

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BAD

    

    
      First edition. November 23, 2015.

      Copyright © 2015 Ethan Radcliff.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1519977915

    

    
    
      Written by Ethan Radcliff.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Bitten Press, LLC.

Bad

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee.  

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $ 250,000.  

Disclaimer: This book may contain explicit sexual content, graphic, adult language, and situations that some readers may find objectionable which might include: male/ male sexual practices, multiple partner sexual practices, strong BDSM themes and elements, erotic elements and fetish play. This e-book is for sale to adults ONLY, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please do not try any new sexual practice, especially those that might be found in our BDSM/ Fetish titles without the guidance of an experienced practitioner. Neither Bitten Press, nor its authors, will be responsible for any loss, harm, injury or death resulting from use of the information contained in any of its titles.

Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are, specifically in a descriptive capacity. Final edits rest with the author of this work. 

Bitten Press: Thank you for purchasing this title. We support authors and ask you to remember that the only money most authors make from writing comes from book sales. If you like this work, please check for upcoming titles from this author via the link on our website and spread the word. If you see "free shares" offered or cut-rate sales on pirate sites, please report the offending entry to the editor Bitten Press. Thank you for not pirating our titles. 

Other books by Ethan Radcliff:

The Taming of Molly Jenkins

The Collaring of Molly Jenkins

The Magician, male escort

The Wait, Britt’s undoing

D O M

Tarnished I

Tarnished II

Death Riders series

Please (1)

BAD (2)

Desires of Blood series:

Vampire

Warlock

Jackal

Erotic Poetry

A Sometime Poet

Licks and Kisses

Blurb:

Book Two of Death Riders; BAD

Danny’s a hard man, large and brawny, with desires most would shy away from, but not Xavier. She embraces his needs at a time when Danny had all but given up on women. He sought professionals whenever he could. Xavier’s acceptance of him surprises him. He never expected her to relish a BDSM lifestyle.

On his friend Conrad’s recommendation, Danny plans to join the California chapter of the motorcycle club, Death Riders, a club that prides itself on staying below the radar and the police. But will Danny’s decision destroy his newly formed bond with Xavier? 

The series continues—Book 2 of the Death Riders MC series.

Mother Club

Death Riders

President...California Chapter

Chaz Barros

Sargent at arms

Buddy Reagan   

Enforcers

Todd

Doug

Brian

Logo....Ride to the Death

BAD

Ethan Radcliff

Table of Contents

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

1


[image: image]


Xavier and Danny rode along the dark highway on Danny’s Harley, going the speed limit to avoid any run-ins with the southern cops. Danny wanted to make it out of Georgia without an incident.  Within an hour, he and Xavier would be free, and the white Mercedes would be sitting at the bottom of the swamp. 

He wasn’t sure what he was going to do with the hot little number on the back of his bike but knew he needed a good fuck. Her vibe led him to believe she’d be game. She’d given him a little insight into her thoughts when she pinched the inside of his thigh. Her reference earlier to enjoying a little pain lit a fire in his brain and groin. Was it possible she wasn’t bullshitting him? 

As the wind whipped at his leather jacket and blew against his helmeted face, Danny surmised there was more to Xavier. Was he wrong, or did the mention of a bit of pain make her come alive? He thought about how he’d love to show her his kink and wear her nail marks on his back. He wondered if she could fulfill his need for complete submission. Would she enjoy playing a few dark games?

His mind wandered as they rode, and he enjoyed her tight hold. Tonight, he’d explore the possibility of more. He’d never hurt her. That wasn’t his game; sweet erotic pain and pleasure were. How much experience did she have, if any? Some people thought they were into the lifestyle but were only playing and, when pushed further, ran like frightened lambs. One woman called him sadistic and twisted. Unfortunately, she had been right.

He’d been thinking of Death Riders. Rad told him they kept a low profile, and he needed a home for a little while; they had a chapter out in California, in San Diego. Maybe that was far enough away from the bullshit Rad had gotten himself involved in, and it been a few hours since they left Georgia and headed west. His legs were getting tired, and Xavier hadn’t said much the few times they had to stop, which impressed him. She hadn’t complained once, whereas most chicks would have been whining for him to stop by now. 

He kept an eye out for a decent-looking motel along the road. He had a feeling he wouldn’t have to coax Xavier into bed. Excitement filled him. She was gorgeous and built for fucking. He could do the vanilla thing and had with the last few women he’d been with, but he had an inner need for more. There were a few goodies in his backpack.  Perhaps they’d have a play session. They’d set a few ground rules, and he’d make sure she understood the meaning of a safe word. How great the night could be if she were as kinky as he was. 

Years before when he was twenty years old, he’d met Carol Thompson, a Domme. He remembered telling her how he thought himself strange and dangerous. His sexual appetite was ferocious and had been since he hit puberty. She taught him he was no submissive and his desires weren’t as unusual as he thought. Through her, he met many people who shared his needs. He was open-minded where the lifestyle was concerned, and he experimented with male and female subs. His need to dominate was strong, and as he trained with her, his need to be a Dom became overwhelming. Sometimes sex had nothing to do with the playtime; the need for pain and domination ruled. His first arrest was a result of a session gone wrong.  

He’d pushed the limits during one play session with a male member when he was at a club a few years before. They were both stripped naked, and Danny was astounded he’d gotten so damn hard so fast. He’d started with a riding crop, but soon he had a heavy flogger in his hand.  The guy could take a beating and egged him on, begging for more. He reminded the idiot of his safe word, but as the session progressed, they were dangerously close to hitting a point of no return. Things could go south and quickly. 

Next came the begging for sexual humiliation. At first, Danny refused, saying the session centered on giving and receiving pain. Again, the male sub begged, saying it wasn’t the sex but the punishment he wanted. Another member, a female Domme, offered to wear a strap-on and deliver what he desired. However, she explained to Danny that as a Master, he should complete the session. The sub’s begging never ceased. He wanted it up the ass. He explained he craved the humiliation. When Danny couldn’t comply, the Domme strapped on the dildo and pushed into his ass. The sweat dripped off Danny’s forehead as he watched the scene before him. When she pulled the rubber dick out of him, Danny used a large paddle to spank him. Again, this was all discussed before the play had begun. They all entered a zone, one where sometimes it was challenging to bring yourself back.  

The sub never uttered his safe word and collapsed on them. The Domme ran scared.  Danny was pissed. He stayed with the guy until they both cooled down, then ostracized him for not using his safe word. 

“What the fuck were you thinking, man? Why didn’t you use your safe word?”

He never answered. He just got up and dressed.  The sub left the club first. Danny lingered, upset with himself for stepping over the boundaries. He kicked away the rubber cock the Domme had left on the floor then waited before leaving. He’d seen the guy was unnerved, so he figured it was better to give him a head start. Disgusted with himself for letting things get out of hand, Danny slammed the door to the club behind him when he left. 

Outside, a cop car pulled up. Two officers approached him with guns drawn. Inside their car sat the submissive guy from the club. 

“Hey, man, this guy here says you beat him up pretty bad and raped him. He doesn’t look too healthy; we think he might be telling the truth. Sorry, but we need you to come with us, big guy,” the first cop said.

“I never raped him. That’s a crock of shit. Did he tell you he likes it up the ass?”  Danny was heated. “Tell them, you little fucking wimp!” Danny yelled, walking over to the passenger side of the patrol car. “Christ, do you guys see the building behind me? He was in there begging for a beating. It’s a private BDSM club. I did nothing this asshole didn’t ask for!”

“Cool down, big guy. Just let us handcuff you, and then we’ll sort all this out down at the station.”

Danny lost his cool and denied everything. When they tried to handcuff him, he lost it. They called for backup and finally subdued him.  He was charged with resisting arrest and assaulting a police officer, which was a felony.

He was found guilty of the felony, cleared of the rape charges, and then put on probation for two years. He had a bad temper and wound up violating his probation and spending
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