

Chapter 1

“Why are these stockings so tight?” wondered Katie to herself.  “It feels like they’re going to cut off the circulation to my feet!”

Katie gripped the top of the black stockings and tugged hard; trying to make sure she didn’t mess up the little bows at the top of the lingerie. The skin-tight stockings stretched over her toned and tanned legs like a second skin, holding snug to her body. She stretched out the elastic a bit at the top of the stockings until she was satisfied that she would be able to at least move around the club house the motorcycle club owned.

Standing up slowly, Katie spun around in a lazy pirouette, imagining herself as a pretty ballet dancer. Her black maid outfit looked outstanding on her lithe, young body. Looking in the mirror, Katie noticed the intricate ruffle designs and sharp pleats in the skirt. This maid uniform was not a cheap knock-off one would buy at a party store for Halloween. Rather, this was the real deal. A beautifully detailed French maid uniform, complete with stockings, buckled shoes, and a feather duster.

Katie admired herself in the mirror, pursing her lips and shaking her head so that her long, blond hair fell in gentle waves down to her shapely shoulders. The outfit the motorcycle club had given her to wear was perfect in everyway, complimenting her already outstanding good looks.

“I am looking damn fine tonight!” thought Katie as she surveyed the way her young body filled out the silky form of the dress.

“If this doesn’t get me noticed by the club, I don’t know what will.”

Determined to catch the attention of every hairy biker in the Devil’s Choice clubhouse, Katie stepped outside of the confines of her father’s small home and into the biting cold wind of November in Canada. A stiff breeze caught the bottom edge of her maid skirt and blew it upward, revealing a set of tight buttocks and a red thong. She had decided to leave the regular panties at home to give the guys at the clubhouse more of a show as she cleaned up after them.

Some might find it strange for a young woman to want to associate with big and bad bikers, but Katie didn’t see them as outlaws, even if they proudly proclaimed it on their leather vests. She felt they were more like protectors, ready to lend a helping hand to those in need on the road, or run a haul of toys down to the local shelter for kids that didn’t have as much.

The stiff breeze returned, blowing up Katie’s skirt and chilling her to the bone. She tried to hold down the flap of fabric in the front and the back, but her skirt was so short, it was practically impossible to hold down. Katie sighed and continued the short walk over to the clubhouse. Her father, who had been with the club, bought their small home just blocks away from the clubhouse. He said he wanted to always be near his biker brothers.

Katie decided that she wanted to be a part of her father’s old life and offer to clean the clubhouse on Saturday nights. She figured this would get her in the good graces of these bikers and it might even win her a boyfriend out of the whole deal. Mmm, those yummy bikers! The younger guys in the gang were usually tan from long rides, rippling arm muscles taut from hours fixing bikes. They had a swagger that could not be explained, only felt. When you were in the presence of a real 1%’er, you could feel it.

A drop of clear liquid fell to the ground between Katie’s legs, making a dark spot between her buckled shoes and stockings.

“What was that?” wondered Katie to herself. She then realized she had made herself wet just thinking about the rippling muscles on some of these biker boys. Katie got red faced immediately.

“No, I can’t have this happen! I am supposed to be getting in good with the club by cleaning for them. They will never take me seriously if they know I am getting wet just thinking about them. What if I mess up their floors by dripping my pussy juices everywhere? The floors will never get clean.”

All these thoughts raced through Katie’s mind as she knocked on the door of the clubhouse. She was nervous, but who wouldn’t be? These guys after all were the Devil’s Choice MC, the most rowdy motorcycle crew in all of Canada. Most guys would turn and run if one of these bikers just gave them a stern look.

A camera outside the clubhouse swiveled around, the electronic motor whirring, small gears spinning in the metal housing. Katie looked up at the camera and watched the lens focus on her position. She gave the camera a small curtsey, running her petite hand up and down the fancy fabric of the maid’s dress to indicate that she was there to clean up.

The door in front of her unlocked automatically, remotely opened with a switch, and slowly swung inward, leaving a small gap of darkness between the heavy door and the frame. With a shaky hand, Katie pushed the door open further to reveal nothing. The inside of the clubhouse was just a blanket of darkness, no lights were on and no signs of life.

“Hello? Is anyone in here? I’m here to clean the clubhouse for you guys.”

There was no answer so Katie stepped in gingerly, her four inch black heels clacking against the hard cement floor of the clubhouse.

“Guys? It’s Katie. I’m here to clean up since I know you guys are busy.”

There was still no answer. Katie stepped out into the darkness, reaching her hand out, pawing in the darkness to see if she could find a light switch or a lamp. Her fingers just cut through thin air as she cautiously took yet another step into the freezing cold clubhouse.

“I guess they closed up for the night. I thought for sure they knew I was coming.”

Katie turned to leave, headed for the door that she entered through. Her high heels echoed off the large bricks that were used to construct the fortress like clubhouse.  Suddenly, without any warning, the door slammed shut, throwing Katie into complete darkness.

Jumping back with a shriek, Katie lost her footing in her heels that were too high for her in the first place. She began to fall, tipping over in the black nothingness, when she felt two strong arms seize her about the waist.

“Whoa there princess. Don’t be falling over on the first day of the job. We need you around still and we can’t exactly pay workers comp. Were just bikers here.”

The voice was low and rumbled, like a Harley with the muffler missing. Katie turned to see who was speaking, but she couldn’t see a thing, all she could do was feel those hard, muscled arms propping her up.

“Hit the lights boys! We had enough fun with her. It’s time that she got to work around here.”

Large spotlights clicked on, flooding the cold clubhouse with yellow light. There were two main spotlights that hung from the corners of the second story that could practically light up the whole building when they were running. Neon lights behind the bar area also flickered on, tied into the master switch that had been thrown.

“How do you like the place? I know your Dad showed you around a few times but we made a lot of renovations lately.”

Katie turned to see who this man was that had a voice that growled like rolling thunder. There he was, illuminated by the harsh light of the spotlights and the warm glow of the neon bar signs. Long, dark hair ran down to his broad shoulders. His arms were solid, hard veins standing out and running all the way up his forearm to his round biceps. He had a nice tan, like a surfer would have, but his sleek leather vest dispelled any doubt as to what this man was about.

A 1% patch stood out proudly on his right pec, declaring to the world that he rode outside the normal confines of society. There were also smaller patches that were rectangular on his chest. One read Vice President and the other was emblazoned with the name Nasty.

Katie quickly guessed that Vice President was his position with the gang. They had a hierarchy similar to the army or a fraternity. A president, V.P., road captain…Her Father had been an enforcer while he was still alive, making sure no one disrespected the club in bars or at bike events. Nasty must be his road name, a nickname given by his brothers to illustrate a part of the biker’s personality. If the club was running guns or selling drugs, the nicknames could also shield them from prosecution since no one was actually named Nasty.

With a quavering voice, Katie tried to steady herself on her high heels. She felt like she was walking on stilts right now, not accustomed to the added height that the shoes brought. This biker, this…Nasty, he was hot. Five Alarm fire hot. Just being close to him, Katie could smell a manly musk that spoke of the open road and adventure, not being trapped in a cubicle for 8 hours a day like she was.

“Uh, Mr. Nasty, I’m here to clean up for the club a little bit. I know you guys are busy and all, and uh, I thought I could help out. My Dad would have wanted it this way I think.”

The biker smiled and laughed, a great big booming noise that echoed off the hard walls of the clubhouse.

“Mr. Nasty. That’s a new one. Most of the people ‘round here just call me trouble, not Mr. Nasty. That’s cute. I like it.

Katie felt herself beaming with a smile the stretched the width of her face.

“He said that’s cute! Maybe he thinks I’m cute! I really hope he doesn’t have a girlfriend. That would suck so much,” thought Katie to herself. “He is probably too handsome to not have a girlfriend though. Why is he staring at me now? Did I do something wrong?

Katie looked around in a panic as the biker looked her up and down, trying to figure out if she had offended the man in someway.

“Were you going to clean the clubhouse now? You’re just kind of standing there…I thought you came by to clean up for an hour or so,” asked Nasty.

Katie turned three shades of blistering red. He had been trying to figure out why she was just standing there when there was work to be done.

“I will get started right away,” she called out as she headed toward what she thought was the closet where all the cleaning supplies were kept. It turned out, Katie was correct, as she pulled open the door to reveal a mop and a yellow bucket. With a sigh, she placed the cleaning solution in the plastic, yellow bucket and snagged the mop from the corner.

Balancing precariously on her high heels, Katie tromped into the bathroom at the back of the clubhouse. Nasty was watching her every move…

“I wonder why he’s staring at me so much,” thought Katie to herself as she filled the bucket with soap and water. “I just tried to make myself look nice tonight but he didn’t even seem interested in my body. He just set me right to work.”

Katie turned and saw the bathroom was a disgusting mess. Soap scum practically dripped from the tile in the shower, the floor was caked in a thick, black layer of dirt, and to make matters worse, the whole place smelled very similar to a slop pit for a pig. At any point, Katie expected to see an overweight pig come barging out of one of the toilet stalls and run down the hall.

Pinching her nose with two fingers, Katie shivered a bit in revulsion. How did men live like this? Using one hand to try and avoid the smell, she pushed the mop across the floor of the bathroom with her freehand. Immediately, the bathroom began to smell just a bit better. She allowed herself to stop pinching her nose but quickly closed off her nostrils again. The bathroom smelled better, but not that much better.

For the better part of an hour, Katie continued to push her mop through the dirt and grime the club had created. The work was disgusting, but someone was going to have to do it. The members of the MC weren’t going to clean this up if they had let it get this far.

Katie let out a big sigh of despair as she dumped her dirty water down a toilet and flushed. This job should have only taken a few hours at most, but it was starting to look like she would be here all night, slaving away with little to no recognition from the club for her hard work.

Using the mop to steady herself, Katie carefully stepped with her high heels into the shower. It smelled like raw sewage was floating around in the drain right under her feet. Clutching her stomach, Katie tried to get to work, but the smell was overpowering her. She was about to exit the shower, when she heard the bathroom door open, and then slam shut.

“Who the hell is in here? Huh? Answer me now!”

“Who is that?! He sounds so angry. What did I do wrong this time?” thought Katie, her mind reeling as this strange man started barking orders.

“Nobody is allowed in the clubhouse without my express permission! If you are in here, come out now and I will go easy on you.”

Katie meekly peered around the corner of the shower and saw the President of the motorcycle club had entered the bathroom. He was an older man, gray beard decorating his chin, muscular but with about twenty pounds to lose in the middle. The added weight probably came from many nights of late parties and bar crawls.

“Sir, Mr. Nasty let me in to clean. I’m the maid for the MC right now. I wanted to help out if I could.”

The man was somewhat shocked when she answered him, looking intently at Katie as she stood in the filthy shower.

“Nasty let you in without my consent? Ha, that bastard wouldn’t know his elbow from his asshole. If we just let every pretty girl in here without a background check, we could end up blown to kingdom come! We have enemies out there that would love nothing more than to leave this clubhouse a pile of rock and rubble.”

Katie felt her eyes go wide. “I didn’t know that sir. I am so sorry to put you out like this.”

“I don’t care if you’re sorry. You are going to bend over and scrub that shower clean until it sparkles. Now turn around!”

Katie was so startled by the command she jumped and then spun around. She started to crouch down to scrub the shower when the big man behind her swatted at her behind.

“Knock it off. I don’t want you crouched down. I want you bent over at the waist, like this!” Katie felt a large hand press into the small of her back. The man behind her forced her back forward until she was doubled over, staring at the slick, black slime of the shower. Her butt was high in the air, barely covered by the tiny thong that she had slipped on earlier. Katie felt cold and exposed right now, but at the same time, this situation was kind of hot.

“Is this good sir? Do you like the way I am bent over now for you? I want to make sure I do a good job in the shower.”

The man’s voice lowered a few octaves, the bass in his voice really coming through now. “It’s alright little girl. You just keep staring at the ground like that. I’m going to take care of you real nice.”

Katie heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper coming down, then heavy boots being tossed to the side. After a few seconds, two meaty hands began exploring her body, sliding rough, calloused hands across her tender skin. Katie wanted to run, to bolt right out of the bathroom, hide in her bed, but she didn’t. She stayed exactly in the same position that she had been instructed to keep. Bent over, ass high in the air, staring at the grungy shower tiles.

The heavy hands continued to explore over Katie’s body, sliding over her tiny waist, tracing the curve of her firm backside. Katie held her breath, wondering what would happen next. A hard hand was brought down on her right ass cheek.

Pop!

Katie felt her face scrunch up in pain. She wanted to turn in protest but she held her position, remaining bent over for this old man’s pleasure.

Pop!

Again, the thick hand slapped at her backside. The man was very heavy handed so each blow felt like she was taking a spanking from a paddle at a fraternity. She wanted to whimper, to cry out, maybe to run, but she didn’t. Katie took the spanking like a big girl. She knew if she didn’t allow this man to have his way with her, the result would be very unpleasant for her.

Pop!

Once more, she felt the stinging blow of another slap across her sweet, young backside. Her buttocks didn’t ripple in the slightest after each blow. Katie squirmed, tears building in her eyes. It would be one thing if the man alternated between her two ass cheeks, but instead, he decided he liked her right cheek. He kept targeting it, over and over, even though it was now extremely red and angry.

“That’s what I call foreplay little girl,” came the gruff voice from behind. His hands roughly pawed at her tiny thong and then the small undergarment was wrapped around her delicate ankles.

“Your not going to need those anymore girl. Step on out of them. I want to know what a young pussy smells like.”

Katie obeyed, stepping out of her thong, her high heels echoing off the small enclosure of the shower. She didn’t need to turn around to know what was happening behind her. The deep breaths the man was taking could be heard clearly. He probably had his nose deep in the crotch of the thong, inhaling the sweet, musky aroma.

“Enough of this crap. It’s time you got fucked little girlie. If you do a good job, and don’t scream, I’ll take you to meet Nasty again. All the girls love Nasty, but they don’t seem to like me for some reason.”

Without warning, a thick finger was stuffed in Katie’s pussy from behind. She didn’t even have a chance to cry out before it was pulled out of her and then jammed in again.

“Oh you’re tight girlie. I’m going to have to get you a little wet before I can plow the field.”

Katie felt her eyes go wide as dirty fingers encircled her sensitive nipples and began to tug hard. The dirty biker behind her wasn’t pulling any punches. He pulled and yanked on her nipples with a force that made it clear he didn’t care about her comfort at all. The rough and filthy way that he treated her made her breasts ache for relief, but there was something else, something stirring deep inside her, that needed to be unleashed.

Her pussy betrayed her as clear liquid began to slowly drip off her puffy pussy lips. The liquid landed on the cold tile of the shower and slow ran off down the drain.

“Good thing we’re in the shower huh bitch? Wouldn’t want you to spill your little pussy juice all over the clubhouse. The place is already nasty enough without the stench of your cunt over everything.”

“My pussy doesn’t smell,” squealed Katie. “How dare you say that to me. You of all people saying my cunt smells bad.”

The huge biker laughed, a booming sound the reverberated off the confined walls of the shower. Her took his hands off her now sensitive nipples and backed off. Katie felt a smug smile spread across her face. This dirty biker thought she wouldn’t stand up for herself. Little did he know, she could get a hot temper pretty quickly. It came with the territory when your Dad was a biker and would invite his perverted friends over all the time.

Katie was glad that the hulking biker couldn’t see her face though. If he knew she was grinning right now, the punishment would be swift and severe. Katie started to straighten out, rising up from the her bent over position, her back aching from holding the uncomfortable position for so long.

As soon as she made a move to get up, two hard fingers were plunged deep into her tight, wet cunt. Katie squealed like a little stuck pig. The fingers were hard and heavy, plus she wasn’t expecting to be penetrated from behind so forcefully. The fingers dug deep into the soft flesh of her tiny love tunnel, moving around, pushing her soft flesh to the side to penetrate her fully.

“Fuck! You’re going to be tickling my belly button at this rate. Warn a girl before you shove your dirty fingers up her cooch.”

“You will get no warnings and I will treat your tight cunt the way that I want. You’re in my clubhouse and these are my rules girl. I’m the President of this chapter and that means my word is law ‘round these parts.”

Katie nodded to acknowledge the man’s authority. She was rewarded with a gentle caress on the small of her back. The huge biker slowly stroked her tiny frame as he pumped his two fingers in and out of her. Using his index finger, he slowly traced his finger over her spine, feeling the hills and valleys created on her back. If Katie didn’t know better, she would say this man was being gentle, maybe even kind as he continued to pump her thick pussy lips.

The two fingers inside her disappeared and Katie looked over her shoulder to see what happened. She was just starting to warm up to the firm pressure his fingers brought to her girl parts.

The heavy-set biker grinned back at her as he licked his two fingers like he just dipped them into a frosted cake. His long tongue came out and swirled over his thick, sausage-like fingers. He shoved both of his fingers as far as he could into his gaping maw, trying to draw every last drop of pussy juice off his digits.

His fingers left his sucking mouth with a pop as he lowered his hand and slammed the two fingers home inside her pussy again. The fingers were slick now, completely lubricated, which meant that he could finger fuck her much faster without having to worry about hurting her tiny insides.

The two fingers pistoned hard inside her just like a huge 1200cc engine on a hog. Several times, Katie could have sworn his swollen digits hit the bottom of her pussy. It hurt a bit at times, but for the most part, she felt like she was on cloud nine. There was something exhilarating knowing that her pussy was being used for what it was made for. This brute of a biker didn’t seem to care for her pleasure at first, but the way he stroked her back when he finger fucked her…it was like he wanted to be seen as the macho alpha of the group, but he still wanted to pleasure his lovers.

“Enough of this BS girl. You’re not going to be able to cum bent over in some smelly ass shower. You’re coming in the President’s office with me.”

Grabbing Katie by the hair, the brutish biker drug her through the bathroom and up the nearby stairs that led to the second story of the clubhouse. There, Nasty stood outside a door that had a sign posted outside:

PRIVATE! DO NOT ENTER!

“Nasty!” shouted the big biker, “stop guarding my office for a second and help me lay down a good fucking on this little girl. I want the backside but her mouth works just fine. She was back talking me down in the bathroom just a minute ago.”

Nasty smiled, the idea of plunging his heavy cock into a warm, inviting mouth already getting him rock hard.

“Sure thing Boss. Want me to tell Chopper to watch the cameras in case anybody tries to fuck with us?”

“Fuck it! The only fucking tonight will be with this hot girl here. She is going to get it in every hole before the sun rises.”

“Oh god,” thought Katie to herself, “they want to fuck me in every hole? I am only 20! I’ve never had a cock in my bottom before! And they want to stick some monster cock up there?”

“Don’t fuck my ass please! You can have my mouth and pussy, but just leave my ass alone!”

“Not up to you girl,” was the reply from Nasty as he closed the door behind them. He was already unslinging his heavy leather belt and pulling his pants to the floor. He kicked off heavy riding boots and watched as they landed in the corner of the room.

Katie felt herself getting pushed toward a large oak table in the middle of the room. There was a huge mound of white cocaine in the center of the table along with a few razor blades. With brutal force, she felt herself get bent over the table, her tiny tits pressing into the mound of cocaine that had been set out.

She struggled with being restrained until Nasty grabbed both her arms and yanked her head toward his waiting dick. It looked like the head of this huge club was already dripping with precum.

“Open wide little girl. I don’t want to feel any teeth on this dick, just that warm, wet throat on you.”

Katie didn’t have time to reject this notion. His dick was at least nine inches long. She could tell because it blasted past her tonsils and lodged a good five inches in her tender, young throat. He pulled his fat cock out of her throat and long strings of slime fell out of her mouth and onto her chin.

“Oh girl. You already know how to deep throat a cock. I was worried I would have to teach you. P, get over here and fuck this bitch from behind. She is just waiting for it.”

Katie stiffened up a little when she heard this. Could she take a big cock in her pussy? Could she take it in her tiny ass without dying?”

The questions that were swirling around in her mind were quickly replaced with other thoughts as she felt a huge, billy club like cock slammed home inside her pink insides. She felt the breath go out of her as the towering man behind her let his weight smash into her backside with his first thrust.

“Ooommpphhh! Take it easy asshole. You are already getting free pussy. No need to batter my poor cunt.”

Katie thought about saying more, but her mouth quickly was crammed with the heavy cock in front of her. Nasty grabbed the top of her head and pulled her hair back and forth, forcing her to bob on his knob. He groaned, enjoying the fact he could control the action on his petite fuck toy. Using his free hand, he grabbed her by the jaw and forced it downward, opening Katie’s mouth even wider.

“There we go you little slut. Nice and wide. There we go!”

With her jaw jacked open, Nasty was able to pound Katie’s thought with ease, sliding his cock over her wet tongue and deep into the tunnel of her throat. Like a locomotive, he surged his long cock down her throat over and over, wet saliva providing the lubrication that made it easy for him to fuck her face as fast as he would fuck a tight cunt.

“Oh bitch. You throat feels so good. I feel like I’m going to go all the way down to your stomach. You better make sure you swallow everything I give you. Don’t even think about spitting up cum in the office of the President.”

The President of the club wasn’t very concerned with the state of the floor at that moment. He was groaning hard with his mouth hanging open. He tongue lolled out as he banged away at the soft backside of the supplicant girl in front of him. Each time he surged forward with his hips to go deep in Katie’s pussy, his crotch bounced off her firm yet yielding bottom. It was like plunging into a tight, hot tunnel and each thrust had him crushed up against two plush pillows. Her ass was a thing of work, toned and shapely. The President had a terrible thought as he plunged for the last time in Katie’s hot box.

“Alright now darling. It’s time for you to be a big girl for the President. Nasty, make sure you fuck her mouth good while I switch positions. I don’t want the other guys to hear her screaming.”

“Why would I be screaming,” thought Katie. She had her answer soon enough. She felt her firm ass cheeks spread apart by two heavy hands. Her eyes went wide and she tried to struggle but Nasty held her in place and continued to pound her willing mouth.

“Don’t struggle sexy. You need to be relaxed to take a tree trunk like that up your other hole.”

Nasty speaking to her didn’t make Katie feel anymore relaxed. The two hands on her ass almost made her forget the cock that kept shooting down her throat, coming up into her mouth, and then shooting down her gullet again.

Something wet tickled her clenched asshole. It was the President’s tongue. He was rimming her young ass. Katie tried to clench her tiny hole even more to discourage him from entering her young body that way. It didn’t work. When the President felt how tight her asshole was with his tongue, it seemed to throw him into a state of hypersexuality.

“Goddamn!” This bitch has the tightest ass I ever felt with my tongue. I’m going to need the jaws of life just to get my cock in this here hole. She might even break my dick off with this tight little ass she is sporting.”

Katie whimpered and felt a tear trail down her face. She wanted to please Nasty and the President, but, this, this was too much to handle. She didn’t think her tiny ass could handle anything much bigger than a finger.

Nasty smiled down at her and pulled his cock from her mouth.

“I want to hear you moan when he goes in girl. I want to hear you squeal really good for us. Now hold out your tongue. It’s going to take him awhile to lube up so he doesn’t kill you.”

Katie obeyed and stuck out her tongue just like when she was little and wanted to mock the boys on the schoolyard. Nasty gripped the base of his hard piston and began to rub the bell end of his engorged member on her tongue. He swirled his penis over and over her waiting tongue until precum began to ooze out and coat everything in a thin layer of goo. Katie wanted to pull her tongue back, take a breath and suck down some of the spit that was building up in her mouth, but she knew Nasty would take offense to this. She remained a good girl, and kept her tongue out as Nasty used it to pleasure the head of his cock.

Drool began to build up in the pockets of Katie’s cheeks. Without a way to swallow, the saliva began to slide down the sides of her lips. There were two tiny rivers of drool pouring down both sides of her face now. Nasty didn’t seem to care; in fact, it seemed to turn him on even more.

“Oh yeah, she’s drooling for it now P. I think she is ready to be mounted in the back there. I will make sure she doesn’t go anywhere.”

The President grunted his approval and Katie felt herself tense up. She didn’t want her anal cherry popped by some giant, disgusting biker that probably didn’t even care for his own hygiene.  The thick head of his cock slammed against her tight sphincter but just bounced off, the tiny knot not allowing passage to such a large intruder.

“Damn it. She is tighter than any of us expected. And that is with me rimming the bitch first!”

Katie smiled a bit as she felt her body relax a few notches. This guy was probably too old to stay hard enough to fuck her small asshole.

“Grrrraggg,” shouted Katie as his extra large cock shot past her tense anal ring and lodged itself hard in her tender anal tract. The small amount she had relaxed was just enough for him to barrel past her defenses. Now the President was balls deep in her booty with no lube. She felt his hairy balls tickle the puffy lips of her pussy as he bore down on her small frame. His chest was on her back as he took a breather from the physical exertion of breaking through her anal ring.

After a few more full breaths, the President got off her back and looked down to admire his work. Katie could tell he was looking down to enjoy the sight of his baseball bat like cock wedged between her young cheeks. She knew this because a second later she felt a trail of saliva run down the crack of her ass and pool around the flagpole that had been planted up her rump. The spit did its job and created a small amount of lubrication, just enough for the President to start building up some speed with his thrusts.

Katie gripped the sides of the desk hard, each pounding thrust making her small tits jiggle. Cocaine was slipping off the sides of the desk as the power of the thrusts increased. Not only was the President thrusting fast, he was bottoming out with each push. Katie had never felt such enormous pressure in her bottom before. The feeling was scary but also exciting at the same time.

“I’m going to finish up here soon Nasty. I’m going to cum in her ass to make sure there is no chance of a baby or any crap like that. Make sure you come in her mouth before I’m done. I want to make sure nobody is in my office by the time I leave.”

Nasty nodded to acknowledge he understood and hooked his thumb into Katie’s lower lip to make sure she couldn’t closer her mouth. Once he was satisfied she wasn’t going anywhere, he began to pummel her mouth, gripping the back of her head to force Katie all the way down on his pole.

Katie’s tight throat was too much for Nasty. Within only 30 seconds of thrusting, Nasty was groaning like a trapped animal, his cock coating every surface it touched with slick cum. While pulling his cock out of her young throat, Nasty paused and let his cock just sit on her small tongue for a moment. He smiled as two huge jets of cum made Katie’s cheeks bulge out. She swallowed down the offering and then tried to contain two more blasts of cum. She succeeded for the most part, a tiny trail of jizz leaking from her lips. She quickly licked up the trail of jizz on her chin, not wanting to risk making a mess in the office of the President who was just moments away from his own orgasm.

“Oh yeah. Here it comes now bitch. Right in her little ass.”

Katie felt her whole body tense up. Her ass was virgin so having a heavy cock pummel the inside of her butt was a totally new experience. She had no idea how she would react once the President of this raw biker club began to pump huge helpings of hot sperm into her cute bottom. What would it feel like having such a big man cum inside her most forbidden hole?

“Wait! Don’t cum inside my ass just yet. I’m not ready for it. I don’t know if I can handle all that cum.”

“Pipe down you slut,” said the President now breathing hard. The exertion of pounding her asshole was starting to get to him. He sucked in hard through gritted teeth, huffing and puffing like a locomotive. Slamming his pelvis into this young girl was the most exercise he had in months. The last time he pushed himself this hard was a raucous bar fight that involved 12 burly men.

He peered down over his protruding belly and watched with amazement at his thick cock gliding in and out of this young girl that was bent over in front of him. Her asshole was clinging to his shaft so tightly that each time he backed out of her, he could see her pink insides peeking out around the ring of her butthole.

The President continued to grunt and slide his shaft in as far as he possibly could with each push forward. Nasty already has his pants up and his biker cut back on. He slapped the President on the back as he left the room.

“Make sure you just break her in good and not break her Pres,” said Nasty as he left the room. “With that big dick you have on you, you can do some serious damage.”

Katie squealed as Nasty left the room. “You are going to leave me with this guy! He is going to have his whole arm up my ass in about five minutes at this rate.”

Nasty just chuckled and closed the door behind him. He spoke through the door as he walked away. “You just do what he says little Katie. You will be fine if you let him do what he wants with that nice body of yours.”

Katie wailed and hit her fists on the table she was bent over like a spoiled kid. “Nasty you son of a bitch. I am never going to suck your smelly dick again for this.”

The President let out a belly laugh that shook the whole table and Katie felt vibrations run through his whole body and into her pulsing asshole. “You young people are so over dramatic. Nobody ever died from getting fucked in the ass. Besides, I am finishing up here soon. I am running out of breath.”

Katie nodded and looked back him. She took her small hands and pulled her ass cheeks apart for the President of the club. The twin globes of her ass separated to give him an even better view of his cock defiling her tight sphincter. The President felt his cock buck with power as her stretched anal ring came into full view. This had to be one of the hottest things he had ever witnessed. Usually when he was sodomizing a woman it was a sketchy tweaker chick that was covered in bruises and track marks from heroin needles. To have a young woman spreading her ass cheeks for his viewing pleasure was driving him to the edge. He felt like in this small moment, Katie really wanted him. Really wanted him to spray the walls of her pink asshole with his white cream.

Gripping both of her bony hips with his large palms, the President began his final assault on the rippling butt in front of him. He used his strength to pull Katie back into his large body. With each blow landed on her bottom, shockwaves ran through the entire length of her body. The President enjoyed the feeling of power over her he had. This tiny body set up to do whatever he wanted with. He leaned in close to whisper in her ear as he neared his climax.

“Katie, I am about to flood your insides with my seed. Can you clamp down on my dick a little? It helps me cum when girls tense this ass for me.”

Her colon twitched once when she heard such vulgar words. That ripple was enough to send the President over the edge to the point where cum was flying into her asshole as 80 mph. He let out a yowl as hot juices flowed through his heavy member and into the hot embrace of her young asshole.

The President backed out of her, panting, trying to catch his breath. Katie’s asshole remained reamed out, thick strands of cum sliding out of her.

“Get your skirt back on girl and make sure none of that cum hits my floors. I don’t want to have to clean up after you, so you better have all that jizz go into your panties.”

Katie hurriedly got dressed as hot cream streamed out of her battered ass. She checked around to make sure nothing hit the floor and kept her eyes down as she rushed out of the room, stockings stained white now. The President nodded and pulled his pants back on. Katie had to be the hottest lay he had in ages. He looked up at the cameras in the room that had recorded everything. He smiled. He would be enjoying this little threesome for ages to come.

Things were really quiet around the clubhouse for the Devil’s Choice now. Katie was thinking about Nasty, those firm abs and strong thighs. It didn’t seem like he was attached to anybody. Maybe she could win him over and make him her own. She started to form a plan in her mind of how she would leash the wild man.

Chapter 2

Life was definitely improving for Katie now. Things had been rough from the start since her Dad belonged to the notorious biker gang The Devil's Choice. There was a lot of late nights with heavy drinking, running from the cops, and hiding packages from the detectives that would stop by every month.

It was gone now though. The biker life had finally caught up with him. At first, Katie felt extremely alone and afraid. Her father wasn't much, but he was all she had. With him now driving his Harley in heaven, it felt like there was a hole inside of her that just could not be filled.  Probably against her better judgment, Katie decided to seek out help from his old Club.

Maybe that wasn't the smartest thing to do. After all, these bikers were Outlaws. They didn’t follow any of society's rules or regulations. They dressed how they wanted, they acted how they wanted to, and they followed their own moral code. Normally, she would have been very afraid to hang out with this type of group. The men were rowdy and loud, prone to extreme behaviors.

If Katie had not been around the biker community for so long, she would never have guessed that these guys could actually be very kind to a girl that was in trouble and no longer had her father. Sure, everyone was aware of the toy drives that the biker gang would often go on, it was what got them in the newspaper and earned them some respect from the society that surrounded them.

What the newspapers and the neighbors didn't see though, was when one of the guys would walk around late at night, making sure that she got to her front door without any trouble. If she was falling behind on the rent, a lot of money would wind up in her mailbox, no questions asked. Katie really didn't want to know where the money came from, she's just accepted it graciously, going about her way and trying to scrape by.

New beginnings were on the horizon now. She looked at herself in the mirror, admiring her new hair color. Red suited her, an indication of her new course in life.  She decided to let her hair really grow out now, before she dyed it bright red, like flames from a furnace.

Her new bright red hair went well with her black leather jacket, leather riding pants, and mean boots.  She worked as a waitress most nights, serving greasy truckers and cops working long shifts. Most of them tipped well, especially when she flashed them a little extra cleavage. If she ever ran low on funds though, she could always just play the part of maid over at the clubhouse for the biker crew. The place was always messy and looked like a total barn house. When she could track down one of the members that was conscious or sober, they were always willing to pay her good money to fix up the place and make sure it didn't look like it was falling apart.

Watching herself in the mirror, Katie ran her fingers through her red curls, enjoying the way that this new hairstyle made her feel. She had a new sense of confidence in herself, a new way of looking at herself and her reflection. This was the kind of girl that you wouldn't screw with, even if it was in a dark back alley.

She gave herself a smile, pulling a long silver razor out of her pocket tucked away in her black leather coat. With the members of the Devil's Choice with her, it was unlikely that she would need any sort of protection, but still, you never knew what would happen in this city. If one of her biker friends were not around, and a patron got a little too handsy for her liking, she just pulled out this bad boy and that ended things.

Maybe hanging out with all these bikers was actually a bad influence on her. There was no going back at this point though. They had already stood up for her, and she had made her choices. Would her dad be proud of her?

Katie gave herself one last look in the mirror,  pulling out a dark shade of lipstick and applying it to her lower lip. The dark plum color made her look a little dangerous and unpredictable. She liked that. It matched her eyeshadow and long lashes that she batted in her cramped bathroom.  Pretty hot look. A lot of the bikers would enjoy it.

She didn't much care for what the whole group of bikers thought of her. Katie was concerned with just one. His street name was Nasty. His look was anything but that though. Nasty had abs that  were as hard as a brick wall, eyes so piercing that they seemed to go right through a person, and attitude or swagger that you would normally find in a rockstar.

Many women wanted to be in bed with Nasty, enjoying a little walk on the wild side. Most women could not hang with Nasty though. He always pushed everything to the absolute limit, redlining his life in ways that most women could not handle.

To be honest,  Katie wasn't even sure that she could handle him. Still though, something about him attracted her. Was it the moth going toward the bright flame? Would she get burned? Katie pulled her black leather jacket tight around her neck, already dreading the cold that was facing her outside.

She opened the front door to her small apartment where a thin powder of snow covered everything in a small layer of white. An old black ash stood in her front yard, the branches getting pulled down by the snow all over it.  Katie didn’t really want to be out right now, but she had a good reason to step out into the freezing cold.

The president for the Devil's Choice had died. Nobody was talking about how it happened and she wasn't asking any questions. In the biker world, you could always meet a very unexpected end. These men lived on a razor's edge.  Perhaps that was what attracted so many to the lifestyle. When you could die at any minute, you felt like you were really living.

Katie trudged through the snow,  pulling her leather jacket even tighter around her slender body and tucking her new red hair into the collar of her jacket. The wind was picking up now, piercing right into her core with those cold tendrils that seemed to sneak right into her bones. If it wasn't for her support system here, she would have already moved to someplace that was much warmer.

Her car sputtered and tried to start, pleading with her to just stop turning the key over and over again. She laughed, shaking her head. Once she got over to the clubhouse again, she would need to have one of the guys take a look at it. All the guys that belonged to the club knew their way around an engine.

Finally, after twisting the keys around several times, the engine finally came to life. The old truck with its beat up paint job, bent fender, and crooked license plate, rocked out onto the main street in front of her dingy apartment. Belching out a plume of brown smoke, the old truck chugged along, trying to get up to the first red light.

Katie tapped her fingers against the steering wheel, waiting for the light to change. A Sleek white sports car pulled up behind her, the driver wearing black shades to go with his black, slicked back hair. He was a good-looking guy, but he did not seem impressed with her old and run-down truck.

The light finally turned green for her, and the old truck began to make the slow and steady climb up to 40 miles per hour.  Behind her, the driver of the souped-up sports car was getting impatient, honking at her several times before swerving around her, hitting the gas, and peeling off towards Hammond Street.

Katie rolled her eyes. At times, she wondered what it was like to have that kind of money and impatience with people. If she ever acted like that with a customer at the diner, she would be out of a job immediately. The old truck continued to roll along, bouncing her up and down in the driver's seat because the shocks were broken.

She twisted the dial on the radio, smiling as an old country song came on that she used to listen to with their Pops.  Maybe he was looking down on her right now, proud of the choices that she was making that he didn't make. It had been hard on him trying to raise her, and she had done her best to help him with it.

Minutes rolled by as her black wheels continue to roll past burnt out warehouses and disheveled condominiums. Wasn't the best place to grow up, but it could have been worse. Finally, after about 30 minutes of driving, the rest of the gates of the cemetery came into view.

She twisted the wheel around in her hands, looking both ways before crossing the lane into the tree-lined entrance. Already in the distance, she could see all the gleaming bikes that were parked in a line, big men clad in all leather, standing tall to pay their respects.

Katie was surprised to feel a small tear come to her eye. She didn't really know the president of the club that well. What she did know of him was that he enjoyed a quick and dirty fuck, totally unprotected. A raw way to live, but that was how bikers did things.

She slipped out of her old truck, shutting the door behind her as quietly as possible. There were several bikers standing guard, nodding toward her approach.

“Glad to see you here,” said a thickly muscled man that went by the moniker O’Henry. He had tan skin and a bushy white beard that fell down around his big stomach. Katie nodded, mumbling that she was here to pay respects.

The bikers standing guard parted for her and she realized that there were a few other women here, but not many. The biker community was very male oriented, some of the women even wearing jackets that proclaimed them as the property of the males in the club.

Katie never figured she would go that far with things where she would be wearing a piece of clothing that declared her as the property for some dude. More bikers moved out of the way so that she could approach the casket. A tall man, probably around six foot seven wrapped a large hand over her shoulder. It made her feel...protected.

“Did you know Chief?” he asked.

Katie had to shake her head. “Not much.  I'm sure he was a good man.”

A few of the bikers looked at each other before a huge roar of laughter went up into the sky.  A strong hand squeezed the back of her neck in a friendly way. This was not the typical funeral.

“The old bastard was anything but a good man. He would have appreciated if you were just honest. He was honest with who he really was.”

There were nods in a close knit circle, bikers all affirming that their former leader wanted to be remembered as a straight shooter that lived his life on his own terms. Katie should not have felt so comfortable around all of these guys like this. Many of them were the low lifes of society, scraping by doing things that most people would never dream of. Still though, for some reason, she felt drawn to these strong and sometimes terrible men. She felt a kinship to them that wasn’t just from her father’s affiliation.

Something about these guys felt like home.

The service started as the snow began to swirl around all of them. The cold was biting and Katie tried to stay focused on other things besides her numb toes and frozen lips. She looked up as a large man with a bald head began to speak of the life lead by their club president.

Somebody was looking at her, locking his gaze with her own. It was Nasty, those cool eyes appraising her every move carefully, just like a predator stalking prey.

Nasty slipped past large men, moving through the crowd of bikers as she stood there in the freezing cold. An electric feeling went through Katie when he was close by. It was strange to be so close to a man that felt so dangerous and wild. Something stirred in her core when she caught a glimmer of pain in his eyes. She wanted to care for this tough man, stroke his grizzled chin and tell him that everything would be ok.

The funeral was a blur of black leather from then on, every man holding steady and then ripping away into the cold, bitter air on their Harley, roaring past burning winds that stung their faces. Katie reached out for Nasty, grabbing him by the shoulder. The taut muscles in his neck flexed and he spun around, a hard gleam in his eye.

“You can call Slade honey. That is my real name. No need to always call me Nasty. The guys were laughing about it.”

“Slade. Still has a nice ring to it.”

“ I like to think so. Did you ever have a nickname?”

“You don’t want to know my nickname back in high school.” They both laughed, and Slade shook his head, placing a firm hand on her shoulder. “I'm headed back to the clubhouse now. Do you want to just catch a ride with me? You don't have to drive that beater truck that looks like trash.”

“Hey! I happen to like that truck. My dad gave it to me.”

Slade nodded with a sage look. “He was a good man. Lost a lot of guys this year. Bad luck I guess.” There was some movement as everyone swept out of the way. A solid looking guy with long, white hair tossed a dozen roses on the casket, looking with a steady gaze at Katie.

Slade watched as this newcomer drifted back into the crowd of black leather. “That is Ghost. He is trying to become the new leader. Looking for the number one spot now.”

“Do you think he will get it?”

“Not if I have anything to say about it. I worked too hard and too long to just give up the spot to  a newcomer. He was with a different club for years before they dissolved. I think there is still something to be said for loyalty. It will all come down to a vote. For now though, let's not worry about that.”

Katie followed Slade, smiling as other bikers slapped him on the back and told him that he had a fine woman with him today. Katie found that her mind went to images of this man they called Ghost. That long, white hair was so mysterious and beautiful looking in a strange way. What happened in his past?

The roar of motorcycles was like the clap of thunder and rolling storms. Nasty sat astride his rumbling machine. “Get on. I will drive you back there so you can pick up your trash truck. For now, I want to let off some steam.”

Katie agreed, spreading her thighs to sit on the back of the heavy motorcycle. She could feel the vibrations of the engine up and down her ass. Her small hands reached out and crossed the waist of Slade, holding tight to his body as he twisted the accelerator. His motorcycle shot past the graves and gray headstones, leaves creating a tornado in his wake.

Off in the distance, a roar of motorcycles signaled that the other riders were now mounting up. Shivers of excitement ran through Katie as they flew toward the clubhouse that was waiting. She had never been to a biker party before after the death of one of their own. Part of her wanted to make sure that Slade was ok. Another side of her didn’t want to be around when he really let loose. She had no idea what part of him might emerge.

Nasty drove fast, flying past cars like they were standing still. Katie felt her breathing picking up, her pulse going a mile a minute. How could he maintain control going at these speeds? Slade seemed to have no issue piloting them back to the clubhouse and then they were the first into the parking lot. A huge gate with barbed wire slid back to let them in.

“You guys take security really seriously huh?”

“We have to around here,” grunted Slade as he motioned for her to get off and enter the clubhouse after him.

“We have a lot of enemies around here. None of them play fair either. Especially the cops.”

Katie didn’t know how to respond. She was out of her depth. This was the world of outlaws that she was entering. Did she really want to get involved with a guy that might spend the rest of his life behind bars or in the dirt?

Something about being near Nasty made her feel safe though. It was the same feeling she had when she was around her late father and she would sit on the back of his motorcycle while he flew into the mountains and around steep curves. No matter what danger was in front of them, they were always safe. Nasty gave off that same impression. The same aura of invincible armor surrounded him.

When she walked into the biker hangout, she noticed that all the lights were off. The place was pitch dark. She hold still, waiting for the lights to come on. Katie could feel lips pressed hard against her neck. Slade grabbed her hips from behind roughly, holding her in place as he continued to kiss along her neck.

Her body responded,  pressing her butt backwards into his crotch. She could feel something hard back there already building, as solid as the handlebars on his motorcycle. “I missed this,” said Slade, breathing along her ear. His breath was hot like the exhaust from his bike. Her pussy immediately got damp. She had wanted this again. She wanted to be taken and ridden hard like a custom bike on a long road trip. Katie still remembered the way his cock felt inside her.

She tried to turn around and face him, but Mr. Nasty kept her ass pressed up hard against his dick, rubbing his solid shaft between her firm ass cheeks. Katie was breathing so hard in the dark, she felt like she could not slow down her racing breathing. Her mind was running as fast as the motorcycle that had brought them here. How could she just relax and enjoy this finally?

“Be a good girl and do what I say,” Slade told her, his hands roaming up and down her breasts, gripping at her nipples and pinching them hard. She mewled like a kitten, her box getting even more wet with each touch of his fingers along her soft curves.

“I will be a good girl for you Nasty. Why don’t you show me why they call you Nasty? I want to feel that piston again. I want to know what it is like to be taken by a real man.”

Still wrapped in darkness, Nasty pulled her deeper into the clubhouse, pushing open unseen doors and drawing her further into his lair. A dim light came on over their heads and she realized that this was a backroom she had never seen before.His hands slid down her back, palming her tight ass and squeezing it hard.  Slade twisted a muscled arm around her neck just like a boa constrictor, holding her in place as his hand went down to her pussy.

Already, she could feel herself getting very wet. Her body was getting ready for the intrusion of his giant cock. “Give it to me Nasty,” she moaned, feeling her pants slip off. Her bare ass now could feel the sensation of skin against skin. He had slipped off his riding pants, grinding his rock hard cock into her bottom.

It felt like her pussy was throbbing with excitement. Her hand went down to our own clit, rubbing over her love button and reving up her engine even more. He played with her pussy from behind, running just a single finger over her erect clitoris until she felt like she couldn't breathe anymore.

Just once she felt like the damn was about to burst, he pushed her forward, her ass now bent over a bed that was normally reserved for guests of the club. The mattress pressed hard into her stomach, as the rest of her clothing was ripped from her body and tossed to the floor. Slade had such powerful hands. His grip was like iron as it explored her ass and pussy hole.

Katie fell her whole chest blush with arousal. This was her Ultimate Fantasy to be taken hard by a biker in his own Clubhouse. He began to run two fingers in and out of her hole, her body becoming hypnotized by the slow and then fast rhythmic movements. She pushed out her ass even further, urging him to go deeper and deeper with his digits.

“You are the most beautiful girl I have ever laid eyes on.” When she heard those words, she pressed her body hard against his probing fingers, pushing them in deeper and feeling them tickle the very bottom of her cunt.

She looked back coyly, batting her lashes at her biker lover. “Why don’t you forget using your fingers and give me the real thing?” They both heard heavy footsteps. Somebody else was coming into the clubhouse. Katie thought that they would be safe, but the footsteps were coming closer to their backroom where they were about to fuck long and hard.

The door was thrown open and they both turned to see Ghost enter, his long white hair flowing around his head. Katie expected the grim biker to excuse himself and turn around. Instead, he ripped off his black shirt so that only his leather jacket remained on.

“Nice piece of ass you have here Nasty. Mind if I join you? I am looking to let off some cum in a nice young thing.”

Katie thought that Slade would become protective of her and refuse to share her body with the grim looking biker. Instead, Nasty shocked her and told Ghost to close the door behind him. Ghost locked up and then stripped off his leather pants.

“Don’t cum in her pussy Ghost. That is reserved for me. I got to this bitch first.” Katie was confused. Why was Nasty talking about her like that? Before she could process what was happening, Ghost was on the bed with her, pointing his giant cock at her darkly shaded lips.

“Open up and suck honey. Taste this long ass shaft.”

Katie obeyed, opening wide and wrapping his lips around just the tip and stroking it. His balls trembled as he felt the slick sensation all around his engorged purple head. Before Katie could even really start to suck on it hard, she felt her whole body press forward. Hips slapped against her as Slade started to ravage her pussy. He didn't even wait for her body to get accustomed to his giant cock.

Ghost grabbed the back of her head, holding her red hair tight. He pushed his extra long shaft past her lips, watching her eyes water and her makeup start to run. She had no idea how this biker did not trigger her gag reflex. It felt like his long cock was reaching down all the way into her belly.

From behind, Nasty continue to ravage her body, pulling her into his hard thrusts with each forceful stroke. She started to beg for him to slow down, but her voice could not be heard over the thrusting cock that was diving deep into her throat. She felt her legs being pressed further apart now, giving a better angle and better view for Slade behind her as he banged into her bottom.

Her whole ass was bright red now, absorbing the brunt of many powerful strokes that made her whole body quake.  Katie was loving this. She loved this feeling of complete surrender to two alpha males. She enjoyed how they just took her hard and fast. They didn't even care about her own pleasure. She would have to take care of that on her own.

She slipped two fingers down to her pussy, stroking her clit with little circles. Ghost laughed and rammed his cock in even deeper, enjoying the show as she masturbated for him.

“Looks like our little girl is trying to get off with the biker boyfriend,” he mocked. Slade told him to shut up and keep fucking her mouth hard as he pulled his cock free. Katie moaned, wanting to feel the giant shaft in her body again. Instead, he ran his tongue up and down the backs of both thighs. Her skin prickled, her mind anticipating what was going to happen next.

A tongue slipped into the hole that was now spread open wide. His cock had gone so deep and fast into her, Slade would be able to just look at her pussy hole and see right up it. Slade was not there to just look at her gaping love box. He pushed his tongue into her cunt, reaming her out with the pink muscle. He was tongue fucking her and her mind could not handle it.

Slade made hard and fast thrusts with his tongue into her wet box. Katie was shaking, her thighs trembling with anticipation. She could not stop quivering as he dived in deeper and deeper, licking up and down her pink walls. He sucked on her clit just a tiny bit, and that slight pressure was enough to send her over the edge, a wailing orgasm that was muffled by the big cock in her mouth.

As she finally calmed down, he sucked on both pussy lips with a delicate pressure, a touch that you would normally see used while handling something very delicate and precious. Slade knew that if he sucked on her clit right now, she would just lose it. Her love button was too sensitive right now after having such a hard orgasm.

Ghost didn’t seem to notice any of this. He kept plowing away with his hips, trying to dig his cock deep into her throat. “A born cock sucker. You are the club whore now. I knew that I had to fuck you when I saw you at the funeral. Just a biker groupie that wants some cock huh?”

Slade behind her growled, pressing his dick in deep, making her whole body shiver. It was like he wanted to claim her body as his own and stake out his territory. Ghost wasn’t stupid. He matched eyes with Nasty as they both fucked into Katie, harder and faster than before.

Katie felt like she was drowning in cock. Ghost kept fucking her mouth faster and faster. His cock was shining with moist saliva, spit dripping off his balls as she gave him a very sloppy blowjob. “Does this bitch mean something to you?” laughed Ghost as he kept moving his hips back and forth. “This mouth is so tight and nice Nasty. Maybe we should switch.”

“No,” growled Slade, claiming the cunt for Katie for himself. Katie jerked her head away from the giant cock that was in her mouth. She had to breathe even for just one second. When she finally got a good look at the cock that Ghost was sporting, she realize why it was so difficult to get oxygen while he was fucking her mouth. Blood was thumping into the enormous thing and he slapped it against her tongue, coming close to exploding all over her face.

The tip of the cock pushed deep against her cervix as Nasty now claimed her like an animal, ramming himself home and pulling her red hair. He held her down onto the bed, pressing down on her back while his wiry pubic hair rubbed against her pale ass. Katie convulsed as she came again, just from the hard fuck that she was getting from behind.

Ghost was pissed when he saw that Nasty was the better lover and began to muffle her groans with his heavy shaft, choking her with his mighty dick and sending his shaft far into her throat so that her cries of passion only came out as whimpers.

“I am going to cum,” said Nasty. “I am going to claim her.”

Ghost gripped both sides of the head that was below him, making Katie take everything that he had. His balls started shaking and blasting out semen which Katie swallowed down immediately. The flood spilled out over her tongue, coating her whole mouth with sticky semen. It tasted good and smoky, like Ghost had been saving this load for weeks just for her belly.

He pulled away, wiping his dick off in her red hair and leaving behind white spots. Nasty kept pumping away, holding her tight and claiming her as his own. “Doggy style is how she likes it,” growled Nasty, fondling her breasts from behind and tugging on both nipples as he threatened to make her cum yet again.

“Fuck,” howled Nasty as his load began to blast out. He could not control himself anymore and filled the girl that he was holding down onto the bed. Katie was shaking, absorbing all of his cum as it pumped into her.

Her body was still flopping on the mattress as he pulled himself out of her, giving her bottom a nice slap to finish. “She is mine now,” said Nasty with a hard tone. “I claim her Ghost. Don’t think she is just another clubhouse fuck.”

“We will see about that,” said Ghost, pulling on his leather riding pants. “To truly claim a woman, you need to give her everything that she needs and more. I don’t think you even know what this girl really wants.”

With that, Ghost stalked out of the room with Nasty following. Katie rubbed over her pussy, realizing that a biker had just taken her unprotected. Semen was now washing up against her fertile womb. Who was going to end up claiming her in the end? What did Ghost mean by what he said?

Chapter 3

Katie heard the rumble of the approaching storm before she even saw a black motorcycle. The windows to her run-down apartment shook, threatening to fall right out of the rotted frames. Angry engines buzzed like hornets, pulling her attention to the street.

She looked out of her dirty window, just in time to see the fleet of motorcycle riders pull up, dressed in all black like a cloud of crows. Her eyes went to each rider, looking for two in particular.

Engines began to shutdown as each rider turned off their motorcycle. These guys were Outlaws, they didn't play by the normal rules of society. How did Katie get wrapped up with these guys? It didn't seem likely. She didn't run in their circles. She wasn't a stripper or a bail bondsman.

Still though, Katie felt drawn to these hard and powerful men. When they walked into a bar, both men and women looked on at them with respect. What would it feel like to actually be part of that life? What would it be like to be with one of these men? She might never know. All the riders that were in the club for the Devil's Choice were elusive like shadows. They didn't stay to one place and constantly moved around the country.

Katie could already feel her heart beating hard as members of the club walked up to her front door. Neighbors were already freaking out looking out their windows to see where are the raucous and loud noises were coming from. Katie tried to calm all of them down and tell them to go back inside and just mind their own business.

It was a bad neighborhood for the most part so most of the people did just go back inside their doors and shut them, locking them up tight. Nobody wanted any issues. People weren’t going to ask how all these guys showed up out of the blue and what they were doing here. The citizens of this block made money in interesting ways so most people just didn't ask any questions.

Some of the motorcycle riders we're walking up and down the street looking tough. Maybe they were standing lookout and trying to see if anybody was pulling up in front of her old apartment. The club had many enemies so they could never be too careful. It was normal protocol to always have at least a few of the guys standing guard. Did Katie actually want to get involved with this kind of lifestyle?

There was a loud knock at her door. She almost jumped right out of her skin, startled by the sudden noise. Looking through her small peep hole, she saw the man that she knew as Slade, all hard muscles and shiny chrome. His tight leather vest clung to his solid arms, and this man possessed eyes that could just look right through a woman.

At times, she felt like Slade was looking right into her soul. It was like he knew exactly what to say to her and when to say it. She flung open her door, greeting the muscled biker with a wave.

“Hey Slade, what is going on?”

“Pack your things Katie. We have to go.”

“What do you mean Slade? I can't leave today. I have work over at the diner. I still need to do my shift and it's going to be a 12-hour one.”

“Forget that stupid job. You are quitting today.”

“How the hell am I supposed to make my rent money then huh? You bikers never think about the long-term. Some of us need to pay rent you know.”

“You can come live with me then. Now pack up all your stuff, we have a long ride in front of us.”

Katie was still shocked and moving around slowly, trying to get her bearings. Life with the MC was always like this. When you were dealing with the outlaw crowd, these guys were used to getting their way. Nobody told them no when it came to anything.

She shuffled quickly into her bedroom, pulling out some t-shirts and jeans and throwing them into an old backpack that she had sitting next to her bed. There wasn't much, but it seemed like Slade was in a hurry to get out of here. She still had no idea why they had to move so fast. It wasn't like she could ask any questions though.

He stood there, leaning up against her brown door frame and looked at her. He was silent, those eyes burning with intensity.

“Are you going to tell me why we have to leave in such a hurry?”

“Nope.”

“I didn't think so, but at least I could try. Will you at least tell me how many days were going to be on the road?”

“None of us know yet. Some crazy stuff is going down with the club and we need to get out of town for a while. You hang out with us so...”

Images flashed into the mind of Katie. She thought that she would be used to this by now, but she just wasn't. Her father, when he was still with her, always made these rushed impulsive decisions as well. No matter what she said to him, he just plowed right ahead like a battering ram.

Slade smirked at her as she made sure to pack up her bras and underwear. “ You aren’t going to need all that stuff. You are with me babe.”

Katie pushed the frilly underwear back into her dresser.  Her and Slade had a bit of a fling going on right now, but she wasn't sure where this relationship was going. Was she just a groupie to this biker, or did he actually have real feelings for her? It was really hard to say since this man was like an enigma.

Things were made even more complicated by another man that was in the riding group. He went by the name Ghost, at least that was his name out on the street. She never asked how he got the nickname, but she suspected it had something to do with his long white hair that stood out on his head like a mane for a lion.

When Slade claimed her in the clubhouse for the Devil's Choice, Ghost decided to join in and Slade didn't say anything to stop him. Was that just the loyalties of the Brotherhood? Was somebody going to share her with everyone else in the group? Only time would tell.

“Hurry up, we don't have all day. You women are always trying to pack half your closet when you go on a trip. You can learn a lot from some of the brothers. They dress in all black and never have to take a second guess when it comes to picking out clothes for the day.”

Katie held back her laugh, charging into her own bathroom and stuffing makeup into her purse. He did have a point. None of the bikers seemed to have any issue picking out what they were going to wear. When your whole wardrobe consisted of just black leather and t-shirts, it wasn't like you ever had to concern yourself with matching.

She looked at herself in the mirror again, admiring her new red hair and how it looked up on her shoulders. Slade slipped in behind her, the strong hands on her shoulders as he watched her in the mirror. He ran his fingers through her red curls, enjoying the way her hair felt between his digits.

“Did I ever tell you I really like what you did with your hair?”

“You didn't. I find it hard to figure out what you're thinking most of the time. Those cold caring eyes are always looking at me, but I want to know what's happening inside of your head.”

“Nothing good babe, now pack up all the stuff here.”

“Why do I have to come with you guys anyway? It is not like I am a member of the Devil's Choice.”

“That is right. We don't allow women in the club, but people know that you are with me now.”

Katie tried to interpret what he was saying. Was he trying to tell her that they were together now? He impatiently tapped his fingers against the counter of her bathroom, rubbing her shoulders and now whispering in her ear, trying to encourage her to move faster. This must have been serious. Something was going on but no one would say what.

“Don't forget your contacts and the lens cleaner.” He whispered these words into her ear, suddenly becoming very loving and caring toward her. He rubbed a few rough fingers along her chin, giving her a quick peck on the forehead. Maybe this was his way of claiming her as his own. Maybe this was all he could do to let her know that he cared about her.

Katie felt her face starting to blush, and she rushed to pack up the rest of the things into her small purse that was hanging off her right shoulder. She did remember to pack up her contact lens things including the lens cleaner that he had reminded her about. If Slade was anything, it was dependable. Steady like a rock.

She followed him through her crowded apartment, knocking over some water on her way out. He told her just to leave it because it didn't matter anymore. She wasn't coming back here at this point. If she did come back to her apartment, her life might actually be in danger.

Katie started to stutter, trying to ask Slade why she was in trouble. She had nothing to do with the club and their lifestyle. Why was her life at stake now?

There was no answer from her stern protector. He was there to make sure that she was safe, not to make sure that she had the answers to everything that she wanted to know. Slade walked past the dying tree that was in her front yard, giving it a second look as he passed by. Beyond that, a big group of impressive men we're waiting for Katie to arrive.

Many of the men were covered in tattoos, flaming skulls and knives up and down the rippling biceps. They fit right in with the bad neighborhood that Katie lived in. While some of them had a checkered past, doing time in the pen for various crimes, Katie knew that she could depend on any one of them in case she got in trouble here.

“Ready to head out with your woman?” said one of the bikers with a thick white beard that reminded her of a pirate.

Another biker stepped forward in front of the group that was dressed in all black. His long white hair stood in sharp contrast to the sea of dark colors. With hard eyes that could cut a man down, Ghost smirked at her, bearing his teeth and running his tongue along his lips.

“That isn't his woman. I don't see your property patch on her back. She isn't even a part of our life.”

Katie did not contest that. While her father had belonged to this wild and crazy life, she had just stayed on the outside of the swirling vortex of chaos and crime. It was hard to stay close to someone when you knew where they were going to end up. It would be either prison for cold time or stuffed into a casket. Her father did end up dying at an early age. She would have liked to have said I told you so, but at that point, why bother.

Katie stood behind Slade, avoiding the stares from Ghost. All the hard men around her laughed in unison, amused by her reaction to Ghost. Slade ignored everyone and motioned for her to get onto the back of his Harley. it was time to head out and there was nothing left for them here.

With a tremendous roar, all the engines started up again, vibrations setting off car alarms and shaking the very street beneath them. A few of the brave neighbors peeked their heads out of their windows and looked at the scene that was going on below them. It must have seemed like a ravenous Mongol horde has showed up, ready to ravage a village and take what they wanted.

Maintaining formation, they started to roll away, headed towards the horizon and the unknown. Katie looked back nervously at the small apartment that she had called home. Would she see it again? She had no idea. She didn't even know why she was along for this ride.

Still though, gripping on to the back of the leather jacket that Slade wore, she felt safe, like nothing could hurt her. It was hard to explain. When she was with this man, it was like a protective bubble was around them and nothing could hurt them.

The roar was deafening and Katie tried to put her hands over her ears, only to realize that if she let go of Slade that she would start to slip off the back of his motorcycle. She clutched him even harder, bunching up the slick leather jacket that proclaimed his allegiance to the Devil's Choice Motorcycle Club.

Some of the bikers thought that it was funny that she was not used to the roar of their engines, but a simple stare from Slade was enough to make them go back to their regular riding faces. Slade jerked his throttle, pulling ahead of the gang and going to the lead spot of the pack.

He looked back at her, making sure that she was okay. “Hold on tight baby.”

“What do you mean?”

“We are about to hit the highway. Hold on to me hard.”

She did as she was instructed, circling her arms around his stiff abs. Slade had a great body from working on motorcycles and running bodyguard shifts over at the local clubs. She swore that there wasn't an ounce of fat on his whole body. It felt like holding onto a statue made out of iron.

Slade began to pick up speed, looking back to see if the rest of the gang was keeping up with him. “Are you the leader of this club now?”  Katie knew so little about this life that she didn't even know who was the leader of the gang now.

He just laughed softly, weaving in and out of traffic to see if the bikers behind him could keep up. “Somebody had to take the job. It seemed like I was the best one for the position. Not everybody is happy with the decision though. Go seemed pretty salty for the whole initiation in voting in process.  He is just going to have to get used to it though.  Not like we are going to do any sort of re-voting now.”

Wind blew through her red hair, making a pillow in the cold air. All the guys behind them were great riders, pushing their bikes to the limit to keep up with the leader that was out in front. When Katie would cost of nervous glance behind them, she noticed that all of them were riding hard and keeping Pace with them.

Slade used his hand to signal that he was about to make a turn,  cutting through an intersection wide and hard.  Katie gripped to him even harder, feeling her finger starting to slip off of him. Maybe that was what Slade really wanted. Already, she was breathing hard, not used to the excitement and turmoil of riding on a bike that was speeding through traffic.

They were all headed for the highway in a giant pack, but it seemed that some of the members had different ideas. Ghost, along with another rider that had a crew cut, pushed their bikes to the red line limit and dived out in front of them, Ghost giving Slade the finger as he drove past.

This was about supremacy, a way to see who was really the better rider and who was willing to take more risks. Katie whispered to Slade that she was ready, pressing her cheek to the black leather of his jacket.

He nodded, the engine roaring between both of their legs, pistons pounding, shooting through a red light and leaving Ghost and his friend behind. Slade wasn't about to step down as leader of the Devil's Choice. He had worked too hard and had made too many sacrifices to just let Ghost step in and act like he was in charge now.

Ghost growled, his white hair whipping along in the cold wind, and then a swerve to make sure that he didn't hit a parked car. His friend with the crew cut haircut was not so lucky. The poor bastard blew right onto a sidewalk  and trash cans, knocking them all over and getting covered in grime. It didn't make much difference to a biker who really lived the lifestyle being covered in trash, but still it was humiliating to him.

Slade howled in laughter, and the rest of the pack joined in, all mocking Ghost and his friend plus the attempt to usurp Slade as the wolf out in front.

“Leave Train Wreck in the trash,” laughed one of the older bikers as he roared past. “That is where he belongs anyway.”

Ghosts scowled, brushing his white hair past his shoulders as he took his position once again behind Slade and Katie. He would think long and hard before trying to show up Slade in another contest of speed and cunning again.

The crew roared around corners, their laughter and the vibrations of their giant engines bouncing up and down the boulevard. It felt good to be with the guys. There was a camaraderie here that was hard to find outside of the biker community. The only other time that Katie had seen anything like it was when she was with the guys that her father had served with back in the day.

Out in front, the highway loomed, long and flat and leading off to the horizon. Dark clouds were sitting up in the sky, acting as a warning for what was going to happen down the line. Still though, the hard riding crew rode onward, ignoring the ominous signs.

On and on they moved, chewing up the miles beneath their feet, Hours seemed to whip by just like the stop signs and the speed limits that they ignored. Katie never felt so alive in her life.  This was truly living, holding on by just a thread, gripping a man that might be your destiny or your downfall.

The view from the back of a motorcycle is wonderful. Katie could see everything in a wide panorama. Mountains rose up from the earth and poked at the sky, some even snow-capped where the tip of the mountain pierced the clouds. Giant cactus plants stood out in the desert, like pitchforks that were sent up from the Devil in Hell.

Slade told her to enjoy the views and nature's beauty. He told her that there were many things that you missed when you were riding past all this in a car. He said that driving a car was similar to being in a cage. It was protective for you, but in some ways you were not as free.

Katie agreed with him, her eyes going over all the beauty that surrounded them. This was what it felt like to truly be free. This was what it was like to live your life to the fullest. Twisting the throttle and going full speed ahead.

Behind them the pack was continuing to keep up. Ghost and his compatriot had drifted off to the back, sulking in the shadow of the rest of the group.  When Katie would look back, several times she caught Ghost looking at her, his white hair flying behind his muscled shoulders. What did he really want from her? She thought that she might never learn the answer. Maybe she would never figure out why they were really on this ride either.

Hours continued to fly by just like the mileage that they were accumulating. The sun was being pulled down below the hills that were off to the right, which meant that they would have to pull over and stop. These hard riding guys would not be ending up at a cheap motel though.

Dust blew up as they all blazed in their own trail into the sparse desert landscape that was off the main highway. All the riders carried camping supplies with them, so they would be able to bed down at a moment's notice. It fit with the ethos of the biker community. These hard riders called their own shots and would sleep where they pleased.

Ghost looked at both of them carefully as Katie and Slade both dismounted the motorcycle. As soon as Katie felt her feet touch the ground, hard hands came up from behind her and wrapped around her waist. Flowing white hair all around her face told her that it was Ghost.

She started to protest, startled that another man would be so bold.  Still though, Slade said nothing. “ You are not his property,” whispered Ghost into her ear. “ He has not officially claimed you. I can have my way with you.”

She looked toward Slade, imploring him with her eyes to say something, anything. The man that she thought loved her though was silent. Ghost spun her around, pressing his lips against her own. Strong arms pulled her in tight, with his hands roaming across her breasts.

“Your little girlfriend is not wearing any sort of underwear Slade,”  said Ghost as he fondled her.   Katie I was surprised how good this felt. She was even more surprised when she felt another pair of strong hands begin to cup her buttocks.

Slade had moved in behind her, grasping her ass hard. Both of them were fighting for her now, and she was in the middle of nowhere in the hot desert. Ghost begin to push her down to the dusty ground, but Slade supported her back to make sure that she was comfortable. Strong arms lowered her to the bare ground.

They both took turns ripping her clothing off, Slade straddling her face to suck on her nipples. Ghost grabbed both of her wrists hard, pushing them together and keeping them over her head as he licked up and down both of her pink nipples. Both bikers were sucking on her tits now with their cocks rock hard.

With trembling hands, Katie reached up and pulled off Slade’s pants, revealing his stiff shaft. It was beating hard in her small hand, pumping in time with his tremendous heart. She stroked it a few times, coaxing out just a small amount of shiny fluid. Before she could put the huge head in her mouth, she felt slick fingers enter her body, her pussy already super wet and lubricated for penetration.

To her surprise, Slade grabbed both of her legs, pulling her knees toward him and giving his biker brother a better view of her tender pussy. “ If you think you can satisfy this woman better than I can, show all of us right now.”

A group had gathered to watch the threesome. Slade was daring Ghost, setting himself up as the dominant member of this group. If Ghost thought that he was the alpha male, he would have to prove it now in front of everyone.

Katie felt his two fingers slide deeper inside of her honey hole. The way Ghost felt her body up was amazing. She could tell that he had a lot of practice with women in bed. His thumb rubbed at her clitoris with expert precision. Both digits slipped in and out of her slowly at first, and then started to build speed.

Katie would have been moaning, but Slade placed his dick in her mouth, drowning out her cries of passion. Slade was tracing hot circles around both nipples with his tongue, holding her legs high in the air so that his brother would have easier access to her blazing hot cunt. Seeing how turned on she was, Slade also pressed his fingers against her love button, rubbing her at a mile a minute.

Her body would tense up and then relax again, her muscles building to an enormous climax. She had never been touched like this before by two men at the same time. Her mind could not handle the dual stimulation that was coursing through her body. Up and down her chest would go, both breasts shaking as she tried to catch her breath. It was impossible to just breathe normally with two hot bikers surrounding her, rubbing their massive dicks along her lithe body.

When she would touch herself in bed at night, it was nowhere this erotic. Ghost was fingering her cunt, pumping her body hard while Slade used his whole hand too vigorously swipe over her clitoris over and over at high speed. Her ass came up off the hard ground, straining to get up. She was held down by two strong men, who wanted nothing more than to get her off right now.

Katie started to feel light-headed. How much more of this could she handle?  Even though she struggled against the hard holds that pressed her down into the ground, her body demanded even more stimulation. “Damn,”  she screamed in pleasure. A torrent poured out of her body.

“Looks like we got a gusher boys,” cried Ghost in happiness, pressing his face into her cunt as it shot up a geyser of fluid. “Never thought my brother would end up with a slip and slide girl.”

Slade growled, shoving his dick even deeper into the mouth of Katie as her throat struggled to keep up with his intense face fucking. “Don’t think you made her cum on your own you pathetic dog. You know that I love her.”

Ghost laughed as he continued to lick at the trembling pussy that was shaking and covered in wetness now. “If you really love her, claim her now in front of everyone. Show us that she is with you. You can’t be the leader if you do not mark her as your own.”

With a snarl that scared Katie, Slade, also known as Nasty to his friends, flipped her around so that he was between her legs now. Thrusting his fingers deep in her, he already knew she was wet as hell and waiting for big cock. She urged him on, pleading with him to fuck her soft pussy and claim her with his sperm, filling her up with his creamy seed.

Meanwhile, Ghost brought his dick to her lips and ordered to suck him off. Katie looked at Slade, expecting him to tell Ghost to fuck off and claim her as personal property in front of everyone. Instead, he grabbed his cock in his fist, pushing it toward her pink gates.

“Guess your boyfriend is not ready to call you his own,” said Ghost, turning so that his body was in a 69 position. “Why don’t you suck my big dick while he decides what to do with you.”

Ghost began to pump his dick into her throat, having her swallow his shaft over and over. Wet spittle was spilling up and out of her mouth, coating her chin and splashing over her lips. Ghost knew how to use his hips and his dick, carefully thrusting and pressing into her with a slow and methodical throat fuck.

It felt erotic and hot to be used by two bikers at the same time. When Ghost started to lick and suck at her tiny little clit, Katie thought she might pass out. Each time he would lick her, it felt like a small orgasm shooting through her veins.

Slade was gripping down hard on her hips, pumping into her with his long piston. Keeping her on her back in the desert outskirts, the whole crew of bikers were watching, some stroking their massive dicks as Katie took on two brothers at the same time.

She gasped as her pussy began to clamp down on Slade in a rhythm. The pressure from the fucking and the constant licking on her clit was too much to handle. She would spurt all over and gush again soon if they kept up this twin assault on her vibrating core. Ghost was licking and sucking on each of her pussy lips, pulling on them just a little with his teeth and driving her right to a bright light that would be a crashing orgasm.

Tingles arced up and down her thighs and it was like she might pass out from the pleasure. Wave after wave of bliss was pouring down on her like a rainstorm and she could feel something building inside of her again.

Ghost twisted and grunted on top of her, his dick going deep into her mouth and cutting off her oxygen. She thought that he might stop fucking her mouth so she grabbed his hard ass, drawing his cock in deeper and imploring him to continue banging her throat.

The feeling was amazing taking two massive dicks at once. Even if Slade never claimed her as his own, she would remember this moment forever, sucking and getting fucked hard by two solidly built men that wanted nothing more than to give her multiple orgasms.

A giant pressure started to build up again between the legs of Katie and her hips were jerking back and forth with wild abandon. Slade felt no resistance as he plowed her tight body, her pussy hole lubricated very well with the first gushing orgasm that now coated her whole lower body.

She knew that she would cum again soon and she clawed at Slade with one hand, telling him to fuck her harder, while she grasped Ghost by the ass and forced his cock deeper between her lips.

Ghost was the first to break, breathing in hard fits and having his eyes roll into the back of his head. A torrent of sperm spilled out of his hot balls, blasting across her tongue and down into her throat. It tasted so good to take the seed of a strong and virile man, feeling his balls pump out the white seed into her waiting belly.

“I knew you couldn’t last,” said Slade as he continued to pound away. “I claim her as my own. You couldn’t even handle her body for just five minutes. You call yourself a man?”

Ghost hissed, pulling his long cock from her throat and wiping himself off. “Show us how it is done then leader.”

Slade dug his grip into her hips with an iron like hold, cradling her head in one palm as he did show everyone what it was to really own a woman. He was like a wolf claiming prey, driving right into her center with his massive staff, plunging in and out of her wet hole with wild abandon. She felt his fingers run over her throbbing clit, triggering the next flood in her.

With no regard for her ass on the hard ground, Slade plundered her body, not even breathing hard as all of his biker brothers gathered round. “Get her Nasty. Use her good.”

“I claim her as my own,” he said with his teeth grit, pinning down poor Katie into the ground in the middle of the lone desert. Her eyes sparked with joy as he declared to everyone with his dick deep inside her that she was his now.

He pressed into her kissing her hard, hips humping her body over and over until she knew she would not be able to walk straight for weeks after he was done with her. Slade was staking out his territory, declaring to his biker brethren that she belonged to him now.

With a mighty roar, he started to empty into her womb, flooding her pink tunnel with his sticky cream and letting loose the full contents of his balls into her pussy until the mess started to leak out of her and slide down her firm ass.

Slade was first to his feet, pulling her up with ease and wrapping her in a towel provided by a man that moved quickly to help the woman that was now declared as the property of the leader of their crew.

“No one else can touch her. I don’t care what happens, from now on, she is with me.”

A shout went up from the crowd, men slapping him on the back as he struggled back into his riding leathers. Katie had never thought in a million years that this was going to happen. Taken in public out in the desert by two men at the same time, until one of them proclaimed that she now belonged to him.

As the sun went out, she pressed in close to Slade, having him hold her tight in his warm sleeping bag. “I feel safe when I am with you Slade. You make me feel like nothing can hurt me, even if your nickname is Nasty.”

“Want to find out how I got that nickname?” he asked with a smile, his hands going to her ass.

“You are ready to go again already?’

“Better get used to it honey. You are with a real man now and we have a lot of road in front of us. I can’t tell you that you will always know why we have to move, but I can guarantee that you will be safe with me. None of the other guys will bother you now.”

She snuggled in close to him, holding his body to her own. Katie felt safe with this man. He was trouble with a capital T, but she knew that he would always take care of her. She didn’t move away as he gripped her to his hard body and didn’t let go.

The End
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