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Chapter 1

​




A black BMW pulled into the
empty lot outside Leon’s Autobody
in the early morning hours of June 10th, just as
the sunbathed the city in its virgin golden glow, and the air began
to thicken with sopping humidity. The beamer parked outside the
front door of Leon’s. The engine idled. Nothing could be seen
through the tinted glass of the windshield.

In the passenger, Camila Harper rubbed
her hands together in nervous anticipation. Mark, her boyfriend,
was behind the wheel. He gave her a calming smile and put his hand
on her leg.

“Relax, Camila,” Mark said, voice even
and assuring. “Everybody gets nervous on their first day. You’re
going to fit right in.”

“I just don’t even know why I have to
take this stupid job,” Camila said, almost whining. She twisted a
lock of her long dark hair in her fingers, looking at Mark with
pouty hazel eyes. Camila was half Latina, half Caucasian, and it
gave her skin tone a delicious caramel tint. She knew how hard it
was for Mark to resist her, so she poured it on heavy. “You’re so
loaded, you’re a fucking banker for Christ’s sake! Why don’t we
just move in together and I’ll play trophy wife? No job, except to
help around the house!”

“I’m a consultant, not a banker,” Mark
corrected her, leaning over the center console and running his hand
through her straight, silky hair. Camila was petite, maybe smaller
than that. At 5’3, with a toned but full figure, she routinely
caught the interest of the male gaze. Mark wondered if her
coworkers at the autobody shop would be mostly male. They would no
doubt be interested in Camila. “And once you show me that you can
hold down a job, that you’re not just in this relationship for my
money, then we can take the next step. But I need to see some
commitment from you.”

Camila sighed. “How could you think
that, Mark? I love you.”

It was true – at least, she thought it
was true. She certainly had stronger feelings for Mark than she’d
ever had for any of her exes. The only one that even came close was
Clyde, but he was nothing more than a distant memory now, as was
their entire relationship – one built upon sex and little
else.

“It’s just a day job, Camila. I know
you think you’re too good for it, but you have to at least give it
a couple of months. Alright?”

“Fine.”

“Okay, now go on inside. You can’t be
late for your first day.”

Camila got out of the car
and closed the door. She looked up at the sign reading
Leon’s Autobody. She
could hear a racket coming from behind the building – where the
garage entrance was. Camila was dressed appropriately for work that
day, nothing too revealing in a pair of jeans and a black top. Her
c-cup tits filled out the front, her naturally busty Latina ass
pushed the denim to its limit. She took a deep breath and went
inside.

The front section of the shop was
small and cluttered. A few chairs along the walls, a tv mounted
high, and a desk – presumably the one Camila would be working at.
Sitting behind that desk was a large, bulky black man with a dark
curly beard and a sneer on his plump mouth. He looked up when
Camila came in, and for a moment, neither of them said
anything.

Where have I seen him
before? Camila wondered. He looked familiar
but she couldn’t say how. Even stranger, he was looking at Camila
like maybe he recognized her.

“The new girl?” Leon asked, his name
designated by a blue nametag.

“That’s me. Camila.”

Leon stood, that peculiar look still
on his face, and came around the desk to greet her. Camila was
struck by his size – a giant slab of a man, with a bit of a beer
gut, and big, muscular arms. Intimidating with no kindness in his
eyes. Camila felt her tiny hand swallowed up in his bear
paw.

“Welcome to my shop,” he said gruffly.
“I’m Leon, this is my place. That desk is where you’ll do most of
your work. Can I give you a tour of the place?”

“Sure thing Leon,” Camila said,
looking up into Leon’s broad face. She guessed him at least 6’3.
“But I have to ask – don’t I know you from somewhere?”

Camila saw the edges of Leon’s mouth
twitch, as if suppressing a grin. But then it was gone, and Leon
shook his head. “Not that I know of. Come on, let me introduce you
to the guys.”

She followed the lumbering giant to
the back. Leon had a big round butt that filled out his work pants.
He walked with a slight hunch, his elongated arms drooping at his
side, being much quieter than you’d expect a boss to be with a new
employee. Almost as if he were lost in thought.

“This here is the garage,” Leon said,
pushing through a swinging door into a cavernous and noisy space.
Automobiles were positioned at different stages throughout the
garage, with lots of mechanics coming and going, working hard,
working up a sweat. Camila noticed the vast majority were black
men. “You’ll get to know the fellas soon enough. Too many to
introduce right now…but later, for sure.”

They left the garage and
went down a short hallway to a room marked Employees Only. Inside was a small
office with a computer and a desk. It smelled like testosterone, or
like sweaty men had filled the room once to often without any sort
of ventilation or a quick vacuum.

“This here is my office, sometimes
it’s the break room,” Leon said.

Camila felt uncomfortably close to
Leon inside the tiny room. Like the walls were baring down on her,
and that Leon was blocking the door unintentionally, yet
deliberately.

“I think I got it,” Camila said,
biting her bottom lip nervously, shifting from one foot to the
other. “Do you want me to get to the front desk? I can start
learning the computer system if you’d like.”

Leon didn’t say anything at first. He
stared down at her, a glint of mischief in them, some secret that
Camila wished he would spill. His heavy breathing filled the tiny
space, making it warmer, uncomfortable. She was growing more and
more certain that she had definitely met Leon before…and that Leon
knew it.

“Uh-huh,” Leon said, looking her up
and down. “Get on out to the front desk. I got some calls I need to
make.”

Camila nodded, happy to be able to
slip his presence for the time being. On her way back out to the
lobby a mechanic came in from the garage – tall, lanky, younger
than most of the others, black as oil. He saw Camila and
grinned.

“New girl, huh?”

“That’s right,” Camila replied,
glancing at his nametag – Reggie.

He looked her over once, twice, then
winked. “Welcome to the team. I’m sure you gonna fit right
in.”

Camila forced a smile. Reggie walked
into the customer restrooms and Camila hurried to her
desk.

The day passed in mostly monotony.
Camila learned how to deal with customers, take finished orders
from the constant flow of mechanics coming in and out, find time to
use the bathroom here and there – which she noticed was quite dirty
due to lack of aim on her male coworker’s part. She often heard
snickering coming from down the hall behind her. Leon’s voice, low
and whispery, followed by the cackle of Reggie or one of the
others. Like there was some joke they were all in on except her.
Camila hoped her presence as a 26-year-old, half Latina bombshell
wasn’t going to be a source of distraction. Or worse – anything
resembling harassment in the workplace.

When the clock struck 5, she grabbed
her purse and headed for the door. Leon cleared his throat behind
her, and she turned to him with waning pleasantry on her precious,
cute face.

“Come on a little early
tomorrow,” he said, his giant frame bathed in shadow against the
hallway. “Need to go over a few protocols with you before we open.
Nothin’ complicated…just new, is all. Need to make sure you’re
on board with it.”

Camila fought the urge to balk at the
early call time. Already she sort of hated the place, and the
thought of an extra hour spent inside its grimy walls made her feel
weak and desperate. Oh how she wished Mark would just relieve her
of this silly job.

“Sure thing, Leon,” Camila said. “See
you then.”

Leon nodded.

“Are you sure we’ve never met?” Camila
asked, hesitating at the door.

But Leon didn’t answer. His hulking
form turned, lumbered down the hall, and disappeared from
sight.
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