
        
            
                
            
        

    
“I—I don’t have the fare,” she stammered, her voice trembling as her fingers nervously twisted the strap of her purse.

I leaned back in the driver’s seat, one hand still gripping the steering wheel, the other resting on the gear shift. The neon lights of the city flickered outside, casting a soft glow on her face. She was younger than I’d first realized—late twenties, maybe—with dark, tousled hair that fell in loose waves around her shoulders. Her eyes, wide and pleading, locked onto mine in the rearview mirror.

“No fare?” I asked, my voice steady but with a tinge of skepticism. This wasn’t the first time someone had tried to skip out on paying, but there was something different about her. Something about the way she shifted uncomfortably, the way her cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice breaking slightly. “I… I didn’t think the ride would cost this much. I don’t have cash, and my card got declined.”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. It was late, and I was tired. The last thing I needed was a headache like this. But as I glanced back at her, I couldn’t help but notice the way her lips quivered, the way her hands fidgeted in her lap. She wasn’t lying—she was desperate.

“Look, lady,” I started, turning slightly in my seat to face her. “I don’t know what you expect me to do here. I can’t just let you go without paying. I’ve got bills to pay too, you know.”

Her eyes darted around the cab, as if searching for an escape route, but there was none. She was trapped—not just in the car, but in her own predicament. Suddenly, she leaned forward, her fingers brushing against the back of my seat.

“I… I could make it worth your while,” she said quietly, her voice barely above a whisper.

I froze, my heart skipping a beat. “What?”

She glanced down, her cheeks burning crimson. “I don’t have money, but… maybe there’s something else I could do. Something that would… make up for it.”

Oh. I knew exactly what she was suggesting, and my mind raced. This wasn’t just some random passenger trying to scam me—this was a beautiful, clearly troubled woman offering herself as payment. My stomach tightened, and I could feel the heat rising in the confined space of the cab.

“Are you serious?” I asked, my voice low and rough.

She nodded slowly, her eyes meeting mine again. “Yes.”

---

It had started like any other night. The city was alive with its usual chaos—honking horns, flashing lights, and the hum of people rushing to their next destination. I’d been driving for hours, my back aching from the stiff seat, my eyes heavy with exhaustion. But the money was good, and I needed every penny I could get.

That’s when I saw her.

She was standing on the corner of 5th and Main, her arms wrapped tightly around herself as if trying to fend off the chill of the night. She flagged me down, and I pulled over, rolling down the passenger window.

“Where to?” I asked, my voice tired but polite.

“The West End,” she replied, sliding into the backseat. Her voice was soft, almost melodic, but there was something in her tone that caught my attention—a hint of unease, maybe. Still, I didn’t think much of it. People were always on edge in this city.

As I merged back into traffic, I caught a glimpse of her in the rearview mirror. She was stunning—olive skin, high cheekbones, and full lips that looked like they were made for sin. But it was her eyes that really got to me. They were deep and expressive, but there was a sadness in them that I couldn’t quite place.

We drove in silence for a while, the sound of the radio filling the space between us. But as we neared her destination, I noticed her growing more and more restless. She kept checking her phone, her fingers tapping nervously against the screen.

“Is everything okay?” I finally asked, breaking the silence.

She hesitated, then sighed. “Yeah, I just… I’m running late for something.”

Her words didn’t ring true, but I didn’t press her. It wasn’t my business to pry into the lives of my passengers. At least, that’s what I told myself.

When we finally pulled up to her destination, she reached into her purse, rummaging through its contents. That’s when the tension started to build. I could see the panic in her eyes as she realized she didn’t have the money.

---

Now, here we were, the air between us thick with unspoken desire. Her offer hung in the air like a forbidden fruit, tempting and dangerous.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded again, her eyes never leaving mine. “Yes.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. This was insane. I should’ve told her to get out, to figure out another way to pay. But I couldn’t. There was something about her—something that drew me in, something I couldn’t resist.

“Alright,” I said finally, my voice rough with anticipation. “Let’s make it quick.”

Her shoulders relaxed slightly, and she let out a breath I hadn’t realized she’d been holding. Without a word, she unbuckled her seatbelt and slid forward, her knees pressing against the back of my seat.

I adjusted the rearview mirror so I could watch her every move, my body tense with anticipation. She hesitated for a moment, her fingers trembling as she reached for the zipper on her jacket. Slowly, she pulled it down, revealing a glimpse of the curves beneath.

My breath caught in my throat as she shrugged the jacket off, letting it fall to the floor of the cab. She was wearing a tight black top that hugged her figure perfectly, and I couldn’t help but stare.

Her eyes met mine in the mirror, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. Then, with a deep breath, she leaned forward, her hands resting on the center console.

“Relax,” she whispered, her voice soft and soothing. “Let me take care of you.”

Her fingers brushed against my thigh, sending a shiver up my spine. I could feel the heat radiating from her, the scent of her perfume filling the confined space of the cab. My pulse quickened, and I shifted in my seat, trying to get more comfortable.

She rested one hand on my belt, her fingers fumbling slightly as she tried to undo it. Her breath was warm against my neck, and I could hear the softest of gasps escape her lips as she finally managed to loosen it.

God, this was really happening.

She unbuttoned my pants with a practiced ease, her fingers brushing against the growing bulge beneath my boxers. I groaned softly, my head falling back against the seat as she pulled my pants down just enough to free me.

Her hand wrapped around me, her touch firm but gentle, and I let out a low, guttural moan. My eyes fluttered shut as she began to stroke me, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Look at me,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of my ragged breaths.

I opened my eyes, meeting her gaze in the mirror. Her lips were parted, her chest rising and falling with each breath. And then, without breaking eye contact, she leaned down, her tongue flicking out to taste me.

I shuddered, my hips bucking slightly as her warm mouth enveloped me. She moaned softly, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through my body. Her hand tightened around the base of me as she began to move, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony.

I reached down, my fingers tangling in her hair as she took me deeper. Her tongue swirled around me, teasing and tantalizing, and I could feel the pressure building inside of me.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my voice hoarse with desire. “That’s it… just like that.”

She hummed in response, the sound sending another jolt of pleasure through me. Her pace quickened, her lips and tongue working in perfect rhythm, and I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer.

My grip on her hair tightened as I felt myself on the edge, my body trembling with anticipation.

“I’m close,” I warned, my voice rough with need.

She didn’t stop. If anything, she increased her pace, her mouth moving faster, her tongue flicking and swirling with an almost frantic energy.

And then, with a low groan, I came, my body convulsing with the intensity of it. She didn’t pull away—she stayed with me, swallowing every drop as I shuddered and trembled beneath her touch.

When it was over, I collapsed back against the seat, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. She sat back, her lips glistening in the dim light of the cab, a sly smile playing on her lips.

“So,” she said, her voice soft but laced with satisfaction. “Are we even now?”

I stared at her, my mind still reeling from what had just happened. But before I could respond, she was already reaching for the door handle.

“Wait,” I started, but she was already stepping out of the cab, her jacket slung over her arm.

She turned back to me, her eyes meeting mine one last time.

The cab was quiet, the hum of the engine blending with the soft music playing on the radio. My fingers drummed against the steering wheel, my mind drifting back to the night before. Her face, her scent, the way she’d looked at me before she disappeared into the night—it all lingered, a tantalizing memory I couldn’t shake.

What was her name? I didn’t even know. She hadn’t offered it, and I hadn’t asked. It felt… unnecessary. Our encounter had been transactional, but somehow, it hadn’t felt that way. There was something more beneath the surface, something unspoken.

My phone buzzed on the passenger seat, breaking me out of my thoughts. I glanced at the screen—an unknown number. My heart skipped a beat, a strange anticipation tightening in my chest.

“Hello?” I answered, my voice steady despite the sudden racing of my pulse.

“Hi,” came her voice, soft but unmistakable. It was her. “It’s me… from last night. I, uh… I need a ride.”

A slow smile spread across my face. “Yeah, sure. Where to?”

“The grocery store,” she said quickly, almost too quickly. “You remember where you picked me up last night?”

“I remember,” I replied, my tone low, deliberate. “I’ll be there in ten.”

She hung up without another word. I set my phone down, my hands gripping the wheel a little tighter. The air in the cab felt thicker suddenly, charged with an energy I couldn’t quite name. I pulled away from the curb, heading toward the familiar neighborhood, my thoughts a tangled mess of anticipation and curiosity.

She was waiting for me when I arrived, standing under the flickering glow of a streetlamp. She looked different tonight—still wearing that same black top, but her hair was pulled back, exposing the elegant curve of her neck. Her eyes met mine as I pulled up, and she didn’t hesitate before sliding into the backseat.

“Hi,” she said softly, her voice carrying a hint of nervousness that hadn’t been there the night before.

“Hi,” I replied, glancing at her through the rearview mirror. “Grocery store, right?”

“Right,” she nodded, but something in her tone made me pause. She wasn’t looking at me anymore; her gaze was fixed on her hands, which were folded neatly in her lap. There was a tension in the air, a weight between us that hadn’t been present last night.

I pulled away from the curb, driving in silence for a few minutes. The tension was palpable, and I could feel her eyes on me, studying me, waiting for… something. I glanced at her in the mirror again, and this time, she didn’t look away. Her lips parted slightly, and I could see the faint flush creeping up her neck.

“Are you… okay?” I asked, breaking the silence.

She hesitated, her fingers twisting together. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just… ” She trailed off, her eyes dropping to the seat beside her. “I didn’t want to ask, but… I don’t have the money tonight either.”

My grip tightened on the wheel. Here it comes. I hadn’t expected this—not so soon, not so directly. But the way she looked at me, the vulnerability in her eyes, made it impossible to say no.

“I see,” I said slowly, my voice steady. “And what exactly are you proposing?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she leaned forward, her breath warm against the back of my neck. Her hand reached over the seat, brushing against my arm, sending a shiver down my spine.

“What do you think?” she whispered, her voice dripping with a mix of innocence and want that made my pulse quicken.

I didn’t respond, didn’t need to. The way she was looking at me, the way her fingers traced faint patterns on my skin, told me everything I needed to know. I swallowed hard, my mind racing as I pulled the car into a dimly lit alleyway, far enough from the main road to afford us some privacy.

She didn’t wait for me to stop the car completely before she was climbing into the front seat, her movements fluid, deliberate. Her perfume enveloped me, subtle but intoxicating, and I could feel the heat radiating from her body as she settled into my lap. Her hips pressed against mine, and I could feel the hardness of me straining against the fabric of my jeans.

“You’re not going to regret this, are you?” she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear as her hands slid up my chest.

I shook my head, my hands instinctively finding her waist. “No,” I breathed, my voice rough with desire. “Not a chance.”

Her lips curved into a small, satisfied smile before she leaned in, capturing my mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. Her hands tugged at the hem of my shirt, slipping beneath the fabric to explore the warmth of my skin. I groaned into her mouth, my fingers digging into her hips as she ground against me, the friction sending sparks of pleasure through my body.

She pulled back just enough to whisper, “Drive.”

I blinked, momentarily confused. “What?”

“Drive,” she repeated, her voice low, commanding. “I want you to keep driving.”

My mind reeled at the implication, but I didn’t argue. I couldn’t. The way she looked at me, the way her body moved against mine, was intoxicating. I shifted slightly, adjusting myself in the seat as I started the car again, pulling back out onto the quiet street.

She wasted no time, her hands working quickly to undo the button and zipper of my jeans. I sucked in a sharp breath as she freed me, her fingers wrapping around my length with a confidence that made my head spin. She positioned herself over me, her eyes locking with mine as she slowly lowered herself onto me, her tight heat enveloping me in one smooth, delicious motion.

God, she’s so warm, I thought, my grip tightening on the wheel as she began to move, her hips rocking against mine in a rhythm that was both controlled and desperate. Her hands braced against my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as she rode me, her breaths coming in sharp, uneven gasps.

The car jolted slightly as I pressed on the gas, the movement only adding to the friction between us. She moaned softly, her head falling back as she lost herself in the sensation, her body moving with a wild abandon that was impossible to resist. My free hand found her hip, guiding her movements, urging her to go faster, harder.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. “Don’t stop.”

“I won’t,” I promised, my voice rough, strained. “Just… hold on.”

The car hummed softly as we pulled into a dimly lit side street, the engine idling as the tension between us thickened. She was still straddling me, her chest rising and falling with heavy breaths, her dark eyes locked on mine with a mixture of hunger and something else—something deeper, more vulnerable.

“You’re not done with me yet, are you?” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, her lips brushing lightly against my ear. Her hands trailed down my chest, fingers teasing the edges of my shirt as if she was considering whether to rip it off.

“Depends,” I replied, my voice rough, my hands gripping her hips tightly. “What did you have in mind?”

She leaned back slightly, her gaze piercing, her expression daring me to cross a line I wasn’t sure I was ready to cross. But hell, I was already in too deep. “I want more,” she said, her voice steady, though I could hear the faintest tremor in it. “I want you to take me… all of me.”

I froze, my heart pounding in my chest. “You sure?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. She nodded, her eyes never leaving mine, and I felt a surge of desire so intense it nearly knocked the air out of my lungs.

“Then let’s make it unforgettable,” I growled, pulling her closer, my lips crashing against hers in a searing, desperate kiss. Her hands tangled in my hair, tugging roughly as she moaned into my mouth, her body pressing against mine like she was trying to fuse us together.

I reached between us, fumbling with the button of her jeans, my fingers trembling with urgency. She shifted slightly, helping me slide them down her legs, her breath hitching as I exposed her completely. Her skin was warm, smooth, and I couldn’t resist running my hands over her curves, memorizing every inch of her.

“Turn around,” I commanded, my voice firm but laced with tenderness. She hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching mine, but then she nodded, turning so her back was to me. I grabbed a condom from the glove compartment, my hands shaking slightly as I rolled it on, the anticipation building with every passing second.

I leaned forward, my lips brushing against her neck as I positioned myself at her entrance. “You ready?” I asked, my voice low, my breath hot against her skin.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. “Just… go slow.”

I hesitated for a moment, my hands gripping her hips reassuringly. “I’ve got you,” I promised before slowly, carefully, pushing inside her tight little asshole. She gasped, her body tensing, but I held her steady, giving her time to adjust.

“Okay?” I asked, my voice strained, my body aching with the effort to hold back.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice shaky but determined. “Keep going.”

I obeyed, moving slowly at first, my hands gripping her hips as I worked to find a rhythm. She moaned softly, her body arching against mine as she began to relax, her breathing growing heavier with every thrust.

“Faster,” she breathed, her voice barely audible over the sound of our labored breaths. I obliged, my movements growing more urgent, more desperate, as I felt her body respond to mine.

Her hands braced against the dashboard, her fingers curling as she moaned, her body trembling with pleasure. I reached around, my fingers finding her clit, and she gasped, her hips bucking against mine as I rubbed her in time with my thrusts.

“God, yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking as she came undone, her body convulsing around mine. I followed her over the edge, my own release crashing over me like a tidal wave, my vision blurring as I gripped her hips tightly, my body shuddering with pleasure.

For a moment, we stayed like that, our bodies pressed together, our breaths mingling in the confined space of the cab. Then, slowly, she turned to face me, her eyes dark and full of something I couldn’t quite name.

“That was…” she began, her voice trailing off as she struggled to find the words.

“Unforgettable,” I finished for her, my voice rough, my hands still trembling with the aftershocks of our passion.

She smiled, a slow, sultry smile that sent a shiver down my spine. “We’re not done yet,” she murmured, her hands sliding down my chest, her fingers toying with the waistband of my jeans.

I raised an eyebrow, my heart racing as I realized what she was suggesting. “You sure?” I asked, my voice low, my body already responding to her touch.

She nodded, her eyes never leaving mine as she leaned down, her lips brushing against my ear. “Let me take care of you,” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin.

I didn’t need any more convincing. My hands tangled in her hair as she lowered herself between my legs, her lips wrapping around me in a way that made my entire body shudder with pleasure. Her mouth was warm, wet, and she moved with a skill that left me breathless, her tongue teasing me in all the right ways.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my hips bucking against her as she took me deeper, her hands gripping my thighs as she worked me over with an intensity that left me gasping for air.

She moaned softly, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my body, and I felt myself teetering on the edge once again. “Don’t stop,” I begged, my voice breaking as I gripped her hair tighter, urging her on.

She didn’t. Her movements grew faster, more desperate, and I felt myself spiraling out of control, my release building with every passing second. And then, with a groan that echoed through the cab, I came undone, my body shuddering with pleasure as she took everything I had to give.

When it was over, she looked up at me, her lips swollen, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “That was… incredible,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

“You’re incredible,” I replied, my voice rough, my hands tracing the curve of her cheek as she leaned into my touch.

She smiled, a slow, sultry smile that made my stomach flip. “I should probably go,” she said, her voice tinged with regret.

I nodded, my heart sinking slightly as I realized our time together was coming to an end. “Where to?” I asked, my voice steady despite the storm of emotions raging inside me.

“Just drop me off at the corner,” she replied, her eyes soft, her expression unreadable. “I’ll find my way from there.”
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