
        
            
                
            
        

    
“You sure about this?” I asked, my voice rough, my hands gripping the steering wheel tighter than necessary. The heat in the car was suffocating, and it wasn’t just from the broken AC.

She shifted in the passenger seat, her bare legs brushing against the worn fabric of the seat. Her shorts were so short they barely covered anything, and her tank top clung to her like a second skin. Her dark eyes met mine, and there was no hesitation in them.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

Her voice was low, husky, and it sent a shiver down my spine. I shouldn’t be doing this. I knew that. I’d picked her up on the side of the road, rain-soaked and shivering, just trying to get her to the shelter. But now? Now she was looking at me like I was the only thing that mattered in the world.

---

It had started an hour ago. I’d been driving home after a long shift at the garage, the rain coming down in sheets, when I spotted her. She was standing under a flickering streetlight, her arms wrapped around herself, her damp hair plastered to her face. I’d stopped without thinking, rolling down the window to ask if she needed a ride.

“Where you headed?” I’d asked, trying to sound casual, like this wasn’t the kind of situation that could go sideways in a heartbeat.

She’d hesitated, her eyes scanning my face, then she’d answered, “The shelter. If it’s not too much trouble.”

I’d nodded, unlocking the door. “Hop in.”

She’d slid into the passenger seat, her wet clothes sticking to her skin, and I’d caught a faint whiff of something sweet and floral. Perfume, maybe. It seemed out of place on someone who looked like she hadn’t slept in a bed in weeks.

“Thanks,” she’d said softly, her voice almost lost in the sound of the rain.

“No problem,” I’d replied, turning the heat up a notch. “Name’s Jake.”

“Lila,” she’d said, her eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before she looked away.

We’d driven in silence for a while, the only sound the rhythmic swish of the windshield wipers. I’d glanced at her occasionally, noticing the way she fidgeted with the hem of her shirt, the way she bit her bottom lip when she was nervous. She was young—way too young to be out here on her own.

“How old are you?” I’d asked, unable to keep the question from slipping out.

She’d hesitated, then answered, “Twenty.”

I’d nodded, though I wasn’t sure I believed her. She looked younger, but then again, life on the streets could age a person fast.

We’d been about halfway to the shelter when she’d asked, “Do you mind if I change? My clothes are soaked.”

I’d glanced at her, then at the duffel bag she’d tossed into the backseat. “Uh, sure. Go ahead.”

She’d climbed into the backseat, and I’d kept my eyes firmly on the road, though I couldn’t help but hear the rustle of fabric as she stripped off her wet clothes. My grip on the steering wheel tightened, and I’d forced myself to focus on the road ahead.

When she’d climbed back into the front seat, I’d nearly choked. She was wearing the tiniest pair of shorts I’d ever seen and a tank top that left nothing to the imagination. Her damp hair cascaded down her back, and the scent of her perfume was stronger now, intoxicating.

“Better?” I’d asked, my voice sounding strangled even to my own ears.

She’d smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made my stomach twist. “Much.”

The rest of the drive had been… tense. She’d kept glancing at me, her dark eyes lingering on my hands as they gripped the wheel, on my jaw as I clenched it. I’d tried to ignore it, but the heat in the car was unbearable, and every time she shifted in her seat, her bare legs brushed against the fabric, sending sparks of electricity through me.

And then, just as we’d pulled up to a red light, she’d said it.

“You ever had someone in the backseat before?”

I’d nearly swerved off the road. “What?”

She’d leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “I’m clean, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“Lila—”

“I’m not asking for anything else,” she’d interrupted, her voice soft but insistent. “Just this. Just once. You’re… safe. I can feel it.”

And now here we were, parked in an empty lot, the rain still pouring down, the heat between us almost unbearable.

“You sure about this?” I asked again, my voice rough with need.

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a kiss that was tentative at first, then demanding. Her hands were in my hair, pulling me closer, and I could feel the heat of her body through her thin clothes.

I groaned, my hands moving to her waist, pulling her onto my lap. She straddled me, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps as she pressed herself against me. I could feel her heat, her need, and it was driving me wild.

“Fuck, Jake,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “I need you.”

I didn’t think, didn’t hesitate. My hands moved to the button of her shorts, fumbling with it for a moment before it came undone. She helped me push them down her legs, leaving her bare in the most intimate way. I could feel her wetness against me, and I groaned, my hands gripping her hips as I pulled her closer.

She reached for my belt, her fingers trembling slightly as she undid it, then my zipper. I lifted my hips, letting her pull my jeans down just enough to free me. Her hand wrapped around me, stroking me once, twice, before she positioned herself over me.

“Please,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “Please, Jake.”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. I guided her down, watching as she sank onto me with a low moan. She was tight, so tight, and so wet that it was almost painful how good it felt. I groaned, my hands gripping her hips as she started to move, rocking against me with a rhythm that was slow at first, then faster, more urgent.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” she moaned, her head falling back as she rode me. Her hands were on my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as she moved, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps.

I couldn’t speak. My hands moved to her hips, guiding her movements, pushing her down harder, faster. The sound of our bodies coming together filled the car, mingling with the sound of the rain outside.

“Jake,” she gasped, her body tightening around me. “I’m… I’m going to—”

Her words were cut off by a moan as she came, her body shuddering against mine. I felt myself unraveling, my grip on her hips tightening as I thrust up into her, burying myself deep as I followed her over the edge.

When it was over, she collapsed against me, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close, my heart still pounding in my chest.

But before I could say anything, she pulled away, her eyes locking with mine. “Again.”

Jake’s chest rose and fell heavily, his body still humming with the intensity of what had just happened. The rain outside continued to patter against the car windows, but inside, the air was thick with heat and the lingering scent of their shared desire. Lila’s voice broke through the haze, low and commanding, her breath still uneven.

“Again.”

Her words hung in the air, a demand that sent a jolt of electricity straight through him. He hesitated, his mind racing. This wasn’t just a physical need—her eyes burned with something deeper, something raw and desperate. She wasn’t just asking for more; she was asking for connection, for control, for safety. And Jake, for all his moral qualms, couldn’t deny the pull he felt toward her.

She moved before he could respond, her body sliding down his chest with a deliberate slowness that made his breath catch. Her hands braced against his thighs as she positioned herself over him, her gaze locked with his. The dim light of the car’s interior caught the sweat glistening on her skin, highlighting the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts. She was breathtaking, and she knew it.

“You’re not done with me yet,” she whispered, her voice a sultry promise that sent a shiver down his spine.

His hands instinctively moved to her hips, but she batted them away, her lips curling into a smirk. “Let me take care of you,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

And then she was leaning forward, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot against his skin. “Just relax,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Let me show you what I can do.”

Before he could respond, she shifted her weight, her body sliding down his torso until her face was level with his lap. His breath hitched as she kissed a trail along his stomach, her lips soft and teasing. But then she moved lower, her hands sliding up his thighs, and he realized with a jolt where she was headed.

“Lila—” he started, his voice hoarse, but she cut him off with a look that silenced him instantly.

“Trust me,” she said, her eyes dark with intent.

And then her mouth was on him, hot and wet, and he lost all ability to think. His head fell back against the seat as she worked him with a skill that left him reeling. Her lips and tongue moved with a rhythm that was maddening, each stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. His hands fisted in the fabric of the seat, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she took him deeper, her throat working around him.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily.

She pulled back slightly, her lips still touching him as she looked up at him through her lashes. “Do you like that?” she asked, her voice dripping with a mix of innocence and wickedness.

He could only nod, his throat too tight to form words. She grinned, clearly pleased with herself, and then she was back at it, her movements even bolder now. Her hands gripped his thighs as she took him fully into her mouth, her tongue swirling around him in a way that had him seeing stars.

But just as he felt himself teetering on the edge, she pulled away, leaving him gasping and desperate. She smirked as she climbed back up his body, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Not yet,” she said, her voice teasing. “I’m not done with you.”

She straddled him again, her thighs framing his hips as she positioned herself over him. His hands moved to her hips instinctively, but she shook her head, her gaze locking with his. “Wait,” she said, her voice a soft command.

And then she was shifting her weight, her body sliding up his chest until she was hovering over his face. His heart pounded as he realized what she was doing, his breath catching in his throat.

“Lila—” he started, but she silenced him with a finger to his lips.

“Shh,” she whispered, her eyes dark with desire. “Just let me ride you.”

And then she was lowering herself onto him, her body pressing against his mouth in a way that made his head spin. Her hands braced against the car’s ceiling as she moved, her hips rocking against him with a rhythm that was maddeningly slow and deliberate. His hands gripped her thighs tightly, but she didn’t seem to mind—if anything, it only spurred her on.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her voice breathless. “Just like that.”

Her movements grew more intense, her body grinding against him with a ferocity that left him helpless. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he could feel the tension building in her, her body trembling as she neared the edge.

“Jake,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m gonna—”

And then she was coming, her body shuddering against his as she let out a cry that echoed through the car. Her thighs clenched around his head as she rode out the waves of pleasure, her movements frantic and unrelenting.

When it was over, she collapsed against the seat, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Jake’s lips were still pressed against her, his body humming with the intensity of what had just happened.

She looked down at him, her eyes dark and hooded, a smirk playing on her lips. “Again,” she whispered, her voice a sultry promise. “Your turn.”

The rain had slowed to a soft drizzle, the rhythmic patter against the windshield blending with the heavy breaths inside the car. Lila’s smirk deepened as she leaned back against the seat, her eyes locking onto Jake’s. Her fingers trailed down his chest, nails lightly scraping his skin, a silent promise of what was to come. Her voice, low and husky, cut through the tension like a blade.

“You’re mine tonight, Jake,” she purred, her fingers dipping lower, teasing the waistband of his jeans. “And I’m not done with you yet.”

Jake’s jaw tightened, his hands gripping the edge of the seat. He wanted to protest, to tell her this was too much, that she was pushing him beyond his limits. But the words died in his throat as she reached into her duffel bag and pulled out a thin silk scarf. His eyes widened, a mix of apprehension and arousal flashing across his face.

“What are you—”

She cut him off with a sharp laugh, her fingers already working on his wrists. “Shut up,” she said, her tone commanding but laced with mischief. “You said you’d take care of me. So let me take care of you.”

Before he could react, she looped the scarf around his wrists and tied them firmly to the headrest. Her movements were quick, deliberate, leaving him no room to resist. Jake’s breath hitched as he tested the bindings, his muscles tensing. But the look in her eyes—dark, hungry, possessive—kept him still.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. Her breath was hot, sending shivers down his spine. She leaned back, her eyes roaming over his restrained body, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face.

“Now,” she said, her voice dripping with anticipation, “let’s see how deep you can go.”

She shifted in the seat, her hips swaying as she straddled him. Her hands slid under his shirt, pushing it up to reveal his chest. Her nails dug into his skin, leaving faint red marks as she dragged them down. Jake hissed through his teeth, his body arching into her touch. She laughed softly, a sound that sent heat pooling in his gut.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teased, her fingers tracing the outline of his abs. “You like when I take control.”

Jake couldn’t answer. His mind was a whirlwind of sensation, his body betraying him with every breath. She leaned down, her lips finding his in a searing kiss that left him breathless. Her tongue explored his mouth, claiming him with a ferocity that left no doubt—she was in charge.

When she pulled away, her eyes were blazing. She reached between them, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans. She freed him in moments, her hand wrapping around his length as she stroked him slowly.

“You’re so hard for me,” she whispered, her voice a mix of awe and satisfaction. “I can feel how much you want me.”

Jake groaned, his hips bucking into her hand. But she pulled away, her fingers leaving him tingling and desperate. She smirked, her eyes locking onto his as she shifted her position. Her shorts were gone in an instant, tossed carelessly into the backseat. She straddled him again, her bare skin pressing against his.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice a sultry whisper. “You’re going to take me how I want you to.”

Her hands gripped his hips, her nails digging into his skin as she positioned herself. Jake’s breath caught as he realized what she was planning. His eyes widened, a mix of shock and anticipation flooding him.

“Lila, wait—”

“Relax, Jake,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I’ll take care of you.”

She pressed the tip against her tight ass hole, her eyes closing as she focused on the sensation. Slowly, inch by torturous inch, she sank down onto him. Jake gasped, his body stiffening as she took him deeper. Her breath hitched, a low moan escaping her lips as she adjusted to his size.

“Fuck,” she groaned, her hands gripping his shoulders for support. “You’re so big.”

She started to move, her hips rolling in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Jake’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hands straining against the bindings as he tried to touch her. But she kept him pinned, her eyes locked onto his as she set the pace.

“You’re mine tonight,” she whispered, her voice a mix of dominance and desire. “And I’m going to ride you until there’s nothing left.”

Her movements grew faster, her hips slamming into his with a force that left him breathless. The car filled with the sound of their moans, the slick slide of their bodies joining the symphony of rain and thunder. Jake’s mind was a haze of pleasure, each thrust pushing him closer to the edge.

“Lila,” he gasped, his voice rough with need. “I’m close.”

“Not yet,” she growled, her nails digging into his skin. “You’re not done until I say so.”

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. Her voice was a whisper, a promise, a demand.

“I’m going to break you, Jake,” she said, her hips never stopping. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, his body trembling as she pushed him to the edge. And then, with a final, desperate cry, he was there, his body convulsing as he came inside her. She rode him through it, her hips never stopping until she was satisfied.

When it was over, she collapsed against him, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her hands untied the scarf, her fingers brushing against his wrists in a soothing gesture. She looked at him, her eyes dark and hooded, a smirk playing on her lips.

“If you ever see me again,” she whispered, her voice a sultry promise, “pick me up.”

And then she was gone, slipping out of the car and into the night, leaving Jake alone with the rain and the echoes of her touch.
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