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A Careless Bet With Outlaw Bikers


By René St Claire

Aaron and Kristie had been together for just over a decade; they met early in their adult lives and had been devoted to each other ever since. They are a good-looking couple; actually, together they are stunning, but individually they each bought something different to the table. Aaron, with his tall, athletic frame, his broad shoulders and lean, strong build; toned through tennis in his youth; and squash as an adult. He has brown eyes, clean skin, and keeps himself well groomed. On the personality front, he is a little quiet and often lets his wife, Kristie, take the lead. While this means Kristie can choose their path, sometimes she just wants to be taken.
Kristie, is truly beautiful; she has a radiance that lights up the room. Her dark hair has ringlets that dance atop her well-toned shoulders, eyes that sparkle with delight, making the green more intense. She has sun-kissed skin, and full lips that curled into a knowing smirk when she is horny. She moved with grace, her body strong and sculpted from years of yoga and barre classes. As a couple, they had built a life that looked architecturally designed, with two beautiful kids, a home in a well-to-do area, and fulfilling careers. But things may have been a little too perfect, and with this perfection, came predictability.
They weren't unhappy, but the groove they found themselves with school pickups, work deadlines, and life admin; has turned into a rut. The passion that had once burned so fiercely between them had mellowed. Their conversations centred around the kids or work, their love-making was humdrum, with Kristie initiating it, then riding Aaron until he came-- if she was lucky, it was after she orgasmed. But mostly it wasn't. Sex was more about obligation than passion. It wasn't that they had lost the attraction to each other; it was more that they needed an explosion to reignite things between them.
And so, one night, over a bottle of Merlot, then a bottle of Shiraz; alcohol sparked an honest conversation. "Things have got to change." Kristie said bluntly, randomly.
"What do you mean?" Aaron said, a little confused by the vagueness of the context.
"We have turned into old people. It is time to shake things up and step out of the comfortable and into something more exciting." She then added: "Sex is boring, we need to rediscover the thrill of being desired -- of fucking without abandon."
"I see what you mean." Aaron knew that love-making wasn't just something you fell into, it was something you fought for. And their marriage needed a lot more fight.
Upon hearing this, Aaron reflected on their present state. Maybe he had become boring? Kristie drove the wildness, and he just rode her wake. But ten years of marriage, two kids, and the grind of daily life had settled over them like an invisible weight, and he allowed it to become an excuse for being lazy in their relationship. He wanted to do better. Kristie must have been frustrated for quite some time for her to bring this up. He wondered if she resented him? But when they locked eyes across the table, when their hands met in the middle, he knew there was still a lot of living to be done together, and it needed to start now. There was a hunger for more. A need to remember not just who they were together; but who they had been before life got in the way.
Neither of them was willing to let the other slip away. They knew they needed to shake things up a bit, to try something a bit wilder than drinking a glass of wine on their terrace.
"Want to go out to a bar?" Aaron asks. "I was thinking about that little wine bar, we love so much."
Kristie eyes him carefully: "Isn't that the same as just drinking here?" She scoffs.
"Ok then, what do you propose?" Aaron responds, taking the bait.
"How about we get out of our comfort zones and go to that dive bar by the railway tracks on the edge of town?" Kristie challenges.
"That can be a bit rough, there are always fights there." Aaron replies. "What if there is trouble?"
"You are right, Let's just do the same old boring routine." Kristie says in a disappointed tone, as she looks away.
"Ok. Fuck it. Let's do it!" Aaron says. Kristie smiles and gives him a big hug.
It started as a joke, a half-drunken, reckless dare, fuelled by the over-indulgence of fine wine and an aching desire deep in Kristie's loins. Aaron too had a desire for something different; something he had dared not say to Kristie, because it was too shocking; in their world it was the pinnacle of taboo.
That's how they ended up at a dive bar on the edge of town called the The Rusty Nail. The bar truly was in disrepair with its two-toned amber tiling that barely clung to the wall, the hanging awning; and the outside seating area on the sidewalk, was a sea of broken glass. Inside, the air smelt of cheap whiskey, cigarette smoke, and something fried in oil that had probably been sitting there all day. The lighting was dim, the floors were sticky, and the walls were covered in half-torn posters of rock bands and fading dartboards. A jukebox in the corner played an old Johnny Cougar song, barely audible over the hum of drunken laughter.
"This place is kind of rough, and not really our crowd." Aaron whined, as he looked around the room. Kristie ignored him and walked in ahead; her hips swaying just enough to grab the attention of the men by the bar; her black dress did not mesh with the worn-out denim and leather worn by the heavily male crowd. Aaron followed close behind, his sharp gaze taking everything in--nervous, but also intrigued.
Kristie loved the danger and the rawness of this place. Her pussy throbbed beneath her dress, and her nipples stood to attention despite the warm room.
They slid into a corner booth, ordering whiskey instead of wine. It burned going down, but it felt right. Kristie was feeling frisky, and kissed Aaron passionately on the lips, when he returned her kiss she reached down to feel the bulge growing behind his zipper. Aaron took this as an invitation to slide his hand up under her dress, beneath the elastic of her G-string, and onto the fleshy folds of his wife's very wet pussy. They knew people were watching, but this only heightened the feeling for Kristie; so much so that she guided his hand to his clit so she could get the relief she was longing for. For Aaron, he was a little uncomfortable, but loved that Kristie was so turn-on, so he went with it. The tension that had built between them over the years began to unravel with every stolen glance and teasing remark made towards their very public display of affection. When Kristie threw her head back in orgasm, everyone within eyeshot had seen her cum.
"That was hot!" Aaron said, trying to show enthusiasm.
"I need more, way more!" Kristie replied as she sculled her second shot.
By their third round, and more public play, Kristie's eyes flickered to the pool table in the back, where two bikers were finishing up a game.
They were exactly what you'd expect in a place like this; rough, broad-shouldered, a slight beer belly; the kind of men who looked like they'd been in their fair share of bar fights. One of the bikers had a thick beard and sleeves of tattoos running up both arms, his vest covered in patches that showed proud membership of an outlaw motorcycle gang. The other was younger but just as dangerous-looking, had a jagged scar running along his jaw, his leather jacket open just enough to show the edge of a knife holster.
Kristie smirked and nudged Aaron. "Think we could take them?" She wanted to take their game further.
Aaron followed her gaze, a slow, knowing grin spreading across his face. "At pool? Probably not."
"Good," she said, finishing her drink. "Let's make a bet."
"Nah, they look too dangerous."
"I am going over, come or don't." Aaron reluctantly agreed, not really knowing what she meant by her 'let's make a bet' quip, when she agreed they would probably lose.
A few minutes later, they were at the table, Aaron casually leaning against the edge while Kristie toyed with a pool cue, twirling it between her fingers like she'd done this a hundred times.
"What's the game?" the bearded one asked, his voice a gravelly rumble.
Kristie tilted her head. "Pool. You in?"
The younger biker smirked. "Depends. What are we playing for?"
Aaron arched a brow at Kristie, hoping that she knew what she was doing. She met his gaze, her lips curving into something wicked before she turned back to the bikers. Aaron had always wanted to see Kristie railed by another man; in the deep recesses of his mind he imagined her being ran through by multiple guys; but he was too shy to admit it. This was the longing he had never been able to share with Kristie, he just didn't think she would get it.
"If you win," she said, running her fingers along the edge of the pool table, "I'll kiss you both."
The taller biker let out a slow chuckle, glancing at Aaron. "And you're cool with that?"
"Yes." Aaron said nervously.
"We all saw how fun she is to kiss!" The older one replied.
Aaron just shrugged, his nervous smirk never fading. "We will need something in return when we win."
"And what's that?"
Kristie leaned in, lowering her voice just enough to make it dangerous. "The most expensive bottle of whiskey behind that bar. And a shot of whatever the hell you're drinking--just so we can celebrate."
The bikers exchanged a glance, then grinned.
"It's a bet. You're on." He then put out his hairy hand to seal the deal with a hand shake. "I am Griff, and this here is Jim."
Kristie put her hand out to shake. Once the deal was done, Griff took her hand and kissed it. Kristie laughed: "I am Kristie, and this is my husband Aaron."
The game started with a sharp crack as the cue ball slammed into the rack, sending solids and stripes scattering across the faded green felt. The bar had quieted slightly, a few onlookers gathering with drinks in hand, drawn by the sight of two yuppies in their bar, playing pool with the toughest guys in here. The scene did not make sense, and they sensed that it may have an interesting ending.
Kristie played first, sinking a striped ball in the back-corner pocket; the younger biker let out a low whistle, at both her skill, and the fact her dress rode up to show her bare ass cheeks as she took her shot. Both noticed that her left butt-cheek was adorned with a small rose tattoo.
"Nice rose! I bet it smells good." The older biker chides.
Aaron followed up, lining up his cue with the pressure of a man who was scared to lose the game and the bet. But the bikers weren't pushovers. Griff was ruthless, clearing two solids in a row. Jim, the younger biker, was even better, making risky shots that somehow always landed.
As the game went on, the bet felt more and more reckless. Kristie felt the heat of Aaron's gaze as she bent over the table for a long shot. The bikers watched her with amusement and anticipation, one staring at the perfect curvature of her almost bare ass; while the younger one looked down her top at her braless cleavage, as it hung on the edge of the pool table. Aaron's pulse pounded as the balls dwindled, the game was coming to an end, and he was choking with fear.
Then, with a smirk and a very skilful stroke, the younger biker sank the eight-ball in the corner pocket.
Kristie straightened, exchanging a glance with Aaron. He exhaled through his nose, shaking his head.
"Guess you're up, sweetheart," the bearded biker said, setting his cue aside, his grin equal parts smug and desire.
Kristie bit her lip, her pulse spiking--whether from nerves or excitement, she wasn't entirely sure.
Aaron leaned in, his voice low in her ear. "Still having fun?" He wanted her to feel the heat of the impending danger they now faced, due to her reckless behaviour.
She turned to Aaron, her eyes dancing with mischief. "More than I have in years."
"Sit up on the table." The older biker commands. Kristie complies. He steps in closer and puts hands on her outer thighs, and slowly moves up under her dress.
"What do you think you are doing?" Aaron and Kristie say in unison.
"The bet was that if you lost the game we can kiss. You didn't say where I could or couldn't kiss you; so, as the winner, I get to choose where I kiss you." The older biker retorts with an evil grin.
The younger steps in to block Aaron's interference: "You do not want to break a bet with us. Things will get ugly, and the bet won't be the only thing that will be broken." Aaron quickly backed down, leaving Kristie to face the horny biker alone.
The mood inside The Rusty Nail shifted. The noise had quietened, and low murmurs rippled through the bar as word spread about the bet. The crowd pressed in closer, drinks in hand, eager for a show. A few smirks, a couple of whistles; everyone wanted to see if Kristie would follow through.
Kristie, sensing the danger, complies and the older biker, and allows him to remove her black-lace G-string. As she felt his rough hands on her delicate folds, she knew her pussy had betrayed her. The biker easily slid a single finger into her sopping velvet tunnel, going all the way up to his knuckle. Kristie gasped at the dirtiness of the scene. Griff, with his finger still deep in her snatch; leaned into her and whispered: "I hope your husband can't see how much you are loving this."
Kristie bit her lip as the biker slipped a second finger into her delicate folds. Aaron could see what Griff was doing; but he thought it best he pretends he did not see the very dangerous outlaw that was finger-banging his wife on the pool table, in front of a bunch of criminals.
Griff withdrew his fingers, locked eyes with the married couple, and licked them clean. The growing crowd cheered as the biker held up this yuppy-chick's underwear like a trophy. "We can lick your pussy, and you can suck our dicks in front of the whole bar, or we can go out to a dark area of the car park where it is more private and fuck you properly." He said to Kristie.
"Fuck her on the pool table." Yelled someone from the crowd.
"Show us her tits and cunt!" Yelled another.
Kristie glanced around, feeling the weight of hungry eyes on the hem of her dress. With her panties in the older biker's hands, it was clear to the whole bar that she was naked underneath. She had always loved attention, thrived on it even--but this? This was something else. Her pulse pounded in her throat as she turned back to the bikers, their grins dripping with expectation.
The bearded one--Griff, cocked his head toward the door. "Don't wanna give these vultures a free show, do you, sweetheart? We won't be able to control what happens to you when we are finished."
"But the bet was just a kiss." Kristie pleads.
Griff leans in close, puts his hand up her dress and 2 fingers into her hungry cunt; he whispers: "Jim and I are going to walk out that door, and you are going to follow and do as we say. If you don't, you won't make it off this pool table before every guy in here has fucked you multiple times." He withdraws his finger and lets her go.
"I want to go outside with you." Kristie concedes.
The younger biker, Jim, smirked. "Yeah, let's take them somewhere a little more... private."
Kristie felt Aaron shift beside her, his presence steady, grounding. He wasn't stopping this. He was waiting. Watching. And that sent a whole new thrill through her.
The bikers turned, heading for the door, and Kristie hesitated just long enough for the crowd to start chanting.
"Inside! Inside! Inside!" Confirming in Kristie's mind that she made the right decision to go with the bikers outside. Jim shot the crowd a menacing look, and they knew better than to follow.
A rush of heat, part humiliation, part fear; burned through her chest. There was no backing out now. She grabbed Aaron's hand, fingers tightening around his sweaty palm as they followed the bikers into the night.
The air outside was cool, sharp, a stark contrast to the sickly heat of the bar. The parking lot was mostly empty, save for a few idling bikes and trucks. The neon glow from the bar's flickering sign cast long shadows, making the uncertainty of what to happen to them even scarier; ominous even.
Griff walked to his bike, reaching behind the seat and unfastened a tightly rolled bedroll strapped to the back. He untied it and let it unfurl onto the pavement, the thick fabric landing with a soft thump on the ground between the motorcycles and a hedge. At least they were shielded from full view of the public.
Jim let out a low chuckle, kicking back against his own bike, arms crossed. "No sense getting dirty, while we are getting dirty, right?"
Kristie's breath caught in her throat, her mind spinning, heart pounding so hard she was sure Aaron could hear it.
He leaned in, his voice shaking, full of regret and fear. "Still having fun?" A joke was how he kept his panic at bay.
Kristie swallowed, her lips parting slightly. "I don't know yet." She responded, feeling both scared and a little excited.
"Remove her dress." Griff said to Jim. "I want to see this hot, little, yuppy-bitch naked." He added.
Kristie did not argue this time; Aaron assumed her obedience was out of fear that if she didn't comply, they would leave her to the mercy of the rest of the bar. She stands still, as Jim unzipped her dress and let it fall to the ground; both of the bikers gasped at her ample tits and shaved pussy. Griff snapped a photo of Kristie in all her glory, before she tried to cover herself with her arms and hands.
"None of that. Show yourself." Kristie was scared they would see her sopping pussy and erect nipples; they would see that her body had already given into whatever carnal desires they had for her; but what they couldn't see, her mind had not yet surrendered.
"Now I am going to turn the video on, and you are going to say: You wanted to come outside with us, you want to be naked and have adult fun with the both of us." Griff instructs, being careful to keep the language open for interpretation.
The threat of the hungry crowd inside was still fresh in both the minds of Aaron and Kristie, making Kristie comply immediately: "I wanted to come outside and be naked with you both and have some adult fun." She says into the camera with an honest confidence, making the bikers smile and high-five each other.
"Good girl. We are going to fuck you raw and in all three holes." Jim says as he unbuckles his pants releasing a very hard dick that stood at about 7 inches, with a snake skin tattooed down his shaft.
Aaron gasps; his mouth was dry and he had a lump form in his throat, feeling both scared and a little excited.
"The bet was just a kiss." Kristie tries to argue again.
"You can have fun out here with us, or we can put you back on that pool table inside and you can take your chances with the locals. They know you're fair game and if you go back in there each and every one of them will fuck you; and then they'll call their mates, and they'll all fuck you to. They'll stretch out your holes until there is nothing left of you." Griff answers. Kristie just nods, and accepts her fate.
"Shall we fuck her first, or have her blow us first." Jim asks.
"Lay back and open your legs, I want to collect my kiss." Griff mocks her, whilst taking charge from Jim. "Here, record us tearing up your wife's holes." He says to Aaron, handing him a camera.
Kristie watches the hairy biker hungrily peer up at her with her vagina in the foreground; he gives her an evil grin as his head disappears down onto her soft, velvety folds; sending a volt of pleasure through her body. Her body betrayed her, as she reacted to the probing tongue of the very skilful biker. Griff soaked up the aroma as he placed his mouth on either side of her pussy-lips, sucking them gently, before expertly moving his tongue in a continuous pattern over and around her clit; occasionally dipping his tongue into her womanhood. Kristie could not help but to flood his mouth and chin with her salty juices.



She breathed a sigh of relief that he knew how to handle her clit; making her gentle whimpers of delight escape her mouth. Jim knelt beside her with his very hard, heavily tattooed, dick near her cheek; he grabs her chin and yanks her mouth toward him. "Now it is my turn to receive my kiss." He taunts as he roughly feeds his snake-scaled-dick into her mouth, raw.
Kristie did her best to take the tattooed prick in deep. It was hard to do while being distracted by Griff's tongue; probing and exploring her, delving in, out, and around her pussy-hole and clit; each time he hit the spot just right she would force his head harder into her hungry cunt, soaking his beard with her cascading juices. As Kristie would throw her head back in orgasmic ecstasy, Jim's dick would almost pop out. "Suck it! Show your husband how much you like having my snake shoved down your throat." Jim would growl in response.
Griff got the rhythm of what she liked, and applied the technique diligently, he could feel her urgency though the writhing of her hips, her increasing moans around his comrade's cock, and he reacted intuitively, bringing her to 5 climaxes in the session. "Now that was a bet worth winning!" Griff further taunts her. Kristie didn't care though, she was too high from the feeling of cumming, and too busy trying to work the full length of Jim's fat snake further into her throat.
Griff pulls his jeans off, and gets between Kristie's legs; Aaron gets a full view of his erect penis, and guesses it is 8 inches and slightly longer than Jim's, but Jim definitely had more girth.
He lines his dick up against Kristie's glistening cunt; nudging the hole with the eye of his cock. She was at the height of her arousal now; extremely wet, her cunt-lips were swollen, and her hole was slightly open. She was definitely ready for a deep, long, screw.
"I am going to fuck your wife now." He says looking at Aaron with that evil tormenting smirk he had worn so much tonight. As he says it he is rubbing the circumcised head of his throbbing shaft between Kristie's flaps, and then slapping her clit with the head of his engorged monster as he gets to the top. Kristie's legs were up and wide, slightly shaking from anticipation, even grinding against his hardness. Aaron noted that not even a word of protest had escaped her mouth throughout the whole session.
"Ask me to fuck your wife." Aaron stands there motionless, watching the hairy biker rub his dick up and down the hungry slit of his wife's exposed cunt. "Unless you want us to end it here, and take her back inside instead?" Again, Griff was clever with his language, making it sound for the camera that he was simply offering to end the session and take her inside the bar; but to Aaron, that was a dangerous threat of his naked wife being thrust onto the pool table for every guy in the bar to gangbang her.
Aaron was as hard as a rock, his pants was lined with pre-cum, he was getting off on his fear; his powerlessness in the situation. He was getting turned on by the idea of watching a biker fuck his wife, while she sucked off his friend right in front of him. "Please fuck my wife." Aaron says to the biker, as well as to the camera; making Griff smile menacingly at him, while he played with Kristie's wet cunt.
"Do you want me to raw-dog your wife, and release my load deep into her cunt?" He says as he inserts a second finger into Kristie's pussy, and one into her rear chute, making her squeal onto the snake in her mouth. "I need to hear the words, or else me and my friend here, will have to finish up and take you and your wife back inside."
This excited Aaron, his fear was abating, and his erection was getting harder. He wanted to watch Kristie's pussy being ravished by the bikers, but the idea of a bar full of strangers running a train on her also excited him.
"Please raw-dog my wife, and release your load deep into her cunt." Aaron's mouth was dry with excitement.
"Take your dick out of her for a minute. I want to get that kiss off her that we won in the bet." Griff says to Jim. Jim reluctantly withdrew his long shaft.
Kristie is dying to be screwed, the bikie had teased her to the point where if she wasn't fucked soon, she might voluntarily go and lie naked on the pool table and let everyone in the bar gangbang her. Griff withdrew his 2 fingers from her dripping cunt, and slowly extracted the finger from her now accepting asshole. He noticed that she had relaxed around his finger, and he said: "Don't worry, I will be putting something much bigger up there soon enough." Kristie's eyes widened, she was virginal back there. But she did not complain.
The hairy bikie placed his engorged cock against her flaps, and made eye contact with her as he broke the marital seel of her vagina. His body shuddered by the intensity of the feeling of her soft, hot, wet womanhood; she was so horny, that she easily swallowed up his length inch-by-inch. Kristie's eyes were closed, avoiding his gaze; trying to hide from the shame that she was turned-on by this loathsome creature. She felt a strong pistol grip on her chin, she smelt whiskey and cigarettes on his breath, his tongue entered her mouth, probing, trying to intertwine with hers; she relented and kissed back; feeling her body tighten around his hard dick as the head prodded her cervix. Yet again; Kristie was betrayed by her body.
Her tits bounced as he gently moved in and out of her, taking his time to build momentum; her legs were now wrapped around him, she humps up to meet his thrusts; their mouths locked together in a passionate kiss. She locks eyes with him, both predator and prey, he only looks away briefly to watch his manhood being swallowed completely by her womanly delight.
"Your wife loves being fucked. Look at her, she is totally into it!" Jim says to Aaron, who is so spellbound by the sight before him, he barely registers the comment. "Pity the whole gang isn't here, we could have all gangbanged her." Jim piles on the insult.
When Aaron doesn't answer, Jim grabs him by the scruff of the back of his shirt. With a sinister whisper in Aaron's ear he says: "When your wife fucks our whole gang; will you watch? What are you going to do about it?" Jim says, choosing his language carefully for the recording.
Aaron sees the craziness in his eyes; he has never been in a situation like this, it was so far from his world. He knew the biker wasn't joking, as he just seen him put his whole cock down Kristie's throat; and she is being railed as they speak, on a filthy bedroll, on the pavement in a car park of a dive-bar.
"Nothing." Aaron stutters his response.
"Too right nothin." He lets Aaron goes and places his attention back on his mate, who is balls-deep in the yuppy-bride.
"Turn her around and fuck her doggy, let's spit-roast this horny little house wife." Jim says, impatient to take his turn in one of the holes of this hot, stuck-up, woman. He was grateful to get his hands on her; he knew she would be clean, smell good; not like the usual slut his gang fucks. When Kristie come up to them in the bar he knew he and Griff would be fucking her later in this very spot; her fate was sealed as soon as she opened her mouth to make that stupid bet. The fact they are screwing her right in front of her husband, made it all the more sweeter.
Griff slowly pulls out of Kristie's pussy, causing her to make a slurping sound that was loud enough for the camera to catch, and to squirt all over the biker's stomach. Aaron had never ever made her do that, he had only seen that sort of thing in porno's, and wondered if it was real. Here was his beautiful wife of 10 years, squirting all over a gross biker.
"She loves that biker dick!" Jim says after seeing his mate get drenched by a horny wife's cunt.
Griff looks at Aaron: "Have you ever seen your wife take 2 dicks at once before?" Kristie turns around without prompting and obediently gets on her hands and knees ready to service the horny bikers from both ends.
"No." Aaron replies.
"What about you wifey? Have you ever had 2 dicks at once before?" Jim taunts.
"No." Kristie answers, speaking for the first time since the bikers set upon her.
"Do you want both our cocks at once?" Griff taunts her, as he rubs his dick along her slick hole, teasing the entrance.
"Yes!" Kristie screams.
He massages her clit with the head of his fat cock, still teasing her. "Beg for it, I want your husband to see how much you want me and my mate; or I am not putting it back in."
Kristie yells: "Please fuck me! I need it so bad!" Aaron was so humiliated that he wasn't sure where to look, so he kept looking into the camera. His wife was begging for another man's dick right in front of him. While his heart ached over the seismic shift in the dynamics of their relationship; his penis betrayed him, it was harder than he had ever felt it, and he thought he was going to spray a load into his pants there and then.
Jim growing impatient with the game, feeds his throbbing member back into her mouth. Griff, satisfied he made his point and got a good shot for the camera, roughly re-enters her well-prepared velvet-tunnel, going balls deep with one hard thrust. He roughly pounds Kristie's pussy from behind, making her moan into Jim's dick, causing her to orgasm almost continuously. The moaning and bobbing onto Jim's dick makes him cum hard; spraying his load deep into Kristie's throat, which she swallows without instruction.
"Your wife sure is a good kisser. She swallowed my load without me asking. Did you see that?" He says to Aaron. Aaron knew he caught the moment it happened in hi-def; the moment his wife did another thing she had not done for him.
I can't wait to fuck her when I get hard again." He then adds: "You do want me to fuck your wife, don't you?" Jim continues to taunt.
Aaron answers immediately: "Yes, I want you to fuck my wife." Both fearful of Jim, and also wanting to see more of the show.
As Griff slows to a rhythmic pace he starts working his fingers into Kristie's rear passage. She is loving the feeling of this hard dick violating her repeatedly, making her moan and gasp each time he re-enters her. Her pussy is in almost a constant state of bliss as she is rocked by orgasm after orgasm. As the biker works his second finger into her virginal rosebud, her moan takes on a squeal, until she adjusts to his size, and finds some comfort. Griff starts thrusting his 2 fingers in and out of her ever-expanding rectum in a rhythm that offsets the pumping of her twat. When Kristie's moans become normal again, he works a third-finger into her ass, bringing back a more high-pitched gasp.
"Have you ever fucked your wife in the ass?" Griff asks Aaron between grunts, as he works that third finger into her ass, whilst still pounding her pussy.
"No." Aaron says, knowing what is to unfold. Taking her ass has always been a fantasy of his, but she won't let him near it. Just like she would never swallow his load after she blew him.
"Is there something you want to ask me?" Griff teases.
"She is a virgin there. She isn't ready for that." Aaron responds. Not wanting to give up experiencing this sacred act for the first time himself; they already got her to swallow their baby-batter before she did it for him. He can't lose this to.
"Jim, let's finish up here and take them both inside." Griff's 3 fingers were now pistoning in and out of Kristie's ass, and her moans indicated she loved it.
"Please fuck my wife's ass." Aaron said, immediately conceding. This made Griff grunt hard, and Kristie scream, as he filled her womb with his hot, man juice. He kept fingering her ass as he sat with his dick softening in Kristie's used cunt. When he slowly withdrew, he used his free hand to scoop up his cum from her spent twat and rub it into Kristie's stretching-rectum. He put his fourth finger in, which slipped in easy; and then his thumb. Kristie squealed again, but it made no difference; Griff kept working that thumb into her widening sphincter.
"Clench your cheeks and push against my hand." Kristie did, and the biker was able to slip in past his knuckles. "See that bitch? I have my whole fist in your wife's ass, and she loves it." He taunts Aaron, as Kristie rocks back against the fist moving in and out of virginal rear hole.
"I'm hard again. I want to fuck her." Jim says, clearly excited by Griff's show. Griff slowly withdraws his fist fully, then puts it back in to show Aaron that he had now stretched his wife's butt to the limit, and made her ready to take a dick there.
"Ok, but spit on your hand and put it in her ass, I want to keep her ready." Jim roughly spits on his hand and inserts his full fist into her back passage; he then shoves his dick into her salivating vagina, and roughly pounds her as hard as he can.
Griff grabs her by the hair and lifts her head up. He puts his flaccid dick against her mouth and says: "Clean it. Make it hard again so I can make your husband watch me take your virginity." With that command, and the taste of her own vagina on the dick in her mouth; Kristie's pussy tightened around Jim's dick, and her ass tightened around his fist, and she had the most earth-shattering orgasm of her life. Her screams only muffled by the cock in her mouth.
"Man, her pussy is so hot and wet! With my fist in her ass, it makes her tight as!" Jim yells as he furiously drives his snake-scaled cock in and out of Kristie's insatiable vagina. "Look what we are doing to your wife! Her cunt will never be the same again after we are done with her." He taunts Aaron as he piledrives his wife into a constant state of orgasmic bliss.
Kristie could feel Griff harden in her mouth, and was secretly relieved that the night was not over yet. She had countless orgasms, and been fucked in a way that she had never been fucked before, and wasn't sure if she could settle for normal sex to be her only pleasure outlet again. The immense feeling from the young biker's fat dick smashing her velvet tunnel, made it hard to concentrate on the hardening shaft in her mouth. She wanted to make his erection as hard as steel, without getting him so excited that he blows down her throat, before he can fuck her again.
"I'm gonna blow deep into your wife's box, while I fist her ass." Jim taunts Aaron as his body bucks and convulses, making Kristie's vaginal muscles grip and milk his shaft, drawing his seed deep into her womb. He slowly withdraws his man-meat from her snatch, then his fist from her ass, as Griff pulls out of her mouth; leaving Kristie's body momentarily empty. "Want to watch your wife clean her own pussy juices and my left-over-cum off my dick?" He taunts Aaron.
"Yes." Aaron replied, meaning the answer. He was so excited by the scene he could barely breathe.
As Kristie slurps her sweetness off the tattooed cock, Griff moves in behind her. He spits on his hand and slips it into Kristie's heavily used kitty. Four fingers go in easy, so he tries for the thumb; the thumb slips in, expelling torrents of the biker's cum. He says: "Push against my hand, try to push me out." She complies, when she relaxes, it allows Griff to slip his fist in beyond the knuckles, making Kristie moan. He then slowly withdraws the heavily lubricated fist, and puts it into Kristie's already prepared butt, sliding in relatively easily past the knuckles. "You are definitely ready to be fucked in the ass now, but first I want to see if your snatch can take a fist at the same time as your ass."
Kristie spits Jim's snake out and says: "No, it won't, you'll rip me open!"
Jim grabs her hair and roughly forces his dick back into her mouth. Griff ignores her and slips four fingers into her stretched pussy, it is definitely tight, but Griff works the thumb in until he has a fist knuckle deep. "Push against me." Kristie did as she was told again, and Griff was able to get his fist into her cunt. "Look at this, your wife is double fisted!" Griff says as he slowly withdraws and reinserts each fist, in and out of her pussy and ass until he can hear her grunts of pain, turn into gentle moans of delight.
Satisfied, he withdraws the fist from her pussy and shoves his heavily erect penis in so deep that goes hits her cervix, pounding her hard and fast until he feels her explode in orgasm around his cock.
He looks at Aaron: "Are you ready to watch me to take your wife's virginity?" He smiles.
"Yes." Aaron said, dying to fuck her himself so that he could relieve the tension in his loins.
Griff withdraws his fist from her ass and pushes his dick against the opening of her rosebud, as Kristie tries to relax and prepare herself to be fucked there for the first time. The fist made it easier for the biker to enter her, pushing only until his head was in her; and then he waited for her to relax. Slowly, he makes his way up her rear chute; he had her well prepared, so she was more accommodating and was able to relax faster than a usual virgin. Griff bottomed out and rested there for a moment: "I have taken your wife's cherry right in front of you. How does it feel to watch that?"
"Difficult." Was all Aaron could murmur. The pang of guilt of not being the first to explore Kristie's backdoor hurt Aaron; it was painful to the point that he found this part hard to watch. Disgusting bikers who they had only known for a few hours had taken her anal virginity, made her squirt, and she swallowed their semen. Kristie will always remember them as her first(s).
Griff turned to his prize: "Push back on me." Kristie pushed back, allowing him to feel a little bit more of her, before slowly pulling his length back out of her, he felt she was ready to be fucked so he started pumping soft shallow strokes in and out of her gorgeous married rear-end. As his strokes got longer and harder, Kristie moaned, as she relaxed and the sensation grew pleasant.
Kristie had dreaded this moment since she felt Griff slip the first finger into her earlier. She knew then that she would be getting fucked in the ass for the first time tonight, and it scared her. When Kristie felt the head of the biker's dick push past her sphincter there was a sharp pain, it was not as bad as when the fist slipped in; but she could not help but react to it, and almost bit down on the stiffening dick that was using her mouth. She pushed back on Griff as instructed, helping him delve deeper into her guts; his finger nails were biting into her hips as he gripped her tight to maintain the forward momentum into her. Kristie finally felt his balls rest against her taint, and the flaring of the head of his penis as he finally bottomed out, she did her best to relax, while at the same time deliver pleasure to the very hard shaft going deeper into her throat. She had adjusted to Griff's size and was ready for him to fuck her.
Griff was only gentle for the first few strokes; then he wanted to fuck her ass hard - what did he care if some yuppy's wife had a loose, sore ass when he was finished? This was painful for Kristie, while the fist made her ready at the opening of the rosebud; her deeper chute was still adjusting to the fatness of the biker's cock. Griff was taking long, slow strokes, hitting her deep so his balls swung through with a force that hit her clit; then he would withdraw to the point where just the eye of the head of his dick was inside her. As he would slam himself back into her, Kristie would give a muffled yelp into Jim's snake. She had no choice but to relax and take the rough penetration delivered by the bikie. Kristie knew she was in for a long session of ass fucking; Griff had already given her a load, so she expected him to last a long time the second time around. When he was done, she would be fucked in the ass again by Jim.



"Watch this! Watch what I have done to your sweet, little wife's virginal ass." Griff motions for Aaron to come over with the camera. When the camera was in place Griff withdrew his dick completely from her ass, leaving her rosebud a gaping hole. Griff spat directly into the hole and shoved his cock in there rough and fast, making it disappear in a second; then he pulled out all the way again showing off the gaping hole he had made in the wife's broken-in-butt. This must have excited him, because on the 5th repeat of the gape he blew his load into the entrance, before shoving himself in, for one last pump. Kristie was now squealing in delight rather than pain.
"I want my go." Jim said, withdrawing his hard cock from Kristie's mouth. "I want you to watch me tear up your wife's beautiful ass. When we are done, her rosebud will be a head of cabbage." He says to Aaron.
Griff pulls his softened meat out of Kristie's tenderised rear, making a stream of cum fall out of her stretched-out hole. He moves to Kristie's face and grabs a handful of her hair and says: "Do not make me ask." Kristie obediently take the dirty-biker's softening rod into her mouth and slurps off the access cum and the juices from her ass; nearly dry-reaching on the foul taste. Jim moves in behind her and slams himself into her opened back-door. Jim's dick is fatter than Griff's, so Kristie yelped by the shock of the entry.
Jim pumped her hard and fast, while teasing Aaron with taunts like: "I am ripping up your wife's ass!" and "I wonder if she'll ever let you have a turn?" As Griff removed his highly polished prick from her mouth, and began to put his clothes back on; Jim hit high gear, slamming into Kristie's butt with all his strength and all his speed. Kristie was loving it now, thrusting back to meet Jim's snake, swallowing him deep into the crevice each time, panting and moaning with pleasure.
Kristie was yelling "Fuck me harder!" As Jim pounded her from behind. As he reached fever pitch, he grabbed Kristie's hair yanked her head back, and shot his load deep into her bowels. Kristie fell onto her forearms, recovering from her own pleasure explosion, as the younger biker pulled his semi-hard dick from her well-used ass.
He moved out around to the front for Kristie to obediently clean her ass juices from his glistening shaft. "We should keep her here for the rest of the gang to use. She fucks better than all the sluts in our gang." Jim said.
"No. We had our fun. We'll keep our word." Griff argues.
"Our leader will be filthy we didn't share her with the gang. We could get in serious shit for breaking this rule." He lights up a smoke as he looks over the exhausted, cum-filled-conquest still lying on his bedroll. He then adds: "I say we keep her, and let the whole club fuck her."
"I said no." Griff responded firmly.
"I am calling the gang and telling them, I am not getting in the shit for some yuppy-slut." Jim pulled out his phone and walked out of ear-shot.
Kristie was scared, she didn't know if she could take a whole gang at once! She had only just had her first threesome. But, the fear, the danger, maybe just the idea of it, stirred something in her loins. She had felt alive tonight for the first time in her adult life, and she did not want to go back to the humdrum of her sex life.
Griff turns to the married couple, ignoring Jim. "You are free to go home, we'll make sure you get past the bar ok."
"Thanks." Aaron replied. The biker thought he meant for releasing them; but Aaron meant for the night of his life.
Griff grabbed Aaron's arm: "We have your consent on video, if you go to the cops we will be ok. But, you won't be, because I will put this up on the web for everyone to see."
"As far as we are concerned, this is the end of it." Aaron responded.
"Ok. Next time, be careful about making bets with dangerous people." Griff winks.
Aaron helps Kristie get dressed, they make their way to their car, as the bikers watch on.
As they drove into the night Aaron leaned in, for the third time tonight he asked: "Still having fun?"
Kristie feeling more awake answered: "I had the time of my life; but I want to be fucked again. I wish I could have fucked their whole gang." Aaron just looked at her blankly. She then added: "I want to be fucked under the stars again, I want to remember the experience."
Aaron pulled the car over, they got out of the car and grabbed a picnic blanket out of the boot and walked a short distance to a secure location.
To Be Continued...
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Continued...
"Hey Otto, it's Jim." Jim said over the phone to his gang leader.
"Jim! Are you and Griff still at the Rusty Nail?" Otto responded.
"Nah, I thought I should tell you something though. Me and Griff fucked this yuppy wife on me bedroll, in the carpark of the Rusty Nail. Here is the best part: We made her husband watch us use all of her holes!" Jim says, wanting it be a brag, but also a little scared to be admitting this. Otto was leader for a good reason; he was smart, he was tough, and he was as mad as a cut snake.
"Why the fuck didn't you call us! She better still be there." Otto warned.
"I am calling you! Aren't I? She just left; but if you hurry up, we might catch them on the road." Jim thought about blaming Griff, but decided that would be a last resort, if things got nasty with Otto.
"Go and follow them. Call me from the road." Otto growled.
"OK. I have to go, they are pulling out." Jim said.
"One more thing. If we don't catch up with that yuppy wife and we don't get to gang bang her; we'll be riding to your house and running a train on your missus instead." Otto was not making an idle threat. Jim knew he meant it, because it has happened before.
As Otto's word rang in his ears, Jim remembered a time at a big club gathering at a biker bar called the River Inn. This is when a younger member of the gang felt Otto's wrath. This younger member - Bluey, befriended a couple who clearly did not belong at this bar; who like Aaron and Kristie, wanted a taste of life on the wild side. Bluey spent the night with them playing drinking games, with the sole purpose of getting them drunk, so he could sleep with the girlfriend. The older members were watching him with a keen eye, hoping that they might get in on the later part of the game; when it was time for the hot little girlfriend to board the Outlaw train.
Once Bluey got the couple drunk; he separated them by getting one of the prospects to show her boyfriend his bike. Meanwhile, Bluey took the girlfriend into the bathroom under the guise of giving her a line of Coke to sober up for more drinking games. When she had her line, Bluey demanded the money for the Coke, which of course he knew she could not pay for. At this time, he gave her a choice: give up her pussy, or he'll make the call and her boyfriend will never return. She of course let him fuck her in the toilet cubical. Instead of calling his brothers in to run a train on her; he came out to brag about his conquest. The boyfriend must have realised what happened and the danger they were in, and gave the prospect the slip, and helped his girlfriend escape out the back door.
Otto was furious. He had Bluey call his wife to the bar, and the prospect call his sister (as he didn't have a girlfriend) to the bar; the gang held a gun to the heads of Bluey and the Prospect until the sister and the wife consented to have sex with them all, and laid naked on the pool table. Otto commanded the whole gang fuck each of the girls on camera, while Bluey and the prospect watch on. Jim participated in this gangbang, while learning a very valuable lesson not to ever cross Otto.
"I won't let you down." Jim ends the call to Otto, and puts his helmet on.
"What are you doin? Let's go get a drink and celebrate breaking in that yuppy-bitch's ass!" Griff says, looking a little confused at Jim leaving so soon.
Jim throws his leg over his black Harley FX, and starts it up. "Otto said I have to follow the wife we just fucked. He wants the whole gang to fuck her."
"You told him?" Griff says, as the colour drains from his face; realising the danger they were now in because this young-idiot couldn't keep his trap shut. Griff quickly followed Jim's lead and headed after the couple; for he was all too aware that if they don't find Kristie to give to Otto; it would be his wife alongside Jim's that would be coerced into having sex with the entire gang in front of them.
As the roar of the Harley thundered between his legs, Griff felt a pang of guilt. Why did Jim have to say anything? There was no one in the bar that would tell Otto about the yuppy couple; and even if there was, they had no idea what they did outside. They could have let them go, for all the crowd in the bar knew. Now, this innocent, young woman was in danger; her husband was in even more danger if he arcs up. All the couple wanted was a night out, and now their lives will change forever. If they don't catch up to them, his wife, and Jim's girl, will take her place; and Griff and Jim will be the laughing stock of the gang.
'Why did Jim talk!' Griff grumbles to himself, as he speeds along the dark road to catch up to Jim and hopefully the couple.
The cold air stings his eyes; his mouth is already dry out of fear of Otto. Jim sees a single headlight behind him. It must be Griff. That soft-hearted-old-cunt had landed them right in the shit. What did he care about some yuppy slut, who thinks her shit doesn't stink? They should have kept them there until Otto and the gang arrived; that is the rule: Any girl a gang member takes, has to be shared with the gang.
'I should not have called Otto! What was I thinking?' Jim chastised himself, realising the implications of implicitly following the gang's code.
As Jim was about to give up, he saw a car that resembled the married couples, parked on the side of the road, in the middle of nowhere. Could it be them? Had he found them? He cuts the engine and stops his bike a little way down the road so he didn't spook them. He looks at his phone as he approaches the car; there were already 3 missed calls from Otto. Jim puts his hand on the hood of the car and notices that the engine is still hot. He walks into the bushes and sees the couple just up ahead. He found them. Now he had to keep them here.
'Why did they stop in the middle of nowhere?' Jim ponders to himself, still can't believe his luck that he found them like this. He was feeling a little conflicted; he didn't want to see this couple get hurt, but at the same time he knew it was better seeing Kristie being gangbanged by Otto and the boys, rather than the gang stretch-out his own dear wife's pussy. He had already suffered this humiliation when he joined the gang as a prospect, and never wanted to experience it again.
Jim's mind trailed off to a time when he was still a prospect - Otto and five of the senior boys arrived at his house after a drinking session. Jim had only a girlfriend then, but she was quite pretty. His girlfriend, Maria, was a Brazilian, with dark brown skin, deep brown eyes, and long hair; she had perfect tits (a C-cup) that was in proportion with her tight, but voluptuous ass. Otto had always ogled her with his eyes, and being a little power hungry, Maria loved receiving the attention from the most powerful and dangerous man in the gang.
On this night, Otto arrives and demands 'Whatever the prospect has, he has to give to the gang.' In this instance it was Maria. Maria quickly submitted to the will of Otto and the boys; and Otto made her give the boys lap dances, and then a strip show. When she was naked, Otto had her lay down on the couch so that her butt was on the edge of the seat, she spread her legs, giving the room of bikies full view of her very wet, and very excited vagina. Otto then proceeded to eat out her pussy, making her scream with pleasure in front of Jim and the boys.
When Otto was finished, he gave Jim a devilish smile, pulled down his pants, and drove his tattooed dick, deep and hard into Maria's soppy gash. He fucked her hard and furiously, making the whole sofa shake with each thrust; when he filled her hole and covered her pussy lips in his man batter, he signalled all the boys that they should take their turn. Then one-by-one they all fucked Maria over and over again in the living room, while Jim was forced to watch. At first, she screamed in constant orgasm; but after she had been screwed for the seventh time, Jim could sense it started to hurt her a bit, but there was nothing he could do. That night Jim estimated she had been fucked 15 times.
After this, Maria would be free game to all patched-in gang members who wanted a cheap root. Jim really liked her, and it broke his heart to have to break up with her. But, he chose the life on the road with an outlaw motorcycle gang; and he could not suffer the constant indignation of having his future brothers gangbanging his girlfriend on the daily. After they split, Maria stayed on with the gang as one of the groupies. At first, she loved pulling trains full of dangerous bikers; but when she realised that she could not trade-up to Otto, she left the gang and moved on.
Jim snaps out of his painful memory, and walks back to his bike to make the call. In the dark, he bumps into Griff. He was the last person he wanted to see.
"You stupid bastard. You know what you've done?" Griff hisses in a whisper. Jim looks away and shakes his head: Griff just doesn't get it. He doesn't understand why he had to tell Otto; Griff hasn't been through what he went through as a prospect.
Jim avoids his eye contact with Griff and calls Otto: "I have them."
"Great to hear from you Jim, I was just about to head to your house to collect your beautiful wife."
"We are on the Old Mill Rd, 5 minutes away from the Rusty Nail. Look for our bikes." Jim says, relieved his wife would be safe.
"We will be there in a few. Leave her for me." Otto snarls.
As Jim hangs up the phone he turns to Griff... "Lucky we found them, or we would have really been in the shit!"
"You mean our wives would have been, you stupid cunt!" Griff hits him in the back of the head, and then adds: "You saw what happened to Bluey and the Prospect? You were there. Their wife and sister were fucked for hours right in front of them. The Prospect was booted, and Bluey is a shit kicker in the gang now."
"I remember what happened. That's why I told. I thought I was helping both of us." Jim whined; remembering his own pain he experienced as a prospect, when Otto and the gang ran a train on his girlfriend 'Maria'.
"Well, the yuppy wife sure won't thank you. Neither will the husband when the gang tears up her pussy and ass." Griff said solemnly.
"Better it happened to that stuck up bitch, then our wives." Jim argued.
"Well it didn't have to happen to anyone if you kept your mouth shut." As Griff finished he heard the rumble of the motorcycles as the gang arrived on the scene.
The young couple were in for an experience they will never forget.
********************************************************************
The silence in the car was had a strong energy, neither Aaron or Kristie knew how to properly express how they felt about what just happened. Kristie was fucked on a filthy bedroll, on the carpark ground by two bikers. Aaron did not try to stop it, he filmed it. The tyres hummed against the empty highway, the streetlights growing fewer and farther between as they left scene at The Rusty Nail behind.
Kristie sat in the passenger seat, her heart still racing, her breath unsteady. She could feel the frustration radiating off Aaron, was it because of what he saw? Was it sexual frustration? Jealousy? His jaw set in that way that always meant he was thinking. Processing. Wanting. She was dying to know what he thought, how he felt.
The night stretched out before them, Aaron still quiet. Does he still want her after what happened? That could not have been easy for him to see them do things to her body that he himself is yet to do; or will ever do. Now, in Kristie's mind, things can never be normal again - she doesn't want normal again. She wants to be taken, she wants it rough, she wants to be used. Aaron had always been too submissive for that; he would wait for her to ask him; where Kristie wanted him to take it from her.
Then Aaron exhaled sharply, shaking his head with a crooked grin. "That was... something."
Kristie let out a nervous laugh. "You didn't stop me."
"If I tried to stop them, they would have let the whole bar rape you on the pool table." Then he added after a pause: "Plus, I didn't want to."
"What? You liked watching them both fuck me?" Kristie responded, sounding surprised.
"Not at first. But after a little while I loved it. Plus, you seemed to be enjoying yourself."
"Well, yes. I loved it." Kristie proudly admits.
"I have always fantasised about watching that, but I was too ashamed to admit it. I felt like a pervert or something." Aaron confided.
Kristie just smiled, as if all her dreams come true. She turned to him, studying his profile in the dim glow of the dashboard lights. Hoping that his expression would reveal that what he was telling the truth. If it was the truth, they had a very exciting life together, because she wanted to repeat the experience with the bikers again; over and over. With Aaron supporting this, nothing would change in their every-day marriage; but there would be many other men sharing their bed. But, if he didn't support her and wanted her to go back to their monotonous boring sex life, then, that is something that she could not abide.
"Really? What have you thought about?" Kristie asks, her mouth almost dry with excitement.
"Pretty much what I saw in the parking lot. You being fucked rough, and treated like a slut. The only difference is when I thought about it, there were more men using you." Aaron thought about telling her that he wished he had been the first to have anal sex with her; but decided not to. He was grateful just to relieve himself of his secret fantasy
"Really? You want to watch me being gangbanged by a bunch of bikers?" She wanted to be sure he was saying what he meant, and not just lying to make her feel better about the night.
"Yes, really. Are you ok with that?" Aaron asked.
"Absolutely!" She shifted in her seat, her hand moving to the bulge in his pants. "Pull over."
Aaron arched a brow. "Out here?"
"Yeah." She bit her lip. "You need a release baby. And I want you to know what it feels like to fuck me after a couple of outlaw bikers stretched out my pussy." Kristie gives him a cheeky, but seductive look.
That was the dirtiest thing Kristie had ever said to him, and he definitely needed to finally take his turn with his wife. With a sharp turn, he guided the car onto the shoulder; and parked. They both knew this stretch of road--miles of empty land, tall grass lining the road providing plenty of cover. Aaron killed the engine, the anticipation was torture, he had to have her; her dirtiness was driving him insane.
The warmth of whiskey still burned in their veins, the memory of the bikers in the carpark stoking the lust between them. The intensity of their feelings. Their want. Their need. Was palpable.
Kristie was already reaching for the door handle, eager to douse the flames of fire burning between her legs. Not even the stickiness of the bikers' man-batter could sooth the ache; instead the memory of them taking her every way imaginable, even taking her virgin ass; burnt bright, fuelling her desires. She had been ravaged, but wanted more, and dearly hoped that Aaron could fulfil her the way she needed to be fulfilled. They retrieved their picnic blanket from the boot, and made their way down to the field just off the road.
As soon as the blanket was down, Aaron was on her in an instant. He was pent up and hungry from watching his wife's pussy and ass pounded over and over in front of him; he had to have his turn. He had to reclaim her. And Kristie loved this aggression, she had never felt that from him before.
Aaron started squeezing and pinching her tits and biting her shoulder; he can smell their cum on her, and he wanted his own genetic material in her too. Kristie leans in towards him, letting out little moans as he tweaks her nipples again, before biting and sucking her earlobes. Both needing the release, both impatient, Aaron reaches under her dress - she had no panties - the bikers still had her panties. Aaron runs his finger over Kristie's sopping wet clit; it is still tender from the biker's earlier thrashing, but it also very responsive, making her shudder and throw her head back.
"Spread them" Aaron commands. Kristie opens her legs and allows the night air onto her hot, swollen, cunt. Aaron climbs between her thighs and lines up his pulsating cock against her ravaged pussy. With one thrust he enters her with force, going balls deep with a single stroke. Her kitty was definitely used, but at the same time it was so hot, soft, and wet. the feeling was amazing. Aaron began his long deep strokes, reclaiming her by kissing her mouth passionately. Kristie responded by opening her legs wider, to allow faster and harder penetration.
Then she heard it. A low, distant rumble. Her fingers froze. Then it grew louder. Closer. Kristie was scared for she was about to receive, what she wished for, what she ached for.
Aaron turned his head, eyes narrowing as the unmistakable roar of motorcycles filled the night. One. Then another. Then many. 'Fuck! What is going to happen to us?' Aaron muttered under his breath, as he still ploughed into his wife's beaten-up vagina.
Headlights glowed in the darkness over the top of the long grass; their engines growling as they pulled onto the shoulder of the road, they were close. They were here. "Griff said it was over; he let us go." Kristie whispered into her husband's ear while they were making love.
Kristie's heart quickened, a lump formed in her throat. Aaron desperately wanted to finish and kept driving his throbbing cock into her hungry hole, despite hearing their loud laughing and yahooing, followed by breaking of glass. Knowing they were nearly there, and there was nothing he could do; Aaron at least wanted to finish.
As he reached his climax and exploded deep into her womb, Aaron feels gruff calloused hands grab his neck and throw him to the side.
"What do we have here? It looks like we have a midnight snack all served up for us". The biker growls. It wasn't Griff or Jim, Aaron knew that much. Who was it? What were they in for?
Aaron looked at Kristie, her expression was unreadable. Was it fear? Excitement? He could not tell
Then, from the darkness, a familiar voice rumbled: "Ready for more so soon?" Jimmy taunts.
"Fuck!" Aaron mutters under his breath; realising that when fantasy and reality meet it can be in a very dark place.
The guy who appeared to be the leader, standing behind Jimmy, was a heavy-set man with prison style tattoos all over his arms; his greasy hair was pulled back into a half pony tail, and the rest of it was kept in place by a bandanna. His beard was long, with a ginger tinge, covering his lips and his neck. His glare was penetrating, cold, harsh, without a hint of softness in him. In comparison to the bikers that fucked her earlier, 'Griff' and 'Jimmy', he seemed way more dangerous.
"Is this the yuppy wife you both fucked, earlier tonight?" Otto said to Jim; knowing the answer.
"Yep, while her bitch-ass- husband watched." Jim bragged. Then he added: "We also fucked her mouth and cunt to; the bitch was really into it."
"Good, you got her warmed up for the rest of us." Otto retorted, taking control.



"Please let us go. We lost a bet, and we paid our debt. They said we could go." Kristie pleaded, looking at Jim and Griff. Aaron remained both motionless and silent.
"No, no, no, no." Otto said. "What is theirs is mine, and I say when the debt is paid."
"Please let us go. We can give you money. Our debt was paid." Kristie's voice was shaky and genuinely scared. "I want to go home, they said we were free to leave and that it was over." Kristie pleaded further.
"Your husband didn't pay though. And you didn't pay me. Now I am here to collect."
"Please -"
The leader, Otto, grabbed Kristie by the hair and said: "We're all going to fuck the shit out of you one way or the other; it us up to you how. We can beat your man to a pulp, and tie him to a tree and make him watch us gang rape you; or you can lay there like a good slut, open your cunt, ass, and mouth; and allow us to gang bang you, and he can watch without a hair on his head being harmed." Otto stares at her for a second, before adding: "You are gonna pay your debt one way or the other: Which will it be?"
Otto scared Kristie. She was sure it was not an idle threat and she believed that he meant it. She had been fucked a lot tonight by Griff, Jimmy, and Aaron; but there was a hell of a lot of bikers here, and all of them wanted to tear up her beautiful snatch. She wasn't sure she could take it.
Impatient with her hesitation, one of the bikers holding Aaron, cocks his arm ready to hit him. The other biker, unholsters a knife. Both of them were large, dirty looking; their denim vests (Cuts) and jeans were dusty, and the back of their pants were dirt stained. They could easily overpower Aaron, and if he struggled there were plenty of other guys there to help keep him subdued.
Kristie panics and yells: "Wait! I'll do as you want, just please don't hurt him".
Otto smiles, and then licks his lips. "We are gonna have one hell of a ride on this bitch tonight boys!"
Aaron watching on, held tightly, felt bile rise up into his mouth. He thought he wanted to see Kristie, his wife, ravaged by dangerous men, but now it is here, now it is happening, he is genuinely scared for her. Scared for himself as well, if things don't go the way they want it to.
Otto grabs Kristie again: "So you can't go squealing to the cops you both have to do something first." He pulled her hair tighter and said: "I'm going to record this on my phone, and you're going to say these following words exactly as you remove your dress: 'I Want all these bikers to fuck me over and over again', and I want you to smile while you're saying it! Fuck this up, and your man gets stabbed and thrown in to the bushes".
Otto holds his phone up, he hits record and Kristie removes her dress and says: " I want these bikers to fuck me over and over again." Aaron noted that she must have resigned to the fact that she was going to have biker after biker climb on her and fill her up with their man-batter, because she smiled perfectly, and her eyes were dry.
The camera pans over to Aaron and the biker pauses it: "Aggro is gonna hand you a bottle of scotch, you're gonna take a swig, then he is gonna hand you a wad of notes and say thanks for letting us gang bang your wife, I hope you enjoy the show; your gonna smile and take the money and shake his hands." Aaron does as he is told; surprisingly they don't take the money back! He was scared, had he just sold his wife? Or had he just pimped her out?
Earlier tonight, Aaron had lived out a fantasy of seeing his girl used and abused; and the bikers Jim and Griff, certainly did that in spades. They fucked her in every hole, and made him watch. But this was different, it was a whole gang of dangerous outlaws, and they were going to gangbang her senseless.
Otto looks at Aaron and says: "Be still and shut up, or else!" He then turns to Kristie and pulls out his tattooed cock: "I better only see balls on your chin bitch!"
Otto pushes on Kristie's shoulders, she drops to her knees and takes Otto's tattooed dick in her hand; she gently tugs it a few times as she looks up at him. Otto interlocks his hands behind his head in anticipation for one of the greatest feelings known to man. When she feels his hardness throb in her hand, and his excitement drip from the eye of his cock, she moves her hand from his shaft to cup his balls, while hungrily taking the head of his member between her lips.
Aaron looks on in amazement as she expertly handles this outlaws man meat; not because she is being made to, but because she genuinely loves dangerous cock. Her eyes do not lie; and the life in them, the glint of excitement, the desire; it was clear that she was lost in lust. A stab of jealousy hit him; Kristie, his wife, had never looked at him like that; but at the same time, it also excited him to see her so horny, so dirty, so lost in the moment.
Kristie runs her tongue over the mushroom-like-head and hungrily licks the pre-cum that had formed on the slit; she looks back up at the biker as she spreads his juices around her lips. The biker is patient, full of anticipation; momentarily losing control to this hot little wife that was worshipping his dick. Kristie loves the seduction, delivering pleasure but at the same time making him wait, building his lust, stoking the fire in his loins, forcing him to want her. She then runs her tongue down the length of his shaft and then kisses his wrinkled ball sack, before licking and slurping on this erogenous area.
"Look at this dirty bitch! She is loving it." Yelled one of the guys who was keeping Aaron in check.
"All married bitches love my schlong!" Otto mumbled between gasps of pleasure.
Once she was trapped, she gave into the situation, embraced it; giving the meat in her mouth the ultimate experience. The outlaw biker gently places his hand upon her head, as if to ask her to release him; to finally take him in her mouth. Kristie likes this action, making her already heavily used pussy ache with desire, and saturating her upper legs with her juices. She finally takes his heavily tattooed dick into her mouth and slowly bobs on the first 2 inches, making Otto grown with delight.
"Man, this yuppy bitch knows how to suck dick!" Otto said, Kristie takes in his length to the back of her throat until only his balls were sitting on her chin. The biker, now very excited, holds her head in place and fucks the back of her throat, slowly withdrawing it and then pushing it all the way in with oomph, making her gag and splutter. This feeling was too intense, and he knew he was going to cum if he didn't change positions. As much as he wanted to see this hot little house wife swallow his seed; he preferred to explore more of her body. There was something about her that he couldn't put his finger on; on the surface she was no different to the countless other wives and girlfriends he had fucked in front of their partners. But this one, this woman, he found her intoxicating.
"I want some of that yuppy-cunt now." Otto booms, trying to reclaim control. "Get on the ground and spread your flaps!" He watched in silent anticipation, he couldn't wait to see the beautiful pink folds, blooming between her milky white thighs. He salivated at the thought; more blood rushed to his penis, engorging it to a hardness that he thought would explode.
Expecting one of the bikers to take Otto's place in her mouth, Kristie gets on her hands and knees ready for another spit-roast. She reaches through and parts her pussy-lips, as instructed by the outlaw biker. The crowd immediately cheered at the gaping cunt pointed at them. She ached to be used by 2 men at once again, feeling both of them ramming her from both ends, as if trying to get their meat to meet in the middle. Two hands immediately groped her boobs, that swung beneath her; the gruffness of their grip, sent shivers directly to her clit and her impatient vagina.
"On your back and spread your legs, I wanna see your tits, and look at you while I'm fucking you." Otto was buying time. Normally he had great stamina, but if he didn't calm down he was going to spray his spunk all over this gorgeous creature before he could get it in her; and that would not do, he wanted to explore the depths of her luscious feminine delight.
Kristie rolls onto her back and spread her legs; he takes his time to take in the sight before him. She was beautiful, exotic, enticing; she was his to be enjoyed, to be savoured. Slowly, he removes his pants and kneels between her legs, he notices that there is cum dripping out of her used pussy. 'That won't do it all', he said to himself. "I want her clean, I want her at her best'. He thinks to himself.
"I see your already nice and lubed, I won't need to be gentle." He says for the benefit of the crowd.
Otto pinches her tits and sucks on them a bit, taking his time with his prize; Kristie remains unmoved, letting him have his way with her body; noting that he was different to Jim and Griff; he was really feeling the moment. Kristie found her power over this dangerous man intoxicating; her desire and want was building to appoint where she was unsure if it would be able to be quenched.
"Bring that bitch over here." He said, motioning to Aaron. Otto wanted to stake a claim in her. Do something more than just make her husband watch him fuck her. Something that would mark this occasion with a wildness, a dirtiness, that all would remember.
"Get down there and clean that pussy." Otto says to Aaron. Before Aaron can argue, the two burly bikers who have him in hand shove his head between his wife's legs.
"If I don't hear sucking sounds in one second, stab him." Otto booms.
Aaron immediately sucked and licked his wife's ravished pussy, making sure to make loud slurping sounds; involuntarily gagging on the taste. Instinctively, Kristie places her hands on Aaron's head, holding him in tight as she grinds her clit into his nose, and forcing his tongue deeper into her used velvety folds.
The bikers pull Aaron off of her. Otto, loving the humiliation game, then commands: "Now take my cock in your hand and guide it into wife's your cunt."
Aaron reluctantly, and gently grabs Otto's dick, with as little contact as possible and places its head between his wife's flaps; getting a birds-eye view of another man's penis at the entrance of his bride's beautiful fanny. With a slight pump the head slides through the pink curtains, and he enters her; pushing all the way in until he bottoms out.
As he bottoms out he says to Aaron: "Who owns this cunt?"
"You do." Aaron says without hesitations.
"Make sure you lick her clean after I am done. I want all my boys to have a nice clean pussy to tear up." Otto says with a devilish smile; but internally, hating the fact he has to share her.
This was the fourth guy to have sex with her tonight, and she was well prepared for his roughness. Kristie lets out little moans, loving the feeling of the 6 inches of man-meat invading her love tunnel. As in many times already tonight, Kristie's body betrays her, letting the invading biker feel how wet and swollen she was for him. She was ashamed to admit this to herself, but it was when the biker made Aaron lick her clean that really got her horny.
"This yuppy- bitch is wet soppin wet! She is into this!" He yells to his friends as they laugh and cheer. He pushes his full length in her again, and then lies on top of her, using his full body weight to hold her in place, while forcing his tongue in her mouth. Kristie instinctively tries to turn your head away, but like Griff earlier, he grabs her chin, holds her steady and kisses her deep. Her reluctance only further excites him, and he starts pounding hard, making slapping sounds as his hips drives into hers.
Aaron watches the biker pile drive his wife into the ground; his mouth bitter with the taste of baby-batter; his heart bitter with humiliation. Once again, she does not protest, there are only sounds of excitement and delight as she raises her legs higher to let him get his cock in deeper. Aaron watches her arms go around the outlaws back to get him in further as the biker delivers her first orgasm. She lets out a screech of utter pleasure. Despite the humiliation of still having cum on his breath, Aaron is rock hard, his cock is straining against his pants at the sight of this grotesque being drive his filthy shaft into his wife. He learnt something about himself tonight: The dirtier it is, the more humiliation he feels, the more he is turned on.
Kristie is having the time of her life; the fear she felt in the beginning only amplified her pleasure. The threats took away her accountability, and left no inhibitions. As Otto uses her body, she grips him so hard her knuckles turn white as she screams out another orgasm. This time she does not try to hide her joy, instead she throws her head back in exhilaration; the outlaw biker, slams into her and releases his cum deep into her womb to mingle with the other 3 guys that had already fucked her tonight. He waits until he is flaccid and then withdraws. As the bikers cum oozes out of her, Aaron lines his own pants with pre-cum... He has never been more turned on.
The bikers bring Aaron over and force his head between his wife's legs. Kristie opens her legs wider, and uses her hand to push her husband's face deeper to clean her used snatch. Her moans indicate to Aaron how much she gets off on this part.
"There you go boys! Slops on! Get'er while she is rearing and still got a bit of tightness!" Otto yells. Declaring the yuppy-wife's cunt is now open to be shared by the rest of the gang. This was all for show though, he hated having to share her. But the men he led were dangerous cut-throats, and he could only lead them because he had proven himself to be the most dangerous of all. If he were to show weakness now, that would be enough to plant the seed in one of their minds that he was soft and leadership was up for grabs. Otto had no choice but to pass this fine, married, pussy around to be ravaged by the gang.
The next guy, Aggro, is about 5"10, a little chunky, with a full body tattoo. He is dangerous looking with a tattoo on his face. He unbuckles his pants, kneels between her legs and just shoves himself with all the force he can muster deep into Kristie's cunt. Luckily, she was nice and lubed from the four guys before him, as this guy was viscous, and his dick was rather fat. It was a spectacle for Aaron to watch this heavily tattooed man driving his hard dick deep into her gaping snatch, and watching her adapt to his girth and move up to meet his thrusts. Kristie was tired but deep in her zone. Her eyes were closed and her head was to the side but there was a soft smile on her face as her head bobbed to and fro with each pump.
A second biker, who was tall with long unkempt hair and a long goatee; kneels down next to Kristie's head, yanks her head to the side, and forces his dick into her mouth. Without opening her eyes, Kristie begins to take the uncircumcised cock into her mouth and allows him to force it in deep. The rough thrusts from Aggro, who drove his shaft hard and deep into Kristie's snatch, provided all the motion that was required for her to deliver pleasure to the biker invading her mouth.
"Let's give this slut a proper spit-roasting!" He yells. "Roll over!" He commands. As Aggro pulls out, the cum that Aaron could not suck out earlier, came bucketing out. At this very erotic sight, the crowd, who were eagerly awaiting their turn, raised their beer and cheered.
Aaron watches on as Aggro positions his heavily tattooed body, and his extremely fat dick, line his mushroom like head of his cock against his wife's pussy. Just as he is about to insert his length, Kristie lunges forward to take the tall skinny biker into hungrily into her mouth. Aggro grabs her hips, slaps her ass hard, and pulls her hair. Kristie yelps, as Aggro looks at Aaron and says: "Your wife is a disobedient bitch. You want me to fuck that bad behaviour out of her?"
Aaron not sure if the roughness will escalate further, remains mute.
"You better answer bitch, or my fat dick will go into your ass instead of hers." Aggro says menacingly.
"That's right, you had a bitch back in the State Penn that looked like this little wimp." Jim chimes in.
"Yes, I did. He wasn't as pretty as this little slut here though." Aggro says, not sure who he was referring to as the 'slut'. He then looks at Aaron coldly: "What's it going to be bitch? Are you gonna answer me, or take your wife's place?"
Without hesitation Aaron answers the biker: "Yes, fuck some manners into my wife."
Aggro grabs her hips and then shoves his cock deep into the horny-wife's cunt again; the pumping is so violent, that the slaps from his thrusts reverberate through the area. Kristie yelps at first, and gags on the prick in her mouth; but the feeling, the sensation created from the roughness is amazing. Her pussy is a buzz of delight and pleasure, and the orgasm are coming so frequently that they are breaking over like a massive wave hitting the seashore; the effervescence makes her tingle all over. The tall skinny biker, with a scraggily long goatee, and long greasy hair pulls his meat from her mouth, and slaps it across her face, before shoving it back in hard and deep so her eyes rolls back in her head, and she chokes and slobber all over the ground. At the sight of this, Aggro cums deep into her velvet tunnel; Kristie feels him squirt his seed, and her pussy muscles involuntarily grip and milk his shaft for more.
"let's swap." The skinny pulls out goes behind you and shoves his long cock all the way in, and pumps hard and fast.
"Wait!" Aggro booms.
"Oi Bitch! Do you want to clean my cum out of your wife's cunt, or suck her juices from my shaft." Before he could threaten further, Aaron dives behind his wife and shoves his tongue deep into her used cunt; going so deep that his nose is almost in her asshole.
Kristie reaches behind her, and forces Aaron's face further into her heavily-fucked-hole, while grinding back hard against his face and wiggling her hips from side-to-side. "Clean me out good." Kristie purrs, drawing another cheer from the crowd as her husband cleans another man's seed from her gangbanged cunt.
The skinny biker pushes Aaron aside and shoves his throbbing tool easily into the wife's used cunt; thrusting her hard and fast with long deep strokes that fully withdraw with each pump. Aggro moves in front of her and pulls his dick out; Kristie is too lost in the intense feeling in her snatch to notice.
The heavily tattooed biker grabs her hair and puts his cock to your lips: "Clean it slut" he commands.
Kristie takes his soft dick in her mouth and works her tongue around it, getting all her juices and remnants of his cum off. He pulls out and lies back: "Clean your cunt juices off my balls too". Kristie licks around his ball sack, through all the folds while the guy behind her, in doggy style position, is tearing up her twat, with piston like pounding.
Aaron is turned on by how much she is into it; as she uses her tongue to draw long strokes up his nut sack; only pausing to moan as another orgasm explodes in her pussy. Aggro lifts his scrotum up for her to clean underneath it. As she calms down from her pleasure-bomb, he pushes her head down, and raises his legs to elevate his hips; he shudders as her tongue flicks across the underside of his scrotum, then onto his perineum. He holds her head in place as she dives in with gusto, again and again.
The skinny biker grabs Kristie's waist, slaps her butt, then pushes in hard and deep, blowing his load as Kristie cums simultaneously. As she lifts her head to release a guttural moan of pleasure, her head is shoved back down into the tattooed guys taint. As the guy pulls out she lets out a loud squelching sound, and squirt for the second time tonight. The bikers in line, raise their beer and cheer.



"Come clean me." Kristie commands Aaron. Otto only has to glance at Aaron before he dives behind her, putting his tongue between her well-used-flaps. She squeals, grabs her husband's head, and grinds her creampie into his face. Aaron is quickly tossed aside as the next biker pushes his dick into the yuppy-wife.
Aggro raises his legs high, pulling his knees to his chest; he reaches around and grabs her head and forces herr face into his opened asshole. "Lick it slut, lick it clean".
"I am not sure I can do that." Kristie says, balking at the sweaty smell; also, not wanting to get sick. All the while the biker behind her, is pounding her like a freight train.
"If you don't lick his asshole clean, your husband will pay the price." Otto says, with his arm around Aaron.
Kristie, her body rocking from the pounding behind her, looks over at Aaron. She considers what will happen to him. She hesitates for a minute, as she feels nails bite into her hips, and then pleasant throb of the head against her cervix as she filled with another biker's baby-batter. Otto sends Aaron to clean out her swollen box; as she darts her tongue in and around Aggro's puckered bunghole, making him instantly rock hard. Kristie runs her tongue up the length of the biker's crack, before concentrating on the edges of his sphincter. Aggro moans in delight, as another two guys take their turn gang banging her stretched out cunt; taking her to depths of pleasure she never felt possible.
The last guy, the prospect lines his cock up to Kristie's snatch and slides in, as he bottoms out, he complains: "She is too loose! I can't fuckin feel anything."
The leader says: "Let's see how loose she is, he grabs his beer bottle and turns it around to the large end; he gets some of the cum from around her box and puts it between her pussy-lips.
As Kristie's tongue delves in and out the tattooed asshole in front of her, she feel something cold and round push against her well-worn pussy hole. The force is quite strong, so she tries to relax and take whatever they're giving her. Aaron watches as the outlaw leader rotates and pushes the bottle, until it pops into her snatch; slowly pushing it almost up to the neck. He pulls the bottle out to the cheers of the crowd, and replaces it with his fist. Aaron watches with utter excitement as he sees Otto's hand disappear into his wife's cunt.
Kristie winces. Her love tunnel is a little sore from the earlier fisting, and the train being ran on her. Her body momentarily stiffens as the knuckles slide in past the velvet curtains, having no choice, she relaxes and tries to enjoy being stretched out. Otto releases her, and makes her suck all the juices off his fist.
"Oi Chief, ya gotta try this sluts tongue up your ass!" Aggro became very hard again from the rim job, then turns to Kristie and says: "Get your loose box on my cock now, slut."
"Let's see if she can take cocks in that box." The crowd cheers as Aggro spreads Kristie's legs to show them her well-fucked pussy. As Otto comes over for a closer look: Aggro says: "Why don't you stick your prick in her, Boss? We have never fucked a wife's cunt at the same time before."
Aggro lies on the ground, he was pulsating with pre-cum; Otto then picks up Kristie and places her on her back on top of him; the guys laughed as the cum leaked out of her open vagina as soon as she moved.
Aaron could tell Kristie was scared, it was clear she was nervous about being able to accommodate 2 dicks in her pussy at once. "I don't think it will fit." Aaron says nervously, his first words of protection for his wife since the outlaw bikers started their gangbang.
"It's going in, and you're going to love it." Otto said with a threatening look. "Now ask me to put it in your wife's cunt and fuck her hard."
One of the bikers grabbed him, he felt a knife against his back. Aaron gulped, remaining quiet at first, but then conceded: "Please put your dick in my wife and fuck her hard."
"Put his cock in you." Otto commanded. Kristie reached around and guided Aggro's fat dick into her slick opening; even though she was stretched, it still felt amazing. Otto kneels between both their legs, his shaft, although already delivered a load earlier, was as hard as a rock. He places the head of his cock above the man-meat that was already pounding Kristie's snatch, and begins to push in. At first her cunt resisted the second dick entering her already full pussy, but with persistent pressure the helmet of Otto's prick slipped in.
"Ugghhhhhhh!" Kristie yells, her eyes were full of fear, as her gangbanged-pussy was being forced to stretch beyond her limits. Otto slowly gets more and more of his dick in Aaron's wife's double-stuffed snatch, she moans and tries to open her legs wider to allow him a deeper penetration.
"Fuck! It hurts!" Kristie says, not really complaining, as Otto glides in further.
"Want me to stop?" Otto asks, teasing her.
"Fuck no! Get it in." Kristie yells, opening her legs wider.
"This could have been your wives." Otto says, looking a Jim and Griff. Jim and Griff, just nod and sip their beer, both grateful that it is not their partners with a cunt full of 2 dicks and a gallon of biker cum. Otto smiles at them as he bottoms out in Kristie's shared twat.
Aaron watches his bride submit to a double vaginal penetration, she was not asked, she was just taken; her body yielded to Aggro and Otto like a tree in a cyclone. The bikers melded her into the shape they needed, to get deeper access to her, to take their pleasure from her. Aaron watched her eyes stare intently into Otto's as he and his outlaw brother created a cadenced motion of pumping that ensured that there was always a cock deep in his wife's quivering snatch; she only broke gaze when her eyes rolled back in a series of climaxes that washed over her with great regularity. The other guys did not touch her mouth, you could tell that they wanted to take their turn in the stretching of this insatiable wife's pussy hole; they were all ready and hard, even the skinny guy who just finished fucking her. Although both these men had already released a load in the depths of her cunt; the eroticism of this act exceeded that of the gangbang itself, and there was no chance that they would be able to last for a long time.
Otto's body tensed and spasmed, he drove his penis deep within her and marked his territory. As he pulled out, Aggro started bucking his hips furiously into Kristie's now half-empty cunt; the pumping was causing the jizz to flow out of her; then he bucked one last time before putting his load into an overflowing creampie.
Aaron moved in to clean her up. This time with no prompting.
The other guys were keen to take their turn and gave her no time to rest. Griff was lying on on his back; Kristie was lifted up by a very large man named 'Tiny' and placed on top of him, Griff's dick slipped in her like it was nothing. With the yuppy-wife on her back, her pussy stuffed by Griff, her leg spread wide; Tiny, a man of 6-foot-5, and 250 pounds then prepared for his own entry. This guy's penis was at least 10 inches, and Kristie doubted he could fuck her alone, let alone with another outlaws cock already buried in her vagina.
Tiny pushed the mushroom-like-head towards the crest of her pussy lips; it was so big that it seemed to push her whole back rather than her hole yielding to his man meat. Otto Made Aaron stand behind them, so he could see his wife's love tunnel being ripped apart, but also to hold her shoulders in place as the behemoth again tried to drive his massive cock into his bride's already stuffed hole. With a slight angle change, and a scream from Kristie, the head popped into her pussy, ripping her open so you could see both the inner and outer pussy lips. The bikers cheered!
Slowly he pushed it into her, Kristie was trying to open her legs wider to allow his entry, biting her lips and whimpering as she adjusted to his girth as he kept feeding her inch-after-inch of his length, until he finally bottomed out. Both men sharing the tight, hot, fleshy space of this yuppy-wife's vagina, gave into their excitement and started to pump in and out of her. At first you could see it hurt her, but after about the tenth cycle, she adjusted and started to transition from pain to absolute pleasure. All of Kristie's erogenous zones were aroused at once giving her a massive orgasm, that almost made her pass out. The dominant feeling of the top guy, and the tightness of a heavily stuffed snatch caused him to blow his load in her deep.
Kristie was wrecked, and when she felt another dick force its way in she grimaced. Her pussy was sore and worn, she was physically exhausted, she had fucked and sucked so much cock this evening; but they didn't care, the outlaw bikers still gang-fucked her into oblivion. She wondered when this guy was finished, if it would be over. Her vagina muscles contracted around the 2 cocks as her exhausted body reacted to the invading dicks entering her with speed and ferocity. As sore as she had become, she let out a moan of pleasure as she felt the 2 men shoot the umpteenth load into the depths of her womb.
The rest of the gang took turns double penetrate Kristie's snatch; each pounding her as hard as they could, then shooting their load and then being replaced by the next in line. She was numb at this point, only having the occasional orgasm from a long line of ragged bikes, who were only concerned with the conquest of another man's wife, and releasing their seed into her pussy.
As the last bikers climb off her, and from beneath her. She says: "I can't take anymore, I need a rest.
"Look at that busted up pussy! Surely, the husband should feel what it's like to go in after the Outlaws!" Otto booms.
Otto pointed to Aaron who moved over to Kristie. Before he could get into position Otto straddled her face; his legs either side of her body, so his balls and ass were hovering over her head, effectively giving her no choice but to lick Otto's brown-eye. The feeling was electric; making Otto moan and close his eyes as the satisfaction of the gang-fucked-bride's tongue darted in and around his rosebud, right in front of her husband, and a field full of cheering men.
"You can have your wife back now; the real men already took all the tread off her tyres." Yelled Otto.
"With your little dick, it'll be like throwing a hotdog down a hall way." Jim added as he slapped Aaron's back.
Aaron stepped between his wife's legs, and placed his dick at the entrance of her torn-up hole; being so close to Otto was a little disconcerting while he prepared to take his turn in the gangbang. This was his dream; this was the experience he had been nervous about telling Kristie that he wanted for all these years, and now he was about to make love to his wife after a biker gang ran a train on her. He pushed in, slid in to balls-deep, the bikers spunk oozed out either side of him; she felt used, she felt loose, she felt like bliss. Kristie barely acknowledged him, instead, she paid attention to pleasing Otto with expert analingus.
Otto becomes rock hard from Kristie's rimjob; she puts her hand through his leg and gently tugs him to help him along, she is temporarily distracted as Aaron surprisingly delivers her another orgasm. Otto reaches under and pushes her face deeper into his ass, as Kristie delves in deeper with her tongue, and pumps his rod harder with her hand. This excites her and she starts to buck against Aaron, trying to get sensation from her husband who was barely filling her cunt.
Otto's ass spasms as he starts to build to an orgasm; he immediately shifts positions and places his dick into Kristie's mouth.
"Don't swallow! Hold it in there." He commands her as he starts to shoot his man batter into her mouth.
As he finishes Kristie shows him she still has it in there, by repeatedly dribbling his spunk on her chin and then sucking it back into her mouth. Aaron, still pounding away into his wife's beat-up-box; gets harder at this site.
"Give your beautiful wife a kiss." Otto commands Aaron. Aggro moves in behind him to force the issue; but Aaron had already complied - kissing his bride deep and passionately, intertwining his tongue with hers, and Otto's children. Aaron and Kristie explode in orgasmic bliss simultaneously. Aaron collapsed on the grass from the intensity. The bikers cheer as cum oozes out of Kristie in a steady stream, it was clear she was happy and content.
The bikers get up and get dressed. The leader and Aggro - who turns out to be the sergeant of arms - comes over and says: "We left that sweet ass of yours alone because you were such a good sport and gave up that pussy easy." He then adds: "We know we don't have anything to fear from you, as we have the video of your consent. But if you wanna meet up and rent your old lady out for another gang bang again, here's my number."
The bikers waked away and left them in the field, still naked, still covered in their baby batter. In moments, they heard the engines roar alive and slowly take off down the empty highway. Their experience was over, and they were left to ponder the implications of the nights event.
Aaron rolled over and gave her a cuddle: "Are we still having fun?"
Kristie, exhausted, manages to laugh: " Yes! It was amazing!"
"I am glad you got to reclaim me." Kristie says, while looking in Aaron's eyes. "I am still your wife, you know?". She adds.
"I loved being the last guy to make love to you. You will always be my wife." Kristie just smiles.
As they lay in silence looking up at the star-filled sky, Aaron breaks the peace with a playful question: "So, shall I throw that number away?" He asked
"NO! Give it here!" Aaron laughed and handed it over; wondering where she will put it on her naked body.
"I guess I have my answer to the question of - if we will be calling them or not!" Aaron teased.
"Guess you do." Kristie responds with a smirk and bad breath.
In one single night their life had changed. The experience was enjoyed, but they both knew it could have ended badly. They made a dangerous bet with dangerous people; they lost the bet and the bikers took a whole lot more than their winnings. Kristie and Aaron got a lot more than they bargained for, altering the course of their lives forever.
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Broken In and Shared by Bikers - A Husband Watches His Wife Pay For His Ignorance Pt 1


By René St Claire


***You may have read my other 2 stories: A Careless Bet With Bet With Outlaw Bikers Parts 1 and 2. This is the first part of the spin-off story I promised in part 2. I hope you enjoy***

Travis, an accountant, railroaded into a career by his dad because it provided good job security. He was in his twenties, balding, but had a decent body, that he earnt from the early morning sessions at the gym. He followed all the rules: Graduate high school, go to university, get a job, get married and a mortgage. Before he completed his father's life-checklist with kids, he wanted a taste of freedom.
Travis had always been drawn to the open road, with nothing but the sound of a Harley's engine in full-throttle ringing in his ears, and vibrating through his body. When he saw the motorcycle enthusiasts, or as most call 'gangs', he found himself jealous of the leather-clad brotherhood; the freedom that only the life atop a motorcycle could provide. In another life, in a different family, maybe he could have been one of them. But in reality, Travis was just a guy who worked spreadsheets and bank accounts; in a corporate world that often choked him like a prison. He knew bikes inside and out, could name every model and modification, but he had never lived the life. If only he could just have a little taste of it?
Nicole, like Travis, also had a corporate job; at least until she had kids. Nicole was pretty, with strawberry blonde hair, blue eyes, and alabaster skin that made her lips look permanently red. She had decent tits, that could be described as perky, that often seemed bigger within her slender shape. She was pretty, in a way that still held hints of youthful innocence, but she carried herself like someone who had yet to fully understand her own appeal. Travis seems to find her attractive, at least he tells her he does; but that attractions doesn't convert to lust in the bedroom - where she feels largely unsatisfied.
Raised in a conservative home, Nicole had spent years suppressing her wants, her needs; which her mother described as dirty, whorish, and the lure of Satan. Every Sunday she went to church to be reminded that she was a sinner, and the only way to redemption was through following this church. She was too scared of eternal damnation to go out with boys, and the Pastor always preached how sinful self-pleasuring yourself was, so she never had an orgasm. When she met Travis, got married, finally had sex, she was left with the feeling: Is that all there is? It felt good for her, but she never had that explosion of pleasure that one would expect from a climax - and she definitely wanted to feel what this was like.
Lately, the restraints of life, and expectations had started to bore her; she needed to take a walk on the wild side. Maybe that was why she had agreed to this night--to go to a biker bar called the River Inn, so Travis could ogle the machines he will never possess; and she can see and feel something that exists beyond the mundane. Just maybe, at the end of the night he will ride her in the way he hopes to mount a Harley.
After months of Travis pleading for her to accompany him to the River Inn, she had finally relented. The rough reputation of the bar created a quiet curiosity within her, though her buttoned-down-strict-upbringing would never allow her to admit to herself it was more than that. In reality though, she fantasised about experiencing the roughness of an outlaw biker; to be bent over, have her dress pulled up, her panties ripped from her crotch by his rough calloused hands; to feel his dirty nails pinch into her hips as he forced his maleness deep into her feminine folds; the sensation of that sting on entry as the head pushed through her lips, and then the thrilling-dread as it made its way deeper and deeper into her velvet tunnel, and blackening her soul.
"What am I meant to wear to a place like this?" Nicole asked as she prepared for the night ahead.
"I don't know, something sexy I guess?" Travis answered, not really understanding the importance a woman places in her appearance.
Nicole wanted to look good tonight, she wanted to feel attractive, but not slutty. She settled on a black mini skirt, fitting at the waist and just short enough to show some skin, but not so short that her pussy might pop out if she bent over too far. She liked the skirt, it showed off her legs, both in colour, and in shape.
For her top, she chose a fitted white tank, the low scoop neckline revealed just enough to draw the eye without it feeling as though her tits were about to bounce out. She layered Travis's leather jacket over it; it was slightly oversized, but with the sleeves pushed up, it gave her an edgy look. Her hair fell in soft strawberry-blonde waves down her back. She looked good; sexier than she realised.
"Are you ready yet?" Travis asked, wearing the same black jeans and black leather jacket he wore to everything. He looked good though, and for once the outfit actually suited the occasion.
"Yes, let's go." Nicole says as she grabs her handbag on the way out.
The River Inn wasn't just a bar; it was rough bar with a fearsome reputation, a place for the modern-day outlaw--the biker. The kind of place that mopped up blood, puke, and cum at closing; the place where the toughest and baddest made the rules. The moment Travis and Nicole walked in, they stood out; while they dressed the part, the softness in their eyes, the cleanliness of their skin, showed they were from the good side of the tracks.
The air was thick with the scent of stale beer, sweat, and old leather, the kind of mix that seeped into the floorboards and clung to the walls. A jukebox in the corner warbled out an old rock tune, half-drowned by the loud chatter and the occasional burst of raucous laughter and swearing. The lighting was dim, casting long shadows across the scarred wooden tables where men huddled over drinks, some muttering, others watching. Eyes followed the couple--some amused, some curious, all were predatory. One pair, belonging to a broad-shouldered man with slicked-back red hair, a barrelled chest, and a tough-guy swagger; lingered longer than the rest.
Bluey had been watching them since they stepped through the door. He saw what they were--bored law-abiding citizens; tourists in a world they didn't belong to. Easy marks. A smirk curled his lips; he was going to see if her pussy had the same strawberry blonde hair as her head. Bluey, loved being in the Outlaw Motorcycle Club, and he wanted to impress his brothers tonight, and this piece of married-cunt will be the prize he delivers to them - after he takes his share first of course.
Travis was too busy admiring the bikes lined up outside to notice the way Bluey's gaze had settled on Nicole. And Nicole, sipping her drink, wasn't paying attention to the way the night was shifting around them. It was very rare to see a woman in the River Inn that is not affiliated to the Club; and their definition of affiliated is that the woman is their property to fuck whenever and however they choose. Nicole was clean, young, pretty, and oblivious to the danger; she was like a fly in a spider's web, just waiting to be devoured.
"Hi brother, what kind of bike do you ride?" Bluey asks as he puts his hand out to Travis to be shaken.
Pleased with the attention, Travis enthusiastically shakes his hand. "Nah, I don't ride."
"You're shittin' me? A bad ass like you is made for the open road." Bluey says as he downs his bottle of Budweiser.
Before Travis could answer, Bluey interjects: "I am about to get another beer, how about I buy you 2 one as well? What'll you have sweetheart?" He then adds: "I am Bluey, by the way. Nice to meet you."
"I am Travis, and this is my wife, Nicole." Travis responds, pleased with the way the night was shaping.
Nicole's mouth was dry, she was scared to be here; but there was also an excitement in the pit of her stomach. She wasn't sure she was ready for the attention. "Just a white wine please."
"I am not sure this joint sells that, but I will ask."
"Prospect! Get over here." Bluey says out of earshot of the couple. "I am going to purchase a bottle of Tequila and leave it at the bar. Every 10 minutes I want you to bring over 3 shots to the table I am sitting at."
The Prospect, desperate to serve his future brothers, follows his orders to a tee.
"Here you go: a beer for the boys, a wine for the lovely lady; and a shot of Tequila for the 3 of us."
"Cheers!" Travis says as they all scull their shot.
Their conversation drifted between topics around motorcycles, movies, music, and even books. Nicole was impressed with how well-read Bluey was. When the prospect came by with the 3rd shot, Nicole was feeling a little light headed; her speech was staring to slur a little, and she was feeling a little hot all over.
"I don't think I can do it. I think I have had enough." Nicole says.
"I understand you are feeling it a bit, but the bikers over there shouted this round, and they may get offended if we don't take it." Bluey has a look of fear in his eyes, he has his hand on Nicole's arm, holding it snugly.
Nicole picks up the glass and sculls it. Her face contorts as she fights the rising bile coming up. Bluey noticed her compliance, and felt he could push it further. He places his hand on her thigh, Nicole tries to brush it off, but bluey pretends not to notice and goes on with his analysis of the movie The Deer Hunter; while also fielding random questions about his Harley from a very drunk Travis. When she gives up on her objections, the biker starts to gently massage her upper leg, pushing the boundaries of her skirt's hemline; Nicole does nothing to fight him, this time accepting her fate. Bluey smiles inwardly, he knows within the hour, he will be balls-deep in this rich-bitch's pussy.
As another shot comes around and Nicole raises her hand to object, Bluey shoots her a look. She picks up the glass and downs it like the other 3 and her glass of wine. Bluey looks intensely into Travis's eyes and tells him about the benefits of a 6-speed gearbox over the traditional 5; all the while sneaking his hand further up his wife's dress. Nicole is feeling a mixture of emotions: scared, transfixed, and drunk; her inhibitions had completely slipped with the last shot of Tequila. She barely objected when she felt the gruff hands push the elastic of her panties aside, nor did she protest when his fingers brush over her pussy-lips. Bluey, runs a finger up through the middle of her flaps and flicks her swollen clit; Nicole lets out an inaudible gasp as her inebriated state forces her to surrender to the will of her carnal needs, and to the desires of this sexy and dangerous outlaw.
As Travis goes to the bathroom, and is out of earshot; Bluey instructs: "Lay back in the chair." Nicole does as she is told, and he removes her panties with one motion. He grabs her breasts and kisses her deeply, pulling her top down for the bar to see. With his other hand he slides 2 fingers into her sopping pussy.
"What are you doing? Travis will see!" Nicole slurs her feeble protests; not really understanding that the whole bar had just saw her tits.
"He is ok with it. He told me." Bluey slips a 3rd finger into her married cunt and begins sawing in and out of her. Nicole lets out little whimpers of pleasure as he sucks on her tits and finger bangs her in front of the bar. Realising they would be back soon; and not yet ready for the husband to know that his wife's snatch will soon be stuffed with his biker dick, and then handed over to the bar for them to run a train on her - he pulls her top back up, re-covering her tits.
"You know what? You are uninterested by our conversation about boring movies. You came here to see bikes! Why don't you go check out mine?" Bluey says to Travis as he sits down to another shot; while he still has 3 fingers knuckles deep inside his wife's vagina.
"Oi Prospect! Get your ass over here." Bluey booms.
"What's up?" The Prospect asks, playing coy.
"Take this bad-ass here outside and show him what he deserves to be riding." Bluey hands him the keys. Travis sculls his shot and follows the prospect through the bar.
Bluey knowing his time is short, grabs Nicole's hands. He leads her to the disabled toilet - which was usually used by the gang to fuck their groupies. Unfortunately for Bluey, on this occasion his leader "Otto", the Sergeant of arms "Aggro" and few of the senior members had one of the new groupies in there at the moment, taking turns railing her pussy and her ass; teaching her how a biker-moll deserves to be fucked - showing her how her new life is going to be.
Bluey had no choice but to take her out to the dark section at the edge of the River Inn's parking lot. "Where we going?" Nicole slurred.
"We are just going outside to catch up with Travis and the Prospect." She was so fucked up that she didn't even notice that they were going in the opposite direction.
With all the bikers concerned with getting their turn with the hot new groupie in the disabled bathroom; none of them noticed that Bluey had slipped out with the drunk, rich, wife. Bluey did not want them to know; he wanted this clean pussy, and probably virgin ass, all to himself. Of course, when he was done, they could have his slops.
As they arrived at the area, Bluey kissed her, and grabbed her aching pussy. Nicole was wet, and swollen, she was acting out of pure instinct, because any will she had was drowned by alcohol. He pulled her shirt and bra off, then removed her skirt. Normally, he would love to eat pussy this clean; but he didn't want to risk his brothers coming out before he was finished. He pulled out his throbbing dick, from his dusty jeans, then pushed her to her knees.
"Put in in your mouth." Nicole looks at this fat cock, at least 8 inches long and 3 inches in girth.
"Won't Travis see?" Nicole meekly objects.
"No, he won't. You want to suck my dick don't you?" Bluey pulls out his phone and turns the video on.
"Yes." When Nicole saw the wildness in his eyes she knew she had to comply.
"Good girl, now take in your mouth." Bluey records this suburban house wife consent to sucking his dick, and then taking the tip into her mouth, as she gently massage her tongue over and around his helmet, and into the slit. It had been awhile since she had done this, and was really just making it up as she went on.
Bluey puts both hands on the back of her head, and starts to push his monster in this submissive wife's mouth. When he feels the back of her throat he relaxes, and lets her slurp up and down the length of his shaft.
"You know I am going to fuck that pretty little cunt of yours in a minute." Bluey says, excited by the sensations she is creating with her hot mouth and tongue. Nicole just looks up at him, her mascara running down her cheeks, from the strain of slurping on the man meat in front of her.
"You want this big cock to rip that married pussy open." Bluey taunts as he grabs the back of her head, and pulls his dick out of her mouth, before slapping her across the face with it.
"Don't you?!" This time Bluey demands compliance.
"I am married. I can't." Nicole says, feeling a little more lucid.
"It is happening, and you are gonna moan as you funnel my fat hog." He then pauses: "What did you think would happen when you came to this bar? And drank for free?" He asks incredulously.
"Nothing, we just wanted to have fun and see bikes." Nicole stammered, while bluey drew patterns on her face with the tip of his rod.
"You are certainly going to be having fun, when 8 inches of my meat is deep in your married cunt."
He slaps her across the face with his dick again, and then feeds it back between her lips, into her mouth, hitting the back of the throat. This time he doesn't stop, he keeps pushing it further down. Nicole starts choking and spluttering around his shaft; but the biker just commands her to relax, as her gullet adjusts to the size. When she calms down, the Outlaw biker begins pushing further down her throat, this time getting all 8 inches into her mouth. It was quite a sight to see her nose resting in the tufts of his red pubes, and his balls sitting under her chin.
"Good girl! You could be an amazing cock sucker with a little practice." As she starts to heave again; he slowly withdraws his rod, leaving her gasping for air.
"Get on your back, open your legs, and spread those pussy flaps. I am gonna fuck you til you scream." Bluey pushes her down onto the wet grass; the ground is cold against her back; and the blades of grass tickle her bum crack. His blistered hands push on her shoulders, pinning her to the ground; he lowers himself onto her, and uses the weight of his chest against her shoulders. His hot breath on her neck a stark contrast to the cold ground on her back; she is powerless under him as he manoeuvres his body to force her legs open, before settling between her thighs.
"I am married. I can't." Nicole felt powerless beneath the weight of this giant; her words were useless in stopping the inevitable. He was all muscle, and there was nothing she could do to stop him from taking what he truly desired. He wiggles his hips and forces her legs to open wider; she holds her breath as she feels the bulbous head of his dick press down against her flaps - all it would take is one push, and he would be in her. Nicole's mind was saying 'NO!', but her vagina was quivering in anticipation for the red-headed-brute, making the area a sopping mess of pussy-juice.
"Married is my favourite flavour." He says with an evil smile, and then runs his tongue across her face.
Nicole feels him apply pressure through his hips; her vaginal opening was straining, wanting him to break her eternal promise to her husband. The eye of his cock was drinking her wetness, the helmet was piercing her velvet curtains; finally, the head of his 8-inch dick was in her sacred passage. He paused there momentarily, which she was grateful for, as she wasn't accustomed to a phallus this big. Her husband was the only guy she had ever had sex with; her religious up-bringing saw to that - and his penis was only 4 inches long and less than one-third of the girth of the outlaw's one-eyed monster. The infrequent fucking she received from her husband's small appendage, had not prepared her the violation of the beast, sitting with its head at the entrance of her delicate flower.
The outlaw begins pushing through again; it was happening, she was about to have sex with a man who was not her husband. Pinned beneath his weight, she hopes that the spit on his meat from her blow job is enough to help it get in without ripping her inexperienced kitty apart. Instinctively, she opens her legs wider, and holds on to Bluey's back so tight, that her knuckles turn white.
"There's my little married slut. Opening up like a good girl for daddy!" This bitch is nice and tight, bluey thought to himself as he struggled to get balls deep into her. At least she is tight for him now; she sure as hell won't be after the rest of the Outlaws run a train on this stuck-up little bitch. He thought to himself.
Nicole feels the biker's helmet push against her cervix; his balls were resting on her taint. It stung like hell, but somehow, she was able to take him all the way in without any real lube, and without having her vagina ripped open. He stayed there as her delicate flower, bloomed enough to take the girth of the invader. Bluey grabbed her chin.



"Open your mouth." Obediently, the conquered wife gave in to his demands.
The biker kissed her roughly; his ginger whiskers rubbed against her cheeks, and his calloused hand held a snug grip around her throat. As he explored her mouth, he felt her breathing quicken and her hips rock against his. She was getting impatient! The deflowered bride beneath him wanted to be fucked into the ground. Bluey, withdrew his engorged cock and gave some soft shallow thrusts; when he felt her match his rhythm he got faster and deeper; with long piledriving pumps, that brought her body off the ground with his upward movement, and then crashed back down as he re-entered her.
An unfamiliar feeling washed over her. A sudden surge of sexual tension was released; the muscles in the pussy contracted around the outlaw's shaft, sending a tsunami of euphoria throughout her body. She moaned and gasped, then felt breathless. Nicole had her first orgasm; and it was so good that she could see the aura of fulfilment.
Nicole was lost in lust. Her snatch was reacting to the behemoth inside her. She loved big cock. She loved dangerous cock. This outlaw's savage pumps into her hungry pussy was sending her on waves to heaven, while probably delivering her to hell. This was the very thing she thought about while she was getting ready to come here; the fantasy that made her vagina tingle. Now it was happening, an outlaw biker was fucking her in a dark field outside a bar; while her husband was blissfully unaware.
Or was he?
"Where is my wife?" Travis says in a panic as they re-enter the bar.
"She is probably just taking a piss." Said the Prospect. He knew she wasn't taking a piss; she maybe getting pissed on, but she was definitely not taking a piss; her pussy would have too much cock stuffed in it for that. He had a little chuckle to himself at his private joke.
Travis goes to the female toilets and looks in. "She isn't there." He says in a panicked voice.
There was a line-up to go into the disabled toilet. Travis, pushes past and opens the door. What he saw scared him. There was a tattooed young girl, no older than 18, with bleached blonde hair, lying on top of a biker. The biker beneath her had his dick stuck in either her vagina or her butt; a second biker stood between her spread legs, powerfully thrusting his prick into her already filled hole; with a third biker holding the back of her head while he forced his dick deep into her mouth, making her gag. How was this possible? Could this be happening to Nicole? Travis mumbled to himself, feeling sickened by the thought.
"Get him out of here or I'll shoot you both!" Boomed a biker with a full-bodied tattoo suit.
"I got him Serge." The prospect said with a shake in his voice.
Travis breaks away again, this time he heads out the back. He walks to the edge of the carpark, and there he sees a naked woman on her knees with a cock in her mouth. He knew it was Nicole. As he was about to sprint to her, he felt a hand on his collar and a knife in is back.
"Make one move, and I'll kill you. Scream, and me brothers in the bar will hear, and your wife will be like that chick back their with 2 cocks jammed in her ass. And then I'll kill you." The Prospect hisses.
Travis stiffens. He wants to help his wife, but how can if he is dead? He certainly doesn't want her to end up like the girl inside. "What can I do then?"
"Well you can watch your pretty little wife's cunt be stretched out by Bluey's dick, then watch me fuck her until I fill her box up with my cum. Or, you can die, and your wife will be fucked by the gang."
Nicole was spluttering as the biker held her head close to his crotch; Travis's face was contorted, trying to work out what was happening to her. "Is she ok?"
"Yeah. She just has a mouthful of cock." The prospect laughed in his ear. Then he adds: "She'll be much happier when her cunt is the one spluttering on his cock."
Travis watches as the outlaw biker pushes her to the ground, climbs on her and forces her legs open with his knee. He begins to apply force, and then as by choice, Nicole spreads her legs wider and lifts them higher. The biker sinks into her beautiful body.
"Fuck." Travis says, barely able to draw breath. As Bluey forces his way into his beautiful wife's pussy; breaking their vows of their marriage with a simple pump. "How could you do this to us?" Travis says, almost in tears.
"What did you think would happen? You brought your wife to an Outlaw biker bar; the only women that come here are our biker molls; and they are always fucked senseless." He then presses the knife in again. "Now tell me, you had to know we would gang fuck your wife!"
"I just wanted to see bikes." Travis can't look away as his wife is pounded with such force that her body lifts off the ground with upward thrusts. She screams in ecstasy as the biker brings her to a climax. A noise he had never heard her make.
The Prospect gloats: "Listen to her, she sounds like she is having the fuck of her life."
When Travis doesn't respond he adds: "You took free drinks from a biker. He had her so drunk that he had 3 fingers stuffed up her cunt while he was talking to you. When you went to the bathroom, he showed her tits to the whole bar. What did you think was going to happen when you left her alone with him?"
Nicole was moaning, her arms and legs were wrapped around him; she was kissing him. She was enjoying it. Travis was spellbound. His wife was enjoying being fucked on the grass on the side of a carpark of a dive bar. She was loving it.
"You're lucky the others had that new moll to break in, because they would be out here as well. If they find out she is here, she will be double fucked in every hole by the whole gang." The prospect pauses to let his words sink in.
"If you be quiet, and don't cause no shit, I will help you get her out of here after I fuck her to." The prospect had no intentions of going against his gang. That married bitch's fate was sealed the moment they walked into the bar; her pussy, her mouth, and her virgin ass are all going to be tore up and filled with cum by every biker here tonight - He just wanted to get a go at her pussy before they stretched her out and ruined it.
The husband was silent, transfixed by the sight of his bride, moaning as she is being impaled by biker-dick. Does she know he is watching? Doesn't she care where she is?
Nicole was frozen in time. All that mattered to her was this moment. Her body had defied her all night, orgasms rolled over her, leaving her in a state that transcends anything she had ever felt. At this point; the biker who was railing her, owned her. She was at the mercy of her hedonistic cunt, who was gleefully slurping on the invading shaft. Her husband was not even on her radar, her current orgasm consumed her, then she focused on the next.
Bluey loved this tight little firecracker underneath him. What a surprise she turned out to be! He was expecting some starfish who would just lie there and cry, while he pleasured himself in her married pussy. But man, she was giving him a ride. The biker found that he wanted to make her cum; so he fucked her in a way that her body told him to, and he loved hearing her scream when she climaxed. It was going to be a shame to have to hand her over to the gang. Her beautiful fanny will not be tight then, nor will her ass be.
Bluey pushes in deep; the muscles deep in the snatch of the conquered wife gripped and milked him; he unleashes a mighty load deep within the hungry pussy that was ravishing his every drop. As he pulls out, she squirts all over his retreating cock.
Not wanting to feel any attachment to this lovely creature beneath him, he puts on his pants and calls the Prospect over. Who obediently comes over, with Travis in tow.
When Bluey sees Travis he smiles, realising that he witnessed his wife being impaled on his giant dick. "You thought you were gonna ride my bike? Well I sure as shit as rode your hot little wife into the ground! She seemed very grateful for it too."
When Travis remains mute, he further taunts: "In 5 minutes the rest of the Outlaws will be gangbanging your wife. If you're lucky they'll leave a bit of elasticity in her so you wont' have to strap a plank across your ass to stop from falling in next time you fuck her." He pauses to gauge Tavis's reaction: "That is of course if she decides to leave with you. She wouldn't be the first wife that chose to be a gangbang-groupie for the Outlaws, rather than have to suffer her husband's needle dick for the rest of her life."
He then addressed the prospect: "Keep them here." Bluey walks away back towards the bar, to bring out the rest of the gang.
As soon as Bluey is out of earshot the prospect says: "If you keep a watch while I take my turn in your wife's beautiful and fresh pussy; I'll help you escape before the rest of the gang get out here to fuck her."
Nicole's vagina was quite the sight. Even in the dark Travis could see how beat up her twat was. It was gaped open, the flaps were swollen and forced into a round opening like an opened door of a Hobbit's house; highlighting how Bluey's fat, 8 -inch dick had busted through. His cum was oozing out of her, as she laid with her legs still open in the moonlight. Travis was mesmerised; he couldn't believe how turned on he would be by seeing his wife's defiled lady-parts, after watching a giant-of-a-man fuck her in the shadows of a carpark.
The Prospect unbuckles his pants and drops down onto the still drunk wife; as Travis picks up a nearby rock. The prospect was only a slight man, who tried to make up for it with arms covered in tattoos of dragons, tigers, and snakes. His slight frame was matched with his very average skinny dick; which slipped in the opened cunt of the fuck-drunk wife, forcing more of Bluey's cum to ooze out of her snatch as invading dick entered her. Nicole did not complain, in fact she barely opened her eyes to see whose prick was in her; she just smiled, lifted her opened legs to give him better access - gasping as she feels his balls swing against her taint.
The prospect easily bottomed out, noting how much the other biker must have stretched her already- but nowhere to the point that effected the amazing feeling of her hot-wet-cunt. He feels her inhale sharply, as he starts to withdraw his cock to drive it back into her insatiable pussy. As he smashes into her, she grips his back and angles her pelvis to ensure he hits her G-spot; helping the prospect feel the softness of her velvet lined vagina. As he pants in pleasure, Travis smashes him across the back of the head with the rock in his hand. He collapses on his naked-wife's body, with his dick still buried in her to the hilt.
Travis pushes the limp body off his wife. He checks he is alive, before grabbing Nicole's shirt. He couldn't find her skirt, but there was no time to keep looking they'll be here any moment.
"Let's go! Hurry!" Travis pleads.
"No. I want more sex." Nicole says, still quite inebriated.
"If they catch us, they'll kill me." Travis says, not sure if his own words were an exaggeration or a statement of fact.
Nicole sees the fear in his eyes, and was straight enough now to hear the panic in her voice. She puts on her shirt and they run towards the woods.
Nicole's breath came fast and shallow as she crouched behind a thick tangle of brush, the cold night air pressing against her damp skin. He sees them pick the prospect up, he is rubbing his head where Travis clobbered him with the rock. Then one of them punches him in the guts, folding him in 2. Two large bikers have who they believe is Bluey, they punch him a few times in the head and gut; knocking him to the ground.
The roar of engines filled the parking lot of the River Inn, headlights cutting across the cracked asphalt, slicing through the darkness like searchlights. Travis was beside her, his body tense, eyes locked on the bar's lot where the bikers prowled, hunting the married couple to get their hands on the wife.
"They've got the whole damn lot covered," Travis murmured.
Nicole swallowed, trying to steady her breathing. The headlights swung past their abandoned car again, illuminating the shattered passenger window where Travis had thrown a brick in a last-ditch attempt to mislead them.
"They know we're on foot," she whispered.
Travis grabbed her hand. "Then we keep moving."
They slipped deeper into the woods, the sound of boots crunching gravel behind them. A gruff voice cursed, and another laughed, but the laughter held no humour--only menace. The trees thickened around them, swallowing them whole, branches scraping against them, scratching their skin as they moved through the underbrush.
Then, the growl of Harleys erupted like a pack of hunting dogs set loose. One by one, the bikes roared out of the lot, tyres spitting gravel as they peeled onto the road in a 2 x 2 formation.
Nicole and Travis dropped to the ground, pressing into the damp earth. They lay there, listening, the scent of pine and rain-soaked dirt filling their lungs. The night stretched on, every rustling leaf a potential threat.
Minutes passed. Maybe an hour. Then, the distant rumble of engines returning. The bikes slowed as they re-entered the lot, their headlights washing over the woods' edge. One by one, the riders cut their engines. A voice, low and mean, drifted through the trees.
"They ain't far. We'll find 'em." Bluey pleaded.
"No, I think it is time you and the Prospect call your women to take her place." Otto the leader growled.
"But I gave you the 18 year old tonight! Plus it was the idiot prospect who let her go." Bluey pleaded.
"Call her now." Otto commanded the both them.
***************************************************************************
Nicole's fingers tightened around Travis's wrist. They stayed frozen as the bikers lingered, muttering, boots scuffing against gravel. Then, slowly, one by one, they disappeared into the bar.
Travis nudged her. "Now."
They moved carefully, slipping back toward the road. A single streetlight flickered in the distance, casting long shadows.
Then, salvation--a truck rumbled toward them, its headlights bright in the darkness. Nicole hesitated, but Travis was already stepping forward, waving it down. The rig slowed, hissing to a stop. The door creaked open, and a man leaned out, his face lined, beard thick and grey.
"Need a ride?" he asked.
Travis exchanged a look with Nicole before nodding. "Yeah, just to the next town."
The driver grinned. "Hop in."
They climbed into the cab, the warmth of the heater washing over them. Nicole settled into the passenger seat, her adrenaline sobering her up. The driver glanced at her, his grin widening just a little too much.
"You two look like you been runnin' from trouble," he said, sarcastically, looking down at Nicole's exposed pussy. shifting gears.
Nicole forced a tight smile. "Something like that."
The truck rolled forward, the night stretching out before them.
The driver's eyes flicked to her again.
"Lucky for you, I always stop for pretty girls. I'd hate to see Otto and the boys catch up with you." The way he said it sent a cold sliver of fear down Nicole's spine.
She suddenly wasn't sure they had escaped anything at all.
**Too be continued
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Part 1
"I want to fuck your wife." The CEO said.
"You can make Partner here, you have a bright future. Think very carefully about what I am asking you."
The words stuck like a claw in Joel's throat... This is how it all happened.
***************************************************************************
Joel van Tonder worked as a project manager in alternative energy; with a background in electrical engineering, specialising in alternative power sources - he had what appeared to be the dream job at Imvula - managing projects that sought answers to the world's growing coal concern. Joel was a smart man, very knowledgeable in his area; but when it came to conversation out of his area of expertise, he was definitely out of his comfort zone. In his mid-thirties, he is in ok shape, not fat, but not athletic either - and it is at this age he is starting to take check on where he belongs in the scheme of things.
Meg, his partner, was the type wife most men admired, and found themselves staring at, but few could say why. Meg had the kind of presence that didn't announce itself, but still caused people to take a second look as she walked by. Her features were pretty--a sharp jawline, high cheekbones, and a copper bob that framed her pale skin like fire against porcelain. Her eyes were the real weapon: ice-blue, unblinking, like they'd already seen the worst of you and decided whether or not you were worth the effort.
In public, she wore confidence like a tailored jacket--well-fitted, functional, slightly deceptive. As a sales rep in pharmaceuticals, she could charm a medical executive or steer a difficult doctor without breaking rhythm. But that wasn't who she was. She had presence in her job because the role demanded her to. Captivating doctors in a less than 10 minute time frame was essential for her success - but it was a learned skill.
At home, Meg melted into quiet corners, to recharge from her day of expressing a bubbly personality. She moved softly, with the comfort of someone who didn't need to prove anything. She preferred old T-shirts and thick socks to heels, books over banter, and wine poured in silence. She had the kind of stillness that could disarm loud people--because she was always watching, and mostly, they had no idea. She was not judging them; but collecting tid bits of information about their personality. Meg noticed the things people tried to hide. And more dangerously, she remembered the things they didn't say.
They had been married six years. Comfortable, mostly. No children. No loud fights. Both of them somewhat happy to be quiet, but with the difference Meg could adapt her personality to the given situation, Joel could not. While things were amicable between them, there was no great passion anymore, just a rhythm--shared bank accounts, weekend wine tastings, sex once a fortnight if the mood was right. Always familiar. Always safe. A little beyond what room mates are.
Joel never asked her about the dreams she didn't share, and she never asked him if he felt like less of a man since taking the job under Bhekizizwe Khumalo (Bheki)--a job he'd wanted, but the challenges, the people management, the expectations on client deliverables - all seemed to hollow him out one month at a time. He had great technical expertise, and that was keeping him in the game - it was communicating the issues to the client that dragged him down. So, he wasn't failing. But he wasn't rising either. Not the way the someone with his skillset should be.
Still, Meg stayed - she still cared for him deeply. Woke early. Paid bills on time. Let him have sex with her when the mood grabbed him on a lazy Sunday morning. But she would be lying to herself if she said she didn't want more. There had to be more than this to married life - she wanted passion! Adventure! To be desired, to be ravished, to be fucked until she was hoarse from moaning and could be barely breathe, and barely move.
Things took a turn at the launch party three weeks ago. Meg wore that dark green dress--the one that clung low at the back, soft silk against her pale, freckled skin--paired with black heels that added inches, extended her posture, carved her into something almost statuesque. She didn't usually do entrances, didn't like the fuss of spectacle--but tonight, she wanted to be seen. Not as Joel's wife. Not as another competent woman in sales. But as a woman. Entire. Intentional. Dangerous.
She was noticed.
Bheki watched her. Not like a boss. Not even like a man. Like a connoisseur. Like someone who could see through the dress, through the laugh, through the practiced social charm and into the darker, quieter things she didn't name out loud. He watched her while shaking hands with investors. While clinking glasses with the board. While telling stories, signing deals, owning the room. He never once looked flustered. He didn't have to. He owned stillness the way other men owned noise.
Still, some part of her understood the shape of the game. Bheki had a reputation known, never spoken outright--that he didn't chase women. He hunted wives. Not out of cruelty. Out of taste. He preferred what was already chosen by someone else. It was cleaner, somehow. No strings. No mess. Just appetite disguised as discretion. Maybe, this is what Meg needed - some hot side-action, with no strings attached. Unadulterated sex where both were in it for the sheer carnal delight - minus the mess of connection.
And Meg knew he'd seen her, she felt in her chest, in her bones. Knew he was watching. But what she didn't know--couldn't have known--was just how deeply she'd disrupted him.
She felt it, though. In her chest. Beneath the bones. That deep, excitement felt in the gut, experienced when being looked at by a man who already knew the weight of his gaze. It stirred something that hadn't been touched in a long time--not by routine sex, not by Joel's gentleness, not by her secret fantasies.
It was danger that drew her. Not lust. Power. Curiosity.
So, she set it up.
When Joel leaned in toward a colleague who finally spoke his language--deep technical jargon she couldn't fake interest in--she let her hand brush his arm, just enough to say, stay here. Then she moved across the room, letting the green silk shift across her hips with the right kind of slowness.
She didn't go directly to the terrace. She paused first at the edge of the dance floor. Reached for a second glass of wine. Pretended to laugh at something no one said. Then she turned slightly--just enough for Bheki to see her bare back, the shape of her shoulder blade, the fine line of her neck--and slipped outside.
She didn't look back. She didn't have to.
He followed.
The party was loud--half Imvula execs and their partners, half clients--but out on the terrace, the night was deliciously quiet. The city lights shimmered across Sandton like a dropped necklace, blinking gold and white across dark glass towers. The scent of blooming jasmine drifted up from the landscaping below. The terrace was empty. The real action was inside, where the wine flowed and the chatter didn't stop.
Meg leaned forward, resting her elbows on the stone balustrade, wine glass tilted in her fingers. The air touched her skin, cool and grateful. She was already aware of him before he spoke.
"You don't like crowds," Bheki said behind her, his voice low and unhurried.
She didn't turn at first. Just smiled to herself. Then: "I like people. Just not all at once."
He stepped up beside her, close--but not touching. Not yet. "You watch the room like a tactician," he said. "You know where everyone's standing. Who's faking. Who's hunting."
She smiled, sipped. "Sales makes you observant."
"No," he said. "This isn't sales. It's instinct."
He looked down at her, his profile carved in shadow and light. His presence was strong, like gravity. She didn't move away. Her skin had already begun to register the heat of him.
"Does Joel know how much of you hides behind the work?" he asked, still watching the skyline.
She turned to face him fully now. "I don't hide. I just don't perform for everyone."
He reached out then, casually--fingers brushing a freckle near the top of her spine, exposed by the low dip of her dress. Just the edge of a touch, but she didn't flinch. He let his hand rest there a second too long. A thumb moving slowly, like tracing the history of her skin.
"Your skin drinks light," he said. "It makes you hard to forget."
She should've stepped back. She didn't.
Instead, she tilted her chin up. "You watch everyone like you're building a file."
"I am," he said. "But I don't need notes on you."
The silence after that stretched. Not uncomfortable--charged with sexual energy. They were tethered by tension that neither of them bothered to cut.
She finished her wine and set the glass on the edge of the balustrade. His hand drifted to her waist now, the fabric of her dress the only barrier. Not groping--anchoring her in place with will, not force. The subtle art of being possessive in its stillness.
"Do you always touch married women like this?" she asked.
He smiled, eyes on hers now. "Only when they don't stop me."
Her heart kicked against her ribs, sharp and real. For a half-second, she let herself imagine saying something reckless. His hand travelled around to her abdomen, still - she didn't stop him. Bekhi saw this as a green light - he gently grazed his fingertips around her waist, moving them down below, grabbing her tight butt, massaging it.
Meg had never felt so alive - so naughty - so excited. Her eyes met his, Bekhi can immediately see the glimmer in them, the glint of pure desire. He knows he can take what he wants, what he needs. He spins her, leans her over the balustrade; she doesn't resist; she wants to resist, but at the same time she can't. She is his.
She hears his pants unzip, he lifts her dress, pulls her panties to the side; his fingers enter her first, using some of her juices to lube the inner folds of her pussy lips, to ease his entrance. He feels electric, her body shudders as he explores the forbidden passageway that is meant only for her husband. What if someone comes out? She thinks - scared for the moment - but what if they don't?
"Someone will see." Meg says, gasping under his touch.
"Shhhh." Bekhi puts a finger to her mouth to quieten her; she is further aroused by the sweet smell of her womanhood on his ample fingers.
Bekhi's 10 inch manhood is throbbing to get into this married white pussy. He wishes he had more time to appreciate her properly - but at the same time he is loving stealing her in a crowded party - where her husband is blissfully unaware just 20 mtres away - where they could be caught any minute. The CEO with his monster cock buried deep in the wife of one his workers - what a scandal it would cause. But what excitement it is stirring in him now.
He places his dick between her flaps; the eye resting against the opening of her velvet tunnel - he sees her tense, take a gasp, and then goose bumps form on her exposed skin. She was like putty in his hand, and he knew he could have her however he wanted.
Impatiently, she pushes back against him, wanting to feel him inside her - wanting to break that sacred seal that still said she was Joel's wife. Right now, all she wanted was to feel the massive meat of Bekhi pressing against her uterus.
Bekhi pushes in; she gasps at the feeling of his girth, having never had someone that big. Joel's penis certainly did not prepare her for this. As his head pops through, she lets out a pleasured whimper; automatically opening her legs wider, and bending deeper to ease his entrance. He gently pushes in deeper - until he feels she can take no more - then slowly withdraws. Normally he would be slower in a white woman, but time was not his friend, and he had an innate need to full this married pussy with his seed. He pushes in again, and she braces against him, this time feeling the tightness of her fleshy vagina open in depths she had yet experienced; that he was first to conquer.
The pleasure she felt from the immense size splitting her open and hitting her deep was unimaginable. She orgasmed on his second pump, creating more cunt juice to lube her enough to be defiled properly by this monster cock. The feeling of the head of his penis hitting her cervix birthed an orgasm so big that hit her so deep that she almost screamed in delight.
Bekhi was pounding her with a steady hard rhythm, he is almost balls deep with every thrust, and his aching shaft was reacting to the milking action of Meg's pussy as it pulsated in pleasure.
He got it all the way in, he was balls deep in this gorgeous red head in front of him. "This girl can really fuck!" He thought to himself as he pulled all the way out, leaving her snatch momentarily empty; before driving himself all the way in again, making a delicious squelching sound on impact.
Bekhi was about to hit top gear...
Then a door opened somewhere inside, laughter spilled out, and the moment cracked like glass underfoot. He pulled out in one motion and moved to the side, next to Meg on the railing. He discreetly zipped himself up, as Meg did her best to rearrange her saturated G-string. She had the best most intense fuck of her life and he was only half way done.
"We need to finish this." Bekhi whispered.
"Yes - we do." Meg said, not wanting the moment to end.
She stepped away, just one step, eyes still on him. "You should go back in first."
He didn't argue. Just looked at her like he already knew something Joel didn't.
When she re-joined their table, she was a different woman. In those precious few moments she had been exposed to a world she could not let go of. Would not let go of. She had been opened like a blooming flower, and her universe had shifted.
As she sat down, Joel had felt it--the shift in mood, the shift in energy. He was not a perceptive man at all, but the change was so vast that even he could feel it. It was confirmed by the way her body sharpened ever so slightly when Bheki approached. Meg seemed captivated, she wanted his attention. While he was talking to Joel his hip brushed up on her shoulder, Meg didn't move, Bekhi did not either.
"Come see me Joel. I have an exciting project that you are perfect for! It will turbo-charge your career."
"Yes, sir!" Joel said excitedly.
Bekhi stayed and made light conversation. Meg, who usually hated small talk, seemed captivated. When he made a joke, she laughed a little too hard, and he rested his hand on her arm for just a little too long. Joel never said anything. Didn't know how to. What confused him most was in the way his body responded to it, why it made him so hard, to see his wife flirt with his boss.
The rest of the night was a blur for both of them. Meg sensed Joel saw something - but she quickly dismissed that as crazy - Joel is blind to anything that is not either sports or engineering. Meg was wrong. They both unknowingly shared a similar infatuation that night: Meg with Bekhi. And it created a burning ache deep within both of them.
After they left and got to the car, Meg was on him, straddling him in the passenger seat. Kissing his neck grabbing his dick through his trousers. "I saw the bulge in there - it turned me on - I have to have it now! Give it to me." She whispered in his ear as she kissed his neck.
Joel strained against his pants, he had never seen her like this - so passionate, so forthright, so alive with lust. He kissed her back with desperation, with abandon, hungrily seeking her tongue, intertwining it with his, entering and exiting her mouth. He massaged her perky tits through her green gown, reminding him how much he loved them, wanting to get to her milky flesh and massage her hard nipples. She pulled away for a second to unzip her dress, and unclasp her bra, ripping it off and throwing it in the back seat of their Grey Ford Ranger. She pulls Joel's head to her chest, where Joel eagerly takes the erect strawberry coloured nipple in his mouth to gently suck and nibble on it. With his other hand he places it up under her dress - her white lace panties were soaked through, her pussy lips swollen and open - he had never felt her so wet before. He pushed her panties aside, ran his finger up and down her saturated slit, before placing it into her hot, wet, throbbing cunt. She moaned in delight as she felt his finger roughly exploring her, all the while working her nipple in and out of his mouth.
Joel unzipped his pants and freed the dick that had been straining against his zipper. Mag manoeuvred herself, so that her pussy was sitting over the top of it, the head of his uncut cock pressed lightly against her flower - aching to pierce through to be bathed in her sumptuous juices that existed on the other side of her pink pussy lips.
Meg dropped down - enveloping his shaft with ease - immediately noticing the size difference between Joel and Bekhi. Joel noticed something as well; her cunt was wetter than normal, more open than usual; he rationalised that it was because she was so horny for him. Little did he know that the reason her snatch felt different was because less than an hour ago, she had 10 inches of African man meat in her. A black penis that was as thick as a can of Red Bull; that could hit her deeper, and stretch her further, that Joel's penis could dream of.
That thought made Meg lean further and grind her clit against Joel's pubic bone - the sensation made her twerk hard and fast; moving at such a speed and a force that Joel had to let her take charge of the action. She climaxed as she thought of Bekhi pounding her from behind, his large hands holding her hips in place; the head of his python smashing against her cervix - coupled with the feeling in her clit. As she finished she let out a low moan.
She wanted size, she wanted to feel stretched. She leant back against the dashboard to create some space between her and Joel; she brought her legs around so that they were up and either side of Joel; giving him full view of his dick sitting in her swollen pussy. He looked at her perplexed; he had no idea what she was planning with this position - but at the same time he loved what he saw.
At first, she rubbed her clit, as Joel moved in and out of her. She then looked him in the eyes and licked her finger; before inserting into her cunt, along the top wall of her vagina, on top of his cock.
"What are you doing?" Joel asked - a little confused.
"I want to feel stretched." She panted. Then quickly corrected: "I want to feel tight for you." She lied.
Joel noticed that what she did with the finger did make her feel tighter. And, watching her finger go in and out of herself while in rhythm with his strokes was hot as hell.
Meg was imagining that this was Bekhi in her - his long, fat, black, cock; was stretching her - threatening to tear her. She slipped a second finger in her pussy, making sure she was hitting her G-spot as she coordinated her strokes with his pumps. Thinking of Bekhi, his strong black hands massaging her breasts, moving up to hold her shoulders to force her down so he could insert himself deeper into her hungry cunt; breaking new ground in the depths of her womanhood, threatening to split in her 2. She screamed in orgasm and flooded his dick with her cascading juices.



"Beh....Joel!" She screamed.
This was too much for Joel; he pushed in as hard as he could - she felt him grunt and shoot his load deep in her. He noticed, but he wasn't sure what to say about it.
"That was amazing Meg!" Joel said. "What got into you?" he added; maybe half knowing the answer.
Meg could hardly say that it was prime African meat that got into her; so, she just gave him a kiss on the forehead and lied: "It was seeing that bulge in your pants, of course!"
"Oh, you saw that." Joel answered, blushing over getting an erection at the sight of his dear wife flirting with his boss.
"I did." She said with a knowing smile.
That little sexcapade was repeated in the car many times. Each time, Meg would insert her fingers while Joel fucked her. Sex took on a whole new dimension for them, and Joel loved it. But for Meg - she wanted more - she had a taste of Bekhi and she wanted him badly.
**************************************************************************
Now, standing in the lift on the way up to the executive floor of Imvula Energy Solutions, Joel tried to shake the feeling. He wasn't sure what Meg had done - if anything. But the way she wanted to have sex now, made him thinks she was capable of more than she let on. There were moments she looked at him like she'd already imagined a different life and hadn't decided whether she missed it or not. When she looked at Bekhi her eyes told a far more powerful story - a story of hunger.
The glass tower of Imvula Energy Solutions rose like a blade above the sprawl of Sandton. On good days, Joel could forget the history buried beneath the pavement. On bad days, it hummed beneath his skin like static. But this morning, it was all crisp light and filtered air as he stepped out of the lift into the executive level--half a minute early, blazer neat, jaw tight.
The receptionist looked up with the flick of mascara-heavy lashes. Blonde, early twenties, legs crossed at the knee with her skirt hitched just a little too high for corporate standards, and a blouse unevenly done at the top. The air around her smelled faintly of coconut and sex. She offered a slow, lip-glossed smile, playing the part of the receptionist - like she knew her job was safe. Joel knew this to be true, he had heard the rumours of how she earnt her bonuses.
"Joel," she said, voice syrupy and bored. "Bheki will see you now."
Joel nodded, not looking long. She was married, he remembered vaguely--husband in IT, or maybe logistics--but then again, Bheki had a way with women, especially the ones who belonged to someone else. He loved sex, hated the mess of emotions, and found other men's wives easier--more discreet, more thrilling. He liked the illusion of boundary, the flavour of betrayal without the fallout - most importantly, he loved the absolute power it had over his employees. He effectively rammed his alpha status down their throats - via their wives cunts.
Joel passed through the heavy glass doors at the end of the hall.
The office was wide, framed by two tall fiddle-leaf figs in iron pots. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped around three sides, offering a panoramic view of Sandton's hard glamour--steel, concrete, money. Persian rugs softened the polished concrete, a long teak conference table sat off to one side, and on the back wall, a line of black-and-white photographs--Zululand landscapes, freedom fighters, jazz musicians, old men with stories in their eyes.
Just off-centre, near the windows, sat a low, dark leather couch--handsome, worn in, slightly too relaxed for the otherwise sharp decor. Joel's eyes skimmed past it without thinking too hard. Rumour was, it had seen things--white wives of employees both bending over and spreading wide, leaving no trace except the vague scent of feminine-musk and power. But in this place, nothing left a trace unless Bheki wanted it to.
And there he was--Bhekizizwe Khumalo--Bekhi to the select few he considered friends, "Sir" to the rest.
He stood behind the desk, a tower of stillness in a black suit, no tie, shirt open at the throat. Broad shoulders. Heavy wrists. That same unshakable calm that made you question if you were the one off-balance.
"Joel," he said, stepping forward and offering a handshake like a verdict. His grip was strong, deliberate, just shy of dominance. "Come. Sit. Have coffee. You take it black, yes?"
"Yes, sir."
He was a tower of a man--well over six feet, broad through the chest and shoulders like an ex-rugby forward who hadn't let the gym go. His dark skin caught the morning light, and the tailoring of his black suit made his prominent shoulders sit wider than his hips, highlighting his immense size was from pure muscle. No tie. Shirt open at the throat. Cufflinks inlaid with Zulu beadwork, subtle and loaded.
There was no need for theatrics. The power in the room wasn't from the furniture.
Joel politely sat. His mug appeared moments later from an assistant who moved like smoke.
They talked solar projects. Numbers, forecasts, a few subtle jabs about budget drift. Joel kept up. Bheki, as always, seemed to be watching two conversations--one on the surface, one unfolding behind Joel's eyes.
Then, just as Joel began to relax, Bheki leaned back and said, "You're married."
Joel blinked. "Yes. Meg. Six years." Bekhi knew this - why was he asking this? Joel pondered.
"She came to that launch party. Red hair - like copper, yes? Sharp cheekbones. She's... different."
Joel felt something tighten in his chest. "She's a salesperson," he said. "Does the big accounts at Firebird Pharma."
"I remember," Bheki said, swirling the coffee in his cup. "She didn't stay long. The kind who reads the room, then disappears when all the phonies come out."
Joel gave a short laugh. "That's Meg. People think she's social, but she's more comfortable watching than performing."
Bheki watched him now, eyes unreadable. "And you? You like performing?"
"I try to deliver."
A pause. Then Bheki leaned forward, elbows on the desk.
"Joel, there's a project coming up in Lusaka. You'd lead the rollout. Direct access to government, budget autonomy. A step up--if you want it."
Joel's mouth went dry. He'd been chasing a role like that for three years. This was it.
"I--of course I'd want that."
"Good." Another pause. "There's one thing I want to talk to you about, before we go further. Off the record. No HR. Just men."
Joel's spine straightened slightly.
"Okay."
Bheki's voice dropped, smooth and slow. "You know how things work here. Not in the manual. Not in the org chart. But the real machine. Every favour has a price. Every promotion has a story."
Joel nodded, wary now. His mind drifting back to the launch party; he wasn't sure he was comfortable where this was going.
"I like you, Joel. You've worked hard. You're clean, you listen, and you know how to wear ambition without stinking of it. But there's something I want in return for this step."
Joel's heart thudded. He was thinking stock options, kickbacks--something grey, but manageable.
Then Bheki said, "I want a night with your wife."
Joel stared.
The silence stretched. The air-conditioning hummed above them.
"Meg," Bheki said again, like her name was a rare wine. "Not now. Not tomorrow. But sometime. No force, no drugs, no cameras. Just presence. I want to know what it's like to be near a woman like that, with her husband's permission."
Joel opened his mouth. No sound came.
"I want to fuck your wife Joel."
"Something already happened at the launch party." Joel stammered.
Bekhi read him, Joel is suspicious something happened - yes. But Bekhi surmised he had no proof.
Joel, shocked, looked blankly back at him. The answer stuck like a claw in his throat. He had to say 'yes', of course - there was no real choice. But Joel sensed Bekhi really wanted Meg, and he might be able to get something extra.
"She can say no," Bheki added. "And you can walk out of this office and keep your current job. No change. But if you want Lusaka..."
Joel stood slowly. "I want Lusaka. And I want your receptionist."
Bekhi smiled. He had not anticipated Joel would have the backbone to ask for such a request. He actually respected him a little for it. But Bekhi did not negotiate - and Joel will need to be taught his place.
Bekhi picked up his phone. "Wendy, come in here." He said deadpan.
Wendy, the receptionist arrived in an instant. "Yes sir?"
"Your husband, Francois, works in IT - right?" He asks her.
"Yes sir." Wendy responds, feeling something might happen.
"Tell Joel what happened before he came in." Wendy eyes darted around the room. Bekhi added: "Be 100% honest."
"I sucked your penis, then we had sex on the couch." Wendy responded shyly.
"Does your husband know?"
"Not about that time, I haven't told him yet." She then adds: "But he knows about us."
Bekhi turned to Joel: "I fucked her in front of her husband many times. My brothers have also joined me in fucking her while her husband watches." Bekhi smiles.
He turns back to Wendy: "Joel wants to fuck you. I haven't decided if I will let him, yet." Wendy just looks at him blankly, waiting for further instruction. "Take your clothes off."
Wendy slowly removes her shirt, and bra. She turns around in a practiced fashion. Her tits are large, creamy, with small erect nipples - Joel licks his lips in anticipation. She then unzips her skirt, and wiggles her hips to make them drop to the floor - Leaving only a see through G-string, with a prominent wet spot. Bekhi nods his head and Wendy drops them to the floor and kicks them across the room. Her pussy is a nice shade of pink, with just a tuft of natural blonde hair; her pussy lips are somewhat swollen; Joel guesses from the earlier fucking she received from Bekhi.
"Go and sit back on the couch and spread your legs wide." Wendy does as instructed.
Joel can't take his eyes off her spread-eagled-snatch, her hole is open, and he can see that Bekhi fucked her raw and did not pull-out.
"Do you think she will enjoy your pink dick after she just had mine?" He looks at Joel carefully, his gaze is strong, his jaw clenched. Then adds: "Did Meg?" There it was. Confirmation. Joel could tell.
"Yes sir." Joel answered, trying not to be intimidated.
"Go and lick her pussy. Make sure she cums." Bekhi instructed.
Joel had never cheated on Meg before, but after his boss just confirmed that she had cheated on him, Joel did not hesitate and dove between Wendy's legs, and began lapping up the cream that stuck to het flaps.
Bekhi claps as Joel furiously licks Wendy's pre-fucked-cunt. "I was going to keep your wife just for my own experience Joel. But since you were so bold, I will have to let my brother's fuck her as well." He unzips his pants and goes beside the lounge and puts his semi-hard dick near Wendy's face. Before he lets her have it he asks her: "Will Joel's wife like fucking me and my brothers?"
"She will love it." Wendy said as she cranes her neck trying to get at Bekhi's big black cock.
He takes his semi-hard dick and slaps Wendy in the face with it. "Will his wife enjoy his dick after she had me and my brothers?"
"No. It won't feel the same." Wendy shudders as Joel's furious licking brings her to climax. When she calms down, Bekhi places his cock into her mouth and feeds it all the way down her throat. It was clear that she had done this many times - as she hums on his completely swallowed shaft making him fully erect, but keeping him in the depths of her throat.
Joel is rock hard from the sight, the smell, and the taste of this well-fucked-cunt; but mostly from the taunting from his boss.
"Thank you for cleaning her for me. Now move aside. You can't fuck her." He withdrew his man meat from Wendy's gullet, strings of her saliva trailed from what Joel guessed to be 10 inches of fat-hard-black-cock.
"Watch closely Joel, watch how much her pussy stretches." Bekhi got between Wendy's legs, lined up his black dick against her pink folds and pushed, going all the way in. It was clear that Wendy was use to his size to able to take him balls deep on the first attempt.
"This is how Meg's cunt stretched for me when I fucked her on the balcony of the launch party. Look Joel." Wendy's vagina was so wide that you could see the inner lips slurping on his engorged shaft. Bekhi withdrew; taking his dick all the way out of Wendy. Her pussy-hole was gaped bigger than any other Joel had witnessed - even in porn.
"This is how Meg's cunt looked when I was done with her Joel. After she orgasmed around my dick." Bekhi looked over at him to see what effect he had on him. He smiled: "But you know this. You felt her stretched pussy hole that night!"
Bekhi slammed himself in Wendy hard, and pumped with long hard stroked all the way in and out until she screamed in orgasm. He then pulled all the way out again - "Look Joel, this is how Meg's pussy was, and will be always from now on."
"How many of my brothers did you fuck at once?" He said to Wendy, teasing her as he rubbed the head of his dick around her vaginal entrance and onto her clit.
"10. Put it in please!" She gasped, as she bucked her hips towards him.
"Do you think Meg like my 10 brothers?" He slipped just the head in, driving her crazy.
"Yes!! Fuck me please!" Bekhi slammed in her and she screamed in climax. He brutally pounded her pussy for the next 15 minutes, making her scream the whole time. Finally, he grunted and pushed in, releasing inside her."
"Meg is mine. You can watch me deflower her ass. Then share her with my brothers." He said to Joel. "You can have Lusaka." He added.
Wendy was about to get off the couch. Bekhi looked over. "Stay there, I am going to let Joel fuck you - he needs to get use to fucking a stretched-out cunt full of my cum."
"Ok." Both Joel and Wendy said in unison.
Joel wasted no time. He got between Wendy's legs and drove his almost busting cock into her swollen, cum-filled-snatch. Despite how big she felt; to Joel she still felt amazing. He fucked her hard and fast, and was surprised to hear her let out little whimpers. Like Meg, she needed to insert 2 fingers into her box to amplify her feeling - which was what Meg always did when he fucked her since the launch party. They both came in unison, Joel adding his load to Bekhi's in Wendy's well used vagina.
"Get dressed and go back to work." Bekhi tells Wendy.
He then turns to Joel. "Tell Meg I will be over very soon. This time we will finish what we started and more."
"Yes, sir." Joel said.
"You are dismissed."
"Lusaka?" Joel asked.
"I will have head of projects email you." He then looked squarely in Joel's eye: "Only after I have had my fat black dick up your wife's tight cunt and ass."
"Ok." Joel could not shake the image from his mind. The image ran on a loop, of her alabaster skin, against the deep ebony skin of Bekhi; her tight perky tits with the strawberry -cream nipples, pressed his against his granite like chest. Her eyes - her piercing blues -widening in fear and excitement as the purple tip of his rock hard, 10-inch shaft busting through the pink folds of her freshly-shaved, tight pussy. She gulped and squealed as he pushed into her womanhood, forever violating the sacred seal of their marriage.
"Of course. And don't be too quick to judge, Joel. Think of it like trade. We all barter what we value most."
Joel walked out with the sound of his pulse in his ears.
***************************************************************************
That evening, Meg was already home when he arrived. She stood in the kitchen, sleeves rolled up, barefoot, her copper bob backlit by the fridge as she reached for wine. She turned and smiled as he walked in, the way she always did when she sensed the world had tried to bend him.
"Big day?" she asked.
He swallowed. "You could say that."
And just for a second, she tilted her head, eyes narrowing. That sharp, piercing blue gaze--so often mistaken for innocence. She knew something had changed. She didn't ask. Not yet.
But she would.
To be continued...
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Part Two
That evening, Meg was already home when he arrived.
She stood barefoot in the kitchen, sleeves rolled up, one hip tilted lazily against the counter. The fridge light caught the edges of her copper bob, casting a faint gold halo over her pale, freckled skin. She wore one of his old shirts, sleeves pushed high on her arms, and had just pulled a bottle of wine from the shelf--Pinot, probably. She liked the subtle ones.
Joel took a moment in the doorway. Just long enough to remind himself that this was still his life. His kitchen. His wife.
"Big day?" she asked, her voice light.
He swallowed. "You could say that."
And just for a second, she tilted her head, eyes narrowing. That sharp, piercing blue gaze--so often mistaken for innocence. She was intuitive like that. She didn't move, didn't push, didn't press. But she knew something had shifted. That the floor beneath their routines had tilted a little, and Joel was walking differently on it.
She didn't ask. Not yet.
But she would.



They'd been married six years. No children. No explosions. Their love had the quiet gravity of shared space and worn-in habits. Sex use to be monotonous, basic missionary on a Sunday morning, both of them with their top half clothed, and wearing socks. It was familiar, gentle, and predictable. Meg gave herself to him because she liked him. But somewhere along the line, Meg had become something that shimmered just beyond his reach.
Things changed since that time with Bekhi on the balcony at the launch party - just thinking about it makes her pussy throb, and drench her G-String. She was on the balcony alone, with a glass of wine, hoping Bekhi had seen her exit the party and follow her; she had no idea why, but her intuition told her that something amazing was about to happen. Bekhi took the bait and followed her; she was his favourite flavour: The forbidden fruit of marriage. Meg felt his hands on her, she knew she should resist, but his presence was powerful - it was irresistible. He took her absence of a 'no' as a 'yes'; her stillness as compliance. In the silence of the balcony, amidst the busy-ness of the launch party; Bekhi bent her over the balustrade, pushed her G-string aside, and pushed his big, black, cock into her married pussy - she felt him in depths she never knew possible. She felt his desire pulsate through his shaft as he buried it in her over and over again; making her cum so hard that her body shook. Then as guests spilt out, it was over, before he could finish, before Meg could have more. Leaving a gaping hole that needed to be filled - an aching thirst that both desired to quench.
Since that night, sex with Joel has been reinvigorated. Meg has the vision of Bekhi in her mind as Joel enters her body. They do it in the car, where there is a chance to be caught, just like on the balcony of the launch party. After Joel enters her, she inserts 2 fingers into her vagina, that she drives in and out of her with the same rhythm of Joel's thrusts - so she can feel the girth of Bekhi's massive dick, as Joel ploughs his into her. She imagines Bekhi's powerful hands holding her hips, as he moves in and out of her - taking sex with her husband to a whole new plateau.
And today, Joel had been made an offer. Meg could feel it. This could be the change they have both been waiting for. The change they both need.
Bhekizizwe Khumalo--Bheki to those with the courage to use it--had extended an unspoken, razor-sharp proposition. The kind that arrived dressed in silk and power. The kind that didn't need words to change the course of a man's life.
Your career for your wife.
Joel hadn't said yes. Not yet.
But he also hadn't said no.
And now here she was--his wife. Meg. With her ice-blue eyes and the kind of quiet that could strip a man bare. The same woman who'd worn that green dress three weeks ago. The one that haunted Bheki's gaze. The one that haunted Joel's memory even more--because he'd seen her body respond to another man's presence. Not in betrayal. In awakening.
She poured two glasses, slid one toward him without comment.
He took it. Nodded thanks. Tried not to stare too long at the curve of her legs beneath the shirt. Tried not to imagine what Bheki had done to her on the balcony--the information he had just learned about, but in his heart, he knew to be true all along.
She leaned against the counter again. Watching him now, not unkindly. But carefully. Meg could tell that something shifted in him today. It wasn't a small change - and she had to know what it was and if there would be any repercussions.
"Anything I should know?" she asked, swirling her glass, voice still soft. Still giving him room. Her eyes were on him though, he probably would not notice, but she was scanning him for any hint of information, or lack thereof.
He hesitated. Then shook his head. Joel knew he had to hold his cards close to his chest. With Meg, he was a bad poker player his body language always gave it all away.
"Nothing urgent," he said. He wasn't technically lying - there was no time frame. But the stakes were high - his boss had fucked his wife at the launch party; and now he was offering a career defining promotion so he could sleep with her again. The thing was though, Joel did not think he only wanted a single night - he wanted to fuck her with the same freedom as he did Wendy. Maybe the trade was worth it - he loved Meg, but his career needed this, and the idea of them together made him harder than a rock.
The other question was would Meg want this? He felt yes. She changed that night, changed for the better; and their love had grown deeper than ever due to that experience.
She took a sip. Let the silence stretch. That was Meg's power--she let silences expand until they filled the room, and if you weren't strong enough to hold your shape inside them, they told her everything she needed to know.
Outside, the sky deepened to indigo. Inside, something unspoken shifted again--closer now. Pressing at the edges. She turned to the sink, back to him now. Her voice almost casual.
"You were with Bheki today."
It wasn't a question.
He paused mid-sip. "Yeah."
Another beat.
"He still watching me?" she asked.
Joel let out a slow breath. "He never stopped."
And for the first time, she didn't deflect. Didn't joke.
She just stood there, glass in hand, her reflection faint in the dark window, and said nothing at all.
Meg turned from the sink slowly, glass still in hand, blue eyes narrowed--not with anger, but with precision. She was reading him now, the way she read doctors who lowballed her commissions. Calm. Sharp. Dangerous when underestimated.
Joel cleared his throat. "There's something you should know."
She didn't speak, just lifted an eyebrow.
He took another sip. Then set the glass down.
"Bheki... he made me an offer."
Still nothing. Her gaze sharpened a millimetre, but her face stayed still. She could have been waiting for the weather report.
He let the next part out slower. "He said... if I let him have one night with you--just one--he'd give me a career defining project."
The silence thickened. The fridge hummed. Somewhere outside, a dog barked once and stopped.
Meg blinked. Once. Then smiled--but it wasn't the right smile. Not the kind you wear when you're outraged. Not even when you're confused. It was too careful. Too rehearsed. It was a knowing smile.
She laughed lightly. "He said that?"
Joel nodded. "Word for word? No. But it didn't need to be."
She tilted her head. "And what did you say?"
"I didn't say anything."
"Not yet, you mean."
He looked at her. "Meg--"
"No," she cut in. "Let me get this straight. Your boss--your very powerful, very married-women-loving boss--wants to sleep with your wife... and he's offering you a promotion to let him?"
Joel didn't answer.
She gave a little scoff. "Jesus."
But she didn't look offended.
She looked interested.
She walked to the table, sat down slowly, crossed one leg over the other. The shirt rode up just a little on her thigh, and she didn't pull it down. Her eyes were on Joel now, but her mind was elsewhere.
He watched her. "You're not shocked."
"I'm not stupid," she said. "I saw how he looked at me at the launch. And I saw how you looked at him looking at me."
Joel didn't deny it.
She sipped her wine again. Her tongue touched her lip before she spoke.
"And just hypothetically--what happens if I say yes?"
Joel ran a hand through his hair. "I don't know."
"Yes, you do," she said. "You've imagined it."
He didn't speak. He didn't need to.
Instead, he looked down into his glass for a beat too long. Then:
"I know something happened between you two already," he said. Not angry. Not accusing. Just... certain.
Meg stilled.
"At the launch," he added, quietly. "Out on the terrace."
She didn't deny it. Didn't play dumb.
He looked up and met her eyes. "You were different when you came back inside. You looked like someone who'd just remembered what her body was for."
Her breath caught--but only just.
"I didn't want to believe it," he said. "But I did. I saw it all over you." He didn't want to tell the truth - that it was Bekhi who confirmed it.
She looked away. Not ashamed; just aware. A moment passed.
"I didn't plan that," she said, finally.
"No," he said. "But you didn't stop it either."
She smiled again. This one different... a flicker of excitement sliding beneath the surface of her restraint.
Joel walked over - confidently - a swagger that Meg had never seen before. He put his wine on the counter; stood really close to her; so close she could smell his breath. He placed his hand on her upper thigh, tracing the inside of her leg, until he came to the side elastic of her panties; already, he could feel the heat from her excited pussy. He placed his hand under her panties and ran his hands through her cunt-lips, she gasped at his audacity.
"The thought of my boss fucking you has made you soaking wet." He said with a smarmy grin.
He massages her clit and pulls her hair. Meg gasps, reacting to his touch. Her heart quickens as blood rushes to her loins. Joel nibbles her ear and she orgasms, in a loud exhale, and with such ferocity that she would have fallen to the ground if Joel was not there to catch her.
Joel spins her around and pushes over the bench, making her hemline ride up. He releases his throbbing manhood from his pants, while pulling her panties to the side; exposing her saturated snatch. Her velvet drapes were already open in anticipation. He enters her hard, forcing her body to jolt.
"Is this how he fucked you at the party?" He said, with his cock buried to the hilt in her pussy.
"Yes. Exactly like this." She cooed back, as she bucks back toward him to get him to pump her. "But only deeper." She added to get him to fire up more.
Joel pulled his cock completely out of her cunt, causing it to make a 'slurping sound' then rams it back in. He grabs her hair and pulls her head up as he gives her some hard, sharp, pumps - hitting the spot as she moans in release.
"You like big back cock?" He said as he pushes in harder.
"Yes. I loooooooove it." She says. Too deep in her zone to properly answer.
"Good. Because I lied - he wants you more than once. And I am going to let him have you." As Joel said this it really sparked his excitement and he started ramming in and out of her faster and harder. He was going to let his wife fuck his large, black, powerful boss - and it turned him on!
Meg raised her hips to give him better access, her nipples rubbed against the cold granite counter top, exciting her as orgasm-after-orgasm rolled over her.
"You want that don't you." He grunted. "You want to be fucked over and over again to help my career."
"Yassssssss." As Meg affirmed; Joel gave a mighty push, hitting her as deep as he was able; releasing his seed into the intimate folds of his wife.
He pulls out and grabs his glass of wine. He thought to himself: Two different women in one day - not bad. He smiles and takes a sip, admiring Meg as he watched her clean his seed off her inner thighs.
And then--three short knocks at the door.
Sharp. Clean. Like a decision already made.
Joel froze.
Meg stood, slow and deliberate, smoothing the hem of her shirt. She walked past him without meeting his eyes, and for a moment he thought she wasn't going to open it.
But she did.
Bheki stood there. Tall, composed, dark suit with no tie, the cool night air catching at the open collar of his shirt. He didn't speak immediately. Just looked at her like the answer had already been given, and all that remained was the performance.
Joel stood behind her, silent.
Meg's voice was calm. "Bekhi?" She was genuinely surprised
Bheki's mouth curved. "I find it... useful to arrive before the moment turns cold." He gives Joel a knowing look
She stepped back.
And just like that, she let him in.
Bheki's shoes made no sound on the polished floorboards. He walked in like he'd done it before -- not in this room, but in other people's lives. He glanced at the wine glass in Joel's hand. Then at the faint flush still on Meg's cheeks. He smiled. Not smug -- assessing.
"Interrupt something?" he asked.
Joel didn't answer. Just sipped his wine and gave a slight shake of his head. Not no. Not yes.
Just... not yours to ask.
Meg shut the door behind them, slowly. Her hand lingered on the frame before she turned back around. There was a trace of Joel still between her thighs; the slightest gleam she hadn't wiped away. Bheki saw it.
And that -- that -- was when it shifted.
His eyes darkened.
Meg saw it too.
Joel spoke first. "You're early."
"I'm thorough," Bheki replied. "I like to know what I'm walking into."
Meg exhaled a small, excited sound she tried to hide in a smile. But it broke through anyway. She was aware of her body now in a different way; not just post-climax, not just pre-performance -- but present. Studied. Held between two men, both of whom had already had her. And both of whom knew the other had.
She walked to the sideboard and poured a third glass.
"Cabernet?" she asked, voice light, throat dry.
Bheki took it from her hand. Their fingers touched, lingered longer than necessary. Joel watched it all.
"Shall we set some rules?" Joel said, finally. Quiet. Low. Steady.
Meg turned slowly.
Bheki tilted his head. "Is that what this is? A game with rules?"
Joel looked at Meg, not Bheki. "I want to hear her say it."
Meg's throat tightened.
The silence was thick now. Erotic. Tense. Electric.
She met Joel's eyes, holding them. "I want this."
"Say what you mean," Joel said.
She took a breath. Her pulse flickered in her neck.
"I want to be taken by him. While you watch."
Bekhi's eyes widened. This is what he planned, but he did not expect Meg to want this. If he was going to give Joel the opportunity he had not truly earned through merit, then he was going to make him earn in it another way. Yes, Joel could do the project - no real question; but he was jumping the queue to get this. To Bekhi, this was an unbalanced transaction, and that needed to be remedied.
"I want Joel to watch." Bekhi said, his eyes panning between the married couple in his cross-hairs.
Joel blinked once. Slowly. Then nodded.
No further discussion.
Bheki stepped closer to Meg. He brushed a hand against her hip, possessive and slow. Joel didn't move; but a vein twitch in his temple, saw the slight shift of his stance, how tight he held the stem of his wine glass. He moved in to kiss her, his incredible size meant that he had to bend down slightly.
Meg stood on her tippy-toes to meet his lips; as his tongue intertwined with hers, she had this overwhelming feeling of desire; as if her entire life-force drained downward and pooled into her vagina.
Bekhi lifted her onto the bench, her legs naturally parted. As he kissed her gently, he massaged her breast through the old shirt of Joel's she was wearing. He moved to her nipple where he concentrated a gentle but firm tweaking motion, make her moan softly through their kiss. His large fingers rubbed her inner thighs, making way to her aching cunt - that was just dying for attention.
As she felt his large black fingers pull the elastic aside in her G-String, her body shuddered. She could tell he knew what he was doing, finding his way between her pussy-lips to obtain some of her juices, before gently rubbing her clit in a figure-eight motion.
The feeling was so intense that she could barely kiss him back. Bekhi broke their kiss to gently nibble her ear lobes, making Meg exhale in sharp bursts, before squealing in bliss. He slipped his first finger into her vagina - Meg could not help but to hump against his probing finger, which expertly knew how to curl the tip so that it hit the concentration of nerve endings sitting just inside her entrance.
He could feel her cunt contract as she orgasmed on his hand, sending out a flood of juices. Bekhi stuck a second then a third finger in; this time it wasn't purely about pleasing her, it was more about letting her feel stretched and preparing her to take his large black cock deep into her fleshy folds.
With his second hand, he placed 1 finger in to join the other 3, to obtain some juices. Meg's eyes widened at first, but when Bekhi kissed her, she relaxed into it. He wanted to test her, as he looked over at Joel, he removed the single finger and placed it against her back entrance. She tensed up at first.
He looks over at Joel: "She is more appreciative than Wendy!" This time he left Meg to draw her own conclusions. He was satisfied when he felt her body tense at his words. He wanted her to feel aggrieved at Joel, so she would be more giving to him.
Meg shuffled forward against his fingers. He took this as a sign to slide a single finger into her backdoor. Both her cunt muscles and anal sphincter tensed around his finger. He needed her to relax.
"I have 3 fingers in your wife pussy Joel, and 1 finger in her ass. I can tell she wants you to see this."
"Do you want him to look?"
"Yes." She says with a high degree of certainty, and a hint of disdain.
Joel had never been there. He was jealous, he knew she was a virgin back there and he had tried many times to bust open her rose bud, but she would never let him near it. Now, his boss is knuckle deep in there.
As she relaxed and allowed him to move in and out of her, in no time her breathing quickened; little moans escaped her mouth and she started grinding her hips toward him, encouraging a deep penetration of both her holes. He breaks off her kiss and gently removes his fingers. He pulls her off the bench and turns her around, bending her over.
Bekhi removes her undies with a single ripping motions. "Come watch Joel."
Joel gulps down his drink and does as instructed. Bekhi places 2 fingers against Meg's rosebud. "Spit on it Joel. I need lube to make it feel good for her."
Joel spits on Meg's back chute, and Bekhi begins to push his fingers in. With his free hand he massages her clit, to help release the tension. She quickly got use to his size and he began thrusting in and out of her; slowly at first, until he saw the muscles in her back relax; then he increased the speed.



"I am going to keep doing this until I give your wife her first anal orgasm." He smiles at Joel. "Have you ever made her cum like this?"
"No." Joel says. Meg, still reeling about Wendy, notes the disappointment in his voice - driving her to get the most from Beki's probing digits.
Meg makes guttural noises as he drives his fingers in and out of her ever-widening back passage; with each thrust her body rocks against the granite top in a forward and back motion. She was loving the feeling of the coldness of the counter top on her swollen nipples, vs the rapid heat that was spreading through her loins. Then it happened!
"Uggghhhhhhh!" Meg squealed. Giving Bekhi the supreme gift of being her first.
Bekhi removed his fingers from her ass and her pulsating pussy; she wanted him so bad that you could actually see the throb in her clit. He gently lifts her off the counter and turns her to face him.
Meg's breath hitched. He placed his hands on her shoulders, gently pushing her down. She obediently got on her knees, her eyes in line with his belt-buckle. Bekhi slowly releases his belt and unzips his pants, stepping out of them, now naked from the waist down. His large, black, penis, semi-hard, unfurling before their eyes.
Meg takes the purple head between her lips and uses her tongue to swirl around the smooth helmet. Bekhi gasps as flicking tongue sends jolts through his body, making his semi-hardness turn into black-steel.
"She is very good! Better than what Wendy could do - don't you think Joel?" Meg's eyes shoot at Joel, piercing, knowing, but it will have to wait until later.
Bekhi saw her look. He created the tension he needed. She will want revenge, and she will use Bekhi to get it. Having a wife suck his dick in front of her husband, was already sweet enough - but having her use him for revenge sex in front of her husband will take the experience from the stratosphere to the exosphere.
Bekhi, places his hands on either side of her head and gently coaxes her to take him in deeper. Meg looks at Joel again, this time with more venom, as she opens her mouth wider to take the black cock pursed at her lips toward her throat. Joel is both excited and jealous - she never sucked his dick; now hear she was almost choking on a monster.
She withdraws the shaft from her mouth and runs her tongue over the bulbous penis-head and greedily licks the pre-cum that had formed around the eye; she looks over at Joel and smiles, as she spreads his juices around her lips. Bekhi saw the look, and it caused a jolt of excitement; momentarily losing control to this hot little wife that was worshipping his dick.
Meg loves the tease, delivering desire but at the same time holding back with little pauses; having the effect of building his lust, and stoking the fire in his balls, forcing him to want her. She then runs her tongue down the length of his shaft and kisses his wrinkled ball sack, before licking and slurping on this erogenous area. This time she makes eye contact at Joel - who's bulge is ready to explode through his zipper.
"Are you enjoying the show? Do you like seeing my sweet mouth around this huge cock?" She taunts.
"Yes." There was apprehension in his voice, a little jealousy even. He loved what he saw, but couldn't understand why he never received this treatment.
Bekhi, now very excited, holds her by the hair and pushes his prime Zulu meat to the back of her throat, slowly withdrawing it and then pushing it all the way in with great intent, making her gag and splutter. This feeling was too intense, and he knew he was going to cum if he didn't change positions. As much as he wanted to see this hot little red-headed house wife swallow his cum; he wanted to stretch that pussy out first - he wanted her husband to see how wide that hole could become.
He gently cups her jaw in his massive hand, indicating he wanted her to stop: "Let's show Joel how beautiful you were for me at the launch party."
Meg's skin is milky white, her nipples are pert and full - a delicious dark pink that pops on her supple white mammary glands. Her pussy had a tuft of red hair, sitting above gorgeous pink lips - that were swollen and glistening from her being fingered by Bekhi, and from having his massive black cock in her mouth. Meg was an exotic beauty, even for someone like Bekhi, who had bedded many women from all different creeds.
"Bend over the counter."
Joel hadn't moved from the chair. He sat with the glass of wine untouched now, held in his lap like an ornament. His eyes were fixed, but not frozen, tracking everything. Every brush of skin. Every shift in breath. Every sound Meg made when touched by another man.
It was like being strapped to a chair with his nerves wired directly into the scene.
He had imagined this. Fantasised, even. In theory, it had been thrilling; something raw and primal, the kind of act that only happened in porn scenes. He thought he could control it. Thought watching her like this would make him feel powerful. Liberated.
Instead, it scared him.
She had tilted her head back. Eyes half-lidded. Lips parted.
That wasn't a performance. That was real.
Joel's jaw clenched.
It was Bekhi's hands on her now. Bekhi's voice in her ear. Bekhi's fingers that slid down her spine and made her shudder. And Joel could see it -- see how Meg responded. Not just physically. Emotionally. Something in her softened, bloomed, opened in a way he hadn't seen in months. Maybe years.
And that -- that -- was the part that gutted him.
He wanted to look away. But couldn't.
A surge of jealousy punched through his gut like a blunt fist. He hated the ease with which Bheki touched her. Hated how Meg arched into it. How she offered herself up with something more than consent -- with hunger. And he hated, more than anything, that it turned him on.
God help him -- he was hard.
Watching his wife come alive under another man made him feel like a voyeur. Like a fool. Like a god. He wanted to storm across the room, tear her away, remind her whose name she wore, whose ring was on her finger.
But deeper still; he wanted to see how far she would go.
To see the edge of her limits, and maybe, if he was honest -- to find the edge of his own.
A part of him hoped she'd glance back. That she'd reach for him. That her eyes would ask permission or at least offer reassurance.
But she didn't.
She was elsewhere now -- lost in Bheki's orbit. And Joel, for the first time in a long time, was on the outside looking in.
And it hurt.
And it thrilled him.
And it changed something he would never fully be able to explain.
Bekhi smiled as he lined his fat dick against Meg's married pink folds. He looks over at Joel, as the purple head of his monster entered his employee's wife's sacred garden. Bekhi had what he wanted, he was experiencing his true passion; that hallowed moment when he first enters a married woman's cunt in front of her husband. That look in the husband's eyes, when they know there is no going back, like a glass that has shattered on the floor, the change had happened and it was permanent. Joel's look fed Bekhi - more than the hot, sweet wetness of the married pussy wrapped the head of his cock- the look of defeat in the spouse's eyes was way more thrilling and way more sustaining.
"I am in your wife's pussy Joel! Shall I push in?" He doesn't wait for an answer; he begins feeding her hungry vagina inch-by-inch with his veiny man meat.
Meg shuddered, as she felt his girth stretch her inner walls - despite the sex with Joel, and the earlier fingering, she could barely take him. He was hitting depths of her womanhood That Joel could not reach; and he was only half in her.
Bekhi felt her apprehensive, so he eased out a little before pushing back in again; Meg moaned and groaned at the intensity of where pain ends and pleasure begins. Bekhi pushes all the way in, he can feel her cervix straining against the eye of his penis; he can see her ribs flare as she takes in breaths to help her adapt to the massive weapon pushing the limits of her pussy's elasticity.
Slowly he withdraws. Meg's juices glisten on his retreating shaft; the head of his cock comes out of her flaps with a 'pop'. He pushes back in, she bites her lip at the beautiful sting it caused. He pushes in faster this time, easily taking back the ground he previously broke. When he smashes against her uterus she screams in orgasm. Meg arches her back and splays her fingers on the bench; he immediately recognises this as a sign of surrender.
"You want the Lukhasa project role?" Bekhi says as he withdraws his man meat from the aching cunt beneath him.
"Yes." Joel answers.
"You shouldn't have asked to have Wendy." Now fully out of her stretched box.
Meg shoots a look at Joel. There was venom there. She knows he betrayed her. He will have to pay for that.
"Come over here." Bekhi says to Joel.
Joel comes over and immediately sees how wide her hole is after just a short time with Bekhi. He thought to himself: 'no wonder she needed to put her fingers in her pussy when I fucked her after the launch party.'
"You really want the Lukhasa project?" Bekhi rubs his glistening rod up and down Meg's stretched slit, before putting the eye against her backdoor.
"Spit on her hole for me."
"No. I have not even had anal sex with her. You can't have that." Joel says sternly.
"Meg, can I fuck you in your ass?" Bekhi asks.
"Yes. You can." Meg saw her opportunity to get back at her cheating husband. How dare he fuck another woman!
"This is happening. So, if you want Lukhasa project, then spit on her hole for me." Bekhi smiles a smile so wide that you could see his back teeth.
Joel knew he could not over power Bekhi, he knew his wife was going to be deflowered in front of him no matter what; so, he surrendered and spat on his wife's puckering backdoor.
Bekhi pushes his dick against the opening of her rosebud, as Meg tries to relax and prepare herself to be fucked there for the first time - why did she have to choose the biggest penis she had ever seen to be her first - she asked herself. The early fingering and orgasm makes it easier for the Zulu stud to enter her, pushing only until his head broke through her sphincter; and then he waited for her to relax. When she felt the head of her husband's boss's cock push through her tight entrance there was a sharp pain, she could not help but react with a yelp.
Slowly, he makes his way up her rear chute; he had her well prepared, so she was more accommodating and was able to relax faster than a usual virgin. Bekhi was 3/4 in before resting, he reached around and rubbed her clit, until she came, improving the sensation for her. When he felt her relax he pushed in slowly until he was balls deep, before resting again.
"Your wife's ass so tight. How does it feel to watch that?" Bekhi taunted.
"Hard." Was all Joel could murmur. The regret of not being the first to share this experience with his wife hurt him; it was painful to the point that he found this part hard to watch. Meg will always remember this as her first experience; there will always be a bond between them now.
Bekhi turned to his prize: "Push back on me." Meg pushed back, allowing him to feel a little bit more of her, before slowly pulling his thick black cock back out of her. Meg moaned in pleasure as he slowly retracted.
The moment she felt him slip the first finger into her earlier, she knew than that she would be getting fucked in the ass for the first time tonight. She pushed back on Bekhi as instructed, helping him delve deeper into her guts; his hands pinched her hips as he gripped her tight to maintain the forward momentum into her. Meg finally felt his balls rest against her pussy hole, as he finally bottomed out, she did her best to relax, while at the same time focus on her own pleasure; as she reached around to rub her clit. She had adjusted to Bekhi's size and was ready for him to screw her.
He felt she was ready to be fucked so he started pumping soft, shallow, strokes in and out of her gorgeous creamy-skinned, rear-end. As his strokes got longer and harder, Meg moaned, as she relaxed and the sensation grew pleasant.
Bekhi was only gentle until he felt her change, and start to really like it; when he saw this, he wanted to fuck her ass hard. This was painful again for Meg, while the earlier fingering made her ready at the opening of her backdoor; her deeper chute was still adjusting to the girth of the black stud's man meat. Beki adjusted his rhythm until he saw the muscles in her back relax again, before pushing in harder.
Bekhi was taking long, slow strokes, hitting her deep so his balls swung through with a force that hit her clit; then he would withdraw to the point where just the head of his dick was inside her sphincter. As he would slam himself back into her, she would give a muffled yelp into the counter top. She had no choice but to relax and take the rough fucking delivered by her husband's boss.
"Come over here and look at this." Bekhi motions for Joel to come over. Bekhi withdrew his cock completely from her ass, leaving her rosebud a gaping hole. Joel could not believe his eyes! Was it gonna go back to normal? He naively asked himself.
"Now spit on it!"
Joel did not argue and spat directly into the hole. He watched with jealousy as Bekhi shoved his prick in there with great force and speed, making his massive length disappear in a second. He smiled that massive smile at Joel again; then he pulled out all the way again showing off the gaping hole he had made in his wife's broken-in-butt.
Meg started bucking against him, the feeling sparked something in her; she was making the same guttural groans she made when she started to enjoy the feeling of him fingering her ass to orgasm earlier. It wasn't long before she was spasming in ecstasy.
Bekhi pulled out to show Joel her stretched-out hole again. He smiled and then drove in her really hard making her hole body vibrate across the counter top. He pounded her with such speed and power, with each thrust coming all the way out, and going balls deep each time. She screamed in pure, carnal joy; her orgasms came so frequently that they rolled into almost a continual tsunami of pleasure. This must have excited him, because on the last repeat of the gape, he blew his load into the entrance, before shoving himself in, for one last pump.
Joel thought that once they disentangled their sweaty bodies, that would be it. Bekhi would go home.
Instead Bekhi picked her up in his arms and said: "You sleep out here tonight you can't watch anymore tonight. I am going to make love to your wife all night, and I want you to imagine how I'll be doing it." Meg put her arms around his neck.
Joel's jaw tightened, but he didn't move. Bekhi's grin was lazy, almost taunting, as he carried Meg toward the bedroom. She glanced over Bekhi's shoulder, eyes locking with Joel's for the briefest moment... a look Joel couldn't decipher, somewhere between challenge and invitation.
The door closed behind them with a soft click. Joel stood frozen, the weight of the humid night pressing in. Somewhere beyond the thin walls, Meg's laughter, turned into low breathless screams, to loud moaning with the bed bashing against the wall.
So far today, he has had sex twice with Wendy, and once with Meg. How much longer can he truly last? Joel asked himself as he poured another wine.
He soon got his answer when he could hear them throughout the night; going at it, again and again like wild animals. Each time it started, Joel told himself to block it out, to pour another drink, to not be jealous that he wasn't in there with them. But it was the deal he had made for the Lukhasa project, and now he had to live with it; because Meg certainly was enjoying it.
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Prelude of Part 1
It hadn't been that long ago; just hours; since they'd walked through the doors of the River Inn, a naive white-collar couple playing dress-up in leather and denim. Travis, the nerdy accountant chasing a fantasy of rebellion; Nicole, the pretty housewife with strawberry-blonde hair and a body she barely knew how to wield. She'd spent years suppressing every dirty thought, every wild instinct, until something cracked...and she agreed to this one night where they go to a different bar, where Travis could ogle motocycles.
What they didn't expect was how quickly the night would spiral: Nicole, drugged by tequila, was pulled into the world of the biker, Bluey, and his Outlaw brothers: fucked, used, and displayed like a prize. Travis watched, paralysed, as his wife was forced to deep throat the red-headed outlaw, then screwed slow and hard by the brute on top of her; as she was taken from him piece by piece. In Part One, they learned what happens when curiosity crosses into territory owned by men who ride bikes and women into the ground.
Now in Part 2.... They are running for their lives.
Nicole's fingers tightened around Travis's wrist. They stayed frozen as the bikers lingered, muttering, boots scuffing against gravel. Then, slowly, one by one, they disappeared into the bar.
Travis nudged her. "Now."
They moved carefully, slipping back toward the road. They ran until their lungs burned, the sound of gravel crunching beneath their feet swallowed by the heavy dark. The highway was a black ribbon stretching into nowhere, broken only by the occasional flicker of distant light. Behind them, the bar shrank into a speck, the laughter of the bikers still echoing in Nicole's skull like a taunt. She could still feel their rough hands holding her in place; their man meat forcing their way into her married pussy; the weight of their bodies pinning her down as they thrust inside her. She felt something... an excitement like never before, an awakening of sexual energy that exploded into an orgasm that took her to a place outside of herself; she felt a feeling, a place she did not know was possible. If Travis had not have rescued her, the gang would still be on top of her, inside her, filling her with their baby batter; and she cannot honestly answer if she would have fought them off or laid there and let them rearrange her guts.
They continued. Every car that passed was a blur of speed and indifference. No one stopped. No one even slowed. Nicole's legs trembled, her pulse loud in her ears. Beside her, Travis kept scanning the horizon, every muscle tight, ready to snap.
They moved carefully, slipping back toward the road. A single streetlight flickered in the distance, casting long shadows.
"We can't keep walking," she whispered, breath fogging in the cold air. "They'll find us."
He didn't answer. Just clenched his jaw and kept moving.
Then hope. A truck crested the hill behind them, headlights cutting through the dark like a searchlight. Nicole froze, unsure as to what her exposed cunt would invite from a truck driver. But Travis stepped forward without hesitation, hand raised, not as a plea; but a command.
The engine roared as the driver shifted gears. The rig slowed, brakes hissing, and the lights of the trucks highlighted the vulnerability of the couple. It came to a stop with a shudder, headlights throwing long shadows across the road. The door creaked open, and a man leaned out.
He had rugged good looks, with crease-cut eyes beneath a trucker cap, grey beard like steel wool, a face with the character of a man who had many bar room brawls. His flannel shirt hung open over a sweat-stained tee, the collar stretched, a few buttons missing. Grease marked the knees of his jeans, and his boots were scuffed to hell.
"Need a ride?" he asked, voice gravelly from too many cigarettes and cheap bourbon.
Travis exchanged a look with Nicole before nodding. "Yeah, just to the next town."
The driver smirked. "Well, climb on in. Name's Ray."
Travis offered a hand as he hauled himself into the cab. "Travis. This's Nicole."
Ray nodded at Nicole, gaze lingering on her naked lower half of her body. "Pretty name," he said. "Pretty girl."
They climbed into the cab, the warmth of the heater a welcomed comfort. Nicole settled into the passenger seat, her adrenaline sobering her up. Ray glanced at her, his grin widening just a little too much.
"You two look like you been runnin' from trouble," he said sarcastically, looking down at Nicole's exposed pussy as he shifted gears.
Nicole forced a tight smile. "Something like that." The truck rolled forward, the road stretching out before them.
The driver's eyes flicked to her again: "Lucky for you, I always stop for pretty girls. I'd hate to see Otto and the boys catch up with you." The way he said it sent a cold sliver of fear down Nicole's spine.
She suddenly wasn't sure they had escaped anything at all.
The cabin was cramped and smelled of engine grease, old coffee, and sweat baked into the vinyl seats. A CB radio crackled overhead. Trash littered the dash; candy wrappers, a crushed cigarette pack, a faded photo of a woman taped near the windshield, her eyes scratched out with pen.
Behind them, the sleeping section yawned open like a mouth; narrow and cluttered. A grimy mattress lay in the alcove, sheets tangled, a half-empty bottle of Jack Daniel's wedged into one corner, and a crusted rag hanging from the reading light. The curtain that should've offered privacy was ripped off its rail, dangling limp.
The driver glanced back at it as he spoke again, voice thicker, heavier.
"Lucky I got to you when I did". His voice slow and deliberate. "If I didn't, you would have Outlaw after Outlaw climbing onto your hot little body and tearing up your sweet pussy as like you were a common whore."
Nicole felt it like a blade across her spine. He wasn't just saying names now; he was uncoiling a plan.
The driver nodded toward the sleeper: "Could always pull over. Let you get some rest." His grin widened, eyes locking onto Nicole. "It's cozy back there. Warm. Private."
Travis shifted beside her, jaw clenched. Nicole didn't move, didn't blink. Just stared straight ahead.
"You know Otto?" Travis asked, trying to steady the moment.
Ray chuckled: "Know him well enough. And I know what he likes. Pretty, innocent, girlfriends and wives, with clean, tight cunts."
Travis just gulps. "She isn't like that."
Ray smiles: "I know, that is why he wants her. To fuck her in front of you, and then make you watch as the whole gang runs a train on her."
This made Nicole blush and shift a little in her seat. The dirty talk about her being used stirred something inside her; it was making her hot and wet. The Trucker noticed.
"He has been on the radio asking us truckers to keep an eye out for you." He places his hand on her knee. "You know if he catches you, the whole gang will take a ride on that hot cunt of yours." He smacks his lips and then looks down at her naked pussy... and probably your ass to." He smirks an evil smirk as he reminds her of her fate again.
"You aren't gonna let that happen, right?" Travis asks, the tremor in his voice highlighted his fear.
He flicked his thumb toward the sleeper again: " I'm a reasonable guy. You make it worth my time..." His gaze crawled back to Nicole. "...I make sure they never hear of you."
Nicole felt the press of his stare like oil on her skin. The truck cabin shrank around her.
She shifted slightly, she felt he had her over the barrel. If Travis tries to intervene then he will call The Outlaw biker gang; and that means that she will be fucked, over and over again by the whole gang. They will be pissed off because she escaped, so it could be a whole lot worse than what it would have been if she stayed and let them gang bang her.
Even though she was drunk at the time, she was still lucid enough to know that once Bluey screwed her, the rest of them would be all of over. Actually, the tipping point was when she submitted to Bluey, and found that she had the experience of her life, it was the first time she had ever had an orgasm, and that feeling made her wanted more. Maybe it was her drunk state, maybe she was still scared, or perhaps even post orgasm bliss; but when Bluey shot his load into her pussy, she wanted more, she even imagined herself with the gang; in fact, she didn't even try to stop the Prospect from taking his turn; she just opened wide and let him in.
Travis was not planning on being sent back to the gang. He will be bashed for what he did to that prospect. For Nicole he had visions of what he saw in that bathroom; that young girl, no older than 19, with 2 biker's dicks stretching out her cunt, with a third cock shoved so far down her throat that all he could see was the biker's balls sitting on her chin and slobber hanging from her mouth in long threads as they reached the filthy floor. What's worse was there was a long line of bikers ready to fuck her next. As hard as he got seeing that scene, he couldn't allow it to happen to Nicole. She wasn't that type of girl.
She looked at the empty bottle, she calculated if she could reach it and hit him with it, before he could stop her. There was no chance.
She smiled at him, all teeth.
"Appreciate the offer," she said, voice soft as a whisper, "but we're not planning on looking back."
"This is not an offer. Take your top off." Ray looked at her with an intensity that dared her to defy him. He wanted to see if that horniness he saw was real, and if she was a fighter or if she would just submit.
Nicole hesitates for a second. Ray could tell she had given in, but just needed that extra push to get her to submit. "Fucking do it! And open those legs and let me see how much Bluey busted up that cunt."
He knew about Bluey! Nicole gulped and opened her legs as she removed her top, showing her gorgeous tits and glistening pussy to the trucker. Travis just looked on. Watching his wife share her nakedness with this stranger. He knew the implications were huge if he did the wrong thing, so he just meekly observed.
Ray placed his hand on her tit, massaging the soft flesh, before taking her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. "Your tits are nice and firm, I am going to enjoy seeing them jiggle as I drive my cock in and out of that cunt."
"What do you say to that Travis? Do you want to see my fat dick driving in and out of ya wife's snatch?"
Travis just looks on wide-eyed. The trucker places his hand between her legs, and enters her gruffly. He starts driving his middle finger in and out of her vagina; it was obvious she was into it as the sounds of wetness was unmistakable.
"Your wife likes it. Now answer my question!" Ray eyeballs Travis, making him look away meekly.
"I don't know." Travis stammers. I mean: "I don't know." It was obvious to everyone there that Travis was intimidated. But what they didn't know was that he was extremely turned on. When he saw her with Bluey's dick balls deep in her, it stirred something in him; he thought it was just the adrenaline of the moment causing his body to react hysterically. But seeing his wife naked and completely vulnerable to the outlaw trucker, with his fingers knuckle deep in her twice-fucked-pussy, he knew it wasn't a hysterical reaction, he was hard because he liked what he saw.
"I am about to shove my fat cock up your wife's cunt-hole!" He eyeballs him again. "You are dressed like a biker, why don't you be a man and act like one! Now answer properly!"
"Yes." Travis whispers.
In the meantime, the trucker now has 2 fingers driving in and out of Nicole, and she is getting into it, grinding against him, letting out little moans of pleasure.
"That's a good little bitch. You keep behaving, and enjoy the show, I won't have to fuck you as well." The trucker mad dogs him: "I had a bitch bigger than you when I was inside, and I fucked that bitch's ass every night... So, don't think for a second I won't do it." Travis gulped. Never in his wildest dream did he think a night at a bar, albeit a rough bar, could end up like this.
There was something about the wildness, or the badness in these men that stoked Nicole's fire. The way he dominated her husband, turned her on so much that she orgasmed with such force that it causing her to squirt across the cab. Travis swallowed the rising bile hard; despite the sexiness of the scene, it stung that he had never heard her make noises like, and he certainly never made her squirt either.
Ray withdraws his fingers and smells them, he was about to lick them clean and then remembered that she had been fucked by a couple of bikers earlier, so he decided it better if she did. He offers his fingers to her, and she greedily sucks them dry, polishing every last morsel of cunt-juice off them. He relents that it is a shame that the bikers got to her first, because it sure would have been nice lick this hot little house wife's pussy. He thought: It looks so good and juicy, I bet if it wasn't filled with biker filth, it would be utterly delicious.
The trucker unbuckles his pants and releases his hard-on. It was fat, like he promised, and fairly large. "One of you are going to suck it. I am a fair man, so I will let the wife choose who does."
Nicole doesn't wait for an answer, she gets on her hands and knees across the seat and immediately takes the head into her mouth, tracing the outline of his helmet with her tongue, before sucking hard on the top. She doesn't mind that it is not the cleanest, but she loves the nastiness of it. Ray groans as she takes the length of his shaft deep into her mouth; Travis's eyes bulge, having never seen her show his prick such love and admiration.
Ray groans as he feels the back of her throat contract. He knew he needed to slow things down; so he instructs: "Open the cab door and get behind your wife, and lick that biker's filth out of her box." He pats Nicole on the head and says: "If he doesn't give you the best head of your life, let me know; and I'll make him toss my salad instead."
As Travis runs his tongue up and down Nicole's slit, she answers with a mouth-full-of-cock: "Ok." She had no expectations it would be any good, Travis barely knew where her pussy hole was, let alone her clit. But, she was married to the guy, she didn't want to see him sucking on a cock, or sticking his tongue in the dirty ass of a trucker. She moans into Ray's shaft, more at the feeling in her throat, than by her husband's misguided tongue. The trucker reacts by grabbing a handful of her and driving his hips up into her mouth, making sure she gets his full erection all the way in. He holds her head there until he hears her splutter a few times before releasing her.
"Is her cunt clean of the biker cum?" The trucker says to Travis; giving him that glare, that sends shivers down his spine.
"Yes." Travis smelled their sperm, and it was unmistakable that he had eaten their cum.
"It better be. Or you know the price." He flicks his tongue in and out like a snake's hiss, and then laughs.
He pulls Nicole's head off his dick and says: "Get in the back, and put your ankles behind your ears."
Nicole glanced over her shoulder into the sleeper section. A single mattress lay across the back wall, its fabric stained with old sweat and darker blotches that Nicole didn't want to guess at. The sheet was crumpled in a heap, unwashed and sour-smelling, with a greasy pillow shoved against the corner.
Empty bourbon bottles rattled in a mesh net strung above the bed, and a half-crushed pack of cigarettes lay scattered among a tangle of clothes. A cracked photo, taped to the wall above the mattress, showed a younger version of the driver with a woman and two kids; the edges were curling, the image faded, as though it hadn't been touched in years.
The air was stale with the thick, bitter stench of tobacco, sweat, and something faintly metallic, like rust or blood. Every detail screamed of a man who lived rough, who didn't care much for order or comfort; he was happy with just fuel, smoke, and a place to collapse when the road wore him down.
The trucker finished removing his pants and boots, as Nicole climbed in and spread her legs wide. Travis looked on from the passenger seat at the sight of his wife who was about to have the seal of their marriage broken for the third time tonight, by the third guy. He couldn't help but notice that his bride did not look scared; in fact, she didn't even look worried; she had a look of nervous excitement.
The trucker was naked from the waist down, he climbed through the seats and into the sleeper where the housewife was dutifully waiting for him: her legs spread wide and her cunt was open and ready to be taken by him.
"If you do everything I say, fuck me the way I want you will be fine." When she nods he adds: "After I have screwed you, I am going to take you to the truck stop and make a little money by pimping you out to the other drivers." He watches her eyes dart from left to right, she takes a big gulp, but doesn't protest. He knows he can take her as far he wants; so he adds: "Then we will be even for not taking you back to the Outlaw gang."
"Fuck no." Travis said. In truth, the idea made him nearly bust a nut on his pants, but he couldn't have his wife sold to fuck and suck a bunch of hillbilly truck drivers.
Ray grabs his revolver from behind the seat. "Take your clothes off bitch. I warned you."
"No!" Travis pleads.
"I will do it. You can sell my pussy. Don't hurt him, please." Nicole pleads, as she gently cups Ray's balls and starts tugging his shaft. She then adds: "How many guys will pay to sleep with me?"
"5 or 10, maybe 15 if it is busy. They won't be sleeping with you, they'll be thrashing that tight married cunt of yours." Nicole's busy hands make him buckle. He then adds in a colder voice: "The bitch has to say it, or I will shoot him in the knee, shove my dick in his ass, and then get on the radio to Otto and his boys."
"Ok, I will stay still. You can do whatever you want. Sell her vagina, I don't care" Travis whimpers.
Nicole just looks at Travis and shakes her head in disgust; she thought to herself: many men have died for a lot less to save their women. She then turns her attention to the trucker: "Come on, leave him be. He has submitted to you. Why don't you climb on and fuck me until my eyes roll back in my head?" She coos. "Then I will fuck whoever you tell me to."
Satisfied, Ray puts his gun down and positions himself between Nicole's legs; her words made his already bursting penis, grow an extra inch. "Such a beautiful pussy! I would love to lick you to heaven, but I can't risk getting biker cum in my mouth." He spits on his hand and rubs it down his shaft; he positions the head of his cock between her flaps. "Make sure you see the moment I enter your wife's pussy." He hisses at Travis.
He needn't worry about that, Travis was transfixed by the sight; he even had a hand down his pants pumping his own cock.
Ray pushes his man meat into the spread-eagled wife. With the head just inside her, making it the third cock that had entered her tonight, she groaned in ecstasy, knowing there will be many more ready to give her pleasure before the night is done with. "How many guys will fuck me?" She asks again in a whisper of utter bliss. "How much will you sell me for?" She says, completely turned on by the idea. As the vision of trucker after trucker climbing onto her runs though her mind; she partially moans, as her ravenous cunts swallows the Ray's shaft inch-by-inch, wanting him deeper, needing him deeper.


"At least 10 guys I reckon." The trucker says as he feels his balls slap against her taint as he bottoms out. Nicole wraps her legs around Ray's back; he piston grips her chin, and he drives his tongue into her mouth; she kisses back hard as he slowly withdraws his rod out of her hot-wet-box. Without breaking off the kiss, he drives back into her, making her yelp into his mouth at the sudden intrusion.
"How much will you make selling my pussy? Will you tell them I am married?" She bucks up to meet the trucker as he slams into her. After the third pump she screamed in orgasm, flooding his cock, and adding to the DNA stockpile already on the sheets.
Travis was amazed by how his wife was giving herself to the trucker, how she was kissing with genuine lust; how she was really excited about the prospect of being pimped out at a truck stop like a common, toothless, meth-head. Her horniness was evident by the slurping sounds her pussy made as the trucker drove into her
"They don't usually get premium pussy like yours! So, I will charge as much as I can!" He huffs and puffs as he answers her, trying to maintain the rhythm of his thrust into the stolen pussy beneath him.
"Get on your hands and knees." He barks. "I want to fuck you like a dog." Nicole eagerly gets on all fours in the back of the sleeper.
The trucker looks over at Travis. "This is how I use to fuck my bitch when I was in the joint." He pushes Nicole's head down so that she is face first into the sheets. "Get over here!" He commands Travis. "Watch this." He pushes Travis's head down so that he is almost eye level with his wife's well-fucked cunt. Travis watches Ray push his dick all the way in his wife's vagina, he is the third guy Travis was forced to watch do that tonight, and won't be the last.
Travis's wife moans and backs back against the Trucker; she is cumming in a steady rhythm with the occasional one making her scream and squirt, and send goose pimples down her body. "Watch this." Ray gives Travis an evil look, as he spits on his thumb and works it into her virginal rosebud. Nicole squeals, but does nothing to stop it.
"You know what is going to happen next?" The trucker asks Travis, as he also works his index finger into her back door to join his thumb.
"Three guys have fucked her pussy tonight, but no one has fucked her ass. I bet I can make even more money if I pimp her tight ass, along with her pussy and mouth tonight." The trucker laughs as he drives his cock into Nicole's snatch hard and fast, making her scream, and the sleeper shake.
Travis can't help but notice that Nicole is not complaining; all she is doing is moaning louder. What he doesn't know about his dear wife, whom he had never heard moan ever; is that she loves the dirtiness. Tonight, has shown her what sex can feel like, and that this has been done in a very raw, very rough way; and her pussy has never came so hard, or felt so great in her life.
Ray reaches into a rear pocket of his driver's seat and grabs some Vaseline; he withdraws his thumb and finger from her virginal ass, and smothers them with it. He adds extra around the hole and then jams his finger back into her rear chute. He withdraws his cock and smothers his rod with Vaseline, giving it a thick coating.
"Come see me take your wife's ass."
"No!" "Please don't, she is a virgin there." Travis pleads.
"Like I give a fuck!" The trucker laughs.
As he rubs his lubricated cock along the crease of her ass; he says: "I will give you the choice. You can let me fuck your ass, or your husband can take your place."
"No!" Travis pleads, almost turning white.
"A hole's a hole to me. Either way my dick will be rearranging someone's guts." He shoves his dick into her cunt; it feels wetter and hotter than before. The trucker knows the danger is turning her on, and wants to push her over the limit. "So, which is it? You want my fat prick up your sweet little ass, or shall I put it in your husband's?".
He pulls his man meat out of her hungry hole; the wetness caused a suction sound. He holds the helmet-head at the entrance of her velvet cave; her horniness drives her to thrust back against him, trying desperately to get this gruff looking outlaw to penetrate her again. "You want me to fuck your ass? Or do you want me to fuck your bitch-of-a-husband?" The trucker taunts. She desperately pushes back against him; while her husband doesn't dare move a muscle.
"Fuck me please!" The sound of his wife begging to have her ass fucked by this loathsome creature was music to Travis's ears. It was a weird feeling for him. All he wanted was a night at a biker bar, where he can look and talk about bikes with true enthusiasts. And it resulted in his wife being finger-banged with her tits out in front of the whole bar, then fucked in the car park, by 2 filthy bikers; the very two who set him up so they could get her drunk so the whole bar could gang bang her; he is lucky to have got her away before that eventuated. Now he is here on the side of the road, sitting on a filthy seat, while his wife is on all fours like a dog, begging for a trucker to stick his fat dick in her ass.
"No. not unless you tell me what you're willing to do for me." He holds his phone over his dick as he teasingly slips the head between her flaps, so that just the eye is in her love tunnel. She desperately tries to ram her hips back to get him deeper in her, but he moves back to prevent it.
"Please!" She says, trying to get her pussy to inhale his shaft into her depths.
"Tell me what you'll do." The trucker says, adding a 3rd finger into her ass.
"You can fuck my ass, then pimp my pussy and ass out to the other truckers!" She begs.
The trucker laughs as he captures the magic words on his phone. He slams his prick into her hungry cunt and pounds her; by the 5th pump her whole body was trembling as she is rocked by a massive orgasm, squirting on him again in the process.
"Come watch me steal your wife's virginity from you." He hisses at Travis. "I want you to see up close the moment that you will never ever be able to have." Travis does as he was told.
As Ray removes his fingers from Nicole's well lubed ass he says: "Normally, I would charge extra for guys to fuck a wife in front of their husband; but in this instance I am going to discount it. I want you to have to see dick after dick slam into your wife's cunt and then blow their load up her right in front of you."
This made Nicole bounce back against Ray. The danger and humiliation fuelling her horniness, making her want to be defiled in the most vile way. Ray withdraws his prick from her pussy and places it against her puckering asshole. He rubs more Vaseline on his rod, and then slowly pushes. He holds her hips in place so she can't squirm away.
"You want to see your hot little house wife here fucked by a bunch of sweaty truckers?" As he said this, the head of his penis breaks through her sphincter. "There, my dick is in your wife's ass; she will always remember me as her first; and how you just stood by and let me take it."
Travis looked down and away. The trucker read this as compliance and resignation to the inevitable. He had broken him.
Nicole grunts in pain. She could feel the mushroom like head flaring inside her ass. The nails biting into her sides are a welcome distraction to the sensation of her rectum being stretched. Her pussy throbbed in rhythm to the sounds of Ray taunting her husband while he dominated her. She places her hand between her legs and furiously rubs her clit; the pleasurable sensation helped offset the pain in her backside.
The trucker slowly pushed, entering her deeper, but taking his time to allow her to acclimatise to the sensation. "It'll be a shame to have her cunt and ass stretched out by a bunch of strangers; so, I'll give you a choice. Bend over, and let me fuck your ass, and I will let you both go." Of course the trucker was lying; no matter what Travis said or did, he was going to sell this bitch until her pussy and ass were gaped and cum was flowing out of her like a river.
Travis can barely speak, he just shakes his head to indicate it was a 'no'. Knowing his decision would mean that his dear wife, who just 24 hours ago, had only ever had his penis inside her; and now he condemned her to be sold like a piece of meat for any toothless trucker to climb on her and fill her beautiful fanny with his foul seed.
Nicole massaged her clit in a figure-eight; as Ray humiliated her husband, she rubbed harder and got wetter. Her excitement heightened, she pushed back against the very hard dick in her back chute, taking him in deeper; to the point she felt his balls swing through in hit her pussy lips. The trucker took his time to let her relax. Then he started to withdraw.
Ray started pumping her, slow at first, but quickly speeding up as her moans went from pain to pleasure. Nicole masturbated the whole time, helping the sensation build in the depths of her ass, where the head of the trucker's penis was smashing against.
The wife screamed beneath him as he drove in and out of her, his cock fully exiting her rectum before slamming back into her, her hips driving back to meet his thrusts, her squeals of delight meeting his grunts.
Travis watched their bodies slam together, he could see the brute's prick disappear deep into his wife's rear-end; the place he had never been. Ray withdrew fully and reached down and spread the house-wife's cheeks apart, making her ass gape. Travis's eyes widened at the sight.
"Imagine how wide it will open after the tenth guy has stuck dick up there later tonight?" He laughed as he brutally slammed his dick into the rather large hole.
He gaped her again: "I reckon after the fifth guys we'll get 2 dicks in her ass at once. Ever seen that bitch?"
"No." Travis meekly responded.
"I reckon you might tonight. You'll at least see 2 cocks go up your wife's cunt tonight; she is already loose enough for that." The Trucker laughs at Travis's face.
Ray pounds Nicole's ass with power and speed. The body slapping and moaning reach a crescendo when Travis's wife screams in orgasm, and the trucker shoots his load up her ass.
He slaps her ass and says: "Now let's go make some money off that sweet married cunt."
She smiles, still delirious from the pleasure and say: "Ok."
On the drive to truck stop, the cab was filled with anticipation and dread. Diesel fumes leaked in through a cracked vent, mixing with sweat and the smell of Nicole's used pussy and ass. Nicole sat rigid beside Travis, her knuckles white on her lap. She didn't speak, didn't move, she was nervous about the night ahead.
Ray steered one-handed, the other resting heavy on the worn gearstick. Every so often, his eyes flicked over, roaming Nicole's legs, admiring his property.
"You are an awesome fuck, sweetheart," he said, voice thick with amusement. "Real fine. It is a shame that kitty is going to get tore up by the all the truckers tonight, or I might've hit it again later. Lotta hungry men at the truck stop. They don't take no for an answer, and they are gonna want a piece of that fine married ass."
Travis's jaw clenched so hard it ached. "I just wanted to see bikes," he said. His voice was low, shaking. "That's all."
The trucker laughed, a dry, rattling sound. "Your wife is the bike, everyone is gonna get a ride for the fright price." He jerked his chin at Nicole, who stared out the window, her reflection pale against the dark.
"You keep your mouth shut, boy," the trucker continued. "You're still alive 'cause she's smart enough to play along. Question is..." He leaned closer, lowering his voice. "...how long before you start thanking me for breaking her in?"
Nicole smiled at that, pressing herself closer to Travis, so he could see how she felt. The trucker leaned back, chuckling as the rig thundered on into the endless dark, every mile bringing them closer to a stop where Travis's wife will be ran through, over and over again.



Back at the River Inn, the Outlaws gang leader, "Otto" went ballistic, when he found that the posh wife and husband escaped before he could fuck her in front of the husband. The blame feel on Bluey and the Prospect; who were forced as punishment to offer their women up to the gang in place of the housewife they let escape.
Bluey's wife "Carla" stood with her arms crossed, eyes darting, her face full of make-up. She had an attitude, a real chip on her shoulder, because she felt superior to the other sluts; because she was a wife. Her gaze moved sharply around the room, calculating, but never fearful. She knew this room, these men, this game; she wasn't yet aware that she would be the major toy in their game
When Bluey was patched into the gang, they all fucked her... right on the pool table over there. But since that night she had never been gangbanged again; she was just used at times by 1 or 2 bikers to pay a debt whenBluey lost at cards. She had no idea yet, but tonight was going to be different; rougher than the night when she was fucked over and over again for hours.
Carla was a tall, lean woman in her late thirties, with dyed blonde hair that hung in messy waves around her face. Heavy eyeliner smudged at the corners of her eyes gave her a feral look, while the faint smudge of old bruises along her collarbone told the story of a violent marraige. What once had been fear had long ago burned down into something else... a strange mix of resignation and excited apprehension. She wanted to fuck one of Bluey's mates, to teach him a lesson.
Beside Carla, stood the Prospect's sister "Rose"; she was very different to Carla; in fact, she was very innocent and looked as if she had wandered into the biker bar by mistake. Younger than Carla by more than a decade, she couldn't have been more than twenty. Her cardigan hung loose, one button fastened wrong in her haste. She clutched it desperately, trying to hide her small frame, as though the thin fabric could shield her from Otto's gaze. Chestnut hair fell over her shoulders, still damp from an earlier shower, strands clinging to her pale cheeks. Her skin was unmarked, soft, untouched by the rough life of the Outlaws' women; and that very freshness made her look a feast in this room of predators. Her breath came shallow, her shoulders hunched, her wide eyes shimmering with disbelief. Why me? How could my brother bring me here?
Otto leaned forward, undressing both women with his eyes. His words were soft, deliberate. "One of you knows the road ahead," he said, looking at Carla. "And one of you's about to learn." His gaze shifted to the sister, and she froze as though caught in headlights.
Carla shot Rose a look, not of comfort but of warning: Don't worry, you will probably end up liking it. She had been here before, had felt the rough hands, the laughter, the endless line at either end of her body made sure she had at least 2 dicks in her at any 1 time. Carla now knew that it was going to be more than 1 or 2 guys; and she steadied herself for it; for her It was survival. But for Rose, she had not idea how to handle the freight train that was about to be ran over her.
"I don't belong here," Rose whispered, her voice breaking. Her brother, the Prospect, avoided her eyes. Shame carved him open, but Otto had already claimed her fate.
"You do now," Otto said simply, as if it were law. "Tonight, both of you will pay their debts."
****************************************************
And now, reader, you get to choose the next adventure! Vote with your comments by telling me which of the following 2 ideas is best:

	Do you want to be there as Travis watches his wife sold to trucker after trucker to be fucked in all 3 holes?
	Or do you stay at the River Inn, where Bluey's wife is gangbanged n front of him, and the Prospect's sister experiences her first train being ran over her?
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A Wife Taken and Shared By Bikers Pt 3 - Sold to the Truckers


By René St Claire


***You may have read my other 4 stories: Wife Lost in Careless Bet With Outlaw Bikers Parts 1 and 2; and A Wife Taken and shared by Bikers Pt 1 and 2. This is the second part of the spin-off story I promised in part 2. I hope you enjoy. If you do, check out my book, link is in my bio***

Prelude of Part 1 and 2
It hadn't been that long ago; they were a normal, middle-class, white-collar couple who decided they wanted to walk on the wild side and go to a Biker bar, the River Inn. Travis, the accountant chasing a dream of being a biker; Nicole, the pretty housewife with strawberry-blonde hair and a body she had no idea of what sin it was capable of. Nicole, heavily intoxicated with tequila, was drawn by the sexiness of the danger of the biker, Bluey, and his Outlaw brothers. The bikers fucked her, used her, and displayed like a prize, while her husband Travis watched, paralysed from the shadows. In Part One, they learned what happens when curiosity crosses into territory owned by men who ride bikes and women into the ground.
In Part 2, they escaped the biker bar, with the gang hot their heels. The naive couple was picked up by "Ray" a predatory truck driver, who fucked Nicole in every hole in the sleeper section of the truck, while Travis sat motionless, unable to do a thing about it. Now, owned by the trucker, they are headed to a truck stop, where Ray will pimp her out to his comrades.
Now Part 3...
Ahead, the glow of the truck stop rose on the horizon. The tension was palpable as the they drew closer to the harsh white lights, the sounds of engines idling, figures moving between rigs like shadows circling a fire. Travis knew that if they had the money, Ray would let any any of them climb on his wife tonight.
Nicole was a lot more lucid now, she could feel the stakes were high. The sobering realisation that she had been fucked by 3 men tonight was running through her head; in conjunction with their man batter dripping out of her onto the seat beneath her. Ray had taken her anal virginity in front of her husband; he had violated the very place she had denied Travis from entering.
The truck signalled and slowed
Travis swallowed hard, his fear pressing in on him from all sides. Nicole's fingers brushed his for a split second; it was quick, grounding. He could not tell if she was nervous, or excited. So far tonight he had seen a side of her he had no idea existed. In fact, he thought that the dirtiness of her lust only existed in the make-believe world of pornography.
He held his breath as he felt tyres crunching over the gravel as the truck turned in into the truck stop. He looked over at Nicole, he could see her chest rising and falling at a fairly rapid pace; Ray still had his hand on hand on her naked thigh, just below her recently fucked pussy. Travis, still could not tell if she was excited or nervous.
Nicole, was feeling apprehensive. She had no idea who these truckers were, or what they looked like.
Were they clean?
Could she catch something?
How many guys would fuck her tonight?
How many would fuck her in the ass? Maybe because they are paying for it they may be rougher with her, and hurt her.
Travis would never know this, but a part of her was looking forward to it; her snatch was tingling at the thought of being used in this dangerous situation by dirty men.
Whatever came next, Nicole had no choice but to be ready.
Ray wasn't the only predator rolling into the night; there were plenty of dangerous men about.
The truck stop announced itself long with its halo of hard white lights. Rows of semis lined the lot, idling engines sending up low, constant vibrations that Nicole felt through the soles of her feet. The place never slept. It just rotated men in and out. Just like how the men will be rotated in and out of Nicole.
Ray eased the rig into the far end of the lot, away from the fuel pumps and the diner windows. This section was looser, more private; trucks parked nose-to-nose, curtains drawn, cabs angled for privacy. A place where dealers sold their crank to the truckers, so they could drive longer and be more alert.
This corner of the truck stop had earned its reputation the way most bad places did. It sat just beyond the diner's glow, far enough from the fuel cameras to avoid attention, close enough to the road to disappear fast. No security patrol lingered here. They didn't need to. Everyone understood the unspoken agreement: what happened among the parked rigs stayed among them.
Drivers rotated through on predictable schedules. Faces changed, trucks moved on, but the rhythm stayed the same. Cash passed hand to hand inside cabs with curtains drawn tight. Transactions were quick, discreet, forgotten by morning. Nobody asked names. Nobody stayed long enough to care.
Ray fit here perfectly. He knew which trucks parked where, which men paid without questions, all who hung here wanted silence above all else. This place wasn't chaos; it was routine. That was what made it dangerous.
He killed the engine but didn't turn around right away.
"This is where people come when they want drugs or pussy." Ray said, as if giving a tour. "Cash deals. Quick and easy."
"Are there prostitutes here?" Travis asked, hoping that the competition will mean that Nicole won't be as busy.
"Yep, working near the diner." Ray answered. "They are all meth heads, with no tread left on their tyres." Ray snickered at his own crude joke.
Travis was silent, looking forward at all the trucks.
"They are nothing like your wife's premium pussy! And they'll pay the extra at the chance to rearrange her guts."
Travis just gulped, avoiding eye contact. Never in his life did he feel so impotent.
He finally looked at Nicole then, eyes calm, appraising. "You won't be working the diner. Too public. I've got a couple of regulars who have some money and will want a piece of that married cunt while it is still nice and tight."
He gestured with his chin toward a cluster of older rigs parked near the tree line. Their paint was chipped, logos faded into ghosts. Curtains twitched in a few cabs. Shapes shifted behind windscreens clouded with road grime.
The other truckers drifted closer without urgency, men shaped by the road, with broad shoulders sloped from long hours behind wheels, faces leathery, beards streaked with grey and tobacco. Their eyes told the real story. They looked, but they didn't stare. Professionals. Men who knew how to wait.
Ray opened his door and stepped down, stretching like he had all the time in the world. "You'll start easy," he called back over his shoulder. "One at a time. No noise. No drama."
"What do you mean one at a time? Won't they all be one at a time?" Travis askes?
"Normally, I wouldn't answer cucks like you. But you are not a cuck by choice, so I'll make an exception." Ray grinned.
I said: "One at a time at first, because her pussy is still hot and tight; despite being fucked by 3 guys already tonight. That means it is worth more money."
Travis looked to the ground, wishing he hadn't asked the question. Ray could feel his discomfort and fed off it. So, he continued.
"I only just popped her ass-cherry tonight, so if they want a go at tearing her rear-chute up, that will cost a premium." He laughed.
"But eventually, her holes will loosen up, and she'll lose her premium ticket. That is when I will no longer sell her off one at a time, that is when I will sell her in a gangbang, or a DP, or a DVF."
Travis's eyes widened like saucers, his mouth fell agape. Ray knew he had no idea what he was talking about. So, he would delight in telling him.
"Once her cunt gets loose, I will sell her as a DP. This is double penetration. one cock in her ass, and another dick in her cunt. That will make her feel tighter than usual. Then I will sell her as DVF, which means a double-vaginal-fuck; 2 trucker's cocks in her pussy at the same time. By this time, she'll be in a gangbang; as soon as one guy blows his load in her, there will be another guy ready to take her place."
"Fuck. Just like the young girl in the bathroom the bikers were fucking at the River Inn." Travis whispered to himself. By now he was as white as a ghost. He knew he didn't escape anything, when he got away from the bikers; in fact, he found himself in a far worse situation.
Ray heard his whisper: "Better, because I will make money off it. If that worries you, I won't bother explaining about double-anal penetration is." He laughed his evil laugh.
Nicole heard every word. Her nervous excitement turned into fear. Because she was concerned how 2 dicks would fit in her pussy at the same time? Before tonight she had only ever had sex with Travis.
Ray stepped away from the cab, leaving Nicole and Travis standing by the rig like misplaced luggage. He didn't introduce her. Didn't need to.
Two men approached first. One heavyset, belly straining against a zippered jacket, face blotched and ruddy. The other leaner, eyes sharp, cigarette glowing between his fingers. They didn't look at Nicole right away. They looked at Ray.
"She clean?" the heavier one asked. His jacket was stretched tight across his midsection, the zipper bowing slightly over the swell of his gut. It looked like the kind of jacket that had absorbed years of diesel fumes and stale coffee spills. His cheeks were raw and blotched from cold nights and hard liquor, broken veins webbing across his nose. His hands were thick, square-knuckled, nails rimmed with ingrained grease that no amount of scrubbing ever quite removed.
Ray nodded once. "Very clean. Only been fucked by 4 guys in her life."
The thinner man finally let his gaze drift toward Nicole, slow and appraising, like he was checking a piece of machinery for wear. "How long you offering?"
"A lot of guys want a turn." Ray said. "15 minutes will do you. And that will set you back $200."
"$200! For 15 minutes??" The skinny said in an excited whisper.
"Well, you can wait a few hours when she has had a train ran on her. She'll be cheaper then, but she'll also be a lot looser too."
Ray turns to Nicole: "Turn around, spread your legs, and bend over." Nicole was still naked from the waist down; having escaped when Travis hit a biker over the head while he was screwing her in the parking lot of the River Inn, she had no time to get her clothes before running.
As she bent over her perfect pussy and ass was displayed in the ambience of the headlights. You could see the juices glisten as a drop ran out of her cooch and hung off one of her flaps.
"See! She is perfect!"
The heavyset man shifted his weight. "I'll pay!" Then he added: "Who is the guy?"
"Her husband. I can make him watch if you want. No extra charge."
"Ok. I might like that." He grinned
Ray smiled. "Same rules. Cash up front. No noise. No rough stuff. She is very compliant and will do what you ask willingly."
"One more thing. You can only fuck her cunt and mouth! No anal." Ray wanted to saved that for when her pussy became too loose, so he can still keep her price high.
His hand disappeared into his jacket pocket. Bills emerged. Folded neat. Already counted. "Deal."
"I'll go second, and I want the husband to lick her clean before I touch her. Then he can watch me plough into his wife's cunt." The skinny one said, seeing the positive side to taking sloppy seconds.
Ray took the money without looking at it. He thumbed it once, then tucked it into his vest. "Ok, you first, then your skinny mate can go in second."
The thinner man nodded toward the line of men coming toward Ray. "Look like she is going to be very busy. You can use my rig as a back-up, so the line can keep moving in and out of this hot-married-cunt. All I want in return is first shot at her ass later."
Ray shrugged. "As long as you pay. You can fuck her ass first, when I open that hole up for sale. For now, you get her pussy. And thanks, I'll rotate her between rigs."
Nicole felt Travis tense beside her. She kept her face still. Neutral. Empty. She had no idea how to feel about this. She was being traded like a piece of meat, and absolutely no say in what happens.
"What if I don't want to do this?" Nicole says hesitantly. Feeling both excited by the prospect of being fucked all night, but a little scared of losing control.
"If you don't, I will radio Otto (the leader of the Outlaw Motorcycle gang), he will come and get you, and you will pay for your escape."
"But he'll know you had sex with me before calling him."
Ray smiled. She was right. He could no longer use Otto as a bluff.
"Very true." He pauses.
Nicole felt a little worried she was too smart for her own good. What if she ruined her guilt-free chance to be fucked all night long?
Ray then added: "I can just leave you here and drive away. I've already fucked your pussy and ass. But if I do leave you here, those guys will open up one of the back of the trailers, throw you on a mattress and gang bang you until there is nothing left. They will then probably drive you to the next truck stop, where there will be a fresh lot of meth-head-truckers ready to run a train on you again."
Nicole gasped in shock.
"A lot of these guys have been in prison, and they may not want to wait their turn with you. They may run a train on your husband's virginal ass as well."
Travis and Nicole were both terror-struck.
"Or you can give me one night. Do what I say. And I will drive you home free and clear. That's a promise."
"Ok. I'll do it. But you have to take me home afterwards."
"I promise." Ray said. Meaning it.
He turns back to the growing line of truckers "One at a time," Ray added. "She stays here between."
The heavyset man grinned. "Good business."
"When you see that blinker flash, you'll know times up." Ray said.
Ray turned back to Nicole like nothing of consequence had happened. Like he'd just finished negotiating fuel prices.
"You hear that?" he said softly. "Easy. Just like I told you."
He gestured toward his sleeper-cab. "Go on. Get in there and show him a good time."
Nicole climbed into the cab with the heavy trucker right behind her. She could feel the heat of his breath on her bare ass. Her vagina throbbed with anticipation. She had just been sold into sex-slavery, and she was could not wait to have this brute between her legs.
"That's a nice ass you have their love." The trucker says, as he has a playful sniff. He then turns to Travis and says: "Get over there in the driver's seat, I want you to watch me drive me hard cock into your wife's snatch."
Travis settles into the driver's seat and shuts the door. The curtains across the front windscreen are drawn shut; which is Nicole's cue to remove her top, making her completely naked.
"You both can call me Chuck." He says as he removes his brown work boots, and his very old and faded blue denim jeans. Not wearing any undies his dick has already sprung into action.
"Your tits are pretty nice. I might have a suck on them a bit later. But what I want is to bury my meat into your tight cunt." He turns to Travis. "What do you think Travis? Do you want to see my cock disappear up into your wife's hole?" He laughs.
Without prompting, Nicole moves forward and takes Chuck's cock into her mouth. Just before she pops the head into her mouth she looks over at Travis and smiles. Then she flicks her tongue across the slit, and then runs her tongue along the engorged veins, as she cups his balls gently with the palms of her hands.
"She sucks a good cock mate! I bet she doesn't suck your like she is sucking mine." Travis just nods his head, and grunts.
Nicole takes the head into her mouth and then descends down towards his testicles. Chuck grabs her on the back of her head and thrusts into her, trying to get to the back of her throat. Nicole learnt from Ray to relax, or choke; but even so, the girth of his prick was like a Red Bull can, and it was probably just as long.
She couldn't help spluttering, but it didn't stop Chuck from forcing himself further into her. Finally, he was all the way down her throat, and her nose was nestled in the tufts of his pubic hair.
"Look at your wife, Travis. I am balls deep in her throat. Have you ever been here?"
"No." Replied Travis.
The smooth tissue of her throat, tightening around his dick made him want to bust a nut. If he wanted to fuck her, he better do it soon.
"Ask me nicely to fuck your wife." He commands Travis.
"Please, Chuck, Fuck my wife." He then stutters: "Please use a condom."
"Oh, I am gonna rearrange your little bride's guts, and I am going to raw-dog her! She has only fucked 4 guys, why would wear a condom?"
He then turns to Nicole. "Lay back and open your legs wide. Before I stick it in you, tell your husband who has the better dick, me of him?"
"You do Chuck, yours is much better." She coos.
He turns to Travis: "Take my fat cock in your hand and guide it in your wife."
With Nicole's legs spread wide and knees up on her chest, you can see how hungry her vagina is; how much she wants that fat prick to enter what only 24 hours ago was her husband's sacred place.
Travis grabs Chuck's penis and places it between his wife's flaps. With a single thrust, his head popped inside Nicole. She put her heels on his back and pulled him in until his fat dick was fully immersed in her womanhood. As Travis watched Chuck's butt clench as his meat hit her cervix; he bowed his head a little in shame as he witnessed the fourth guy to fuck his wife in one night.
Chuck forced his tongue into Nicole's mouth, then withdrew his shaft all the way out, and with all his weight he slammed back into her, making her yelp into his mouth.
From there, he pounded Nicole hard and fast, his grunts were met with her screams; his thrusts were met with bucks; she climaxed hard, and he pushed his dick deep into her and released his load.
As he withdrew, a stream of cum ran out of her hole, down the valley between her flaps; and rested on her taint.
"I came so hard and deep I probably impregnated her." He said with a taunting grin.
Chuck was putting his pants on as the blinker shone through the window.
The passenger side cab opened, and in climbs the skinnier guy. His narrow shoulders, long limbs, collarbones visible beneath a faded flannel shirt. His face was angular, almost fox like, the skin sallow under the cabin lights. A cigarette burned between his fingers, ash growing long and fragile as he forgot to tap it. His eyes were small and bright, constantly moving.
"Stay there a minute Chuck, I want you to watch something."
"Better be good Vinnie."
Before Vinnie answers he turns to Travis and says: "Take a peek behind that curtain, I want you to see all the men that are going to fuck your wife in front of you."
Travis pulls the curtain across. "There must be 10 men!" he said incredulously.
Nicole, was still glowing from the amazing orgasm that just detonated inside her pussy. It was still tingling with glee. She heard the number, but didn't care. She wanted the feeling of that new cock entering her, taking her, owning her; and that is all she could think about.
"That's right Cuck, there are 10 guys out there! You can bet they'll all fuck your wife more than once too!"
"So, Chuck, do you want to watch this cuck here lick your cum out of his wife's cunt?"
"Yep."
Before either of them can say anything, Nicole interjects: "Get over here and lick Mumma's pussy clean! Make sure you swallow every drop."
She turns to the Truckers: "Make sure he completes the task, and tell everyone that after each load that is pumped into me, my husband has to lick and slurp it out of me, before the next guy gets his turn."


Before Travis could protest, they grabbed him and forced his face into her pussy. "If I don't see you lick and suck her clean, you will be the one with a cock up your ass."
Travis needed no more persuasion; his nose and mouth was both filled with baby batter, the smell of cum was intense, as he dove his tongue deep into her love tunnel, scooping the jizz into his mouth swallowing; he fought the rising bile coming up making him want to vomit. The guys released him, so Nicole held his head deep into her pussy lips and ground against his face, making sure his tongue reached every fold and crevice.
She brought her knees to her chest and pushed her husband's head lower: "There is cum on my ass. Clean it off." Travis swirled his tongue around her rosebud, making her squirm and squeal in ecstasy. "That is the only part of your body that is going near my butt. I don't care if every guy hear fucks my ass tonight, you'll still never get a turn in there."
As Chuck left the cab, eager to pass on the order to the line of men; Vinnie tossed Travis aside. He desperately wanted to fuck this guy's wife, and with the clock ticking away, he also wanted time to see him eat his cum.
Vinnie's dick was impressive, it was fairly long, with bulging veins, and a pronounced curve in the shaft. He put Nicole's legs on his shoulders and was about to ram it in.
"Wait!"
Vinnie looked bemused. "I paid, you're getting fucked."
"No, I want you to make my husband guide it in." She said before he could take her by force.
"You, heard her cuck. Put it in." Travis grabbed the very erect shaft, and placed it at the entrance of his wife's vagina. With the taste of cum in his mouth and the feel of another man's dick in his hand, so far, the night has been worse for him than it was for Nicole. She, on the other hand, seemed to be having the time of her life.
Nicole gasped as she felt the head of Vinnie's penis enter her. The curve in his dick ensured that the head pressed against the upper inner wall; and with her knees on his shoulders, it made for super deep penetration. She screamed in orgasm after the 3rd pump. The scream was so loud that the truckers waiting in line for their turn to screw her, heard, and began knocking on the truck to congratulate their comrade.
Vinnie pounded her furiously, and Nicole fucked back with a similar momentum. Vinnie grunted and slammed into her, he only pumped half his load in her before pulling out to cum on her flaps and mound. Travis watched as the 5th guy tonight finished violating his wife.
"I want to see this bitch eat my cum." He says, still puffing. He pulls his pants on and opens the passenger side cab door.
An older guy climbed in, mid-fifties, maybe older, with silver threaded through a thick black beard that he kept trimmed. Nicole instantly found him sexy. He was a daddy type, that he hoped came with a kinky side. Unlike the others, he looked at Nicole immediately.
Not hungrily. Not curiously. Directly.
"Hey Cal, you are in for a real treat. This hot little wife has a tight cunt and knows how to use it. But I called you in early so you can watch her husband - this cuck- lick my cum out of her hole."
"Thanks. I look forward to the show. I cannot wait to get my hands on this fine young thing." When he spoke, his voice was calm, almost courteous. Low enough that the others had to lean in slightly. His gaze never left Nicole; it was steady, unblinking, assessing in a way that wasn't crude but sought value. It was the look of someone accustomed to getting exactly what he paid for; and returning things that disappointed him.
"Come clean me. Make sure I am spotless for this gentleman." Nicole cooed. Trying to be sensual while she is in in a truck-stop, the back of a truck's sleeper, naked, with her legs spread wide, and a guy's cum running out of her vagina; was almost comical. But Cal had this way with women.
Both men watched as Travis, lapped up Vinnie's semen from her flaps and mound, before delving into her velvet opening with his tongue. Nicole ground her hips into him, as his probing tongue cleaned and pleasured every part of her, especially her rear passage.
"I'll see you when I am back to bust open your wife's ass. I am sure you will love cleaning that up." He says to Travis as he exits the truck.
Cal doesn't even take notice. He had already moved in onto Nicole, taking her tender teats into his mouth, rolling them and swirling them, while massaging her clit in a figure 8 pattern.
Nicole's breathing was fast and rapid. Never before had she felt such tenderness. Before tonight sex was boring and empty; then the bikers and truckers showed her what it was liked to be fucked rough and hard, and in the process, gave her first orgasm. Now Cal is showing her what it is like to have it soft and slow, and deliberate.
When he felt her body reacting he ceased rubbing her clit and concentrated on her nipple. Within a moment, Nicole exploded with a leg-shaking, whole-body orgasm. She was spellbound as to how this could happen without her vagina being stimulated.
"Please enter me, I want to feel you inside me." Nicole begged.
He didn't enter her, he placed his man meat at the edge of her opening, and just held it there. He pinned her with his body weight and gently nibbled on her earlobes. This drove Nicole wild, she bucked up against him, tried to get him to enter her by forcing him down with her heels; but he kept on gently biting at her earlobes. Within seconds her whole body shook again, exploding in bliss. She was so wet, and horny that all Cal had to do, to be fully enveloped by her vagina, was to gently push in.
With Cal there was no hard thrusts, just a slow, deep, gentle cork-screwing motion. He hit places in Nicole's sopping pussy with the slow rhythmic movements, that the others did know existed, let alone could reach. As he slowly moved inside her, he tenderly kissed her neck, her ears, and mouth; each time eliciting a different feeling, each time driving her over the edge in a different way.
He pushed in deep and let out a grunt. Nicole could feel each jolt of electricity as each spurt of his DNA was released deep within her. This was an experience that she will never forget.
Cal quietly got off of her and got dressed. "Take me with you?" She asked.
"I'm sorry Ma'am, perhaps in another life." He casually climbed out of the cab, as a single tear rolled down her cheek.
Travis dutifully cleaned his wife without being told or threatened; as another man climbed in the cab, disrobed, and then fucked Nicole into the cum-stained mattress.
And that is how it went for the next 3 hours before all of the guys lined up outside the cab, who paid their dues got their turn with Nicole.
Would you like me to write the next scene where Nicole has her ass sold? Or would you like the next section to be more about gangbangs, DVF, DP, etc?
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Sam always knew the night would come. It is that feeling of living on the edge, of being out of control. It is a place where only he exists, where he really feels alive. He gets lost in the haze of smoke, the smell of sweat and cheap liquor, the persistent 'clink' of chips rubbing together.
Once upon a time, when he was at the poker table, time stood still. That changed now. He was addicted to something else. Something way more
It wasn't the first time he'd lost more than he could afford. That line had dissolved years ago; somewhere between the third refinance and the unspoken agreement that settled into his marriage like dust. He and his wife both have their vices, they both live on the edge. Until now, the dangers of their indiscretions had no chance of intermingling.
He handled the consequences. Paula lived the life. That was the arrangement, and they both loved it.
He used to think he'd married above himself.
Even now, sitting alone at the kitchen table, he could still see her clearly; the way other men saw her. Tall, elegant, with long dark hair that fell neatly over her shoulders, framing a face that held its beauty in a perfect symmetry. Men noticed her quickly, but it was what happened after that which mattered. It was all Sam could imagine.
She didn't acknowledge them immediately. She let their attention build, let it sit there, unreturned, until it began to feel like anticipation. And then, only then, she would give something back. A sultry glance that lingered just that extra half of a second. A slight turn of her body to show something sexy, without them being sure she was showing them.
Paula would reveal enough to compel them to chase; like she had chosen them. That was the illusion that would get them hooked. She never chased attention. She curated it, and then directed it.
The excitement was compounded when Sam was there to see it. Even on an outing to the park she would wear activewear that accentuated the shape of her feminine folds. A top that would stick to her breast to show off the constant hardness of her nipples. A look that would drive men wild, but would seem her intentions were unintentional.
And beside her now, increasingly, was Becka. Dressed similarly, her mannerisms mirroring her mothers. Alone they created enough friction that produced static electricity; but together they built a tension that was palpable.
They did not appear to be mother and daughter.
Becka carried the same structure, the same dark hair, the same natural symmetry as her mother. But where Paula's beauty was refined into something controlled, Becka's was unfiltered. Sharper in its youth. More immediate. She didn't need to hold back to create tension; she didn't yet understand why you would.
Where Paula paused, Becka moved. Where Paula showed patience, Becka reacted. This created a scene that Paula could curate into something that strained the bounds of matrimony.
Sam had noticed the way Becka studied her mother without appearing to, picking up the rhythm of it all. When to hold eye contact. When to look away. When to laugh, and when not to. The timing. The spacing. The subtle shifts that turned attention into focus.
And then she began to use it. Paula didn't correct her. Didn't modify her behaviour to create a better example. If anything, she adjusted her actions to include her.
They would stand together, angled just slightly toward one another, sharing a quiet exchange before turning back to the room. A look. A comment. Not mother and daughter. Not anymore. A hunting partner.
It should have felt wrong, and if Sam is honest with himself, at one point, it did. But Sam had already made his adjustment. He knew his wife fucked other men. He was sure she was taking their daughter along with her.
He told himself it was inevitable. That a woman like Paula; that was still striking, still magnetic, was never going to be contained by someone like him. Not anymore. Not at his age. That's why he loved gambling, the place he could feel in control. Or once felt in control.
So, he reframed it. What he couldn't control, he accepted. What he accepted, he learned to understand. And eventually... something shifted.
It happened on a work trip.
Sam had convinced himself it was a turning point. A weekend away with senior staff, dinners, drinks, time to be seen differently. Time to step out from under the quiet weight he carried at the office.
Paula insisted on coming.
"She should be there," she'd said, when he hesitated. "People need to see who you are."
He didn't argue. It didn't take long for things to go awry.
That first night, the bar was low-lit, expensive without trying too hard. Conversations folded into each other, drinks flowed freely. Sam stayed close to the edge of it, nodding, smiling when required, saying just enough to be noticed. Tonight was important to him. He wanted a promotion, he wanted to step up in his career.
His boss, Elliot, didn't stay at the edge. He was strong, carried a presence. Early forties, supremely confident, but not in a narcissistic way. He laughed easily, spoke directly, and people listened when he did. A very handsome and powerful man that women noticed. That Paula noticed. He was married, but also enjoyed the company of other married women.
And Paula noticed him immediately.
Sam saw it the moment it happened; her slight shift in her posture, the way her attention settled. Not obvious. Never obvious. Elliot certainly noticed. After he eyed her up and down, he was locked on.
Elliott reached for Paula's hand. "I want to dance." He measured her personality by her response.
She smiled and got up immediately. Paula glanced at Sam, she smirked, almost mocking him.
Sam felt it hit him immediately; a tightening in his chest, a dryness in his mouth. He should have stepped forward. Interrupted. Somehow prevented it. But it was his boss! How could he stop it? All he could do was watch.
Elliot's hand settled at her back as they moved, holding her in place, guiding her closer than the music required. Not inappropriate, but controlling. Paula adjusted to him easily. Found the rhythm without effort, her body aligning just enough to close the space between them.
Elliot leaned in, speaking low "You are mine tonight." His powerful eyes held her gaze. The confidence made her weak in the knees.
Paula tilted her head, her eyes met his, but could not match his intensity; when Elliott saw her gaze drop, he knew she was his. His hand shifted from the small of the back to her buttocks. He was testing her, he was testing Sam.
She didn't move it. He squeezed it and massaged her cheeks, before moving up over her hips, up her ribs and then around and onto her breasts. He could tell she had no bra on, so he slipped his hand under the material and felt her perky tits in the raw.
"You have nobra on. Your tits feel amazing."
Paula let out a shy giggle; she felt exposed, having her husband's boss fondle her, while her husband was on the other side of the dance floor.
"I am going to see if you are pantie-less as well."
Elliott did not wait for a response. He slowly removed his hand from her breasts, traced a line down the front of her dress, until he found the lower hem. Paula quivered as she felt his strong but smooth hands on her inner thigh. Obediently, she adjusted her stance to give him access; and waited with bated breath to feel his hands explore her feminine folds.
He looked over at Sam as he felt the juices of his wife on her upper-thigh. His hands rose slowly, building her anticipation, taking note of her quickened breathing, and her rapid heartbeat pound against his chest. Elliott enjoyed this game. He loved the conquest of taking another man's wife, sampling that sweetness of that forbidden fruit. Never before had he been so brash to do it directly in front of the husband though, and this new level of bravado excited him.
"You are not wearing panties!" He accuses, as his hands delicately explored Paula's pussy lips, feeling the soft-wetness of her heaving womanhood.
"No." She said, barely able to breathe.
"Do you always come to your husband's work functions braless and pantie-less?" Elliot said as he ran his middle finger between her flaps until he reached the crest where her clit sat.
As he circled Paula's clit her lips trembled and she let out a little moan. "No." Paula could hardly talk, as Elliott massaged her pleasure zone in a figure-eight motion.
"Look over at your husband. I want him to see in your eyes how much you're enjoying another man touch you; and how badly you want me to fuck you." Elliott ran his finger back down through her pussy lips and inserted a finger into her vagina. As she looked at Sam, her eyes widened with an excited pleasure.
As her eyes locked with Sam's, his throat tightened, his heart raced, his hands wet with sweat. He was standing by a colleague; feeling a mixture of excitement and humiliation. If Sam could see that his boss had his hands on his wife's snatch, then so could others.
He could look away. He didn't.
"Is that your wife dancing with Elliott?" Someone said behind Sam.
Sam just nodded; his throat was too tight to talk.
"You must be lock for that promotion now then." The sarcasm in his tone was thick. Sam did not answer.
Elliot followed Paula's gaze briefly. Saw Sam and smiled. Something passed between them; unspoken, but settled.
"Your husband needs this promotion." Elliot murmured.
Paula's eyes stayed on Sam, as she orgasmed on Elliott's fingers.
"He does." She answered as she came down from her oxytocin rush.
He locked eyes with Sam again, as he withdrew his finger from Paula. He smelled and then licked his finger clean. He took her by the hand and guided her to the dark corner of the room.
The music was loud, the area was darkened, People who did not know they were there may not notice. Those who did know would be able to make out most of what is happening.
Sam tracked them as they slid into the shadows. Paula and Elliott made sure he saw by locking eyes with him as he moved there. Once in the shadows, Sam could not see clearly, so he moved to a better location.
Conversations thinned. Glances lingered. No one stared openly, but everyone understood enough.
Sam felt it. Not just what was happening, but that others could see it happening. That they were watching him, watching them.
In the shadows, Elliott kissed Paula hard and passionately on the lips. He then broke off the kiss, bent her over a table, pulled her dress up over her hips, displaying her naked ass and swollen pussy to all could see. Elliot unbuckled his pants and released his fat dick. It was hard to see how large it was from where Sam stood, but he could see it was bigger than his.
Elliot placed his cock at the head of Paula's hungry snatch; he looked over at her husband and glared at him intensely; like a predator who had claimed their prey. Once he saw Sam was still watching, he pushed the head of his dick into her pussy, breaking the sacred seal of their marriage, in front of Sam and his colleagues.
As the mushroom shaped head popped into her pussy, Paula gasped. It was big and she could feel her cunt stretch as it inched its way in. She dreamt of this moment, being tore apart by a monster cock while people watched on. She knew her husband was watching this, she could feel his gaze. The excitement made her orgasm, before Elliot had bottomed out.
His dick had pushed its way in deeper than she had experienced, pressing up against her cervix. In the past this hurt, but tonight she was so horny that it stimulated an intense feeling that made her moan. He slowly withdrew his dick, half way then pushed it back in to full depth, repeating the process slowly, making her body shake each time he hit her uterus.
This time he pulled all the way out, yanked her head back by her hair and said: "The Chairman is going to put something in your mouth, and you're going to take it all."
Out of the shadows a slight man stood in front of Paula, Paula opened her mouth and took the strangers dick in and slurped it down. Once Elliott was satisfied, he shoved his cock in to Paula's gaping cunt. This time he took no time, he pounded her hard, making her moan into the Chairman's cock, which was finding its way deeper down her throat.
Sam was watching his bride being spit-roasted. While the bar was mostly empty, those that still remained were aware that Sam's wife was being fucked by 2 men on a table in the shadows.
Elliott slapped Paula's ass and withdrew his dick. "I'm going to come around there and you're going to suck your cunt juices off my rod, and the Chairman is going to go behind and take his turn in your hot box." This was not a request.
Elliott whispered something to the Chairmen, as he walked past. What was said was left between them, but it caused him to step away for a moment.
Elliott had removed his pants and now stood in front of Paula with his meat in his hands, glistening from Paula's juices. He slapped it across her face, then teased her lips with its bulbous head. Paula lunged at him, trying to get it. "First the chairmen, fucks you. Then you can have it."
Paula's cunt was still gaping from taking in Elliott's monster rod, this Sam could see clearly. He watched on as the Chairmen returned, stood behind his wife, and roughly inserted his hard cock into her waiting snatch. This was the second time the sacred seal of their marriage had been tore open.
Paula was grateful to be filled with dick again, even if it was smaller than Elliott's. He pounded her hard, so hard her body clapped, and shook. Paula orgasmed and then screamed, the Chairman shot his load into Paula. As the Chairman stepped away, his jizz ran out of Paula's cunt and pooled on the table beneath her.
Elliott pulled his cock from her mouth, and offered his balls for her to suck on. He placed one foot on the table; lifted his ball sack up and offered his taint to her; she hungrily licked at this highly erogenous zone, making him shudder.
"Fuck me!" Paula yelled as she licked from his taint to his scrotum.
"pity your daughter isn't here. I could have fucked her as well. What's her name again?" Elliott was stalling for time, so he decided to have some fun.
"Becka! Now fuck me!"
"Would you let me fuck Becka?" Elliott teased, his body shaking against Paula's excellent tongue work.
"Yes! Now fuck me!" As she said that, she felt a pair of hands on her hips, and a very hard penis press against her aching cunt.
Elliott grabbed her head and shoved his cock in her mouth before she could protest. As she felt his dick against her tonsils, she felt a shaft enter her pussy. Having a load shot in her, and stretched out by Elliott, the third guy was able to enter with ease. He was balls deep in a single stroke and piledriving Paula's well fucked vagina.
"Hold up a sec." Elliott said to the guy pistoning in and out of her.
He then said to Paula: "The whole Board of Directors are here, and they are all going to fuck you."
"Let's pull this table into the centre of the room. Let everyone see what a hot fuck our new Regional Leads wife is!"
Everyone was watching the action in the corner anyway; but now they can see it in full HD. Sam could see them watching, hear every mark, see them gasp at his Wife's stretched out hole as she bent over for the room.
The director took his place behind Paula again and pounded her as hard and as fast as he could. With this level of fury, there could be no staying power, he was either going to cum, or pass out. He looked over at Sam as he grabbed Paula's hips, his body jolted as he nutted deep into a wife right in front of the husband. Elliott saw this and shot Sam a smile as well, before pushing dick deeper down Paula's throat making her cough and splutter on him.
"How many guys will fuck me?" Paula looked up to Elliott, her mascara running down her cheeks, her lipstick both worn and smudged. Sam thought she looked super hot in this moment, and he hoped he would get a turn in his wife later that night.
"We are going to fuck you until you pass out." Elliott said, not answering her. "By letting the Board gangbang you, you're helping me get a raise, as well as helping your husband."
"Pity your daughter isn't here to help take some of these guys off you. Isn't it?" Elliott teased.
"Yes!" Paula said. Little did they know that fucking guys next to her daughter was her ultimate fantasy, even bigger than the one she is living now; being cheered on by a group of people while being gang banged in front of an audience.
The next guy had taken his place behind Paula. He spat on his dick and massaged it in to prep for entry into this hot wife. Sam could see the jizz dripping out of her; so, even though the Director had a fat dick, he doubted he needed lube.
Paula felt the fourth piece of man meat push into her tonight; she loved the girth of this one, it stretched her as much as Elliott's. As the guy pounded her, Elliott could feel her moans and whimpers into his shaft as she worked her magic on him. He loved looking over at her husband as guy-after-guy entered his wife and shot their load into her womb. He loved seeing his face as they pulled out and her vagina would gape and cum would run out and drip onto the table beneath her. There was quite the puddle there now.
Sam watched with great interest as this fat cock drove in and out of his wife's well-used box. He no longer cared that his colleagues were there to see his wife being gangbanged by the CEO and the Board; that he would get a promotion out of it; he was mesmerised by the sight of it.
One of the senior associates stood there, watching the same empty space. No smirk. That made it worse.
"You alright?" the man asked.
Sam swallowed. "Yeah." It sounded steady. It wasn't. He could barely hide that he enjoyed it,
The associate nodded once.
"Good," he said quietly. "Wouldn't want to interrupt the process." He turned away, lifting his drink, re-joining the room as if nothing had happened.
Elliott watched this exchange and smiled. Sam was distracted as the Director grunted and shot his load into Paula. As he withdrew Paula squirted across the room. The room cheered.
The next 3 Directors took their turn in the gangbang, all shooting their load into Paula. She was so sensitive now that she was orgasming multiple times with each men. Elliott didn't want to put his load down Paula's throat, so he had her lick his balls and his taint, keeping him rock hard and ready for his turn.
Once the Directors had finished, Elliott walked behind Paula. He was not shy to be naked in front of the room, he held his dick with pride.
When he got behind Paula he said: "Wow, you guys stretched her out!" As he marvelled at her gaping vagina, fucked out of recognition.
He slipped his dick in and got balls deep first go. Paula came and then squirted as the bulbous head crashed into her cervix. He did not go gentle this time, she was open and prepared for his size and thickness; he pummelled her with hard, deep strokes, Paula was screaming the whole time.
For the first time he verbally engaged Sam: "She is going to feel very different after tonight." As he drove his dick deep into his employees wife. He hit that pussy so hard that his balls were swinging through and hitting her clit.
He contemplated fucking her ass; Elliott had never fucked a woman after another man before, and he wasn't sure how it would feel. Plus, it wasn't a good look being so deep in the line of a gangbang, so taking her ass in front of her husband might be the perfect way to show strength.
But her cunt, as worn and stretched as it was, felt amazing! It felt better than when he was the first one in her hole breaking ground around her cervix. Plus, he had been holding his load while 7 other guys fucked her; his balls were swollen and wanted their release. Finally, he was going to get it. He shoved his penis in hard and deep; as he made her orgasm around his spasming shaft, he sprayed her uterus with copious amounts of cum.


As he withdrew he said: "Shall I open the gangbang up to the rest of the room?"
Paula was so exhausted that she could barely answer. Sam stepped in, pulled his wife's dress down, and helped her to her feet.
"I am taking her home now." He got the promotion of his dreams, there was little point in staying for the rest of the conference. That night he drove his wife home. Knowing their lives have changed now. The genie was out of the bottle. His wife was gang fucked in front of him and his colleagues, and she loved it. This was the new reality.
Over the next few months Paula had been into the office more than a few times. Elliott fucked her senseless, and he made sure Sam watched. After Board meetings Paula would come in and they would run a train on her. This ensured fat bonuses for Elliott, and Paula made sure the money trickled down to Sam.
When he had every inch of his cock deep in Paula, and she was on the verge of cumming, he would pull out and say: "Let me fuck your daughter, or I won't fuck you."
Paula would always scream: "Yes you can fuck her! Just fuck me first."
Sam would intervene and say: "no way!" But Sam saw her nod and wink to him, and then he would resume fucking her.
Elliott also used her to close deals with important clients. She was the centre of a few gangbangs where she helped the organisation win huge contracts, making fat commissions for Elliott and Sam.
Sam loved to watch it. There was excitement in it. The thought of her naked; that perfect pussy, the juices on the edge of her lower lips causing a sparkle as it caught the light at just the right angle; her legs open wide, as a man she barely knows drives his shaft deep into her love tunnel. But Paula still came back to him. Still stood in front of the mirror at home. Still asked, occasionally, what he thought.
All this extra money started to burn a hold in his pocket. And when his wife was not being fucked in front of him he needed something to excite him. And that is where gambling started; he loved that rush, that danger, he gets that same feeling he gets when some strange guy is climbing onto his wife for the first time.
Until he started to lose, and then he lost more than he can afford. Now there is an element of danger.
Even after everything that has happened. He still has this amazing wife and daughter.
Yes, the daughter, who was becoming more and more like her mother every day.
And Becka, watching all of it, didn't reject it. Was she with Paula? Was she doing what her mother does? It was no secret that Elliott wanted to fuck her. But Sam could not allow it. But maybe Paula did unbeknown to him? She was not as nearly as objectional to this as Sam was.
They certainly had their secrets. They moved through the world like that now. Together. Untouched by consequence.
Until tonight.
Tonight, there was no laughter drifting in from the street. No low hum of music carried through an open door. No sound of heels on the floorboards, or voices slipping into the house like they owned it.
Just silence.
Upstairs, Becka's room was empty. Light still on. A jacket thrown across the bed like she'd left mid-thought.
Paula's side of the wardrobe hung open. One space left between dresses.
Sam sat at the table, staring at his phone, her name glowing faintly on the screen.
He imagined her somewhere dimly lit, leaning close to someone who wasn't him.
That image usually settled him.
Tonight, it didn't. Had the debts from gambling finally caught up to him?
Then came the knock. Three slow, deliberate taps.
Sam didn't move at first. His body understood before his mind did. They were here for him. It was time to pay what he owes.
The knock came again.
Three taps. They were still patient, they were still waiting.
The knock still echoed in the house, but Sam didn't move.
Not yet.
Because there was another explanation. There was always another explanation. His mind reached for it instinctively, the way it always had--pulling him backward into something familiar, something easier to live with.
He hoped it was Paula and Becka, knocking to see if he was home, like that fateful night when he pretended he wasn't.
Sam had hidden then too. But he could see them.
They walked in together, each with a man on her arm. The men were in their mid to late twenties; broad-shouldered, athletic, the kind of strength that came from use, not effort. Their clothes were clean, shirts open just enough, sleeves rolled, watches that hinted at money without needing to prove it.
They moved with confidence; like they feared nothing. At this stage Sam could not tell if they were just friends of Becka, or something more.
Their hands rested easily at Paula's waist, at the small of Becka's back; they did so without asking permission. The four of them laughing as they entered, filling the room with noise and movement, as if the house had always been theirs.
Sam had stayed still. Silent. Watching. Wondering if he should act.
After they all had a shot of tequila, the men moved in. Kissing them, hands rubbing over their shoulders, along their collarbone, on to their breasts. Paula and Becka kissed back, hard, submitting to the situation.
"Brent!" Paula whispered a moan between kisses.
Hands were soon on the inner thigh, moving up beneath the hemlines of their impossibly short dresses. Paula adjusted her position to allow access; Becka mirrored the action. Sam watched their eyes. He waited for the moment; in an almost synchronised fashion both their heads arced back, they let out an exhale, and their eyes glazed. The men, now knuckle deep in the fleshy mounds of the mother and daughter combo beneath them; kissed harder driving home their stolen ground.
All 3 men adjusted their hips to undo their belts and unfasten their pants. Their erect members sprung to life. With their next motion, Brent and Gabe removed the panties of the women beneath them. Both Paula and Becka were on the couch, dress up around their navel, knees to their chest, legs open wide, pussy lips swollen and open, vagina ready. 2 of the dicks entered the velvet tunnels of 2 very beautiful women; the 3rd was almost exploding into a hand in the closet.
The men ploughed into the women hard, the couch rocking with each pump, the men explored the mouths of each of the willing women beneath them, as they bucked back to help the deep penetration. Paula screamed first, then Becka let out a loud moan before squirting across the room.
Before the guys could finish the girls kicked them off. It was now clear to Sam where the power lied.
"This is too weird right? Have we gone too far?" Becka says to the room, but really meaning her mum. She felt she should do the right thing, but wanted to do the fun thing.
"It is fuckin hot!" One of the guys replied.
"I am going to finish in the bedroom." Becka says over her shoulder, her eyes resting on Paula for an extra half-second.
"No, we are not. We are doing it right here." Gabe said brashly. Becka grateful to have the unpopular decision taken from her
In Paula's mind she already got she wanted, and knew that this would only be the start. "Let's make it really weird! And Hot!"
She motions to Becka's guy Gabe: "You get over here." Then she pushes Brent off of her with her foot. "You go with her, and give her the night of her life."
He climbs off Paula, his dick so erect that Sam could see it throb from the closet. He walks over towards Becka and kisses her. He removes her dress, and her braless-tits spring to life.
He kicks off the rest of his clothes, and grabs Becka's chin and squeezes it until she raises her chin to kiss him. She responded to the display of force, liking the roughness. He pushes her to her knees and then prods her mouth with his engorged cock until she opens her mouth. He grabs her hair and then slowly feeds his dick into her mouth. Becka flicks her tongue along his shaft, before sucking it clean.
He grabs Becka's hair, and pulls his knob out of her mouth. "Lick my balls, clean." He raises one leg onto the sofa, and lifts his shaft. Her hungry mouth is slurping and licking on his nut-sack.
Paula loves watching her daughter in action; and the fact that it her very own nectar that Becka is diligently cleaning off, drives her wild.
"Come here." Paula says to her daughter's brief lover. She grabs his dick and runs her tongue up and down his shaft. She takes the full length in and deep throats him, before withdrawing, and then licking all the juices off his balls.
To Sam in the closet, and to naked guy in front of her; it was clear that it wasn't his cock she was after.
Once she savoured the taste, Paula pushed his head down to her pussy and made him lick her until her body shook in climax.
"Lick her out." Paula instructs the guy on top of her.
Becka is positioned with her knees on the couch and her chest over the back rest. Brent, her guy sees that wide stance, and that cunt dripping its sweet juices onto the couch; he takes his hard dick and roughly enters her, pulling her hair and slapping her butt as he violently ploughs into her. Becka moans loud at the intensity of the feeling.
Just as she is about to cum, Paula pushes the guy out of the way and places her face in the path of the spray of pussy juices that squirts out. Brent grabs Becka's head and forces his dick back into her mouth.
"Lick her pussy!" Paula said to Gabe.
As Gabe prepares to get into position, Paula places her finger to her lips to quiet him, and gently pushes him aside. She whispers to him: "Put your hands on her hips."
Brent cottons on to what is about to unfold and keeps Becka's head buried into his crotch and his dick firmly down her throat.
Sam is awe struck. He can't take his eyes off the scene; he can't take his hand off his rod.
Paula kneels behind Becka, her face in line with her snatch. She takes in the details of her arousal signals: the puffiness of her flaps, the slightly opened hole, the sweet smell of her womanhood; and the copious amounts of her delicious juices pooling around her entrance and dripping off her lower lips.
She dives in, her mouth enveloping the velvet curtains, her chin brushing her clit. She inhales her juices, swallowing them, her tongue goes into her love tunnel, foraging for more of that sweet honey, looking to hit her daughters pleasure zones. She wants to touch her bad, to grab those swinging tits that are only but an arm length in front of her. She withdraws her tongue and then sucks on a cunt lip again, before licking between her flaps and onto her clit.
Becka moans into Brent's cock, but he holds her head in place. He wants to cum so desperately, but there is no way he can allow this scene to end. This is the stuff he read in Penthouse forum as a kid, and now he was living it; a hot young daughter slurping on his knob, while the mother devours her honey pot. And he has had his dick in both of them! Man, he wanted to bust a nut so badly.
Becka could orgasm from deep throating alone, it was weird, but there must have been a nerve connection between her throat and her vagina. But with that sweet tongue working its magic on her feminine folds, the nerve link became a pleasure highway, delivering a tsunami of bliss. The giver of the oral pleasure done so intuitively, knowing just where to lick, and how much pressure to apply. That sweet soft touch creating a fire between her legs; Becka can barely concentrate on working the man meat deep in her mouth. Who was she kidding? He was doing all the work, he was fucking her mouth as if it was a cunt.
Sam watches his sweet wife weave her spell; his mouth dry, his loins aching.
Paula sees Becka's legs start to shake; her flaps begin to quiver, her pussy hole begin to throb. Becka screams into Brent's cock and squirts all over her mother's face for a second time. As Brent releases her, Paula rolls away.
"Fuck her! You deserve it." Gabe doesn't give Becka much of a chance to come down from the massive orgasm that hit so hard that she almost passed out. He spits on his cock and then forces himself into the pink folds of the gorgeous creature on the lounge.
Paula enjoys watching Brent and Gabe spit roasting Becka for a moment, before calling Brent over to relieve the massive ache in her cunt. She has finally lived out her most taboo fantasy, her most exciting fantasy, and her pussy was so pent up it was like a volcano ready to erupt.
Brent was grateful to give the pleasure, it would give his body a chance to calm down so that he can last longer.
With the persistent moans coming from Becka, Paula grabbed his head, pushed it into her cunt and came hard.
When she calmed down, she pulled him off her snatch, got up and walked around the back of the sofa and bent over the back of the lounge so that she was face to face with Becka. Brent needed no instruction.
Sm noticed that the juices from Paula's cunt had saturated her upper legs, and was dripping onto the floor between her feet.
Becka looked over at her mother and saw the dampness on her face. The smell of feminine allure all of a sudden hung thick in the air. Which made her wonder: how far over the line had she crossed?
For the next 15 minutes they fucked like animals in every position the couch could accommodate; until both guys spasmed and then shot their load into the achingly-beautiful-mother-and-daughter-pussy combination blooming beneath them
Sam climaxed 3 times to the never before heard screams of pleasure that came from his thoroughly fucked wife's mouth.
Paula shoves the guy off of her, stands up - the cum running down her legs made Sam hard for the fourth time! She pulls her dress down and goes upstairs to Becka's room. Within moments all 4 of them are down stairs - dressed but dishevelled - having another shot of tequila.
"You ok?" Paula says to Becka.
"Never better!" Becka says with a smile.
Paula smiles a smile of victory.
The guys leave and the girls have a glass of wine and discuss the night. Sam slept in the closet on a high that gambling couldn't top.
That was the problem. He didn't want what he saw to be the ultimate thrill. So, he pushed his poker games to the limit, hoping to recapture the high he felt in the closet - until he pushed way too far.
Knock! Knock! Knock! This time more desperate.
Sam is snapped back to reality
The knock came again. Three taps.
Closer now. Angry.
Sam turned toward the door. This time, he moved.
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The poker game had not come from nowhere.
Ever since the work conference three months earlier, something inside Sam had been quietly rearranging itself into feelings he no longer fully understood.
The hotel bar had been dim and expensive-looking in the phony way conference venues often were with their dim lighting, polished dark wood, a beat strong enough to encourage close dancing. Directors and executives drifted between small clusters of laughter with loosened ties and conference lanyards still hanging around their necks like badges of exhaustion. Sam had already lost too much money in the casino downstairs that afternoon. Elliott, his regional manager, had covered drinks afterward with the smug generosity of a man who earned three times Sam's salary.
Then Elliott asked Paula to dance. It should have been harmless. That was the terrifying part.
There was nothing overtly inappropriate about it. Elliott's hand rested respectfully against the small of her back. Paula laughed softly as they moved beneath the muted glow of hanging lights near the bar. But Sam remembered every detail with painful clarity -- the way Elliott leaned in slightly when speaking to her, the way Paula's eyes lifted toward him when she laughed, the confidence of a man completely accustomed to getting what he wanted.
Elliott fucked Paula right there in the bar. First it was in a dark corner, with Paula sucking his dick, and then he took her from behind. Then a Board member put his dick in her mouth, Paula was being spit-roasted right there in the same room as all of her husband's colleagues.
Only some saw Sam's wife taking dick from both ends in the corner; but when Elliott moved the action into the light and let the rest of the Board Directors gang bang Sam's wife, everyone in the room saw Paula's cunt gaped, and dripping out the cum of the Organisation's Board.
And Sam...
Sam had watched. Not angrily. Not even jealously, not entirely.
What unsettled him later was the heat that spread through him while standing there with his whiskey glass clenched in his hand. The dizzying sensation of becoming irrelevant for a moment. Of standing outside his own marriage while another man orchestrated a gang bang on his wife.
The feeling followed him home. Then came the night with the closet.
Even now, Sam struggled to understand why he had hidden instead of stopping things before they escalated. Paula and Becka had come home giggling from the pub with two strangers trailing behind them; both men harmless enough on the surface, drunk and charming and eager to impress. Sam could still remember crouching silently inside the narrow darkness of the closet while laughter drifted through the hallway outside.
Paula and Becka, his wife and daughter, both being fucked on and around the lounge, in every position thinkable.
Not to mention Paula's act on Becka.
The unbearable mix of shame and excitement pressing against Sam's ribs while he watched through the crack in the closet door like a man witnessing his own life from somewhere outside it.
He told himself afterward it had crossed a line. But the truth was he couldn't stop replaying it.
Now the debts were mounting again. The reason for this poker game.
Sports betting. Online poker. Cash advances shuffled desperately between accounts like a shell game already collapsing. Hosting private games had become less about entertainment and more about survival. If he played well tonight, and if the others drank enough, got careless enough then he might be able to claw back several weeks of breathing room.
And Paula...
Paula had become tangled up in that strategy in ways Sam hated himself for.
The house carried a dense warmth as the men arrived. Clem first, he was rugged, composed, rough-edged handsome with the hard eyes of someone difficult to intimidate. Ronnie followed loud and grinning, already carrying himself like he owned the room before even stepping fully inside it. Phil and Fred drifted in behind him with cartons of beer and easy laughter, both of them orbiting stronger personalities the way weaker men often did.
The dining table had been converted into a poker setup beneath the hanging light. Whiskey bottles waited beside stacks of chips. Outside, rain still tapped occasionally against the gutters.
Then Paula came downstairs. The atmosphere shifted instantly.
She wore a dark fitted dress with nothing underneath, her hair fell loosely over one shoulder, still slightly damp. Bare legs catching the low light as she crossed toward the kitchen.
"I figured if they're busy looking at me," she said lightly, "Sam might finally win a hand tonight."
Ronnie laughed first.
"Jesus, that hardly seems fair on us."
Clem smirked quietly into his drink.
Phil and Fred exchanged the quick embarrassed glance of men trying not to appear too interested while failing completely.
And Sam felt it again. That terrible, electric confusion. Because part of him genuinely needed the distraction. Needed Ronnie staring too long at Paula instead of calculating odds. Needed the room loose and unfocused.
But another part of him; the darker, hungrier part born in the shadowy corner of the hotel bar with Elliott; needed something else entirely. Needed to feel small. Needed to watch his wife being gang fucked. Just sex would not cut it; he needed to see her take a room full of men; he needed to hear her scream their names.
He needed the unbearable thrill of other men shooting their load deep into the woman that belonged to him.
Then Paula bent slightly to reach into the lower cupboard for extra glasses.
The dress climbed her thighs just enough to show her pussy lips. Ronnie openly stared. Fred stopped shuffling chips. Even Clem's gaze lingered longer than politeness allowed.
And Sam felt the same tightening deep in his chest he had felt watching Elliott's hand rest against Paula's waist beneath the soft conference lighting months earlier.
Upstairs, a floorboard creaked.
Becka.
Sam's stomach tightened instantly.
Because after the night in the closet, after the strangers, after watching his wife and daughter enter worlds neither fully understood, the thought of Becka being seeing this; or worse, being part of this; filled him with a dread he could not separate from excitement anymore.
A moment later footsteps sounded softly on the stairs. Then silence.
Ronnie pulls Sam aside. "You already owe us too much to lose more; you owe money all over town."
"My luck is changing. I can feel it." Sam said in an excited whisper.
"Look, you are in deep with the wrong people. You fuck up this payment and they'll take your wife and daughter." Ronnie said. Holding Sam's arm tight.
"I am going to win." Sam insisted, not convincing anyone, not convincing himself.
"I'll cover this month's debt. Make an excuse and piss off out of here so me and the boys can all fuck your wife."
"She doesn't know how deep I am in." Sam said. "She may not consent."
"Let me worry about that." He said with a knowing smile. "I have a feeling that one of us will be balls deep in her within 5 minutes of you leaving."
Sam thinks for a minute. "But my daughter is in the house to."
"Yeah, I've seen her. She is very rootable." He eyes Sam carefully. "If we gangbang your daughter as well; I'll cover the next 3 months of your payments."
Before Sam can answer, Ronnie interjects: "Now fuck off. You saying 'no' is not an option. If you don't take my deal now, and lose, your wife and daughter will be taken and be pulling trains every night until your debt is paid off."
Sam reacts immediately. "This looks like it is going to be a long night. I might go and get some food so we don't need to stop when the cards get hot."
With a sick feeling in his gut and an excited feeling in his loins, he reversed out and parked around the corner. Then he doubled back and snuck in the backdoor.
From the hallway, Sam watched through the narrow gap in the door.
One of the players, Clem, broad shoulders, sleeves rolled; leaned back in his chair, eyes fixed on Paula. "You always host like this?" Clem asked, voice low. He wasn't aware of Ronnie's plans, none of them were.
Paula smiled, slow and sensual. "Only when it's worth it."
She stepped closer under the pretence of topping up drinks, her hand brushing his shoulder just long enough to register. He didn't move away.
"Careful," he said quietly, a grin forming. "Could be distracting."
Paula met his gaze, unflinching. "That's the idea."
Clem placed his hand on her inner thigh, when Paula smiled he took it as a signal to proceed north. As his hands rode up her legs so did her hemline.
The cards were swept off the table. He laid Paula down in the middle of the other 3 hungry men, her legs fell open, her cunt exposed to the room. All 4 men already had their pants unbuckled and stroking their hard dicks.
Sam peered through the crack, surprised that his wife was so willing to be gang fucked by four strangers. What Sam didn't know was that his daughter Becka was hidden on the other side of the room watching the night unfold. She was not screaming in horror, instead she had her panties pulled aside and was paddling her pink canoe.
"Quick, piss the foreplay off! Fuck her already! Her old man will be home soon." They pulled the top of her dress down exposing her creamy white tits and perfectly erect nipples.
Sam noted that Paula had not protested once, in fact she was soaking wet, and her pussy lips were all puffed up and ready.
"Wear a condom." Paula said as Clem had his cock pressed against her hole, ready to violate his friend's wife.
"No." Clem drove his meat hard into Paula's cunt, she half grimaced and moaned by the force. Phil pulled her head to the side and shoved his dick into her mouth to muffle the moans.
"C'mon man, let's go I want to blow me load in her before Sam gets home." Fred complained.
From opposite ends of the house both her daughter and husband watched on as the guys rolled her over to get a better spit roast position. Becka had 3 fingers driving in and out of herself, letting out little whimpers as she watched her mother have dicks forced into her from either end, and her titties being squeezed by the other 2 guys waiting to get into the gang bang action.
"Where's your daughter? Do you think she will want to join in." Ronnie said.
Sam had seen Paula and Becka perform before. The sheer thought of it caused a lump to form in his throat. His body reacted in a way that made him feel ashamed. He pulled his phone and sent a text to Fred:
I got a flat tyre - I am not sure how long I will be.
"Don't push it too far, that's her daughter! If you upset her before I get to tear up that hot twat, I will fuck you up!" Phil said; also unaware of Ronnie's plan to gangbang both mother and daughter.
Hearing her name, made Becka's pussy gush! Could she be gang fucked alongside her mother by her father's friends? Her clit throbbed at the thought, her hole pulsated and ached; her pussy slurped on her fingers, and she made that fap-fap-fap-fap- sound as she brought herself to another orgasm.
Phil felt her suck harder when Ronnie mentioned the daughter; he knew she was into it. "This bitch isn't going anywhere until all our cum is dripping from her holes. The only thing we have to worry about is Sam getting back and spoiling it."
"No, we are sweet! I just got a text from Sam and he has a flat! We can take our time." Fred said.
Ronnie pulled his cock from her mouth and a big slobber trail ran from Paula's lips to the tip of his knob. He grabbed her hair and said: "Tell the guys you want your daughter to join in."
Clem pulled his meat out of her pussy and ran it up and down her slit, teasing the hole. "Answer him!" He slapped her ass, causing her to yelp.
After the 3rd slap, Sam was about to intervene - reluctantly - but then she answered.
"Fuck me! Please! All of you!" Paula begged.
Slap across Paula's ass. "Answer him!"
"Yes! I want her to join in! Now fuck me!" Paula begged.
Clem drove his meat in and pounded hard into Paula. As he felt her body build to another orgasm he pulled out. "I want you to call her in here or you don't get any more dick."
"Becka!" Paula yelled. The excitement Paula felt as she called that name! When Clem fucked her again, it caused her to orgasm from the very first thrust. As she screamed, Phil forced his dick into her open mouth.
Sam came all over the floor in front of him.
Becka stood up against the door. Every nerve ending on her body screamed for a release; but there was doubt. She was fucked next to her mum on another occasion; they were both railed by the same guys. She shared men with her mother! They had all the power in that situation, but if she goes out there to be gangbanged, the guys will have all the power.
With Paula being railed by Clem like a dog-in-heat, Clem grabs her hips and rams himself in deep, spraying her womb with his seed.
A door swings open. They all look to the far side of the room. Sam gasps; his body betrays him again. In walks this lovely girl, no older than 19, a hotter, sweeter version of the woman on all fours being spit-roasted in front of them. She was wearing a red see thru teddy, it was clear that she had on nothing beneath.
Becka felt a little apprehensive, she was worried about what her mum would think when she saw her taking so many cocks. Her mind willed her to stop and take check of the situation; but her body kept walking toward them.
"You've been watching us with your mum - haven't you?" Ronnie says as he approached Becka.
Becka just nods; deciding to excite the guys by playing the innocent little daughter. Ronnie picks up on the body language and uses a stronger tone. "You been playing with that kitty haven't you? I can see how puffy and swollen it is."
Becka lowers her eyes to hide the excitement that must be shining through them. Ronnie pushes the point: "Haven't you!?" He said in a more vexing tone.
"Yes." Becka replies, feigning meekness.
Fred takes advantage of Paula's vacant cunt, and goes behind her, jumping the queue. Paula cums instantly, so turned on by the show Ronnie has put on with her daughter.
Ronnie, in front of her Becka now. "Lift your arms up." He orders.
As Becka complies he removes her red teddy, showing her naked body to the room. "Keep your arms up there." He places 2 fingers between her flaps, and scoops some juice out. He licks it and then smells his fingers. "So young, so sweet, so ripe. Now turn around for the boys."
Becka spins, her arms sill in the air.
"Now open your legs wider, and bend forward." Becka bends over, her ass and cunt on full display to the men. Also, on show to her mother.
Ronnie stands to her left so the room still has full view, he places his fingers on either side of her vagina and spreads her pussy lips open. The guys let out a cheer. He then places a hand on either side of her cheeks and opens her wide, letting the guys see her back entrance in all its glory.
He inserts 2 fingers into Becka and finger bangs her as he kisses her on small of her lower back. "You are going to let all of us fuck that sweet thang, aren't you?" Becka moans, her body responding to Phil's fingers driving in and out of her.
Without warning he steps behind her, places his dick against her flaps and roughly enters her.
"Aren't you!?" He demands.
"Yes." She says in a moan. Playing the role of the innocent daughter made Becka as horny as hell.
"Her cunt is so hot and wet!" Ronnie yells.
"Now tell us all we can fuck you, alongside your mum!"
"You can all fuck me." She yells a little too enthusiastically. Ronnie licks his lips at the prospect of having such a compliant little hottie bucking back against his dick as he ploughs into her.
"Clem, come put your dick in her mouth." Even though Clem just came in the mother, he is already rock hard again. He places the helmet of his penis under Beck's nose, she lifts her chin and slurps down on his cock.
"You just licked your mother's pussy off his dick! How did it taste?" Ronnie laughs.
He yanks her hair back off Clem's dick. "Good!" she responds, then sucks him clean as instructed.
Ronnie withdraws his penis from the hot young teen and goes over to Paula: "Clean it."
Paula was still being fucked furiously by Fred; the nerve endings in her velvet tunnel were exploding in bliss. Watching Becka being treated like a whore made her so horny that she was almost in continual orgasm. As she sees Ronnie's shaft glisten with her daughter's juices, and could smell her sweet musk on his meat, she greedily shoved his prick deep into her mouth, savouring the sweet nectar as she sucked him down, swirling his rod with her tongue.
As good as it felt to have Paula slurping on his dick, he wanted to drive his ownership of Becka. "Get over here and bend over." He says to the room. Waiting to see if she'll comply.
Becka gets up and walks over to where Ronnie was standing. She bends over in front of him so that Paula can get a front row viewing of one of her husband's friends, push his penis inside her daughter. Becka's pussy was so wet that it was dripping on the floor. The sight of this alone made Paula cum so hard that she squirted all over Fred, as he simultaneously dumped his load in her to mingle with Clem's.
Phil, was straight in. With cum leaking out of Paula, and the fact his shaft wasn't as girthy as the other 2, meant he was balls deep in his mate's wife in a single thrust. Paula immediately bucked back to meet his pumps to increase her sensation. The excitement of seeing a dick disappear into her daughter's snatch was enough to make up for the smaller member thrusting in and out of her.
As Ronnie was railing Becka, he said: "Let's all feel the tightness of this little slut before, we blow in her and make her sloppy. As each guy is about to cum, pull out and put it in her mother's mouth to swallow."
Ronnie thrashes Becka's cunt with all his power, making her body jolt with each pump. Becka moaned and screamed in pleasure, as orgasms ran through her body bringing waves of pleasure. As he is about to cum, he says to Paula: "You better swallow every drop."
He withdraws from Becka and shoves his cock into Paula's mouth, who hungrily laps up Becka's juices and swallows his load. As he goes soft in Paula's mouth he says to Becka: "I'll be back later to break in that hot little ass of yours."
As soon as he stepped aside Clem took his place. Becka immediately felt he was girthier, and loved the stretched feeling in her already sensitive love tunnel. "You like seeing your daughter gangbanged?" He said to Paula.
"Yes!" Paula answered in a pant. Paula was still being pumped from Phil - who what he lacked in size made up for in staying power. This was great because her cunt was on fire and needed to be screwed.
"You liked being gangbanged next to your daughter. Don't you slut?"
"Yes!" Paula said in half scream, as Phil hit her spot.
"Your daughter's pussy feels amazing, she really wants it!" Clem taunted the mother as railed Becka.
Ronnie arrived back from the kitchen with 2 carrots and coconut oil. He rubbed the 1st one in oil and then stepped behind Paula. "Pull out of this hottie for a minute." Phil did as he was asked and withdrew from Paula to a loud squelching sound. Then Paula realised what he was going to do with the carrot. She felt the coldness enter her pussy hitting depths not achieved by Phil.


"Fuck her again." Phil slowly entered Paula, this time she felt tight, like he was going to bust her open if he went in further. To Paula she felt stretched wider than ever. Once the pain subsided, Ronnie would push in a little further; giving her that overextended feeling again.
Finally, he was all the way in and Paula was relaxed. He slowly withdrew and started lightly pumping. Paula was screaming so loud that it caused Becka to look back through her legs to see what was happening to her mother. But it was a scream of utter pleasure. With the carrot in her at the same time as Phil he was able to hit all her pleasure zones at once. With the extra lube from the coconut oil and her exploding vagina, Phil was soon able to thrash her again.
"Pull out." Ronnie instructed. As Phil pulled out, Ronnie removed the carrot and put a larger one back in its place. Phil didn't take his time, he went full speed straight away; making Paula yelp at first, but quickly adjust to the new size.
Ronnie gave the carrot he pulled out of Paula's cunt to Becka to smell. "Yours Mum's pussy smells just as sweet as yours." He quipped.
He then used the carrot that was lubed with her mother's vagina and coconut to slowly push into Becka's ass. Becka screamed at first. So, Clem withdrew his penis, to relieve some of the pressure, so Ronnie could work the carrot into her rosebud.
"Let's show your mum what a good little girl you are and get this carrot all the way up your ass, Becka. It is like your mum is fucking your ass, seeing though it is her juices on the carrot." He kept on the pressure at the base.
"Don't disappoint your mum. She wants to see that carrot disappear."
"Yes, please. I can take it!" Becka screamed.
"Your mum is gonna lick that pussy and ass before we fuck it properly."
Becka just grimaced at the invading carrot.
"Answer me!"
"Yes!" Becka screamed.
"Say the words!" Ronnie commanded.
"Mum is gonna lick my pussy and ass!"
Fred shoved his penis into her face. Slapping it against her cheeks.
"Good girl! Now suck Fred's dick." Even with her grimace she opened her mouth and allowed Fred to slide his dick in. She sucked him with enthusiasm; as Ronnie, got through her rosebud and started working the length into her backdoor. Fred loved the feeling of her muffled squeals into his meat.
Clem walked behind Paula and said to Phil: "Give us a go with that carrot in her."
Phil was turned on by the sight of the carrot disappearing in this young chick's ass, he was ready to nut. He walked around and put it in Paula's mouth and had her clean her cunt juices and swallow his load all at once. Clem spat on his hand and rubbed it into the head of his prick and began forcing in into Paula, alongside the carrot.
Paula's husband, could barely blink. The show before him was shamefully hypnotic; he had nutted harder than he ever had in his life and it was from pulling himself off to the sight of his friends gang fucking his family. Most men, if in Sam's position, seeing man after man enter his wife and daughter's sacred holes, would rip the defilers apart. Not Sam though, he was spellbound. He wanted to see Clem get his fat dick into his bride's cunt with the carrot already in there.
Paula Winced as she felt her hole start to stretch open to allow the eye of Clem's monster-cock to make its way in alongside the carrot. With persistent force, he eventually got the head in and the hot mum on the end of his meat let out a yelp.
"Now you are tighter than your daughter!" He gave her a slap on her butt cheek in rhythm to the punchline of his joke. "Want me to stop?"
"No!" Paula pushed back against Clem's meat, helping increase the force to help him get him all the way in. At one stage the pressure was so great she thought she was going to tear open.
As Clem sat balls deep in the hot wife, he rested to allow her to adjust to the size. Both of them looked up to see only half-an-inch of carrot sticking out of Becka's ass. Ronnie rubbed Becka's clit to increase her juices; and within a few seconds she started to moan. This signalled him to slowly withdraw the carrot a couple of inches before pushing it back in. He did slow repetitions to get her use to the sensation, and then sped up the pumps, and withdrew it further each time. As Becka's rear chute relaxed she started to enjoy the sensation; moaning in unison as the orange vegetable entered her gut from the wrong way.
Clem in his excitement at seeing the carrot almost disappear into the daughter's ass started to thrusting into the hungry mum. Paula's cunt quickly adjusted and was almost exploding in perpetual orgasm again.
Ronnie was now pounding her ass so that only his fingers on top of the carrot was hanging out of her butt, and on the withdrawal only the tip remained in. He then put 2 fingers in Becka's snatch and finger banged her in unison with the carrot.
"I can feel the carrot glide up her ass!" He bragged to the room. "Reach behind and pull your butt cheeks apart."
As Becka did as instructed, he withdrew the carrot, showing the room her gaping backdoor. They all cheered, and Paula squirted all over Clem.
"Pull out of the mum for a moment." Ronnie instructed. "I want her over here on her back with her face under her daughter's pussy."
Once Clem saw was about to happen, he pulled his shaft out of the HotWife then removed the carrot; leaving her flaps dangling wide apart. Paula moved to place her head underneath Becka's snatch; giving her a perfect view of Ronnie finger banging her daughter while stretching her rear chute with the carrot.
"Lick her clit." Ronnie commanded.
Paula hungrily lapped at the pooling juices around Becka's flaps, before moving up to swirl her tongue around the erogenous zone. Both women shuddered over the eroticism of the scene. Becka moaned into Fred's cock as the intensity of the feeling of having her ass pounded, her pussy fingered, and her clit licked; this all culminated to a massive, body shaking orgasm, that caused Becka to almost pass out.
Sam had jerked-off so much over the action that his penis was raw. But the sex just got hotter, and he would get hard again, and his balls would ache.
"You want us to stop?" Ronnie said to Becka.
"No, please!" Becka begged.
"You will do what we ask?" Ronnie said.
"Yes, anything... I'll do anything!" Becka said, in a post-orgasmic high.
"We are all going to fuck that virginal ass of yours." Ronnie stated.
"Ok." Becka agreed.
"But that's not enough. First, you are going to lick her pussy."
"No." Becka said.
"Ok." Ronnie withdrew the carrot, and his fingers. "Get-up and get dressed. We are done."
Becka got up. But she didn't get dressed. Instead she walked around to Paula's spread legs, took the carrot that was next to her open pussy, and inserted it. As she drove the carrot in and out of the well fucked snatch, she could smell the cum that came of Paula's hole as the carrot hit deeper and deeper. As her legs began to shake, and her moans became louder she put her head between her legs and ran her tongue over clit. Paula instinctively, put her hands over her head and pushed her in closer to her aching vagina.
Becka felt someone spit on her rosebud, and then the lubed carrot re-enter her. It stung for a split second, but then easily glided down to its full insertion. Paula moaned as Becka worked her tongue around her swollen clit, and Becka moaned as the carrot pounded in and out of her loosening back passage.
Then she felt his head push against her pussy lips. Becka had never been double penetrated before.
Ronnie pulled her by her hair up off of her mother. Clem picked Paula up and laid her on her back on top of Phil. Phil inserted his dick into the mother from underneath.
Ronnie fully inserted the carrot, and left it in place as he pushed the tip of his penis into the hot 19 year old. She yelped, and tried to move forward, but he had a tight grip on her hips. Slowly, he inched his meat into this beautiful, young, cunt. Her ribs flared as she tried to relax to let him in; she could feel his dick press against the carrot as it made its way deeper into her woman hood.
Once he was in, he started gentle pumps in and out of her pussy; then he would stop and pull the carrot in and out of her butt. As she relaxed he went one for one, pumping into her love tunnel, then pulling the carrot out. Slowly he increased the tempo of both, before he was slamming in and out of both holes.
With Phil fucking Paula from beneath, Clem moved in from above.
"Hold still Phil."
As Phil stopped pumping, Clem pushed the eye of his cock into Paula's already stuffed vagina. It was a struggle at first, before he grabbed some coconut oil and massaged it into his shaft and then tried again. With some force, the head slipped in to join Phil in the married cunt. Slowly, he inched in.
Paula thought she was going to rip apart. Never before had she felt so stretched. Paula was torn between watching the look in Clem's eyes as he forced his prick deeper into her already-stuffed-pussy; and watching Ronnie fuck her daughter in both holes.
Sam, from his hiding place, watched his poker buddies double-stuff his wife's cunt. Then it happened. Ronnie removed the carrot from Becka's back door, rubbed some more coconut oil onto his cock, and then started pushing into her virginal rosebud. Sam chastised himself for allowing this to happen; selling 3 months of his debt so his poker buddies could gangbang his wife and daughter.
Sam bit his lip, as the head of Ronnie's prick slipped in the backdoor of Becka. Becka didn't scream, she just looked around at Ronnie, begging him to be gentle; but at the same time wanting the feeling of his meat filling her rear chute.
Slowly he inched his way in, Becka panted heavy, but she was able to accept his girth and length because Ronnie had prepared her ass well with the carrot.
"Look at me Mama-Bear! I am balls deep in your little cub's ass over here!"
Despite Clem and Phil sharing her cunt, and taking turns sawing in and out of her - annihilating her pleasure zones - Paula could still watch Becka's rear-chute being stretched out by Ronnie. Phil was the first to blow in Paula's box; and then Clem followed; all 3 of them screamed in bliss.
"Get her over here and put her head under her daughter's cunt." Somehow they shifted Becka slightly while Paula was placed underneath her. Becka was in doggy-style position over the top of her mum, while Ronnie ran his dick in and out of her ass.
Paula immediately went to work on Becka's clit; flicking her tongue in and around it. None of the guys had came in her yet, so there was no cum for Paula to drink. With the tongue feverishly working her clit, Becka was getting into the ass pounding Ronnie was giving her.
"Look at this sloppy cunt!" Fred said, as he put Paula's legs on his shoulders and shoved his meat into her. With his first pump, the built up jizz just poured out of her. Paula did not stop, working the clit; her mind was on the honeypot sitting above her nose.
When a knock at the door came...
"BOOM!" The front door lock was smashed.
"Sam, get out here!" Ronnie yelled.
If it wasn't for the dark-skinned gangsters standing in the kitchen; Becka and Paula would be shocked to know their husband and father had watched them being gang banged.
Sam looked at Ronnie: "You betrayed me."
Before Ronnie could answer, Sam was hit with the butt of the sawn-off shot gun. Everything went black.
When Sam woke he was tied-up. His wife and daughters were surrounded by gangsters.
His debts had finally come home to roost, and now his wife and daughter would pay the price.
******COMMENT IF YOU THINK THERE SHOULD BE A 3RD STORY!*********


        