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  The Waiting Game
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I was two and a half hours into waiting when I finally snapped. 
“I swear to God,” I hissed into the phone, pacing the edge of the parking lot, “if this guy takes one more hour to change a goddamn belt, I’m going to walk into that garage and set the whole thing on fire.”
Jenna laughed on the other end. “You sure you’re not just cranky because you skipped lunch again?”
“I skipped dinner,” I said. “And it’s freezing. And I’m the only one here. The office lady left at six. She locked the waiting room behind her. And I’ve been sitting on this metal bench outside like an idiot watching the sun go down.”
“Is he hot?” she asked, way too casually.
I blinked. “What?”
“The mechanic. Is he hot?”
I rolled my eyes. “How the hell should I know? I haven’t even seen him. He’s been under my car this whole time. He’s slow as shit. Probably sixty. Bald. Covered in grease.”
“That’s hot, though.”
“I hate you.”
“No you don’t. Go talk to him. You’re going to starve to death out there.”
I glanced toward the garage. The overhead lights inside were still on, flickering slightly over the frame of my car. The front end was still lifted on one side. No motion beneath it, no sound. Just eerie stillness.
“Maybe I should,” I muttered.
“You definitely should,” Jenna said. “And if he turns out to be hot, I get to name your first child.”
“You’re an idiot.”
“Tell me something I don’t know. Now go. And call me back: I want an aftermath report.”
I hung up and shoved my phone into my coat pocket.
The walk across the lot took longer than it should have. My legs were stiff from sitting too long, and the cold didn’t help. I wrapped my arms tight around myself as I stepped through the wide garage opening. It smelled like rubber, oil, metal, and the heavy scent of engine heat. It hit my throat before I could name it.
My car loomed in front of me: hood propped, tires scuffed, front end jacked high.
Then the sound of movement.
A wheeled creeper rolled out from underneath the car.
And he rose.
I stopped breathing.
He was tall. Broad shoulders under a black fitted tee, grease streaked down one forearm, tattoos running along the other. Worn jeans slung low on his hips, belt buckle catching the overhead light. His hands were huge—built to hold you down, rough you up, tear you in half.
And his face—
Sharp jaw. Dusting of stubble. Eyes so blue they looked silver under the fluorescents.
He was beautiful.
And from the look in his eyes, he’d definitely heard me.
“Now,” he said, voice low, unbothered, and entirely in control. “Exactly what was the problem?”
I stared. Words tripped in my throat.
“I—um—I just meant—”
He wiped his hands with a shop towel, folding it slow, deliberate. “Because if I remember right, you said I was slow as shit.”
I swallowed.
The air between us turned thick. Heated.
He stepped forward—not threatening. Just a little too close.
“Which would be a fair complaint,” he said, “if I wasn’t just now finishing up.”
“Oh,” I said, shrinking half an inch. “I didn’t know.”
“You should have wandered your pretty ass over here and asked.”
I wanted to say something clever. Anything. But his eyes never left mine, and whatever I was going to say vanished.
He stepped closer again. “Office. You need to pay.”
It wasn’t a request.
I followed him on shaky legs, pulse in my throat. He reached out to open the door for me, and the backs of his fingers grazed my arm. The touch was barely there. Accidental, probably.
My knees still wobbled.
Inside the office, it was warmer. Dim light, cluttered desk, an old calendar on the wall.
He stepped behind the desk and started typing into a computer system. I watched his hands move.
“You look—uh, warm,” I said before I could stop myself.
He glanced up. One eyebrow raised.
“I just mean, you’ve been working. I’ve been sitting still. So I’m cold.”
He smiled. Just a little.
“Amber, right?”
I nodded.
“I’m Jason.” He slid a paper toward me. “Here’s your invoice.”
I took it. My hand brushed his again. This time, neither of us looked away.
“I didn’t mean what I said,” I offered. “About you being slow.”
He didn’t answer. Just kept watching me.
“I was just… hungry. Cold. Tired. You know.”
He nodded, but didn’t drop his gaze.
“I can be a brat when I’m uncomfortable,” I said, trying to sound light.
Jason’s mouth curved, and my stomach dropped straight to my cunt
“Good to know.”
I signed the invoice.
“Car’s ready to go. I just need to grab your keys.”
He disappeared into the back room.
And I stood there, breathless, heart slamming, my panties damp. 






  
  Harder than Waiting
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I should have taken my keys, driven home, and told Jenna nothing. Instead, I stood there like an idiot, staring at the closed office door. My thighs pressed together. Breath shallow. Heat pooled between my legs 
The door creaked open.
Jason stepped back in, keys dangling from one finger. He paused when he saw me. Head tilted. That same unreadable look in his eyes.
“Something wrong?”
“No,” I said, voice lower than I meant it to be.
He walked closer, slow. “You sure?”
I nodded. My throat was dry. “I just…” I reached for the keys, but my fingers brushed his hand and didn’t pull away.
Neither did his.
“I was rude,” I said.
He looked at me like he could see under my skin. “You were.”
“I was frustrated.”
He didn’t answer. Just let the moment stretch.
“You don’t seem like the kind of girl who wants to be let off the hook.”
That landed deep in my belly. I took a breath.
“I didn’t expect you to be…”
“Hot?” He smirked.
“Something like that,” I muttered.
Jason stepped closer, just enough that I could feel him. He held my keys out, but I didn’t reach for them.
“You walked in like you owned the place. Pissed off. Mouthy. Cute.”
My pulse jumped.
“I don’t mind a mouthy girl,” he added, voice dropping. “If she knows when to shut up.”
I inhaled sharply.
He leaned in. His breath brushed my cheek.
“You done mouthing off?” he asked.
I nodded. “Yes.”
He raised a brow. “Yes what?”
I hesitated.
He reached out and trailed one knuckle down my jaw. The lightest touch.
I swallowed. My voice barely made it out.
“Yes... sir?”
That smile again. Darker this time.
I didn’t move. Not right away. I wasn’t scared, just… suspended. Like something inside me was about to snap loose, and I didn’t know if it would make me run or drop to my knees.
Jason tucked the keys into his back pocket.
“Come here.”
He didn’t wait for an answer. Just took me by the wrist, turned me, and walked me back until my thighs hit the desk.
“Hands here,” he said, and patted the desktop.
I placed my palms flat.
“Keep your hands there,” he said behind me. “Don’t move. I’m going to make sure you’re sorry for being such a fucking brat.”
I didn’t move. Couldn’t. My breath shook.
The desk was cool under my hands. My coat bunched between us. My jeans were too tight across the hips, but I didn’t dare shift. Didn’t dare do anything but obey.
Then his hands were on my hips, firm. Confident.
He pressed himself against me, not hard, just enough that I could feel the heat of his body. The strength.
“You know what that is pressing against you?”
I nodded.
He leaned down, mouth close to my ear. “It’s going to be worse than waiting.”
I whimpered.
He didn’t undress me. Just ran his hands up under my coat, under my shirt, until his fingers found my skin. He wasn’t gentle. He didn’t ask permission again.
I’d already given it: when I walked into that garage, when I opened my mouth, when I didn’t take the keys and leave.
His hand slid up. Found my bare breast. I hadn’t worn a bra. He groaned.
“Fuck, no bra,” he muttered. “You knew what you were doing.”
“I didn’t,” I whispered. “I swear I didn’t.”
“Liar.”
He pinched my nipple, and I gasped.
“No excuses,” he said.
I squirmed against him. He pressed harder.
Then he spun me around, gripped my jaw, and kissed me.
It wasn’t soft.
It was a warning. A promise. A punishment.
I kissed him back like I meant it—because I did.
The kiss left me breathless.
I tasted sweat, engine grease, and something saltier underneath. My knees wanted to buckle, but his hand held my jaw firm. When he finally pulled back, I chased it. Couldn't help it.
Jason smiled like he’d expected that.
“Hands,” he said again, nodding toward the desk.
I turned slowly. Braced my palms flat.
He didn’t touch me right away. Just stood there, behind me, letting the silence stretch.
I felt his gaze crawl over my back, my ass, my legs.
“Still think I’m slow?” he asked.
I swallowed. “No.”
“Mm.” His tone darkened. “Not good enough.”
Then his hand came down hard on my ass.
I gasped. The sound bounced off the walls. My body jolted forward, hips bumping the desk.
He smacked me again. The other side.
“Use your words.”
“No, sir.”
“That’s better.”
His palm landed harder. My skin burned. Something inside me lit up.
The next swat made my thighs clench. The one after that made me moan.
Jason pressed in behind me. One hand slipped around my waist, the other under my shirt. He cupped my breast again, rough now, pinching until I squirmed.
“Your pussy is soaked, isn’t she?” he whispered in my ear.
I didn’t answer.
He shoved one hand down the front of my jeans. His fingers found the truth instantly.
“Goddamn. No panties either.”
I whimpered.
Slow, slick strokes through my folds. No hesitation. Just proof I was already his to play with.
“You gonna keep being a little brat?” he asked.
“No, sir.”
“Gonna do what I say?”
“Yes.”
He pulled his hand free and turned me around again, faster this time. Gripped my jaw and kissed me deep. His tongue pushed into my mouth. I moaned into it.
Then he lifted me like it was nothing.






  
  No More Waiting
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He set me on the edge of the desk and shoved my jeans down in one swift motion. They didn’t get past my ankles, but it didn’t matter. My body opened for him anyway. 
He stepped between them.
“I’ve wanted to do this since you opened that smart mouth,” he said.
I grinned, flushed and reckless. “You didn’t even know what I looked like.”
He gripped my hips. “Didn’t matter.”
Then he dropped to his knees.
The first swipe of his tongue was slow, almost reverent. My head tipped back, hands scrambling for purchase on the desk behind me.
I moaned. Loud. No one could hear us here, but it wouldn’t have mattered if they could.
He ate me like he was starving.
His hands pinned my thighs open. His mouth sealed over my clit, sucking hard enough to pull a cry from deep in my chest. He didn’t give me time to catch my breath. Didn’t let me settle. Just licked and sucked and fucked me with his mouth like he knew exactly how to ruin me.
And fuck, was I ready to be ruined.
He growled, pulled my jeans free from my ankles, and pushed my thighs wider.
I gasped. “Jason—”
“Quiet.”
His voice was muffled against me, but the command landed like a slap.
I bit my fist.
He added two thick, calloused fingers. They slid inside with a wet sound that made us both groan.
“Already so ready
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