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The summer of 1987, after I graduated high school and turned
eighteen was the summer I popped my rally cherry. What better time
to explore my burgeoning sexual curiosities? A small town of a few
thousand suddenly exploding to several hundred thousand for one
week in August was the perfect setting for the anonymous exploits I
craved. The annual Sturgis motorcycle rally, already brimming with
depraved debauchery, was about to get a taste of Cameron, or Cam as
my friends call me.

 It wasn’t bravery that drove me a few hundred miles south
by myself that week. No, it was a thirst for knowledge, a hunger
for carnal pleasures, the kind I’d only read about in Penthouse and
watched in movies. I kissed my parents goodbye, telling them I
planned to look for work and find an apartment close to Bismarck
State College for the upcoming fall semester, then headed south
instead of east, my tent and sleeping bag hidden away in the trunk
of my car.

Buffalo Chip Campground was my destination, located just a few
miles outside Sturgis proper, and known world-wide as the
debauchery capitol of the area. The Chip, a city unto itself,
complete with beer tents, food vendors, head shops, and nightly
entertainment in the form of one or more famous bands, would be the
setting for my transition into adulthood. Instead of police, the
Chip had the Hell’s Angels for security, and there wasn’t much you
couldn’t get away with.

I pitched my tent in the late afternoon sun, and carefully
studied my surroundings. For safety’s sake, I picked a spot close
to the center— fifty yards from a beer tent with port-a-potties
close at hand. Behind my tent, a man sat on a cooler and watched me
intently. I kneeled to hammer in a stake, fully aware that my ass,
clad in very short cut-offs, pointed directly at him.

I spread my knees farther apart to enhance his view and tapped
the stake into the ground, trying to wiggle my tail a little with
each hammer stroke. My panties grew damp under his stare, and I
hoped he was picturing me naked, ready for him to take me doggy
style. Instead, I heard him laugh. I crawled on all fours to the
next stake, keeping my ass to him even though my cheeks flushed. He
laughed harder, as though I were telling him the latest knock-knock
joke instead of flashing him what I considered my best feature.

When I stood, I turned to glare at him. He was much older than
myself, probably early thirties, with a shaved head, a small hoop
through each ear lobe, and a tattoo of a naked woman with a skull
for a face across his stomach.

“You think I’m funny?”

“I think you’re hilarious. Are you even old enough to be here?
Did Mommy and Daddy let their little princess slip outta
sight?”

“Oh, I’m old enough all right, and Mommy and Daddy’s princess is
right where she belongs.” I ran my hands down my sides and over my
hips, and turned toward the front of my tent.

“You look like jailbait to me.”

I stopped and turned to face him. “Does that mean if I get cold
and lonely tonight, I can’t crawl into your sleeping bag with you?”
My bottom lip forced its way out.

With narrowed eyes and a grunt, his gaze finally dismissed me,
and I went back to getting myself settled.

 

~

 

After the sun set and dark shadows filled the space beyond the
campground’s epicenter, people migrated toward the stage for a
night of entertainment. I cruised in front of a row of beer vendors
until I captured the attention of one of only a few males working.
When I finally approached and ordered a beer, he looked me up and
down.

“You sure you’re old enough to buy beer?”

“Do you seriously think I’d be here if I wasn’t over
twenty-one?”

He didn’t believe me.

A grizzly old biker stepped up beside me. “I’ll buy you a beer,
sweet thing.” He licked his lips, his eyes focused on my braless
chest, clad in a tight Sturgis tank-top.

“I can get my own beer, thank you,” I said, turning back to the
guy behind the table, but he shook his head. Without hesitating, I
grabbed the hem of my tank-top and lifted it to my chin. My eyes
asked the question again, while my nipples grew taut under lustful
stares.

“Holy shit. Those are some beautiful tits! I’ll give you two
beers for a kiss,” he said without looking up.

That sounded fair, so I nodded my head, leaned forward, closed
my eyes and puckered up. The man found me, but his target was not
my lips. No, I felt his juicy mouth close around my nipple and
gently suck. A bolt of pleasure shot from his lips, straight to my
pussy. Around us, people jeered and clapped. I bit my lip as he
released my bud and straightened up.

“Two more when you come back and let me do that again,” he said,
handing me two cans.

I set one of the beers down and righted my shirt. Although my
pulse raced with excitement, I wanted it to look like strange men
sucked my tits every day, so I tossed him a wink and a smile. As I
walked away, at least ten voices called out that they would buy me
beer all night. My intent, however, was not to get drunk, but to
blend in.

While there were plenty of other women around, most of them were
firmly attached to a biker— I didn’t see any other single girls
like myself other than local girls in small tight groups, all
dressed slutty, but fear shone in their eyes. No big surprise.
Luckily, there seemed to be hundreds of single, cute guys.

The field in front of the stage filled with black Harley
tee-shirts, leather, and blue jeans. I worked my way through the
staggered crowd until I found I nice little open space where I
could dance without running into anyone. Through the first show, I
nursed my beers and watched my fellow concert goers. Some watched
the band with excitement, while others were only there because
everyone else was. People came and went, some stumbling from
alcohol, others wandering around in a drugged stupor.

When the Georgia Satellites took the stage, a group of young
men, all appearing to be in their mid-twenties, gathered behind me
and watched the show. Something inside made me start dancing to the
song. Maybe it was being surrounded by sex— all through the crowd
couples fondled one another, women flashed their tits, and to my
left, one drunken couple fell to the ground dry humping. I threw my
arms in the air, swayed my hips, and sang along— “Well I gotta a
little change in my pockets, going jingle-ling-a-ling…”

 After two songs, I settled into a rhythm, my gyrations
growing more and more sensual as my short denim skirt hiked up my
hips. The group of men now surrounded me and one danced directly
behind me. He kept his distance at first, but as my dance become
more sexually driven, I felt him against my back. He swayed with
me, and closed his hands on my hips, pulling me into his body. As
we moved, my panties grew damp and proof of his arousal pressed
against me. He splayed his hands across my pelvis as one of his
friends turned to face us and joined our dance. The man facing me
watched his friend’s hands work their way under my shirt, inching
up my rib cage until his fingers brushed across the peaks of my
nipples.

The group closed around us, forming a protective wall as the
second man grabbed my ass and pulled me against his thick erection.
I let my head fall to the side as the man behind me kissed my neck,
his fingers deftly working under my tank-top. My tummy coiled in
delicious tension and my pussy ached in response to their sensual
caresses. The second man’s hands slid down to the hem of my skirt
in the back and worked their way up, under my panties until he
cradled my bare buttocks. The three of us continued to dance when
the hands at my tits dropped to tug at the front of my skirt.

He dove under my panties — his fingers played against my pubes
while his friend’s hands slid from my ass to my wet slit. My hips
stopped their side-to-side momentum and bucked in response. When
the other fingers found my clit, I gasped and moaned. Together,
they pushed me to a state of wild abandon and I spread my legs to
give them better access. One of them slid his fingers inside me,
slowly pumping in and out of my pussy, while the other teased my
clit.

The one behind lifted my shirt with his free hand, and tweaked
my nipple, while the other guy bent to suck the other bud between
his lips. Twenty fingers and two tongues pushed me to a height I’d
never felt before. Inside, my nerves coiled tighter, until they
could take it no more. In the blare of the music and crowd, my two
dance partners were the only ones who heard me scream when I
came.

It took me a moment to realize the man in front of me held his
dick in his hand. The man in back pulled my panties to the side and
I felt his cock pressing against my ass. He spread my cheeks with
his hands while the guy in front of me lifted me off the ground,
his hands under my thighs, his dick ready to spear me.

“No,” I shook my head and tried to wiggle out of their
grasps.

“What do you mean, ‘No?’” The man facing me asked, his brow
creased in frustration.

“I don’t want to fuck you guys.” I pushed against his shoulders
as he rubbed his cock along my slit.

The guy behind me tried to shove himself into my ass, but failed
as the other one eased me to the ground. I thought about giving him
a blow job to reciprocate, but didn’t think they’d let it end at
one. I’d probably end up with a line. I pulled my skirt down and
tried to squeeze between two of the guys surrounding us. One of
them grabbed my arms.

“Where do you think you’re going?” he hissed.

“Dave, what the fuck are you doing?” asked the guy who’d let me
down. “Let her go.”

They parted and I darted out of the group, hoping to disappear
into the crowd. Instead, I went back to my tent, undressed, and
crawled into my sleeping bag. I fell asleep fingering myself,
fantasizing about fucking them all.

 

The next day, I drove into to Sturgis to check out Main Street.
It was closed to regular traffic for blocks. Motorcycles, mostly
Harleys, filled the street. Along both sides and down the middle
thousands of bikes parked side by side. Each side of the street had
a lane of one-way traffic, and a constant stream of motorcycles
cruised by. The sheer number of bikes and people was mind-blowing.
So much to take in, all around me. Many motorcycles were customized
with beautiful artwork and personal touches. I couldn’t help but
smile when a man wearing a Viking helmet passed driving a trike,
the back box filled with a litter of puppies. Not far behind him, a
man rode a chopper with a parrot on his shoulder.

After a couple of hours of walking around,  I found Big
Al’s at the end of the street. The place was basically a large
garage filled with vendors. I dropped a hundred and fifty bucks for
a leather purse, some silver earrings, new shades, and a leather
halter that squished my boobs high and tight, but didn’t reveal my
tan lines. Once I shoved my belongings into my new purse, including
the Sturgis tee I came to town in, my crappy dime-store purse met
its final resting place atop of a half-eaten Indian Taco in a bin
on Main Street.

The sun settled directly overhead when I staked out the busiest
beer garden. Barely two minutes passed before two bikers accosted
me and pulled me inside for a drink. The one in tight leather chaps
went to get us beers, while the wind-blown blond found us a table.
His bright smile told me that he was used to getting pussy whenever
he wanted it, and the way he licked his lips left no doubt that he
wanted mine.

“So, are you here alone, or did you just get separated from you
pack?” he asked.

“I’m alone this year.” I squirmed in my seat as his eyes
undressed me. “My boyfriend’s appendix burst a couple of days ago,
so he didn’t come.” I’m not sure why I lied. It wasn’t like I
wanted him to think his pursuit would be a waste of time, in fact,
it was quite the opposite.

“So you came by yourself?” Judging by his gaze, he was
undeterred.

“I didn’t want to miss a year.” The guy in the chaps returned
and handed me a beer. His eyebrows rose as I guzzled half the
can.

“You come every year? This is my first time,” the blond said.
“I’m Jeff, by the way, and this is Billy,” he gestured toward his
friend.

“Cam,” I said, shaking their hands.

“Cam. Is that short for something?” Billy asked.

“Cameron. So what do you think so far?”

Jeff flashed me the smile. “I think you’re sexy as hell, and it
would take more than a burst appendix to keep me away from
you.”

I chugged the rest of my beer to hide my blush. The last gulp
escaped the sides of the can, creating a rivulet down my chin,
along my cleavage, and into the halter. I stopped the stream,
wiping my chin with the back of my hand, and Billy rushed to wipe
the spilled beer from my chest, brushing his thumb across the rise
of my breast. I couldn’t stop my giggle.

“I meant, what do you think of Sturgis so far?” The sudden throb
in my pussy when Billy licked his thumb clean made my breath
catch.

“Sturgis is cool,” Billy said with a quick wink.

Through four more beers, the two flirted with me non-stop. I
wasn’t comfortable enough to tell them where I was staying, but I
was drunk enough to agree to accompany them to Devil’s Tower for a
day trip. The two argued over the honor of hauling me when we
reached their bikes.

“Let Cam decide,” Billy said, winking at me, head high and
shoulders back.

Jeff hooked his thumbs through his belt loops, his radiant smile
penetrating me to my core,  while I looked them over. They
both made me want to be naughty, and the thought of my legs hugged
around either of them for the trip gave me the shakes.

I pulled a quarter from my pocket and tossed it in the air.
“Call it,” I nodded toward Jeff.

“Heads.”

The coin landed heads-up as Billy pulled his shirt over his head
to reveal his muscled, tan torso.

“Tails.” I shrugged at Jeff. “Maybe on the ride back,” I told
him. His shoulders drooped, but his smile never faltered.

After Billy righted his bike, kicked up the stand, and revved
his Harley to life, I threw my leg over the seat and climbed behind
him. Every time he gunned the engine, the powerful reverberations
coursed through me, and I ground my pussy into the seat to soak up
as much vibration as possible. I gripped his bare hips tight and
squeezed my legs around his. The ride out of town didn’t offer much
excitement, but as soon as we hit the open road and he laid open
the throttle, my pussy was back in heaven, and I wrapped my arms
around his body, the skin-to-skin contact making me melt against
him. I wondered if my breasts pressed into his back had the same
effect on him.

“It feels pretty amazing, doesn’t it?” he turned his head and
asked, as though reading my mind. “Having so much power, throbbing
between your legs.”

I bit my lip and pressed my core harder against the seat. If we
stopped and I got off the bike, I knew there would be a wet spot
marking my enthusiasm for the ride. Billy pulled alongside us and I
blew him a kiss.

Amongst the wide open spaces, we managed to find four bars
before the Tower, and each time, I wiped the seat clean before
either of them saw. The guys had a few beers each to my one at
every stop. At the last stop, I switched over to ride with Jeff.
Unfortunately, his bike didn’t have the same rumble as Billy’s, but
by the time we reached our destination, my ass was still numb
enough to match my brain.

When we parked the bikes and I tumbled off the seat, I looked
around to see if anyone caught my moment of grace. A familiar form
nodded to me from the end of the parking lot—the guy from the
campground that laughed as I pitched my tent. I nodded back and
turned away.

Even through my haze, the sheer immensity of the rock formation
had me awestruck. My feet were unsteady as we set out on one of the
longer trails around the monument, and Billy took my elbow on
occasion to keep me upright. Eventually, he grabbed me under my
arm, just above my elbow and held on. Jeff took my hand on the
other side. I wondered at their concern. While I was certainly
tipsy, I wasn’t so bad that I needed holding up on either side.

Even though we chose the less popular path around the monument,
other tourists constantly needed to move to the side to make way
for our loud wall of three. Finally, Billy pulled us off the path
and we headed into the pine forest, away from the crowds. We walked
to a large outcrop of rocks, and skirted it until we found a little
hideaway. He sat me down on a flat rock and climbed behind me. Jeff
sat opposite.

I closed my eyes and leaned against Billy’s bare chest, pulling
the pine scent deep into my lungs. A strand of his hair fell across
me as he dropped his lips to my shoulder. His tongue trailed to my
neck, up, until he found my ear. He found no resistance from me
when he untied my halter in the back and traced his hands along my
stomach, under the halter until his fingers found my stiff nipples.
When he sucked my earlobe into his mouth and pinched the two buds,
I let out a low moan, while my hips raised slightly of their own
accord. My heavy eyes opened when I felt hands easing up my inner
thighs. Jeff squatted between my legs, watching my expression as
his fingers snuck under the hem of my shorts. One hand left my
breast and crept down to undo the button. As soon as the zipper was
down, Jeff pulled them from me and dropped them to the ground. My
legs felt like gelatin when he pushed my feet up to rest at the
edge of the rock.

Billy pulled my panties from between my legs and pushed them up
my thighs, stretching them wider the higher they climbed, until
they were taut, and at my eyelevel. He reached down and spread my
lips and labia for Jeff, who looked at me and licked his lips in
anticipation. My pussy pulsed, hungry, needing something to release
the building pressure. His wild gaze held mine when he dipped his
tongue inside me, then ran it up my slit. Again, my hips jumped,
and Billy pressed me down against the rock, his hands still framing
my pussy. Jeff’s tongue worked up and down my slit, teasing my clit
when he came to the top. Billy’s hand moved on me, and I felt his
finger poking at my hole. Slowly it pushed its way inside, while
that juicy mouth still tantalized me, barely touching me, yet the
scant contact was so consuming. The finger was joined by another,
pushing, exploring, searching inside me, for what?

Whatever it was he found made me squirm and cry out when he
pushed against it. His lips latched onto my neck, sucking me hard.
I cried again when he pulled his fingers out, but Jeff’s quickly
replaced them, while his tongue suddenly dug into my sensitive
flesh. From behind, Billy grabbed my knees and pulled them up to my
chest, spreading me wide. My panties snapped from the force,
slapping my face as the elastic gave way. I didn’t care.

Jeff pounded me with his fingers and stabbed me with his tongue
until I thought I would burst.

“Come for us, baby,” Billy’s beer tainted breath blew in my ear,
and Jeff’s lips closed around my clit. The sudden pressure as he
sucked me into his mouth, all while still finger fucking me as hard
as he could me had my head spinning. I was off balance and my arms
flailed out to steady myself against what felt like a fall. Billy
yanked my head to the side and captured my scream with his mouth,
kissing me through the spasms that wracked my body.

As my breathing slowed, Billy kissed my forehead. “Guess what?”
he asked.

I shook my head. “What?”

“My turn.” He released me, laid me back on the rock, and climbed
over the limp heap that was my body until he was positioned between
my legs. He began slowly, knowing I suppose that my pussy would be
sensitive still. Jeff crawled on his hands and knees until he
reached my head.

“Thank you,” I said, still a little out of breath. His lips
briefly brushed my own before wandering away to find my
breasts.

The pine trees overhead danced in the breeze as Jeff made love
to my breasts with his mouth. This time, I was forced to hold my
own legs up while Billy brought by pussy back to life, one lick at
a time. After a few minutes, Jeff stood and opened his jeans,
revealing his short, but thick cock. He fisted it slowly, for my
viewing pleasure, and it grew a few inches. Closer and closer it
came, until it bobbed under my nose, begging to be noticed. I
stretched out my tongue, reaching, daring him to come closer. Then,
I felt the velvety skin against my own. I ran my tongue around the
head, taking the gift glistening at the tip into my mouth for a
taste. A hissing sound make me look up to find Jeff biting his lip,
his eyes locked on our juncture. I worked my tongue from tip to
base, and back again before closing my mouth over him and sucking
his cock inside.

Below, Billy gently pumped his fingers in and out of me,
watching for my reaction. I used my eyes to show my satisfaction
with his ministrations, and groaned around Jeff’s cock when Billy
once again found my sweet spot. The vibration of my mouth made Jeff
moan too, and he grabbed my head with both hands.

When Billy had my hips bucking against his face, Jeff held me
tighter, pushing himself into my throat. My teeth scraped along his
shaft in my muffled cries, and he fucked my mouth harder. Tears
came to my eyes and I gagged with the force, but Billy pulled me
away, grabbing my hand and yanking me to my feet. As soon as I was
upright, he turned me around, wrapped his arm around my waist, and
pushed my back down until I was bent over the rock.

Crawling on his knees once again, Jeff’s dick reclaimed my
mouth. I heard Billy’s belt and zipper, and started to panic. These
guys, while hot and sexy, and oh so talented, were probably man
whores. Were they clean? I didn’t want to get any diseases.

I released Jeff and turned to Billy. “Do you have a condom?”

He shook his head. “Jeff, you got a rubber?”

Jeff pulled his wallet from his back pocket, and after a quick
search, handed Billy a square packet. He replaced the wallet and
quickly shoved his dick back in my mouth. After some tearing foil
and grunting, I felt Billy pressing against my pussy with his
sheathed cock. Alarm hit me again, and I wiggled away. It didn’t
take a genius to know that my change of heart wouldn’t go over
well. When he grabbed my hips, I tipped myself over, trying to get
away.

“What the fuck, Cam?” Billy asked, reaching down to pull me back
up. I took the offered hand and rose.

“I’ll suck you both off if you want, but we aren’t gonna
fuck.”

“What the hell are you talking about? Why not?” Jeff asked, dick
in hand, head cocked to the side.

“I just don’t want to.”

“You were pretty hot-to-trot a few minutes ago,” Billy said,
lightly slapping my ass.

“Like I said, I’ll blow you both.”

“Come on, Cam.” Billy’s arm snaked around my waist and he lifted
me off the ground. “You don’t have to fuck us at the same time. We
can take turns.” With one hand he held me up and with the other, he
pressed his cock against my opening. Tears sprang to my eyes when
he began to push inside me.

I screamed, “No!” and wriggled out of his grasp. My momentum
carried me to my hands and knees.

“You’re a fucking cock-tease, Cam,” Jeff bellowed.

“I’m sorry,” I sniffed, struggling to hold back tears. From the
corner of my eye, I saw a flash of black and denim leap over the
rock. My campground neighbor pushed Billy away when he grabbed for
me.

“I believe the lady said ‘No,’” he said, hands on his hips. “In
fact, I could swear she yelled it— always a clear signal.”

“Mind your own business, asshole.” Jeff shoved my neighbor back
a few feet.

I scrambled for my shorts as Billy and Jeff started to back
away, their hands in the air. When I turned around, my rescuer
stood a few feet away, aiming a pistol at the pair.

“Maybe you two better mosey along and find some new business.”
He cocked the gun. Billy and Jeff took off running.

My trembling hands made my shorts shake midair, as I tried to
find the moving leg-holes with my feet. As soon as I pulled them
up, he stuck the gun back inside his leather jacket and moved
behind me to retie my halter.

“What the hell were you thinking, little girl?”

My tears wouldn’t be stopped anymore. Fear, crossed with
humiliation, got the best of me. “I don’t know,” was the only
answer that came to mind.

“Going off into the woods with two drunken idiots? I could smell
the alcohol on them.” He leaned toward me. “And you too. Did you
ride over here with them when they’d been drinking?”

I wiped my tears with the back on my hand. “They weren’t drunk
when we left town. Every time a bar came into view, they’d pull
over. And actually, they were very nice.” Not sure why I felt the
need to defend them.

“Nice guys don’t drag little girls into the woods and try to
double-team them.”

“I’m not a little girl,” I protested, even though I felt very
small. My bottom lip swallowed its counterpart, began to quiver,
and then my tears fell in earnest.
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