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“Shit!” exclaimed Nadine Blackman as her car
sputtered to a stop on the curb. She gathered up her purse a
leather briefcase and dialed a number on her cellphone.

“Hello.” Pete, Nadine’s husband answered.

“Babe, the car just died a couple blocks from
the office, by the coffee shop on Main. I’m going to walk the rest
of the way, work is going to be insane today.” Nadine
explained.

“Alright, I’ll call my brother Toby and he
can swing by and get me, together we can get the car into his
shop.” He hung up and called Toby.

At Toby’s garage, Toby sat on the edge of his
desk making small talk with his older brother.

“I hired this new mechanic, she is a genius
when it comes to cars, but she’s a bit of a flake when it comes to
social interactions. “ Toby said to Pete.

In walked a younger woman, short with her
hair tied up in a bun, draped in baggy coveralls.

“Hey Toby, where’s that car you needed
checked out?” asked the young woman.

“Sonya, this is my brother Pete. Yeah, it’s
the wife’s car, the blue sedan out front, we can go push it
in.”

Sonya nodded, Pete walked behind her, she
seemed petite, but she swam inside the coveralls.

Sonya put the car in neutral, got out to push
from the driver’s side, while Toby and Pete pushed at the rear of
the car. Once the car was in place on the rack, the two men stepped
back and let Sonya assess the possible problem.

“well, it might just be an alternator, but
I’ll have to run a few tests and see if the battery takes a charge.
I should know later this afternoon for sure.” she said,

“Thank you Sonya.” said Toby.

The two men walked away.

“Pete, I have a loner you can take, so Nadine
can get back and forth to work, until Sonya gets your car
fixed.”

Pete nodded.

Later that evening, Nadine got home from a
long day, she had gotten a ride from a coworker. Their apartment
was quiet, the light to their foyer was on and light from the
nightlight in the kitchen.

“Pete? Are you home?” she called out. She
caught the smell of food, maybe Chinese.

Nadine walked back, there was no sound, but
the scent of food grew stronger. Pete wasn’t in the kitchen of the
dark Livingroom. Nadine continued down the dark hallway, just past
the bathroom and a figure stepped up behind her. Nadine froze,
breath ran over neck, hands reached under her elbows and grabbed
her petite boobs. She squealed from the shock and what felt like
fangs nipped her neck.

Nadine hit the hallway light switch and spun
to face Pete, plastic vampire fangs sat in her husband’s smiling
mouth.

“You jerk, I almost peed myself!” Nadine
giggled a little with a slap to Pete’s shoulder.

Pete pulled his wife close and whispered
seductively.

“You almost peed? That’s kind of a turn on.”
he laughed.

“You got dinner?” Nadine asked Pete.

Pete opened the bedroom door, where he had a
TV tray-table with Chinese and a glass of wine.

After dinner, Pete undressed his wife and
started to massage her body with oil.

He always started at his wife’s feet and
worked his way up around her legs, that’s where she was always the
tightest. Nadine’s job had her on her feet a good part of the day
and it felt incredible to have Pete rub the knots out.

Special attention was spent on her butt
cheeks and inner thighs, but he made it a point not to touch her
vagina or anus, those were for the finale.

Normally Nadine would be on her back to
start, Pete would work up around her ribs, circle her nipples,
without touching them and work her arms. Her face and neck were
last before she turned over.

Back down the body, from the neck, working
each muscle group and again end with the feet.

As a special treat for Pete, that Nadine
allowed as she dozed off, naked on the bed, was Pete would take his
raging hard on out and rub it between her oiled ass cheeks. Nadine
had a beautiful round ass; besides her brain and pretty face, it
was one of Pete’s favorite features.

Chinese food lingered in the air, candles
illuminated the room and Pete pushed his cock into his wife’s ass
cleavage and started to hump her behind. Nadine smiled, drowsy from
the win and massage, but she fell sleep minutes before Pete
released his load onto the small of her back.

Pete got a call in the morning, his car was
ready and Toby told him he could swing by any time to pick it up.
He called Nadine to let her know and made arrangements for lunch
after I got their car.

When Pete arrived at Toby’s, Toby ushered him
over to his car, where Sonya had just finished a quick wipe down, a
courtesy of the garage.

Sonya wiped her hands with a rag and walked
over to Pete.

“It was the alternator, which caused the
battery to die. I also found a bad sparkplug, that I changed. But
she is ready to go” said Sonya with a friendly smile.

It wasn’t time to meet up with Nadine so Pete
hung out with Toby, shooting the breeze in Toby’s office. Pete sat
on a high metal stool, where he had a view of the shop area.

Toby was rattling on about some baseball
player, some up and comer.

Out on the floor, Sonya cleaned her hands
with some gunk, then unzipped her coveralls and wiggled free.

Pete tuned his brother out, his eyes got big,
he couldn’t believe what he saw. Tiny little Sonya went from some
formless, female grease monkey to a curvy young woman, her large
boobs emerged first from the coveralls, draped in a white halter
top, that revealed her tight mid-drift. She wrapped the top of the
coveralls around her waist and walked towards the backdoor for her
lunch break.

Toby noticed his brother’s attention was
elsewhere and got up to look, nodded when he saw Sonya.

Toby didn’t say anything; he just let his
brother have his moment.

A small picnic table greeted Sonya, two other
male mechanics sat, one with a sandwich, one with a cigarette.
Neither of them said anything, just nods, they all understood the
value of a quiet break from the action.

“Bologna again.” said the one man, who had
his own sandwich.

She grinned at him as she unwrapped her
brownbag creation.

“Time to get back to it.” said the man, who
smashed out his smoking butt. He got up and walked back into the
shop.

Without a word, the man with a sandwich got
up and moved over next to Sonya and sat so that his back was
against the table top. This position placed them in opposite
directions. He leaned and unzipped his fly.

“Want some mayo?” he asked.

“My bologna has a first name.” Sonya
grinned.

With her large chest pressed against the
mechanic’s arm, Sonya pulled out his cock with her left hand.

“Tongue.” she commanded and the man licked
her
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