's time to go.”

I had gotten into my dress and was pulling on my shoes. The tension in the air was palpable. My heart was racing. I stepped over to Vic. He took my hand and led me toward the door.

Big Dave stepped in front of us. “That gash goes nowhere until we're done with her.”

Vic punched Big Dave in the chin. The huge biker's head snapped back. Big Dave glowered at Vic.

“That was the biggest mistake you're ever going to make, boy.”

Vic punched Big Dave again. The towering biker nearly lost his balance. He had downed four or five tall cans of beer since I'd arrived, and I suspected he'd had quite a few more before I got here. The booze seemed to be slowing his reflexes.

Big Dave snarled and charged like an enraged bull. Vic sidestepped him and tripped him, sending him crashing into a table. Several empty and partially consumed cans of beer and a half full ashtray went flying.

Kilgore and Coyote both lunged at Vic. Kilgore had pulled his pants on. Coyote was still naked. Kilgore punched Vic in the side of the head, making him stagger. Coyote punched him in the gut, doubling him over. Big Dave was rising to his feet, his features distorted with hate.

I grabbed a chair and brought it down on Kilgore's head. The chair shattered. Kilgore nearly lost his balance, but managed to stay on his feet. Coyote's jaw dropped in astonishment. Vic socked him in the face, and he went down.

Kilgore and Big Dave went after Vic simultaneously. Roach, the two prospects, and the biker women clustered around us, but none of them attempted to intervene. Roach looked disgusted. I suspect that if he'd been twenty years younger he would have attempted to help Vic. But he was too old and worn out to take on Kilgore and Big Dave, and he knew it. The two prospects seemed to be trying to decide whether or not to join the fight. Cat and Lisa cheered on Kilgore and Big Dave, urging them to beat Vic to a pulp. Kristen, Tequila and Rory all looked like they were rooting for Vic, but none of them said anything. For these women, this club was their life. And siding with me and Vic was certain to get them expelled from the club. Or worse.

Vic punched Kilgore in the nose, then dodged a bone-crushing right hook from Big Dave. The missed punch sent Big Dave off balance. Vic delivered a savage rabbit punch to the base of Big Dave's skull. I had taken free women's martial arts classes for a few months at a local community center after Tommy Junior was killed—one of many things I'd tried to vent or dampen the helpless rage that had been eating me alive like a cancer. I knew this move was universally banned in boxing and in every other combat sport due to its propensity to disable and kill by damaging the spinal cord. But I didn't blame Vic for using it. Big Dave would likely have killed him if he hadn't.

Kilgore came at Vic again, and got him with a jab in the right eye. Vic countered with an uppercut that made Kilgore stagger. Kilgore sent a left hook at Vic. Vic tried to dodge it, but it clipped him on the side of the head, making him wobble. Vic managed to land another punch on Kilgore. A rivulet of blood trickled from Kilgore's right nostril.

Coyote had shaken himself out of his stupor, and lunged at Vic. I sent the most powerful kick I was capable of at Coyote's abdomen. My street fighting experience was pretty much non-existent, and the class I'd taken had focused on fitness and self defence, not offence. My kick got Coyote in the crotch instead of the belly as I'd intended. But that proved far more effective. Coyote howled and collapsed to the floor.

Cat jumped on my back, knocking me to my hands and knees. I managed to flip her off me and onto her back. I jumped back to my feet. Cat hopped up and pulled a knife on me. She circled me in a crouch. She looked like she knew how to use the weapon she was holding.

“Cat, no. Don't do it!” Kristen called.

Cat ignored her.

Fuck.

Cat sensed my fear, and grinned.

Vic rained a barrage of blows on Kilgore's face and torso. Kilgore staggered back.

“Kill him, baby!” Cat exhorted. “You can do it! Kill that fucker!”

“Yeah, kill him!” Lisa echoed.

Kilgore landed a couple of solid punches on Vic, punches that probably would have dropped a weaker man. Vic managed to stay upright, and launched another onslaught of blows at his older adversary.

The two prospects belatedly moved in to help Kilgore. Roach blocked their path. “No. Let them settle this.”

The prospects backed down.

Vic landed a decisive punch on Kilgore's chin that sent the grizzled gang leader toppling to the floor. He didn't get up again. Coyote had struggled to his feet, still clutching his injured scrotum, but made no effort to rejoin the brawl. Big Dave was out cold. I wasn't sure if he was still alive.

“Put that fucking knife away, Cat,” Roach commanded.

Cat scowled. But the knife disappeared.

Vic grabbed his leather vest. “Let's go, Chloe.” He took me by the wrist and led me to the front door.

No one attempted to stop us this time as we exited into the night.

The ride home felt mildly surreal. The summer night was cool, but not uncomfortably so. A bright half moon hung in the clear, inky sky above us. Far more stars were visible than I ever saw even on the clearest nights in the city. The moon and the stars were the only illumination other than Vic's headlight on the dark back roads. Densely packed trees lined our path like jagged black walls.

I was still shaking inside. I couldn't believe that I had been the cause of a violent brawl that may have killed someone. I clung tightly to Vic. He must have been in turmoil after what had happened, but he gave no visible indication of it. The man was like a rock.

Back roads gradually gave way to semi-industrial suburbs, then the gritty inner city core. There were few other vehicles out and about. At last we pulled up in front of my apartment building.

“You did good, Chloe. What happened tonight between me and the others wasn't your fault. Johnny and Big Dave have been getting out of hand since Johnny took over as prez. This shit never would have happened when Mason was in charge.”

“Thanks.” I knew he was telling the truth, but I still felt like I'd failed him.

Vic brushed my hair and kissed me lightly on the forehead.

“Take care, Chloe.”

Without another word, he rode off into the darkened streets.

Several days passed. I didn't hear from Vic again. I realized that I wanted to. But why would he want anything to do with me? I had acted like a slut for him and his gang, letting them carelessly use me every way possible over and over again till I couldn't physically take it anymore. And I had unintentionally caused a brawl that might have killed one of the bikers and had almost certainly made Vic persona non grata at the club.

Then one morning when I got home from work he was waiting in front of my tenement in the dawn twilight, sitting on his bike. I was surprised at how relieved I felt to see him again. How happy.

“Hi Chloe.”

“Hi Vic.” I found myself tongue-tied, unable to think what to say next.

“I was wondering if maybe you'd like to go for a coffee with me?” I actually detected a hint of nervousness behind his casual machismo. “You don't have to, of course. You've totally filled your debt to us. But...well...I've been thinking about you...and I kinda wanted to see you again. Just the two of us this time.”

He was still wearing his vest with patches identifying him as a member of Lucifer's Fist. I knew there were many chapters of the club, each with their own prez, and I also knew that in exceptional circumstances the leader of a chapter could be deposed. And I knew that gang leaders could still wield influence even while in prison, and that Vic was tight with Mason, the previous club leader. Perhaps Mason had pulled some strings to reign Kilgore and his clique in, or even ousted them from the club.

I walked up to Vic and looked into his eyes. He really was afraid that I'd say no.

I kissed him gently on the lips. He smiled almost shyly.

“I'd like that, Vic.”

For the first time in a very long time, I found myself looking forward to the day that was dawning.
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