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“Get out...we’re over, Sarah,” says Jacob, stopping his car. “You’re boring me...I want a divorce.” He has a smug look on his face as he leans across me and opens my door. 

I stare wide-eyed at my husband or soon to be ex-husband.

“What? You’re just gonna leave me here? In the middle of nowhere?” I can hardly believe what’s happening. “The least you can do is drive me back to town,” I glare, wondering how on Earth I ever thought Jacob to be suitable husband material. But it seems he’s showing his true colors now and maybe if I hadn’t been so besotted with him, I would have seen the warning signs—like his wandering eyes at the waitress in the diner on our second date or the way he kept having a reason not to be able to see me or all the times he’d spent supposedly texting his friends when we were in the movie theatre. But now I know the truth. It seems Jacob has been having a string of affairs and because I dared to call him out over it tonight, I’m now getting dumped literally in the middle of God knows where. If only Jacob was more like his bestfriend, Ben. Ben wouldn’t treat a woman like this, I’m sure.

“I haven’t got all night, Sarah, just get the fuck out of my car. I’ve got places to go...people to see,” snaps Jacob. 

“You mean you’ve got another woman to see,” I shout. “Which one is it tonight? Maisie...June...or that sad bitch, Lana, who works at the diner?”

With a self-satisfied smile across his face, Jacob says, “Actually its Wendy. Now get out!”

I climb from the car and then bend forward to face Jacob. “You do realize that Wendy has had every guy in town...she’s not interested in keeping herself just for you.” 

“That’s why I like her...no strings attached...maybe you should try it, Sarah, instead of all this boring bullshit of staying faithful the whole time,” smiles Jacob.

“Smile all you want, Jacob,” I glare, “that’s the real reason you want a divorce, isn’t it? Because I’m old fashioned...because I believe that cheating is wrong! Because I won’t come with you to one of those sex parties that you go to...because I won’t become a swinger or whatever they are called!” 

Jacob doesn’t answer me. Instead he leans across the car and pulls the passenger door shut. Suddenly the night is filled with the sound of Jacob’s car engine as he floors the accelerator. I watch his car disappear into the night.

“Great!” I moan, feeling angry and tense. My hands shake as I fumble through my bag for my phone. I begin to question myself—am I not good enough? Am I too boring? Is it because Jacob just finds me too rigid? Maybe I’m not pretty enough? I glance down at myself and whisper, “Just stop running yourself down, Sarah...it’s that piece of shit, Jacob, that isn’t good enough!”

I finally find my phone and ring for a cab. But there’s no signal. “Shit!” I mutter, trying again. “Come on...please...” I shake my head. “Now what am I going to do?” I turn on the heels of my knee-length boots. It’s pretty dark out here as I stand at the crossroad. I’m not even sure I know where I am. 

Turning on my phone’s flashlight, I cross over the road and hold up my phone to the white, wooden road sign. It sways in the breeze as I squint up at the directions. “Windy Way...13 miles...never heard of it,” I say, beginning to shiver in the autumn breeze. “Turners Place...definitely don’t want to head there.” 

Beginning to lose hope of finding a way home, I check the sign pointing in the direction that Jacob left. “Stamp Hill...1 mile...I know that place.” I feel my nerves steady. Stamp Hill is just a tiny place about three miles from where I need to get. I know it because it’s where Jacob’s best friend, Ben, runs his business—a small garage and gas station. Maybe if I head there, I can use his phone and call a cab. It’s open all night. If I’m really lucky he might even give me a ride home.  

I cross the road feeling really cold now. With no coat and just my skimpy denim shorts and t-shirt, my bare legs and arms are soon covered in gooseflesh. I shudder and clutch my bag to my chest. It’s eerily quiet out here and the falling leaves that scatter across the road make me nervous and jumpy. Every few minutes I check over my shoulder and breathe a sigh of relief to know that I’m not being followed. The sooner I get to Stamp Hill the better. God knows what I’m going to say to Jacobs’s best friend. Should I tell him what Jacob has done—dumped me in the middle of nowhere just so he can go and fuck Wendy from the thrift store? Awkward! But he’s going to wonder why I’m wandering about late at night dressed in just shorts and a t-shirt, and in Stamp Hill of all places. There’s nothing there except the garage that Ben owns, a church and a couple of houses. 

I try to think of reasons for my strange predicament. I went for a walk and got lost? I needed some milk and thought I’d take the three mile hike to the garage to buy some? Or I thought I’d drop by and say, Hi? I chuckle to myself even though my situation is nothing to laugh at. But I just can’t think of a reason for showing up at Ben’s garage so late at night. I guess I’ll just have to tell him the truth. Why should I look like an idiot when I haven’t done anything wrong? I’m not the one screwing everyone in town!

I continue to trudge through the fallen leaves, thoughts of Jacobs’s best friend now consuming me. Why can’t Jacob be more like Ben? Ben seems way nicer and if truth be told, way hotter than my husband. I bet his dick is bigger too—something I wouldn’t mind sucking on if I’m being totally honest with myself—something I have found myself secretly fantasizing about.  

I shake my head at such forbidden thoughts. Ben is way off-limits and not only that, way too old for someone like me. His in his mid-forties. What would I look like jumping into bed with my husband’s older best friend? But I can’t help the nagging feeling that deep down it’s Ben—a guy more than twice my age—that I would cheat on my husband with if given half the chance.
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I shiver as the wind starts to pick up and howls through the drooping trees that line the road. I wonder if Paul and Mark will be working at the garage tonight. I don’t know them that well but they’re both hot mature guys, just like Ben. Still, they’re all way out of my league. They wouldn’t be interested in a twenty-two year-old like me so it’s about time I put such wild thoughts of being fucked by older guys like Ben and his friends from my mind. 

I begin to pick up my pace. I can see the lights of the garage in the distance and soon I’ll be calling for a cab and heading home. Fuck Jacob—I don’t need him anyway. I’m sure it won’t be long before he’s screwing Ann Brown, the preacher’s daughter—that’s if he hasn’t already!

I stop outside the door to the garage. The small shop is lit up, but I can’t see Ben, Paul or Mark. Maybe one of them is out back in the garage. I begin to wander around the side of the building. “Please someone be here,” I mutter, now worried that my plan to use their phone to call a cab isn’t going be happening anytime soon. They could be out on a call—a broken down car or truck. I can’t see their tow truck anywhere. 

“Hello,” I call out
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
On'/M

Wl‘l‘H THREE HOT MECHANICS

ULDEI}MM YlJlIIlGEB WOMAN EROTICA ROMANCE
FAY STACEY, -»






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





