

Owned by Bikers:

MILF Eleanor and her husband’s humiliation by the biker gang

Chapter 1

‘All right, darling?’ Paul said, as he awoke, lying next to me in the marital bed.

‘Yes fine.’ I could feel myself tensing up, as I pulled my voluminous nightie, a present from my mother that I never usually wore, around my body, so that no inch of flesh was revealed.

‘I didn’t hear you come in last night’ Paul said ‘I must have dozed off while I was reading.’

‘Yes, I was a bit late – we wanted to give Sue a good send off on her last night of freedom.’

‘Sore head this morning’ Paul asked sympathetically.

‘Yeah – a bit’ I laughed. If he only knew that it wasn’t my head that was sore – and he’d certainly be appalled if he knew the reasons for it, but he could never find out. I’d told him I’d been out with the girls, celebrating on my friend Sue’s hen night, but that wasn’t the truth, it wasn’t the truth at all.

I slipped from the bed, making sure the gown was tight about me, and went into the shower, making sure the door was locked. I stood under the cascading hot water, feeling it cleanse every part of my body, but the rude words in lipstick on my breasts and bottom, drew me up short. Well, yes, I did remember being written on by the bikers’ girlfriends, as they prepared me for their men- ‘Cum dump’ with an arrow, and the words ‘cocks here’, was written above my pussy, and just the sight of the words made me shiver with a masochistic thrill of transgression – and the memory of the humiliation of it all was just such a turn on, that I stopped my soaping, and had to finger my fanny.

My husband, Jonathan was a lovely man – passing for an Alpha male at work, while at home he was tender and caring. And I appreciated this aspect of him -thought myself lucky; but the thing was, he didn’t satisfy me sexually. Not at all. He was a gentle, considerate lover, but I craved humiliation and to be treated roughly. I couldn’t help it, it was how I’d been since adolescence, with these fantasies of being humiliated and punished, which I’d always tried to repress. I’d told myself that I was lucky to have a man like Jonathan – a man who treated me with such care and consideration- and yet, yet it just wasn’t enough to satisfy me, and I always felt sexually unfulfilled.

But I’d just read a new, bestselling novel with a BDSM theme, which was all about a woman’s desire to be dominated and humiliated by a strong man, and I couldn’t get it out of my mind. That novel was about a young, single woman, of course, and here was I, a married woman; but it didn’t make any difference to my desires, which I now felt were legitimated by the popularity of this novel, now made into a film; and which was read openly on the tube by women of all ages, as if it was really ok now for a woman to admit to such fantasies.

Except I couldn’t admit to them could I? In my situation. What would my husband say, if I proposed a bondage session to him? Well, he’d likely agree if that was what I wanted, and it might well appeal to him too, but the thing was, it just didn’t turn me on – the thought of him dominating me, for he just wasn’t dominant enough. I wanted a ‘real’, man, one to whom dominating and humiliating a woman came naturally. I tried to push such politically incorrect thoughts from my mind – and thought how lucky I was to have such a husband – but, the trouble was, the thoughts wouldn’t go away.

Anyway, I am digressing- my name is Eleanor, and here is the story of what led to my bedroom dilemma that day:

It began with my regular, daily walk to my part-time job at the organic food shop, I always passed a café – a haunt of bikers, and it always seemed to be busy, whatever day of the week it was. I was intrigued by the leather jacketed figures who roared up on powerful motorbike, with their sluttily dressed, female pillion riders looking scornfully at me as I walked past; and my interest began to turn into obsession, as I began to envy the freedom of the bikers, and to have sexual fantasies about them. It was the female bikers that I was, in a way, somehow more obsessed by, constructing all sorts of fantasies about them. How they might abuse me and hold me down while their boyfriends roughly took me. If I was alone, these thoughts would make my hand stray to my pussy, and I’d frig myself to most tremendous orgasm, the likes of which my husband had never even come close to giving me.

One day I was going to meet my friend, Sue, for coffee at Starbucks, and was waking past the café when a big man with long black hair, wearing a worn leather emerged:

‘Nice day’ the man said, and I was surprised at his polite, friendly manner. But what did I expect, that he would communicate in animalistic grunts? Though, perhaps that’s what I would have liked. The man was particularly striking, even for a biker, and when he spoke, instead of just walking on by, as usual when a strange man spoke to me: I paused, and despite myself, and my practised response of studied indifference to comments from strange men, I answered-

‘Yes, it is a nice day.’

‘Fancy a coffee?’ the man said, nodding to the café.

I’d always wondered what the place was like inside. There were curtains across the door, and the windows always seemed steamed up.  I gulped –no way could I go in such a place with this man. In fact, I thought that I should have nothing whatsoever to do with him, and everything about him and his world caused warning sirens to go off in my brain.

But, something else made me want to do the opposite of what was sensible- made me compelled and drawn to this man and his world.

‘What the heck’ I thought. Just then a thought passed through my mind of my husband – always polite and considerate and cautious: and I had an image of him dressed for work, in his suit; or at the weekend, in immaculate jeans, and polo shirt, bending over the barbecue – the most masculine thing he ever did, I thought wickedly. Then I looked at the biker in his battered leather jacket and grease stained denims, with his swarthy, bearded face, and long hair hanging to his shoulders. He was the type of man my husband would have despised, and I would have gone along with his sneering, but secretly I………….

‘OK, I’ll come in for a coffee, just for a ten minutes, though’ I heard my voice say, and it was as if it was someone else’s voice,

‘Fine – enough time for a coffee.’

The biker held the café door open for me, and as entered I coughed at the steam, intermingling with what seemed like cigarette smoke – didn’t they enforce the smoking ban here? What would Paul say about her going into such an atmosphere? What had come over me, I was usually so conscientious, always putting my husband and friends first.

But before I knew it, I was sitting at a formica topped table in the corner, with a steaming cup of coffee before me.

I sipped my drink and looked about nervously. I realised I was attracting some curious looks from the bikers, but I then saw the face of one of the women with them, and realised there was hostility in her hard stare. I’d drink my coffee as quickly as possible then go, but when I sipped it, I realised that it was too hot to drink quickly.

‘I’m Leo’ the man said, holding out his hand. I looked and was surprised to see that it was clean, not covered in grease as I might have imagined, so I took it, and was again surprised that he didn’t try to crush my hand, like many men would in my experience.

‘I’ve often seen you passing’ he said, and wondered if you’d like to come in for a coffee.’

‘Well, now I’m here’ I said nervously.

‘It’s a good café’ Leo said ‘the food’s always good, and it’s cheap, and friendly – a good, old fashioned caff.’

‘Yes, it is…. it’s very nice.’

He looked down at my wedding ring –

‘I see you’re married.’

‘Yes, three years now.’ I said, hating myself for almost wishing that I wasn’t.

‘Kids?’

‘No – not yet. We’re planning to though. ‘How about you?’

‘Nah –young, free and single –that’s me at the moment. Look, why don’t you come out for a drink one night. Actually, I’m having a bit of a party in a few days – you’re welcome to come – bring your husband.’

‘I don’t think it’s his thing’ I said.

He wrote something on a piece of paper, and passed it to me –

‘Here’s the address, we don’t bite you know.’

‘Thanks, but I don’t think I’ll make it.’ I said, putting the paper in my bag.

‘If you change your mind, you’ll be welcome, anyway.’

‘Thanks’ I said, finishing my coffee ‘I’d better be going- things to do’ I smiled, getting up from my seat ‘thanks for the coffee’.

‘Might see you Friday then.’

‘Possibly’ I shrugged, and walked out of the café. As I continued on my way, I thought of Leo, and how I fancied him: his masculinity, which was the exact opposite to my husband. The bikers – with their air of transgression compared to my safe, boring little life, with a husband I wasn’t attracted to, and didn’t really love, if I was honest. But how could I go to the party? I hardly felt like inviting Paul, and he probably wouldn’t come anyway. I imagined the party with him there, and laughed to myself – what a downer he wold be, probably criticising everyone there, in that whiny voice of his. I could just hear him – ‘Some of these people have never done a day’s work in their lives, and many of them seem strangers to soap and water.’

That’s just the attitude he would have, I thought gloomily.

However, something extremely fortuitous happened, or that’s how I seemed at the time anyway. Well, maybe my luck was in, or maybe it was really out, but Paul told in me on Thursday evening that he wouldn’t be in until late on Friday night – somebody’s leaving do or something, some bigwig, and he had to be there. My heart began to pump – I could go to the party if I wanted to, but did I? -well, of course I did – or rather one, irresponsible part of me, did. The part that came from the unconscious place that my secret desires inhabited. Whereas my socially responsible, guilt ridden part, tried to tell me that it wasn’t a good idea to go at all. Yes, that part of me kept trying to tell me this, even as I was getting dressed up in my sexiest clothes, and getting ready to go the party.

My taxi drew up outside the large, old Victorian house, and I peered out checking the number on my phone - yes, this was the house number, 26. I paid the driver, and struggled to get out of the car without revealing too much leg, in my shorter than usual dress. I’d made an effort to appear sexy, though unable to attain the level of the biker chicks I’d seen in the café. The cab drove off, and I walked nervously up the cracked, uneven path to the house in my unfamiliar high heels. I was confirmed that this was the indeed the right place, by the music coming from the house, and sounds of general revelry. The path was missing in some places, and stinking, oily mud ran over my feet, and into one of the shoes.

‘Ugh’ I cried. I’d taken such care over getting ready, and had wanted to look just right. Why was I making such an effort for an ignorant, uncouth biker – me a married woman, with a fabulous hubby. Well, I didn’t know why, only that I felt a compulsive need, was the answer.

Now I was at the front door of the house, and grasped the heavy iron door knocker, but before I could release it, the door swung open, revealing a shabby hallway, with yellowing, patterned wall paper, and a stained carpet that may have once been red. I followed the noise up the passage- it was getting louder and louder, until I stood at the entrance to a high ceiled room. The party was in full swing, with bikers and their girlfriends dancing in the middle of the room. Beyond that I couldn’t see much, but was aware of people sitting on the floor at the sides of the room. Just then, a man emerged from the crowd, and to my surprise it was Leo, looking even more dashing than I remembered him.

‘Great that you made it’ he said ‘let me take your coat.’

I took my coat off and handed it to him. He took it away somewhere and came back and thrust a glass of wine into my hand, which I started to sip in an effort to calm my nerves. Then a lighted cigarette was thrust towards me, and I knew from the smell that it was a cannabis joint, from university days; but, unlike those days, when I would politely refuse, I took it, and put it between my lips, drawing heavily on it, causing me to cough and splutter as the burning smoke entered my lungs. I passed the joint on, and took a large sip of wine - moments later I began to giggle. Yes, this fun.

‘Do you want to dance?’ Leo said, and took my hand, and I went into the centre of the room, and danced with him. It had been years since I’d danced, and I found myself swirling around uninhibitedly. The music finished, and Leo said – ‘Follow me- the girls will look after you. They’re going to give you a special make-over’ and he took me along a passage, and into another room, filled with biker girlfriends.

Suddenly I was surrounded by biker women, with their big, blonde hair, thick makeup, and slutty clothes – little latex skirts barely covering the tops of net stockings, legs ending in spiked heels, and low cut tops.

‘Right’ one said ‘who looked older than the rest – in fact, she looked older than me – ‘We’re going to make you an honorary biker chick, and to in order to do this you have to go through the initiation. I was speechless and powerless to escape, as hands ushered me into a small room, where I was pushed into a chair, and my hands cuffed behind my back. Then my clothes were cut from my body with a pair of scissors, and I watched in horror as my designer cashmere skirt was slit up the side, then ripped apart, so that it fell to the floor like a lifeless rag.

‘That’ll do to mop the oil up’ a voice giggled.

A couple of the women began writing things on my body in lipstick, and I was to find out later, black marker pen. As I’ve said, these were things like ‘cum dump’ above my fanny, and ‘stick cocks here’ with an arrow pointing downwards, ‘biker whore’ on my breasts, ‘pig’ on my forehead.

Then I was dressed in a cheap latex basque, suspender belt with black stockings clipped to it, and six inch heels pushed onto my feet. The basque was too tight, and pushed my waist in so that I could hardly breathe, and at the same time pushed my breasts up so that the nipples peeked over the top. Then makeup was applied to my face. I’d never had such heavy makeup on since my teenage years, when I had experimented, and my mother had immediately ordered me to ‘wash that filth off your face.’ Now, here I was, a woman in my 40’s having tart style thick makeup applied, by a group of the roughest, sluttiest women you could ever meet. They showed me my reflection in the mirror at the end of the process, and I barely recognised myself. I really did look like a complete tart, just like one of the ‘biker chicks’ in fact, and it made me weak at the knees with the thrill of it. God, I thought imaging my husband and family’s reaction if they could see me now – and the shame of it, gave me an even greater thrill, the thrill of transgression, and crossing a line into the taboo. Yes, that’s what I was, a biker chick, ready to be the servant of macho bikers to do what they wished with.

The whole time the women were dressing me and making me up, their hands kept going to my fanny, and caressing my nipples, and I realised that I was growing wet between my legs- me, as a common slut to be used and abused – it was a fantasy come true.

Then I was pushed towards a wooden device, and my head was pushed downwards into a cut away length of wood, and another piece lowered over my neck. I realised that it was, to my horror, a pair of old fashioned stocks, like you used to see in films about the Middle Ages, where such things were used as a humiliating punishment. My neck was locked into the device, while my hands were handcuffed behind my back. Now I couldn’t move and was completely powerless, and what a turn on it was.

Then food was poured over my hair -stuff like rotten eggs, flour, baked beans, custard, while I could hear men’s voices behind me-

‘Form a queue lads’ a woman said.

Then I heard Leo say –

‘I’m first’ and his derisive laugh, as I felt his cock easing up into my pussy. It was huge, and I cried out –

‘Hurt me, please hurt me – humiliate me.’

‘Don’t worry about that darling’ a female voice said, and I felt something soft and squishy slapped on my hair, which was warm on my face as it ran over it – and realised that the engine oil, for that was what it was, had completely demolished my egg and flour clogged hair- that I’d spent so much time on when getting ready earlier that evening. I glimpsed cell phone cameras directed at me, but was soon lost to everything as Leo’s cock rhythmically into me, reaching deep inside me, and I shut my eyes against the oozing, stinking oil, and was deafened as the oil clogged my ears. Then he abruptly pulled it from my now sopping fanny, and plunged it into my anus, while, simultaneously another cock entered my mouth. It stank of piss, and sweat, and I relished the degradation as I sucked away at it.

After all the bikers had fucked me, and cum in my every orifice and all over me, their girlfriends took their men’s now flaccid cocks, and directed streams of piss over my already destroyed hair, face and body, until I was a total soaked, reeking, mess.

As a final indignity, I felt my naked arse being struck with some kind of short whip, sending searing shivers of delicious pain through my body.

Chapter 2

Back at home, I crept into the house, trying to be as quiet as possible. The house was silent and in darkness. Good, I thought as I creep into the living room, but catching my refection in a hall mirror. What a state – I could hardly believe that the woman who stared back at me from the mirror was in fact me. A literally filthy slut in a stained, tattered, once expensive, designer skirt, with suspenders showing and ripped stockings. The latex basque was ripped open, revealing one swollen nipple emerging from the top, and my breast had rude words written on it. Disgusting words, and what a thrill that gave me. Then there was my face and hair, covered in black slime and gunk, with traces of semen glistening amongst the shiny engine oil, and with more rude things written on it. How would I ever get all this off, and get cleaned up before Paul woke up in the morning?

I looked with dismay at my hair. How could I possibly get the oil out before Rick woke up? I dabbed away at it with a soapy cloth, to little effect. There was nothing for it, I thought, but to shave my lovely hair off. I located Rick’s electric clippers, which he used to crop his own hair and shave with, and turned them on. The machine buzzed into life, and I tentatively applied it the front of the clippers to my irrevocably soiled hair, and recoiled as they carved a path through the middle of my once beautiful locks, showing my pinkly bare scalp. Tears came to my eyes, and I sobbed at the loss of my crowning glory.

I now looked like a clown, I thought, and couldn’t help but smile through my tears. ‘The tears of a clown’ I said to myself. Well, it was the price to pay, for such a sexually fulfilling experience, I mused, as I applied myself to the job of shaving my head, so that my hair was soon lying in a pile on the floor. The thing was: how would I explain to Tim that his wife had shaved her hair off on a night out. I had a thought- a brainwave- I would say that one of my friends had been diagnosed with cancer and had had to shave her hair off, and we had all decided to shave ours off too in sympathy. Or, there had been a mass head shave in the club we went to, for charity – yes, he just might believe that.

I looked at the pile of my hair on the bathroom floor – the familiar auburn glinting beneath the thick, black oil. How humiliating was that? ‘Very’ was the answer – totally humiliating and degrading. And yet the thought made my hand go to my fanny, and I started to frig myself off again, as I remembered the women’s hands all over me, tearing off my clothes, caressing me, while making me into a slut, then totally destroying me. I could hear their voices taunting me, abusing me, calling me a ‘stuck up tart’, and a ‘stupid. fucking slut’, then writing the rude words over my face and body. I rolled the words around in my mouth- ‘cum dump.’ Yes, that’s all I was, a receptacle for men like Leo’s cum. ‘Cum’, itself, was such a filthy word, they ‘came’ all over me, using me as an object for their filthy desire to have a women and humiliate her, especially one like me, a ‘stuck up bitch,’ someone no better than she should be.

After I’d finished shaving my hair off, I tried to scrub off the obscene words from my body, but by now I felt too tired to do much more, and some of the words were written in marker pen, not lipstick, and were very hard to get off. I knew that I had to get some sleep, and resolved to carry on cleaning myself up in the morning.

That is how I ended up pulling the nightdress that my mother has bought me, and which I’d hardly ever worn, from the bottom of a drawer, and wrapping it around me so that my husband wouldn’t see the offending phrases, nor the red weals across my bottom from the whipping I’d received.

I was scared of my husband finding out anything, or having any suspicions, when I finally crept off to bed. I could hardly believe I had just done what I did – why did I ever become involved with those people. But, the thing was, ashamed as I was, and worried about my marriage, the experience had been one of the most erotic of my life, and I felt compelled to repeat it. Paul had been awake for several minutes before he noticed anything amiss–

‘What on earth’s happened to your hair?’ He asked in a shocked voice.

‘There was this charity thing at the club we went to -a sponsored head shave for a breast cancer charity, and one of our friends, Diane, was taking part – she’s just been diagnosed with cancer, so a few of us got our heads shaved in sympathy, and to raise money.’ As I spoke I hoped that Paul wouldn’t meet any of my friends in the near future.

He smiled ‘well it does sort of suit you, though your hair was one of your best features, but it’ll grow back I suppose. Typical of you – you’ll do anything for anybody –you’re such a good person.’

I felt a pang of guilt surge through me, if only he knew what I’d been up to.

‘I try my best’ I said rather pathetically, playing up to the role of the innocent little wife, but really feeling terribly guilty, as if I had betrayed my lovely husband. After that I resolved to behave, and to keep my desires in check – I would just be the perfect wife, a good partner to her perfect husband. However, after a few weeks I began to grow increasingly discontented. I would snarl at Paul for no reason, and realised that I couldn’t go on like this.

And, one day, when Paul was out, I found myself picking up my phone, and dialling Leo’s number -

‘Hi, remember me -I’d like to see you again’ I said.

‘Sure I remember, I’ll come and pick you up’ he replied, as if pleased I’d rung.

Soon, I was riding pillion on a powerful motorbike, my arms clasped around Leo’s leather jacketed back, holding on for dear life. Well, I had only been on a motor bike once before in my life, and that was with Paul, when we’d first met- on his little Honda, at about 20 miles per hour. Now we were doing 100mph down a dual carriageway, the wind whipping against my face. My skirt had ridden right up my thighs, revealing the tops of my stockings, and my stiletto heeled feet were pressed desperately to the footrests, trying not to let them slide off.

I was very glad when we slowed down and eased into a service station car park. Leo lifted me from the bike – ‘all right Barbie?’ which was my new biker name.

I nodded, trying to get my breath back. I had a sense of excitement, of transgression, as if I was going into the unknown. Excitement mixed with fear.

‘Still up for it? Leo asked, and I nodded.

I was led into a red brick building near the café.

I walked in, and was greeted by the sight of a number of naked men, lounging about on sofas and on chairs. There was one significant thing that these men shared – they were all, as well as being old, and ugly, grossly obese, with huge coils of fat creased around massive bellies, hiding their cocks.

‘This is the next part of your initiation’ Leo said, ‘you have to suck off each of these ugly fat guys.’

Just the thought of sucking one of them off made me feel nauseous, let alone all of them.

‘I can’t ….’ I said.

‘What do you mean you can’t’ – if you want to hang around with us you have to do as your told.’

‘But I’m not sure that I do want to hang around with you’ I murmured ‘I’m doing this against my better judgement – it’s like a drug.’

‘Well, we’re not here to entertain you in your middle- class fantasies, to be used by you as and when you choose to.’ Leo said angrily- ‘Jack’ he shouted, and another biker walked over.

‘Take Miss Prim here back to her house; she doesn’t want anything else to do with us.’

The thought of suddenly having to return to my boring life with Paul, and not seeing Rick or the other bikers again was suddenly too much for me, and I heard my voice say, again as if it wasn’t really me who was speaking -

‘No, it’s all right, I will suck them off.’

‘Right – go ahead then’ Leo said curtly.

I tip- tapped in my heels across the concrete floor. My thoughts were very disordered, and the excitement was preventing me from thinking clearly – but my only rational thought, was to start at one end, and progress along the line, in order, so that I wouldn’t miss anyone out. So I went to the man sitting furthest to the right, and knelt before him -

‘Come on, you whore, give me a great blow job’ the grossly obese man said excitedly. I glanced into his little piggy eyes, almost submerged in his fat face, and felt repulsion – but I was, I realised, strangely turned on by the whole demeaning aspect of the situation. To be forced to have sex with the most disgusting, undesirable men you could find – how humiliating was that?

I reached out to where he man’s cock should be – it was barely visible through the fat. I pushed a roll of flesh aside with my right hand, and located his penis with my left. It was already quite hard, and I leant my head forward, and took his greasy member in my mouth, pushing away my revulsion, and began sucking and lapping away with my tongue, feeling his cock growing as soon as it met my lips. Within seconds I felt it starting to judder, and heard the man’s urgent breathing –

‘Let me come in your face’ he uttered hoarsely, withdrawing his fleshy organ from my mouth, and directing at my face, as the cum burst from it, hitting me on the forehead, and dribbling down my nose and into my mouth. God it was humiliating, and I had four more fat men to go. ‘The more humiliation the better’, a voice in my head said, compelling me; while another, fainter, voice told me I was being completely insane, and should put a stop to this behaviour, and walk away from this whole scene. But Leo and the biker gang now seemed to have a hold over me – not of force, but something within me, as if I’d been hypnotised.

A week or so later Leo phoned me –

‘Look’ he said ‘we need a place to have little get together, and I thought of your house, there must be plenty of space in that mansion of yours.’

I panicked, I didn’t want the bikers in my house, and what would Paul say.

‘But my husband’ I said. ‘There must be somewhere else you can use, surely’.

‘But didn’t you say he’s away a lot on business. Just arrange a date when he’s away. We’ll tidy up after ourselves, honest.’

I don’t know why, but I somehow felt that I didn’t have much choice but to agree to the request, though it was very much against my better judgement. I put the phone down and wondered what the heck I had just done, but didn’t feel there was any way out. Well, I would arrange a time when Paul was away, and he would never know about it, as he didn’t have any inkling, I was sure, of my double life.

Chapter 3

I was in the lounge of the house I shared with my husband- our family home, only now it was filled with bikers and their women, lounging around with their feet on the coffee tables, stubbing out their fags on the best china, pissing in the kitchen sink. I was on my knees, and sucking off Leo, when I heard the sound of a key in the front door, and I stopped sucking.

‘Don’t stop’ Leo said, and I felt powerless to do anything but continue.

The door opened and hubby walked in, his business trip had finished unexpectedly early, and he’d thought it would be good idea to surprise me.

‘What the heck, I’m calling the police’ he said, pulling out his phone.

‘No’ I said desperately, raising my head from Leo’s cock ‘it’s all right, these are friends of mine.’

‘Friends? Friend?’ Paul cried ‘how did you get friends like this scum?’

Leo made an almost imperceptible gesture, and Paul was surrounded by biker chicks, roughly stripping him of his clothes, just as they had done to me on our first meeting, and bundling him out of the room: his cries of protest suddenly stopped by a pair of soiled knickers pushed into his mouth, then taped into place.

‘Finish the job’ Leo commanded me and I began sucking his cock again as if nothing had happened, though my mind was in turmoil.

Leo came, his spunk spurting into my hair, as he pulled his cock out and deliberately aimed it there. He had a thing, I’d come to realise, about messing up my hair.

‘Where’s my husband?’ I asked in a worried voice.

‘Oh, don’t worry about him, he’s being taken care of’ Leo said enigmatically-

‘Those girls know just how to treat someone like your husband.’

I didn’t know what to think, but I felt worried for Paul, and for myself – as to what he would say about his house being taken over by bikers.

I wondered where Paul was when I hadn’t seen his for over an hour, but didn’t like to ask. Maybe he’d gone, walked out, and gone to the police. The uncertainty was very worrying.

But then Leo said –

‘Come through-your husband’s ready now, and it’s a vast improvement, I must say.’

I followed Paul through to the spare room, and the sight that greeted me astonished me - there stood Paul, but at first I didn’t recognise him – I just thought he was one of the biker chicks, with tangled blonde hair, bright pink lipstick, and the shortest latex mini - skirt, and the spikiest heels you could ever see. It was only when he spoke, that I realised …. My own husband, turned into a biker slut. I was almost jealous, as I saw how sexy he was, dressed in such a way; especially when Leo walked up to him, and grabbed at his crotch, and I was amazed to see my husband, that Alpha male, well so he’d seemed until I met the bikers- not resisting Leo’s approach. Had the world gone mad? It was unreal and transgressive enough, me joining he bikers, but my husband, joining them- as a woman!!!

Leo, hand still on hubby’s crotch, leaned in, and kissed him full on his garish pink lips. I couldn’t help folding my legs, and allowing my own skirt to rise up, as if competing with my husband, and hating myself for this; but Leo kissed Paul passionately, then walked off to discuss something with one of his lieutenants. Paul looked over to me, and I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. He was now a tart, transformed from ultra-straight husband and businessman into a convincingly slutty looking woman. I looked into his eyes, bordered as they were with heavy black makeup, and bright blue eyeshadow, but I couldn’t read anything there, just blankness.

At that moment my heart went out to him – I realised how much I still loved him, BUT I was hooked – hooked on Leo and the bikers, real men, men who could satisfy my needs. I couldn’t help it; I was an addict. And, although I felt sorry for him, I was also turned on by seeing him dressed an s slutty woman. Later he went down on Rick and took his cock in his mouth. My, was I wet between my legs when I watched that happen.  Loud rock music vibrated through the air on the wind, and some of the bikers and their women were dancing with abandon, though I didn’t feel able to join them. All, I was waiting for was another fix of sexual humiliation, and seeing my husband humiliated too.

And I did see him him completely humiliated, as he was bent over a trestle, and a grand of bikers queued up to fuck him up the arse – not just the male ones, but their girlfriends too, wearing huge strap-ons. And it turned me on so much to see this happening, and hear his moans of pleasure. And delight in his degradation – and knowing that this was going to be my fate too.

I couldn’t believe it – here I was pimping out my own husband to a gang of bikers and their awful girlfriends. In fact, their girlfriends were worse than the bikers themselves in many ways, for they seemed to relish the humiliation aspect – that was what really go them off, whereas their men basically just wanted sex- an outlet for their spunk. Even Rick, who basked in his role dominating everyone, was still at the mercy of his cock, which needed regular servicing – and I had come to know how regular! And now I watched as the biker chicks formed their menfolk into an orderly queue, and were keen to make sure that I was watching, as one by one my husband was anally penetrated with their filthy, stinking cocks, and he moaned in enjoyment. The women would guide their men, and introduced their cocks into my husband’s orifices, not just his ‘pussy’, but his mouth. I tingled with delight, and felt a frisson of guilt – this was my caring husband – and I realised how much I’d always despised him, as I frigged myself off furiously.

But I still loved him and had concern for him, and what had happened to him was all my fault. He scarily seemed to embrace his new role though, and enjoy it. Now he went to work in the accountancy office on the back of a powerful motorbike, dressed in his biker slut outfit. This didn’t go down very well with his bosses, as you might imagine, and he was formally warned for dressing unprofessionally. The thing that really concerned me was that he didn’t appear bothered, and all he now seemed to care about was spending time with the biker women, who found him very amusing, like a pet, and would routinely abuse and humiliate him for their entertainment, and prepare him to be regularly fucked by their menfolk.

Chapter 4

Things began to move with bewildering speed after that. Bikers began using our house as a sort of hotel, so we always had at least one or two around the place. And Paul, my ‘Alpha’ male, began spending more and more time with the bikers –in his new, feminine persona. He actually seemed to enjoy dressing as a woman, and being treated by the bikers in the way they treat women. I was very surprised in one of our now rare conversations when he told me that he was receiving hormone therapy.

‘Therapy? –I asked, why what’s wrong.’

‘it’s female hormone therapy – I’m transitioning into becoming transgender.’

‘Oh’ I said – it was the first I’d heard of this, and I was completely shocked – and felt guilty. Had my introducing Paul to the bikers caused him to want to change sex? But he certainly looked to be embracing the idea.

‘I’ve always felt I was born in the wrong body’ he said, and then walked off.

What had I done, I thought –I’d set in motion a chain of life changing events for both of us. Yet, I knew that I couldn’t break away from the hold of Leo, and he bikers, such was the power they had over me. Me, who was still having regular sessions of humiliating sex with Leo, and the other bikers and their girlfriends Well, I suppose I was now a ‘biker chick’, or ‘old lady’ myself, but, it seemed, so was my husband – and soon to become even more so.

Well it wasn’t many weeks after beginning the injection, that Paul told me that he was officially becoming female, and he had told his employer about it. From now on he would be Pamela. I could certainly see the change in him – his curvier figure; softer, hairless skin and his higher voice. And, once when I glimpsed him naked – his burgeoning breasts, and now tiny penis.

It was unusual now for us to see each other naked – now that the bikers and their women satisfied both of our sexual needs. Well, Paul’s small penis and soft manner, could obviously not compete for me to Leo and his friends; while Paul seemed to have taken to life as biker chick like a duck to water. But Paul seemed lower down the biker chain, than me, and maybe even more dependent upon them – but was that what he really wanted, I thought guiltily. Was it what we both really wanted – our lives had changed seemingly irrevocably, but I began to have hankerings of getting my old life back, and I was actually worried about my husband, with his, now long, peroxided and permed blonde hair, and increasingly heavy layers of makeup, with luridly pink lipstick and nails – not to mention his tarty clothes. I realised that I had no chance of competing with him in the slut stakes. But I knew that a lot of my attraction to the bikers was to do with my poshness – they liked bringing me down a peg or two, and I loved them doing this.

Paul had started smoking, and often seemed as if he’d taken other drugs, as well as drink. He would be pushed forward at biker gatherings for entertainment – the ‘chick who used to be a man’- and forced to sing; while I myself was also regularly humiliated – to my masochistic pleasure, I must add. We were just there to be used and abused by the bikers. My relationship with Leo hadn’t really gone anywhere – he seemed content to use me for sex, and to delight in my being used by others. The fact that my husband had become enmeshed in the situation, seemed to please Leo even more.

But, I began to change, away from feeling guilty and wanting to rescue Paul. I found myself one day, walking into a room where three biker women were lining on wearing strap-ones, facing Paul, who was bent over a chair before them, knickers pulled down around his ankles. But, instead of feeling sorry for him, I found myself walking to a table upon which was a spare dildo – a huge black one – and, as if in a dream, taking off my skirt and pants, and strapping the thing to my crotch. It immediately gave me a sense of empowerment, as I went over to where one of the women was anally penetrating my husband, who was moaning with pleasure, and joining the queues to penetrate him myself. Pity had gone from me, and I now just wanted to take advantage of my sissy faggot husband’s masochism – to dominate the pathetic loser, as the other women were.

As the woman before me withdrew her dildo, I stepped in smartly behind her

‘This is me, your wife, and I’m going to treat you how you deserve to be treated.’ I said, before pressing the strap-in towards his now gaping bum hole, and pressing it up, pushing it into him –

‘Yes, fuck me, fuck me hard, abuse me.’

And turned on by this, I applied even more pressure to the huge, black phallus, and rhythmically slammed it up inside him, loving the sounds of his moans of pain and pleasure.

I really had become just like a tough, cruel biker chick! When I’d first encountered Leo, the bikers, and their girlfriends, I’d been a conventional, middle-class wife, married to a conventional, middle-class professional husband. And now both me and hubby were ‘biker chicks’, and subject to be used and abused by said bikers and their girlfriends. My husband’s career was in ruins, and our home was no longer our own. In fact, we had signed documents giving over ownership not just of our home, but of ourselves, and had actually been tattooed with ‘Property of the Road Rats’ on our stomachs. And this was all consensual – we had agreed to it willingly. But how free were we? Paul, who had willingly embraced his new female identity, now always had a vacant look in his eyes, as if brainwashed, and I certainly felt that my mind had been taken over. But, to be used like to be treated in such a way as the bikers treated us, had long been my fantasy, and Paul claimed to have always been secretly transgender – so you could say we had both found true fulfilment. Whatever, I knew that there was no going back.

Owned by Bikers – yes, that’s what we were, and there was no escape.
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