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This book is loaded with romance, sex, and seduction. See the preview below for a taste of the action contained inside.

“Command me, master,” she said.

She really was one kinky woman, I’ll give her that. I was nervous that I wouldn’t do things to her satisfaction and end up ruining the friendship we had. But the little head in my pants wanted to feel that pussy of hers and won out over my concerns.

“Strip,” I commanded her.

“Yes, master,” she replied.

I watched as her naked flash came into view as she removed all of her clothing. She had large, firm tits, and a nearly clean shaven pussy. The only hair visible was a tiny landing strip patch just above her clit. Despite having gotten a blowjob recently, I felt my cock beginning to swell.

“Sit on the chair and spread your legs,” I told her.

She did as I directed and waited for my next command.

“I want to watch you play with your pussy,” I told her.

She smiled and moved her hand down between her legs. She began to slide her fingers up and down her slit as she moaned. She slid a finger into her hole and started fucking herself while the other hand cupped her tit and pinched her nipple.

She removed her finger and rubbed her clit a few times, then sucked her finger clean before moving it back to her hole. I got undressed and walked over to her. I stood next to her and put my cock in front of her face. She sucked my cock into her mouth and began sucking on it.
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Chapter One

I watched from my kitchen window as the new neighbor moved into the bungalow next door. She was a younger woman who looked rather fit in her yoga pants and clingy top. I wondered what her story was as she took box after box from the moving truck to the house.

She had a few other women there helping her, so I assumed she had no boyfriend. She was rather tall with brown hair that was up in a ponytail. She had nice sized tits and a small, but firm looking ass.

I finished my coffee and rinsed out my cup, making sure to take another look before I headed out to the garage. I was recently divorced and had moved here because of the large garage the house had. I restored old cars, so a garage was needed to house all of my tools.

I went inside the garage and turned on the radio, letting the music blare as I started work on an old 1965 Nova SS. I had bought the care right before the divorce, and really wanted to get it finished before winter set in. I wanted to get at least one good run on the road before putting it up until spring.

I had been under the hood for a while stripping down the engine as I prepared to remove it. I was going to rebuild it over the next couple of weeks. I became aware of a noise coming from the side of the garage, so I lifted my head and saw the new neighbor waving from the window.

I turned down the radio and opened the side door. I could smell her scent from the door as she walked over to me.

“Hi, I’m Lisa. I’m moving in next door. Sorry to bother you,” she said in a sexy, soft voice. “But I wonder if you have a flat head screwdriver I could borrow for a few minutes?”

“Sure, what do you need it for?” I asked.

“The hinge on the back door is loose and I want to get it tightened up before it winds up breaking,” she replied.

“I can fix that if you’d like,” I told her.

“It’s ok, I can handle it,” she replied.

I shrugged my shoulders and went over to my toolbox to get her a screwdriver.

“Is that a ’65?” she asked.

“Yep, SS to boot,” I replied.

“Nice,” she replied. “You gonna bore it out or keep it stock?”

“Sounds like you know a bit about cars,” I said as I handed her the screwdriver.

“My dad restored old cars,” she replied. “I used to help him in the shop. Learned quite a bit about auto mechanics that way.”

“I bet,” I replied.

“I’ll bring this back as soon as I am done,” she told me.

I watched her walk away sort of amazed that she knew auto mechanics. She didn’t look like the type to want to get her hands dirty. She looked like the type who got her nails manicured and spent her weekends doing yoga in a park or something like that.

I was about to dive back into the engine when she returned with the screwdriver.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Sure thing,” I replied.

“Maybe after I get settled I can come over and see what your plans are for the old girl,” she said.

“Sure, that would be great,” I replied.

“See ya!” she said as she turned and headed back to the moving truck.

I couldn’t help but get a little turned on by her. She was a very pretty and sexy lady who also knew her cars. What better combination could there be for a mechanic like me? But I knew damned well that she was way out of my league. She was the type who wanted the man with lots of money to keep her ion all the latest trends.

I was just a simple mechanic who lived a simple life. I had money, don’t get me wrong, but not the kind of money that would keep a woman like her satisfied. It’s one of the reasons my marriage failed. She wanted fancier things and I didn’t.

We fought constantly about spending money, and in the end, she decided she wanted someone who wasn’t afraid to buy things. She wanted to keep up with the Joneses and I didn’t.  I guess it was probably for the best that we ended things. We remained friends but our lives were becoming very different.

I finished up what I was doing and cleaned up my tools. I was done for the day and wanted to get a shower before finding something to eat for dinner. I cleaned my hands and headed inside. A nice hot shower was going to do wonders to get me relaxed from a day of wrench turning.


Chapter Two

Over the next few weeks, I watched my new neighbor come and go. I wasn’t really paying a lot of attention to her, but it always seemed as if she was either coming home or leaving whenever I was outside.

She waved and smiled each time, but I never put much thought into it. I figured she was just being a friendly neighbor. I was too far into my project to spend much time analyzing what was happening. I guess I should have.

One Saturday afternoon, I was in the garage working on removing the pistons from the block when I heard a knock on the garage door. I wiped my hands and opened it. There she stood, carrying a twelve pack of beer.

“Thought maybe now would be a good time to talk cars,” she said.

“Sure, come in,” I said.

“Beer?” she asked.

“Absolutely,” I replied. “I could use a cold one right about now.”

“Almost down to the block I see,” she said as she walked over to the engine stand. “The walls look clean.”

“Yeah, I figure I’ll hone them out before putting the new pistons in,” I replied.

“Any mods for it?” she asked.

“I was thinking a Stage II cam, but not sure yet,” I replied.

“Is it the original 283?” she asked.

“It is,” I replied.

“Hmm…might be a bit small for that much cam,” she said. “But if you build it right, it could work.”

“You really do know your car stuff don’t you?” I said as I lifted my beer to my mouth.

“Told you I turned wrenches with my dad,” she said.

“Yeah, I know, but turning wrenches and knowing what you are talking about are two different things,” I replied.

“I see. A girl is not supposed to know about this stuff, right?” she said in a defensive tone.

“It’s not that,” I replied. “I just never met a girl who actually knew a dip stick from lipstick.”

“Well, now you have,” she replied.

“Ok then, how about you get greasy and help me pull the heads?” I asked.

“I thought you’d never ask!” she said smiling. “Let me go change and I’ll be right back to help.”

I sipped my beer as she left the garage and went into her house. A few moments later she returned. She had on a t-shirt that was cut off on the bottom with tight jeans and a bandana holding her hair back. She looked sexy as hell!

“Ok, let’s roll,” she said.

I gave her the lay of the garage, showing her where all the tools were located.

“I’ll start on this side, and you tackle that side, ok?” I asked.

“Alrighty,” she replied.

I started stripping off the valve covers and rockers while keeping an eye on what she was doing. She turned the wrenches like she had been doing this forever. No bolt seemed too tough for her to get loose. In no time, we had the heads stripped down and off the block.

“Not bad, not bad at all,” I told her.

“You almost kept up with me,” she teased.

We sat in the chairs in the back of the garage and sipped a couple more beers, talking about what needed to be done next.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to help get this thing on the road,” she said.

“Sure, that would be fun,” I replied. “You know, you’re not what I was expecting when I saw you move in.”

“Oh? And just what were you expecting?” she asked.

“Well, don’t hate me but I had you figured as a hoity-toity white collar kind of girl,” I told her.

“Is that the impression I give?” she asked.

She seemed concerned that I saw her that way. As if she didn’t want that image portrayed of her.

“Sort of. I mean the yoga outfit, the manicured nails, and the sporty car kind of give that impression,” I replied.

“Well, that’s what you get for judging a book by its cover,” she said.

“Ok, so how did you perceive me then?” I asked.

“That’s an easy one,” she replied. “You spend your time wrenching on cars because you have a hard time with relationships. You think people who work in an office are above you and you keep yourself occupied with this sort of stuff so you don’t have to think about it.”

I sat there listening to her and realized she was right. She had nailed me perfectly. The only problem was, I was getting into her and wanting to do more than turn wrenches with her. I wanted much more from her. She just didn’t know it.


Chapter Three

Over the next couple of weeks, Lisa spent her weekends with me working on the car. We had a lot of fun teasing each other and getting things put back together. She had a great sense of humor and always seemed interested in why I chose to do the things I did.

One Friday, I was just stepping out of the shower after getting home from work when I heard the doorbell. I wrapped a towel around me and headed down to see who it was. As I opened the door, I saw Lisa standing there.

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked.

“Oh, sorry. Didn’t realize you were getting a shower,” she replied. “I thought maybe we could order in a pizza or something.”

“Sure, let me get dressed,” I said. “Come on in.”

I held the door open and showed her to the living room.

“I’ll be down in a minute,” I said.

I went back upstairs and into my room to get dressed. I dropped my towel and walked over to my dresser to get some clothes. That’s when I heard a noise. Turning, I saw Lisa standing at my bedroom door.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said as she walked over to me.

“Uh, ok,” I stammered.

“I’ve been watching those muscles at work for a while now, and I wanted to feel them for myself,” she said.

She moved in close and slowly slid her hand down my arm, then up my stomach and across my chest.

“Mmmm…feels nice,” she said.

She lifted her head and looked into my eyes as if she was wanting me to make a move. I lifted my hand and put it under her chin as I bent over and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me close as her tongue shot into my mouth.

We stood there in an embrace, kissing each other. My hands slid down to the small of her back as I pulled her in tightly. She moaned softly as her hand slid down between my legs, grabbing my half erect cock.

“I know just what you need,” she whispered.

She let go of me and dropped to her knees, stroking my cock with her hand as her head became level with my dick. She slowly slipped the head of my rod into her mouth and began to move her head up and down my shaft.

Her tongue worked the underside of my cock as she sucked me hard, her other hand fondling my balls lightly. It had been a while since I had been with a woman, and I knew I was going to blow my load rather quickly. She increased her pace, sucking my cock eagerly.

I could feel my balls beginning to swell as my orgasm built. With a huge exhale, my balls began to pulse as cum shot out of my dick and into her mouth. She sucked down every single drop that was pumped into her mouth, moaning as she did. As my dick grew limp, she let it fall from her lips and stood back up.

“Now, don’t you feel better?” she asked.

“Much,” I replied.

She gave me a peck on the cheek and left the room. I stood there not knowing what to do. She had just given me a blowjob and left. Didn’t she want something in return? I got dressed and went downstairs. She was waiting on the couch for me.

“Let me satisfy you,” I said as I sat down next to her.

“In due time, in due time,” she replied. “So, what do you like on your pizza?”

It was as if she had never even been upstairs. She switched gears from blowjob to dinner in no time at all. Not knowing exactly what to make of it all, I suggested a pepperoni and sausage pizza. She agreed and placed the order.

“Did you like that?” she asked as her hand slid to my crotch.

“Yes, yes I did,” I replied.

“Good. Because after dinner you are going to satisfy me, the way I want it,” she said.

“Ok,” I replied unsure of what she meant.

“Don’t worry, you’ll enjoy it,” she told me.

We talked for a bit until the pizza arrived, then spent the next hour eating and sipping some beers. I couldn’t wait to see what her body looked like without her clothes on. I was ready to fuck that pussy of hers and give her one hell of a ride.


Chapter Four

I cleaned up our mess from dinner and brought her another beer. As I sat down next to her, she began to tell me what she wanted.

“So, now it’s my turn,” she said. “I’m going to make this real easy for you.”

“Oh? And what does that mean?” I asked.

“You are going to take me to the garage, tie me up and have your way with me,” she said. “I want to be used and abused by you.”

I had heard of things like this before but had never imagined I would be a part of it.

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” I confessed.

“It’s really easy,” she replied. “Let your imagination run wild. If I don’t like something, I’ll tell you. You just have to promise to stop if I tell you to.”

“Well, I’m game to try it,” I said.

“Good, now finish your beer so we can get started,” she replied.

We finished our beer and headed for the garage. Once inside, she pulled down the shades and stood there in front of me.

“Command me, master,” she said.

She really was one kinky woman, I’ll give her that. I was nervous that I wouldn’t do things to her satisfaction and end up ruining the friendship we had. But the little head in my pants wanted to feel that pussy of hers and won out over my concerns.

“Strip,” I commanded her.

“Yes, master,” she replied.

I watched as her naked flash came into view as she removed all of her clothing. She had large, firm tits, and a nearly clean shaven pussy. The only hair visible was a tiny landing strip patch just above her clit. Despite having gotten a blowjob recently, I felt my cock beginning to swell.

“Sit on the chair and spread your legs,” I told her.

She did as I directed and waited for my next command.

“I want to watch you play with your pussy,” I told her.

She smiled and moved her hand down between her legs. She began to slide her fingers up and down her slit as she moaned. She slid a finger into her hole and started fucking herself while the other hand cupped her tit and pinched her nipple.

She removed her finger and rubbed her clit a few times, then sucked her finger clean before moving it back to her hole. I got undressed and walked over to her. I stood next to her and put my cock in front of her face. She sucked my cock into her mouth and began sucking on it.

I knew I wanted to fuck her, but I also wanted her to suck my cock hard. Once I was fully erect, I stepped back and had her stand up. I looked around the shop and got some rope that was hanging on the wall.

“Stand under the beam,” I told her.

She did as I said, then I tied her wrist with the rope and flung it over the beam. I pulled it down and tied the other end around her other wrist. She was now tied with her arms up and wide, exposing her chest to me.

I went over to her and began massaging her firm tits with my hands. I squeezed them and rolled her nipples between my fingers. She moaned and her knees dipped as I squeezed her nipples.

“Make them hurt,” she begged. “Please, make them hurt. I want to know you tortured me in the morning.”

I went over to my toolbox and looked for my small clamps. I found them and walked back over to her. They were tiny and looked to be the right size to clamp down on her nipples. I started tightening one until her nipple was almost flat.

“Oh god!” she wailed.

I moved to the other one and clamped it down. The clamps were now in place, and the weight of them was pulling down on her nipples.

I walked up to her and slid my palms across the ends of her nipples.

“How is that?” I asked.

“Wonderful,” she whimpered.

I twisted the clamps as she moaned and bit her bottom lip. I wanted to know just how much this turned her on. I slid my had between her legs and felt her juices flowing from her pussy. She was so horny that her juices were running down her inner thigh.

I knew then that she was into pain and wanted to be treated like a whore. For some reason, I seized the opportunity and became the dungeon master determined to use her in the way she wanted.


Chapter Five

I found some old pipe I had in the bottom of my toolbox, and attached tees to each end. It was about three feet long, and I placed it at her feet. With another length of rope, I slid each end through the tee and around her ankles.

She was now spread wide and could not close her legs. I found a clean rag and tied it around her face, covering her eyes. I didn’t want her to be able to see what I was going to do. Her breathing was heavy as she moaned and gyrated her hips.

I decided to see if she liked having her pussy whipped, so I took off my belt and wrapped the buckle around my hand. I started with a softer swing, not wanting to hurt her. As the belt hit her clit, she jumped and squealed just a bit.

I increased the force of the belt until she said it was enough. I took my hand and began to massage her red, swollen pussy lips. She moved her hips in unison with my hand, wanting to feel the soothing heat from my palm. I untied one leg and moved the rope up to the beam, tying her leg in the air. She was now spread wide open, and I could see the glistening of her juices on her pussy.

I walked over to her and knelt down in front of her. She jumped as my breath hit her lips, realizing my mouth was a mere inches away from her pussy. I moved my tongue to her outer lips and slid it up and down, teasing her.

She moaned and whimpered as my tongue moved all around her hole, teasing her. I knew she wanted to cum, but I wasn’t ready for that yet. I slid my tongue up and down her slit, flicking her clit each time I came to it. I licked her hole, lapping at her sweet taste.

I got to my feet and held my hard cock in my hand, then slid it between her folds and deep indie of her velvety tunnel. She groaned with pleasure as my shaft slid in and out of her hole. She began to move her hips with my thrusts to get more of me inside of her.

I quickly removed my cock and caused her to gasp at the shock of having something removed from her hole so abruptly. I walked behind her and began to caress her firm ass. I wanted to feel her ass on my dick. I got some spit on my fingers and slid them between her ass cheeks. She arched her back when I began to grease her anus.

With her ass lubricated and my dick covered in her juices, I got into position and spread her ass cheeks wide. Slowly I pressed my cock into her ass, letting her get used to me being inside of her.

I reached around in front of her and began to rub her clit. With my cock sliding in and out of her ass as I rubbed her clit, she soon started to cum. I could feel the pulsing of her orgasm on my shaft as her anus pulsed with her pussy.

She moaned loudly and shook as her orgasm swept over her. I increased the speed of my thrusts into her ass until I had my full length going in and out of her. I slid two fingers into her pussy and began to finger fuck her as I pumped her ass full of cock.

In just a few moments, she began to come again.

“Holy fuck!” she wailed. “Oh, god yes!”

I had held on as long as I could, but I was losing control. I tried to stop my orgasm, but she wouldn’t have it.

“Cum, baby, cum,” she screamed. “Fill my ass with that hot cum of yours!”

My balls swelled up and I felt the heat of my cum as it traveled up the length of my shaft and shot into her ass. I pushed my cock inside her ass as far as I could while I came. She moaned and pressed back against me, wanting to feel my hot jizz in her.

Once my orgasm was over, I pulled my cock out of her ass and began to untie her. She removed the clamps from her nipples as she winced from the pain. I hoped I had given her what she wanted.

Now that she was free, she came to me and pulled me close.

“That was wonderful,” she whispered in my ear. “I can’t wait until we do this again.”

“Me either,” I confessed.

For whatever reason, I enjoyed torturing her and pleasing her. I enjoyed having my way with her body and making her cum more than once. This was something I had never thought of, but now it consumed me. I wanted to please her and myself as much as possible.

We enjoyed a lot of bondage sessions and even spent some time searching google for other things to try. She had brought me into a whole new world of sexual pleasure, and I was more than willing to give her what she wanted.

She ended up moving in with me and we now enjoy frequent sessions in the basement as well as the garage. We’ve talked about getting more serious, but for now, we are having fun with this fetish she brought with her.

We did finish the car together and I painted it the color she wanted. We have since joined some car clubs and are currently working to restore a 1967 Chevelle SS. One thing is for sure, she can torque my wrench anytime she wants!
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