As I sit in my car, it begins to rain again.  I’ve been sitting in my car for thirty minutes now, and all I can think about is you.  I’m fantasizing about you, wondering what it would be like to kiss you, to touch you, to even just smell your hair.  Luckily I have my Speedo on; otherwise I would have needed another tissue.  Or three.

I’m just about to give up waiting for you and go back to my house and masturbate to the pictures I’ve snapped of you from the bushes outside your house.  But when I take a final glance toward the doors, I see you running out to your car.  From this distance I can’t see much clearly, but you don’t have an umbrella so I’m sure your tiny white shirt is soaked – I wonder if you’re wearing a bra.  My brain formulates a plan, and I set it in motion without thinking about it too much.

You jog up to your car and try to get the key in the lock.  I open my door and little bit and peak my head out into the rain.

“Excuse me, miss?”  Thankfully my voice didn’t betray my nerves.  You glance over to me as you continue to try your key.  When your eyes meet mine, my stomach does a flip-flop.  God, you’re beautiful.  “My car won’t start.  Do you have a cell phone I could use to call a tow truck or something.”  I’m out of my car now, my head ducked under the pouring of the rain.  My hands are tucked into my jeans.
“No, but I can give you a ride,” you say.  I swear my heart’s going to explode.  The key slides into the hole and you turn it quickly, shopping bags hanging on your arm.  “Hop in,” you say with a smile and duck into your car.  My god, this certainly hadn’t been part of my plan, but who the hell cares?

I hurry around to the other side and slip into your car.  You’re half-turned towards me, trying to situate your bags in the back seat.  Nope, you’re not wearing a bra.  Your white shirt is soaked, and the dark circles of your aureolas are clearly visible.  Your breasts are magnificent.
When you fall back into your seat, I yank my eyes away.  “Thank you very much.  It’s very kind of you to offer me a ride.”

“It’s no trouble.  I’ve had my share of car troubles and know how hard it can be to get someone to help.”  You smile at me as you start the car, and it feels like my heart is going to leap out of my throat.  Those legs... so long and smooth, glistening with warm rain water.  Thank the gods that my erection is safely contained in my Speedo.  “Where can I take you?”

“Actually, you can drop me off at my house.  I can call someone from there.”

“Sure thing,” you say with a smile as you pull out of the parking stall.  If I thought you were divine before, I don’t know what you are now.  Your incredible kindness and generosity on top of your beautiful body makes me yearn for you even more.  You’re a really special person, it seems.  “My name’s Emily, by the way.”

“Hi Emily.  I’m Jake.”  You flash me a smile and my heart nearly explodes.  It’s all I can do to keep from rubbing my aching crotch.
