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I hit the center of my steering wheel with my balled up fist so hard and so many times that my hand started to go numb.  I was stuck on the side of the highway yet again.  This old clunker car of mine was so close to death it was probably unsafe to actually drive on the roads.  I had been saving up for the down payment on a new one but had not hit my goal yet.  It looked like I was getting a new car regardless.  I punched up the tow truck company on my cell phone and hit the steering wheel one more time as it rang.

“Tow Jam.  How can we help you?” the grating voice pierced my eardrum.

“Yeah, I need a tow to the nearest garage.”

“Where are you located?”

I gave the curt dispatcher the highway number and the mile marker that I had stopped next to.

“Someone will be out as soon as possible.”

I thanked the woman and hung up with a heavy sigh.  It was sweltering outside and even hotter inside the enclosed car.  I rolled down the windows but there was no cross breeze so I finally got out so I could stand outside.  My cut off denim shorts and snug tank top were clinging to my damp skin and I received more than a couple of cat calls as cars whizzed past me.  I flipped off the last one since his remark was particularly vulgar.

I pulled my long hair back into a ponytail to let the air hit the back of my neck.  It really did not help since the air moving past me was the equivalent of trying to cool yourself down with a hair dryer on full blast.  Finally the tow truck drove past me at about five miles an hour and then backed up down the shoulder of the highway until it was parked in front of my car.

The guy who climbed out of the cab was like something from a scary movie but I was out of options.  I told him I just needed to get to the nearest mechanic, and felt the need to shower as his bloodshot eyes raked over my figure.  His sleazy grin was missing a few teeth and I was sorely tempted to ride in my car even as it was being towed, but I knew that was against the law.

I climbed into the cab and sat as close to the passenger door as I could.  Luckily the nearest garage was just over the hill so I had a short ride with the slime ball.  He dropped me and the car off at the garage and I handed him the requisite $50 cash.

I saw no one around so I stepped inside the waiting area and nearly fainted at the feel of air conditioning on my skin.  The tiles on the floor were grimy but I was tempted to lay down on them just for the coolness.

I dropped into one of the cracked pleather chairs and dug my phone out of my purse.  My best friend bemoaned my poor luck and said that she would take me out to dinner that night, depending on when I got finished.  I plugged the phone into the wall next to me, and stared unseeing at the cars racing on the television screen.

Mentally I was beating myself up for letting this car get me in this situation.  If my ex had not run off with his secretary and all of our cash, I would certainly be in a better spot financially.  But one morning, I had woken up to a note on the bathroom mirror and an empty checking account.  Luckily I already had a good job and a car that was paid off, so I was able to make it.  It just was not as comfortable a life as I had planned to have.

My best friend, Amber, had encouraged me to try exotic dancing in the evenings for extra cash but I brushed her off immediately.  I had a decent job at the law firm and was not looking to risk a stable career for a little cash.  To be honest though, I had considered the idea when she brought it up, but if I had given her any indication I was interested, she would not have let it go.  I was relatively certain I could have made some decent money, but my life was not so bad that I had to shake my tits for dollar bills.  Besides, just the thought of my ex walking in and seeing me was enough to keep me clothed.  So instead of grinding in a G-string, I was pouting in a mechanic’s shop.

I was at the turning point with the stupid car that I had to decide whether I spend my money on fixing it or I spend my money as the down payment on a new one.  With the assistance of my smartphone, I pulled up my bank account balances and made a mental note of what amount would be the breaking point.  I decided what the dollar figure was and toted my purse to the ladies’ room to refresh my flushed face.

I locked the door behind me and sighed heavily yet again.  The water from the sink was not cold but cool enough.  I splashed my face then held a damp cloth to the back of my neck.  It felt nice, especially when I stood under the air conditioner vent.

I did not realize that the combination of damp skin and cool air had stiffened my nipples under my thin cotton tank top until I stepped back out of the ladies’ room and found myself staring at two shirtless mechanics who were staring back at me.

I knew it had been awhile since I got laid but for some reason those two were the sexiest men I had seen in a very long time.

****

The taller one had deep dark eyes and skin the color of caramel with a few days’ worth of dark growth on his shaved head and his jaw line.  The shorter one was blue-eyed and blonde, with lighter skin but still nicely tanned.  Both of them were well-built with the muscular chests, bulging arms, and defined abs that come from hours of physical labor.  They were both staring at me hard.  Or more to the point, were staring at my chest.

“Oh!  Hi there,” I smiled nervously.

“Hey there,” the taller one had a deep voice that rumbled through the small space.  His hungry grin was gleaming white.

“Y’all work here?” I asked the stupidest question my brain could produce.

The shorter one grinned also, “We sure do.  You need some service?”

I could not help myself.  I raised one eyebrow at the loaded question and the blonde guy had the decency to look sheepish.

My eyes took in the muscular chest of the tall broad-shouldered guy and the tight compactness of the shorter one, and my whole body responded to the sight.  My heart did a little flip-flop in my chest and my thighs tightened against each other.

“Yes, I could use some servicing,” I retorted, flipping my ponytail over my shoulder.

The blonde guy’s eyes widen but the dark-skinned man just looks smug.

I cock one hip to the side, making sure to bounce my full tits under the thin cotton.  “What did you have in mind?”

I was mildly entertained by the eager blonde one but I was intrigued and definitely interested in the tall silent one.

“Well, miss, did you have a car with you?  We are mechanics.” The blonde one was a little too smart for his own good.

“No, it’s a hundred degrees outside so I thought I would just walk to the garage miles from my house,” my irritation at my circumstances was starting to slip out.

The taller one finally stepped forward, growing larger as he came closer.

“I’m Tyrese,” he offered his large hand for me to shake.

My delicate fingers were engulfed in his thick callused hands, “I’m Casey.”

“This is Bobby,” Tyrese gestured to the shorter of the pair with his thumb.

“Hi Bobby,” I smiled condescendingly to the overeager blonde.

“And yes, I do have a car that needs help.  Hell, it might just need an incinerator,” I rolled my eyes.

Tyrese grinned again, flashing those pearly white teeth, “We’ll check it out.”

I gave him a very obvious once-over with my own hungry eyes and nodded, “Just let me know.”

I dropped back into the tattered pleather chair and watched them walk out of the waiting area and back into the garage bay.  It was only twenty minutes later when Tyrese returned without Bobby.  He took a seat next to me, his large frame filling the seat and coming very close to touching me.

“Well Casey, your little guy out there is in deep trouble.”

He was so close that his voice rumbled in my ear and sent shivers down my spine.

“Crap.  I know.  What’s the damage?”  I ran my hand over the top of my head, smoothing the stray hairs back into the ponytail.

Not only was I in deep shit over the car situation but now I was distracted by this muscular man sitting very close to me and smelling strangely of mechanic’s garage mixed with Ivory soap.

“With parts and labor, we’re talking probably close to $1000 altogether.”

“Shit,” I sighed and studied my lean thighs as they stretched out from under my short denim cut offs.

“That bad?” he was closer now, the warm air from his mouth tickling my cheek.

I nodded, surprisingly close to tears.

Suddenly I found myself surrounded by the man’s bulging and corded arm as it rested across the back of my seat.

“Maybe arrangements could be made?” he said softly.

“Arrangements?  Like a payment plan?”

“Something like that.”

I finally looked up at him, his deep chocolate eyes glimmering brightly with copper fire.

“Like what?” I whispered softly, afraid of the answer.

He cupped the back of my neck with his large hand, eliciting a gasp from my lips and a stiffening in my spine.  As sexy as this shirtless hunk was, the idea of actually accepting what I thought he was offering was terrifying.

“I think you know.  You seem like a smart woman that has a lot to offer a man.”

“A man like you?” my eyes danced across the flat hard planes of his chest.

“Well, that’s the rub.  Bobby and me are partners.”

My eyes flew open, “You and Bobby?”

His laugh tickled down through the core of my body, “Not like that.  Business partners.  50-50 all the way.”

The reality hit me like a punch to the solar plexus.  My mind skittered through this plan of his – to offer up my very body to the two of them in return for assistance with the car.  My eyes went momentarily blurry and my heart stopped for a beat.  It was intriguing and scary all at the same time.  But when my eyes looked down at the snug jeans on Tyrese’s thighs, my pussy thumped for attention.

“Partners,” I whispered.

Tyrese nodded, “All the way.”

His hand still cupped the back of my neck.  I rested my fingertips lightly on his chest and looked him square in those deep dark eyes.

“You are all man, I can tell, but I’m not sure Bobby can keep up with us.”

Tyrese chuckled, “I can’t wait to tell him you said that.”

I shook my head violently, “No!  Don’t tell him!  Well, don’t tell him before.”

“Um, ‘before’?  So you like the arrangement plan?”

I nodded, “I’m definitely in need of service.”

****

Tyrese took my hand and pulled me from my chair.  Although his touch was gentle, his large hand completely engulfed mine as he led me to a small closed door behind the register area.  It opened into what was essentially a small two-bedroom apartment.  Bobby was lounging on the couch in the living area with a beer bottle in his hand and a shit-eating grin on his face.

“Payment plan I take it?” he motioned to Tyrese and me with his beer bottle.

“Do you both live here?” I was nervous about the whole set up because of my lack of experience.  I had no idea how something like this even worked.

Bobby nodded, “Sure do, saves on rent since we already pay for this place anyway.”

My skin was damp from the hot day and from my nervousness, and my thin cotton tank top was clinging to everything.  Bobby’s eyes were traveling slowly up and down my body as Tyrese clutched my hand tighter.

The tall coffee-skinned man leaned over to my ear and his warm breath tickled my hypersensitive skin.

“You see, Bobby here doesn’t know all that much about women.” I could hear the grin in his voice.

“Really?” I stage-whispered back, “Is he a complete virgin?”

Bobby set the bottle down on the coffee table with a clang.

“What are you two saying about me?  Is Tyrese lying about me?” his light brows knitted together.

“Oh he’s just telling me how you’re pretty inexperienced with women,” I giggled nervously.

“What???  I am not!”

“Hey now,” Tyrese dropped my hand to put both of his palms up in mock surrender, “I didn’t say that.  I said you didn’t know that much about women.  You’re not inexperienced, you just don’t know enough to keep one around for longer than one night.”

I laughed out loud since Tyrese’s explanation made Bobby look even worse.

“What the hell, man?” Bobby was approaching us in obvious anger.

Tyrese took a large step forward, placing himself between Bobby and me.

“Calm your little white ass down, I’m only joking.”

Bobby pouted as his eyes darted from my face to Tyrese’s and back.

“Why don’t you just sit back down and let’s make our new friend more comfortable instead of less?”

Bobby nodded and dropped back onto the couch still pouting.  Tyrese sat down next to him and pulled me to his lap, with his thick arm around my slender waist.  His fingers started lightly tickling up my side, causing me to giggle and squirm on top of him.  What I didn’t realize immediately was that as he was tickling, he was also raising my tank top up with each wiggle of his fingers.

“She’s got a nice rack,” Bobby said off-handedly as though I was not sitting right there.

“You ever seen a pair like these that are real?” I winked at Bobby as I ran my hands over my own still clothed tits.

He shook his head, unable to take his eyes off the three sets fingers that were exploring my body.  Tyrese slowly pulled the top up and off and tossed it to the side.

“Here you go, man, take a peek,” he cupped my full tits from underneath, holding them up for presentation.

Bobby grinned and had to adjust himself on the couch.  He tentatively reached out to touch one and but Tyrese swatted his hand away.

“For being an asshole earlier, you have to wait your turn.”

Tyrese easily spun me around until I was straddling his lap and facing him.

“Damn, they are nice,” he grinned at me as his hands slid up my firm stomach to cup them again, his callused thumbs lightly brushing the tips of my taut nipples.

I couldn’t stop the soft sigh from escaping my lips as I leaned into his touch, my body already aching for more than a casual brush.  He started to pinch them lightly and roll them in his fingertips.  My hips wriggled against him on their own and he sighed deeply.

“That’s it, pretty girl, wake him up,” he mumbled as he buried his face between my warm breasts.

I gyrated my hips on his lap harder, feeling a distinct bulge pressing against the crotch of my denim shorts.  I only had a G-string on underneath so there was little between us except two layers of cloths.

“He’s not awake?” I was genuinely surprised since he already felt rather large.

Tyrese grinned proudly, “Oh he’s just starting.  Whatever you feel is not even what I can give you.”

I started rubbing up and down against his cock under his work pants, his hands digging into my hips and pressing me down against himself.  My tits were bouncing right in front of his face and he caught one nipple between his lips and pinched roughly.  I gasped and moaned as his tongue flickered against the taut little nub.  Bobby was eyeing me hungrily but Tyrese paid him no attention.

I slipped one of my hands down between our bodies and slid my delicate little fingers along the growing bulge of his stiffening cock.

“Just like that,” he rumbled from deep in his chest, “oh just like that baby.”

I squeezed lightly, growing more and more nervous about where he intended for that monster to fit.  He pushed me slightly back so that I was leaning away from him, and his fingers started fidgeting with the fly of his pants.

“You ready to see what I have for such a pretty girl?”

I nodded eagerly, the pulse radiating through my entire body was getting more needy and more insistent.  He slowly peeled open his pants and revealed just a hint of the long thick cock that hid underneath.  I reached out, staring at the size, and ran my fingertips over the hot pulsing surface.

“Go ahead, baby girl, take him out and show him off,” he was leaned back on the couch to give me better access.

I slid off his lap to kneel between his thighs and slowly pulled his cock out into the light.  He was bigger than I had ever seen in real life and even Bobby seemed a little impressed at the sight of my slim fingers wrapped around the dark thickness.

I pressed his cock upwards to his own tummy and ran my tongue up the entire underside of his shaft, eliciting a deep groan from both men but mostly Tyrese.  I turned my head sideways and nibbled over the entire surface, my lips and tongue dancing lightly over him.

“Fuck, man,” Bobby exhaled appreciatively.

Tyrese chuckled, “You like what you see?  Cuz she really knows what she’s doing.”

I had a little trick up my sleeve that always drove every boyfriend crazy.  I pulled his work pants down further so that I had access to his sensitive swollen balls.  I dipped my head lower and with just two fingers pressing against the base of his cock so it rested on his stomach, I started running my tongue over his heavy sack.  I licked and sucked and nibbled every inch of the crinkled skin.

“Oh damn,” Tyrese groaned, “suck those baby.”

I pulled one into my mouth and sucked firmly, feeling the skin tighten and his body tense up.  I switched to the other one, this time lightly tickling my tongue over the surface.  Back and forth, I teased them and tormented him until he hit the point that all men do.  He started to stroke his own cock.  Most men can hardly tolerate having their nuts teased without contact on this cock.  He was no different.

I released both of his balls and grinned up at him, “They all do that eventually.”

He dropped his cock and looked almost sheepish at being caught.

I loosely gripped his cock with both hands and slid them up and down lightly.  Slowly, I tightened my grip and sped up my strokes until I was jerking him off completely.  His hips rose to meet my strokes but suddenly he yanked his cock away from me.

“Not yet, baby girl.  How about you see how Bobby’s doing over there?”

I looked over and the younger blonde man had his cock out and was stroking it as he watched us.

“He’s having a party by himself,” I giggled.

Tyrese stroked his large hand over my blonde ponytail, “Why don’t you go see if you can help him?”

I nodded and stood up to slowly peel the tiny jean shorts and G-string from my lower body.  They both eyed my nakedness like a starving man with a steak.  I crawled up on the couch onto all fours with my ass facing Tyrese and my mouth around Bobby’s cock.

“Oh fuck, fuck , fuck,” Bobby muttered as I engulfed his throbbing cock with my warm wet mouth.

I bobbed my head up and down, using my hand to stroke at the same time.  I almost lost my rhythm completely when I felt Tyrese shifting around behind me to lie underneath me and suddenly burying his tongue between my thighs.

I moaned deeply when his tongue found my aching clit and Bobby moaned in response to the vibrations I created on his cock.

“Stop, stop, stop,” Bobby pleaded as I sucked and stroked him purposefully.

I let his cock go with a wet popping noise and wriggled my ass against Tyrese’s face.  His tongue rubbed and flicked over my clit until the tension in my body was nearly unbearable.  When I felt him suck at my clit and bury a thick finger inside me, the tension exploded.  I gasped and groaned and thrashed against him, soaking his hand and his face with my climax.

Tyrese pulled out from underneath me and resituated into a seated position, and seemed to have lost his pants.

“Now you’re all ready for this guy,” he was stroking his own cock again.

On wobbly knees, I cautiously straddled his lap again and eased my body down over his thick straining cock.

“Oh god, oh god,” I moaned as he filled and stretched me in so many new ways.

“Saddle up, Bobby” Tyrese groaned as my tight little pussy clenched around his thickness.

Bobby crouched behind me and nudged the tip of his cock at my asshole.

I wriggled against him and looked down into the intense gaze of his dark eyes.  He threaded one hand through the base of my ponytail and pulled me down towards him.  As his lips devoured mine, I felt Bobby pop past the tightness of my asshole.

I moaned against the plundering of Tyrese’s tongue.  My whole body tingled at the sensation of fullness, with Bobby balls-deep in my ass and Tyrese still stretching my pussy to capacity.  Our three bodies moved and circled and twisted together until we found a rhythm.  Both of them were thrusting into my body while I held on to Tyrese’s broad shoulders for support and balance.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Bobby muttered from behind me as he thrust his cock into my ass harder and harder.

Tyrese grasped my tits as they bounced, squeezing and rolling my nipples in his rough fingertips.

“God, she feels…” Tyrese grunted as my body continued to grasp and clench at his cock.

When my second climax of the afternoon ripped through my body, I thought I was going to expel both of them.  My muscles clenched tightly, squeezing at the two cocks that filled my ass and my pussy.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Bobby grunted from behind me, his thrusts getting rougher and more irregular.

“You about done back there, white boy,” Tyrese grinned at Bobby over my shoulder.

I felt Bobby pull out and then the jets of warm cum splattered over my gyrating ass.  I heard him sit down hard on the coffee table and pant for air.

Tyrese wrapped both arms around my waist and held me tightly to his muscular body.

“You’re all mine now, baby girl,” he whispered in my ear, half arrogantly and half possessively.

I circled his neck with both of my arms and held on as his hips pounded me, driving that thick cock deep inside my pussy.

“Oh fuck me, fuck me,” I pleaded, needing more and more of him by the second.

He lifted me off his cock and we scrambled around until I was leaned over the arm of the couch and he was kneeling on the couch behind me.  His callused hands grabbed my hips hard as he shoved his entire cock back inside my warm wet pussy.

His hips crashed into mine with every stroke and the apartment was filled with the sounds of wet hot sex.  Bobby looked nearly unconscious, laying backwards on the coffee table and staring at the ceiling.  I was so close to a third orgasm as I pushed off the arm of the couch for leverage backwards into Tyrese.

When his hand wrapped around to my pussy, I let out a strangled scream of overwhelming sensations.  He rubbed my clit and pounded me from behind until all I felt was the nearness of my climax.  It burst out of me and every muscle gripped at his cock.  He grunted once and whipped his cock out.  Moments later I felt the warm splashes of his cum splatter my ass again.

I fell forward onto the arm of the couch and lay stunned as I tried to catch my breath.  I felt a soft wet warmth on my skin and realized that someone was cleaning me off.  Tyrese and I collapsed into a seated position and I rested my cheek against his heaving chest with one leg draped over his lap.

****

After a few beers and a cool shower, I dressed and thanked them both.  Tyrese and I ordered a pizza, which I gratefully paid for, while Bobby ran out to actually repair my poor car.  I did pay them for the parts but they waived all the charges for the labor.  All in all, the afternoon actually turned out to my advantage.  I was a little embarrassed when Tyrese told Bobby my earlier comment that he couldn’t keep up.  But Bobby was still too google-eyed in his post-orgasmic state to really be mad.

I did not mind springing for the parts or the pizza, and I ended up getting the new car anyway.  Since he was in the business, Tyrese was able to finagle an amazing deal on just the car I had been saving for.

On a side note, while Bobby pouted for a long time afterwards, I ended up dating Tyrese.  He obviously knew how to handle a woman in bed, but it turns out, he was quite the gentleman actually.  I was surprised when he asked me for an official date.  I learned that the afternoon I spent with them was only the second time they had done that, but that Tyrese was in no way interested in sharing me again.

Bobby pouts sullenly like a little boy if I go over, so it is usually easier for Tyrese to come to my place.  If only there was a delicate way to show my boyfriend just exactly what Tyrese had to offer a willing
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