
        
            [image: cover]
        


Veronica - Sex
and Speed

by

David
Timmsdale


 Copyright 2023 David
Timmsdale

All rights
reserved.

 


This e-book is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to your favourite e-book retailer and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


This a work of
fiction, All characters and events are totally imaginary and bear
no relation to real persons, living or dead.

 


Where real place
names are used, they were located using Google Maps and no
inference should be drawn about real persons who may live, or have
lived, in those areas.

 


This book
contains scenes and discussions of consensual sex between adults in
a loving relationship.

 


 



V2023-11-17


 Contents

 



	Copyright

	About the Author



 



	Chapter 1 – A Chance Meeting

	Chapter 2 – Getting to Know
You

	Chapter 3 – Round
Two

	Chapter 4 -
Overnight

	Chapter 5 – Need for
Speed




About The Author

 


 David Timmsdale is originally from
the UK but has now retired to Australia. That's why his first story
was set in the UK, as he says, “I know it better and I can 'hear'
the characters better.”



This first book,
'Nice in June', was followed by a sequel; ‘June on Top’.

The trilogy
concluded with ‘June at Home’.

 


 


David’s Smashwords
profile
and Smashwords Interview

 


Twitter:
@DTimmsdale

 


Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100081146436006

 


Blog: WordPress
Blog


 Chapter 1 - A Chance Meeting

 


It was a perfect
day. The sun was shining, the sky was that clear, dark blue you
only get on warm summer days and the hedgerows were lined with May
blossom and Cow Parsley. Even the Hawthorn seemed to be that bright
green that exists only for a few enthusiastic weeks in spring /
early summer, when the whole of nature seems to be waking up from
the dull winter and revelling in the urge to breed.

To make it even
better, the bike was running like a dream. After a months of being
stored carefully in the garage whilst I used a something more
practical to drive through the salt and grit to work, today the
750cc two-stoke was out and alive. The three cylinders howled
through the 3 into 1 expansion chamber, cackling like a dyspeptic
chainsaw on part-throttle at each corner, before the induction roar
was drowned out by the pipe coming back on song as I slung-shot out
of each corner.

 


Up in the
distance, now vanishing around the next bend, I could see a figure
in black walking. They looked to be carrying a helmet and threw a
glance over their shoulder at the sound of my approach.

I rolled off the
throttle, gunned down a couple of gears and cruised slowly into the
corner, preparing to stop. Nothing. I must have been mistaken, so I
opened up, accelerating out on to the next straight. I checked my
mirror. There they were, a girl, in black, carrying a black helmet.
Must be someone around here broken down. I slowed down, turned
around and went back.

 


“You need a lift?” I asked, raising my
visor.

Now I could get a
proper look. The girl, young woman really, this was no girl, was
dressed in a very short, black skirt, a tight black, sleeveless top
with straps narrow enough not to cover the black bra strap across
the shoulder that she wasn’t carrying her leather jacket over.
Raven black, almost blue-black hair, so dark it had to be dyed,
cascaded down her back and hung to the front. She flicked it aside,
further drawing my attention to the interesting volume of boob that
was obviously being pushed upwards by her bra.

“Where ya goin’?”

“Pub,” I replied.

Without another
word she stepped towards me, threw her leg over the back seat and
got on, donning her helmet as she did so. The fluid way in which
she did this, told me she was no stranger to riding
pillion.

“Go on then,” she said, tapping my
shoulder.

 


Turning the bike
back around, I eased smoothly up through the gears, changing up
each time just before the powerband, taking gentle lines through
the bends. As we approached one, I felt her thighs grip mine as she
braced for braking. I looked in my mirror and could clearly see
that she was wearing black stockings, the lace tops no longer
covered by her tight skirt.

She pushed her
visor up and tapped me on the shoulder.

“Is this as fast as it goes? It’ll be
be closing time before we get there at this rate.”

I accepted the
challenge, clipped my visor down, kicked down two gears dropping
the engine right into the powerband and felt her lean hard against
my back.

The front wheel
lifted, seeking sky and the bike surged forward, dropping again as
I shifted up for a few seconds before braking and lining up the
next corner. My sudden bravado had got us running a bit fast, but
as I shifted my weight to the left-hand side, I felt her move,
naturally and fluidly, with me. The bike hauled through the corner
skimming the verge at the apex and rocketing out on the next
straight. Confident now that she wasn’t about to panic in a corner,
I let the engine redline up through the gears, just getting into
fifth before hauling on the brakes for the next series of bends, a
sharp left-right, just tight enough at this speed to make it
challenging to lift the bike up and over before up again for the
next straight.

“Woohoo! I heard her shout with glee
behind me, her thighs gripping me tightly, but her hands stayed on
the handrail, not flailing around trying to grab hold of me. This
woman was no stranger to riding pillion, nor riding
fast.

 


Disappointingly
soon, the pub came in to view and I blipped the throttle
excessively on each downshift, making lots of noise as we swung
into the car park. Of a weekend, the place would be full of a dozen
or two motorcycles of all types, people milling about drinking and
chatting. But on this mid-week lunchtime it was empty, just couple
of cars parked up the far end. I stopped near the pub door, kicked
down the side-stand, and once the engine had settled back to a
steady tickover, turned it off. Not a second before it was off and
I had both feet firmly on the floor did she move. A tap on my
shoulder and I felt her stand up on the foot-pegs and then climb
down.

Lowering the bike
to its stand, I pulled of my helmet and turned to took at
her.

 


She was standing
with her back to me, pulling her skirt down with one hand, running
her fingers through her locks with the other, her helmet
nonchalantly hanging from her arm. She turned to face me, unzipping
her leather jacket and giving me broad grin and a view of
impressive cleavage.

Her red lips
parted in a wide smile, revealing really white teeth and the bluest
eyes I had ever seen.

“I reckon I owe you a pint.” she
laughed, “that was really great. That thing moves, bloody sounds
great as well.”

“No, I’ll get them. What do you
want?”

 


“So how did you come to be out here,
walking and carrying a helmet?” I asked as I put a pint of lager
and lime down in front of her.

“Some blokes kick it down a gear when
you ask if it goes any faster, others stop and tell you to walk.
Fuck him, waste of space, should have known he was all throbbing
twin and no cock, bloody waste of space. Are you a waste of space
too?”

“Hope not, and I appreciate a pillion
who knows how to ride and isn’t scared. I’m Dave, by the
way.”

“Veronica,” she replied, holding out
her hand, “but you can call me Ronni.”

I took her hand
and shook it formally. She smiled back at me and adjusted the front
of her shirt, pulling into to some imaginary better shape, rather
than trying to cover anything up.

“So, back at ya, what you doing out
here on that magnificent steed, apart from picking up damsels in
distress. No work?”

“No, I work, but today the sun is out
and it looked like a day to be riding and not working. It’ll rain
on plenty of days when I can sit in an office.”

“You sound like you don’t have to sit
in an office.”

“Not every day.”

She smiled and
finished her pint. “Another?”

“No thanks, not when I’m riding. One
pint of Pedigree is enough and ride home.”

“Hmm,” she said non-committally and
got up and vanished into the pub. I watched her go.

Nice, very nice, very, very
nice, I thought as I
watched her arse vanish across the car-park.

 


The afternoon
passed rapidly. Ronni was a good conversationalist, witty and
smart, stunningly good looking I decided, and despite having downed
her first pint in minutes, the second must have been completely
flat by the time she supped the last dregs. Mine certainly
was.

“Can I give you a lift home?” I asked,
finally, admitting to myself that I either stayed there and drank
too much beer or risked bringing our meeting to a end. She looked
at me, as if considering her options.

“You got your own place?” she asked,
suddenly.

“Yes.”

“No wife?”

“No.”

“No girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Boyfriend?”

“No,” I laughed, “I’m single and live
alone.”

She looked me
some more, trying to weigh me up.

“How about we go and buy a bottle of
something interesting and you take me back to yours, you can show
me your etchings or something.”

“Okay, I’d like that,
Ronni.”

 


As Ronni climbed
up behind me, she tapped me on the shoulder.

“Swing past my parents, I’ll pick up a
change of clothes.”

I nodded and
pressed the starter, smiling to myself as the engine burbled into
life. I had come out for a nice afternoons ride in the sunshine.
The bike was running well and I’d had a pint of my favourite beer.
But the day was going much better than that. Much
better.

 


Ronni’s parents’
house was an average suburban semi-detached not far from my own
place, although a good deal smaller. The drive was empty as I swung
the bike onto it.

“Good,” said Ronni, “they’re still at
work, come on, you can watch me pack.”

Pack? Pack? I thought as I followed her through the front door
and up the stairs. Her bedroom was the small front one, just big
enough for a single bed, wardrobe and chest of drawers. Despite her
black attire, the room was surprisingly pink and
girly.

“How old are you, Ronni?” I asked,
suddenly wondering if I had seriously miscalculated.

“Twenty-two, and yes, I know. I left
here at sixteen, I just seem to end up coming back.”

 


Throwing her
jacket on the bed, she turned and bent excessively forward over a
drawer, causing her skirt to rise up, exposing her cheeks and tiny
panties. I gasped at the sight and she wriggled her
arse.

“Go on then, you know you want to,”
she laughed, wriggling again.

Stepping forward,
I placed the palms of both hands on her arse, feeling how smooth,
warm and firm her cheeks were . She held still, her hands rummaging
in the draw.

“Ah!” she said triumphantly, and
reached back over her shoulder. “You want to, I want to, take
it.”

Between her
fingers she held a condom packet.

“Really?” I gasped, taking it from
her.

“Yes, quick, before the old folks get
home.”

I stepped back
and started to undo my belt and jeans, knowing that I was already
hard. By
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