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From Kindergarten Teacher to

Biker Girl

A tortuous tale of sexual fantasy and compulsion

Leo Thomas looked over at Jenny, his young pretty wife of two years, whose chestnut long hair was streaming delightfully in the cooling breeze created by the slick small red sports car rushing along the main highway leading out from Fresno where she worked as an elementary schoolteacher, and he was making his formative steps as a criminal lawyer.

His family had money and they lived in a comfortable house on the outskirts of the small friendly town where life was generally good, and he was much admired for having captured such a pretty slender girl to partner him in life.

The duo was very much still footloose and fancy free given there were no children and at the weekend as a couple they liked to drive into the nearby national forest or out towards the desert where the roads seemed to float to the far distance and today felt like an extra special moment to be free and questionably reckless.

Not in all honesty were they ever truly wild in nature because Jenny was a little on the shy side meaning he needed to treat her carefully and with as much adoration and tenderness as possible because obviously that is what any responsible man did as part of being a good loving husband. 

His hand pressed firmly on Jenny’s toned leg covered by tight blue jeans and watched attentively as his girl smiled broadly as the miles sped along while they passed endless streams of leather clad Bikers revving their machines as if vainly to prove their manhood and - in his unspoken opinion - ability to be crass or puerile.

Possibly to prove a point, when the couple idled in a queue past a group of Bikers who were sitting by the side of the road, they both had to suffer their questionable wit as most of the dirty rugged men threw crude verbal insults towards his desirable wife.

“Show us your tits Baby…get them out.”

Jenny stared then glared darkly directly at them then, seeing that there was a gap in the row of traffic coming up - which meant they could speed away - in a sudden flash of brashness or bravado her hand drew up her strappy top for the merest second to show the voluptuous plump breasts below and smiled then waved as they all cheered.

Her husband sensibly concentrated on their escape route but was truly shocked at her unanticipated provocative show then scolded his wife tartly once well away from any danger.

“That’s not proper Jenny, and I must add that I’m a tad disappointed in you.”

She merely shrugged disinterestedly and put her head back to enjoy the raging heat and the fleeting sense of adventure that these outings brought before she grinned.

“Don’t be such a prude Leo it’s just a bit of fun.”

His dark brown eyes stared directly at her perhaps in challenge because it was as if she could have been describing herself given his puritan wife was forever uncertain and reserved in character meaning her words seemed the inverse way around.

He did not discuss anything further merely to ensure their special leisure time was not spoiled, and they continued onwards for an hour or so before pulling over at a gas station where there was an opportunity to grab a bite to eat although Jenny did not have much food given how much she liked to stay in shape.

Most of her spare time was spent in the gym where she honed then worked a sublime female body to perfection which made the denim jeans fit her snugly and always brought envious stares from admiring males wherever she went.

Leo secretly saw such anonymous masculine interest as a sly compliment to him and took refuge or comfort in the fact that his wife was entirely loyal and moral therefore silently supported then encouraged the feminine sensual fervour she created almost on a daily basis, and unmentionably even secretly fantasised about her faithlessness because the improbable thought of her with another man privately made him hard.

Sometimes these errant thoughts spilled over into their real life especially when they made love, because Leo would occasionally mention a man or men that he noticed had glanced in his wife’s direction then falsely accuse her of possessing impure thoughts while stretching carnally inside her tight pussy because undeniably the continual fancy made him hot.

Once more on this humid afternoon his careless imagination was busily at work as they settled on the chairs after the food drinking coffee when he noticed the muscular Bikers all around and whispered to her teasingly.

“Do you see one you like Jenny?”

Her blue eyes widened then glared at him.

“Don’t start the nonsense about me fucking other men again Leo please, as I’m your wife and not sexually aroused or moved by any of these ignorant guys…”

She stretched her agile body then laughed.

“…Mind you I would admit that I always privately wanted to ride on one of those buff machines and feel the full rushing wind in my hair.”

Her husband snickered meanly.

“While wrapping your arms or legs round some hunky Biker man?”

Jenny chuckled dryly with him and especially at her husband’s apparently one-track mind, and they finished off before he rose then paid and indicated that they would meet by the car after both visiting the washrooms.

When Leo eventually came out of the diner, he was taken aback by the sight of his wife being surrounded near the car by five swarthy leather-clad Bikers who were pawing at her thin flimsy shirt until it ripped before she fell over into the dry dirt as the bulkiest man grunted. 

“Show us those titties again girly and then you can reveal the rest because teasing Bitches get fucked in this part of the West.”

Seeing the immediate danger Leo stupidly leapt forward and shouted angrily in their direction.

“Get off her or I’ll call the police.”

The smallest snakelike male with a mean thin face and bleached blonde hair drew a switchblade knife and hissed.

“You be still, Brother, and maybe we’ll let you watch…”

As the increasingly fearful and panicking husband went over, the man jabbed then stabbed the blade into the rubber of the trye of his car then held it threateningly out towards him before snarling.

“…You behave Skunk or maybe we’ll cut you both…”

With that menace hanging in the tension filled air they quickly dragged Jenny by her tangled hair to the side of the shed towards the rear of the plot where the grubby group roughly threw her to the ground before the blonde Bastard then frighteningly cut the thin straps on her red top and yanked it off her body while grinning malevolently.

“…Now we’re talking Babe…let me feel them.”

Suddenly there was a powerful squeal of an engine, a huge cloud of grey, choking dust before a tall man clad in dark leather appeared from nowhere and immediately caught the aggressive man’s wrist before losing the grip in a maniacal wrestle when the flashing blade moved forward appearing to slice him on the belly and fists began to flail until three of the five men were comatose on the floor before the fattest guy looked directly at him and grunted in audible awe.

“Are you Z…?”

The injured saviour merely stared him out with icy black eyes before the man backed off nervously and mumbled remorsefully.

“…Sorry Z we didn’t realise this was your girl?”

He went over to Jenny and respectfully gave her the damaged top to cover herself and then addressed the five men directly who were clearly in sudden concern or fear of him.

“Well now you know she’s mine, so fuck off and apologise to her right now.” 

Unbelievably one by one the criminal predatory men bent their heads and sighed meekly at how badly they felt before swiftly rediscovering their bikes and thankfully promptly roared off down the heated tarmac when Leo rose from the floor and extended his hand.

“Thanks so much Stranger but let me go and phone the police to report this attempted rape of my wife.”

The impressive man who had bravely rescued Jenny so unexpectedly, held his fingers in a vice-like grip and grunted with equal force.

“No you won’t Buddy, as fortunately this incident has been dealt with and there is a Biker’s code where the police are rarely involved do you understand…?”

His lips turned up to a grin.

“…My name is Z and let’s forget this ever happened because I need to go to the motel a few miles down the road to fix myself up….”

His unnervingly handsome dark head containing a smooth beard below an angular chin gestured towards the slight girl with short red hair at his side.

“…Liza knows the garage here and will help you get the tyre sorted but now I need to quickly fly so I don’t get an infection.”

Unexpectedly Jenny, who had by now put on the ripped soft top over her white bra, stood up and instinctively held onto his huge bulging arm.

“Thank you so much for saving me Z and by the way my name is Jenny and I have some medical training so please let me go with then help you because…”

Her blue eyes looked up weakly.

“…That’s the least I can do given you selflessly risked your life for me.”

His powerful head and shoulders shook before sighing then wincing in a clear sign of distress.

“No Miss that’s not a good idea for a classy girl like you and I apologise for the bum guys as that was idiotic, but they meant no real harm.”

Leo observed as a mere spectator in all this trauma while his wife took this mystery man’s large hand in hers and simpered.

“Please Z let me help because after all…”

She moved close against his solid form and spoke ironically.

“…You did say I was your girl and I suggest Liza can shortly follow then bring my husband to the motel when the car is repaired.”

The man drew back and inhaled purposefully.

“You rode a powerful bike before?”

Both Leo and Jenny surged for different reasons as she smiled.

“No Z.”

He took the helmet from the girl who he had been travelling with then gently placed it over Jenny’s gorgeous hair and head then stared at Leo.

“OK come down as she said when you’re up and running and Liza will wait with you then show you the way…”

Before the husband realised what has happening Z athletically mounted the huge Harley Davidson as he observed Jenny carefully jump up behind him then spread shapely legs before pressing her smooth denim crotch down on the saddle when he muttered.

“…Hang on tight Jenny as this Baby goes like devil’s wind.”

As Leo watched on transfixed, he noticed that his wife had already wrapped her slender arms around the tight waist of the heavy-set man and all he could do was watch her perfect ass rise with the sudden motion of the machine before pushing her lower body down in reflex as they sped away before he turned to the girl beside him who was smirking slightly as he spoke worriedly.

“Will she be OK with him?”

Liza merely gurgled and laughed.

“Sure, she’s in really good hands, now let’s go and see about the tyre.”

They walked over to the tubby bald garage owner who helpfully inspected the damage and then mentioned that he needed a replacement which, as there was no spare, would take a couple of hours so it was best if they rested in the only spare room at the small stopover and he would let them know when it was done.

Leo then took Liza for a drink in the bar before resting to calm his ragged nerves and whispered over the cold reviving beer.

“Are you Z’s girlfriend?”

Liza giggled brightly as if it was a stupid question.

“All the females in his outfit are his girlfriend with more than a few beside as Z is a King Dog around this territory who fucks who he wants!”

Leo suddenly shivered inside then became quiet and disturbingly erect while they both finished two bottles each before drifting to the small bedroom where he suddenly expressed words of his growing angst.

“Is he interested in Jenny?”

Liza grinned then softly pushed him back on the bed then absurdly removed her tight denim shorts - as if needing the coolness from the air conditioning - before lying beside him in pink panties and whispering while sensing his inner turmoil.

“Would you like that Leo…does it set you off…make you hard that maybe a big strong Biker man is interested sexually in sweet, pure Jenny…?”

Her hand noticed then found the bulge in his jeans then laughed.

“…Take them off Leo and I’ll tell you all about Z…”

His head shook initially, and he purposely removed her palm but then a gathering discomfort made him weaken and despite knowing for certain this was not such a good move he was so incredibly solid that the need to undo the trousers took precedence and when the buttons were fully open, Leo settled on his back as she found the stiff cock then brought it into the light when her voice sighed cuttingly.

“…This is nice little thing but sadly a third of the size of Z so when your cute shy wife sees his prick as she surely will I bet she goes fucking gaga, for it, as the shy ones are always the slow burners that ache for it inside them….”

Liza could already feel him pulse erratically before instantly nearing the climactic edge as she rose atop his hips and teased the penile tip of him against her soft panties - while he watched with amazed brown eyes - then behind the sensual material to provide direct contact with her smooth silky pussy and grumbled softly.  

“…You can’t fuck me Leo but cum and lick it off my cunt because Z had me earlier and you can taste him before doing the same to Jenny later on…”

To this diabolical taunt he reactively exploded his pent-up dam of excited creamy juices all over the female mound before she shuffled up the bed to his mouth and grunted.

“…Lick it Bitch and make me cum because I surely love this shit, then we’ll do it over again until the car comes back!”

From the very moment Jenny had seen Z, something surreal and unspoken had taken place in her brain and limber body because the whole experience of the filthy men assaulting her and then being saved by this muscular Alpha male - she was now holding tightly in her arms as the bike move along - was undeniably the most thrilling event of her life.

It was as if she had come to erotic sensual maturity in those few seconds and as her fingers lightly held his skin through the cut shirts and felt the dynamic physicality of him, she simpered in genuine empathy.

“Are you OK Z…?”

Jenny hugged him and kissed his neck in an outpouring of what she took to be gratitude while speaking jokingly like a child.

“…Am I really your girl as you mentioned to the men who assaulted me?”

He chuckled and revved the engine loudly which made Jenny’s pussy - that was incredibly tight to the saddle - purr silently but deliciously to the divine vibration.

“Do you want to be, as they won’t ever dare anything if you’re with me?”

Jenny secretly surged to his reassuring words then felt weirdly safe and secure in his company when daringly, and completely out of character, her hands drifted down to his crotch but instantly pulled back because it seemed unnaturally large as she groaned.

“Is that real?”

He teased the machine once more that made her ever wetter then shouted like a powerful wild animal against the breeze.

“Ask to be my girl Jenny and maybe you can explore it and see for yourself.”

Her fingers returned provocatively to trace the outline of the living weapon in his jeans before she mumbled without thought or consequence.

“Pease Z can I be your girl…?”

Jenny rubbed her mound on the leather seat to further savour the addictive motion of the bike and whimpered as she felt incredibly empty and needy suddenly.

“…Please…I beg you…I’ve always craved to feel like I do with you.”

The man savoured her instinctive touch and relished the inquisitive fingertips on his growing bulge but remained sly or cautious.”

“You have a husband Jenny and are just saying that because if you wish to honestly be my girl then you’ll have to join the gang.”

She pulled herself even closer to him and sighed in his ear.

“You don’t understand, because even I don’t fully know why but I desire to ride like this and always have and will of course became a member if you let me.”

He laughed then slowed the pace of the machine to stop outside a small motel complex when his huge hands helped her off the bike then escorted Jenny to room 9 and when the door was closed, she held him closely from the front then looked up pathetically as if not wishing to let go when he leaned down and softly kissed her lips.

“You shower first then I need to….”

Her tongue licked his warm dry mouth before they were sharing a passionate kiss as he slapped her bottom.

“…Shower Jenny, and let’s get you clean.”

She provocatively pressed his cock and mumbled teasingly.

“I’m very wet Z.”

He lowered the zip then pulled off her clingy jeans before easing his fingertips against the damp gusset of the pretty white panties with lace frills then chuckled.

“I can obviously see how you enjoy the feel and thrill of the bike but please shower because I need to fix myself.”

Jenny instantly remembered that he had been injured then regathered herself from her selfish promiscuous actions and left him to soon enter the pouring water before sensing her vagina literally pumping fluid in her fervour and anticipation of the unknown.

Then, feeling refreshed and incredibly high, she left the tiny cubicle, placed a towel around her slender nude body and walked boldly out to the bedroom where Z was laying on the bed just in black shorts, where she could see the bruises and bloody cut on him which made her mumble in anxiety and culpability given her original actions had caused this all to take place.

“Let me tend you in the shower please…”

He did not refuse and merely nodded before Jenny was suddenly wiping the damaged areas tenderly while attempting to ignore Z’s nakedness or the unbelievably enormous erection visibly pulsating and throbbing between his hairy bulging legs then trying to remain in control as she muttered.

“…The wounds are clean Z but there will be a medical kit in the bathroom so finish off and I will apply antiseptic and a dressing.”

He stood tall and pushed his cock forward almost into her shaking hand.

“Hold me if you still want to be my girl as I enjoy it when you do.”

She inhaled deeply then took the incredible thickness gently into vibrating palms as if he might break then laughed nervously.

“I would remind you that as you mentioned on the bike ride, I am married Z…”

Despite her sage words, she crouched down and kissed the peak of his manhood because it was impossible for her for not to.

“…So I must be sensible…”

Her lips opened a fraction to momentarily suck him then exhaled feebly in fear of what she was doing and ran off muttering.

“…Please help me be sensible.”

She left him in the warm water then found the medical kit and was waiting on the bed in a covering towel when he emerged like an Adonis Greek God then sat and allowed her to carefully treat the wound - which was less dramatic than it first appeared - and apply a bandage before he settled naked on the covers apart from a small towel over his hips and sighed.

“Ok Jenny thank you and…”

He beamed with sharp white teeth that were perhaps made to bite her.

“… As a reward I will now let you go, set you free because even after our short time together it’s clear you are much too nice and restrained for the life I would provide.”

She drew back as if visibly slapped and not at all appreciating her release from nothing.

“Is Liza your woman?”

He laughed drolly.

“All the females in my tribe of Bloodhounds are mine and they do and fuck who I say, or I exile them.”

Jenny was shocked and hissed in disbelief.

“You’re joking?”

He placed his hands behind his head and grinned.

“No I’m not Jenny, because we are all Hounds and Dogs when it comes to women and pussy and if you wish to be my girl then your husband would have to join, and you especially will bear the mark of our tattoo when for a while I may permit you to ride with me.”

She was stunned into silence before mumbling.

“That’s absolutely insane and if I agreed then belonged to you would you eventually give me away to be used by other Bikers in the gang?”

He nodded in confirmation as she stupidly reached out with her hand under the small covering towel and impulsively pressed his prick that seemed to suddenly dance enticingly in her fingers.

“That’s immoral and disgraceful and I could never do that?”

He blinked and eased his hand under the only remaining barrier between them then casually rested it between her legs.

“It probably is for a schoolteacher so let me make you cum to clear your confounded head and you can wait for your husband as he’ll be here soon.”

Jenny seemed spellbound and didn’t resist the slow sensual advance when the lightest touch of him made her sexual crease weep fluid generously until his fingers formed a firm wedge that he used to invade then lightly shove against the sexual entrance as she gasped.

“Oh Z, fuck what is happening to me…?”

Her thighs parted naturally to ease the penetration as the towel fell away when involuntarily Jenny’s mind and body literally exploded before shaking in resolution.

“…Ooh…fuck…fuck…that’s never ever happened to me like that…so powerfully…I’m literally throbbing.”

She waited until the magnificent waves of pleasure washed over her milky skin then slowly but naturally dropped by his side and held the available giant full balls when Jenny changed emotional tack, like the wind all around this state, from being forever restrained.

“If I wanted to be your girl Z, can I ask if you like me as I am, or is there anything you would change as I aim to please you?”

He enjoyed her illicit caress as it spoke of her growing arousal then sighed.

“Your sexual hair below needs to be perfectly smooth while the style or image portrayed should be to dress far more provocatively and sexually to arouse me, and my testosterone driven gang, towards passion all the time.”

Her hand instinctively kneaded his growing prick now to make it point up to the heavens above when impulsively she straddled over the inviting length then grumbled rapaciously.

“Will you cum over my pussy Z because for some crazed reason I desperately need have your evocative seed on me.”

He tweaked her tiny hard pink nipples and large areolas then soft full breasts while listening to the developing moans of pleasure he was creating and smiled maliciously.

“Only if you promise to take my mark.”

The compulsion to bring him towards ejaculation proved far too much for denial, reason, or barter as she removed the towel entirely and teased the smooth wondrous tip of his cock against her saturated crease and whinnied like a pony.

“I will Z, I swear it just give me some time to shave and change my clothing as you say because, now I’m so aching and wanton for your blessing…”

She felt him surge and eased lean hips lower to create pressure on the dripping lips of her vulva which made what sense she had remaining evaporate entirely.

“…I surely crave to be your girl and become a committed female member of the tribe so you can…”

Jenny’s lower body rubbed directly against his hardness incessantly while her mind wandered erratically then seedily.

“…Fuck me…eventually you can all fuck me!”

Z ejaculated generously at this entreaty perhaps only to stop her falling into degeneracy but still smothered the hairy cunt as he cupped the large, sumptuous breasts and smiled insidiously, just like a predatory Hound, while she trembled helplessly to another dramatic orgasm when he sighed.

“Lick me clean Jenny, but don’t wash the essence off your skin as I’ll put out some of Liza’s clothes for you to borrow for your drive and escape back to normality.”

Her mouth moved over the reduced penis to suckle up the plentiful traces of slimy semen there before her giddy head entered a slow but salacious rhythm as it began a return to energy for him which made her murmur.

“I don’t want to escape Z, why don’t you fuck me…I’ll let you fuck me!”

He stroked her chestnut shiny hair and held the girl over his developing erection.

“No, only when you agree to my terms and bear the necessary emblem because when I fuck your cunt then you’ll know what you’re getting rather than become just another cock-happy Slut out for a cheap one-day thrill…”

Her cranium was moving ever faster on the length and stiffness now as he held back as long as possible then poured endless salty semen inside her warm wet mouth and belly before skilfully rubbing the clitoral point expertly to make Jenny quiver to sullied bliss with him as well while grunting.

“…Then be sure I’m going to give you so much fucking your belly will be growing with babies in no time.”

He rose up to review a text on the phone then quickly passed the girl some items of clothing which was a tight top without a bra, a red thong to go below taut denim hot pants with raggedy holes in which she put on then gasped as she saw her reflection.

“Fuck fuck…I look like a Tart.”

He stroked her backside and snickered.

“That’s exactly the image I want as with all the whores that reside with us so it’s up to you…”

He pressed a card with his number on into her hand and kissed plump lips warmly.

“…Keep in touch Jenny if you wish more than a swift adventure but your husband needs to give you to me freely if you both wish to join the Bloodhounds.”

Suddenly but improbably Jenny began to privately revel in her new sexy facade and held his long fingers tightly.

“If Leo does not wish to join, can I by myself?”

He nodded but sighed pointedly.

“Yes, but you cannot ride with me straight away because such privilege is always done as a swap when Leo needs to openly present you which he will if you ask because I might provide Liza as a favour who has an unspoken thing for slight boys like him.”

Jenny stared at him in uncertainty.

“How do you know that?”

Z merely chuckled.

“I understand human and sexual nature and believe me he silently enjoys the idea of his precious virtuous perfect wife being a dirty Biker Girl…so should you sense a commitment to me then pose the question with your man, as I think that’s them arriving!”

Jenny furtively admired her tight shorts that showed the rounded pussy - now stained with his spunk - then smiled when Liza and her husband walked into the room when the small girl with flaming short hair snickered dryly.

“Nice outfit, Bitch who did you have to fuck to dress in those?”

Jenny flushed brightly then laughed lowly.

“I didn’t fuck anyone, and I’m just borrowing and promise to bring them back.”

Leo interrupted sharply.

“Are we coming back, Darling?”

Jenny kissed Z’s cheek then did the same to Liza before laughing.

“It depends if you wish to trade me for Liza so we can join the tribe of Bloodhounds.”

With that said she walked boldly out of this seedy motel carrying the old clothes in her hands while feeling a liberating sense of abandon due to the all too brief illicit misadventure and especially the orgasms alongside the addictive smell of fresh hormonal sperm all over her skin.

The two of them fell into a moody long emotional silence and didn’t speak until halfway home when her partner murmured softly.

“Well, it was a hairy experience, Darling, but we came out unscathed and maybe it’s a lesson that we should cut back on venturing too far again.”

She growled at him angrily.

“You mean go back to your silly fantasies of my faithfulness rather than face up to the reality of what happened?”

He flushed and muttered the question that had been seared into his burning head for hours since seeing the muscular man take his wife away on his large, impressive bike.

“What did happen with Z?”

Jenny felt unstable and irrational as she looked out towards the sandy distance and whispered without thought.

“I’m his girl now Leo and he expects us both to join his gang so you can give me to him and maybe Z will possibly present you with Liza as a trade for a while because all girls in the gang are his to fuck and control.”

His face flushed purple as he groaned.

“Did you fuck him Jenny did you…tell me now?”

Her tone was derisory.

“Did you want him to Darling…take me on his impressive bike, spread my naked legs and fuck your wife like a Slut?”

He reacted too impulsively to this taunt which revealed his own indiscretion and predilections.

“Liza said that once he nailed a girl, she became his because the man’s big cock and how he used it was irresistible for women.”

Jenny picked up on his confession.

“Was she wanking you while telling you the story or were you sucking her pussy?”

It seemed he had to reveal all as he spoke in hushed tones.

“Both, as she told me you would fuck him and be full of his sperm so I should get used to the sweet taste of his semen!”

She gurgled softly.

“Oh Baby, you Bad Boy…but I admit I’ve been naughty too…and asked if not begged him to fuck me but he refused and only covered my mound with spunk.”

He gulped as if in pain.

“What, refuse you just like that?”

It was her turn to exhale in tension.

“Because he wants me to be his girl for real, join the Biker club then ride with him and become another whore dressed like this…”

She slid her fingers into the shorts that belonged to Liza and felt the stickiness in her sexual crease,

“…But you need to ask him then make a bargain as I mentioned, when only then will I press on his bike while you go with Liza…”

Her eyes closed and she sighed graphically.

“…Then he’ll fuck me so good and surely give my body to other men to take when it suits him…”

The surreal feeling of his semen on her nails and pussy made Jenny shiver to ecstasy in debased memory of what had been recently shared then grumble weakly.

“…But I think I am already his girl Leo just so you understand.”

A powerful stillness took hold and when they reached home Jenny went upstairs to change and shower but her husband followed and whispered meekly.

“Let me look please…I need and have to see what he has done.”

She knew what he meant and gurgled as his foul instinct.

“Dirty, dirty, boy Leo, OK take Liza’s shorts and panties off if you want, as you’ve competed that task earlier, and witness what he did so casually to your wife.”

Ignoring this slight or slanted remark he did so with anxiety to reveal her soft light brown pubic hair and pussy all smeared with crusty seminal stains then pressed her onto their bed before pushing his mouth to the gooey mess and starting to lick then simper subversively.

“I recognise the texture of him, fuck…you faithless Bitch let me make love to you.”

Jenny settled back to savour his warm eager tongue feasting on the residue of sperm another man had crudely deposited and grumbled coldly.

“No this is your lousy fiction and if you wish to fuck me then ring Z and ask him if you can because he has marked me with his powerful seed and will shortly place a tattoo showing ownership on my skin when he takes me for his own, but wishes my mound to be smooth so if you are onboard with this lunatic adventure then it must be your hand grooming for his divine cock…”

The force of his licking became more intense as she opened her thighs wider and pressed the greedy sexual centre against his attentive spitting lips until she violently trembled over into the abyss then exhaled in wonder.

“…I belong to Z now whether you ring him or not, as I know Liza gave you, his number…”

His elongated silence spoke volumes about the truth, and they showered separately then ate sparingly before sliding into bed together then he tried to sidle over his wife’s delectable body to take what he thought were his marital rights, but she rebuked him firmly.

“…If you’re horny Darling then slide down below my thighs and pay homage to another man’s territory as it is no longer yours even though he has not fucked me yet.”

As if possessed, his head slithered between her aromatic legs, where he whispered as if in prayer.

“Does this belong to Z, Jenny?”

She groaned to the exotic thought of the anonymous hard man while her husband’s submissive oral touch was entreating and delicious.

“Yes, just so you know.”

He licked her harder in fever and yearning.

“Do you want his long thick cock fucking you and the tribe’s mark, so you belong to him forever and his obviously lawless group.”

Jenny’s mind has gone as she simpered lewdly.

“Yes, fuck yes, sucking and fucking him rudely and swallowing then taking his rich potent seed into my belly endlessly.”

Leo stopped momentarily then began again in the folly of this sudden diversion from reality and their formative life.

“Fuck you want his baby don’t you Slut…you crave him to fill your womb with his babies?”

The young woman groaned loudly and squirted excited juices into his foolish fluorescent face in answer as she shivered and accusingly took hold of Leo’s enlarged pumped cock.

“Did you like Liza’s pussy full of his spunk?”

It was his turn to groan too honestly for safety.

“Yes, yes, I loved it…”

Jenny could feel him about to burst.

“…Maybe Z will let you fuck her if you ask as part of losing me, although in truth my form is no longer yours to give?”

He burst reactively into her open hand, and she wiped the hormonal juices on her inverted womanly sliver then had him suckle it clean before the day had finally defeated them and Jenny drifted into slumber thinking the weekend had all been a nightmare or possibly a whimsical wonderful dream.

At this stage the jury was still out, and it was hard to tell.

The morning brought a sharp dose of bright light then reality and back to their day jobs when Jenny dressed up demurely in trousers with a silken cream shirt and appeared like the prim and proper teacher she used to be before all this lunacy, then wondered how her marriage could possibly return to neutral when a phone pinged during lunch, and saw it was from Z.

It was opened quickly by trembling fingers, and she welcomed then savoured the words.

How’s my girl?

Jenny answered quickly.

You know I am your girl Z.

He responded promptly.

I know.

How?

Your husband rang and asked if he could fuck you.

She held her breath and typed.

What did you say?

I said no and all he can do is lick your ass or pussy unless he trades.

The girl flushed brightly and replied.

I want you to fuck me and tell me who to fuck.

He sent a sly request.

Take a picture of my pussy.

Jenny glowed red and typed.

I’m at school teaching.

His attitude was telling but compelling.

Right now Bitch and tell me this belongs to me.

She moved into a quiet office known to be empty during lunchtime then pulled down black trousers and lacy blue panties then took a pussy selfie with her phone and sent the image to him with the caption, please fuck and fill me.

Jenny assumed he must have laughed.

Filthy Girl be sure I will.

Z then revealed a sullied secret from his conversation with Leo.

You husband will trim you tonight and ensure you are entirely smooth because you are coming over next weekend.

All she could do was glow and type.

Wow I am pulsing already.

He rang off when the young woman recognised how off the wall her behaviour was but could not contain it although she kept deceptively quiet when Leo reached home then eventually told her some of what she already knew over dinner.

“I did speak to Z as you suggested and asked if I could fuck you, but he refused flatly and merely said I could lick your ass or pussy therefore…”

He breathed deeply.

“…Have accepted what you have said and have agreed to meet him next weekend at their Biker Home where we can do as you suggest…”

Jenny knew there was more, and her inflamed husband did not let her down.

“…And I need to groom your pussy because clearly he wishes it trimmed and manicured so can we do it after dinner as he is expecting pictures….”

She nodded as if this was all ordinary before half an hour later Jenny’s body was utterly uncovered while on her back upon the bed when Leo walked in with a bowl of soapy water, scissors and a razor then stared through his wife.

“…I know what to do…”

Her whole being relaxed and felt him cutting or working until twenty minutes had passed by which time she heard talking suddenly then looked up to see Leo waving the phone between parted thighs and mumbling.

“…Is this how you want it Z?”

She heard the response on speaker, and it was indeed Z’s brusque commanding voice which made her twitch.

“Not bad but a bit closer…”

Leo trimmed for a while longer when Z - who remained watching - spoke again.

“…Lovely now lick it and tell me if she’s wet?”

His tongue sampled his wife’s subtle crease and groaned.

“Very wet Z.”

She could hear Z’s sinful voice chuckling which made her ever more wanton.

“Spread her wider and ask who this pussy belongs to.”

The husband tasted his wife deeply which made the girl murmur as he posed the divisive query once more.

“Who does this pussy belong to Jenny?”

She spreadeagled the warm milky thighs then used her own finger to tease her most sensitive spot and exhaled loudly.

“It belongs to Z because I’m his girl.”

Z voice sounded out once more.

“Well flick it then Leo while she thinks about my thick cock filling her up, and you can look forward to doing the same to Liza because she sometimes cries then calls your name when I fuck her!”

The theatre of audible sadism made Jenny climax quickly before this devious mysterious man called to her in closing.

“A few days and you will be mine Bitch, are you ready because I want you dressed for the part on my bike and steel cock.”

Jenny groaned in response because she had inexplicably cum.

“As a Slut…your Biker Slut?”

He chuckled at her risible excitement.

“Of course, you Horny Bitch because once I start fucking you, I will never stop in one form or another.”

Her hand drew her husband’s fair head back into the wetness as she gasped.

“Yes, mark me and have me Z because I will be ready and looking foxy for you as I want you to desire me forever.”

His tone seemed satisfied before drifting off.

“I’ll be in touch.”

Leo brought her to primitive heaven on his lively tongue before she rubbed him out over a saturated pussy and had her loyal partner clean it once again until the sexual compulsion had eased, and they shared some wine downstairs when her husband spoke kindly.

“I know and accept this is all my fault Darling with all my unworthy imaginings, but we can stop if you want?”

Jenny stared at him and held his hand gently.

“Do I look as if I want to stop Leo? In all veracity I ache to jump and squeeze Z with my perfumed pussy almost as much as you crave to lick luscious Liza…”

Her hand slid inside his trousers to find a new erection which she squeezed.

“…If you desire to fuck her, ask him nicely and he might allow you to…?”

He spurted seminal wetness into her fingers which she wiped into the dark crease of her bottom and chuckled rudely.

“…Let’s go to bed and you can draw it from my ass because I have a feeling he is going to take me there as well.”

Her husband quivered then quietly complied with this and any sullied subsequent request thereby allowing the days and messages to pass seamlessly between them all before, with a freshly trimmed pussy, Leo and Jenny drove to a huge Biker’s village just off the main road to Bakersfield where the Bloodhounds were located on the far edge of the encampment.

They parked their car away from the countless bikes then walked over to the multitude of men with Bloodhound’s leather jackets on and when Jenny saw Liza, she returned her clothes while holding onto a small bag with the new outfit inside.

She then had the comely girl take her into the female only tent where she changed into a lacy thong, tight ripped denim shorts and a black cut-off crop top that highlighted her plump breasts and flat tummy before applying an excess of makeup when the smaller girl cooed dryly.

“You look hot is there something you want Bitch…?”

Her hand slipped inside the shorts and felt her vaginal slickness and familiar feminine musk then laughed.

“…Fuck, chill Bitch or you will erupt…”

Her green eyes looked around.

“…How’s Leo? Because if your husband expects to fuck me, he’ll be sadly disappointed because I’m with the Beast, at the moment, under Z’s direction which I don’t mind because he is something of a tool in bed so he’ll do me then maybe Leo can continue what her does best after I’m full.”

Jenny shrugged ambivalently, as if her husband’s problems were insignificant, then gently shook her light brown hair and walked out into the melee when she caught sight of Z surrounded by other Biker girls but moved directly into the free space to take ownership as she sighed confrontationally.

“Hi Z, like what you see?”

He drew back on the chair and laughed then placed a huge arm around her slim waist - while Leo observed from a safe distance - before kissing Jenny’s pink lips firmly and whispering.

“Rub it let the Bitches know you’re mine.”

Jenny placed her hands on his ever-present package then went down to peck it in passing though the shabby jeans as the audience chuckled at her boldness or brashness and welcomed her into the brood of lewd women visibly fawning after Z.

The formalities began in the early evening when Z stood up and welcomed everyone like the ruler he was, gave out some jackets and other tokens to the deserving few then addressed Leo and Jenny who were sitting nervously on chairs in front of him.

“We have some new prospective members and you’re welcome, Leo and Jenny now have you anything to say?”

Leo rose slowly and then murmured words he had been forming in his head for days.

“Under the code of the Bloodhounds for the weekend here I openly offer my woman to the leader of the pack in exchange.”

Z nodded then stared intently at Jenny.

“Do you consent?”

She nodded and gasped.

“Yes, Z yes!”

Once more his striking head moved in gesture, and he smiled.

“Then go to that small tent where you will be granted the mark of ownership and will ride on my lead bike in the morning in a position of privilege.”

She walked off into the makeshift canvas home where there was an unappealing bulky man with a black headband around lifeless brown hair and endless mixed tattoos on his arms who smiled blankly then sighed.

“On the bed and take off your shorts and panties.”

She did as he wanted before he came over then firmly parted her warm cream thighs until they lay flat then - after applying some antiseptic cream - proceeded to expertly create a Hound’s red bloody head on her inner thigh over the course of the next few minutes before his chubby hand wiped the ink creation clean and she looked at the divisive mark in the hand-held mirror and smiled.

“Thank you, Z will love this.”

The fat ungainly man called Crazy Carl grinned then ran his palm over her neatly trimmed pussy.

“He’ll enjoy this too I wager, but I’ll get my day with you Jenny, wait and see because we always share in this band of brothers.”

She ignored him completely because he was certainly not her type, then put the revealing clothes back on and returned to the meeting where there was a place of honour waiting beside Z as he waved her over and when in his reach or grasp undid the shorts, pulled them down and after parting Jenny’s legs showed the Bloodhound mark proudly.

“A round of applause for divine Jenny in way of welcome to our famous fearsome tribe.”

Everyone jeered then cheered before he turned to her husband still patiently waiting.

“I am allowing you to ride and train backseat with Liza, but as you do not have a bike or a licence then Bart the Beast retains the fucking rights with her while you may sleep then suckle the luscious girl when she’s done and any of the other Bitches that require it because they often need soothing.”

Leo went to argue or complain but saw Liza gesturing for his compliance and silence and merely smiled then whispered to keep the peace.

“Thank you, Z do I get my tattoo now?”

The chief merely shook his head.

“Not yet, as you must prove yourself first, because a backseat male is the lowest form of Bloodhound life, and you have much to learn before wearing the precious mark and take the respected jacket of our revered group.”

Jenny saw her husband’s disappointed features but understood the reasoning then forget about him completely as food was served, when she sat on Z’s large comfortable lap and fed him while feeling his hard cock rub against her ass which made the alluring young woman long for bedtime when finally, she could lose the continual ache for him.

However, these evenings when the Biker-tribes met were meant to be social, and the night continued on with conversation and rock music until she wandered around then saw Liza slip into one of the tents and followed her before hearing the recognisable sound of bated breath when she looked in and saw the back of her husband’s head between the girl’s slender thighs as she cried feebly.

“I’m sorry about not being able to take me Leo, but I did try, and Bart the Beast is a good fuck but finishes quickly so we have lots of time for this…”

Her hand drew him in tightly as she groaned.

“…Now hurry up Babe because Lulu wants a go.”

Liza shivered to swift completion before a chubby small woman with mousy blonde hair and huge breasts stole inside then undid her trousers, pulled down wet black panties and smirked at him cruelly.

“Make it quick Bitch as there’s more cock awaiting, and I need to lose this load first.”

Jenny watched in amazement as he diligently used his willing tongue to ingest the heady odiously pungent liquid brew as the girls chatted mindlessly.

“Who did you Lulu?”

The smiley tubby blonde moved her hips in time with his licking and laughed.

“Bruce at the front and Liam in my ass and it was disgustingly luscious.”

As she spoke the degenerate words Liza pulled down her trousers completely and bent her forward before muttering to Leo.

“Back as well Babe because as Z mentioned you need to demonstrate your commitment here.”

The misguided man who had been expecting such a lovely self-indulgent time with Liza buried his head deeply into the young woman’s plump ass and began to suckle at the congealed mess while she pushed back against him and groaned.

“Fuck, he is good at this, and I bet all the girls will want some because the guys get very horny at these weekend jaunts and perhaps Leo is truly something of a find.”

Jenny left them to it and slipped out to Z who had another precocious scantily dressed girl on his knee before she took the man’s huge hand then led him off towards their tent and once inside kneeled and kissed the front of his trousers before whimpering pointedly.

“Make me feel like your girl Z as I am more than ready.”

Her fingertips removed his tight jeans then the top to leave him naked - the men did not wear shorts as was their reputation - before her mouth settled on his flopping building penis then balls which felt warm and inviting as she sighed.

“I love your cock Z and have longed for you to fuck me.”

She wriggled out of the top then bra before he pulled the white moist thong down her thighs then legs and stroked the soft aromatic vaginal line while inhaling.

“You know when I take this then you belong to me and the Bloodhounds for life.”

Jenny opened ready legs to show the blood-red tattoo of their emblem and her obligations then mumbled in desire as she sucked the tip of his cock submissively.

“I already am Z, and even though I accept you fuck other women I am and always will still be your girl.”

His open palm patted the lovely hair below him then held the head fast over the giant erection and growled.

“Leo will lick you clean for now because I have willed it so.”

Her mouth pressed down on the irresistible hardness as she sputtered.

“Yes, as he does with Liza because that is my husband’s role, until he earns his spurs.”

Z pulled her to the bed then had Jenny kneel over his living tower of solid male flesh and rubbed expert fingers on the fluidic crease to find it especially saturated then smiled in the unspoken thrill of acquisition.

“Does it bother you that this sodden pussy belongs to me, and all your feeble spouse can now do is suck it until I say otherwise?”

Jenny was now literally insane with sexual need and lowered her hips to let the exited female line push slightly against the rounded peak of him as if they both relished the expectation of what was to come before she groaned.

“No Z you are my Master now and…”

The sodden invert rubbed against the irrepressible length of him as she swiftly surrendered her body and soul.

“…I accept that my pussy belongs to you while Leo should be proud to keep it perfect for your sexual pleasure.”

His huge hands lowered the ditzy girl slowly onto his male power until it was consumed quickly within her inner female walls because she was so visibly wet as he grumbled tartly.

“You are a Dirty Little Slut and have been from when I initially saw you.”

Ignoring the insult to her formerly moral character, her sexual muscles wrapped around the heavenly extension inside and she grabbed his thick neck then kissed him past the beard and started to buck then ruck against the exquisite hardness and gasped while savouring him primitively for the first time.

“I am a Slut, Z, and immediately wanted to do this when you rescued me.”

He sucked on tiny pink nipples until they were rigid then watched her body grind down in search of resolution while his voice teased.

“From the other rough Bikers?”

Her head began to shake wildly from left to right as she started to get the lurid primal feel of him and mumbled.

“No, from the monotony of marriage and working as a kindergarten teacher to becoming a Biker Girl and Z’s filthy Slut…”

She rose and fell on him in developing relish of the celestial but tortuous tightness bordering on snugness in her pussy and sorely revelled in the sensation of being fucked properly for the first time in her young life as she leaned back to hold his balls with her palms and grumbled.

“…I am your Slut Z and proud to be your girl…”

The man stared up at her with cruel black eyes while admiring the passion he had induced along with the realisation of how many formerly apparently respectable girls could not resist the illicit pull of this sordid Biker life and having a well-endowed Bad Boy hitting their precious spot hard.

Jenny could not read his corrupt mind and stared down at him lovingly before letting her lower body capture his rigidity once more then simpered in uncertainty.

“…Am I truly your girl Z?”

His fingers squeezed her naked ass and held Jenny firmly on his dick.

“Can you manage life now without this in your pussy?”

Her hormonal head began to weave once more as slight hips thrashed against his irresistible energy before closing her eyes.

“No Z…I crave it in my pussy…your pussy…oh fuck fuck….”

Her whole being shivered and trembled in climactic ecstasy then held his prick that was still deliciously solid inside with instinctive motion.

“…This is too sublime Z please fuck me like a Whore and a Tramp as I need to have your heavy seed inside me.”

He rolled the girl onto her back while remaining firmly present and pressed Jenny’s thighs wide apart then began rutting crudely.

“Do you enjoy it rough like this Bitch?”

She lay limply and cooed.

“You know I do, just harder and faster as if…”

The girl felt crude and dirty, and she loved it then supplemented the emotion with base words.

“…I’m just a cunt Z…pound my cunt…that’s what I deserve.”

Her raging desire inflamed him, and he kissed the infamous Bloodhound tattoo on her inner thigh then moved against the available smooth female folds with dynamic force and spoke about himself in the third person.

“Then that’s what Z will supply Bitch, fuck.”
Jenny’s fingers scratched his firm bottom as he surged and spread plentiful ejaculate into her belly as she licked warm lips and simpered.

“Fuck I am definitely always yours Z…”

He eased off her then quickly swigged some water while she bent over then started to suck his deflating cock and began laughing as if insanity had struck.

“…Again Z, again and again…”

To her depraved glee he immediately and amazingly - Leo could never manage to recover like this - began to grow to this oral caress which encouraged more effort to draw him with extra energy then stared like one of the sweetest little girls in her elementary classes.

“…Please Z…you promised…”

Her tongue licked the semen off his growing penile skin and clearly adored the taste.

“…Jenny needs more much, much, more.”

He drew breath and allowed the sensually obsessed girl to demean herself until the regenerating manhood was primed then slipped a controlling hand over her ass and his fingertip into the crease of Jenny’s anus.

“Been fucked here Bitch?”

Her virtuous blue eyes widened, and she groaned meekly.

“No but I want to be…”

She bent over to offer her bottom as a female animal in heat does to her intended mate and whimpered.

“…Teach me and take me as you want Z, given I submit to you and long to experience everything…”

Delighted at her abject capitulation to his most depraved whims, the bestial man took Jenny at her word then used the delicious body to sate, and savour his foulest impulses, until she was spread on the bed with male hormonal juices leaking out of every crease or crevice that she possessed before his latest feminine possession shamelessly kissed his spent cock and sighed.

“…Thank you, Z that was degradingly better than I ever dreamed of or expected but please…”

She opened her thighs and settled on top of the duvet then sighed wearily put pointedly.

“…Tell Leo to come and clean your pussy…”

Her legs parted provocatively but with a detectable lack of confidence.

“…You still want it don’t you?”

His fingers eased inside the sickly mucus flow, and he grinned.

“You know I long to hammer this until you’re carrying my child.”

Jenny groaned as if he was expressing her own darkest desires.

“Please go eat and drink Z, and instruct my husband to attend then ready me for you to hit my buttons again…”

She chuckled tiredly.

“…Then I’ll come to show you I’m scented and pristine simply for you to master then fuck and foul all night.”

Z walked out into the gathering darkness where, even at this late hour, everything was still in motion and after asking where Leo was, he eventually found his head between the open thighs of a blonde girl called Lilly who was the squeeze of his friend Petey the Pipe, and he smiled down at her.

“Been busy Babe I see but let him finish you pronto because his promiscuous wife needs him in my tent to tidy up how I’ve left her.”

The girl whimpered softly.

“In a minute Z because Petey really did me deep and Leo is so lush and gentle after being cocked by a bull like my man…”

He laughed at her honesty and watched Leo’s tongue work tenderly.

“…Just there. Sweetie nice and slow.”

To Leo’s shock the superior man kneeled down, undid his zip and rested the head of the released prick on her pouting lips before smiling.

“You always were a cock-happy Bitch, Lilly, now be a good girl and suck me clean because the new little Skank Jenny nearly wore me out and seemingly wants it all night every night...”

Lilly’s pink lips drew him attentively without barely a word and whispered bereft of any shame.

“We all do Z as all the girls crave this wondrous weapon within us….”

Her tongue was skilled and soon had him stiff by which time her pussy was free of semen as she groaned.

“…Make me cum Leo while Z fills my mouth…”

The leader of the pack could not resist promptly starting a fucking-motion before swiftly ejaculating down the girl’s eager throat which with the incessant licking and flicking on her most erogenous point made Lilly quiver then murmur greedily through the seminal flow.

“…Fuck I just love this sleazy Biker-life and be sure I’ll mention to Petey you said hi!”

Z left soon afterwards, before Leo trod dutifully over towards his wife’s tent, now shared with the popular chief of this pack of Bloodhounds to find her dozing face down then gasped with worry in the dim light because her whole body was marked with slight bruises and utterly covered in sticky slippery sperm.

“It’s me Jenny are you OK?”

She gurgled then sighed softly.

“Oh yes Darling I’ve been a very adventurous wicked girl and I’m humming and isn’t this what we talked about in your degenerate dreams?”

Leo cried as if wounded.

“He fucked your ass?”

She snickered and exhaled.

“Yes, yes, in fact. I asked and pleaded for him to educate me sexually, now lick me clean starting in my bottom, Darling, while I rest and recuperate…”

He was compelled to do as she demanded and soon ingested any visible residue of ejaculate then carefully washed and wiped the rear aperture with soap and warm water before turning his wife over and performing the same foul function on her breasts, belly then finally the overflowing crease between the thighs until the light brown down began to glow then glisten as he used the towel to dry it.

Her blue eyes then found his, and she sighed expressively.

“…Spray some perfume on Z’s pussy please Leo as I want to smell good for him.”

Ignoring this terrible change in fortune he then did precisely what she mentioned and inhaled her unique female essence while Jenny smirked as if immune to any suffering or jealousy he may have.

“Sorry Leo, but as you well know by now this tight pussy is Z’s, to do with as he wishes because I am his girl not yours.”

Her husband looked understandably shaken as he muttered tartly.

“Although I freely admit this was a juvenile game I liked to play, this had become raw and real given he has no respect for me or my wife, openly calls you a Skank to anyone listening and says you can’t resist him hitting your most sensitive spots.”

To his shock she merely giggled inanely.

“Of course Z’s a Lousy Bastard, unlike you sweet Darling, which is why he’s the lead Cock of the pack and simply takes women to suit his sexual appetites, but all I know is that his divine manhood makes me physically sing and feel special when it’s tightly up inside me and I already want more…welcome him to use and abuse me…and when he passes my pussy on as he surely will I’ll also embrace being a Slut for the horny gang of Bloodhounds…”

Her firm toned thighs opened like a spring flower in bloom to show him her demeaning mark of ownership to Z and his tribe.

“…Darling you must understand that I belong to them all now and have no wish to go back to your flights of imagination or whimsy when in truth I ache for his thick rope filling my pussy for real.”

Leo shuddered in guilt then revulsion but let his long tongue lick his wife’s cleansed pussy and he whined.

“I’m so sorry I have brought you to this as it was not my intention.”

Jenny stroked his hair empathetically.

“Don’t apologise Darling as unfortunately for you, your instincts for me were indeed correct because it appears that I always possessed a sensual promiscuous side and this is who I am now, while you must accept my female urges or leave me.”

Leo drew back as if devastated by her obtuse attitude, then wiped her vaginal crease once more, applied more sweet scent then leaned over and lovingly kissed her head.

“I understand but obviously despite this aberration will stay by your side.”

She smiled brightly but indifferently - as if she was no longer the girl he knew - then lifted, put tiny denim shorts over her naked lower body then a cut off cowboy silken white vest without buttons to leave provocative full breasts showing and inhaled while glancing with satisfaction at her undeniable feminine allure in the mirror.

“Please tell Z I’ll be with him shortly for that beer.”

Leo left feeling downcast then devastated at the prospect of losing Jenny completely and thought momentarily about fleeing this Biker lunacy, but he surely loved his wife, even with what she had said and done, therefore was resolved to not abandon her or their marriage so easily.

Subsequently, he accepted the abounding humiliation like a resolute man, walked over to the Bastard than now controlled her so completely and told him around the campfire that his wife would be with him in short order.

Z merely grinned and silently pulsed at what he would do to her especially when Jenny appeared shortly afterwards looking like a Biker’s sexual feast and, ignoring the young raven-haired girl on his knee, passionately kissed her pouting mouth warmly and smiled as she whispered.

“Where’s my beer?”

A cooling drink was found which she sipped then stood before him teasingly by lowering the zip on her tiny shorts so he could see the outline of the erotic wonders below.

“Smell me Z and tell me if you’re ready to take the responsibility of possession…?”

His head moved forward and caught her perfumed womanly aroma before lowering the light covering entirely and running his fingers in the freshness of female sexual flesh as she groaned pointedly.

“…Let me sit on it so everyone can see what a Skank you’ve made me!”

He chuckled at her knowledge or sudden lack of pride then moved the black-haired girl off him and slapped her pert bottom under a short red skirt.

“Go to The Beast as he wants to fuck you.”

She grimaced coquettishly.

“I choose you Z.”

He swatted her away like a pesky fly then let Jenny extract his erection - now already forming - before removing the revealing shorts entirely then working the slender girl’s backside down on the magnetic rod of flesh until it impaled her when she settled and remained completely still while enjoying the icy beer as Z called Leo over.

“Bess has gone to the Beast so you may go to Liza, but no fucking the sexy Bitch until I say, although she can suck or bring you off if she wants.”

Just then flame-haired Liza appeared in some visible temper.

“You’ve sent that cow Bess to my man, and I can already hear them groaning and moaning from her tent.”

Z replied drolly.

“Now I can hear yours…but it’s all fine and Leo will keep you company just like he will tomorrow on the journey but understand there is no fucking, given his low status, although the rest is up to you.”

She perked up then smirked suddenly and glanced at Leo.

“No distractions then tonight with other girl’s full pussies because without the Beast I will definitely require a lot of attention…”

She glanced suddenly at Jenny perched heavily on Z thick erection then gasped while Liza stared then began to giggle.

“…Fuck is he inside you Bitch?”

The sublime auburn-haired girl just mumbled vapidly and began to move then twist extremely slowly up and down on the divisive stiffness while Z cupped her visible and available full breasts as she whined.

“Fuck yes, and this just beyond description because the snugness and length of him fits me to perfection.

Liza spat at her mockingly.

“Bitch!”

Jenny moved up to boastfully show him sliding in her slimy vaginal passage then pushed her hips down to make everyone watching groan in communality or female envy as she smiled.

“Yes, I am a Bitch and a whore, while you are only jealous so let Leo lick your pussy with his luscious mouth, but I’ll be sure to need him in the morning as I am going to ride this living rocket all night.”

The small but attentive male audience cheered crudely before Liza stuck her tongue out and marched off with Leo without the Beast to leave Jenny and Z still locked deliciously decadently together before he grimaced at the insidious tension being created.

“Shall we go to my tent?”

Jenny pressed down and squeezed him purposefully with her developing internal sexual grip.

“No Z…I’m having such freedom and divine indulgence so let me enjoy you and another beer for a while until I can’t take any more torment then…”

She leaned over and whispered in his ear.

“…Then you can hit me wherever you want Baby because my pussy is definitely yours!”

Her lower body involuntarily pressed and relished the addictive stiffness inside her vaginal passage as she drank more and rocked back and forward gently until her voice grumbled lowly.

“Take it Z and show them I’m your Slut…”

Jenny’s lower body moved like liquid against the tortuous trouser snake inside her and sensed his virility or raw masculine power because he enjoyed showing off while her muscles tightened in anticipation.

“…Fill it up and I’ll walk to Leo to make him suck the juices out while it’s nice and hot to prepare me again for you.”

Her depravity matched his own as he grunted.

“You really are a nasty Bitch, but you know it gets me…”

The man surged and soon defiled the valiant efforts in preparation her husband had recently made then watched as she ground lower to seek and claim every viscous drop before exhaling.

“…Hot…fuck you get me hot.”

She raised up so Z and the now enrapt spectators could observe her slippery pussy dripping spunk then encouraged long-tangled hair to drop over his bearded face to lick the man’s thick lips.

“Have another beer and let me refresh and I’ll see you in bed!”

Disgracefully, Jenny walked nakedly past the other baying Bloodhounds and their gaggling girls, holding her shorts in delicate fingertips and only covered by the sensual vest dancing tantalisingly on her stiff little nipples.

She soon reached the relevant tent and silently drew back the cover to see her husband licking Liza’s trimmed red pussy then grumbled to him meanly.

“Leave her cunt alone Darling and do your wife as I am overflowing.”

She heard Liza exhale evocatively.

“Is that what I think it is oozing from your easy crack…?”

Jenny smiled like the pretty brown-haired feline that had been sprayed with the most succulent cream while her friend wagged a crooked finger.

“…Bring it here Bitch then sit on my face and leave Leo sucking because he’s doing a great job on me.”

Jenny crouched over her salivating mouth then felt a soft warm attentive female tongue as it flicked out impulsively and she chuckled basely.

“Fresh Z’s cum straight from the fountain of life…”

Liza’s hands drew the slight hips down so the ridge of the tongue could slide inside the saturation as she began to slather in relish.

“…Fuck I love his jizz as it’s like a fucking aphrodisiac to me and if you really want to know I am jealous, but he’ll quickly tire of you as is the way of things because the predacious cunts, of all the girls here belong to him.”

Jenny involuntarily pressed down on her mouth and snickered.

“I know, but he wants me at this moment of time, and as this is to be your only taste for the foreseeable future, enjoy it.”

She felt her insides being devoured by Liza who spluttered suddenly in rage born from frustration.

“Just there Leo, harder harder…”

Both women soon ejaculated streams of womanly hormonal juices before they lay side by side with parted wobbly legs and began to kiss passionately while Jenny’s husband tended and cleansed them both as Liza gurgled happily. 

“…Fuck I used to be a boring wife and truthfully have a boring life but as debauched as this all is I cannot resist the pull of being a Biker Girl…”

She groaned in the glory of completion.  

“…Always I need it and have grown in time to relish the fetid fornication whoever the guy is Z provides.”

The sated young women held hands like contented young girls and dozed for a while allowing Leo to work attentively before, after nearly an hour, they were dry and scented and ready for more entertainment when they rose together then hugged like sisters as Jenny kissed her lips.

“See you in the morning because I have to go!”

Liza smirked and pierced the skin on the neck with her sharp teeth playfully but hard enough to draw blood.

“Bitch…enjoy it while you can!”

Jenny bit her back to balance the books and snickered as she held the flap of the tent open momentarily.

“Be sure that I will while you continue savouring my husband’s sweet tongue!”

With that spoken she ambled brazenly - mostly nude - to Z in their tent with a pussy smelling of rose petals and her libido starting to build once again.”

Her stocky man was primed and waiting in the small bed, where she mounted over his large head then simpered daringly.

“Smell me Z…I’m a born-again princess for you once more.”

He inhaled then dragged Jenny under him and was crudely inside her pristine passage in an urgent motion as his voice grated basely.

“You’re such Good Pussy!”

She spread nimble thighs as if he had complimented her then sighed wistfully.

“I didn’t used to be but maybe now I am…”

He literally nailed his cock into her, and she swiftly found then matched his primal rhythm.

“…Thanks to you Z so possess my cunt because this is my future…”

Her ripped rugged lover began to take her to physical heights she had never experienced previously which made Jenny spread spindly but firm legs around his back and whine in nymphomaniac desire.

“…I just can’t deny or resist my cravings any longer so fuck and seed me Baby…”

His vigorous pace made her groggy then groan until the orgasmic wave hit her like a tsunami when he poured viscous spurts and loads of evocative sperm inside while she licked his surprisingly tactile beard in climactic glee then groaned.

“…My pussy is yours Z…always!”

He was still improbably erect inside the vaginal groove and laughed at her total succulent submission.

“I know Bitch now on your knees and let me stretch that ass!”

Jenny shivered in tension but bent forward obediently and held herself on shaking legs as the man she had accepted as Master took a place of dominance behind and began the torrid assault from the rear which brough degradation and delight in mixed measures before he poured his ejaculate inside this indecent place then released and held her in his arms before Jenny trembled and fought for calm.

“Oh Z, what do you do to me…?”

He poured some water to her lips to allow the girl to rehydrate then recover and sensed her confusion.

“…I used to be a very good girl indeed.”

The man laughed and gripped her warm perspiring body fast.

“You’re still a Good Girl Jenny but you just enjoy the feel of knowledgeable strong male hands on you and a hard cock in your cunt to make you feel alive alongside a good fuck…”

She snuggled tightly into his bare chest and kissed the formed hard muscle and weirdly liked what he was saying.

“…Most women try to avoid such temptation but once they have accepted their humbling place and a good pounding then…”

His hand pressed the pussy that belonged to him, and he growled in the voice of experience.

“…It’s takes eternal will to resist such basic primitive instincts so don’t feel badly as being confident and able at sex is surely something to be proud of.”

She moved close beside him and rubbed her warm wet bottom on his now flaccid shrunken penis and gurgled.

“Actually, I don’t feel badly at all Z, in fact I’m floating on air bubbles so let me doze in your arms for a while then wake me…”

She sniggered like a forgotten but much more innocent girl.

“…And make me surge then tremble to your attentions all over again because as you mentioned I am beginning to embrace being extremely naughty!”   

Jenny’s strong lover let the girl rest then shook her up after a couple of hours when his iron cock was soon wedged within her precious passage as he took the sensitive young woman in missionary position until she groaned in grubby glory then rode his hips and fat prick as his hands played with the available plump succulent breasts and tormented her.

“You wish these to be full of milk to feed my son…”

The thought of bearing his baby made her wild as she ground against the irrepressible hardness to perhaps force the insemination as he flicked her nipples lightly.

“…Admit you love the thought of my fertile seed growing inside you?”

The sensation of his cock was destabilising as she shivered and moved on it.

“Yes, you know I do but…”

Her lower body was in relentless motion now and she groaned insanely.

“…Would you marry me if I was with child?”

He laughed loudly as if the question was funny.

“No Bitch we’re only here to fornicate and have passing pleasure and you if you crave an ordinary husband then go back to your little man and tiny town and play, house!”

Jenny’s long flowing mane shook divinely and sensed him pulse as her contractions around the potent girth began to tremble in expectation before she threw her hair over his smooth trim beard and whined.

“Yes of course I comprehend and I’m being silly you know Baby, I just want you to fuck me and make me full, as that is all I expect…Oh Z…”

Her head fell back as her ready womb became flooded and she pushed against the seminal flow and simpered in bliss.

“…I never knew sex could be like this…”

After waiting for his divine pump to stop producing spunk she rolled off him, licked his faded penis free of their combined juices then the large balls that could produce so much tasty male fruit and sighed in patent pleasure.

“…Just let me serve you and be your Slut Z because naturally I know the score regarding you then what will inevitably happen and don’t care.”
Her utter compliance to his strict unreasonable control was intoxication for him but he had seen it all many times before and he casually stroked her moist tangled hair and whispered words of questionable reassurance.

“Be sure I will keep pressing your buttons but remember when the thrill of my big cock has dissolved you might feel different as often happens with married Bitches so let’s just stay in the moment.”

Sexual interaction continued to occur sporadically but fervently through the darkness and in the morning, Jenny heard the humming sound of the basic shower before he came into the room fully clothed and smiled.

“I need to check the bikes for the trip today so you can relax for a while.”

She moved atop the covers then looked up with adoration in her azure eyes and whispered.

“Will you sit here a moment because last night was the best sex I have ever had by a million miles and…”

She opened her thighs to present herself and mumbled timidly.

“…I need to know if this cunt is still yours Z, do you still want it or are you already done with me?”

He settled at her side and gazed at the matted and caked vaginal folds then ran his fingers in the sticky creases and muttered.

“This cunt or pussy will always belong to me even if in due course it fucks lots of other guys because you will be doing at my direction and merely to satisfy my whims.”

She took his wet fingers and licked then to savour what they had produced then reached for his zip on the jeans because his perverse prediction weirdly caused arousal while her voice grumbled feebly.

“Yes, you know I will fuck and suck who you tell me to, Z, as that is your right now and I’m prepared for it.”

His cock was rock solid in her hand now and she bent over and sucked it as he laughed.

“OK you insatiable Slut, once more then I’ll get your husband to come in and do his stuff because we have to be on the road in an hour…”

His jeans were dropped then Z pressed between her parted legs and slid effortlessly inside the girl’s greasy dirty pussy, as if it was an old friend, while she cried out to every twist or sordid thrust while he closed his eyes and merely provided the quick early-dawn, thrashing Jenny craved which left her shaking feverishly and happily with fresh sperm leaking out of her vulva as he stroked it and chuckled teasingly.

“…Whose pussy is this Bitch?”

She snuggled on her back in delirium and smirked.

“It’s yours Z and do get Leo to come in so he can keep it always pink and perfect for you.”

He drew on his jeans promptly then left to begin his many tasks as leader, and it made Jenny glow that someone of his importance thought she was a Good Fuck and wanted her pussy while feeling the luscious male cream all over then wondering abstractly if she was pregnant which felt unlikely, but the provocative thought was sorely enticing.

Leo then appeared quietly when she rotated onto her front and mumbled absentmindedly.

“Hello Darling, your wife’s had such a wicked night so bottom first, lick, wash then cleanse it, before you can do my front as before.”

The sight of her like this in the refractive early light was disturbing for him and he groaned accusingly.

“There’s so much Jenny, he fucked you terribly as it wreaks everywhere.”

She gurgled shamelessly into the pillow.

“I know it’s just so messy but please just get on with it as we need to go soon.”

Leo started licking the slimy crease of her ass then soured to the task of sucking up another’s man’s pungent seminal deposits and complained bitterly.

“Why not just have a shower?”

She leaned back and pressed his head in deeper then scolded him.

“Because it’s much more fun like this…”

Her tone became terse and unreasonable.

“…I informed you clearly my cunt was his and if you can’t stay and do your part as he has commanded then drive back now.”

He went quiet in reaction to her cutting anger then suckled dutifully before eventually turning his wife over when audibly gasping at the rawness of her sexual lips and the plentiful spunk smearing it that spoke so clearly of what had taken place with Z fucking the subtle line relentlessly.

Then Leo instinctively bent his confounded head to taste the hormonal fluids before mumbling weakly. 

“I’m sorry Jenny as you did warn me, but I admit I am shaken and envious.”

She sighed warmly and stroked his growing fair hair.

“Why Darling I’m not green of you seeing and servicing all the other cute girls here and you should be pleased that I’ve finally found a man who knows what type of loving I need.”

Leo snapped at her without thinking while swallowing the unappealing degrading concoction in her pussy.

“Being fouled and fucked like a Slut?”

Amazingly to him his accusation seemed to ignite an unexpected spark in her sensual spirit as she pressed up against the oral pressure and held his head closely into the female invert.

“Oh yes, yes…that’s exactly what I want Darling…”

She began to leisurely rock to his tongue twisting and teasing her then gasped.

“…I’ve been your wife although to be kind or honest it was nice but dull while being a Slut for hung hard men like Z and living on the edge…”

Her excited female centre created more fluid that soaked his mouth as she orgasmed then fell back exhausted and laughed darkly at her own base cravings.

“…Is definitely the way for me to go so suck it up Darling or fuck off!”

He could tell she was temporarily residing in a place way beyond his love or hope but then recognised reluctantly that perhaps things had always been like that before it was brought into the glaring bright illumination of day by his own mad ideas, and silently acceded to the present situation because he could not change it and merely made his wife’s special places peachy perfect before whispering.

“It is done Jenny so I will leave you to shower and dress.”

Her fingers pulled his hair gently and hissed.

“What’s done?”

Leo stumbled then spoke.

“Your pussy is done.”

She laughed drolly.

“Whose pussy, is it Darling?”

He recognised the provocative point she was making and conceded without a fight.

“Z’s pussy Jenny.”

She murmured in audible pleasure then tapped the pink centre of the sliver and groaned basely.

“Then kiss it and say respectfully this is Z’s cunt to use and have.”

Leo pressed his lips to the divine lovely once virtuous sexual folds of his wife and whimpered pathetically.

“Yes, I understand this belongs to Z and my job as required while here is to service it and you for him.”

Jenny sounded placidly content suddenly.

“Thank you Darling and please remember that for the future so we don’t have to moan or bicker as I would rather not fight about what you have already lost.”

Her attentive husband sounded beaten as he kissed her pussy lovingly once more and exhaled.

“I won’t argue or complain again Jenny and will merely tend and care for your needs whenever you wish or want me to.”

She leaned up and pressed her lips to his mouth that had pledged submissive loyalty to her faithless pussy and snickered.

“Good, that wasn’t so difficult was it now leave me, and I’ll see you when we all set out.”

Leo departed the tent feeling entirely emasculated and helpless because his normally logical mind held himself responsible for his desirable once principled Jenny falling head over heels and hard for Z’s masculinity and everything that was happening from that primitive point, then cursed his foolishness for ever having played the stupid games of infidelity with her.

He knew now that some fantasies were much too dangerous to indulge in and cried silently while showering then changed in his tent before walking to where he knew Liza would be to hear her groaning in ecstasy given the physical Beast had unfortunately returned to take his carnal rights as she whimpered, lost in sexual fervour.

“Yes, Bart, fuck my pussy good you Monster, and tell me I was better than that bony Slut, Bess…”

Leo glanced in through the slanted plastic window to see Liza on bended knees while a muscular ape of a male showing a bald bronzed dome moved to the back when his cock surged and took her, as she muttered breathlessly.

“…Was she better than me, Beast?”

He gurgled at her possibly wishing to receive validation for the proficiency of sullied sexual skills and abilities - Leo had noticed all the girls liked to invisibly wear this token like some badge of salacious honour - while the crude brute of a man just rutted her hard then pulled the red hair before grunting as if he was about to combust.

“She was good tight pussy but not as…”

The actual Beast of a male pressed and ejaculated then patted her backside firmly but condescendingly and laughed.

“…Sweet smelling and juicy as yours…!”

His cock was swiftly withdrawn, and he wiped it on the cheeks of her ass and gurgled.

“…How was the whimpish white boy who’s riding rear saddle with you today…did he fuck you?”

She wriggled her bottom expressively as if disgustingly needing more degeneracy from him then snickered dismissively.

“No Babe, just licked me desirously…and he’s outside if you want to see.”

To this he took a beer from the small fridge and chuckled as Leo slowly entered the tiny tent to Liza’s gesture - as she had seen him peering in - then baulked as she whispered.

“Lick me clean Sweet so my man can see you’re harmless and can be trusted…”

It seemed to Leo that eternal humiliation was being liberally heaped upon him, especially as she growled in warning.

“…Or get a new ride because you have to give to get ahead in the Bloodhounds.”

Not wishing to run away and leave his wife alone with these Mongrels, Leo haplessly kneeled and let his languid tongue suckle at the milky fluids pouring from her leaky pussy as the Beast gazed with cold black eyes then finished his beer and crowed.

“…Fuck he’s good at that no wonder the girls are beginning to warm to him…”

He walked towards the exit then patted Leo’s blonde head and kissed Liza teasingly on the back of her neck.

“…And at least he brought his comely wife because I’m looking forward to hitting that when Z gets bored and as I know…”

He howled in the joy of being a Stud.

“…He likes fresh pussy which when he has had his fill is then always available to loyal lucky Bloodhound men like us.”

Liza pushed back against his pressure and groaned sympathetically as the intruder departed.

“Sorry for that Babe but you need to appreciate that his ego is fragile and needs to know I’m still game…”

She rolled onto her back suddenly and grumbled.

“…But finish me off then I’ll shower, and we can join the group because it’s definitely going to be a long day.”

Leo sensed his charge tremble to sullied heaven then wiped and dried her before she washed then changed into long jeans and a strappy cream top showing the white bra below before the two of them walked out to her bike where she mounted first, when he followed then wrapped his arms around the thin waist and looked for Jenny who was already holding onto Z like a vice which tended to be her latest obsession.

He noticed that his wife was wearing a slightly longer pair of denim short than the day before, but they were still tiny and showed the evocative arched feminine shape of her ass then pussy as it ground down onto the leather saddle while the only other covering was the vest from last night held together merely by a large red safety pin for dazzling effect.

The early morning was already temperate if not warm, but Jenny was visibly smoking hot, and Leo palpitated as his wife’s lover turned to handle one of the accessible curvaceous breasts then kissed her deeply to show without question that the gorgeous girl he loved, was no more than Z’s latest slick pussy to fuck.

The leader of the pack subsequently led the impressive growling roar of fifty bikes - mostly adorned with pretty women on the back of a lusty biker - along the 178 on route to Lake Isabella where there were some caravans waiting and Jenny flushed to the vibrations of the sleek Harley against her lower body and slid her hands down to his crotch then murmured in mischief.

“Your pussy needs feeding as the throbbing is getting me there.”

He chuckled and turned momentarily.

“It gets all the girls there when their soft sensitive thighs are spread on the hard saddle and the pussy is hitting the pulse of the highway…”

Z let her squeeze his always impressive genitals and laughed.

“…Why do you think they are so easy to fuck!”

She bit his back through his leather jacker with Bloodhounds written across it in bloody red lettering and revelled in the emerging sunshine and sense of indescribable liberation that had grown ever since entering the surreal environment concerning the Biker groups.

They stopped for a drink after a couple of hours then set off once more before resting in a small-wooded area where there was a busy diner and restroom and, after making Z drive into a grassy field with a knoll at the top, Jenny stretched down like an agile pussycat from the bike, removed her soft vest which she left on the handlebars then covered the exposed voluptuous breast with her delicate arms and shook or waved her ass at him provocatively.

“Take me into the forest and use me Z…”

She allowed her arms to fall to proudly display her plump creamy breasts and small erect pink teats then spread warm legs to show the exotic curve of her mound of Venus.

“…I want to be leaking your cum when we drive on.”

Z moved over her and licked the nipples then - when they became stiff - undid the zip on the shorts then tugged them down and off her ankles before sniffing the sexual centre of her as he slowly licked it crudely.

“…Smells and tastes like my cunt!”

She groaned worshipfully.

“It will always be your pussy Z…”

His tongue suckled it again and felt her unique female wetness forming quickly while she gurgled.

“…Your Slut…please…please.”

While some of the group watched in amusement from the bottom of the hill, he pulled her into the shady woods then pressed the girl over then against the thick bark of a nearest tree and felt her sexual angst with his long fingers as she reacted to the enticing sound of him lowering the zip on his blue jeans before grumbling.

“Such a greedy needy pussy, so ready to be fucked…”

She gasped as he pressed forcefully inside Jenny’s slippery vaginal passage and persecuted her.

“…Don’t you want to go back to being prim and proper Bitch?”

Jenny bent her head passively and moved back against his irresistible male strength.

“Never, never going back to that ordinary girl and wife I used to be just as I told my husband.”

He started to slowly fuck her and whispered.

“Told him what?”

Jenny surrendered her body weakly and spoke without force.

“He must accept you as my Master or leave.”

Z stayed still to savour the amusement in the information then moved quicker and held motionless while pulling her long soft hair.

“You say that Bitch but still expect your refusal when I tell you to fuck other men.”

She moved on the irresistible thickness literally impaling her and groaned.

“Test me Z and believe I will jump on their very bones for you…”

He felt Jenny’s utter devotion and crudely returned to primal action then rutted her fiercely as she hung on to the tree and wailed.

“…Suck them…fuck them all!”

His extended hands held her disturbed head in a powerful grip and sensed that she was a girl on the provocative edge.

“Be my Whore and Slut, Bitch?”

The young schoolteacher began to shake then quiver and climaxed loudly for anyone and everyone to hear.

“Oh Yes Z…whatever you want, all you have to do is ask…”

Jenny received his bountiful seminal gift and exhaled in sullied bliss.

“…I’m already a whore for you...”

She kneeled then sucked him back to prominence then looked up cautiously.

“…Am I good at this now, Z, as able as the other girls?”

Her patent insecurity was silent music to his ears and brought him to the explosive brink quickly.

“Yes, you are Jenny, so swallow it all down then go and kiss your dependable husband when we get back merely to remind him of where your loyalties now lie.”

The eruption of steaming salty ejaculate made her gulp and gag, but Jenny saved some of the insidious nectar at the back of her throat and when dressed - relatively speaking - she saw Leo on the way back to the bar, ran to him then licked his warm lips and tongue spontaneously while grinning as his expression registered that he clearly recognised the masculine essence sitting on his palate while her voice sighed.

“Don’t forget who I am now Darling because this is the new me and…”

She twirled and waved her arms as if an athletic angelic ballerina dancing joyously to life and giggled equally merrily.

“…I feel utterly beautiful about everything!”

Leo promptly retreated from her to regather then recover from Jenny’s craziness and endless sexual excesses, but then had to privately admit how utterly contented and beauteous his fabulous wife appeared while finding it difficult to resent her for such a display of passion or love her any less than he did for this base adultery and indiscretion.

Jenny was not the only girl receiving the debatable sexual blessings from the men - they were undeniably a sullied energetic often raucous crowd - and after eating and drinking to refuel, the refreshed group took off for their destination at Lake Isabella where there was further food and accommodation waiting their pleasure. 

Leo watched his wife immediately enter the static caravan when they all reached the picturesque location before he followed Liza to a small hut where she began to undress and whispered to her ride for the day.

“If it makes you roused and need to cum watching Z keep hitting pretty Jenny’s hot spots then join me and I’ll bring you off to calm the nerves, but you better get used to it because she’s already hooked on his large cock…”

She saw him visibly squirm and laughed without sympathy.

“…Although like most of the promiscuous girls here it won’t be long before she’ll take it in any way, shape or form from our rapacious Biker crew and always under his order.”

Given the visible rise in his pants, in seconds they were in the running warm water of the small shower cubicle where she held his small but hard erection as he whined defensively.

“Jenny’s just not like that Liza, and I’m sure after she’s had her rough kicks this weekend then I’m hoping maybe it will get the lewdness out of her system.”

Liza snickered knowingly and eased the vibrating peak of him against her slimy crease with traces of short red pubic hair.

“Sure Baby, and maybe she’ll marry you all over again and then turn back into a vestal virgin…”

Her voice groaned as his penis went dangerously close to penetration.

“…That’s far enough Leo…as you have no rights yet…just release then cum thinking about innocent Jenny being willingly turned into a cheap Slut by Z…”

She could feel him about to burst and teased the man effortlessly along the degrading way.

“…So, accept it because nothing will stop your comely little woman sucking and fucking like a Skank after being schooled on his huge dick!”

He erupted over her sexual mound, before she made him crouch and suckle obediently at the saturated female crease until Liza found momentary bliss and some sense of propriety had been restored when they slowly finished off washing and finally settled down on the small bed to dry themselves when unexpectedly the Beast burst in through the door and growled.

“Just seen Z doing it with the new pretty Bitch…and as Bess is feeling peaky after the trek then he told me to come and see you.”

She rubbed her hair and then raised the towel a fraction to tease or tempt him and laughed.

“Leo just cleaned it Bart and you want to make it dirty again you Bad Boy…”

As she spoke of intended denial her body kneeled when the towel was thrown on the floor to show off her best assets and she murmured skittishly.

“…OK but make it quick and by now you know what I like, so show Leo how to make me smile in case Z thinks he ever wins the right to have me as well!

The man lowered his trousers to reveal an impressive male weapon, pulled her hips to him and was inside Liza’s firm toned form from behind in mere seconds before beginning to fuck her furiously as if there were more entertaining things awaiting him elsewhere.

His puffy face swiftly coloured and contorted as the slight girl began to move in union with his dynamic motion before crying out mournfully.

“Do Liza, Baby, fuck and fill my pussy do it…hit the spot…”

His hand grabbed her short red hair and she grunted.

“…Harder, Beast…hit, hit, hit…fuck there Sweet.”

Liza convulsed as Leo looked on utterly mesmerised as she gyrated, and he pressed his large prick deeply to pour the heady white seed inside and held still while grumbling before drawing back then pulling Liza’s pouting mouth to his soaking deflating cock and grinning.

“You are definitely Good Pussy, Girl although I can’t wait to fuck that new one Z’s breaking in…”

He gurgled as Liza began to suck him clean.

“…As I can tell she really likes the feel of a man on her cunt and ass and even though Z is a king at giving rope…!”

His mouth groaned in fetid delight as her oral skills as he began to harden.

“…Sometime soon The Beast will surely tame the girl as well…and stick this up her tight ass…”

The man exhaled and released as Liza held him then swallowed before watching wearily as he drew up his tatty blue trousers while smirking demandingly in sexual satisfaction at Leo.

“…Well clean up Boy as you’ll do when we all fuck your filthy whore of a wife!”

He slapped Liza’s bottom casually but smartly then walked off in celebration as she looked over to Leo’s scarlet face and smiled.

“Ignore Bart as he’s surely no gentleman but does know how to fuck so…”

Liza went over to him and licked his lips with a tongue smeared with the base man’s spunk and gaggled.

“…Just enjoy it Babe because it’s not real life and now lick my leaky pussy because I like it when you do…”

He did so in a daze of cloying disgrace as she bent forward and simpered appreciatively to his soft oral caress.

“…Then I have to shower again and am desperate to eat.”

They eventually emerged into the relative bustle of the night where there were various gangs coming and going and Leo spotted Jenny sitting astride one of Z’s thick legs while pressing down with a pronounced mound drinking beer and gnawing smoked ribs then fresh yellow corn as if good sex made her hungry.

Liza and Leo took food from a large, prepared serving station then sat at one of the outlying tables until Z gestured for him to join them when reluctantly he did so, as his female companion came with as if not wishing to miss the fun.

Z then chuckled coolly as he sat to his direction.

“You, having a good time Leo as I have heard you are getting on unexpectedly well with a lot of my adorable selection of girls?”

He tried to avoid eye contact with Jenny because he knew specifically what Z was saying or referring to and flushed.

“Sure, it’s been…”

He watched his wife deliberately rubbing her pussy on Z thighs and licking her fingers free of grease at the same salivating time.

“…Educational.”

The leader of the pack gurgled contentedly and drew Jenny in closely for a deep kiss then smirked.

“Your wife is a very good student as well, in learning all about fornication in its many forms and will surely discover more tonight when we carry on from where we left off earlier.”

Jenny sighed and spread her legs over him wider then grinned at her husband as if he needed an evil whipped flick of pain.

“I will call for you in the morning Darling because I do enjoy you licking Z out of me as…”

She giggled as this mesmeric lover placed his massive hand under her ass to make it wriggle and wiggle.”

“…It shows me you understand my needs and it’s quite intimate in its own degenerate way.”

Leo barely knew what to do or say and he retreated to silence then ate and drank in the same manner as the night continued in gaiety or crassness before towards the end of a long evening a striking black man with Crusaders written in black on his thick leather jacket came up to the table with a tall dazzling blonde girl following and spoke curtly.

“Hi Z heard you have some new cunt so thought I’d have a look.”

Z stared him down with icy black eyes and spoke purposefully.

“Hi Jacob, how’s it hanging? And let’s not have no more trouble because after the war recently that’s surely all behind us now.”

The stranger nodded in communality then blinked and walked up before staring intrusively at the crotch of the girl on his fellow group commander’s knee then sighed.

“Who’s the new Bitch?”

Z grimaced as the elevated blonde girl sidled beside him.

“Jenny, she’s a prize.”

The malevolent but handsome black man with a sheared smooth haircut sneered at him.

“You mind if I say hi and you can do the same to my latest squeeze Arabella who is delightfully posh pussy and loves to fuck don’t you…?”

The blonde leaned over to kiss the black male’s pink plump lips then stood beside Z and lowered the zip on tight tiny white shorts and tugged them down to reveal a smooth vaginal crevice with soft fair down as her man grunted.

“…Say hello to it and…”

As Leo watched helplessly this barbaric male unzipped his wife’s shorts, pulled them to her knees instantaneously then presumptuously eased his fingers inside her female wetness and laughed.

“…I’ll introduce myself to Jenny.”

Z stared tellingly as if instructing her not to object as his own fingers slipped easily into Arabella who seemed to instinctively ride on the stiffness before finding his erection and squeezing it while speaking teasingly.

“…J you were right, Z has got, a really big cock…”

Her eyes closed and she moved against him shamelessly.

“…Can I fuck and suck it?”

Jenny could barely believe what was happening but the debased drama of it was weirdly electric as she also automatically moved against the stiff black fingers then let him put her hand on his visible thickness in the trousers before grinning.

“Want to swap Bitch and get this pussy filled with a real cock?”

Both girls seemed to get quickly lost in the obtuse but arousing fantasy of being traded like chattel as they promptly vibrated to orgasmic glory before Jenny exhaled breathlessly.

“My pussy belongs to Z, and only he can decide who fucks it.”

His fingers savoured her excited fluids and smiled at his old adversary.

“How about it then Z, say in two weeks at The Roast weekend when I’ll fuck Jenny’s pretty pussy, and you can do Arabella because she’s very well-behaved and is aways up for it…”

It was clear Z’ s woman was on the critical edge again as he licked her lips and sighed.

“…What do you say Bitch?”

She shivered and shook to glory then exhaled crudely on the way down.

“It’s Z’s decision as my cunt is his.”

Jacob gazed at Z with humour in his black eyes.

“You up for it or maybe you’re scared that I’ll take her from you when she samples what a Black Crusader has to offer.”

His words seemed to trap Z in the complex universe of Biker honour as he smiled with contempt toward Jenny that he did not truly feel.

“Sure, she’s only pussy but she won’t succumb to your debatable charms which is more than I can say…”

He patted the blonde girls head which was sucking his gross cock to ejaculation then swallowing greedily.

“…For Arabella who already seems to know her place…”

He handed the blonde girl back with sperm dripping from her mouth and made Jenny stand at his side with shaky legs as he wiped her pussy dry with a napkin.

“…Agreed…in two weeks at the Biker Roast and we will surely swap as suggested which maybe will cement an alliance between us?”

Jacob coolly shook his strong hand in confirmation of the bitter deal then kissed Jenny’s glowing cheek as if she desired him to do so.

“Sure, but she better be an exceptionally good fuck for that to happen!”

With that gesture done and dusted the black male left with the heavenly but obviously randy Arabella who winked at Z as she departed which made Jenny flush in a flash of silent envy as she pulled up her shorts.

“Do you like her Z?”

He shrugged and stroked her pert bottom.

“Maybe, do you fancy Jacob as I noticed you climaxed twice to his touch?”

She reached over and pressed his bulge and whispered deviously.

“In truth I merely like the thrill of you having the diabolical power to give my cunt away to anyone you want, so if you instruct me to fuck and suck him then as I said from the very start, I will.”

He chuckled and rose to his feet.

“I think it’s time for bed as I need to again taste and see what’s mine.”

Leo was shaking in absolute horror at what had taken place and he watched them leave in growing helplessness then slowly ambled back with Liza and soon had his silken tongue to her wet sensual line as she lay naked and cooed.

“Still think she’s not a Hot Slut, Leo…?”

She felt his revealing hardness and rubbed gently it against her crease as previously.

“…Oh Baby, you are definitely having such a good time with all of this…”

He spurted quickly and miserably then brought her off twice with a busy mouth though his own ejaculate before at last the powerful sensual pull had diminished as Liza held him lightly and sighed.

“…Go to sleep and rest because we have a late morning then the drive back to Bakersfield when with a bit of luck…”

Liza laughed lowly at his obvious agony.

“…Maybe Z will let you drive her home with her belly overflowing with his cum!”

Although there was talk about a much-needed rest, he was selfishly woken in the early dawn by Liza who muttered with irritation given her sleep had been interrupted.

“You need to go to Jenny as she has requested…”

The reason caused visible amusement for her.

“…Your mouth, as I presume Z got off on Jacob’s interest and has sorely marked his territory.”

Leo pulled on his jeans and a crumpled T shirt then swiftly but wearily walked to the nearby tent where he found his wife laying naked on her front then muttered.

“I’m here Jenny do you require me?”

She groaned and reflexively opened her legs.

“Oh Leo…Z was unstoppable last night and I’m terribly sore Darling so please…”

Her voice murmured teasingly.

“…Make me feel special again…”

His tongue began to lick then suckle where every aperture she possessed was streaming with white seminal juices as she spoke in false abashment.

“…I’m sorry if I’m such a Slut…but I do love you.”

He sputtered in more in hope than expectation.

“I thought you only loved Z?”

She groaned in delight at his tenderness considering her recent indifference towards him.

“Oh no Darling, that’s not it at all because Z is my Master while you are my husband who I cherish still.”

His mouth slowly drew her used parts back to rude health before he sighed.

“I don’t understand?”

Jenny turned over and opened her thighs wide to show the congealed white mess all over an evocative mound.

“Z owns this Darling and my body, but you will always have my heart…”

He feasted on the filthy brew like a rabid dog as she moaned in seedy bliss.

“…Try and understand that sex and love are entirely different emotional states.”

In truth, as Jenny started to return to pink perfection, he did glean some comprehension of her absurd insight although it still seemed a strange arrangement, but Leo did not argue or debate and merely prayed that on the drive back she would return to her senses meaning this would merely be a weekend anomaly that went wrong.

Jenny gradually began to doze after being made to tremble quietly to glory before her husband dutifully dried her secret places then slipped out of the room and took breakfast from the food trailer and in the brightness of the early morning tried to work out why his conscience did not feel much worse than it actually did.

Undeniably his wife had behaved disgracefully, and the man felt she had certainly dragged him along into this sexual hell and damnation of the Biker cosmos where he now played subservient second fiddle for Z owning and fucking her but in knowing these facts bravely tried his best to put everything into perspective.

Jenny thankfully remained his wife and perhaps Leo only had to courageously endure a little longer before they could escape this degeneracy when maybe on sage reflection, she would eventually see the error of her salacious ways then they could reset as a couple and start again.

Therefore, with positive hopes in Leo’s heart he bided time, watched in frustration and envy as Z returned to the trailer with his wife after they had eaten then knew without doubt, he would be crudely hitting her sensitive cracks and creases before the long ride back to Bakersfield.

Mercifully Jenny did not ask him to clean up the steamy deposits on this occasion and just after midday the engines roared, and the procession of powerful bikes streamed out onto the open road which for Leo personally perhaps led to flight and salvation.

He saw she was wearing the tiniest denim shorts and knew that below the thinness of the material she was naked and undoubtedly with her sweet pussy full of his rich tart sperm which made him flush and Liza chuckle because she sensed his mood, while he pressed tightly behind her on the saddle.

“Easy Tiger…let it go as you well know she is one of his girls now!”

The voyage back was slow at first with a stop after a few hours when Jenny removed her favourite soft vest and sunbathed naked on Z’s bike while Leo remained with Liza and didn’t dare to argue as The Beast arrived then took and fucked her in a quiet spot merely because he had the urge and questionable right to do so.

She demanded his tongue when the man had gone which he supplied instinctively until her vaginal entrance was fresh and clear of fetid fluids before the journey proceeded at full tilt and they arrived back at base in the early afternoon when Jenny came over then spoke warmly to her husband because she seemed to exist in an extremely contented place.

“Get the car in about an hour as…”

She glanced over at her fearless lover moving into their personal place and grinned.

“…Well, you know what I have to do before leaving?”

Leo sat with Liza and drank a beer as the sun began to fall over the far horizon like a gloriously coloured landscape painting when she held his hand then sighed in sympathy.

“Soon be over Leo and maybe you’ll reclaim her but if you do then understand that you can never return on pain of death.”

He gasped in shock.

“You’re joking.”
Her head shook purposefully.

“Nope, you can’t fuck a Bloodhound girl that bears the mark on the inner thigh without permission from the Chief….”

She waved her hand towards the desert.

“…The one’s that did are out there somewhere!”

He nearly choked on his beer then remained in stoney silence and waited anxiously to retrieve the car then for his wife to finally reappear in the tiny shorts and barely anything else as Z escorted her to him and sighed in satisfaction.

“Here is the pretty lady all loaded front and back.”

To his despair she slid her delicate arms around the man’s tight waist then kneeled and kissed his prick through the jeans and wailed.

“How am I going to manage without this Z?”
The man laughed and politely opened the door for her as if he was a Gentleman and she a Lady.

“Just get your husband to keep it trimmed and warm and it will all happen again before you know.”

She looked up and smiled.

“Can I come and ride next weekend?”

He smirked and stroked her tactile chestnut hair.

“Prove that your pussy remains mine and maybe it can be arranged.”
Jenny drew him in to a kiss and licked his lips.

“You know it is Z and always will be.”

Suffering such visible ignominy was bad enough for Leo but to listen and cope with his wife’s adulation of this Biker Bastard was insufferable and he put the car in gear before growling acidly at Liza then Z.

“Be seeing you.”

They sped off like the proverbial wind as Jenny waved madly at everyone then spread her legs against the dashboard and sensed the breeze against her naked mound through the thin holes in the cut-off shorts and literally purred like a cat.

“Oh Leo, your wife is dripping and leaking because Z knows how to fill the tank and for sure I’m such a Slut…”

She raised her hands in celebration of such an admission to feel the flowing cooling air and screamed.

“…But…I love the fact that I am.”

Leo offered to suckle her back to cleanliness when he privately hoped she would change into sensible normal jeans, but she insisted on keeping her legs raised on the basis of perhaps encouraging a chance of pregnancy which kept him moodily quiet until they were on the outskirts of Fresno when he whispered feebly.

“Are you feeling like more of your old self now.”
Jenny giggled vacuously.

“Oh no I’ll never be the old Jenny now, ever again!”

As if to prove the unsettling point when they reached their house, she removed her flimsy clothes lay a towel on the bed, spread herself on her back and tapped the front of a wet and matted mound then inhaled.

“Do your stuff Darling front and the back also then let me shower when you can trim me so I can send a picture to Z…”

She murmured in delight when his soft tongue slid inside the musky invert and lay back as if exhausted.

“…Fuck, what a fucking wild weekend!”

Jenny fully relaxed as her husband teased the female centre clean then swiftly showered before once more Leo was between these white toned thighs where his fingers trimmed her already manicured down to ensure the sexual lips were creamed and soothed as he finally murmured in distress.

“This should belong to me as you’re my wife…can’t we take some time to think about what happened and what is liable to develop if this weirdness carries on…?”

He groaned while expressing his darkest thoughts.

“…And in two weeks he’s planning to give you to that strong dangerous predatory black guy Jacob.”

To his despair she only laughed.

“Oh Leo, have you been thinking about me being fucked by a big black cock because I have for-sure and am strangely agitated then excited by the prospect of being formally traded and used in that way…”

She groaned deeply and surged as her woozy mind wandered.

“…I felt it as his fingers teased me when we met, as you know, and the mysterious hardness in his pants went on forever which unfortunately means I am beginning to revel in the base idea and depravity…”

She saw Leo tremble and quickly undid his zip to remove the stiffness then gently rubbed the tip of him over her slippery sliver and smirked.

“…No fucking me Darling as you know, because I am definitely going back to Z, and he’s told me he’ll kill and bury you in the desert if you even try…”

The penis spurted its miserable slimy essence which was soon all over her clean smooth pussy as Jenny giggled as if she was high on depravity.

“…My, I’m dirty again, so make me pink, pretty then perfect then take some pictures and send then to my phone so I can forward them on to Z with a message.”

He groaned and set to work with a gasp.

“What message?”

His wife stroked his blonde hair and simpered.

“That my warm wet pussy belongs exclusively to him and it’s here waiting and wanton as and when he needs it!”

Leo exhaled in a growing sense of vulnerability to the sensual spell this corrupt Biker had cast upon what used to be his girl, but complied meekly and ensured her precious sensational vaginal folds were cleansed and peachy before taking images then sending them to Jenny who would inevitably forward them on to Z as she stated.

All he was able to see was there was no other option other than accept this unreasonable dishonour or end the relationship because he was not yet ready to give up on them as a couple entirely and could only pray that the unbridled desire in her Z had evoked would swiftly fade, and she would return to the young woman and devoted wife he used to know and adore.

On reflection, Leo still loved Jenny completely - despite these unreasonable indiscretions and promiscuity - but only wished that the recent sordid events would stop playing over and over in his heated brain because he was undeniably but surely inflamed by her sexual impulses.

They went to bed early because the weekend had dulled them for similar but differing reasons and in the morning, he watched his wife put on a demure plain dark dress with generic pantyhose and underwear below and took it that Z had not returned her message and perhaps she was thankfully beginning to see the respectable light.

Jenny was truly tired and somewhat pulled down a little by her end of the month cycle that brought Leo some release or genuine relief that his wife had not yet been inseminated by Z before their life returned to a status quo over the next few days until the fatigue brought on by the period suddenly lifted and Jenny was back to her ebullient self then smiled brightly before bedtime.

“It’s a good job that’s over as I always get horny afterwards.”

Leo took her hand and grinned in husbandly anticipation.

“Anything I can do Darling?”

She laughed and lay on her back.

“Yes, let’s leave early on Friday afternoon, Z and I have been texting constantly meaning I’ve explained my aroused state and thankfully he’s promised to deal with it as soon as we arrive...”

Her hands entered inside her cool tight cotton panties which made her murmur.

“…Isn’t that so thoughtful of him…?”

She pulled his shaking head into the fresh perfumed crease of her and sighed.

“…I need his advice alongside his huge spitting cock granting me some resolution to my cravings because an issue has reared its head at work…”
Leo’s smooth tongue was already working on her now and she grumbled almost to herself.

“…Now and then, there is a spot for a teacher to go freelance around the state system and I want to take the position for myself which will give me more free time which I need.”
He dared not ask but did anyway.

“Why is that?”

It seemed that her husband had found the right erogenous point as she groaned appreciatively.

“Well patently I need to be available to spend more time with Z and the gang because spring and summer is a busy Biking time but the area manager whose coming in to interview me…”

Her hips pushed up against the oral pressure and she gulped.

“...Is something of a fat predacious black creep and the girls that get this privileged gig…”

Jenny began to rub her pussy forcefully against him while groaning.

“…Have to give base sexual favours and I’m unsure if I want to lower and demean myself?”

Leo climaxed all over her and mumbled in confusion.

“Why do you need to ask Z… what’s it got to do with him?”
She held his head tightly into her wet crotch then chuckled childishly but depravedly.

“Oh Darling, you know full well I’m Z’s girl and my cunt is entirely his to direct while in honesty he does understand me and women in general in a far deeper way that ordinary men like you don’t fully appreciate…”

Jenny began to slide towards sullied heaven as her inflamed mind entered memory or fantasy and she exhaled.

“…Once I feel his huge cock snug inside me then everything will become clear because he will tell me whether to give this sleazy guy at work my soft wet mouth on bended knees…”

Her body started to rise, and she began to heave to the coming dissolute possibilities.

“…Or maybe advise me to simply bend over and let him fuck me over a desk…?”

She quivered to grubby glory and then held her husband closely.

“…I know that you wouldn’t approve given your usual spoken high ideals and morals but…”

Her fingers slipped inside the sodden sexual lips.

“…Having Z own and dominate these, amazingly gives me the chance to grab opportunities I would never have recognised or sought previously…”

Jenny’s eyes closed in separation from certainty, and she sighed to show how her warm belly was perfectly flat after bloating recently.

“…But in honesty I quite enjoy being his brainless Slut as you have witnessed, so if Z thinks it’s a good idea, then I will let the corpulent Mr Sam Mason have some fun with me and marvellously get the promotion I deserve.”

Leo exhaled deeply to such an absurd plan or depraved ambition and pressed his newly formed erection against her shapely bottom.

“That’s so indecent and beneath you Jenny.”

She merely gassed then giggled and teased the head of his prick against the crease of her ass.

“Yes, yes, yes, it definitely is and to be brutally honest I don’t know why it excites me like this, but it does…”

He spurted irrationally over the smooth creamy skin, and she simpered as his mouth began to suckle to remove the fluidic evidence of his fecklessness as Jenny tormented him accusingly.

“…And you as well come to that Leo, so I have deduced that it makes no sense for me to be a Good Girl…”

Jenny knelt to provide his talented mouth access to her anus and slowly ground against him towards orgasm and grumbled.

“…And increasingly I sense it’s better to embrace the inner Whore you have so disarmingly encouraged and take advantage of what’s on offer merely…”

She shivered to base completion and grumbled in sly delight at her sudden insight and aspiration.

“…Because increasingly I am able and willing to skilfully grant a man what he sexually desires.”

Leo was absolutely stunned to silence and remained that way until the morning when he wondered how he was going to avoid going to Bakersfield again where the gang was headquartered, and only realised - when they were on the main highway going east - that he was unnervingly in a most heightened state of sexual arousal.

He knew that this was the direction leading to uncertainty for him and untold depravity for her, but his penis was distinctly active and Jenny - dressed in a short red skirt and a tight white top - noticed then removed the flesh and held it tightly.

“Bad Boy but to be frank I feel it too Darling and ache to have him fuck me just as you want him to…”

Her fingers squeezed the excited erection along with his troubled mind - that only saw her under or over Z while using the pressure of her tight cunt to draw him out continually until she was liberally overflowing with thick evocative seed - which soon made him ejaculate erratically into his wife’s hands who then wiped them inside her cool pink thong and smiled.

“…You need to pull over as I have to cum…”

Leo parked quickly in a quiet leafy layover then hurriedly kneeled between her parted legs and suckled as she grunted.

“…Tell me you love me being a degenerate wife and maybe I’ll let you stay.”

The experience of hearing Jenny like this was overwhelming and his tongue literally savoured the taste of her faithless cunt as he sputtered weakly.

“Yes, I do…that has always been my darkest fantasy, Darling, but you have sorely surpassed anything my puerile imagination could produce…”

He gazed at her liquid crease in wonder and simpered.

“…Let me remain by your side Jenny…”

Her body convulsed to orgasm and looked down to see her subservient husband cleaning up as he whispered.

“…Please Jenny.”

She smiled in satisfaction and sighed then stroked his unbalanced head.

“You know I love you, Darling, but if you genuinely wish to be my partner then for the moment you must accept my pernicious penchants and come along with what I have chosen to do…is that fully understood…?”

Leo nodded and Jenny gurgled because his mouth was still on her leaking pussy.

“…Good, now dry and perfume me then drive fast to Z because I crave to wrap my legs around his strong back while…”

He returned to the driver’s seat and sped off lamely while Jenny spread her ankles on the windscreen and relished the rush of wind that spoke of recent liberation and the route to another misadventure as she laughed out loudly.

“…Making new friends with all the rugged men and slutty girls there who obviously value you as much as I do!”

Naturally Leo felt mortified at his wife’s conversation and carefree attitude but it seemed as if the die was cast and upon reaching the large expanse of land where the Biker Gangs congregated on the weekends, he drove to where the Bloodhounds gathered and did not have to look for Z because his errant wife went running over to him once they were parked and threw her  luscious body against him in a clear gesture of intent.

After some words or embraces of welcome, Leo wretchedly watched the two of them move seamlessly into Z’s tent and knew there and then precious Jenny was lost to him for the weekend and given what she had mentioned a few hours previously perhaps much longer than just a couple of days if he did not comply.

He consoled himself with cold beers and the news that once more he would ride backseat with lovely Liza, but sadly any other privileges or sensual delight remained denied to him given his ongoing low standing and when the slender red-haired girl took him into her tent shortly afterwards, she chuckled while he licked her slippery pussy as if obliged to.

“I did mention you’d be back if you wanted to stay with your girl, cause for certain she’s surely got ants in her pants for Z and from what I saw last week…”

She groaned in pleasure as he serviced her.

“…Black Jacob as well because he is something of a genuine Stud.”

Leo whimpered and licked diligently.

“How do you know?”

She shivered and laughed.

“Oh Baby, you are so deliciously green because within a few weeks the lookers in the females here get to sample all of the randy ripped guys and, take it from me…”

Liza brushed against him in fury as if recalling the dissolute past.

“…Jacob is undeniably hung and knows how to do the debased deed, so Jenny’s little cunt is in for a veritable treat.”

The girl shivered and sighed to female resolution then generously let him cum over her pussy and suckle it off before they lay together in bed to settle when he confessed what happened on the road with his wife and sighed pathetically.

“I have reluctantly accepted my immediate fate with Jenny because there is no other way, given she is determinedly set to pursue this depravity.”

Liza smirked knowingly.

“Don’t tell me you don’t enjoy licking sticky pussy as well Leo…?”

She pushed him back between her saturated thighs.

“…Because I know for sure that it’s not possible for any man to suck and lick so tenderly and attentively if there is no delight in it.”

His mouth feasted on the subtle female flesh to make her simper sweetly to swiftly become balanced on the edge of her climax once more when he admitted an obvious truth.

“Yes, I do find this engaging in a strange sort of way; but would rather things be back as they were with Jenny.”

She pulled his blonde hair hard and released a stream or warm wet female ejaculate into his crimson face and growled.

“Such a liar, Leo, but meanwhile wipe me dry now as I’m being handed to Tall Dave later for the weekend so there will be a fresh flavour of spunk to my pussy because the Beast and I are on a long break.”

It was impossible for Leo to cope with the virtual mayhem and sexual madness or abandon all around and he just did as she mentioned, then went out into the cloying darkness to witness his gorgeous wife seated on Z’s bended knee in the tiny denim shorts and open silken vest, eating barbeque beef while looking all flushed and full of life which made him happy and sick all in the same fevered breath.

The hours and days then descended into the same emotionally charged anarchy - as with the previous weekend - when Jenny was fucked endlessly by Z’s large cock while Leo tended her when summoned by his promiscuous wife or Liza and many of the other young women that craved his calming tongue after the roughness cruelty or crudity of the rowdy Biker Gang.

The time passed for them both in differing ways but on the expedition back home Jenny was noticeably quiet thinking about the wonderful experience she was having then looked at her husband and whispered as empathetically as she could under the strained circumstances.

“Are you OK Darling?”

Leo flinched but nodded thoughtfully.

“Sure, I’m fine especially after our chat on the way here but was Z mean to you?”

She laughed lowly then exhaled.

“He’s always mean and treats me like a Filthy Tramp but as you know…”

She opened her legs wide and placed the ankles on the dashboard as usual to enjoy the cooling air of the early evening over the much-used lower regions under the short skirt she had changed into when he could shockingly see his wife was not wearing panties while her voice sighed.

“…That’s how I like it…!”

Jenny closed her eyes and then murmured distractedly.

“…I did mention about my possible promotion with my scurrilous Boss and Z thinks it’s an ingenious idea…”

She showed him a small black device and smirked.

“…This is a secret video camera that can be fitted into my purse so I can make a visual record what happens as an insurance in case the guy interviewing me reneges…”

Jenny could not contain a shriek.

“…And Z said to send him a copy and if he’s impressed with how I handle myself then there might be some well-paying work directly for him which marvellously…”

He looked at her as if she was someone else.

“…Is like killing two birds with one sleazy stone…”

Her slender fingers slid silently under the tiny skirt and inside her greasy vaginal line.

“…Fuck, it’s like Z really owns my pussy now and I know you won’t like me saying this Darling…”      

She started touching then groaning while the odd car passing by tried to work out what she was up to as her voice gasped.


“…But I’m finding this all most exciting and perhaps disgracefully can’t wait to let Mr Sam Mason try and seduce me on film like some porn star then…”

Jenny’s voice began to whimper and waver in the calming breeze.

“…Be handed over to Jacob next weekend when I can finally jump on that huge black prick, I’ve been thinking so much about…”

Her body started to shiver then quiver before spurting female ejaculate into the warm air and sniggering at her obvious lack of decency, discretion or morality while groaning loudly.

“…Fuck I’ve never had any type of crude intimacy with a black guy but now I’m planning to suck or fuck them both merely for sexual kicks and money…”

She collapsed back down exhaustedly in the passenger seat and screamed loudly.

“…How utterly wild is that!”

The energy rush she had running through her bloody veins because of all the perversion - both physical and otherwise - dissipated and the couple gradually fell quiet as Jenny slept almost innocently while Leo looked at his wife’s virtuous facade and wondered why he did not leave the debauched Bitch on the roadside where she belonged!

However, although such impulses were quite understandable given what had happened, Leo had undeniably brought into this depravity and remained phlegmatic - as best he could - while hoping that eventually his wife could get past this sexual compulsion and addiction that Z had encouraged in her most disgracefully.

When they arrived home, Leo immediately suckled Jenny clean, of the bountiful semen still inside her pussy, as if in way of a religious act of sanctification when miraculously she would return to the sensible, rational woman and wife she had been since they originally got together.

And this proved to be the case for a few days when the kindergarten teacher re-emerged in safe demure underwear and dresses until Wednesday morning when Jenny drew on her best silken stockings and lacy panties below a short, pleated skirt and smiled.

“I’ll be a little late tonight because I’m having that meeting with Sam Mason and…”

She waved the small recording device Z had provided and laughed.

“…Put this in my purse and make a hole so the lens can see me provide the necessary blow job he will no doubt want for the available promotion.”

He gasped in horror.

“You’re really going to go ahead with this?”

She shrugged aimlessly.

“Fuck yes, I need to learn to distance myself ethically from the sexual act and Z agreed this would be a very good first step.”

He grimaced and sighed.

“You’re still texting or talking?”

Jenny smirked and moved her shoulders again indifferently.

“Of course, he likes to know my pussy is still his and naturally wants to see the video when it’s done.”

Leo kneeled and held his wife’s legs tightly and submissively.

“Please don’t do this Jenny…it’s a huge mistake.”

She stroked his addled blonde head and held it against her belly.

“Don’t be foolish Darling because this is merely the first step on the tantalising salacious road that has opened up for me since…”
His lips kissed her soft body as she devilishly twisted the knife.

“…I followed your basest instincts.”

Jenny walked out from the hotel room of her most senior Boss in the late of the evening and privately felt quite proud of what had been achieved because the treasured position she was after was now hers and felt certain that the promised letter confirming this advancement would be with her in the next few days.

Leo was waiting anxiously in their compact tidy house and lounge when she arrived then sighed in satisfaction while passing him the small dark object from her bag.

“Transfer the details on your phone then send me a copy and we can both watch it on the television because …”

There was not a trace of shame or guilt on her blank expression.

“…I want to see if I am as good a sexual hustler as I think I am.”

Leo acted quickly because he was good with technology and soon the video was on her cell to send to Z later and they settled on the settee to watch the unconscionable home movie, and both held bated breath at it began to roll.  

The pictures promptly showed a tubby black male in an ill-fitting dark suit standing as Jenny held his hand as he sighed.

“I explained at dinner that your resume was truly impressive Jenny, and I thank you for coming back to tie up any loose ends…”

Leo watched his wife throw back her perfect chestnut hair and laugh teasingly as the man cupped her clearly hanging breasts in the loose-fitting blouse.

“…Because it’s always the small things that make a difference to getting ahead.”

She pressed his zip and grinned provocatively.

“This is no little thing Sam in fact…”

Her hand withdrew the grand black erection expertly before she kneeled purposefully, looked up to observe his reaction then began to suckle the peak of the enormous length and girth of him.

“…It’s really impressive.”

The chubby man began to shake and groan to her unanticipated educated oral touch.

“I would admit that initially my mind assumed you were shy Jenny, which is why I never thought about you for the job…”

Her mouth began to draw him quickly then stopped tortuously as he melted.

“…And you’re married, aren’t you?”

She glared at him directly and licked the curve of his pumping circumcised cock almost tenderly.

“My partner and I have a modern understanding as I now enjoy with you Sam…”

Leo observed as her cranium moved ever more rapidly over the corpulent corrupt male’s stiffness, and she sighed.

“…Isn’t that, right, Baby?”

Sam began to fuck her open spitting lips urgently at this juncture and spoke gutturally while looking on transfixed.

“Yes, yes, we do have that Jenny…”

Her superior exhaled in sudden salvation then felt her greedily guzzle the creamy hormonal deposits down but she did not release him as her mouth continued to work while he cried,

“…We really do.”

Jenny soon had him hard again before she stood while still holding his enlarged black cock in one hand then unclipped the short skirt with the other to let it fall alluringly then posed with parted nylon-clad legs.

“You like what you see, Sam?”

His voice was elevated and excited.

“Yes, Jenny yes.”

She shivered and sighed.

“Well, I will allow you to pull the pretty panties lower by just a little and kiss my fragrant cunt and tell it that you won’t let me down Baby.”

His fat unappealing body crouched a fraction to allow a wet pink tongue to gently suckle at the top of her female gate then growled weakly.

“I won’t ever disappoint, Jenny, I promise and believe me there is much I can provide for you if you will let me.”

She took the dark purple head of his enlarged cock to her smooth brown trimmed pussy lips and rubbed it gently on the moist invert and simpered.

“Cum over me Sam and if you behave then, next time you visit, you can fuck it with this huge black prick and treat me like a whore if you wish.”

The man groaned as if drugged and on the precipitous edge.

“But your husband might see what I have done?”

She merely gurgled promiscuously and told a half-truth.

“Don’t worry about him as he likes to lick my lover’s spunk off my divine cunt and panties…”

This was too much for mesmerised Sam Mason as he ejaculated all over the perfectly formed female mound allowing drips then streams of sperm to flow exotically into the gusset of the lacy knickers below as she cooed and began to suck him clean.

“…That’s enough for one evening…”

Her tongue slowly savoured the masculine residue before a tissue dried the reducing flesh when she licked his mouth and smirked.

“…Send me the letter for confirmation of our agreement and feel secure this will be just the beginning, Sam…”

Jenny pulled on her cute skirt and shimmied provocatively.

“…Of a beneficial arrangement for us both.”

The screen then began to meander - because she had obviously picked her purse up - and then went completely dark as Leo adjusted his focus then stared at her with wide alarmed brown eyes and gasped.

“Fuck Jenny, are you the girl I once married?”

She leaned over to kiss his lips playfully then giggled.

“Just the same Leo, but the naïve simple young woman you took as a bride has learned a few new tricks so let me send this to Z…”
Her pure blue eyes seemed to glisten and glimmer.

“…And let’s go to bed so I can show you what the dissolute Sam Mason left on your seedy duplicitous wife!”

In minutes they were on the duvet where Leo let his tongue suckle and even unspeakably savour the degenerate fluids when he looked up and whispered tentatively in revulsion.

“Are you honestly going to let him fuck you if he wants?”

Jenny shivered and smirked.

“Oh Darling, what a question to ask…”

Her eyes closed as she relished his oral caress before the young woman’s libido began to slowly soar as did the smooth sensual voice.

“…But now you’ve mentioned it I did like the taste of his impressive thick cock and texture of the viscous rich sperm so…”

Jenny thrust her hips up to increase the pressure because she was tantalisingly close to sensual heaven and groaned with anticipation.

“…If he keeps his promise then I’m definitely going to sample the male black thickness snugly and then ride it until ejaculates deliciously inside me as I will do to…”

She shuddered while Leo also wet his shorts as he pushed onto the bed and heard the potential sound of marital doom.

“…Jacob this weekend as the thought of Z gifting my body to him…”

She lay back and stretched her agile limbs out to their fullest extent and simpered.

“…Has aroused my degenerate female soul while the debased idea makes me constantly soak my panties as it’s not left my dirty mind since the Bad Boys agreed….”

Jenny moved from her agitated husband and picked up her phone that had just beeped then chuckled dryly.

“…Z has seen the video and says he’s very proud of the positive influence he’s having on me…”

Leo surely doubted the veracity of that idea but kept quiet as she went on.

“…And if everything goes well with Jacob then there could definitely be some lucrative work for me in the near future…”

Her hand threw off any remaining clothes she had on then ran towards the bathroom.

“…Going to have a shower so you’ll have a lovely clean girl to go to bed with…”

He seriously questioned Jenny would ever be clean or pure again as the sound of the pump purred but then cuddled her barely covered form from behind as she drifted off into the ether and whispered. 

“…I sense everything is changing for the better.”

As if to prove Jenny right - even though Leo knew she was wrong - the letter confirming her promoted status as a part-time teacher arrived two days later and he knew for certain there was no point arguing about taking the post or how she had degenerately formed the opportunity.

Leo had worked out previously that the only choice left on the bare table of their romance was a divorce he did not want, or the grudging acceptance that his wife was entitled to a brief period of sexual insanity.

Subsequently, he acquiesced in silence and understood that however debilitating and depressing the experience was of seeing his precious wife used and abused like a whore to increasing amounts of men, the dramatic spectacle was becoming a compulsion because unbearably his body ached to know what would happen next.

Jenny sat patiently in their small compact sports car and only came to life when they arrived at the large expanse of open fields and tents where the Biker meet was taking place at The Roast then literally ran to Z’s strong arms when she saw him and gushed.

“Hi, I’ve so missed you.”

They kissed deeply before he went to place fingers below the low hem when a large black hand stopped him in his nefarious track and a base voice muttered coldly.

“No touching Z as this Bitch is mine for the weekend or have you forgotten…?”

He had the lanky lovely blonde girl at his side who was wearing a skimpy summer dress and snarled.

“…As the contract states I cede Arabella to you for the next couple of days, but I need you do to both agree?”

The sublime almost regal looking girl moved to Z’s side then wrapped her long legs around an available iron thigh and sighed throatily.

“Sure, J anything for you.”

Z, now with a girl on each arm or leg, then gurgled lowly.

“Yeah, I know the deal and…”

The hand that was under Jenny’s skirt then moved below the tactile dress which caused Arabella to gasp as he spoke.

“…Be assured that I’ll teach the Slut how a real man should fuck her sweet meat…”

In gesture he pushed Jenny over towards the heavily built black male who then eased his thick arm round her waist as Z went on. 

“…While my squeeze is yours for the weekend as promised if she agrees.”

Although she was being traded like some low slave, Jenny felt a weird flush of power as she pressed her lower body against Jacob’s masculine bulge in the jeans and gushed.

“Yes, yes I’m ready and engaged to play my part…”

His hand found her buttocks and pulled her in tightly to sense their combined primitive urges as she whimpered.

“…Z has given you his pussy, Jacob…”

She leant up and licked his full pink lips before laughing.

“…So be sure to take very good care of it.”

With a sudden twist of his muscular arms, he pulled Jenny onto his broad shoulder and as Z and her husband watched in some masked shock at the speed of his actions, then marched off towards a distant tent, while shouting out for the whole Biker cosmos to hear.

“Be certain that’s what I’m going to do Z…”

He slapped her uncovered ass as they wandered off erratically.

“…I’ll give it her so good she’ll never be coming back…!”

Jenny waved at Leo mockingly before the flap of the tent was passed through and Jacob threw his prize onto the bed and smiled as he saw her short skirt high on the thigh to display the tiny white pretty panties below when he grumbled.

“…Show me my pussy, Bitch.”

She slowly pulled the tiny teasing knickers down then off and touched her slimy vaginal sliver and exhaled breathlessly.

“This is Z’s pussy which he’s generously lending out to you but it’s still his not yours.”

Jacob chuckled at her front then sat beside Jenny and ran long black fingertips over the slick viscous groove.

“Fuck, I can see you definitely get-off on being given away Bitch, bet you’ve been thinking and dreaming for this…”

He purposely placed her trembling hand on his covered erection and pulsed.

“…Well say ‘hello’ properly and I’ll give you what you need…”

Jenny quickly removed his jeans - he had no shorts on - and made a base primal sound when the primed black living steel came into sight which she reflexively licked slavishly all over including the huge full balls as he stroked her soft hair and groaned.

“…You do need it Baby, don’t you?”

Her head was drawing him by now and she salivated.

“Yes, you big Black Bastard I admit I have worried then wondered what it would be like filling me…fucking me…”

Jenny entered into an oral rhythm and felt her craving build with his as she gasped.

“…I do want it, Jacob.”

He flicked the girl’s clitoral button to torment her and sighed.

“Call me J…”

The man rolled on his back to leave his masculinity pointing vertically to the mucky heavens and muttered provocatively.

“…Kneel over me and let it slide on inside…”

She immediately crouched over the irresistible irrepressible length and began to melt as he gurgled.

“…Who’s pussy, is it?”

Jenny quivered in irrational craving and base desire but held fast.

“Please J, it’s Z’s pussy don’t torment me.”

He took hold of his dynamic prick and rubbed the curved peak of it on her womanly entrance then felt her malleable softness and wetness as his voice cooed.

“Just say this is your pussy J and let me sit on it…pretty please.”

His strong hands held her delicate hips in place to agonisingly prevent her fall which promptly sent Jenny past the ability to think straight as she began to moisten and drip.

“Don’t J…I belong to Z…”

As if she lived in a parallel cosmos, Jenny felt badly about being disloyal to the depraved Biker Boss where faithlessness towards her adoring husband seemed strangely unimportant as she wailed wantonly.

“…I can’t betray him; you can fuck my pussy but it’s still his.”

Jacob eased his grip and she slid onto the spitting head of the stiff prick as he made her feel unacceptably hollow and sighed rudely.

“Last chance Bitch…who’s cunt it this?”

He then allowed her body to fall slightly more until it was nearly past the evocative point of no return when Jenny’s internal muscles grabbed it like an old friend and her resolve disappeared like so much vapour on a warm morning as she whimpered.

“My pussy is yours J…”

Jacob finally let her ebb then flow to where she wanted to be then felt the first squeeze of delectation when she leaned and arched her back against the black treasure within then murmured submissively.

“…Pussy and cunt is all yours to fuck…Oh fuck…why do I love this so much…?”

She ground intensely against his thick cock and swiftly lost her mind.

“…I love to fuck…and be used by randy Bastards like you…”

Jacob pulled off her top to leave her almost naked apart from the sodden panties that had already been passed by his erection as she moved ever faster until the sensually ignited fireworks inevitably went off in her addicted brain and Jenny sat heavily on the solidity still inside and began to sway then giggle like an infant.

“Why am I such a naughty girl J?”

He sharply spun Jenny over onto the bed and then proceeded to fuck her with incredible pace and frantic force until she found sullied bliss a second time and only at this second did the man pour his warm plentiful seed inside her special place then smirked nastily.

“Because you’re just a cheap Slut like the other girls here and…”

Impossibly he started to harden again to this callous pronouncement about her as she fought for breath.

“…I’m going to give it you, real good Bitch!”

Jenny opened watery thighs wider and wider to enjoy the solid weight on top of her slight body then kissed his smooth mouth and muttered.

“Z does me one time after another Baby…”

She sensed him pulse and smiled without moving her lips because she instinctively knew how to press an egotistical man’s buttons as her voice whispered teasingly.

“…Can you do that because I admit that although I used to be a schoolteacher…”

Their tongues met in passion as she gabbled.

“…But I am definitely a Slut now so if you want to own my pussy J then use it good Baby…”

Jenny could reflexively feel it growing thrillingly in the tight passage between her shaky legs and it made her aware of the unrealised sexual clout she now had.

“…Fuck your pussy J…claim it and make me yours…”
Her vagina clamped down on the rigid black stiffness and groaned in rapacious pleasure for multiple unfathomable reasons.

“…That’s it, Baby…fuck that’s good…I embrace being a naughty and dirty so don’t lessen the fucking pace.”

She kept him sexually alive for two long feverish hours before they finally walked out to the barbeque where Jenny sat on his thigh - as he tried not to show his exhaustion - before winking at Z who had beauteous blonde Arabella rubbing her recently used cunt on his knee while wrapping fine delicate arms around the man’s strong shoulders.

Weirdly, Jenny felt emotionally stable even though both men had crudely taken her body and ate copious amounts of food then drank beer while noticing Leo staring over out of the corner of his eye as if she was about to ignite like an explosive charge.

Whether it was Z, Jacob, or the portly Sam Mason, she had discovered men desired her and if her head could get past the patent indecency, which improbably she could, then this illicit game of being used for sexual favours was becoming compelling and apparently - with unknown opportunities opening up - possibly lucrative as well.    

Therefore, Jenny rode relentlessly on J’s bike then gross cock in every conceivable sexual way during the next couple of days before watching her latest lover roar away on his grand silver bike - luscious Arabella was holding on tightly - with mixed feelings then took her meek husband to his tent and stood in her small tight denim shorts and pressed him onto his knees between warm moist legs and mumbled.

“I’m sorry I’ve ignored you over the weekend Darling but as a treat, pull my shorts down and suckle me clean because…”

She gasped because his tongue was already in her female line, and she pushed against the divine pressure and grumbled.

“…Jacob did me deep and surely hit my bits while you can feel how fertile he was…”

Leo gorged on the streaming hormonal juices as she simpered.

“…Make me spotlessly clean Darling because your wife has to say goodbye to Z…”

Jenny stroked his skull then growing blonde hair as he worked tenderly until her sensual mound and subtle creases were suitably regenerated before she shivered to a passing gently enjoyable orgasm and sighed.

“…Wait for me in the car and be sure…”

She laughed at her own dissolution.

“…I’ll come back dirty because without a doubt your wife has turned into a very bad pussycat.”

Leo did as his wife demanded, before she walked slowly to Z’s tent then ceremoniously kneeled and extracted his cock before attentively sucking it in a show of her physical desire for him.

“Missed me Baby…?”

He was incredibly hard in seconds then pulled down the fragile shorts and ran his fingers over the magnetic pink groove as she exhaled.

“…This is still your wet warm pussy Z, and I had Leo clean it especially for you to foul and fuck before I departed…”

He picked her up and rammed basely into his sexual property as she wriggled then giggled.

“…Tell me this is still yours Baby.”

Z gurgled and rutted her roughly while grumbling.

“Sure is Bitch, as now you know I’m still the King.”

She closed her eyes and thought only about Jacob’s glorious black erection and pretended it was still inside her then began to understand her part in this depraved world of Alpha males.

“Yes, yes Z he was no comparison Baby just didn’t have the gift…”

Jenny could sense him about to erupt already to her words and firmly squeezed her thighs around his back to heighten and encourage the impending ejaculation that soon spurted delectably creamy nectar in her smooth belly as she sighed in false gratification because the promiscuous girl had come to glory so many times anything else was beyond her.

“…Like you do Z?”

His dark eyes betrayed a trace of fatigue showing that perhaps Arabella had also secretly left her succulent sleazy mark like she had on her man, before Z gazed at her in unspoken circumspection and as if he was no longer thinking with his deflating cock.

“You’re quite a discovery Jenny and given this weekend when you impressively handled Jacob and then the commendable incident with your obliging pudgy Boss that has fortuitously given you more free time…”

He lowered Jenny onto to shaky feet then kissed her lips softy and inhaled.

“…Then I will be finding some interesting work for you and my precious pussy which will prove profitable and pleasurable for us both…”

The bulky man pulled up his grubby trousers and vainly tried to make himself presentable for the judgemental Biker world waiting outside and smiled.

“…If you’re interested?”

She picked up her sexy shorts and then eased them up her slender legs then held them just below her feminine prize and laughed confidently as if she was up for anything.

“This pussy is yours Z so tell me what you want and…”

She shuffled elegantly into the denim shorts and smirked.

“…We’ll see if I can make it work for us both!”

He slapped her pert bottom and promised to make contact very soon before she ran to her husband’s car when they set off almost romantically towards the setting sun in a cloud of fine sandy dust.

Again, on the journey home, hush ensued given the disturbed duo were understandably lost in their own personal dilemmas and Leo only broke the mood of internal introspection when they pulled into their drive, and he spoke thoughtfully but sincerely.

“I still love you Jenny and although I have thought about ending this madness because it is often difficult to watch…” 

He stopped the vehicle and took her hand meaningfully.

“… Have made the decision that I will see it through with you wherever it leads.”

As if to prove her lack of sense or virtue Jenny merely grinned carelessly.

“It’s obvious what I do makes you hard so let’s get you in and between my thighs because you know Z did his stuff to reclaim me…”

She threw her hand high in the air and began to strip while crossing the threshold.

“…And I feel sticky and desperate to cum!”

Leo did as she requested before they shared a snack half-naked around the kitchen table where he glanced admiringly at his wife’s beauty and incredible fall from innocence or grace then could only wonder what was coming next because every day since the incident after being attacked by the renegade Bikers had been such an extraordinary debilitating, but undeniably erotic adventure.

Everything was calm for a few days while Jenny finished her final obligations at the local school until her new job kicked in on Thursday and Friday when she began working as a temporary fill-in teacher which Leo was beginning to understand was a far more flexible and profitable way of earning a living.

The weekend inevitably brought them to Bakersfield once again where Jenny barely came off Z’s enraged cock for more than a few hours while Leo continued to unspeakably revel in the depraved clean-up duties his familiar low position in the Biker’s hierarchy merited.

On the usual muted drive back, Leo noticed that his wife had put a suitcase in the car and eventually broached the subject when they stopped for a drink, and he murmured cautiously.

“What’s the luggage?”

She sipped her beer and sighed.

“Z and I are now involved in some business and there’s clothes in the cases which will help me use my undeniable female allure to its full potential…”

He stared at her in confusion, but his wife merely giggled.

“…Don’t worry it’s not illegal and it will be something I’m becoming more than adept at doing and…”

Jenny leaned over and stroked his crotch pointedly.

“…If you’re a Good Boy I might let you watch the videos taken on that clever little camera.”

She refused to say another word but with this apparent new contract his wife now had in hand, three days later on Wednesday morning he watched in fascination as she put on sheer black stockings, a cute lacy bra, sheer panties and suspenders under a tight pencil skirt then a cream silken blouse above a small, tailored black jacket.

While Leo gazed in concern or bemusement, she slipped on shiny patent stiletto shoes and grinned provocatively.

“Like what you see Darling…would you employ me?”

He groaned and gasped.

“I ache to fuck and suck you dressed like that!”

She giggled coquettishly.

“Good, now you understand my job because I’m the provocative honey trap to get information for Z.”

Leo exhaled in disbelief.

“You’re going to prostitute yourself for him?”

His wife laughed softly and drolly.

“The pussy below this salacious outfit you must recall and appreciate still belongs to Z and I would willingly fuck anyone he tells me to…”

She shivered slightly in sensual agitation and caught her glamorous reflection in the wall mirror.

“…But using my untested beauty to see if I can get hit for money while helping him…”

His madcap wife involuntarily brushed the front of the evocative skirt and sighed.

“…Is just too decadent and deliciously dangerous an offer to ignore or refuse…”

Jenny smirked and inhaled.

“…Bear in mind that while doing these jobs I might be home late…”

She gurgled and ran to the sound of a taxi horn.

“…Or occasionally on my time away from teaching, not at all!”

Leo was mortified but shamefully stiff as well because now he increasingly understood the supernatural hold Z had on Jenny and partially what she was determinedly set upon.

He inadvertently pressed his erection and groaned weakly because his once sensible wife had surely been turned into a Slut directly under of his nose and the wonderful and terrible part of this was that he secretly loved that she was.

His eyes closed in personal horror as he immediately rudely imagined the lewd lustful men she would be teasing and tempting with her heavenly form when to his eternal disgrace his lower form shuddered to sullied bliss, and he went in disgrace to change his soiled shorts before work.

Jenny returned that night as usual but was absent the next one and eventually was waiting there when he drifted back from the office in the afternoon at which time she handed him the slim black recorder and smiled wanly.

“Put it onto my phone and you can watch it but…”

She started to remove the jacket and blue skirt then chuckled.

“…Come upstairs first and clean me because this initial mission is now successfully completed, and hopefully Z will be pleased when we meet up tomorrow when I am sure there will other similar jobs next week.”

Leo quickly went to his computer and began to download then transfer the data until the video was ready to roll when he inhaled in nervous tension or expectation before pressing play.

Jenny then appeared on the screen sitting demurely at a desk in her pretty outfit when he heard the sound of an unknown male voice.

“I’ve read your impressive file Jennifer and am happy for you to join our splendid team for a few days trial if you wish?”

She must have turned her bag because Leo immediately saw that her interviewer was a tall ordinary looking middle-aged man with grey receding hair who grinned as his wife answered with an unusual accent to her voice which made her sound less intelligent than she was.

“Thank you so much Mr Jones as I do have little experience in your line of work and sincerely ask you will show me precisely what goes where so I don’t let you down.”

He chuckled and showed a wobbly double chin.

“Sure, Jennifer and please call me Brett.”

The screen went blank for a while then it restarted with fresh images of his wife’s glorious head of hair neatly perched between his open legs below the desk as she cooed.

“Is this OK Brett, as I’ve only ever had one boyfriend before and don’t know if I do this properly?”

The man held her head tightly over his hidden but obviously inflated prick and exhaled on the edge of ejaculation.

“It’s wonderful Jennifer and if you want…”

He erupted obviously but filthily into her red painted mouth and sighed tiredly as if the sugar rush was draining him.

“…You finish off putting the documents away while I rest and maybe we can go out for dinner after which you can do more practice if you like?”

Jenny looked up and licked his small soft cock and sounded ever more like a Bimbo.

“Thank you so much Brett I would love that and…”

The purse turned so he could see her face beaming sweetly before sucking him again.

“…I so do want to improve and make a good impression here with you.”

There was another momentary period of darkness before the video restarted showing Jenny on his desk with the skirt bunched up at the waist and her silky stocking legs wrapped tightly around this anonymous male’s solid back as he pumped away and grunted without charm or care.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since I saw you Jennifer…”

Her hands waved about in apparent rapture as he continued to move in purposeful primal motion.

“…I swear I love you and will leave my wife if you can maybe stay on?”

Jenny cried out skittishly in her apparent facade of stupidity.

“Sure, Brett that all sounds utterly perfect…”

She slid away from under him then kindly placed her lanky lover in the leather chair and smiled.

“…But meanwhile have a doze and let me finish in the file room while you can regather your male virile energy because…”

Her warm pink lips kissed his small penis in passing and she laughed dirtily.

“…Because I’m going to lay face down on the desk once I’m done and you can fuck me from behind…”

She gassed and giggled.

“…Because I have always dreamed of having it that way.”

The end of this pornographic nightmarish movie was the images of his lovely wife on her belly with the sexy skirt pulled up high waist high again while the recovered insignificant male surged his small erection inside the slimy pussy and started to fuck her and groaned pathetically while doing so.

“Oh Baby, I want you to stay here as you are such a wondrous treasure to have and hold in the office.”

Leo stared intently at the quick base intimacy and weirdly knew that this ultimate part of the depraved story was partly for him and his personal perverted pleasure because - given the man’s physical and emotional state - his wife undoubtedly had already gathered whatever documents Z wanted and this last scene to this sullied theatre was merely a celebration for them both of her ability to play the whore to his command and expectation.    

The subsequent weekend drive to Bakersfield was therefore subdued and contemplative given there were many issues that were best left unsaid between the couple and when they arrived Jenny quickly scuttled off with Z to his tent while Leo waited for Liza to be taken by the latest randy Biker granted access to her private parts before he was allowed into her temporary home for cleaning duties.

From that pernicious point the next few of days continued in the same sleazy fashion as previous weeks until they returned to Fresno where Leo lay between his wife’s disloyal thighs and sucked what the buffed leader had crudely deposited there before their departure and sighed weakly.

“Are you working for Z this week?”

She stroked his fair hair and sorely revelled to the tender oral touch of him.

“Have you missed this Darling as I purposely did not let you near my sexual centre this weekend to punish you.”

He grumbled and gasped.

“You know I have Jenny and I’m sorry.”

Her voice was lilting.

“And why are you sorry Darling…?”

She parted her thighs wider and tormented him.

“…As you are still clearly jealous and a bit Antsy!”

Leo shivered and sputtered through the thick sexual fluids.

“I can’t help it Jenny and I’ll try not to be because I did promise.”

His wife shivered to sensual glory then chuckled because his attentive touch always made everything sweeter.

“Kiss my pussy, Darling, and tell me who it belongs to.”

He did as she demanded then pressed his warm saturated lips to the sicky centre and whispered respectfully.

“This is Z’s pussy, and may I ask who he has asked you to give it to this week?”

Jenny snickered childishly and literally rubbed his nose in the flowing fluids along with a huge dose of humble pie.

“That’s better, and for your information I’ll be working for him on a job where I shall play a temporary maid in a rich guy’s mansion when maybe our mature male target will try and get friendly with me…”

Leo could sense her libido starting to rise again.

“…Especially in the sexy uniform Z gave me which I will display for your delectation if you’re a very good boy…”

Her lower hips bucked against his soaked face in excitement until she twisted in climactic bliss.

“…Fuck Darling, I know it’s difficult for you, but your special girl is definitely having a most arousing and interesting time and I am loving it.”
He gently patted this familiar female crease to dry it and exhaled pathetically.

“Jenny, please take some videos of this new venture because I do declare…”

Suddenly this subtle intimate part of his wife seemed entirely out of his control.

“…I love sharing it all with you as well …and would appreciate seeing you dressed for your latest diversion please.”   

Leo did eventually see Jenny wearing the divisive but divine uniform and could not stop thinking about what she was up to from the second she left for the interview on Tuesday afternoon then, when the work began the following morning for a two-day trial period.

When Jenny returned late Friday afternoon, Leo impulsively grabbed the slim recording device while Jenny showered and, after transferring the assuredly lewd video to her phone, then could barely contain his desire to watch it all himself because what came onto the screen was spectacularly decadent and incredibly erotic.

Firstly, it revealed his sublime wife wearing the evocative black and white silky maid’s outfit on her nylon covered knees to a bulky middle aged white male who was grunting as she sucked his surprisingly long erect cock.

“My, Jennifer, I was definitely right to give you the job and…”

He slowly selfishly fucked her mouth then smoothed her gleaming reddish head as if she was a pet.

“…If you carry on like this then I might make think about making it permanent?”

Jenny then proceeded to gently suck and lick his big heavy balls to the edge of ejaculation before simpering.

“Thank you, Mr Taylor, and with your wife away then be assured…”

The ungainly tubby man shivered and jerked between her spitting lips while she gulped down and smiled.

“…I will do my best to impress you!”

Leo’s wide incredulous eyes then witnessed Jenny doing just that in the eternally provocative uniform when she was jumping on top of his belly then under the fat Bastard or finally from behind when the skirts and frilly underskirts were bunched over her back while his active cock used his wife’s precious place as if she was truly a whore.

As always - after the fervent sex - the man slept soundly and deeply, probably in the maid’s room, allowing her to search then discover whatever it was that Z wanted for his business until another investigation had been apparently successfully put to bed.

So to speak!        

The deviant recordings were then sent to Z who responded with positive glowing words before there was another soundless drive to Bakersfield and then a further sullied celebration with the two of them, as if they both got off on his ability to own and use her easy cunt for his unknown purposes which was an emotion that was not entirely lost on Leo’s sensibilities either.

Once this unreasonable arrangement was firmly set in motion then it seemed to develop a degenerate life of its own over the next few months as Jenny worked a few days a week doing her teaching role then embarking on innumerable other subversive jobs for Z ranging from office and domestic work or various other forms of degenerate employment that always had one thing in common for her.

She was always grifting then grinding with her recently developed female charms and sexual talents on flexible knees or a wonderfully arched back to find what it was that Z wanted while earning vast amounts money in the duplicitous process.

Needless to mention, Sam Mason reappeared like a Bad Penny who took Jenny to dinner and then bed - Leo watched the unsettling video to prove it - when he religiously pumped the young woman and formerly faithful wife with his big black cock and did a wonderful performance and masculine show of enjoying the whole debased experience.

In truth, it was not much of a stretch for his comely wife to follow suit because her stocky Boss was blessed with virility and after experiencing Jacob, her sexual palate was definitely developing a taste for thick ebony manhood, and she remained in his hotel bed all night and did not return until the early morning with the prospect of another promotion in the proverbial pipeline.

Talking of the dynamic Jacob, Jenny did share another dirty debauched weekend under his physical power and sexual prowess before, once more, declaring her true sensual loyalties still lay with Z, but sometimes when her husband looked on from afar, he doubted that fact, and whether his formerly respectable loyal wife even knew herself anymore within this sexual maelstrom she was involved with.

However, such matters were far beyond his comprehension or ability to affect because all Leo knew for sure was that Jenny was steering a scandalous course that could not be deflected or turned and after living together like this for nearly four months there was only one thing he could see for certain.

This was that incredibly their bank account was overflowing with funds - mainly though his wife’s latest ability to find shabby work - given Jenny was spending more and more time away pursuing Z’s latest needs or enquiries which left him far too much solitary time to ponder or dwell.

Subsequently, and because the money he had placed on one side for emergencies was no longer needed for that purpose, Leo silently decided that playing second fiddle in the Bloodhounds universe was no longer a good option.

Therefore - in a most surreal fit of pique - he sought out and bought a powerful second-hand Harley which was then stored in a garage near the office before he began to secretly train in the many evenings Jenny was away until almost miraculously a necessary licence was obtained in less than two dedicated weeks.

Then, when his wife walked out in the early dawn of another Saturday morning - after getting home late of the Friday night - to take the well-worn route towards Bakersfield by car he slyly wheeled the gleaming glamorous glinting bike from the garage and murmured jokingly at her.

“Ready to rock and roll, Babe?”

She smiled brightly and walked over to the impressive machine to sensually caress the erotically curved handlebars then smirked at him.

“Darling, have you really become a Biker?”

Leo shrugged and laughed.

“Perhaps, because if you can’t beat them then why not join them and in your many absences…”

He could not claim ignorance of what Jenny was up to because the multiple videos were damning and showed her promiscuous bent, over and over again in so many varied and degenerate ways which were forever playing in his giddy head as he murmured.

“…I have done the purchase on the bike, and have a licence so I can maybe join the Bloodhounds for real and…”

His brown eyes glowed with more aspiration than common sense.

“…Maybe win you back?”

Jenny merely laughed then changed into the medium length denim shorts and a strappy blue top before placing her other clothes for the weekend in the storage area at the rear of the machine and purposely spread delectable thighs over the comfortable leather saddle then rubbed indecently down with her hips to show the precious mound below.

“Who does this belong to Darling?”

In truth so many men had used this recently it was hard for him to tell but he provided the expected answer so as not to ruin the trip.

“It belongs to Z, Jenny.”

She smiled like the emerging sun that was rising and brushed her fingers against the sparkling metal on the tank.

“That’s correct and if you want to fuck me then you will have to get his permission…”

Leo took the pole position in front then felt Jenny’s delicate arms and hands wrap around his lean form as she whispered throatily.

“…Which I seriously doubt he will provide but I sincerely respect and love the efforts you have made Darling and if the vibration gets me going as it normally does on a long ride, then you will have to stop and make me cum with your clever sensual tongue because I’ve been a successful little worker for Z…”

He brought the engine to life and turned the throttle which made her groan in response.

“…And he promised me a thick masculine reward which along with this surprise is already making me wet my panties…”

She held on tightly and shouted out crazily before they sped off towards the atmospheric horizon.

“…If I was wearing any!”

As Jenny predicted she made him park twice in deserted laybys along the way to suckle her back to sanity before they finally arrived at the large site where Leo roared into the lair of the Bloodhounds when Z ambled over and smirked at this impressive new form of transport.

“This yours…?”

Leo nodded proudly then watched in despair as Z’s large hands tugged his pretty wife off the saddle then undid and lowered the shorts to her knees in a single motion before easing fingers into her wet crack and grumbling.

“…How about this?”

The subject of his enquiry ground in helplessness and capitulated to the despotic leader.

“No Z that is all yours.”

The Bastard and epitome of a superior supercilious male howled then held Jenny roughly by her tangled hair and sighed.

“Come with us.”

She was slowly manhandled with her hapless husband following meekly behind and once inside the privacy of the tent, Leo watched as his beautiful wife discarded the shorts entirely then, after removing his primed cock from the jeans, began to suck it worshipfully while Z stroked Jenny’s glorious hair and muttered to Leo.  

“I presume you have a licence…?”

The powerless partner - watching his gorgeous wife giving head like a cheap Slut - nodded as Z exhaled in pleasure.

“…Fine then for your patience and service to date I will present you with a Bloodhounds jacket later tonight after you are given the defining mark of the tribe…”

He was solid now as - in her lust - Jenny removed his jeans, pushed him onto the bed in a sitting position then straddled the powerful legs to impale the wanton wet part of her down on the divisive hardness before moving crudely against the sublime force as she shivered with female passion and mumbled to Leo.

“…So, what have you got to say to that?”

All the man could do was look on in absolute agony as his worthless wife drove wildly against the rigid flesh until it eventually ejaculated inside her when she licked Z’s lips and placed appreciative arms around his neck before staring expectantly at Leo once more.

“Say thank you for such generosity Darling.”

Her spouse could barely talk but then found the energy to do so and mumbled feebly.

“I am delighted to get the jacket Z…it’s great honour…”

The leader of this lawless group nodded in acceptance of his munificence then rose and pushed Jenny casually away onto the mattress with his plentiful seed pouring from her womanly crack as Leo spoke in less than pure instinct.

“…And let me clean her up for you.”

Z smirked in satisfaction then left when Leo bent his troubled head and started to extract the seminal poison from his wife’s creases and crevices as she spread her legs in delectation and simpered.

“Oh Darling…I’ll soon be married to a real Bloodhound Biker…”

Her voice trailed off as a small orgasm hit the sensual spot.

“…I’m so proud of you!”

The cleaning service to Jenny was soon completed before Leo teamed up with Liza at her small tent who complimented him on the capture of such an impressive bike and explained how everyone was looking forward to viewing the award of their precious leather jacket later which was quite an achievement because such items were rarely handed over lightly.

Therefore, despite an overwhelming sense of ongoing ignominy in forever witnessing his wife’s endless indiscretions, he took the bloody red mark on his inner thigh bravely then weirdly beamed as the man whose randy hands were endlessly on Jenny’s precious places gently placed the treasured Bloodhounds jacket around his shoulders while the fellow tribe members applauded when for a moment Leo almost felt at home in what the sensible part of his brain surely knew were the bowels of Hell.

Z explained pragmatically that he was now a fully-fledged part of the gang, although sadly rutting rights were reserved to the older members or the special ones that had proved their worth in battle or wisdom for the fold, and although rights to any of the girls for fornication could not be yet granted, he was generously permitting him to have the use of Liza’s mouth for the weekend.

Given what Leo knew about Jenny delivering to him it seemed a lopsided bargain to Leo but all he could do was smile blankly during the ceremony then enjoy Liza’s sucking his cock while thinking mainly about his wife’s infidelities before swiftly finding filthy heaven then swapping roles because her pussy was being fouled and filled by another crude crass biker and she naturally expected and needed a reciprocal service.

Along with many of the other females here that had grown attached to his skilled mouth.

The long days then followed their usual course before the married couple took the regular road home by Harley and quite bizarrely when Leo arrived, and after licking his wife entirely free from hormonal sperm deposited by Z - as was their depraved routine before leaving - he had the sensation of the strangest epiphany when Jenny wandered off to shower.

Leo realised and recognised that his befuddled head had unexpectedly privately enjoyed himself; while in all honesty he loved the leather jacket marking him as a man amongst men, adored being accepted by his biker peers and most of all simply revelled in his divine bike and the sensation of feeling his luscious wife wrapping arms and sometimes legs firmly around him as they rode or roared off wildly into the desert sunset.

Such a flurry of emotional nirvana lasted only through a long sleep that restored a tired body from the weekend excesses because when the morning arrived the week quickly developed into the usual rituals for him while Jenny had a couple of days fulfilling her teaching duties before the secret and subversive and mercurial world developed by Z started all over again.

It was strangely thrilling but equally devastating to watch his once dependable and devoted wife sensually prepare for another sexual misadventure, at specific the behest of her master for his undoubtedly scurrilous reasons and her personal financial gain, while all he could do was become an interested spectator in the probable destruction of his own marriage.

Unless he confronted Jenny directly and immediately brought whatever partnership they had left crashing down around his ears.

Subsequently, Leo reluctantly watched on intently over the next few weeks and months - especially with the sex videos - as she took job after job at companies, serving in private homes and many bars or restaurants because the outfits and uniforms she went out in for such varied labours became ever more, sexy, alluring and titillating.

They still religiously went as a couple out to meet the other members of the infamous gang either at Bakersfield or other venues around the roads and canyons of California where there were Roasts or rowdy parties which both Leo and Jenny found entertaining and almost addictive for vastly conflicting reasons.

Leo simply quietly revelled in the Bad-Boy lifestyle and the indescribable thrill he got from being astride the seductively energetic engine then behind the curved silver handlebars on the Harley as his sleazy wife still found her kicks on Z’s ever prepared cock while playing their combined part of King and Queen of the Bloodhounds, but he sensed that Jenny’s position on his back seat of his gleam machine was becoming unmentionably less secure than it had been.      

In truth it was just a passing feeling but over the many weeks he had been associated with this tribe of notorious nefarious outlaws or Bikers his instincts had become attuned about how to read the signs of inevitable alteration and there was a discernible change of mood in the intimate relationship between his errant wife and the odious but surely enigmatic leader of the pack.

Somehow, it became obvious to him that the business side of what they were up to was inarguably beginning to take priority.

Leo had good reason to detest Z given the way he had treated Jenny and him especially, but strangely, since he had got the licence and thereby became an accepted leather-jacketed full member of the Bloodhounds an unspoken regard or developing kinship had begun to gradually grow between them.

He still did not allow him to fuck any of the eternally horny girls, as if what they had between their comely thighs was hallowed ground, but generously provided the warm wet mouth of some of the females on a week-by-week basis which seemed equitable because Leo was silently content to provide his own oral services to the women here that he liked.

Of which there were many.

This included Liza - who was still being passed from pillar to manly post - but she appeared more than happy to play her seedy part and given his wife was becoming more estranged from him they had become quite close lately, and often shared pillow talk while sleeping together at the end of another full day inside the riotous Biker world.

Their conversations often broached on the mysterious Z - who apparently had so many strings to his bow - but Liza or the other young women he asked knew little about him and his regular life away from this bizarre one until in the end, he stopped asking but started thinking because Leo was surely educated and he felt perhaps it was already past due time that there was some subtle research from his side.

In all honesty he was unsure on how he would do it but given this dictatorial man Z had turned his existence completely on its head then it was only fair that he understood who in Lucifer’s name he was.

Then, just past six months after all this madness and mayhem had begun in relative fate or innocence, everything changed entirely because Jenny - who had enjoyed another promotion through her predatory boss Sam Mason - came home one Tuesday evening from providing supervision at one of the junior schools - and sat down wearily before simpering tiredly at her husband.

“I have something important to tell you Darling…”

Leo could instantly tell by the cold clear look in her blue eyes that that the news would be painful before she went on to remove any doubt. 

“…My new assignment for Z involves pretending to fall in love with a handsome rich guy and living like girlfriend and boyfriend as I need to gain his complete trust…”

She shuffled uncomfortably on the seat in the demure plain blue dress uniform and clear pantyhose below of a school supervisor.

“…He knows I am married but have sneakily told him that we are separated and have an understanding about leading separate lives…”

Her face twisted in amusement which Leo did not share.

“…Therefore, this wealthy influential man wants to take us both for dinner tomorrow night to be sure that things are as I have explained because he’s naturally suspicious given his elevated position and I suppose this is a test for me or perhaps you because Denny wants to see your reaction to his undeniable interest in me.”

Jenny’s husband’s mouth seemed to drop as he gasped.

“Have you already got the job with him?”

Jenny sniggered meanly and threw him the thin recorder.

“As you will see, he is entirely familiar with my body already…”

The snigger changed into a juvenile giggle.

“…Although naturally he doesn’t know it belongs to Z who I will secretly feed all the data we need once I fuck him senseless and then go through the computers as I do with the rest of my clients…”

Jenny leaned back involuntarily barely knowing the immoral admission she was making.

“…In time perhaps all over the world as I have much to inspect…!”

Her azure eyes had a mock pleading look to them.

“…So will you come with and play the part of the understanding abandoned husband…pretty please …?”

She knew Leo extremely well and threw in a small temptation or reward for him.

“…As if you come along then you can watch the videos already made and I’ll let you suck his ejaculate out of me because he’ll undoubtedly fuck me most of the night after dinner tomorrow at the hotel before I return here in the morning to get some clothes after which I’ll only see you intermittently for a while…”

She sighed wearily but Leo could sense her understated sensual anticipation of another new licentious mission.

“…As I’ve taken some holiday weeks from work given how hard I need to concentrate on my target…”

Her delicate thighs parted slightly in base reflex below the dress.

“…Who is mercifully quite fun and handsome in a lean flamboyant way but don’t be jealous Leo because, as with Z and Jacob or the other guys when they have me…”

It seems that Leo’s wife was entirely heartless possibly without meaning to be.

“…When I’m full of seed and sexually glowing I am always grateful to have a supportive husband like you to come home to.”

He longed to swear and refuse this outrageous request but perhaps by now his unstable mind had been conditioned by her endless indecency and adulteries.

Therefore, all Leo could do was merely, meekly nod in agreement then take the insidious recording stick to furtively watch the sleazy images of his wife dirtily sucking this slender pale man’s unusually large cock before readily bending over a polished desk when the anonymous male lifted the short sexy black tight skirt and rutted her basely and relentlessly past the heavenly lingerie.

Her disturbed husband knew the dangerous deviance of his voyeurism and possibly wanted to turn the pornographic movie off but - as previously - simply did not have the mature decency or will not to look and privately helplessly cum over and over again.

Then almost inevitably, despite his understandable reservations, the following night he was sitting in the elegant French restaurant beside his wife looking like a French tart - in the tiny showy dress this admirer had bought - inside the expensive hotel when her potential Boss wandered to their secluded table in a charcoal designer suit and gold tie then stroked Jenny’s fragrant head while whispering.

“Hi Babe…”

His dark eyes looked at Leo or any signs of trouble and spoke without respect.

“…Is this the deserted but compliant husband…?”

Jenny smiled as if he was a comedian and nodded as he went on to shake Leo’s hand firmly then sat beside her while grinning from ear to ear.

“…My name is Denny King, and I must mention you have a luscious, enlightened wife and I’m just checking that you don’t mind me borrowing her for a while…?”

Suddenly he grabbed her lovely shiny hair and pulled the strands down to his lap before Leo heard the evocative unmistakable sounds of a zip being undone then a devilish look of restrained pleasure on his face as she obviously began to suck him while he grunted coarsely,

“…As she’s quite a Girl…”

He shivered on the visible edge of swift climax and laughed.

“…If you know what I mean and given my plans for Jenny then I need to be sure there is no jealous irrational husbands around to cause any muddle or mayhem…”

Leo could see his wife’s cranium working purposefully up and down as his hand selfishly held her still and the man exhaled basely.

“…And I take it you’re not put out that I want to treat her like my own personal sperm depository?”

In the demeaning role as the cuckold husband, Leo could only mutter weakly in vain defence of himself along with his wife’s depravity and questionable honour.

“No Denny, while waiting for the divorce and the sale of all assets I accept that she has complete freedom to live her own life.”

The new man in Jenny’s bed and mouth surged and shuddered until he ejaculated, and Leo could subsequently hear the gasp and gulps denoting the sensual delight or skill of Jenny swallowing the slimy white fluids before her possible Boss gurgled in gratification.

“That’s cool Leo, but please call me Mr King, given my place in her universe, because from this moment Jenny is my special P.A while you are just the wimpy Ex that secretly likes to watch her play, don’t you?”

Leo’s wife slid up from below the table that had partially shielded her shame up to now and stared at Leo for a continuance of this decadent theatre before he murmured without pride or ego.

“Yes Mr King, that’s true…”

He glanced transiently at Jenny who had uncaringly told of his deepest secrets and loss of manhood then tried to be brave for her sake.

“…I confess to a sly penchant for observing in regard to any of her diversions.”

He laughed at such a miserable admission then relaxed back wearily on the chair and placed his arm around Jenny’s slender back while her face was flushing crimson and muttered coarsely without regard for him.

“That’s very honest of you Leo, so enjoy your dinner and if you’re a good polite boy then I will permit you to watch me tie your naughty wife up in my room and fuck her tight ass because I have rightly sensed from the beginning, she aches for subjugation and submission to a real man…”

Jenny kissed his gaunt cheek and licked Denny’s pale lips while he poured champagne and grinned.

“…And be certain that’s what the Bitch will get from me.”

To this statement of carnal intention Jenny merely giggled.

“You’re such a Bastard, Denny…”

Their tongues met then moulded into a passionate kiss which made Leo’s stomach churn before her words made his inner sickness worse.

“…But that’s why I adore you!”

Leo could barely eat as he watched his wife fawning on this lean deceptively handsome but odious wealthy male as they fed each other sumptuous food then rich wine while sharing long kisses or warm embraces.

This was before they led him to an opulent bedroom inside a large suite where the man gently removed Jenny’s short red dress to expose black stockings suspenders and a garter below then placed her on the large, decorated duvet when his wife’s hands were expertly tied behind her back, and she was ceremoniously placed on bended knees.

Then, a bright red ball gag was put in her pink pouting mouth before she stayed stationary and helpless while the man stripped to reveal a huge pulsating circumcised cock that he pressed meaningfully against the cord of the thong panties while slapping the milky flesh disdainfully.

“Nod to your husband and tell him how you would like this Bitch…”

She bobbed her nose as he drew the fragile hips around to face him then applied a little viscous gel to the puckered entrance and sighed.

“…Nod again if you want me to fuck you like the low dog you are Jenny…?”

She responded in kind before his primitive thrust moved the solid erection slowly into her most inaccessible passage which by her reaction he had possibly used before as his voice sighed.

“…Now lower your head into the pillow Bitch and raise your ass to show him your nothing but my Slut…my dirty Slut who I will train to become my perfect courtesan…”

In deviant seconds, he was crudely fucking her bottom as she whimpered in visible rapture while the new man inside this sensational female body took ownership.

“…Isn’t that right Bitch?”

He held her hips firmly and took the captured sensitive young woman like some low dumb animal until they both seemed to explode in primal resolution in the same moment at which permissive point, he carefully removed the restraints before Jenny spoke to Leo dismissively.

“You can leave now Darling as you’ve had your treat and…”

She turned to this obnoxious dominant Monster and kissed his warm wet mouth with apparent love.

“…And if Denny still wants me as his P.A to hone and develop my innate talents…”

The man kissed her back with apparent feeling and played with the available small but pointed hard nipples to emphasise that the question raised was rhetorical.

“…Then I will be back later tonight then off with my Devilish Master for the foreseeable future in the morning.”

Leo blinked miserably than slunk away with a proverbial tail between his wobbly legs and - as if to show how far he had fallen - all his befuddled head could degenerately think about was how he longed to have recorded the debauched incident with the two of them in the hotel room, because the sadistic memories kept bouncing around his fetid brain like a demented pinball and it would have been lush to view it all again at his leisure.

As promised, Jenny arrived in the dead darkness of the night when he dutifully suckled her soiled sexual invert clean before they both surrendered to sleep and when he awoke his divine wife had already showered then gone to this absolute Bastard with whatever items of clothing that were required for her permissive employer which he doubted were very much.

It was clear as day to him to him that the detestable Denny King would generously pay to dress and fuck his once pure wife to his degenerate tastes which most disconcertingly seemed to match hers!

From that moment of desolation and desertion, Leo felt isolated in ways that he had not experienced before because previously with Z or the other men she had been physically involved with, somehow, he had been kept in the loop but now Jenny had escaped his sight or tentative grasp entirely it left behind a vacuum of time and space that needed to be quickly filled before possible depression or senility crept in.

Therefore, he concentrated obsessively on work and when he received a text informing him that his marital partner would not be returning for the weekend Leo - aversely at first - took the Harley from the garage and then settled on the supple seat of power while directing the vehicle towards Bakersfield because, if he could ignore the ignominy heaped upon him there in recent months, the ride on the bike was refreshingly soothing while weirdly since earning his treasured jacket he slyly regarded the Bloodhounds as his own breed.

In keeping with these strange emotions, he was welcomed with kindness and gusto as always while Z seemed delighted that he had made the effort to attend while Jenny was away selling her body and soul for him and his interests, before over the course of the next couple of days, they built on the strange growing camaraderie that was developing between them.

Z generously offered Leo full sexual use of some of the girls, but the desolate man was missing his wife too much to act on the gesture while giving and receiving oral pleasure was enough to placate his sexual needs or desires before the return trip was just as spectacularly visual as the road there and he found that by the time he reached the house it had reset his head to deal with the difficult lonely time ahead.

Jenny did come back for a day or two - merely to keep her hand in at work - then even the following weekend which she spent on Z’s bike and mainly inside his tent after the journey, but this was merely the eye of the storm because she calmly informed Leo that the next few weeks were hectic which included flying all over the world on Dennys’s private jet while he did unrevealed sexual things to her because she no longer provided video images, as if such matters were now unreasonably private between her and this new dissolute lover.

What concerned Leo the most with Jenny was that she started talking about Denny in tender and glowing terms even though he had seen how the horrid man treated her; and it felt to him that he was losing his wife in a far more meaningful and permanent way than the interludes with the notorious Bikers where at least he could witness events as they unfolded.

Given what had happened so graphically at the hotel with Jenny and this powerfully potent male, not knowing anything at all made his lively imagination run amok and caused far more mental agony that he had ever experienced before.

Surprisingly, the Bloodhounds increasingly proved an unanticipated haven or sanctuary for him because they had strangely all become friends or brothers and sisters in arms, and now he was mostly there solo each week, Z - who was always with one girl or another - began to gradually take him into his confidence and almost under a disreputable wing.

The information the man supplied to Leo was general at first but one late afternoon when he was riding a privileged second behind the revered leader, he saw Z gesture to him then point to a desirable and shapely woman who was openly smiling at them while the procession of roaring bikes overtook an expensive open-top car being driven by an insipid man with short brown hair that was presumably her husband.

Leo nodded and smiled in acknowledgment but thought nothing more of the incident until he saw Z on the phone when they stopped, before then unusually placing Liza as rear-seat behind him then walking to his side while grinning with duplicity.

“Follow me at a distance with the other Bloodhounds because this will be an interesting and amusing trip down memory lane for you.”

Naturally Leo was intrigued and confused regarding Z’s mercurial meaning, but all became unsettlingly clear as he tracked him from a distance to the exact same gas station and diner where the original incident of the violent attack on Jenny had started this endless nightmare.

Then - and while he observed from a clear vantage point - his wide eyes could only stare in outraged disbelief because when he did so, exactly the same disruptive theatre and drama played out with the unaware couple he had seen on the road, as had fatefully happened to him and his much-missed wife.

They were apparently assaulted by the same group of men - he recalled the dangerous straggly blonde-haired criminal with the mean snake-like face brandishing a switch blade - before Z arrived loudly and apparently heroically to fight them and save the day.

This was before inevitably roaring away with the glorious woman on the back of his shiny bike while nursing a wound which, if he remembered correctly, seemed to disappear like early morning mist on the mountains when the sun came up, or in his case, when the Bastard started fucking his wife.

It was blindingly obvious that everything that happened to them and now this equally unaware duo had been a diabolical twisted trick and unbelievably Z was now demonstrating this fact to him, as if he would be pleased or even entertained.

In fact, Leo understandably felt deceived and extremely angry especially when incredibly swiftly this gorgeous young woman with inky black hair was bearing the Bloodhounds mark and continually taking the leader’s huge cock on her back in the passage of the next few frenetic days.

On this occasion the boyfriend or husband did not come along for the depraved ride - unlike him - but such realities or practicalities seemed unimportant to Winona who swiftly became his latest squeeze, as if Z needed another mindless conquest and moist easy pussy to occupy him while Jenny was doing what Jenny apparently did best.

Leo sipped his ice beer at the end of the weekend before taking the long trek home and realised that perhaps some missing steel had entered his bloodstream because he vowed that sooner or later there would be a much-deserved day of reckoning for Z although he just needed to pick his moment when this would inevitably come to pass.

Life meandered along the same unstable route over the next month or so while Leo tried to deal with the fact his wife was ever more involved with the corruptive influence of Derry King, but Jenny did not divulge much while Z hardly mentioned what she was up to other than intimating she was doing a wonderful job, and the financial rewards were stacking up.

Although Leo took a dose of questionable comfort from being with the gang, there were multiple occasions, he required distance and space from the motley crew and early one Friday morning he took off alone and headed blindly towards the mysterious distant mountains then stopped along the way for a drink and a bite at one of the many diners that littered the dusty roadside.

Then, when emerging from the refreshing cool of the small restaurant to his great surprise, he saw a tall statuesque girl with short tailored blonde hair leaning against his impressive gleaming bike before she looked up with dazzling green eyes when he came near and whispered throatily.

“Is this your machine?”

Leo stared at her while experiencing the strangest but intoxicating pulse of power and authority as he growled entirely out of his normal amenable character.

“Sure is.”

She seemed to melt against the silver handlebars and simpered coquettishly.

“My name is Daisy and…”

Her body seemed to rise divinely as she spoke.

“…Any chance of a ride as I’d do anything to feel this beneath me.”

He scanned the area to see a small tubby man looking on keenly from an expensive black car and exhaled coldly because Leo was not in the mood for complications.

“Is that your husband?”

She nodded and murmured boldly.

“Yes, he’s called Ray, and we’re here for a fortnight’s vacation from LA, staying at the Desert Inn motel down the road aways to see the many sights around here which is all fine and dandy, but I’ve explained that what I absolutely want more than anything is to sit astride a throbbing bike like this while rolling along the highway.”

Suddenly, he gleaned a strange salacious insight into what she craved and laughed casually.

“Daisy, Daisy… you want to feel your hot pussy on my saddle, Bitch, don’t you?”

Her face turned scarlet as she whined.

“Fuck yes, yes…Please!”

Leo drew back as if reassessing the bizarre situation then momentarily recalled everything had learned about this extraordinary often permissive Biker life and the women that ached to be around it before exhaling cooly.

“You need to understand right now Bitch that any pussy that’s chooses to sit on my saddle belongs to me.”

To this outrageous demand the girl merely smiled weakly.

“What’s your name as if you are to own me then I naturally need to know.”

In that moment Leo made an instinctive transformation into a hardened Biker that had perhaps been progressively forming for a while now, sensing that his old name did not suit the new persona he wanted to project as his lips drew breath then spoke out of pure instinct.

“Luthor….my name is Luthor and if you truly want a ride then tell Ray to come over as I need to put him straight…”

The overweight partner with thinning dark hair soon stood before him nervously as the newly christened Luthor took the reins.

“…Your sweet and pushy wife wants a ride on my Harley, and I’ve told her that any pussy that takes that place belongs to me under the Biker’s code so have you got any problem with that, Ray?”

His dark piggy eyes seemed to widen as he mumbled weakly.

“No Sir if that’s what she says?”

Luthor nodded in comprehension given unfortunately he had direct experience of the wayward mind of a submissive husband and could patently read the signs because clearly this bloated man wanted this to happen perhaps even more than his promiscuous wife.

“OK then wait at the motel and I’ll take her off on the adventure of her life and if she’s a good little Bitch then…”

Leo felt he was playing the part better than Z as he scowled for effect.

“…I’ll come back when we’re ready and fuck her while you watch.”

The man seemed to literally detonate internally as Luthor opened the storage section of the bike then passed trembling Daisy his wife’s shiny white helmet which was placed carefully over her shapely head before she leaned up and kissed his wet lips and spoke up so her husband could hear.

“Thank you Luthor, and I confirm my pussy is freely yours because with my husband’s blessing I’ll do exactly as you command.”

He acknowledged her capitulation by unilaterally raising the low hem of the medium white skirt to her waist which revealed white skimpy cotton briefs below and sighed.

“Get on board then Daisy and tuck the material of the skirt into the waistband so it doesn’t catch…”

She athletically sat astride the divine machine eagerly and did as he mentioned before Luthor sat opposite her while purposely revving the engine from behind then watched in private delight as she reflexively ground her lower body feverishly down before his longest finger eased into the slim panties to feel the saturation as he smiled.

“…Nice pussy Daisy who does it belong to?”

She instinctively grabbed his arm for leverage so she could push against the hardness and heavenly force on her most erogenous spot then cried out weakly.

“You Luthor…fuck you, fuck…how I’ve dreamed about doing this with a rugged demonic Biker like you…”

She shuddered instantly and dramatically to sexual climax in barely any time at all - due to a seedy agitation or imagination - before her new Master turned around to hold the handlebars while she equally gripped his iron waist and he smirked at Ray as if talking to a ghost of his recent past.

“…We’ll be back when I say, so be sure the beers on ice because…”

He released the brake to send them on their way in a great cloud of parched sand that reminded him of Z’s departure from a different location so many months previously and then howled just like the proverbial Bad Boy leader of the pack.

“…Rest assured Daisy will be primed and ready to rock our world by that time!”

As they rode off together into the gathering primal colours of the morning Leo or Luthor felt as if he was the leading star of some film because the original man inside recognised that in truth, he was not a rowdy thug this fabulous female thought he was, although that fact barely seemed to matter because her hands delicately wandered down to his aroused crotch and she kissed his neck like he was the irresistible heartthrob, Marlon Brando.

Leo could sense the luscious long, bare-legged girl hanging on and it made him feel larger than life as they raced wildly for an hour or so before he saw a run-down lonely bar beside a neglected service station, when his aching arms pulled the heated engine into the shadows and walked into the air-conditioned shack then took a seat with her as he saw three lesser-known members of the Bloodhounds looking enviously at his new feminine possession.

In a flush of brashness, he called the dishevelled but leather-jacketed trio over until they were all drinking cool beers when a chubby man called Dave murmured inquisitively while glancing at the glorious girl.

“Who’s the new Bitch?”

Suddenly the newly emerging Luthor once more flowered in the unusual limelight.

“This is Daisy who wanted a journey with a Biker and as I told her husband, she knows the price of pressing her sweet, perfumed pussy on my saddle…”

He saw her green eyes instantly beginning to grow then glow to his provocative words then acted impulsively because the look reminded him of Jenny as he sighed.

“…Whose pussy, is it?”

To his unspoken delight before his peers, she sidled up closely to him without stress or shame then purposely eased his hand under her skirt and groaned.

“Yours Luthor…it’s yours.”

The men stared silently but admiringly as he teased her wetness directly in front of them until she was at the climactic edge when he growled animalistically.

“That’s right Bitch, so now we’ve had a drink to wet your lips you’re going to take my brother Bloodhounds out in the rear shadows and let them cum all over your pale pretty face before…”

She started to shiver and shake in orgasm as her excited body betrayed a sullied mind.

“…I take you back to your husband and fuck you…!”

Daisy fell limp then submissively let Luthor lead her to the shady rear of the property where he pushed her down on bended knees to the fine arid gravel and smiled.

“…Take their cocks out then jerk them over your pert mouth.”

She seemed initially shocked but quickly recovered before obligingly unzipping each pair of jeans when three pulsing erections were pointed towards a red glowing sweet face as her voice gasped revealingly.

“I don’t have much experience doing this.”

Luthor sneered testily because showing mercy was not part of the Biker’s way.

“You want to be my pussy…?”

She blinked and nodded before he smirked.

“…Then learn Bitch and we might let you join the gang.”

Suddenly but tentatively, she began to stroke and squeeze the living flesh until gradually her fingers began to sense the salacious instinctive power a sensual woman has performing this base act before glancing at Luthor timidly as if needing his approval or validation.

“Can I lick and suck them?”

In response Luthor took her manicured blonde head in his palm and sighed.

“Sure, a Whore like you must learn to provide pleasure on command...”

Impressively her lolling tongue and salivating mouth began to savour and explore the rigid and varied lengths of manhood before Luthor firmly moved her head directly over the tip of Dave’s spitting cock and grunted.

“…Suck and swallow it Daisy and don’t spill a single drop before bringing the other Bloodhounds off over that virtuous pretty face of yours.”

The pressure on corpulent, malodorous Dave - as he glided over her plump soft lips - swiftly proved to be too much because he immediately spurted inside Daisy’s wet mouth in a sudden shudder before the girl rubbed the other two men fiercely until her flushing cheeks and clear white skin was disgracefully stained with their slimy gross essence when she smiled wickedly at Luthor and sighed.

“Can I suck them clean like a good Slut…?”

He nodded instantly and observed her delicately and meticulously ingest the excess sleazy residue of semen off their vibrating genitals before finally the three men had their pricks safely tucked back in their dusty jeans and they began to stagger away as Dave mumbled amicably.

“…Fuck you’re a dark horse Le…”

He corrected himself instantly out of sudden respect for the feminine present unexpectedly received and knowing what he had heard.

“…Luthor…thanks…Luthor it was cool.”

The other men nodded their combined heartfelt appreciation - because Daisy was surely a looker - and followed after the fatter Bloodhound while all still breathing heavily as Luthor muttered after them.

“Tell Z, I might bring her over tomorrow night if she’s a good fuck and wants to join.”

The other members of the tribe grinned malevolently then careered off loudly in howling celebration when Daisy walked to him and provocatively bunched the skirt around her tiny waist once more before lowering her wet panties to show how sodden she was below then whining.

“Without question the time today and what just occurred so spontaneously is the most foul but exciting thing that’s ever happened to me Luthor, feel my pussy and make it yours…”

He let his fingers find the plentiful juices as she undid his trousers to remove his stiff cock before - in a demanding manner - he turned and pressed this tall, divine girl against the brick wall and spread her legs as she whimpered in dark desire.

“…I always secretly wanted to be a Slut and a Whore Luthor to a powerful dominant man like you…always have, while my husband Ray has also not so silently fantasised about me doing it for real…”

Luthor crudely pressed inside her ready and horny body in a single ruthless motion and pulled the glinting moist hair as she squealed timidly.

“…Was I a good Little Whore, Luthor…?”

Her felt her vaginal muscles contract around his girth in her seedy needy state.

“…I crave to be a Bad Girl…dirty girl…Oh Luthor…you Bastard you’re fucking my pussy…”

The previously forever anxious or confused Leo unexpectedly found endless energy that he barely knew his unreliable libido possessed, as his slight but hard body took her with feverish pace and force while she grumbled wantonly lost in her own long-held filthy reverie.

“…Fuck, Luthor…I’m going to cum stretched on a Biker’s cock…fuck this pussy make it…”

Daisy involuntarily vibrated like a tightly stretched drum then pressed her hands to the wall as Luthor ejaculated inside her belly as she bent her head in visible surrender and delight.

“…Cum…fuck Luthor I am so into this!”

He turned her around when she crouched down and impulsively started to suck his leaking penis as Luthor stroked the gleaming short flaxen hair and treated her badly because that’s what girls like Daisy and Jenny expected.

“You’re learning Bitch…you see how easy it is with merely a little effort for good girls and wives to suck and fuck…”

To his amazement he was solid once more and held her head as he savoured it.

“…When I get you back to your husband, he will taste me on your tongue and cunt before cleaning it when I will screw your tight ass right in front of him…”

Now it was him that was surrendering to this surreal circumstance.

“…And if you wish to join the Bloodhounds as an honorary member then I might be able to arrange it under certain marked terms and conditions.”

Amazingly - just at the evocative thought - she sordidly trembled to glory before Luthor jerked involuntarily to fill her slippery mouth once more when she collapsed in a heap and then looked up in apparent wonder at him.

“Oh Luthor, who are you…?”

She kissed the peak of his penis and wiped it dry as if it was golden.

“…Superman?”

Luthur merely laughed - almost at himself - then bought another cold beer which they shared together one swig at a time before hitting the same winding road that had brought them to this point feeling bizarrely indeed like the mythical Superman with this beauteous blonde woman clinging on engagingly to his over-performing male skin and bones.

There was no doubt that Daisy was physically blessed and gorgeous but in his mesmerised head, while it felt the cooling breeze as the desert started to lose the glowing heat of the day, he recognised it was not mere attraction that had inspired him sexually but something else that his pseudonym had provoked, and he tried not to analyse the improbable facts too much while focussing more on the satisfaction it provided at multiple personal levels.

When they reached the motel, Ray was waiting, and it proved no ethical challenge for the smitten devoted husband to service then cleanse the sticky crease of his wife’s recently fucked cunt before kissing her sperm-stained mouth before Luthor addressed them both sternly.

“If you want Daisy to become a Biker girl then I can get her through the initiation service tomorrow night when she will forever-bear the mark of the Bloodhounds which will entitle you to then both experience all that you sexually desire for this and next weekend…”

They both seemed to surge and shiver excitedly as he laid Diasy out nakedly on the bed then stroked her curly pubic hair to sense and smell the aromatic moisture and anticipation forming.

“…But this must be trimmed to perfection because out of respect I will have to grant luscious Diasy to our leader Z for the first night who will no doubt wish to sample her feminine talents then decide if she is worthy of sharing with the others.”

The ruddy face man gasped in horror or possible wonder.

“She’ll be used like a whore with them all?”

Luthor chuckled basely.

“That will be up to Z, but isn’t that what you both crave; her being a cheap Slut for rude rough men while you can watch then suck up the white nectar from Daisy’s pussy and maybe…”

Her could see Ray was about to erupt mentally and physically.

“…Some of the other girls as well if our feared leader decides then dictates it.”

The overwhelmed husband dithered but then dutifully cut her already short sensual pubic hair after a shower, just in case they decided to accept an invitation to attend Bakersfield before - as promised - Luthor kneeled behind the angelic athletic young woman and with the application of a little oil proceeded to fuck her virgin ass as if he had done the debauched sordid deed innumerable times before.

In truth he was a much of an anal virgin as she was - both from the point of giving and receiving - but by her climactic vocal reaction to the depravity, he realised that the newly christened Luthor had performed most admirably under the pressurised situation, and he eventually left Daisy dozing while her husband instinctively and perversely licked her leaking backside.

As he drove away in exhaustion, he received a message from the spent but appreciative girl thanking him for the most glorious day and confirming that she was Luthor’s pussy forever which made the man smile inside because it seemed that improbably the immediate future for this young woman and her compliant husband had perhaps been pre-ordained from the moment she sat on his bike.

In much the same way as it had been for him with Jenny, and while his addled head meandered on the dimly lit road Luthor eventually reached the unanticipated conclusion that there were more decadent husbands and wives in secretive search of sexual fulfilment and misadventure outside of the safety of the marital bed than he ever realised.

Needless to mention, he received another text later on from Daisy confirming that she was his pussy and longed to be a part of the Biker gang - even just for the period of their fortnight’s vacation - before suddenly she was standing before the formidable Z in Bakersfield wearing a tiny revealing denim skirt and a strappy black top without a bra already bearing the divisive mark of the raucous Bloodhounds.

Her podgy husband skulked back in the crowd of rude rugged men and scantily clad women from the frightening gang as Z stared out blankly and muttered to Luthor as if he was now somebody of worth and prominence.

“Introduce the new Bitch.”

Luthor pulsed appreciatively at being referred to by this new alias and stroked the trembling girl’s naked bottom below the short hem.

“This is Daisy, and I have taken the liberty of marking her already given that she longs to ride with us for a while…”

Z stared at him for the longest period of time with clear quiet approval as he displayed a flair and arrogance that almost matched his own.

“…And have explained that although she has vowed to be my pussy eternally it is up to our highly regarded leader to decide her immediate fate and I offer Daisy to you.”

The cool overbearing man stroked a smooth beard then smirked and called her to him with a wagging finger and when she was directly in front of his seat, he lifted the skirt a little and sighed.

“Hold the material and let me look at you…”

She did, precisely as instructed, before he gradually drew the white thong panties down to her knees then inspected the female wonders below in some audible satisfaction.

“…Delightfully fresh and prepared I see and all-ready for fucking.”

Daisy pushed her lower body forward involuntarily.

“Luthor told me what to do as he is Master, while my husband trimmed me.”

Z nodded as if this was all entirely expected and ran soft fingertips along the vaginal groove.

“Do you accept being traded because once I fuck you then I will decide who has you next…”

She held his hand and pressed against the rigidity.

“…Luthor told me what would happen, and I accept and welcome everything and only thank you for allowing me to join…”

The girl fell onto bended knees then instantly undid his zip before the enormous erection was between her salivating lips as she sighed.  

“…I am very grateful and wish to show it.”

Z allowed her to demean herself while sitting in his chair of omnipotence before deviously encouraging enthused Daisy to slowly slide her luscious lower body on top of his thighs as his masculine force stretched effortlessly inside her inner vaginal walls when he held the sporty girl tightly and beamed at the former Leo.

“And like you we are equally very grateful to formidable Luthor for providing us with such a delectable feminine treasure…”

She began to instinctively bounce up and down on his spectacular cock now and he squeezed her breasts through the flimsy top and growled.

“…Especially as all such spoils need to be shared and then cleaned which will be your husband’s job if he wishes to remain with you.”

Daisy merely groaned then ground her rapacious form crazily against the iron flesh and revelled in the visual degradation.

“Yes, yes…that’s fine wonderful…that’s my lowly place and his in this erotic dream here…”

Z remained perfectly still as the girl pressed and pushed while driving a luxurious body over the climactic cliff then shook her head in the realisation that he was still erect and snug inside as she whimpered.

“…Fuck…fuck I need your cum…”

She shivered then pushed and twisted like a corkscrew on his male appendage until the tension and pressure created made him haplessly shiver then jerk the evocative fluids into her belly when the girl shuffled down on him and bent her blonde tailored fringe before glancing transiently at her captivated husband.

“…Follow me Darling…I have to be purified now before inevitably…”

Z gestured with his arm the way to his tent and watched Ray dutifully follow his feckless wife under the flap to perform his humbling oral tasks as she laughed to demonstrate that she had already accepted her immediate future amongst these lewd lusty men

“…It all begins again!”

When they disappeared from sight Z grinned and muttered towards his fellow Bloodhounds.

“There’s a new lead dog in the camp so let’s all hear it for Luthor!”

A spontaneous rousing cheer went up towards the former mouse who had miraculously roared then turned into a man and hero to this most difficult of audiences, as he waved sheepishly or limply in some abashment to take the plaudits because, even he could feel and sense the miraculously potent alteration in his soul.

This was before Z went to the tent to take proper sullied dominance over the uncertain but willing young woman that had landed on his lap then cock so fortunately, but by then he had announced proudly that impressive Luthor now had full privileges with the women here secondary only to his own wants or desires therefore enjoyed rights to use and fuck any of them he needed.

The former meek and mild Leo would have been impressed and flattered by the vast power granted but the newly formed Luthor was icy and calculating then merely grinned as Z wandered away because any sexual cravings had been already met with Daisy while his mind or spirit had a hunger in his heart for only one thing.

Which was revenge on Z and his evil twisted ways that had led him and his precious wife so unfairly down such a depraved and convoluted path. 

Over the course of the weekend he watched as another divinely pretty girl became induced and then seduced by what the Bloodhounds offered and before going home alone, he knew that four of the gang - besides him - had fucked her already and although they were not meeting up until next week another horny group had arranged to visit the hotel that she and Ray were staying at on Wednesday to provide a perverted party while her husband filmed.

The only trace of comfort Luthor took from the announcement Z had made was that he enjoyed Liza to his bed on Saturday night alongside her female delights many times over simply because he now could, which was surely pleasurable for them both before unsettlingly and secretly he noticed this brief tryst quickly became an empty victory for him because all his bushed mind could focus on during the intimacy was Jenny and what she might be up to.

In many ways having sex with Liza - delightful as she was - was a silent salutary lessen that he retained deep and loving feelings for his precious wife and although Luthor accepted that the needs of his body might take precedence now and then merely to sate sexual urges, his inner hope and objective was somehow to find and refire the missing spark with Jenny should the chance ever arise.

Unfortunately, his spouse did not reappear the following week because she sent a message from Hong Kong then various tax havens around the globe to mention she was well, and that Denny was definitely looking after her!

The mere mention of him stirred Luthor’s blood because he had witnessed at first-hand how disrespectfully this man treated his wife, but as of now he had no will or way to stop him and all he could do was save up his pent or sexual frustration and roar over to Daisy’s hotel on Friday afternoon to crudely selfishly fuck her in every conceivable way before the cuckolded husband cleaned up.

Ray then proudly but immorally showed the graphic videos he had made up to now of Daisy being used and abused by various Bikers - either alone or together - when the female apple of the man’s grainy eye kneeled before Luthor after her shower then sucked his cock submissively as she gasped.

“Thank you so much or what you have done for me and Ray, Luthor, as although my pussy is yours, I know you appreciate I have to share it…”

He stroked her manicured maniacal head and hair as she spluttered.

“…Being a member of the Bloodhounds as I now am?”

Luthor expanded in her mouth, given she was nymphomaniac and entirely obsessed in her sensual desires, then sighed meaningfully because he knew they were from the East Coast.

“Will you return to see us again?”
She glanced momentarily at her husband who blushed as she murmured a spoken but obvious lie because he was schooled by the legal trade to know the difference.

“Yes, yes…we are making plans already to come back.”

In that instant he understood that this dissolute couple were a living embodiment of a two-week debased fantasy they were both engaged in, and he pulled her head tightly over his erection and grunted with expectation.

“That’s good Daisy, as we always require willing Sluts and Whores like you and as this will be your last weekend with the Bloodhounds for a while…”

He ejaculated down her open throat that was forever greedy for cum and exhaled in satisfaction then gratification.

“…Then Z and I will make sure your sweet pussy is sated and well serviced to make the remaining time especially glorious for you.”

Her mouth drew him slowly to unexpectedly cause another pulse of appreciation of Daisy’s developing skills and she blinked before opening aroused emerald eyes.

“That would be greatly appreciated Luthor because this is undeniably…”

Noticing he was now hard once more she removed the robe then impaled her divine body on the male length and began to enthusiastically turn and twist because Diasy had become addicted to the depraved snugness of Biker cock.

“…The physically decadent time of my life and…”

Luthor sat like marble as she drove against him until orgasm - which they found in unison - before collapsing down onto his strong bones and licking the recently formed masculine bristles on his chin.

“…I want endless memories of what a Bad Girl I can be.”

She showered again while Luthor drank a cold beer and glanced at the husband Ray without pity or judgement because although he was fatter and less good looking than he was, in all veracity there was not much to spiritually separate the two of them and when Daisy was ready, he placed her on the back of the Harley and smiled at him.

“We’ll see you at Bakersfield and when you get there go straight to Z’s tent…”

He felt Daisy clinging onto him gamely.

“…As I expect he will be giving your wife an energetic welcome home!”

They arrived in a couple of hours when, as anticipated, Daisy’s time and female assets were soon being crudely used by Z - as if he had an itch that needed scratching - just prior to Ray arriving in time to service the dripping spots before she spent the night with the Beast and from that point Luthor lost track of just how many of the veracious group fucked her over the next few demanding days.

Eventually, he saw Daisy moments before she was about to depart, when the visibly glowing young woman was happy but utterly spent although still smiling through all her deviance as she kneeled in the cool of the early evening and - without caring who noticed - sucked his stiff cock by their car that would soon return them to questionable domestic bliss while spluttering. 

“Thanks, Luthor…we’ll never forget you.”

He laughed and gently moved his prick gradually between her salivating lips.

“It’s been my pleasure Daisy, and as I know I’ll never see you again…”

He instinctively spurted voluminous amounts of salty warm semen into her wet mouth as for some reason he had not sought out other women or the offers made to him over the weekend then sighed meaningfully.

“…Take this as one for the road and…”

His hand meandered below the denim skirt and then past the panties to find Daisy revealingly sodden and wanton.

“…Tell me again who this pussy belongs to and what a Slut you are?”

To these dirty insulting words, she murmured agreeably and disgracefully then moved against the divisive tactile pressure while squeezing his strong arm before vibrating automatically and groaning to bliss.

“This is your pussy Luthor and thanks to you I’m still a Slut for the Bloodhounds and despite what you think…”

Her slippery mouth met his in a swift kiss and she gurgled in seedy gratification or misguided gratitude.

“…I don’t think one short vacation over the long term will prove to be enough for me.”

With that false promise and a friendly nod of his head from Ray they drove off quickly to flee from this sexual viper’s nest which made him think of Jenny and how they should have done the same sensible thing before their formerly reliable marriage was so badly influenced and affected by all the debauchery that abounded here.

Unfortunately for Luthor, fatefully his home was perhaps located too close to the burning flame of wickedness that the Bloodhounds represented and had they lived on the far side of the country then perhaps it might have worked out differently.

However, seeing his wife’s recent actions and unforgivable peccadillos he was beginning to doubt anything could have altered the inevitable outcome of the breakup that was careering towards them all too quickly for comfort.

Leo or Luthor - he was still deciding who he was - returned home to Fresno and once more felt helpless and desolate because his wayward wife was still cavorting in far flung places while doing secret clandestine investigative work for Z which made him all the more determined in getting to the bottom of quite who this unsavoury but undeniably charismatic character actually was.

The week then entered its regular obligations when Leo noticed how his generally withdrawn attitude had changed because he became sharper then more aggressive at work which came to the attention and amazingly impressed the ultimate and alluring Boss of the company, Gillian, who noticed the slight but substantive alteration and mentioned her passing approval because they specialised in litigation and now and again such legality required a little bit of verbal or mental steel.

Inevitably the pseudonym Luthor became part and parcel of who he now was and when Jenny miraculously returned from her jaunt on Wednesday afternoon to catch up her administrative educational responsibilities, she also enthusiastically voiced sanction and consent for his change of name before by the end of the week, the once named Leo only thought of himself as the notorious and rugged Luthor.

However, such positivity in himself and the heightened position he now held with the Bloodhounds did not prevent his gorgeous wife from spending the weekend impaled on Z’s thick cock - as if she had missed it greatly - or then him sucking up the fluids when asked to because although these sordid obligations no longer existed it was more than he could refuse or deny her even now.

Z seemed exceptionally pleased with Jenny and the money was still generously surging into her account but as Luthor tenderly suckled his wife’s sensitive pussy free of the sticky ejaculate deposited by Z before they left on the long bike ride home, she simpered softly while informing him of her imminent timetable.

“I have arranged my schedule for work here Darling, and need to advise you that I might be away for a month because Denny and I are doing a Far Eastern tour…”

Her precious body shivered to court delectation as she sighed.

“…And to be honest I am genuinely surprised and privately amazed at your advancement with the Bikers and how you have visibly grown as a person while, given my own sexual appetites, obviously I am definitely supportive of you taking advantage of the girls on offer at Bakersfield in my absence.  “

Jenny laughed as if her partner’s predicament was funny.

“…Although I sense Z has still denied you any such privilege with me although has not mentioned anything specific…”

She groaned as her husband licked her again worshipfully.

“…But perhaps that is how it is at the moment, so bring me off again Darling then I’ll shower, before we can go out to share dinner on me because I’ll be gone very early tomorrow and as I mentioned will not return for many weeks.”

Luthor savoured the unique hormonal taste of his wife and murmured something that had been troubling him.

“Do you intend to leave me and marry this, Denny?”

Her voice gurgled as Jenny eyes closed.

“Oh no, I think I’m merely a favoured slave and servant to him but to be frank I would admit having developed a sly liking for kinky sex and BDSM because being tied up and feeling utterly helpless as he fucks or uses me is decidedly becoming addictive and…”

She began to grumble and gasp in recall.

“…The parties he has, and we attend, are utterly decadent or immoral and I understand he is going to show me off to his powerful wealthy business contacts shortly as his favourite whore or Geisha girl…”

His wife’s lower body thrashed against his tongue before she started to whimper.

“…In his own corrupting ways, he’s a much bigger Bastard than Z but it seems Denny’s imagination for debauchery and sensuality matches my own deviance because it’s all so fucking…”

Her slender but shapely body quivered to release before she giggled inanely.

“…Perverse, but I’m sure you wouldn’t want to hear about everything I get up to…?”

The glint of her blue eyes caught his and she went on with some hilarity.

“…Or maybe you would?”

Over an expensive meal at a Teppanyaki restaurant - as if in preparation for the trip - Luthor pathetically admitted that not knowing what she was up to was in many ways worse than seeing what he had that night when he had met her apparent Lord and Master in sadism or sinfulness, before Jenny held his hand sympathetically and said that in time she would reveal all but it seemed there were still new levels of decadence for her yet to experience.

Such conversation made them both hot and horny for divergent reasons and after bringing each other off in all ways short of intercourse - which was unmentionably denied automatically - they fell asleep tiredly in each other’s arms as though nothing between them had changed at all.

This was apart from the bitter realisation that when he woke up in the late dawn, the once more abandoned husband was in the expansive double bed alone because his wife had caught the cab to the airport hours before for the flight to distant lands and all the not so powerful Luthor could do - who was in truth not that much different to Leo - was merely suck it up and carry on regardless.

Which is precisely what he did over the next few weeks when he bizarrely got promoted at work and then became ever more Z’s right-hand man at the weekends when they drove and partied hard in their own unique styles as if they were sorely bent on demonstrating to each other that Jenny’s absence had little impact or either of them.      

Luthor began to see more and more of the depraved tricks the bikers pulled on the many couples or isolated, cute but vulnerable females that wandered about the dusty roads that abounded in California, and he was incredulous at just how many apparently decent respectable and gorgeous young women were prepared to lose their principles and panties to experience the subversive thrill of a powerful humming bike then a rugged randy Biker between their comely parted thighs.

Often the husband or boyfriend was left in the wake of the sexual storms that swirled then ensued but occasionally - like Ray and him - they stuck around like living glue in the background to witness and possibly secretly enjoy the scandalous show before quickly returning to domesticity and their mundane marriage with illicit memories to warm their bed in the wintertime of their lives yet to come.

Each new addition to the Bloodhound’s stock of willing rapacious women was slightly different but, in all reality, none could stay the devilish course as he had done with Jenny for very long because it was truly physically demanding and emotionally wearing.

There were the odd occasions where the deceit went sour given the chosen girl or husband took offence or fright and, although Z’s casual silver tongue could usually smooth such disturbances over without too much trouble, there was one occasion when the unconscionable sleight was carried out on the pretty blonde wife of a policeman and matters worryingly took a serious detour then turn for the worse. 

Z was arrested and it was then that Luthor once more had to come to the fore, put on his legal hat rather than a Biker helmet as he negotiated professionally and expertly for his unusually anxious leader’s release given no harm had been proven or done, although only after a full day’s procrastinations and apologies - along with a small contribution to the police fund - did the leader of the pack recover his rights to roam freely once again.  

In all truth, what took place was only a brief moment in time but given the extraordinary frightening situation Luthor was able to see then record all the private personal details about Z regarding a driving licence etc and when journeying back home at the end of a feverish weekend at last he had all the basic information necessary in starting to discover who exactly it was that had turned his wife and life entirely inside out and upside down.

It soon became clear that revered Z was no other than ordinary Zachary Coster who owned a large house in nearby Wasco where he ran a substantial apparently successful business representing all the major insurance companies concerning questionable or nefarious claims.

Hence, the need for naïve Jenny and her ilk to go and do the ground investigative work as and when necessary, because Luthor swiftly gleaned that he got a substantial percentage of whatever he could save these firms on often huge amounts of money under negotiation or dispute.

And there was one other thing that made him initially boil then smile with inner satisfaction when - with a minimum of research - he swiftly discovered that the outwardly fearsome chief of the lawless Bloodhounds had a dutiful probably trusting wife of over twenty years along with three pampered children of various ages all attending local schools.

The evening Luthor collated these extraordinary facts his shaking hand poured himself a large glass of Jack Daniels in personal celebration because the legal logical brain inside knew that he had exposed this deceitful man for who he was and suddenly and most unexpectedly mere destiny had granted him the celestial power to bring the notorious Z down as and when necessary.

He was unsure when that memorable moment would be, but Luthor knew it was coming and coming fast!  

The days and weeks sped along while Luthor played nice with Z and never gave the Sucker an inkling about what he had learned because this knowledge was useless unless if could save both Jenny and him together, and he put the provocative facts to the back of his determined mind to lull this marked man into a false sense of security and see if his wife would ever provide him with a necessary opportunity to use it.  

Luthor doubted such an unlikely and memorable event would ever take place given everything seemed set in stone, but then Jenny - after being away from home for much of the last four months - unexpectedly returned late one Monday afternoon with various expensive suitcases and with a trace of moisture in her azure eyes then announced quietly that the job with Denny was successfully done.

He could instantly see that she was visibly traumatised and upset but cautiously left the burning issue of what exactly had happened lying dormant for a day or two then gently broached the matter around the dinner table after she had reacquainted herself with her old supervisory teaching role.

“It’s lovely to have you back Darling but can I ask…?”

Luthor, despite his new-found craggy look and status, whispered meekly.

“…What happened because I thought I had lost you forever?”

His wife shook her tousled chestnut hair and stared past him.

“Maybe you might have, but I wanted to test him and asked the one question that I knew would reveal his true intentions…”

Her husband’s eyebrows raised inquisitively, and she chuckled with the darkest irony.

“…I mentioned if marriage was on the table between us?”

Luthor’s potentially broken heart seemed to stop beating as he gasped.

“What did he say?”

She laughed caustically and tried to hold back a salty tear that fell down her cheek slowly and revealingly.

“The Bastard quickly tied me to metal ceiling chains in his diabolical dungeon room made especially for torturing or tormenting stupid girls like me, then repeatedly took my ass while some of his seedy gangster type friends looked on…”

Jenny began to weep uncontrollably but at this point the former Leo was unsure quite why so kept cautiously quiet.

“…Before they all took me in every degenerate way possible over the next few hours until my whole mouth and body was reeking and leaking with semen and at the end of this outrage, while I sucked his big cock merely because Denny became insatiable at my humiliation, he made it clear I would only ever be a cheap Whore and Tramp in his cruel cold eyes.”

It seemed as if she was increasingly inconsolable because her tanned body shivered and shook shockingly then became terribly wracked with grief which made Luthor murmur in genuine empathy or support.

“I can only say that you did the right thing to leave Darling and maybe let me help you deal with it.”

She looked at him abstractly then laughed coldly as if he barely knew her anymore.

“You don’t understand Darling, because frankly and to my eternal disgrace I loved the bondage and abuse he disgracefully provided then having men use me at his callous order as if I was nothing…”

Luthor could see that her perfect skin was becoming inflamed merely at the many indecent memories, and he kneeled then instinctively lifted the short tactile hem of the dress and began licking her manicured pussy past the flexible sides of the small white panty briefs as she groaned miserably.

“…Your once pure wife has become attuned to deviant sex with risky dodgy men who seek to humble and humiliate her, and you need to appreciate that far from fleeing I humbly begged to stay in his subversive world, but he refused and…”

Her hand pulled his addled head forcefully into her crotch as she began to grumble.

“…Just ingloriously fucked my womanly bits a few more times, before providing a wad of meaningless money and made it clear that he had no further use for me if that was my expectation of him…”

Jenny shuddered to a powerful climax and inhaled weakly.

“…I did everything I could to change his degenerate mind, but The Bastard soon acquired a new pretty squeeze or two and now there is no way back for me…”

She leaned back to relish the return of her husband’s worshipful tongue and growled.

“…So, what have you got to say to that Darling?”

His mouth was slowly making her feel better as if somehow working its magic on an unsettled mind and sensual places before Luthor murmured lovingly.

“I understand your distress Jenny, but if I keep bringing you to heaven can you tell me everything that happened with Denny…and I mean everything.”

Jenny giggled as if gradually emerging from her depressed state and stroked his blonde hair that was almost long enough for a ponytail by now.

“Oh Darling, I can do better than that as I have multiple videos of my sexual sufferance at his diabolical hands and fabulous cock; so please make me climax once more then I’ll show you before…”

He could feel her begin to physically rise and it seemed that she was assuredly returning to him in some surreal way as her voice cooed. 

“…We go to bed, where you can lick my fickle pussy while I describe every last degrading detail of what Denny and his decadent associates put me through because I need to confess to someone that intimately understands my condition or depraved desires…”

She vibrated to relative bliss a second time then sighed in the much-required release of agony or degenerate pressure.

“…Fuck Leo or Luthor or whoever you are now…”

Her palm patted his head fondly like a favourite loyal dog.

“…You always do seem to know reflexively what to say and do to make me feel better!”

On the basis of that unlikely conversation, relations between the two of them quickly reset over the following days to roughly where they had been before her long vacation from responsibility or reality, while the images she showed, and stories revealed literally blew what remained of Luthor’s saliant brain.

However, given his attentive tongue allied to the non-judgemental love for Jenny, this seemed to break her out of the all-consuming malaise that had literally hung over her like a shroud since the dramatic return, and when they took the well-trodden road to Bakersfield in the glorious primal splendour of the early Californian morning the young woman and wife had a small energetic spring back in her lissom graceful step.

Needless to mention, she literally pressed herself at Z, as if her dissolute bones were desperate for rude brutal male attention, but Luthor did not overly mind because at least she was here and nearby and bizarrely it was honestly easier for his head to accept her indiscretions in this environment than the divisive unknown with Denny when he had felt increasingly uncertain of his future in her regard.

What might happen remained most uncertain as everything seemed to reset to how it had been for a few weeks, with endless sexual degeneracy with Z on the weekends then working for him between her other main teaching jobs, but very slowly Luthor could detect another subtle change in the warm sensual winds or pattern emerging and sensed a time of resurrection could or would soon be at hand.

Jenny noticed it too because, although she still felt close to Z in many ways, sadly and honesty after Denny the physical fervour between them was waning, and as other comely females slowly entered the equation, she began to take the inevitable path of being casually passed to the other men within this shady seedy family of Bloodhounds.

Jenny remained appreciative and content to do his various jobs or research and investigation but after her most recent experiences with this rich devilish man that had turned her head, body, and heart so completely with his debauched demands and expectations, the new local missions seemed almost mundane then ordinary in comparison.

Brutal sex however with multiple partners and anonymous mates had increasingly become an instinctive and compulsive pastime because she performed these varied and degrading acts or functions almost in automatic mode as though her feminine body required and simply fell towards the transient thrill for a while before the primitive urge for more started again.

Undoubtedly, Jenny knew that she was becoming a sexual junkie that needed a continual fix to get her off before, over the subsequent weeks and months, she began to work her precious feminine form disgracefully through all the Bloodhounds.

Then one late evening she felt her lithe limp bones being pounded from above and looked up to the it was Crazy Carl the corpulent tattooist that had marked her thigh so long before who now unattractively jerked then spurted a swathe or hot fresh seed inside her precious place then gasped in delight then celebration before pressing his substantial weight down.

“Fuck I told you I would have you…” 

She pushed him off firmly then tried to work out why she did not feel defiled or ashamed by what had just happened but men and their masculine need of her seemed so regular, acceptable and unimportant now that in all truth, Jenny’s sexual impulse allowed her to perform the primitive obligations almost on pure basic instinct.

There was a trace of gratification in the event somewhere in her wearied mind, but Jenny knew she was on the slide for various reasons that her fuzzy brain could no longer quite distinguish or fathom, and she hopelessly had let the gross man have his way then lick her lips as if there was no other choice before he crowed in diabolical conquest.

“…Not so innocent or posh now are you Bitch!”

Luthor watched his wife emerge from the tent, where this bloated tattooist resided over the weekends, like a living Zombie, with more than a trace of concern because she was no longer the young bright and virtuous young woman he used to know and live with.

The usually dazzlingly clear blue eyes were endlessly dazed and unfocussed as if on lethal drugs - other than the cannabis that abounded in this itinerate group - while her once rounded face had become lean or sallow because she was no longer eating properly and seemed to go from one soulless mindless sexual liaison to the next all under Z’s degenerate direction.

It was also concerningly clear to him that Jenny was in the early stages of pregnancy because her normally flat belly was starting to show a rare curvature and he deduced scarily she was teetering on the edge of a nervous breakdown because his divine wife had become a mess in many ways along with their broken marriage meaning he cursed the awful day they ever came into contact with these damn Bikers. 

Although Luthor was a highly respected member of this less than auspicious club and had sexual privileges and opportunities with all the girls, Jenny somehow still remained off-bounds to his sensual or sexual desires as if Z had never rescinded his original decision about such rutting rights regarding him.

Luthor assumed perhaps this unreasonable act on his part had merely been an oversight because they had all been consumed by other illicit matters as their adventurous lives went along, but now seeing Jenny in this unacceptable situation made him recognise that this was the moment for revolution then escape from the lunatic asylum their dissolving relationship and existence over most of the last year had become.

Therefore, in the lateness of Saturday afternoon when the radiant yellow sun began to sink atmospherically over the distant mountains and his wife sat alone drinking beer while trying not to look exhausted or spaced-out, he went to the small compartment on the rear of his bike and removed the shiny licensed silver Colt revolver which he purposely tucked in his back pocket of his jeans.

This was prior to him drawing breath for courage then walking directly into the personal tent of Z when the powerfully built man looked down on him from a great height before Luthor drew the deadly weapon and pointed it at his muscular chest before snarling as the leader of this turbulent tribe stood back in apparent fear.

“We need to talk right now…”

Z quietly took a seat on the nearby chair in a patent submissive gesture while Luthor waved the handgun dangerously like a man on the edge and growled in the same terse tone.

“…Jenny and I have suffered enough at your hands in differing ways for far too long, and it’s reached way past the point where we have to get our old lives back…”

There was unusual iron in his gait, grip, and brown eyes as he went on.

“…I know precisely who you are Zachary Coster, where you live, that you have a wife and a business for the large insurers while your three kids go to local private schools in Wasco…”

Luthor was visibly shaking in fury as Z stared at him circumspectly.

“…And you’re nothing more than a low-down fraud, poisonous snake and a miserable conman while with or without your lousy approval or permission I am taking my wife away and home in the next ten minutes or you’ll never fucking leave this tent.”  

To Luthor’s great surprise the obviously degenerate subject of his wrath remained static and silent for the longest while then looked up with dancing black eyes then a twisted smile on his grizzled, bearded, enigmatic face and sighed.

“So, what’s stopping you?”

The simplicity of the question stunned him as Luthor gradually lowered the gleaming stub barrel before placing it safely on the table then watched as if in a nightmare of his own creation while his nemesis walked slowly to grab two bottles of cold beer then retook his chair before Luthor joined him on the one opposite and drew the neck of the glass to a dry mouth and listened while Z spoke softly.

“You know, I’ve always liked you Leo from the very start but to watch you improbably grow into Luthor the man as you have …”

Luthor went to speak or counter but Z raised his hand for parle.

“…Of course, you are correct…and I’m a surefire fraud…have a gorgeous wife that I love and who loves me, but she is a former Biker girl who now has other interests or pastimes and as we have been married for many years then at the weekends Patty does her thing…”
He swigged his beer greedily as if needing and relishing the intoxicating conversation.

“…While I do mine before come Mondays and school holidays, we return to the perfect wedded couple with three spoiled children when I do everything with my business to make money for them and often employ clever pretty girls like your wife Jenny to complete some undercover investigative work as necessary for which they are well paid…”

Z waved his arms all around him bizarrely to accentuate his impending point.

“…Do you not understand what all this is…?”

Luthor stared at him blankly as if it was him not Z that was mad.

“…It’s all a huge surreal fantasy and an illusion which grants fading old men like me and the others here the rights to proudly ride about on powerful bikes then pretend we’re still young, strong, invincible to the universe as a whole, and younger women in particular…”

The audience of one took another sip of the icy liquid and listened in reluctant fascination.

“…Who mostly play along with the deceit as if we’re something special because they also crave the sleazy dream as well, given it takes them away from the ordinary and often mundane reality of their working and dull married lives for a while so…”

He downed what was left inside the bottle in one long swig and laughed.

“…Everyone gets a little of what they imagined or wanted and if you are able or wise enough to take a step back…”

Z was chuckling now as if sharing a secret joke or fact that was crystal clear for all but the most blinkered.

“…Then you will appreciate that the illicit pull of sexual indulgence or deviance is incredibly strong within us all, as with you or multitudes of others both men and woman who like to indulge their fetishes of fancies now or then but…”

The base of the bottle was firmly banged on the plastic table as if in summation of the patently obvious.  

“…In all veracity I sadly possess no genuine power over anyone, and the girls and boys that come and go only choose to obey or follow because it suits their personal often pernicious purpose therefore, please…”

He drew Luthor to his feet with his own rise and then hugged him like a younger brother to whom he was dispensing illumination.

“…Take lovely, luscious Jenny away with my blessing because I readily agree that in her lustful enthusiasm for all forms of fornication, she has undeniably pushed the proverbial envelope a bit too far while I have also noticed what you have…”

Z released him and the gesture felt to Luthor like an act of grace or perhaps God.

“…Therefore, leave with love then let her recover her health and vitality because she will need it before the impending birth and hopefully, I will see you both in about a year because rest assured that while my energy remains, I will be riding the hills on my Harley along with the lively girls for as long as I can…”

He squeezed his arm playfully.

“…But promise me one thing Luthor…”

The husband that had endured so much blinked vapidly as Z leant over and whispered drolly in his ear.

“…Don’t tell anyone about the unmentionable secrets to my success!”

The once naïve and mindless Leo stood back from him and grimaced defiantly.

“Sure, that won’t present a problem Z because take it from someone who fucking knows, we will not be coming back.”

To his horror the veritable bear of a man embraced him once more in a powerful grip and snickered with beer breath.

“Luthor, Luthor, how I do adore you because for an educated professional man your really don’t understand the inescapable sexual nature of men and women although maybe for once you and Jenny will prove me wrong or…”

He laughed once more to himself then opened the flap of the tent to demonstrate to the recently enlightened Luthor the not so difficult or hidden path towards liberty for his associates and friends if they wanted it.

“…As I mentioned I will hopefully see you soon!”

Luthor entirely ignored him alongside his foolish humour, picked up his useless gun then strode purposefully to get his wife’s things then quickly placed everything into the storage compartment on the bike before walking to Jenny and taking her lightly by the hand.

“Time to go Darling.”

To his great surprise - and just as the Leader had predicted - there was no trace, element or sign of resistance from her or any true force to hold them in this perverse pit and he soon felt her tight arms warmly hugging his lean hard body from behind while they drove off into the shimmering uplifting colours of a glorious sunset as if after all the endless trials and humiliations, he had ultimately won through to reclaim his bride and precious wife.

At that fateful instant and given what had taken place, Luthor was naturally unsure of the future and how things would eventually unfold, but the only thing he knew for certain was that his new name would remain as a memento of his famous victory while Jenny and him would never be returning to the dissolute sinful den of the Bloodhounds led by this odious, depraved and diabolical man called Z!

Epilogue

When Luther and Jenny arrived back home, they were more than just weary from the unspoken stress and long journey while she was utterly shattered when, purely not to change anything from their regular regime, her devoted and fretful husband removed his wife’s flimsy clothing then suckled at the dripping feminine gate to remove all stains then traces of the odious Crazy Carl which was obviously and utterly demeaning for him.

However, as he had hoped, the tender sensual motions of his tongue to cleanse then purify his wife to passing orgasmic reflex seemed to pacify then mercifully soothe her because she bathed soon afterwards in a hot bath Luthor prepared and, after a brief meal almost out of necessity to break bread, then snuggled beside him in their grand bed then whispered softly.

“I’m so sorry Luthor…”

Somehow even in this unpredictable state she instinctively preferred her husband’s new name and discordant image.

“…For how I’ve been and what I have become under Z’s disreputable influence, and I can only thank the Lord you were there to rescue me Darling because truly I am not the cheap sleazy slutty girl, he turned me into…”

She began to cry mournfully at which point Luthor held her lightly but closely and allowed the love of his life to audibly grieve then hopefully purge the last year completely out of her system which seemed an eminently sensible thing to do as her voice lilted feebly.

“…I only wish to return to the loving and reliable wife I once was Luthor and can only pray that you will forgive my mindless endless indiscretions and how I have treated you in the process, but it was as though Z had tricked then hypnotised me…”

He could literally feel her genuine despair then remorse in her whole slight body as it shook and shivered in traumatic shame before she exhaled in a whiny whimper.

“…Can you find it in your heart to absolve your wife for this recent rashness and grant me and us a second chance because…”

It was clear to Luthor why Jenny was under this terrible strain.

“…You must have noticed that I’m with child and naturally anxious at how you will react because you know too well that we have not been intimate, throughout this entire period when I have conceived.”

Luthor was silent for a while because his wandering mind had not truly focussed on the realities of bringing up the product of another man’s seed - and there had been so many that the father could never be known - but now he did and murmured to her reassuringly.

“Any production of new life that comes from you as my lovely girl will only be seen in my eyes as a child of us as a couple, so please have no worries about me, my ego, sensibilities or pride because be it a boy or girl, I swear that I will love our baby as my very own.”

Jenny leaned up and kissed his waiting lips then licked the tactile prickly bristles on his chin and whispered.

“Thank you Darling and please believe how much I love you…”

She slid under him then parted her thighs provocatively.

“…Reclaim me Darling, declare you are taking my pussy back from Z, Denny, Jacob and all of them that have fucked me like an easy brainless whore…”

Improbably he was already rock solid while Jenny was past saturated which mean his extended cock slid easily inside this feminine portal before she closed her thighs around his strong back and waist then grumbled.

“…Now it’s our life once more Darling…make me yours forever!”

In that second, time stood still as the animalistic part of him, that had been building and growing stronger since this ongoing disaster with the Bikers had begun, came to the fore meaning his understatedly powerful hips pressed and pushed into his wife gently at first - given her delicate state - and looked down dramatically while grumbling.

“I’m the leader of the pack now Jenny…”

His lower body drew back then forward which made him instinctively think about the many rugged and horny males he had watched fuck her before moving more quickly and grunting.

“…Not Z or Jacob or that odious man Denny that tied you up then took your ass like his personal slave girl…”

Suddenly he was rutting her with the most elusive energy and grit which made Jenny twist and squirm in genuine shock and silent appreciation while his mouth snarled.

“…But now that is my privilege, as if I want to put you in chains or spank your faithless backside then I will, do you understand Bitch…?”

Jenny thrashed then writhed against him to these cruel and demanding words before sucking his tongue while an enlarged and pulsing erection pounded her.

“…Whose pussy does this belong to…Z…?”

Her heated brain seemed to wobble together in a confused shake of her head as he rubbed the recent history of shame in her florescent face.

“…Or Jacob, Denny and the rest of the lusty lousy lewd men my wife has fucked like a Tramp…”

Jenny’s steel blue eyes looked up and widened because for the first time in existence having normal intercourse with her husband, she was on the edge of orgasmic deliverance as he pushed then surged ever faster and shouted out basely for all the world to bear witness.

“…Who does this dirty cunt belong to?”

He felt his wife vibrate and then shudder in virulent climactic reaction to their brief but passionate coupling before her eyelids opened in apparent visible surprise when she simpered in gratification and audible submission.

“Oh, Darling Luthor…my heart, blood, bones and pussy are most definitely….”

She looked up in glowing adoration at the dastardly male he had turned into which bizarrely and disturbingly remined Luthor of a similar but entirely different glance from Z not so many hours previously, but he sagely remained muted as his wife went on in sensual rapture towards the man she married.  

“…Yours Luthor…if you will have me, I am all yours forever!”

He resisted the strangest but strongest impulse to lean down and lick her previously scented sexual lips free of semen - as his worshipful mouth had done so many times previously - because he knew given their apparent changed roles and under these amended circumstances it would have been entirely inappropriate for him to show any weakness at all.

So he didn’t!

From that unforgettable wondrous energetic flash of Luthor mounting then taking his wife back under his masculine force and apparently predatory wing, everything between them changed for the better, as if the dissoluteness and depravity of the past year had miraculously faded into the forgotten past.

Almost immediately Jenny began to settle then quickly improve her physical and mental being and after a companionable discussion between them, she retained the administrative senior position in the state gained so corruptly and degradingly with the black bulky Sam Mason - who had now retired to Florida - but quietly returned herself to a local teaching job as if wishing to be around Luthor and the innocent sweet young children which had aways been her favourite work and first ambition as a hopeful bright-eyed girl growing up.    

Perhaps also in preparation for her own tiny bundle of joy noticeably developing inside her as the months flew by.

The relationship between Luthor and Jenny also began to flourish and bloom because the more informed husband recognised that his wife respected and needed a firm hand - both in and out of the bedroom - and he tried his level best to stay in the intense character of this devilish ruthless man he had conjured up almost on a whim so many months previously merely to impress a gorgeous blonde girl leaning on his bike, while looking for a sexual thrill.

During this peaceful and productive period between them he gained a further promotion under the approving - sometimes Luthor sensed it was admiring - earthy eye of his ultimate auburn-haired Boss, Gillian, who mentioned now and then almost nonchalantly she had not caught sight recently of his marvellous bike that used to occasionally transport him into the office.

There was a recognisable whimsy in the enquiring gaze of his married and attractive superior and after being questioned more than a few times by her about the divine means of transport he explained that with Jenny nearing a production of life then for common-sense or safety it had been decided to place the Harley in mothballs but if it was ever brought back into action then, if she still wished a spin, he would obviously take her out to experience the enticing and exciting machine to see how it purred.

Luthor had mentioned that evocative word as something of a passing joke but to his real shock the mature, vital woman immediately flushed and blushed then mentioned that if she ever saw the bike again, then he would surely be held to the promise which she unusually referred to as a date!

He thought no more about such transient frippery because the birth was imminent and one Thursday afternoon, he received an emergency call from his wife’s school to say that Jenny had been taken into hospital then labour and before barely panicking or blinking he was holding and staring lovingly into the dark eyes of a beautiful little boy that surely and unsettling reminded him of the glinting ones belonging to Z.

It was then that a new unseen realism kicked in with incredible force because the needs of a small baby - who was for him disturbingly called Zeldon by Jenny - took precedent over everything else and over the course of the next few weeks then months, when they both had maternity leave in rotation, the couple started to understand what true tiredness and fatigue in every conceivable way truly was.

The physical side to the marriage that had begun again so promisingly on their return from Bakersfeild that fateful Saturday night, had now literally fallen off a proverbial cliff and although by playing the part of a rugged biker boy as long as he could, things were fine initially, it was not truly who Leo or Luthor was inside.

Subsequently, after a relatively successful first couple of months when the indecent memories were still fresh and continually called out during bouts of crude fornication, the passion had all but been slowly sucked out of any remaining sexual side to the marriage.

It increasingly became apparent to Luthor that merely unilaterally amending the name of someone did not ultimately change the intrinsic character of the man himself and despite him knowing how to act the dramatic role it was not in truth an honest reflection of himself, and he was now still living inside something of a charade.

Also, the draining effects of being a new mother was visibly taking its veritable toll on Jenny - and him - because although she had lost some of the weight brought on by the wondrous but equally terrifying process of another living being emerging from her body she now had little inclination or energy in bravely making any effort with herself nowadays, and it seemed that his precious gorgeous wife was quickly going to seed.

In the shortest while, Jenny began to take their adored child Zeldon with her on long weekends to her parents’ house an hour’s drive away who eagerly took charge of the little mite allowing Luthor some alone time to rest and drink and his wife to also catch up on sleep before eating her mother’s excellent cooking to excess, as if that was her only motivation recently.

Undoubtedly, the duo became swiftly wedged into a deep developing rut - not necessarily just brought on by the new addition to their family - and on reflection the realisation for the couple that perhaps the growing infant had merely highlighted the developing emotional or physical chasm between them because they helplessly began to fall into a growing air of boredom and despondency.

Therefore, in some gnawing desperation for something to make his head or blood run again, one Friday afternoon - knowing his wife had already departed with the baby for a couple of days - Luthor recklessly went into his superior’s smart pristine office and growled at her for merely for effect.

“You mentioned if I ever brought the Harley out of retirement you might enjoy a ride and how about early tomorrow morning…?”

She stared at him curiously through the thin designer silver framed glasses as he went on more in frustration than bravado while assuming the vital woman could not tell the difference.

“…How about it, Gillian, ready to be a Biker Girl?”

She removed her delicate frames to reveal wide brown eyes that matched his own then smiled waspishly.

“Sure, but given the Biker rules for girls, what should I wear?”

Luthor felt himself pulse in the first tinge of sexual excitement since longer than he could remember and smirked wickedly ensuring she got the message.

“As little as possible so you can feel the erotic vibration of the engine everywhere…”

He knew that this was a dangerous game with someone that could fire him in a heartbeat, but it was as if he felt compelled to do so because the thrill of his libido running was irresistible as the side of his mouth twisted for effect.

“…If you get my drift!”

They arranged a convenient clandestine meeting place just around the corner from her home and that he would purchase a helmet as a gift in gesture for Gillian’s considerable help and kindness to him in recent times.

Then, after a fitful night’s sleep, considering the possible consequences of this unwise escapade, Luthor - wearing his treasured Bloodhounds leather jacket - drew up on his recently washed and polished shimmering Harley just after dawn where Gillian was waiting on the street corner weirdly looking like a call girl in a short red skirt and strappy pink top that readily showed what fabulously large breasts she had. 

Gillian quickly climbed nimbly on board the long seat then, when Luthor turned around to face her to place the red helmet over her tied up hair, she kissed his cheek genially to make him glow bright red then held on tightly to his ripped stomach and screamed in glee as they surged powerfully away onto the empty road. 

“Oh Luthor…how I have always wanted to try this!”

They roared from the emerging rising sun in the East to nowhere special, merely to sense the dynamic fervour of speed, rhythm or motion that boiled the spirit and stirred the soul before after over an hour or so of constant driving they stopped at a small bar and motel complex where Luthor went to buy some cold beers and when Gillian joined him she had a key in her fingers which she waved teasingly.

“You’ve got my juices flowing Luthor so let’s drink and eat then you can fuck me…”

She laughed almost lost in her personal perverted fantasy. 

“…Because from what I understand all nice girls need a virile Biker Boy to fuck them and believe me I am no different…!”

As if back in his own deviant dream that was willingly surrendered over a year ago - and after some sustenance - they retreated to an air-conditioned room where Gillian removed his trousers then clothes and crouched before placing her lips and warm spitting mouth around his cock and sighing.

“…Not bad Luthor but strip me and let’s see if you can use it…”

His hands promptly undid the racy skirt, top then bra - she was too big to go without one - and pressed his curvaceous Boss back onto the bed before teasing the black panties down then off her ankles and admiring her sensual lines and hairy bush as she smiled provocatively.

“…Don’t be gentle with me…”

Luthor then surged and immediately moved over her luscious female form as she parted warm wanton thighs and simpered.

“…As sometimes I do crave it hard!”

He stared into wide-open needy brown eyes and then moved inside her wet vaginal folds with a single urgent masculine thrust before something unanticipated transpired.

Whether it was the excess of time since having sex with Jenny, the excitement or trauma of the baby or the fact that he was about to commit adultery and crudely fornicate with his superior - who he much admired - purely because she believed in this duplicitous image of Luthor the Biker, his fragile mind seemed to snap to the pressure of it all because he ejaculated almost immediately before collapsing over her body as she gasped in genuine shock then reflexive sympathy.

“It’s OK Luthor…it’s OK…’’

Suddenly his mixed-up head slid instinctively between her open legs before a soft wet tongue began to impulsively lick then suckle as he heard the sultry Gillian murmur in surprise then genuine delectation while he sputtered with unanticipated honesty.

“This feels more natural for me…because Luthor is merely a fanciful front and it’s dawned on me that perhaps this is honestly more who I truly am…”

His mouth served her attentively to slowly clean up the while seminal mess he had inadvertently made before swifty finding her sensitive spots in the subtle groove and exhaled with coated lips.

“…I’m sorry for misleading you.”
She grabbed his skull and long blonde hair in the hands that showed her sparkling diamond engagement ring and golden wedding band then laughed.  

“Don’t apologise Luthor because be assured that a quick fuck I can and do get anywhere and everywhere but to be perfectly open this is a far more interesting and entertaining prospect…”

His mouth was attached to her leaking crease now as she rocked against the divine pressure.

“…Fuck, you are sensationally good at this Luthor…”

She ground down against him impulsively then changed tone.

“…You like sucking pussy don’t you Bitch…like it better than fucking?”
Luthor groaned and flicked her clitoral point in frenzy which made her immediately climax as he whimpered then groaned revealingly.

“Yes, I used to do it for Jenny and all the sensate rapacious girls in the Biker’s camp…”

Her employee kept his liquid tongue busy as she started to descend from an elevated hormonal height, and he spoke between slurping.

“…And to be frank I quietly miss it and the life we used to share because it was demeaning but surely intoxicating!”

Gillian relaxed back on the covers in an apparently blissful stupor then stroked his long tresses and thought out loud.

“Make me find heaven again with your mouth Luthor and call me Ms Gillian because as of today you will never fuck me again but possibly take up a place as my Bitch Boy and sensual slave if you want the position?”

In response he let his tongue lap at the flowing juices then whispered feebly.

“Yes Ms Gillian…I think I would surely love that.”

The mature woman welcomed the slow delicate and sensitive touch of his educated mouth which made her start to gradually build to glory once again then grunted while her logical mind remained.

“But as you are married and before we share more than just a day out as this has been to now, then I want to hear all the history that led you to this improbable point with the Bloodhounds and I mean the whole caboodle…”

Luthor twisted her stiff brown nipples and suckled her harder which made Gillian shiver in desire then inhale expectantly.

“…Fuck, that was nasty you Little Bitch…but once I reach the clouds and descend then I insist on hearing the whole inglorious tale to help me and perhaps you decide on the best way forward because without doubt…”

Gillian closed her eyes to relish the oral treats being meted out and sighed in coming gratification.

“…I’ve been looking for a submissive man like you for the longest time…!”

It took the licentious and experienced woman a while to reach her zenith but then finally she did so with a spurt of rich female juices which poured over Luthor’s already sticky splattered features before Gillan turned over on one side then held his soft penis lightly - as if knowing it would reveal the inner truth of his real calling - and smirked because this was far more fun that her wildest imagination could ever have produced.

“…Now, if you want us to go beyond today then as requested you must reveal everything because you know full well my professional skills, and I will spot any lie or omission when whatever opportunity for us all with disappear like so much heated steam.”

Luthor had always liked and respected Gillian, his mature but alluring Boss who had proved to be fair, kind or almost motherly in her own unique way and - ignoring her gentle hand on his genitals as best he could - his fingertips stroked her arm involuntarily then began to talk quietly but freely as if recognising the craven need to confess to someone trustworthy about the past and how it had led to where he was now with his marriage.

Quite frankly the many dilemmas in all their manifest forms with Jenny felt as if they were way beyond his ability to deal with.

The conversation with himself went on for an inordinately long period during which time he climaxed twice in her tactile palms to his own mucky memories to demonstrate how it sexually affected his mind and body until he reached the end of the surreal sullied story when Gillian settled back on the bed and sighed in satisfaction but obvious amazement.

“My goodness Luthor I thought I had a secret sensual life but would admit yours entirely eclipse what I do to keep my mind and physical needs in check…”

Without thinking he shuffled between her comely thighs as she smiled.

“…Your friend Z is astutely correct in what he mentioned because married life can indeed become a battle while men and woman often require some imaginative play to get by which includes me because, although my flabby cheerful husband Oscar is a very good guy, we stopped having sex years ago although, in all fairness, it was never that good in the first place…”
She laughed disarmingly.

“…I still love him in my own particular ways, but for the longest while we lead different lives when necessary and he knows and accepts that I crave fornication with stacked men probably just like your wife does while you, lovely Luthor, are a little more sophisticated and complicated….”

She stared at him in challenge.

“…If you want me to advise you what to do in your present dilemma then declare you still want your wife to be a whore now and then, wish to be my sensual servant at my behest because, to my personal disgrace, I truly like the idea of a man that licks my ass to order…”

Gillian watched his limp penis expressively pulse in base reaction and chuckled.

“…Say you enjoy being a servile cuckold to your warm and willing wife then lick my pussy like you mean it…”

Her mouth murmured in pleasure as his tongue impulsively moved slowly along her sodden vaginal crease to demonstrate her offer enticed him.

“…Oh Luthor I declare that I’m not innocent at my age, but I definitely feel marvellously as if you’re corrupting me.”

He suckled her greasy evocative vaginal invert lovingly and muttered with slippery lips.

“Please Ms Gillian tell me what I should do because I do readily admit to gaining furtive delight at Jenny’s many infidelities.”

She inhaled in tension and keenness of the sensual rise.

“That’s such a polite way to describe it but while you lick my cunt, I want you to be coarse and tell me you desperately want your wife to be a Slut before your mouth sucks her disloyal pussy clean…”

He groaned dirtily as his Boss continued.

“…If you are honest then I will recommend what you should do to reignite the elusive marital spark because you both clearly want the same depravity from slightly different perspectives, and for a while or perhaps longer, if you perform admirably, I will allow you to service…”

Her breath began to catch as she neared the orgasmic cliff.

“…My own juicy pussy as if it belonged to you…”

She started to shake and tremble.

“…Who does it belong to Bitch?”

The mature woman’s whole shapely glistening form seemed to spasm in completion as Luthor kept suckling, licking, and slavering.

“Your pussy belongs to me Ms Gillian, as I surely long to tend and tease it to your wish or whim while of course I ache for Jenny to return to health and vigour and if engaging the internal whore towards other dominant often crude men is the method then I am more than supportive…”

His lips kissed her slimy sensual folds and grumbled.

“… And freely confirm the evocative thrill I get from watching her do so.”

She stoked his dizzy head and laughed.

“You’re a submissive Luthor, in spite of this wonderfully strong name, and secretly crave the humiliation which you undoubtedly find addictive…”

Gillian pulled his spitting mouth in tighter to increase the pressure and growled dominantly.

“…Just embrace it Pussy Boy and I will tell you how to make all your sordid illicit fancies come to pass.”

He could sense her start to tremble once again and felt the urge to capitulate.

“Yes, Ms Gillian you are indeed correct about everything, and I humbly ask to become your Pussy Boy to own and for you to recommend me what to do with Jenny.”

His Superior and Boss in all possible ways now took a moment to think then merely chuckled meaningfully.

“Just provide me with Z’s personal number as he sounds a very interesting and impressive creature and I have a funny instinctive feeling that from that precipitous point everything will fall into place for us.”

Luthor cleaned then dried the nearby predacious female crease and sent the number she wanted to her phone before they took a break then remounted the bike and drove back to her house tied together more closely than they had been on the way out, on what he thought would be a temporary adventure for an agreeable afternoon.

Or worse a probable mistake and given this had been a definite option he felt weirdly relived and secretly thrilled at what had transpired.

When they reached the point near the expensive home where Luthor had collected her earlier, Gillian curled her lovely legs off the machine and stretched to a full height before smiling.

“Last chance for second thoughts or kneel…”

She turned up the material of the skirt to show her wet panties.

“…And kiss your pussy as if it truly belongs to your silken tongue…”

He prostrated himself in the isolated shadows without pride or self-respect and licked the front of the sodden briefs before sliding past the edges and sucking her once more as she gasped.

“…Fuck…just perfect Pussy Boy…make it sing and…”

She shivered in bliss as if it was all too succulent to resist.

“…Then leave everything else to me!”

It was a few days before he detected any alteration in Jenny’s effect but then almost miraculously, she started eating healthier, then working out a regular routine for the gym until very quickly his wonderful wife began to emit a certain womanly shape and glow that had been so especially noticeable after their associating with the Bloodhounds began.

Luthor said nothing at all about the alteration but when Jenny forgot her phone one evening before the nearby exercise sessions, he sneakily looked through the device which showed messages between Z and her which seemed almost innocent initially but then had his wife declaring graphically that her pussy was still his and she needed him desperately.

During this time of physical and sensual renaissance she remained a wonderfully devoted mother and partner, but of course he knew that Jenny was dieting then working out simply to revitalise her body specifically for Z but was truly unsure about how or when such a momentous, seedy but celebratory event was actually going to take place.

Gillian and Luthor did not speak at all about what had happened on their excursion, as if it was an aberration never to be mentioned, but then late one Friday night - before Jenny was taking Zeldon to her mother’s house for the weekend - she called him into her atmospheric office and muttered purposefully.

“I hear Jenny is becoming transformed…?”

He blinked and nodded with uncertainty.

“…And will soon be the Sleazy Slut you want her to be again…?”

She observed him pulse with satisfaction and took up the secret role with her favourite employee.

“…Well speak then Pussy Boy.”

His throat cleared before whimpering.

“Yes, Ms Gillian thank you she is much improved.”

She grinned and hissed expectantly in the same breath then walked to the door and locked it.

“The staff are all gone so raise my lovely skirt and pull down the panties then jerk your miserable little cock all over my pussy if you still want to serve …”

He responded immediately and rubbed the smooth bulbous purple tip of the ready erection against her hairy bush then pink vaginal lips while she gabbled.

“…Good, Pussy Boy, think about how Z will shortly take and perhaps impregnate your wife or perhaps let one of the other bikers have her slimy easy cunt…”

Luthor reactively exploded his ejaculate all over this secret hirsute female place that apparently was his domain, then kneeled and began to bring her towards oral heaven as she moved against him and inhaled.

“…I want you to pick me up on your bike tomorrow at 2.30p.m outside the same motel we went to those few weeks ago…”

He went to speak but she tapped his head for obedience and gurgled.

“…No questions, Pussy Boy, merely do as you are told because I have missed this while setting the necessary wheels in mucky motion.”

His tongue slowly slid between her sublimely covered stocking-clad legs as she moved against the insidious pressure.

“…Just be there as instructed and maybe if we’re lucky it will all come together just nicely.”

The despotic Gillian greedily savoured his sensual submissive devotion for as long as she could before trembling to inevitable orgasm after which Luthor soon sidled off to his deserted house and drank himself to sleep with cold beers because he sensed the coming day was to be transformative under his intuitive Boss’s duplicitous direction. 

In the subsequent humid early afternoon Luthor was shivering with uncertainty in what he would discover when he rolled up outside the roadside motel - just before the given time from Gillian - but was truly shocked when leather jacketed Z calmly strolled out of the front entrance door in minutes then wheeled his familiar glorious bike from the shade behind the building and smiled superciliously.

“Hi Luthor, if you recall I did predict what would happen after a year or so of heavy life coming up to bite you both, but as always you seemed to supply me with far more than I expected or deserve because…”

He wearily straddled his machine and exhaled as if his endless energy was strangely missing or spent.

“…Gillian is wating for you in room 23 and other than that I will see you and your recovered wife shortly because I sense…”

His inky black eyes knew I had seen the messages.

“…She is clearly anxious to pick up where we left off over the coming weekends because as I mentioned…”

The engine roared into life along with his dynamic and mesmerising voice.

“…Past a certain point we all sorely need to relish our fetid fantasies and desires simply to get through.”

Luthor watched Z speed off wildly until he was merely a dangerous speck on the horizon then marched dutifully to the allotted room and opened the door to discover his comely deviant Boss - laying nakedly if not alluringly on the bed utterly covered in glistening male ejaculate - who simpered as she saw him.

“Hi Luthor, you will be delighted to know that Z and I have had an intimate little ride then chat today when we agreed that the firm will possibly use him on investigative work for some of our clients as in fairness, he has come highly recommended from you and your naughty clever researcher of a wife…”

He looked down on her delectable body and began to strip as she grinned.

“…Who might be indirectly working for us both very shortly…”

When Luthor was suitably uncovered he started to lick and suck at the plentiful juices as she exhaled.

“…The man is also an exceptionally impressive male specimen, and I can see you’re used to the taste of him Pussy Boy so get adjusted to relishing it once more because as a potential customer of Z’s firm I’ve already been offered an honorary membership of the Bloodhounds and might be persuaded to visit now and then when I will expect that you will suck your pussy back to perfection…”

His tongue was busily lapping her plump ass now as she grumbled.

“…Along with furtive spontaneous trysts at the office when required…”

She closed her eyes in silent contemplation and stroked his tactile blonde hair.

“…Don’t rush as we have hours here and I do wish to celebrate with my Servile Pussy Boy because getting screwed to within an inch of my life by Z before being cleansed by you is nothing short of…”

The two of them entered a lascivious rhythm as she sighed in delectation.

“…Heavenly…it’s all so utterly degenerate but equally heavenly.”

Luthor laboured adoringly or her or now his special place and spoke quietly but pathetically.

“But when can I take Jenny back to Bakersfield?”

Gillian giggled and utterly wallowed in his instinctive submissive bent.”

“Oh Luthor…whenever you want to…”

She began to press and push against his tongue and grunted desirously.

“…Whenever the fuck you want to!”

The following weekend Luthor presented his wondrous bike at the front of the house like a shimmering prize in the dimness and gloom of the early morning when he exchanged knowing glances with Jenny who was literally blooming and entirely regenerated because despite appearances, there were no real secrets between them and perhaps never had been.

Their growing and much adored baby boy was safely with her parents which left them footloose and free to indulge and explore their sensual inclinations for the weekend and, as by now Jenny had rediscovered her lissom lithe figure, she enthusiastically quickly showered then pulled on the smallest sexiest denim shorts with a cream spaghetti-strap top, daringly, without a bra.

This helped her appear like a dissolute Harlot which made Luthor grin slyly before they packed a few necessities in the storage compartment and set off towards the dissipating darkness given the resplendent dawn was about to cascade down all around them.

She gripped him with genuine tactile passion and pressed her smooth chin on his strong back before whispering softly.

“Thank you Luthor…thank you, I have tried to be faithful and a good wife but even though you make me happy in multiple ways you selflessly appreciate I am still young and sensually impulsive therefore still crave to be wanton and promiscuous.”

He slowed down to lessen the vibration and noise of the turbulent wind and mumbled empathetically.

“I know Jenny, and have grown to also understand things which previously escaped me because in truth I also desire the decadent often degenerate escape from drudgery and conformity when necessary...”

He had to make a terrible confession.

“…And watch my wife behaving like a Biker Slut!”

She laughed then screamed as he revved the fabulous evocative engine.

“But just for the weekends now and then Darling as required for physical release and mental salvation.”

Then, with that shouted out into the open air, there were nothing remaining unspoken which meant they instantly growled away upon the teasing often straight but dangerous roads to libertine sexual fulfilment, inevitable debauchery and possibly destiny.

In that instant Luthor felt his wife’s genuine love and warmth close behind him and knew he was surely taking a chance on their uncertain future because undeniably sex and love were sometimes intimate seductive bedfellows.

However, he thought it a risk well worth taking because above everything Luthor wanted Jenny to always be healthy and happy - as she was now - and by granting them both this sexual liberty and freedom to indulge their darkest penchants or filthy fantasies his logic dictated this was the only way to secure the integral essence of their marriage bond.

It was far preferable than jealously or denial inevitably leading to frustration borne out of domesticity and the pressure that going through the motions often brings almost on a daily basis.

Therefore, he squeezed the responsive levers on his treasured bike while relishing the indescribable thrill of being alive and privately accepting the addictive pull of humiliation with his wife or submission to powerful women like Gillian who had become the extra unpredictable spice in the dissolute mix of what was to come from all sides.

This was undeniably who he was - occasionally - and finally accepted the permissive fact that maybe for a transient while he could manage to pull the professional solicitor inside or his heavenly kindergarten teacher of a wife off the magnetic glimmering bike.

However, undoubtedly when you had both experienced the twisted sexual ride of your very existence, it became utterly impossible to keep divine Jenny or him from the silver Harley Davidson for too long in sinful search of sullied adventure and just one more sensual libidinous journey! Or possibly two?  

The End
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