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Preface
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Presented here for your enjoyment are three tales of speed, motorbikes and fast women.

Unconnected in themselves, the stories have one thing in common, the female heroines all ride motorbikes, and all three tales are set in the United Kingdom, in world that existed in my youth and is probably gone now forever.

Annika - Ride of My Life

Step into the raw, uninhibited world of ’Annika, Ride of my Life’, a story that throws together two seemingly mismatched souls at a motorbike rally and ignites an explosive connection built on intense physical passion and surprising emotional depth. Annika, who sees herself as dumpy with unattractive, sagging breasts, and Kevin, a witty man looking for something more than his stale relationship. Their encounter starts casually in a smoky pub, but quickly escalates to Annika’s tent. What follows is a night of shockingly explicit and adventurous sex, pushing boundaries neither expected. Kevin is instantly captivated by Annika, particularly her eyes and blonde hair, but surprisingly, also her breasts, which he finds ‘gorgeous’ and ‘wonderful’. Annika, unaccustomed to male attention, especially regarding her body, is equally amazed by Kevin’s impressive girth and seemingly inexhaustible stamina. The narrative plunges into graphic detail: her oral sex on him, including swallowing his cum, his intense pleasure in suckling her nipples, their mutual exploration and multiple orgasms throughout the night. This is not just casual sex; it’s a mutual unveiling of desires. Beyond the tent, the intensity doesn’t wane. When Kevin visits Annika’s home, the sexual encounters become even more daring and revealing. Highlights include sex over a washing machine during its spin cycle, shower sex, and the introduction of sex toys like vibrators and dildos, which Annika uses to explore her own intense needs. A truly unique element unfolds as Annika reveals she lactates easily and has been pumping her breasts. Kevin is not only unfazed but enthusiastically incorporates suckling her milk into their intimacy, finding it incredibly arousing and central to their connection. This vulnerability from Annika is met with Kevin’s genuine appreciation. The story explores deeper territory as they navigate their contrasting personalities and pasts. Annika, fiercely independent and a skilled motorbike enthusiast who restores and sells vintage bikes, reveals her desires for intense physical experiences, including wanting to be tied down and vibrated until she passes out. Kevin, amazed but not intimidated, finds himself falling for her blunt honesty and adventurous spirit, qualities lacking in his previous relationships. Despite their short time together, their bond deepens. They discuss their pasts, fears, and the future, finding compatibility in unexpected places, including a shared lack of desire for children. The raw, explicit sex becomes intertwined with burgeoning love and acceptance. ‘Annika, Ride of my Life’ is a bold, explicit, and surprisingly tender story about two people finding each other amidst a whirlwind of intense passion and adventurous sex. It challenges conventional notions of beauty and desire, showcasing a relationship built on mutual acceptance, uninhibited pleasure, and the courage to embrace an extraordinary connection. Will their unique bond be strong enough to forge a lasting future? Dive in to discover a love story where boundaries are not just pushed, but obliterated, leading to ecstatic highs and profound intimacy.

Veronica - Sex and Speed

They met by chance as he rode his motorcycle through the country lanes at speed on a beautiful summer’s day. She was beautiful and willing, but her brief past had taught her young body to expect nothing after sex but abuse and abandonment. Could a love of high speed motorcycles and excitement unite them. Could Veronica come to accept love and that sex could be exploratory and exciting? Had Dave finally found the woman of his dreams?

Vibration for Stella

The thrill of the ride was only the beginning. Stella thought she knew what she wanted: a leather jacket, an Easy Rider poster on her wall, and a real man on a thudding V-twin motorcycle. But after her first foray into the biker world ends in bitter disappointment, she is ready to swear off the lifestyle for good. Then she meets Chris. Chris doesn’t fit the outlaw stereotype. He is charming, well-spoken, and rides an ancient bag of nails - a vintage Triumph Speed Twin that doesn’t just shake; it sings with a synchronous rhythm. From the very first gear change, the machine’s perfect vibration awakens sensations Stella never knew possible, turning every winding road into a journey of high-octane ecstasy. Chris isn’t looking for a quick thrill; he is a gentleman who appreciates good engineering and is determined to worship the visceral beauty Stella hides beneath her second-hand leather. Swept into a hazy, intoxicating world of midnight parties, high-fidelity sound, and the roar of the exhaust, Stella discovers that true passion is a delicate balance of precision and power. But Stella soon discovers that Chris’s heart is as expansive as the open road. When his fragile neighbour, Jenny, turns to him for the comfort and support she so desperately lacks in her own life, Stella is faced with a choice that challenges everything she thought she knew about love and loyalty. Instead of a rivalry, Stella finds a kindred spirit. Recognizing Jenny’s need for a rescue, Stella chooses to embrace a new kind of freedom, one where boundaries are pushed and passion is shared. Together, the three of them embark on a boundary-pushing journey of discovery, with the synchronized beat of three hearts finding solace in each other’s arms. From peg-scraping bends to a weekend of boundary-pushing discoveries, Stella learns that the ultimate thrill isn’t found in an image - it’s found in the man who knows exactly how to tune her heart. Prepare for a journey where every gear shift is a revelation and the roar of the engine is the only music that matters.

First published as:
Annika - Ride of my Life

2024-08-15

ISBN: 9798227487230

Vibration for Stella
2026-02-26
ISBN: 9798233553813

Veronica - Sex and Speed

2023-11-16

ISBN: 9798215248256
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Chapter 1 - Nowhere Else to Sit
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Annika would later look back at that night as probably the best night of her life. Yet it had started out as just a pretty average evening.

Short, dumpy, with shoulder-length, straw blond hair and piercing ice-blue eyes, Annika kept what she considered her unattractive, pendulous and sagging boobs well hidden under a range of huge, woolly pullovers. Wearing jeans that were comfortable rather than shapely, and having what she viewed as wide hips and a comfortably padded backside, she didn’t dress to attract admiring glances. At least, not until that night. The night she turned up at the ’Roger the Dead Camel’ motorbike rally, put up her tent and mooched over to the pub to drink and listen to other people’s tales of exciting motorbike bourne adventures and exaggerated bravado. Drifting around the room, she finally settled at a table that was wreathed in aromatic smoke. A pair of warm brown eyes looked out from a face framed and covered in hair.

“Evening,” said Kevin, instantly attracted to the eyes and blond hair of the beauty that sat before him.

Annika smiled, took a mouthful of her pint and looked at the other reprobate sitting with a pint in one hand, a joint in the other, and nothing cognitively functioning between.

“Ignore him, he’s bladdered. I’m Kevin.” A relatively clean hand extended across the table, the arm shrouded in a worn leather jacket.

“Annika,” she replied, non-committally.

“No where else to sit?”

The question could have been taken as a challenge, a dismissal, but his eyes gave away Kevin’s interest.

“Not a deal of choice,” she admitted defensively.

Kevin opened his baccy tin, stuck three Blue Rizla papers together and proceeded to skin up, crumbling in a healthy quantity of dark resin. He offered her the unlit joint and flicked open his Zippo lighter. The flame gutted smokily, obviously running on petrol rather than lighter fuel.

Annika looked at him for a moment, then took the joint, pushed the end into the clean part of the flame and inhaled. Kevin moved the lighter to one side, wafting it under the joint his companion still clutched. Smoke billowed as the joint was re-lit, there was a cough, and the semi comatose biker emptied his glass before slumping back, face down, onto the table.

“He’s happy,” smiled Kevin, accepting the joint from Annika.

“Fuck me, that’s good,” she said hoarsely, trying not to cough and hastily taking a sip of her beer. “What are you riding?” Annika asked, deciding she was interested enough to start up a conversation.

“You, with any luck,” quipped Kevin, quick as a flash, in what was obviously a stock response. “Sorry, a leaky Beeza A7, his actually, my Bonnie’s in bits, as usual. You?”

“Guzzi Le Mans”

“Nice,” Kevin’s eyes opened wider, displaying his surprise and admiration. “Sorry about the ’you’ quip.”

Annika waved her hand in dismissal. “Buy me another pint and let’s see what happens, eh?” She winked and leant back in her chair, surveying the room.

Kevin lurched from his seat, drained his glass, waited whilst Annika finished hers. “Don’t go away,” he said, and lurched off in the direction of the bar.

“Watch him, he’ll have your knickers down, and you’ll never see him again. He’s got a girlfriend with huge knockers at home, but she doesn’t like camping, prefers a well sprung, clean bed.”

“You’d know, would you?” Annika, had a sudden insight. Kevin’s companion was not a comatose as he appeared. Was it all an act? “And you, who’s waiting for you, back home? Sorry, I didn’t get your name?”

“Duds, is what most people use.”

At that point, Kevin reappeared, three pints clutched in his hands and the joint still hanging from the corner of his mouth. Duds took a long draught from his glass and slumped back onto the table. Obviously, the conversation was over.

Kevin, Annika decided, was witty and charming. Even pissed and stoned, his mind was rapier quick, eloquent and full of amusing tales, and as the evening drew on, she felt herself more and more drawn to him. The pub warmed up too, first jackets and then pullovers were removed. As she pulled hers over her eyes, she could see him staring quite blatantly at her breasts, or the lack of them as they hung braless in her T-shirt.

“Nothing to look at there,” she rebuked.

“I wouldn’t say that. Looked very interesting to me.”

Annika blushed. “You’d be more disappointed than interested, I assure you.” She picked up her pint and took another swallow.

“I’ll be the judge of that, I think. How about you invite me back to your tent, and we’ll find out?”

“Oh, you’d like that, would you?”

“Yes.”

The answer was straight and had a truthful edge. Perhaps he would be interested to see her boobs.

“You’ll be the first, if you are.”

“Their loss.” Kevin raised his glass and toasted her.

Annika took a sip and watched him carefully as he got up and moved around to her side of the table to sit beside her on the old settle that backed up to the pub’s stone wall. He sipped from his pint, resting his hand on her thigh.

Annika didn’t remove it, but turned to look at him. “Sure of yourself, aren’t you?”

“I’ve just met a truly beautiful woman, I don’t see much point in wasting time being coy. Or do you have a boyfriend, or husband, tucked away somewhere?”

“No, do you?”

“No, no boyfriends, not ever.”

“Oh, aren’t you the wit? Do you have a girlfriend?” Annika decided now was the time to ask, to test Dud’s assertion, or to at least see if Kevin was a blatant liar.

“I live with a woman, yes, but she’s having an affair and thinks I don’t know, but I do. I’m just waiting to see if she leaves or if she expects me to walk when I ’find out’.” Kevin looked deep into Annika’s icy blue eyes. “I’ve not had sex for months.”

“Shall we do something about that?” Annika surprised herself with her reply. She wasn’t a virgin by a long chalk, but it had been a while, men just weren’t normally interested in her, nor her in them. But Kevin had an animal attraction and he was clearly interested, his eyes never stopped roaming her body.

Kevin picked up his pint, and put it down empty.

“No time like the present. It will have to be your tent, I’m sharing with Duds, and he snores.”

Annika found herself giggling, suddenly feeling like a silly schoolgirl being offered a chance to do something naughty, rather than the hardened, bored cynic she normally portrayed herself as, using it as a shield against disappointment.

“We’ll fetch my sleeping bag on the way. Duds!” Kevin reached across the table and shook his mate by the shoulder. “I’m going back to hers, will you make it back to the tent alright?”

“Go, I’ll be right,” slurred the gravelly voice. His head lifted and he toked on the extinguished joint. Kevin flicked out his Zippo, waiting whilst Duds puffed the spliff back into life. “Go, don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“Like fuck another man’s wife?” whispered Annika with a sudden imagined insight. Duds glared at her and she turned to look at Kevin, who either hadn’t heard or had chosen not to. He turned and headed for the door.

“Bloody cold out here,” Kevin opined as Annika unzipped her tent, took his sleeping bag from him and threw it inside.

“Well, hang on whilst I see if these two zip together, then you can come and join me.” She turned on a torch.

Kevin watched the silhouette of Annika, zipping sleeping bags together through the side of the tent. He watched as she wriggled out of her jeans before climbing into the joined doss bags. Sitting up, she pulled her T-shirt over her head and just as he was trying to appraise the size of her breasts, the light went out.

“Are you staying out there all night or what?”

Like a rat up a drainpipe, Kevin knelt into the darkened tent, pulled off his leather, pullover and T-shirt, bundled them and tossed them to the far end as a pillow. Shivering in the cold night air, he turned and sat on the foot of their improvised bed, took off his boots and jeans and then zipped the outer and inner tent. In the gloom, he could see that Annika was sitting up, clutching the bedding to her chest, waiting for him to get in. Pushing his feet deep into the cold bag, he pulled the zip up and put his head on his pillow.

“Come on then, let me see what you’ve been hiding all night.”

Nervously, Annika lay down beside him, leant forward and kissed him. Kevin kissed her back, surprisingly softly and she felt his cold hand rest on her hip and pull her towards him. As their kiss became more passionate, she rested against him and could feel something sticking into her thigh. Before she could investigate, Kevin’s hand moved across her belly and touched the end of her breast. Fingers explored the end, roaming over the areola and then, with a gasp, touching the cold, hard nipple. Kevin’s hand closed around the end of her pendulous breast and his head drew back, breaking their kiss.

“Wow!”

“I said you’d be disappointed, leave them, come here.”

“Bugger that,” declared Kevin, vanishing downwards, his lips tracing a line of kisses down her neck, over her clavicle, down her sternum and then lifting to kiss a nipple as he raised a boob to his lips. The first kiss was delicate, reverential and followed by his tongue tracing her areola, circling the nipple in expanding circles as he sought to determine the size of it. Suddenly he was kneeling over her, both her boobs lifted from her chest and raised to his lips, as he switched from one hard nipple to the other, smothering them with kisses.

“Oh my god, you’re fuckin’ gorgeous. What fuckin’ superb tits.”

“Don’t take the piss,” said Annika, sure this had to be some sort of ploy. “Please.”

“I’m not, you’ve got wonderful tits. Have you ever had it from behind whilst bent over facing a mirror?”

“No!” Annika replied, startled at the suggestion.

“Well, we’re going to, and that’s a promise.” His head sank back down, resuming the licking and sucking.

Annika was now really aroused, as she began to believe he actually did like her saggy dugs. She reached down, touched his leg, and then felt across the front of his Y-fronts. Suddenly, it was her turn to gasp.
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Chapter 2 - Width
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Annika gasped as her hand brushed over Kevin’s cock, startled at the apparent size of it. Quickly, her hand grabbed the waistband of his Y-fronts and tugged them down, freeing the monster. It lunged forward heavily. Even in the semi-dark of the tent, she could see that while it wasn’t hugely long, it was impressively wide. Very wide. Her hands grasped it, one from either side, neither being able to encircle it alone. It had to be at least twice as wide and twice as thick as any she’d ever seen before. Her hands stroked it gently up and down, causing Kevin to groan with pleasure. Pulling the foreskin all the way back, she rubbed a thumb over the smooth, dry, rubbery skin of the engorged dome.

“Oh my god! Can I suck it?” Annika was surprised to hear herself ask. How would she even get her mouth around it?

Lowering her boobs gently to her chest, as if he was holding something delicate and of great value, Kevin released her and unzipped the sleeping bags. Getting to his knees, whilst bending over below the low ridge-pole of the tent, he pushed his pants down, lifting one knee at a time and then kicking them off. Suddenly there was no doubt in Annika’s mind about what was going to happen, what had to happen, and she sat up and took off her own panties. She put one leg either side of Kevin’s, spreading her pussy wide before him and then leant forward, and kissed his cock.

Kevin remained completely still, on his knees and bent over as Annika manoeuvred beneath him until she could get her mouth to his cock. Her tongue licked back and forth over the glans, wetting it before, having kissed it a couple of times, she opened wide and trying not to scrape it with her teeth, pressed forward, sucking it into her mouth. Her jaw ached, she’d never tried to get something this big past her lips before, and for a moment she thought her jaw was going to either lock up or dislocate.

Kevin’s cock was clean and just the faintest bit salty. She sucked gently, and her hands rubbed his shaft with short, slow strokes.

“Oh Christ!” gasped Kevin.

Annika pulled back, her jaw muscles grateful for a chance to relax. “Are you going to cum?” she asked.

“If you do much of that, it’s been a long time. I told you. You’re wonderful.”

“You’re so big,” giggled Annika. “You can if you want. Cum. I’d like it.”

“Really?” Kevin replied, surprised at her offer, but before he could doubt her words, he felt her lips surround him again, pressing down until they were around the rim of his bell-end. And then, as she sucked hard, her hands started on his shaft with short, rapid, strokes.

“Oh jeezus, I am going to cum,” Kevin hissed as a final warning, giving her a last chance to retreat, but Annika wasn’t stopping. The sucking and stroking continued for another couple of seconds, and then he was cumming, firing thick, creamy cum into the back of Annika’s mouth.

Annika never even coughed, although she was surprised at the volume and the taste of the thick, creamy jizz. She swallowed, once, twice, three times and then, after sucking and squeezing out the last drop of his ejaculate, she let him go and lay back against her makeshift pillow, smiling like the cat that had got the cream. She licked her lips and was astounded when Kevin followed her down, lay beside her and then rolled over and kissed her. One of his hands was squeezing a boob and his tongue was pushing into her mouth. She kissed him and opened her lips with surprise. Kevin’s lips pressed against hers and his remarkably agile tongue roamed her mouth, tracing the lines of her teeth and then tangling with her own tongue, as he pressed against her with real hunger. So focused and surprised was she that he would go anywhere near her mouth so soon after she had sucked him off, that for a few seconds, she didn’t notice that his hand had released her breast and then traversed her belly. Now it was lying with the palm resting on her mat of blond, curly pubes, whilst his middle finger stroked her labia and clit.

“Stop it, you’ll get me going,” she hissed as his lips finally lifted from hers. She didn’t want to get wound up and then have to wait to see if his cock ever got hard again.

“It’s alright, I’ve got condoms.” Kevin’s other hand was rummaging in his pillow, finally bringing out a three pack and waving it in front of her face.

Annika snatched it from him. “Okay, let me know when you’re ready,” she mocked.

“Oh, I’m ready,” said Kevin smugly, “I’ll just give you a little licking first, get you nice and wet.”

“God! No!” gasped Annika, reaching for his cock with her free hand and finding to her amazement that it was just as hard as it had been before. “How come?” she gasped in amazement.

“You, your tits, you’re so sexy, I want to fuck you so much.”

Annika didn’t need asking twice and, using teeth and fingers, she tore open the foil packet, and holding his cock in one hand, rolled the condom over it with the other. He truly wasn’t very long, probably well less than six inches. Even as erect as he was, he was short, but the girth was so impressive that she could feel how stretched the prophylactic was as she rolled it down to his shaven pubic mound. One hand grasped his balls. They were big and heavy and also shaven, and all of a sudden she wondered if he minded that she wasn’t.

“Come on then,” she said eagerly, spreading her legs and waiting until Kevin lay between them, before placing her hands on his shoulders and waiting with sudden trepidation.

“You’re so beautiful,” said Kevin, leaning over her and resting his stomach on hers, hip bones to hip bones, seemingly in no rush to defile her. He kissed her again, and then she felt him lift from her and the first exploratory touch. He rubbed the tip of his cock up and down her vulva, pressing it between her lips and guiding it to her vagina. Resting against her, Kevin whispered, “Ready?”

Annika nodded, forced herself to relax and tried to not tense her muscles. Pressure built, as something huge tried to force itself in to her. She gasped, her hand pressed down to replace his, perfecting the angle as she spread her legs even wider. And then he was in, past her entrance and spreading her wider than she’d ever been spread. She gasped and he stopped.

“Hurt?”

“No,” she lied, “just slowly until it’s in.”

She relaxed again, and again he pressed into her, deeper and deeper, filling her beyond her imagination. It wasn’t actually hurting now, it was just big. The condom was lubricated, and she was incredibly wet, she hadn’t realised how turned on and wet she had become.

“Oh god,” she groaned as he finally stopped moving, his hips pressed to hers. “You are so big.”

“Enough?”

“Oh plenty, don’t you worry, just go gently.”

“Okay,” replied Kevin and pushed himself up with his palms on the floor, his hips lifting as he pulled back, paused and then pushed back in. Back, and in, back, and in. He was setting a rhythm now, speeding and then slowing in tune with the way her body moved with him, Suddenly she realised they were moving together with perfect synchronicity, and she was getting the fuck of her life. Her hands went to her tits, scooping them from her armpits to press them into a sort of cleavage on her chest.

“I love your tits, I want to suck your wonderful nipples forever,” gasped Kevin breathlessly.

“Probably won’t,” replied Annika.

“Why ever not?” conversed Kevin, his stroke rhythm never altering as their bodies rocked back and forth together. “Your nipples are perfect, so suckable, like two big, firm Rolos.”

“Because if you play with them or suck them much, they will get milky. I lactate really easily.”

“Oh my god, my perfect woman!” Kevin exclaimed, and his thrusting shifted up a gear, hammering at her now.

“Oh god!” gasped Annika, “Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god.” Her exclamations came with every thrust and seemed to excite Kevin even more as he thrust on and on and on, into the night. “Oh god, don’t you ever cum,” she groaned, “oh god, Kevin, please cum.”

“Ladies first,” he replied, fucking yet harder and faster.

Annika raised her legs, wrapped them around him, pulled his thrusting body to hers, pressed him to her so that he was rubbing against her clit, and started to cum.

“I’m cumming...” she sighed, her body hanging on to every movement, poised on the edge of a cataclysmic cliff.

“Yes?” panted Kevin.

“Yes,” she pleaded.

Kevin thrust deeper than before, pressed against her as she felt his cock start to pulse, triggering her own orgasm as his cum filled the teat pushed so deep into her body.

“Aaaahhhhrrrr!” Her moan of orgasmic contentment was long and drawn out, and momentarily she didn’t care who heard her. From outside, a girl giggled at the sound of her orgasm and away in the distance, someone clapped appreciatively. Annika blushed with embarrassment and hugged Kevin to her, kissing him passionately.

Eventually she felt him soften within her, and she released him, felt him hold the Johnny to his flaccid cock and pull it out of her, the teat heavy and full. Kevin rolled onto his back, still panting.

“That was fantastic,” Annika enthused.

“Give me a minute, and we can do it again if you want?”

“Again?” she asked, astounded.

“Yes, as often as you want,” he replied, and she could hear the incredulity in his voice at the thought that once would be it, just as there was in hers that she’d get another go. “Have you got that torch? I’ll skin up and we can have a relaxing doobie before we do, if you want.”

Annika fished around and turned it on. Suddenly the tent was lit up, so bright after the darkness of the night.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 - Again
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“Oh, wow,” said Kevin under his breath, almost silently, his eyes staring pointedly at her breasts. In reflex, she clamped an arm across them, ashamed at their shape. Delicately, Kevin took hold of her wrist and pulled her arm away. “Don’t you’ve got the most beautiful breasts.”

“You’re weird, no one else likes them.”

“Why, because they are not round and plastic and up under your chin and so obviously false? You’ve been brainwashed by the media if you think they are not perfect.”

Annika smiled shyly at his words and slowly lowered her arm, releasing her boobs. Kevin sprang up, sat astride her legs and scooped up her boobs with his hands, his thumbs stroking their sides as he bent his head down and sucked at each nipple in turn.

“They’re perfect.”

“Don’t be stupid, they’re small and very saggy.”

“Nonsense, who told you that? You have such a wonderful pair of hangers. And not only that, you have a pair of the most incredible, massively suckable, delectable, oh-my-god-I-love-them-so-much nipples. And you’ve got really dark, really spectacular areolae. How on earth do you manage that with your perfect, pale skin. Oh my god, you’re perfect!” He bent and sucked each nipple in turn again, this time rolling them between his lips, his tongue toying with them. “My god, I want to cum all over them and lick it off.”

“My god, you’re serious! And you’re hard again!”

“Of course, who wouldn’t be?” Kevin asserted, dipping his head back to her boobs, now rolling her nipples between finger and thumb before sucking them enthusiastically.

Annika sighed with pleasure and her hand strayed to his cock, trailing her fingers up and down the length before stroking it gently. “Do you really want to do it again?”

Kevin replied by lifting his lips to hers, pushing her back and down whilst he reached for the condoms, extracting another and rolling it on, as between them, they wriggled into position. Annika was ready for him this time, the fingers of one hand spreading her vulva open whilst the other guided him in. She grunted as he pushed into her and wriggled to get comfortable on the hard floor of the tent.

“You are gorgeous, you know?” asserted Kevin quietly as he started to gently rock his hips back and forth, slowly shagging her, this time with a great deal more pressure applied to her as, instead of just fucking in and out, he pressed into her and then rocked. He was as deep as he was going to get. “Deep enough?” he whispered.

Annika considered this for an instant. He wasn’t as deep as some, but he was so much wider, stretching her even this second time, and that was so much nicer than just pushing in deep until it did hurt. And his pressure and rocking was causing some real stimulation to her clitoris. If he kept this up much longer, she was really going to cum this time. She reached over and turned off the torch, then pulled his mouth back to hers.

As the light went out, Kevin concentrated on his shagging. Annika was really tight and even with the condom on, he knew he wasn’t going to last very long, even this third time. Perhaps next time would be better, it would have to be, he only had three condoms. And that was a pity, he really liked Annika, like her already better than any woman he’d had before. There was something about her that he couldn’t quite put his finger on, that really attracted him. Apart from her lovely tits. She wasn’t fat, but she was definitely comfortable to press against, no bones sticking out, and she had a spectacular arse in jeans. I’d very much like to fuck her doggy style with the lights on, he thought. And what had she meant by easily lactating?

“Oh god,” she moaned, wriggling beneath him, “oh god, oh god, oh god.”

Her hands pulled his head to the side of hers and her whispered moans were delivered right into his ear, as his face was pressed into the pillow of her leather jacket. He could smell her, and patchouli oil on the leather. She wasn’t wearing perfume, there was just a hint of shampoo and her natural aroma. He turned his face and nuzzled the side of her head, kissing her ear and then sucking her ear lobe as his hips continued the shag.

“Ooooh god” she moaned and as one hand pulled his head to hers, the fingernails of the other dug into his buttock. “Oh my fuckin’ Christ, you’re going to make me cum, oh god.”

For an instant, Kevin thought she sounded surprised, but then her hips started thrusting up at him each time he rocked forward.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god, fuck!”

Suddenly she was clinging to him, her body shaking. Kevin pushed up with his arms, looking down at her. In the gloom, he could see the whites of her eyes flashing as she stared at him, blinking.

“Oh god, fuck me, fuck me.”

The instruction was clear, and he felt her knees raise up alongside him. He lifted himself up and shifted from the gentle rocking shag that he’d been enjoying and had obviously got her there, to a pounding fuck that that would push him quickly over the top.

She was tight and moist, and the condom added unnecessary lubrication whilst removing sensation, but Kevin put his back into it, pounding her with everything he’d got.

“Oh fuckin’ hell, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, you big bastard, fuck me, yes, yes, yes, oh my god, oh god, oh god.”

Annika was vocal and enthusiastic. Momentarily, Kevin thought of his girlfriend, Helen back home and the way she lay beneath him, silent, as if putting up with it, waiting for it to be over.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god.” Annika sounded like she was going to cum again.

Her boobs were hanging to her sides, the downward facing nipples just visible in the dark patches described by her areolae. The sight of them was enough, the way that they shook and wobbled. Kevin came, thrusting into her and unloading into the condom, feeling the pressure of the spunk tightening the constricting sheath around his glans as he filled it.

They became still, looking at each other, and then gripping the condom to his cock, he slowly pulled out of her and rolled onto his back, lying beside her.

Annika lay still for a moment or two and then rolled over, lying across his chest, her boobs trapped between them. She looked at him and then kissed him briefly.

“Your girlfriend at home...” Annika started, sadly, not knowing where to go with this conversation.

“Not any more,” Kevin replied.

“Not because of me, I hope.”

“Well, it was over a while ago, I told you. But if it wasn’t, it would be now.”

“Oh, is that right? And why is that?”

“Because I want to see you again, and see a lot more of you.”

“Really?” she teased, knowing deep in her heart that she wanted to see him again as well. “I don’t even know where you live.”

“Can’t you tell from the accent?”

“Well, you’re not local from up here, somewhere down in the Midlands, I’d guess.”

“Litchfield.”

“I live in Burton, that’s only half an hour away. How come I’ve not seen you before on rallies?”

“Oh, I’ve seen you, mooching around at the back, trying to look invisible with that fantastic arse of yours hidden beneath a big pullover. I just never knew you had fantastic tits to go with it.”

“Oh really, and what would you have done about if you had known, not that I was going to get them out for all and sundry to laugh at.”

“Hmm, no one would be laughing, and do? Quite a lot more of what we just did, I’d hope.”

“Some do.”

“Some do what?” Kevin was lost, what comment had he missed? He reached for his baccy tin.

“Laugh at my tits. You’re the first to ever like them.”

“Really? Do you ever wear a bra?”

“Not any more. Not normally, not unless I’m exercising. It stops them getting in the way. I used to, mind. I had a nice push-up one once, expensive. Bought it for my first night with someone. He liked it, then I took it off, and he laughed.”

“What a total twat.” Kevin put down his baccy tin, rolled them over until she was on her back, and gathering her breasts together, kissed the nipples again. “Total twat. I bet they are quite impressive scooped up into push-up. I’d not laugh.” He sat back and completed the construction of the joint whilst Annika watched him.

“How do you do that in almost complete darkness?”

“Years of practice. But we’ve not seen if it burns and draws yet,” he said as his lighter flared. He inhaled deeply, the end of the joint glowing and lighting his face. He passed it to Annika and slumped back against his own leather pillow.

Annika sat up, took a drag and looked at him. “So what next?”

“Do you want to go on top?”

“Yes, but I meant tomorrow.”

“Give me your phone.”

Annika looked at him doubtfully and then pulled her phone from her jacket, unlocked it and passed over. Kevin took it and entered his number and address. He pressed send. Behind him, his own phone bleeped in response to the message.

“There, you can ring me anytime now.”

“What about her?”

“Soon as I get home, I’m going to tell her about you. If she gets on her high horse, I’ll tell her I know about her and Duds.”

“You know?”

“Of course. He’s only come this weekend because he was running out of excuses to stay home. The two of us used to go rallying every other weekend. Of late he’s had excuses and she’s been even more distant.”

Annika smiled and passed him the joint back and lay down, exhaling a cloud of smoke.

“I never thought I’d be the other woman.”

“You’re not. And you’re not breaking us up, perhaps just hastening the inevitable. Just one thing.”

“What?”

“If you are going on top, can we have the torch on, I want to look at you.”

“Me, or my tits.”

“Both!”
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Chapter 4 - On Top
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Pulling the sleeping bag over her shoulders and holding it there for warmth, Annika swung a leg over Kevin’s legs and sat astride his thighs. Picking up the torch, she turned it on and set it to one side, angled to shine up the side of the tent, casting a pale yellowish light over them. She looked down at his cock, which lay, semi-hard to one side, still wearing the condom. Lifting it delicately, she watched how the teat hung from the end, dangling, full of spunk.

“So much, even on your third cum.” Using both hands, she eased the condom off him, deftly tied a knot in it and threw it into a corner.

Her fingers delicately cradled his cock, pulling downwards so that the foreskin was retracted. Lifting one finger to her mouth she sucked it provocatively, and then with it holding a drop of spittle, she placed it on his frenulum and rubbed gently.

Kevin’s eyes widened and his mouth opened. Annika smiled and wet her finger again, this time tracing a line around the purple rim of his glans.

“That woke him up,” she smirked, as Kevin’s cock hardened in her grasp. “How come you get hard again so quickly.”

“It’s you, you are the very epitome of sexy.”

Annika blushed, wet her finger again and this time rubbed it over the dome of his glans before stroking his frenulum again, and then giving his cock a few rapid wanking strokes.

“Ahhhh,” moaned Kevin, shuddering in sudden delight. “This really isn’t fair on you, you know. You are giving me such delight and so far I’ve done nothing for you. You must think me very self-centred.”

“What?” whispered Annika back in surprise. “Apart from the orgasms, you mean.”

“Yes, but if we were in a bed with some space, I’d have at least tried to go down on you, given you some proper foreplay, perhaps a good fingering before we just got stuck in.”

“Oh, thank you for calling it just getting ‘stuck in’,” she replied, squeezing his cock enough to make him wince.

“You know what I mean. I didn’t exactly seduce you with romantic foreplay.”

“No, you seduced me with the sight of this monster. Stop apologising, I’m not complaining, am I? You can be delicate next time.”

Kevin didn’t challenge the implication that there would be a next time, but let it pass and smiled, puckering his lips until Annika leant forward and kissed him again. As her breasts hung down, and came within range, he slipped his hands between them and her chest, gripping them in the middle, squeezing them so that the ends bulged, the areolae stretched taut and smooth.

Annika sat up and Kevin released his grip, letting the weight of her tits settle into his palms.

“See? Pendulous, saggy boobs. Like a bloody cow.”

“Absolutely gorgeous,” Kevin retorted.

Annika sat back and looked at his cock, now rigid in
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