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Undercover with Bikers: My First Lesbian Public Show (Satan's Nephews Motorcycle Club, #2)

The Sandbar Luxury Hotel wasn’t anywhere near a sandbar, or luxurious. It was barely even a hotel, for that matter. The beige roadside motel sat in a sea of asphalt, sharing a parking lot with a dollar store and a burger joint.

For me, Allie, and our two Satan’s Nephews prospects, it was the perfect place to stop.

“Just one room,” Ray told the balding receptionist through a wall of bulletproof glass.

A few minutes later, we were standing outside room forty-eight, sweaty and dusty from being on the road. Ray used the key to open the door, unleashing a blast of cool air. Thankfully, the air-conditioning unit under the window was running on full blast.

I slapped the wall twice before finally hitting the light switch, revealing a tidy room with two queen beds dressed in navy blue duvets, which matched the carpet and the curtains. The white-tiled bathroom was outdated but clean, and the TV remote came wrapped in plastic.

Good enough, I thought.

“I hate it,” Allie announced with a pout.

“You’re kidding,” Trent said. He ran a hand over his shaved head, clearly impatient. Despite the sexual chemistry that sparked our first night together, Allie and Trent had spent most of the trip bickering.

“It smells like cigarettes,” Allie said.

Ray and Trent wore twin expressions of bemusement, though Trent’s was slightly more menacing, thanks to his face tattoo. Obviously, the smell of cigarettes didn’t bother them in the least.

“Why didn’t you tell us before we paid for the room?” Trent said.

“Well, I couldn’t tell the room reeked before now, could I?” Allie shot back.

“Baby, I’m trying my best...”

Ray and I caught eyes. He shook his head helplessly, draped his cut over the back of an armchair, and flopped down onto the bed on the left, the one closest to the bathroom. As Allie and Trent bickered on, I flopped down beside him.

“We are running a little low on cash,” Ray admitted. He raised one arm to scratch his brown, almost-black hair, which was still coated in brown highway dust. Then, he used it to prop his head up against the oak headboard.

“Exactly!” Trent chimed in. He gestured a beefy arm in our direction. “We’re not exactly swimming in the stuff right now.”

Guiltily, I chewed on my lip. The entire twelve-hour trip from Charlotte to wherever-we-were, I hadn’t offered to chip in for gas, snacks, smokes, anything. “I might have some cash in my purse,” I said.

“No,” Ray said firmly. “We don’t make girls pay for us. That’s not how we do things.”

“Then what are we supposed to do?” Allie said.

Ray and Trent locked eyes. Then, Ray gave a single nod. It was something I’d seen him do once before.

“Trent and I are gonna hit up the local tavern. Talk to some locals,” Ray finally answered. “We’ll see if there’re any odd jobs that need gettin’ done around here.”

“How do you know they’ll even help you out?” Allie asked.

“Because bikers take care of each other,” Ray said as he picked up his cut.

“You girls stay put,” Trent added as they began shrugging their cuts back on.

“Can we have some money to order a pizza, at least?” Allie said, making eyes at Trent. As usual, Trent softened at the first bat of her lashes, and he retrieved his wallet to hand a couple limp tens, which was only just enough.

“Don’t go too crazy,” he said semi-ironically.

Then, the two left.

I opened my mouth, about to ask where we should order pizza from.

“Now we can really party,” Allie said.

With just twenty dollars? I wondered, until Allie climbed into bed beside me and straddled my lap.

“Oh,” I managed to utter just before she cupped my face in her hands and kissed me.

Allie and I had hooked up once before, but the boys had been there too. We hadn’t gotten down one-on-one...yet.

A shiver coasted down my spine as her taste filled my mouth, sweet as cotton candy. Her icy blonde hair fell forward to mingle with my ashier blonde hair. We’d been telling people we were cousins because of that shared trait.

Allie began grinding her hips as her hands slipped under my top. Her soft breasts grazed mine, and I could feel my nipples peaking inside of my bra. A slow warmth was throbbing between my legs.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since that rest stop in Southtown,” Allie murmured, grinding away in her denim shorts.

“I know,” I whispered back. In turn, I slipped my hands up the back of her tank top, grazing the tips of my nails against her velvety skin. “I kept seeing you checking me out.”

Allie tilted her head back, moaning when I pressed my lips to her skin. She smelled just as sweet as she tasted, like ripe peaches.

“God, let’s just get naked already,” she said excitedly.

We scrambled apart just long enough to clumsily undress. I barely had time to unhook my bra before Allie tackled me again.

Now, we were both down to our thongs, lying diagonally across the bed with our stomachs pressed together.

My heart raced as I felt Allie’s weight bearing down on me, her much-larger breasts crushing mine with their pillowy softness.

“Mmmm, you feel so nice, April,” she murmured.

I winced slightly when she said April, because it wasn’t even my real name, and she had no idea. Suddenly, Allie wiggled her hips, and the feeling of guilt vanished just as quickly as it pricked up in me.

Allie licked my chin, my collarbone, and the space between my breasts. She stroked my nipples with her thumbs. Her tongue drifted to the right, teasing the puckering, dark tip squeezed between her fingers. My thighs twitched as my pussy pulsed, soaking my underwear.

Her lips latched on. My eyes rolled back as I arched my back, moaning. I grabbed the hair on the back of her head.

“Oh, that feels so good!” I said breathlessly.

Allie raised her head, her blue eyes luminous as her grapefruit-pink lips spread into a devious grin. “I’ll make you feel even better—” she began.

Just as she placed her hands on my hips, the door opened behind her. Ray and Trent staggered back inside, each toting a 30-pack. They froze the moment they laid eyes on us on the bed.

Allie slid off of me and rolled onto her side. “Can you shut the door?” she said.

Trent shook his head, blinking rapidly. “R-right,” he muttered. He placed the 30-pack on the floor and shut the door.

“Would you like to join?” Allie purred seductively as she tweaked my nipple, making my legs jump.

Trent’s expression brightened.

“No. We gotta figure out how to make some quick money,” Ray grumbled. He walked over and sank down on the end of our bed, deep in thought.

Allie raised her eyebrows at me, as if to ask, What now?

I merely shrugged and gestured to our cast-off clothes. Probably should get dressed.

“What did you guys find out?” Allie asked.

“Well, we really are in the middle of nowhere. The only bar in town is at the Holiday Inn up the road, and it’s full of truckers,” Trent said.

“So much for the biker network,” Ray muttered, shaking his head.

“What’s wrong with truckers?” Allie asked.

“They’re only good for buying drugs or pussy,” Trent began before sticking his index finger in our direction. “And selling pussy isn’t an option.”

“And we have no drugs,” I added faintly.

The conversation moved on as if I hadn’t said anything at all. Of course, the guys didn’t have drugs—they just weren’t the type. Yet my FBI handler Agent Kirk had believed the opposite. He was scrutinizing the Satan’s Nephews as part of a larger, department-wide drug trafficking investigation, and that was where I came in.

I’d been recruited as an undercover agent to infiltrate the club. It was either that, or serve time. I basically had no choice. But when Agent Kirk’s drug-trafficking intel turned out to be wrong, I was suddenly between a rock and a hard place. It turned out the Satan’s Nephews weren’t involved in any drugs at all, which made my contribution to the case virtually nada.

So when Ray invited me to ride with him after the most unforgettable night of my life, well...

I basically had no choice. It was either that, or go back to jail.

That was how I got into this situation. I was pretending to be April from Rome, Georgia, innocent and naive. I was putting on a show.

Putting on a show...

“I know how we can make more money,” I suddenly blurted out.

“How?” Allie said, shrugging on her tank top. After pulling her hair out of the back, she bent over to pick up her shorts.

“By putting on a show,” I said slyly.

To demonstrate, I grabbed Allie’s hips and pulled her on top of me before she had a chance to put her shorts on. She squealed and giggled, grinding her ass into my crotch.

“We’re not your pimps,” Trent said, his throat drawing tight.

“I’m not talking about selling pussy,” I said as Allie moaned. “I’m only talking about putting on a show.”

* * *
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I furrowed my brow, determined not to twitch as Allie dusted edible glitter onto my breasts with a fan brush, its bristles as soft as mink eyelashes.

“What else do you carry around in that purse of yours?” I asked suspiciously, casting a sidelong glance at Allie’s unassuming black leather satchel, which was presently slumped on the bathroom counter.

“Oh, just this and that,” Allie said distractedly, fluttering her brush over each of my nipples.

I jerked slightly as a moan escaped my lips. Just as I got ahold of myself, Allie caught my eye and smirked.

“Try not to come just yet. We promised those guys thirty minutes,” she said.

The guys in question were currently in the bedroom, drinking beer and murmuring excitedly as they waited. According to Ray, all eight of them had paid two hundred dollars each for the pleasure of watching me
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