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The Mechanic Gave Me a Tune-Up
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I’m forty-eight, married, comfortable, and quietly suffocating. My husband’s a good man. Too good. Reliable, steady, a little boring. Business trips, golf on Saturdays, missionary in the dark when he isn’t too tired.

But me? 

Oh, I wasn’t always this respectable wife I am now. In college, I was wild. The kind of girl who kissed another girl just to see if the boys watching would beg for more. The kind of girl who let herself be passed around at a frat party, drunk and moaning, cock after cock until I was raw. Experimented, tested, tasted. If it was forbidden, I tried it.

And then I got married. Twenty-four years of being “a good wife.” Church brunches, dinner parties, PTA meetings, and closing my legs when I wanted to spread them. I’ve been loyal. I’ve been faithful. At least... until now.

This morning, we pull into the mechanic’s shop with my husband’s precious Boss Mustang (I’ve no idea why the Boss before Mustang is so important to my husband), rattling like a tin can. He drones on about “the noise under the hood.” I barely hear him.

Because behind the counter is temptation in grease-stained denim. Early twenties. Tight t-shirt clinging to a chest made for pinning women down. Arms flexing with every rag swipe, sweat dampening the collar. And when I lean over the counter, my blouse gaping, tits pressing heavy against silk, I feel his eyes land on me. Hard. My nipples stab the fabric like they’re waving hello.

He grins. Not shy. Not polite. Bold, cocky, filthy. A grin that says he’d fuck me on this counter without blinking, that he already knows what my moans would sound like.

“Will you be the one picking it up later?” he asks me, tone too casual to be innocent.

My nipples pinch harder. My pussy clenches so suddenly I almost gasp.

My husband doesn’t notice a thing. He just signs the paper and says, “Yes. She’ll come back later.”
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