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Usually, my life is pretty boring: working my dead-end desk job, placing repetitive data into a spreadsheet, then getting home to eat… alone, sleeping, and continuing the vicious cycle.

Now however, things have suddenly and drastically changed.

But before I say exactly how, I should give some context behind it all…

After one particular monotonous week of work, I was able to take a few days off, which I decided to use to surprise my long-distance girlfriend across the country by giving her a visit.

We hadn’t had sex yet, so I was hoping that my efforts for a cross-country excursion might deal the deal and finally pop my cherry.

I didn't have much money to spend on a full-on flight, so I decided to go by car. It wasn’t the best idea, since this was my first time visiting since she moved, and I did not fully know how long the road was, or how empty it would be along the way. But hey, it seemed like a good, solid idea at the time.

Consequences not fully realized, I packed all my luggage in the back of my car, and placed my backpack in the passenger seat, so I would have quick access to my snacks. Then venture off on my little roadtrip, skirting away from campus with a goal in mind but unbeknownst of what would happen during my journey.

After a few hours of driving, I realized I had a bit of an issue: I was running out of gas. Apparently my hybrid wasn’t as efficient as the salesman had suggested.

I could not believe I didn't think about filling the tank before leaving the city, but all I could think of doing was conserving what I had so I wouldn't end up fully stranded in the middle of nowhere. So, I pulled up on the side of the highway and looked for my phone in my backpack in order to call for help. However, all I saw inside were snacks and water.

Oh Shit. I messed up.

I tore my car apart searching, double checking every possible place it could be. But it was fruitless. My phone wasn’t anywhere to be found.

I must have left it on the kitchen counter next to my… wallet.

Oh no...

What was worse, is that I hadn’t seen any buildings for miles, so walking anywhere might be a death sentence. And so standing there on the side of the road, without a car in sight, I was getting nervous. I didn't know where I was or what to do. All I could hope for was a potential, and generous, passerby.

After about fifteen minutes or so, I saw a truck on the horizon moving in my direction. I was glad to see someone who could maybe help me! I stood up and waved my arms.

But it wasn't stopping. It wasn’t even slowing down.

Then, as if I wasn’t even there, the truck sped past me.

WHOOSH!

"Fuck you, asshole!" I shouted, barely audible over the roar of its engine.

I kicked some pebbles around to let out my anger. It kind of worked.

It was almost an hour later when the next vehicle showed up. This time, however, it was a motorcycle. But not just any bike; it looked to be one of those outlaw bikes you would see gangs use in movies, a massive contraption with oversized handlebars and stirrups. I was weary if I would even want to call the attention of a potential gang member, but after being stranded in the desert for two hours, I was willing to take the risk.

Sure enough, at the sight of me the biker began slowing down.

Rolling past me first, they made a swift U-turn and stopped at the back of my parked car. I stood there quietly, trying to control my whole body from shaking. Even at a distance I could tell they were tall, well over six feet, and dressed in all black leather and topped off by a sleek, fully enclosed black motorcycle helmet. He didn't say anything as he got off his bike and began approaching me. His thick, knee high biker boots thudded against the pavement, crushing the occasional pebble as he got closer.

He stepped close without saying a word, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t intimidated. But as ‘he’ took off ‘his’ helmet, my uneasiness disappeared, because the menacing biker was a woman!

Taking her helmet off, a stream of golden hair spilled out, and she swung her head around to whip the yellow twirl around her head and out of her face. She was remarkably beautiful, with high cheekbones and piercing blue eyes. Quite noticeably, she was armed with a pair of nice, juicy, pouty lips.

Now realizing she was a woman and not some hairy biker thug, I began to take more of her in, noticing her lean, athletic figure wrapped in black leather. It hid her curves somewhat, but her chest was noticeably bountiful. She certainly was busty, although her leather top cinched her breasts down.

After strided over to me, holding her helmet at her hip, she smiled.

"Hey there,” she began, in a husky voice. “Whatcha doing on the side of the highway?"

“I-”

She cut me off almost mockingly. "Don't tell me it's some dumb shit like you ran out of gas or somethin’."

An answer was attempted. But instead of words, a dry cough came stumbling out.

She smirked, as if she knew she was right.

"Heh, that's uh… that’s exactly it." I responded, almost embarrassed. "Could you help me out?"

"I mean, I was planning to." She began. "I'm not the type of girl to leave a guy out baking in the sun."

She held out a leather-wrapped hand.

I sighed in relief at finally finding someone who was willing to save me. "Wow! Thank you so much!”

I grabbed the woman's hand, and she tilted her head back towards her bike.

“Hop on. I’ll give you a lift to the next station.”

She said she knew a place for me to get gas and that it wasn’t that far from here.

I followed her over as she sat on the motorcycle seat, waiting for me to get on, and couldn’t help but notice how tight her leather pants were. They hugged her thick, round, bubbly ass like a second skin.

"So, I just sit right behind you?" I ask a little nervously, thinking about my groin being pressed up against her butt. "On the same seat?"

"First time on a chopper?” She asked with a chuckle.

I nodded.

“That’s the jist of it, pretty boy.” She said, turning over the engine. “You can hold onto my hips too if you feel like you’re gonna fly off."

"Really?" I asked, a bit uncomfortable.

"If you're worried about getting a boner, don’t sweat it." She said with a laugh, “I’ll take it as a compliment.”

Her logic was sound, so I was obliged to get along with her.

I sat right behind her, placing my hands on her hips kind of loosely in order to not make myself feel too weird. This was the closest I had been to a woman’s behind, and holy cow the view was incredible. The way her big, twin globes bulged out as she leaned almost made my erection rip through my pants! I was nonetheless extremely embarrassed and, always the shy one, tried to keep myself from pushing against her flank. She clearly noticed how weakly I was holding on so she took her left hand and placed it on mine, turning around to look at me.

"You've got to hold on tighter than that, pretty boy!"

She let out a hearty laugh.

So, sheepishly, I was forced to hug this stranger by her hips and waist.

A second later and our bodies were flush with one another, and I hoped to God she couldn’t feel like budding erection.

Thankfully, the trembling seat and rumbling engine seemed to diffuse our touch.

After cranking the throttle a few times we launched back onto the road, leaving a cloud of dust behind us.

The bike was going so fast that I couldn't speak. I closed my eyes, and part of me was so scared at our speeds I thought for sure we would crash at any second. It took some time of silent riding, and who knows how many miles, before we began to slow down. Since my eyes were glued shut for most of our trip I couldn't tell how long it was or how far we had gone, but we seemed to have arrived at our destination. As the bike stopped, I noticed we were in a parking space in front of a worn down rest stop.

"Where are we?" I asked as I scanned the desolate area.

Suddenly all the hairs on the back of my neck stood on end as I realized I was alone with a random stranger in the middle of nowhere.

"A place where some of my crew like to meet." She revealed. "It's pretty hidden from the rest of the highway, but I called some of my buddies to come help you out. They'll be here any minute."

She removed her helmet and sat it on the ground next to her bike. Her hair tumbled out once more, and like a swimsuit model she flicked it all over one shoulder, running a hand through it to get it out of her eyes.

"Oh, okay, I guess I can wait..." I told her, knowing I had no choice but to sit next to this stranger in the heat until help arrived.

Spotting a bench nearby, I took the few steps needed to have a seat. Calling it a ‘bench’ was generous though, it was more like two logs bound together somehow. It looked like a miniature hitching post from the Old West.

"So, what's your name?" She asked.

It made sense she would ask that; in fact, it might have taken a bit too long for her to be curious about who I was.

"It's Andrew." I said as calmly as I could. "What about you?"

“Nice to meet’cha, Andi,” She responded quickly, taking off her leather jacket, revealing a skimpy, white, damp-with-sweat tank top underneath. "Name’s Jane. But my friends call me Janey."

I diverted my eyes in an attempt to be polite. My earlier assumption was right. Jane’s tits were huge, and bulged out the sides of her top. On top of that, her shirt was wet and see-through, making her pointy nipples and pink areolas totally visible through the damp material.

"W-Wait, what are you doing?" I blurted, startled by seeing breasts and nipples out of nowhere.

"It's hot out today,” Jane said very nonchalantly, “and this jacket makes me sweat like a pig."

She hitched a thumb at her jacket. Her body glistened in the sun, reflecting juicy beads of sweat from her neck, chest and arms.

"You can take your shirt off too if ya want. I bet you're boiling hot in this heat! Don’t haveta be shy around me," she said, pointing at my own shirt.

I was hesitant, but it was true. I was getting really hot even with the awnings shadowing the parking area. However, I didn't like the thought of a stranger seeing my shirtless body, even if she was a beautiful woman. Especially when Jane had a very defined set of muscles compared to me.

"I'm… not really comfortable doing that," I admitted.

“Suit yourself,” she replied, peeling off her gloves.

Jane walked over to her bike, opened a side compartment, and traded her gloves for a large, perspiring bottle of water. It looked very appealing, cold, and perfect for this harsh summer heat.

"Well, then, at least drink this, so you don't die on me." She said, pushing the water bottle into my hands.

I drank a bit, leaving some for her to drink as well. It had a weird, sour taste as it went down my throat, but I didn't question it too much.

After I gave the bottle back, I noticed that her pants were undone as well. Her open fly showed off more slick, taut flesh, giving a dangerously close view of her pubic area. How she unzipped them off so quickly, I did not know.

I coughed in surprise at the view of her cut, well defined groin, muscular abs and complete lack of pubic hair.

"Umm, why did you… Unzip?" I asked her, even more unnerved and startled.

“I told you already. It's hot out." She said bluntly, as if it were obvious. "Leather gets hot. And I’ve been ridin’ all damn day."

As she spoke, Jane rubbed her midsection, caressing her slippery, sweaty abs, inadvertently - or perhaps advertently - hiking up her tiny tank top.

I was staring at her but couldn’t help it. It felt so weird to have this amazonian woman doing all of this in front of me. But she seemed so overly comfortable while being almost naked that I could only surmise this was normal behavior for bikers, or at least her.

I was speechless at this point.

But then suddenly, she looked over at me and smiled.

"You like what you see?" Jane asked with a smirk.

I nearly fainted.

"N-No!" I blurted, startled by the question. “I mean, uh!”

She giggled.

"I don't..." I looked away, looking at the ground around my feet. “I mean, I didn’t…

Shit. What was I going to do now?

Jane was nice to me. She gave me a ride, called for help… and here I was ogling her like some horny teenager.

As I continued to look away, I felt something on my thigh. I looked over to see that Jane had closed the gap between us, and her hand was moving up and down my leg.

I gasped and nearly shrieked, but she held me down.

"Don't lie to me, pretty boy.” She stated seductively. “I can tell just lookin’ at you."

Her hand continued to caress my thigh.

I was speechless. Frozen in place. All I could do was just look down at the beautiful blonde woman kneeling beside me, clad in a wet t-shirt, pubic mound out in the open, with a hand on my leg.

When our eyes met Jane aligned in front of me. She positioned herself between my legs, looking directly into my eyes.

It felt weird. I had never had any success with women, but with Jane, I was in a trance. It could have been the heat, but at the time, I didn't care. I continued looking at Jane's big, blue eyes as she slid her other hand up my other leg. When both were on either thigh she ran them up my hips and began tugging at my shirt, unveiling my pale skin to the hot air.

My shirt was damp, not unlike hers, and my virgin flesh bristled as her bare fingers touched it. I didn’t have abs, or muscles, but she moved along my flesh all the same, biting her lip as she explored.

Jane then stood, still between my legs, and lifted my wet shirt up to my collar, exposing my flat, pale tummy and sweaty, perky nipples.

She was so tall… I thought, mind hazy.

Just then, the biker blonde leaned down and latched down onto my right pec, sucking on my little pink nub like it was the last water source on planet Earth.

I squealed at the sudden assault, reeling under her power.

When she was done with my right side, Jane switched to me left, suckling on that nipple with an even greater tenacity.

She still had a hold of my shirt as she slavored my front, and with one hand, pulled it up and over my head, tangling my limbs behind my head.

I let it happen. Her actions felt so good. I didn’t care if she bound my wrists with my clothing, not when she was sucking on my nipples like a pro.

"You taste good," Jane purred, breaking away from my swollen nipples.

“Gah… hahhh…” I panted, trying and failing to respond.

The towering goddess stood, leaving my arms behind my head, still tangled in my shirt.

Looming over me, she looked over my body, snickering as she drank me in.

“You’re so fuckin’ sexy.” Jane said, looking down at me, shirtless and panting.

I didn't consider myself that good-looking, in fact I had always been teased for being girly, effeminate, or downright androgynous, but Jane’s words really filled me with confidence.

"Th-Thank you..."  I managed as Jane's icy blue eyes traveled over my form.

At that moment, I truly threw caution to the wind. No matter what happened I wanted to be hers. To be taken by her.

And then, as if she knew of my silent acceptance, Jane's face started getting closer and closer, and finally, I felt her lips touched mine - it was like stepping onto an alien world.

I was kissing a woman! A real woman!

And not just anyone, but a six-foot-something amazon biker chick, clad in all the leather and studs and tattoos that the world had to offer.

Holy shit. I was on cloud nine!

I accepted her kiss and felt her lips open mine, delivering a hot tongue that was on the hunt.

It wasn’t just a kiss either. I was making out! Making out with a hot blonde goddess who, for whatever reason, found my nipples insatiable!

At that point, I stopped thinking and craned my next forward, turning the advance into a true French kiss.

Jane retreated back from our liplock and looked down. I couldn't hide my enjoyment anymore.

"Oh, someone really liked me playing with their tongue." Jane said as she looked down at my tented erection.

I was quite embarrassed, and there was no way to cover it with my hands still shackled behind my head.

"Don't be nervous about your hard-on." Jane said, still eyeing me. “I’ve got one myself.”

At first her words didn’t make sense. It didn’t compute. I may not have had much experience with women, but I was pretty sure they didn’t get hard-ons. Right?

That’s when I saw it. A pulsing, pulsating length of… SOMETHING down the leather pant leg of the sweaty blonde woman standing in front of me. It was running down the inside of her thigh. Blink and you’d miss it. But it looked like a footlong pork loin had been lodged down one leg, creating a distended can-thick bulge that almost crested her knee.

"Look at what you do to me, pretty boy." She said as she proudly showed me her bulge, hard as a rock under the straining leather.

At any moment, I thought the raging pipe might just rip through.

"Oh my God…" I said softly.

It was all I could say. I was just that nervous, but I still wanted this moment to continue.

“God’s got nuthin to do with it, honey.”

Jane stroked the length of the beefy monstrosity a few more times, before she clicked her tongue and knelt down between my legs again. Looking up at me occasionally, she began to unbutton my pants. I was letting her do it.

Who wouldn’t? Despite the monster cock she was making very, very apparent that she wanted me.

I was pretty much frozen, but I really just wanted for this wonderful moment to go further.

She pulled down my pants and left me in my underwear, ogling the tiny tent I was making in my tighty-whities.

"My, my, my…” She said, staring right at it. “Would you look at that."

I was not overly confident about my size. In fact I never had been. My dick was just a little over three inches, and I was actually quite self conscious about it. But Jane didn’t seem to mind. In truth she seemed to be almost worshiping it.

"Is it… good?" I asked.

Jane smiled up at me, nuzzling my hot, bulging pride with her nose.

"Let me answer in the best way I can think of." She said, lowering her face to my leaking tent.

With little other warning her tongue flicked out, dabbing at the tip of my pole through the already wet fabric. Her mouth opened and more tongue snaked out, and before long she was sucking my dick through my underwear.

My breath was caught in my throat throughout, but when my lungs finally alerted my brain for a need for air, I let out a soft moan.

She noticed and doubled down on her tasting.

"That answer your question?" She continued.

Her tongue was good. Supremely good. Even through the fabric, I could feel the tingles that Jane's wet muscle left on my boyhood. She was so soft with her technique, yet determined, which truly seemed to clash with her tough, biker persona. She made me moan from just that.

Body trembling, she then started to pull down my underwear. I didn't struggle, not one bit.

Even as she freed my leaking dick and I felt it lightly tap her cheek.

"Mmm. It's perfect..." She said softly as she swung her head up, only to swoop low and take my little thing into her mouth.

The feeling of a mouth on my dick drove me crazy. I had never experienced something like this in my life. I moaned as she slowly, and effortlessly, throated me to the base. My face must have been quite the sight, dumb and red and cross-eyed while receiving my very first blowjob.

I didn't care though. I couldn’t. It all felt so amazing. I just tilted my head back and let Jane all do the work.

"Fuck. You’re so good.” I was able to say in between my moans.

She giggled, lifted her head with a gasp, and with saliva dripping off her lips said, "I'm the best, baby."

Jane stroked me with a tight, closed fist as she spoke, never ceasing the attention to my tool.

I was a blabbering, moaning mess. The combination of her blowjob, and then her wet, slippery handjob just felt so good. Almost too good.

The sensation tripled when she dove back down and took me back into her hot, wet mouth, sucking hard while she rotated her chin.

"I think…” I huffed, trying to alert her. “I think I'm getting close."

Jane didn't seem to care. She continued sucking, bobbing up and down, as if I hadn't just said anything. The wet, smacking, slobbering sounds were so hot, and the inside of her mouth was so warm and slippery that I just could not hold it in anymore.

My body tensed up and I clutched her blonde locks.

"Fuuuck!" I shouted, filling Jane's still-bobbing mouth.

It felt so damn good.

Jane took her mouth away, keeping her lips sealed as she rose up from her ground.

Using my knees as stilts, she craned her lithe, wet body up alongside mine, until she was at eye level with me. Then, leaning in, she pressed her juicy lips to mine and opened my mouth with hers. Our lips crashed together and I tasted the sweet sting of semen trading orifices. My tongue wrestled with hers, but lost.

She was powerful and sexy and dominant, everything I was not. My brain turned to mush as she fed me my own spunk, but I didn’t care. I loved it so much. I loved her…

After we finished kissing, I swallowed what I had in my mouth, along with Jane.

"That was…” I began, genuinely elated. “That was amazing.”

Practically out of breath, I said what I could, hoping to convey my gratitude to the beautiful woman that had just given me my first of many things.

"I'm glad you liked it." Jane said, smiling and wiping her chin.

I gasped when she stood. She obviously enjoyed it as well, because Jane’s fly was fully drawn and a giant wet cock was dangling between her leather-clad thighs.

“Holy shit,” I mumbled, eyes glued to her thick womanhood.

She must have been masturbating while she was sucking me off. Part of me even forgot what we were supposed to be doing in this place. I was too focused on Jane, her footlong cock, and what had just happened.

"That was a great way to pass the time. Don’t you-" Jane said, stopping as she noticed I was staring.

She jostled her hips, sending the meaty member wagging from side-to-side, tapping either thigh.

“You like it?” She asked.

I looked up at her and she smiled.

No words came to mind. The sight was that unimaginable.

“Go on,” Jane said, flexing her meaty appendage so that it bobbed in front of my face. “Touch it.”

I swallowed, leaning forward and untangling my wrists. My hands moved on their own, shakily hovering through the air towards the fleshy monster and its ripe, purple tip.

Before I knew what I was doing, my fingers had wrapped around it, feeling the intense heat that the phallus was emanating. It was so thick… so virile… so hard yet so soft.

“Now stroke it.” Jane commanded.

I obeyed, sliding her taut foreskin up and down, using both hands because it was just that fucking huge. It felt like I was holding a living baseball bat upside down, with an angry crown that bobbed mere inches from my face.

My eyes were transfixed on the sight, and I stared right back at her piss slit as if it might strike if I blinked.

Faster and faster I churned, feeling the rumbling of her mammoth fuckpole heighten with each tug. Pre-cum oozed forth, dripping down my hands and slickening up my wrist-twirling gestures.

I bit my lip, still staring, only occasionally glancing up to glimpse the utter pleasure I was bestowing on tall, beautiful Jane.

Suddenly, her cock jumped, and I felt a searing heat funnel up base-to-stem-to-tip.

Jane roared, cupping either breasts and launching her head backwards, sending her golden hair arching in a circle overhead.

A split-second later and her slick, gorgeous cock erupted, spraying white, molten hot seed onto my chin, neck and collar.

I froze and my hands flew back, trying to shield myself from the scalding barrage.

My efforts though were pointless.

Jane quickly took hold of her womanhood just as I released it, jerking furiously and sending even more semen catapulting forth and all over my front.

Chest, pecs, belly and groin were quickly painted white as she covered me.

And I just let it fucking happen.

When it was over, it looked like I had been standing on the curb after a car had driven by, plastering my entire front side with whatever had been in the road.

After coming down from her orgasm Jane leaned down, giving me a quick peck on my lips. Then she stood, flipped her hair over another shoulder and said, “that’s a good look for you.”

She strutted back to her motorcycle, cock swaying, and pulled a small towel from another compartment. When she returned she tossed it onto my lap.

“Better get yourself cleaned up though. My gang should be arriving soon.”

Her words snapped me back to reality. I looked around and noticed it was nearing dusk.

I snatched the tiny towelette and began, fruitlessly, to wipe myself down.

“You can come to our place, since it's getting dark. It's not too far from here." Jane said, tucking her still-fat, still-swollen, still-wet cock back into its leathery confines.

“Maybe you two can get more acquainted there?”

Recoiling, my mind raced and my cheeks burned. And I said the first thing that, surprisingly, came to mind.

"Th-That would be nice..."

Sliding off the bench, I too started to get dressed, opting to clean my face first and deal with my cum-covered body later. The rest seemed like slow motion, as I shyly put my shirt back on and tugged my pants/jeans back up into place. Thankfully, the sweat and the heat made it bearable, like wearing wet clothes after a dip in a pool.

"I'm…” I began but stopped to swallow. “I’m glad you stopped.”

Jane belted out a hearty laugh.

"No problem, Andi.” She said, still chuckling. “Me too.”

After standing and straightening my clothes, I looked over my shoulder and down the road.

I could hear the sound of more motorcycles coming our way.

THE END (of Part One)
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