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Dedicated to the
memory of Blair, Ryan, and Billy, who I never did any of this
with.

Thanks to B1 for the
introduction, and the therapy. B2 for jumping on board with this
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Matt and Robin for the
encouragement, for understanding and for all your great
contributions to the story.

My team of red pens
and powerful women, I would be lost without you.

Special thanks to
Craig, Darren, Randy, and the boys for the life lessons that I’ll
never forget. I hope you like the pie.

This book, this
series, was written to pay tribute to the special group of men,
gone and still here, who helped me pick myself up from the lowest
of lows.

It is the best way I
can think of to say thank you. After all, they say if a writer
loves you, you'll live forever in their stories. So I hope they
ride on forever.
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“You’re sure you
understand what you’re signing up for…” He picked up her ID card
from the table. “Betty? This your real name and age? Are you really
from RiverDell?” The burly man said, his leather vest open over a
white tank top with his club ‘colors’ on open display for all the
bar to see.

Sure, the place wasn’t
busy. It was Thursday before sunset. There weren’t many people out
to see the early show at the strip club, but there were enough
people there that she felt nervous. She had heard about this chance
from a friend who danced every other weekend. She had been going to
take it herself, but at the last minute, she had gotten an offer to
be a ring girl at a televised MMA event. It was unlike anything she
had ever even considered doing before but she needed money if she
was still going to have a place to live at the end of the
month.

“Yeah. I mean, yes
Sir. I understand that as soon as I sign that I am expected to be
here tomorrow night at six, to be picked up and taken to the
clubhouse, your clubhouse, for the weekend.”

He nodded, flipping
her ID back and forth between his fingers which drew her attention
up his fully inked arms. They were filled with faces, alive and
dead, plus numbers and symbols that she was sure she was never
going to know what they meant and even more sure that she didn’t
want to know. When she looked him full in the face she would have
gasped if she had been breathing up to this point. He had eyes like
chocolate on a face that should have been on the cover of a
magazine. His nose had been broken more than once and there was the
hint of a lingering black eye, but the chiseled jawline and
eye-catching lips pressed in a firm line while he continued to
stare at her blankly.

“Yes. The weekend, a
full forty-eight hours that you can never speak of to anyone.
Ever.” He slid her ID into his pocket. “It means that for those two
days, we own you. There is no ‘no’, there is no ‘stop’, there is
nothing we can’t do as long as there’s no permanent repercussions.
Got it Betty?”

“Yeah. I got it.
Anything else before I go home to sleep and pack?” She said, trying
not to panic. Her friend would never have suggested this to her if
she was going to get hurt and she was probably just going to end up
cleaning up after and maybe cooking for a bunch of guys that didn’t
have women in their lives. They couldn’t possibly be the
sex-fueled, drunken party boys that they were rumored to be, could
they?

“Well, now that you
mention it there is one more thing, before or after you sign the
paper, but we will need a private room for this.” He stood,
towering over her barely five-foot-tall frame. Tapping the paper,
he walked past her. “I’ll be in the back room, second door on the
left. If you sign it, meet me there within five minutes. I’ll be
walking out the door in five minutes and ten seconds if you aren’t
there.”

He walked past her,
leaving Betty staring down at the paper and pen. The smell of him
lingered, leather, sweat and traces of a cologne she couldn’t name
but it sparked an instant desire in the back of her mind. Would it
really be so awful if he were as bad as it was rumored? Maybe there
would be time to…there was no time. Not if she wanted to be able to
pay her rent and keep the apartment that had taken her months to
find.

She scribbled her
signature across the piece of paper and followed the lingering hint
of his cologne to the room where he was waiting. Opening the door,
she found him sitting on the leather sofa, a glass of whisky in his
hand, the rim of his ball cap pulled down over his eyes.

“So, you decided to
sign it did you, Betty?” He asked in a low growl that carried the
same disbelief of her true name as earlier.

He didn’t need to know
that it was her mother’s name or that the ID had been created for
her as a gift a few years ago, ‘just in case’.

“I did and I’m ready
for whatever this final test is that you needed a private room for.
What do you want from me…?” She smiled and bit her lip. “I don’t
even know your name.”

“You can call me
Viper.”

“Viper? What kind of
name is that for a…”?

“That is the only name
you need to know and it’s one you’ll be screaming this weekend.” He
set the glass down and stood, slowly stalking towards her. “Now,
stop talking.”

Betty stilled. The
silence was so complete she could hear the ice cubes cracking in
Viper’s glass.

“Good girl. This is a
test. To make sure that you are not going to panic this weekend and
cause a scene. You need to be ready for anything at any moment.” He
circled, coming close behind her. “You need to be willing for
anything.”

“I will. There’s not
any choice there.”

“Smart, though
disobedient.” He surprised her with a swift slap to her ass.
“Quiet. Strip. I want to see what we’re playing with this weekend
so I can plan a few…games.”

She could feel his
nearness as she stepped out of her heels and started to undo her
jeans. The sharp inhale when she unsnapped her top to expose the
white lace of her new bra made her pause, slowly dropping the
cotton to the floor beside her black pumps.

“Well now. Those are
worth seeing.” He said over her shoulder. Sliding his hand around
her waist to roughly tug the zipper down on her jeans revealing the
bow at the top of the matching French cut shorts. “So are those.
Get the jeans out of the way and put your heels back on.”

She shivered and, with
a slow exhale pushed the hip-huggers to the floor and stepped back
into the black leather heels. Closing her eyes, she let her hands
hang by her side, waiting for his instructions, barely able to
breathe.

“You are a natural.
Obedient and…” He slipped his hand down the front of her panties,
stroking the tip of his finger down her clit. Her entire body
tensed as he teased around her entrance, circling, and stroking
until she was clenched, wet and needy for more. “Eager. I think you
need this. I think you need a weekend of fucking. Hard, fast and
with the variety of a dozen cocks everywhere we can fit ‘em. Don’t
you, Betty baby.”

She gasped when he
suddenly slid his free hand to bend her over at the waist as he
pressed his middle finger deep into her core. Pressing his hardened
erection tight against her ass, the hand that wasn’t finger fucking
her slipped up to grip her lace covered breasts, kneading with a
bruising strength. He started to imitate a fierce, possessive,
pounding from behind her. Sending a tremor through her that
threatened to throw her off her feet.

“Don’t fall Baby. If
you fall, I’m gonna pull you to your knees and feed my cock through
those pretty lips.” He growled, adding a second finger to his
strokes. “I don’t plan on that tonight so don’t disappoint me.”

Betty thought she was
going to scream as he coaxed her body over the edge. She wanted
more of this, more of him. If his voice didn’t carry a note of
anger, she would have fallen on purpose just to have the chance at
his cock. Her body started to shake, and he pressed his thumb to
her clit.

“Oh…God.” She tossed
her head back as her body clenched around him and her hips pressed
back against him as he stilled his own.

“Good girl, but there
is no God where you’re going. If you respond like this to a simple
little test you are going to be so much fun this weekend.”

A blush on her cheeks,
Betty turned to face him with a smile. “As long as I get to be with
you then I know it’ll be a great time.”

"Just remember. I'm
not going to fall in love with you. No one out here is. I'm going
to fuck you, hard, fast, and often. I'll be holding you down for my
friends to fuck you, then I'll fuck you with them. Understand? This
isn't love. This is fucking because that's what you're there for.
That's what you're signing up for, two days of near constant sex.
We even have a few that will want to fuck you while you sleep. Not
me though. You'll be awake and aware every time I use you, and
Betty?"

"Yes Viper?"

"I'm going to use you
a lot."
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Betty left the strip
club feeling excited about the weekend at the sexual mercy, or lack
thereof, of Viper, but after a fitful night's sleep she was
starting to lose her nerve. Packing her bag while sipping a cup of
coffee she was starting to worry. At first it was concern that her
lingerie collection wasn't going to be as inspiring as it has
seemed in her head. Then she began to wonder about Viper himself,
which led to wondering what the other men were like and how many of
them there would be. It quickly snowballed into her nearly dialing
to cancel a few times, but when she thought of those rough,
calloused hands on her again she knew she had to go through with
it.

When her bag was
packed and next to the door, she attacked her closet to try and
decide what to wear. She had enough experience with dressing for
dates but what should she wear to be fucked by at least a half
dozen biker men? Would it matter? Or would whatever she was wearing
be removed within minutes of her arrival? She decided on something
that would be considered ‘sweet and innocent’. A thigh length blue
cotton dress with a deep v neckline and thin shoulder straps, with
her hair in a high ponytail, and a pair of shiny black strappy
sandals.

At half past five she
grabbed her jacket and the small bag then headed out the door to
make sure that she arrived at the club on time for the pick-up. She
arrived early enough to take a seat, order a drink to calm her
nerves, and watch the door for the arrival of her ride. Even though
he had said it would be someone else, Betty hoped that Viper would
be the one to drive her. The thought of being alone with him in the
small space of a car was exciting but as she slammed back the final
splash of her gin and tonic, she was disappointed to see another
man wearing the same vest with badges that Viper had worn strut
into the bar and scan the room for her. He looked from her to his
hand, then walked up to her, she guessed that he was holding her
ID.

"You Betty?" She
nodded, breathless with the realization that this was really
happening. Her last chance to run was gone when he grabbed her bag
from the seat next to her and jerked his thumb towards the door.
"Let's get going. Don't want to be late when there's people waiting
for you."

“How many people?” She
asked once they were outside and headed towards a dirty jeep that
was covered in so much mud that she couldn’t even tell what color
it was.

“More than some, less
than a lot.” He said cryptically as he opened the door and tossed
her bag on the seat in the back. “Get on in. You’re the last member
of the party and Viper is waiting for us at the clubhouse, well
waiting for you.”

“He’s waiting for me?”
She said, unable to hide the smile that betrayed her growing crush
on the dangerous man.

“He’s not the only
one, but it was his job to find the girl for this weekend and a lot
is riding on how well you do.” Her driver said with a smirk, as if
he knew what she was thinking or at least who she was thinking of.
“If you screw up, he’s the one that will catch it. So, you really
should be the good girl he said you are.” He looked sideways at her
and gave a hiss of appreciation. “He said you were exceptionally
good. I’m looking forward to seeing just how true that is.”

“Will you? Are you
someone that I’ll be…with?” She asked nervously as his hand moved
to rest on her thigh. He didn’t move it higher or knead the exposed
flesh but just let it rest as he drove them out of the city and
down a few twisting dirt roads, filled with as many exits as there
were potholes.

“Honey, the closest I
am going to get to having a chance at you is from the far side of
the bar unless I get special permission. I am sure going to enjoy
the show though. Do me a favor and make it a good one will ya?” He
said with a chuckle as they crossed a bridge and entered a yard
surrounded by a brick wall and a forest of trees so thick Betty
couldn’t see through them. “Here we are and there is Viper standing
by the back door. Looks like the it’s time for your curtain call
Betty. Break a leg, not your heart, kid.” He said, handing her bag
to her and stopping just a few feet away from the door.

His arms were crossed
over his chest and a finger tapped impatiently. Betty couldn’t help
but be in awe of the impressive figure he cut as rain started to
fall from the darkening sky. “I’m not late, am I?” She asked,
slowly walking towards him as his eyes roamed over her from the
ground up to her face.

“Not yet. Come on, I
don’t want that to change.” He said with a hint of a drawl that she
hadn’t noticed when he had spoken to her in the bar.

"Come on Betty Baby."
Viper said, ushering her into the kitchen where a few guys in their
twenties were working on trays of food. "We've got to get you
dressed."

"I wasn't sure what to
wear so I brought some stuff with me if this isn't the kind of
thing you wanted. I forgot to ask." She was nervous and rambling a
little bit, but he just smiled and shook his head.

"You're fine. Just a
little overdressed." Unlocking a door, he handed her a key. "If I
tell you to go, this is where you come and lock it behind you. If
it gets... rowdy or cops raid the house, you come here and lock the
door. They'll know that you're a guest not involved in club
business if you're in here. Understand?" He asked, staring her in
the eyes until she nodded.

She still couldn't
believe that she was going to spend the weekend having sex with
random guys whose names she probably wouldn't even know. "I
understand. Just a little bit nervous."

"No one is going to
hurt you. This is fun, a party. You can let go of every inhibition
you ever had and enjoy the sex. Just don't get sloppy drunk though.
Drinks are on the house, anything you want, just stay awake and
aware, alright?" He opened the blinds and the room filled with grey
light from outside.

"I've never been a
drinker, but I'll remember that. Something to help me relax would
be great though." She paused, fidgeting nervously "So what am I
supposed to wear? Since you said this is too much?"

He walked around her
slowly before opening the closet. "Take everything but the heels
off. I'm going to show you off to the members and we'll go from
there."

She had stripped off
the dress and tucked it into her bag which seemed almost pointless
now and was standing in a matching sky-blue lace bra and thong
set.

He checked his phone
when it buzzed then turned from the closet, tossing what looked
like a few scraps of fabric to the double bed.

“I said all of it and
I don’t have time for you to be shy about it. I need to have you on
the tray in the kitchen in less than five minutes.” He spun her
around and undid her bra, sliding his hands forward to cup her
breasts, kneading them as he bit the side of her neck with a growl.
“Damn I can’t wait for my turn with you.” His hands slid down to
hook his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and wrenched them
down past her knees. “Step out of those and follow me. Let’s get
this party started.”

Completely naked Betty
followed Viper back out of the room and down the narrow stairs to
the kitchen where every man in the room turned to stare at her.

“Up on those boards
Betty. The boys are going to put the food around you then I’ll be
putting a few things right on you to make the presentation
perfect.” Viper grinned at her. “They’re going to be floored to see
you like this. No one has ever done anything more than lead the
girl into the room and just let them look. This is going to be
amazing.”

He looked so happy
that Betty couldn’t help but return his smile as the other men
decorated her table and Viper placed a strawberry surrounded by
cherries between her legs to cover her and pineapple rings around
each nipple. It felt like something out of a movie and she
struggled not to squirm and disrupt the placement.

“It’s tempting to put
something into your mouth too, but I think that might be one step
too far. Besides I’m sure that’ll happen soon enough anyway.” He
excitedly placed a kiss on her forehead and signaled for the others
to roll the table through the double doors after him.

She was excited as
voices buzzed around for a moment before going completely silent
when they realized she was there. It was impossible to turn her
head, but she could hear heavy booted feet getting closer until the
table was surrounded. Then they began to talk.

“Well now, that is a
dinner I could eat all night.”

“Damn Viper. Boy, when
you said you were bringing dessert, I didn’t think it would be that
good.”

“When dinner is done,
I am going to enjoy burning off some calories.”

The other comments
were similar and grew more eager and complimentary as the men ate
the food from the plates around her. No one ate the fruit
decorating her, but a few members brushed their fingers curiously
against her.

“So, what are we going
to do with this tasty little piece and when do we get the cream to
go with those strawberries?”

She couldn’t see the
face of the man talking but she felt a large, solid hand rest at
the top of her thigh, his fingers sliding slowly towards the fruit
covering her. She looked up, waiting for something to happen. The
face of the man whose hand that was now exploring her exposed body
slid into view, and though he wasn’t Viper, he was stunningly
handsome with a chiseled jaw and bright blue eyes that were hungry.
She recognized what he was hungry for and gave him an encouraging
smile.

“Why not let me get
her cleaned and upright so you can appreciate every curve she’s
got. Trust me, if you think she looks good on her back, you should
see her when she’s bent over. It’s a beautiful sight.”

The men laughed
appreciatively, and Betty blushed a little at the crude praise.

“No sense wasting that
sweet fruit laying on her tits.” Said a voice she hadn’t heard yet.
Before she could look around and try to catch a glimpse of the
speaker one of the pineapple rings was lifted from her breast and a
mouth took its place. The bristle of a mustache and beard tickled
her for a second before she felt the heated moisture of a mouth,
sucking and licking the juices left behind by the fruit. Another
hand caressed the other breast and once the pineapple had been
removed, she felt the lick of a pierced tongue circling her nipple
before slowly drawing it in between teeth that scraped just enough
to make her whimper. The sound she made worked like a signal of
acceptance for the men around her to begin their exploration of her
body.

Soon there were hands
all over her body, touching her, kneading her breasts, and
threading into her hair. Her legs were pulled open, firmly but
gently. The cherries that had been piled over her pussy fell
between them, but the strawberry was held in place by a warm hand.
The large berry began to circle and tease at her entrance while one
of the smooth cherries pressed and teased her clit. The pressure
and the tickle of the stem had her squirming and shifting her hips
against the strawberry that was being pressed, carefully inside
her. The speared tip was as firm as a cock and she opened herself
to the invasion with a moan that earned her a grunt of satisfaction
from the man that was playing with her.

“Looks as though she’s
as eager to be played with as we are to play.” A deep voice said,
as the fruit was removed, and Viper pulled her upright to sit. She
looked around for the first time with curiosity and wonder. When
she saw the giant of a man that was eating the strawberry, her
juices glistening on the bright red meat of the fruit, her jaw
dropped in surprise. He was terrifying and mesmerizing in the same
breath, with a dark beard and long untied hair past his shoulders.
The plain white tank top and jeans, instead of the vest like
several others were wearing, made the bulk of him even more
impressive. The straining denim below his belt buckle made her
think that every part of him was bigger than anything she had ever
had before.

“Don’t know if you can
fit that thing of yours in that sweet mouth Ox.” One of the other
men said with a laugh as Betty stared. “But I’ll start the pool to
see how many inches you can fit before she taps out.”

Others around the room
started calling out numbers and taking bets while Betty’s eyes
stayed glued on the stunning giant of a man that was still, slowly,
eating the strawberry with a devious smile on his face. He probably
knew exactly what she was thinking; she didn’t care about the bets,
she just wanted to see how much of him she could take.

“Well before Ox starts
doing his own strip show I think I’ll get little Betty here washed
off and dressed in something just a little more fun.” Viper said,
taking her hand as he helped her off the table and pulled her
towards the door to the kitchen.

Once they were through
the door Viper spun and kissed her firmly, slipping a pair of
fingers between her legs to press at her g-spot and give her a
nearly instant orgasm with insane skill. She almost collapsed in
his arms, but he caught her and whispered in her ear. “Good girl.
Damn you’re a good girl. Let’s get you ready for the real thing
now. Upstairs before I slap that ass again.”
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