
        
            
                
            
        

    
“I can’t believe this is happening,” Jake muttered, slamming the car door shut with a frustrated groan. He kicked the tire for good measure, the sound echoing in the desolate stretch of road. “Of all the places for the car to die, it had to be here.”

Here was an abandoned stretch of highway, surrounded by dense woods on either side. The sun was setting, casting long shadows across the cracked asphalt. Emily, sitting in the passenger seat, bit her lip to hide a smirk. She had planned this meticulously, and so far, everything was going perfectly.

“I’ll walk to the nearest gas station,” Jake said, grabbing his phone and checking the signal. “No bars. Great. Just great.” He looked at his best friend, Ryan, who was leaning against the car, arms crossed, looking surprisingly calm.

“You want me to come with?” Ryan asked, his deep voice smooth and unhurried. Emily’s stomach fluttered at the sound. Ryan was everything Jake wasn’t—tall, broad-shouldered, with a quiet confidence that made her weak in ways she hated to admit.

“No, stay with Em,” Jake said, running a hand through his hair. “I’ll be quicker alone. Besides, it’s getting dark. I don’t want her out here by herself.”

Emily forced a concerned expression. “Be careful, Jake. It’s getting cold.”

He leaned in, pecking her on the cheek. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

As Jake disappeared down the road, Emily exhaled slowly, her heart racing. She glanced at Ryan, who was still leaning against the car, his eyes on her.

“Well,” Ryan said, a slow smirk spreading across his face. “Looks like it’s just us.”

Emily’s pulse quickened. She had been fantasizing about this moment for months. The way Ryan looked at her sometimes, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. The way his presence always seemed to fill the room. She had planned this. Him. And now, here they were, alone.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice softer than she intended. “Just us.”

Ryan pushed off the car and took a step toward her, his eyes never leaving hers. “You know,” he said, his tone dropping lower, “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be alone with you.”

Emily’s breath caught in her throat. She had imagined this scenario countless times, but now that it was happening, she felt exposed. Vulnerable. And yet, there was no turning back.

“Have you?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ryan took another step closer, closing the distance between them. “Every single day,” he admitted, his gaze burning into hers. “Every time I saw you with Jake, I couldn’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have you to myself.”

Emily’s heart was pounding now, her body betraying her. She could feel the heat radiating from him, and it was intoxicating. “Ryan,” she breathed, her voice shaky, “we shouldn’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, his voice low and full of desire. “You planned this, didn’t you? The car breaking down. Sending Jake away. You wanted this.”

Emily’s eyes widened. He knew. Of course he knew. She had been so careful, but Ryan had always been too perceptive for his own good.

“I—” she started, but before she could finish, Ryan’s hands were on her waist, pulling her closer.

“Don’t lie to me, Em,” he said, his voice rough. “I’ve seen the way you look at me. You can’t hide it anymore.”

Emily’s resolve crumbled. She had been fighting this for so long, but now, with his body pressed against hers, she couldn’t deny it any longer. She wanted him. Desperately.

“Ryan,” she whispered, her hands finding their way to his chest. “I—I can’t help it.”

His lips were on hers before she could say another word, and it was like a dam breaking. Years of pent-up desire spilled out, and Emily kissed him back with everything she had. His hands roamed her body, pulling her closer, and she groaned into his mouth.

It wasn’t just physical—it was emotional. Raw and unfiltered. Every touch, every kiss, felt like a release. Like they were finally giving in to something they had both been denying for far too long.

Ryan’s hands slid under her shirt, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine, and Emily shivered. He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck, and she let out a soft moan.

“God, Emily,” he murmured against her skin, “you have no idea how long I’ve wanted this.”

She tilted her head back, giving him better access. “Show me,” she breathed.

Ryan didn’t need to be told twice. He lifted her up, setting her on the hood of the car, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. His hands fumbled with the button of her jeans, and she helped him, desperate to feel his touch.

As soon as her jeans were off, Ryan’s fingers found her wet folds, and Emily gasped. She had never been this turned on in her life. Every touch sent electric currents through her body, and she could barely think straight.

“You’re so wet,” Ryan whispered, his voice filled with awe. “All for me.”

Emily nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “All for you.”

Ryan’s fingers worked their magic, and Emily’s hips bucked against his hand. She was so close, but she wanted more. She wanted him.

“Ryan,” she moaned, her hands gripping his shoulders. “Please. I need you.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He undid his jeans, freeing his hard cock, and before she could protest, he was inside her. Emily let out a cry of pleasure, her nails digging into his skin.

They moved together, their bodies perfectly in sync. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure through Emily, and she clung to him, desperate for more.

“You feel so good,” Ryan groaned, his forehead resting against hers. “So fucking good.”

Emily could only nod, her moans of pleasure filling the air. She had never felt anything like this before. It was wild, untamed, and completely intoxicating.

Their pace quickened, and Emily could feel the pleasure building inside her. She was so close, and she knew Ryan was too. His thrusts became more erratic, and she could feel him trembling with the effort to hold on.

“Emily,” he groaned, his voice strained. “I’m—I’m—”

“Come with me,” she whispered, her own climax just within reach.

With one final thrust, they both came undone. Emily’s body convulsed with pleasure, and Ryan’s grip on her tightened as he let out a low groan.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies still joined, their breaths mingling in the cool evening air. Emily could feel her heart pounding in her chest, and she knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

Eventually, Ryan pulled away, and Emily felt a pang of loss. He helped her off the hood of the car, and they both quickly got dressed, the silence between them thick with unspoken words.

Finally, Ryan broke the silence. “Emily,” he started, his voice hesitant.

“Don’t,” she said, shaking her head. “Don’t say anything. Not yet.”

The silence between them stretched, heavy with unspoken tension. Emily leaned against the car, her arms crossed, her eyes darting to the road where Jake had disappeared. The sun was beginning to dip lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the road. Ryan stood a few feet away, his hands in his pockets, his gaze fixed on her. The air between them felt charged, electric, as if the slightest movement could ignite something neither of them could control.

“He’s not coming back yet,” Ryan said finally, his voice low and steady, breaking the stillness.

Emily looked at him, her green eyes meeting his blue ones. There was something in his gaze that made her heart skip a beat—a quiet intensity that she had noticed before but never allowed herself to fully acknowledge. She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry.

“No,” she agreed softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Not yet.”

Ryan took a step closer, his presence overwhelming her senses. She could smell the faint scent of his cologne, mixed with the earthy aroma of the woods around them. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her arm, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Emily,” he said, his voice husky, “you know why I’ve stayed quiet all this time, don’t you?”

Her eyes widened slightly, and she nodded. She did know. It had been there, simmering beneath the surface, an unspoken truth that neither of them had dared to voice. She had felt it every time he looked at her, every time their hands accidentally brushed, every time he was in the same room as her.

“Yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I know.”

Without another word, Ryan closed the distance between them, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her deeply. It was different from their first kiss on the hood of the car—this time, there was a raw urgency to it, a hunger that had been building for years. Emily melted into him, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Ryan’s eyes were dark with desire, and Emily’s were wide with a mixture of excitement and trepidation.

“We shouldn’t…” she started, but her voice faltered.

“We already have,” Ryan interrupted, his voice firm. “And you don’t want to stop any more than I do.”

Emily hesitated, her mind racing. He was right—she didn’t want to stop. She had wanted him for so long, fantasized about this moment, and now that it was here, she couldn’t bring herself to pull away.

Ryan took her hand, leading her toward the backseat of the car. He opened the door, and with gentle pressure, he guided her inside. Emily’s heart pounded as she slid across the seat, her body trembling with anticipation. Ryan followed her in, closing the door behind them, enclosing them in a cocoon of intimacy.

He leaned over her, his hands on either side of her body, his eyes locked on hers. “Tell me if you want to stop,” he murmured, his voice soft but laced with a command that sent a thrill through her.

Emily shook her head. “I don’t want to stop.”

With that, Ryan’s lips descended on hers once more, his kiss deeper, more demanding. His hands roamed her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her. Emily’s breath hitched as his fingers found the hem of her shirt, slipping beneath it to caress her bare skin. She arched into his touch, her body responding to him in ways she had never experienced before.

Ryan pulled away just long enough to remove her shirt, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her. Emily’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. She wanted him to see her, to know that she was fully his in this moment.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe. His hands moved to her jeans, deftly unbuttoning them and sliding them down her legs. Emily shivered as the cool air hit her skin, but the heat of Ryan’s body quickly replaced it.

He knelt between her legs, his hands sliding up her thighs, spreading them apart. Emily’s heart was beating so fast she thought it might burst out of her chest. She could feel the wetness between her legs, a telltale sign of how much she wanted this.

Ryan’s eyes met hers, and for a moment, he hesitated. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice thick with desire but also concern.

Emily nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes. Please.”

With that, Ryan leaned down, his lips brushing against the delicate skin of her inner thigh. Emily gasped, her fingers tightening on the seat beneath her as he moved closer to her core. When his tongue finally made contact with her, she let out a moan that echoed through the car.

Ryan’s hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he devoured her. His tongue moved with expert precision, flicking against her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Emily’s breath came in short, ragged gasps as she writhed beneath him, her hips bucking against his mouth.

“Ryan…” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Oh god, yes…”

He didn’t stop, his tongue working her with a relentless rhythm that drove her closer and closer to the edge. Emily’s thighs trembled, her body arching as the pleasure built within her. She could feel it coiling in her stomach, tightening with every stroke of his tongue.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she gasped, her voice breaking as the first wave of her orgasm hit her. Ryan didn’t let up, his tongue continuing to lap at her as she came apart beneath him. Emily cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure, her hands gripping the seat for dear life.

When it was over, Ryan pulled away, his lips glistening with her arousal. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with satisfaction and something else—a hunger that hadn’t been fully sated.

Emily lay back, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Her body felt like jelly, completely spent, but she knew this wasn’t the end. The look in Ryan’s eyes told her that much.

He leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “Now it’s my turn.”

Emily’s heart pounded as Ryan’s words lingered in the air, his breath hot against her ear. Now it’s my turn. The command in his voice sent a shiver down her spine, and she could feel the weight of his gaze on her, demanding her submission. She swallowed hard, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, but even in her exhaustion, she couldn’t deny the pull of his desire—or her own.

Without a word, Ryan slid out of the backseat and opened the passenger door, his movements deliberate and unhurried. Emily watched him, her green eyes wide with anticipation, as he stepped out into the cool night air. He turned to her, his muscular frame silhouetted against the moonlight, and extended his hand.

“Come here,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Emily hesitated for only a moment before taking his hand, letting him pull her out of the car. Her legs wobbled slightly as she stood, the intensity of what had just happened still coursing through her veins. Ryan’s grip was firm, steadying her as he guided her to the front of the car. The hood was still warm from the engine, and she could feel the heat radiating through her clothes as Ryan positioned her in front of it.

“Bend over,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Emily’s breath hitched in her throat as she obeyed, leaning forward until her hands rested on the hood. Her heart raced, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—guilt, excitement, and an undeniable thrill. She knew this was wrong, that she should stop, but her body was already responding to the anticipation of what was to come.

Ryan stepped closer, his presence looming behind her. She could feel the heat of his body, hear the soft rustle of his clothes as he undid his belt. Her pulse quickened, her stomach tightening with a mix of fear and desire. She squeezed her eyes shut, bracing herself, but nothing could have prepared her for the feel of his hands on her hips, firm and possessive.

“You’ve wanted this for a long time, haven’t you?” Ryan murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent a jolt of electricity through her.

Emily bit her lip, her cheeks burning with a mixture of shame and arousal. She couldn’t bring herself to answer, but she didn’t need to. Her body betrayed her, her hips arching slightly as his fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her jeans.

Ryan chuckled softly, a sound that was both menacing and seductive. “Don’t worry, Emily. I’ll take care of you.”

With that, he yanked her jeans and panties down in one swift motion, the cool night air hitting her exposed skin. Emily gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the hood as she felt Ryan’s fingers trail down her thigh, teasing her before moving to the sensitive flesh between her legs. She moaned softly, her body instinctively pressing back against him.

“Ryan…” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

But he was already done with foreplay. Emily felt the blunt pressure of his arousal pressing against her entrance, and she tensed, her breath catching in her throat. He didn’t give her time to adjust, didn’t offer any words of comfort. He simply pushed into her in one sharp, deliberate motion, eliciting a sharp cry from her lips.

The pain was sharp but fleeting, quickly replaced by an overwhelming sensation of fullness. Emily’s nails dug into the hood of the car as Ryan began to move, his thrusts deep and unrelenting. Her body was still slick from earlier, and each movement sent waves of pleasure coursing through her, mingling with the ache of his invasion.

“Fuck, Emily…” Ryan growled, his hands tightening on her hips as he drove into her. “You feel even better than I imagined.”

Emily couldn’t respond, her mind consumed by the intensity of the moment. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure as Ryan pounded into her with a raw, primal urgency. The sounds of their bodies colliding filled the silence of the deserted road, mingling with her soft moans and his low grunts.

As the pleasure built, Emily lost herself in the sensation, her thoughts spiraling into a haze of desire. She didn’t care about Jake, didn’t care about the consequences. All that mattered was Ryan and the way he was making her feel, the way he was claiming her with every thrust.

Just as Emily felt herself teetering on the edge of another orgasm, the sudden flash of headlights pierced the darkness, illuminating the scene in stark relief. She froze, her heart lurching in her chest as the realization hit her—someone was coming.

“Ryan,” she gasped, panic creeping into her voice. “Someone’s here!”

But Ryan didn’t stop. If anything, the interruption seemed to fuel his desire, his thrusts growing more forceful as he leaned over her, his breath hot against her ear.

“Let them see,” he growled, his voice thick with need. “Let them see what you’re willing to do for me.”

Emily’s body betrayed her, her hips moving in rhythm with his as the car’s headlights drew closer. She wanted to stop, to pull away, but the pleasure was too overwhelming, too consuming. She cried out as her orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing with the force of it.

Ryan wasn’t far behind, his hips stuttering as he thrust into her one last time, his release hot and sudden. He groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he spilled inside her, his body pressing against hers as he rode out the pleasure.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies entwined as they caught their breath. But the sound of tires crunching on gravel brought them back to reality. With hurried movements, Ryan pulled out and quickly adjusted his clothes, while Emily scrambled to pull up her jeans, her hands trembling.

The tow truck pulled up behind the car, and Emily’s heart sank as she saw Jake step out, a look of concern on his face.

“Hey, I found help!” he called, jogging over to them. “Are you guys okay? You look… sweaty.”

Emily forced a smile, her cheeks burning with guilt as she avoided his gaze. “Yeah, we’re fine. We were just… trying to fix the car.”

Ryan, ever the picture of calm, nodded in agreement, his face unreadable. “Figured we’d give it a shot while we waited.”

Jake frowned, glancing between them, but then shrugged, seemingly convinced. “Alright, well, let’s get this thing fixed and get out of here.”

As Jake turned to speak to the tow truck driver, Emily and Ryan exchanged a quick, loaded glance. There was no need for words—what had just happened between them was impossible to forget, but for now, they both knew, it had to be buried.
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