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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        When phone-sex operator Azrael gets into Travis's Uber, the driver profile claims Travis is deaf.

      

        

      
        Thank goodness, right? Otherwise, the guy would hear Az's dirty talk which would be all kinds of humiliating considering Az is actually a virgin who doesn't even know if he's doing phone job properly.

      

        

      
        But Travis isn't deaf. He's standing in for someone else and hears every single word of Az's raunchy call.

      

        

      
        So when they're randomly set up on a blind date together, the sparks fly from the very first moment they meet.

      

        

      
        What follows is a steamy connection in which Azrael and Travis realize they have more in common than they originally thought despite Az's strict family and Travis's ten year age difference.

      

        

      
        This 17k word short is full of awkward blind date moments, first-time you-know-what, interfering family, and sweet, sweet dance moves.

      

        

      
        *Please be aware Hot Ride originally appeared in the Heart2Heart Charity Anthology, Vol 1, under a different title.*

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PLEASE NOTE:

          

        

      

    

    
      Hot Ride originally appeared in the Heart2Heart Charity Anthology under the title The Uber Driver and the Phone Sex Operator.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          TRAVIS

        

      

    

    
      The guy got in the car on the word “cockslut” and it just went downhill from there. It wasn’t the weirdest rider experience I’d had as an Uber driver, but it certainly wasn’t far off. Despite being picked up outside the Twirl-Rite Dance Studio for Young Girls in Evanston, the man’s language wasn’t even clean enough to work on a Navy ship. It sounded like he was having phone sex with the gayest porn studio in fucktown.

      “Do you like that, Big Daddy?” he purred into the cellphone as he got into my SUV with a bite of cold, February wind. “You know how much it makes my tiny, pink hole clench when you make that sound. Do you want me to use my fingers? Mmf, it’s so tight. So very, very tight.”

      His voice was pure sex, a vibrating rumble of desire and excitement coming out of my backseat. I shifted in my own seat and glanced in the rearview mirror.

      Oddly, the poor man looked bored to tears.

      And hot. Hot as holy fuck.

      I wanted to say something to him or even just laugh when I heard him tell the person on the other end of the line that he was currently sliding three fingers into his “greedy little hole” like a “good little boy.”

      In reality, he wasn’t sliding his fingers into anything other than a half-empty pack of gum.

      But I couldn’t open my mouth. I was substituting for my brother so he could go to a job interview. While I knew from my twin brother that going through the world hearing impaired could be a bitch, driving Uber while assumed deaf was actually quite nice. I’d learned pretty quickly that if more drivers knew the trick to getting passengers to not talk your damned ear off was to list yourself as deaf on your driver profile, there’d be a whole lot more “deaf” drivers in the world.

      “Ungh. It hurts, Daddy,” my passenger continued. “Do you want me to keep going?” His voice was so high and plaintive, my cock couldn’t help but respond. “You know I’ve never done anything like this before, Daddy.”

      Dear god, please tell me that isn’t actually his father.

      I shifted again and tried to focus on where I was going. According to the app on my phone, I was taking him to a private residence in Glencoe on the water. The Chicago suburb was known for its multi-million-dollar manor homes, and I wondered what the filthy-mouthed boy was doing in the land of the filthy rich.

      “Oh god, oh god, yes, just like that. Harder, Daddy, harder!”

      I tried not to let my breathing speed up as the man simulated his climax. It was damned near impossible not to notice every single hitched breath and whimper coming from my backseat. I wanted so badly to see his face. Even if it was all faked for his poor boyfriend’s enjoyment, I wanted to see what he looked like making those noises.

      “Ah, oh! Mmmpf, yes, yes, that’s AHHHHH!”

      When I pulled to a stop in front of the address, I winced when I heard my car tires screech a little bit against the curb. My heart was hammering in my chest, and I was desperate to get a better look at this guy.

      Travis, get a fucking grip. The guy is faking phone sex with a boyfriend who is probably some old rich bear living in this lakeside mansion.

      I felt a warm hand land on my shoulder, and I jumped a foot out of my seat with an undignified yelp. I turned to look at the passenger and saw a shy smile of apology for startling me. His face was fucking adorable. I could see now in the dome light that he was even younger than I thought. Early-twenties maybe—at least ten years younger than I was.

      What a shame.

      His light olive skin tone was dark pink under a deep blush and his thick eyelashes fluttered as he fought to maintain eye contact with me. The hand that had clasped my shoulder was now running self-consciously through his dark, curly hair, and I even looked around behind him to see if maybe there was some other guy who’d been doing the dirty talking in the backseat of my SUV.

      This guy was the cutest thing ever. He looked almost… bashful, if that was possible. Had he realized I could hear him invisible-banging his boyfriend in my vehicle? Maybe he hadn’t seen my driver profile to realize “I” was deaf and he was now embarrassed as hell.

      I noticed the hand that wasn’t in his hair was gesturing to something near his mouth. When I glanced at it, I realized he was using American Sign Language to say thank you.

      A dirty-mouthed perv with a pure heart and the face of an angel.

      I changed my mind.

      It was the weirdest rider experience I’d had as an Uber driver.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          AZRAEL

        

      

    

    
      Even though I’d known my driver couldn’t hear me, I’d still been mortified to take that client call in the back of the car. The Call Cox operator had forwarded one of my regulars to my cellphone just as I was leaving my job at the dance studio. Boris was one of the clients who paid extra to be able to get his choice of operators at any hour of the day. If only the man didn’t have such slow response times, I would have had him off before getting into my Uber.

      As it was, it had taken the entire drive from work to my parents’ house before I finally heard him bust his nut. Thank god that call was over with. Boris gave me the creeps.

      I tried to shake it off and replace the image of a pervy old Russian dude with the hot Uber driver I’d had. He’d looked ten times hotter in person than in his profile picture on the Uber app. His thick blond hair had been windblown and the denim button-down he wore was so soft, it looked like it had been washed a thousand times. When I’d leaned forward to thank him for the ride, I’d noticed faded khaki cargo pants, worn through in the knees. They’d done nothing to hide the long, strong thighs the driver had. The faintest hint of woodsy aftershave had lingered when I’d leaned up to clasp his shoulder in thanks.

      I thought about my recent plan to get laid once and for all. After years of being too picky and trying to find someone special to do it with, I’d finally decided I needed to just pick anyone and get it over with. Another horny young gay man who’d appreciate the chance to just fuck. So I’d signed up for a matchmaking app and was waiting for a match in hopes I didn’t hit my twenty-fifth birthday still a virgin.

      I looked at the simple business card the Uber driver had handed me with his name and phone number on it.

      Text Brody for a ride: 617-555-0149.

      I was definitely saving that one in my phone. The man was sex on wheels, and I’d loved not having to make polite chit-chat with a driver for once.

      I wondered how he’d lost his hearing. Had he been born deaf? I wished I could have asked him. But even if I’d remembered more than four or five words in ASL from elementary school, I still wouldn’t have been able to carry on a conversation with him from the backseat while he was driving.

      I slid my phone into my back pocket and walked slowly up the slate tiles to the front door of my parents’ house. The outdoor lights shone cooly over the front of the modern gray structure, and I felt the cold winter wind blowing off the
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