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​“Is that an 83?”
Shelly asked with excitement. She pointed out the passenger window
at a car broken down on the side of the road.

James took his eyes off the road for a moment to
confirm that yes, it was a 1983 Buick Grand National. The hood was
up and there appeared to be a couple sitting inside the vehicle.
The car was the exact same make, model, and color of the car he was
driving. “What are the odds of that,” James said in awe.

“It’s black, too. The same exact black,” Shelly
said.

“They only came in black, Shelly. Jesus.” James
shook his head in annoyance, and Shelly caught it in an instant.
Her blood pressure spiked.

“Oh, so since I don’t know every single thing
there is to know about cars, I’m stupid, yes?”

“For Christ’s sake, Shelly.”

“Fuck you, James. I only said something because
I thought you’d find it interesting.” She was upset now, staring
out the window.

“Well, it might be the same car…and color, but
mine’s running and his ain’t. Tough luck.” James drove on down
Route 66 somewhere in Arizona, the unforgiving sun beating down on
the earth. He didn’t even think to stop and see if the people with
the broken down 87 Buick Grand National needed help. After all, he
had far more important things to deal with at the moment. His
wife’s hot temper not the least of them.

He looked over at her after they passed 45
minutes in silence. She was beautiful, still. No doubt about it.
Two years older than him put her at 30, but she was still carded at
nearly every bar they went to. She had that young, innocent look
that she would probably carry with her another five years. Shelly
was wearing a sundress that was riding up her legs and revealing
her smooth, bronzed thighs. James felt himself getting excited
staring at her, thinking about her body. Her cleavage had a thin
layer of sweat on top, and when they passed over a small pothole in
the road, her breasts swayed naturally with the motion of the
car.

“You are gorgeous, babe,” James said, reaching
out a hand to rub her thigh. Shelly shook him off.

James drove through no man’s land Arizona.
Another twenty miles down the road an awful noise started up from
the engine. James and Shelly, married seven years, pulled over on
the side of the highway.

It was hot where the car broke down and there
was no shade to be had. James was sweating over the engine of his
Buick while his picturesque wife stood a few feet away, her blonde
hair caught in the wind and looking like a starlet from a 1950’s
romance.

“What are the goddamn chances?” James asked no
one in particular.

Shelly glanced back at her husband. My God how
aggravating and annoying he had become in recent years. His bad
attitude had spilled over into the bedroom as well, and there
hadn’t been satisfying sex for either of them in close to two
years. Shelly had the opportunity about three months ago to fuck an
ex from college, and she could have done it, too. James
would have never known. She held out and did the right thing, only
to get home that night and find her limp husband fast asleep. Every
day she lost more faith in the man she married.

“Call a tow truck, James,” Shelly said, unable
to conceal her displeasure at the situation.

“It’ll be hours before one gets out this far,”
James said, wiping sweat from his brow with the sleeve of his
checkered shirt. “It’s probably a simple fix.”

Shelly looked west; the direction they were
headed when the car broke down. She looked east, back where they
had come from, and thought about the other broken-down Buick Grand
National. What were the chances? Not high, she thought. But that
was the only car she had seen for hours, and not a single one
passed by since they had pulled off the highway.

“It’s hot,” Shelly said, pacing up and down the
shoulder of the road. “It’s hot and I’m over this, call a tow
truck, James. Now.”

James slammed the hood shut on Grand National
and turned on her. He marched up to his wife, stomping in the dirt
and sending clouds of brown dust up into the air. “Enough of your
goddamn complaints, Shelly! Christ almighty!”

Shelly looked him in the eye, and for a moment
all that could be heard was the gentle breeze beneath the
unforgiving sun. Shelly turned her head and spat in the dirt. She
walked away from her husband and left him standing alone.
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​Don Chatfield and his
wife Abbey pulled over to the side of Route 66 and were waiting for
about fifteen minutes when they saw the 83 Buick Grand National
drive past them. They were sitting in their own Buick, with the car
on, allowing the air conditioning to cool them while they
waited.

There was a nervous energy in the car and though
they tried to exchange conversation, it was forced and clumsy. The
big day had finally arrived and now that it was here, they were
both scared shitless. Sure, they had read about it online and
spoken with a representative with the company, but actually going
through with it was something else entirely.

“Was that an 83, Don? Like this one?”

“I think it was, hon,” Don said. “What are the
chances?”

“Not very high, I would think,” Abbey said.

Don looked at his wife, admiring her. She had
worn revealing clothing today, very unlike her but very
appropriate, considering. She had a short jean-skirt on, and a
small tube-top that revealed the tops of her breasts and her flat
little tummy. Her feet were in a pair of sandals, and her toenails
painted a bright green. She was ready. There was no mistaking the
look in her eyes. Fear? Yes. Anxious? Of course.

But excitement, too.

“What are you looking at, Don?” Abbey asked,
giggling a little.

“My sexy wife, that’s what I’m looking at. Are
you ready, baby? Are you really ready for this?”

Abbey leaned forward and kissed her husband on
the mouth. Then she looked him in the eyes and said, “I’m ready.
And so are you. We paid good money for this, Don. Let’s enjoy
it.”

Don smiled and planted his soft lips on
hers.

“Oh, and don’t forget!” Abbey said, slapping him
on the chest. “No breaking character! We’ve got a great scenario
and you better play along.”

Oh boy, did they ever. He had tried to talk
Abbey out of this one and to go with something not so intense, but
it was no use. The second she had read the option on the KC&C
website it was impossible not to notice the excitement in her eyes.
The pure, unfiltered lust on her face. Don knew she wanted it bad
and so being the good husband, he let her have it.

“I won’t break character or mess with the scene,
Abbey,” Don said. “I want this as much as you do.” And it was a
pretty penny they had paid, too. Don’s good friend Dave Brown had
recommended the service and hadn’t stopped talking about it since
he and his wife had tried it the previous year.

“It’s intense, Don, really it is,” Dave had told
him at lunch. “But it’s worth it. You wait out those intense parts,
let her…have fun, and when it’s all over you’ll be glad you did it,
man. Really, it’s cathartic and therapeutic.”

Don thought Dave was probably full of shit but
there had been no changing Abbey’s mind once he mentioned it. They
had never been all that adventurous in the bedroom, and Abbey
decided that this was a great way to change that. After they booked
the arrangements online, Abbey made Don do a follow up call to the
company the next day.

“So, there will be three of them, correct?”
James said into the telephone, while Abbey kneeled between his legs
and started pulling his cock out through the zipper of his pants.
“Yes, two big and one huge, good…OK one minute let me double check
with my wife.”

Abbey was just about to take him into her mouth
when James set the phone aside and looked her in the eyes.

“They want us to confirm the intensity level,”
he said.

Abbey smiled. “We already talked about this, and
you know the answer, Don.”

Don swallowed hard and picked the phone back up,
“Yes, hello? OK, we’re going to stick with the top intensity level,
please. Level 5.”

Abbey found it easier to convince Don of things
he would rather not do by making him do those things with his dick
in her mouth.

There was no blowjob for Don today, however. His
wife hadn’t so much as glanced down there since they pulled over to
wait for the van. The van would be filled with three well-endowed
men, all chomping at the bit to get their hands on his wife. And he
would let them. He wondered comically if they would have company
shirts on that read Kidnapped Couples and
Cuckolding.

“They should be along any minute now,” James
said, staring out the windshield onto Route 66 and the arid Arizona
landscape around it.

“Which direction are they coming from?” Shelly
said.

“East. We’re looking for a big white van…and
they’re looking for a married couple in a broken down, 1983 Buick
Grand National on the side of Route 66.”
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