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  Stranded Damsel
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I wasn’t planning to flirt. 
Not with my engine hissing and the rain soaking through my tank top, cold and clinging. Not with the front of my shorts stuck to me and steam coming off the hood. But the garage bay door was open, and I was cold, wet, and pissed off.
“Hello?” I stepped under the awning. “Car trouble? Weird noise? Stranded damsel? Ringing any bells?”
Silence.
I shoved the door the rest of the way open and stepped inside, flip-flops smacking across the concrete. The space reeked of rubber, grease, gasoline—harsh light, harder silence. Rain kept hammering the metal roof like it was trying to drown me from above.
Still no answer.
I crossed my arms under my chest and took another step. “Seriously? Is no one working today, or is this part of the full-service fantasy: ignore the hot girl until she begs?”
A grunt came from under the raised truck. Not even a full sound. Just… acknowledgment.
Then he rolled out.
And holy shit.
He was big. Not just tall, but solid. Grease-streaked forearms, dark beard, jaw tight. His coveralls hung open to the waist, sleeves tied around his hips, undershirt clinging to his chest in all the right ways. He didn’t look surprised. Just… irritated. Or amused.
He stood up slow and grabbed a rag. Still hadn’t said a word.
“You gonna help,” I asked, “or just stare like you’ve never seen a soaked brat with engine trouble before?”
That got him moving.
Not toward my car. Toward me.
He brushed past, close enough that his shoulder grazed mine. Then he walked to the wall, grabbed a heavy chain, and pulled the garage door shut with a loud metallic crash. The lock clicked.
I turned. “What the hell was that?”
He finally looked me in the eye. “You walk in like that, mouthing off in wet clothes, and expect me not to do anything about it?”
“Excuse me?”
“I’m not fixing your car yet.”
I laughed. “And why the hell not?”
“Because I’m gonna fix your mouth first.”
I blinked. “Fix me?”
He didn’t answer. He stalked toward me like he knew I wouldn’t run. Watching him, I felt a prickle of something electric run up my spine. I wouldn’t run. I’d been waiting for someone to call my bluff for too damn long. I didn’t think it would be a giant mechanic man, but you know, whatever.
“Let me guess,” I said, backing up a step, then another. “You think I need to be taught a lesson.”
He didn’t stop.
“You think you’re the one who’s gonna do it.”
Another step.
“And you think I’m gonna say thank you for it after?”
He stopped me with a hand to my chest. Hot, rough, spreading wide between my tits as he shoved me back—slow but firm—against the hood of my own car. I caught myself with both hands behind me, ass hitting the edge, shirt sticking to my skin.
He stared down at me like I was already stripped.
“You won’t say thank you,” he said.
“Oh yeah?”
“You’ll beg.”
I snorted. “For what?”
He stepped in closer. I could smell the sweat and heat on him now. It was a scent you didn’t want to like but couldn’t stop inhaling.
He dragged his hand down my chest, palm brushing hard over my nipple through the soaked fabric. My breath caught. I hated that it did.
“For me to fill you up,” he said. “Nice and deep, until you learn not to run your mouth.”
I laughed again, trying to keep the upper hand. “Big talk from a guy who hasn’t even touched my pussy.”
That did it.
He grabbed me by the hips, spun me hard, and bent me forward over the hood.
My elbows hit first. Then my chest. The metal was warm from the engine, and it seared against my nipples through the soaked cotton. I tried to push up, but his hand pressed between my shoulder blades, pinning me in place.
“What the fuck,” I started, but he didn’t let me finish.
He reached under me and yanked my shorts and panties down in one pull. The wet fabric dragged down my thighs, flip-flops skidding on the concrete. I kicked once, half-hearted. He caught one leg, spread me wider.
Then his fingers were on me.
No warm-up. No slow tease. Just a thick, filthy drag straight through my slit.
And worse?
I was already wet.
“Fuck,” I muttered into the hood.
“You walked in soaked and smug,” he said behind me, voice lower now. “But your cunt’s dripping and ready for me.”
I gasped, hips bucking before I could stop myself. My face burned. He didn’t slow down.
“I swear to God—”
“You want me to stop? Tell me right now and I will,” he growled.
I hesitated only a second before I shook my head no.
“Good. You’re not in charge here,” he said. “Not your smart mouth. Not your body. Not your holes.”
I clenched around his fingers. He felt it.
His fingers fucked me slow and deep. He twisted them just enough to tease that spot inside that made my knees go soft. He didn’t speed up and get into a rhythm. Just kept me open, aching.
“Come on,” I growled. “If you’re gonna do it, fucking do it.”
He pulled his fingers out.
I actually whimpered. I heard it come out of me and wanted to slap myself.
He leaned in over my back, breath hot against my neck. “Brats don’t get what they want. They get what they earn.”
“Like you’re so—ah, fuck—”
His fingers were back, rubbing slick circles over my clit now, fast and sharp. I bucked against him. My whole body flushed and tense, on the edge already—
Then nothing.
His hand left me.
He laughed.
“Yeah,” he said. “I thought so.”






  
  Nothing but Force
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I slammed my palm against the hood. “Seriously?” 
“You don’t come,” he said, stepping back. “Not until I say.”
I turned to glare at him, but he was already undoing his belt.
And holy hell, the bulge in his pants looked illegal.
He unzipped, shoved his coveralls and briefs down just enough, and his cock sprang free—incredibly thick, hard, already leaking. Veins and length and that heavy drop I’d felt against me earlier.
He gave it one stroke. Then pointed at the floor.
“On your knees.”
He pulled his fingers out, and I made a raw, helpless sound. He probably thought I hadn’t come in weeks. Pathetic.
I blinked up at him from over my shoulder. “Are you—”
“Now.”
I didn’t think, just moved. The floor was freezing under my bare knees, and I was still dripping down my thighs, but none of that mattered. All I could see was the giant cock in his hand and the look on his face.
He grabbed the back of my head and shoved the head against my lips.
I opened.
The taste hit me first: salt and heat and sweat. He was already hard as fuck and twitching.
He pushed forward.
My mouth stretched, wide and tight. He didn’t pause until the head hit the back of my throat, then after a beat, pressed it further. My eyes watered on instinct. My body flinched.
“Breathe through your nose,” he muttered, one hand fisting in my hair, the other pressing lightly against the side of my throat. “Let me in.”
He pulled back an inch, then slammed in again.
I gagged. He didn’t stop.
The pace wasn’t fast, just deliberate and deep. It felt like he was testing to see how far he could go before I gagged.
I tried to swallow.
He groaned low in his throat. “That’s it. Good. Take it.”
His grip tightened, then he started to move.
Not gentle now. Not slow.
He fucked my mouth like it was made for him. My nose hit his stomach with every thrust. My lips stretched wide, spit leaking down my chin.
I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think.
My arms shook, hands still held behind my back like he’d ordered. I rocked slightly with each thrust, knees scraping on concrete, but he kept me steady, exactly where he wanted me.
“Look up at me,” he growled.
My eyes met his, and something clicked. His expression didn’t soften. It sharpened. He shoved in deeper than before and held me there. My throat spasmed around him.
I made a sound. Desperate. Wet. Full of spit and struggle.
“You gonna gag?” he asked. “Gonna fucking cry?”
I whimpered. Couldn’t talk.
“Good,” he hissed. “Brats don’t get mercy.”
He pulled back, and I gasped for air, mouth hanging open, spit connecting my lips to his cock in slick strings. I was drooling now.
Then he pushed back in, faster now. Harder.
Punishment. That’s what this was.
No romance. Nothing but force.
His hips snapped forward, over and over, his balls slapping my chin. My nose was running. My cheeks were wet. I didn’t care. My pussy pulsed like it was jealous, clenching on nothing.
He leaned over me slightly, breathing heavy, and let his fingers stroke the side of my face. It wasn’t gentle. It was claiming.
“You hear that?” he asked, hips still driving. “That sloppy fucking noise? That’s you. That’s your mouth learning its place.”
I groaned around him, lost in it now. Barely human.
“I could come down your throat right now,” he said. “Make you swallow every drop. Not even give your pussy a taste.”
I moaned.
He grinned. “You don’t like that idea, do you?”
I shook my head the tiny amount I could. Anything to keep him moving.
But he pulled out again. His cock slapped against my lips, wet and swollen.
I stared up, breathing hard, mascara probably halfway down my face.
He looked down like I was a fucking masterpiece.
Then: “Bench.”
His voice was rough and shaky, as if he was barely holding on.
I stumbled to my feet, spit clinging to my chin and chest, knees wobbly. He caught me halfway and shoved me flat on my belly across the bench. Legs wide. Cunt on display.
His cock slapped my thigh as he stepped in.
“You’ve earned it now,” he said.
He slammed back in, and the sound of our sex—wet, hard, relentless—filled the whole fucking shop.
Every thrust pushed me forward across the bench, shirt shoved up, tits scraping against the cold surface. My arms were jelly. My throat raw from panting. My pussy was soaked and swollen, clenching on instinct with every brutal stroke.
His grip locked in my hair again, yanking me up so my spine arched and my feet barely touched the floor. I felt used. Open. My body pulsed like it wasn’t mine anymore.
“You know what you are right now?” he growled, voice hot in my ear.
I moaned.
“A fucktoy. A needy little brat getting exactly what she asked for.”
He rammed in again. I moaned. My legs shook uncontrollably.
“You walked in mouthing off. All attitude. Dripping wet, no bra, acting like you owned the fucking room.” He thrust again, hard enough to knock the bench back a full inch. “But look at you now.”
I couldn’t speak.
“Bent. Bred. Ruined.”
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