
   [image: Cover: Hot Bikers by CUPIDO]


   
      
         
            Diverse
   

            Hot Bikers
   

         

          
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Hot Bikers

            Original title:

            Fri fugl over fjellet. Env arm tur på stranden. 
Copyright © 2020, Hverdag AS/Cupido og SAGA 

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726406931

             
   

            1. E-book edition, 2019

Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Free as a Bird on the Mountain
   

            by Kim T. Ryan
   

         

          
   

         She touches herself. She lets go of the handlebars with her left hand, presses her fingers against her pussy and asks herself why she feels as horny as a goat. Is it because she’s jolting along above Hemsedal mountain astride a throbbing motorbike? Is it because it's Saturday? And why does everything have to be so challenging to get at? Those leather trousers are so stiff and thick. Is it because it's late summer and hot as hell? She presses her pussy against her glove. She knew it as soon as she woke – this was the day for finding a remote spot and messing around. It's her first summer as a single girl in six years, and has she made the most of it? She's warmed up with a few affairs. But now she's ready for something bigger. Her life has been boring. Something has got to happen. She hasn't felt this randy since... since a long time ago.  

         

She puts her hand back on the handlebars. She’s seen another biker on the road behind her and has to concentrate, or she might get startled and lose control of the bike. The place between her legs is hot and pounding. She takes a deep breath and tries to think of boring things. For the last hour, she’s been fantasising like crazy. She’s decided to stay overnight in Gol, and anything could happen there. She’ll sit in the hotel’s hot tub and doze, and maybe even flirt with a handsome guy. She’ll comment that he has nice hands, he’ll smile crookedly, and soon they’ll be exploring each other in the bubbles. People will come and go, and she’ll be wet in the water beneath his fingers. Her hands will find his cock, the water jets will massage all sorts of nerves, and soon they’ll be hiding grimaces and sighs behind fake laughter.

         She keeps her eyes on the guy on the bike behind her – it probably is a guy – and imagines that he's looking for the same thing as her: He'll turn off down a side road and let the bike stimulate his body. Maybe he has had sex on a motorcycle. She'd like that. Sitting astride is a man on a bike, a man who's also her lover. The bike is her animal. And today she feels wild like an animal. Like a bird. She drifts off course and presses her fingertips against her clitoris again. She breathes in the smell of fertiliser, forest, grass, exhaust, cigarette smoke from an open car window. Everything is going blurry. She moans loudly in the wind. Just at that moment, she realises that someone has come up alongside her; she jerks her hand away and loses her grip. The bike wobbles, adrenaline shoots out in every direction, and she hears herself scream.

         He passes her quickly. She's breathing deep breaths, feeling light-headed. He doesn't stop looking at her in the mirror. She's there behind him – the woman who lost control as he passed her. The bike wobbled dramatically, and it looked as if she was going to come off. But she recovered. And now she's not doing more than 60. But he still doesn't pull away from her. That's because he's sure that she'll stop at Gol, and he wants to get a good look at her. He feels very attracted to her. The desire started in his toes, lingered by the gently vibrating pedals, sneaked up his thighs and captured him. He cruises, feeling the warm leather under his balls. His cock complains a bit, constricted by the leather. He's looking forward to getting it out. He pictures her rubbing herself against the horsepower of her own bike. She's got hundreds of nooks and crannies he'd love to see and touch.

         

He rides into the centre of Gol, and she stays close. He's decided to stay overnight in Per's Hotel if he can get a room, and he pictures going down into the underground car park and that she'll be there. It's dusty, semi-dark and there are no other people around; she's parked next to him, gets off, takes off her helmet and leathers and is standing there in nothing more than thin, tight wool thermals. They don't need to say anything. She pushes between him and his handlebars, reaches for his mouth with hers and licks his lips. Her expression is intense. She takes his hands, tastes his fingers, runs them over her neck, over her hard, protruding nipples, over her stomach, and down, down under her clothes. His fingers slide into her slit. She sighs and guides his fingers, spreads and unfolds her labia. Her wetness is audible. He can smell her pussy. A mixture of sea, mountain and sweat – he feels dizzy. She never takes her eyes off of him. His fingertips glide softly over her nerve centre – her spark plug – and she gasps. His cock sticks to his stomach. He grazes her fingers and pussy with his balls and the base of his cock. She pulls off her top and shows herself to him. The tip of his tongue caresses her nipples, and he sucks on them hard. The smell of her sweat turns him on. She frees his cock from his leather trousers and the two layers underneath, and lowers herself down on it and comes almost instantaneously, roaring.
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