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		‘Okay,’ I say, wiping my filthy hands on an old rag, ‘try it again.’

		Kirsten nods through the windshield and turns the key in the ignition once more. I look down at the engine as the motors start to fire and tick over, but the machine doesn’t catch. Kirsten turns the key again and again. I sigh and wipe the back of my hand across my sweaty forehead. The motor still won’t catch. The engine makes that soft chug-chug-chug noise, but nothing happens. I hold up my hand. Kirsten stops trying to start the car and leans out the open window.

		‘Nothing?’ she says.

		‘Nope.’

		‘Aw, shit,’ she says.

		With the engine’s quiet rumble over, the sounds of the wilderness return. The wind blowing softly through the vast trees lining the road on both sides. Insects buzzing. Birds crowing. Every kind of sound except the one we desperately want to hear – the car starting up.

		‘What are we gonna do?’ Kirsten says, getting out of the car and joining me in front of the open hood. She’s wearing a lose gray strap top stained with sweat and a dark thigh-length skirt. She has a flannel shirt tied around her waist.

		‘I don’t know,’ I say. ‘We’ll have to call someone, I guess. I can’t figure out what the problem is.’

		Kirsten puts her hand to her brow, shielding her eyes from the overbearing glare of the sun. She looks down the long, dusty road we were driving along before the engine crapped out. Then she turns and looks in the opposite direction, where the dusty road continues on into the brilliant blue horizon. There is nothing other than green trees and blue sky and brown road in either direction. We’re totally on our own out here.

		I take my phone out of my pocket and slide the screen open, leaving a greasy smear on the surface. Goddammit, my hands are caked in grease and oil and whatever else is plastered across the engine. I hold up the phone in the air, turning it this way and that, but my heart slowly sinks into the pit of my stomach.

		‘No bars,’ I say.

		‘What does that mean?’ Kirsten says, even though she knows exactly what that means.

		‘We can’t call Triple-A or anyone else,’ I say, putting the phone back. ‘It means we’re stuck out here.’

		‘Shit,’ Kirsten says again. She turns again, looking up and down the long dusty road as though a miracle is somehow going to happen. ‘What are we going to do? We can’t stay here, it’s way too hot right now.’

		I shrug, trying to keep my cool, and say, ‘I don’t fucking know, can you fix the engine? If not, then we’re shit out of luck.’

		Kirsten walks around the car and grabs the water bottle from the passenger side. She drinks a couple of mouthfuls and offers it to me. I take it and swallow. The water is warm, but it definitely helps. I can feel sweat prickling my brow. My shirt clings to my damp back. Shit, why did this have to happen now? Right here, in the middle of goddamn nowhere, the one place with no fucking signal and no sign of civilization.

		We’re in deep shit.

		‘What about you?’ I say. ‘Do you have signal?’

		Kirsten checks her phone. She holds it up in the air. She walks around with it. She puts a foot inside the car for extra height.

		‘That’s a no?’ I say.

		She nods. Her face is the picture of misery.

		‘Why did you come this way?’ she says. ‘We should have stuck to the main road.’

		‘I didn’t know we were gonna break down!’ I say, my temper flaring. ‘I wanted to get to the next town before dark.’

		‘Well, now we’re gonna get there real fucking late, aren’t we, Sam?’

		Kirsten stalks off the road, heading toward the trees. She folds her arms and leans against the trunk of a tall, thick tree, embracing what little shade is available. She wipes her face with a hand. I don’t know what to do. She didn’t even want to come on this trip; it was all my idea. The last few months, I’ve felt us drifting further apart and thought that the two of us taking a road trip might somehow bring us closer together. It almost worked, too. Until this happened, we were getting along. I felt our bond slowly returning, that spark beginning to reignite. Kirsten’s been together for about eighteen months now, and I really don’t want to lose her. She’s perfect – pretty, petite, funny, smoking hot, and amazing in bed. I know that has a bit of a past and quite a few notches in her bedpost, but we’re pretty good together. This stupid trip was my way of trying to close the gap that’s opened up between us lately. With all the college work and finals – goddamn finals! – that’s gotten in the way, we’ve barely had time together as a couple.

		I sigh and look down at the beaten-up, dust-covered car. This vehicle has lasted so long and come so far, only to break down at the worst possible point. Dammit. I wish my old man was here. He’d know exactly what the problem was. It’s just the carburettor, Sam, he’d say, then turn a wrench and the car would come back to life. But I’m not my old man. I should have followed his example, learned how to look after my cars. But instead I wanted to go to college and learn software development. Look at me now. My dad would piss himself with laughter if he could see me now.

		The sun beats down on my head relentlessly. I bend over the open hood again and continue trying to bring my faithful car back to life, but nothing I do seems to matter. Either I’m missing something – highly likely, given my total lack of knowledge about cars – or it’s truly dead.

		But I keep trying. There’s not much else I can do except try and bring this car back from the dead. I keep touching parts of the engine, hoping against hope that something will work and we can keep driving down this long-ass road. Maybe if I can get us moving again, Kirsten won’t be pissed at me for trying to take this supposed ‘shortcut’ in the first place.

		The days wears on, the sun pounding my head and arms and back like a loan shark trying to extort money from a victim. Finally, I stop trying to adjust, tighten, or otherwise clean off the engine and sit in the driver’s seat. The car feels like a damn oven, even with all the windows and doors open. I grab the keys and turn them in the ignition, making a silent prayer. Please, please let this work.

		The engine chug-chug-chugs but it doesn’t catch. Nothing happens.

		‘Fuck!’ I say, releasing the keys. I punch the wheel in anger. The horn barks in return. ‘Fuck!’

		I lean back in the seat, sweat pouring down my brow in rivers. Jesus, why couldn’t this have happened on a cooler day? Why now, on this stretch of goddamn nothing road?

		‘Sam?’ Kirsten says, walking toward the car.

		‘I’m sorry,’ I say, already counting her next angry accusation. ‘I fucked up, okay? I’m sorry, goddammit!’

		‘Sam!’ she says again. This time I look up at her. She’s shielding her eyes with a hand again, her eyes fixed on something behind me, back on the road we just drove up. ‘I think I see someone coming!’

		I get out of the car and turn around, staring hard at the endless miles of brown road behind us. At first, I don’t see anything. Then I realize what’s caught her attention. On the far, far horizon is a glint of metal. It could be a trick of the light. It could be our over-tired and exhausted minds showing us what we want to see. Or it could be sunlight bouncing off a vehicle in the distance.

		‘Do you think that’s a car?’ Kirsten says, her voice rising in pitch.

		I keep my eyes glued on the glint. It could be, yeah. But I don’t want to get her hopes up. I stay quiet for a long moment, watching.

		After a minute or two, the glint doesn’t disappear. It becomes more frequent. A shape begins to emerge on the horizon, kicking up a cloud of dust in its wake.

		‘It is a car!’ Kirsten says, jumping up and down on the spot with joy. ‘Oh, thank God!’

		I smile with relief, watching the shape grow clearer and clearer as it crosses the miles of empty open road. As it draws nearer, I see it more clearly. It’s not a car.

		‘It’s a damn truck!’ I say. ‘Kirsten, can you see it?’

		‘Yes!’ Her enthusiasm is infectious. ‘Come on, let’s flag it down!’

		She unties the flannel shirt from her waist and begins to wave it through the air like a flag. She walks to the trunk and steps out into the road.

		‘Hey!’ she says, yelling at the top of her lungs, even though there’s no way the driver can hear her yet. ‘Hey! Over here! Help us!’

		I try to resist acting like a crazy person as well, but the ferocious heat and my own incredible frustration finally reach boiling point. I stand next to her and start jumping up and down, waving both my arms over my head. There’s no way anybody could fail to see us like this. I grab our shared bag from the backseat, holding it out into the road like I’m thumbing down a cab.

		The truck gets closer now, close enough for me to see the silhouette of a driver and the battered, beaten hood. It’s a rickety-looking old pickup, with a tarp covering something large and rectangular in the back. As it nears us, the truck slows down. Kirsten’s voice gets even louder and more high-pitched with exuberance.

		‘Please!’ she says, still waving her shirt like a flag. ‘Please help us!’

		The truck slows to a stop alongside us. The driver leans his head out of the window. He’s looks to be in his forties, with a lined, weather-beaten face and a strong neck. He looks big and powerful – not muscular, but the kind of guy you wouldn’t throw down against in a bar fight.

		‘I don’t usually stop when I see guys on their own,’ he says, with a smile. ‘But I’ll always help out a pretty lady.’

		‘Can you help us?’ Kirsten says. ‘Our car broke down and we can’t get it started again. Do you have a phone?’

		He shakes his head.

		‘No phones,’ he says. ‘But I could maybe give ya a ride to the next town over. It’s a little out of my way, but they’ll have phones, internet, all that stuff.’

		‘Can we hitch a ride?’ I say.

		The trucker’s eyes slowly shift from me to Kirsten and back again. He nods.

		‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Climb on in.’

		Kirsten beams at me. I can already hear her praising this guy later – thank God that trucker picked us up, otherwise you would’ve gotten us totally lost! – and I swallow my pride and smile back. We open the passenger side door and cup my hands to give Kirsten a leg-up. Her skirt passes right by my face, giving me a tiny flash of her upper thighs. The image sends a jolt of arousal through me. Before the car broke down, I was planning to check into the nearest motel and spend some quality naked time with Kirsten. Maybe we still can, if this guy can get us out of trouble before it gets too late. Before getting in, I turn back to our broken-down car, close the windows, take the keys, and lock the door. I shut the hood and leave it there, pulled onto the side of the road, caked in dust. It should be fine until we return.

		That done, I head over to the idling truck and climb up into the passenger seat, Kirsten sandwiched between me and the trucker, the bag on my lap. I pull the door shut. It’s warm in the cab, but not as stifling as the car was.

		‘Thank you so much,’ Kirsten says.

		‘Ah, don’t mention it,’ says our rescuer. He eases the gas and the truck begins to roll forward. ‘You’re lucky I was on this road. Don’t often come this way much anymore. Name’s Dayton, by the way.’

		‘I’m Kirsten,’ she says. ‘And this is my boyfriend Sam.’

		‘Hi,’ I say, leaning forward to see him more clearly around Kirsten’s head. He looks like the kind of guy who’s spent half his life on the road. He nods in greeting at me.

		‘So what happened?’ Dayton says, accelerating and leaving my busted vehicle in the dust. I lean out the window and look back, watching the car that brought us all the way out here slowly shrinking away. ‘You broke down?’

		‘Yeah,’ Kirsten says. ‘One minute we were doing fine, the next the car dies and we can’t get it going again.’

		‘I tried my best,’ I say, showing my oil-blackened hand as proof of my manly struggles. Dayton glances at me but seems unimpressed.

		‘I bet it was your filters,’ he says. ‘I seen a few cars broke down way out here before. Usually happens on hot days like this. The dust gets into the filters and chokes the engine. You’re gonna need to clean ‘em up before it’ll go again. Shouldn’t be too hard.’

		‘The filters,’ Kirsten says. She nudges me in the side, as though this should have been completely freaking obvious and I’m an idiot for missing it. All I can do is shrug. There’s no point getting angry about it now. ‘I told you we should have stuck to the main road.’

		Dayton chuckles. His amusement wounds me more than Kirsten’s irritable barb does. I hunch into the seat, turning my face to the wind to enjoy the breeze drifting across my sweaty face. Outside, the shadows of the surrounding forest slowly begin to lengthen as the sun begins its downwards descent.

		‘Oh, my God, it’s so good to be moving again,’ Kirsten says. ‘I really thought we were in trouble until you came along.’

		‘Don’t mention it,’ he says. ‘I’m sure you’ll find some way to make it up to me. I guess you folks ain’t from around here, huh?’

		‘No,’ Kirsten says, with a laugh. ‘We’re actually from out of state. We’re students at Ponybrook U.’

		‘Oh, college kids?’

		‘Yeah.’ She laughs.

		‘What’re you doing all the way out here?’

		I lean forward and interject. ‘We wanted to get out of campus for a bit. Our finals are over for now, and we wanted to unwind. Figured we’d take a trip out to the country.’

		‘Well, you found it,’ Dayton says, chuckling and gesturing to the dense woodland on either side of the road. ‘Nothing but country for miles in all directions.’

		Kirsten laughs along with him.

		‘I’ll take you to a small town,’ Dayton says. ‘It’s about an hour or two away. We probably won’t get there before nightfall, though. There’s a little motel if you want to stay for the night.’

		‘Yeah, we probably will,’ Kirsten says.

		‘Will we?’ I say. ‘We could call the breakdown recovery truck and get back on the road.’

		‘Good luck with that,’ Dayton says, with another chuckle. Every time he laughs, I feel like he’s mocking me personally. ‘Ain’t nobody gonna drive along this road at night. It’ll be pitch black. They ain’t gonna repair the filter ‘til the morning anyway.’

		‘See?’ Kirsten says, siding with him again. ‘We may as well just go to sleep and fix the problems in the morning.’

		I bristle internally at her digs and jabs. It’s been a long, hot day, and this isn’t helping.

		‘You really don’t want to be out here at night,’ Dayton says. ‘I seen bears once or twice.’

		‘Bears?’ Kirsten’s jaw drops. ‘You mean, we coulda been out here in bear country all night?’

		‘Yup.’

		She glares at me and says, ‘Next time I say we stick to the road, we stick to the road!’

		I bite back a retort that she was complaining about the drive, which is why I took this shortcut in the first place. I nod and stare through the windshield, watching the empty dusty road stretch on forever. This looks more like an interactive painting than a real place. Always weird how some places look like they’ve burst straight out of a storybook. I can almost hear a tour guide speaking in my head. If you turn to your left, you’ll see Rapunzel’s tower…

		‘It’s kinda nice picking people up,’ Dayton says. ‘I used to get hitchhikers all the time, back in the day. Used to be real good fun. College kids, like yourselves. They’d hop in, we’d ride along for a few hours, then they’d get out and go on their way. It was fun.’

		‘It’s cool to be picked up,’ Kirsten says, smiling at him. ‘I’ve never actually gotten a ride from a stranger before.’

		‘No?’ Dayton says. ‘Well, ma’am it’s a pleasure to be your first.’

		He shoots Kirsten a look. It’s a friendly smile, but there’s something behind that makes me feel uneasy. Something that makes me feel like there’s a lot more behind his eyes that he lets on.

		We drive along for a few more minutes, bumping in our seats as the truck passes the occasional pothole. Kirsten fans herself with a lazy hand while I turn my face into the roaring breeze washing through the window. I start to feel less hot and disgusting. Maybe this motel or whatever will have a nice, cold shower, too.

		‘So,’ Dayton says, after a few minutes of quiet, ‘you never had the rules of the road explained to you?’

		There’s something different about his voice now. Less jovial and good-natured. He sounds inquisitive, almost curious. Like there’s something he knows that we don’t. Again, I begin to feel a hint of uneasy settling on me like a shadow. I glance across my girlfriend at Dayton, realizing how big and powerful he is. His arms might not be exactly muscular, but they’re twice the thickness of mine. If he wanted, this friendly and charming trucker could easily overpower us. Maybe even at the same time.

		The shadows of the forest drag like claws across the road, slowly covering the world in a dusky cloak. Overhead, the sky glitters with a dozen colors – blood orange, ruby red, and rich purple. The first pinpricks of starlight begin to emerge in the deepening sky.

		‘No,’ Kirsten says, still in her bright, friendly voice. If there’s something wrong with this picture, she doesn’t see it. ‘What’s the rules of the road?’

		A smile tugs at the corner of Dayton’s mouth. He glances at my girlfriend again, eyes sweeping her body. I get the sudden urge to throw my arms around her shoulders like a protective blanket. Eyes off, buddy, she’s with me.

		‘It goes like this,’ Dayton says. ‘Truckers like me and hitchhikers like yourselves have a kind of organic relationship that formed over the years. It ain’t as common now as it were back in the day, but the rules are still there. Essentially, there’s unspoken agreement between the both of us that if I give you a ride someplace, you find some way to compensate me for my time and kindness.’

		‘What kind of ways?’ I say, that cold, uneasy feeling settling in my stomach again like a heavy meal. I get the feeling that he’s been building up to this moment for a while now, maybe thinking about the best way to bring it up with us as the miles drifted by.

		‘Well,’ he says, giving another good-natured boy-howdy chuckle, ‘out on the road, there are three accepted forms of payment. The first is maybe the most obvious – cash.’

		‘Sure, we’ll pay you,’ Kirsten says, still happy and excited to be sitting here in his truck. ‘You got any cash, Sam?’

		I reach into my pocket and grab my wallet. I leaf through, but the only currency nestled inside is a few dimes and nickels. There’s a couple of condoms resting between the different sections, condoms I was hoping to use with Kirsten on the trip. Shit. I handed over the last of my paper money at the gas station way back on the road.

		‘Do you have any?’ I say, showing Kirsten the inside of my wallet.

		‘No,’ she says, ‘I only got my card.’ She turns to Dayton. ‘Do you take card?’

		Dayton laughs as though she’s cracked a great joke. He slaps his thigh with delight. Kirsten laughs along with him. I put my wallet away, feeling stupid again. Dammit, Sam. Should have kept some cash on me. Why didn’t I pay for gas with my card?

		‘No, I don’t take card,’ Dayton says, still chuckling, his face wrinkling with mirth. He pats Kirsten’s thigh, his hand touching her bare leg. A bolt of jealous angry flashes through me. I grip the bag in my lap tighter.

		‘Okay,’ Kirsten says, ‘so we can’t give you cash. What’s the rest?’

		Dayton slows for a moment as we crest a small rise in the road, before begin to descend. After a moment, we’re back on flat land again.

		‘Aside from cash,’ Dayton says, ‘we got two other ways to pay. I will gladly accept grass.’

		‘Grass?’ I say. ‘Like, from a field?’

		Dayton laughs again. Kirsten joins him. Both of them laugh at me for a moment, before I realize my mistake.

		‘Oh,’ I say, ‘you mean grass.’

		‘Yeah,’ Dayton, says, wiping a tear from his eyes. ‘Grass. Green. A little bit of Mary Jane. Two cool young college kids like must have a baggie of the good stuff on you, right?’

		Kirsten laughs, shooting a look at me. Dammit, my girlfriend is laughing at me in front of this guy.

		‘No,’ I say. ‘We don’t do that.’

		‘He doesn’t smoke,’ Kirsten says, leaning closer to Dayton as though confiding in him. ‘I used the last of mine before we left.’

		‘Really?’ Dayton says, taking his eyes off the road long enough to shoot me a quizzical look. ‘A college kid who doesn’t smoke? What do you study?’

		‘Software development,’ I say, talking into my chest.

		‘What?’ he says, wrinkling his nose.

		‘Software development,’ I say again, a little louder this time.

		‘I heard you,’ he says, ‘I just don’t understand why you’d want to learn something like that.’

		I bristle again, my pride wounded. I squeeze the bag in my lap and say, ‘It’s good money. Useful skill.’

		He laughs again and nudges Kirsten like she’s a co-conspirator. She joins in with his mocking laughter.

		‘Useful?’ Dayton says, through his amusement. ‘It might be good money, but it’s worth diddly-squat out here!’

		Kirsten turns to me, eyes gleaming with good humor. She says, ‘Didn’t help you change the car filter, did it?’

		My cheeks flush with heat. I shoot Kirsten a wounded look, but it doesn’t stop her from laughing at me.

		‘What’re ya gonna do?’ Dayton says, between roars of laughter. ‘Program the car to start working?’

		Kirsten laughs even harder now. She slaps her own thigh, like Dayton did earlier. I force myself to grin, like these jokes aren’t hurting my fragile ego, and fix my eyes on the darkening road ahead. Dayton flicks on the headlights and the brown road flares into bright, brilliant existence ahead of the truck.

		After a few long, uncomfortable moments, Dayton and my girlfriend settle back down. Dayton clears his throat a couple of times, recovering his voice. Kirsten rubs her cheek, like she always does when she’s laughed too hard.

		‘Well, so long as you it enjoy it,’ Dayton says, with a dismissive shrug of his shoulders, ‘then I guess it’s worth it. Me personally, I always think that men should do manly stuff, like heavy lifting and truck driving. I’m the kind of guy that likes to provide for his girl.’

		‘Aw,’ Kirsten says, as though she’s seen a cute puppy. ‘You got a girl back home?’

		Dayton grins and pats her thigh again.

		‘Not anymore,’ he says. ‘I got a young lady. But me and her mom don’t speak too much these days. I think she’s about your age.’

		‘I bet she’s a great woman,’ Kirsten says.

		‘The best.’

		We sit in silence for a moment. The air is filled with the rush of warm air through the open windows and the steady rumble of tires crunching over the dusty road. Kirsten leans back into the seat. She lifts up her long, creamy legs and puts her feet on the dash. Dayton’s eyes immediately trace her figure, a smile slowly growing over his face. Once again, I get the urge to put my arms around her, or warn this guy off. If Kirsten notices him checking her out, she doesn’t say anything.

		‘What’s the third thing?’ I say, shattering the silence like a chainsaw in a forest.

		‘Huh?’ Dayton says, eyes darting between the road ahead and my girlfriend’s legs.

		‘You said there were three things you accepted as payment for driving hitchhikers,’ I say. ‘You only said two.’

		‘Did I now?’ he says, acting as though he innocently forgot. But something tells me that this did not slip his mind at all. He’s been waiting for one of us to bring it up. ‘Thought I finished.’

		Now Kirsten turns her body toward him, her voice eager and bright. She says, ‘No, you didn’t! C’mon, tell us, there’s gotta be some way we can repay you!’

		‘Well…’ he says, giving another good-natured chuckle, as though embarrassed by what he’s about to say. ‘You see, a hitcher always has something that a trucker would want. The choice is up to you.’

		‘Okay,’ Kirsten says, patiently waiting for our benefactor to get to the point. ‘We’ll give you anything. We probably owe you our lives, right?’

		Dayton nods, quietly preparing to tell us how to repay him. That heavy feeling in my gut grows to the size of a cannonball.

		‘The three things a trucker wants from hitchers like you,’ he says, ‘are cash, grass, or ass.’

		A stunned silence fills the cab. I look at Kirsten’s face in profile, wondering if she heard the same thing I did. She frowns, but keeps her eyes facing forward. Behind her, Dayton smiles through thin, tightly pressed lips. The silence is unbearable.

		‘What do you mean?’ I say.

		‘You know exactly what I mean,’ Dayton says. ‘You gotta give up something. You don’t got money and you don’t got any smokes… that leaves your body.’

		‘Me?’ I say, horrified.

		Dayton laughs, ‘No, not you, dipshit! I’m talking about your girl here.’

		Now Kirsten reacts. She turns to face the big trucker. All I can see is the back of her head, but he looks at her face and he smiles at what he sees.

		‘How about it?’ he says. ‘I been with plenty of pretty hitchers like you in my time.’

		‘Kirsten!’ I say. ‘We can’t! I mean, you can’t!’

		Now she turns to me. Her face is set. Determined. Stony.

		‘We wouldn’t be in this mess if you’d just stuck to the main road,’ she says.

		‘What?’ I say, feeling a fist slamming into my gut. ‘You’re not seriously even thinking about this, right?’

		She looks at me with a glare so sharp it almost cuts my face.

		‘What choice do we have?’ she says.

		My jaw drops open. That cannonball of worry in my gut grows into a bowling ball of dread. My beautiful girlfriend is seriously considering doing something – anything – sexual with this total goddamn stranger.

		‘We have money!’ I say, leaning around to yell at the man in the driver’s seat. ‘We can give you gas money!’

		‘When?’ he says. ‘Now?’

		‘No,’ I say. ‘But if there’s an ATM at this town, then…’

		Dayton laughs again. This time there’s a hint of mockery to the sound. You stupid, useless college boy, that laugh says.

		‘There ain’t no ATMs where we’re going,’ he says. ‘You either got cash on you – right now – or you need to make a choice.’

		Kirsten looks at me again with piercing eyes filled with accusation. You should have listened to me, she is saying. This is all your fault.

		I meet her eyes, heart sinking in my chest. The bowling ball in my gut crushes me down into the seat. I glance through the window, thinking maybe we could run for it, but the dusty road whips beneath too fast for heroics or stunt dives.

		‘Tell you what,’ Dayton says, ‘I’m a gentleman, I’ll make it real easy for you.’

		He eases the brakes and slowly brings the truck to a stop. I look around at the deep, dark forest, a picturesque image now painted with shadows and gloom. The sky is now a shade of deep crimson-purple.

		‘Here ya go,’ Dayton says. ‘You can either get out and walk, or we can make a deal. What’s it gonna be?’ I look from the road to Kirsten’s face and back again. She says nothing. ‘But I gotta warn ya, it’s at least twenty miles back to your car, and forty to the town. You ain’t getting nowhere safe before nightfall.’

		‘Bears,’ Kirsten says in a timid voice.

		‘And bears,’ Dayton says, nodding. ‘It don’t bother me what you do, but I’d hate to stay up late tonight worrying about the two of you.’

		He falls silent, letting us think. My mind whirrs, but can’t get into gear. I feel like the clogged engine of my car – chug-chug-chug. No ideas come to mind. We have no cash. We have no grass. The only thing we have that he’s willing to trade this ride for is my girlfriend.

		‘Alright,’ Kirsten says.

		I gape at her. My heart sinks like the Titanic.

		‘Please,’ I say. ‘Please, there must be some other way…’

		‘Yeah,’ she says, ‘you could fuck him.’

		Dayton laughs again, that happy good-natured laugh I’ve come to hate so much.

		‘That’s the spirit,’ he says. ‘We still got a pretty long way to go, what say we get started?’

		There is a long, heavy silence.

		Then Kirsten nods.

		‘Okay,’ she says, her voice low and weak. Then she says it again, this time with more enthusiasm. ‘Okay.’

		‘What?’ I say, feeling my internal organs liquefy in my chest. I would honestly prefer it if this guy turned out to be a serial killer than this. But Kirsten looks at me again. This time her eyes are not full of anger and accusation. Now her face is filled with wicked excitement and dark mischief. ‘Kirsten… please!’

		‘This is your fault,’ she says, in a teasing voice.

		Then I realize what she’s thinking. This isn’t her being to pleasure some old trucker. This is her getting even with me for stranding us both in the wilderness.

		‘Alright then,’ Dayton says. He moves his hand from the wheel, down into his lap. I hear the sound of his fly unzipping, even over the rumble of the engine.

		Kirsten looks at me with a face that says, Try and stop me, I dare you. She looks me right in the eyes, challenging me to do something, to say something, to try and stop her.

		But I don’t.

		She takes her legs off the dash and turns in the seat, her back to me. She gets to her knees in the seat and bends forward, reaching into Dayton’s lap. The old man grins over at me.

		‘This is my favorite way to get paid back,’ he says.

		He squeezes the gas and we start rolling forward again, slower than before. Kirsten fumbles with his open zipper. Her body blocks my view, but I can make out what’s happening through her movements. She eases his manhood out of his pants. I don’t think he’s hard yet – she begins to squeeze and stroke him.

		‘This is a pretty good size,’ she says.

		‘Never had any complaints,’ Dayton says, with a hint of pride. He nods in my direction. ‘How does your fella measure up?’

		‘Eh, he’s okay.’

		As bad as this situation is, her words somehow make it worse. Her dismissive response makes my stomach clench. Dayton laughs again.

		‘You fuck a lot of girls out on the road?’ she says, kneeling up in the seat and teasing him to full hardness.

		‘Oh yeah,’ he says. ‘There’s always pretty girls like you who need a free ride. I let their boyfriends watch. If they want to. The ones that don’t, walk behind the truck until we’re done.’

		He winks at me, as though saying, Ain’t I a funny guy? I feel like the most pathetic, useless, crushed man in the world right now. I don’t want to be here. I don’t want to be a part of this. But there’s nothing else I can do. I’m sure as shit not gonna walk behind the truck while he fucks my girlfriend up front. That would somehow be even worse than sitting to the side while it happens.

		Kirsten bends forward now, lowering her head into his lap. I hear the sound of wet kisses and cringe. Those lips are mine, dammit. Those lips are meant to give me – and only me – that kind of pleasure!

		She makes happy little purrs and groans in her throat, the same noises she makes for me. My manhood reacts to the noises, making me feel even more ashamed and disgusted with myself. How I can be getting excited by this? My girlfriend is giving herself to another man, becoming his whore, and I’m here getting turned on by the noises she’s making.

		Dayton’s mouth opens and a low groan escapes his parted lips. Kirsten lowers her head all the way into his lap.

		‘Dang,’ Dayton says, in a breathless groan. ‘I love college girls. You guys are always so much fun.’

		Kirsten giggles, the sound muffled by the shaft now filling her mouth. I watch her head bob up and down as she begins to blow the old trucker right there in the front seat, totally ignoring me. Her ass is so close to my face, skirt sliding higher up her thighs, revealing her soft purple lace underwear. The sight of her panties makes my throat squeeze tight.

		‘Yeah,’ Dayton says, with a throaty groan, as Kirsten’s head begins to bob up and down faster and faster. She’s still using her hands to grasp his shaft. I’ve had plenty of long, wonderful blowjobs from her in the time we’ve been together, I know what she likes to do when she sucks my cock. I’m guessing that she’s doing all her favorite tricks to him right now – taking him deep to the back of her throat and flicking her tongue across his balls at the same time.

		My girlfriend makes little gagging, drooling, and choking sounds as she blows Dayton. He’s breathing hard, eyes fixed on the road ahead, still rolling the truck forward at a slow but comfortable pace. I can see from his expression that she’s giving him one hell of a good blowjob. He holds the wheel with one hand and uses the other to grip the back of Kirsten’s head, pushing her down even deeper, gently guiding and controlling her movements.

		‘That’s good,’ he says. ‘That’s real good. Hey, pal – your girl sucks like a pro.’

		I nod. I can’t think of anything to say. My mind is blank except for the sight of my girlfriend’s soft purple panties as they gradually begin to darken along her slit. She’s enjoying this. She’s getting turned on by sucking this stranger’s cock.

		‘Okay,’ I say, finally finding my voice. ‘Okay, she’s blown you. We’re even now, right?’

		Dayton ignores me. Kirsten ignores me. She keeps sucking him, bobbing her head up and down in his lap, groaning and purring around his shaft. The sound of her wet lips sliding up and down his manhood are deafening in this small, enclosed space. He groans with pleasure, still pumping her head up and down on his cock, using my girlfriend’s mouth – the lips I kiss every day – as his personal fuck hole.

		‘You’re real good,’ Dayton says again. ‘Hold your breath, girl.’

		He pushes her head down into his lap, forcing his shaft all the way inside her mouth. But he doesn’t bring her head back up. Instead, he clamps his hand in place, holding her like that, keeping her still. A second passes. Two. Three.

		I stare through wide, uncomprehending eyes at the back of Kirsten’s head, watching her deepthroat his cock, slowly counting the seconds in my head. Fifteen seconds pass before she starts to struggle. Dayton holds her for three more seconds before he releases his grip on the back of her head. She leans back, panting and gasping. I can hear spit bubbles forming and popping on her lips. I can only imagine how messy her face looks right now.

		‘You like me sucking your cock?’ she says.

		‘Oh, heck yes, honey,’ he says. ‘Show me what you got.’

		My girlfriend lowers her face back into his lap, sucking him with loud, wet enthusiasm. She rocks her butt back and forth now, sucking his cock deeper and deeper, her panties darkening with excitement right in my face. The situation, the sounds, the look on Dayton’s face – it’s the most horrifying experience of my life. She’s cheating on me right in front of me and neither of them give a damn about my feelings. Hot tears of shame and embarrassment and jealousy pricked my eyes. How could she enjoy this? How could she get off on humiliating me?

		Dayton’s hand drifts away from Kirsten’s head, reaching across her ass. He pulls up her skirt and gets a good handful of her ass, squeezing it tight. She giggles, still sucking him passionately.

		‘Wow,’ Dayton says. ‘I like this.’

		He smacks my girlfriend’s ass a couple of times, the impact hitting my ears like a fist. Kirsten wiggles her ass for him, daring him to do more, to keep going. He spanks my girlfriend a few more times, leaving faint red handprints on her pale cheeks. I can’t take my eyes away.

		‘Oh…’ Dayton’s voice is a low, passionate groan now. He’s losing control. Kirsten’s mouth is far too good. ‘You’re real good, honey. We gotta pull over, I need to feel the rest of you.’

		Kirsten makes a squeal of delight as he gives her sweet ass one more slap and eases the truck to a stop. He shuts off the engine and leans back in his seat for a few moments, enjoying my girlfriend’s mouth around his cock. She moans and groan and purrs for him, making all the right noises. All the noises I love to hear. She finally sits back upright and wipes her face with a hand.

		‘Enjoying yourself?’ Dayton says.

		Kirsten nods.

		‘Take off your shirt.’

		Kirsten grabs her gray strap top and pulls it up over her head. She tosses it back at me over her shoulder. I catch it, noticing that she isn’t wearing a bra today. The fabric smells of her – sweet, with a tang of stale sweat from the heat of the day.

		Dayton reaches up and paws at Kirsten’s breasts. Her small B-cups easily fit into his large hands. She groans, arching her back to give all of her chest to him, utterly unashamed that her boyfriend – me – is sitting behind her, watching through stunned, wide-open eyes.

		‘These are nice,’ he says, unable to stop smiling. ‘Real nice.’

		Kirsten giggles again.

		‘You want to see how nice my pussy is?’ she says.

		‘Lay down,’ he says, nodding at the seat.

		He opens the door and climbs down onto the step. The cab light bursts into life, illuminating all three of us with its dull yellow glare. I can see every detail without obstruction now. Kirsten swings her legs around and lays back on the seat, placing her head on my leg. I look down at her face. She’s a mess. Her lips and chin are caked in spit. She smiles up at me, her eyes flashing in triumph.

		‘This is your fault,’ she says again in a quiet voice.

		Dayton climbs back up into the seat, kneeling between Kirsten’s spread legs. His face is the picture of eagerness and lusty excitement. He reaches up into my girlfriend’s skirt and pulls down her panties. Her face lights up with excitement.

		‘How do you want it?’ he says. ‘Do you want me bare? I don’t have any condoms.’

		Kirsten looks up at me.

		‘Give him a condom, Sam,’ she says. ‘I saw them in your wallet.’

		My heart deflates like a slit balloon. Not only is he going to fuck my girlfriend, but he’s going to take my condoms to do it. I look up at the man kneeling on the driver’s seat next to me, his shirt flapping in the gentle breeze, his hard cock pointing at my girlfriend’s cleft like a pulsating missile. I can’t help noticing that his manhood is a little longer and a lot thicker than mine. No wonder she loved sucking it so much.

		Dayton shrugs and says, ‘Up to you, buddy. I don’t mind going bare.’

		I take my wallet out, open it up, and remove a little foil packet. That little foil packet was supposed to be for me to use during this trip. I hand it over to him, Kirsten’s eyes following the movement like a spectator at a tennis match. Dayton takes the condom out of my hand, tears it open with his teeth, and pulls the latex sheathe out. Somehow the sight of the condom out in the open makes this whole moment far, far more real than it was before.

		The old trucker places the condom over the tip of his manhood, the shaft still covered in my girlfriend’s spit and drool. He unrolls the rubber coating down the length of his shaft, then looks up at Kirsten.

		She nods.

		He gets into position and teases her slit with his hard, hot head, grinning at her the whole time. Kirsten makes lusty little groan at the feel of his member sweeping up and down her womanhood.

		Then he pushes forward and plunges inside my girlfriend. The reaction is instantaneous. Kirsten’s mouth opens in a wide O of pleasure. A mouth of deep, primal satisfaction escapes Dayton’s lips. He moves up the seat, driving himself deeper into Kirsten’s pussy, until finally he’s all the way inside.

		‘Shit,’ Kirsten says, breathing hard. ‘He’s bigger than you.’

		If it’s possible to melt into a puddle, I would this to happen to me right fucking now, please.

		But I don’t. I stay in solid form, sitting in the passenger seat, watching my girlfriend let this other man fuck her. He squeezes her petite breasts with one hand, using the other to balance himself as he starts to pump. Kirsten moans and groans, making those breathy little noises I love to hear so much. My stomach churns, that bowling ball weight washing around inside me. I feel like my gut is a washing machine right now.

		Kirsten raises her legs up behind his back, hooking him and pulling his body against her. She links grips the seat with her hands, rocking back and forth as he slowly fucks her. Their movements rock against me, pushing me further along the seat. I want to get out of this damn truck, but I also don’t want the humiliation of standing outside and listening to them together.

		‘Yeah,’ Dayton says, breathing the word. ‘Oh, God, yeah, you’re so good.’

		‘You like fucking this pussy?’ Kirsten says, her eyes fixed on the man violating our relationship. ‘Your dick is so much better than my boyfriend’s.’

		Dayton chuckles. He starts to pump her faster now, the sound of their wet passion filling my ears like nails on a chalkboard. Kirsten moans louder, lifting her legs higher to allow him deeper and deeper access to her willing body.

		Despite how humiliating, how awful, how upsetting this whole scenario is for me… my dick is hard watching them. I hate myself so much right now. I made this happen. I allowed this to happen. And I’m not doing a damn thing to stop it.

		Dayton places his hand around Kirsten’s neck. She moans deeper at that, her eyes rolling.

		‘You like that?’ Dayton says.

		‘Yeah, she says. ‘Fuck me hard. I’m all yours.’

		Dayton’s fingers grip her throat tighter. He drives himself into her harder, slamming against her cleft, forcing his length all the way inside my girlfriend. She cries out, loving it.

		‘Fuck me rough!’ she says.

		Dayton grabs her throat with both hands now, utterly dominating her. Kirsten’s body spasms with lust. She begins to make a series of noises I know all too well.

		My girlfriend is about to climax for this total stranger. Whenever we make love, it takes a long time for me to bring her to this point. Usually, I have to start off with my fingers, tongue, or her favorite toys to get her close to orgasm. But this man has been inside her for only a few short minutes and already she’s approaching the point of no return.

		He pounds her as hard as he can in this awkward position, his balls slapping her ass, his hands gripping her throat, his dick filling her more completely than mine ever has. She moans louder, louder, louder-

		Then she gasps.

		They lock eyes, her mouth hanging open, eyes wide in breathless shock. She nods, encouraging him without words to keep fucking going-

		My girlfriend orgasms in the front seat of the truck, her head resting on my leg, the old trucker pounding her over and over while he squeezes her throat with both hands, fucking her like he owns her. Like he owns us both. Kirsten’s body shudders with pleasure, fingers gripping the seat, toes curling in the air behind his head. She rocks her hips, giving herself utterly to his fierce, ferocious movements, allowing him deeper and deeper inside her dripping sex. I can hear how wet she is. I can smell how wet she is. Wetter than she’s ever been with me.

		Her breathing changes as the orgasm subsides and she begins panting wildly, making noises I’ve never heard before. I’ve never pushed her to this place. I’ve never driven her to the place beyond pleasure. He releases her throat, leaning down over her now. She brings her hands together behind his head in a strangely intimate gesture.

		‘Fuck me, daddy,’ she says. ‘I want you to come in my pussy.’

		He groans and says, ‘I like that. Call me daddy more.’

		‘You’re so fucking big, daddy! You fuck me so good, daddy!’

		Dayton’s movements get jerkier as arousal overtakes him. He growls in the back of his throat, fucking my girlfriend even harder. She cries out louder than ever.

		‘Yes, daddy!’ she says. ‘I love your dick, daddy! Come in my slutty pussy, daddy!’

		He groans, deep and low, and hooks his hands under her thighs, gripping her ass. His movements get deeper, harder, slower. He drives himself into my girlfriend like it’s the only thing in the world that matters.

		‘Yes, yes, yes,’ Kirsten says, gasping out the words. Her pleasure hits me like a slap to the face.

		‘Here it comes,’ Dayton says. ‘Oh, baby, here it comes!’

		‘Fill me up, daddy!’

		He slams inside her with one final push. They moan together as one, mutually climaxing. Kirsten cries out again.

		‘I can feel it!’ she says. ‘Oh, my God, you’re so deep!’

		Dayton groans as he empties into the condom buried further inside my girlfriend than I’ve ever been. They roll their hips together in small circular movements, Kirsten trying to drain him of every last drop, Dayton trying to fill her with everything he has.

		‘Fuck…’ Kirsten says. ‘Daddy, that was amazing.’

		Dayton chuckles and sits up, easing out of her with a wet suction noise. I see his gleaming, wilting cock, the bulb of the condom filled with pearly-white come. He caresses Kirsten’s inner thigh lovingly.

		‘That was a lot of fun,’ he says. ‘I love meeting new people.’

		Kirsten giggles. She reaches down between her legs and touches her dripping sex.

		‘Fuck,’ she says. ‘You stretched me out.’

		‘Does it hurt?’ Dayton’s voice is full of concern.

		‘No,’ she says. ‘Feels good.’

		Dayton carefully peels off the condom and ties a knot in it. He tucks the used latex back into the packet and pulls his pants up.

		‘Let’s get back on the road,’ he says.

		Kirsten pulls her skirt down and sits back in the seat, a smile on her glowing face.

		‘Babe?’ I say, the word sounding like a death rattle.

		‘What?’ she says, looking at me for the first time since he entered her.

		‘We need to talk about this,’ I say, my throat tight.

		‘Nothing to talk about,’ she says, as Dayton closes the door and fires up the engine.

		My girlfriend sits between me and him, still topless, still caked in spit and drool, still not wearing any panties. She doesn’t seem ashamed or upset by what’s just happened. If anything, she seems proud of herself.

		‘That oughta keep me happy for a few miles,’ Dayton says.

		‘When we get to town,’ she says, as the truck starts rolling forward again, ‘do you maybe want to get a room with me in the motel?’

		Dayton looks over at her, beaming with delight.

		‘I’d surely love that,’ he says. ‘I really would.’

		My girlfriend leans into the man who just stole her from me, a smile on her face.

		‘You can call rescue and work something out,’ she says to me. ‘Then tomorrow you can get the car fixed and go home. Dayton, would you mind giving me a lift back to college?’

		‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Might be a few days before I’m back out that way.’ He glances at her, a wicked gleam in his eyes. Something tells me that he could head that way right now, if he wanted. But the promise of spending several days alone on the road with my girlfriend is too much for him to pass up. ‘If you don’t mind keeping me company until then?’

		Kirsten laughs, patting him on the leg. He takes one hand off the wheel and slips it between her open thighs, beneath her skirt. She sighs with pleasure and lets him explore her body once more, totally ignoring me, her supposed boyfriend, sitting next to her.

		‘Babe?’ I say, my throat squeezing tight, as though Dayton’s huge hands are gripping my own neck like they did hers a few minutes ago. ‘Babe, please…’

		‘I think we’re done here,’ she says, holding up her palm towards me. ‘I was gonna break up with you anyway.’

		I nod, gripping the bag tight into my gut, wishing like hell I had never turned off the main road. The rest of this drive is gonna take a lifetime to pass.
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		I shove my hands in my pockets and stand there like an idiot, both insanely turned on and utterly humiliated. John removes his hand from her underwear and touches her lips with his wet fingers. She opens her mouth and greedily sucks his digits, one at a time, cleaning her juices, tasting herself, always looking at him for approval as she does.

		‘Good girl,’ he says.

		My wife purrs, trailing her tongue across his glistening fingers, always with a wicked, eager smile.

		‘How do you taste today?’ he says.

		‘Delicious.’

		John puts his wine glass on the counter and stands in front of her. He kneels between my wife’s legs and hooks his finger beneath her purple panties and tugs them to the side. She giggles, watching him with an expression of purest excitement. He kisses her smoothly shaven mound and she sighs. The he gently trails his tongue along her lips and her sigh deepens into a breathless groan. She rolls her hips forward, presenting as much of her sex as possible to him. He responds by delving his tongue through her parted lips and lapping at her sweet juices. My wife moans with pleasure and takes another sip of her wine. She looks over at me and smiles, face flushed with erotic pleasure, eyes clouded by lust.

		And I just stand there. Like a statue. Pants bulging, mind reeling, stomach writhing, heart racing. I just stand there and watch this man orally pleasure my wife.

		‘That feels so good,’ Dani says, in a gentle, passionate sigh. ‘God, I love the way you do that.’

		John responds by running his hands behind my wife and squeezing her ass. She squeals in delight and places one hand on his head, stroking his hair. She takes another drink of wine, purring deep in her throat as she swallows. I’ve never seen her look so relaxed, so happy, so deeply in lust.

		My wife loses herself in the moment. She forgets my presence, focusing entirely on the man kneeling between her legs. She closes her eyes and moans his name, over and over, steadily growing louder and more breathless as he laps and teases her. John is a skilled lover. He pulls back far enough for me to see how wet and excited she is. Silvery trails of her nectar cling to his lips and tongue.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		A Harsh Lesson

		

		I begin my eighteenth birthday like this. Standing in a dark back yard. In the chilly night air. Staring through a window. Watching the love of my life give herself to the biggest black man I have ever seen…

		

		The course of true love never runs smooth, but nobody has ever told that to little Danny. Tonight is his eighteenth birthday, and he has only one thing on his mind – winning the heart of his former babysitter, the beautiful, elegant, sensual Ellie. He’s racing across town to deliver his message, but what shocking reality awaits him when he reaches the woman he loves?

		

		I turn away from the front door and head down the side of her house. There’s a small path made of loosely-placed paving slabs running around to the rear. The path is pitch black, covered in thick shadows thrown by her neighbor’s house. It looks like the entrance to a cave. I can’t see anything in there.

		But Ellie’s face swims before my mind again. Sweet, perfect Ellie. Her fierce, bright eyes. Her sensual lips. Her perfect skin. She beckons me forward. Courage floods my heart. I step into the black void, placing my hand on the wall to steady myself. All i can hear is my own ragged breathing. I take another step and the shadows swallow me whole.

		I carefully creep around the side of Ellie’s house, inch by slow, methodical inch. When I finally emerge from the darkness and step into her back yard, the moonlight is almost blinding. Up ahead is a pool of light spilling out of a window, cast from a lamp inside the house. I fix a smile on my face and walk toward it. I’m here, Ellie, my love! Here for you!

		I look in through the wide glass doors and freeze.

		Standing in the middle of the den, her back to me, wearing nothing but a pair of stockings, is Ellie. My eighteen-year-old cock lunges against the inside of my pants immediately. I have spent countless hours stroking my dick, imagining what her body would look like, and I wasn’t even close. In the flesh, Ellie is beyond perfect. Her dark hair is tied up in a neat ponytail. Her creamy back looks softer than a silk cushion. Her tight, firm ass is more supple than I thought possible. Her beautiful legs are divine, appearing longer than ever in the stockings she wears.

		My first thought is, She waited! She really waited! My angel has been waiting for me!

		But then I see movement. A shadow falls over the lamp.

		Ellie, my babysitter, the love of my life, is not alone.

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Gone Too Far

		

		My wife sits in his lap, daring me across the table with her eyes. She wants me to do something. She wants me to stop this from happening. But I can’t. I want this to happen…

		

		It’s poker night at Tommy and Morgan’s house and all the guys are coming over for beer, cards, and mischief. When Morgan’s plans change and she comes back unexpectedly, the guys start to enjoy her company a little too much for Tommy’s comfort, but he can’t say anything to stop them.

		

		As the night slowly spirals out of control, Tommy is backed into a corner and forced to question what he truly wants his marriage to become. Will he stand up to his friends? Or will he sit and watch as everything goes too far?

		

		Julian raises his eyebrows and looks around the table. He motions toward David, asking without words if he wants to match Mark’s bet or fold the hand.

		David leans around my wife and says, ‘Tommy, buddy, I didn’t mean to upset you, man. We’re just kidding around. Your wife’s got fantastic tits. You know it. I know it. Everyone who meets her knows it.’

		I swallow hard, tasting bitterness in my throat. Was that an apology? It didn’t sound much like one.

		‘Wish my wife had big tits like yours,’ Steve says.

		‘For fuck’s sake, guys,’ I say, finally losing patience. ‘If you like them so much, why don’t you get them out?’

		The atmosphere changes again, this time seeming to grow even more tense, like a noose tightening around the six of us. For a second or two, nobody moves or says anything. Mark and Steve look at me, their faces confused and surprised in equal measure. Julian and David look at Morgan, wondering what her reaction will be.

		But I know how she’s going to react. She’ll do the same thing she always does when our little game of tease-and-take is at an end. She’ll say, Fuck off, Tommy, and we’ll all laugh and move on with our lives.

		That’s what is going to happen here.

		That’s what will happen.

		That’s what-

		My wife leans forward and says to the man beneath her, ‘Unzip me.’

		I flinch. Nobody notices. All eyes turn to Morgan and David. My stomach melts inside me, leaving an empty, hollow space. How can she be doing this? In front of them? Why is she doing this? She’s gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding…

		David reaches up to the zip at the back of her dress, the very same zipper I touched a few hours ago, and gently eases it down. The fabric parts and loosens around her chest.

		Any second now, she’s going to laugh and tell him to stop. Any second now. Any second.

		But she doesn’t. David stops pulling the zipper and Morgan grabs the front and pulls her dress open. Her bare breasts spill out; large, rounded, heavy orbs with wide pink areolas and hard, suckable nipples. There is an intake of breath from the table. Grins widen. The atmosphere thickens with adult lust.

		‘Honey?’ I say, unable to believe what’s just happened.

		‘What?’ she says, with a nonchalant shrug. ‘You told me to do it.’

		I point to the other guys, silently asking if she’s forgotten we have company here right now. She raises an eyebrow, daring me to say something, daring me to order her out of the room, daring me to be a man.

		But I don’t. I sit there opposite her, my insides squirming with shame and jealousy and wild indignation, and I let all my friends stare at her body.

		‘Come on, boys,’ she says, gesturing toward the table. ‘Play on.’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Nothing Personal

		

		‘Don’t take this the wrong way or nothing, but I’m probably gonna screw your girl tonight.’

		

		Ryan is trying to have fun, but it’s not working. He’s at a party with his new girlfriend, Gina, surrounded by people he doesn’t know. It’s not going great, but he’s sticking it out for Gina.

		

		But then a stranger comes along and says that he will be sleeping with Gina tonight. Ryan has no idea who this guy is, or why he’s going to seduce another man’s girl. All Ryan wants to do is take care of his date and get out of this house – but where is Gina? She’s been missing for a while now…

		

		The bathroom door is at the far end of the hallway. It’s closed tight. A couple of people stand outside, waiting their turn. I push past them and hammer on the door with my fist.

		‘Come on!’ I say. ‘You still in there?’

		Desperation rises like a balloon inside me. My heart starts to beat faster, becoming erratic. I think I’m going to have a heart attack. What the fuck is going on behind this door? I hammer the wood again. This time the door rattles in the frame.

		‘Settle down, bro,’ says a guy behind me. ‘You’re gonna break the door.’

		I clench my fists and stare at the door, wondering how hard I need to hit this to break it. I could do that. Kick open the door and carry Gina out like a hero. My leg twitches in anticipation. Ready to start kicking. Ready to smash the door to pieces.

		The lock clicks open. I stand back, fists clenched, ready to leap into action. A young woman pulls the door open and stands in front of me, confusion on her face.

		‘What’s going on?’ she says, slurring badly.

		I push past her and look around. The bathroom is empty.

		‘Where’s Gina?’ I say.

		‘Who?’

		‘The other girl!’

		‘There’s no one else,’ she says, wrinkling her nose at me. She walks out of the room and staggers along the hallway. I follow her out and the next person heads into the bathroom and shuts the door.

		Panic seizes me. Where is Gina? What’s she doing? There’s no other way upstairs, so we can’t have missed each other. She’s gotta be around here somewhere. Somewhere.

		I glance off to my left. The hallway continues in that direction for a few feet, with two closed doors at either side near the end. A knee-high gate has been erected in the middle of the hallway, the kind of barrier you’d use to prevent a small dog or a baby from accessing an unsafe area. Nobody is stood around in that direction. Those must be the bedrooms, the only places off-limits to partygoers.

		The bedrooms.

		I stride down the hall and step over the gate without moving it. The sounds of the party fall away, replaced the sound of my pounding heart and rushing blood. Terror grips my chest with icy talons. I turn to the door on the left and push it open. Nothing. Just a dark bedroom beyond, the furniture covered in shadows and the drapes pulled across a wide window.

		Stepping back, I close the door and turn to face the other room. I grab the handle and turn it quickly and throw the door open.

		I see Gina in the dull orange light of a small reading lamp. She’s facing me. On all fours. On a king size bed. Fingers gripping the bed sheets. Shirt on. Jeans off. Eyes rolled back in her head. Mouth open in a wide O. Body rocking back and forth. She sees me without seeing me. A passionate groan escapes her lips.

		The shock of seeing her like this takes me a moment to register the rest of the room. After a few long seconds, I realize that she isn’t alone. There’s a man behind her. A man I’ve only met once. A man I recognize immediately due to his massive, bulky frame.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Reunion

		

		Who is this guy and why is my wife so excited to see him?

		

		Liam and Nicole are heading out to a charming cabin retreat for Nicole’s high school reunion. It promises to be a fun event – reminiscing, drinking, dancing, the works.

		

		But Nicole only has eyes for one man tonight. Instead of remaining at her husband’s side, she’s all over a handsome guy named Damon. As Liam tries to win back his wife’s affections, he learns all about Damon and his history with Nicole. Liam needs to move fast, before his wife does something she can never take back…

		

		‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’

		‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’

		‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt.

		‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’

		I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move.

		She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement.

		Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement.

		‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’

		‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice.

		‘Like you used to.’

		She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it.

		Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra.

		She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me.

		He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready.

		‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He traces a thumb over her lips.

		Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. She loves it.

		I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it.

		My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it.

		‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’

		‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’

		‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’

		The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard.

		‘Open your mouth,’ he says.

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Happy Anniversary

		

		This is it. No backing out now. My wife is about to meet her old boyfriend – the biggest lover she’s ever had…

		

		Wedding anniversaries are a special occasion for all couples, and Connor intends to make this night the most memorable one ever. He’s treating his wife Ellie to a romantic getaway by the coast. A cute hotel. Romantic walks. Dinner dates. And her hung ex-boyfriend.

		

		Ellie has no idea what Connor is planning, but she’s more than delighted to go along for the ride – and what a ride she’s about to enjoy…

		

		‘Do you wanna grab a drink and hang out in our room?’ she says. ‘It might be easier… you know, to talk.’

		‘Sure,’ Aiden says. He orders a drink. I grab a bottle of wine and three glasses and follow my wife and her ex-boyfriend through the bar. I feel people’s eyes on my back, but I don’t turn around. Ahead of me, Aiden slips his arm around my wife’s slender waist and pulls her close to his body. She doesn’t resist. The sight of them walking like lovers, utterly ignorant to me, is both arousing and stomach-churning.

		Ellie leads Aiden across the bar and back through the quiet reception. The wide windows look out on black nothingness now. The moon and stars are hidden behind clouds and the sea is a barely-visible gray mass in the distance. We walk up the stairs together – me still following like a faithful puppy – and turn off at the first hallway. It only takes a few moments before we’re standing outside the room I rented to celebrate with my wife. Now we’re about to invite someone else inside. Someone else who may or may not destroy my marriage. It’s a hell of a risk…

		But one I so desperately want to take.

		Ellie unlocks the door was walks into the room with perfectly casualness. Aiden and I hang back by the door for a brief moment. He casts a glance at me and half-smiles.

		‘You’re alright, man,’ he says. Then he walks after my wife into the room.

		I follow, closing the door behind me. Ellie sits on the edge of the wide bed, trying to look cool and casual, while I place the wine and glasses on a counter. Aiden shrugs off his bag and dumps it on the floor.

		‘So, boys,’ Ellie says, her voice husky with excitement, ‘what do you want to do?’

		Aiden makes the first move, not waiting for an invitation. He steps up to my wife and puts one hand on the back of her neck and pulls her lips to his.

		My jaw almost hits the floor. The feeling is almost indescribable. I feel heart-wrenching angst and stomach-churning terror and ball-tightening arousal all at the same time. My wife responds to his kiss, putting her arms around his waist and groaning deep in her throat. I can see their lips connecting. I can hear the wet smack of their passion. As I watch, the years seem to fall away in an instant. They aren’t two grown adult meeting up for the first time in years; they’re two hot and horny college students desperately pawing and groping and fucking each other’s brains out every chance they get.

		Ellie breaks off the kiss first, gasping for air. I know that gasp so well. She made that gasp for me, just last night, when I made her climax. But here she’s gasping for him – with her need for him.

		She looks at me with glazed, lusty eyes. She beckons me closer with a finger. She wants me to be a part of this moment, too. I go to her – to them – and she pulls me in for a kiss. I taste her. I taste him on her. I smell him on her. She groans again, softer this time. I feel him moving next to me, kissing her neck, roaming her body with his hands, feeling her familiar curves and hollows for the first time all over again.

		‘Oh, fuck,’ Ellie says, letting me go for a moment. ‘Why the hell haven’t we done this sooner?’

		I try to think up some witty response, but I have nothing to say. I am utterly speechless.

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Sharing is Caring

		

		My wife crosses the room and kneels between his legs, a naughty smile on her face…

		

		Larry is trying to help his best friend cope with yet another explosive break-up, but Peter’s sulking and reminiscing is getting in the way of naughty fun with his wife, Meghan.

		

		As the couple slowly help their friend get over his failed relationship, they start to take things in a new and highly erotic direction. What kind of man wouldn’t help his buddy move on? And what kind of wife could turn that offer down?

		

		Peter finishes his beer. Meghan hops out of my lap and takes the empty can from him. As she turns to walk away, she drops the can on the floor and bends over to pick it up. There is nothing innocent about this movement. She looks me in the eyes, a smile on her face, her breasts damn near hanging out of the shirt, while her tight ass is pointed straight at my best friend’s face.

		I look into her eyes and receive another one of those psychic messages.

		I’m a naughty girl.

		I raise an eyebrow, letting her know I understand what she’s telling me. My wicked wife, my slutty paramour, my deviant soulmate, wants to play a game.

		Meghan walks through the room, back to the kitchen. I watch Peter’s eyes glance at her seductively swaying butt, before he looks away, ashamed at himself for checking out another man’s wife. I smile to myself and drink a little more beer. Game on, Peter.

		‘How did you get all the luck?’ Peter says, keeping his voice low. ‘I get the wild, emotional girls, you wind up marrying the hottest woman I’ve ever met.’

		I shrug and say, ‘She’s a keeper. Gotta keep her happy. Gotta keep her satisfied. But that’s part of the fun, right?’

		Peter meets my gaze and returns my smile as Meghan return with two fresh beers. She gives one to Peter and bends down – giving me a generous view of her ass – and kisses him on the cheek. He blushes and giggles like a naughty child. She walks back across the room and returns to my lap.

		‘What are you boys talking about?’ she says, affecting an innocent tone in her voice.

		‘I was just telling Peter how I enjoy keeping you satisfied,’ I say, my hand once again finding her tight ass. ‘Peter said how hot you are.’

		Peter blushes again, his cheeks turning wine-red.

		‘I wasn’t checking you out,’ he says, raising his hands in protest. ‘I just… I made a comment.’

		Meghan laughs, enjoying how flustered he’s getting. She settles into me and pulls my arm away from her ass, around her waist. My hand cups her firm breast, but she doesn’t stop me. Peter’s eyes see me casually holding Meghan’s breast. He smiles, still blushing, and opens his beer, using the can to hide his face.

		‘It’s okay, Pete,’ she says. ‘I don’t mind other guys looking. Neither does Larry, do you, hun?’

		‘Not at all,’ I say, with a shrug. ‘I have no problem with you checking out my wife. Do you like what you see?’

		Peter nods, swallowing a mouthful of beer, eyes wide with surprise.

		‘Y-yeah,’ he says.

		‘You’ve always checked me out,’ Meghan says. ‘Don’t act surprised, of course I noticed.’

		I start to gently squeeze and massage her breasts in full view of my best friend. His eyes follow my fingers, watching me gently knead and tease Meghan’s breasts. The color slowly fades from his cheeks. His eyes begin to glaze over with excitement and arousal.

		‘Can you keep a secret, Peter?’ she says.

		Peter nods, the beer nestled between his legs, forgotten.

		‘Are you sure?’ Meghan says.

		Peter draws an X over his heart with a finger.

		Meghan squeezes my wrist, sending me another psychic message. I read it loud and clear in the quiet of the room.

		Shall we?
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