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Roy saw the problem immediately.

At least, it was obvious on a surface level. The car was sitting in the driveway and the rear left tire was flat. Really, really flat, as though it had lost all of its air in one go. Either that, or it had been sitting there for several days until it all leaked out. But he still needed to check some other things to make sure the car was drivable.

First, though, he had to go talk to the owner.

Roy parked his tow truck on the side of the street across from the house. He could've backed it into their driveway, but he wasn't sure if he needed to hook the car up yet, and he'd rather get a look first.

Roy crossed the street and went up the driveway of the house, taking a left to walk the small, angled path that led to the front door. He was a tow truck driver, but beyond that, he had a few years' experience working on cars as a mechanic, so he had decided to start his own business and called himself the Traveling Mechanic. If something was wrong and you couldn't get your car out of your driveway, he'd come over and see what he could do, and if it needed to go to a shop, well, he could get it taken there as well.

He started taking on clients through Around The Clock's services, who had seemed very excited to bring him on as a contractor. They were, from what he could tell, a home-repair-and-more hotline, kind of. Apparently they didn't have a lot of mechanics or tow truck operators in their network   and were trying to have more of a presence in that industry. They paid well and they brought him work, so Roy was happy to take calls from them.

There was no doorbell. Roy knocked on the front door. The house was small and well- maintained, with a garden bed stretching around the left corner with fresh black mulch, making the bushes and flowers there pop with color. The house had white siding that looked like it had been power-washed recently, as well. The owner definitely kept up on the turn-of-the-season chores.

The door opened shortly after Roy's knock, and he felt the cool blast of air conditioning come out of the house and wash over him. A woman stood in the doorway, smiling.

"Hi, are you Sheila?" Roy asked her, holding out his hand to shake hers.

"Sheila, yes," she said, and she took his handshake. Sheila was pretty, with long, brown hair that hung down past her shoulders. She was curvy, her ample tits filling out the front of her purple top extremely well. Her thick thighs were hugged by a pair of jeans that showed all of her curves and even the roundness of her buttocks, off to one side from this angle.

"I'm Roy," he told her, trying not to check her out any further. "With Around The Clock. I'm going to see if I can get you up and running without needing a tow, okay? I can't guarantee anything, of course, but I'll get a look, and worst case I can at least get the car hauled to somewhere they can get it on a lift, if needed."

"Thank you," Sheila said, her stress showing on her face a little. "I must've run over a nail or something, I really don't know what happened, but I had driven on it for a little while before getting home so I just want to make sure everything's okay, like, structurally."

Roy nodded. "I absolutely get that. It's the right thing to do."

"Oh, is he here?" The voice came from behind Sheila, somewhere deeper into the house. Sheila turned back to look over her shoulder just as someone else approached from the hallway. She moved to the side in the doorway a bit so that the other woman could come and stand with her.

"Hey, I'm Beth," the second woman said, flashing a bright smile at Roy. She was a black woman, and she had a surprisingly similar build to Sheila's, a curvy woman with long, wavy black hair. Her huge breasts stretched the white fabric of her top, so that even the cream color of her bra underneath was made visible. With the two of them standing just inside of the doorway, their hips touched, with Beth's curvy thighs showing off thickness and sensual curves not all that dissimilar to the white woman's next to her.

Roy blinked, for a moment just stunned at how good the two of them looked next to each other. Did they just look like this every day, or had they done something special for this...car appointment?

"This is Roy, Beth," Sheila told her, when Roy didn't fill in the gap in conversation. "He's going to see if he can get the car okay to drive without needing a tow."

"But you got the tow truck to be safe," Beth said, standing up on her tiptoes to peek over Roy's shoulder at his truck parked across the street. "That's good."

Roy smiled, coming back to his senses. "Never hurts to be prepared. Anyway, just wanted to let you know I was here. I can go and get a look now and come back once I have a verdict for ya."

"We're roommates," Beth said to Roy. She gave Sheila a nudge with her elbow. "She's single, you know. Just in case you were looking."

"Oh my god, Beth, I'm going to kill you." Sheila's face went red, and she bumped her friend with her hip while Beth broke down into laughter. "Thank you, I'll try not to let Beth bug you while you're working."

And with that she slung an arm around Beth's shoulders and pulled her back into the house, giving an apologetic nod to Roy while she close the door. Roy waved it off, letting her know it was no trouble before she closed the door.

He couldn't help but think that he wouldn't mind taking Beth up on that invitation, though. Honestly, whether it was for Sheila or for Beth. If they flirted with him, maybe he could give a little something back.

The idea made him smile. He didn't know if he had ever been successful at flirting, but he'd gotten laid in the past somehow. Maybe he could pull something off.

It was a fun thought, but there was work to do. He went over to the car and threw a pair of gloves on the ground to kneel on as he looked at the wheel well.

It took a little while, but it seemed like he was going to be able to give the two women good news. Did he try harder because it seemed like they were flirting with him? He couldn't be sure. But he didn't begrudge them their wiles if they were. God knew that they had license to use whatever weapon they were inclined to.

Roy gave the car a thorough examination and was glad to see that the damage wasn't too bad, although it could've been. The wheel well had been scuffed up, but it was really just cosmetic damage. The rim of the tire had been damaged, but only very superficially. It was nothing that should cause a problem. Basically, they just needed a new tire, and as long as they had a spare, they wouldn't even need a tow.

Roy stood back up and dusted his hands off on his jeans. He went back to the front door of the house and knocked, and this time when Sheila opened the door, Beth was already with her.

"Oh boy," Sheila said, glancing to the right, where she could see a little bit of the car peeking past the house. "What's the damage?"

Roy said, "Good news for you on that front, actually. I don't see any significant permanent damage to the car. Bottom line is, you're gonna need a new tire. I don't know what might have caused the flat in the first place, but just by looking at the tread on the other tires, it was about time for a new set anyway."

Sheila brushed her hair out of her face. "Oh, okay. Tires aren't cheap, but hell, I guess it could've been a lot worse."

"Thank you, Roy," Beth said from next to Sheila. "It does seem like good news."

"It definitely is," Roy said. "So what I recommend here is just popping a spare tire onto the car so that you can drive it to the tire shop, and getting yourself a new set of tires as soon as possible. Do you know if there's a spare in the trunk? I can get it on for you."

"Yeah, there should be a spare in there," Beth said.

Sheila started to nod her head in agreement, and then she said, "Oh, wait. There isn't. I mean we do have one, but when I got this car we cleaned out everything from my old car, and we bought this one used and for some reason it didn't have a spare tire... anyway, we took the spare tire from the last car and just kept it in the house because there was a gap period before I got this car, and I'm just now realizing I never went and put the spare in the trunk of this car."

Sheila brought a hand to her forehead. "Anyway. Sorry, Roy, but do you think you would be able to come in here and bring it out. The thing was so damn heavy—"

"Ugh!" Beth exclaimed. "I remember that now. Dragging that thing in here was such a pain in the ass. If you could..."

"No trouble at all," Roy said with a smile. "Lead the way, and I'll get this thing out of your hair."

"Thank you so much!" Sheila said. She turned, and Roy followed the two of them into the house. He stepped past Sheila, who closed the front door behind them, and he felt the nice chill of the air conditioning. Roy reached up and wiped the sweat off his brow. It had been pretty hot outside.

"Oh my god, let me get you some water," Sheila said quickly. "I don't know why I didn't offer earlier. It's so hot out there!"

"That's okay—" Roy started to say, but Sheila was already waving his dismissal away.

"Come
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