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WATCHING THE BIKER POUND MY HUSBAND

“Honey!” I said, reaching down to shake my sleeping husband. “Honey, please, wake up! It’s important!”

“What? What is it, Angela?” he slowly stirred awake, brushing his hair out of his eyes. It was nearly noon, but he was still asleep; he’d been up most of the night playing video games.

“I had an … accident,” I said, looking down at him.

He looked up at me with obvious irritation. “What now?”

My husband Trevor was good-looking and well hung, but that was about all I could say for him. What I had taken for shy politeness, mysterious depth and still waters running deep had in fact turned out to be such a complete and pervasive shallowness and vacancy that it was like living with some kind of animated fuck doll. He didn’t do much other than eat, sleep, fuck, play video games, and work out.

The fucking was great, of course, but admittedly, we didn’t fuck as much as we used to.

He got out of bed, his six-pack rippling as he stood up. Even fresh out of bed, he looked perfect; with big kissable lips, high cheekbones and smooth skin. He always seemed to have practically no body fat and somehow never got blemishes, and at age 28, 6 years younger than me, he had a thick head of dark hair without a speck of grey. He had been a personal trainer when I met him; before that he’d worked as a dancer in music videos and as an occasional male stripper. That’s how we’d met, in fact, at a friend’s hen party.

He’d pretty much stopped working when he married me, though. My salary at the bank, where I worked in middle management, was pretty good.

Not good enough to handle the mess I’d gotten myself into, though.

“Well?” he said, combing his hair back and looking at me. “Are you going to tell me what happened?”

That’s when the bikers came into the bedroom.

There were three of them.

The biggest one, Big Bob, was about six foot four and probably weighed three hundred pounds. With his long shaggy brown hair and huge beard and wrap-around sunglasses hiding his face, it was hard to tell how old he was; I was guessing about 35 or 40. He seemed to be the leader of the gang, and his arms were like tree trunks. As the old joke went, he didn’t have a six-pack, he had a whole keg. He wore greasy jeans with a chain hanging on the wallet, and a denim vest with no shirt on under it, and the logo “THE BITCH’S BASTARDS MC” on the back. Hair boiled out of the vest on his chest and shoulders and even his back.

The one they’d called Doc was clearly the oldest, probably in his 40s or maybe even his early 50s; he had a grey ponytail hanging behind him, but he was handsome, with a tanned chiseled face and bright blue eyes, and his grey beard was neatly trimmed. He was cleaner than the other two, wearing khaki military style cargo trousers and a black t-shirt. Doc was shorter than Big Bob, but he was built like a steroid-freak weightlifter; his shoulders were about a yard across over a narrow waist and thick legs.

The youngest one, Kevin, had shaggy blonde hair hanging in his face and a blonde goatee; he wore a tight t-shirt and he looked to be nearly as chiseled and fat free as my husband. He was about the same size as my husband, also - six feet tall, 170 or 180 pounds -- and I was guessing he had a similarly spectacular six pack. He certainly had a nice ass in his tight jeans.

“Uh, I had a little accident,” I said, breathlessly.

“A little accident, you fucking bitch,” snarled Big Bob. “You damn near killed my old lady.”

“I’m sorry!” I squealed. “Maybe we should just tell the police, and I have insurance …”

“I told you already, you dumb cunt!” yelled Big Bob. “We have members with warrants out on them. We don’t need the police involved in this.”

“And how many glasses of wine did you have with lunch, bitch?” said the young one, sneering.

“Uh … only … three?” I said doubtfully. The truth was it had been about five. I’d gotten a little carried away during a lunch with some old girlfriends, and then on the way back to the office, I’d run into Big Bob’s bike as he was leaving the driveway of their clubhouse.

Big Bob had been unhurt, but his girlfriend, Princess – a tall, busty platinum blonde, wearing a halter and miniskirt and high heels – had been thrown over the hood of my Mercedes. His big Harley Davidson bike was twisted mess, also.

As if that wasn’t terrifying enough, I’d suddenly found myself surrounded by all ten members of the Bitch’s Bastard motorcycle gang, on a street in a neighborhood where nobody paid much attention to things like accidents. Or beatings. Or rapes. Or murders.

Doc – who apparently had been a paramedic stateside and then a combat medic in Afghanistan and Iraq – saw to Princess’s treatment. She had broken ribs and a concussion and a broken leg. He set the leg and saw to her being put in bed, as I stood nervously by, surrounded by a crowd of large, hairy, muscular men who smelled of beer and testosterone and gasoline.

Then the three of them had gotten in my Mercedes – Big Bob driving – and told me to tell them where my house was.

“I said I’m sorry many times,” I said, weeping. “I don’t know what else I can do! I offered to pay for all the damages and any treatments that she might need!”

They looked at me and sneered.

The three of them crowded behind my husband and I – he was just staring at them wide-eyed, still wearing no shirt and nothing but his boxer-briefs – as they herded us back into the living room.

“All right then, bitch,” said Doc, sitting down at the computer in the living room. “Tell me the password to your internet banking account.”

My husband said weakly, “You can’t do this,” in a squeaky voice.

Big Bob said, “Oh yeah? Are you going to stop us?”

My husband just looked at his hairy, bearded face – Bob’s eyes were still hidden behind the dark sunglasses, which he never seemed to take off – and said nothing.

“I thought so,” growled Big Bob. “Now shut your fucking mouth before I come over there and take a dump in it.”

My husband just nodded and made a squeaky noise.

The youngest one, Kevin, was looking me up and down. In my grey business suit, he and I could not have looked more different. I’m sure I represented everything he hated in life. While he represented all the things I’d secretly craved – rebellion, freedom, anarchy.

Doc was logging into my account, and I wasn’t surprised by his reaction. “Shit! $5930 in checking, and a negative 7000 balance on your credit card! What the fuck, lady. You think that’s going to pay for that Harley, much less the rehabilitation and such that Princess is going to need? That’s not even close, bitch, so I hope you’ve got some stocks or something you can sell.”

I sighed and let out a sob. Between my husband’s spending – mainly on clothes and gadgets for himself – and my bad investments, I actually wasn’t worth much, financially speaking. I told him the password to my brokerage account, just so he could see it for himself: I’d invested practically all of my savings in an IPO that had flopped, and the value of it was even less than the value of my bank account.

“But,” I said, “I can pay you every month from my salary …” The tears were flowing down my face now.

“Yeah,” said Doc. “You certainly can. But we’re not much for waiting, sister. We’ll start with taking that Mercedes of yours, how about that?”

“I lease it month to month,” I said quickly. “It’s not mine.”

“You can take my motorcycle!” said my husband quickly.

The three looked at him. “What do you ride?” asked Doc.

When he told them it was a Kawasaki Ninja, I thought they were going to beat him to death right there. Big Bob took something out of his pocket – a short club, a sort of lead-weighted bulb attached to a handle – and slapped it against one of his big calloused palms, making a growling noise.

“Well,” said Kevin, looking at me. “I can think of another way she can pay us.”

Doc made a snorting noise.

I wasn’t surprised at his reaction. While I know that I have a pretty face, I’m also not particularly thin. Fortunately a lot of my weight is in my breasts and ass. “I know that I’m not exactly magazine cover material,” I said softly. “But I’ll do whatever you need me to do.”

“It’s not that, ma’am,” said Doc.

“Kevin, you think I’m going to cheat on Princess with another woman?” said Bob. “You know I don’t do that shit.”

Kevin looked at me thoughtfully. His eyes sparkled, and I felt a tingle of desire, despite all the terror. Or perhaps it was because of the terror. Or at least connected to it.

Then he looked at my husband, still standing there shivering in his tight grey boxer-briefs shorts.

“Well, but remember how you settled that debt with Lopez when we were in jail last year?”

“Well sure,” growled Big Bob. “But I told you then, and I’m telling you now, fucking a man over a debt isn’t cheating on your woman. It’s got to be done, that’s all.”

“Well, you can’t fuck a woman to settle a debt?” asked Kevin. He wasn’t kidding around, he really seemed to want to know the answer. He was a young guy, after all, probably in his early 20s. There were assumedly aspects of the outlaw code he wasn’t familiar with yet.

“What do you think, Doc?” asked Bob, after considering the matter.

“No,” said Doc, shaking his head firmly. “It would be cheating on Princess.”

“But fucking a man to settle a debt, that’s okay,” said Kevin, now turning to look at my shaking husband.

My husband was, as this point, as wide eyed and motionless as a rabbit that was about to be run over by a truck.

“Hey, now look …” said Trevor. My pretty-boy husband was, at this point, I’m sure, wishing he wasn’t such a pretty boy.

“Yeah, I’m looking,” said Big Bob, stroking his beard. “And I like what I see.”

“Oh shit!” yelled Trevor. “Surely you can’t be serious!”

Big Bob laughed. “Oh, I am serious. And don’t call me Shirley,” he said, and Kevin laughed.

Doc also laughed. “You know what? He’s prettier than most girls anyway. No offense, ma’am.”

“None taken,” I said, staring shocked and wide-eyed at what was happening in my own living room … but unable to deny to myself the tickle that I felt in my loins. My god, I wasn’t aroused by this, was I? There seemed to be undeniable evidence in the dampness of my panties, though. The fear was exhilarating me in a way that I’d never felt before.

“What’s your name, there, chief?” Bob asked my husband.

“Trevor,” said my husband, his eyes big and watery. He’d start crying soon, if I knew anything about my husband. He was emotional, to say the least.

“Yeah,” said Big Bob. “Let’s see you strip out of them boxer shorts, there, Trevor.”

He shook his head, dumbfounded. “Oh my god, listen, guys, a joke is a joke, we’re scared, of course, we’re really scared, but you’ve made your point!”

Doc lit a cigarette. “Have we? Obviously not, because you’ve still got your boxer shorts on.”

“I can’t!” said my husband, in a whiny voice, a few tears escaping and rolling down his cheeks.

“Well,” said Kevin. “You do have a choice, of course. You can take them off. Or we can call the cops and get a breathalyzer here, get your wife arrested for drunk driving. Then we’ll call our lawyer, who is an expert ambulance chaser, and we’ll start in motion the lawsuits. What do you think guys, this house might make a good clubhouse?”

“For sure,” said Doc.

Big Bob looked around, and nodded. “Yeah, we could do something with this.”

“Jesus Christ, not the house!” Trevor did love our house, I should say. For a lazy slob, he was surprisingly house-proud and did clean up after himself, at least. We were tens of thousands of dollars underwater on it, though, of course, property values having fallen since we got the mortgage on it.

“Listen,” I said. “Don’t do this! I’ll do whatever you want, anything! But it was me that caused the accident, not my husband!”

Kevin smiled at me again, and his green eyes locked with mine. “You seem a little too eager, baby. It’s a man’s job to take care of his women when he’s in trouble, right?”

I looked at him. “Well …”

“Ain’t that right, Trevor?” asked Big Bob, moving closer. “A man’s gotta do whatever he needs to do to take care of his woman, ain’t that right?”

“I … I … of course!” said Trevor, looking fearfully at the enormous hairy biker before him.

“Then strip out of them drawers,” he said. “Or would you rather lose your house? Or maybe have the rest of the MC run a train on your old lady? I don’t see how a man could live with himself in a situation like that. A man who would let something like that happen to his old lady, he’s the worst kind of worthless punk there is.”

I looked at my husband, and he looked back at me with his huge wet brown eyes.

Suddenly he nodded, raised himself up straight and squared his shoulders.

“You’re right,” he said, and dropped his underwear to the floor.

Everybody looked in appreciation at my husband. He was as perfect as any underwear model, and then without his underwear, his beautiful cock was visible, also. His pubes were carefully shaved, and his circumcised cock was beautifully straight, hanging – semi-erect!

Was my husband enjoying this? Was the fear, the humiliation and degradation, as much of a turn-on for him as it was for me?

And of course, I had to admit – it touched my heart that he was willing to go to these lengths to protect me. He had a good heart, vacant and not-too-bright though he might be.

“What do you think, Doc?” said Big Bob.

“Healthy looking young fella,” said Doc.

“No scars or tattoos,” sneered Kevin.

Bib Bob smiled, big white teeth appearing behind his dirty beard. “Oh, we could fix that.”

The men all laughed.

Trevor stood, proud and tall, looking almost defiant.

Almost.

“So tell me, Trevor,” said Big Bob in his deep rumbling voice. “Ever kissed a dude before?”

“I … no.”

“No? Never? Not even your daddy? Not even when you were a little kid?”

“I … no, my daddy, I don’t think so, maybe I kissed one of my nephews on the forehead or something.”

Big Bob smiled that alarmingly big and happy smile again. “Sure. I’m sure you have. Maybe you fooled around with a friend, at some point, when you were a kid?”

“I … don’t know. I don’t think so,” said Trevor, beginning to tremble again, looking down.

“I think he’s lying, Bob,” said Doc, conversationally, finishing up his cigarette and tossing it carelessly on the carpet.

“Yeah, me too,” said Bob. “Come on, Trevor, you can tell us. You fooled around with a boy at some point?”

“Oh, god, maybe when I was a little kid, with other little kids, we checked out each other’s junk during a slumber party, something like that!” blurted Trevor.

“Something like that, or that exactly?” asked Bob.

“I … well, yeah. Yes. That, exactly.”

“So you check out some other little kids’ dicks. That’s not gay, is it Doc?”

“Hell no. In my job, as a paramedic, as a medic, I saw tons of dicks, that don’t make me gay.”

“It’s more how you feel when you see the dick, or kiss a guy.” said Big Bob. “Don’t you think?”

My husband merely nodded.

“So come on over here and kiss me then, hot stuff,” smiled Big Bob.

“I’m not gay,” said my husband miserably. “Really, I’m not!” More tears fell on his sculpted abs now.

“Well, let’s just see about that,” said Big Bob, and spread his arms.

My husband moved forward as if he was in a trance, eyes wide and wet and blank, and Big Bob folded his huge arms around him.

My husband had to crane his neck up and stand on tiptoes, but he did it. He kissed Big Bob right on the lips.

I inhaled sharply, surprised and terrified by the searing excitement I felt. What were these strange new feelings? I’d never thought about anything like this before! I’d never imagined my husband being … used like this!

My husband seemed so small and slim and delicate, for all his taught musculature, in the arms of the giant Bob.

The kiss broke. Big Bob was still wearing his shades, so it was difficult to read his expression, but the big white teeth appeared again beneath the big mustache and above the ratty unkempt beard.

“Well, now that was pretty nice,” said Big Bob. “You want to do it again?” he asked Trevor.

My husband hesitated … and then nodded.

Then I could see that my husband was sticking his tongue in the giant hairy biker’s mouth!

Without even being commanded to!

Oh my god, what a sight! What a turn on! It was like nothing I’d ever seen or even dreamed of, but it was one of the sexiest things I’ve ever seen.

Now my husband was writhing, naked, in the arms of this huge, hairy, smelly biker! I heard a moan, a moan that sounded distinctly like a moan of pleasure, although it had a large amount of fear in it.

One of Big Bob’s hands slid down my husband’s smooth hairless back, and cupped one of his beautiful round muscular buttocks.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Please, please, take whatever you want, but don’t do this to my husband,” I said.

But I wanted to see more, I couldn’t take my eyes away.

Kevin just smiled at me. “Keep your eyes open and watch, lady.”

I nodded. There was little chance of me looking away!

The kiss broke, and my husband stood naked and shivering in Big Bob’s hairy embrace, and when Big Bob stepped back, my husband’s dick was more than semi-erect now.

Doc said, “I think both of them like this, Big Bob. Maybe we ought to think of a different punishment?”

“Naw,” said Big Bob. “I think this will do just fine.”

Big Bob unbuttoned the front of his denim vest, revealing his hairy barrel chest.

“You like that, boy?” asked Big Bob. “Stroke me like you like me, and I’ll be gentle with you.”

My husband blinked back tears, and stroked Big Bob’s huge hairy chest, and when I saw him stroke the brown buds of Big Bob’s nipples, I felt myself growing faint.

And so wet! My panties felt like they were soaked, and I could barely control my heavy breathing.

Next to me, Kevin looked at me, his green eyes flashing happily. “You like to watch your husband get used like a little bitch, huh? You married a little sissy boy, and you never even knew that was why you liked him so much.”

“Oh, god,” I moaned.

“Good boy,” said Big Bob to my husband. “Now you can reach down there and unzip my pants, and pull my cock out.”

My husband hesitated. “Oh, god, I don’t know anything about this, how can I do this?”

Big Bob just laughed. “You got a cock, I can see that. And I’m sure you’ve played with it before, haven’t you?”

My husband nodded, more tears falling.

“So you know all you need to know about playing with cocks.”

My husband took a deep breath, and unbuttoned the fly of Bob’s jeans.

The erect cock that fell out reminded me of the time a tree limb crashed through my bedroom window during a windstorm once when I was a child. I, like my husband, was breathless at the sight of it.

It was huge and straight and seemed not only to be unusually long – it had to be nearly a foot long! – but also seemed to be unusually fat and wide. He was uncircumcised, and the purple head was beginning to emerge from the foreskin like some monster bursting out of the ground.

My husband looked down at it, a mix of terror and fascination in his eyes.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” asked Bob.

My husband took it in his hands, both of them – his hands looked tiny compared to the massive cock in front of him – and began to stroke it, pulling the foreskin back. Impossibly, it began to throb and darken, this huge veined pink monolith of a cock.

“Oh god,” I moaned again. I was trembling now. I felt a burning in my loins like I’d never felt before. A mixture of feelings, unfamiliar feelings, was whirling through me. I felt my bladder spasm, feeling like I needed to use the toilet, but then I began to feel more like I was going to have an orgasm.

Kevin put his arm around me, and I snuggled close to him, enjoying the contact. “It’s all right,” he whispered. “You like to watch your husband get used, it’s okay, it’s all going to be fine.”

“See?” said Big Bob. “Just a couple of boys checking out each other’s junk, huh? Nothing particularly gay about that.”

My husband didn’t answer, looking down at the throbbing giant dick in his hands.

“You got such nice small soft hands,” said Bob. “I like it when you play with my cock. Does that make me gay?”

“I … no, of course not,” said my husband, looking down.

“Does it make you gay?” asked Bob.

“I don’t. … I’m a happily married man!” he exclaimed.

“That’s right. And you’re going to do exactly what you need to do to keep your wife safe.”

He took my husband by the hand and rather gently bent him over the back of the couch.

“Oh my god, are you going to fuck my husband in the ass?” I cried. Saying it turned me on even more. One touch, one touch on my clit, and I’d cum, I just knew it. My hands ached to move between my legs.

“That’s right,” said Big Bob. “You fucked up, lady, so I’m going to fuck your husband in the ass. You know it’s got to be done, right sport?”

My husband whimpered and nodded, his head hanging down, as Big Bob spread Trevor’s firm butt cheeks and examined his anus.

“What do you think, Doc? Look okay?” asked Big Bob.

Doc impassively looked at my husband’s asshole. “Looks like one fine healthy asshole. For now,” he said.

“Are you at least going to use a condom?” asked my husband, whimpering.

Big Bob chuckled. “No, I’m not. You’re going to just have to trust me on that score.”

“We had HIV tests after we got out of the pen the last time,” remarked Doc. “If that makes you feel better.”

My husband just whimpered and buried his face in the cushions and his forearms.

“Please,” I said. “At least … use lubricant.”

“Lubricant?” asked Big Bob, amused. “You have some lubricant around? Your husband fucks you in the ass often, does he?”

“I … no, not lately. But there’s some … coconut oil there, behind you on the counter. We were sunbathing last week,” I said.

Big Bob smiled that big beautiful grin at me again and said, “Okay, sure.”

He grabbed the bottle and began oiling his huge cock up.

Trevor looked up at me, his eyes pleading, but the excitement in his slack face was easy to see.

“I’m sorry, Trevor,” I said. “I love you, thank you so much for doing this!”

“I promised I’d be gentle, and I’m a man who keeps my promises,” said Big Bob, and he used one big oily finger to probe my husband’s asshole. I could imagine how rough and calloused it must be, and for a moment I wished it was me bent over that sofa.

I moaned aloud again. It felt like a dream, the room began to spin around me.

My husband let out another whimpering moan as the finger moved past his sphincter.

Big Bob grunted. “The more you flex back there, the more it’s going to hurt,” he warned.

My husband nodded, his face buried in his arms again, as Bob began to move his finger rhythmically in and out of Trevor’s asshole. A moan, unmistakably one of pleasure now, emerged from Trevor, and his breathing became heavy and fast.

Big Bob just chuckled, fingering Trevor’s asshole with one hand and stroking his huge erect throbbing cock with the other. “Are you ready there, sweetheart?” asked Bob.

“Yes,” murmured Trevor.

“I can’t hear you,” said Big Bob.

“Yes, I’m ready!” yelled Trevor.

“Ready for what?” asked Bob, moving his cock into position, pushing the big swollen purple head against my husband’s asshole.

“Ready to get fucked!” bawled my husband, sobbing, moaning loudly with pleasure and excitement and humiliation as the big hairy biker began to penetrate him.

He let out a cry of pain, first, and then began breathing quickly, squirming and clawing at the cushions of the sofa.

“I warned you, the more you tense up, the more it’s going to hurt. Just relax now,” said Big Bob.

Kevin had his arm around me know, and I was hanging on to him, too; I felt like I might fall down if I didn’t, my knees were so weak. I was aware that one of his hands around my shoulder was squeezing one of my big d-cup breasts, inside my grey jacket but through the material of my white blouse, and I clutched my hand to his, sealing both our hands over my big tit, the thrill rushing through me and making a veritable flood inside my panties.

Trevor let out a moan again, mixed pain and pleasure, and whimpered weakly as the huge cock began sliding into him … slowly and surely, firmly, incrementally but definitely.

When it was halfway in, my husband raised his head, looked back over his shoulder, and gasped, “Do it! Give it to me! All of it!”

“That’s the spirt,” said Bob, and slid his cock all the way into my husband.

I whimpered and moaned, clutching Kevin’s hand to my breast, and my other hand rubbed down my belly, hoping I could relieve some of the pressure down there.

“You want to touch yourself, baby?” asked Kevin. “You go right ahead. You want me to help you pull your skirt up?”

I could only moan in approval, and we both hiked my business skirt up around my waist, and my hand slid over the crotch of my panty hose, rubbing the warm wet surface and making myself groan. “Oh, god,” I said again. “This can’t be happening.”

“It’s happening, baby,” said Big Bob, and began fucking faster, finding his stroke

Trevor cried out in pen, but it was clear he was straining back against Bob in time with the thrusts. He was bracing himself on his forearm now, and looking back over his shoulder at Bob.

“You like that, boy?” asked Big Bob.

“Ohhhhh, oh yeah,” grunted my husband.

I snaked my hand inside my pantyhose and into my panties and quickly and expertly parted the wet lips of my vagina and found my own clit.

Big Bob stepped it up and began thrusting hard into my husband, their flesh slapping together, and my husband reached back with one hand and began jacking himself off as Bob’s thrusts grew harder and more savage. Bob was seriously ripping my husband’s butt now, and my husband was loving every minute of it … just as I was.

Finally, the big biker let out a rebel yell of pleasure and pulled out and sprayed huge thick ropes of hot white semen on my husband’s back. The thick smell of it, and the earthy smell of butt-sex, filled the room.

I threw back my head and wailed in ecstasy, as I started to come.

My husband – the little sissy boy, breathlessly jacked himself off a few moments later, and then collapsed in a humiliated heap on the floor, weeping.

The bikers all let out a cheer, and gave Bob fist-bumps.

I rushed over to my fallen husband, and cradled his weeping, beautiful body in my arms.

Big Bob smiled at me, as did Kevin, and Doc actually bowed as they all walked out the front door. Bob had his mobile phone out and was calling for a taxi, and I was relieved that they weren’t going to take my Mercedes.

“I’ve got your business card, ma’am,” said Doc. “We’ll be in touch.”

“I … okay,” I said, dazed, as the bikers walked out into the night.

My husband, on the floor, squeezed me, and I held on to him, tight.


WATCHING THE BIKERS FACE-FUCK MY BOSS

The bikers pulled up in a late-70s model Cadillac Eldorado, a car so enormous as to be a bit comical by today’s standards.

“Have you got him?” I asked, eagerly.

“Of course,” said Kevin, the driver, his beautiful blue eyes shining out from his shaggy fringe of blonde hair.

“Nice ride,” I said.

He winked and said “Big is beautiful.”

I found myself giggling like a schoolgirl, blushing a little at the compliment. I’m not a small girl, but Kevin seemed to like my curves.

They got out of the car, the three top-ranking members of the Bitch’s Bastards MC. Big Bob, the President of the gang, 6 foot 4 inches of hair and denim and tattoos and beer belly. Kevin, the lean and handsome young blonde dude, the youngest member of the gang at 25. And then Doc, the club’s Sergeant at Arms, with his weight-lifter’s build and handsome leathery brown face and grey ponytail.

Kevin opened the trunk to the huge car and showed me:

My boss was inside, unconscious, bound hand and foot with duct tape and gagged with a racquet ball.

I smiled at the bikers.

* * *

I’d met the bikers a few weeks previously, when I’d run into Big Bob’s motorcycle.

I was horrified. The three men had come to visit my house, demanding repayment but not wanting to involve the police.

In the end, Big Bob had settled for using my husband like a bitch while I watched.

It was the most arousing thing I’d ever seen. My husband had been ashamed immediately after, but after I’d reassured him that it had been the right thing to do, he finally admitted to me, and to himself, how much he enjoyed the gay sex.

It had really turned our marriage around.

After a few nights of my going at him with a strap-on dildo, he’d finally hooked up with a guy on Grinder, and allowed me to watch while they made sweet sweet gay love.

Then the next night we’d gone to a gay bar together, and made several new friends, bringing one home for another fabulous evening of gay sex and voyeurism.

However, it was not always sunny in our new paradise.

My asshole boss had made fun of us at a company picnic.

My boss, Scott, was a frat boy type, about the same age as me at 34, and mainly in his position because of fraternity connections and not because of any particular ability. He regularly made life hell for the employees of the bank where I worked, with a fiery temper and inconsistent application of the rules to enforce his whims.

Then came the picnic. He was smart enough not to use any cruel words or slurs while he did it; he simply expressed concern at the state of our marriage and my husband’s increasingly obvious gayness. He said that he had seen us going into a gay bar and said that marriage therapy would probably be covered by the company insurance policy.

Some of my colleagues had been mortified, but many had snickered at us. My husband had left in tears, still not quite sure what his role as my husband should be.

I might have let it slide. I’ve always been non-confrontational. The big friendly funny girl that was always trying to make people like her.

Then, the next day in the elevator, he whispered behind my back that I was a fag hag.

Furious, I made a plan.

And I called the bikers.

* * *

Big Bob and Doc were hauling my unconscious boss from the trunk. He was still wearing one of his sharp grey suits, but it was dirty and torn from the trunk of the El Dorado. His chestnut hair was razor cut and his square jaw bulged out from the pressure of the racquet ball in his mouth.

“Did you knock him on the head?” I asked, perhaps a little disappointed that he didn’t look more beaten up.

“No ma’am,” said Doc. “Animal tranquilizers. Knock somebody on the head and they often don’t wake up.”

“Give them enough animal tranquilizers and they don’t wake up, either,” said Kevin, unlocking the door to the warehouse.

Doc sighed. “I’m a professional, son, I’m careful with my dosages.”

We walked inside, Big Bob carrying my boss, still unconscious and wrapped in duct tape, over his shoulder as easily as I would carry a bag of groceries.

The warehouse was full of crates and old furniture and racks of tools and motorcycle parts, as well as a couple of cars and motorcycles up on blocks in various stages of disrepair.

Big Bob tossed my boss down in a greasy old easy chair, like a sack of potatoes. His head flopped and his eyes flickered open.

Finally he was awake, and I stood with my hands on my hips as my boss began screaming into the ball gag.

“Hello Scott!” I said, cheerfully. I was dressed differently than he was used to, in a tight t-shirt and pushup bra that accentuated my huge breasts and tight cotton sweatpants that showed off the curves of my gloriously big butt. My bright red lipstick was different than the usual mousy look I had at work. I flipped my auburn hair back and enjoyed watching him struggle against the tape.

His eyes swung around the room in a panic, looking at the big bikers and the dirty warehouse.

Kevin was busy readying a blowtorch; Doc was plugging in a large hand-held rotary saw. Big Bob was testing a selection of large hammers, considering their weights as he banged them against a wooden table.

Finally Scott stopped screaming and just looked in silent terror at the men and me.

I knew that was my cue; I stepped forward and took the ball gag out of his mouth.

“What … the fuck … is going on here?” he said, his eyes wide and his voice hoarse with terror.

“Oh. These guys? These are my new friends. The Bitch’s Bastards MC. Put you can probably see that on the back of their jackets, right? Say hello to Scott, guys.”

“Hi there,” said Big Bob.

“Pleased to meet you,” said Doc.

“What’s up bro,” said Kevin.

“Listen … if this is about the company picnic, this isn’t necessary, I don’t know what you’ve got in mind here but …”

“Oh. Well, it’s not about that. Not only about that, anyway. What I want to talk about today is embezzlement.”

He just looked at me.

“You know what embezzlement means, or is that too much of a five-dollar word for you?”

“I know what it means,” he said, wanly.

“Scott, in addition to making life hell for all of us people working under you, you’ve been embezzling from the bank since you got there.”

“That’s not true,” he said, shaking his head.

I went to my backpack and pulled out a plastic file folder, and took out some printed-out screenshots.

“Here we are. Take a look at a few of these. You’ve been charging some mysterious little administrative fees here and there, various percentages, and funneling it into an offshore account in St. Kitts, some kind of dodgy shell corporation. And there is absolutely no way the owners of the bank know about this.”

He shook his head at me, “No, no way. You faked that shit. No way. Nobody will believe you, you fat bitch.”

I walked over and slapped him.

It felt good. Very very good.

Scott gaped at me, goggle-eyed. The bikers all chuckled.

“Maybe they’ll believe me. Maybe not. But it’ll be the end of your career at that bank, and the end of your little gravy train.”

He looked around warily at me and the bikers. “What do you want?”

“I’m glad you asked. I want half. I counted at least $350,000 in unauthorized transfers out of some accounts and pension funds. There might be more, but let’s say just give us $175,000.”

He squinted his eyes at me. “You want me to just … give you $175,000.”

“Well, that’s about the size of it. I set up another shell corporation in St. Kitts, you can just transfer funds directly into that account. And you can walk out of here, and as long as you stop fucking with me at work, you can keep stealing all you want. I don’t keep an account at that bank, anyway.”

He squinted his eyes at me again. “That’s … it?”

I considered him, walking around him with my shoulders thrown back, finally feeling the confident big beautiful woman I’d always wanted to be.

“Oh. Well, no, actually, one more thing. You have to suck all these guy’s dicks.”

He started screaming again, so I stuck the racquet ball back in his mouth and let him think about it for a while.

When he calmed down a bit, or at least stopped screaming, I opened the plastic file folder again and showed him a bit more of the evidence that I had against him.

“I think you can agree, this is pretty damning stuff here. Oh, I mean, I’m not stupid. I know rich white guys don’t go to jail for this kind of thing, or not for very long, anyway. But you know, you might. The big fish are always happy to throw a little fish to the wolves, so they can go back to stealing billions the legal way, with all those overdraft and ATM fees and stupid penalties, and predatory lending and government bailouts and the usual tax dodges and so forth.”

He looked at me, his eyes full of anger and hatred. He looked to the bikers, who were standing, arms crossed.

I took the ball out of his mouth again.

“So you’ve got a decision, Scotty. Give us half of your ill-gotten gains and convince me that you’re not really homophobic, or I’ll just mail this right off to the board of the bank, the newspaper, the Securities and Exchange Commission, the FBI, and so forth.”

He looked at me, my boss, the angry frat boy … and then he started crying like a little girl.

I smiled and patted him on his head of razor-cut chestnut hair. “It’s all right, Scotty. I mean, I know why you saw us going into the gay bar. You were on your way in there yourself, weren’t you? Or do you just drive by there every night trying to work up the courage to go in?”

Big Bob came forward, pulling an enormous knife from his belt, and using it to slice the tape off Scott, who was still shaking and shuddering, tears running down his face.

“You never could get the courage, huh?” I asked him. “That’s why you have to take your hostility out on people like my husband. Well, this is your chance, Scott. Do the right thing. Do what you’ve always dreamed of doing.”

His lower lip was trembling and he had his eyes squeezed shut.

“Then you can get back to robbing the bank blind, huh? I’m curious, what were you going to do with the money, anyway?”

“Thailand,” he eventually whispered. The voice of a little lost boy.

“Thailand,” said Doc, knowingly. “Some fine young gay men over there. And transsexuals, if that’s what floats your boat. I always enjoyed them.”

“You want to steal money from the bank and run away, huh? It’s why you’re such an asshole at work, huh. You hate everything about your life. You’ve buried the real you beneath all kinds of crap, haven’t you.” I spoke in a low soothing voice to him. I could almost feel sorry for him. Almost.

“We used to go around and beat up fags,” he moaned. “At the fraternity. But then we’d go back to the frat house and jack each other off.”

“Awful,” I said. “Awful. It’s time to start making amends, Scott.”

“Shhh, there, bro,” said Big Bob. “It’s all going to be fine.”

He put the knife back in his belt. He wasn’t wearing a shirt under his vest with the club colors, and the hair on his chest and back and shoulders seemed to be gleaming with sweat; it was kind of hot here in the warehouse, and it was only going to get hotter.

Doc stepped forward. He took off the leather vest with the club colors on the back, and then the white t-shirt he wore beneath it, and I got my first look at his bodybuilder physique. I still wasn’t sure how old he was, but I figured he had to be in his late forties. But he had the body of a professional weight lifter, his pectoral muscles enormous and smooth – shaved, I assumed – over a six-pack stomach. His back was wide and v-shaped, with a giant anarchy symbol tattooed at the top and a big eclipsed black and orange sun under that.

He pulled out his cock, and I was impressed. While not as big as Big Bob’s monstrous member, he had a considerable girth and a nice straight cock with a big, well-shaped purple head, already hard as a rock and throbbing.

“Here you go, young man. You ever given head before?” Doc asked.

Scott blinked and looked down, and then shook his head.

“No? Never? Not even back at your frat?”

“No … just jacked off with the guys, a couple times.”

“Would have liked to have seen that. The circle of trust and brotherhood, indeed. So you’ve never given head. But I suspect you know more than a little about the general theory.”

Scott nodded his head, blinking away more tears.

“Just put as much of it in your mouth as you can, and slide those big lips up and down it.” Doc, as usual was speaking in his low, kind voice.

Scott hesitated only for a moment, and then licked his lips and took the big cock in one hand.

Doc let out a little moan as Scott stroked his cock, slowly, and then gingerly opened his mouth as wide as it would go and put the big cock in it.

I was beginning to get wet, watching it, and I was aware I was licking my own lips.

Scott was sliding the cock in and out of his mouth slowly, moaning around it as it filled his mouth, and then he relaxed and closed his eyes and slid it as far into his throat as he could, eliciting a grateful groan from Doc. Doc had shaved his pubes, I noticed, as he assumedly shaved the rest of his body.

Scott began bobbing his head more quickly now, becoming more enthusiastic, begin to emit little groans of pleasure, which were of course muffled by Doc’s big dick.

“That’s it,” said Doc. “You suck a mean cock, young man.”

Big Bob chuckled at that and pulled his own cock out. It was enormous, uncircumcised and shrouded in thick pubic hair. The strong musky scent of it reached me even over the motor oil and such in the old warehouse.

Doc grabbed the back of Scott’s head and thrust enthusiastically forward, making Scott gag, and then unloaded into his mouth.

“Come on Kevin,” said Big Bob. “Double header.”

“So this also doesn’t count, as far as being faithful to Princess?” said Kevin as he unzipped the leather motorcycle pants he wore.

“Hell no. Any man wants to suck my dick, is welcome to do it anytime,” he said.

Kevin pulled his cock out – also hard already, and I was struck that it seemed very pale. He wasn’t circumcised, so he pulled his foreskin back, revealing a pale pink glans.

It was a very good looking cock, and I was very wet now, and I took both of my big tits in my hands and squeezed them. My nipples were tingling with pleasure.

Scott had a look of slack hunger on his face, now, and threw his head back and moaned, swallowing the hot mouthful of Doc’s cum, a few strands running down his chin.

Big Bob and Kevin moved forward, their erections pointing at Scott’s face like accusing fingers.

Scott gasped and grabbed Kevin’s cock with his left hand, and Big Bob’s cock with his right hand. He stoked both of them, tenderly, looking up at the two men towering over him.

“Harder,” said Big Bob. “You ain’t gonna break it.”

Scott began pumping harder, and to my delight, I saw, even in the dim light of the warehouse, the veins on their cocks beginning to pulse as the cocks darkened with more blood.

“Kind of like going skiing, eh?” asked Bob, and laughed, as the young man pumped the two cocks in his hands.

“All right, get that thing in your mouth now,” said Kevin. “Get it all the way in there.”

Scott opened his mouth like a hungry baby bird, and Kevin drove his cock straight in.

He was thrusting quickly already, making Scott gag; he pulled out and Scott coughed and spit, bile and a bit of leftover semen from Doc flowed out onto the collar of his white shirt and lapels of his expensive suit.

Scott took a deep breath, opened his mouth wide, and sucked the cock all the way in, bobbing his head eagerly on it, swallowing it all the way to the root, making muffled choking sounds on it but keeping it firmly in his throat.

“My turn,” said Big Bob, and Kevin pulled out again, jacking off his cock himself, as Scott turned towards Big Bob’s giant purple head.

It crossed his lips and into his mouth. The cock was so big Scott looked like he was going to dislocate his jaw sucking it, but he did it, and even managed it get most, if not all, of it into his throat.

I was aware that I was moaning loudly myself, at this point, juggling and squeezing my huge tits, my panties now soaking at the sight of these three hot bikers fucking my boss’s face.

I reached down inside those wet panties with my hand, past the comfortable, familiar feel of my soft belly. “Ohhh, yeah,” I moaned. “Fuck his face, fuck his mouth, stick those big cocks in his mouth.”

Bob was thrusting hard into Scott’s face, and Scott’s face was turning purple because he clearly couldn’t breathe.

Kevin was stroking his cock as he watched, and when Big Bob finally gasped and pulled out, Scott mewled in weak surrender as he turned back to Kevin and moaned, “Give it to me, give me your cock.”

Kevin slid his cock between Scott’s eager lips, thrusting his hips, and his cock slid in and out of Scott’s tightly pursed lips, and finally Kevin cried, “Oh fuck I’m cumming suck my cock I’m cumming!”

But he pulled out as he came, and Scott took the pulsing rod in his hand and eagerly jacked it as a spray of hot white cum splashed on Scott’s reddened face.

Big Bob chuckled, and then grabbed Scott’s hair and anger-fucked his swollen eager mouth, forcing his huge pulsing throbbing dick into Scott’s face, growling with combined hostility and pleasure as his huge hairy frame began to shudder as the orgasm began to build.

My fingers were eagerly parting my plump pussy lips, now, and I dug my middle finger inside myself, inside the silky folds there, making myself moan with pleasure.

Scott was like a man possessed now and he eagerly gripped Bob’s big hairy balls with one hand and Bob shouted, “Oh fuck!” and pulled out and a freaking geyser of white cream sprayed from the end of his dick. It looked like a champagne bottle erupting, and my middle finger had already found my sensitive clit, and I came, also.

When the two men stepped back, Scott’s head fell backwards, his face and the front of his shirt covered with spit and cum. Scott closed his eyes, breathing deeply.

“Now that was some good head,” said Big Bob.

He and Kevin did a fist bump.

Doc opened up an ice chest nearby and pulled out some frosty cold beers.

“Just one more cock to suck,” I said happily.

My husband stepped out of the shadows, his dick bouncing in front of him.

Scott let loose a hungry moan, and I watched enrapt as my husband fucked his face.

Scott was in a daze after that, very calm and agreeable as I opened up my laptop and told him to go ahead and transfer the money.

It didn’t take long; it was easy enough to do it all online.

I checked to make sure that the $175,000 had been deposited.

The taxi I’d called arrived soon after, and I led Scott out to it. He was calm but distracted and got into the taxi without comment.”

“See you at work on Monday,” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “Uh, sure, Angela. I’ll see you at work.”

“Good night.”

“Good night,” he said, and the taxi disappeared into the darkness.

I went back inside, where Big Bob and Doc and Kevin were opening more beers. They handed me one and I took a grateful swig of it.

“Okay, so obviously I can’t take it all out of the ATM at one time, so I’ll have to space it out a bit, unless you guys want me to set you up an offshore somewhere. I’ll give you guys … $125,000? Is that enough?” I asked, a bit timidly. I’d checked how much Harley Davidson motorcycles cost, and they weren’t cheap, but that was enough to buy a top of the line model and get a month of physiotherapy for Big Bob’s girlfriend who had broken her legs when I’d hit his bike.

“How about all of it?” he asked.

I threw back my shoulders. “I think I deserve something. Me and my husband.”

Big Bob looked at me … and then a smile appeared in the middle of that big shaggy beard. “That sounds fine,” he grunted.

“I’d give the lady half,” said Doc. “I’m starting to take to her.”

Kevin shrugged his shoulders and smiled. “She did some good work for us,” he said.

“I think I got a better idea,” said Big Bob, and came and put his massive hairy tattooed arm around me. “How would you like to be the accountant for the MC, Angela?”

I just looked at him ... but I couldn’t stop smiling.

To be continued in …


WATCHING THE BIKER RAPE MY STEPBROTHER

I tried to hide my blackened, swollen eye under sunglasses, but I knew the bikers would see it.

It had been a couple months that I’d been working for them, as an accountant for the large garage and custom motorcycle shop that they ran. But since we’d taken half of the money my former boss was embezzling from the bank where I used to wok, I’d also been managing the club’s finances in various other “off the books” ways. They had dues coming in from chapters all over the country, for example, and also some income from property they owned.

But mainly, the Bitch’s Bastard MC was into ripping off drug dealers. They liked their beer, all of them, but the leader, Big Bob, was oddly puritanical about drugs. I eventually found out why: he had a sister who had overdosed and died years previously.

So they made robbing drug gangs a full time business.

I had helped them set up some shell corporations and small businesses – laundromats and parking lots – to launder some of this stolen money, so they were now paying me a salary a bit higher than I had made previously at the bank I worked for.

And for the first time in my adult life, I felt alive, and looked forward to going to work every day.

Until, of course, the day I had to go in with a black eye.

Eventually it was Kevin who noticed.

Kevin, at 25, was the youngest member of the club, and he and I flirted like mad at work. He clearly liked his women with curves, and I definitely qualified. We had not had any kind of consummation of this interest, however; he’d touched me on the shoulder a few times, but that was all.

But of course it was him who noticed that I didn’t take off my sunglasses. I just went right to the back office of the garage and started doing paperwork, without the usual flirtations and interactions that characterized the day there.

Finally he just came into the office and reached up and took them off me. “All right. What the fuck happened?”

“My stepbrother,” I moaned.

The night previously, at a family gathering, my stepbrother had arrived, somewhat to my surprise. He lived in another city, and was having some success in the world of MMA – professional mixed martial arts fighting. I’d seen him on TV a few times.

I’d always hated him, almost from the first moment I’d laid eyes on him. My mother remarried when I was 16, and introduced him to my life suddenly.  My stepbrother was a year younger than me, but he was already tall and muscular, a popular jock on the wrestling team at the same high school I went to. I’d seen him, admired his looks and body from afar but been horrified by his arrogant misbehavior and the way he bullied smaller students and already at that young age treating women like disposable fuck-dolls.

And then, suddenly, he lived down the hall from me.

It was a living nightmare for the two years before I’d gone away to college. As a shy, studious, and overweight girl, I was the complete opposite of him. His name was Roger but everyone called him Rocky. There was never any kind of bond between us; he treated me with disdain most of the time and ignored me the rest of the time. Being ignored was the best I could hope for; otherwise I was taunted for my weight, my clothes, my shy personality, all of it.

I hadn’t seen him for a few years, but then he’d arrived at the family gathering.

And immediately, of course, begun making fun of my husband, who was no longer trying to hide the fact that he was gay.

I had the bikers to thank for showing us both that, of course. I’d run into Big Bob’s motorcycle with my car, after a bottle of wine at lunch, and he’d sodomized my husband in repayment for the debt. Afterwards, our dull marriage had blossomed as he discovered how much he enjoyed being fucked by men, and how much I enjoyed watching him be fucked by men.

It wasn’t like my husband was doing anything wrong at the family gathering, by the way. Just couldn’t keep the lust out of his eyes when he looked at Rocky, I suppose.

Eventually Rocky had too much to drink and called my husband out on it. And then suggested that I might be thinner if I could find a real man to fuck.

In front of a group of my cousins and an uncle. Fortunately my mother was in another room.

I threw a glass of wine in his face.

Now, of course, before my recent connection with the bikers, I probably wouldn’t have done that. I was starting to come out of my shell. Especially since we’d taken down my boss, I was beginning to feel like the confident beautiful big woman that I knew that I could be.

But of course, maybe I wasn’t quite there, yet, because he turned around and punched me right in the face.

I’m fortunate that he stopped there, I guess. I don’t follow MMA regularly, but I’ve seen enough of it to know that those guys are viscous fighters.

My cousins and uncle wouldn’t talk. They told everyone that I’d slipped and fallen. Sadly this was not the first time this kind of thing happened in our family tree. They were a tight-knit Irish clan on that side.

I told this to Kevin and he listened with a look of cold smoldering fury on his face, and then smashed his fist through the wood paneling of the office wall, leaving a giant hole.

Doc, the second-in-command of the club, happened to be passing by outside, and he stuck his handsome tanned face and gigantic shoulders through the door, his wraparound sunglasses concealing his eyes. “What’s up there, kid?”

“War council,” spat Kevin. “Somebody hurt Angela.”

My boys!

A few days later, we stood outside the gym where my stepbrother trained.

It was just the three of us: handsome blonde Kevin, hairy and enormous Big Bob, and the  bodybuilder and combat medic Doc.

The gym was empty at that hour, but various members of the gang had been tailing Rocky for the last few days, and he seemed to like to stay there alone, after everybody left.

Doc had finally peaked in the window and found out why.

When we walked in the back, with Kevin picking the lock in less than a minute, we saw him in the act.

Rocky was injecting steroids.

The three bikers fanned out into the gym as I shook my head and approached Rocky. “My my my” I said. “Steroids. Always with the short cuts.”

Rocky glared at me, and then at the three men around us. He put the syringe down. “Who are these dirtbags?” he said.

“Oh, I took your advice about getting some real men in my life,” I said.

“I don’t know what the fuck you’re playing at, you fat cunt,” he said. “But I’ll be happy to rip all your fucking heads off and shove them up your asses for you , unless you get out of my gym right now.”

“You got a dirty mouth, kid,” said Doc. Doc didn’t like bad language.

“And you call us dirtbags, but you’re the one who hits a woman?” said Big Bob.

“I think those steroids are making you mouthy,” said Kevin. “Roid rage.”

“What the fuck do you want?” he spat, standing up and holding his hands open in front of him, sort of a fighting stance. He wore sweatpants and a tight t-shirt.

“Satisfaction,” I said.

“What?”

“Satisfaction. I demand satisfaction. A duel for my honor.”

He just stared at me.

“Obviously I can’t fight you myself, so I had to find a champion. My champion is right here.”

Kevin stepped forward and took his shirt off, revealing his rippling washboard abs and powerful chest. He had a tattoo of the club’s logo – two Bs linked, under a skull – on his back and a portrait of the Grim Reaper on his right shoulder.

“What the fuck, I have to fight three guys?” said Rocky, warily.

“No, only Kevin. The other two guys are just here to make sure you pay up if you lose.”

“Pay up? What the fuck?”

“You two will fight. If you win, you get $100,000. If he wins … he gets to fuck you.”

“What?” cried Rocky, amazed. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I’m dead serious. We have the money.” In fact, we’d stolen it from my boss a few months previously, but no reason to tell him that. “That’s a lot more than you’re getting for a typical MMA fight right now.”

“Yeah, but …” he said.

“What the matter, hot shot? You afraid?” asked Big Bob.

“Well, I guess the other option is just to give the fight commission these pictures we have of you taking steroids,” said Doc.

“Jesus fucking Christ, are you people serious?” said Rocky. He was turning red now, the veins starting to stand out in his neck.

“Seems like a pretty simple choice to me,” I said. “You’re the bad ass of the badasses right? This guy isn’t even a professional MMA fighter. You win, you get these pictures and $100,000. You’re not planning on losing are you?”

He looked at me and shook his head. “I always hated you, you fat bitch.”

“Yeah, you did,” I said. “And you did everything you could to make me hate you, also. Now, you want to think about why that is, since I never did anything at all to you?”

“Just hated looking at your fat ass every day in the hallway,” he said.

Kevin stepped in front of me. “You getting paid to talk, or getting paid to fight?” he said.

Rocky reared up to his full height. “No bullshit – no eye gouging, skin or small joint manipulation, or biting, or any of that prison rules shit.”

Kevin smiled. “That takes a lot of the fun out of it,” he said. “But I agree. I don’t need to do any of that to beat your ass.”

“You gonna fight in jeans?” asked Rocky.

Kevin took off his boots and slipped out of his tight oil-stained jeans. He was wearing tight grey boxer-briefs. “These will do.”

“You’ll need an athletic cup,” said Rocky.

“No I won’t,” sneered Kevin.

Rocky smirked and opened his gym bag and in front of all of us, changed into his jock strap and fighting trunks and put on his gloves. He didn’t so much as bat an eye, letting us all see his chiseled physique and dangling generous-sized cock. He looked like he’d been carved out of wood.

Rocky sized up Kevin with a speculative look, and my heart started to pound. Suppose he managed to beat Kevin? That would surely be the end of my relationship with my bikers.

But no, watching Kevin stride confidently into the ring in the middle of the gym, as if he was walking on springs, I felt my heart fluttering in a different way. Not fear this time.

Rocky bounded into the ring, bouncing up and down and throwing a few jabs to warm up.

Kevin just stood there, his open hands in front of him.

Rocky said, “All right! Fuck it! Somebody call it and we’ll start this massacre!”

I yelled, “FIGHT!” and the two men charged at each other.

Rocky threw a flurry of punches, which Kevin swatted out of the way with his open hands, and he slipped a hard left past Rocky’s guard and knocked him backwards.

Rocky reeled backwards and Kevin, instead of charging forward, moved serenely back to his corner, smiling.

Rocky charged forwards again this time trying to go in low and take Kevin in a wrestling take-down; Kevin reversed it and twisted around and slammed Rocky to the canvas, knocking a grunt of surprise out of him.

My heart was pounding, as it seemed clear Kevin could win, but instead of charging in and finishing the fight, Kevin backed off again.

Rocky got to his feet, bleeding from his nose, looking warily at Kevin.

Almost faster than the eye could follow, Kevin spun around in a kick straight out of a Hong Kong movie, and slammed the heel of his foot into Rocky’s head, knocking him flat on the canvas again.

“See,” said Kevin to his fallen adversary. “You fight, you’ve always fought, just to show you’re the best. Just to win. Me, I fight for a reason. For my survival. For my honor. For the honor of those around me. And I always have, my whole fucking life.”

Kevin allowed Rocky to stand up again, and hit him in the face with a flurry of swift punches, sending Rocky reeling back against the ropes. Rocky hung on the ropes, face covered with blood, breathing heavily.

“First thing I want you to do is to apologize to your stepsister,” growled Kevin.

“Fuck you,” said Rocky.

Kevin smiled and did a fucking flying drop kick. It was a move I’d seen in professional wrestling as well as Hollywood, but seeing it in real life was something amazing. There was a stomach-churning crunch as his feet connected with Rocky’s rib cage and slammed him through the ropes and out onto the hard wooden floor of the gym.

Kevin sighed, looked down at Rocky, and took off his gloves and left them lying in the middle of the ring.

Rocky was still struggling to stand up.

“I think your ribs are broken,” said Doc. “You best move carefully, kid.”

Rocky’s face was covered with tears now as well as blood and snot.

“Are you ready?” asked Kevin. “You’re fucking beaten.”

Rocky shook his head and Kevin spun around, the side of his fist slamming into Rocky’s head and again sending him flat onto the floor.

This time Rocky didn’t move.

Kevin stood patiently, for the several minutes it took for Rocky to come back to consciousness.

“I’m sorry,” said Rocky, looking at me. “I’m … sorry, Angela.”

“Good,” said Kevin. “You have a fucking opportunity here, Rocky. You have an opportunity to become a man, instead of the bullying kid you really are.”

“I’m sorry for everything,” said Rocky, blinking at me and swaying on his feet.

“Keep going,” said Kevin. “I’m sure you’ve got more to say.”

“I … I was always envious of you. How smart you were. How easy school was for you. That shit was hard for me. How … you didn’t seem to need anybody but yourself.”

He was wrong about that, of course, but I was at least pleased he’d gotten that impression.

“Now, get your ass over there and bend over that weight bench,” commanded Kevin.

Big Bob and Doc nodded, standing and looking pleased as their young protégé took control of the room.

Rocky staggered over there and did as Kevin commanded.

“All right, pull down your shorts,” said Kevin.

My heart was continuing to hammer, and by now my panties were already sopping wet. Watching two men go at it was something that had come to arouse me more than anything else. To see Kevin take total control of my stepbrother like this was definitely something out of a forbidden taboo wet dream.

Kevin walked by Big Bob, and Big Bob handed him a tube of Astroglide lubricant.

“This is it, kid. Your first time. And like with me and Angela’s husband … this is a debt that this motherfucker owes you.”

“Do it, kid,” said Doc.

Kevin’s resolve didn’t falter as he took down his boxers and kicked them away. It was the first time I’d seen him completely naked, and I felt lightheaded. His cock was already pulsing in front of him, straight and hard. He opened the tube of lubricant and rubbed it thoroughly around his hard dick and throbbing purple head.

Rocky was trembling, I could see that, as he pulled down his shorts and knelt on the ground in front of the weight bench, putting his stomach on it and gripping the legs of the bench with his hands.

“You … haven’t done this before, have you?” asked Kevin. “You seem to know the position pretty well.”

“It’s … impossible not to think about it, when you’re wrestling with dudes half your life,” said Rocky.

“Oh yeah?” asked Kevin, moving closer and kneeling down behind Rocky. “You have dirty thoughts there in the locker room, do you, Rocky?”

“Yes,” admitted Rocky.

“As usual,” said Kevin. “Doesn’t surprise me. If you were totally secure in your sexuality you wouldn’t have to make fun of Angela’s husband.”

“Yes,” admitted Rocky.

“You ready?” asked Kevin.

“I’m ready,” said Rocky.

Kevin began to slowly insert his lubricated cock into Rocky’s puckered anus. I heard myself gasp with excitement, and I was aware I was feeling my big breasts through the t-shirt and bra.

“Ma’am,” said Doc. “If you’d like to take off your clothes in this particular occasion, I can certainly say that none of us would mind.”

“Is it … okay?” I giggled. I stripped my t-shirt off and the struggled out of my jeans, standing there in my bra and panties as Kevin slowly and purposefully forced his cock all the way up to the base into Rocky’s ass.

Rocky let out a cry – arousal and humiliation and lust and anger and pure, pure sensation. He didn’t struggle or move; he continued gripping the legs of the weight bench, breathing deeply.

“Easy now,” said Kevin through gritted teeth, as he began to withdraw. “It’s only going to hurt when you fight it.” He withdrew, and then let out a grunt as he slid the cock back in, and it seemed to go in more easily this time.

I was feeling my big breasts through the bra now; my nipples were so hard I could feel them easily through it. I ran my hands over my own curvy body, my big hips and smooth belly and finally into my panties where I spread my lips and found the sensitive bud of my clit. I let out a cry of pleasure, and said, “Fuck him harder!”

Kevin smiled at me and drove his cock all the way back in, eliciting another cry from Rocky.

I stripped off my bra and panties, as Doc and Big Bob watched me, amused. It was nice to have them watch me. My boys! My men!

I climbed into the boxing ring, completely naked, so I’d have a better view as Kevin fucked Rocky.

Kevin withdrew slowly, again, savoring the sensation, and then looked up at me and winked as he found his stroke and began fucking Rocky faster.

“Ohhh god,” moaned Rocky, panting, and I too was panting, naked under the bright lights of the gym, so turned on at seeing my rough alpha male biker defeat and fuck my rough alpha male stepbrother.

All the bikers were watching as I curled two fingers inside myself, finger-fucking myself quickly, pinching my big pink nipples with the other hand, looking down as Kevin drove his cock deep into Rocky’s butt.

“Oh, god, fuck me harder!” yelled Rocky, reaching back to jack off his own cock as Kevin fucked him, and Kevin let out a battle cry and began driving his cock in fiercely, passionately, fervently, a warrior, a conquering hero ripping the butt of his enemy – all for me, all for my honor, all for me.

I started to come, pulling hard on one nipple as I found my own g-spot with two curled fingers, and I cried out Kevin’s name as I did so.

“ANGELA!” yelled Kevin, as he pulled out and spurted his hot cum all over Rocky’s back. Sticky puddles of pearly white on his back, Rocky was jacking himself off frantically, and he shot all over the floor like a high-pressure hose.

The fire of orgasm started to whirl up through me and it seemed to start at my toes and move all the way up, making my whole body shudder and spots dance in front of my eyes. I couldn’t take my eyes off the beautiful spectacle of the biker fucking my stepbrother, though, so I struggled to keep them open.

Kevin stood up and let out a battle cry. He stepped over and bumped fists with Doc and Big Bob, and Big Bob said, “You did good, kid. You’re a real fighter.”

Kevin stepped up into the ring, still naked, and scooped me up in his arms – an impressive feat of strength, I should say, getting me off my feet -- and kissed me hard on the lips for the first time.

“You’re the best, Angela,” he said, and kissed me again, and my tongue slid into his mouth.

I could barely speak. I was blushing like a schoolgirl. I tongue kissed my warrior hero and then I noticed he was hard again.

“Oh, god,” I said. “Right here. Fuck me right here!”

“Don’t you want me to wash up first?” he asked, smiling, bending down to suck one of my big hard pink nipples. His hands were big but they couldn’t cover my huge tits.

“No!” I said, and lay on the mat and spread my leg as my hero, my warrior, my alpha male entered me with his beautiful hard cock and fucked me long and hard, in the middle of the boxing ring, as I clawed at his back and screamed how much I loved it.


WATCHING THE BIKERS VIOLATE THE FRAT GUYS

The phone rang at about 2:30 am, ripping me out of a peaceful sleep.

It was my niece, Madison. Or my niece-in-law actually; she was the 18-year-old daughter of my husband’s older brother.

Of course I’d been sleeping peacefully; my husband Trevor was sleeping to one side of me; my biker boyfriend Kevin was sleeping on the other. Trevor loved to watch me fuck Kevin and jack off while I did so, just as I loved to watch my husband fuck gay men.

It had been nearly half a year since the Bitch’s Bastards MC had entered our life; since I’d run over their leader’s Harley and since my husband had offered himself up as payment for that debt. Since we’d learned how much he enjoyed gay sex, and how much I enjoyed watching him, our marriage was happier than ever.

Then the MC had offered me a position as their accountant, after we’d extorted a considerable amount of money from my abusive, homophobic former boss as the bank. I’d happily entered into a life of white-collar crime, helping them launder the money they stole from drug gangs.

But it had only been a few weeks since Kevin, the youngest member of the gang, had started fucking me; while I was not officially his “old lady” yet, we’d been getting it on fairly regularly. He was everything my husband was not: protective, macho, and aggressive, a true alpha male. He’d beaten the crap out of my stepbrother, after my stepbrother had punched me, and punished him Viking style with anal sex – the first time for both of them.

My sweet husband was still a big part of my life, though; he was loyal, funny, and accommodating to my every wish. He’d even started keeping the house a lot cleaner, and no longer wasted so much money.

As an unpopular “big” girl, all these life changes, all this attention, sort of made my head spin, but I so far was living in a paradise. And also, to put it bluntly, I was settling a lot of old scores.

And when Madison called, crying, saying that she needed a ride home, I knew that not only could I help her, I could avenge her.

An hour later, my husband and Kevin and I were waiting outside a fraternity house, me holding tight around Kevin’s lean muscular waist on the back of his Harley. The other two highest-ranking members of the Bitch’s Bastards MC, Doc and Big Bob pulled up in one of their panel vans.

Big Bob was huge and hairy, nearly six foot five, with a rotund beer gut and huge arms covered with tattoos. He was like a primal force of nature, a grizzly bear incarnated in human form, calm and laconic until aroused or angered. Doc was the oldest member of the crew, but still a very handsome older man, with silver hair pulled back in a ponytail, a neat beard, and the build of the weightlifter. He had been a combat medic and he was polite and erudite.

But not tonight; I’d never heard him so angry.

When I’d gone to pick up Madison from the street near the frat house, Kevin had insisted on going with me. She insisted that nothing had happened, but the missing buttons from her shirt front and constant tears told the story she wouldn’t. There were bruises on her wrists, but she refused to call the police.

“Fine,” said Kevin, “we’ll handle it.”

He called the club, and Doc had been particularly incensed. “Nothing lower than a man who misuses a woman,” he said. “Absolutely nothing.”

We’d taken Madison back to the apartment, and let her take a shower and go to bed, and decide for herself how she wanted to deal with what had happened.

We knew how we wanted to deal with it, though.

Kevin asked if any of the other members of the club were coming; Big Bob made a sneering face. “You think we need them?” he asked.

“I do not,” said Kevin, snarling. “She said there are only five guys in there tonight. I can handle five myself,” he said.

Doc smiled thinly. “Save some for the rest of us, kid.” Doc opened the back of the truck, where there was an assortment of baseball bats, axe handles, and lead pipes.

We each took one, even my husband Trevor, who while usually a passive slacker, was trembling with rage at what had happened to his niece.

“You got a description of the layout of the place?” asked Doc.

Kevin produced the small sketch of the bottom floor which Madison had drawn for him.

“Any security cameras around here?” asked Bob.

Doc shook his head. He was an expert on computers and surveillance. “I guess the boys are more afraid of being caught committing crimes than they are of being the victims of crime. One down the street there, but that’s going to have some technical difficulties.”

Kevin smiled a tight angry smile and slapped the baseball bat he’d chosen into his palm. “That’s their mistake.”

Big Bob and Doc said, “Okay, we’ll go in the back door; you three go in the front.”

It didn’t take long. Only two of them were awake, and they’d all been drinking a lot. Kevin kicked the front door open – it was three a.m. at this point, but the neighbors were mostly other fraternities and probably used to hearing all kind of weird noises at odd hours – and he stormed in. A young guy was on the couch watching TV, and Kevin jabbed him in the stomach with the bat and the guy crumpled up in a ball on the floor among the empty beer bottles, gasping for breath.

Big Bob and Doc came in front the kitchen pushing a another floppy-haired young guy in front of them, who was also gasping for breath, and Kevin tossed him down next to his buddy, while getting the plastic zip-ties out of his jacket pocket to bind their hands.

The three other guys were in their bedrooms, and Kevin, Bob, and Doc barged into their rooms and leapt on them in their sleep, hitting them in the solar plexus to knock the wind out of them. Knocking people out with blows to the head was a dangerous business, I’d learned; they occasionally didn’t wake up. Better to choke them out, or hit them in the solar plexus.

I was learning a lot about this sort of thing.

Soon all five frat guys were lined up on the living room floor, hands bound behind them with plastic zip-ties, three of them wearing nothing but jockey shorts, and two of them still dressed in khaki pants and polo shirts.

They all looked kind of similar – well-built young dudes with floppy hair and clean features. No tattoos or anything. Very little body hair. Visible abs and muscles. Rich kids, clearly. Dudes. Bros. Whatever they called themselves these days, they were clearly the kind of kids that were being turned out by rich families and good schools far too often these days – shallow, self-centered, good-loooking, and completely amoral.

“Listen, there’s no money here,” said one of them.

Big Bob gave the dude an eye-watering smack across the face.

Doc gazed down at them sadly, chewing on a toothpick. “What’s your name, kid?” He finally asked the one who had spoken.

“Devon,” said the kid, looking up a bit more defiantly than he probably ought to.

“You the leader?”

“I’m the … president of this fraternity, yes.”

Doc chuckled. “I bet you’re a law student?”

The kid nodded.

“Well, that’s nice. And you other boys?”

The others all mumbled, “MBA” or “business.”

“Well, that’s just wonderful to think that you boys are going to be raping Wall Street and the business world, after you finish date-raping your way through the female population of this college.”

“Listen,” said Devon, “I don’t know what that bitch told you …”

Big Bob delivered another savage smack across the face of the handsome young frat boy, leaving his face red and eyes full of stinging tears.

“Language,” said Doc.

“She asked us to do it!” said one of the others, and Kevin rapped him on the collarbone with his baseball bat, and the kid hissed in pain.

“Sure she did,” said Doc. “That’s why she was crying afterwards.”

“No means fucking no,” I said, swinging my baseball bat at my side and wishing I could knock a home run off the shoulders of one of these punks.

“I think there’s only one clear way to teach you punks that particular lesson,” said Doc.

“What do you mean?” asked Devon … and I think, even as he asked the question, he realized.

Doc took a chair and put it in front of Devon and then bent him over it. Devon was the one who’d been in the kitchen, and was still wearing khakis and a polo shirt. Doc took out a gigantic hunting knife from his belt and used it to slice the khakis until they were laying in shreds around Devon’s knees.

“Oh wait, stop, what the fuck, what the fuck are you going to do!” begged Devon.

Doc took hold of the band of Devon’s jockey shorts and pulled it down so his muscular white ass and puckered brown anus was visible.

“All right,” said Doc. “An open invitation to any of you. First guy who tells us exactly what happens, he gets mercy.”

The smallest guy, the one on the end, said, “Oh god! Please let me go! I didn’t want to do it! I was afraid not to!”

Kevin nodded. “Okay, what happened?”

“It’s my initiation into the inner circle,” cried the smallest one. “I brought her here, and told her there was a party, and they raped her! I didn’t want to do it, but …”

“But what?” said Big Bob.

“I need the business contacts!” the guy cried. “This can make my career!”

“You piece of shit,” said Devon, glaring angrily over his shoulder at the guy speaking.

Doc laid the blade of the knife against Devon’s scrotum, gathered like hanging fruit under his buttocks, and said, “Don’t say one more word until I tell you to say one more word, punk.”

Devon just whimpered.

“I’ll give you a choice, since you’re the leader,” said Doc. “You can take it for the team. Me and the boys will rape you and let the others go with untouched assholes. Or, we’ll rape them, and you can watch.”

“Oh Jesus,” said Devon.

“What the fuck!” said one of the guys, and my husband punched him on the ear and said, “Shut up!” My baby was getting into this stuff! He’d really grown a spine recently.

“You have five seconds to decide, leader boy. Show us your leadership skills,” said Doc, pulling his erect cock out of his black military-style cargo pants.

“Oh Jesus, fuck them, please don’t fuck me,” whined Devon.

The others screeched their disapproval and horror at what was going on, and were all silenced with slaps and threats with the baseball bats.

“All right, biggun, would you like to begin?” asked Doc to Bob.

Big Bob took another one of the boys, and looking like a giant playing with a doll, he grabbed and lifted one of the guys wearing jockey shorts. He put the kid face-down on the sofa, so his ass was hanging off and his face was buried in the pillows, and pulled the kid’s jockey shorts down. Bob let out a growl of pure animal lust as he took his enormous dick out of his dirty jeans.

A crazed glint in his eyes, he looked around as Doc pushed the knife against Devon’s balls again and said, “Now, you watch, boy. You watch what’s going to happen.”

Devon watched, all right, his eyes wide with shock and horror.

Big Bob let loose another animal-like bellow, and plunged his dick into the helpless frat guy’s ass. Unlubricated! I could only imagine how much that hurt. The frat boy wailed in pain and shock and horror, but Bob shoved his head into the sofa cushions, so that the screams were muffled.

Doc handed me the knife, and took another one of the frat guys wearing underwear and tossed him on the sofa next to his frat bro, so that his face was also in the cushions and his ass was presented. Doc sliced the underpants off with the hunting knife. He took the underpants and stuffed them into Devon’s mouth, eliciting more wide-eyed whimpering.

“Now you watch him,” Doc told me. “You have my permission to cut his eyelids off if he tries to close his eyes. Since you’re the leader, Devon, this is on you, right?”

Devon nodded his head in terror.

Doc smiled and pulled on a lubricated condom. “I’m a bit more hygienic then my friends,” he said to the frat boy squirming under him. He pushed the kids head into the pillow as he plunged his own cock into the frat boy’s ass, with a moist slurping noise.

Bob and Doc, side by side raping the two frat boys, gave each other a fist-bump and began fucking the two helpless guys harder and fast, holding the two frat guys’ faces into the pillows so as to silence their screams.

It didn’t take long; both of the big bikers came at about the same time, with harsh grunts and another first bump.

Big Bob held his sweaty dripping cock in one hand as he bent down and looked at Devon. “What about it, you think no means no yet, Devon?”

Devon just whimpered and blubber, his mouth full of jockey shorts.

Doc said, “How about you, handsome hubby? You want to take one?”

“Do I,” snarled my husband, with uncharacteristic ferocity. He stripped off his shirt, revealing his lean muscular dancer’s frame. He’d been a male stripper once, and still stayed in great shape. He picked up another one of the frat guys wearing underwear and tossed him onto the sofa next to the other two.

My husband was very well-hung, although not perhaps as big as Bob, whose cock was as monstrous as the rest of him, but he was far gayer than any of the bikers, and he was looking at the three assholes of the helpless frat guys lined up in front of him on the sofa with obvious excitement.

“I need some lubricant,” he said theatrically. “But I don’t like condoms.”

Big Bob and Doc had gotten some beer from the refrigerator and opened them and took big drinks. They handed my husband one and he smiled and poured it onto the frat guy’s asshole.

All the bikers laughed at that, and my husband entered the third frat boy.

My husband let out a moan of pleasure, and I couldn’t resist touching myself. I handed the knife back to Doc, and felt my big breasts through the black t-shirt I was wearing. No bra, this time. My huge nipples felt like they were the size of strawberries and I eagerly pulled on them as I watched. This was all turning me on so much, I loved to watch gay men fuck, and I loved to watch my biker buddies. I especially loved to watch my husband fuck other men. And now he had three in front of him!

My husband started moving from man to man, stroking his cock into the first guy’s ass, then moving to the next guy for a while, then moving to the third. This inspired a few chuckles from the bikers.

“I think he’s feeling inspired,” said Kevin.

My husband’s muscles were rippling as he moved back to the first guy and began fucking him harder, slapping his ass until my husband finally threw his head back and roared, pulling out to cum in hot ropes all over the helpless frat boy’s back.

“All right,” said Doc to the smallest one, “since you were honest, I’ll give you a break. Instead of fucking you up the ass, I’ll just let you suck Kevin’s dick.”

“Oh god thank you!” blubbered the smallest one.

Kevin smiled and pulled out his long straight cock, dangling it in front of the guy’s face.

“You sure? You sure you don’t want it up your ass?” teased Kevin.

“No, no, I want to suck it,” said the guy, opening his mouth wide, like a baby bird.

“Are you sure? Say it again.”

“Yes, yes, I’ll suck it, please, just don’t fuck me up the ass.”

“That’s what consent sounds like, huh?” said Kevin, and grabbed the guy’s ears and forced his cock into his mouth.

I snaked my hand down the sweat pants I was wearing and past my big smooth belly and into the plump lips of my pussy. I found my slick clit and diddled my love button as I watched the frat boy sucking Kevin’s beautiful straight cock with obvious appreciation.

I came at about the same time Kevin did. He pulled out of the guy’s mouth and smiled evilly down at the frat boy as he unloaded on his face, splashing thick ropes of hot white semen all over his fresh young face.

“All right,” said Doc. “So Devon, you’re lucky, me and the boys aren’t going to violate your anus.”

Devon closed his eyes, sighing with relief.

“But,” said Doc, pulling the eight-inch long strap-on dildo out of his coat pocket, “Our fair lady here has reserved rights to ream you out.”

I stepped forward eagerly, and took off my slip-on shoes and stepped out of my sweat pants. The bikers smiled appreciatively at my big legs and ass; they could appreciate a woman with some curves. My ass jiggled as I struggled out of my sweat pants and t-shirt, but I decided to leave my panties on. A girl needs some limits.

Kevin came up behind me and kissed my neck, cupping and kneading my huge tits, as I pulled on the strap-on. I fastened the strap around my back and the other that reached between my legs, and looked down at the black dick that was now protruding from the front of me.

“Oil it up for me,” I said to Kevin.

“No wait! Let me!” said my husband, moving forward on his hands and knees.

He opened his mouth wide and began sucking the fake dick, deep throating it and using his tongue, and I enjoyed looking down at his beautiful face as I fucked it. There was some pressure against my cunt by the base of the strap-on, and I was still wet and hot down there.

I took the wet dildo from my husband’s mouth and turned to Devon, still helplessly splayed over the chair. His mouth was still gagged with the underwear, and he stared at me wide-eyed. I felt like a goddess, like an avenging goddess, justice personified.

“All right, Devon, are you ready to find out that no means fucking no?” I said, moving around behind him and looking at the winking brown eye of his anus as he squirmed and moaned. Devon screamed into his gag, unintelligibly.

“I don’t hear any no,” said Kevin, still standing behind me and playing with my tits, tweaking and pinching my big hard nipples. “I guess that means he’s okay with it.”

“This is for my niece, and for all the fat girls I’m sure you’ve mocked,” I hissed down at the helpless frat guy. He now had his eyes squeezed closed and was weeping helplessly, hopelessly, and his four frat bros were pretty much doing the same.

I pushed the dildo into his ass, nice and slow, enjoying his muffled squealing, and soon I was thrusting hard, the pressure against my pussy delightful and the feeling of power a tremendous aphrodisiac, Kevin’s attention to my breasts and neck certainly helping me along, and I buried that cock all the way to the base in the frat guy’s ass and fucked him hard.

I felt myself rising towards orgasm again, balloons or heat and pressure and pleasure building within me and finally I orgasmed, the room spinning and crying out in pleasure as I did so.

We lined Devon and the frat boys up on the floor naked and made some pictures of them. They were all weeping silently, eyes closed, no longer the masters of all they surveyed, no longer the heroes of their own narrative. They had learned how easily anybody can become a victim, and their worst nightmares had come true.

“Just remember boys,” I said to them, getting dressed. “Just remember why this happened. This happened because you didn’t respect women. Understand? The world gave you a chance to be anything you wanted, and you chose to be douchebags and rapists.”

Devon looked up at me, his eyes full of tears … and nodded. Lesson learned?

I hoped so.

We gathered our stuff and the bikers and my husband and I walked back out into the night.

The end …  for now!
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Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Warning! GRAPHIC CONTENT. Contains graphic scenes of sex and bondage under conditions of dubious consent, as well as scenes of enema punishment.
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I OWN YOU: A DARK EROTICA THRILLER

He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her.

WARNING: This story contains extremely disturbing and graphic material. Not intended to be read by minors.
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.
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THREE DAYS A SLAVE

An extreme horror BDSM dark erotica thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

Warning! Contains graphic content, including violence and abuse. Intended only for mature readers.
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It all seemed like a dream ...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his .. with the help of some powerful sleeping pills.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

This is a longer collected complete version of the stories previously published in THE NEIGHBOR'S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER series. Blistering hot and full of twists and turns, this is another shocking new taboo erotica novella from Natasha Stevens, the author of JANA'S JOURNEY and I OWN YOU. 
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She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.
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