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*******************************


Freedom

That’s what it meant to me to be in this
biker gang. The freedom to go where we wanted. The freedom to ride
the open road with the wind in my hair. Freedom to drink. Freedom
to fight.

Freedom to fuck!

Who I wanted and when I wanted. And I had
quite a choice!

As we sped along the desert road, the flies
hitting my visor and the sun beating down on my bare arms, I looked
around me, taking in the muscular, tattooed, long haired bikers to
my left and my right. Each one of them a throbbing meat sack. Every
man with a big, unshaved cock in his oily denims. Yes, every one of
them would get his turn with me.

I pulled my arms tighter around Dan, my ride
for the day and gave him a squeeze. He put his hand on mine and we
held that position for a while as I nuzzled my cheek into his back,
hot skin on cold leather. I had never felt more alive.

I loved this life. A life that until very
recently was completely alien to me. Men who, just two short months
ago, would have scared me completely as they drove through my town,
whooping and hollering, taking over the nearest bar, shooting pool
and playing the juke box.

I reached around Dan to his pants and grabbed
a hold of the bulge in his crotch. He felt warm and hard, with a
satisfyingly large handful of flesh in my grip. As we drove, the
gruff bark of 50 Harley Davidsons ringing in my ears, I unbuttoned
his fly and dipped my hand into the opening. He was going commando,
of course, I had yet to fuck one of the gang that wasn’t. I wrapped
my hand around his hairy cock and felt it harden in my hand. It
satisfied me, to think that I was able to turn a man like this on
so quickly, to make him want me so much. He leaned his head back
and through his Mexican moustache whispered

“Do me baby”

We both knew that I would. It was the price
of a ride on one of these metal steeds.

I felt underneath his cock to his big hairy
ball sack. It was warm and tender in my hand. His balls circled in
my fingers as though they had a mind of their own. Like they were
breathing, coming to life. Then my fingers took back their rightful
place on his thick long shaft.

I pulled him out of his pants and gave myself
the room to carry out my task. I started to pull him, gently at
first, feeling his cock start to become warmer and fully hard. I
pulled more quickly now, feeling him throb and twitch. Up and down
I worked his shaft. I licked the fingers of my other hand and they
joined together on his cock, two hands, wetting the head of his
cock and working them around. In the past two months I had become
an expert on hand jobs! The convoy started to speed up and give us
some room at the back. This had become the protocol for the gang
when I started to work my magic. Even bikers like to give their
buddies some privacy. It was almost touching.

I started to feel the silky wet pre cum
forming on the end of his cock. I lubricated my fingers, letting
them slip around his cock as I pulled it back and forth in the hot
summer sun. He began to breath heavily, holding a dead straight
line on the road, never taking his eyes from the hot, dusty
concrete ahead. He put his head back slightly and smiled at me. I
kissed his neck, feeling turned on and horny as hell. I loved doing
this. I loved feeling the effect such an act had on men. I loved it
when they came!

He started to throb and twitch in my hand as
I speeded up the pulling. He was getting close now. His breathing
deepened, seeming to match the sound of his Hog as it tore down the
road. I got ready to feel the splash of hot cum on my fist. He
began to shake and twitch. I could feel my pussy well up with juice
as I began to squirm my hips upon the seat, my short leather skirt
riding up over my thighs, neatly trimmed landing strip for all to
see, my moist lips opened up and wetting the leather bike seat. I
went commando too!

He moaned and his stomach twitched, and I
felt the tell-tale warm splash of liquid on my fingers. He shot his
cum out onto us both, coating my hand and my forearm with his
molten milk.

“Uuuuggghhh fuck me!”

I lifted my finger to my mouth and drank a
mouthful of his cum. It tasted sweet and salty, an erotic
combination of flavours. I bit his ear. Hard. Pain when you cum. Is
there any better feeling. So erotic! I whispered

“Fuck me later, big boy”

 


*****************************

 


We carried on down the road, still with my
fingers wrapped around the cock, softening and returning to its
former shape in my hand. I began to drift away, my head leaning
against his powerful shoulders, the smell of worn-out leather and
cum in my nostrils. I thought back to how I had met and joined this
gang of renegade bikers, and how different my life had been just
two months before.

I was a kindergarten teacher and a wife.
Every morning I would leave my little 2 bedroom townhouse and drive
the 15 minutes to school. My husband was a sweet guy. Boring, but
sweet.

We had married far too young and too quickly.
A wave of optimism and euphoria had crashed us together. The high
school sweethearts, me the cheerleader, blonde hair and perfect
teeth. He the captain of the school football team, muscular and
perfect. All the girls wanted him, so when he asked me to go with
him to the Highschool prom, of course I said yes. I could almost
hear the wedding bells in my ears as we shared our first kiss, on a
dance floor streaming with coloured lights and spinning stars from
the mirror ball.

Our courtship followed the same pattern.
Drive in movies, burgers and shakes, and then when I finally hit
legal drinking age, the odd beer. Nothing to excess.

Even our lovemaking was as though it were our
parents making it. In fact, I was convinced that my Mom, a
sprightly 50 year old into her third marriage, had a lot more, and
a lot more exciting sex than I did. She was a sensible, grounded
woman, but under the apple-pie-baking persona that she exuded to
the local community, there was an experienced woman who knew a hell
of a lot about sexual satisfaction.

“Amanda, you need to get out there and sow a
few wild oats before you settle down” she said to me once.

I was shocked and intrigued. She was right of
course, but by that point in my life, just 19, I was already on a
collision course for Marriage and Kids-Ville. My career was mapped
out. James, my football playing stud jock had proposed to me, a
proposal which only a fool would turn down. My place in teacher
training was assured. It seemed like a comfortable, but boring life
was mine for the taking.

So it was that we settled down to suburbia.
Like good Americans. We went out on Saturdays. We had boring, twice
a week, missionary position sex. We saved for our house, we made
payments on the car, we decorated the nursery and waited for our
first baby.

We waited.

And we waited.

Then we had tests. Then ovulation charts.
Then more tests.

Nothing, it seemed, was wrong with either of
us. He shot grade A seed, which, once a year on his birthday, I
tasted. Yup, tasted fine to me (not that I had any experience of
anyone else, James being my first and only lay, until I met the
bikers of course). I was sending my eggs every month to be
fertilized, to meet up with the tadpoles coming their way from my
adoring husband.

Nothing.

I knew this made James sad and frustrated. I
knew that sometimes, instead of coming straight home from work, to
my lovingly home-cooked meal and his perfect, all-American
housewife, he would go to the bar and pound a few beers with his
buddies. I didn’t even mind, well not really anyways. He at least
had something which I envied. He had friends. He had a place to go
out.

He had excitement!

I wondered, looking back on the day that the
Renegade Bandits M.C. rolled into town, if I would have reacted
differently had I a little bun in the oven, or perhaps a toddler
rolling around at my feet. As it was, I was staring whistfully out
of my classroom window the day that Zac, Billy-Bob, Johson and the
others drifted into town, exhausts growling, modern-day cowboys
looking for a watering hole.

I wasn’t sure what it was that dragged me
over to the bar. Something took hold of me, standing there in my
prim Gingham blue dress and flat shoes, a far cry from the badass
leather mini skirt, sleeveless leather waistcoat and black lace bra
that I had on right now, riding on the back of Zac’s hog, cock in
my hand. I simply got up and walked out. There was no goodbye to
the class, sitting and staring up at me, wide-eyed and innocent. It
was as though some kind of tractor beam had dragged me out of my
classroom, out of the school main doors, past the quizzical looks
of the office manager, and the shouts of “Amanda, are you feeling
ok?” from my teacher colleagues.

I strode across the dusty main road,
completely oblivious to the oncoming traffic, screeching to a halt
around me, to where the Harley Davidsons, all chrome and cooling
engines, were glinting in the sunlight.

The bar was a pure western style saloon. The
owner, Jed, was a friend of James’, and he had installed the double
swinging doors just six months before, expressly for the purpose of
attracting more out-of-towners and the occasional tourist we got in
here, fresh off the desert, looking for that authentic ‘Old
Western’ feel. The tying posts and water trough outside, show only
of course, only added to the old west feel.

Normally the bar would be filled with easy
listening, 80’s and predominantly British sounding indie music, the
preferred soundtrack to the post-work drinks brigade that normally
frequented the bar. Today though, it was an altogether heavier mix.
Death metal, Iron Maiden, Slipknot and Nirvana blared out of the
jukebox, filling me with a sense of danger and excitement. I stood
outside for a moment in the hot midday sun, momentarily unsure of
myself, working out how I would make my entrance. A rush of
adrenaline filled me, taking me completely.

“Well Amanda, you have come this far. Let’s
change your life forever” my inner devil seemed to shout.

I stood outside the double-swing saloon bar
doors and smashed them open. The crack and rattle turned heads as I
walked in. The whole bar had gone from mid-town theme bar and
family eatery to the devil’s drinking hole. No one, but no one was
in there except for Jed, his waitress and the bikers. Everyone else
had clearly fled when they had rolled in.

Jed looked at me for a moment with a
surprised, no a shocked expression. He knew I was a teacher, and
that at 11am, I should be in class, explaining math or reading
stories, not striding confidently into his bar.

What came next would have shocked him to the
core. I was burning my marriage bridges just by behaving this way,
knowing how much he and James talked. Might as well be hung for a
sheep as a lamb.

I strode over to the pool table, where two of
the big, muscular bikers were shooting a game. Others were standing
or sitting watching, neat bourbon in their hands. I drew
appreciative glances and the odd whistle as I model-walked over,
head up and tits out – headlamps on full beam. I had a good body,
being only 24 years old, and my ass was as pert as it was covered
up by my dress. I moved to the table, and swept away the pool balls
into the various pockets with a swift action of my arm.

“Hey!” one of the bikers started to pipe up.
“We’re playing here”

“Well boys” I answered, “Instead of playing
with yourselves, why don’t you play with me?”

I turned around and lifted up my skirt,
revealing my plain white cotton panties beneath. I lay back on the
pool table and lifted my dress clean over my head. Bra and panties,
tits staring up at the ceiling. Legs trembling slightly. I waited
for the fucking I knew that I would be getting…

 


The men stood there for a moment in a kind of
shocked silence. I had a terrible feeling, for just a moment, that
I had judged them all wrong. I imagined the humiliation that would
come of putting my dress back on and walking sheepishly out of the
bar
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