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The Sacrifice

Chris and I were sitting around drinking wine one Friday evening, exhausted from the demands of work and social obligations, and experienced something of an epiphany. We realized that we had allowed others to dictate our agenda, resulting in a lack of quality time together to do the things we enjoyed. So, it didn’t take much further conversation for us to decide we were going to re-prioritize our lives.

We are both avid cyclists, but had only been out twice in the last three months, so we put the activity high on our list. In addition, we had toyed with the idea of getting into camping, since we both like adventure, and quickly we landed on the idea of combining the two. We knew there was a nice campground on a lake about two hours from our house, right in the heart of the country cycling scene, and quickly a plan began to formulate. The more we discussed it, the more appealing the idea became, so we targeted a weekend in late April when we thought the weather would be close to ideal.

Never able to do things halfway, the nearby outdoor store had a field day selling us a full spectrum of gear. We had thought about getting others to go, but for simplicity, we elected to keep it to just us. Still, we ended up purchasing a six-man tent, an eight-inch foam block for a mattress, a cook stove, utensils and an assortment of lights, tarps, coolers and other gear. On top of all this, Chris decided to go with fitted sheets for the mattress instead of sleeping bags, which clearly left any concept of “roughing it” far behind. I laughed when I thought about my Boy Scout leader, who would likely cry if he knew.

On the planned weekend, we took the Friday off and as soon as we got home Thursday afternoon, we packed our SUV with the gear and mounted our bikes on the carrier. Even with the back seats folded down, we had to cram things in, leaving little remaining space when we had finished. By six, we were off, and even with the evening traffic, we were able to make good time, arriving a little before eight. Being inexperienced, we struggled with the tent, but finally, two hours later, it was up. We shoved in the foam mattress and made the bed, and exhausted from the long day, we stripped down, slid under the covers and fell quickly asleep, leaving the unloading of the remaining gear for the following morning.

I awoke in darkness and checking my cellphone saw it was 4:17 AM. Feeling excited from being alone with Chris in the outdoors, I pulled her against me and began nuzzling into her long, graceful neck. My wife is a very pretty twenty-six-year-old natural blond with a slender 5′8″ build, perky B-cup breasts and long, lovely legs that end at a well-toned butt. Even though she’s blond, she’s not pale, and her smooth, flawless skin tans easily. She likes to keep her hair short, which accentuates her long neck, and her green eyes give her a different, almost exotic look. She always attracts male attention when we are out, and while at first it bothered me, over time I have learned to accept it, knowing that if I were in their shoes, I would do the same thing.

I’m a year older than Chris and three inches taller with an average build and dark hair. I think most people would say I’m reasonably good looking, but certainly no stud. The cycling and occasional workout has kept me in decent shape, although I could stand to lose five pounds. But, all in all, not too bad a package.

Chris and I met four years ago, right out of college, when we were working for the same company. We were ready to get married after only a few months, but by the time all the details of the wedding got arranged, almost a year had gone by. Since then, I’ve changed jobs, but Chris is still there working her way up the ladder. We both make good money for our age, and with no kids we have been able to purchase a house and two nice cars. We can afford to go out when we want to and have even been able to save a little money. The only thing missing is kids, which both our parents remind us about constantly. We’re not averse to having a family, in fact Chris talks about wanting four kids, but so far it just hasn’t seemed like the right time.

“Are you awake?” I asked, whispering into her ear.

“Ummm…hmmm,” she replied, while stretching her lithe body.

I slid my hand under her t-shirt and cupped one of her firm breasts while kissing her neck. Chris typically loves when I pay attention to her neck and this time was no different. Soon, she was purring like a kitten, and when I slid my hand into her thong, I smiled inwardly when I discovered she was already getting moist. I thought the outdoor adventure might be affecting her too, and my mind raced with the possibilities for the weekend. Seconds later, I pushed the thong over her hips and down her long legs, then used my foot to get it completely off.

“Do you want something?” she asked coyly.

“Yes,” I replied, as my desire made my heart start to pound.

I pushed my boxers off, then rolled between her legs and Chris took me in her hand and guided me to her opening. Then, with just a gentle push, I was inside.

“Ohhhh…” we both declared in unison.

Even after years of making love, it always seemed fresh, and as soon as I got a rhythm going, Chris locked her legs around me. I knew it was going to be difficult to last long, although I wanted badly for Chris to climax. We made love for several minutes and it wasn’t long before I had to purposefully try to hold myself back.

“You’re a horny boy,” she mouthed into my ear, then licked it.

It was the worst thing she could have done and I immediately protested, “Stop baby, you’re going to make me cum too fast.”

“I want you to cum,” she replied, refusing to stop her exploration.

“No, not yet…” I began to plead, but when I felt her trace her fingernails over my balls, I lost it, “Oh shit…Chris!”

“It’s okay. Let it out,” she urged me.

“Uggghhhhh…” I groaned pitifully as my semen escaped.

As I released, my motions became labored, and soon I collapsed on top of her, gasping for air. The intensity of our coupling had been so extreme I had almost passed out, and now Chris’ soft hands were stroking my hair like one would do to an infant. At that moment, I felt completely captured by her, but also guilty that I had left her unfulfilled.

“I’m sorry,” I forced out, barely able to speak.

“Don’t be. We have lots of time,” she replied.

I rolled off her, and now it was she that snuggled against my back, with her arms holding me tightly against her body. We soon drifted into a contented sleep that only ended when the morning light started streaming into the tent.

We rose into the clean, crisp air, threw on our clothes from the previous day, and quickly finished unloading the SUV. Included in our camp space was a covered picnic table, but nothing else, so I used some rope and the tarp to make a cover over an area where we could put out camp chairs and a table. I also hung ropes in strategic spots so we could hang lights after dark. There was a small fire pit that someone had made using stones for the perimeter, so I fixed it up a bit then gathered wood and made a stack to light later.

“All done. You want to hit the trail?” I said when the set-up was complete.

“I want to take a quick shower first,” she replied.

Across the park road, about fifty-yards away, was a simple cinder block structure that had bathrooms and showers with boys on one side and girls on the other. Chris grabbed her small bag of toiletries and a towel then walked over. Too late, I got the idea to join her in the shower, but by the time I got there she was already in her riding gear. So, I took a quick shower as well, put on my riding suit, and unloaded the bikes from the rack.

First, we explored the park roads. It was a fairly large preserve that bordered a lake with numerous small peninsulas that jutted into the water. The section we were in had a dozen campsites, and was furthest from the entrance, with us as the only campers. However, as we moved through areas bordering several other coves, we came across a scattering of people. After completing the park circuit, we biked down some country lanes, taking heed to be careful about vehicles on the narrow roads. Fortunately, traffic was light, and everyone practiced caution in passing us. Just after noon, we came upon a store at a crossroads where we rested then had a snack before turning back. We estimated that we had covered almost thirty-five miles by the time we got back, which wasn’t bad given our lack of conditioning. Just as we arrived at the entrance, a group of twenty or so motorcycles roared away.

“That’s a lot of motorcycles,” I said to the ranger, as I showed him our permit.

“Likely to be more. There’s a big rally in Drury,” he said.

Drury was a very small town we passed on our way to the park which was about eight miles away. There was another park between ours and town, so we were hopeful that this one wouldn’t get much traffic. We weren’t eager to have the noise from the machines interrupting our peace and quiet, nor did we want to deal with drunken revelry. On the way back to our peninsula, we could see that there were now several campsites inhabited with bikers. However, when we got to our location, we were pleased to see that we were still alone.

“Too far back I guess,” I said.

“Yeah, we were lucky in our selection,” Chris declared.

In was now mid-afternoon and we mostly piddled around and relaxed. Later, Chris took a walk along the water and into the brush looking for interesting birds while I started preparing for the evening. It was while she was gone that our serenity was suddenly broken by the sound of a vehicle. Two campsites over, a large pickup pulling a trailer with a motorcycle pulled in. An older man got out and started setting up, pulling stuff from the back of his pickup and trailer. At least it’s just one guy, I thought, but as he continued to work it seemed like he had a lot of gear just for one person.

I could see the man was wearing jeans along with a jean jacket. He was heavy and balding, but sported a full, graying beard. He took stuff off the trailer and truck with ease, which provided a sense of his strength, and before long he had set up five tents that covered two campsites, a BBQ pit, and various other pieces of equipment. One of the campsites, like ours, had a covered picnic table which he seemed to make the central focus, and after he was done he carefully rolled his motorcycle off the trailer and parked it next to the pickup.

“I guess we have company,” Chris said, startling me as she walked up from behind.

“Seems so,” I replied, not trying to hide my annoyance.

Being the only ones on the small peninsula, it seemed odd to ignore each other. But, that’s exactly what we did until just past five when the roar of motorcycles could be heard coming down the road. A few minutes later, a group pulled up at the campsites, and Chris and I openly stared as four men and three women dismounted. They greeted the man who had set up the space, then almost immediately went to the ice chests and pulled out beers.

“Oh well,” Chris said dejectedly.

“Do you want to see if we can move?” I asked.

“No, the other parts of the park looked worse than this when we rode through,” she replied.

Chris is a white wine drinker and we had brought several bottles, so I poured her a glass, then sat next to her and stared at the lake, enjoying the cool breeze, while drinking a beer. From the corner of my eye, I saw the older man that had done the set-up, walking towards us.

“Hey there. I’m about to grill and it’s going to be a lot. Wanted to see if you folks want to join us,” he asked in a gruff, gravelly voice.

He spoke in an uneducated way, although he seemed friendly enough, and the jean jacket I had seen earlier had a large patch on the back that said “STRIKERS” with a logo of a motorcycle going through flames. Underneath, we could see that he was wearing a plain white t-shirt that was stretched by his belly. His full beard didn’t hide the lines in his face, and although I guessed he was in his fifties, he had clearly experienced some hard miles.

“Well I don’t know. It’s a kind offer, but we kind of came out here to be alone,” I said.

“You sure? I make some mean meat,” he chuckled in a disarming way.

“We’ll come by for a bit,” Chris said over my shoulder before I could respond.

“Good. Name’s Darrell by the way,” he said.

“David and Chris,” I replied, shaking his paw like hand while he nodded at my wife.

“Just wander over when you like,” he said, then ambled back the way he came.

“Might as well keep up good relations. We can just stay for a little while. Besides, he does look like he knows how to cook,” she offered when he was out of hearing range.

I just shrugged, but was surprised as Chris is normally quite reserved. Her acceptance of the invitation from these strangers was certainly out of character. A little while later, as the sun was getting low, Chris announced that she was going to clean up, gathered her things and headed towards the facilities. Several minutes later, just as I had opened another beer, I noticed one of the newly arrived men heading towards the bathroom, too. He stayed for some time, and I had almost finished my beer when I saw him finally depart. Needing to clean up as well, I took the opportunity of the empty bathroom to head that way.

When I got back, Chris was wearing a sweatshirt and hiking shorts, and had poured another glass of wine. I changed into jeans and a long-sleeved shirt for the cool night air, grabbed a beer, and just as sundown hit, we walked over to the group carrying folding camp chairs. There was loud, hard rock music playing, and when we got close, Darrell came out to meet us and welcome us into the group.

He made the introductions in his rough voice, explaining the details of the relationships at the gathering. First, there was Carla and Kyle. Carla was a long-haired skinny blonde with lots of hard miles. She had the signs of wear on her face that was typical of heavy smokers making her appear older than what I guessed was her true age. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt that showed she had medium sized breasts. Kyle appeared a little younger than Darrell, but was also barrel chested. He was about six-foot-tall, and from beneath a red do-rag, dark hair flecked with gray emerged. He was wearing jeans and an open-sleeved black top which allowed us to see bits of what appeared to be extensive tattooing.

Next were Lola and Mad Dog. Both appeared to be in their early to mid-thirties. Lola was a short, overweight brunette, with a set of large breasts contained inside her shirt. For some reason, as we were being introduced, she stared at Chris with a strange look, which instantly made me think that she wasn’t a very friendly person. Mad Dog, on the other hand, was boisterous in a good way, and although short, like Lola, his weight matched his frame better. He had a beard and a moustache, and was wearing a jean jacket like Darrell’s over a black shirt.

DeAnne and Tommy were the last couple. They were much younger than the rest of the group, even younger than us, and Darrell explained that Tommy was his nephew. DeAnne was a very attractive, willowy brown-haired girl. She had huge brown eyes that were quite beautiful and a very soft, seductive smile. Tommy was just about her equal in looks. Thin, but well-proportioned like DeAnne, he stood over six-foot-tall and had long sandy blonde hair. DeAnne was wearing tight jeans that fit her well and a smock like blouse. Tommy had jeans on too and a loose fitting long sleeved dark shirt.

The remaining person to be introduced was Vince. He was a thirtyish, six foot plus guy, in good shape, with an attitude that left no doubt that he considered himself something special. He also sported a do-rag with short, dark hair beneath, and wore jeans with a tight, black t-shirt. The art on the visible part of his arms indicated he might also be extensively tattooed. He openly stared at Chris, like he was trying to intimidate her, and I was just about to say something when Darrell directed everyone to grab a seat.

They had started a fire so we formed a circle around it with our chairs, and I wasn’t surprised when Vince grabbed the spot next to Chris. Next to me, I had Mad Dog, who was talking non-stop, although I quickly realized no one really paid much attention to him.

Tommy and DeAnne mostly talked between themselves. They seemed like young lovers that were still oblivious to the rest of the world. The conversation was wide ranging, while Darrell finished cooking and the sun set, and we learned that they were in fact part of a club called the STRIKERS, mostly from the industrial side of the city where we lived. The majority of the members were camping closer to the rally, and Darrell explained that getting older made him less interested in the hard partying and drama, so they had chosen this spot. They also hinted at some turmoil in the club that was causing problems and had limited their numbers for the rally. Their plans were to head out in the morning and be gone most of the day, first for a ride and then to hit the rally. We also learned that Vince was living with a woman, but she had caught the flu, so he had come on alone.

We talked about everyone’s job. Carla worked as a warehouse clerk while Lola was a secretary. We skipped over DeAnne’s job, which instantly made me suspicious and more interested. Darrell was a welder in a fabrication shop where Mad Dog worked as a machinist. Kyle was a tattoo artist and had done most of the work that the club members displayed. He showed us some of the work he had done on Vince and I noticed him flexing his muscled arms for Chris as Kyle described the art. Vince did industrial sales work, and I envisioned him hitting on every woman he came into contact with during his rounds. Chris and I described what we did, and about the time we finished, Darrell announced it was time to eat.

Like he promised, he was a damn good cook. Not only was the meat perfect, but the sides he had prepared in advance were delicious. We ate until we were full, then Chris volunteered to clean up, which Darrell accepted while directing DeAnne to help.

“Yeah, let the young bitches do the work,” I heard Lola mumble under her breath.

It wasn’t long until they finished and returned to the group. Chris told me that DeAnne wanted to share some of her wine, and since the bottle we brought was almost gone, I went back to our campsite and grabbed another. After pouring for the two girls, I realized that we had now been with them for over an hour with no sign from my wife that she wanted to leave. To the contrary, she was now in a conversation with DeAnne, Tommy and Vince that seemed to have her entertained.

By now, the liquor had everyone feeling no pain, so when Darrell brought out a Mason jar of homemade moonshine it actually seemed like a good idea. Darrell unscrewed the top and handed it first to Chris who stared at it briefly with some trepidation before taking a sip. I expected a fierce reaction, as I thought it would burn mightily, so I was surprised when she smiled and handed it to me.

“Its watermelon flavored and really good,” she explained with a smile.

I took a sip, still not sure what to expect, but had to acknowledge that Chris had been right. The jar went around twice before it was gone, and almost immediately, Kyle lit up a fat joint. Now, Chris and I are not prudes, and have tried pot before, but not in a long time. I declined as did Chris and some of the others, so the pot stayed mostly with Kyle, Carla, Mad Dog and Lola.

Now, with the moonshine and pot, the language turned noticeably saltier. I suspected they had been on good behavior up to this point as we were newcomers, but now “f” bombs were flying back and forth and sexual innuendo was becoming common. I glanced at Chris, but she seemed to be ignoring it, either because of the alcohol or because it wasn’t worth the scene.


“Really?” I heard Chris say above the din in a surprised voice.

I looked over and saw DeAnne nodding her head and smiling while Tommy grinned next to her.

“What?” I said.

“DeAnne is a dancer in a club,” Chris explained.

The look on my face must have been telling because most of the group broke up laughing. I blushed and then start chuckling too.

“Wow, that was quite a look! You better calm down,” Chris said, giving me a silly, inebriated grin.

I knew I had been busted having looked at DeAnne in more than a friendly way when I heard about her job. After all, she was very attractive, and as soon as I learned what she did the thought of her in a tiny g-string dancing in front of me flashed through my brain.

Darrell broke out another jar of moonshine, and after it had made the first round, I realized I was hammered. Chris had never been much of a drinker, and even though she seemed to be holding up far better than me, I thought it would be a good time to say our goodbyes. However, when I caught her eyes and made a head motion about leaving she gave me an annoyed look. I had been concerned about how she would take the group, but she didn’t seem to have any issues, and in fact, appeared to be enjoying herself a great deal.

“Maybe you should get a job with DeAnne,” Vince said to her after she had bombarded the young girl with multiple questions.

Chris was asking her about when she worked, how she dressed, how she danced, what were the customers like, what was the management like and on and on. If I had tried to ask the questions, I knew they would come out as judgmental and condescending, but Chris was probing in a way that came across as sincere and supportive, which made me conclude she was truly interested.

“Maybe you should get a lesson from DeAnne.” Darrell suggested with a chuckle, after Chris had asked another question.

“Now that’s an idea!” Mad Dog exclaimed.

The conversation grabbed the attention of the smoking group who were now looking on.

“I’m for it,” Vince said piling on.

“Hahaha,” Chris said, mocking them with a forced laugh.

“I don’t mind if you want one,” DeAnne said in her soft, demure voice.

Now, we were all on the edge of our seats wondering what would happen next. I had stayed silent since my last faux pas, and the alcohol had me down, although I also had a bit of a dry mouth from the excitement I was feeling from Chris’ interest in DeAnne.

“No, and in fact I think we should be going. We came to hike and cycle and it’s going to be tough to get up in the morning,” she explained.

Amongst groans and requests for us to stay a while longer, Chris and I got to our feet, said our goodbyes and headed back to our tent. When we arrived, we made ready for bed, then Chris announced she was going to hit the bathroom first. When she was halfway there, I noticed Vince get to his feet and head to the bathroom too at a fast pace that had him arriving only seconds behind my wife. I watched closely, as I didn’t trust the cocky man, but soon my wife was leaving the building. She was almost back when he left the bathroom, and I watched him arrive back at his campsite and enter into an animated conversation with the others. I let Chris get ready and settle inside the tent before turning out the lanterns and joining her. She was already beneath the covers, so I turned off the light inside the tent, disrobed in darkness and crawled next to her.

“Whoa…nice,” I said after she gave me a very wet kiss.

I could tell she was drunk and also aroused which was a very rare combination for her. When I pulled her close to me, I also found that all she had on were her panties.

“Looks like someone is ready,” I laughed.

“Shut up and take care of business,” she demanded.

We started kissing and giggling like teenagers, although before long, the giggling stopped and the passion took hold. The intensity of our kisses grew quickly and soon we began to grope each other as well.

“Come on I’m ready,” Chris said, trying to push my boxers down my legs.

This was completely out of character for her, as usually I’m the one that had to initiate everything.

“God you’re horny,” I declared.

“Yes. Hurry up,” she replied, not in the least bit ashamed.

Chris lifted her butt while I pulled her panties off then she practically dragged me on top of her until my dick was poised at her entrance. I probed with my hips until my head found her slit then pushed forward impaling her instantly.

“You’re soaked,” I announced feeling her warmth envelope me.

“Yes,” came her simple reply, as her arms and legs wrapped around me.

I started a slow, deliberate pace, but Chris wanted me to go faster. She was annoyed when I ignored her efforts and maintained my rhythm.

“Faster sweetie,” she pressed.

“It feels too good. Be patient,” I said to her.

“Quit teasing!” she implored, now humping me back.

“Damn that moonshine really got to you,” I told her with a laugh, then added, “Or, maybe you wanted to dance.”

“Both,” she replied sarcastically.

Her frantic efforts started exciting me and I did move faster. Chris’ body quickly responded to my effort, and I could hear her whine and begin to pant.

“I wished you would have danced,” I suddenly blurted out from some strange reptilian corner of my brain.

“Really?” she replied.

“Yeah,” I grunted, moving faster, then said, “For Vince, he couldn’t take his eyes off you.”

We had never had this kind of conversation before and I was surprised how easily the words were coming from my mouth. It was like I couldn’t hold back, yet after each statement, I braced for her negative reaction “Why?” Chris gasped after a brief silence.

This time I didn’t answer and instead started pounding into her hard. The blanket had clustered around us and Chris kicked at it until it was off. No longer constrained, she spread her legs wide allowing me to go even deeper, and her wetness was making a smacking sound with each of my thrusts.

“Ohhhhh…it feels sooo good,” she whined into my ear.

Chris had never been so uninhibited, so excited, and her arousal was making it hard for me to maintain control. I could feel my balls tightening, and I fought the feeling to let go hoping I could get Chris to finish first. I tried thinking of dead skunks and bit my lip to try and deflect my mind with pain, but nothing worked, and when the first tiny spasm started in my groin, I gave up and let my semen burst forth.

“Ohhhh…shit!” I exclaimed, and then added, “Damn…damn!”

Suddenly, there were spots before my eyes and I struggled to catch my breath. Then my body lost all sense of rhythm and my movements became spastic before I finally collapsed on top of her. I knew Chris had to be disappointed, but she never complains and I felt her take my head in her hands and stoke my hair slowly while I tried to return to normal.

“I’m sorry,” I was finally able to whisper.

“Hurry up and rest,” she said, letting me know that my night wasn’t over.

“Okay,” I said and started giggling.

“It’s not funny,” she scolded me.

I rolled to her side then snuggled in close pulling her back against my chest and started to kiss her neck and ears.

“I like it when you are super horny,” I told her.

“Maybe, I’m too horny for you,” she responded, wiggling her butt against me.

My hand found her breasts and I started playing with her nipples while I focused my kisses on her sensitive spots.

“You should have accepted the dance lesson,” I whispered, as my arousal began to return.

“You just wanted to see DeAnne naked,” she replied.

“No, I wanted to see you naked,” I countered, and I could feel my dick starting to get hard again.

“Why?” she asked.

“Cause, it would have been so wild and you’re so damn beautiful,” I said after a moment’s hesitation.

Although the conversation was strange for us, I was enjoying it, and Chris’ only response was to reach back and begin stroking my mostly hard dick. Lifting her leg, I moved until I was able to work into her from behind while we lay on our side.

“Mmmmm…” she responded, when I was all the way into her now sodden hole.

While I continued playing with her nipples, she ground against me. She felt so good that I became completely erect very quickly and started pushing back. We made love that way in silence for several minutes until she pulled away, pushed me on my back and put herself on top. As soon as I was back in her, she arched her back in a stretch pushing her hands through her hair at the same time. It was a beautiful view that made me realize how incredible lucky I was. Chris rode me slowly, but pushed hard against me on each downward thrust and soon she began making soft mewing sounds. I could tell she was getting very excited again, and I pledged that this time I would bring her to a strong and satisfying orgasm.

From the corner of my eye, I thought I caught movement through the open side-flap of the tent, but I let Chris continue to ride me while I pretended not to look. It took a bit, but the movement, more like a shadow in the dark, presented itself again and I guessed it was one of the bikers. For some odd reason, I just let it go.

“Mmmmm…ohhh…” Chris moaned while exhaling deeply.

I suspected that even with just the natural light filtering into the tent she was putting on an erotic show, and I found myself becoming more aroused with the knowledge we were being watched, so I decided to press Chris.

“Does it feel good?” I asked, trying to get her to be verbal as well as visual for our potential spy.

“Oh…yes,” she immediately replied in a breathy whisper that I thought was loud enough to be heard.

I took my hands and put them on her hips pulling her harder against me. Chris’ hands covered mine and as she rode me her firm breasts jiggled in response. I couldn’t recall my wife ever climaxing while on top, so I was just about to turn her over when she dropped down with her hands on my shoulders pinning me to the bed. Her hips started rotating on me, driving my dick in and out of her while the rest of her body was mostly still. Before long, the motion of her hips became even more frantic.

“I’m going to cum,” she announced through her fast pants.

“Cum for me Chris,” I encouraged her, but stayed still, leaving her in charge.

“Almost…almost…unnngggghhh…ohhh…oh honey!” she exclaimed, as her orgasm started streaking through her.

“Let it out Chris,” I told her.

“I am…I am…ohhhhhh…” she cried out through closed eyes.

With a final push, she sighed deeply then collapsed on my chest struggling to catch her breath. I put one hand on her head and stroked her hair and used the other to rub the small of her back, while feeling her heart pound. Occasionally, her body would spasm from the left-over electrical impulses in her body, which kept my dick erect.

“I’m so lucky. You’re very special,” I whispered to her.

“I love you,” she said softly, and I knew I was already losing her.

Her orgasm, coupled with the alcohol, had drained her and she was quickly asleep. A few minutes later, I pulled the cover over us and let her slide to my side, but I kept her in a firm embrace until I too drifted off.

I awoke to the sun shining through the tent and voices coming from nearby. Chris was still snuggled tightly against me and her body was sensually warm. I toyed with the idea of making love to her again, but decided to let her sleep while I made breakfast. After pulling on jeans, I went outside and began preparing some cereal, fruit and juice. I could see Darrell was up, as well as Mad Dog, but the rest I gathered must still be sleeping. Just as I was about to duck inside with the breakfast, I saw Kyle and Carla emerge from one of the tents.

“Honey? You want some breakfast?” I said softly to her sleeping form.

“Mmmm… You made breakfast for me?” she answered, clearly surprised and pleased.

I didn’t reply, but I did help her sit up, then arranged pillows to give her a back rest. When she was comfortable, I put the tray on her lap and fed her some of the fruit.

“How are you feeling? Are you up for some riding?” I asked, hoping she didn’t have a bad hangover, as I wanted to go cycling.

“I’m fine. But I do need to shower and brush my teeth,” she announced.

“Okay, no hurry,” I said, putting a piece of apple in her mouth.

When she was finished, I took the tray outside while she lay back down for thirty more minutes of sleep. I took the opportunity to clean up at the facility and when I returned Chris was just rising. She grabbed her toiletries then headed over, and like before, I saw Vince moving towards the building as soon as she was inside. I stayed alert, hoping there wouldn’t be a need to go to her rescue, and after about twenty minutes, I saw him exit the men’s side. Ten minutes later, I spotted Chris headed towards our camp.

“Good shower?” I asked.

“Lovely,” she replied with a smile.

We straightened up things then prepared the bicycles before changing into our riding gear. With a small pack of food, we set out intending to be gone for most of the day. Everyone was now up at the other camp and we waved as we passed.

“They were actually pretty nice,” Chris offered from out of nowhere.

“Yes, not too bad,” I replied.

We made the circuit around the park then left on the main road intending to intersect a smaller road about three miles away. When we had almost reached it, we heard a roar behind us and our neighbors, sans Tommy and DeAnne, passed us and waved. I assumed they were headed to the rally which was in the small town further ahead, and I surmised that Tommy and DeAnne had been left behind to watch over things.

We rode for the next several hours, stopped to have lunch, then turned back towards the park, arriving mid-afternoon. I looked for Tommy or DeAnne, but couldn’t spot either, and wondered if they had left or were huddled up in one of the tents. Sweaty and grimy from the ride, Chris and I grabbed towels and a change of clothes, then went to shower.

We were sitting in our chairs drinking ice tea when Tommy and DeAnne came out of the woods near their tents. They appeared to have been hiking, and Tommy was in jeans and a button shirt, but DeAnne was wearing tight shorts which highlighted her sexy ass and a t-shirt that showed the form of her breasts.

“Put your tongue back in your mouth,” Chris said with annoyance.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied, trying but failing to keep from laughing.

“How much do you think she makes?” Chris asked.

“Twenty dollars per dance is what the single men say,” I said, trying to imply I had never been to a strip club.

“Quit it,” she responded, not buying my tact then went on, “That’s $240 an hour if the songs are five minutes. Not bad.”

“Should’ve taken the lesson,” I teased.

“Maybe tonight,” she countered, quickly trying to one up me.

We could see Tommy and DeAnne headed our way and when they arrived, we offered them seats and some ice tea. We talked about our ride and they described their hike through the woods. They had spotted some wild turkeys, which they thought was exciting, and we learned that as we suspected they had stayed behind as the youngest of the group to watch the gear. They weren’t sure what time the others would get back, if at all, and after visiting for about an hour, they left us with the agreement that we would get together later for a drink.

“We’ve certainly made some odd acquaintances on this trip,” I laughed, after they were out of earshot.

“They’re nice, but very country,” Chris replied.

We decided to take a nap and didn’t get up until the sun was almost down. Seeing Tommy and DeAnne sitting by the fire, we wandered over with our chairs and a bottle of wine for the girls to share. It was warmer tonight and Chris was wearing a light dress that came down to mid-thigh. DeAnne was wearing the same tight t-shirt, but had changed into loose fitting nylon shorts. It wasn’t long before everyone was relaxed and chatting freely. When DeAnne would move, the leg opening of her shorts would sometimes gape open, and I kept trying to get a look without Chris catching me. While Chris didn’t, DeAnne did at least once, but just smiled.

We had some snacks since no one was that hungry and talked about all kinds of things. It was evident that DeAnne was a bit of wild thing and had Tommy wrapped around her finger, although I think she was sincerely interested in him. Inevitably, the subject came up about her job and Chris pestered her with more questions which she answered with good humor.

“Does your offer still stand?” I finally asked, not able to contain myself.

“Oh Lord, David,” Chris said, shaking her head.

“Of course!” DeAnne answered brightly, while Tommy laughed.

“I think my husband just wants an excuse to see you dance,” Chris said.

Although partly true, it made me nervous as to how Tommy would respond. I needn’t have worried because they both laughed and didn’t seem to be offended at all.

“Well in that case, I’ll dance for David and you can dance for Tommy,” DeAnne suggested.

Touché! Chris had just been flanked.

I was trying to hide my smile, but couldn’t, and when Chris saw it she got an odd look on her face and said. “Okay, why not.”

DeAnne took the boom box which was playing rock songs and brought it closer, and then took a position in front of me. When a new song started, she immediately began moving to the beat while standing between my legs. Then she put her leg on mine, below the leg of my shorts, and bent forward pushing her t-shirt clad breasts into my face. I could feel my dick getting hard, but had no way of hiding it and was terrified my wife would spot it. Next, DeAnne squatted between my legs and used the top of her head to tease me from my knee to my crotch. Her hair tickled my flesh and then she pushed against my erection. After that, she turned so she was facing away and bent at the waist stretching the shorts tightly over her pussy, giving me a clear view of the outline of her sex. She finished by sitting in my lap and rubbing her ass up and down over my hardness bringing me dangerously close to releasing. DeAnne had held nothing back. It was a legitimate lap dance, although with her clothes on.

I had not looked at Chris during the entire song, afraid for what I would see, and when I finally got the courage, I could tell she was very annoyed. But, she didn’t say anything and positioned herself in front of Tommy waiting for the next song. It had a slower beat and she began to dance, now trying to mimic DeAnne. It was obvious that she was tense, and lacked the casual but sexy rhythm that DeAnne had demonstrated. Still, it wasn’t bad and Tommy certainly seemed happy. When she leaned forward, jutting her breasts out, she got too close and actually came into contact with him. It was certainly much less aggressive than DeAnne’s effort, although she was flushed when she finished and Tommy sported a broad smile.

“That was really good.” DeAnne said, not in the least bit jealous.

“I need some of that moonshine.” Chris laughed.

Tommy stood and went to the back of Darrell’s truck and returned with a full jar of the liquor which he opened and handed to Chris.

“I was joking! I didn’t mean it,” she laughed, but took a quick sip.

We returned to our drinks, picking up the conversation, but avoided any discussion on dancing. While the music continued to play, the jar of moonshine made its way around several times and on each pass Chris took a bit more. With the long day of riding and just snacks to eat, the hard liquor hit me very fast. A warm glow embraced me and I could feel my body relaxing.

“My turn,” I said when a good song started, pulling on Chris’ arm.

“For what?” she asked.

“My lap dance,” I told her as she got to her feet.




“You owe me,” she replied, but came to me and started swaying, and in the background, I could see that DeAnne was doing the same for Tommy.

When Chris leaned into me and pushed her breasts into my face, I reached up with my hands and squeezed them softly.

“Stop it,” she scolded.

“They can’t see,” I replied.

Since her back was to them, my actions were effectively blocked from view. Chris hesitated for a moment and then let me continue. I massaged them gently, and finding the little nubs of her nipples through the dress and bra, I toyed with them until they were hard. The whole idea of Chris and DeAnne dancing like this had me very excited, but when Chris squatted in front of me to tease my crotch with her hair, I was still shocked to see DeAnne was now dancing without her t-shirt, and Tommy had his hands underneath her bra. My attention was now split between the sensations my wife was providing and the sight of the partially naked DeAnne. I hoped that when Chris turned and saw her she wouldn’t freak out.

By the time she did notice, Tommy had unclasped DeAnne’s bra, which now hung loosely from the shoulder straps. In addition, DeAnne on her own had pushed her loose shorts partially over her hips and I could see half her ass and the red thong she was wearing. Chris froze for a moment when she saw them, but then sat in my lap and slowly ground against me, although I could tell I didn’t have her full attention. I wanted to feel her directly against me, so I pulled the bottom of her dress away, which she allowed without protest. It was a better feeling, but not as dramatically different as I had expected. However, with the other couple being very naughty just a few feet away and Chris letting me be a bit playful, I decided to push my luck. I took the hem of her dress in my hands and started ever so slowly raising it up her legs. When it was just a few inches below her thong covered pussy, she realized what I was doing and grabbed my hands. We battled for control of her dress while she continued to grind against me.

“What are you doing?” she asked in a hoarse whisper.

“Just playing,” I replied.

“Well, stop it,” she demanded.

“Don’t be such a prude, Chris,” I answered which made her body stiffen.

Chris hates the word. I had called her that on a few occasions and it always led to an argument. I realized I had probably gone too far, but couldn’t back down now. Amazingly, I felt her body slowly relax and her hands quit fighting mine. I knew I would likely pay dearly for it later, but I was too horny now to worry about that. I lifted her dress slowly until she was uncovered from her belly button down. Tommy and DeAnne noticed too and smiled at us, continuing to give us some of their attention just like we were doing with them.

I realized Chris was wearing my favorite panties that were made of sexy lace that was almost see thru. If Tommy looked carefully, I was sure he would be able to see Chris’ peach fuzz covered pussy. Unfortunately, before I could lift the dress even higher the song started winding down, so I dropped it back in place and braced for her anger.

“I need another drink,” was all she said when it was over, which amazed but pleased me.

“Good idea!” DeAnne joined in.

She had pulled her shorts up, but had not put her t-shirt back on yet, although she had clasped her bra.

Tommy and I looked at each other with big grins while the girls refilled their glasses. It was clear he was enjoying it all as much as I was, and I wondered, if like me, he wanted it to continue. The girls sat down about the time that Tommy handed me the jar, with just a third left.

“Don’t drink it all. I want some,” Chris announced.

“Go easy sweetie. Its strong stuff,” I warned.

“Well, I think I deserve it,” she replied, which brought laughter from everyone.

“You’re doing great,” DeAnne told her which made her smile.

We drank and chatted for several minutes and DeAnne made no effort to cover up.

“One more?” Tommy asked looking at me.

“At least,” I answered laughing.

“Don’t we get a say?” Chris asked, but DeAnne was already standing in front of me, as at least in her mind, it was time to change partners again.

The song started and DeAnne started moving while Chris hesitated only for a second before stepping over to Tommy. DeAnne was smiling at me with a seductive look that actually made me a bit nervous.

“Take my bra off,” she said almost immediately, leaning forward with her mouth right next to my ear, and when I didn’t react, she added. “If you want your wife to take her clothes off, you need to.”

Damn, I realized this young girl was reading me like a book, and although anxious, I reached behind her and unclasped the garment. DeAnne didn’t let it hang on her shoulders like before. Instead, she let it drop into my lap. I wasn’t sure Chris could see, but I knew that when she did, she would assume it was all my doing. Immediately, DeAnne started rubbing her firm C-cup breasts all over my face. Her nipples were larger and darker than Chris’ and several times they passed over my lips. I tried to ignore them, but the next time it happened, I took a quick lick.

“Mmmm…nice,” she sighed, low enough that only we could hear, reminding me about her experience at turning on men.

DeAnne turned and stretched her body against mine with her back to me and her hand around my neck, then took one of my hands and placed it on her breast. It didn’t take long for my wife to spot it, and when she did, she completely froze. She was still facing Tommy who took her by the hand and tugged on it bringing her attention back to him.

“It’s okay. Don’t stop,” he said to her and she slowly began moving again.

DeAnne never slowed, as I think she liked showing off for all of us, especially my wife.

With her back still to me, she whispered again, “Take my shorts off.”

Chris turned to look just as I placed my hands on the garment, and I instantly felt a wave of guilt envelope me. Despite the prodding from DeAnne and the fantasies that were coursing through my thoughts, I let my hands drop. However, I couldn’t help but look at her, and in her eyes, I sensed that she knew exactly what I had planned. With an annoyed look, tinged with disgust, she broke our stare and returned her attention to young Tommy.

“Why did you stop?” DeAnne asked.

“Well…uh…Chris was watching,” I explained.

“She scared you?” she giggled at my expense.

“Yes!” I replied.

“Okay, it’s up to you, I guess,” she said.

It was clear that DeAnne wanted to push things and my reticence had disappointed her. However, we already were well past any fantasy that I had ever contemplated, so I felt fulfilled. In my mind, based on my knowledge of my wife, we had already reached an erotic peak, and anything more risked a bad outcome. DeAnne became quiet but continued her seductive dancing while continually pushing her awesome breasts into my face. It seemed that she was eager to continue to push right up to the line I had drawn.

Between my fear of making eye contact with my wife and the attention DeAnne was demanding, the song was almost over when I took a peek towards Chris. I was stunned to see that Tommy had her turned with her back against his body while his hands played with her breasts through the dress. While certainly a more conservative showing than DeAnne, it was still significantly outside the norm for my wife, which left me both nervous and excited.

“Let’s keep going,” DeAnne yelled out when the song was almost finished.

Her words were only met with silence, and another song immediately started.

“I wish you would touch my pussy?” she said with a little giggle just seconds later.

“I wish I could,” I whispered softly.

“I think your wife wants to be bad,” she giggled into my ear.

I looked over at Chris and saw she was now straddling Tommy much like DeAnne was doing with me, although she was still fully dressed. Tommy’s shirt was now unbuttoned and pulled free form his jeans, while his hands continued to manipulate my wife’s breasts through her garments. It made me wonder who had done the undressing.

“Do you want Tommy to fuck her?” DeAnne asked, shocking me with her bluntness.

“No, no…why are you asking?” I countered.

“I think you do. Don’t be shy,” she replied, giggling once more.

“I…I…” I started to answer, but the night was suddenly filled with the roar of rapidly approaching motorcycles.

“Let me up,” I heard Chris say loudly, as instantly the situation had changed.

DeAnne got off me nonchalantly, and with no sense of urgency put on her bra and top. When the motorcycle lights hit us seconds later, everyone was decent, although I could tell Chris was nervous and showing some guilt.

“Hope we didn’t break up the fun,” a man we hadn’t met laughed as he walked up.

He was large, well over six-foot and powerfully built. He was wearing jeans and only a leather vest which provided a look at his hairy chest, which like the other bikers, showed a myriad of tattoos. In addition, his head was shaved, his face was pock marked, and a scar ran from the base of his neck and disappeared beneath the vest. Accompanying him were Darrell, Mad Dog and Lola. They looked more subdued than they had been last night and clearly were acting deferential to the new man.

“This is Falcon,” Darrell announced.

“Who is DeAnne?” he asked immediately, with his words coming out more like a demand than a question.

“Her,” Darrell told him pointing towards the young girl.

“Who the hell is this?” he asked, nodding towards Chris.

“They are in the next camp. Not part of us,” Darrell clarified.

“Goddamn that’s too bad,” he said looking Chris up and down, “I like what I’m seeing.”

“We better be going,” I said taking Chris by the hand.

“Why don’t you stick around? You might enjoy the show,” Falcon said, then when he saw the confusion on our faces explained, “Young Tommy’s initiation.”

“I thought that was next month?” Tommy instantly replied, turning to his uncle.

“Plans change,” Falcon announced before Darrell could answer.

Tommy’s face showed fear and confusion, and he kept glancing at his uncle who was now just staring at the ground. Mad Dog looked concerned as well, but Lola appeared very interested and almost seemed to be trying not to smile. We quickly said our goodbyes and went back to our tent, but decided to sit outside.

“I wonder what that’s about?” I said.

“I don’t know, but Tommy looked nervous,” she replied.

We could easily see the other camp and everyone had taken seats and was drinking. There didn’t seem to be anything out of the ordinary taking place which made the whole thing seem even more bizarre.

“You were incredible. Thank you,” I said to Chris, knowing I needed to build some goodwill.

“I had too much to drink,” she answered, which I knew might have contributed, but wasn’t the entire reason.

“You were still incredible,” I repeated.

“Did you enjoy touching DeAnne?” she asked, which I knew was going to come up sooner or later.

“Yes,” I said, knowing she would know I was lying if I said anything else.

“Well thank you for being honest,” she replied.

“Did you?” I asked.

“Did I what?” she questioned me, but I knew she understood the meaning.

“Enjoy his hands on you,” I followed.

“Maybe some,” she answered, fighting back a smile.

Chris got from her chair and came and sat in my lap with her arm around my neck.

“Damn, we went crazy tonight,” I laughed.

“And the nights not over,” she whispered softly into my ear.

I was about to lift her and take her into the tent when a commotion started amongst the bikers. DeAnne was standing and we watched as she started to dance in front of Falcon. She went through one song with her clothes on, but during the second she started to strip until she was down to just her thong. The others were watching, but Falcon was receiving all the attention, and during the third song her thong came off and Falcon’s hands started to grope her, although it was hard to make out details from our distance. It was then that Tommy suddenly got up and walked towards us.

“Are you okay?” I asked when I saw his face.

“Man, this is all messed up,” he replied.

“What’s going on Tommy?” Chris asked, sincerely concerned.

“It’s part of the initiation. If you want to join the Strikers you have to give Falcon your wife or girlfriend for the night. He’s the leader, and it’s a tradition,” he explained.

“Shit, Tommy…don’t join,” Chris told him.

“I know, but…I want to be in the club. I mean…I just really do,” he answered, clearly torn.

“Did DeAnne know?” I asked.

“No, because it wasn’t supposed to be tonight. It all got changed. I was going to tell her…but later,” he explained.

“What did she say?” Chris asked.

“She said if I want her to, she’ll do it,” he replied, looking at the ground.

“Wow…” Chris let out in a low voice.

“Tommy, get your goddamn ass back here,” Falcon suddenly yelled.

Tommy’s uncle Darrell walked over to us briskly and said, “Come on Tommy you’re fucking up. You always knew the deal.”

“I’ll be there in a second,” Tommy told him, and with a shrug the older man turned and left.

In the background, I could see DeAnne still moving and I wondered if she really cared one way or the other. Maybe, Tommy was taking this much more seriously than her. I recalled that she certainly wasn’t shy with me, although Chris had gotten a bit loose too.

“Shit,” he said, standing to leave, then after a few steps he turned and asked me, “Man, can you come back for a while?”

We locked eyes, and although it seemed quite odd, I sensed Tommy felt closer to me than the others. He needed some support as the initiation unfolded, and wanted me close-by.

“Well, I guess I could for a while,” I replied, although I really wasn’t sure about getting mixed up in it all.

“Yeah, just for a while,” his voice pleaded, while his eyes begged.

“Okay,” I answered.

As I stood, I looked at Chris who was warning me with her eyes to be careful, and then I was taking the short walk to the others. When I joined the group, I could tell it was a far different DeAnne than the one who had danced for me just minutes before. She was now tense and had lost her characteristic smile. She didn’t seem to be enjoying herself, and in fact no one did except Lola who had the same stupid smirk. Falcon’s hands were all over the young girl’s ass and occasionally he would grab her pussy or tits. Each time, the young girl’s body would react with a sudden jerk. It was a very strange situation being in this group, and bizarre to watch a woman who was about to have sex with a man she didn’t want to be with, while her boyfriend and others sat by.

“Baby, you are a damn good dancer, I hope you’re just as good a fuck,” Falcon laughed.

For some weird reason, my mind went to all the leadership training I had taken as part of corporate America. I’m not sure what model he was following that taught that humiliating one of your team members was the best way to build loyalty, but little of the motorcycle culture made sense to me.

The minutes ticked by, as Falcon didn’t seem to be in any big hurry to finish things. Instead, he kept her dancing, and it was becoming apparent DeAnne was getting tired. After all, she had had a lot to drink, plus the dancing she had done before the others arrived and now this. I guess he finally realized it too, because when the song ended, he pulled her onto his lap. He started to kiss her, and at first, she only reluctantly engaged, but after their mouths had been joined for a while we could see she was starting to relax. Then, he put his hand between her legs, and while we watched, he fingered and kissed Tommy’s girlfriend. Despite the forced nature of their involvement, my dick started to get hard, and I sensed the other men were in the same place. Even Tommy seemed mesmerized now.

I felt hands on my shoulders and looking back I saw that Chris had joined us. She stood quietly watching too, although her expression gave no indication about what she was thinking.

“Take my cock out,” Falcon demanded after their kiss ended.

DeAnne worked his zipper down without hesitation and put her hand in the opening, fishing for it for a bit before finally worked his shaft into the open. I was stunned when I saw four or five inches of cock sticking up past her hand which was in a fist at the base. In addition, the circumference was so large that her fingertips barely touched. I felt Chris’ hands momentarily dig into my shoulder before releasing, letting me know she had seen it too. DeAnne began stroking him without prodding, but Falcon had other ideas and pushed down on her shoulders directing her mouth to his heavy organ.

“Damn, Tommy boy, she’s got a sweet mouth,” he said when DeAnne had taken the fat head between her lips.

I looked quickly at Tommy, but he was consumed by the sight like the rest of us making me wonder if he even heard the comment. DeAnne’s head and tongue moved all around, bobbing occasionally, but he was too big to get much into her mouth. Falcon wasn’t pushing, and all the work was now coming from the young girl’s own motivation. In fact, while she coated his cock with her saliva, Falcon was mostly staring at Chris, which worried me.

“Time for some good fucking,” Falcon suddenly announced, and pulled DeAnne off his cock, “Where’s your tent, girl?”

DeAnne stood and led him to a small tent about thirty feet away with his large cock still sticking through his fly. She opened the zipper and they bent down and entered it with the flap falling back into place, hiding them.

“She’s about to get a good fucking,” Lola announced with a laugh.

“Hush woman,” Mad Dog said to her.

“Don’t hush me. You know you only came along to see if he would let you have some sloppy seconds!” she barked at him.

“Shut up,” he yelled at her again.

“You shut up. That slutty bitch wants it!” she exclaimed.

“It wasn’t that long ago you were in the same place,” Darrell reminded her.

“Yeah, but I didn’t get all in heat about it,” she countered.

Their verbal sparring had come fast and was intense. Wanting to spare Chris, I stood to leave, and was about to tell Tommy when Falcon’s feet and part of his legs appeared through the tent opening. It had been quiet so far, but the movement of his body made me think he was now about to fuck her. The others noticed too and it got quiet again, but it wasn’t quiet for much longer.

“Ohhh…mmm…mmm…” we could hear DeAnne moaning in the tent.

They weren’t sounds of pain either, more like whines of anticipation, and my mind told me that Falcon was starting to feed his big cock into her opening. I looked at Chris to give her a nod so we could leave, but she had an intense gaze directed towards the tent “Uhhhhhhhhhhhhh…” came a long, low wail from DeAnne.

“Ohhh…” a much softer moan came from Chris that only I was close enough to hear.

From that point, the sounds from the tent rapidly increased in volume and frequency. DeAnne was getting thoroughly fucked and was loving it. Occasionally, we could see bumps in the tent side which I took to be her feet drawn up, moving with passion.

“Should we go?” I asked Chris, keenly interested in how she would reply.

“Okay…wait,” she said after a particular long moan from DeAnne, then followed with, “I’m worried about her.”

I didn’t think it was worry that was driving her, rather I thought my lovely wife was becoming extremely turned on. I decided if we were going to stay, I would sit down, and immediately Chris came and sat on my lap.

“Oh, fuck me…fuck me…fuck me good, I’m going to…” DeAnne suddenly let loose.

Right after her announcement came more wails and moans letting us know she was indeed experiencing a complete orgasm. Right after her, Falcon let out a roar and climaxed too, and I imagined her pussy as an open, wet mess from his work and their juices. It got quiet again, but I guess Falcon wasn’t big on romance because within a few minutes he emerged from the tent pulling his jeans on and carrying his vest.


“Damn Tommy, that’s good pussy. But, fucking tight,” he laughed.

Lola laughed, but no one else did, as the men all seemed to be in a catatonic state.

“Did you like the show?” he asked Chris. She didn’t reply, and merely stared down at her feet. Then he looked at me and said, “You want some of it? I’ll trade you.”

He didn’t explain the trade, but I knew what he meant, and I was ashamed at myself when I realized I had actually thought about it before shaking my head no. He then told Darrell he could go next and without hesitation he got up and moved towards the tent. I watched Tommy’s eyes follow his uncle’s movements and saw the look of betrayal on his face.

“My God, they’re all going to have her,” Chris whispered to me in shock.

“Let’s go,” I said to Chris, and this time she nodded.

For the second time that night, we headed back to our camp. I caught Tommy’s eyes once again as we departed and they were filled with confusion. I hoped he could make it through the ordeal and that it wouldn’t destroy their relationship, as they were actually a pretty nice young couple.

“Let’s go to bed,” I said to Chris, wanting to make love immediately.

“Not yet. Let’s watch the rest,” she said with an excited gleam in her eye.

Her responses to the sordid event were very odd and left me bewildered. In all my wildest dreams, I would never have expected her to act this way. However, rather than discuss it further, I poured us each another drink and we watched the tent. Darrell was inside a long time, but finally appeared, and as he walked back towards the others, we could hear some calls from the other men. Evidently, Falcon wouldn’t let Mad Dog have a turn, which was driving him crazy, but he finally relented. He went to the tent even faster than Darrell, and Lola must have mouthed off because we could hear Falcon yelling at her. Mad Dog wasn’t inside long, as he must have been too wound up to last, and he quickly rejoined the others.

“Come on sweetie. It’s my turn,” I said trying to be funny.

“Do you want a turn with DeAnne? Be Honest,” she asked, with a strange look in her eyes.

“Of course not,” I replied.

“You seemed to earlier when she was dancing for you, and you didn’t answer very quickly when that asshole asked,” she said, making me cringe. Then she followed with another question, “Would you if you didn’t have to trade for it?”

“Chris this conversation is crazy. I want you…just you. Let’s go to bed,” I pleaded.

We went into the tent and I immediately pulled her dress over her head and shed her bra and thong. I got out of my clothes as fast as possible, but Chris had moved so she could look out the tent window at the other camp.

“They’ve left her all alone. I wonder how she feels?” she asked.

Instead of answering, I grabbed her in a hug then pulled her onto the foam mattress. When my hand touched her pussy, I realized both of us were too excited for foreplay, so I pushed her knees apart, climbed between her legs and guided myself to her opening.

“Oh damn,” I grunted when my dick slid easily into her thoroughly lubricated hole.

Chris wrapped her arms and legs around me, and I started fucking her as hard and fast as I could. However, after only a few seconds, I realized I was going to cum if I didn’t slow down, so I backed off and started more of a rocking motion until I could regain some control.

“I know you want to be with her. Tell me the truth. I won’t be mad,” she started on me again.

“Chris…stop,” I pleaded.

“Just tell the truth baby. You got her top off. I know you want her,” she continued unheeded.

“She told me to,” I replied.

“You didn’t mind,” she stated.

“No…” I agreed.

“She wanted you to touch her and have her,” Chris went on while I continued to rock.

“No sweetie. She told me to do it so you would take yours off,” I explained in a rush.

“You wanted mine off?” she asked, now a bit confused.

“Yes. I wanted to see you with Tommy…with him touching you,” I admitted, turning the tables on her thoughts.

“Really?” she asked, then said it again with more emphasis, “Really?”

“Yes,” I admitted, and slowed the pace even more.

“You still wanted to be with her. Maybe thinking about Tommy got you hot, but you still wanted her,” Chris said, and when I took too long to reply, she continued, “Admit it.”

“Okay…maybe some,” I answered, although the truth was, I had…a lot.

“Always tell me the truth sweetie. I can take it,” she said

“Okay. Did you want Tommy?” I asked.

“No,” she answered quickly.

“Well, his hands were all over you,” I challenged her.

“He’s just a boy. A cute boy, but just a boy,” she explained.

I pushed her legs back until her knees were near her chest and started driving hard. She was looking up at me directly into my eyes and I reached down and kissed her.

“I love you,” she said to me and I kissed her again.

“I love you more,” I whispered into her ear.

I fucked her hard in silence for a time, but still not ready to cum, I had to slow again and we returned to our languid movement. I could tell by her look she wasn’t completely with me, although it wasn’t until she spoke that I understood where her thoughts were.

“She made such a big sacrifice for such a silly reason,” Chris stated, then added, “What made her? Do you think it was love?”

“Or, she just wanted to fuck,” I responded callously.

She slapped me on the arm, then said, “That’s not true, she could do that anytime she wanted.”

“Not at that moment. She was horny and Falcon was the only way she was going to get any,” I replied, knowing how the dancing had gotten the young girl worked up.

“You’re making it sound so demeaning and basic. I think she did it as a sacrifice to show her love for Tommy. They write books about that kind of love,” she responded.

For a moment, I thought she was being sarcastic, as I didn’t see anything noble in DeAnne getting gang banged, but looking at Chris I could tell she was being sincere. It was just another data point in the long list I had that showed how different women were from men.

We could hear the noise of a commotion from the adjoining camp, and Chris tried to escape from under me so she could have a look, but I held her firmly in place. Once more, I was left bewildered by how engaged she had become by the others and the deviant behavior.

“Be still,” I demanded.

“Okay, she answered with a sigh that was tinged with disappointment.

Deciding to be a bit playful, I asked, “Would you make that sacrifice for me?”

Instantly, I felt her fingernails dig into my arms and a shudder swept through her body. I had expected a reaction, but had anticipated it would come as a quick, biting rebuke. Instead, seconds ticked by before she finally responded.

“You would never put me in that place,” she said, and pulled my head down into a kiss.

When it ended, I stated taking her hard, which soon had her panting and whining. We were both close, our arousal built by the evening of strange occurrences, and I hoped I had just enough control left to get my wife to the finish line first. When her knees pulled back, I knew she was getting very close, and when her hips rolled back and she became tense and silent, it signaled her imminent release.

“Ohhhh…oh yes…oh yes…oh David please…please…” she cried out, as her arms and legs wrapped tightly around me.

It only took two additional thrusts from me and then my grunts joined her sounds as my balls drained. Suddenly, they felt empty and useless as all my semen was now deeply implanted inside my wife. It had been an amazing sexual coupling, and even if it had been provoked by a strange, sordid situation, I thoroughly enjoyed it.

Within seconds, we were both drifting away. However, sometime later, the roar of approaching motorcycles stirred me from my sleep.

“Are you awake?” I whispered to Chris when I felt her body move.

“Yes…” she replied in a faint voice.

“I guess the others are back,” I replied.

There was silence for almost a minute before my wife asked, “Do you think they are going to have her, too?”

Once again, Chris showed that she was consumed with thoughts about the young girl’s dilemma. I thought about her question and thought it highly likely that the ordeal was not yet over. Especially, since those returning probably included Vince who was quite aggressive.

“I guess so,” I replied.

“My God…” she whispered, and turned in my arms until we were facing, then said, “It’s so raw.”

My lips went to her to provide a reassuring kiss, but when our lips met she pushed against mine hungrily while slipping her tongue into my mouth. The message registered instantly and I felt my dick quickly begin to swell. Seconds later, I was over her, and with her help my shaft was soon inside.

“Mmmmm…she whimpered while her hands gripped my arms.

We had just started a slow rocking motion when the sound of voices from the neighboring camp filled the night sky. It was clear there was something taking place, and Chris looked at me with questioning eyes.

“They’re going for her,” I whispered.

“Really?” she replied.

“Yeah…probably Vince…” I said.

In reality, I had no idea what was taking place, but it was clear my wife was aroused. Later, when we were safe at home, I would definitely want to gently probe and see if she would share her thoughts, but at the moment, I just wanted to enjoy her body.

My message instantly brought forth from her all kinds of sighs and mews of pleasure. For several minutes, I kept the slow pace, but as Chris’ excitement built, so do my own, which drove me forward until I was once more pounding into her hard. Her hands moved to my ass and began pulling, while her sounds increased in volume enough that anyone approaching our tent would know what was happening.

Chris has had many powerful orgasms, but never has she experienced multiple ones in a short time frame. However, by her movements and whines, I thought she may very well be on her way to the second of the evening. Sure enough, just minutes later, it arrived.

“Ohhh honey…ohhhh…mmmm…mmmm…” she moaned, and then with a deep breath added, “What are you doing to me?”

I fucked her through her release, then put my arms under her legs and pushed them back. I looked down at her face from my extended arms, driven madly forward by the wet slapping sound of our connection. Chris eyes were barely open, but I could still see in them remnants of lust and abandon.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Rarely, does Chris curse, and I had never heard her utter the provocative word. It sent me over the edge and the tiny amount of cum I had left shot forth from my spasming balls.

“I can’t…no more…I’m dead…” I groaned as I collapsed on top of her, and felt her arm loop around my neck.

Surprisingly, Chris was up before me the next morning, and when I peeked outside the tent, I could see her puttering about while occasionally glancing towards the other campsite. I watched her for several minutes while she worked to make coffee, then stepped outside.

“Morning,” I said cheerfully.

“Good morning,” she answered, although I could see some tension in her brow.

“Have you figured out what’s going on?” I said, nodding towards the others, while fighting back a smirk.

“No, smartass. Do you want your coffee in a cup or do you want me to throw it on you?” she responded with faux annoyance.

“Cup please,” I laughed, and after she handed it to me, I looked over and saw Mad Dog and Darrell moving around.

“When do you want to leave?” she asked.

“Soon, I think we’ve had enough adventure on this trip,” I answered.

“Okay, but I want to clean up first,” she said.

We sipped the coffee, nibbled on muffins and chatted aimlessly for thirty minutes. The subject of the previous night never entered the conversation, and I sensed that with the light of day, it was something Chris was ready to forget. When I started to break things down, Chris announced she was off to the bathroom, and after gathering her things, she made the short trek over. Within a minute of her arriving, I noticed Vince headed that way, and it dawned on me that every time my wife visited the building, he had gone over too. Still, I couldn’t come up with a good rationale for why the dots should be connected, and Chris had never mentioned anything.

I was in the final stages of packing when Chris returned. I had noticed Vince departing a few minutes earlier, and although I sensed something, I still couldn’t put my finger on it. Together, we finished loading the vehicle and were about to leave when I decided to hit the restroom first. I had finished peeing and was about to wash my hands when I noticed, on the corner of one of the sinks, a large mark that on closer inspection appeared to be a partial boot print. Confused, I looked around, then it dawned on me what had occurred. Pulling myself up on the sink until I could stand, I was able to just see over the common wall into the women’s side since it didn’t reach all the way to the ceiling. It was arranged identical to the men’s, except the urinals were replaced by another stall. One of the showers was at an angle so the view ended at the soap dish height, but I was able to see to the floor of the other, which meant that depending on which shower Chris had used, Vince either saw her bare breasts or her completely nude body. It was a shocking realization, but the most surprising aspect was my response. Rather than getting angry, I felt something different. It was like the feeling a kid gets when he steals a piece of gum, fearful but exhilarating at the same time, and the fact that my wife was completely unaware made it even wilder.

When I returned to Chris, I said nothing and minutes later we were on our way, waving as we passed the early risers in the adjoining camp. On the ride home, we were silent about DeAnne, Tommy and the initiation. In fact, the subject wasn’t broached for weeks and only came up after a night out with friends, that included heavy drinking.



The Sacrifice Pt. 02

Weeks had passed since our weekend camping trip where we had witnessed the decadent initiation rite of the bikers. Strangely, it had exposed some aspects of my wife’s sexuality that were new to me. There had been a few times where one of us had made a passing comment about the event, but we had not discussed it in any detail. I think at part of it, at least from my perspective, was the fact that I was still processing what I had seen from Chris, and I suspect she might have been questioning her conduct, as well. However, after a night out with friends, where the alcohol was flowing, the subject was suddenly opened wide.

After returning to our house, I had flopped down on the couch while Chris went to the bathroom. She joined me a few minutes later wearing only a cropped t-shirt with her thong and snuggled in close. It was easy to tell that she was in the mood to play.

“Someone’s horny,” I teased.

“Ssshhhh…” she replied, and pulled my hand to her breast.

I fondled her while we kissed, and then a silly thought hit me and I blurted out, “Why don’t you dance for me?”

She pushed away so she could look at me, and then said, “You’re still thinking about DeAnne.”

“No, baby…I’m thinking about you and Tommy,” I replied with a chuckle, thinking I was being clever.

“No…it’s Deanne,” she answered, with a certain look, and after pausing to let her words sink in, she continued with, “You wanted to be with her…you wanted to trade.”

“No, honey…” I started, but was cutoff.

“You already admitted it. You’re still thinking about her. You wanted her so badly you wanted to let him…” she challenged me before her thought tailed off.

“Chris, I was just teasing,” I said, suddenly feeling defensive.

“No, you’re still thinking about her,” she replied, not letting it go.

I pulled her to me so we were tightly connected and began to lovingly kiss her neck as I wondered whether she was playing with me or feeling vulnerable. However, as I did so, I began to think my efforts only made me appear guilty.

“Honey…” I whispered softly.

“You thought about trading me. For a moment, you were quiet and thought about it,” she declared.

“No, it was just so shocking…it caught me off guard,” I replied, feeling I had come up with a good explanation.

“Liar,” she said instantly.

Her statement momentarily stopped the conversation, and while we looked at each other, Chris peeled off her top and then started working on the buttons of my shirt. When she had several undone, her hand reached inside and began to tease my nipples in the way she knew drove me crazy.

“I love you,” I said.

“I would have done it if you wanted…I would have made the sacrifice for you,” she whispered.

Her words sent a sudden chill through my body. Did I actually hear her correctly? Did my loving wife really say she would have sex with another man in trade? It was so far away from her normal manner that for a moment I thought it must be a trap, but at the same time, it was so bizarre, so completely surreal, that I began to think that she might actually be serious.

“You’re crazy,” I finally said as the silence was just too disturbing.

“I would have…for you…” she answered softly as she toyed with my nipples.

“No…no, you wouldn’t…you’re pretending it was a game, but it wasn’t a game. That big asshole would have shoved his cock into you and fucked you as hard as he could,” I replied, purposefully being graphic.

“I would have for you. Just like she did for Tommy,” she said in the same faint voice.

“Tommy was stupid. Very stupid! I wouldn’t want you to do anything like that,” I replied, now wondering if she was drunker than I thought.

“It would have been…you could have been with DeAnne,” she said, still refusing to let the subject go.

Our movements completely stopped, and now I was just looking into her eyes which were fixed on mine. We stayed that way as the seconds turned into a minute or more. During that time, another thought came to my brain, but it was so strange, so impossible to believe that at first, I dismissed it. However, it kept coming back, over and over in a wild, bizarre vision, and suddenly my words were coming out.

“Chris, do you want to have sex with Falcon?” I finally asked.

“You wanted DeAnne,” she replied evasively.

“You didn’t answer me,” I said, and a long pause ensued before she finally answered.

“I don’t know…what she did. I mean it is in my head and I think about it. It seems so powerful and watching how it happened was so basic, so carnal… The big sacrifice she made for such a silly reason…such a crazy reason. I don’t know…” she tried to explain.

“And him?” I pushed.

“He was such a complete jerk…a total ass…it makes her sacrifice even bigger…” she replied, continuing to paint the scene as a gallant act by the young girl.

I realized that she still hadn’t answered my question about Falcon. I sensed there was something about him that intrigued her, although the idea seemed completely crazy. She was an educated, professional woman, and he was a knuckle dragging Neanderthal, everything a modern female was supposed to despise.

“Did you want to be with him?” I asked again, wanting desperately to know as it opened a whole new door into the understanding of my wife.

“I would have done it for you,” she replied again

I took her head in my hands and forced her to look into my face from mere inches away, “Did you want him?”

“Don’t make me say it,” she whimpered, and in her response, I had the answer.

“You have to say it,” I demanded.

Surprisingly, she responded immediately, “Okay, yes…yes. I don’t know why…”

“For several seconds, we just stared at each other, and then, like a bell had rung, we were at each other, shedding our clothes and ending up with me on top of her with my dick buried deeply inside. We fucked with a torrid pace while looking into each other’s eyes as her grunts of pleasure filled the room. Then, I was at the point of no return and I flooded her pussy before collapsing on her heaving body.

“Are you mad?” Chris whispered as she stroked my hair.

“No…I’m not mad…maybe confused…really confused,” I answered sincerely.

The uncontrollable lust I felt with her revelation departed with the release of my semen. Now, I was left to ponder the message. Fortunately, I had enough sense to be non-judgmental, and although I had loads of thoughts and questions, I knew it was better to wait for another time. Thus, as soon as we had gained our breath, we merely went to bed and cuddled.

It took another few weeks for the subject to come up again. In the intervening time, we shared looks that communicated what each other was thinking, although we steered clear of any specific conversation. Now, we were in bed after going out to dinner, and were making love in a languid unhurried way. In fact, several times we had stopped and discussed other things, so while we were both enjoying the connection, it wasn’t filled with passion.

“Still want to be a martyr?” I teased.

“God, you want her so bad,” Chris answered, immediately knowing what I meant.

“No, baby…I want Falcon to have you…make you scream like her…” I replied provocatively.

It was something I had thought a lot about. The entire weekend had been strange, starting with some flirting, then the playful dancing and finally the powerful scenes we had witnessed during Tommy’s initiation. It had been such a departure from our normal life, and it all involved sex, both consensual and manipulated. It had been strangely arousing to me, and I couldn’t deny that I found DeAnne alluring, but I would have never guessed my sweet Chris could have become excited, too. I had thought all the moments where Chris had shown signs of arousal were preludes to the lovemaking we would share in our tent. Now, I suspected that at least part of it was her projection of herself in DeAnne’s role.

“David!” she declared, but at the same time, I felt her legs spread further and her hips roll into mine.

“He saw you naked…Vince…” I whispered into her ear.

“What…what do you mean?” she asked nervously.

“He looked over the wall in the bathroom. There was a gap between the wall and ceiling and I saw where he stood,” I told her.

Chris stopped moving and took my head in her hands, “You didn’t stop him?”

“I didn’t know until we were leaving,” I replied.

She looked at me for several seconds, and then asked, “Would you have?”

“I would have before Saturday night,” I answered with a small grin, then teased, “Falcon didn’t get a look.”

“He would have done more than look…” she shot back.

“You could have made your sacrifice,” I countered.

My words only resulted in Chris narrowing her eyes and giving me an annoyed look. So, I erased my silly grin and started to move slowly. We continued on in silence for several minutes, but it became evident that neither of us was building, so I finally stopped. After moving to her side and turning her to face me, I kissed her softly on the lips.

“So much,” she finally whispered, giving me a glimpse as to where her mind was.

From that evening on, we would return to the subject of Falcon and DeAnne every now and then. It wasn’t the central part of our lovemaking, that was still reserved for the tender interaction of husband and wife, but occasionally, when the mood was right, we would go to it. In my wife’s view, the major theme was my interest in the young dancer and her sacrifice. I had to purposefully bring her back to the admission she had made about Falcon, and although she acknowledged that something about him enticed her, she struggled to explain it and always took comfort in declaring it a mystery. In reality, it was her interest in Falcon that dominated my thoughts, as it was just so bizarre. For a man, getting excited about a young, attractive and scantily clad woman was normal fare. However, I had never contemplated a similar dynamic could occur in a female, especially where the circumstances are so different.

Driving to work one morning, a thought flashed through my brain that stayed with me for the entire day. It concerned reaching out to DeAnne in an attempt to locate Falcon. I wasn’t sure what I expected if it did happen, but suddenly my mind was churning in an attempt to remember if the young dancer ever told us where she worked. I seemed to recall references being made to the industrial part of the city, south of downtown, which meant it could be one of a half a dozen clubs. However, there were two that stood out over the others, and I thought it likely that with DeAnne’s looks she would be in one of them.

I chewed on the idea for weeks, knowing it was a longshot, but also feeling it wasn’t a big imposition on my time. I could get to the area in twenty to thirty minutes, so it didn’t seem the investment would be more than a couple hours. Deciding that my best hope for success would be to hit the clubs on a busy evening, I finally made a plan for the upcoming Thursday, telling Chris I had to attend a business dinner. I worked late, and at a little past seven, I left the office and pointed my car south.

The first place I tried had a crowded parking lot, and after paying the cover and entering, I could see that it was quite lively. Thankfully, there was enough light to see the entire room, but desiring to remain inconspicuous, I let a waitress guide me to a small table near the back. After ordering a beer, I leaned back and let my eyes wander from girl to girl. I knew she could be with a customer or taking a break, so I relaxed and waited, but when almost an hour had gone by with no sign of her, I decided to ask the waitress.

“I’m looking for a girl name DeAnne that works the clubs around here. I think DeAnne is her real name, not her stage name,” I asked Connie, then went on to describe the young dancer.

Of course, not knowing the circumstances, I could see the girl look at me suspiciously before she replied, “It might be Teri.”

She pointed to a girl standing near the entrance that only had a slight resemblance to DeAnne, and when I shook my head, she just shrugged and left. I took my time finishing my third beer, and when it was done, I left. Fortunately, the second club was only a mile away, so in just a few minutes, I had entered, found a spot, and was once again nursing a beer.

This club was slightly larger, although less well-lit, with numerous dark nooks. I had been sitting for fifteen minutes, and had fended off several approaches when I spotted DeAnne strutting down the main aisle. I sat up in my seat and waved to get her attention, but she moved on without seeing me. Quickly, I flagged the waitress and she immediately came to me.

“That girl…I’m interested in her,” I said.

“Mercedes,” the waitress replied, and started walking towards her.

I stood when she approached, but whether it was too dark, or too much time had passed, she didn’t recognize me.

“Hi DeAnne,” I said with a smile when she was seated.

It took her a moment, and I could see the wheels spinning, but finally she made the connection and a huge smile came to her face.

“Wow, I never thought I’d see you again,” she announced.

“I know!” I replied, and quickly we gave the waitress our order.

The young girl looked the same except she now sported a large tattoo that covered a big portion of her right leg from hip to knee. I thought it took away from her freshness, although her lovely smile certainly compensated.

“You came so I could dance,” she stated happily.

“Of course!” I said, and then added, “How’s Tommy?”

“Oh, we’re not together anymore,” she answered, and for some reason it made me a little sad.

If she felt any curiosity about my presence, she didn’t show it and we sipped our drinks and chatted about random things for several minutes. Then, during a song change, she stood and positioned herself in front of me.

“Ready?” she asked.

I simply nodded and she began to move, swiftly bringing back memories of our time camping. Soon, she was down to her g-string, practically massaging my body with hers. She merged into the second song without hesitation and near the end her hand slowly stroked the inside of my thigh bringing me to a full erection.

“Nice,” she said, tickling me with her fingernails before sitting down on my lap.

“That was amazing,” I told her.

“Too bad your wife didn’t get wild,” she said, referring to the dance lesson at the campsite.

“I know,” I said, letting my thoughts drift back.

“Can I dance some more?” she asked, and when I nodded she rose immediately.

Two more songs elapsed, and several times during the session she took my hand and placed it on her breasts. When she was done, she once again sat on my lap without her top. Her breasts were amazing and her nipples proportioned perfectly for their size. In addition, her smooth skin, now glistening with sweat, was deeply alluring. For a moment, my thoughts were consumed by her, and I forgot my purpose.

“DeAnne,” I said to get her attention, and then started, “Remember that club leader… the guy named Falcon? I want to get a hold of him.”

“Okay, do you want his number?” she said as if it were no big deal.

“You have it? You know where he is?” I probed, surprised at how easy it had been.

“Yeah, I live with him,” she replied with a cute smile.

At first, her words shocked me, but as I thought about it, I realized it wasn’t odd at all. He was the powerful leader and she was an attractive young woman that hung out with the group. She was certainly the best looking of any of the club women I had been in contact with, so I could see how Falcon would want her. I did feel sympathy for Tommy, and something propelled me to want to know what had happened to him.

“Is Tommy in the club?” I asked, purposely being vague.

“Oh, sure,” she replied easily.

I wondered how it all worked, realizing I didn’t understand the biker culture at all.

“You know Chris…my wife, was really impressed by the sacrifice you made for Tommy that night. All you did so he could be a member,” I said, picking my words gingerly.

“Thanks. He really wanted it bad,” she answered, giving no indication that she was victimized, then suddenly she asked, “Why do you want to talk to Falcon?”

I laughed for a second to settle my nerves. I hadn’t expected things to progress like they were, so I wasn’t really prepared. I thought about several different approaches I could take, but in the end, I decided to just be straightforward. I explained the conversation with Chris and told her how the sacrifice DeAnne had made for Tommy, someone she loved, had struck a chord with my wife. After pausing for a moment to take a deep breath, I told her that it had also made Chris excited, and that there was something about Falcon’s aggressive manners that played a part as well. To her, that had made the sacrifice even greater. Finally, I explained about the trade the biker had offered, and how I had indeed considered it for a moment before declining.

“He was going to fuck your wife and you were going to be with me?” she clarified, and when I nodded, she said, “Wow…I wish you would have.”

“Well, you know…it was a crazy night…for us,” I said.

“And now you want to?” she replied, jumping to the answer.

She was giving me a cute little smile that let me know she wasn’t offended at all. Her open manner helped me collect my thoughts and continue.

“DeAnne, I didn’t know you were with him now, so I didn’t really think about a trade. But, you know, Chris kind of has this interest…” I started, but stumbled with my thoughts before I was able to continue, “She kind of…you know…talks about the sacrifice you made.”

“Hmmm…” she said when I finished.

“What?” I asked knowing she was thinking something.

“Baby, I think she just wants to fuck him,” she replied bluntly.

“Well…I don’t know…she kept using the word sacrifice,” I countered.

“That’s bullshit. She just wants his cock,” she laughed, and then added, “Be careful…he’ll put her to bed.”

“What’s that mean?” I asked, not understanding what she was trying to say.

“He’s really good with that big thing. If she’s into him some, he’ll fuck her till she’s out. She won’t forget,” DeAnne, the girl I thought was a simple stripper, was warning me about the potential damage to the sexual well-being of my marriage.

“It would just be a onetime thing,” I said, trying to defend the plan, and then added, “Chris has a fantasy thing…but she doesn’t know I’m here. I’m just kind of, you know, thinking about it.”

“Do you want to trade?” she asked, still smiling.

“Uhhh…well, I don’t want to do something you don’t want to…” I replied.

“Don’t worry,” the young dancer responded, as her hand found my balls.

“Do you think he…Falcon…would do it? I asked.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” she shot back immediately.

We talked about it some more, and then I left with the understanding she would talk to Falcon and explain things. I left my cell number with her so he could call me if he was interested, although she assured me there was no doubt he would be willing. As I drove away, I wondered if I had gone too far, and decided if I got cold feet, I would simply tell him so.

Surprisingly, I didn’t hear from the biker for three days. The call came late in the afternoon, and recognizing the number, I stood and closed the door to my office.

“Hello?” I answered, practically cringing from the anticipation of the conversation.

“Well, well…I never thought I’d hear from you. My little bitch says you want to discuss a trade,” he started.

“Look, I want to discuss it, but it’s a what if thing…hypothetical…I mean just to talk about how it would work,” I replied, struggling with the message.

“I got ya. Here’s your answer. Happy to make the trade, but no drama. Be sure cause I don’t want to play no games. The way it works is we meet and trade. Not much more to it than that. You think about it and call me when you’re ready,” he responded, and then hung up.


Initially, the boldness of his mannerisms caused my anger to flare, but as I contemplated the message, I realized he had been on point and there was really nothing more to say. The ball was in my court and I could respond if and when I decided. As I drove home that evening, I realized that most of the obstacles I thought I was facing were falling easily away, which actually made me somewhat distressed. Still, there was a huge one left in Chris. It was one thing to make it a pillow-talk fantasy, but something entirely different to act out, and in truth, that applied to both of us.

I didn’t tell Chris about my conversations with DeAnne and Falcon, hoping that the right moment would present itself where it might be better received. It was two weeks before that opportunity arose, and fortunately it was my wife that was the instigator.

“I wonder what your girl DeAnne is up to,” she tossed out, letting me know she wanted to be playful.

“Probably in bed with Falcon,” I said.

“Not Tommy?” she replied.

“No, I bet Falcon kept her for himself,” I told her, as my hand reached under her t-shirt.

“After he let everybody…” she started, before letting the thought trail off.

“Mmmm…hmmmm…I think so,” I said.

“Too bad, harder for you to get her,” she teased.

“Not if I trade,” I whispered as I licked her neck, and after a second added, “You could sacrifice for me. He really wanted you.”

“You want me to?” she asked, which was a normal response for her during our play.

“Yes, baby,” I said in a low voice, as I rolled her small nipples with my fingers.

“Mmmm…okay,” she moaned while her hand reached for my dick.

In seconds, we were naked and then I was over her, sliding into her wet pussy while she purred softly into my ear. I started with an unhurried pace, as I thought about how to explain the connection I had made with the couple.

“I talked to him,” I finally just blurted out.

“Who?” she responded.

“Falcon,” I said, finding it humorous she had already lost the theme of the discussion.

“Okay,” she whispered, and her tone let me know she didn’t think I was serious.

“He wants to trade, but doesn’t want drama. Says we have to be sure,” I told her.

“No one wants drama,” she sighed, clearly thinking it was part of the game.

For some reason, I didn’t push it further, and instead concentrated on the wonderful feeling of her body. However, it wasn’t long before I envisioned the large biker, taking her and forcing from her cries of pleasure, which soon had my balls boiling, and with a sudden lunge and a deep groan I expelled their contents inside my wife.

“Wow…that was big. You were fantasizing,” Chris said as she stroked my neck.

“You just felt too good,” I answered, ignoring her challenge.

“Well, rest some. You’re not done yet,” she replied.

For the next week, I thought about Falcon and DeAnne, calculating the damage that would be caused if I followed through. That process kept me from engaging Chris in any further discussion, and I was just at the point of letting it go when something happened to change my mind.

“I thought you and Falcon had something working?’ she said one evening, looking at me with a smirk over the mug of tea she held in her hands.

In the past, all our discussions about him and the events of the camping trip had been during our sexual play. Thus, it struck me as odd that she brought it up making me wonder what was going through her mind.

“Soon, honey. You gotta be patient,” I replied.

“It’s taking you long enough,” she shot back.

“How about Saturday then?” I asked.

“Sounds good to me,” she answered.

Even though it was only light-hearted sparring, the exchange stayed with me, going back and forth in my head as I considered whether I dared to truly see it become reality. It would only take one short phone call to set-up, and several times I held the phone in my hand. However, unless I came clean with Chris, I knew I couldn’t guarantee that the meeting would be drama free.

“Okay, where are we going?” Chris asked when we were several blocks from the house.

I had told her earlier that we were going to meet Falcon and DeAnne, but despite my serious look, she still thought I was joking. I tried once to convince her, then decided to just let it play out.

“I told you,” I replied, which resulted in her rolling her eyes.

When we hit the south side of town, she looked at me with a furrowed brow, but remained silent. Ten minutes later, we pulled up to a run-down building with a dilapidated sign that said “Shadowland.” It was the spot that I had agreed to meet the biker, although I had expected something a little better. The half-dozen motorcycles parked in front must have finally convinced Chris that I had been telling the truth, because she looked at me with an expression that showed surprise, nervousness and fear.

“What are we…were you telling the truth?” she asked, and when I just looked at her, she asked, “He’s in there?”

“Yes, he’s in there, and so is DeAnne,” I said.

“How did this happen?” she replied.

“I…I decided to try and find him. I did…and found that he and DeAnne were living together,” I explained.

“You did…and…he’s expecting to trade?” she asked.

I realized it was for the best that we were having the conversation now, in the car, before we walked inside. We could still drive away and be done with it, and I had to admit that now faced with the reality, I was very nervous.

“Yes…” I forced out, trying hard to keep my voice from breaking.

“You’d really do it…trade? You really want to?” she asked, showing a bit of hurt.

I stared into her eyes and the seconds slowly ticked by before I answered, “You know, let’s go home.”

“You want to…you set this all up…” she said as I reached for the ignition, then added, “You want DeAnne.”

“No, honey…” I started to respond, but suddenly she was opening her door.

Chris was dressed in stylish jeans, a simple peasant top and sandals. I suspected that as soon as she stepped inside all eyes would be on her, so I hurried to catch up. Since it was still light outside, we had to stop as soon as we entered to let our eyes adjust to the dark interior, illuminated only by beer signs, and there was an awkward moment knowing we were being stared at. The inside was dingy with a concrete floor, a bar facing the door with a dozen stools, and to the right was a seating area with a half-dozen small tables. Near the back, I saw Falcon sitting with DeAnne, and unfortunately there were two other men with them as well. As we got closer, I recognized that one of them was Vince.

“Pull up a chair,” Falcon said gruffly when we arrived, and I grabbed two from a nearby empty table.

I positioned Chris’ between DeAnne and I, putting me next to Vince, and as soon as we were settled, the unknown man was introduced as Walt. The young dancer was dressed similarly to my wife, although in less expensive clothes. The three men were all in jeans and Falcon and Walt were in dark t-shirts while Vince was wearing an untucked long-sleeved western shirt. Quickly, a waitress appeared, and surprisingly my wife joined me in ordering a beer. By the look on Vince’s face, I knew he was aware of the situation, and suspected Walt was, too.

“Been a while,” Vince said with a too big smile.

“Hi,” DeAnne said demurely, while giving me a playful smile that my wife saw.

“Yes…hi…” I said, giving a general, but nervous, response.

“This guy here wants to trade his wife for my hole,” Falcon said crudely to Walt, and after a short pause added, “What do you think about that?”

“Shit, man…I’d take it,” he replied, staring hungrily at Chris.

His words had made Vince snicker, and I could see my wife blush deeply. She looked down for an instant then at me with a confused expression. However, before anything more was said, the waitress delivered the beers. There was silence while I paid, and when I turned back I could see Chris looking nervously at the bottle she held in her lap. Once again, Falcon decided to be provocative.

“You up for it?” he asked, catching my wife’s attention.

It seemed like Chris looked back and forth between me and the biker for a minute, but was probably no more than a few seconds before, in a faint voice, she said, “I’ll make the sacrifice.”

“Sacrifice? Jesus motherfucking Christ,” Falcon responded, and then added, “We’ll see what you think about that later.”

The eyes of Vince and Walt bore into my wife, and I knew they were thinking about fucking her, too. Chris looked shocked and her skin had again turned red with the color descending beneath the neckline of her blouse. Conversely, DeAnne seemed quite happy with events and was sporting a broad smile. Without warning, Falcon stood, signaling his intent to leave, and stepping around the table, he put his hand out for my wife.

“Come on and go with me,” he demanded.

In our call, I had tried to get him to meet at a hotel, but he was adamant about using his place. I had agreed to the stipulation however, we had not discussed separating. It made me nervous, as it obviously did Chris, because her look towards me lingered as he helped her to her feet. By the time I decided to protest, they were already moving towards the door, and when I started to follow, DeAnne grabbed my arm.

“It’s okay. I’ll go with you,” she said, still smiling.

We were only a few seconds behind them, but by the time we got outside, Falcon was on his bike and my wife was climbing on, too. Walt and Vince stood by laughing and making comments that I couldn’t make out. The Harley started with a deep rumble, and suddenly they shot out of the lot with the engine roaring. The last look I had of Chris was her hasty reach for the waist of the biker to get balanced. Quickly, I directed DeAnne to my car and we pulled away as the two men stared.

“Shit,” I exhaled as my nerves released.

“I didn’t think you’d do it, but I’m glad you did,” she giggled.

“I hope I’m not an idiot,” I replied.

“Forget her…just have fun,” she said, accurately sensing what I was referring to.

Following DeAnne’s directions, it took less than five minutes to get to Falcon’s house. It was a small brick house in a working-class neighborhood, that was surprisingly well maintained. In the driveway was a pickup and beneath a carport another Harley was parked. However, there was no sign of Falcon or Chris.

“Where ae they?” I said, mostly to myself, and then thinking it might have been planned, I turned to DeAnne, “What’s going on? Where did they go?”

“I don’t know. I think they’ll be here soon,” she said, showing no indication that she was hiding anything.

“Did he plan something or say anything to you,” I pushed.

“No, nothing,” she replied and her eyes indicated she was being truthful.

I let her guide me inside and found the house to be reasonably clean. Without formalities, she took me to a bedroom that had a twin-sized bed pushed against the far wall.

“We can go in here. Falcon wants the big bed,” she announced, and started to strip.

Still wondering where my wife was, I stood silently and watched as DeAnne disrobed. It wasn’t until her naked body was pressed against me that I was brought back to the moment.

“DeAnne, you feel so good,” I whispered to her, thinking I needed to acknowledge her effort.

“Quit thinking about her and let go,” she replied, sensing my thoughts.

“I’ll try,” I replied with a laugh which brought one from her as well.

With that, her hands went to my clothes and she worked the buttons with my assistance until I was undressed. Gently directing me to the small bed, she pushed me onto my back and then lowered her head so she could run her tongue along my shaft. I remained still and let her do the work, and it wasn’t long until she took me into her mouth.

“Uhhhhhh…” I moaned as her wet mouth descended.

My sounds made her look up, and in her eyes, I could see she was pleased. Despite the strange circumstances bringing us together, I thought she was truly enjoying herself. She knew what she was doing and had the skill to move her mouth seductively while using her tongue to massage every inch of my dick. I had my eyes closed, enjoying the sensations, so I was startled when she suddenly left me. When I looked up, I could see that she was preparing to climb on top, and once she had straddled my waist, she slowly descended while we sighed together until we were completely connected.

“Finally,” she giggled, then leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss.

“Yes, it took way too long,” I replied, wanting to say something positive.

“We should have done it when we were camping…when Falcon asked you,” she said as she started a slow grind.

For the next few minutes, she worked her body slowly. We were mostly silent, save for the occasional sigh or soft moan, although we never seemed to break eye contact. Suddenly, our quiet lovemaking was broken by the sound of the front door opening. Our bedroom door had been left partly ajar, and realizing my wife might see us, I started to rise, but before I could stop DeAnne, Chris and Falcon appeared.

“Already getting some,” the large man laughed.

My wife remained silent, but she had a strange, disoriented look in her eyes. For a moment, I thought it was the result of catching me in bed with the dancer, but I soon realized it was something else. I wondered what might have occurred after they left the bar, and looking at her more closely, I became suspicious that she might be missing her bra. It was hard to tell for certain with her breast size, but there seemed to be some jiggling through the fabric of her blouse. Then, just as quickly as they appeared, they were gone.

“She’s ready,” DeAnne whispered.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Baby, she’s horny. Didn’t you see it?” she laughed.

Now, with Chris nearby, it was hard to remain still, as I was curious about what was occurring in the next room. DeAnne understood and gave me a knowing smile, but continued her movements. It was strange to contemplate my wife being fucked by the biker, but I knew it was now inevitable. As the seconds turned into minutes with no sound, I started to become anxious, wondering how the announcement of her taking would be delivered. Would Falcon say something obnoxious? Would my wife cry out? Or, perhaps we would know from the squeaking of the bedsprings. In the end, it was a little bit of everything.

“Uggggghhhhh…uhhhh…ohhhhh…ohhhh…” I heard my wife groan loudly, and seconds later, Falcon said, “Fuck yeah…”

Then, the bed did begin to squeak and coupled with it was the rhythmic pounding on the wall from the headboard. The combination of these aural inputs left no doubt that the biker was fucking my wife hard.

“I bet she likes it,” DeAnne said while starting to move faster.

Even though the young dancer was pretty with an amazing body, all my thoughts were focused on what was occurring in the next room. The passionate sounds from my wife continued to grow and merged with the noises from the bed. It was obvious that Chris wasn’t going to last long, and less than five minutes after they started, her high-pitched squeals told us she was about to orgasm.

“Oh yes…ohhh…yes…uhhhhhhhh…uhhhhhhh…ohhhhh…” we heard clearly through the wall when it hit.

Her release must have pushed Falcon over the edge, because just as she was coming down we heard him call out, “Fuck yeah…fuck baby, take it…take it…”

Then, the pounding on the wall and the squeaking of the springs suddenly stopped. However, passionate whimpers continued from my wife as if she was still in the throes of her climax.

“He made her cum,” DeAnne whispered, stating the obvious.

“My turn,” I said, and quickly flipped her so I was on top.

“Yeah, baby…go…” she groaned in response.

I started moving rapidly, wanting to force from her the same response that my wife had shown, but while she moaned and sighed in satisfaction, it was nowhere near the same. Ours was merely a nice coupling, while nearby my wife had been subjected to an animalistic taking.

“Damn, you feel good,” I said, wanting to be encouraging.

“So do you,” she answered, then added, “Cum when you want.”

At the same time, I could feel her pussy muscles contract and squeeze my dick. It made me groan, and looking into her face, she was smiling, no doubt pleased with the effect.

“You don’t want to…uhhhh…orgasm?” I asked nervously.

“I can’t with cock,” she replied.

“You did with Falcon,” I said, remembering her response at the camp.

“Yeah…” she answered, but didn’t elaborate.

My wife’s mews coupled with DeAnne’s vaginal skills had me on edge, and soon I was grunting loudly as my semen exploded into the dancer. The energy left my body with my juices and I collapsed onto her, breathing heavily as she comforted me by stroking my hair. We stayed connected for several minutes, and then I started to get antsy thinking about Chris.

“Maybe, I should check on her,” I whispered.

“Okay,” she replied indifferently, offering no guidance one way or the other.

I lifted from DeAnne, quickly donned my boxers, and then made the short trip to the other bedroom. Like ours, their door was partly open, and peering discretely around the corner, I could see them sprawled on the large bed. Falcon was on his back with his eyes closed showing a hint of a smile. My wife’s body was pressed against the man with her head resting on his broad chest and her arm across his body holding his shoulder. Her legs straddled his meaty right thigh which provided a rear view of her pussy, glistening from the juices of their mating. The warning DeAnne had given about Falcon “putting her to bed” flashed through my brain, but since I didn’t know what to do with it, I quietly made my way back to DeAnne.

She let me move back beside her, and surprisingly didn’t ask about the other couple. Now that the carnal scene had played out, I started to think about an exit strategy. DeAnne, as if reading my mind, took my arm and pulled it to her breasts.

“Relax,” she said softly.

“I’m trying,” I replied with a small laugh, knowing I was giving off nervous vibes.

“She’s okay,” she said, then after a moment, asked, “Do you want me to go down on you some more?”

She was moving before I could reply and quickly she was between my legs where she instantly inhaled my limp dick. Her mouth felt too good to stop it, but I felt guilty about her not climaxing, so after a few minutes I pulled on her shoulders.

“Come on, Deanne. It’s your turn, I want you to cum,” I told her.

“You’re so sweet,” she said with a giggle, and allowed me to guide her next to me.

“Use your fingers, and nibble on my nipples, but not too hard,” she instructed me.

I did as I was told and it wasn’t long before she started to respond. At first, it was just small whimpers, but as she got worked up she started to thrust her mound against my hand. When I pushed a second finger into her, her movements became even more pronounced, and sensing she liked it a bit rough, I started to thrust into her forcefully.

“Ohhh…oh yes…like that…” she moaned, and spread her legs wider.

It wasn’t long after that her release arrived and with it her pussy became completely wet. She slammed her legs together, trapping my hand, but I had become so excited that I forced them open and continued to drive my fingers inside her making her thrash and cry out loudly. When it looked like she was through it, I moved over her and pushed my dick inside her ready opening.

“Ohhh…mmmm…yeah…” she whined.

For some reason, I was taking great pride in getting her off and began to thrust inside her with deep, powerful strokes. The movement forced grunts from both of us, and looking down at her she had the half-closed eyes and partially open mouth my wife did when her orgasm had consumed her.


“Damn, you feel good,” I groaned and kissed her hard on the mouth.

“Oh…ohhh…I’m still cumming,” she whimpered.

Suddenly, it was all too much, and I could feel my balls tightening. I lasted several more thrusts and then the remaining semen that was still in me, found its way out. I immediately collapsed onto DeAnne, totally exhausted, and felt her arms and legs wrap around me tightly.

When I woke, it was dark outside and there was barely enough illumination in the room to see. I could feel the dancer’s arm around me, and when I tried to sit up, she pulled me back.

“Don’t…stay with me…” she whined, and I felt her firm breasts press into my back.

“Did they do it again? I asked.

“Oh yeah…and she liked it…a lot,” she replied.

“Damn…I…I hope I didn’t screw up,” I said.

“Calm down. She’s not perfect. I bet she would have done it when we were camping if you pushed her a little,” DeAnne responded with a hint of annoyance in her voice, and then continued, “She wanted Vince, too. She was flirting with him.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, recalling the man’s obvious interest that I didn’t see reciprocated.

“When we were all together that night. She was flirting,” she stated, and after a pause, she stunned me when she continued with, “In the bathroom…she let him watch her shower.”

“She…she caught him? She caught him looking? She didn’t say anything…” I said in surprise.

“Yeah, she caught him and let him watch. Your wife is a bad girl…” she giggled, then quickly added, “Like me.”

“What…how…how many times?” I asked, remembering the multiple times he had followed her.

“Twice…” she answered.

“I…I…just can’t believe it,” I stated, as I struggled to understand the meaning.

“Yeah, baby…I’m telling you…she wanted it there. Now, you gave her a second chance,” she giggled once more, then said, “And I got a chance with you.”

“I’m going to check on things,” I told her, suddenly needing to move.

“Wait,” DeAnne said.

“Why? It must be over,” I replied.

“Maybe…let me check,” she answered, and quickly rose.

She left the room, still completely naked, and disappeared down the hall. Almost immediately, I heard a low conversation from the bedroom, and less than a minute later, DeAnne returned and scooted back into bed.

“Is she okay?” I asked, almost as a reflex, and then continued with, “What are they doing?”

“She’s giving him a blowjob,” she answered without hesitation.

For some reason, my thoughts went to the mechanics of Chris’ mouth trying to engulf the large organ. Although an eager recipient of oral sex, she was always reticent to give, so I was left to ponder whether her efforts were a result of coercion or arousal. DeAnne as if reading my mind, suddenly offered an explanation.

“She wants to fuck him some more and is getting him ready,” she said with a challenging smile.

As if on cue, we heard a clear groan from my wife that morphed into a drawn-out whine. Although we could hear a rustling noise from the room, there was no sound from the headboard which made me think she was on top of him, riding his fat cock. For several minutes it stayed this way, then after a short pause, my wife’s sounds became more pronounced. Something drove me to want to see the sordid scene with my own eyes and I began to rise.

“I’m going to look,” I said to DeAnne.

“Don’t…he won’t like being interrupted and…you know…I don’t think you’ll like it,” she counseled.

However, I was already halfway to the door, and her warning didn’t register. With a quick turn down the hall and just a few short steps, I was standing outside the door that was still partially open. It was easy to see inside and right before me was the scene of Chris on her hands and knees as Falcon slammed his cock into her from behind. In addition, the closeness now allowed me to make out the intimate sounds of their mating. I was immediately drawn to the wet slurps coming from my wife’s sloppy pussy and the slapping noises of their bodies connecting. However, it was their verbal interaction that truly shocked me.

“Squeeze it bitch…squeeze it…yeah just like that,” Falcon grunted.

At the same time, my wife seemed to be in another world as a cascade of aroused words came from her mouth.

“Oh yes…yes, please…oh God I need it…I need it…oh please don’t stop…don’t ever stop,” she panted as if she was being held on an orgasmic plane.

Falcon took one of her arms and pulled it back making her upper body turn, and then leaned forward until his mouth was close to her ear and grunted between thrusts, “You’re mine now bitch…my new hole.”

“Yes…I want to…I want to…please…” my wife whined while nodding her head rapidly.

The large biker released her arm, took her hips into his meaty hands and started to fuck her even harder. Within seconds, it was obvious she was on her way to a climax, and when it hit, I listened to her squeal while her hands pulled on the bedspread and her head tossed back and forth. Falcon was close behind her and when he started cumming he pushed upward on each thrust raising my wife’s hips so that her knees barely touched the bed. Then, with a final roar, he fell forward almost completely covering her writhing body. With only the sound of their heavy breathing remaining, I returned to DeAnne.

She was already dressed when I arrived, and with a wry smile, she said, “That was big.”

I nodded, then started to put on my clothes from the folded pile DeAnne had made on the end of the bed. Minutes later, we were in the kitchen sharing a can of Diet Coke as I waited for my wife to appear. DeAnne had indicated that they were likely done, and had convinced me to wait with her rather than collect Chris. I was reaching the limit of my patience when Falcon finally walked in the room, totally naked, with his cock glistening with my wife’s juices.

“Damn that was worth it,” he said with an evil grin, and then added, “Can’t wait to do it again.”

“Onetime thing,” I replied.

“Yeah, okay…” he laughed.

His manner incensed me but I held my tongue and hoped it wouldn’t take long for Chris to show. Fortunately, it was only seconds later that she walked into the room looking like she had just finished a marathon. Her hair was a mess, there was a weary look in her eyes, and all her exposed skin had a rosy tint. When we locked eyes, I saw a look of concern that bordered on fear, which made me think she realized how completely she had been taken.

“Let’s go,” I stated.

I turned and nodded at DeAnne and received a soft look in return, but Falcon decided to once more make a statement by pulling my wife to him, grabbing her ass and kissing her hard on the mouth. When it finally ended, I stepped to Chris and directed her to the door, and with no further words we were suddenly outside in the redemption of the fresh night air.

Not a single word was spoken between us on the drive home, although thousands of thoughts were churning in my head. However, despite my wife’s sleazy actions, I knew that I was the one shouldering most of the guilt, as I had set it up on my own, without any prior discussion, and I hoped that once we reached the safety of our home, we could find a way to communicate.

Chris bolted from the vehicle as soon as we stopped, and by the time I caught up to her, she was already in the bathroom with the door closed. I gave her a few minutes until I heard the shower running then slowly turned the nob and entered. Her clothes were skewed across the floor and I let mine join them, then moved to the enclosure. As soon as the door began to open, I saw Chris turn so that she was facing the far wall. Her hands were in front of her like she was covering her breasts, and I joined her under the hot water, looping my arm around her waist.

“I love you,” I whispered, unable to think of a better opening remark.

“Are you sure?” she answered in a vulnerable voice, and then whispered, “My God, David.”

“Very,” I replied, and kissed her neck before adding, “Don’t be upset.”

“I…I have some marks,” she said and gave me a concerned look.

I could see a large hickey low on her neck and a smaller one a bit higher, so I suspected there were more to be discovered.

“Turn around and let me see,” I said.

She moved slowly and when her front was finally in full view, I could see that there was another mark on her neck and her breasts showed many. I knew he had done it on purpose, as something of a trophy, fully intending that I endure exactly what was now taking place. For some reason, rather than becoming angry, I found myself wondering how she would be able to conceal the ones on her neck.

“I feel so dirty,” she whimpered.

“Don’t Chris…don’t say that,” I said, feeling extremely guilty for setting up the rendezvous. I took her in my arms and held her, but soon my hands were wandering and when my fingers landed on her still drenched pussy, my emotions swelled and I said, “I…I heard your orgasms…”

“Don’t…stop…” she replied and tried to twist away, but I held her tightly and soon she became still. Then, after a deep breath, she asked, “Did you enjoy DeAnne?”

“Yes,” I answered, and with her still tightly in my arms, I asked, “Did you enjoy Falcon?”

At first, her only response was slight nod of her head, but seconds later she seemed to grow bolder, and said, “Yes…but I did it for you.”

“Why were y’all late? Where did you go before you got to the house?” I asked, ignoring her claim on motivation.

“We basically just went around the block and went back to the bar. Vince and Walt were still there and he had more beer,” she explained, although I was sure there was more.

“What happened?” I asked as my fingertip teased her clit.

“He told me to go to the bathroom and take off my bra and panties…” she replied.

“Did you?” I asked and when her head slowly nodded, I followed with, “What else happened?”

“He said you told him I wanted to be like DeAnne…” she started, and after a deep breath, she continued with, “And…and…he asked if I wanted to be with all three of them.”

Instantly, I knew the message I had shared with the DeAnne in the club must have been relayed to Falcon who tried to use it to get Chris into a group situation. Although it hadn’t been my intent to indicate her interest in anything like this, I could understand how it all might have been misinterpreted in translation. It made me feel very guilty for the circumstances I had unwittingly created.

“Shit, Chris…I…I’m sorry…I think they must have misunderstood,” I told her, and then asked, “How did it end?”

“I tried to laugh it off…I was nervous…and I guess it worked,” she explained.

“Did you…uhhhh…get your things back?” I asked, although I suspected I knew the answer.

“No, I don’t know where they are,” she replied.

I took her to bed and used all my efforts to try to make her feel loved and special. We connected for a while, and then separated to cuddle and then connected again, although neither of us achieved a climax. All night, I held her tightly against me and I was up before her and had breakfast ready when she woke. I knew her mind was in turmoil and that she was questioning my actions as well as her own. I needed to make sure she felt wanted and I prepared myself to be the overly doting husband for the foreseeable future.

I had expected something would follow from Falcon, taunting of some kind, and he didn’t disappoint. It was the next afternoon, when in the matter of thirty seconds, I received three texts from the man.

“cant wait to trade again”

“let me know when ready. DeAnne said you got along”

“she said she was okay to do it again”

I quickly read them feeling he had been less obnoxious than I expected. However, a couple minutes later I read them again, this time focusing on the last message. When I first saw it, I thought he was referring to DeAnne, but now doubt began to enter my mind based on Chris unexpected behavior. Had she, in the heat of passion, told the biker that she was ready for another meeting? I never mentioned the exchange to my wife, but it stayed with me like a nagging itch that I couldn’t make go away.

Surprisingly, perhaps influenced by my lack of a response, Falcon went silent after the initial flurry of texts. It was a good thing as the experience had impacted us so much that we didn’t talk about it again for a long time. Chris did indeed have to go through some contorted wardrobe choices to hide the hickeys on her neck until they finally faded, which strangely coincided with our decision to discuss. It was a Friday evening, and we had stayed in and shared a bottle of wine while watching a movie. When it ended, I noticed some nervous behavior in Chris that I thought was related to the event, so I decided to broach the subject.

“Are you okay? I’m wondering where your head is at since we haven’t really reached closure on things,” I asked.

“Did you enjoy her? Did you like being with her?” she fired back without hesitation.

It was a question I wasn’t expecting and I didn’t immediately know how to respond, so there was a long silence before I answered.

“Yes,” I finally stated.

“I could tell when I saw you with her in the bed,” Chris replied.

“What about you, Chris?” I probed since the door had now been opened.

“I did it for you,” she answered, falling back on the same defense.

Deciding that more specific questions might get better answers, I said, “How many times did you orgasm?”

“Three,” she said after only a short hesitation.

“Did you let Vince watch you in the bathroom when we were camping?” I challenged her, using the information DeAnne had provided.

Now she was the one caught off-guard and I could see the nervousness in her eyes as she struggled to find a response.

“Yeah…” she replied after several seconds, but offered nothing more.

“Why?” I asked, needing to know.

“I don’t know,” she answered, and strangely, I thought she was being sincere.

“What did he see? Were you naked?” I pushed.

“Yes, and before you ask again, I don’t know why. At first, I was stunned but…with all that…everything…I just went with it, I guess,” she said, and before I could speak, she added, “There was so much happening around us. All of it.”

“When did you first see him watching?” I asked.

“The morning after the BBQ,” she replied.

“Chris, what happened? What were you doing? What was he doing?” I followed, eager for details.

“I was in the shower and he was looking down. He asked if I wanted company,” she said after a short pause.

“What did you say?” I pushed, shocked he would be that bold.

“I said no and told him to go away, but he wouldn’t leave, so I got mad and just finished the shower,” she explained.

“And gave him an eye full…” I said.

“I suppose,” she responded, surprising me by her calmness, and before I could ask more, she added, “The next morning he did the same thing.”

“And, so did you,” I replied.

“Yes…” she answered in a low voice.

“You liked doing it with Falcon,” I stated, returning to the events at his house.

“You gave me to him! Without even talking about it!” she declared.

“Should I give you to him again?” I asked, intentionally pushing.

For just an instant, I felt her body stiffen. It was barely noticeable, but it had been there and I felt I had the answer.

“You want DeAnne,” she said, fending me off again.

With that, the discussion about Falcon and DeAnne ended and I held her in silence. Minutes ticked by before we kissed, but that one was followed quickly with another. For quite a long time, we merely cuddled, and I debated whether to push for more. The crucial moment came when I let my hand land on her breast and she immediately placed her hand over mine and pulled it tightly against her. From there, things progressed rapidly and soon we were naked and connected as we made love in a slow but deliberate way. Despite our verbal sparring, Chris was engaged and passionate, and it was relatively easy to bring her to a nice orgasm. Of course, in the back of my mind, I wondered what had been going through her head as my dick pistoned. Was she fantasizing about Falcon and hoping for another rendezvous?

As the weeks passed, I found myself returning to the crazy event often which typically resulted in me challenging my motivations, as I found it difficult to reconcile our behavior with the values we held. There was no question I was the instigator and had to shoulder most of the blame, but even though Chris had been an unwitting participant at the start, she had accepted it with little protest, and showed eagerness as the day progressed. I struggled with this aspect as I would have thought there would have been some attempt at refusal, some reluctance and angst involved. Then, there was the revelation of her exhibitionism during the camping trip which reinforced DeAnne’s prophetic words about her inner workings. For my part, I had allowed my pretty wife, the woman I loved, to be taken sexually by another man. Now, looking back, it was hard to fathom how things transpired to make it happen. If someone would have suggested I would involve our marriage in something so sordid before the camping trip, I would have laughed at the utter absurdity of the idea.

Chris continued to use my interest in DeAnne as a screen to deflect any culpability. I knew she was smart enough to understand it was a thin excuse and didn’t hold up, but it seemed important to her, so I allowed the façade. The strangest part was, that after several weeks of contemplation, I thought it quite possible that she would go along with another trade if I pushed, and there was even a part of me that wondered if it might be something she truly desired.

Often, when I’m unable to sleep at night, I will stare at the ceiling and let my mind wander through all sorts of things. Now, each time I lay awake, I found my thoughts completely focused on the bikers. The encounter had been decadent, but I couldn’t deny that it had also been dangerously erotic, and like a moth to a flame, I would dwell on certain moments. Usually, in the bright light of morning, these strange thoughts would flee, and I would return to a rationale view about maintaining a simple and contented marriage. Similarly, I couldn’t help but wonder if Chris was experiencing a similar churn in her head, but I was too timid to ask.

On a Thursday evening, with Chris out to dinner with a girlfriend and me on my second tumbler of whiskey, I nervously picked up my phone.

“whats going on?” I texted Falcon.

“ready for another round?” he answered a few minutes later, then quickly followed with, “took you long enough”

I had taken comfort in the fact that I could stop things at any time, and his ham-handed response almost ended it, but after a few minutes I found myself tapping the screen.

“not sure” I said.

“let me know when you’re sure” he replied dismissively, ending the brief exchange.

When Chris got home, she was feeling good after several drinks and soon we were cuddling on the couch. It didn’t take long for us to become partially undressed and during a break in the action, I brought up the texting with Falcon, but with a twist in the truth.

“Falcon texted. He wants to trade,” I said after finishing a kiss.

This time the instigator wasn’t me, and I hoped to force my wife to show her true interest.

“What did you say?” she asked.

“I haven’t replied,” I told her.

“Do you want her again?” she replied, trying once again to position everything as my interest in DeAnne.

“Really, I’m kind of indifferent,” I said.

“Liar,” she shot back, although I saw a brief flash of confusion cross her face.

With that, we stopped talking and returned to our play. Minutes later, I had her naked and pushed back on the couch. Quickly, I was inside her and we started a nice rhythm that had her emitting soft mews of pleasure. Suddenly, a thought came to me.


“Honey, I traded you,” I whispered.

Instantly, she took a sharp intake of breath and replied, “Really?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Oh,” she responded in a surprised voice, and then several seconds later she asked, “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I said.

Seconds later, she responded in a whisper, “Okay…”

I was truly surprised at how easy it had been and how she had accepted my message without discussion or protest. In addition, her responses to my thrusts became more pronounced and it wasn’t long before she let go in a nice orgasm. It wasn’t huge, but seemed fulfilling, and after I finished, I helped her to bed. She left me quickly while I remained awake, thinking about DeAnne, Falcon and what I was going to do.

“thinking maybe Saturday” I texted on Wednesday.

“meet at noon. same place” he responded thirty minutes later.

“that’s early” I replied.

“earlier is better. up to you” he answered.

Once again, his brusque and arrogant manner pissed me off, and it made me think he either thought he had the upper hand or truly didn’t care. I suspected it was the former, and the fact that I kept bending to his request provided credence to his view.

“Honey, Gwen and Charlie want to go to dinner Saturday,” my wife said the following day after work.

For a moment, I was silent as I thought about what to say, and then finally answered, “We’re busy Saturday.”

“What…?” she asked in confusion.

“I traded you,” I told her, which brought a gasp.

“Really? Are…are you sure? You want DeAnne?” she asked.

The way she responded made me think that she had taken my words from a few days ago as merely pillow talk. I could see tension in her body and her expression indicated confusion. It made me halt for a moment and rethink the encounter, as I thought maybe I had misread her interest in Falcon. Maybe, once had been enough for her. We stared at each other for a few more seconds, and then something I really didn’t understand propelled me forward and I felt my mouth opening.

“Yes,” I told her.

“Okay…” she replied with a nod of her head while she pretended to gulp.

After that brief exchange, we were surprisingly quiet with each other for the next two days. Saturday morning, she gave me several odd looks that I wasn’t sure how to take, but when the time came to leave, she emerged in jeans and a simple top with her makeup freshly done. The drive went quickly and then we were in front of the same dive bar that looked like it was just opening.

“Enjoy DeAnne,” she said.

“Thank you for making the sacrifice,” I replied, using her logic and drawing a smile.

The place was empty and we spotted Falcon and DeAnne at the same table as before, although this time, they were alone. We received smiles from both of them when we approached and Falcon waved at us to take a chair.

“Baby, it’s damn good to see you,” he said to Chris.

“Thanks,” she answered nervously as she blushed.

For the next few minutes, we held a stilted conversation with Falcon dominating. Then, without warning, he stood and reached out for my wife.

“Come on with me,” he said, and it looked like we were going to split like before.

Chris rose and left with him and soon we heard the loud roar of his bike being starting. DeAnne stood, moved next to me, and put her hand on my shoulder.

“You keep surprising me,” she said.

“On how crazy I am?” I asked.

“Or something…” she giggled, and then said, “Anyway, I’m glad you did.”

With that, we left and drove to the small house she shared with the biker. Once again, we were the first to arrive, and although I wondered where they had gone this time, I didn’t say anything to DeAnne. She guided me to the same bedroom started to undress and after a few seconds, I did the same. She inhaled my dick as soon as we moved to the bed and I fell back and tried to enjoy it while I waited for my wife to arrive.

DeAnne was relentless and worshiped my dick with her mouth while she teased my balls with her fingernails. When she knew she had me ready, she climbed on top and began a slow easy movement while occasionally leaning forward so my mouth could suckle on her nipples. She watched me closely and each time I started to build, she would slow down to keep me in an excited state without letting me release. Finally, having had enough, the next time I began to get close, I flipped her onto her back and pounded into her aggressively until I finally let go with a loud cry. Thoroughly spent, I collapsed onto her and fought to regain my breath as she slowly stroked my hair.

“Where are they?” I asked.

My recovery had reengaged my brain and looking at the nightstand clock I saw that it was almost three.

“I don’t know,” she answered, and then added, “Really, I don’t.”

“Call him,” I demanded more than suggested.

“Maybe…wait just a little longer,” she replied and I got the sense she didn’t want to incur his wrath by interrupting.

I decide to accept her words and we lay together awkwardly as the minutes slowly rolled by. Finally, when a half hour had elapsed, I gave her a demanding look. She knew the meaning, and to her credit, she quickly found her phone and began dialing. Unfortunately, her first call went unanswered as did the second one fifteen minutes later along with the text that followed.

“Do you know where they are?” I asked aggressively, frustrated and now quite worried.

“No…no he didn’t tell me anything,” she replied nervously.

I sensed the change in her demeanor came from more than just my current agitated state. Whether she knew something and was hiding it or was truly in the dark, I felt she was concerned about the situation. Realizing that at the moment she was my only available ally, I forced myself to speak in a calm voice.

“DeAnne, I’m worried and I mean if you’re guessing…where might they have gone?” I probed.

“I don’t know. I’m being honest. I thought they were coming here,” she replied, and in her eyes, I could see that she wanted to be believed.

Frustrated, I found my phone and quickly dialed my wife’s number, but it went to voicemail, so I asked DeAnne to call Falcon. He didn’t pickup either which put me back where we started. Any thoughts about sex with the pretty young woman were gone and I sat on the edge of the bed trying to determine the best thing to do. We made eye contact several times and I became more convinced that she was truly in the dark. Just as I was about to ask her to try the man again, a sound came from her phone indicating an arriving message. She immediately read the text, and the look on her face delivered the negative message before she spoke.

“You won’t like it,” she said, handing the phone to me.

Rather than words, the screen was filled with a picture of Chris wearing clothes far different than she had on when we split. She was now in cut-off, Daisy Duke style, jean shorts that were so small the white pockets hung below the frayed bottom and up top she was covered by a beige crocheted halter with wide mesh that left her waist exposed. The picture was taken with her back to the camera, but I immediately wondered how much of her front was exposed, especially since there were no bra straps evident. It was a slutty look that showed too much skin, and despite all that had already occurred, I was dumbfounded that she would agree to wear it without coercion. However, she showed no sign of distress and in her right hand was a plastic cup that I suspected was filled with alcohol of some kind. The background of the picture showed a line of trees indicating a rural setting and I hoped DeAnne might be able to discern the location.

“Do you know where they are from the photo?” I asked, handing her the device.

She looked at it for several seconds and then replied, “No, I can’t tell.”

I stared at her for several seconds and then a wave of anger hit me and I let out, “He sent it to piss me off. He can’t even be given her without being a fucking asshole.”

“She…I mean…she looks okay,” she offered.

“Ask him. Ask him where they are,” I demanded.

DeAnne quickly pecked out a message and sent it but the minutes ticked by with no response. Frustrated, I let out a deep sigh and fell back on the bed and almost immediately I felt her hand grasp my dick.

“Forget about her. Nothing you can do anyway. Besides, she’s a big girl and she’s not innocent like you think,” she counseled as her hand started a slow tugging motion.

It wasn’t long before I felt the bed move followed by her warm mouth enveloping my shaft. Her technique was masterful and despite all the chaos in my brain I could feel myself hardening. She had me open my legs, moved between them and was just restarting her efforts when her phone announced an incoming message. Instantly, everything stopped and she searched amongst the sheets for the device.

“What? What’s it say?” I asked when she had it in her hand.

“Another picture,” she responded while handing the phone to me.

It was another picture of Chris, still in the same attire, sitting on Falcon’s knee with her arm wrapped around his shoulders. His arm was looped around her waist and his hand was planted low on her exposed tummy beneath a line of fringe hanging from the halter. They were both looking directly at the camera with Falcon providing an arrogant smirk while Chris showed a contented smile. In addition, her eyes had a soft, dreamy look that made me think she had already been fucked. There was no doubt she was aware of the photo being taken and it also meant that someone else was with them which made me nervous.

Studying the image more closely, I could see that my fears were correct as Chris’ top had the same open weave on the front, and I knew that anyone close would be able to see her breasts and little nipples. Also, her position had made the shorts ride up high on her legs so that the crotch was pulled tightly against her mound. Somehow, this hard man had gotten into my wife’s head, as well as her body, and now had her acting in a way that I would have considered unimaginable.

Over the man’s right shoulder, I spotted what looked to be a small wooden structure that looked like it might be the corner of some kind of gazebo. Turning so DeAnne could see the screen too, I brought it to her attention.

“Is that a gazebo or patio of some kind? Do you recognize it?” I asked.

She looked for a moment and then stared at me for several seconds before saying, “I think that’s Mad Dog’s place. He has a house on the river that we go to sometimes for barbecues.”

“Do you know how to get there? How far is it?” I responded anxiously.

“Like an hour. I think…you know…it might not be a good idea…” she began, but I cut her off.

“No, DeAnne. I need to go,” I fired back, but after realizing how it sounded, I softened my voice and continued, “I really need to go. Please help me.”

We locked eyes and there was silence for a long time. I sensed she was just about to speak when suddenly the quiet was pierced by the ringing of her phone.

“Falcon,” she advised after a quick glance.

There followed a one-sided conversation that lasted for about a minute and the only words that came from the young woman was the occasional “okay”. When it was over, she turned to me with an odd look.

“He wants us to come out. They’re at Mad Dog’s like I thought,” she said.

I knew there was more she wanted to tell me, but I wanted to get moving so I held my tongue and got dressed. Unfortunately, DeAnne had to go through a primping process that probably only lasted ten minutes but seemed like an eternity. Finally ready, we took off with me driving and her providing a general sense of where we were headed. From her description, I knew it was a low, marshy area where a meandering river met the bay. At that point, the waterway was more a bayou than a river, and there were scattered fish camps along both banks that were little more than shacks. It was definitely a spot that was a far cry from the trendy bistros and cafes where my wife could typically be found.

“Who’s with them?” I asked when we were on the highway.

“I don’t know…Vince…maybe…maybe others,” she answered.

“What are they doing?” I asked, and then realizing how it might sound, I added, “You know what I mean. Are the cooking?”

“They’re partying I think,” she replied.

“Partying?” I asked seeking clarification.

“Yeah…drinking, smoking and you know…” she explained.

At first, the full meaning of her words didn’t register and we were another five miles down the road before it dawned on me, “Wait…are there other women their? Are you saying Chris is being…passed around?”

“I don’t know for sure…” she responded, and then paused before adding, “Falcon just said that she was seeing things his way.”

I drove as fast as I dared and for the remainder of the trip I tried to glean more information from DeAnne, but in truth she could only speculate. Unfortunately, her guesses always increased my concern and by the time we arrived I was highly stressed.

“Here?” I asked when we came upon a gravel road leading into some thick growth.

“Yeah, here,” she said, and then seconds later she added, “Please be cool. You really need to be calm. Remember, you were the one that texted him.”

There was no time to debate the point, so I merely nodded, but after several seconds, I realized her message was a good one. If I went in like a raving lunatic, there was no telling how things might turn out. No, the right approach was to stay in control. At least until the situation was understood.

There were four bikes and a pickup truck parked in front of a small house on stilts that was in desperate need of paint. Off to the right was a shed in even worse condition that looked like it was being used as a work space. Stairs led up to a small porch in the front and beneath the house, attached to the stilts, was a wooden lattice that shielded the back. However, through it we could see the flickering of a fire which indicated where everyone was congregated.

“Be cool,” DeAnne counseled again as we got out.

As soon as we turned the corner to the back, I spotted the group next to a stone fire pit that sat at the bottom of some stairs that led to a back door. There was Falcon, Mad Dog and his wife Lola, Vince and Tommy. Unfortunately, there was no sign of Chris which sent a chill through me.

“Well look who we got here,” Falcon called out when we were twenty feet away and then quickly added, “DeAnne take good care of you?”

“Where is Chris?” I asked, ignoring his words.

“She’s inside. She should be down in a while,” he replied, and when I made to move towards the stairs his voice became menacing, “Just you wait here.”

Vince stood and stepped over to block the way and looking at the others, I could see they were all staring at me with big grins.

“What have you done to her?” I asked, rapidly losing my cool.

“We did what she wanted. She didn’t mind,” he laughed and the others joined.

“I got so tired of hearing her beg I had to quit watching TV and come outside,” Lola said in irritating voice, reminding me what an evil person she was.

“Everyone?” I said in low voice as I felt DeAnne’s hand on my arm.

“Yes sir. Mad Dog went after I finished because it’s his place, and then Vince cause…ya know…they have something of a thing already, then Tommy got his,” he explained providing more info than I wanted.

“Damn good pussy…damn good,” Mad Dog announced which brought nods and supportive murmurs from the others.

I could see that even Tommy was grinning, and I was surprised by this given my support of him during the camping trip. It made me wonder if he had knowledge of my time with DeAnne and was holding it against me.

“We’re giving her a break so you still got some time. Why don’t you get some more from DeAnne there. Maybe Lola will let you use the other room,” Falcon taunted.

“Hell, no. He can do it in his car. The house already smells like a bucket of fuck,” the woman answered, which brought more laughter.

“Come on,” I heard DeAnne whisper and she led me to the covered spot we had seen in the picture.

“Should I call the police?” I asked when were seated.

“I…I think he’s being honest…I think she was okay with it,” she offered.

“Why?” I probed.

“I just think she did…” she responded providing nothing tangible.

“But…I mean…” I started as I considered the consequences.

Potentially, I had come across my wife’s gang rape, but if the message was true and Chris had consented, then involving the police, especially with this group, would not be a good thing. Deciding, that it was imperative that I talk to Chris, I stood and moved towards the stairs.

“I’m going in,” I declared as I passed the fire.

I made for the landing but before I could reach it, a hand grabbed my arm and pulled me back. It was Falcon and he had fire in his eyes and for a moment I thought we were about to fight. I’m in decent shape and not afraid to get into it, although I seriously doubted I could take the man, especially with the others ready to assist.

“Vince, Mad Dog, hold him for me,” he instructed and the two men quickly took up position on either side of me.

“I want to check on my girl first,” he said to me, and then told the two men, “Hold him for about ten minutes and then he can come on up.”

Quickly, he was up the stairs and into the house. DeAnne came and stood with me while I seethed with rage, and she tried several times to engage me, but I was too angry to speak. The seconds seem to crawl by and I swear they held me for closer to twenty minutes than ten, but finally I was free and with forced control I climbed the steps and entered the house.

My first impression upon entering was that it was much neater than I expected. The inside clearly was taken care of and bared no resemblance to the dilapidated exterior. I spotted a hallway to the right and made for it and as soon as I entered, I heard the unmistakable sound of sex. The noises were coming from a room with the door fully opened and it took only a few steps to arrive. As I drew closer, I was reminded of the obnoxious words of Lola as I was hit by the pungent aroma that I knew was the result of my wife’s multiple takings.

As soon as I entered, I could see that the large biker was on his back, fully nude, with my equally naked wife riding him with a slow, easy movement. They were on a king-size bed that was high off the floor and were positioned, so that my wife had her back to me, although I could make eye contact with Falcon. In a small pile next to the bed I spotted her shorts and halter that had no doubt been unceremoniously discarded hours ago. The biker spotted me and a smile came to his face as his eyes went back and forth between me and my whimpering wife. Based on what I was witnessing I had to conclude that she had indeed been a willing participant in her gangbang.

“Your man’s here,” he suddenly said, and her eyes shot towards the door.

“Let me up,” she said when he stopped her from climbing off him.

“No woman…keep going. He’s got DeAnne with him,” he replied and pulled on her hips.

“Let’s go Chris,” I said and stepped closer.

I was about to take her arm when I saw her hips roll forward slightly. It caused me to pause, and as I held eye contact with her, through my peripheral vision, I could see that she was still moving slowly on the man’s big cock. It shocked me to think that after all that had already occurred, with me just feet away, Falcon’s cock was still in control. It made me wonder if she was even aware of her movements.

“Where’s DeAnne?” she asked.

Once more, I was shocked as the way it came out made me think that she was seeking an excuse to stay coupled.

“Did you have sex with all the men?” I asked, ignoring her question.

There was no verbal response. Instead, here head nodded quickly, and her affirmation, along with the look in her eyes, made it crystal clear she hadn’t been forced. In reality, in the course of an afternoon, through the amazing powers of Falcon’s cock, she had reached the exalted position of biker slut. I turned and left the room and went to the small living room to clear my head hoping that she would follow me shortly. However, rather than hearing the pattering sound of her approaching feet, it wasn’t long before her sexual whimpers resumed.


My mind was in turmoil and I vacillated between demanding she stop and simply getting in the car and driving away. However, there was also a deep curiosity burning within me to see how she reacted to the man and despite trying hard to stay away, I soon found myself easing down the hall.

“Oh yes…oh yes…mmmm…I’m getting close…” I heard my wife pant.

Whenever she wasn’t forming words, she serenaded her lover with a litany of sighs, moans and mews. The bed was now squeaking softly and the rhythm of it let me know that they were now moving faster. I suspected she was still on top and finally, with a deep breath, I peeked through the door and saw that I was correct. Fortunately, her body now blocked the man’s face so I could watch unseen as they fucked.

“Baby, you sure like this fat cock.” Falcon suddenly stated.

“Yes…yes…I love it…” she whined.

“You going to cum again?” he probed.

“Yes…I want to…” she responded.

“Who else got you off?” he asked.

“Vince…” she answered immediately.

“Yeah…I knew he would. You want him again?” he asked.

“I can’t…got to go soon…” she grunted.

“Hell, no you don’t…he’s back with DeAnne…don’t worry about that,” he declared.

“Really?” she replied.

“Yeah…you want Vince next?” he pushed.

“Yeah…okay…” she said.

“Okay, baby. You get me a nut and you can have Vince again,” he told her.

“Mmmmm…you want to cum in me again…you want to fill me up?” she purred in a voice I knew was intended to excite her lover.

“Fuck yeah…” he called out.

“Okay…take your pussy and fill it up,” she moaned.

“Yeah…ahhhh…shit yeah…yeah…” he responded loudly.

At first, I thought he was ejaculating but looking into the room I could see Chris’ mouth had found his nipples through the mass of hair. Her lowering allowed me to see Falcon’s face and fortunately his eyes were squeezed shut as he enjoyed the attention.

“Like that?” she asked in a very low voice.

“Fuck yeah…damn bitch you’re a hot fuck,” he replied.

Suddenly, he started to move and I shrank back into the hallway. For a moment, I thought they might be leaving for some reason, but the sounds stopped and were almost immediately replaced by my wife’s cries.

“Oh yes…oh yes…oh God yes…” Chris wailed.

When I dared look back inside, I could see that the biker had repositioned my wife so that she was bent over the high bed with her feet on the floor. He was behind her, with one hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip, pounding her hard which brought rhythmic grunts from both of them.

“Fuck yeah…definitely going to get a nut,” he declared.

“Yes baby…do it…fill me up…fill up your pussy…” she cried out.

It took several more minutes for Falcon to reach the point of no return and their pace never slowed. Likewise, the sexual banter continued with my wife continually declaring that her pussy belonged to the biker. Finally, his climax drew near and he declared his intention to Chris.

“Get ready girl…here it comes…” he said.

“I’m close…I’m close…oh, fuck me good…” she whined.

Seconds later, Falcon took her hips in a death hold and pulled her tightly against him as he released inside.

“Uhhhh…yeah…here it comes…yeah…fuck yeah…” he yelled loudly.

“Don’t stop…I’m close…so close…please…” she begged.

He gave several half-hearted thrusts before stopping and declaring, “Keep it for Vince, I’m done.”

The last thing I saw of my wife that night was the wiggling of her hips as she desperately tried to re-energized Falcon’s cock. In short order, I was out the door and down the steps and when I reached the bottom I told Vince he was wanted and then left with DeAnne. As soon as we arrived at her house, we went straight to the bed and I took her as powerfully as I could as my mind replayed the raw fucking I had seen my wife receive. The young dancer knew where my mind was and to her credit she gave me everything I wanted.

It was well past noon the next day when the roar of a motorcycle announced the arrival of my wife and her lover. Her passion satiated, she looked nervous and contrite as they stepped into the house. Unfortunately, Falcon had to rub my nose in it some before we were able to leave.

“I like this trading thing. Maybe we should make it regular,” he said.

“No, we’re done,” I replied, taking the bait.

“Chris is for it. Aren’t you baby?” he said, squeezing her ass through her jeans.

At first, she was silent, but finally she said in a low voice, “I’ll leave it to my husband.”

“Talk to him like we said,” he responded while giving her an odd look.

With that, we were able to leave and we drove in silence for almost ten minutes before she broke the silence.

“I really screwed up. I went too far and I’m very sorry,” she announced as a mea culpa.

“Okay,” I replied.

After several seconds, when she realized I wasn’t adding anything more, she said, “Okay? That’s it? No yelling at me for being stupid? No talk of divorce?”

“Chris, we have tons to talk about, but not now. Now, I just want to get home,” I told her, but recalling the interaction at Falcon’s house, I asked, “Except, I do want to know what that discussion a few minutes ago was all about. Do you tell him we would meet again?”

“He talked about taking me to a rally for the weekend. I said…you know…in the middle of it all…I…I said it sounded fun,” she admitted.

“Do you want to go?” I followed.

“No, of course not,” she replied.

“Who were you with after I left?” I probed.

“Vince…I went with him to his place. Falcon came by this morning and got me,” she explained.

“We’re you with him again this morning?” I asked.

“Falcon?” she replied, and when I nodded, she said in a tiny voice, “Yes.”

We drove the rest of the way in silence and by the time we arrived I knew I wanted to confront things so they didn’t hang over us and fester. Thus, I stopped her from going to shower, opened a bottle of wine and poured each of us a large glass. We settled on the sofa and I could see that she was trying to shrink it to the corner, hoping to become very small.

“Why Chris? Why would you let them all?” I asked directly.

“I don’t know…I really…I mean it’s so hard to explain. I guess since we watched it happen to DeAnne it’s just something that’s stayed in my head. And then, he told me to put on this little outfit and it made me feel like DeAnne,” she started, and then paused for a moment before continuing, “We were in bed doing it and he started telling me how hot I looked and that all the other men wanted me…and I guess I got too excited and said okay. I didn’t think it would really happen until he came back with Mad Dog.”

“And you let him,” I replied stating the obvious.

“He talked me into it. He started touching me and I got excited and then suddenly he’s naked and on the bed,” she explained.

“And you let him,” I said once more.

“Yes…I let him,” she admitted.

“And the others?” I asked.

“I don’t know…once it started…it just went on. I kept thinking about DeAnne in the tent,” she said. I went silent as I absorbed her words, and before I could probe further, she asked, “What happened with DeAnne? Did you have sex with her?”

“Yes, of course. She even helped me search for you when you didn’t show up at the house. Plus, she did her best to keep me calm so I wouldn’t get beat up or killed by the crew,” I replied purposefully.

“Sounds like quite the girl,” she replied sarcastically.

“Yes, I think so,” I said, not giving an inch, and then followed with, “But, let’s get back to you. You know when I was there. When I was in the room and you were on Falcon. You could have climbed off and left but it sure seemed to me that you just couldn’t leave his cock.”

“You left! You went back to your girl!” she responded.

“I left because while I’m trying to talk to you, you’re still moving your hips. You’re still fucking him,” I shot back as I lost my temper.

“You traded me!” she fired back, raising her voice as well.

“You love being traded. You love his big cock in you. I listened from the hallway while you begged for it and then made him cum so you could fuck Vince again,” I yelled, now completely out of control.

“You’re a bastard. You started this! You found them! It could have just stayed a…a fantasy but you had to make it real. Yes, I like his cock! What do you want me to say? I already told you it went too far and I was sorry…and ashamed. What do you want me to say?” she replied as the tears started.

“I want you to have boundaries…limits. Places you won’t go. Right now, I don’t know where they are,” I said, forcing myself to use an even voice.

She was silent for a long time and her crying turned into soft sobs before she said, “You know, when you took me to that bar to meet them the first time, I didn’t know what to think. I was shocked…and scared…and confused but I thought it was what you wanted…what you wanted from me. Then, they tell me you wanted me to be like DeAnne which I didn’t understand. It was a big step…a huge step…and I was certain it would never happen again. Then, you do it again. You did it again! We never talked about it. You never came to me and said let’s discuss it. You just went for it! I’ve told you I went too far, so you can be mad at me or you can never want to touch me again or you can divorce me, but I don’t know what else to say.”

“Okay, okay…fair enough,” I said realizing screaming at each other wasn’t productive, and after a short silence, I said in a calm voice, “Just answer one thing for me honestly.”

“Okay, I’ll try,” she replied.

“Do you like having sex with Falcon?” I asked.

“Yes…yes, of course…you saw it,” she responded without hesitation.

“Better than us?” I followed, cringing at what her answer might be.

“Are you nuts? It’s just physical…raw…basic sex. It’s not lovemaking… It’s not fulfilling on anywhere close to the same level,” she explained.

“I do love you. I was terrified when I couldn’t find you,” I said, deciding it was time to stop the interrogation.

“Am I damaged goods?” she asked as her face took on a vulnerable expression.

“No, of course not,” I replied, forcing a smile.

We finished our wine, staying away from any more troubling conversation. I knew that in the days and weeks ahead we would return to it, there was still much to understand, but it had been a long twenty-four hours and we needed to clean our bodies and clear our heads. Chris headed towards the bathroom for a shower while I stayed on the sofa and thought some more. For some reason, of all the sordid activities it was the inability of her body to remain still on Falcon’s cock that I kept coming back to. It seemed like the man held some sexual power over my wife and I knew deep inside that it was this element that had taken her to the decadent depths she experienced.

When I heard the shower stop, I headed that way for my turn finding my wife in her robe in front of the mirror. The water was both soothing and refreshing and by the time I was finished I had decided that Chris and I needed to make love. I knew it was important to put us on a trajectory towards healing, so as soon as I toweled off, I reached for her.

“Let’s make love,” I said softly.

“Okay,” she answered enthusiastically.

I led her to the bed then helped her lay back with her robe tied. We started kissing and caressed each other tenderly as the minutes ticked by before I finally untied her robe and opened it to expose her breasts. I knew her body would be carrying marks but I was still stunned to see the plethora of marks, large and small, that covered her pert mounds. I couldn’t help but wonder who made which one and how her body had reacted as they were placed.

“I know it’s bad,” she said when she caught my gaze.

Rather than respond, I opened her robe more to see what else I would find. For the most part, the marks were concentrated on her breasts, however as I looked further down, I noticed something low on her flat abdomen that was larger than a hickey. Chris exhaled nervously when I bent down to inspect it and as soon as it came into focus, I understood why. There on my pretty wife’s tummy, close to her pussy, was a fresh tattoo, and even though it was swollen, I could make out that it was intended to be a stylized bird in flight. It was perhaps an inch and a half wide and an inch high, and the detail made it clear it had been done by an experienced hand. Instantly, I knew it was meant to be a falcon.

“Shit, Chris,” I gasped, unable to take my eyes off it.

“I know…I know…” she whined.

“When? Who did it?” I asked.

“Kyle. He came to Vince’s with Falcon,” she replied.

“Why?” I asked, then added quickly, “Did they force you?”

“I don’t know…no…I don’t know why…” she said in a shaking voice.

Slowly, I rose until I was looking into her eyes, and for several seconds we just stared without speaking. I could see she was scared again and needed further comfort and reassurance. However, my mind was once more in turmoil as I contemplated the powerful message in the marking. Things had gone to a tawdry depth that I would never have imagined, with Chris being much more than a passive participant. Nonetheless, once more I concluded it had been my setup with Falcon, and now she needed comforting.

“You made a lot of sacrifices,” I told her as I grazed her lips with mine.

A sigh came from her, as if her whole body had suddenly relaxed, and then she whispered, “For you.”

I began exploring her with my lips, kissing and caressing her once chaste but still beautiful body. Finally, with my dick now swollen and throbbing, I decided it was time to make love. However, as I started to move over her, I spotted the bird again and for a moment I stopped and stared at it. Suddenly, a vision of Chris on her back being tattooed with her pussy gaping open and perhaps dripping flashed through my brain.

“Do you want to put one on me?” Chris whispered in a strange voice.

“Where? He already claimed your pussy,” I shot back, failing to hide my irritation.

My words made her gasp and she was just letting her breath out when I entered. Her hands immediately went to my shoulders while her legs wrapped around my waist.

“It’s yours, not his,” she sighed into my ear.

“Is it?” I asked, purposefully challenging her.

“Yes,” she moaned as I pushed deep, then added in a tiny voice, “Unless you trade me again.”



The Sacrifice Pt. 03

It took tremendous willpower to stay non-judgmental about the decadent encounter Chris had with the bikers. Never in my wildest dreams did I think my lovely wife would allow herself to get gangbanged and then sent home with a tattoo. The fact that she appeared to be an eager participant only made the encounter seem more surreal.

After the previous meeting, we experienced a strange euphoria that felt pleasant even though we couldn’t describe it accurately. However, it didn’t appear this time which wasn’t surprising given how far things went. Several times, we tried to address the issue head-on but, on each occasion, we struggled to find the right words and quickly retreated to the comfort of silence. Soon, we gave up trying having never achieved closure.

Time became the salve to heal our wounds and we managed to gain some peace from the routine of daily life. Strangely, it took less time than I expected for Chris to return to normal, exhibiting her vivacious nature to all around her. Even in the bedroom, she soon acted like the wife and lover I knew. However, rather than accept and appreciate this outcome, I found myself wondering how a woman could experience something so outrageous and not suffer more from guilt and regret. I didn’t dwell on it all the time, and I made an effort to give no outward sign of concern, but in quiet moments when I was alone it often popped into my head and I would find myself staring off into space as I contemplated the meaning. Fortunately, as the weeks ticked by the periods of reflection waned although I never did land on a comforting answer.

Three months after the event, my wife took a short overnight business trip, and not eager to return to an empty house, I stayed late at work. Staring out the window of the high-rise building, I realized my gaze was towards the south, straight in the direction of Falcon’s house. It made me think of DeAnne and the fact that somewhere in my field of view was the club where she worked as a stripper. Her pleasant face and luscious body appeared in my thoughts and I wondered how things were going in her life. Was she still living with the hard biker or had he moved on? He didn’t seem to be the stable type but DeAnne made few demands so maybe she had managed to hang on. As I considered her situation, an urge hit me to check on her, and in just a few minutes, I had packed my things and started towards my car.

Without traffic, the drive to the club was about fifteen minutes but since it was Thursday and the end of rush hour, it took me almost forty-five. After entering, it only took a few minutes to spot the young woman but she was sitting with a man and they stayed together for over an hour. I had just decided to leave when I saw her stand and head towards the dressing room, so I quickly flagged my waitress “That girl…Mercedes I think…I’d like for her to join me,” I told her.

She nodded and fifteen minutes later I saw DeAnne approaching. She wore a red semi-translucent baby doll through which I could see her splendid breasts.

“Oh, wow!” she said excitedly when she recognized me.

“Yes, wow!” I responded, allowing her to sit close to my side.

“Are you going to talk to Falcon again?” she asked, which I assumed meant they were still together.

I chuckled a bit and replied, “I’ve got no plans to. Chris is out of town so I thought I’d come see you.”

“Nice!” she declared happily and then asked, “Ready for a dance?”

I let her dance twice and as soon as her cover came off my hands went to her breasts. She smiled at me as I gently fondled them and before long, I moved one hand to her ass. When she finished, she landed on my knee with her arm draped over my shoulder.

I didn’t have an agenda, so I decided to just engage in idle chit-chat and asked, “So, how have you been doing? Everything okay?”

“I’m doing fine…nothing special going on. How’s your wife?” she responded.

“She’s fine,” I replied.

“She really let go last time. She had some fun,” DeAnne giggled.

“It got out of hand,” I countered and an odd expression appeared on the young dancer’s face.

“Okay,” she answered, and before I could probe, she rose and said, “How about another dance?”

I nodded to her but her reaction made me think she was purposefully trying to move away from the subject. It piqued my interest and while I enjoyed her sensual movements, I thought about the best way to draw the information from her. The first danced segued into a second and when our waitress swung by, I nodded for another round. The drinks arrived before DeAnne finished and as soon as she returned to my knee, she picked up her glass and started to talk about music, movies, and celebrity gossip. I let her ramble on over the din of the driving bass beat as she seemed quite happy which made me wonder if she ever had a similar conversation with Falcon. About ten minutes had passed when I realized my hand was slowly gliding along the smooth skin of her thigh. It made me think about our times together which, despite my worries regarding Chris, had proven to be very enjoyable. Suddenly, she stopped speaking, recognizing she had lost my attention, and gave me a questioning look.

“I’m sorry. I was thinking about the times we were together,” I said hoping she would take it as a compliment.

A smile appeared on her face and she replied, “Did you like it?”

“Loved it,” I answered.

“Really? You’re so sweet,” she responded.

“I had fun. Do you really think my wife did too?” I asked.

With the mention of Chris, for a moment, an annoyed expression appeared on her face, but it quickly disappeared and she answered, “Oh yeah…for sure. I heard Falcon and Vince talking about how wild she got. They were surprised. She made Falcon fuck her before he brought her back.”

The discussions with my wife about the encounter assured me that no force was involved, although she was reluctant to provide much detail. Although I would have liked to press for more info, I decided to keep on the good side of DeAnne and returned to our casual conversation. An hour later, feeling the effects of the alcohol, I decided it was time to depart.

“DeAnne, I enjoyed the evening but I need to go,” I declared.

She gave me a playful pout and replied, “Me too. Are you going to come again?”

“Do you want me to?” I asked.

“Yeah, I like talking to you,” she answered.

“Well, then I’ll certainly try,” I said.

A big smile appeared on her face and after a quick hug, I was out the door. On the drive home, I reflected on the evening and DeAnne’s message about Chris’s involvement. She had described her position as one of reluctant acceptance but the young dancer’s words had alluded to much more. In truth, I would have preferred my wife’s answer as it allowed some wiggle room on her virtue, but deep inside I knew that DeAnne’s words had merit.

The evening at the club reignited many of my lustful thoughts and I found myself looking at my wife differently. My mind returned to the scenes of the biker pleasing her at his house and Mad Dog’s. I tried to think of a word to describe what I had witnessed and finally decided it had to be “abandon”. She had indeed let go of all the things that provided her a safety net to experience some raw, powerful fucking.

Coupled with my thoughts on Chris were those concerning DeAnne. I had to admit that I enjoyed her company. In fact, I enjoyed it a lot. She lacked the education and worldliness of my wife, but she had a simple charm that, for some reason, I found thoroughly engaging. Our time with Falcon had started as an exploration of Chris’s fantasy and her limits. In that realm, DeAnne merely provided a means to the end. However, I knew that if we did anything again, my interest in the young woman would be a key motivator which forced me to shake my head at the irony of my wife’s declaration of sacrifice.

Three weeks later, after lying to my wife about a business dinner, I arrived at the club hoping to find DeAnne. Fortunately, I spotted her almost immediately and since it was early, the crowd was smaller and she was alone.

“Wow! You’re already back,” she giggled over the loud music.

“I thought you wanted me to?” I teased.

“I did,” she responded as she took a position on my knee.

A hand went to the buttons on my shirts and seconds later she had several undone and after reaching in, she started to softly stroke my chest. I let her hand wander while I ordered drinks and I sensed that DeAnne was truly pleased by my visit.

“Damn, that feels good,” I said.

“You’re so nice. It was sweet what you said last time,” she answered.

Quickly, I tried to recall our conversation and decided she had to be referring to my statement about enjoying our time together in bed. It also made me wonder how often she received compliments or just kind words. I took it for granted that a pretty, young woman with a sweet disposition would receive flattering messages often but maybe not. Perhaps, it just wasn’t something that happened in the biker world.

Two dances later, after ordering fresh drinks, I decided to probe some more about Chris and asked, “Last time, you said you thought my wife enjoyed the…you know. Do you think she’d do something again?”

“Yeah,” the young dancer answered instantly.

“That was quick,” I chuckled and then continued with, “What makes you so sure?”

“I told you last time and besides…” she started before suddenly going quiet.

“What DeAnne? Tell me,” I implored her sensing there was more.

She gave me a strange look that lingered for several seconds before she answered, “She’s talked to Vince some. I heard him and Falcon talking about it.”

“You’re kidding? Really?” I responded and then added, “Have they met?”

“They hadn’t I don’t think but that was a few weeks ago. Vince thought he was getting close,” she explained.

“Wow,” I said and shook my head as the message sank in.

“Yes, so I bet she’d jump at the chance if you set it up,” she giggled.

“That’s all? Nothing more,” I pushed wanting the full landscape.

“Well, they talked about how much fun they had making her get dirty. They’ve laughed about it a couple of times, I guess,” she replied as her smile evaporated.

The two bikers discussing my wife’s debauchery didn’t surprise me but the idea that she had held multiple conversations with Vince was a different story. I tried to visualize how the interaction occurred, who called who, how long it had lasted, and the breadth of the conversation but couldn’t arrive at a satisfactory view. In my mind, Vince would come on so strong that it would turn off my wife. Had he somehow managed to play the seducer or was Chris so into the sex that she reveled in the degenerate talk? Despite the current circumstances and my involvement in pushing her down the sordid path, a wave of disappointment swept through me but right behind it came anger. However, I managed to hold it back, and rather than express myself with an outburst, I decided to take an alternative approach.

“Well, she’s a big girl,” I said signaling to DeAnne the subject was over.

The pretty young woman gave me a wry smile but seemed happy to move on. I let DeAnne return to her favorite subjects and with our bodies close together, I managed to pepper her shoulders with light kisses as my hands caressed her body.

“Can I dance?” she asked a few minutes later and wanting her to stay in good spirits, I agreed.

As she moved, I maintained a soft connection with her body with the intent to tease, hoping any unseen defenses she had might recede.

“DeAnne…what would you think about getting together outside the club? For dinner…just you and me,” I asked when she had returned to my lap.

“Really? Like a date?” she responded and when I nodded, she added, “Where would we go?”

“A nice place. Somewhere you could get dressed up for,” I answered.

For just an instant, a look of vulnerability appeared in her eyes but it disappeared quickly as she replied, “I haven’t been on many dates. I mean…you know…real dates.”

“Let do it!” I said enthusiastically.

“It’s exciting…” she started but a thought suddenly filled her head and her expression changed. Still smiling, she let out a deep breath and said, “You got to work it out with Falcon.”

“It can’t be our secret?” I asked although I knew I was playing with fire.

“You know I’m with Falcon,” she giggled, and then said, “I hope you call him.”

Thirty minutes later as I drove home, I thought about my attempt to get DeAnne to myself. It had started as a response to the message about my wife’s communication with Vince but as the wheels whined beneath me, I finally admitted to myself that the idea had been percolating for some time. On a grander scale, did it mean that Chris’ declaration held significant truth? Was this all about my interest in the young dancer and was my wife indeed making a sacrifice?

When I entered the house, I located Chris curled up on the couch watching TV. I excused myself to take a shower and get the smell of the club off me and she was in the same spot when I returned fifteen minutes later. DeAnne’s message acted as a hammer in my brain and bolstered by the alcohol, I took my wife’s feet and slowly massaged them hoping it would lead to more. Perhaps, if we proceeded to sex an opportunity might arise to probe some on the bikers.

Chris accepted my approach and soon I had soft sighs emerging from her mouth. She understood my intent and a few minutes later when I reached for her hand, she let me guide her to the bedroom. Quickly, we were naked and after several sensual kisses, I moved to her small nipples, kissing, sucking, and softly nibbling on them before descending further. I found her pussy already slick and slowly traced the length with the tip of my tongue several times before moving to her clit. I wanted to inflame her a bit more before putting my dick inside but her passion grew so quickly that I decided to take her over the top. It only took a few minutes of rapid cat licks to her nub before her body stiffened.

“Ummm…ohhh…ohhh…ugghhh…close…so close,” she whimpered, and then seconds later, her back arched and she cried out loudly, “Oh, yes…yes…ohhh…oh yes…”

I kept at it until her hand gently pushed on my head signaling, she had had enough. With a wet mouth, I lifted over her and as she looked up at me with a contented smile, I found her opening. We sighed together as my shaft burrowed deeply into her warm hole and when I found her bottom, I became still to enjoy the connection. Although satiated, Chris serenaded me with soft purrs and it wasn’t long before her lips found mine. When we finally broke, I began to move slowly which immediately brought forth more mews of pleasure.

I wanted to probe my wife about her contact with Vince but couldn’t think of a good way to initiate the discussion. I thought she might get defensive and deny it, which would be counterproductive, but now with her relaxed and satisfied, I thought I might learn something if I posed the question cleverly.

“You feel so good,” I whispered.

“Mmmm…so do you,” she sighed.

“You know, when I lick you, I’m looking right at your tattoo,” I said.

“Close your eyes,” she giggled.

It was a shameless reply and indeed she seemed quite pleased with her wit but it did provide me the opportunity to carry on.

“Do you miss it? The bikers?” I continued.

“You miss DeAnne,” she countered.

Although her tone showed no anger, I paused for a moment but when she started to nibble on my ear lobe, I felt comfortable to proceed.

“No, baby. I’m just trying to understand. Have you talked to any of them?” I responded.

Several seconds elapsed before she replied, “Baby, you’re the one that does the talking.”

In that short pause, I had my answer. Her connection with Vince went all the way back to the camping trip where she allowed him to watch her in the shower. At the time, she claimed it was the path of least resistance but there was something in the way they interacted. Plus, after the last trade where things got so out of hand, it was Vince’s house where she stayed the night. Now, I had to ponder whether her interaction was a flirtation that kept alive the thought of her encounter or if it meant something more.

“I think you’ve always had a thing for Vince,” I stated, deciding to push harder.

“You have a thing for DeAnne,” she replied and for the first time, I heard some nervousness in her voice.

“You went to his house. Got your tattoo,” I said as my movements stopped.

“Why are you doing this? You’re ruining the mood,” she whined.

“Did you talk to him? To Vince?” I asked pointedly deciding I needed to hear her admit the truth.

I lifted so I could see her face and we stared at each other as the seconds passed before with a sigh, she admitted, “Once.”

“What happened? Tell me about it,” I demanded.

“He called some but I never answered before,” she replied.

“But you did this time,” I prodded.

“Yes, I guess so,” she responded.

“Why this time?” I probed.

“I was alone in the house. You were out of town,” she answered meekly.

I thought about saying something judgmental but I still wanted to learn the extent of the interaction, so I kept my cool and asked, “Tell me about it. What did you talk about?”

“I don’t remember…I really don’t,” she answered and after a pause, said, “He wanted to get together.”

“He wanted you to go to him,” I stated rather than asked.

Another short silence ensued before she replied, “He wanted to come here. I said no.”

At first, hearing about the biker’s desire to visit our home surprised me but after a little contemplation, I realized it shouldn’t at all. As an aggressive male, fucking another man’s wife in her bed without her husband’s knowledge was likely a huge turn-on.

“So, I guess he wanted to plant his flag in our house,” I replied sarcastically.

“No…I don’t know. He lives with a girl so he wanted to come here,” she explained.

“Where was she…that weekend?” I asked thinking back to the last meeting.

“I don’t know. I guess away for the weekend,” she replied.

“How many more times did you talk to him?” I asked, hoping to catch her off-guard.

“None,” she replied although I could tell she was lying.

“Chris, please tell me the truth,” I said sternly.

“I don’t know…a couple,” she answered, now very uncomfortable.

“Have you met him? Have you fucked him? Any of them?” I demanded.

“No!” she replied emphatically.

“But you want to,” I said and pushed my dick into her forcefully.

“Uggghhh…” she gasped, and then added, “I don’t.”

At first, I ignored her words and concentrated on fucking her with full, powerful strokes. She too went silent, save for her gasps and sighs, and I let her think the conversation was over before suddenly returning to the subject.

“Yes, you do… You like being a biker chick,” I whispered into her ear.

“It’s so you can be with her…with DeAnne! You sacrifice me so you can be with her,” she responded returning to the theme she always used to deflect her desire for illicit sex.

My mind returned to the physical nature of our connection and suddenly, I was one of the bikers with no emotional connection taking her just for the raw sex. The more it churned in my brain the more aggressive I became and soon I was fucking her as hard as I ever had. The sounds coming from Chris, coupled with the rapid movement of her hands over my arms and back, informed me that she was getting something very pleasurable from the mating as well which forced me to consider if she might be fantasizing about Vince or Falcon. However, I didn’t dwell on it as a desire was rapidly building within me to release the contents of my balls. For the final minute, it consumed all my mental and physical energy and when my thoughts went to Mad Dog’s place where I witnessed my wife seeking out more of Falcon’s cock as I stood just a few feet away, I lost control.


“Uggghhh…oh shit…fuck…oh fuck…fuck yes…” I called out loudly and just when it felt like things were ebbing, a fresh wave arrived and more fluid left my body as I groaned, “Damn…oh damn…”

Chris, for her part, began to whimper rapidly as I climaxed which made me think she had achieved an orgasm of her own. Then, it was suddenly over and the room became silent except for our heavy breathing. I fell to her side and instantly she wrapped her body around mine which I knew was a sign of her guilt.

“That was intense,” she whispered and started to stroke my hair.

“Like your biker…” I started before she interrupted.

“Don’t…don’t be mean,” she whined.

“Chris, that tattoo…it’s a mark of ownership. You let them put it on you which means you wanted to be their property,” I told her.

“That’s not true,” she replied in a low voice, and after a pause added, “You’re putting too much into it.”

“Am I?” I asked.

That ended the exchange and soon I drifted to sleep. However, sometime later, I awoke and discovered Chris had scooted down the bed and was eagerly sucking my dick. The act provided further proof that she wanted to get in my good graces but rather than weigh the consequences, I merely laid back and enjoyed the attention. It took her a few minutes but she managed to bring me to another climax and quickly swallowed the small amount of semen I managed to produce.

The next few days were tense in our household but the more I thought about the situation the more I realized I had done the same thing I now condemned her for. Not only that, but I had gone out of my way to meet with DeAnne on two occasions while she had only answered her phone. However, like most males, I managed to rationalize that my interactions with DeAnne were a dalliance with no harm to our marriage while everything Chris did was an outright betrayal.

Slowly, I found a balance with my thoughts and accepted that my wife was not some sneaky harlot. It allowed the tension to leave our home and for several weeks we enjoyed a normal relationship. However, try as I might, I couldn’t completely erase the thoughts from my brain. The occasional recollections of a sound Chris made with Falcon or a scene I witnessed were too powerful and before long they were filling a good part of my day. Adding to the stew were my wife’s surreptitious phone calls and the final element that put things over the top was DeAnne’s sincere request that I contact Falcon so we could get together. I tried to fight it as I knew nothing good for our marriage would come from it and once more, I contemplated whether my wife really was making a sacrifice for me and the young dancer. The irony was there but I knew the situation was far more complicated and had morphed with events.

My call to Falcon rolled to voicemail and it took him two days to call me back. In the interim, I had decided that renewing the arrangement was far too crazy and if I heard from him, I would explain I changed my mind.

“Hey, you called. What you need?” the rough voice asked when I answered.

“Look, I was calling about getting together but I think I changed my mind,” I replied.

“Okay, then,” he responded, and I thought the call was over but he decided to add, “It’s a Vince thing now anyway. Call him to work something out.”

Instantly, my antenna went up with the mention of the other biker. The pointed message made me wonder what more there was to the story.

“Vince? What do you mean?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Yeah, gave her to him so it’s his deal. Besides, I got plans for my girl. She doesn’t know it yet but she’s getting knocked up,” he laughed.

The message about DeAnne hit me like a punch to the gut. I didn’t understand why and there was no time for reflection but suddenly I knew I had to be with her again.

“Oh, I see. Well, that’s a good thing for y’all,” I answered, and then after a pause, continued with, “You know it would be fun to get together one more time…you know…before you take the step with her. Just once more,” I said.

“Nah…no need. Talk to…” Falcon started before I interrupted.

“C’mon…why not once more. It’ll be good,” I interjected, knowing I sounded desperate.

“What’s with you? I thought you didn’t want to,” he probed, showing some annoyance.

“No, I’m good with it. Let’s do it,” I pushed.

“Let me think about it some. I’ll call you back,” he answered and the phone went dead.

I thought it might be days before I heard from him, if ever, but just forty-five minutes later, my phone rang, and looking at the screen I saw the call was from Falcon.

“Here’s the deal. We’ll do it again but we trade for a few days. I want her Thursday through Sunday and no pestering about when and where. No following like you did last time. You sit tight with DeAnne and do what you want until I give your wife back. That’s what we’re talking about,” he said.

“Uhhh…if you leave town, she’ll have to take off work,” I replied.

“Then arrange it. I want her at my door noon on Thursday. You want DeAnne to take off from the club or you going to visit her there some more?” he asked.

A chill went up my spine as I realized I had been busted and immediately I wondered how long he had been aware of our meetings. Did he know of my attempt to get DeAnne to meet me on the sly? Was this arrangement just a façade to get me on his turf where he could exact his revenge? And, would Chris pay the penalty for my actions.

All these thoughts raced through my mind, but I still managed to reply, “Better if she takes off.”

“Okay, amigo. We have a deal. Not this weekend but next. Bring your wife here by noon,” he stated and hung up.

The brusqueness of the exchange coupled with his demand to have her for a long weekend made me very concerned and for the next several days, I wavered on my decision. However, my worries slowly faded and by the time Sunday arrived, I was prepared to broach the subject with Chris. It was a pleasant day so late in the afternoon we moved to the patio and enjoyed some cocktails. When I felt she was adequately buzzed, I decided it was time to explain the arrangement.

“I traded you again,” I announced.

In her partly inebriated state, she first gave me a silly smile thinking I was kidding before replying, “You’re hot for DeAnne again?”

In my head, I quickly debated how to impart the truth and I cringed at how she might react when she learned the truth.

“Yeah…” I finally answered, unable to land on a more illustrious response.

A short silence followed and then she said, “Are you serious?”

“Yeah…” I repeated.

Instantly, I saw confusion and hurt fill her eyes and it took me back to the moment in the parking lot of the seedy bar where she learned she really was about to face Falcon. Of course, that occurred before I knew how insane things would become. Perhaps, it was the knowledge of my wife’s wild behavior that steeled me to her reaction.

“Really? I mean…are you sure? Do we really want to start this again?” she asked.

“Yeah…you need to make another sacrifice,” I responded, purposefully using the word that connoted the special meaning.

“Okay,” she answered meekly.

Deciding to get it all on the table, I explained that the arrangement consisted of a long weekend and required her to take two days off work. She accepted the message quietly with only raised eyebrows providing any clue of her feelings. Unsurprisingly, the pleasant feeling we had created while sipping our drinks vanished, and for the next few days, we had only stilted communications. I expected at any time she would declare she had changed her mind or at least corner me for a serious discussion but it never occurred. In truth, on Wednesday, it seemed her spirits had improved and I wondered if it might be from anticipation. It made me consider whether her reluctance had indeed waned or if it had always been meant as a false show of virtue.

“Ready?” I asked with a dry mouth when the time to leave arrived.

“If you are. This is for you,” she replied while giving me a hard stare.

Now, with the moment of truth at hand, I felt reluctant but managed to push the feeling aside as one hand took the handle of her roller board while the other reached for the door.

“Four days is a long time,” she said, breaking the silence as we drove towards Falcon’s house.

“I know…and I…look call if you need help,” I answered, unsure how to explain I agreed not to contact her.

She merely nodded but a little later she said, “Don’t enjoy her too much.”

Although a simple message, it caused me to pause and consider the situation and I couldn’t help but feel guilty about my anticipation I felt in getting to spend some time with DeAnne.

“Never as much as you,” I replied, hoping to lighten the mood.

“Asshole, you’re not funny,” she responded with no trace of humor.

When we turned onto Falcon’s street, I heard Chris let out a deep sigh as if the reality finally hit home. The man left us waiting at the door for almost a minute before answering and once again, I felt the visual impact of his large, hard bearing. Dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, his broad chest and thick biceps were well displayed.

“Come on in, baby,” he said to my wife, ignoring me, and for the first time that day, I saw Chris’ mouth curl into a little smile.

DeAnne appeared as soon as we stepped inside wearing tight shorts and a tank top. The outfit showed a bit of her ass cheeks and the nipples of her braless breasts and Chris shot a look at me dripping with judgment.

“Hi,” she said to us in her normal bubbly voice.

We engaged in some awkward chit-chat for a minute or so and then Falcon turned towards my wife’s suitcase and said, “What’s this?”

“My things,” Chris replied.

“Nope…won’t fit on the bike. Besides, all you need is a toothbrush,” he laughed.

“Falcon! C’mon…I need my things,” my wife whined, speaking to the man in a very familiar way.

“Nah…no you don’t. And, the clothes you’re wearing aren’t good for riding. You can use some of my girl’s things,” he announced, and then quickly added, “C’mon back here.”

Chris followed the man without protest and for a moment I trailed them but realizing the silliness, I stopped and returned to DeAnne.

“You always surprise me,” she giggled when we were alone.

“In a good or bad way?” I asked.

“Good for me,” she answered seductively.

It took almost thirty minutes for Chris and Falcon to reappear and my wife now wore snug-fitting leather pants and a jacket with dark boots. In her right hand, she held her small toiletry bag which seemed to be the extent of her travel things. Despite his show of control, I had to admit that the clothing provided far better protection for a journey on a motorcycle. The biker soon declared it was time to leave and without even a look my way, Chris followed him out the door. Quickly, we heard the deep rumble of the bike’s engine and when it started to roar, I knew they were gone.

“Well…” I said to break the new silence.

“Feeling bad now?” the young woman asked.

“Feeling strange,” I admitted.

“I’ll help you feel better,” she giggled and moved her lovely body against mine.

In our previous encounters, DeAnne had been engaged but mostly passive so I wondered what caused her new demeanor. Had my time at the club crossed some threshold with her or did she sense the mixed feelings I had with the departure of Chris? Regardless, I let her lead me to the master bedroom and when we stepped inside, I spotted my wife’s things in the corner. On top of the bag were her carelessly tossed jeans, blouse, and bra which meant that unless Falcon had provided a shirt, she was naked beneath the jacket.

DeAnne, wasting no time, started to remove her skimpy attire and I quickly followed suit. As soon as she was naked, she crawled onto the middle of the large bed and looked on with a smile as I finished undressing. Once done, I joined her, and remembering she struggled to orgasm from intercourse, I lowered my head between her legs hoping Falcon hadn’t enjoyed her that morning. Thankfully, I found her completely fresh.

“Mmmm…uhhh…” she sighed as my tongue traced her young lips.

I felt her hand find my head and for the next several minutes, I patiently teased her opening hoping to build her arousal. Along the way, I lapped up mouthfuls of her juices that seemed to be flowing more than previous times. DeAnne’s legs spread in stages and after the third time she widened them, I became more deliberate with my efforts and started to use the tip of my tongue to toy with her clit.

Previously, I had mostly used my fingers to get DeAnne to achieve a climax but I felt determined to make her orgasm with my tongue so I stayed with it despite the ache that developed. I turned my full attention to her clit that had become erect and started to circle it rapidly which brought an immediate reaction. She started to roll her hips in time to my efforts and her voice filled the room with a high-pitched whine. Still, she couldn’t quite get there but I remained relentless and when her body suddenly stiffened, I knew from experience she was on the edge.

“Ohhhh…ohhh…uggghhhh…oh please…ohhh…” she grunted loudly when the climax arrived.

I could tell by her reactions that it was rolling through her in waves and I maintained a light contact with her nub until I felt her push me forcefully with her hands. As soon as I backed away, she slammed her legs together and rolled to her side as her body continued to spasm in strong aftershocks. Her grunts became groans that slowly morphed into little whimpers and I knew she had experienced something very special.

“Lay back,” I whispered and used my hands to guide her shoulders.

When she was in position, I opened her legs, found her opening, and easily slipped my dick inside. I moved slowly while looking down at her face but it took over a minute before she opened her eyes. I could tell by her look that she was both satiated and vulnerable so I lowered my head and found her lips. It was during the kiss that I realized we weren’t fucking, rather, we were making love, and by her look, I think she understood it, too.

“That was good,” she said when she finally managed to speak.

“Shhh…just relax,” I replied and kissed her again.

She didn’t speak anymore but her soft mews slowly built which fueled my excitement. The tingling in my balls started and the strange sensation that emanated in my groin spread throughout my body and with a final desperate lunge, I pushed deep as my semen fired from my opening. I could tell it was a huge load and given the knowledge of Falcon’s plans for her, I felt very satisfied.

Still heaving for breath, I collapsed at her side and she quickly turned and pushed her back against my chest while bringing my hand to a breast. We purred together without speaking for a few minutes and just for a moment, I had a vision of my wife speeding on the bike, dressed in her dark gear, with her arms circling Falcon’s waist.

“It hasn’t even been an hour,” DeAnne giggled softly.

“Mmmm…let’s rest,” I whispered into her ear.

Indeed, we both drifted off and it was only when I felt her body stirring that I woke. Checking the clock on the nightstand, I could see it was late afternoon.

“Are you up?” she asked.

“Yes, that was good sleep,” I laughed.

“Cum sleep,” she laughed, and somehow coming from her it didn’t seem crude.

I chuckled with her and then, deciding I wanted a complete understanding of the situation, I asked, “Where did they go?”

I thought she might evade the question but she answered immediately, “A rally. About three hours away. Like when we met.”

“Is she safe?” I decided to ask since she was forthcoming.

“She’ll get fucked. I mean…you know that. I don’t think she minds,” she replied.

Now feeling antsy, I got up but took the blanket from a nearby chair and covered the young woman. Spotting my wife’s things, I decided to put them in her suitcase, but when I unzipped it, I got a shock when I found sitting out open on the top of her clothes the container that held her birth control pills. Although not an expert on female reproductive pharmacy, I felt certain that missing three or four days didn’t put her at risk of an unwanted pregnancy. No, the meaning was symbolic and my thoughts went to the conversation that might have occurred between Chris and Falcon before she accepted his demand. Then, another thought struck me which was even more profound. What if no conversation took place and she left them as an act of complete submission? The latter scenario created more turmoil within me which somehow turned into thoughts of DeAnne and her condition. Did she even know about Falcon’s plans for her?

I returned to the bed, sat on the edge, and after giving her a quick kiss, I said, “Let’s go do something.”

“Like what?” she asked.

“I don’t know…go shopping…get a drink maybe,” I replied, and then added, “Go out to dinner. You know like a couple.”

The last sentence I threw in for her psyche and as soon as the words left my mouth a broad smile filled her face, and she said, “That sounds fun.”

She jumped from the bed enthusiastically and headed for the bathroom. I joined her in the shower and had to force myself not to maul her taut body. After giving her some time to put on her makeup, we headed out in my car. Heretofore, I hadn’t put much notice into her attire but as we discussed where to go, I knew I needed to select the right place. Her look wasn’t exactly trashy and with her good looks she made the best of it but her wardrobe certainly could stand some refinement, especially if we decided to go to the better places near downtown. The idea of buying the pretty woman some new clothes resonated with me and meant we had something to do the following day as, for some reason, I wanted to make our time together about more than just sex.

We found a nice Asian bistro with a decent bar in a strip shopping center and stayed there for several hours, talking about our plans for the weekend, while nibbling on food and drinking heavily. By late evening, we had had our fill and returned to Falcon’s house. Almost immediately, we jumped into bed although this time DeAnne took the lead and inhaled my dick into her soft mouth.

“Be still…it’s my turn,” she demanded when I tried to move so I could touch her better.

“Okay,” I groaned as she resumed her efforts but minutes later when I felt myself building, I said, “I want to be in you.”

She gave my dick several quick licks and then lifted her body over mine and descended onto my stiff shaft. Together, we moaned as I penetrated her, and I was pleased to find her pussy had become sodden. Now closer, I could play with her breasts and became intrigued by the way each tiny pinch of her nipples caused her pussy muscles to clench. Soon, she had me building, and then for the second time that day, I unloaded my semen into her depths. DeAnne maintained her movements for a little longer as she smiled down at me and then stopped and fell onto my chest.

“I wish I could get you there,” I whispered.

“You did…earlier. It was great,” she replied.

“You know what I mean,” I answered.

For a time, she didn’t speak and when she did, she took the discussion in an entirely new direction, “You wanted…at the club. You asked me on a date.”

“Yes,” I said recalling how the thought pleased her before she said no.

“Is this our date?” she probed.

“We’ll make it one…I mean we can make it several,” I answered, and when she didn’t immediately respond, I continued with, “Do you know…I mean Falcon told me something. He said he was going to get you pregnant.”

My mind raced with the thoughts of shocking the young woman but she merely answered, “Yeah.”

“Are you excited?” I pushed.

“Kinda…I mean I guess,” she said, and then it seemed a sudden flash arrived and she asked, “Is this why you traded?”


At first, I struggled as to how to reply, but I finally answered honestly, “Yes…I needed to see you again.”

“Shit…” she answered leaving me to guess what she might be thinking.

“Are you mad?” I asked.

“No… I’m happy. Surprised, too, but you always surprise me,” she giggled.

“Are you…I mean…are you on birth control right now?” I asked.

“Yeah…” she replied and I sensed a tiny bit of disappointment in her voice.

After the brief exchange, we became quiet and it seemed like the longer the silence the harder it became to break it. My mind raced with thoughts about my wife, my marriage, and the unquestioned affection I held for the young dancer. Although from different backgrounds, both had big hearts.

“My wife left her pills in her bag,” I announced.

It took DeAnne some time to respond and I was just about to give up on it when she said, “I’ve told you a bunch that your wife is bad. She likes being bad. You’re just blind to it.”

“I wouldn’t say I’m blind…hell, I helped create it,” I responded somehow feeling I needed to come to her defense.

“Okay,” she answered and by her voice, I could tell there was more.

“What?” I pushed.

“She’s a bad girl…dirty,” the young dancer replied.

“What’s that mean, exactly? Tell me, DeAnne,” I demanded.

My words made her go quiet and for a moment I thought I may have frightened her but finally, after taking a deep breath, she said, “Don’t get mad, okay. I mean…don’t go crazy.”

“Okay,” I agreed.

Several more seconds of silence ensued before she explained, “She’s been fucking Vince.”

“What? Your joking,” I responded as I lifted her body so I could see her face.

DeAnne’s prior message involved text exchanges between the pair but no physical contact and Chris’s response implied it was unwanted and brief. I tried to think back about the time frame and where she would find the time but realized she had sufficient freedom to meet if she wanted too badly enough.

She rolled next to me and replied, “Not joking. They were doing it until Vince’s girlfriend found her panties. She’s really mean and now she watches him real close.”

“How…how many times,” I asked for some reason wanting to know the details.

“I think three…three or four,” she replied, and when I didn’t immediately respond, she added, “She loved it.”

“Fuck,” I said, unable to conjure up anything else. Then, a thought struck me and I asked, “Is he at the rally?”

“Yeah…” she answered.

For a moment, I thought about jumping from the bed and making the long drive to collect my wife and return to our sanity. However, when I thought about her sneaking off to meet the biker any sense of chivalry quickly vanished and I moved to the realization that DeAnne was correct. My wife was indeed bad and dirty. At the same time, my sexual interest in the pretty woman next to me instantly disappeared as thoughts of marriage, home and future swirled like a tornado in my head.

“Well, great,” I finally blurted out.

“I’m sorry. Maybe, I shouldn’t have told you. Now you’re a mess and you don’t want to be here,” she responded.

I contemplated her message and realized that despite the pain, I would far more desire the truth than live in an oblivious state. She was correct about my turmoil but I couldn’t contemplate sitting at home consumed by my thoughts. I concluded that the best place I could be was with DeAnne, making the best of the bad situation. Confrontation and retribution would have to wait a few days and in the interim, I planned to enjoy my time with the pretty woman.

“Fuck her. We’re going to have a good time and I’ll worry about her later,” I declared.

“Good!” she replied enthusiastically.

Instantly, her hand moved between my legs and I felt her fingernails start to tickle my balls. It took some time but when she had me mostly hard, she moved to straddle me once more. However, I had other ideas and pushed her onto her back, spread her legs, and slipped inside.

“Damn you feel good,” I declared as I started a steady pace.

“Mmmm…yeah…” she whined into my ear.

The wonderful feeling of her body and her erotic whines managed to push away all thoughts of my wife. I found a nice rhythm that allowed me to enjoy DeAnne without risking ejaculation, although, I knew at any time, with just a gentle nudge, I could move forward.

When I decided the moment had arrived, I told her, “Almost there.”

“Mmmm…cum in me some more. Get me pregnant,” she whispered.

“You can’t…” I started before she cut me off.

“I didn’t tell him…stopped early,” she forced out between grunts.

I knew her message was very likely concocted to excite me and get my mind off Chris and in that regard, it worked perfectly because the rising in my balls suddenly felt like a tidal wave approaching.

“Ohhh…oh, baby…here it comes…shit baby,” I cried out.

“Go…do it…” she whined.

Seconds later, I lost all my energy and collapsed onto her body. Then, with great effort, I managed to extricate myself from our connection and move to her side.

“Damn, DeAnne…you killed me,” I sighed, and then seconds later I managed to ask, “Are you really off…the birth control.”

“Maybe…who knows…” she giggled.

We had sex once more that night and she was already up when I woke with coffee made. Neither of us seemed in the mood for more lovemaking so after a leisurely morning we headed out to shop. Initially, she directed me towards some lower-end shops but after a little prodding, I convinced her to go into the city and find some better things. I could tell she felt intimidated by the surroundings but after successfully dealing with some doting attendants she found her footing and began to have a good time. We went at it for hours, stopping only for a quick lunch, and when it was over, I had dropped well over a thousand dollars. Besides multiple dresses, slacks, blouses, belts, and pairs of shoes, she had selected a lovely cocktail dress that I planned on having her wear to dinner that night. I had slipped away to quietly make the reservation and had not yet told her wanting it to be a surprise.

“What a day!” I said enthusiastically on the drive back.

“I never got to do that before…so crazy,” she answered.

“By the way, we have reservations tonight at a very nice restaurant. You can wear your new dress,” I told her.

“Really? God, I should have gone out with you like you wanted,” she giggled.

“Yes, you should have,” I replied.

We chatted aimlessly on the way back to her place interrupted only when she looked at something on her phone. Once there, we had to hurry to get ready and when she stepped out of the bedroom, I was amazed at the transformation. Without coaching, she had gone light on the makeup and looked like a very desirable early twenties, professional woman. With that, we rushed to my house so I could change and I left her alone for fifteen minutes to look around.

“You have a nice place,” she said when I returned, diplomatically skirting around any mention of my wife.

“Thanks…we need to go,” I told her and headed towards the car not caring if the neighbors spotted us.

Like shopping, dinner started a bit awkward for DeAnne but with my coaching and the help of several cocktails, she relaxed and began to enjoy herself. By the time dessert arrived, all her nervousness had evaporated and we maintained a lively banter. A nightcap in the bar left us feeling no pain before we finally decided to head for her house.

“Did you enjoy that?” I asked.

“Are you kidding? My first real date and it’s like that…wow!” she answered, and then added, “You better be ready.”

“For what?” I smiled, suspecting the message.

“You’ll find out,” she giggled.

We stripped as soon as we entered the door and quickly jumped into bed where the young woman pushed me onto my back and brought my erect dick to her mouth. However, this time she allowed me to reposition her body and soon we locked into a sixty-nine with me on bottom feasting on the juices of her dripping pussy. When I started to lash at her clit, she quickly lost focus on my shaft which excited me even further and when she had mostly given up, I flipped her onto her back. I started anew and in less than a minute her aroused state had returned. I wanted to get her to another good orgasm and worked her hard until she started to paw at my shoulders.

“This what you want?” I asked when I acceded to her demand and guided my dick into her.

“Yeah…” she moaned seductively.

I decided as soon as my climax arrived, I would get her to a release with my hand but it didn’t take long for me to realize that something now was quite different. Not only were our movements connected but her sounds had a depth - a passion that I had not experienced before. It took several more minutes but then she started to build and it certainly seemed to me that she was well on the path to orgasm.

“Mmmm…you feel so good,” I whispered.

“I’m close…” she responded in a needy voice.

More time went by and by her responses, I guessed she had plateaued but suddenly her sounds became edgier and her legs widened. Then, as her legs kicked the air and her hands rapidly moved over my body, she exploded.

“Ohhhh…oh, yes…I’m there…there…don’t stop…I’m there…” she cried out as I continued to make full thrusts. I rode her through her release but just when I thought it had passed, she whined, “Still…it’s still there…oh, baby do it.”

Already nearing the brink, the final words proved too much for me and with a deep grunt, I ejaculated hard. Just as I lowered my body onto hers, the sounds of her sobbing started and I felt her arms wrap around my neck in a loving embrace.

“Stay there…don’t move…” she forced out.

The magic must have still been coursing through her body because every few seconds I could feel her pussy push against me. This went on for almost a minute and then her grip loosened and I took the opportunity to kiss her passionately. Something had happened in her mind in the last few days that impacted her sexual psyche and I could only ponder whether it was the shopping, our date, my decision to stay when I learned of my wife’s infidelity, or some combination of multiple things that proved the catalyst.

“That was lovely,” I whispered.

“Yes,” she forced out and after a pause, she added, “You’re only the second guy.”

“That’s because you’re special,” I answered which made her arms wrap tightly around me once more.

I knew after that there would be no more activity for the night so I allowed myself to accept sleep. Despite everything happening around me, I slept well, and like before, DeAnne was already up when I rose. She met me with a lovely smile and as we sipped our coffee we aimlessly chatted before turning our attention on plans for the day.

“Are we going out again?” she asked hopefully.

“Of course!” I replied enthusiastically.

“Let’s go to a fancy place again,” she suggested.

“My thoughts, too,” I laughed.

I started going through a list of the better restaurants and the plusses and minuses of each to determine which one she thought best. After making our choice, things became quiet and with that, my mind wandered to Chris.

“I’m surprised I haven’t heard anything from my wife,” I said, cringing when I realized I had spoken my thoughts.

“I bet she’s fine. No one’s making her do anything,” DeAnne answered in an odd tone.

At first, I let it go thinking she just didn’t want her joy interrupted. However, the more I thought about it the more I felt there might be more to her message than she had shared.

“Have you heard anything? From Falcon?” I asked.

She acted as if she hadn’t heard my question which made me more suspicious and just when I was about to probe some more, she replied, “Some pictures were texted.”

“Okay,” I said and returned to my coffee thinking it might be best to wait until tomorrow to view them but it wasn’t long before my curiosity overwhelmed me and I said, “I want to see them.”

DeAnne didn’t try to argue. Instead, she moved next to me at the table, manipulated her phone, and then handed me the device. The screen had the image of my wife standing outdoors in a tiny black thong bikini with arms spread wide holding what looked to be a cigarette in one hand and a plastic cup in the other. The bottoms were just a small strip that only covered her mound and the top consisted of three-inch triangles. Fortunately, with her B-cup breasts, it wasn’t as racy as the bottoms. I could see from the text that the picture had arrived the previous day around four in the afternoon but there was no timestamp to tell when taken. My thoughts immediately went back to Mad Dog’s trailer and the outfit she wore. Based on these two events, it appeared the bikers had no trouble manipulated her into wearing extremely revealing clothing. The next two pictures were very similar but then followed several which included Falcon. In the first, he stood alone next to Chris with a big smile, and in the second another large man was present that appeared to have his hand on her ass.

“Who’s that?” I asked DeAnne.

“Clarence…he’s…kinda an asshole,” she replied.

“Great,” I answered, and thinking about the situation, I asked, “Who took the pictures?”

“Tommy,” she replied.

My attention returned to the screen and after a few more slides I landed on one that showed my wife topless. The poor picture quality indicated it had been taken around sundown. In that picture, she stood alone but in the next few she sat on Clarence’s knee, and in the last, she straddled his leg with his hands covering her breasts. These more intimate shots made me focus on the new man. Like Falcon, he had a large frame but didn’t carry the weight as well. He had an obvious gut that distended his dark tank top and like the other bikers, I could see on his exposed arms a myriad of tattoos. His shaved head contrasted with his full unkempt beard and his skin had the look of someone that made their living outside. From his right ear, an earring dangled that looked like it might have been a crucifix but I couldn’t tell for sure. After completing my inspection, I scanned through the rest of the pics but none were any more provocative.

“Did Tommy say you know…if anything crazy has happened?” I asked.

“No,” she replied, but I could tell there was more, and after only a brief hesitation, she continued with, “Look, she went up there to be with Vince. When Vince learned what you wanted, they planned it but his girlfriend showed up yesterday and made a mess.”

“Did Chris know the plan?” I asked.

“I don’t know…maybe. I’m not sure,” she responded.

As I processed the information, I realized that the real victim in it all was DeAnne and I looked at her and said, “Falcon let you be with me to help out Vince?”

A smile appeared on her face and she said, “Club members are important…women aren’t.”

“So, they got busted by the girlfriend. Is everything okay?” I probed.

“I don’t know for sure. Sharon is mean and crazy but the texts I think are from after she showed up,” she answered.

“I mean…could you ask Tommy?” I pushed, feeling I couldn’t completely leave my wife to the whims of the club.

For the first time, DeAnne’s face showed irritation before she replied, “Okay, I’ll try.”

While she typed out a message to her prior boyfriend, I refilled our cups, and there followed an awkward silence after she hit send. However, appreciating how much the young woman had shown of herself, I decided we needed to move forward as planned with our day.

“Let’s get ready. We’ll do some shopping, then a movie and dinner later,” I suggested.

“Okay…great,” she replied, clearly pleased to move on from our discussion about my wife.

We started to prepare but less than fifteen minutes later in a short span, I heard her phone ping as she received multiple messages. She took her time going through them which made me think they involved Chris and when she finally finished, she looked my way.

“Well?” I asked.

“She’s okay…I mean there’s been no fight but Vince’s girlfriend is being a real bitch. She knows something is going on and is pissed but Falcon told her to calm down,” she explained.

“She sounds wonderful,” I said sarcastically, and then asked, “Why does he put up with her?”

“She’s pretty I guess and her dad is his boss,” she replied.

“Vince works for her dad?” I clarified.

“Yeah,” she responded and started to laugh.

That information put the situation in context and although I wanted to probe more, I was sympathetic to DeAnne. She didn’t like the role of communications hub for issues regarding Chris. Also, I think in many ways she enjoyed our time together and felt some jealousy when we discussed my wife’s activities. Her reaction last night, the orgasm she had during our time in bed, indicated she had developed an emotional attachment.

We hit several stores and I could tell DeAnne was having a great time even though her haul was significantly less than the prior day. In between shops, we managed to take in lunch and after a few more hours we decided to return to her house to rest before preparing for dinner. Quickly, we were in bed but despite having our bodies pressed together in a naked embrace, we didn’t advance to sex. It wasn’t long before her steady breathing let me know she had fallen asleep and just a few minutes later, I joined her.

“What time is it?” I asked as I woke from the sound of her moving in the bathroom.

She had started to get ready for dinner and stood before the mirror dressed in only her thong. Instantly, I was taken by the perfection of her body marred only by the tattoos.

“Almost six,” she announced.

Our reservation was for eight so there was no hurry, and I stood, moved behind her, and looped my arms around her slender waist.

“Want to go back to bed?” I asked as my dick stiffened against her rear.

“I’ve already showered,” she giggled.

“Well, then I’ll guess I’ll make a drink,” I said faking a pout as my fingers tweaked a nipple.

I moved to the kitchen and deciding on bourbon, I poured a double over the rocks and sat down. The liquor went down smoothly as I thought about what the evening held in store. I had just rose to pour myself another drink when DeAnne entered the small space in her robe. Although she had a smile on her face, I sensed something was on her mind and it didn’t take long to find out the reason.

“Would you like a drink? Vodka or maybe some wine?” I asked.

“Wine sounds good,” she replied.

When I turned from pulling the bottle from the fridge, her eyes locked on mine which provoked me to ask, “What’s up?”

“Tommy sent a video. You keep asking about everything so I’m telling you but I don’t think you want to see it,” she explained as her look morphed into a worried expression.

While I processed her message, I poured the wine and had decided to heed her advice but at the last moment as I handed her the glass, I changed my mind and said, “Let me see it.”

Like the previous times, she manipulated her phone and then handed me the device just as the video started. The screen showed Chris bent forward on a knee at the edge of a small bed with her other leg extended to the floor. Falcon, in a similar position, was fucking her hard from behind. He had one hand pulling on her shoulder while the other gripped her short hair forcing her head up and with each thrust, she emitted a heavy grunt. It was an aggressive scene but what made it decadent was the onlookers that offered comments and encouragement. I guessed at least five people were present although, there lacked sufficient detail to make identifications. Also, I noticed the room appeared very small which made me wonder about the circumstances.

“Fuck that dirty cunt,” a female voice called out and then quickly added, “Hell, fuck her in the ass so she really squeals.”


Her words made the group laugh and just then DeAnne said, “That’s Sharon. Vince’s girlfriend.”

“Hurry up, man…I want some of it, too,” a male voice laughed.

“Clarence,” DeAnne offered when I looked up at her.

I guessed Tommy was doing the filming and that it was likely that Vince was present as well. For the next twenty seconds or so, I watched as Falcon continued his relentless taking of Chris while the assembled onlookers made derogatory comments. Then, the naked biker pushed her head forward which forced her onto her elbows and I noticed markings along her rib cage. It took several seconds before I realized that my pretty wife now possessed another tattoo. It looked like writing but I couldn’t make out what it said and when Falcon pulled back on her head again her arm blocked the view.

“Where are they?” I asked.

“I think…it looks like Clarence’s motorhome. He has an old beat-up one he brings sometimes,” she explained.

Her message made sense and now with context, I imagined them in the rear of the unit in a small bedroom.

“Man, you got her cumming down her leg,” Clarence declared.

Quickly, the camera zoomed onto her thigh, just above her knee capturing several drops of fluid descending.

“She’s always wet,” Falcon forced out.

“Vince, you going to fuck her some more?” Clarence asked and then immediately started laughing.

“Fuck you, Clarence…fuck you. He isn’t touching the skank!” Sharon responded, which brought loud laughter from the others. It must have incensed the woman because she screamed, “Fuck you, fuck all of you, and fuck her.”

Suddenly, the video lost focus as if someone jostled Tommy, and then the screen went dark. I stared at the phone for several more seconds wondering if the image would return before looking up at DeAnne.

“That’s not good. Did Tommy say what happened?” I asked.

“No,” she replied.

“I see,” I said and looked at her for a few seconds in silence before telling her, “Let’s get ready.”

As we prepared, my mind continued to return to the video and I had to fight my instinct to save her from the rough mob. However, the knowledge of her cheating with Vince continued to provide enough anger within me to leave her on her own. Plus, there was the new tattoo and the excited sounds coming from her mouth as Falcon pounded her from behind. She could deal with it I decided and I would enjoy my evening with DeAnne.

“What do you think?” she asked a little later when she had finished dressing.

“Wow, you look amazing…truly,” I responded which made her face beam.

I noticed in our short time together that she had blossomed like a flower of a plant finally getting some sunlight. Her nervousness and trepidation had mostly disappeared, replaced by an eagerness that bordered on jauntiness. Her excitement fueled my mood and we left her house in good spirits.

“She’ll be okay,” she offered as we pulled on the freeway, headed towards downtown.

“I hope so, but let’s focus on us,” I replied.

“Has she called you?” she asked as if to prove her point.

“No…no she hasn’t,” I admitted, and after a pause added, “She got another tattoo.”

“I saw it,” DeAnne responded in a nervous voice.

We made it to dinner and fortunately by the second glass of wine I had managed to put away thoughts of Chris’s situation. Instead, I focused on my date and marveled at the transformation she had achieved. Her stylish dress conveniently hid most of her markings and the low-cut top offered a tantalizing view of her young breasts. Like before, she had sensed the appropriate amount of makeup to wear in a sophisticated setting and many heads turned to get glimpses of her beauty. After stopping in the bar for a nightcap, we were feeling no pain and the looks she gave me let me know a special night was in store.

“Should we go to my house?” I asked when we pulled away from the restaurant.

“Spend the night there? I’m game,” she answered eagerly.

With that, we turned west and started the fifteen-minute drive. We had gone less than a mile when DeAnne took my hand in hers and slowly stroked it as she gave me seductive glances. By the time we turned onto my street, I had an erect dick, but as we approached the house, we got a surprise when we spotted a motorcycle in the driveway. Pulling in behind, I could tell it wasn’t Falcon’s which made me wonder if the club was using the knowledge of the situation to rob us.

“What do you think’s going on?” I asked DeAnne.

“I don’t know,” she answered nervously.

My senses were on high alert as we walked towards the door and finding it locked, I slipped the key in and slowly turned it. Music was playing but the house was dark and as I moved inside, I expected at any moment to come under attack. We took several slow steps when suddenly a voice came from the kitchen that practically gave me a heart attack.

“What the fuck!” a male voice called out.

“Who’s that?” I asked.

“Who the fuck are you?” the man replied.

“It’s Clarence,” DeAnne interjected.

He must have recognized her voice because suddenly the light came on and we could see that he was naked. Before him on the table was my expensive bourbon, and in his hand, he held a partly filled glass.

“You, her husband?” he probed.

“Yes, where is she?” I asked.

“Sleeping… Long day,” he chuckled.

“Why are you here?” I asked.

“Falcon had to leave to take care of a matter and Vince’s girlfriend was going fucking apeshit crazy about her being around. He told me to get her out of there,” he explained.

“What about your motorhome?” DeAnne asked.

“Mad Dog will get it home,” he responded.

Deciding to move closer, the large man stepped into the living room and beneath his thick waist, several inches of cock emerged. No doubt, it had recently been deep within my wife but strangely the thought didn’t bother me as much as I thought it should.

“David? What’s going on?” I heard my wife ask from behind me and turning, I saw her standing in the entrance in her robe.

“We came by to check on things,” I lied.

Chris’s eyes turned towards DeAnne and I knew she meant to judge the young woman. However, it only took a few seconds for a strange look to come to her face that I knew was a result of the stylish clothing she had on. Her expression turned to confusion but when she returned her eyes to me, I spotted more than a little anger. It was at that precise moment that the realization hit me about how the two women had essentially traded roles. When we first met at the campground, DeAnne was the provocative dancer that ended up gangbanged by the club while my wife was the sophisticated observer. Now, DeAnne wore the stylish clothes and had just returned from an expensive dinner while Chris, freshly fucked by the rough biker, prepared for more.

“Girl, get on over here,” Clarence said to my wife.

His meaty hand had moved to his cock and he idly played with it as he looked expectantly towards Chris. For a moment, she looked at me expectantly but when I didn’t intercede, she slowly moved towards the man. As soon as she came within reach, he started to pull on her robe and she only fought him for a few seconds before she let him take it off. Now naked, I could see the fresh markings that ran horizontally along her rib cage.

“What’s it say?” I asked, unable to make it out with the dim light and swelling.

“STRIKERS,” the biker announced, and then with a laugh added, “She wanted to be part of the club.”

“Was it forced?” I asked.

“Forced? Oh, hell no! She saw Little Pam’s and wanted the same…practically begged,” he responded as my wife’s eyes fell to the floor.

Clarence’s hand began to roam my wife’s body as he whispered into her ear, and wanting to understand the situation completely, I asked, “When are you leaving?”

“Leaving? Uh uh…Falcon said I had her until noon tomorrow if I brought her here,” he replied.

His statement made his expectations clear and although I could likely have stopped it, I wasn’t prepared to let go of DeAnne. So, for the second time in just a few days, I chose the young dancer over my wife.

“I see,” I said.

Interestingly, during the quick exchange, Chris kept her eyes down and provided no outward response even when I acknowledged his deal with Falcon. It left me to wonder whether she had resigned herself to her fate or if she looked forward to sex with this man.

With our conversation over, he resumed whispering in her ear and it wasn’t long before he moved them towards the couch and then flopped onto it leaving her standing before him. He looked at her expectantly, but she remained still and glanced my way before dropping to her knees.

However, before she reached for his cock, she announced, “I can’t do this.”

Rather than get angry, the large biker suddenly roared with laughter and then forced out, “I guess she don’t like an audience.”

It dawned on me that it was the first time to my knowledge that she had refused a sexual act with one of the club members which made me wonder if she had reached her limit or merely didn’t care for this particular man.

“I’m going to bed,” Chris announced, and strangely her eyes went to DeAnne instead of me as she left.

“Damn, I wish she had bigger tits. I tried to tit fuck her earlier but they’re just too damn small,” he laughed.

“Did you fuck her?” I asked and felt DeAnne squeeze my arm.

“Oh, yeah…of course,” he chuckled, and then continued with, “Pulled over and fucked her on the drive. Behind an old building.”

DeAnne’s squeeze had become a light tug and sensing her thoughts I nodded to her and we turned and left. The first half of the drive we made in silence but when the young woman caught my eye, she offered a little smile that I couldn’t help but return.

“Don’t…I mean I know you’re worried but she likes the sex. She loves it…no one is making her,” she offered.

“Maybe that’s what makes it so worrying,” I countered.

“Don’t you enjoy the sex with me?” she asked.

“That’s…that’s different. I try to be respectful…and caring. She’s just being used as a piece of ass,” I said.

For almost a minute, she remained silent, and then in a soft voice, she said, “Which one is worse?”

It wasn’t the first time she surprised me with her insight and I had to think about the meaning for a moment before I replied, “Yeah, except for Vince…her cheating with Vince.”

“Maybe there isn’t as much there as you think. It doesn’t stop her with the…the others,” she responded.

“Maybe…” I said, and then continued with, “Look, I don’t want to ruin our time.”

“Okay,” she replied as a big smile filled her face.

Soon, we were pulling up to her house and we wasted no time undressing and moving to the bed. However, after the strange evening, I wanted to reset the mood, so I pulled her to me and kissed her gently as my hands caressed her body. She accepted my lead and we only moved forward when we struggled to keep our bodies still. Kicking the sheet off, I traced her body with my tongue until I landed on her oozing slit. Her arousal grew very quickly and I had to fend off several attempts she made to pull me up. However, since it was our last night, I wanted desperately to make her orgasm again through intercourse, so when I felt she was ready, I lifted and found her opening. The deep groan she let out made my dick grow another inch and when I looked into her eyes, I sensed she too wanted to repeat what we had achieved.

“You feel so good,” I whispered into her ear.

“Make me pregnant…knock me up,” she moaned as her hands pulled on my ass.

“I want to,” I told her.

“Then do it…” she begged.

It didn’t take long before her sounds informed me that she was building rapidly. Somewhere along the way, we had crossed the barrier of true intimacy and her mind gave her permission to let go and accept me. I knew she could achieve a climax and the only concern I now faced was her excitement pushing me over too fast. Thankfully, I managed to maintain control long enough to get her over the top, and with her hands sliding over my back and her high-pitched squeals filling the room, she exploded.

“Oh, baby…oh, baby…there…I’m there…go baby…go…don’t stop…” she cried out as her body melded to mine.

It proved too much for me to handle and within seconds of dropping my defenses, I too arrived, “DeAnne…damn…damn girl…ohhh…oh shit…ugghhh…”

Panting and sweating we stayed connected summoning just enough energy to kiss every few seconds. Finally, I rolled to her side and she burrowed in close to me as we settled into a tight embrace.

We made love once more that night and again in the morning but neither encounter came close to matching what we experienced earlier. In truth, neither of us tried that hard and I had to wonder if there might be a fear of failure, especially since our time together was rapidly coming to an end.

“DeAnne, what are we going to do?” I asked as an emotional wave swept through me as we sat sipping coffee.

“You’re going home to your wife,” she answered.

“Is that what you want?” I pushed.

She looked at me in silence for several seconds before she replied, “You know I belong to Falcon.”

I thought about discussing it some more and try to get to her real feelings but I knew she was trying to give me an easy way out so I just nodded.

“You’ll have a beautiful baby,” I said.

“Yeah…” she responded as a tiny smile appeared on her face.

I arrived home just past noon hoping that Clarence would be gone and was surprised to find the house empty. The place was neat, providing no clue about her whereabouts but when I checked the garage and found her car, I suspected she left with the biker. I decided not to call her for the time being and unpacked her bag I had brought home from Falcon’s house making sure to place her birth control pills on top of the stack. When she hadn’t arrived by sundown, I tried her phone but there was no answer, and after another hour had elapsed, I was just about to call DeAnne to see if she knew anything when car lights filled the front windows. Moving to the door, I peered out and spotted Chris emerging from the back seat of a taxi dressed provocatively in small, tight shorts and a cropped halter top that left most of her tummy exposed. She had on heels and struggled to make it the short distance across the lawn looking up with a strange expression when I opened the door.

“Are you okay?” I asked and as she brushed past me, I took in the strong aroma of cigarette smoke and sex.

“Fine,” she declared nervously as she made for the bedroom.

“Where were you?” I asked even though I knew the likely answer.

“With Clarence…doing what you wanted,” she replied with a definite edge in her voice.

After the previous encounters, she had shown some embarrassment but never irritation or anger which made me wonder if something bad had occurred. As I considered how to respond, she moved towards the bathroom and when I followed, she gave me a strange look for a moment, sighed, and then started to remove her clothes. She started with her top and I wasn’t at all surprised to see her breasts covered in marks. It also allowed her new tattoo to completely show and I could see that it had started to scab. I wondered how she would view the thing now that she was back in the safety of her home but she had surprised me before with her acceptance of the first one.

Once more, she glanced at me and then began to push the shorts over her slender hips and when her pussy came into view, the damage stunned me. She wore no panties and her entire pelvic area had bruising. Further, her normally dainty labia appeared raw and distended, and to top it off, her opening still showed wetness as if the biker had fucked her and then immediately put her in the cab.

“Chris…” I said sympathetically.

“Yes, I got traded and used while you made love to your girlfriend,” she responded.

Deciding it might be best to give her some space, I left her in the bathroom and moved to the living room where I waited until she appeared almost an hour later. Her movement made it clear she had lingering pain between her legs and without speaking, she went to the kitchen and poured some wine.

“Do you feel like talking?” I asked when she joined me.

“Tell me what you did with DeAnne,” she demanded.

“I don’t know…we had sex and went out some,” I replied, suddenly feeling guilty about how much effort I put into making her feel special.

“She was dressed up. Where did you go?” she pushed, and before I could answer, she asked, “Are you in love with her?”

“No, of course not,” I declared, but experienced an awkward surge in my body as I thought about the affection I felt for her.

“I’m not sure…” she responded.

Almost a minute of silence ensued before I asked, “Have you been seeing Vince? Having an affair?”

Although she tried hard, her body language gave her away and after taking a deep breath, she answered, “Yes.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she replied in a low voice, and then after a short pause, she continued with, “I don’t know…then he told me you were going to the strip club to see DeAnne.”

“I didn’t sleep with her,” I clarified.

“You wanted to,” she responded.

That ended the exchange and for the next few minutes, we sat in silence. Finally, I rose and took her glass to get a refill along with one for me and when I returned, I joined her on the sofa.

“I think you’re in love with Vince,” I stated.

“No…no, it’s not …not like that,” she whispered.

“How many times?” I asked.

“Five I think,” she answered with no hesitation.

“That’s a lot,” I replied and even though her deceit angered me, I managed to temper my emotions by recalling my interactions with DeAnne.

“I know,” she agreed.

“What happened at the rally? How did you end up back here with that guy?” I asked even though I thought I knew most of the story.

“We were there and then Vince’s girlfriend showed up and started to create a scene. At first, Falcon kept her under control but something came up where he needed to go so, he told Clarence to bring me home,” she answered confirming my understanding.

“Did he tell him he could have you?” I asked, unable to hold back.

“Fuck you…and as a matter of fact, yes, he did,” she replied angrily.

“Did you leave with him? Where did you go?” I pushed wanting to complete the picture.

“His trailer…last night. He needed to feed his dogs,” she explained.

“Did he hurt you?” I asked recalling her damaged body.

“He was rough,” she answered without elaborating.

We retreated into another silence that I finally broke when I asked, “What now?”

I intentionally made the question open-ended and half expected for her to bring up the subject of divorce but she looked at me with a strange expression for a time before responding, “I don’t want you with her…DeAnne. You’re too close.”

It was an odd response and my mind rapidly thought through the potential meanings which led me to, “And Vince? The bikers?”

“No…no more,” she replied.

With that, I took her hand and led her to bed. We got under the covers and moved close but refrained from any sensual touching. My mind was much too clouded to engage in lovemaking. Instead, I stared at the ceiling trying to piece together the bizarre chain of events that led to this moment. Minutes passed and I could tell my wife wasn’t asleep. I suspected that she was dealing with her tumultuous thoughts just like me.

“You have a new tattoo,” I blurted out when my thoughts went to the markings.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Did they force you?” I asked.

Several seconds went by before she responded, “No.”

Suddenly, a wave of emotion hit me and I stupidly blurted out, “You loved every minute of it…all the sex, so I don’t want to hear how you are the victim in this.”


I could sense the anger surging through her but somehow, she managed to maintain control and in a forced voice she replied, “I don’t think that either fair or accurate.”

“Look…” I started but she cut me off.

“It was always all about your lust for her…DeAnne. I did what you wanted. You met with him and set it up,” she declared, once again attempting to position her involvement as passive.

“No, Chris. You didn’t make a sacrifice. Falcon put a bug in your head at the campground. You admitted you wanted him and you also put on a show for Vince in the shower,” I said.

“Those…it was just thoughts…fantasies. You made it real,” she countered.

I had to accept she had a point but it didn’t stop my next verbal launch, “Everything I saw…the sex with Falcon…the time at Mad Dog’s…you were loving every second.”

“So were you!” she exclaimed and then quickly added, “You have feelings for her. It’s easy to see.”

“Did you tell him…Vince…you loved him?” I pushed, guessing at the truth.

At first, she didn’t respond but finally, she admitted, “It was just sex talk.”

For the next ten minutes, we lay in silence. My mind was filled with thoughts and fears and I felt certain Chris was in a similar place. Slowly, the fog of emotion lifted, and with the emerging clarity, I realized we were at a crossroads. One path took us towards redemption while the other led towards an ever-widening chasm that would soon be too broad to cross.

“How do we get past this?” I whispered.

It took a few seconds but she finally replied, “Do you still love me?”

“Yes…I do,” I answered.

Instantly, she turned to face me and scooted closer until I felt her warm body pressed into mine. We stared into each other’s eyes and then shared a soft, lingering kiss. When it ended, Chris’s hand began to pull on my shoulder which told me she wanted me on top of her. I followed her direction and with only a little fumbling we connected. I moved a half-dozen times to spread her lubrication and then stopped and stared into her face.

“I want…I need to know who you were with,” I whispered.

A sad look appeared on her face, but she answered, “Falcon, Vince, and Clarence…and Kelso.”

“Who is Kelso?” I asked.

“A guy…he was at the trailer last night,” she explained and before I could respond, she asked, “Where did you leave it with DeAnne?”

“DeAnne’s going to have Falcon’s baby. There is no more DeAnne,” I replied.

My message made her go quiet but slowly a strange look appeared on her face and she said, “You wanted it to be yours.”

“No…” I replied but she interrupted.

“Did you talk about it?” she pushed.

Now, it was my turn to become quiet but finally, I responded, “It was just sex talk.”

I could tell my admission hurt her and once again the room went quiet. However, her hands moved to my hips and she gently prodded me so I began a very slow movement. At first, my attention was all on her lovely face but before long flashes of her with her biker lovers began to fill my brain. In all the scenarios, the thing that drew me in was the sexual abandon she showed. If my count was correct, she had experienced seven club members of all sizes and shapes and the only negative reaction I saw was her rejection of the blowjob with Clarence.

Despite the emotional turmoil, something in my psyche told me I needed to ejaculate into my wife. Without even realizing it, I started moving faster, finally recognizing my state when my breathing became labored. I knew Chris was far from an orgasm so when the time came, I let go and pumped a healthy amount into my wife’s pussy. It made me recall her abandoned birth control pills but I decided we could have that discussion later. I finally rolled to her side and she immediately looped a leg across my thighs and arm over my chest.

“DeAnne dumped you for Falcon and Vince dumped me for his girlfriend. I guess the biker crowd doesn’t want us,” she whispered.

It was an odd statement and one that confused me, but deciding enough had occurred for one day, I let it drop and soon we drifted to sleep.

The following morning, we managed to wake at the needed time, and later, during a lull in my schedule, I checked my phone and saw I had a text from DeAnne. It was a simple message thanking me for the weekend and I acknowledged it with a quick reply adding that I thought our time together was more enjoyable than what Chris experienced with Clarence. I didn’t expect a response and was just about to leave for the day when a ping announced an incoming message. Checking my phone, I could see it was from DeAnne and included a video. With equal parts curiosity and trepidation, I opened the file and a scene of my naked wife bent over a worn couch with Clarence fucking her hard from behind filled the screen. I fumbled with the device to turn the sound down as Chris’s cries of excitement filled my office.

“Fuck me…fuck me hard…do it, baby…” she demanded loudly.

“Damn this bitch can’t get enough,” the biker replied as he looked towards whoever was filming.

“Tear it up,” a man’s voice responded.

“She pulling my balls inside out,” her lover grunted, and then laughed, “Another club slut. We needed a new hole.”

The video soon ended and I knew it was DeAnne’s way of showing that my wife was truly a dirty girl. She had delivered the same message more than once when I showed concern for Chris or tried to defend her virtue. As I sat at my desk looking out at the city below me while contemplating the latest piece of info, I realized that despite her claim of wanting it over, a little push would likely lead to more.

It took some time but I finally managed to move past her affair with Vince. I rationalized that it was part of a bigger situation with my fingerprints everywhere so I couldn’t be too judgmental. We talked about getting the tattoos removed but never took the step and when several months elapsed and it appeared they were staying, I told her I needed to mark her, too. Unable to think of a good ink design, I finally landed on a piercing and Chris became the receiver of a clit ring. Although reluctant at first, she now enjoys the sensation only occasionally complaining about how wet it keeps her.

Also, the piercing seemed to mark our transition from guilt to acceptance. After she healed, often during intense lovemaking sessions, we would revisit the biker encounters. Unsurprisingly, most of the discussion was about her and the men, although occasionally she would ask about me and DeAnne. When she determined I wouldn’t use the information against her, she became even more forthcoming and soon I had learned about her experience with each of the men, including her surreptitious encounters with Vince. The openness created a change in our lovemaking which has become more aggressive. Of course, we still connect as loving husband and wife but many times we will enjoy a deeply erotic encounter using recollections of the biker meetings as a launch point. On more than one occasion, I’ve been on the brink of suggesting we call Falcon but each time I’ve backed away partly due to my desire to stay in the dark about DeAnne’s condition.

“What do you want for Christmas?” my wife asked the week before Thanksgiving.

Fighting back a smirk while dying to see her reaction, I replied, “I was thinking maybe we get a husband and wife gift.”

“Like what?” she pushed now sensing something was up.

“A motorcycle,” I answered.

A shocked expression came to her face that was quickly replaced by an impish grin, and she responded eagerly, “Should we?”
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