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Toby stalked forwards.  He slid off the chair, and with his pants bunching just above his shoes, he crawled over to Annika.

“That’s it,” she said, enjoying the sense of power.  “Try making one of your statements on me.”

Toby stared at his target.  He could see the slight glisten lower down, where Annika had already excited herself.

“I’m going to make you come,” Toby said, shuffling forwards.

“Good boy.”

“I’m going to make you come with my mouth.”

Annika took a breath and held it, looking down over the tuft of hair and awaiting Toby’s contact.  She closed her eyes and groaned when she felt his lips clasp over her sex.

“Toby!” she strained.

Toby pushed into the soft flesh.  He let her lips envelop him, then searched out with his tongue to taste the power of Ms. Carlton.

Her silky, sweet juices draped over his tongue.  He probed further and then pulled back to admire Annika’s drenched core.

“Don’t you stop,” said Annika, looking down at Toby.

Toby’s eyes dazzled as he took instruction.  He raced his mouth back onto Annika’s sex and started to focus on her clit.

Annika hummed and closed her eyes.  She reached down and ruffled her fingers through Toby’s hair, holding his head against her.

Toby wasn’t going anywhere.  He mouthed over Annika, searching out the sensitive pearl and flicking his tongue over it.

“Good boy,” hushed Annika, aching.

Toby held Annika’s calf.  He started to stroke upwards, relishing the smooth, slippery nylon.  He went higher until he touched the bare skin at the inside of Annika’s thigh.

“Inside me,” she urged softly.

Toby moved his finger to Annika’s soaked honeypot.  It was hard to tell what was hers and what was his as the wetness draped over his fingers.

He pushed into her, feeling the warm embrace of Annika’s sex around his fingers, and listening to the satisfied groan that left her.

“Oh, that’s it,” she strained, reaching behind her for support.

She kept her legs lifted and split, and Toby was able to target almost every part of her.  He slid his tongue down and round his finger, then he removed it completely and teased close to Annika’s asshole.

“You’re a naughty boy,” she said.

Their eyes locked again, and Annika delivered another instruction.

“Suck me off your fingers,” she told Toby.

He didn’t hesitate.  He brought the creamy digits to his mouth and lapped the cum off.  Annika watched it string briefly between his finger and tongue before snapping.

“Back inside,” she urged.  “Make me come now, Toby.”

Toby drove two fingers inside now and hooked them back against Annika’s spongy insides.  He chomped on her sex with his mouth and felt the sudden squeeze of muscle.

“Yes!” hushed Annika, her jaw bouncing.

Toby drove on, his cock hard and dripping with lust.  The more excited Annika became, the more Toby’s dick oozed his precum.  He was attuned to Annika, attached by some ethereal bond.  The more excited she became, the fuller Toby’s cock bloomed.
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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 up!” she yelled.

A brief lament washed over Andrew as he realized the finish line of the adventure was drawing near, and his evenings would no longer be filled with Roxie.  He took a deep breath and twisted the key.

The silent, empty garage filled with the roar of a V8 engine that rumbled Roxie’s chest so vigorously that her breasts shook in her tank top.

Andrew was euphoric.  The emotion of the moment swept over him, and he fought back tears.

Even Roxie, usually so sarcastic and stoic, felt the lump in her throat.  She swallowed it down and clapped.

“You did it!” she cried.

“You did it,” said Andrew.

He jumped from the driver’s seat and rushed up on Roxie, hugging her tight.

Roxie didn’t know how much she needed that.  Over the weeks she’d connected with Andrew more deeply than she had with anyone in years.  As much as she loved cars, she realized how much she missed people.

Andrew leaned back but Roxie grabbed the front of his black t-shirt and tugged him forwards.

Before either of them knew it, they were amid a deep, passionate kiss that had been a month in the making.

Andrew’s hands swept over Roxie, touching the butt that he’d coveted since day one.  His heart pumped in his chest, pounding for release.

Roxie was brimming with passion and excitement.  Andrew’s hands on her were like a drug.  She guided them up to her chest and ached a moan as Andrew squeezed her tits.

“We should celebrate,” she said breathlessly, putting her forehead against Andrew’s.

“We are, aren’t we?” he asked.

Roxie smiled and then put her lips back on his.  Their tongues wrestled, and the oily passion exploded out of them. 

The lusty adrenaline pumped around their bodies, and suddenly everything seemed possible.  Even the unlikely union of a man and women thirty years apart in age.

“I want you,” hushed Roxie, and she pushed Andrew back until he was against the hood of the rumbling Charger.

“I’m not stopping you,” said Andrew.

Roxie smirked and then got on her knees.  She unfastened Andrew’s belt like it had done her wrong, snatching it out through the loops and tossing it aside before unzipping his greasy jeans.

This had never happened to Andrew before.  Roxie was oblivious, but she’d have placed a small bet on the fact.  It wasn’t beyond the realms of possibilities that the twenty-year-old accountant-by-day that had aced his exams might not exactly have made the time for women in his life.

Andrew held Roxie’s face and she took one last moment to look up into his eyes.  The calluses that hadn’t been there when he arrived tickled her skin.  He’d come so far.

“Let’s see what we’re dealing with here,” Roxie said, pushing her tongue into her cheek as she wrestled Andrew from his underwear.

She dragged down his jeans and wowed as his cock slipped out.  It wasn’t yet hard, but how far it hung hinted at exactly what Roxie was facing.

“How have you managed to hide that?!” she asked, looking up at Andrew.

Andrew’s nervousness faded as Roxie filled him with confidence.  Even she knew not to make jokes now.

“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.”

Roxie started to unfasten her pants, and it was Andrew’s turn to find his courage.

He stood up and moved Roxie roughly, pushing her against the hood, just above the wheel arch.

“Where did you come from?” teased Roxie, but Andrew wasn’t playing games.

He snatched the top of her overalls down and took her panties with them until he was looking at Roxie’s broad ass.  It looked so jarring when she turned back and he saw that familiar face of her.

“Fuck me,” she urged, and Andrew took her just like she wanted him to.

He pushed her forwards and then guided his cock home, slipping it into Roxie’s wet hole like he’d done it a thousand times before.

Instinct drove him forwards now, along with the horniness that imbued him with alluring confidence.  Roxie had seen Andrew grow from a novice into something approaching a prodigy.  Now she was watching him grow into a stallion.

He thrust the inches of his cock deep and with force.  Roxie whimpered as she felt her insides widen.  The tip of Andrew’s cock poked her cervix and she ached a moan.

“Fuck me like that,” she begged.  “I want it so bad.”

Andrew drove into Roxie and then started to find his rhythm.  He held Roxie’s ass and pulled her back onto him, watching his cock disappear repeatedly and emerge in increasing coats of his lover’s white cum.

“Don’t stop!” hushed Roxie.  “Please, don’t stop!”

Andrew had no plans to.  The delicate grip of Roxie’s core felt incredible, and its softness was at odds with her hard exterior.

Andrew saw a different side to the strong-headed woman now as she surrendered beneath him, and with several more thrusts from his hips he sent Roxie to rapture.

“You’re making me come!” strained Roxie, gripping her tits and closing her eyes.

The sensation was glorious, but it had been a long time since Roxie had experienced it.  She laughed so joyously that tears started to run down her cheek.

“Andrew, that’s it,” she whimpered, softening her voice.

Her whole body trembled like the car beneath them.  Suddenly her moans soared high above the noise of the engine, and Andrew watched the show.

“Yes!” burst Roxie.  “Oh, yes!  That’s it!”

Her pussy pinched around Andrew, squeezing him as though it wanted to milk him
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