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The clubhouse bar vibrated with Metallica’s “Master of Puppets” and the raucous laughter of the Outlaw Sons. Smoke hung in the air, thick and blue-white, catching the neon beer signs that cast the room in a hellish glow. Riley stood in the center of it all, the only woman among thirty men, her body on display in a white tank top that clung to her curves like desperate hands.

Her jeans were low-slung, riding the flare of her hips, the bottom corner of the Sons’ property patch visible on her right ass cheek. She’d earned that patch—earned her place. Two years running with the club, fucking who they told her to, keeping her mouth shut when it mattered. The patch wasn’t just a claim; it was protection, power, a ticket to a life that ran on a different set of rules.

At the head of the bar, Gage “Iron” Harlan sat on his stool like it was a throne, his massive frame dwarfing the leather beneath him. His beard was full and black, threaded with silver that caught the light when he raised his bottle. He watched her with flat, dark eyes, tracking every movement as she moved through the clubhouse. The rest of the men gave him a wide berth—even drunk, no one was stupid enough to crowd the club president.

Jax “Reaper” Harlan was different. He prowled, all lean muscle and coiled energy, moving through the crowd like water through rock. He was the club’s vice president, Gage’s younger brother, and twice as dangerous. While Gage ruled with absolute authority, Jax was the knife in the dark—the one who handled the jobs too messy for discussion.

It was Jax who broke from the bar, who moved toward Riley with hungry eyes. He circled her once, two fingers trailing across the back of her neck, raising goosebumps in their wake. Then he pulled her against him, one arm snaking around her waist, his other hand tangling in her hair.

“You ready for tonight, babe?” His voice was low, meant for her ears only, but the club fell quiet as if they could all hear the promise in his words.

Riley’s mouth went dry. “Yes,” she said, the word barely making it past her lips.

As if that single syllable was the signal they’d been waiting for, the inner circle—Gage’s trusted few—surrounded her. They were the patched members, the ones who’d bled for the club, who wore their colors with pride. They’d seen her through every initiation, every trial, every test. And now they closed ranks, a wall of leather and muscle, eyes that tracked her every breath.

Gage rose from his stool, and the room went still. Even with the music still pounding through the speakers, Riley could hear the blood rushing in her ears. He was a big man—six-four and broad across the shoulders—but he moved with a quiet grace that belied his size. When he spoke, his voice carried to every corner of the clubhouse.

“Brothers,” he said, “tonight we seal our old lady’s place in the club. Tonight, she becomes truly ours—not just mine, not just Jax’s, but shared property of the inner circle.”

The men cheered, raising their bottles, a sea of hungry eyes fixed on Riley’s body. She felt the heat of their attention like a physical touch, her skin prickling with it.

“For years, she’s served the club,” Gage continued, his voice carrying over the noise. “She’s held her tongue, kept our secrets, fucked who we told her to. She’s earned her patch and the protection that comes with it.”

Riley’s pulse raced, a flush creeping up her neck. She’d known this was coming—had agreed to it months ago, when Gage first proposed the ritual. But knowing and being in the moment were different things entirely. Her stomach twisted, a complex mix of anxiety and want.

“Now she’s going to take the final step,” Gage said, moving to stand in front of her. His hand came up, cupping her chin, calloused fingers rough against her skin. “She’s going to accept the seed of the inner circle—starting with the president and VP.”

His eyes were black in the dim light, his face a map of scars and hard lines. “You’re ours now, Riley. Your mouth, your hands, your cunt—all of it belongs to the club. And that fertile body of yours?” He ran his palm down her side, stopping at her hip. “That’s our most valuable property.”

The men closed in, the circle of bodies tightening around her. Riley could smell the cigarettes on their breath, the leather of their cuts, the faint hint of gun oil that never quite washed away. Her heart hammered against her ribs, her breathing shallow and quick.

“We’re going to fuck you until you can’t walk,” Gage continued, his voice dropping so only the inner circle could hear. “We’re going to fill you with so much cum that it’ll be leaking out of you for days. And one of us is going to knock you up—put a son in that pretty belly.”

The words should have frightened her. Instead, they sent a jolt of heat straight to her core, her thighs clenching as she fought the urge to rub them together.

“Who’s first?” someone called from the back.

Gage’s mouth curved into a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “President always gets first taste,” he said, his fingers sliding from her chin to wrap around her throat. “Then VP. After that—“ He shrugged. “You boys can fight it out.”

The clubhouse erupted, the brothers jostling for position, some already unzipping their jeans as they crowded forward. Riley stood in the eye of the storm, her body trembling with anticipation, with the knowledge that tonight she would become truly theirs—body and soul.
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The noise of the clubhouse swelled—beer bottles clinking, men shouting—as Gage grabbed Riley’s wrist and dragged her toward the bar. His grip was tight enough to leave a mark, his other hand already working the buckle of his belt. Around them, the brothers formed a half-circle, close enough to see everything, close enough that Riley could feel the heat of their breath on her skin.

“Bend over,” Gage ordered, his voice low and rough. “Hands on the bar.”

Riley complied, her palms flat against the sticky wood. The position pushed her ass out, the property patch now fully visible on her jeans. Behind her, she heard the soft rasp of a zipper, the crinkle of a condom wrapper.

Then Jax was there, his chest pressed against her back as he reached around to capture her wrists. He pulled them up, stretching her arms above her head, his grip firm but not painful. “That’s it,” he murmured against her ear. “Take it like a good girl.”

Gage didn’t wait. His hands found her hips, yanking her jeans down to mid-thigh in one rough motion. The cool air hit her exposed skin, raising goosebumps, but she had no time to adjust before his cock pressed against her entrance. He was thick, the head already spreading her open, and Riley gasped, her fingers curling against the bar.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her head dropping between her shoulders.

Gage thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one hard stroke. Riley cried out, the sound lost in the sudden roar from the brothers. The stretch was intense, her body struggling to accommodate his size, but she was already wet—had been since Gage first announced what was going to happen.

“That’s it,” Gage growled, his hands digging into the meat of her ass. “Take the president cock.”

He set a brutal pace from the start, each thrust driving her against the bar, her tits bouncing with the impact. Jax held her wrists firmly, using the leverage to keep her in place, his breath hot against her neck. Around them, the brothers watched with hungry eyes, some already working their hands into their pants, stroking themselves as they waited their turn.

“Look at her,” Gage called out, his voice carrying over the music. “Taking this fat cock like she was made for it.”

The praise sent a flush of heat through Riley’s body. She’d always been like this—getting off on being used, on being the center of attention. It was why she’d fallen in with the Sons in the first place, why she’d earned her patch by taking three brothers in one night. But this was different. This was Gage—the president—claiming her in front of the whole club, marking her as truly theirs.

“Her cunt belongs to the club now,” Gage continued, his pace never faltering. “Just like the rest of her. Our property to use whenever we want, however we want.”

Shame and heat twisted together in Riley’s belly, her moans growing louder as Gage hit the spot inside her that made her vision blur. “Yes,” she gasped, the word breaking on a particularly deep thrust. “Yours—all yours.”

“Tell them,” Gage demanded, one hand sliding around to cup her breast through her tank top. “Tell them how much you love being the club’s shared toy.”

Riley’s face burned, but the words tumbled out anyway. “I love it,” she admitted, her voice high and breathless. “Love being used by you—by all of you. Please don’t stop.”

The brothers cheered, the sound washing over her like a physical touch. Gage smiled, his teeth flashing white in the dim light. “That’s our good old lady,” he said, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Taking president cock like she was born for it.”

His hand left her breast, moving down to where their bodies joined. His thumb found her clit, rubbing rough circles that had Riley bucking back against him. The dual sensation—his cock pounding into her, his thumb on her clit—pushed her higher, her thighs trembling with the effort to stay upright.

“Gonna come,” she warned, her voice tight. “Please—“

“Come on my cock,” Gage ordered. “Show these boys what a good fuck you are.”

It was all she needed. The orgasm crashed through her, her body clenching around Gage’s length as she cried out, the sound echoing off the clubhouse walls. Gage didn’t slow down, if anything his thrusts grew harder, using her oversensitive body to chase his own pleasure.

Around them, the brothers closed in, their hands reaching to touch her wherever they could reach—her hair, her back, the curve of her ass. Riley could hear the wet sounds of flesh on flesh as they stroked themselves, getting ready for their turn. Someone’s fingers brushed her cheek, another hand squeezed her breast, and through it all Gage kept fucking her, his pace relentless.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his rhythm starting to falter. “Taking it all—gonna fill this cunt up.”

His hand tightened on her hip, his other arm wrapping around her waist to hold her still as he drove into her one final time. Riley felt him pulse inside her, heard his groan as he came, his hips jerking with each spurt. He stayed buried deep, his cock twitching as he emptied himself, his breath hot against her back.

For a moment, they stayed like that—Riley bent over the bar, Gage pressed against her, Jax still holding her wrists—while the brothers watched, their eyes hungry, their hands moving faster on their cocks. Then Gage pulled out, his cum already starting to leak down Riley’s thighs.

“Who’s next?” he called, tucking himself away.

The answer came in the form of hands—dozens of them—reaching for Riley, turning her, pulling her toward the pool table in the center of the room. Her jeans were pushed the rest of the way down her legs, her tank top ripped open to expose her breasts. Around her, the brothers jostled for position, already arguing about the order.

“VP’s next,” someone shouted.

“That’s right,” Jax agreed, his hand finding the back of Riley’s neck. “My turn to break in the club’s new old lady.”
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Hands lifted Riley from the bar, carrying her through the press of bodies toward the pool table. Her feet didn’t touch the ground—the brothers passed her between them like she weighed nothing, their hands everywhere, claiming, marking, preparing. Someone spread a bar towel across the green felt, the rough fabric scratching against her back as they laid her down. Her jeans were gone completely now, tossed to some dark corner of the clubhouse, her tank top hanging in tatters from her shoulders.

“Spread her legs,” Gage ordered, already climbing onto the table.

Riley’s thighs were pushed apart, her knees bent and feet flat on the felt. Gage positioned himself between them, his cock—hard again already—sliding through the mess of cum and her own arousal. Behind him, the brothers formed a wall of leather and hungry eyes, their hands working their cocks as they watched.

“President goes again,” Gage announced, lining himself up. “Wants to make sure his seed takes.”

He thrust into her in one smooth motion, drawing a gasp from Riley’s lips. She was loose now, well-fucked, her body accepting his length with ease. Gage set a deep, measured pace, each thrust rocking her against the table. His hands wrapped around her thighs, holding her open, exposing her to the brothers’ hungry gaze.

“VP’s up,” someone called, and then Jax was there, his cock—thick and flushed—pressing against Riley’s lips.

“Open,” he commanded, and she did, taking him into her mouth without hesitation.

He was too big to take all the way, the head hitting the back of her throat with each thrust. Riley relaxed her jaw, letting him use her mouth, her tongue working the underside of his shaft. Above her, a third brother—Riley thought it might be Chains, the club’s sergeant-at-arms—bent to take one of her nipples between his lips.

The triple sensation—Gage fucking her pussy, Jax using her mouth, Chains sucking her nipple—had Riley seeing stars. Her body was caught between them, used from three directions at once, completely at their mercy. And God, she loved it—the feeling of being nothing but a vessel for their pleasure, a toy for them to share.

“That’s it,” Gage growled, his pace increasing. “Take it all.”

His cock hit her g-spot with each thrust, sending sparks of pleasure up her spine. Riley moaned around Jax’s length, the vibration making him curse and thrust deeper. Chains switched to her other breast, his teeth grazing her nipple, his hand squeezing the flesh he’d just abandoned.

Gage was the first to finish again, his cock pulsing as he came inside her, adding to the mess between her legs. He pulled out slowly, his cum following in a thick rivulet down to the towel beneath her. Before Riley could catch her breath, another brother—Demon, with the facial tattoo—took his place, his cock sliding home in one thrust.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” he groaned, his hands finding her hips. “Even with all that cum.”

The rotation continued, smooth and practiced. Each brother took his turn—some fucking her hard and fast, others taking their time, working her body with skilled hands. All of them talked, their voices blending together in Riley’s overheated mind.

“—gonna breed you—“

“—carrying the next generation of Sons—“

“—our shared property—“

“—perfect old lady—“

Riley lost track of who was fucking her, who was feeding her their cock, who was playing with her breasts. Her world narrowed to sensation—the stretch and fill of a cock in her pussy, the weight on her tongue, hands on her skin. The room filled with the wet sounds of sex, with the grunts and moans of the brothers, with her own desperate pleas.

“Please,” she sobbed when someone—Knuckles, maybe—pulled out to let the next brother take his place. “Don’t stop—I need it—“

“You need what, baby?” Jax asked, his hand tangling in her hair. He’d pulled out of her mouth to let another brother have a turn, but he stayed close, his cock still hard, a drop of pre-cum beading at the tip.

“Need you,” Riley gasped as another cock pushed into her. “All of you—filling me up—using me—“

“Tell them why,” Gage encouraged. He’d moved to the head of the table, his hand stroking her cheek, his eyes dark with possessive pleasure. “Tell them what you really are.”

Riley turned her face into his palm, pressing a kiss to the center of it. “I’m yours,” she said, the words spilling out between thrusts. “The club’s toy—your shared property. I’m addicted to it—to being used—to belonging to all of you.”

The admission sent a fresh wave of arousal through her body, her inner walls clenching around the cock currently fucking her. The brother—Ripper, she thought—groaned at the sudden tightness, his pace faltering.

“Fuck, she’s getting close again,” he said, his hands digging into her thighs.

“Make her come,” Gage ordered. “Then it’s my turn again. I want her on the edge when I fill her up.”

The room was a blur of sensation—hands everywhere, cocks taking turns with her holes, voices encouraging, demanding, praising. Riley teetered on the edge of orgasm, each thrust bringing her closer, each brush of fingers against her clit pushing her higher.

“Please,” she begged, not even sure what she was asking for anymore. “I need—“

“We know what you need,” Gage said, his voice cutting through the noise. He’d moved back between her legs, replacing the brother who’d just pulled out. “You need to be filled—to be bred. You need an Outlaw heir growing in that pretty belly.”

His cock slid into her, thicker and harder than before. Riley cried out at the stretch, her back arching off the table. Around them, the brothers closed in, their hands reaching to touch her wherever they could reach.

“Gonna fill you up,” Gage promised, his pace deliberate, each thrust hitting her deepest point. “Gonna pump you so full of cum you’ll be leaking for days. And one of us—“ His hand moved to her stomach, pressing down just above her pubic bone. “One of us is gonna put a son right here.”

The image—of a baby growing inside her, of her belly swelling with an Outlaw heir—pushed Riley over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her, her body clenching around Gage’s cock as she screamed, the sound echoing off the clubhouse walls. The brothers cheered, their hands moving faster on their cocks as they watched her come apart.

“That’s it,” Gage growled, his rhythm never faltering. “Take it—take all of it.”

He was getting close—Riley could tell by the tension in his thighs, by the way his thrusts were growing erratic. Around them, the brothers were positioning themselves, getting ready for their turn. Jax moved to stand beside the table, his cock in his hand, already leaking.

“Gonna fill you up,” he promised, his eyes fixed on where Gage’s cock disappeared into her body. “Gonna add to what’s already there.”

Riley sobbed with pleasure, her body oversensitive from her orgasm, from the multiple cocks that had already fucked her. “Please,” she begged, not even sure what she was asking for anymore. “I need—I need—“

“You need to be bred,” Gage finished for her, his hand moving to her clit, rubbing rough circles that had her bucking beneath him. “You need to be full of Outlaw cum, carrying an Outlaw heir. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” Riley gasped, the word breaking on a moan. “Yes, please—breed me—fill me up—make me pregnant for the club!”

The admission—the desperate, filthy truth of what she wanted—sent a fresh wave of heat through her body. Her inner walls clenched around Gage’s cock, her hips rising to meet each thrust. Around them, the brothers closed in, their hands reaching, their cocks hard and ready.

“Who’s first?” Gage called, his pace increasing. “Who wants to add to the president’s seed?”

“I’ll go,” Jax said immediately, moving into position. “VP’s next in line.”

The rest of the brothers arranged themselves in a rough circle around the table, some already stroking themselves to the edge. Riley lay in the center of it all, used and willing, her body offered up for their pleasure—for their claim. And as Gage’s thrusts grew harder, as the first drops of his cum began to leak from around his cock, she knew she was exactly where she belonged—the club’s property, their shared old lady, soon to be carrying an Outlaw heir.
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The clubhouse had grown quieter, the brothers’ voices lowered to rough murmurs as they gathered around the pool table. Riley lay in the center of it all, her body used but not finished—not yet. Gage stood between her spread legs, his cock still hard, his eyes dark with a possessive hunger that made her breath catch. Around them, the brothers arranged themselves in a rough circle, their hands on their cocks, their faces flushed with arousal and the beer they’d been drinking all night.

“Hold her,” Gage ordered, and hands immediately reached for Riley—gripping her wrists, her ankles, the curve of her waist. “I want her completely open.”

Riley’s legs were pushed back, her knees bent toward her chest, exposing her completely. The position was vulnerable, intimate—her most private parts on display for the brothers’ hungry gaze. Someone’s hand—Jax’s, she thought—moved between her legs, fingers spreading her open to show where Gage’s cock had stretched her, where cum already leaked from her entrance.

“So wet,” Jax murmured, his thumb finding her clit. “Taking the president cock so well.”

Gage lined himself up, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. “Ready for the finish, old lady?” he asked, his voice rough with want.

Riley nodded, unable to form words around the tightness in her throat. She was beyond speech now, reduced to nothing but sensation—the rough hands holding her down, the slick slide of Jax’s fingers on her clit, the thick pressure of Gage’s cock against her entrance.

Gage thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one savage stroke. Riley cried out, the sound bouncing off the clubhouse walls. He set a brutal pace from the start, each thrust driving her against the table, the felt scratching at her back through the bar towel. His hands wrapped around her thighs, holding her open, using her body for his pleasure.

“Fuck,” he growled, his rhythm never faltering. “Taking it so good—gonna fill you up.”

Around them, the brothers closed in, their hands reaching to touch her wherever they could reach—her hair, her breasts, the curve of her ass. Riley was caught in the center of it all, completely at their mercy, used from every direction at once. And God, she loved it—the feeling of being nothing but a vessel for their pleasure, a toy for them to share.

“Breed me,” she gasped, the words breaking on a particularly deep thrust. “Fill me up—make me pregnant for the club!”

The admission—the desperate, filthy truth of what she wanted—sent a fresh wave of heat through her body. Her inner walls clenched around Gage’s cock, her hips rising to meet each thrust despite the hands holding her down.

“That’s it,” Gage encouraged, his pace increasing. “Beg for it—tell us what you need.”

“I need—“ Riley sobbed, her voice high and broken. “I need to be full—to be bred. Please—I need your cum—all of it—inside me—“

The brothers growled their approval, their hands moving faster on their cocks. Riley was losing herself in the sensation—Gage fucking her with brutal strokes, Jax’s fingers working her clit, the press of bodies all around her. Her orgasm built a tight coil of pleasure at the base of her spine, growing with each thrust.

“Gonna come,” she warned, her voice tight. “Please—don’t stop—“

“Come on my cock,” Gage ordered. “Show these boys what a good fuck you are.”

It was all she needed. The orgasm crashed through her, her body clenching around Gage’s length as she screamed, the sound echoing off the clubhouse walls. The brothers cheered, their hands moving faster as they watched her come apart.

“Now,” Gage said, his rhythm faltering. “Jax—you’re up.”

Jax moved into position, his cock—thick and flushed—pressing against Riley’s entrance alongside Gage’s. For a moment, they were both inside her, stretching her beyond what should have been possible, the dual sensation making her vision blur. Then Gage pulled out, making room for his brother, his cum already starting to leak from her well-used hole.

“Fuck,” Jax groaned as he pushed forward, his cock sliding home in one smooth thrust. “So tight—even with all that cum.”

He set a fast pace, his hips slapping against Riley’s ass with each thrust. His hand moved to her stomach, pressing down just above her pubic bone. “Gonna put a son right here,” he promised, his voice rough with arousal. “Right where it belongs.”

Riley sobbed with pleasure, her body oversensitive from her orgasm, from the multiple cocks that had already fucked her. “Yes,” she gasped, the word breaking on a moan. “Please—fill me up—breed me—“

Jax was the first to finish, his cock pulsing as he came inside her, adding to the mess between her legs. He pulled out slowly, his cum following in a thick rivulet down to the towel beneath her. Before Riley could catch her breath, another brother—Demon, with the facial tattoo—took his place, his cock sliding home in one thrust.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” he groaned, his hands finding her hips. “Even with all that cum.”

One by one, the brothers took their turn—each fucking her hard and fast, each adding to the pool of cum inside her. Riley lost track of who was inside her, her world narrowing to the stretch and fill of a cock in her pussy, to the hands holding her down, to the rough voices encouraging, praising, claiming.

“—our property—“

“—gonna put a baby in that belly—“

“—perfect old lady—“

“—taking it so good—“

By the time the fifth brother finished, Riley was so full that cum leaked from around each new cock that pushed inside her. The towel beneath her was soaked, her inner thighs slick with the evidence of the club’s claim. And still they came, one after another, using her body, filling her with their seed.

“Last one,” Gage announced, moving back between her legs. The other brothers had finished, and had pulled out to make room for their president. Riley lay in the center of it all, used and willing, her body offered up for their pleasure—for their claim.

Gage lined himself up, his cock—hard again despite having fucked her twice already—pressing against her entrance. “Ready for the finish, old lady?” he asked, his voice rough with want.

Riley nodded, beyond words now. Her body trembled with exhaustion, with the oversensitivity of too many orgasms, but she spread her legs wider, an invitation Gage couldn’t refuse.

He thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one savage stroke. Riley cried out, the sound bouncing off the clubhouse walls. He set a brutal pace from the start, each thrust driving her against the table, the felt scratching at her back through the soaked towel. His hands wrapped around her thighs, holding her open, using her body for his pleasure.

“Gonna fill you up,” he promised, his rhythm never faltering. “Gonna pump you so full of cum you’ll be leaking for days.”

Around them, the brothers closed in, their hands reaching to touch her wherever they could reach—her hair, her breasts, the curve of her ass. Riley was caught in the center of it all, completely at their mercy, used from every direction at once.

“Breed me,” she begged, the words breaking on a particularly deep thrust. “Fill me up—make me pregnant—please—“

Gage’s pace increased, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his release. “That’s it,” he growled, his hand moving to press down on her stomach. “Taking it all—gonna put a son right here.”

His cock hit her deepest point, the head pressing against her cervix with each thrust. Riley sobbed with pleasure, her body clenching around his length. “Yes,” she gasped. “There—breed me there—“

Gage came with a roar, his hips jerking as he emptied himself deep inside her. Riley felt each pulse, each spurt of hot cum filling her already overflowing womb. He stayed buried to the hilt, his cock twitching as he finished, his breath hot against her neck.

For a long moment, they stayed like that—Gage inside her, the brothers gathered around, their hands still touching, claiming. Then Gage leaned down, capturing Riley’s mouth in a rough kiss, his beard scratching against her sensitive skin.

“You’re ours now,” he murmured against her lips. “Fully shared, fully claimed. The perfect old lady for the Outlaw Sons.”

Riley turned her face into his palm, pressing a kiss to the center of it. “Yours,” she agreed, the word barely making it past her swollen lips. “All yours.”

Around them, the brothers murmured their approval, their hands moving to stroke her hair, her cheeks, the curve of her breast. Riley lay in the center of it all, used and willing, her body filled with their seed, their claim marked deep inside her. And as Gage finally pulled out, as cum leaked from her well-used hole to pool on the towel beneath her, she knew she was exactly where she belonged—the club’s property, their shared old lady, soon to be carrying an Outlaw heir.
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