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I wipe sweat from my brow and take a step back from the flaming red sports car I’m working on. The day is humid and even the fans in the garage don’t cool me down. It’s Saturday afternoon and the other guys who work here have already left and gone home. Not only am I the only mechanic left, I’m the only female that works here.

The garage belongs to my best friend’s father, Mr Blake. Cara’s father is stinking rich, owns a fleet of garages, but best of all, he’s fucking hot. I’ve known Mr Blake for as long as I’ve known Cara—a good few years. In some ways, I’m closer to Mr Blake then I am to my best friend, Cara. Not only is he my boss, but we get on really well. But in my dreams he’s my mature stud. Mr Blake is in his late forties and has thick black hair, with sexy streaks of grey at the front. His eyes are dark brown and velvety, and whenever I stare into them I feel as if I’m drowning, falling into those two dark melting pots. But that’s not enough for me. I want to fall into his arms. I want to fall into his bed and feel his cock deep within me, sliding in and out and filling my wet pussy. I long to touch his firm, lean body. I want to feel my naked breasts grazing over his toned abs and chest.

I sigh. It’s never going to happen. It can’t. He’s my best friend’s father and that means he’s off limits. I close the trunk of the car I’ve been working on and wipe my oily hands on an old rag. All the other guys here just don’t cut it as far as possible boyfriends go. They’re young and immature, all in their early twenties. And even though I’m only twenty and still a virgin, I know these young guys just aren’t good enough for me. I need an older man. A man with experience and who knows how to get me wet in bed.

I turn away from the car and catch a glimpse of my dirty face in the window. My long blonde hair is grubby from working on the car and my face looks as if it hasn’t been washed for days. I look a mess. No wonder guys of my age don’t take an interest in me. In my baggy overalls I look like a real tomboy. Mr Blake wouldn’t be interested in me looking like this. I unbutton my work overalls and slip my arms free of the dirty garment. I’m only wearing my bra underneath but no one is here so what does it matter. It’s so hot and humid in the garage. I look down at my huge breasts and can see a trickle of sweat running down the valley between each tit. I wipe it away only to leave a dirty mark on my skin.

But despite looking like a tomboy most of the time, I do like to feel feminine. So, beneath the oversized and grubby overalls I have to wear at work, some days I wear a lacy bra, silk panties and even stockings. Today is one of those days.  

Suddenly, I’m taken by surprise. The footsteps I can hear have me spinning on my heels. My eyes widen as Mr Blake strolls in. I’m in awe at how sexy he looks in his crisp white T-shirt and faded blue jeans. Although he is a mechanic, now that he owns a string of garages across the country, I doubt he’s looked under a hood in years. It’s a shame because I think he would look sexy all covered in dirty streaks of grease and with oil smeared over his large, rough hands. My eyes drift down to the bulge in the front of his jeans and I forget I’m standing in my bra with my dirty overalls just hanging off my hips.

There’s a smile across his hot lips as he takes in my heaving breasts.

"Hi, Mr Blake,” I blush, folding my arms over my huge tits.

"How many times do I have to tell you, Mandy, just call me Steve when no one else from work is about,” he says. “I think we can forget with the formalities when we’re alone.” 

“Sorry,” I say, unsure if I should cover up or just act like I don’t care that Steve can see my bra and my big bulging tits, which are almost bursting free. “What are you doing here so late? And besides, I didn’t think you worked at the weekend, seeing as you’re the boss.” 

"I thought I’d pop into the garage...my car could do with a service...thought one or two of the guys might still be here,” Steve says, his eyes dropping to my chest.

I frown. Steve knows that the guys finish work at midday on a Saturday and that it’s just me who stays behind to clear up and lock the garage. Is there something more to him just turning up out of the blue like this? Has he really shown up just to come and see me? My heart hopes so, but my mind tells me to stop being so stupid. Of course my best friend’s father hasn’t come here to just see me. But I can’t help but feel excited. 

I glance down at the bulge packing out the front of his jeans. Steve is so fucking gorgeous he must have a big cock. I lick my lips. An image of me sucking him off in the garage flashes through my mind. But I must stop thinking like this. It’s wrong and forbidden. I can’t go around sucking off my boss’ cock. Can I? I could, if I really wanted to. And I do want to. More than anything. This hot older stud is divorced so therefore free for the taking and I’m more then keen to give him a service and not the car.

But of course I’m way too chicken to even initiate such a thing.

"Feeling hot, Mandy?” Steve asks, his smouldering stare piercing through my bra.

I nod my head and say, "Yes. It’s boiling in here. Sorry... I don’t usually work half-naked.” I go to cover up.

But no sooner have the words escaped my lips, my boss is pulling my arm from over my breasts. As he does so, the oily overalls I’m wearing slide from my hips, down my shapely legs and to the dirty garage floor. I’m now standing before him in just my tight fitting bra, pink panties and the stockings that I’d dared to wear today beneath my dirty overalls. I can’t help but fail to notice how Steve’s dark eyes flash bright with lust and desire as they roam over my body.

“Oh wow,” he breathes heavily. “I never knew what delicious-looking secrets you’ve been hiding under those baggy overalls, Mandy.”

I watch his dark eyes stray down to my pussy then back up to my enormous breasts again. My heart begins to race and so does the pulse I can now feel throbbing between my thighs. I squeeze my legs together in an attempt to hide the wetness that is pooling between them. I’ve longed for this moment for as long as I can remember and now it’s happening, I feel excited but nervous, too. I’ve never been with a guy before—not with a guy like the mature and experienced stud who is now eating me alive with his hungry eyes. 

But now my fantasy seems to be coming true and not wanting to waste a single moment—even if I am going to let my best friend’s father - my boss fuck me—I lean back against the hood of the flame red sports car I’ve been working on and thrust my giant breasts out. 

“Do you like what you can see?” I ask coyly and bite my bottom lip. 

“Your tits look fucking amazing,” he says, taking a step forward, narrowing the gap between us. “You look fucking amazing.”

“Would you like to take a look beneath my hood,” I breathe, parting my legs ever so slightly, but just enough to give him a teasing glimpse of my moist panties. 

His eyes glance down between my thighs and I can’t help but notice the huge bulge in the front of his jeans grow even bigger. He doesn’t have to tell me that he would like to explore what’s beneath my soft pink hood, I can see
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