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Chapter One

 


I want him to look at me like
I’m the only woman in the world. His cock can only get hard for me,
and that’s what he wants, to taste me, to take me at every single
turn. He can’t get enough of me. All he can think about is getting me naked,
lifting up my skirt, or bending me over the nearest surface. I want
him to force me on my knees, to suck him, and for him to come, and
make me swallow it down.

Above all
else, I want
him to want me.

“There’s no problem with
that,
sweetheart,” Tyler Hard said while running his fingers over the
words.

Eliza Small’s diary was the
most precious thing he had ever possessed. Not that
it came into his
hands intentionally. No, this diary had been left on his desk three
weeks ago when she’d brought her piece of shit car in to be
repaired. Not only did he have to wait for all of the parts to
arrive, but most of them would break down the older parts that were
already on there. She loved her car, so even though she wasn’t
aware of it, he was completely rebuilding her car.

He’d charge her for the minimal
work, but everything else was coming from him. The last thing he wanted was
for her to be driving around in a death trap. He’d not expected for
her to leave her diary.

When he first saw it,
he’d had
every single intention of handing it back to Eliza. She was the
sweetest, kindest woman in town. Eliza was all woman, with full
curves, big tits, and a set of hips that he often fantasized
getting his hands on and doing all kinds of wicked things to her.
She made him ache for her. The worst part of it all was she didn’t
have a clue that he’d been wanting her since high school. Yep, that
was how far his obsession for her ran. She was two years his
junior.

He’d graduated high school before she had.
There hadn’t been any college for him. His father owned this
mechanic shop, just like his father had before him, and Tyler loved
cars. All of his life he’d lived and breathed them. This was where
he wanted to be, and he had no intention of going to some fancy
college or getting out of a town he loved.

This would be where he grew old, had kids,
got married; though not in that order, he hoped.

Who he wanted, though, was a woman that
had rarely given him the time of day. She was never rude. Eliza
spent most of her time with her head either in a book or looking
down at the pavement.

After reading each page of her secret
thoughts, he wanted in, damn it. He’d never asked her out, nor had
he ever taken a chance with her, but all that shit was about to
change now. He knew what she wanted, and he wanted it as
well.

No more being the nice guy.

Eliza was his.

“Boss, we need you,” Carl, one
of his employees, said.

“I’ll be right there.” The door
to his office closed, and Tyler ran his fingers across the words she’d
written. She wanted someone to want her, and he was just the guy
she needed.

She just didn’t realize it
yet.

Putting her diary back into his safe,
making sure it was locked up and secure, he made his way outside to
whatever problem needed fixing.

Humming to himself, Carl stood away from
the car as he worked. He’d solved each problem on a car, truck, or
bike so many times that he didn’t even need an update on what was
wrong with a car.

Just by listening to the sounds a car
made, he could tell if it needed work. While walking past the
library three weeks ago, he heard Eliza’s engine pretty much
begging for help. He’d loved that it had given him an excuse to see
her.

“There we go. Good as
new,” he said, grabbing a dirty cloth and wiping his hands on
it.

“Thanks, Boss.”

“You know my name is Tyler. You
don’t have to keep calling me ‘boss.’” His father had decided to
retire early at seventy. His parents had him really late in life,
not that they regretted a moment of it.

He’d made his mistakes growing
up, but that had been it, and he’d always taken responsibility for
what he’d done. Not that he’d done anything dangerous or scary.
Well, one time he did drive home drunk. He didn’t get caught, but his parents not
only put the fear of God into him, they also made him aware of what
his actions could have caused. As punishment, his father wouldn’t
let him drive his car, and he had to in fact take the
bus.

“I don’t care if you’re the most
popular guy in school. You’re my son, and my son will always have
respect for his elders, treat women properly, and have respect for
the law. We’re mechanics, son. This is what we’ve been doing for
generations. I will not have a drunk driving mechanic in my
shop!”

Tyler smiled as he recalled his
dad’s words. He’d memorized them. The one thing he hated doing was
disappointing his parents, and he’d never do anything to hurt them
again. He loved his parents, which was why he’d booked them a
year-long
cruise to retire, too. He’d earned the respect from the customers,
and knew the business back to front. The employees stayed in line,
and he wanted his parents to know that he appreciated everything
they’d done for him.

This cruise had been in their plans when
his mother fell pregnant. When Tyler found out about it at
fourteen, he’d been determined to make sure his parents got to
go.

Sitting behind his desk, he opened the
diary where he’d marked the page with the corner flipped
inwards.

The only thing their parents wanted
for him now was to find a wife, and start a family. The woman he
wanted was Eliza, and he’d been handed the key to her heart. First,
it came with desires, wishes, and wants.

Every single thing he’d need to win
her over.

****

Eliza tried not to think about
her missing diary. Three weeks she’d been without it. It wouldn’t
have been a problem if there weren’t little fantasies laid out as stories,
or at least her name inside. Anyone could have claimed it if she’d
not put her damn name.

No, she’d gotten cocky and
thought her diary would never be lost. Only now it
was
lost, and had been
for a good few weeks, and each time she thought about it, she got
scared. What if it landed in the hands of someone who’d like to
tell everyone?

She was just a librarian.

There was nothing exciting in her world
other than writing her fantasies in her book. It was pitiful,
really. She’d not done anything with anyone.

Yes, she was probably the only virgin at
twenty-five years old.

Pressing her head on the front of the
desk, she released a little sob, not loud enough to draw
attention.

“You okay?” Jackie
asked.

Lifting her head up, she turned toward
her colleague and nodded. “Yes, just trying not to think about
something.”

“You know how I do
that?”

“How?”

“I don’t think about it,”
Jackie said.

Jackie was one of the oldest women in
the library. At seventy years old, she had so many stories to tell,
and they were all amazing.

Eliza loved hearing about her finding
her husband, her grandkids, the memories of times gone
by.

“Are you having men troubles,
dear? You know you can tell me anything.” Jackie patted her
hand.

“I wish.”

“You’re still not with a
man?”

“Nope, no man. No
nothing.” She forced a smile to her lips before standing and
picking up the latest pile of books that were scanned in just a
second ago.

“You know, you’ve got to
get out there. Show them you want them, and there’s going to be one
man who’ll pant after you.”

“No man wants this.” She
pointed down at her size eighteen curves.

Her body was her own, and she loved food.
Baking was her talent, and it was also a curse. Nothing she could
do about it though. She’d always been the bigger girl in school.
She was the one they mocked for her weight, often calling her “Fat
Eliza.”

“Nonsense. There are a lot
of men who like a woman with some hips and thighs to her. Not to
mention a good pair of tits.”

Okay, Jackie was also very outspoken, and
often said what she wanted to say without any thought. Back in her
day, a woman had to fight for what she wanted, or at least that was
what she said.

Her husband loved her mouth, too, or that
was what he said when he came to visit every lunchtime.

“Jackie.”

“Don’t you Jackie me.
You’ve got to be proud of what you’ve got. Hold your head high, and
you’ll see men checking you out. You spend too much time with your
nose in a book, or watching your feet as they move. It’s not going
to find you a husband.”

She laughed. Jackie was a sweetheart.
“I adore you.”

“You should. I know what
I’m talking about. Believe me. Over fifty years of marriage, I
could teach you a thing or two.”

“I have no doubt.” Eliza was
feeling happy and not freaked out, and the rest of the day went by
without a hitch.

Of course, she had to stay late, and she
also had to go and pay for her car. She couldn’t believe her baby
had been in the shop for three whole weeks. She hoped nothing else
was damaged. Being a librarian didn’t pay a whole lot, but she had
some savings put aside for emergencies, as she lived a very frugal
life.

After closing up the library,
she said goodbye to Jackie and her husband, Frank, who’d come to collect her.
For a few seconds, she watched as Frank took Jackie’s hand, pulling
her against him and wrapping his arm around her
shoulders.

Now that was true love. They’d
been together years, and their love for each other was still as strong
as ever.

I won’t be
jealous.

She’d never been with a man. A pitiful
virgin.

Walking in the opposite direction of
Jackie and Frank, she made her way toward the mechanic
shop.

Just the thought of Tyler Hard got her
all excited, and she always tried to hide it. Tyler had been one of
the most popular guys in high school, and what made him special, he
wasn’t a dick for the title. He could have any girl he wanted, and
if he was ever with one, he didn’t brag about it.

The girls did.

She’d been using the bathroom while
they whispered about him.

Pushing that to the back of her mind, she
paused at the gate of the shop, seeing that the gate to the
workshop was closed.

She’d warned Tyler that the
library closed late on Wednesdays. He’d stayed behind so that she could
pay her bill, and see her car once more. In fact, she saw it
parked, looking good as new. Had he washed it while she’d been
here?

Walking up the long parking lot, she
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