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The leather of Hunter’s cut-off gloves creaked as he zipped up Eliza’s dress, his knuckles grazing the delicate notch of her spine. “There you go, baby.” His voice was a low rumble in the quiet bedroom, a sound that usually promised a quiet night in, not the raucous bar they were headed to.

She turned, the dark fabric of her little black dress hugging every one of her curves, a silhouette he knew better than his own reflection. Her smile was a soft, familiar thing. “Think I’m overdressed for a biker bar?”

“Fuck no,” he breathed, his eyes darkening as they traveled over her. “You’re perfect. You’re gonna be the most gorgeous thing in that whole fucking place.” He pulled her close, the scent of her shampoo and his own possessive desire mingling in the air. His hands slid down to grip her ass, pulling her hard against the growing bulge in his jeans. “Makes me crazy, just thinking about other guys looking at you.”

Eliza laughed, a light, airy sound, and pressed her hips into his. “Is that so? Maybe we should just stay home, then. You can look at me all you want.” She ground against him, feeling him twitch in response.

Hunter’s smile tightened, a flicker of something else—nervous energy—passing behind his eyes. He held her tighter, his voice dropping to a near-whisper against her ear. “That’s the thing, Liza. I’ve been thinking... I don’t just wanna be the only one looking.”

She stilled in his arms, the playful energy shifting. She pulled back just enough to search his face. “What are you talking about?”

He took a deep breath, his heart hammering against his ribs. This was it. The fantasy he’d cradled in the dark for months, the secret itch he was finally desperate to scratch. “I think about you... with someone else.”

The silence in the room became a physical thing. Eliza’s playful smirk vanished, replaced by a slight, uncertain frown. “What? Hunter, what does that mean? Like, you want to break up?”

“God, no. Never.” His words came out in a rushed, desperate stream. “Jesus, no, Eliza. The opposite. I’m so fucking in love with you it’s a goddamn ache. That’s why... that’s why the thought of it... fuck.” He ran a hand through his hair, struggling to find the right words, the words that wouldn’t scare her off. “It’s a fantasy. A really intense, really fucking dirty one. I think about watching you. Seeing you get pleasure from another man. Seeing how beautiful you are when you’re lost in it.”

Her pulse was a frantic drum against her throat. She took a small step back, putting a sliver of space between them. “You want to watch me cheat on you?”

“It’s not cheating if I’m there,” he said, his voice gaining a sliver of conviction. “If I’m the one giving the permission. If it’s for me. For us.” He closed the distance again, his hands coming up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. “The idea of it... it fucking torches me, Eliza. In the best way. Imagining you surrounded. Not just one guy. More.”

Her eyes widened, a true shock registering now. “More?”

“A whole fucking room, Liza.” The confession spilled out of him, raw and unfiltered. “I imagine walking into that bar tonight. I imagine you, in that dress, driving every last one of those bastards wild. I imagine them looking at you, wanting you. And I imagine you wanting them back. I think about you on your knees for one, then another pushing into you from behind, your perfect tits in someone else’s hands, your mouth on another cock. I wanna see you take them all, one after the other, until you’re so full of come you’re dripping with it. I wanna hear you scream from so much pleasure you forget my fucking name.”

He was breathing heavily now, his own admission hanging between them, a lurid, graphic picture painted in the space of their bedroom. Eliza felt a hot flush spread across her chest. She should be offended. She should be furious. But a treacherous, molten thread of something else unspooled deep in her belly. The absolute, unwavering love in his eyes contradicted the filth pouring from his mouth.

“You... you really think about that?” she whispered, her voice husky. “About me... with a whole gang of them?”

“All the fucking time,” he admitted, his own arousal a thick, heavy presence between them. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever dreamed of. The thought of you being their queen for a night. Their fucktoy. My fucktoy, letting them all have a taste.”

Her mind reeled. The concern was still there, a sharp edge of fear. What if he regretted it? What if it broke them? But beneath the fear, the imagery he’d seared into her brain was taking root. The sheer power of it. The utter debauchery. The idea of being so desired, so thoroughly used, while the man who worshipped her watched with pride.

She looked down, her fingers playing with the hem of his t-shirt. “And you’d really be okay? You wouldn’t... hate me after?”

Hunter dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands sliding up the backs of her thighs, pushing her dress up slightly. He looked up at her, his expression completely open, completely vulnerable. “I would love you more than I ever thought possible. I would get so hard watching you take what you need. I would fucking revel in it. It would be for us, Eliza. Our secret. Our game.”

He nuzzled his face against the warmth between her legs, breathing her in through the thin fabric of her panties. The intimate gesture, so familiar and loving, juxtaposed violently with the fantasy he’d just described. It short-circuited her defenses.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips as his hot breath seeped through the silk. The doubt didn’t vanish, but it was suddenly crowded out by a fierce, blinding curiosity. What would it feel like? To have so many hands on her? To be the center of that kind of savage, animal attention?

She tangled her fingers in his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there. Her voice was barely audible, a shaky whisper that held the first embers of a yes.

***
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The thrum of idling motorcycles vibrated through the soles of Eliza’s boots as they pushed open the heavy door to The Iron Hog. The air was thick with the smell of spent gasoline, aged whiskey, and the rich, oily scent of worn leather. A cloud of smoke hung near the ceiling, catching the dim glow of neon signs advertising beers she’d never heard of.

Every conversation seemed to stutter for a half-second as they walked in. Hunter’s hand found the small of her back, a familiar anchor in the suddenly foreign sea of denim and worn leather jackets. Dozens of eyes, some curious, some appraising, all intense, tracked their progress to the scarred wooden bar. Eliza felt the soft silk of her dress, so out of place, cling to her thighs with a new, electric significance. This is it, she thought. These are the men from his fantasy.

They slid onto stools. Hunter ordered two whiskeys, neat, his voice a low rumble that cut through the jukebox’s classic rock. He didn’t look at the room; he looked only at her, his dark eyes reflecting the amber of the bar lights. “You okay?” he murmured, his thumb making a slow, secret circle on her spine.

Before she could answer, a presence materialized beside them. He was massive, shoulders stretching the seams of his cut, a beard covering most of his face. “Tank,” he said by way of introduction, his voice a gravelly thing that seemed dredged from the depths of a well. His eyes, a startling light blue, didn’t leave Eliza. “New faces.”

“Hunter. This is my wife, Eliza.” Hunter’s tone was easy, but the muscle in his jaw flexed. He took a slow sip of his whiskey, his gaze flicking from Tank’s face to Eliza’s and back again. The silence stretched, dense with unspoken things.

Then Hunter set his glass down with a definitive click. He leaned forward, his voice dropping so only the three of them could hear. “We’re here because I have a fantasy. About my wife.”

Tank’s eyebrow raised a fraction of an inch. He finally dragged his eyes from Eliza to look at Hunter, a glint of dark amusement in them. “Yeah? What kinda fantasy?”

“The kind where I watch her,” Hunter said, the words clean and sharp, no hesitation left. “The kind where she gets every single thing she’s ever wanted. The kind where she gets fucked by a whole fucking gang of men who can’t keep their eyes off her.”

Eliza’s stomach did a dizzying flip. Hearing him say it out loud, here, to this stranger, made the fantasy terrifyingly concrete. The warmth of the whiskey in her belly spread, mixing with a low, throbbing pulse that was beginning to beat between her legs. She pressed her thighs together, the friction a small, desperate comfort.

Tank was silent for a long moment, studying Hunter, then letting his gaze roam over Eliza again, slower this time, more deliberate. It felt like being physically touched. She could feel the weight of that look on her breasts, on her mouth, on the hidden warmth beneath her dress. “And the lady?” Tank asked, his voice even lower. “She into this fantasy?”

Hunter turned to her, his expression open, raw. This was her choice. Her move.

All the air left her lungs. She looked at the man she loved, who was offering her this insane, deviant gift. She looked at the formidable stranger whose sheer size promised a specific kind of oblivion. The curiosity that had sparked in their bedroom roared into a full-blown inferno. She wanted to know what it felt like. She wanted to know what he got out of watching. She wanted to be the center of their entire fucking world for one night.

Her voice, when it came, was steadier than she expected. “Yes.” A simple word that cracked the world open. “I’m into it.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across Tank’s face. He nodded once, a sharp, decisive motion. He turned his head slightly and let out a low, sharp whistle that cut through the bar’s noise. In unison, four other men at a nearby table looked up. Tank jerked his head toward the back door.

He looked back at them, his blue eyes burning with a new, intense light. “Back alley. By the bikes. No one else around.” His voice was low, gravelly, but it carried a weight that made Eliza’s skin prickle. Every word felt like a promise, a command she couldn’t refuse. He stood up, the stool scraping against the floor with a harsh, deliberate sound that seemed to echo in the suddenly silent space between them. The bar’s noise faded into a distant hum as if the world had narrowed down to just the three of them.

“You two ready to stop talking about it?” Tank asked, his lips curling into a smirk that was equal parts threatening and tantalizing. His gaze lingered on Eliza, and she felt it like a physical touch, her body responding with a flush of heat that started at her chest and spread downward. She glanced at Hunter, searching his face for reassurance, for permission—for something. His dark eyes were locked on hers, unwavering, his expression a mix of hunger and something softer, something almost protective. “It’s your call,” he murmured, his voice steady but laced with anticipation. “Always your call.”

Eliza’s heart pounded in her chest, each beat reverberating through her like a drum. She thought of the fantasy they’d whispered about in the safety of their bedroom, the one that had felt so distant and abstract until tonight. Now it was here, tangible, staring her in the face with a beard and a leather cut. She felt a strange sensation, a mix of fear and exhilaration that coiled tight in her stomach. Her fingers twitched on the edge of the bar, and she realized she was gripping it too hard, her knuckles whitening under the pressure. Dozens of eyes were still on them, she knew that, but all she could see was Tank’s broad frame, the way his muscles shifted under his jacket as he adjusted his stance, and the way Hunter was leaning toward her, waiting.

“Yes,” she finally said, her voice soft but clear. The word hung in the air for a moment before Tank gave a short, approving nod. He stepped back, motioning for them to follow with a jerk of his head toward the door. Eliza slid off the stool, her legs feeling unsteady beneath her, her heels clicking against the wooden floor. Hunter was right behind her, his hand brushing against hers briefly, a silent show of support. As they walked toward the back door, the weight of what was about to happen settled over her like a heavy blanket, suffocating and thrilling all at once.

Outside, the night air was cool compared to the stifling heat of the bar. The alleyway was dimly lit by a single flickering bulb above the door, casting long shadows across the pavement. The row of motorcycles lined up along the wall gleamed faintly under the weak light, their chrome accents catching her eye. Tank moved ahead of them, his boots crunching against the gravel as he led them deeper into the alley. Eliza could hear the low murmurs of the other men who had followed them out, their presence looming behind her like a silent wave. She glanced over her shoulder and saw their shapes silhouetted against the light spilling from the bar’s windows—hulking figures with crossed arms and unreadable expressions.

Tank stopped in front of one of the bikes, leaning casually against it as he turned to face them. His eyes were darker now, harder, and when he spoke, his voice was rough with intent. “Last chance to back out,” he said, his gaze fixed on Eliza. “Once we start, there’s no turning back.” She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. Her mind raced with doubts and fears, but beneath it all was a deep, pulsing need she couldn’t ignore. She looked at Hunter again, seeking something—courage, perhaps—and found it in the way he nodded almost imperceptibly, his eyes never leaving hers.

“I’m ready,” she said, her voice stronger this time, though it still trembled slightly. Tank’s smirk widened, and he straightened up, stepping closer to her. The other men moved in behind him, surrounding her like predators circling their prey. Eliza’s pulse quickened, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she felt caught between fear and desire. This was it—the fantasy they’d dreamed about, brought to life in the most visceral way possible. And as Tank reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face, his fingers rough but oddly gentle against her skin, she knew there was no going back.

The alley air clung to her skin, cool and thick with the scent of gasoline and night. The flickering bulb above the door threw their shifting shadows against the brick wall, a chaotic dance of giants. Tank’s light blue eyes held hers, the question already answered but the reality only now beginning.

“You heard the lady,” Tank rumbled, his voice a low vibration that seemed to emanate from the bikes themselves. He didn’t move, just watched her. “She’s ready.”

One of the other men, younger with a tattoo snaking up his neck, stepped forward first. He didn’t speak, just brought his calloused hands to the straps of her dress. He slid them down her shoulders with a slow, practiced ease, the fabric whispering as it gathered at her waist. The cool air pebbled her nipples instantly, and she gasped, the sound embarrassingly loud in the quiet alley. Hunter’s eyes were on her, she could feel them, a hot brand from a few feet away. His breathing was shallow, his own desire a palpable force.

Hunter leaned against the bike, his back pressed into the cool metal as he watched, transfixed. His cock strained against the confines of his jeans, throbbing with a heat that matched the intensity of his gaze. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Eliza, her chest rising and falling rapidly as the men surrounded her. Her dress was halfway down her arms, revealing the soft curves of her breasts, and her nipples were tight peaks in the cool night air. His wife—his wife—was the center of attention, and the sight of her like this, so vulnerable yet so willing, sent a jolt of raw desire through him.

His breathing was shallow, each inhale sharp as he took in the scene unfolding before him. The men’s hands roamed over her body with a possessiveness that should have ignited jealousy, but instead, it only fueled his arousal. The way they touched her, the way they claimed her piece by piece, made his pulse race. He could see the flush spreading across her chest, the way her lips parted as she gasped, the way her fingers curled into the fabric of one man’s leather vest. She was his, and yet, in this moment, she belonged to all of them, and that realization sent a shiver down his spine.

Hunter’s hand moved instinctively, gripping the edge of the bike seat to steady himself. His other hand hovered near his zipper, the need to touch himself almost overwhelming. But he held back, wanting to savor every second of this, to commit every detail to memory. Eliza’s soft moans filled the alley, mingling with the low murmurs of the men. Her head tipped back against the wall, her hair spilling over her shoulders as one of them trailed kisses along her neck. Hunter’s mouth went dry. He could see the hunger in their eyes, the way they devoured her with their gazes, and it only made him harder.

He wondered if Eliza could feel his eyes on her. If she could sense the way his heart pounded in his chest, the way his body ached for her. He wanted her to know that he was there, watching, worshipping her in his own way. He wanted her to understand that this—this was everything he’d fantasized about and more. The fear he’d felt earlier, the hesitation when he’d first shared his fantasy with her, was gone now. All that remained was pure, unadulterated lust.

One of the men dropped to his knees in front of her, and Hunter’s breath hitched. He could barely see what was happening through the wall of leather and denim, but he could hear it—the wet, slick sounds of Tank’s mouth on her, the sharp intake of her breath, the almost pained whimper that escaped her lips when he tore her panties aside. Hunter’s grip on the bike tightened, his knuckles white. He could feel his own cock pulsing in time with her cries, every sound she made sending a fresh wave of heat through him.

The second man, older with a grizzled face, cupped one of her breasts, his thumb sweeping over the taut peak. Oh god. Her head fell back against the cold brick of the wall as a jolt of pure sensation shot through her. It was so different from Hunter’s touch—rougher, more possessive, utterly alien and electrifying.

Then they were all around her, a wall of leather and denim and heat. Hands were everywhere, not groping, but exploring. One traced the line of her spine, another splayed across her stomach, pulling her against a hard, denim-clad thigh. A bearded face nuzzled the sensitive skin of her neck, his breath hot against her ear. She was being claimed, piece by piece, and a shattering wave of lust washed over her, so intense it blurred her vision.

Tank finally moved. He sank to his knees in front of her, his massive frame still imposing. The other men shifted, holding her steady, their hands keeping her dress from falling completely. Tank’s beard scraped the inside of her thigh as he nudged her legs apart. The world narrowed to the feeling of his hot breath through the delicate lace of her panties.

“Fuck, she smells good,” he growled, the words muffled against her. He hooked a thick finger into the side of her underwear and tore them aside with a sharp rip of fabric that made her jump.

Then his mouth was on her.

There was no hesitation. His tongue, broad and wet, laid a long, firm stripe up her entire slit. Eliza cried out, her fingers tangling in the hair of the man holding her from behind. Tank ate her like a man starved, his tongue plunging deep inside her before circling her clit with a focused, relentless pressure. It was obscene, the wet, slick sounds he made against her, the way he grunted as he tasted her. She was coming apart already, her hips bucking against his face, a broken stream of yes, yes, fuck falling from her lips.

Just as the first tremors of her climax began to seize her, he pulled back. She whimpered at the loss, her body trembling. Another man immediately took his place, his technique different, softer, his tongue flicking and teasing until she was squirming, desperate for more. Then the next, his stubble a delicious abrasion as he lapped at her, drinking her in. Each mouth, each tongue, was a new discovery, a new way to unravel her. They traded places with a rough efficiency, a silent understanding between them, until she lost count, lost herself in the vortex of sensation. Her orgasm crashed over her, violent and shocking, wracking her body with silent, convulsing waves as a mouth stayed sealed to her, swallowing every pulse of her release.

When the last man moved away, she was dripping, exposed, and panting. Tank stood before her again, unfastening his jeans. The other four did the same, a symphony of zippers and the rustle of denim. Five hard, thick cocks sprang free, silhouetted in the dim light. The sight should have terrified her. It only made her ache deeper, a fresh throb starting between her legs.

“Your turn, princess,” Tank said, his voice gravelly with need. He fisted his own length, a thick, veined pillar of flesh, and guided it toward her lips. “Show us what that pretty mouth can do.”

Hunter couldn’t tear his eyes away. His breath was shallow, his chest rising and falling in time with Eliza’s gasps and moans. The sight of her on her knees, surrounded by those men, their hands and mouths claiming her, was more intoxicating than he could have imagined. Every sound she made, every shudder of her body, sent a jolt of heat straight to his cock. He shifted his weight against the bike, trying to ease the pressure building in his jeans, but it was no use. He was hard as steel, aching with a need that bordered on unbearable.

Her lips wrapped around another man’s cock, taking him deep, her tongue working with a skill that made Hunter’s pulse race. He could see the muscles in her throat contracting as she swallowed, the way her hands moved with purpose, one gripping a leather-clad hip for balance while the other stroked the length of another man’s shaft. Her eyes were half-lidded, glazed with lust, and every now and then, she would glance up at him through her lashes, as if to make sure he was still watching. God, she’s perfect, he thought, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure the men could hear it.

The alley was filled with the sounds of their pleasure—low groans, sharp curses, the wet, rhythmic sucking of Eliza’s mouth. Hunter’s hand moved instinctively to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as he struggled to free himself. He needed to touch himself, to feel the same release she was giving those men. Finally, he got his jeans open, his cock springing free into the cool night air. He wrapped his fingers around the base, his breath hitching as he gave himself a rough stroke. 

His eyes never left Eliza. She was a vision, her lips stretched wide around the girth of another man’s cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him with fervor. One of the men tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her movements, pulling her closer until her nose brushed against his stomach. Hunter could see the bulge of the man’s cock in her throat, the way she gagged slightly before relaxing and taking him deeper. The sight was almost too much to bear.

“Fuck, Eliza,” he groaned under his breath, his hand moving faster now, his thumb swiping over the sensitive head of his cock. He could feel the tension building low in his stomach, his balls tightening with every stroke. He wanted to come, god how he wanted to come, but he forced himself to hold back. This wasn’t about him—it was about her, about the fantasy they had both dreamed of for so long. And yet, he couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to be one of those men, to have her lips wrapped around him instead.

As if sensing his thoughts, Eliza pulled off the man she was pleasing, a thin strand of saliva and precum connecting her lips to his cock. She turned her head slightly, her eyes meeting Hunter’s for a brief moment before she opened her mouth again, taking another man between her lips. The look she gave him was enough to push him over the edge. With a low groan, he came, hot spurts of cum painting his hand and stomach. His vision blurred as pleasure ripped through him, his thighs shaking with the force of his release. 

But even as he caught his breath, his eyes never left Eliza. She was still on her knees, still servicing those men with a hunger that made his spent cock twitch with renewed interest. The fantasy was real now, and it was more intense, more everything than he had ever imagined. And she was right there in the middle of it all, his wife, his love, thriving in the chaos. God, she was incredible.

She lost herself in the rhythm. Sucking Tank deep, feeling him pulse on her tongue, then turning to take another, running her tongue along a straining vein, swallowing the bitter precum that beaded at the tip. She serviced them with a fervor that surprised even her, one hand working a cock she couldn’t get her mouth on, her other hand gripping a leather-clad hip for balance. The alley filled with their low groans and gruff encouragements.

“That’s it, take it all, you filthy fucking angel.”

“Suck my dick just like that. Jesus Christ.”

Hunter’s voice cut through, thick with awe. “Look at you, Eliza. Fuck, you’re beautiful.”

The man in her mouth, the one with the neck tattoos, suddenly gripped her hair, his hips stuttering. “Gonna come,” he grunted, a warning and a plea. She held still, keeping her mouth sealed around him as he erupted, hot jets of cum hitting the back of her throat. She swallowed desperately, once, twice, the taste exploding on her tongue.

She pulled off, gasping, a thin strand of saliva and seed connecting her lips to his softening cock. She turned her head, dazed, and without a word, the next man stepped into the space, pressing his length against her slick, used lips.

“Don’t stop now, sweetheart,” he murmured, sliding his cock over her cheek, painting her with the evidence of the last man’s finish. “We’re not even close to done with you.”

Eliza’s gaze, foggy with lust, sought out Hunter. He stood a few feet away, one hand working his own denim-clad bulge, his eyes black with a possessive fire that seared her soul. He gave her a slow, deliberate nod, a silent command that sent another wave of liquid heat flooding between her legs. This was for him. All of it.

Then, a massive shadow fell over her. Tank. He grasped her upper arms, his grip like warm iron, and pulled her to her feet. Her legs trembled, unsteady. “On your knees is a good start, darlin’,” he rumbled, his voice a low vibration she felt in her bones. “But the main event needs a proper stage.”

He half-led, half-carried her the few steps to a massive, gleaming Harley. The black paint was cool beneath her fingertips as he effortlessly lifted her, her back pressing against the unforgiving curve of the handlebars, and settled her onto the cold metal of the fuel tank. The leather of his cut brushed her naked thigh, smelling of oil and night air.

“Spread her,” Tank commanded, his light blue eyes locking onto hers, not with brutality, but with a terrifying, thrilling intensity.

Hands were on her immediately. Two of the men gently took an ankle each, pulling her legs apart until she was splayed open on the hood of the bike, exposed to the entire alley. The chill of the metal was a sharp contrast to the scorching heat radiating from her core. Her short dress was bunched around her waist, offering her no modesty, no protection. She was utterly displayed.

“Hunter,” her voice was a breathy whisper, almost a question.

“I’m right here, baby,” his answer came, strained and thick with desire. “I’m watching. Fuck, you look incredible. So open. So fucking beautiful.”

Tank stepped between her widely spread legs, his massive form blocking out the flickering overhead light. He unbuckled his belt, the clink of metal loud in the tense silence. He didn’t rush. He let her watch, let her see the formidable length of him spring free, hard and veined and glistening already at the tip. He fisted himself, stroking slowly as he admired the view she presented.

“You see this, Eliza?” Hunter’s voice was a raw scrape from the shadows. “See how much he wants you? How much they all want you? That’s my wife. That’s my good girl taking all of this for me.”

His words unspooled something deep inside her, a thread of pure, unadulterated want that tightened every muscle. She was his good girl. This depraved, public offering was her ultimate proof of devotion.

Tank spat into his palm, slicking his cock, the act so crude and primal it made her inner muscles clench around nothing. He placed the broad, blunt head of his cock at her entrance, a hot, insistent pressure against her slickness. He didn’t push. Not yet. He just rubbed himself through her wet folds, coating himself in her, a low growl of appreciation building in his chest.

“So fucking wet for us already,” he grunted. “You been dreaming about this, pretty wife? Dreaming about a real man filling you up?”

He looked over his shoulder at Hunter. “You ready to watch me fuck your woman?”

Hunter’s answer was a guttural, “Do it. Fuck her.”

With that permission, Tank drove forward.

Eliza’s head fell back against the handlebars with a soft thud as he buried himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful thrust. A sharp cry was torn from her throat—not of pain, but of sheer, overwhelming fullness. He was so much more than Hunter, stretching her in a way that bordered on exquisite agony. He filled her completely, a solid, unmovable heat that stole the air from her lungs.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her hands scrambling for purchase on the cold, smooth gas tank.

Tank didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing rhythm from the start, each thrust jolting her body up the hood of the bike. The metal was cold on her back, his body was a furnace on top of her, the contrast maddening. Her breasts bounced with every slam of his hips, and one of the other men, a guy with a goatee, reached out to roughly palm one, pinching her nipple between his calloused fingers. The dual sensations—the deep, internal pounding and the sharp, external pleasure-pain—drove her mind blank.

“That’s it, take it,” Tank growled, his breath hot against her neck. His beard scraped her skin. “Take all of me, you hungry fucking cunt.”

His filthy words, so at odds with Hunter’s reverent awe, ignited a different part of her. She wasn’t just a cherished wife here; she was a thing to be used, and the raw honesty of it was liberating. She met his thrusts, rocking her hips up to meet his, a wanton rhythm that made him groan in approval.

“Look at her go,” someone muttered from the circle of onlookers. “Born for this.”

Hunter’s breathing was ragged, loud in the brief moments of relative quiet between the wet, slapping sounds of Tank’s body meeting hers. “That’s it, Eliza. Let him use you. Let him fuck that perfect pussy. It’s what you’re for tonight.”

Tank’s pace became erratic, his thrusts losing their military precision and becoming frantic, animalistic. His grip on her hips tightened, sure to leave bruises—marks she would find tomorrow and remember this with a secret thrill. A deep, shuddering groan erupted from his chest, and he shoved himself as deep as he could possibly go, his body rigid above hers.

She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release pulse inside her, a flood of wet heat that seemed to go on and on. He held himself there, grinding against her, milking every last drop into her depths.

With a final, satisfied grunt, he pulled out, his spent cock slick with their combined wetness. He stepped back, and the cold night air hit her overheated, freshly filled sex, making her gasp. She was dripping, utterly claimed.

She was vaguely aware of Hunter, his eyes glazed, his hand moving furiously over his jeans. But there was no time to rest. The man with the goatee was already moving forward, unbuckling his belt, his eyes fixed on the mess Tank had left behind.

“My turn,” he said, his voice eager. He didn’t wait for an invitation. He positioned himself and pushed into the slick, well-used channel without hesitation. He was thinner than Tank, but he made up for it with a frantic, jackhammer pace. Eliza cried out, her sensitive flesh overwhelmed by the new invasion so soon after the last.

The man leaned over her, his face close to hers. “You feel that, sweet thing? Feel all that come I’m fucking into you? You’re just a little cum dump for the whole club now, aren’t you?”

From the darkness, Hunter’s voice, raw with a possession so deep it bordered on madness, answered for her. “She is. She’s our fucking cum dump. Now give her more.”

His words hung heavy in the air, a command that echoed through the alley, bouncing off the brick walls like a drumbeat. The men surrounding the bike shifted, their hunger palpable, their eyes locked on Eliza’s trembling form. She was spread open, vulnerable, her body glistening with sweat and the remnants of Tank’s release. Hunter stepped closer, his hand still working furiously over the bulge in his jeans, his breathing ragged as he watched his wife take it all.

“That’s right,” he rasped, his voice crackling with intensity. “Take every fucking inch of it, Eliza. Show them how good you are, how much you can handle. You’re mine, but tonight you’re theirs too. You’re our perfect little whore.”

The man with the goatee grunted in approval, his thrusts growing more erratic as he leaned over her, his hot breath mingling with hers. “You hear that, sweet thing? You’re a toy for the whole damn club tonight. We’re gonna use you until there’s nothing left.” His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he drove himself deeper, his cock pistoning in and out of her already overstimulated core.

Eliza’s back arched, her nipples brushing against the cold metal of the bike as she gasped for air. Sensations overwhelmed her—the relentless pounding inside her, the rough hands groping her breasts, the sound of Hunter’s voice urging her on. She was a vessel, a canvas for their desires, and the sheer depravity of it sent shivers down her spine. Her body responded instinctively, tightening around the man inside her, drawing a guttural moan from his lips.

Hunter’s gaze never wavered. He watched as the goateed man finally lost control, his hips stuttering as he came deep inside her, filling her with another thick load of cum. But there was no time to rest. As soon as he pulled out, another biker stepped forward, his belt already undone, his cock hard and ready. Hunter’s voice cut through the air again, a low growl of approval. 

“Keep going. Don’t stop until she’s dripping with all of you,” he demanded, his hand now unzipping his jeans as he moved even closer. “She’s not done yet. Not even close.” 

The next man didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself at her entrance, his hands gripping her thighs as he pushed inside, stretching her even further. Eliza’s breath hitched, her body trembling under the onslaught. She could feel the weight of their attention, their collective lust pressing down on her like a physical force. Hunter’s words had transformed her into something more than just his wife—she was their shared fantasy, their object of worship, and she reveled in the raw power of it all.

***
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The cool night air was a shock against her skin after the stifling heat of the alley. Hunter’s strong arms were the only thing holding her together as he carried her, a bundle of trembling limbs and sticky satisfaction, to their car. He laid her across the backseat with a tenderness that made her want to weep, covering her with his own jacket. The scent of leather, engine grease, and the musk of other men clung to the fabric, a potent perfume that sent a fresh, deep throb through her spent body. The drive home was a silent, hazy blur, the hum of the tires on asphalt a dull counterpoint to the roaring memory of guttural moans and slapping skin.

Inside their quiet home, the familiarity was jarring. The soft lamplight, the plush rug under her bare feet, the framed photos of them smiling on the wall—it all felt like a dream after the raw, gritty reality of the past hour. Hunter guided her to the sofa, his hands firm on her waist. “Sit. I’ll get you a drink,” he murmured, his voice a low, rough thing that scraped deliciously against her senses.

He returned with two generous glasses of dark red wine. Eliza cupped hers, the cool glass a stark contrast to the feverish warmth still simmering under her skin. She took a slow sip, the tart liquid cutting through the lingering, earthy taste on her tongue. She couldn't look at him yet, focusing instead on the way the wine swirled in her glass.

“Eliza,” Hunter began, his voice softer now, laced with a vulnerability that hadn’t been there in the alley. He sat close, his thigh pressing against hers. “Talk to me. Please. Was it... too much?”

She finally met his gaze. His dark eyes were wide, intense, searching her face with a mix of adoration and pure, unadulterated hunger. The nervous boy who had first confessed this fantasy was gone, replaced by the man who had commanded a scene of such filthy, beautiful debauchery. A slow smile touched her lips.

“Too much?” she echoed, her own voice husky. “Hunter, I don’t even have the words. My body feels like it’s been rewritten. I can still feel every single one of them.” She shifted on the cushion, a faint, slick sensation between her thighs making her breath catch. “I was so scared. And then... I wasn’t. I was just... feeling. It was so fucking intense.”

He reached out, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw, a gesture so familiar it anchored her. “You were breathtaking. The most fucking gorgeous thing I have ever seen. Watching you take them all, hearing those sounds you made... fuck, Eliza.” He leaned in, his forehead resting against hers. “I have never been harder in my life. Seeing you owned by all that raw power, used and worshiped... it fucking undid me.”

His words, so crude and so honest, sent a jolt straight to her core. The warmth from the wine spread through her chest, mixing with the rekindled embers of her arousal. The memory of Tank’s massive hands holding her hips, the feeling of being so utterly filled, the sheer number of them—it all coalesced into a single, throbbing need.

“I could feel you watching,” she whispered, her lips brushing his as she spoke. “It was like you were touching me too. Your eyes were on me the whole time. It made me want to be even filthier for you. I wanted to swallow every last drop for you.”

A low growl rumbled in his chest. He took her glass and set it on the table, his movements deliberate. “You are mine, Eliza. All of that, everything you did, that was for me. And it was the hottest fucking thing I have ever witnessed.” His hands slid down her shoulders, over the curve of her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples through the thin, ruined fabric of her dress. They peaked instantly, aching for his touch. “I need to be inside you. Right now. I need to feel what they left behind.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He yanked the straps of her dress down, baring her breasts to the soft light, and lowered his head. His mouth was hot and demanding on her nipple, his tongue laving and sucking with a primal urgency that made her cry out. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he worshipped her flesh, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak just enough to make her back bow off the sofa.

“Hunter... yes...”

He pushed the bunched-up dress higher, his palms sliding up her thighs. He found her soaked, a slick, messy proof of the night’s activities. A possessive groan escaped him. “Jesus, you’re still so wet. So fucking used.” He pushed two fingers inside her without hesitation, and Eliza’s vision blurred. The feeling of his fingers sliding through the evidence of other men, claiming it, claiming her, was utterly devastating.

“I need to taste it,” he growled, sliding off the sofa and onto his knees on the rug. He hooked his hands under her thighs and dragged her to the edge of the cushion, spreading her wide. “I need to taste all of them on my wife.”

His mouth descended on her, his tongue a rough, relentless brand against her oversensitive clit. He licked into her, deep and slow, his tongue fucking her with a deliberate slowness that was both tender and wildly obscene. He was savoring it, tasting the culmination of his fantasy on her skin. The combination of his expert mouth and the depraved meaning behind his actions sent her crashing over the edge immediately. A raw, broken scream tore from her throat as she came, her hips bucking against his face, her hands fisting in his hair to hold him right there.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was on her, his jeans shoved down just enough to free his hard, leaking cock. He was shaking with need. He plunged into her in one single, devastating thrust, filling the well-used, sensitized space with his own familiar, beloved presence. Eliza wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him deeper.

“Fuck, Eliza,” he grunted, his rhythm frantic from the start. “You feel so fucking good. So warm. So full.” Each thrust was a claim, a reaffirmation. “Tell me. Tell me what they felt like.”

“They felt... big,” she moaned, meeting his frantic pace. “So hard. Filling me up. Stretching me. But you... you feel like home.” The admission shattered them both.

He drove into her, his pace becoming brutal, punctuated by ragged breaths and the slap of skin. “This is mine. This hot, messy, perfect cunt is all mine. And I love watching you share it.” He was close, his body tensing above her. “Look at me. I want to see your eyes when I fill you up with mine.”

Eliza’s eyes fluttered open, locking with his. The love, the lust, the sheer madness of it all was right there. “Come inside me, Hunter. I want to feel you. I want your cum with theirs.”

With a final, guttural shout, he obeyed, pulsing deep inside her, his release joining the others in a warm, claiming flood. Hunter’s body shuddered violently as he emptied himself into her, each throbbing spasm a declaration of possession. Eliza wrapped her legs tighter around him, desperate to keep him there, to feel every last drop of him mixing with the remnants of the others. It was filthy, raw, and undeniably theirs. 

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor that grounded her in the moment. The heat of his skin against hers was like a balm, soothing the soreness that lingered from the night’s debauchery. Their chests rose and fell in sync, their breathing heavy but slowing with each passing second. The scent of sex—musky, primal, and layered with the faint tang of leather and sweat—hung thick in the air, a heady reminder of what they’d just shared.

Hunter nuzzled her neck, his lips brushing against her sensitive skin in lazy, tender kisses. His voice, low and drowsy, broke the silence. “You’re everything,” he murmured, the words vibrating against her throat. “Everything I ever wanted, everything I never knew I needed.” His hand trailed down her side, fingertips tracing the curve of her hip as if memorizing her all over again.

Eliza turned her head to meet his gaze, her eyes soft but still burning with the lingering heat of their passion. “You’re my home,” she whispered back, her voice trembling with emotion. “No matter what happens, no matter where we go... you’re always my home.” Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer until their foreheads touched. The intimacy of the moment was stark compared to the wild abandon they’d just experienced, yet it felt just as intense.

He smiled against her lips, his breath warm and sweet with the faint trace of wine. “You were so fucking incredible tonight,” he said, his tone equal parts admiration and awe. “Watching you take them all, seeing how much you gave yourself to it... fuck, Eliza. I don’t think I’ll ever get over it.” His thumb brushed over her lower lip, smudging the remnants of her arousal there. “You’re mine, but tonight you were theirs too. And I loved every second of it.”

She shivered at his words, the memory of rough hands and greedy mouths flooding her mind. “It was for you,” she reminded him, her voice steady despite the storm of emotions swirling inside her. “Everything I did, every moan, every shiver... it was all for you.” Her nails lightly scratched his scalp, eliciting a low groan from him. “And now,” she added with a playful smirk, “you’re here to claim what’s yours again.”

Hunter chuckled, a deep, satisfied sound that rumbled through his chest and into hers. “Always,” he promised, pressing a firm kiss to her forehead before settling back into the crook of her neck. They lay there, tangled together on the sofa, the world outside forgotten. For now, it was just the two of them—and the undeniable bond that had only deepened through their shared indulgence in sin.
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