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The bell above the garage door chimed like it had a thousand times before, but the woman who walked in wasn't like the thousand others. Colt's hands froze, still buried in the guts of an old Chevy, grease slick to his elbows. She moved like liquid poured into that sundress—curves catching light, hips marking time with each step across his shop floor. His cock twitched against his jeans before she'd said a single word. Some women you look at and instantly know how they'd sound when they come. This one had that written all over her.

"Looking for the owner." Her voice carried the kind of confidence that only comes from knowing exactly what effect you have. Freckles dusted across her nose, lips slightly parted, messy ponytail swinging.

Colt straightened, wiped his hands on a rag that hung from his back pocket. Not that it helped much. "You found him." 

Her eyes tracked down his body—over the tattoos on his forearms, past his unbuttoned work shirt, lingering at the silver chain on his wrist. Women always did one of two things when they saw him: they either averted their eyes or they stared. This one stared.

"I need an oil change." A smile played at the corners of her mouth, the kind that suggested she knew exactly what she was doing. "Marley Quinn. Heard you're the best mechanic in town."

Colt's grin spread slow and deliberate. "Depends what kind of servicing you need."

He watched her cheeks flush—not from embarrassment, but from something darker, hungrier. The air between them thickened, charged with a current he could almost taste.

"Just routine maintenance." She leaned against the counter, her sundress riding up just enough to make his mouth go dry. "Though I've been told things might need a deeper inspection."

In his head, Colt was already ripping that dress off, bending her over the nearest flat surface, watching those tits bounce while he fucked her senseless. Women like her didn't just walk into garages for oil changes. They came hunting.

"Keys." He held out his hand, palm up. When she dropped them, he let his fingers brush against hers—a touch that lingered past professional courtesy. "Pull it into bay three."

Her car was exactly what he expected—too new, too clean, probably daddy's money. But the way she slid behind the wheel, checking her reflection in the rearview before driving the short distance—pure performance. For him. He adjusted himself in his jeans, the material suddenly too tight.

"Pop the hood," he said after she'd parked. Then, louder over the sound of the engine: "Then get out and come here."

Her eyebrows raised slightly—not used to being ordered around—but she did as she was told. The hood popped with a mechanical click. Her heels tapped across the concrete as she approached.

"Stand right here." Colt positioned her at the front of the car, his body close enough behind hers that she could feel his heat. "I need you to learn how this works."

His hands gripped her waist, guiding her to bend forward slightly over the fender. She braced herself, palms flat against warm metal. The position pushed her ass back against him. Not an accident.

"First time at my shop?" His voice dropped lower, lips near her ear. Her perfume mixed with the scent of motor oil—sweet meeting raw. Something about that combination made him want to fucking devour her.

"First time," she breathed, her voice catching as his hands ran down her sides. "My boyfriend usually takes care of this stuff."

Boyfriend. There it was—the line they were about to cross. Colt's cock hardened further at the word. He'd never been one for moral boundaries.

"He's not doing a very good job then, is he?" One hand slid down her thigh, pushing the hem of her dress up inch by slow inch. "Letting things get so... neglected."

Her breath hitched. "He's out of town a lot."

"Poor girl." His fingers traced patterns on her skin, working higher. "Left alone with no one to take care of her needs."

She didn't answer, but her legs shifted slightly apart. Invitation enough. Colt pressed closer, the bulge in his jeans nestled against her ass. His hand moved higher, expecting the barrier of panties.

Instead, he found nothing but smooth, bare skin. And heat. So much fucking heat.

"Well, look at that." His fingers slid between her legs, finding her already wet. "Someone came prepared."

Marley's head fell forward, a small moan escaping her lips as his calloused finger traced her slit. "I didn't—"

"Don't lie." He pushed one thick finger inside her, making her gasp. "Dirty girls who lie get punished."

Her body clenched around his finger, betraying how much she liked that idea. Colt added a second finger, stretching her, working her open with the same precision he used on engines. She was soaking wet, her juices coating his hand.

"What would your boyfriend think?" His fingers curved inside her, finding the spot that made her whimper. "Bent over in some mechanic's garage, taking his fingers like a good little slut."

She moaned—half protest, half pleasure—her hips rocking back against his hand. The shop floor wasn't private; any customer could walk in, catch them in this filthy tableau. That only made his cock throb harder.

"Please," she whispered, though what she was begging for wasn't clear.

Colt leaned closer, his chest pressed against her back. "Please what? Please stop?" His fingers fucked deeper, faster. "Or please don't stop?"

Her answer came in the way her thighs trembled, the way she pushed back against him, desperate for more. She turned her face, looking at him over her shoulder, lips parted, eyes glazed with need. Just that look nearly made him come in his jeans.

"You know what I think?" He withdrew his fingers suddenly, leaving her empty. She whimpered at the loss. "I think you need to pay upfront."
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