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This is sort of a prequel story for ‘the Descent of Mary Rose’ in that the male protagonist is Chris, one of Andy’s best friends and biking buddies.

To be clear, these are British bikers, just normal people who happen to ride motorbikes and have motorbikes as more or less a central part of their life. They organize themselves, in as much as they do, by belonging to single marque owners clubs, sporting clubs, and rallying clubs – which are groups that meet and camp at weekends for the sole purpose of riding a long distance, camping in a muddy field, and then getting drunk with a group of like-minded friends, before riding home again.

They are not be confused with Australian bikies, who are a different thing altogether. I’m sure you can Google enough press stories to make up your own opinions.
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Originally from the UK but now I've retired to Australia. That's why my first story was set in the UK, I knew it better, and I could ‘hear’ the characters better.

‘Nice in June’ was my first book, and ‘June on Top’ followed shortly afterwards. The story just kept coming and completed with ‘June at Home’, which introduced a supernatural element.

That tied up the story of June, and her discovery of a sex life neither she nor I had imagined was possible before the words flowed from my pen. However, I kept re-reading the story, and probably like many authors, hated to leave it alone. To this end, I combined the three, added some scenes and released a book of the whole trilogy - think of ‘June: The Full Story’ as the Director's Cut version.

‘June’ was all written as a first-person narrative, although I hasten to point out the ‘hero’ in the ‘June’ trilogy is in no way me! But, I like having someone else, someone fictional, to discuss and explore subjects that I would never get the chance to discuss in real life.

The first fantasy story released was ‘The Love of a Good Dryad’.

‘Alternate Timelines’ looked not at time travel so much as reincarnation, reliving your own life.

‘Evoking the Past’ is when your past catches up with you.

Next came a couple of short stories, introducing a new couple, Philippa and Mike. Those tales were united and became ‘Philippa & Cyn’. Like June, Philippa was into breastfeeding her lover and I returned to the theme of Adult Breastfeeding Relationships with ‘Trillian: The Milky Empath’, ‘Leanna of Sales’ and ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’. ABR’s have become a familiar theme of my stories.

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/DavidTimmsdale/

Inkitt: https://www.inkitt.com/David_Timmsdale_Erotica

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/davidtimmsdale/

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

Wordpress Blog: https://davidtimmsdale.wordpress.com/

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale

Pinterest:David_Timmsdale
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Chapter 1 – The Beginning
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Stella loved something throbbing between her legs. From the first licit ride home on her boyfriend's moped late one dark winter's night, she loved the tingling between her thighs and the slightly scary feeling of travelling far too fast whilst being unstable and her life being totally in someone else's hands.

She'd got off that first short ride with her panties wet and almost unable to stand as a vibration induced orgasm raced through her. As a virgin, she hardly knew what was happening to her, but home that night in bed, as her fingers explored her smooth little pussy and rubbed at the sensitive bit at the top, she came again as she imagined swooping around a long bend with something buzzing between her legs.

Another ride on the back of that moped never materialized, and at seventeen the boyfriend took to cars, but Stella was hooked on bikes, and bikers. The bigger, the better, bike and man. A callow youth with a massive Japanese superbike took her virginity after whisking her back to his flat at scarily immense speed, the bike a faint but high intensity buzz between her thighs, but it was the thudding sound of a big V-Twin and the hulking, older men than rode them, that filled her dreams.

Finally, after weeks of hanging out at all the biker frequented bars around her home town, and nearly twenty years of age, Stella finally found a single male who was riding a promising model. What was more, was that he showed interest in her, her well displayed cleavage and the fact that she was wearing a second-hand leather jacket. With immense trepidation and brimming with excitement, she waited whilst he kicked the open-piped beast into life, hauled it off the side stand and waited whilst she straddled the tiny passenger pad that sat over the rear mudguard. Stella was ecstatic, her panties already damp as she envisioned the ultimate throbbing vibrator and being taken home and fucked senseless by a real man all night long.

But the next morning, as she began the walk of shame to the bus stop and eventually home, that she began to consider her life choices. To start with, what she had imagined, and heard, would be the ultimate throbbing vibrator had turned out to be just be uncomfortable, rough and jarring. It didn't so much throb as just shake and thud uncomfortably, and the real man that rode the slow, heavy lump almost upright around the most appealing of swooping corners, turned out to be just compensating for a dick that was moderate at best, and even then prone to premature ejaculation.

Back home and bitterly disappointed, she tore the Easy Rider poster from her wall and slumped on her bed, tossed her leather jacket at the bin and swore off bikers for good. It was all dreams and hype, as far as she was concerned. It didn't matter what other girls had told her about their exciting rides, on and off such bikes, hers had been a bitter disappointment, and she was through with them.

So it was as much a surprise to her less than a month later that she found herself climbing onto the back of a motorbike again.

She'd gone to her local pub with a group of girlfriends, and during the evening a rumour had circulated about a party. At the same, time she had been introduced to Chris and his friends Dave and Andy. Chris had instantly intrigued her. Dave and Andy were obviously and ostentatiously bikers, but Chris, was dressed in clean jeans and a fresh T-shirt which gave some room for doubt. He was also charmingly loquacious, and even if a little stoned, chattered to her all evening and seemed to be really, and refreshingly, interested in getting to know her and what she thought about a surprising range of world issues. So when at the end of the evening, he asked if she was going to the party, she cheekily said 'Yes, if you can give me a lift,' quite expecting to be ushered into a cheap hatchback. Instead, Chris vanished into the crowd and came back wearing a biker's leather and carrying two full-face helmets.

“You've got a bike?” she asked, somewhat surprised.

“If you can call that ancient bag of nails a bike,” laughed Andy, slapping Chris on the back and wandering off laughing with Dave.

“Ignore him, he just doesn't appreciate the quality of good, old-fashioned, engineering,” said Chris, passing her the helmet and leading the way to the door, which he opened for her in a gentlemanly way. 

Stella nodded her approval and allowed herself to be led down the line of motorbikes. Finally, Chris stopped and swung his leg easily over an ancient Triumph. One quick kick and it barked reassuringly into life, the exhaust note loud enough to be impressive, harsh enough to authoritative, but not excessive and showy, just what it needed to be. Chris blipped the throttle a couple of times and as the Speed Twin settled in to a steady tick-over, he tilted his head to indicate that she should climb aboard.

This was not the mountaineering of the climb to the raised pillion of the Japanese superbikes, not the low but wide and uncomfortable perch of the V-twin, this was just a bike seat at a comfortable height. Settling herself into position, Stella set her feet on the rear pegs, took hold of the seat base with one hand and rested the other on Chris's hip. Already she could feel the vibration of the motor, rising up through the frame, through the ageing foam of the seat, and tingling her thighs and crotch.

“Ready,” called Chris over his shoulder, and as she squeezed his thigh in response, he put the bike into gear. There was a clonk, a meaningful thud of gears engaging, the revs climbed and they were off.

“Aaaaaaaahhhhhhhh,” sighed Stella, resting her helmeted forehead on Chris's shoulder as sensations rose through her crotch as she had never experienced before. It didn't thud, it didn't shake, there was no buzzing, it just was the perfect vibration and as she pushed back along the seat and then leant forward to press her clit to the seat she held her breath. The revs climbed, and just as Chris pulled in the clutch and shifted up a gear, she came. Into third, and into fourth, each time as the revs peaked, Stella came and then Chris was downshifting, the bike loping into a roundabout at an impossible speed before heeling right over, further than she'd ever leant on a bike before, before pulling hard away as it slung shot out of the corner and down the road to her next orgasm.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – Friday Evening  
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The old Triumph Speed Twin gave one final, authoritative bark before Chris thumbed the kill switch, leaving the air thick with the scent of hot oil, high-octane petrol, and the mechanical clicking of cooling metal. Stella sat for a moment, her legs still trembling from the perfect vibration that had delivered a succession of monumental orgasms during the ride. Her panties were a sodden mess of silk and arousal, and as she slid off the seat, her knees threatened to buckle.

“You okay?” Chris asked, his voice lacking the predatory edge she had grown used to from the biker bars. He reached out a steady hand to catch her elbow, his touch firm but undeniably gentlemanly.

“I’ve never... a bike has never done that before,” Stella managed to say, her face flushed beneath the helmet. She pulled it off, her long, mousey curls tumbling over the collar of her second-hand leather jacket. She looked at the Triumph, no longer seeing an “ancient bag of nails,” but a finely tuned instrument of pleasure.

“It’s the vertical twin,” Chris explained with a slight, knowing smile as he led her toward the house where the party was already in full swing. “The other twin cylinder bike you were on, it’s an unbalanced V-twin. It just shakes and thuds in a way that’s rough, and jarring. This old girl has a synchronous rhythm. It doesn't just buzz; it sings right through the frame”.

“Oh, its sings alright, it’s... wonderful!”

Chris smiled, took her hand and led her past the line of parked motorcycles and towards a house from which heavy rock music could be heard playing

Inside, the air was hazy with the smell of marijuana and beer, with an undertone of engine oil and leather. Chris accepted a couple of can of beer from somebody and carried on in until he found a relatively quiet corner near an open window and sat down in a big armchair, patting the wide arm to indicate that Stella should sit beside him.

“So you enjoyed the ride?” Chris asked, his voice just loud enough to be heard over the music and the hubbub of voices, but low enough to be intimate and only for her.

“Wonderful,” Stella replied, instantly worried that she sounded like she was gushing and only capable of a single answer. “It really leans over.”

“Oh, that’s the old style Dunlop TT100 tyres. They are triangular, so you are either upright or right over. I wasn’t pushing it much, but if you like it, we can go for a ride one day and do some real peg scraping.”

“Peg scraping?”

“You know, leaning right over until the foot pegs scrape the tarmac.” He grinned, holding his hand up vertically and twisting his wrist so that his fingers indicated the angle of lean. “Although the pegs don’t scape on the Speed Twin, it’s the undersides of the exhausts.”

“I’d like to do that,” replied Stella, suddenly imaging the thrill of high-speed cornering combined with intense orgasms.

Chris smiled. “Wow, you’re a keeper, aren’t you? Pretty and adventurous.”

“Am I?”

“Aren’t you? Fancy a spliff?”

Stella nodded uncertainly and watched as Chris pulled a tobacco tin from an inside pocket, and waved it at someone across the room.

In a few moments, a vinyl album cover was passed their way and Chris put it on his lap, placed the tin upon it and removed the lid. Intrigued, Stella leant in towards Chris and watched as he stuck three blue Rizla cigarette papers together, and added a line of tobacco.

“So, you’ve clearly been on the back of a bike before, either that or you are a natural rider. I could feel you fighting the lean,” Chris asked, unwrapping a lump of something brown from some cling-film and warming one edge with a lighter until it smoked with a pungent aroma, and then crumbling it over the line of tobacco. “What have you been on before, apart from the big V-twin, and they don’t count, they don’t lean much.”

“A couple of Japanese bikes. The first one, I thought he was getting off and leaving me to it,” she laughed.

“Ha ha, a wanna-be racer. I bet he wore one piece leathers as well, didn’t he?”

Stella nodded.

“Yup, a poser. Well, a different type of poser. Sorry, my bikes not flash, it just gets the job done.”

“I like it,” said Stella shyly, watching as Chris rolled the joint up, and then tore up a piece of birthday card, making a roach which he inserted into the end.

Surveying his handwork, Chris took a pull at his beer, then put the joint to his lips, flicked his lighter and drew hard on the joint as the twisted paper at the end flamed, and then vanished, becoming a red circle of glowing tobacco. There was a pause, then he lifted the joint from his lips and blew out a large stream of smoke. Twice more he drew on the joint, then holding it between finger and thumb, he flicked his hand palm upwards towards Stella, offering her the joint. Stella stared at it like a rabbit in headlights. Chris breathed in through his nose, held it for a second and then blew out an impressive cloud of smoke.

“Want a go?” he said, his voice strangely higher pitched. “It’s good, Lebanese.” He blinked and then leaned back, looking at her in amazement. “Oh, you don’t, or you haven’t yet?” he asked, as if it had just dawned on him that there could be people in his world that didn’t smoke dope.

Stella blushed and reached tentatively for the joint.

Chris started to move his hand away, then stopped. “Are you sure? You might like it,” he said laughing, then passed her the joint. He watched as Stella took it and placed it to her lips
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