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About This Book

Shift into High Gear

At fifty-one, mature mechanic Roxie Fitzpatrick knows her way around an engine block better than anyone. She isn't your average woman, having spent her life getting greasy under the hood. But when twenty-year-old Andrew Wakefield rolls into her garage, he brings more than just a classic project car.

Andrew needs expert help to restore the vintage Dodge Charger inherited from his grandfather. He’s eager, intense, and completely unafraid to get his hands dirty—a trait Roxie decides to test in wild, unforgettable style.

As the tools come out and the tension builds, an undeniable spark ignites between the older woman and the younger man. What starts as a mechanical restoration quickly shifts into a high-octane age gap romance fueled by raw, uninhibited naughty passion.

Experience every thrilling moment of this intense anal sex romance as Roxie and Andrew give each other an unforgettable, taboo experience neither has ever tasted before.
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“It’s huge!” she smiled, stroking her fingers gently down the shaft.

She watched Andrew’s heartbeat, showcased by the steadily increasing size of his cock as the blood pumped into it.

“Oh, Andrew,” she wowed.  “When does it stop?!”

Roxie squeezed at Andrew’s balls and finally wrapped his cock up in her fist.  She could feel the strength of his arousal when she gripped it, and her sex awakened.  Her crotch turned hot and she remembered what it was like to be turned on.

“Fuck, I want it,” said Roxie.

“Have it,” Andrew said calmly.

Roxie pointed him towards her mouth and opened wide.  She stretched her lips around the crown and pushed them down the shaft, humming as his arousal entered her mouth.

Andrew tensed up.  His back straightened and the stared down at Roxie’s familiar face as it turned more sensual than ever and toyed with his cock.

Roxie dragged her lips off the monolith and jerked it in front of her, turning it and studying it as though the size was just an illusion.

“It looks brand new,” she giggled.  It had been thirty years since she’d been with a man Andrew’s age.

“I’ve had it for a while, I promise,” Andrew said.

His smile was quickly snatched from him by another slow suck from Roxie.  She breathed him in, rising on her knees and rocking her head over him.

She let the crown of his cock snap between her lips, French-kissing the tip with a tongue that swirled out of sight.  It drove Andrew wild.

“Oh, Roxie,” he hushed.  “Roxie, that’s it!”

The Dodge shuddered beneath them, shaking Andrew’s cock in Roxie’s mouth and adding something to the blowjob.

Eventually Roxie grew impatient.  She got to her feet and unfastened the only strap of her overalls that held the bib up.

It dropped and Roxie flashed her white, stained t-shirt up over her head, revealing a beautiful pair of breasts that shocked Andrew.

He didn’t know why, but for some reason he hadn’t expected Roxie’s tits to look so perfect and clean.  The rest of her was so oily and down-to-earth that it didn’t seem right for her to have a pair of angelic breasts that looked so soft and inviting.

“On my tits, Andrew,” urged Roxie, and she stepped forwards and cradled his head to her bosom.

Andrew opened his mouth over Roxie’s nipple and sucked.  He’d never done it before but figured he couldn’t really do it wrong.

Roxie’s moans told him he was doing something right as his tongue swirled around her stiffening nipple.

“Good boy,” Roxie said, and Andrew’s cock bounced at the words.  He hadn’t heard that all month, but it was all he ever wanted from his mature mentor.

Roxie rubbed at her hot crotch, pushing the fabric of her overalls into her folds and relishing the sensation.

Andrew was oblivious to the head start that Roxie gave herself.  His cock waited patiently, pointing up at the workshop ceiling, electrified by thick veins that stretched up its length.

“I want you to fuck me, Andrew,” insisted Roxie.  “Fuck me against this Charger.”
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Roxie Fitzpatrick heard the commotion from beneath the Jeep Cherokee she was working on.  She rolled out on her slider and narrowed her eyes at the piece of junk that had just entered the courtyard of her garage.

From the passenger side of the tow-truck stepped a young, smartly dressed man who couldn’t have been much over twenty.  Roxie couldn’t help but smirk.  She liked to tease the office types whenever they dropped by.  She wiped off her hands and approached the man as he paid the driver.

“Who died?” she asked, tilting her head and squinting one eye.

“My grandfather,” answered the man, and it left Roxie feeling like an idiot instantly.

“Shit, I’m sorry,” Roxie said.  “What got him?”

“Cancer in the end, but since the cancer died too my grandfather said it was a draw.”

Roxie laughed.  She liked him instantly.

“Roxie,” she said, extending a hand.

The younger man studied the dark grease-marks and stalled.

“Afraid to get your hands dirty?” Roxie sneered.

“Andrew Wakefield,” the man said, meeting Roxie’s firm grip.

“Well, Andrew Wakefield, sir, what can I help you with today, and does it have something to do with this beautiful piece of shit next to you?”

Andrew scratched his neck and looked at the clunker beside him.

“My grandfather left it for me,” said Andrew, “on the explicit instruction that I do not sell it.”

“That’s lucky.  I’m not looking to buy.”

“He wanted me to fix it up.  Said I needed to sweat more.”

Roxie eyed up the slim build of the handsome man in front of her.  “He might not be wrong.”

“Think you can help?”

“Help make you sweat?  Sure.”

Andrew’s cheeks took on a red hue.  “With the car, I mean.”

“It’ll be extra if you want to get involved too.”

“Not less?”

Roxie shook her head.  “It’s extra to not slow me down.”

Andrew liked the cut of Roxie.  He preferred straight talkers, and that was Roxie alright.

“Deal,” said Andrew, extending a hand.

Roxie spat into hers and offered it out.

Andrew squirmed but, sensing Roxie’s displeasure, spat into his palm and connected it with hers.

“Welcome to day one,” said Roxie with a broad smile.  “First thing’s first, let’s get you out of that shirt.  Come with me.”

Andrew followed Roxie inside the garage unit and past the shelves of oily parts that he would never be able to name in a thousand guesses.

“Think we’ve got a shirt in here,” said Roxie, rummaging in an old travel chest.

Andrew watched from behind.  Roxie was much older than him, but her lifestyle kept her fit.  That was no more apparent than in the broad, toned ass that stared back at Andrew as he awaited his new clothes.

“Ah,” Roxie exclaimed.  “Here we are.”

She held up a red t-shirt and then tossed it to Andrew.  He unfolded it and looked at the writing on the front.

“Topless Carwash 1999,” he read, looking in confusion at Roxie.

“You could do that back then,” she said.  “Before everyone got so politically correct.”

For a moment the image of a younger Roxie flashed in Andrew’s mind.  He suddenly noticed the plunging cleavage beneath Roxie’s half-fastened overalls.

“Where should I change?” asked Andrew.

“One second, sir.  Let me just find a length of red carpet that leads you to your dressing room ...”

Andrew’s shoulders dropped.

“Just get changed there,” said Roxie.  “I’ve seen it all before.”

Andrew assumed this was his first test.  He started to unfasten the buttons on his shirt, and Roxie let out a loud wolf-whistle.

“Here comes the centerfold of our new calendar,” laughed Roxie, clapping.

Andrew shook his head and tried to change as quickly as he could.  He took his shirt back off his pale body and Roxie fell silent briefly.

Andrew’s muscles contorted as he worked his way out of his shirt and into the small t-shirt Roxie had found for him.

The beginnings of something stirred inside the older mechanic, but before she was forced to address them, she snapped out of it.

“What a dish!” swooned Roxie, wafting her face with her hand.

Andrew shook his head and stared down at his t-shirt.  “You don’t have anything else?”

“We’re a garage, Andrew, not the mall.”

“I’ll bring my own tomorrow.”

“I better make the most of this today then hadn’t I, toyboy?”

Andrew sighed.  Roxie walked past and dropped her hand on his shoulder.

“Come on,” she said.  “Let’s put that tush to work.”

For the next few weeks Roxie and Andrew worked together on the rusty Dodge Charger, gradually stripping it back and restoring it part-by-part.

Roxie was impressed by how hands-on Andrew was.  His approach to learning was admirable, and even Roxie struggled to mock him for it.  She admired how he immersed himself in her field, and thought that if things were different, Andrew could be taking over from her in twenty years’ time.

The affection between the duo grew.  It was slow at first, with Andrew finally making a joke at Roxie’s expense that she’d greatly appreciated.  It got so that Andrew looked forward to dropping by after work to get his hands dirty.  The more he sweated, the more he was reminded of his grandfather’s final instruction.

But the simmering heat in Roxie’s garage could only last so long before boiling over, and cramped beneath the Charger, bolting the exhaust manifold back onto the engine block, it did.

Roxie and Andrew grunted beside each other, maneuvering as best they could under Roxie’s instruction.  Their arms twisted beneath the rusty metal, and the smell of WD40 lingered in the air.

“Over on this side,” Roxie urged.

Andrew moved his hand and suddenly his elbow was pressing into Roxie’s chest.

She didn’t say anything at first.  Trying desperately not to laugh, Roxie worked her socket wrench until they no longer had to take the weight of the heavy object above them.

“Getting a good feel?” she asked afterwards, looking left at Andrew.

Andrew was confused at first, before finally looking down at his elbow and seeing it squishing Roxie’s big breast against her chest.

“Shit!  Shit, sorry,” he said, moving quickly.

“I don’t mind,” Roxie said, and it was perhaps the sincerest Andrew had ever heard her say anything.

She kept her gaze fixed on Andrew to let him know she was serious.  Andrew didn’t know what to say.  He chewed the inside of his mouth.

“Come on,” Roxie said.  “Let’s get out from under here.”

She swiveled away and Andrew lamented missing the moment.  He was never good with women, but he wanted to be good with Roxie.  He felt like he owed her more than just money.

Another week passed and bit by bit the Charger transformed.  One night, close to midnight, Roxie dropped the rebuilt engine back into the chassis and fixed it in.

“Do the honors,” Roxie said, dangling the key in front of Andrew like it was a lure.

His eyes sparkled as he took the key from Roxie and walked to the car.  He sat in the seat and put the key in the ignition, gripping the wheel.

Through the windscreen he saw Roxie, dusting herself down and putting her hands on her hips as she waited.

“Fire it
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