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 Bad Boy Biker

 


My bike rumbles to a halt, the flat yanking
all the air from the tube in one mighty hiss.

“What the fuck?”

I'm angry. Always shit like this, people
leaving goddamn bottles outside these dive bars, pisses me off.

Rolling up off the hog, I stroll to the door
of the dump, slap the door open and look around.

“Who the hell threw their bottle
outside?”

Many men look to one another, but not one
dares mess with Carlos Moste. They know me. Not directly, but they
know OF me and I bet they are thinking that saying nothing is going
to result in a little less collateral damage.

I take a step towards the nearest table, but
a hand comes down on my huge shoulder. For a second I'm surprised.
It's been months since someone had the balls to take me on straight
up. Then I note that the hand is small and feminine, not scarred
and battle worn like my own.

“You want something lady?”

She comes into view. I'm shaking from rage
at the time, but when I see her that rages stills from a heavy rock
anthem to something more akin to a the warm buzz of bees ringing in
my ears.

“Who?”

I don't even add the rest of the sentence.
This woman... rarely have I seen anyone this arousing in my travels
across the state, causing trouble for the most part and living life
on the very edge of what could be considered legal.

“I'm Kathy. You're Carlos, aren't you?”

“I am.”

The top she is wearing is one of those tube
tops that are barely thick enough to hide what is underneath. Kathy
is not wearing a bra and her nipples, small and perky, are sticking
through the fabric. I stare at them for a time, not hearing the
words that she is speaking. How does she get her skin to be so
smooth and flawless? Women with tans like this usually have sun
spots, freckles, whatnot. This woman's skin, from the tiny pair of
shorts she's wearing, matched with silver slut heels and black see
through stockings, to the base of the tube top, her flat stomach on
display, a small ring of gold hooped through her belly button and
the flesh above, is sexy as hell. My dick gets hard enough in those
seconds of enjoying her appearance that the chaps I'm wearing
become tight.

“I'm looking for a ride, big boy.”

For the first time I notice that she's not
looking at my face either. I'm hung in a way that few men in this
world are and when I get hard, it shows to the point where most
women make their purchasing decision right there on the spot.

“Really?” My voice raises in interest on the
end of the word.

“Yeah, you know a guy with a bike that could
give me a ride.”

I think to my flat tire.

“I think I do.”

Walking over to a stupid looking yuppie with
Ride For Life printed on his yuppie
t-shirt, I reach out, take him by the neck, search his pockets as
he chokes and put him back down.

“I'll have it back to you in 2 hours, mate.
You sit tight and have some drinks.”

The cool minted swish of $200 in big notes
swishes off the table.

“For your time.”

Leaving him in a tricky situation: Does he
believe me, which he should in this case, and let me take whatever
piece of shit he has parked out from for a spin, drinking on my
money at the same time, or does he call the pigs and have them ruin
my day and, later on this week sometime, his life? Hard choice, but
I see that his new friends are filling him in on the person who
just spoke to him and by the look of shock, fear and concern on his
face, I'd say that he'll be letting things slide this time.

We exit.

“Nice day for a ride,” she says.

I push the alarm beeper on the key ring and
a ugly hog – a yuppie hog – makes some kind of squirrel noise.

“Interesting choice of sound.”

We walk over and she hops on the back. I
roll out and take it up to high speed. Hurtling along the highway,
kids in their parents' safe little wagons watching on in awe, I'm
looking for a place to do her when that sweet little hand slips
around and slides down the front of my leathers to the zipper –
seductively lowering it – and her fingers tickle the flesh of the
base of my cock.

“I heard you were big...” I hear. The rest
is lost in the roar of the engine and the rush of blood in my ears
as we pass speeds where cars slip by like colored lights on a
Christmas tree.

She strokes my cock and teases it out.
There's no way this hot little bike whore is going to get to the
tip, but she gives the bottom half of my shaft a long and wild hand
job until we come to the very top of a steep hill to find a small
parking space (the driveway of some rich man's house).

“This is your place?”

“Nah, we'll do it here.”

The sexy woman glances at the tree line. The
big house in the distance is a ways away and there's no one about
to be seeing us having fun. I figure this sexy minx is thinking
that, even though this is rather slutty to do, she's going to fuck
me raw and hot because this big cock is unmissable.

“I'm going to split you open,” I
promise.

That sells it. Throwing a leg off the back
of the hog, she comes around side and starts yanking out cock like
a man pulling a python from a bag.

“This fucking dick,” she murmurs, “How much
more to go?”

My tip is curcumsized. Her lips cover it and
I hammer her face down. The woman is standing beside the bike with
me holding the thing up with my feet on the ground. It's the
perfect situation to feel some cunt.

“Pull these down.”

With the kind of finese a woman who gets
around has, she drops her shorts, reveals her lack of pussy hair
and panties, but shows off a nice hawk tattoo where the hair should
have been. I slip two fingers in her.

“You fuck a lot?”

“I like cock.”

No embarrassment there.

Racking her cunt with my fingers, we get to
the point where things are getting out of hand quite quickly. The
need to put the bike's stand up, one either side on this model,
comes when I nearly tip over due to the pleasure of all the
slurping she's doing.

“Fuck woman, you suck like a vacuum
cleaner.”

In those moments of tenderness, we say the
the most stupid of things.

I take her by the hips, lift her up on the
handle bars and slide back down the seat to stare at her cunt.

“This is going to taste good,” I decide.

My fat tongue penetrates her pussy. She runs
her hands down to my head and through my hair. It feels good and I
moan in pleasure as I run my tongue over the swell of her clit,
tasting the slick must of her juices and enjoying the slippery
nature of the smooth flesh there, before stopping to rotate on that
wonderful object of female pleasure as one set of fingers holds her
pussy lips wide open and the other, three at this time but still
not enough to prepare her for what's coming (I like to leave them
tight but not too tight to surprise them), fingers her to the
middle knuckles of the hand.

“Yes,” she moans.

Her voice is rich and willing. I come up for
just a moment to share our first kiss. She stops me on the way back
down to lick her own juice off my cheeks.

“Filthy woman.”

Puling her further down, I take the tip of
my massive, swollen titan cock and push it in. Sometimes I wonder
about why my parents had the flesh cut off the end, but at times
like this – friction so intense that it stings – having a foreskin
would be a considerable disability.

I enter. She's tight, smarting and wet
enough to make the yuppies bike stink of cunt (explain that one to
his wife, haha.) I draw back and let my balls lazily travel the
distance of the leather. It feels good because right now they are
hanging low and full. I've been on the road transporting 'various
things' and getting into lots of fights and haven't come across a
road whore that I wanted to fuck. This little hottie, therefore, is
quite the catch and I'm already starting to warm to her as it looks
like she's got quite the deep cunt. This is revealed by the fact
that I can only see a quarter of my cock left to go inside with no
further space to force things inward.

Yuppie's hog has decent suspension I notice
as I slide forwards and back, feeling the softness of her insides
contract like two hands closing into fists around the solid shaft
of a cock. Kathy, or whatever her real name is, has a way about her
that turns me on.

Her hips jiggle.

Her eyes widen.

Those tits, now exposed by my own hand,
wiggle back and forward.

It is the moment that I lift her upwards and
push my dick downward into the fleshy wall that separates her ass
from cunt that I learn something wonderful.

Her cry is loud enough to be heard at the
house a good two dozen meters away.

“You like that?”

Her eyes say it all.

Turning her over is nothing.

I stare down at her asshole with my dick
back in her cunt.

“Hmmm... like this?”

Two fingers, lubricated from the juices of
her pussy that have been leaking down her ass, are inserted to the
knuckles. Immediately things begin tightening up down below.

“Ohhhh... Now that is something,” I
murmur.

Fingering her violently from the top and
slow fucking her cunt, I get quite the ride. This woman, her words
were “I'm looking for a ride” but it's me that is getting it. There
is no doubt that she's a fine fuck and the wilder things get the
more she responds. I soon have three fingers knuckle deep in her
ass and have brought myself up enough that my full balls hammer up
against her clit with every single strike. It is a delicious moment
that makes the mind wander and the heart flare.

When her orgasm comes, I am shocked. For a
second I think she's taken a pair of scissors to my cock, but, in
actuality, that subtle stirring has become a volcanic eruption. A
line of piss flows down to the yuppie's bike, but I pay it no head.
Borrowed wheels never get the same treatment as a man's pride and
joy.

Continuing my good work, I come to the point
where I too cannot hold back any longer. My dick slides out and I
paste the fingers that are still plunging into her ass with my cum.
It slips into her ass and lubricates the hole some. She moans in
pleasure and I pause to catch my breath as I drip off the last few
drops of juice from the end of my cock.

“Wonderful.”

That's how I feel about things.

She pants something back at me, but the
sirens suddenly come into full tune.

“Cops...”

It won't be the yuppie, but the house's
owner must have heard us bellowing like filthy pigs in a pig
pen.

My lay grabs up her gear and jumps on back
buck naked. We speed past the cops coming up the hill in their
cruiser
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