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Chapter 1 

 

MAX 

 

“Hot Gina’s in town?” Al asks. There’s a hint of jealousy in his voice.

I wipe the grease off my hands with a cloth and nod, a huge smile spreads across my lips. “She sure is.”

“You let me know if she—”

“Yeah, yeah, I know.” He wants to hook up with her friend, any friend of hers, Al says, but he’s joking. He’s been with Sammy for years and has eyes for no one but her. Sometimes, like on a Hot Gina weekend, a sliver of excitement passes over his expression, but I know it’s only fleeting. He would never risk losing what he has with Sammy to have what I have. 

Besides, I don’t know about Gina’s friends. We don’t waste time talking about insignificant stuff. Come to think of it, we don’t talk much at all, not immediately when we see one another. Gina is unique. She has the sexual appetite of a man. She’s a bona fide nymphomaniac, and I’ve known a fair share of them to be able to confirm this. She’s coming home for the weekend, on leave from the military, and that means forty-eight hours of sex. 

She calls, and I answer on the first ring.

“Haven’t you left yet?” she cries. I hear the anger in her voice, and it adds to my frustration. I’m already mad at Enzo because a customer walked in last minute and needed something to be looked at and Enzo told me to deal with it. 

Forget about going home to freshen up. “I’m coming,” I tell her as I walk over to my locker. 

“I should be coming,” she grumbles, clearly not amused.

“You will be, over and over again,” I promise her as I pull out a clean shirt. Absence makes the heart grow fonder, some people say, but I can tell you that absence makes the dick grow harder. 

“How long are you going to be?” she asks. “I have pizza slices all over me.”

“All over you?”

“On me, like I’m a plate. I’m not wearing anything either.”

I hiss out a breath, and in the same instant my cock hardens. 

“Gimme ten minutes,” I tell her as I unbutton my shirt and quickly take it off. 

“Hurry up! I feel like an idiot lying here like this.”

I can see I’m going to have to make it up to her big time when I get there. I quickly whip out a clean T-shirt from my locker. “I’m going to have to take a shower at your place—”

“I have to wait for you to take a shower too?”

“No. no. Just lie back and spread your legs. I’ll take good care of you first, and that’s a promise.”

“That’s more like it.” I can imagine the huge grin on her face as she says this. 

“Don’t move a muscle,” I order. “See you on Monday,” I say to Al.

“Come over to Waquito’s. Rumors are Cardoza’s going to be there.”

I scowl at him. 

“The boxer. The heavyweight champion of the world. Chicago’s New Ho—”

I raise my arm in a dismissive gesture. Al is a huge fan of Elias Cardoza—the local underdog who surprised many by winning the belt. “Gonna be busy, dude. Probably not going to get out of bed.”

“Goddamn lucky son of a bitch,” he mutters good-naturedly and loud enough for me to hear. 

I rush out the door and over to my bike. 

Weekends like this are few and far between. With my regular friends-with-benefits setups—and I have one or two lucky women here in Chicago—it’s just an instant gratification before I return to my place after. Or she leaves to go to hers. We never spend the night together. It’s an unspoken rule. 

With Gina it’s different, because she only gets leave once in a while and it’s usually only for the weekend. With her, we spend the whole weekend together. 

We fuck like rabbits.

It’s beautiful.

 


Chapter 2

 

TRINITY

 

“You’re doing amazing, Dylan. Absolutely amazing. I love this drawing.” School only started a few weeks ago, and this scrawny, skinny little boy has already stolen my heart. 

Each morning he comes to my classroom looking a little rougher, dirtier, hungrier, and sad, but by the end of the school day, his eyes are all lit up, and there’s a smile on his face. But also, by the end of the day, he’s in no hurry to go home, unlike most of the others. He drags his feet as if he doesn’t want to leave.

I shouldn’t have favorites, and I try not to, but as I’m slowly getting to know my new class of seven-year-olds, something about this child makes it impossible for me not to reach out. This isn’t about having a favorite, it’s about me adding something to this kid’s life to make him smile. 

“Oh, look,” I say, pulling a banana out of my bag. “I forgot to eat this at lunchtime. I’d hate to waste it. Would you like it?”

He eyes the banana without blinking “You could have it tomorrow, miss.” 

Smart kid. “I could, but I’m worried I might squash it by the time I get home.” I hold it out to him. “It would be a shame to let it go to waste.” This is the third time I’ve done this in the past few weeks, and it’s getting to a point now where I deliberately don’t eat my fruit and save it for him. 

“Can I eat it here?”

It’s the first time he’s asked this. I don’t want him to stay too late because I know his mother will be waiting for him. “Here? Won’t your mom be waiting for you?”

He shrugs, and seems reluctant to take it. “Well, sure, you can eat it here,” I say.

No sooner has he peeled the banana than he wolfs it down greedily. It disappears in about three seconds. I hold my hand out for the banana skin. 

His mouth is still full, but he nods, a sort of ‘thank you.’

“Off you go, and don’t forget your reading.”

He rushes off, and I stare after him long after he’s disappeared from sight. I worry about him, but I’m also not sure if I’m reading too much into things. 

“Are you still here?” Ed, my colleague from the classroom next to mine, walks in. 

“I’m killing time before I pick Benji up from the vet. What’s your excuse?” 

“Prepping my lessons for next week.” He walks up to my desk with a smug smile, obviously pleased at himself. “How is your soulmate?”

I grin at the term of endearment he uses for my cat. Though, he’s not far wrong. My furry friend and I have shared many a cozy night in front of the TV. “Benji is well, but he doesn’t like going to the vet.”

“Is he sick?”

“No. He’s getting up there though, and it’s his usual yearly check-up, all the blood work, etcetera. He’s going to be in a stinker of a mood when he comes home,” I state, and am glad that I have my crochet class later to escape to.

“You give that cat too much importance.”

“He rules the roost. What can I do? He’s the best company.”

I’m no better when it comes to leading an exciting life. Ed is staying behind on Friday to prepare next week’s lessons, and I have a crochet class. 

Sex, drugs, and rock ‘n’ roll is an alien concept for both of us. We’re both similar in some respects. It’s probably why we get along so well, aside from the fact that he usually passes by my classroom for a quick chat on most days. 

 “Any plans for the weekend?” he asks, straightening his tie. 

“We have a trip to the Nature Sanctuary over by North Pond.”

“We?” There’s a spark of uneasiness in his tone. 

I relax and sit back, trying hard not to smile. “My adult art class.” 

His expression smooths to a smile. “I can’t believe how you give up your weekends for these things, Trinity. Your life is already hectic enough.”

“Best way to be.” I volunteer on Monday evenings to teach art to adults with minor learning difficulties. This weekend the other teacher and I have organized a picnic at a local nature reserve. We never work weekends, but this has become a yearly thing. I don’t mind giving up most of my Saturday for this. It’s something different for the students and they’re all excited about it. 

Ed looks at me the way he usually looks at me; with curiosity, as if he can’t quite figure me out. But there’s something else behind those irises today. He looks especially nice this evening in a dark shirt. He’s almost always in a white shirt and the contrast of him in something dark makes him look slightly sexy, at least, to my eyes. 

He and I are on the same page. He’s not overly pushy, and I’m not overly flirty. In fact, I’m never flirty, though I do take a few seconds longer to gaze at him today. 

“Isn’t teaching seven-year-olds enough?”

“I love my job, but you know me, Ed—”

“Do I?” he asks. His comment stops me momentarily, and suddenly I’m not so sure what he means. 

“What do you mean?”

“Do I know you, Trinity? I don’t think I do. We’ve been friends for what, two years now? And I still don’t think I know you that well.” 

This naturally begs the question of how well does he need to know me?

 “Maybe…” He clears his throat and then seems to hesitate. 

“Maybe what?” I ask. Does he have a point to make, or is he still making small talk? 

“Maybe you’re just too nice for your own good.”

“Meaning what exactly, Ed?”

“Spending a weekend going on a picnic with your art class?”

“It’s only for a few hours and on one day, not the entire weekend,” I correct him. “You teach Sunday school,” I point out. “And you do that every weekend. I only teach art classes on a Monday night. I’m not as selfless as you, when it comes to these things.”

“It’s just a few hours on a Sunday,” he clarifies.

I’m still not sure where he’s going with this, but Ed has a way of going around and around in circles and can take forever to get to the point. But I’m used to it now. 

“How about you? What are your plans?” I ask him. 

“I’m looking for a new bed.”

I widen my eyes a little to show interest. “A new bed?”

He nods. “I’m not sleeping well and my back’s starting to hurt. The foam in the mattress is worn out and I can feel the springs more.”

“I highly recommend a memory foam mattress.” 

“A memory foam mattress?” he asks, with interest. “Is that what you sleep on?”

I nod vigorously. “I swear by it.”

“I’ll take your advice.”

We fall silent. Both of us talking about a bed is, and isn’t, weird. A bed is an intimate part of the household furniture, or it’s a place to sleep. Nobody has ever shared my bed, and I know, through our conversations, that Ed is like me, saving himself for marriage. One life partner forever. 

Our gazes lock for a moment so fleeting that I’m not sure if I imagined it. Even though all we’ve ever done is talk, I sense that Ed likes me. 

I like him too.

He’s sweet. 

This is nice enough, and pleasant enough, and it is enough; talking, and getting to know one another. He makes me smile whenever he walks into my classroom for an end-of-day chat. 

Maybe we’ll talk for another year or two before he makes a move. That suits me just fine. He’s good-looking, well, pleasant looking, I’d say. He’s no Chris Hemsworth. He’s skinny and angular, with thinning hair, but, more importantly, his eyes don’t drop to my chest during our conversations. I am aware that most men can’t shift their eyes away from my ample bosom, because I see this with the dads at parents’ evening. 

Ed is nothing like that. 

He’s the type of man I can see myself with. The type of man I am saving myself for. He plays it safe, as do I. Life isn’t exactly riveting, but it is smooth-sailing, which is fine by me. 

I hear some of the sob stories from a few of my teacher friends—broken hearts, a trail of cheating boyfriends, jealousy and heartbreak. If that’s what love is all about, I don’t want it. I don’t want to risk wading through a load of boyfriends before I find ‘the one.’

No, thank you.

I’m saving myself. 

“Well, if you ever have a weekend free, maybe…maybe we could …uh…go for a pizza or something,” he offers, looking at the floor as he shuffles from one foot to the other. 

“A pizza?”

“Or something. Just you and me.”

“Oh.” My heart sinks a little, and I’m not sure why. It’s definitely not a heartbeat skip, more like a feeling of it sinking slowly to the pit of my stomach.

“Like, maybe next weekend or the weekend after that,” Ed continues, his face looking slightly shinier now. 

“Sure.” I say, feeling confused as to what he’s asking. 

“Have a good time at the picnic,” he says quickly, then leaves.

“Enjoy your mattress hunting.”

So, that was it. That was the thing he’d been wanting to say all along; it just took him longer to say it. 

I’m still not sure if that was a date, or a maybe-date, or pizza with friends. He and I don’t really get together outside of work, though he did come to the Christmas get-together with the crochet class last year, and he met Christina, my best friend. It turned out to be a good night, now that I remember it. 

Ed surprised me, and it reminds me that he can be good fun socially. 

One day, who knows? Maybe Ed and I will end up sharing a memory foam mattress together. 

 


Chapter 3 

 

TRINITY 

 

My heart almost stops when my car stalls at the light.

Not again.

I turn the key again and it splutters and dies. Then I hear a loud crash, as if a tank has suddenly hit me, and I jolt forward from the impact. Luckily, my seatbelt stops my face from hitting the dashboard. 

What the hell?

I turn and look over my shoulder. Car horns are blaring, and I undo my seatbelt. 

“What’s wrong with you?” I hear someone shout. 

I look at the rearview mirror and see a guy get off his bike and walk towards me. When he takes his helmet off, I see the angry expression on his face. 

My heart lurches as I slowly get out of the car. I hate confrontations, even though this isn’t my fault. He crashed into the back of me, and yet I feel nervous. This isn’t a particularly busy road, but traffic is jacked up a few cars behind me. Slowly, annoyed-looking drivers start driving around us. 

I walk to the back of my car and inspect the damage. It looks bad. My bumper is lying on the ground, and there’s a huge ugly dent in my trunk. 

“Damn it, lady! What the hell happened?” An angry voice behind me makes me jump. I turn around to face him. He reminds me of a bully, and I hate bullies. 

“The…the car stalled,” I manage to say, after which my brain registers that he looks a little Chris Hemsworth-ish, except that his eyes are brown, not blue. 

I turn my back to him and survey the damage again, then I glance at his motorbike to assess how bad the damage is to that. But his bike looks perfectly fine, and now that I find myself staring at him, he looks fine too. No injuries. 

“The lights changed, why didn’t you move?” he growls. 

“Hey!” My temper flares. He’s got some nerve. I have no idea why he’s so mad. If anyone should be mad, it should be me. “Don’t you go getting mad at me,” I snap. “This is all your fault.”

He opens his mouth to say something but I waggle my finger at him, motioning for him to stay silent. To my surprise, he does. 

“My car stalled,” I continue. “It does that sometimes. I don’t know what’s wrong with it, but you bumped into the back of me.” 

He swipes his hand over his forehead, then looks at his watch, obviously not interested in my explanation. “You shouldn’t be driving it if there’s a problem with it.”

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I realize that if my car hadn’t stalled, we wouldn’t be having this conversation. “But you crashed into me,” I remind him, trying to sound as indignant as I can.

“I crashed because you stopped! You’re not supposed to stop at the lights.”

“I stalled!” I throw back, shocked by his refusal to accept that this was his fault. He narrows his eyes at me, and then looks at his watch again. I survey him carefully. He’s really not hurt at all, and his mouth and vocal chords are in perfect working order. “You look like you need to be somewhere. We should swap insurance details,” I tell him. His face hardens and he doesn’t say anything. 

Unfazed, I pull out my notebook, find my insurance details, and scribble them down. In the background I can still hear car horns honking and people shouting for us to get off the road. This isn’t ideal, being stranded here, and I’m conscious that Benji is waiting for me at the vet’s. I’m in a hurry too. 

“Here,” I hold out my piece of paper to him, but he doesn’t move to take it, and he hasn’t written anything down as far as I can see. 

“Can I have your details?” I ask again, but he looks at me as if I’ve he doesn’t understand.


~~

 

MAX

 

Hot Gina’s sent me a selfie of her lying naked on the bed, and this woman is asking for my insurance details.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

I maintain eye contact and try to figure out how I’m going to get out of this situation fast. It doesn’t help that my cock is steel-pipe hard. 

“Can you please give me your insurance details so that I can get off the road and get my car towed to the garage?” she asks, and she’s starting to sound a little irritated. I can’t do what she’s asking, and I really need to get the hell out of here pronto. She’s wasting valuable time.

“Well?” she asks, folding her arms when I don’t say anything.

I don’t know how to get out of this, so I clear my throat and try for diplomacy. “I’m really not sure this is entirely my fault.”

She laughs. “You’re something else. How many times do we have to go over this? You crashed into the back of my car.”

“But you’re to blame for that.”

“I stalled.” She shouts, and it’s the first time I’ve heard her raise her voice. I’m temporarily dumbstruck. “Why are you having problems understanding this?” She whips out her cell phone and starts dialing. “Let’s see what the cops have to say.”

“Whoa.” I step forward and grab the phone out of her hand. 

“Hey! Give that back.” 

I hold the phone away from me, but out of her reach. “Don’t call the cops.”

“Give me back my phone, otherwise I will report you for assault.”

“Assault?” I step towards her. “Really?” I step right up to her so that we are only inches apart. A blush creeps across her face. I notice that she’s a little rounded. Voluptuous, some would say. Curvy in all the right places. And she has a huge pair of tits. The thought is too much for my cock to take, on top of everything else. 

If I step any closer, I’ll probably brush against them. I’m tempted, but then she’d have a good reason to report me for assault. I’m not wired like that, though. I’m no douchebag. I like sex and I appreciate women, but I’d never make an uninvited move. 

“Hey, no. I didn’t mean it like that.” I take a step back, and so does she. I hand her back her phone, and give her the look, in an attempt to disarm her. Her face is fully red, and I can’t tell if she’s annoyed at me or if she’s just reacting from The Max Factor. 

I haven’t fully deployed it with her; I haven’t given her my usual intense look that burns into her eyes, nor dropped my gaze to her lips and then lower, taking in the entirety of her figure. I’d normally finish with a slow stare all the way back up, from her legs, to her chest, to her mouth, to her eyes, looking at her in a way that lets her know I’m interested. It works for most women. 

But I’m not interested in this one. She’s not my type. Seems to me as if she’s maybe in her thirties because of the way she’s dressed. Frilly blouse and a flared-out purple skirt. Purple? Who the heck wears purple anymore? Doesn’t that color belong in the ‘70s, or something?

“You crashed into me,” she states, before moving back another step. I’m not going to win this one, and I kind of already know that it’s my mistake. I can’t wriggle my way out of it. I begrudgingly have to agree, because she’s right. “Okay. Sure.” I raise my hands in a defeated way. 

She scowls at my tone. “You did. There’s no disputing the fact. Insurance details?” she asks, before looking at her watch.

Ever the deflector, I ask her, “You gotta be somewhere?”

“I’m in a hurry, so please give me your details.”

 “Insurance details?” I echo. I can’t give her any because I don’t have any insurance and if the police found out, I’d be in serious shit. 

“Yes,” she snaps, as if I’ve tried her patience. 

I glance at my watch again, fully aware that this woman isn’t going to let me off as easily as I’d hoped. The dent on her trunk is something I can fix, and likewise with the bumper. She’s driving a battered old piece of shit. It’s a death trap and if it seems to be stalling regularly, like she says it has, she shouldn’t be driving it. But, on the plus side, my bike is OK, and so am I. I just need to get to Hot Gina’s place and get my weekend started. “Can I see your details?” I ask, in another lame attempt to buy some time.

She shoves the piece of paper at me. Her handwriting is neat and tidy, probably just like her. Thinking about it, I’m the one who’s damaged her car, and my bike is fine, and yet she’s not the one who’s getting angry. I am. And it’s all because my dick needs to be someplace else. 

“I work at a garage, and I can get this fixed for you at a good rate,” I tell her.

“It doesn’t matter what it costs because I’m not paying. The fault isn’t mine.”

It was worth a try. I could fix that real fine for her, and the bumper, too. The damn thing isn’t starting though, and I know for sure that part isn’t my problem. 

Before I can say anything, my phone pings, and I’m staring at another picture of Hot Gina’s breasts. 

My cock twitches in appreciation and I’m mesmerized by the visual. The purple-skirted woman in front of me threatens to call the cops again, and I have no choice but to deal with it. “Fine.” I tell her. “I can take care of the repairs for you. My fault, so I’ll pay.” My boss, Enzo, won’t be too happy, and I’ll have to do it in my own time, and pay for it out of my own pocket, but it will be better to do that than risk getting a fine for not having insurance. 

“Why are you going to fix that for me, when we can go through insurance?” she asks. 

 “I work for a garage,” I tell her. “We fix cars all day long.”

She stares at me, her gaze all shifty. “You fix cars?” 

I take offense at her tone because she says it as if she’s surprised, no, shocked, more like, that I’m capable of doing such a thing. 

I wink at her, turning my charm up a notch while I give her an approving look. “I’m not just a good-looking guy with a great body. Yes, I fix cars. I’m pretty good with my hands.” I wink again. 

She shrinks back, as if I’ve scared her. This is interesting. My lines don’t usually scare women off. They get them hot and wet. My cock twitches again, reminding me that it needs to be someplace. Inside Gina, and soon. “Look, lady, this isn’t the time or place to be having this conversation.”

“Then lets swap insurance details—”

Fuck. Why does she not listen? “I can’t,” I snap. “I can’t because I don’t have insurance. If you call the cops, I will get in trouble. Please, do not call the cops on me.” There’s a begging tone to my voice, but I’m desperate to leave and I’m worried that Gina might use one of her sex toys and satisfy herself before I get to her. 

“You don’t you have insurance?”

“No.”

“But why not? That’s illegal.”

I run my hand through my hair, the helmet in my other hand. “Because I don’t. I can’t afford it yet. It ran out a few months ago.”

She raises an eyebrow again, and fixes me with the kind of look that my dad would when he doesn’t agree with something that I’ve done. But my dad has an excuse, given that he’s in his late sixties.

She stares at me as if she’s considering my proposal, and then she surprises me with, “How far is your garage?” 

I almost smile with relief.

“Not far. I can arrange for someone to tow you back to the garage, but you’ll have to drive the car with your hazards on, real slow.”

“It might start now,” she says, moving towards the driver’s side. “Sometimes it’s okay after I’ve left it a while.” She gets in, while I stand there wondering what the hell did I do to deserve this on this of all days?

She tries, but the car splutters and refuses to start. 

I walk towards her, pissed off with myself for not having insurance, because my financial situation is lousy, but her car certainly doesn’t sound roadworthy. “We’ll pull you along. No clutch, no gas pedal, just use the brake if you need to.”

She looks worried. 

“You’ll be fine,” I tell her. She glances at her watch again, prompting me to wonder if she’s got the male equivalent of Hot Gina waiting for her at home. “Why are you in a hurry?”

“I have to pick up my cat from the vet.”

“I can take you.” I really don’t want to. Especially not now, knowing that Hot Gina’s waiting for me, but I figure it’s the least I can do, seeing that she didn’t have to agree to my proposal and I did behave like a jerk initially. 

“You’ll take me to the vet?”

I’m scared that she might change her mind and call her insurance company, or her parents or friends might convince her to. If I do something nice for her, maybe she won’t be swayed. “As soon as we tow your car back to the garage,” I say quickly, my heart rate speeding up at the sound of another text notification on my phone. 

It’s Gina again.

I was supposed to be fucking her brains out right about now, not towing a car back and making a detour to the vet. 

“I’m coming,” I text back quickly.

 

 


Chapter 4

 

TRINITY

 

I’ve finally gotten the hang of it. Being towed isn’t as scary as I thought it would be. The Motorcycle Guy is behind me, on my tail and driving slowly and his friend is in the van in front, pulling my car along with the tow rope. 

It’s unnerving, the sensation of not having any control; of being at the mercy of someone else, but I don’t really have a choice. At first I wasn’t sure about agreeing to this guy’s proposition—because it benefits him, not me—and if I tell my parents, they’ll get annoyed, but what was I supposed to do when he said he didn’t have insurance? 

I don’t like getting people in trouble if I can help it, and even if this guy is stupid not to have insurance, that’s his problem, not mine. Besides, the damage to my car isn’t so bad, and on top of that, it’s an old car. I need to get a newer one, but I’m saving up for a deposit on a house, because that’s my first priority. It used to run just fine but in the last few weeks, it’s really started to act up. I keep meaning to replace it, but a teacher’s salary only goes so far, and this thing gets me from A to B, most of the time. 

I’m relieved that this guy can fix it for me, though. It’s lucky that he works at a garage. Lucky for us both. 

The van in front slows down, then comes to a stop in the parking lot of a huge red and orange building. 

This is where that guy works?

I know this garage. I’ve passed by it many a time. 

I turn off the engine and pull up the handbrake just as they told me to. The guy in the van jumps out and Motorcycle Guy gets off his bike and walks towards him. Soon they’re laughing and talking, and when they glance at me at the same time, I know immediately that they’re laughing about me. 

I get out of the car, eyeing them warily, then fold my arms, the way I usually do, trying to hide my hefty chest. It wouldn’t surprise me to learn that they’ve probably made a joke about my bra size or something. 

The guy in the van unhooks the tow rope while Motorcycle Guy climbs into my car and appears to be checking something. 

I wait patiently, but my patience is beginning to wear thin especially because I don’t have long before the vet’s closes. 

“Good driving,” his friend says, walking towards me. “I’m Al.” He holds out his hand. We didn’t get introduced when he showed up at the scene because Motorcycle Guy was in such a rush. Come to think of it, he and I never introduced ourselves, either. 

“I’m Trinity,” I say, shaking his hand. 

“Trinity?” I hear Motorcycle Guy’s voice behind me. 

“Yes?” I reply, waiting for the sarcastic comment which invariably will be something to do with Trinity from The Matrix and her slick-as-oil PVC outfits. 

“As in…”

I huff loudly, and I’m certain that my flared nostrils stop him from finishing the sentence. 

Standing in between them, I don’t miss the looks they exchange. These two remind me of the seven-year-olds I teach. Hard to imagine that these are supposedly grown-up men. 

“Do I need to do anything? Check the car in, or sign some paperwork? What you’re doing is legit, right? Your boss isn’t going to call me and get angry, is he?”

“Legit?” Motorcycle Guy grins as if I’ve made a ridiculous joke. “Do you think I’d do anything like that?”

“You don’t have insurance,” I point out.

“Ouch,” his friend cries, smiling with glee.

“This is legit, lady.” Motorcycle Guy advances towards me slowly. I don’t like the way he keeps calling me ‘lady,’ as if I’m someone a whole generation older than him. And I also don’t know why that sets my heart racing. I don’t feel threatened, but right now I feel as if Chris Hemsworth is looking at me and…well, that makes my heart go all fluttery. 

“You…you said you’d take me to the vet’s,” I manage to say, taking a step back because I can feel some heat coming off this guy. It’s insane, and I know I haven’t imagined it, because I feel hot all of a sudden.

“If I said it, then I’ll do it,” he answers. “So, Trinity, huh?” he asks, pulling out a notebook and pen, miraculously from his jacket pocket. He couldn’t put pen to paper when I needed his insurance details and it amazes me now that he had any stationery on him at all. “Trinity what?” He gets ready to write. One glance tells me that it’s his little black book. Full of women’s names, I bet. My body stiffens. 

“Shouldn’t you be writing my details down on … on…” I look around feeling foolish, “On some official business paper?”

He grins again, then chews his bottom lip as if he’s weighing me up, as if he doesn’t understand my objection. And then he lifts his chin, looks at his notebook, and then to me again. “Oh…” He nods, his eyes twinkling and making me feel even more silly. He lets out a snort as he glances at his friend. I get ready for complete evisceration. “Did you think I was taking your details down for my own personal use?” 

I need to dig myself out of this hole. “I was surprised how fast you whipped out your notebook given that you froze when I needed your insurance details.”

I hear Al snort again. 

Motorcycle Guy narrows his eyes at me and my heart skips a beat. 

“You guys are like the kids I teach,” I say, because I need to say something, otherwise I will stand here and simmer under this man’s gaze. I don’t understand what’s going on. I don’t understand why the mere act of him looking at me makes my insides tingle, but it does. I’ve been talking to Ed Moorcroft for over a year, and not once have I experienced anything like what I’m feeling now by having this man look at me. It’s not like we’ve exchanged many words either. 

“You teach kids?” Al asks, breaking my thoughts. Motorcycle Guy texts on his phone. 

I nod.

“How old?”

“Seven- to eight-year-olds.”

Al smiles, as if he’s feeling proud of himself for being likened to that age group. “You look like a schoolteacher,” he comments, and leaves me wondering what he means by that. “I mean, being all nice and huggable.”

Huggable? I say nothing but that word slays me. I know what he means—he’s trying to be nice and make polite conversation. I’m not overweight, but I’m not super-slim either. I have curves, and I wish my hips and breasts were one size less, but somehow Al’s comments sound disparaging to me, and I’m relieved that Motorcycle Guy hasn’t heard because he’s still busy on his phone. Al asks me which school I teach at, and I tell him. We make small talk, but the word ‘huggable’ still grates on me. 

I glance at my phone to check if I have any missed calls or messages from the vet’s clinic. I don’t.

“Paperwork,” says Motorcycle Guy, suddenly appearing at my side with a clipboard. “Just sign here, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

I examine the paperwork carefully, taking my time to read every word. Al sniggers again. “He hates being late for hot dinner,” I think I hear him say. 

“Shut up.” Motorcycle Guy throws back.

I carefully examine the paperwork and the whole time I can feel him staring at me. I sense—but I can’t be sure because I hardly know him—that he’s doing this on purpose. I’ve seen the way he struts around. He doesn’t walk, he swaggers, as if he’s too laidback to walk with purpose, as if he’s slowing down his movements so that women will admire his butt and his body as he walks past. 

He’s the type of guy that women flock to, like bees to honey. He’s like a huge six-foot something of walking honeycomb.

I wouldn’t, though. 

I have more sense.

“Can’t you just hurry up and sign it?” he growls.

I turn to him and arch my eyebrow. “I’m doing you a favor,” I remind him. “I’ll take as long as I want.”

 “I can vouch for him,” Al pipes up. “Max is a good guy.” 

Ahh, so he has a name. 

“Are you checking for punctuation and grammar?” he snaps. “I gotta be somewhere, lady.”

“His friend waits for no one,” Al sniggers again as I continue checking the form. There’s no mention of costs, or anything to suggest that I will be paying. Still, I want to make sure that this won’t come back to bite me, and I add a line to the paperwork. 

I show it to him. “You sign here too,” I insist.

“Don’t you trust me?” he asks, before pulling the pen and clipboard from me. 

“Not much. I don’t know you from Adam.”

 He gives me a who-the-hell’s-Adam look. “Whose form is this anyway, yours or mine?” he mutters as he signs so quickly that it feels like he’s drawn a squiggle. He tosses the clipboard onto a worktop. “Let’s go,” he says, and walks away. 

“Nice meeting you, Trinity.” Al nods.

I’m not sure I can say the same, but of the two, Al is definitely the safer and more friendly. “See you when I pick up my car,” I tell him. 

Max is already sitting on his bike waiting for me. “Here’s my spare helmet.” He holds it out for me. 

“Where did you get that from?” I’m suddenly nervous. 

“From my locker. Why?”

“Shouldn’t I … don’t I need to wear some protective clothing?”

His gaze runs over me as if I’ve told him a joke. “Looks to me as if you’re already covered up like a nun.”

I press my lips together. I was thinking more of those leather outfits I see bikers wear. My flimsy fabric isn’t going to protect me much if I fall off. 

He’s about to put his helmet on, then sees me hesitate. “Can you hurry up?” he snarls. “I told you, I gotta be somewhere.”

I put on my helmet and then stand for a moment like a dork near the bike.

“Well, get on it, then,” he orders. I remember that he’s in a rush because he has a hot dinner waiting for him, but my schoolteacherly caution suddenly kicks in and I’m not sure. 

I don’t trust this guy. 

What if we have an accident? Maybe I should just get an Uber to the vet’s?

“What’s the problem?” Al comes over. I feel more at ease when he’s around, and I’m not sure why. I don’t feel threatened by Motorcycle Guy, but he sets me on edge. I must be insane to want to get on the back of his motorbike and ride with him all the way to the veterinary clinic. Al seems to understand my hesitation. 

“Just throw your leg over, and sit tight. Put your arms around Max,” he advises.

I’m already beginning to regret this. I climb on tentatively, then smooth down my skirt. It’s flared, and puffs out beneath me. Horrified by the thought of it billowing out and therefore flashing my panties to everyone, I fold down the sides of fabric and sit on them, so that it’s as narrow as a pencil skirt. 

Max, meanwhile has been silent the entire time. 

“Are you ready for her?” Al asks him. I can sense the innuendo in that sentence, and I’m even more anxious to get going.

“Can you hurry up?” I cry, though my voice comes out all muffled. 

“Oh, now you want me to hurry up?” 

 “The vet is going to close in ten minutes.”

“Address?” Max asks.

I tell him. 

He revs up the bike, and I hold on for dear life.

As soon as the bike shoots forward, I throw my arms around his waist even tighter than before. In no time, we’re speeding through the streets, me grabbing hold of him as if I might come flying off if I don’t. This is new and dangerous, and a first for me. 

I pray he won’t go faster, otherwise I’ll have to tighten my grip. 

I also pray he doesn’t crash into the back of anyone again.

And I pray some more that my parents won’t see me, because they would not approve. They worry and fuss over me enough as it is.

Max stops momentarily at the lights, allowing me to catch my breath. My insides are all over the place. I’m not sure if it’s because I’ve never ridden on a bike before, or if it’s because of this guy. I’m still not sure I trust him, although it’s too late for me to do anything about that. 

He races off again, and I clutch him even tighter.

Today has been the strangest day ever.

I can’t wait to tell Ed. 

And Christina, assuming I pick Benji up on time and can make it to my crochet class.

Just as I start to get used to the ride, and even enjoy it a little, the familiar vet’s clinic comes into view. 

Max slows to a halt in front of it. I’m still holding onto him for dear life. It’s the closest contact I’ve had with a guy since I split up with my boyfriend over a year ago. 

Holding him like this, being this close with my legs apart, and my body pressed against his, feels strangely intimate. 

A vibration thrums through my entire body, even though he’s turned the engine off. I let go of my vice-grip around him, and suddenly feel hot and sticky. 


Chapter 5

 

MAX

 

My cock hurts. 

All because Trinity’s great big watermelon breasts were pressed tight against my back the entire time. I could feel them through my leather jacket. 

I’ve had more temptation thrown at me in the last hour than I can handle right now. It’s bad enough seeing Gina’s naked selfies, knowing that she’s waiting for me, but with Trinity riding behind me, stuck to me like glue, my mind soars to the filthiest of places.

I can’t help it.

I love sex.

It’s as important to me as breathing.

Plus, this lady is holding onto me real tight. Any tighter and she’s going to bruise my ribs. But at the same time, it makes me wonder what it would be like to have a naked selfie of her.

I’m itching to see her breasts.

Is that so wrong?

I’m relieved when we come to a standstill outside the vet’s. Trinity takes her helmet off, and hands it to me. 

Her face is all red and shiny, and she rubs a hand across her neck as if she’s wiping away the sweat. She must have had a thrill riding behind me. Goes to show that I wasn’t the only one getting turned on. 

“Thanks for the ride,” Trinity says, but her voice sounds a little breathless. She’s smoothing down her hair, and wiping her face, and doing all sorts of things while I watch, and she doesn’t look so schoolteacherish right now. I’m used to this disheveled look. Nearly all the women I fuck end up looking like this; their hair out of place, their faces hot, sweaty, and red. 

But this is the first time it’s happened after a bike ride. 

Holy shit on a stick. I notice that a button on her blouse has popped open and I catch a glimpse of the top of her bra. It doesn’t take long for me to imagine my face buried in between those luscious pillows.

I’m going to screw Gina’s brains out as soon as I walk through the door. 

“You okay?” I ask, “You look a little… flushed.”

She winces, before wiping her hand across her neck again. “I’m a little hot.” She fans her hand as if she’s trying to cool herself down. 

I smile because The Max Factor has definitely worked on her. She finds me too hot to handle. Most women do. “I can give you a bigger thrill next time. You just say the word.” The sentence slips out before I can stop it. Trinity’s face turns even redder, making me wonder how red she gets when she’s having sex. 

Suddenly, my mind is there. 

In bed.

With her. 

I cough, to shake myself out of this automatic visual I seem to easily slip into. Talking to a sexy woman often gets me in this mood, so I’m surprised to find myself getting my flirt on with Trinity the schoolteacher. She’s about as sexy as a nun. 

“You really rate yourself, don’t you?” 

And that comment uttered in that tone kills my sex drive. Before I can find a suitable line to toss back at her, she says, “I hope you’re not too late for your hot dinner.”

Hot dinner?

I have no idea what she’s talking about. And then I bark a short laugh, because I think she’s maybe heard Al talk about Hot Gina. I shake my head; that guy and his big mouth.

The teacher walks off, and all I see is that purple hot-air balloon of a skirt swaying as she moves.

Great hips, I notice. 

Nice ass, too.

It’s hypnotic, watching her sashay away from me. 

For the briefest of seconds, I wonder what she would look like naked, and then I slip on my helmet and race to Gina’s.

When I reach there, it’s just as I feared, Gina’s dressed, in that she’s wearing her nightgown. I’d bet my last dollar that she’s not wearing anything underneath it though. 

All isn’t lost yet.

“Sorry,” I say, leaning forward for a kiss, but she has a slice of pizza in her hand and she turns away, her face like thunder, leaving me to close the door. 

I toss my leather jacket to the floor, and rush towards her. She has her back to me, and I wrap my arms around her and pull her against me. 

“What took you so long?” she asks, the displeasure in her voice cold and cutting. Taking a bite of her pizza slice, she tilts her neck, shrinking away from me as I take her skin between my teeth and suck slowly. There are no raspy sighs, no girlish giggles. Her fingers aren’t making a move for my zipper. 

I’m going to have to win her over. I press my hips against her and feel the tingle down below. My cock springs back to life again. 

“I was late because I had an accident.”

She spins around, surprising me with the look of worry in her eyes. “What happened?” She quickly scans me up and down. “You don’t look hurt.” Her eyes narrow with disbelief as if she thinks I’m lying. 

“I crashed into this woman who stalled her goddamn car at the light.” 

“Oh, baby,” Gina coos, popping the last bite of pizza into her mouth. “In that case, I forgive you.” 

I smile as she pulls down my zipper. “I tried to get here as fast as I could. And I’ve shaved, see.” I proudly run a hand over my face. 

Her fingers skate across my smooth skin. “Sex-Crazy Max,” she purrs approvingly. She says she doesn’t like the feel of stubble across her thighs when my face is buried in her pussy, so I’m glad I had the foresight to shave this morning. 

One less thing for her to be mad at me about. 

Her fingers delve into my boxer briefs and I let out a groan.

I pull open her nightgown, and just as I guessed, she’s completely naked underneath. Her breasts are already pebbled, and I put my mouth to one while slipping my hand between her legs. She’s wet, and I’m in heaven again.

I lift her up easily, and her nightgown slides off as she wraps her legs around me. With my mouth still sucking her breast, I walk over to her bedroom and lay her down on the bed. We’re not going to leave this place for the entire weekend, except to use the bathroom and refuel.

My blood races south, and my erection mushrooms. Gina’s eyes glaze over as she lies back and watches me undress. Seeing her completely naked, with that huge smile on her face, puts me at ease and plants an equally huge smile on my face. 

I walk towards her and she’s already opening a condom, getting ready to slip it on me, but my mind suddenly slips elsewhere. I’m thinking about Trinity’s breasts, and how much bigger they are than Gina’s.

Crap.

Thinking of that annoying schoolteacher bugs the hell out of me. 

But then Gina slips the condom over me, and I’m back here with her again.

My lips claim her mouth, and I thrust in slowly. 
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