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Chapter 1

Lily's bedroom was a shrine to her wildest secrets, the kind that would make her mom clutch her pearls if she ever stumbled across them. Posters of roaring Harleys plastered the walls, faded concert tickets from rock shows she'd snuck into last summer pinned to the corkboard, and tucked under her mattress—where no one would ever look—was a battered photo album she'd swiped from the attic. Not just any album. Mom's old one, from the days when she'd been head over heels for Ryan, her step-dad, the tattooed biker who'd roared into their lives like a thunderstorm and fucked his way out just as fast.

Lily was eighteen now, legal in every filthy way that mattered, and those memories weren't hers to begin with. But God, the stories Mom had let slip over late-night wine sessions—the way Ryan's calloused hands gripped her hips like he owned them, how he'd keep her pinned to the bed for hours, pounding relentlessly until she was a quivering mess—had burrowed into Lily's brain like hooks. She'd been twelve when he left, too young to do more than steal glances at his leather-clad ass as he revved his bike goodbye. But now? Now she was a woman with a body built for sin: full C-cup tits that strained against her tank tops, a tight waist flaring into hips that swayed like a siren's call, and an ass so perky it begged to be slapped raw. And between her thighs? A pussy that ached for the kind of endurance only a man like Ryan could deliver.

She flopped onto her unmade bed, the late afternoon sun slanting through the blinds in golden bars that warmed her bare legs. Mom was out running errands, the house silent except for the distant hum of traffic. Perfect. Lily's heart thudded as she yanked the album from its hiding spot, her fingers trembling with that familiar mix of shame and thrill. Flipping it open, she landed on her favorite page: Ryan, mid-stride in the garage, grease-streaked jeans slung low on his hips, no shirt, his broad chest inked with a snarling wolf that disappeared under his waistband. His arms were thick ropes of muscle, veined and scarred from years on the road, and that jaw—fuck, that stubbled jaw she wanted scraping against her inner thighs. His eyes, dark and piercing, stared right through the camera like he knew exactly what kind of dirty little slut was drooling over him six years later.

"Jesus, Ryan," Lily whispered to the empty room, her voice husky even to her own ears. She spread her legs wide, knees bent, her cutoff denim shorts riding up to expose the pale crease where thigh met ass. No panties today—why bother when she knew this was coming? Her fingers dipped under the frayed hem, brushing the smooth, bare lips of her pussy. Already slick. Always fucking slick at the thought of him. She traced her clit lightly, a shiver ripping through her as she imagined those rough biker hands replacing hers, calluses scraping her sensitive folds while he growled low in her ear.

In her mind, it played out like a fever dream. Ryan kicking open her bedroom door, his boots thudding heavy on the carpet, that wolf tattoo flexing as he shrugged off his leather cut. "Heard you've been a bad girl, Lily," he'd rumble, his voice gravel and smoke, eyes raking over her like she was roadkill he couldn't wait to devour. "Spying on your mom's ex? Fantasizing about this fat cock stretching that tight little hole?" She'd nod, biting her lip, and he'd laugh—that deep, filthy chuckle that made her clit throb harder. Then he'd grab her by the throat, not hard enough to bruise but firm enough to pin her down, his thumb pressing into her pulse as he forced her shorts aside. "Show me how wet you get for Daddy's old bike buddy. Finger that greedy pussy while I watch."

Lily's breath hitched, her own fingers plunging deeper now, two sliding into her soaked heat with a wet schlick that echoed obscenely in the quiet room. She curled them, hitting that spongy spot inside that made her toes curl, her free hand shoving up her tank top to pinch a nipple hard. It pebbled instantly, dark pink and begging for teeth. "Fuck, yes," she moaned, eyes locked on Ryan's photo. She could almost smell him—leather and motor oil, sweat and that raw, masculine musk that clung to men who lived hard. Her hips bucked up off the mattress, chasing the friction, as she pictured him unzipping those jeans, his cock springing free. Thick. Veined. The kind that would split her open and leave her gaping, dripping his cum for days.

She'd seen it once, accidentally, years ago when she'd barged into the garage during one of his visits. Mom had been bent over the workbench, skirt hiked up, and Ryan—oh God, Ryan—had been buried balls-deep, his ass flexing with each brutal thrust. Lily had frozen in the doorway, heat flooding her cheeks and lower still, her virgin pussy clenching around nothing as she watched him rail her mom like a piston. He'd lasted forever, grunting filthy encouragements—"Take it, you cock-hungry bitch, squeeze me dry"—until Mom was sobbing, legs shaking. When he'd finally pulled out, ropes of cum splattering the concrete, Lily had ducked away, heart pounding, but the image had seared into her soul. Endurance. That's what she craved. Not some fumbling high school boy who popped off in two minutes. Ryan would fuck her senseless, make her cum until she blacked out, then wake her up for round two on the back of his bike.

Her fingers pumped faster now, three stretching her wide, the heel of her palm grinding against her swollen clit. Juices leaked down her crack, soaking the sheets, and she didn't care. "Ryan... oh fuck, Ryan, please," she whimpered, her voice breaking into a whine. In her fantasy, he was there, kneeling between her splayed thighs, his hot breath fanning her core. "Look at this pretty pink cunt," he'd say, voice dripping with that casual dominance, like he was commenting on the weather. "Dripping for me already? You been saving this for years, haven't you, baby girl? Bet you've rubbed this sloppy hole raw dreaming of my tongue." And then he'd dive in, no teasing, just devouring her like a starving man—lips sucking her clit, tongue spearing deep, lapping up every drop while his beard scratched her thighs raw.

Lily's back arched, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as the pressure built, coiling tight in her belly. She pinched her nipple harder, twisting until it burned, imagining his teeth instead—biting down just enough to make her yelp. "Yes, eat me, you dirty fucker," she gasped, her inner walls fluttering around her fingers. The album slipped from her lap, pages fluttering open to another shot: Ryan straddling his Harley, thighs like tree trunks bracketing the leather seat, his bulge prominent even through the denim. God, she wanted to climb on behind him, press her tits to his back, and grind her wet pussy against his ass the whole ride, whispering in his ear how she'd suck him off at the next stop.

The orgasm hit her like a freight train, her pussy clamping down on her fingers in rhythmic pulses, gushing hot and messy over her hand. "Ryan! Fuck, I'm cumming—your cock, I need your big fucking cock!" she cried out, not caring if the neighbors heard. Waves of pleasure crashed through her, thighs quaking, toes curling into the damp sheets. She rode it out, hips jerking erratically, until she collapsed back, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat. Her fingers slipped free with a lewd pop, glistening with her cream, and she brought them to her lips on instinct—sucking them clean, tasting her own tangy sweetness while staring at his photo. "One day," she murmured, voice hoarse, "I'm gonna feed you this pussy. Make you drink every drop."

But fantasies only got her so far. Lily was done waiting, done with the ache that left her raw and unsatisfied. She needed the real thing—his hands, his mouth, that endless stamina buried deep inside her. Wiping her sticky fingers on her shorts, she grabbed her phone from the nightstand, heart racing all over again. Mom had kept Ryan's number "just in case," stored under some bullshit label like "Old Friend Plumbing." Yeah, right. Lily scrolled to it, thumb hovering. Her car—reliable old Betsy—had been making a weird rattle for weeks. Nothing major, but enough to fake a breakdown. She could text him, play the damsel, lure him right to her. And once he was there, smelling her desperation? Game over.

She typed quickly, her pussy still twitching with aftershocks, a sly smile curling her lips. Hey Ryan, it's Lily—your ex's wild child, all grown up. Betsy's acting up on the side of 95, won't start. Need a ride? I'll make it worth your while. 😉

Send. The message whooshed off, and Lily flopped back onto the pillows, album clutched to her chest like a talisman. Her body hummed with anticipation, nipples still hard points against her tank, core clenching at the thought of his reply. What would he say? Would he remember her—the awkward kid with pigtails? Or would he see the woman now, ripe and ready? Either way, she was done playing pretend. Tonight, she'd have him. And fuck, the things she'd make him do...


Chapter 2

Lily's phone buzzed like a hornet in her pocket, jolting her from the sticky haze of her post-orgasm sprawl. She snatched it up, heart slamming against her ribs as Ryan's name flashed on the screen. On my way, kiddo. Be there in 20. Stay put. Simple. Direct. No bullshit. Just like him. Her pussy clenched involuntarily, a fresh trickle of arousal leaking onto her already-damp shorts. Kiddo? Fuck that. She wasn't a kid anymore, and by the time he rolled up, she'd make damn sure he knew it.

She bolted from the bed, album shoved back under the mattress like contraband, and stripped in front of her full-length mirror. Her reflection stared back: flushed cheeks, swollen lips from biting them too hard, nipples still diamond-hard under the thin tank. She peeled it off, letting her tits bounce free—heavy, round, with those dusky areolas that begged for a rough tongue. Shorts next, kicked aside to reveal the smooth, bare mound of her pussy, lips puffy and glistening from her earlier frenzy. God, she looked like sex on legs. A quick rinse in the shower, just enough to wash away the evidence but leave her skin dewy and scented with that vanilla body wash Mom hated—"too slutty," she'd say. Lily smirked at the irony, toweling off roughly to pink up her skin.

What to wear? Something that screamed "rescue me" but whispered "fuck me senseless." She settled on a cropped white tee that hugged her underboob like a second skin, no bra—let those tits jiggle and draw his eyes like magnets. A pleated black miniskirt, short enough that any breeze would flash her ass, and beneath it? Nothing. Bare pussy rubbing against the fabric with every step, a constant, torturous reminder of what she wanted stuffed inside her. Thigh-high fishnets for that extra edge, the kind that screamed road-trip fantasy, and scuffed combat boots to ground it all in her adventurous vibe. She raked fingers through her wild auburn waves, swiping on cherry-red gloss that made her mouth look perpetually cock-sucking ready. One last spritz of perfume—something musky, primal—and she was out the door, phone in hand, striding down the cracked driveway like she owned the goddamn horizon.

The sun hung low, painting the suburban street in lazy oranges, but Lily's blood ran hot as she leaned against the fake-broken Betsy, one hip cocked, skirt riding up just enough to tease the lace tops of her stockings. Cars whooshed by, oblivious, but her mind was a porn reel on loop: Ryan's thick thighs bracketing hers on that roaring Harley, her arms wrapped tight around his waist, pussy grinding against the seat's vibration while his ass flexed under her palms. She'd lean in close, lips brushing his ear, whispering how she'd drop to her knees at the first red light, unzipping him to swallow that fat biker cock whole—gagging on it, drool stringing from her chin as the engine thrummed between her legs.

Headlights cut the dusk, a low growl preceding the beast of a motorcycle that turned the corner like a predator on the prowl. Ryan. There he was, all six-foot-three of weathered leather and sin, his broad shoulders straining the seams of a faded black Henley, sleeves shoved up to expose forearms roped with veins and that intricate tribal ink snaking toward his elbows. Aviators hid his eyes, but she knew they'd be dark, hungry, when he finally took them off. His jeans—faded Levi's that molded to his tree-trunk thighs—were tucked into scuffed riding boots, and straddling the saddle like it was an extension of his cock was that glorious, chrome-plated Harley, all power and promise.

He killed the engine with a throaty rumble that vibrated straight to Lily's core, swinging a leg off with the easy grace of a man who'd fucked on two wheels more times than she could count. Up close, he was even more devastating: salt-and-pepper stubble framing a jaw that could cut glass, laugh lines crinkling the corners of eyes that stripped her bare the second he yanked off the shades. "Lily?" His voice was pure gravel, laced with surprise and something darker—appraisal—as his gaze raked her from boots to tits, lingering on the way her skirt barely skimmed her thighs. "Holy shit, you've... grown up."

She pushed off the car, sauntering closer with a sway that made her hips roll like waves, tits bouncing just enough to draw his stare lower. "Hey, Ryan. Yeah, it's been a minute." Her tone was casual, like they were old pals bumping into each other at the grocery store, but inside? Her clit throbbed, begging for friction. Up close, he smelled like heaven and hell—leather polish, faint weed smoke, and that underlying musk of a man who showered but didn't bother with cologne. She wanted to bury her face in his neck, lick a stripe up to his ear, and beg him to bend her over the hood right there.

He hooked his thumbs in his belt loops, stance widening as he eyed the car. "What the hell's wrong with this piece of shit? Won't turn over?" He stepped past her, close enough that his arm brushed her nipple through the thin crop top, sending a jolt straight to her dripping slit. Lily bit her lip to stifle a whimper, watching his ass flex as he popped the hood—round, firm, the kind she'd sink her nails into while he railed her from behind.

"Started rattling like a bastard on the highway," she lied smoothly, leaning in beside him, her breast pressing "accidentally" against his bicep. The heat of him seeped through his shirt, and fuck, he was solid—built like he could toss her around without breaking a sweat, pin her down and fuck her through the mattress until she screamed his name. "Figured you were the guy for the job. Mom always said you had magic hands."

Ryan chuckled, low and dirty, peering under the hood with a flashlight from his pocket. His proximity made her dizzy, the faint scent of his sweat mixing with motor oil in a cocktail that had her thighs clenching. "Magic hands, huh? Your mom said a lot of things about my hands back in the day." He glanced sideways, eyes dipping to her lips, then lower, catching the hard peaks of her nipples tenting the fabric. "But you're not her. What're you really after, Lily? Breakdown my ass—this engine's purring fine from here."

Busted. Her pulse skyrocketed, but she played it cool, trailing a finger along the fender, close enough to graze his hip. "Maybe I just needed an excuse to see you. Been thinking about that bike of yours... and the man who rides it." Her voice dropped, husky, as she stepped closer, her skirt whispering against his thigh. "Wondering if it's as good between my legs as it looks."

His flashlight beam froze, then clicked off. He straightened slow, towering over her now, close enough she could feel the heat radiating off his chest. Those dark eyes locked on hers, pupils blown wide with something feral. "Careful, girl," he murmured, but there was no warning in it—just promise. His hand came up, rough knuckles brushing her jaw, thumb tracing her lower lip. "You start talking like that, and I might forget you're jailbait no more. But you're playing with fire. Your mom's fire, specifically."

Lily's breath caught, her pussy flooding at the touch—simple, but electric, like he'd stroked her clit instead. She leaned into it, tongue darting out to wet the pad of his thumb, tasting salt and grit. "I'm eighteen, Ryan. Legal. And I've been wet for you since I was old enough to know what wet meant." Bold. Reckless. But fuck, the way his jaw ticked, the subtle flex of his fingers like he was fighting not to grab her throat... it was worth it. "Give me a ride. Show me what that beast can do."

For a beat, the air crackled, thick with unspoken filth. Then he grinned—slow, wolfish, the kind that said he'd devour her inch by inch. "Hop on, then. But you hold tight. Wouldn't want you falling off." He swung back onto the saddle, the Harley groaning under his weight, and fired it up. The engine roared to life, a deep, pulsating thrum that Lily felt in her bones—and lower, right in her core, making her clit pulse like it had a heartbeat of its own.

She climbed on behind him, thighs spreading wide to straddle the leather seat, her bare pussy kissing the warm, vibrating hide. Jesus fuck. The rumble shot straight through her, teasing her swollen lips, grinding against her clit with every idle rev. She bit back a moan, arms snaking around his waist, palms flattening against the ridges of his abs through the thin shirt. Solid. Hot. She could feel the trail of hair leading down, imagining unzipping him right there, wrapping her hand around what had to be a monster cock—thick, veined, leaking pre-cum at the thought of her tight virgin hole.

Ryan twisted the throttle, and they surged forward, the world blurring into wind-whipped streaks. "Where to?" he shouted over the roar, but his hand dropped back, landing heavy on her thigh, fingers digging into the fishnet just below her skirt's hem. Possessive. Testing.

Lily pressed flush against his back, tits squishing soft against hard muscle, her nipples dragging deliciously with each bump. The vibration intensified, the seat bucking under her like a lover's hips, slicking her thighs with her own juices. She imagined flipping the script—straddling him instead, not the bike, sinking down on that rigid length while the engine thrummed beneath them, his hands bruising her hips as she rode him raw. "Anywhere!" she yelled back, mouth close to his ear, lips brushing the shell. "Just don't stop. Feel that vibration? It's got nothing on what I'll do to you."

His grip tightened, thumb stroking the sensitive crease of her thigh, inching higher—dangerously close to where she ached most. "Yeah?" he growled, voice barely audible over the wind, but laced with that raw edge that made her squirm. "Big talk for a girl who's never had a real man between her legs. You think you can handle this?" He revved harder, the bike surging, and the jolt had her grinding down involuntarily, a gasp escaping as pleasure sparked hot and bright.

"Oh, I can handle it," she purred, nipping his earlobe quick and dirty before he could react. Her hand slid lower, fingers splaying over his belt buckle, feeling the heat of him beneath. Hard. So fucking hard. "Bet you're already throbbing back there, thinking about flipping this skirt up and eating my pussy right on the roadside. Licking me clean while I pull your hair and beg for more."

Ryan's laugh was a rumble, deeper than the engine, vibrating through her chest where she clung to him. "Fuck, Lily. You're trouble. The kind that gets a man locked up—or worse, addicted." But he didn't pull her hand away. Instead, his fingers ventured higher, slipping under the skirt's edge, brushing the bare, slick skin of her inner thigh. One graze, feather-light, against her soaked folds, and she nearly came undone—hips bucking, a whine slipping free.

"Addicted sounds good," she breathed, rocking into his touch shamelessly, the wind whipping her hair like a flag of surrender. They hit a straight stretch, speed climbing, and his hand stayed—teasing, exploring, dipping just enough to coat his fingertips in her cream. "Touch me for real, Ryan. Feel how wet you make me. I've been fingering myself to you for years—your ink, your ass, that cock I know is gonna ruin me."

He groaned, low and tortured, the bike weaving slightly as he pressed a thick finger along her slit, parting her lips without mercy. "Christ, you're soaked. Dripping down my hand like a needy little slut." Casual, filthy, like he was ordering coffee—then darker: "Keep grinding on my fingers like that, and I'll pull over. Fuck you stupid against this tank, tits out, skirt around your waist. Make you scream loud enough for the highway to hear."

Yes. God, yes. Lily's head fell back, eyes half-lidded against the rush, her body a live wire of need. The vibration, his touch, the wind— it all built like a storm, her clit swelling under the heel of his palm as he rubbed slow circles. She was close, so fucking close, juices slicking his wrist, but he eased off just as she teetered, leaving her panting, bereft. "Not yet, baby girl," he rumbled, withdrawing his hand to grip the handlebar again. "Gonna make you beg for it first. Earn every inch."

Bastard. Delicious, torturous bastard. But as they tore down the road, her thighs clamped around the humming beast, arms locked around his heat, Lily knew she'd beg. She'd scream. She'd take everything he gave and demand more. The lure was set—now it was just a matter of the hook sinking deep.


Chapter 3

The highway stretched out like a black ribbon under the deepening twilight, the Harley's growl a constant throb between Lily's thighs that had her teetering on the edge of insanity. Every bump, every rev of the engine, ground the vibrating leather seat against her bare pussy like a lover's insistent tongue—relentless, teasing, nowhere near enough. Ryan's hand had retreated after that torturous finger-fuck preview, but the ghost of his touch lingered: rough pads slick with her cream, the way he'd circled her clit with casual ownership, like her body was a custom job he'd tuned up a hundred times before. She clung to his back, tits mashed against the heat of him, nipples scraping fabric with delicious friction, her skirt hiked scandalously high from the wind's relentless tug. One wrong shift, and she'd flash every passing trucker her glistening slit, but fuck if that didn't make her wetter—imagining their horns blaring as Ryan pulled over, bent her over the tank, and plunged that thick biker cock deep while they watched.

"Gas station up ahead," Ryan shouted over the roar, his voice cutting through the wind like a blade, roughened by the road and something heavier—restraint cracking at the edges. His free hand patted her thigh again, higher this time, thumb hooking under the skirt's hem to stroke the fishnet's edge. Possessive. Hungry. "You holding up back there, trouble? Or you gonna soak through that pretty little skirt before we get there?"

Lily's laugh bubbled up, throaty and unfiltered, her breath hot against his neck as she nipped the lobe—quick, sharp, a promise of teeth elsewhere. "Holding up? Barely. This seat's got my clit buzzing like a goddamn vibrator, Ryan. One more mile, and I'll be humping your back like a bitch in heat." She ground forward on purpose, her soaked folds dragging along the leather, a fresh gush of arousal slicking her thighs. God, she could smell herself—tangy, needy—mixing with his leather-and-sweat scent, a cocktail that had her head spinning. In her mind's eye, it escalated fast: him killing the engine in some deserted pull-off, yanking her off the bike by her hair, shoving her skirt up to expose her dripping cunt to the cool night air. "On your knees, slut," he'd growl, unzipping with one hand while the other fisted her throat. "Show me how bad you want this road dust on your tongue."

He tensed under her touch, abs flexing like steel cables, and she felt it—the hard ridge of his erection pressing back against her belly through his jeans. Thick. Insistent. Her mouth watered, imagining the weight of it on her tongue, the salty burst of pre-cum as she hollowed her cheeks and took him deep. "Jesus, Lily," he rumbled, voice dropping low and dangerous, "you keep talking like that, and I'll make you regret it. Or beg for it. Your call." But he didn't pull away. Instead, he squeezed her thigh harder, nails digging into the fishnet until she hissed, the sting shooting straight to her core like a live wire.

The gas station loomed—neon-lit oasis in the middle of nowhere, pumps glowing under buzzing fluorescents, a dingy convenience store attached like an afterthought. Ryan eased off the throttle, the bike's rumble softening to a predatory purr as they rolled to a stop at the farthest pump, away from the lone attendant nursing a smoke by the door. The sudden quiet was deafening, broken only by the tick of cooling metal and Lily's ragged breaths. She dismounted on shaky legs, thighs quivering from the prolonged tease, her pussy lips swollen and slick, chafing deliciously against the air. Skirt tugged down—barely—she leaned against the pump, watching him swing off with that effortless power, his boots crunching gravel like he owned the fucking earth.

Ryan grabbed the nozzle, broad back to her as he fed the tank, but she caught the flex of his shoulders, the subtle shift of his hips like he was adjusting for the ache she knew she'd caused. "You gonna stand there staring, or help a guy out?" he tossed over his shoulder, casual as hell, but his eyes—when he glanced back—were molten, raking her body like he was memorizing every curve for later defilement.

Lily sauntered closer, hips swaying with intent, her hand trailing up his arm to squeeze the bulge of his bicep. Ink peeked from his sleeve, that tribal swirl she'd traced in her fantasies a thousand times while plunging fingers into her greedy hole. "Help how? Pump your gas... or something thicker?" She pressed against his side, breast nestling into his ribs, nipple a hard peak that dragged against him through her crop top. Up close, the heat of him was overwhelming—sweat-damp skin, the faint tang of exhaust clinging to his pores. She wanted to lick it off, start at his collarbone and work down, sucking bruises into that wolf tattoo until he pinned her to the pump and fucked the sass right out of her.

He replaced the nozzle with a click, capping the tank slow, deliberate, like he was buying time to rein in the beast she could see straining his fly. "Careful with that mouth, girl. It's gonna get you in trouble." But his hand found her waist, pulling her flush, fingers splaying wide over her hipbone—close enough to the promised land that her breath stuttered. "Though from the way you're squirming, seems like that's exactly what you're after."

Their eyes locked, the air between them crackling like a live fuse. Lily's pulse thundered in her ears, her clit a persistent ache begging for pressure. Fuck the pretense. She rose on tiptoes, lips brushing his jaw—stubble rough as sandpaper, scraping her soft skin in the best way. "Trouble? Baby, I want the full apocalypse. You, me, this bike—right here, under these shitty lights. Bend me over the seat, hike this skirt, and rail me till my legs give out." Her words were a whisper, hot against his ear, but laced with that raw edge of desperation. Inside, the fantasy unspooled vivid and vicious: him shoving her down, ass up, cheeks spread wide to the night breeze. His tongue first—flat and broad, lapping from clit to asshole in one filthy stripe, groaning into her like she was the sweetest road kill he'd ever tasted. Then his cock—blunt head nudging her entrance, stretching her inch by merciless inch until she was stuffed full, walls clenching around the invasion, milking him as he bottomed out with a slap of skin on skin.

Ryan's grip tightened, a growl vibrating through his chest as he turned into her, caging her against the bike's warm flank. One hand tangled in her hair, tugging her head back to expose her throat—vulnerable, pulsing—and his mouth crashed down. Not gentle. Not tentative. A claiming—lips bruising hers, tongue thrusting deep like he was fucking her mouth already, all smoke and demand. Lily moaned into it, hands fisting his shirt, yanking him closer as she sucked on his invading muscle, tasting the faint bitterness of coffee and the salt of his skin. Her body arched, pussy grinding against his thigh through the denim, leaving a wet smear she hoped he'd feel later, a brand of her need.

"Fuck," he broke away with a wet pop, forehead pressed to hers, breaths mingling in harsh pants. His free hand roamed—up her side, thumbing the undercurve of her tit, then higher to pinch her nipple through the fabric, rolling it hard enough to make her yelp. "You taste like sin, Lily. Sweet and dirty, like you've been plotting this pussy trap since I rolled up." He nipped her lower lip, soothing with a lick that sent sparks down her spine. "Bet you're drenched back there. Let me feel—show Daddy how bad his little road whore wants it."

Her laugh was breathless, wicked, as she grabbed his wrist, guiding his hand down—over the taut plane of her belly, under the skirt's flimsy barrier. No panties to slow him, just slick, bare heat. "Feel for yourself," she purred, voice husky with triumph as his fingers found her folds—parting them easy, two thick digits sliding through her cream with a lewd squelch. "All for you, Ryan. Been leaking since you touched me on the ride. Imagine it—me bent over this pump, your cock splitting me open while that clerk watches from the door, stroking himself to the show."

He groaned, low and guttural, plunging deeper—curling inside her to stroke that spongy ridge that made her knees buckle. "Christ, you're tight. Soaking my fucking hand like a greedy slut." His thumb found her clit, circling with brutal precision, the callus scraping just right to have her hips bucking, chasing the pressure. The station's lights buzzed overhead, casting harsh shadows that danced over his face—jaw clenched, eyes black with lust—as he finger-fucked her slow and deep, the wet sounds obscene against the quiet night. Lily's head fell back against the bike, thighs trembling, her free hand clawing at his shoulder for purchase. God, he was good—knowing exactly how to crook his fingers, how to grind his palm until stars burst behind her lids.

But he stopped—fucking stopped—just as the coil tightened, leaving her hanging, pussy clenching around nothing. "Not here," he rasped, withdrawing shiny fingers to suck them clean, eyes never leaving hers. The sight—his tongue swirling around the digits, lapping her essence like fine whiskey—nearly undid her. "Not with some minimum-wage prick gawking. But soon. Fuck, soon I'll have you screaming my name where no one can hear but the stars."

Lily whimpered—actual fucking whimpered—her body a riot of unspent need, clit throbbing like a bruise. "Tease," she accused, but there was no heat in it, just raw want as she palmed his cock through his jeans—hard as iron, jumping under her touch. "Feel that? This monster's mine tonight. Gonna wrap my lips around it, choke on every inch till you're begging to nut down my throat."

Ryan's hips jerked forward, a hiss escaping through gritted teeth as she squeezed, tracing the veined length with her thumb. "Bold words, baby girl. But you pull that shit on the road, and I'll make you pay. Tie your hands to the handlebars, eat this pussy till you squirt all over my beard." He captured her mouth again, shorter this time—filthy, all tongue and teeth—before pulling back, adjusting himself with a grimace. "Store run. Beer. Condoms. Unless you're on the pill and feeling reckless?"

She grinned, feral, straightening her skirt with hands that still shook. "Reckless is my middle name. But wrap it up—first round, anyway. Save the creampie for when I'm riding you reverse on that seat, ass bouncing while you slap it red." The image hit her like a gut punch: her back to his chest, impaled deep, his hands bruising her hips as she slammed down, taking him to the hilt over and over, his grunts hot against her neck.

He barked a laugh, dark and approving, tossing her a nod as he headed for the store door. "Stay put. And don't touch that pretty cunt—it's mine to wreck." The bell jingled behind him, leaving Lily alone with the cooling bike and her raging pulse.

She sagged against the tank, breath coming in shudders, fingers itching to dip between her legs and finish what he'd started. But no—his rules, for now. Instead, she let the fantasy run wild: him bursting back out, dropping the bag, hauling her into the shadows behind the pumps. No prep, no mercy—just skirt flipped, panties none, his cock slamming home in one brutal thrust. She'd wrap her legs around his waist, nails raking his ink as he pounded her against the cinderblock wall, each snap of hips echoing like gunfire. "Take it, you filthy tease," he'd snarl, teeth on her throat. "Cum on this dick like the slut you were born to be." And she would—shattering around him, milking every drop as he flooded her, hot and messy, marking her from the inside out.

The door jingled again, Ryan emerging with a six-pack in one hand, foil packets glinting in the other. His eyes found hers across the lot—predatory, locked and loaded. "Ready to roll?" he asked, voice deceptively even, but the bulge in his jeans told another story.

Lily pushed off the bike, sauntering close, her hand brushing his as she took the beer. "Born ready. But pull over soon—I need to taste you now." Her words hung heavy, a gauntlet thrown, and from the way his nostrils flared, the darkening of his gaze? He'd pick it up. And run with it straight to hell.


Chapter 4

The neon sign of the Desert Rose Motel flickered like a dying heartbeat against the star-pricked sky, casting a lurid pink glow over the cracked asphalt lot. Ryan killed the Harley's engine with a final, guttural sigh, the sudden silence amplifying the pounding in Lily's ears—and lower, where her pussy throbbed with unmet need, slick and swollen from the hour-long ride of teasing vibrations and his occasional, maddening grazes up her thigh. The gas station makeout had left her reeling, his fingers still echoing inside her like a phantom fuck, but he'd played the gentleman after—sort of. "Motel's cheap and clean enough," he'd grunted as they peeled out, tossing her a foil packet from the store bag like it was candy. "Gonna need a bed for what I'm about to do to you." Her clit had twitched at that, visions of him spreading her wide on threadbare sheets, cock plunging deep while the headboard banged the thin walls, flooding her with fresh cream that soaked the bike's seat beneath her.

Now, as he swung off and grabbed the saddlebag—beer clinking inside—Lily dismounted on wobbly legs, her miniskirt twisted and damp, fishnets laddered from where his nails had raked during a particularly aggressive curve. The air was cooler here, desert-sharp, carrying the faint scent of sage and exhaust, but it did nothing to temper the heat coiling in her gut. She eyed the motel: a single-story strip of faded turquoise doors, vacancy sign buzzing like an invitation to sin. Perfect. Anonymous. No one to hear her screams when he finally gave her what she'd been craving since that first stolen glance at his bulge years ago.

Ryan strode to the office, boots thudding purposeful, and returned minutes later with a key dangling from his fingers—room 12, end unit, away from the highway drone. "Got us the bridal suite," he deadpanned, that wolfish grin splitting his stubbled face as he unlocked the door. "Jacuzzi tub. For... cleanup." His eyes dropped to her thighs, where her arousal had trailed sticky paths, and Lily felt exposed, deliciously so—like prey under a predator's stare.

She brushed past him into the room, hips swaying with deliberate provocation, the door clicking shut behind them like a starting gun. The space was pure '70s kitsch: orange shag carpet that muffled her steps, a king bed with a sagging chenille spread, nightstands scarred from god-knows-what, and a bathroom door cracked open to reveal chipped porcelain. But the air hummed with possibility, thick and expectant, as Lily turned to face him, back to the bed, her pulse a wild drum in her throat.

"Finally," she breathed, fingers hooking under her crop top's hem, peeling it up slow—torturously slow—exposing the undersides of her tits first, then the full, heavy globes, nipples already peaked and begging. She tossed the shirt aside, letting it flutter to the floor like a gauntlet, her hands cupping her breasts, thumbs circling the tight buds as she watched his reaction. Ryan leaned against the door, arms crossed over that broad chest, but his gaze was fire—dark, unblinking, devouring every inch she bared. The bulge in his jeans strained harder now, a promise she intended to unwrap.

"Christ, look at you," he rasped, voice low and rough like he'd swallowed gravel. He didn't move yet, just watched, one hand dropping to adjust himself with a casual squeeze that made her mouth water. "Those tits... been imagining 'em bouncing while I fuck you senseless. Pinch 'em harder, baby girl. Show me how you play when it's just your fingers and my name on your lips."

Lily's breath hitched, a shiver racing down her spine as she obeyed—thumbs and forefingers rolling her nipples with a twist that bordered on pain, sending jolts straight to her clit. "Like this?" she purred, voice husky, stepping closer until her bare chest nearly brushed his Henley. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his heat—radiating like a furnace—made her ache to close the gap. "God, Ryan, I've done this so many times. Lying in bed, door locked, rubbing my pussy raw to pictures of you on that bike. Imagining these..." She squeezed her tits together, cleavage deep and inviting, "...wrapped around your cock, milking you till you paint my face white."

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the room, his hand palming his erection fully now—stroking over the denim in long, lazy drags that outlined every veined inch. "Filthy little thing. Bet you came buckets, didn't you? Legs spread wide, fingers buried in that tight cunt, whispering 'Daddy Ryan, fuck me harder.'" His free hand reached out, finally—tracing the swell of one breast, callused thumb flicking her nipple before pinching, mirroring her own touch but rougher, meaner. Lily arched into it, a whimper escaping as pleasure-pain lanced through her. "Show me. Skirt off. Let me see that pretty pussy you've been grinding on my bike all night."

Her hands trembled with anticipation as she fumbled the skirt's zipper, shimmying it down her hips—exposing the bare, smooth mound first, then the glistening lips, puffy and parted from neglect. No panties, just her—dripping, desperate, the fishnets framing her thighs like a porn star's invitation. The skirt pooled at her boots, and she kicked it away, standing there in nothing but stockings and combat boots, legs spread shoulder-width for his inspection. Cool air kissed her wetness, making her clit twitch visibly, a bead of cream trickling down her inner thigh.

Ryan's eyes darkened to obsidian, his breath coming sharper as he unzipped his jeans—slow, deliberate, the rasp of metal loud in the charged silence. "Fuck me," he muttered, shoving the denim and boxers down in one go, his cock springing free like a weapon unleashed. Thick—god, so thick—veins bulging along the shaft, the head flushed purple and already leaking a fat pearl of pre-cum. It bobbed heavy between his thighs, nestled in a thatch of dark curls, balls drawn tight and heavy below. Lily's core clenched at the sight, mouth flooding with saliva, her own hand dipping between her legs on instinct—fingers parting her folds, one sliding through her slick heat with a wet schlick.

"Like what you see?" he taunted, kicking his boots and jeans aside, standing there in just his half-unbuttoned Henley, cock jutting proud like it owned the room. He wrapped a fist around the base, stroking up slow—once, twice—milking another drop that smeared shiny over his thumb. "This what you've been dreaming of? This fat dick stretching that virgin hole till you're sobbing?"

Lily nodded, biting her lip hard enough to taste copper, her finger plunging deeper now—two curling inside her, thumb grinding her clit in frantic circles. The stretch was nothing compared to him, but the fantasy bridged the gap: him looming over her, pinning her wrists, that blunt head breaching her with a pop, inch after relentless inch splitting her wide. "Yes—fuck, yes. It's bigger than I imagined. Gonna feel so good ruining me." She pumped faster, hips rocking into her hand, tits jiggling with each thrust. Juices leaked down her wrist, the obscene sounds filling the room—her wet slaps echoing his strokes, a filthy symphony. "Touch yourself with me, Ryan. Stroke that big dick while I rub my wet slit. Pretend it's my mouth—hot and sloppy, gagging on you."

He stepped closer, close enough she could feel the heat of his body, the musky scent of his arousal hitting her like a drug—sweat and pre-cum, leather clinging to his skin. His hand moved faster now, fist twisting over the head on each upstroke, a low hiss escaping his teeth. "Yeah? You want this cock down your throat, choking you till tears run? Bet you'd slobber all over it, princess—tongue swirling the balls while I fuck your face like a fleshlight." His free hand batted hers aside—gentle but firm—replacing it with his own fingers, three thick digits spearing into her without warning. She cried out, walls clamping down greedily, the stretch burning sweet as he curled them deep, hitting that spot that made her vision blur.

"Oh god—Ryan!" Her knees buckled, but he caught her hip, holding her steady as he finger-fucked her ruthless—deep, hooking thrusts that had her cream squirting around his knuckles, dripping to the carpet in pearly strands. She grabbed his cock in retaliation, fingers barely circling the girth, stroking in tandem with his rhythm—up when he plunged in, down when he withdrew. Velvety steel under her palm, throbbing hot, the pre-cum slicking her grip like lube. "Feels so good in my hand. Can't wait to feel it bare—ramming my pussy, balls slapping my ass till I'm bruised."

They stood there, locked in this mutual torment—his fingers scissoring her wide, thumb mashing her clit; her hand jerking him off with twists and squeezes, thumb smearing his slit to coax more leaks. The room spun with their gasps, the wet symphony of skin on skin, bodies inches apart but not quite touching beyond hands and heat. Lily's free hand roamed his chest, shoving the Henley up to rake nails over his abs, tracing the wolf tattoo that flexed under her touch. "Cum for me," she begged, voice breaking on a moan as his fingers sped up, the pressure building like a dam about to burst. "Shoot it all over my tits—mark me like your dirty little secret."

Ryan's head fell back, throat working on a swallow, but his eyes stayed locked on hers—fierce, commanding. "Not yet, slut. Not till I feel you shatter first. Come on—milk my fingers like you'd milk this cock. Soak my hand, baby. Let me hear you scream." He added a fourth finger—impossible stretch, her walls fluttering wild around the invasion—and ground his palm hard against her clit, the heel rough and perfect.

It hit her like lightning—coiling tight, then exploding in white-hot waves. Lily's cry ripped free, raw and unrestrained, her pussy convulsing around his digits in rhythmic squeezes, gushing hot and messy over his wrist, down his forearm. "Ryan—fuck, I'm cumming! Your fingers—oh shit, yes!" Her hand tightened on his cock involuntarily, stroking erratic through the bliss, nails digging into his thigh as stars burst behind her eyes. She sagged against him, tits pressing to his chest, the aftershocks rippling through her like echoes of thunder.

He didn't let up—pumping her through it, slow and deep, drawing out every tremor until she was a boneless mess, whimpering into his neck. Only then did he withdraw, fingers glistening with her release, bringing them to her lips. "Taste yourself," he ordered, voice a wrecked growl, pressing them past her teeth. She sucked greedily—tangy, musky, her essence coating his skin—while her hand resumed its work on his shaft, faster now, determined.

"Your turn," she murmured around his fingers, popping free with a wet smack, dropping to her knees in one fluid motion—boots scuffing the shag, fishnets straining. Face level with his cock, she looked up through lashes, lips parted, tongue darting out to lick the tip—salty burst of him exploding on her taste buds. But she didn't take him in—not yet. Instead, she stroked harder, base to tip, her other hand cupping his balls— heavy, drawn tight—rolling them gentle, then tugging with just enough edge to make him buck.

"Fuck—Lily," Ryan groaned, hand fisting her hair—not pulling, just anchoring—as his hips jerked forward, cockhead nudging her cheek, leaving a slick trail. "Gonna make me blow like a teenager. That mouth... shit, open up. Let me see it hit your tongue."

She grinned up at him, wicked and wanton, angling his dick toward her waiting mouth—pink and plush, drool already pooling. "Do it. Feed me every drop—hot and thick, straight from the source." Her strokes blurred, fist tight and twisting, thumb pressing that sensitive spot under the head until his thighs quaked, abs clenching like armor.

With a barked curse—"Fuck yes, take it!"—he erupted. The first rope hit her tongue, bitter-salt and endless, flooding her mouth as she swallowed greedily, the next splattering her lips, chin, dripping down to her heaving tits. She milked him through it—every pulse, every spurt—until he was spent, cock softening in her grip, twitching with aftershocks. Lily licked her lips clean, then swiped a finger through the mess on her chest, sucking it off with a moan. "Tastes like victory. But we're just getting started, biker boy."

Ryan hauled her up, crushing her against him in a kiss that tasted of them both—sweat and cum, raw and unfiltered. "Damn right," he rumbled against her mouth, already hardening again as his hands roamed her ass, squeezing hard. "Shower. Then bed. Gonna fuck you till dawn, Lily. No mercy."

She shivered, anticipation coiling fresh and fierce, her body already aching for round two. The night was young, the door locked, and the wild ride? Just revving up.


Chapter 5

The bathroom steam curled like smoke signals from the cracked door, carrying the sharp bite of cheap motel soap and the deeper, earthier musk of their mingled sweat. Lily emerged from the shower first, skin flushed pink from the hot spray, droplets tracing lazy paths down her curves—over the swell of her tits, pooling in her navel before trickling lower, toward the freshly shaved smoothness between her thighs. She'd scrubbed away the evidence of their frantic motel foreplay, but the ache lingered: pussy still tender from his fingers, clit a swollen pulse begging for more. Towel wrapped loose around her hips, fishnets and boots abandoned in a heap, she padded back into the room, finding Ryan sprawled on the bed like a king on his throne—Henley discarded, jeans kicked aside, his cock half-hard and heavy against his thigh, that wolf tattoo snarling across his pecs in the dim lamp light.

He looked up from cracking a beer, eyes raking her like she was the main course, bottle paused mid-sip. "Fuck, you clean up nice. But lose the towel—wanna see all of you dripping for me." His voice was that lazy drawl, casual as handing her the beer he extended, but the heat in it? Undeniable. Like he'd fuck her with words alone if his mouth wasn't otherwise occupied.

Lily smirked, letting the towel drop with a soft thud, standing bare and unashamed—tits heaving with each breath, nipples tightening under his stare, her pussy lips already parting slick in the cool air. She sauntered over, climbing onto the bed with a knee on either side of his hips, straddling his waist just close enough to feel the heat of his cock nudge her folds. "Like this?" she teased, grinding down slow—a single, torturous drag that coated his shaft in her fresh arousal, her clit bumping the veined ridge. She took the beer from his hand, sipping deep, the cold fizz bubbling on her tongue before she leaned down, sharing it mouth-to-mouth—lips sealing over his, the bitter hop spilling between them in a messy kiss.

Ryan groaned into her, hands coming up to grip her ass—rough palms squeezing the firm cheeks, spreading her wide enough that the night air kissed her asshole. He broke the kiss with a nip to her lower lip, beer dripping down his chin as he flipped her suddenly—effortless, like she weighed nothing—onto her back, the chenille spread bunching under her. "Like that," he rumbled, hovering over her, his cock now fully hard and slapping heavy against her belly, leaving a sticky trail of pre-cum. "But enough teasing. Been dying to taste that sweet cunt since you climbed on my bike. Gonna bury my face in it till you're shaking."

Her laugh was breathy, legs spreading wide on instinct, knees hooking over his shoulders as she tugged him down by the hair—that salt-and-pepper mane soft between her fingers. "Then do it, Ryan. Eat me like you own it. Lick up every drop I made thinking about your tongue all ride long." Inside, the fantasy that had haunted her for years unspooled vivid: him on his knees in some dusty garage, her perched on the workbench, thighs clamped around his ears as he devoured her—tongue spearing deep, nose grinding her clit, growling vibrations that made her squirt down his throat.

He didn't make her wait. Ryan slid down her body like a man starved, stubble scraping her inner thighs raw in the best way, his breath hot against her core before his mouth descended—flat tongue lapping broad from asshole to clit in one filthy stripe, groaning like he'd struck gold. "Jesus fuck, you taste like honey and sin," he muttered against her folds, the words vibrating straight through her. His hands pinned her hips, thumbs parting her lips wide—exposing the pink, glistening inner walls, her clit peeking like a pearl—and he dove in proper: lips sealing around the nub, sucking hard enough to hollow his cheeks, tongue flicking relentless.

Lily's back arched off the bed, a keening moan ripping free as pleasure knifed through her—sharp, electric, coiling tight in her belly. "Oh god—yes, right there! Suck my clit harder, you dirty bastard—make it throb for you." Her fingers twisted in his hair, pulling him closer, hips bucking up to fuck his face shamelessly. Juices flooded his mouth, her cream smearing his stubble shiny, and he lapped it up greedy—tongue plunging into her hole next, three inches deep, curling to stroke that spongy front wall while his nose nudged her clit with each thrust. The wet, slurping sounds filled the room, obscene and intoxicating, mingling with her gasps and his muffled grunts.

But Ryan wasn't one to let her lead for long. He pulled back just enough to flip again—this time sideways, manhandling her with a growl of "C'mere, princess—time to make this mutual." In a tangle of limbs and laughter, they ended up in perfect sync: her on top in the classic 69, thighs bracketing his head, her face hovering inches from that glorious cock—thick and veined, curving up toward his navel, the slit weeping pre-cum in fat beads. She could smell him up close—musky, masculine, with that faint tang of soap from his own shower—and it hit her like a drug, pussy clenching empty as she lowered her hips, smothering his mouth once more.

"Open wide, baby girl," he commanded from below, voice muffled but edged with that dominant rumble, his tongue spearing her entrance again—deep, fucking thrusts that had her rocking back, ass cheeks jiggling against his forehead. "Suck that dick like you mean it. Choke on it—show me how bad you want my load sliding down your throat."

Lily didn't need telling twice. She wrapped one hand around the base—fingers barely meeting around the girth—guiding the head to her lips, tongue swirling the crown first, lapping up the salty pre-cum like it was nectar. "Mmm, tastes so fucking good," she murmured, the vibration of her hum making his cock jump against her mouth. Then she took him in—lips stretching wide, sliding down inch by inch, the velvety skin dragging over her tongue as she hollowed her cheeks. Halfway down, and he hit the back of her throat; she gagged soft, eyes watering, but pushed on—relaxing her jaw, breathing through her nose, until her nose buried in his pubes, balls snug against her chin. Full. Stuffed. The stretch burned her throat raw, but god, the thrill of it—his groan vibrating up into her pussy—had her dripping anew, a fresh gush coating his chin.

"Fuck—yes, just like that," Ryan snarled, hips bucking up shallow, fucking her mouth in tiny thrusts while his tongue worked overtime below—lapping her folds in messy figure-eights, dipping into her hole to scoop her cream before sucking her clit between his teeth, nipping just enough to make her yelp around his shaft. "Deeper, slut—gag on it. Feel how you choke me down, all wet and sloppy." His hands roamed— one slapping her ass cheek sharp, the crack echoing, leaving a red handprint that stung sweet; the other reaching up to pinch her nipple, twisting until she moaned, the sound garbling around his cock.

She pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his glistening head, stroking him slick and fast with her fist—twisting over the ridge, thumb pressing the frenulum until he hissed. "You like that? My throat milking your fat cock?" She dove back down, bobbing now—deep throating with each descent, gagging wet and deliberate, drool spilling from the corners of her mouth to soak his balls. She cupped them in her free hand, rolling the heavy sacs, tugging gentle then firm, feeling them draw tighter as his control frayed. Below, his mouth was relentless—tongue-fucking her pussy in counterpoint to her sucks, nose grinding her clit, beard scraping her thighs until they burned red. Every lap sent sparks up her spine, her walls fluttering, building that delicious pressure.

"Shit—your tongue's magic," she panted during a quick pop-off, grinding her pussy harder against his face, smearing her juices from chin to hairline. "Eat me deeper—fuck me with it till I cum all over your pretty face. Then I'll swallow you whole, Ryan—every thick rope down my greedy throat." She engulfed him again, humming low—a vibration that had his thighs tensing, abs clenching like iron under her palms. Her other hand slipped lower, a finger circling his tight pucker—teasing the rim, pressing just the tip in to feel him clench—while she deep-throated him sloppy, throat convulsing around the head.

Ryan bucked hard at that, a muffled curse vibrating into her core—"Fucking hell, yes—finger my ass while you choke on my dick"—his own hands bruising her hips, pulling her down to smother him fully. He retaliated with a thumb—sliding it alongside his tongue into her pussy, stretching her wider, the dual invasion making her walls spasm. Then he sucked her clit fierce—vacuum pull that bordered on pain, tongue flicking the tip in rapid-fire—and Lily shattered.

Her orgasm crashed like a wave, pussy gushing hot and messy over his mouth, thighs clamping his ears as she screamed around his cock—muffled, garbled—"Ryan! Oh fuck—cumming, don't stop—drown in it!" Waves pulsed through her, clit throbbing under his assault, cream flooding his tongue until it dripped down his jaw, soaking the sheets. She ground through it, hips circling wild, riding his face like a saddle, her throat still stuffed full, gagging reflexively with each aftershock.

But she didn't let up—stroking what she couldn't swallow, finger pressing deeper into his ass, crooking to massage that walnut-sized spot inside that made his cock swell impossibly thicker in her mouth. "Your turn," she gasped, pulling off to lick his balls—sucking one into her mouth, tonguing the seam while her hand blurred on his shaft. "Cum for me—explode down my throat, fill me up like the cumslut I am."

Ryan's control snapped. His hips jerked up, hands fisting the sheets as he roared into her pussy—"Suck harder, princess—fuck, make me explode down your throat!"—and he did. The first jet hit the back of her mouth, thick and bitter, flooding her tongue as she swallowed greedy—gulping around the head, milking every pulse with her throat's tight clench. Rope after rope—hot, endless—coating her tonsils, spilling from her lips when she couldn't keep up, dribbling down her chin to mix with the spit and pre-cum already there. She took it all, humming encouragement, finger stroking his prostate until he was wrung dry, cock twitching soft in her grip.

They collapsed then, a sweaty, sticky tangle—her straddling his chest, pussy still fluttering against his sternum, his cum-smeared face nuzzling her thigh. Lily licked her lips, tasting him still, a satisfied purr rumbling in her chest. "God, that was... intense. You taste like fucking addiction."

Ryan chuckled, wrecked and warm, his hand stroking lazy up her back—tangling in her damp hair to tip her head for a lazy kiss, sharing the mingled flavors of them both. "You ain't seen nothing yet, baby girl. That was just the appetizer. Give me five minutes—then I'm flipping you over and pounding this pussy till you can't walk straight." His cock twitched against her calf, already stirring, and Lily's core clenched in eager response.

She grinned down at him, nipping his jaw. "Promise? 'Cause I'm just getting started. Next round, I want you balls-deep—raw and rough, making me scream your name till the manager bangs on the door." The night stretched endless before them, bodies humming with afterglow and anticipation, the motel's thin walls no match for the storm they were about to unleash.


Chapter 6

The motel room air hung thick with the aftermath of their oral frenzy—musky sweat, the faint tang of cum on her breath, and that heady, primal scent of two bodies primed for war. Lily lay sprawled on the rumpled sheets, chest heaving, her skin a roadmap of his marks: red welts from his grip on her thighs, a faint bite on her inner arm where she'd braced against the headboard during her scream. Ryan hovered above her, that salt-and-pepper chest glistening under the flickering lamp, his cock—still semi-hard and slick from her throat—twitching back to life against her hip. Five minutes, he'd promised. But as his dark eyes locked on hers, pupils blown wide with fresh hunger, she knew it was bullshit. The man was a machine, built for the long haul, and she was the road he intended to burn up.

"Ready for the main event, baby girl?" he rumbled, voice gravel-rough from her moans echoing down his throat. His hand trailed up her thigh—calluses scraping sensitive skin—dipping between her legs to test her readiness. Two fingers slid home easy, her pussy still fluttering from the aftershocks, cream coating him instant and hot. "Fuck, you're soaked. Gripping me like you can't wait to be split open."

Lily arched into his touch, a lazy grin curling her lips as she hooked a leg around his waist, pulling him flush. His cock nestled against her folds now, the thick head nudging her clit with each shallow rock of her hips—teasing, promising the stretch she'd craved since spying him in that garage years ago. "Ready? I've been ready since I texted you. Condom on, Ryan—then ram it in. Fuck me till I can't walk, till my legs shake so bad I need your arms to carry me back to that bike." Her words were bold, breathy, but inside? A wildfire raged—visions of him pinning her down, pounding relentless, her walls clenching around that veined monster until she blacked out from the bliss.

He chuckled low, dark, rolling off her just long enough to snag a foil packet from the nightstand—ripping it open with his teeth, the sound sharp and animal. She watched, mesmerized, as he rolled the latex down his length—slow, deliberate, the rubber stretching taut over the girth, a bead of lube glistening at the tip. "Bossy little thing. But yeah—gonna wreck this pussy. Make it mine, all puffy and dripping my cum when we're done." Sheathed and lethal, he knelt between her thighs, hands hooking under her knees to spread her wide—exposing her fully, lips parted and quivering, clit peeking swollen from its hood.

No more preamble. Ryan lined up, blunt head kissing her entrance, and thrust—deep, in one brutal slide that bottomed out with a wet slap of balls to ass. Lily's cry tore free, raw and ragged, her nails raking his shoulders as her walls clamped down, stretching to accommodate the invasion. "Oh fuck—yes! So thick, Ryan—filling me up like a goddamn glove." The burn was exquisite—fullness bordering on too much, every vein dragging her ridges, the head kissing her cervix with a pressure that sparked stars.

He held still for a beat, buried to the hilt, forehead pressed to hers, breaths mingling hot and harsh. "Tight as a vice, princess. Squeezing me like you wanna keep me forever." Then he moved—pulling back slow, inch by torturous inch, her cream clinging to him in shiny strands, before slamming home again. The rhythm built fast: deep, grinding thrusts that had the bedframe creaking, his hips snapping forward with biker precision—controlled power, endless stamina. Each plunge hit that spongy sweet spot inside, her G-spot swelling under the assault, pleasure coiling tight and vicious in her core.

"Harder—pound me, you beast," she gasped, legs wrapping his waist, heels digging into his ass to urge him deeper. Her tits bounced with each impact, nipples grazing his chest hair, sending jolts straight to her clit. God, he was relentless—grunting low with every bury, sweat dripping from his brow to splash her collarbone. She could feel him everywhere: the slap of his heavy balls against her ass, the way his pubes ground her clit on the downstroke, the sheer endurance of him—like he'd been forged in some desert forge, unbreakable, unyielding. Her first orgasm built quick, a tidal wave from the friction alone—walls fluttering, then seizing as she shattered. "Cumming—fuck, Ryan, don't stop! Milk that cock—oh shit!"

He growled approval, pace never faltering—thrusting through her spasms, drawing it out until she was sobbing, thighs quaking around him. "That's it—cum all over my dick, soak me good." But he didn't let her coast; instead, he hooked her legs over his shoulders, folding her nearly in half—angle deeper now, cock spearing straight to her core, hitting new depths that had her eyes rolling back. "Look at you—taking it like a champ. Bet you've never been fucked this good, huh? Some boy fumbling around—nah, you need a man to ruin you proper."

Lily's laugh dissolved into a moan, hands fisting the sheets as he railed her missionary-style, brutal and intimate—his weight pinning her, stubble scraping her neck as he sucked a bruise into her throat. "Never—god, you're a machine. Feels like you're rearranging my guts." The second climax crept up sneaky, from the grind of his pelvis on her clit, the way he rolled his hips on each thrust—circling deep, stirring her insides like a spoon in honey. She came again, harder this time—gushing around him, the wet squelch obscene as her cream leaked out, soaking his balls and the sheets below. "Again—fuck, yes! Ram it in deeper—make me squirt all over you!"

Ryan's control cracked then, a hiss escaping through gritted teeth as he pulled out—sudden, slick pop that left her clenching empty, bereft. "Up—wanna feel you ride me. Bounce on this cock till your thighs burn." He flipped onto his back, hauling her up by the hips like she was weightless, positioning her straddling his waist. His cock stood proud, latex shiny with her juices, and Lily didn't hesitate—sinking down slow at first, savoring the stretch anew, her folds parting greedy around the girth. "That's my girl—take every inch. Ride Daddy like you stole him."

She did—hands braced on his inked chest, nails digging into the wolf tattoo as she lifted and slammed, setting a punishing pace. Up high, until just the head teased her entrance, then down hard—bottoming out with a slap that echoed, her ass cheeks rippling from the impact. "Like this? Fuck—your cock's hitting so deep, Ryan. Feels like it's in my throat." Her tits jiggled wild with each bounce, sweat-slick skin slapping his, the room filling with the symphony of their rut: her breathy moans, his grunts, the wet glide of him splitting her open. She ground her clit against his base on the downstrokes, chasing friction, the coil winding tighter already—third orgasm bubbling hot and insistent.

He gripped her hips, thumbs bruising the bone, guiding her harder—up-thrusting to meet her halfway, balls slapping her ass like punctuation. "Fuck yes—ride it, slut. Milk me with that tight pussy. Look at those tits bouncing—gonna suck 'em raw later." One hand released, palming a breast—squeezing the heavy globe, pinching the nipple until she yelped, the pain spiking her pleasure higher. Lily leaned forward, changing the angle—deeper now, his cock dragging her front wall relentless—and shattered again, walls convulsing in rhythmic squeezes that had him cursing, hips stuttering. "Cumming—oh god, Ryan, you're gonna make me—fuck! Yes, fill me up—wait, no, not yet!"

He laughed, wrecked and filthy, flipping her mid-climax—effortless power, her world spinning until she was on all fours, ass up, face buried in the pillows. "Not yet, baby. Told you—endurance. Gonna fuck you standing next, legs around my waist, till you beg to tap out." But first, doggy: he mounted her from behind, one hand fisting her hair to arch her back, the other guiding his cock home—slamming deep in one go, the new angle letting him grind her G-spot merciless. "Take it—feel how deep I go? This ass was made for my hands."

Lily pushed back, meeting his thrusts—ass cheeks jiggling from the force, the slap of skin on skin drowning out her whimpers. "Harder—pound me till I bruise! Your cock's so fucking big—stretching me wide, owning every inch." Sweat poured down her back, pooling at her spine, and she reached between her legs—rubbing her clit frantic, the dual assault pushing her over again. Fourth orgasm—blinding, body seizing as she squirted messy around him, soaking his thighs, the bed a puddle beneath. "Ryan—shit, cumming so hard! Don't stop—fuck me through it!"

He didn't—grunting like a beast, pace brutal now, hips snapping with machine-like precision. But true to his word, he pulled out again, hauling her up—spinning her to face him, legs wrapping his waist as he backed her against the wall. The plaster was cool against her spine, a stark contrast to the furnace of him, and he thrust up—impaling her standing, her weight driving him deeper, gravity the perfect accomplice. "Hold on tight, princess. Gonna bounce you on this dick till the sun comes up."

Lily's arms locked around his neck, nails scoring his back as he fucked her vertical—strong arms bracketing her ass, lifting and dropping her like a toy. Each descent swallowed him whole, the head battering her cervix, her clit grinding his pubes with every lift. "Yes—fuck, like that! Ram it in—deeper, Ryan, make me feel it tomorrow." Her head lolled back, throat exposed, and he latched on—sucking hard, teeth grazing as he pounded up, up, up—endless, tireless, his stamina a weapon that had her unraveling fast. Fifth climax hit like a freight train—legs clamping his waist, pussy gushing down his shaft, dripping to the carpet below. "Cumming again—oh fuck, you're killing me! So good—don't ever stop!"

"Never," he snarled against her skin, pace faltering at last—thrusts erratic, deep and grinding as his own release loomed. "Gonna cum—fill this condom like I own you. Squeeze me, baby—milk every drop." Lily clenched deliberate, walls rippling around him, and he roared—burying deep, hips jerking as he pulsed hot inside the latex, the barrier the only thing keeping his load from flooding her womb. She rode it out with him, grinding slow through the aftershocks, their gasps syncing in the humid air.

They slid down the wall in a heap—him still inside her, softening slow, her body a boneless wreck of tremors and sweat. Lily's thighs burned, pussy throbbing sore and satisfied, a lazy smile tugging her lips as she nuzzled his neck. "Told you... endurance. Fucked me senseless—five times? Can't feel my legs."

Ryan chuckled, spent but smug, easing out with a wet slide that made her whimper. He ditched the condom, tying it off before pulling her into his chest—arms wrapping possessive, lips brushing her temple. "Six, if you count that little one on the ride. But we're not done. Dawn's hours away—gonna wake you with my tongue, then fuck you slow over coffee." His hand dipped low, fingers tracing her puffy folds gentle now, coaxing a shiver. "You good? Or you tapping out already?"

She nipped his collarbone, fire sparking anew despite the ache. "Tap out? Please. Round two—after I suck you hard again. Then you can bend me over that sink, watch me in the mirror while you rail me from behind." The night stretched infinite, bodies entwined, the motel's hum a distant lullaby to their insatiable rhythm. Ryan was her wild ride—endless, raw, and utterly addictive—and Lily was strapped in for every mile.


Chapter 7

Sunlight sliced through the motel's threadbare curtains like a knife, painting golden stripes across the tangled sheets and the sweat-slicked bodies sprawled beneath them. Lily stirred first, her body a delicious ache—thighs bruised from his grip, pussy tender and swollen from the night's marathon, a faint throb between her legs that pulsed with every shift like a secret heartbeat. She was naked, of course, the fishnets and skirt long discarded in the frenzy, her skin marked up like a roadmap of sin: red handprints on her ass, a constellation of hickeys blooming along her collarbone, and that deep, bone-satisfied weariness that came from being fucked within an inch of her life. Ryan lay beside her, one arm thrown heavy across her waist, his chest rising slow and steady, the wolf tattoo on his pec flexing with each breath. His cock—soft now but still impressively thick—nestled against her hip, a lazy reminder of the endurance that had left her screaming his name until her voice cracked.

She bit her lip, a fresh trickle of arousal warming her core as memories flooded back: the way he'd folded her in half missionary, pounding so deep she'd felt him in her throat; the wild ride of her bouncing on him cowgirl, tits slapping his face until he latched on like a starving man; that brutal standing fuck against the wall, her legs locked around his waist while gravity drove him impossibly deeper, her gushes soaking his balls until the carpet squelched. Five—six?—orgasms, each one ripping through her like lightning, leaving her a quivering mess. And him? The bastard hadn't tapped out once, his stamina a filthy superpower that had her plotting ways to drain him dry next time. If there was a next time. Fuck, there had to be.

Lily's hand drifted low, fingers tracing the veined length of him—soft velvet over steel potential—giving a gentle squeeze that stirred him to half-mast. Ryan grunted in his sleep, hips twitching forward on instinct, and she grinned wicked, sliding down the bed slow and silent, her breath ghosting over his skin. The room smelled like them—sex and sweat, stale beer and that underlying leather tang from his cut tossed over the chair. She wanted to wake him with her mouth, taste the morning musk of him, swallow him down like breakfast before he railed her quick and dirty against the headboard. Her pussy clenched at the thought, already slicking up despite the soreness, a needy drip trailing down her thigh.

She nuzzled his thigh first—coarse hair tickling her nose—then licked a stripe up the underside of his cock, from balls to slit, savoring the salty tang of dried cum and her own cream lingering from last night's finale. Ryan stirred, a low rumble vibrating through his chest as his hand found her hair, fingers tangling loose but possessive. "Mmm... what the fuck are you up to, trouble?" His voice was sleep-rough, gravel and smoke, eyes cracking open to slits of dark amusement as he watched her through the haze.

Lily met his gaze, lips brushing the swelling head—now fully hard, throbbing hot against her tongue. "Morning service," she purred, voice husky from disuse, flicking her tongue over the slit to lap up the fresh bead of pre-cum welling there. "Figured you'd earned a wake-up blow. Or maybe you wanna flip me over and stuff this fat cock in my pussy first—quick and hard, before checkout." She sucked the tip in shallow, swirling her tongue around the ridge, humming low so the vibration buzzed straight to his balls.

Ryan's hips bucked up, a hiss escaping through gritted teeth as he fisted her hair tighter—not yanking, just anchoring, like he was debating whether to let her play or take control. "Greedy girl. Can't get enough, huh? Pussy still sore from last night, and you're already drooling for more." His free hand roamed down, cupping her ass cheek—squeezing hard enough to reignite the sting from his earlier slaps—then dipping between her thighs from behind. Two thick fingers found her folds, parting them easy, sliding through her wetness with a lewd squelch. "Fuck me—dripping again. You wake up this slutty every day, or is it just for old bikers who know how to wreck you?"

She popped off his cock with a wet smack, grinning up at him as she stroked the slick shaft—fist twisting slow over the head, milking another pearl that she smeared down the length. "Just for you, Ryan. Been dreaming of this dick since I was sneaking peeks at you fucking Mom in the garage. Now that I've had it? Addicted. Gonna sneak off every chance—text you for a ride, end up riding you instead." Her words were bold, filthy, laced with that casual truth that made his eyes darken, cock jumping in her grip. She dove back down, taking him deeper this time—throat relaxing to swallow half his length, gagging soft and deliberate, drool spilling from her lips to soak his balls.

"Shit—yeah, just like that," he groaned, fingers plunging into her pussy now—two becoming three, stretching her wide with a burn that made her moan around his shaft. He curled them deep, hooking that spongy spot inside that had her thighs quaking, thumb circling her clit in rough drags. "Keep sucking, baby girl—sloppy and deep. Imagine if your mom knew—her wild child choking on her ex's cock, begging for a creampie like a good little whore." His thrusts into her mouth were shallow, controlled, but the dirty talk? Relentless, stoking the fire until her walls fluttered around his fingers, cream leaking down his wrist.

Lily pulled off gasping, spit stringing from her chin to his glistening head, her free hand joining his between her legs—rubbing her clit frantic while he finger-fucked her. "She'd die. But fuck her— this is ours. Pound my throat harder, Ryan—use it like my pussy." She engulfed him again, bobbing faster, nose brushing his pubes on each descent, the gluck-gluck of her gags filling the room like music. Her ass wiggled in the air, presenting for him, and he took the hint—his free hand cracking down on one cheek, the slap sharp and echoing, leaving a fresh red bloom that made her yelp around his cock.

"Bad girl—teasing me with this ass. Gonna have to spank it raw next time, bend you over the bike and eat it while you finger yourself." He pumped his fingers faster, the wet schlick obscene, his thumb pressing her clit like a button—building that quick, vicious pressure that had her hurtling toward the edge. Lily's moans vibrated down his length, her strokes blurring on what she couldn't swallow, balls cupped and tugged in her palm. She was close—so fucking close—pussy clenching rhythmic around his invasion, the coil snapping sudden and brutal.

She came with a muffled scream—throat full, the vibration ripping through him as her walls spasmed, gushing hot over his hand, dripping to the sheets in messy pulses. "Mmmph—fuck, Ryan!" The words garbled around his cock, but he got the gist, groaning low as he worked her through it—fingers relentless, drawing out every tremor until her legs shook, body slumping boneless against his thigh.

But she didn't quit—popping free to lick his balls instead, sucking one into her mouth while her fist flew on his shaft, the other still circling her oversensitive clit. "Your turn—cum down my throat, fill me up before we hit the road." Her eyes locked on his, wicked and pleading, tongue laving the seam as she deep-throated him one last time—gagging hard, tears pricking from the stretch.

Ryan's control shattered. His hips jerked up, hand clamping her head down—gentle force, just enough to hold—as he erupted. "Fuck—take it, slut! Swallow every drop—good girl." Thick ropes flooded her mouth, bitter-salt and endless, coating her tongue as she gulped greedy, throat working around the head to milk him dry. Excess spilled from her lips, dribbling down her chin, but she took it all—humming satisfaction, licking him clean with lazy swirls until he twitched soft, spent.

He hauled her up then, crushing her against his chest in a messy kiss—tasting himself on her tongue, groaning into her mouth like it was the hottest thing he'd ever savored. "Christ, Lily—you're a fucking dream. Drained me twice in twelve hours. Gonna be sore riding back." His hands roamed lazy now, stroking her back, cupping her ass with a squeeze that promised bruises.

She nestled into him, nipping his jaw, her body humming with that post-fuck glow—sated but already plotting. "Worth it. But don't think this is goodbye. Mom's out of town next weekend—garage is all yours. Or mine. Come over, rev that bike in the driveway, then rev me on the hood." Her voice dropped husky, fingers tracing his softening cock, giving it a teasing tug. "We'll go all night—bring the leather. Cuffs, maybe. Tie me up and edge me till I beg, then fuck me senseless while the neighbors pretend not to hear."

Ryan's laugh rumbled deep, his hand sliding between her thighs again—gentle this time, petting her puffy folds like a favorite pet. "Leather, huh? Kinky little thing. Yeah—I'll bring the toys. Make you ride my face till you squirt buckets, then stuff that ass if you're good." He nipped her earlobe, voice turning serious under the filth. "But real talk—this? Us? It's dangerous. Your mom finds out, it's apocalypse. But fuck... I don't wanna stop. You're in my blood now, kiddo."

Lily's heart stuttered, but she played it cool—grinding into his touch, clit sparking lazy pleasure. "Then don't. Secrets are hot. Sneak texts, late-night rides. I'll be your dirty little obsession—pussy always wet, mouth always ready." She kissed him slow, tongues tangling deep, sealing the pact in salt and promise. The clock on the nightstand blinked 10:47—checkout looming—but neither moved, bodies entwined like they could freeze time.

Eventually, reality intruded: the rumble of a semi on the highway, the distant ping of the motel ice machine. Ryan groaned, rolling out of bed first—cock swinging heavy between his thighs as he yanked on his jeans, the denim molding to his ass like a second skin. Lily watched from the sheets, legs splayed casual, one hand idly circling her nipple as he dressed. "Hurry up, or I'll drag you back in here for round... what, ten?"

He smirked, tossing her skirt from the floor. "Tempting. But save that fire for next time. Text me when you're home—pic of that pretty pussy, all marked up from me. Keep it wet till I get there." Zipping up, he leaned down for one last kiss—bruising, possessive—before straightening, grabbing his cut and helmet. "C'mon, wild child. Time to ride."

Lily dressed quick—skirt hugging her thighs, crop top clinging to her tits, the fabric rasping her sensitive nipples like a lover's whisper. No panties; why bother when the bike's vibration would tease her the whole way, a constant reminder of the man who'd wrecked her so thoroughly? They stepped out into the blinding sun, the Harley waiting like a faithful steed, chrome glinting under the desert sky. She climbed on behind him, arms snaking his waist, chin hooking over his shoulder as he fired it up—the roar vibrating straight to her core, making her clit throb anew.

"Home?" he shouted over the engine, twisting to eye her with that feral grin.

She pressed her tits to his back, lips brushing his ear. "For now. But next trip? We're ghosts—disappearing into the night, fucking under the stars till the sun catches us." The bike surged forward, wind whipping her hair, the world blurring into streaks of freedom and filth. Ryan's hand dropped back, squeezing her thigh—high, intimate—before gripping the throttle. Lily held tight, heart racing with the thrill, her body already counting down to the next stolen hour, the next brutal thrust, the endless wild ride with the man who'd claimed her so completely.
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