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Biker Gang Initiation

Layla Hart

The only light in the clubhouse came through the window from the streetlamps outside, cloaking most of the room in shadow. It was deceptive. The darkness pressed against my eyes, tricking my mind into thinking I was alone. Every so often, I could hear the scuff of a boot against the floor, the scrape of a breath being drawn. My skin tingled with excitement and apprehension. 

Mason, the MC President, leaned forward in his chair, catching some of the light. His face was stoic, rendered in hard lines that hadn’t known a smile for ages. Some dark stubble traced along his jaw, giving him a rugged look. “Stand there.”

I stepped forward. 

“Tell us why you’re here.”

I licked my dry lips. “To pledge my allegiance to Hellmouth Motorcycle Club.”

Mason touched his fingers to his lips. His gold rings glinted in the light. “And why should we accept you?”

Some of the other guys chuckled. My hands began twitching at my sides. “Because,” I began shakily, “I’ve been attending Hellmouth events for over two months, now. I’ve shown my dedication to the club.” 

“Who agrees that this young man has shown his dedication?”

A few grunts of approval sounded out of the darkness. Mason nodded, seemingly pleased. 

“Very well. After tonight, you will be our newest prospect, but there’s one more task you must perform.”

My stomach heaved in excitement, lodging my heart into my throat. “Whatever it is, I’ll do it.”

The other guys chuckled again. Mason smirked. He waved his hand, and someone stepped out of the darkness. 

“This is Jack. He’s going to help you get dressed.”

Get dressed? 

Jack, a towering, beefy man with a mohawk, stepped into the light. He brandished a clothes hanger in my direction. After blinking a few times, I could discern the faint lines of a black lace teddy in his hand.

“You heard the man,” Jack said, grinning. “Follow me.”

Jack shoved me through a door. Two steps later, I landed against the closet’s back wall with a thud. 

“Get in,” he said gruffly. 

The door clicked shut behind us, sealing us in total blackness. At first, there was nothing but the sounds of our breaths. My heart pounded wildly, drumming against my ears, and I wondered if Jack could hear it. But soon, I felt his hands against the edge of my pants and jumped.

“You want to join the club, don’t you? All prospects have to get initiated before it’s official.”

“Did you get initiated as a prospect?”

Jack’s fingers slowed. “Yeah,” he finally said. He swiftly undid my pants and let them fall to the floor.

“So what happens after I get dressed?”

Jack was unnervingly silent for a few beats. I strained my eyes in the darkness, wishing I could see his face. 

“You’ll see,” he finally said.

He tore my shirt off over my head, and I thought I could feel his hands lingering against my chest. A tiny shiver rocked through my body, but I brushed it off. You’re just being paranoid, I told myself. In spite of it all, I felt a tiny tug in my groin and bit down on my lip. I couldn’t let myself get a boner while in the closet with Jack. I was afraid to even imagine what the guys would’ve thought about that.

“Boxers off. Thong on,” Jack commanded. 

“Thong?” I couldn’t help but sputter.

Jack shoved an impossibly tiny scrap of fabric into my hands. “This is your initiation,” he reminded me. “Everything is mandatory.”

Shaking, I tried to make sense of the tangled straps of the thong and stepped into them. The elastic strained as I pulled them over my thighs and even more so as I tried to fit my equipment into them. The g-string tugged at my sack at first, pinching me. I had to rearrange myself. 

Jack heard me struggling. “Here, let me.” 

I choked off my breathing when his hand cupped against my groin. He had large palms with wide fingers, and his warm touch was somewhat comforting. I grimaced as he pulled the thong away from my body with one hand and reached inside with the other. He curled his fingers under my sack and lifted it gently, arranging me inside of my new underwear, breathing steadily as he concentrated.

“Does that feel better?” he asked in a surprisingly neutral tone. 

I swallowed the knot in my throat. “Y-yeah.”

Jack’s fingers paused for a moment. I held my breath. 

“Your junk is just too big,” Jack said as he continued to tuck me into the thong. “Not that it’s a bad thing. It’s just unlucky for today.”

Holy shit. I squeezed my eyes shut, glad for the darkness, and tried singing the alphabet in my head. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get my mind off of Jack’s hand down the front of my panties. Each point of contact between his fingertips and my sack burned and tingled, shooting waves of pleasure up my spine. I curled my toes into the ground.

Jack stopped moving. “What’s this?”

Dread filled the pit of my stomach. Oh, no... Something uncoiled in the back of my pelvis, blooming with warmth. Blood swelled into my cock, pushing it straight and hard against the palm of Jack’s hand. I sucked in a breath, trying to calm it back down.

“Got a little excited there, huh? Well, don’t worry. There’s more to come,” Jack said.

I didn’t like his tone. “What do you mean?”

Jack gave my cock a squeeze, surprising me. I had to stifle a moan as his hand finally left my body. He slipped the lace teddy over my head and began tugging it down my shoulders.

“You’ll see,” Jack said again. “Oh, and by the way. Once you step out that door, you’ll only respond to the name...” He trailed off, lost in thought. “Daisy.” 

The teddy was too tight. The tiny straps pinched off my shoulders, and I could barely lift my arms. The lace itched against my skin. My legs were cold. I wasn’t used to having them so bare. 

“It’s show time, Daisy,” Jack said. His hand turned the knob. He threw the door open.

I blinked, dazed. Light spilled into the closet, blinding me. After the spots faded, I could see the entire room before us, completely illuminated. Mason’s stern expression was the first I saw. Over a dozen other men were scattered throughout the room. 

“Damn,” someone uttered. A few people began clapping, making pleased noises.

“May I introduce you to Daisy?” Jack said, shoving me forward.

I tripped into the room, shielding myself instinctively with my hands. Somehow, I felt more naked than I would’ve been actually naked. 

“Come here, sweetbutt,” a stocky, bearded man said, lunging forward. He managed to tug on the end of the teddy before I jerked away. The guys guffawed loudly.

“That’s enough!” Mason bellowed. He motioned me to come forward as Jack returned to his usual spot at the President’s right hand side. “We have a tradition at Hellmouth. You can’t become a member unless you’re a prospect first, and you can’t become a prospect...” 

The bearded man stepped forward. The patch on his jacket read, Joe. “You can’t become a prospect until we run a train on you.”

“Who’s we?” I croaked.

“Who’s we?” Joe mimicked to the delight of his fellow members. He stood up and crossed his arms. “Everyone in this room.”

“On your knees, Daisy.”

I couldn’t see the face of the man who gave the order. I sank to my knees, shivering, my eyes fixed on Mason as if he could help me. Don’t let them do this to me, I wanted to beg, but Jack’s earlier words filtered through my mind. Everybody in this club had gone through this. Even Mason, I realized with a shock. 

The other men drew forward, unzipping their pants and tightening the circle around me, enveloping me in the sharp, masculine scent of musk, whiskey, and cigarettes. Eventually, I couldn’t even see Mason past all the shining, black leather pants. 

“Lift up that skirt and show us your pussy!”

The men cheered when I did as they asked, baring my cock and balls stuffed into the tiny lace thong. I closed my eyes, my face reddening from the ridicule, as I felt a hand massaging the back of my neck.

“Good girl,” somebody breathed low against my ear. It was Joe. He passed around me to stand in front, his crotch at perfect eye-level. His hand traced along my jawline and cupped my chin, lifting my mouth to him. With his other hand, he reached inside of his pants and pulled out a huge salami of a cock, already rock-hard and leaking clear, salty juices.

The world faded out around me as Joe gripped the back of my neck. I watched the head of his cock advancing toward me in slow motion, the precum dewed on his tip like a jewel. I clenched my mouth closed at first, resisting as his cockhead pressed against my closed lips. I inhaled carefully and could already taste his salt in the back of my mouth.

“Open wide, bitch!”

Reluctantly, I parted my lips, and Joe jammed his cock into my throat.

“Garrrrh!”

The other members laughed at my smothered cry. 

Joe threw his head back and breathed loudly as I swirled my tongue over his shaft. “Mm, that’s right. Suck that dick,” he murmured with his hands on my head.

I closed my eyes, dizzy with humiliation, as I let Joe fuck my mouth. My eyes watered as his tip jabbed into my throat, making me gag. It’s an ice cream cone, I told myself. I pressed my tongue against him and sucked, imagining myself slurping at streams of melting, milky vanilla sweetness. 

Someone pulled Joe away and took his place, his fly already unzipped, his cock already hard. Without missing a beat, he grabbed for my head and slid himself right in. I didn’t even have time to catch my breath. Tears streamed down my eyes as I worked my mouth even harder than before. At this point, I just wanted
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