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“Fucking hell!” I shouted as I slammed
my car door shut. I had tried—and failed—to start up my car for the
fourth time. What a miserable waste of a Saturday.

I had driven three hours out of town to meet the man
I’d been
flirting with online for the past two months. We were going to have
a romantic lunch and end up in a hotel room, fucking wildly. But
when I showed up at the restaurant, I discovered the photo Leonard
had been using was twenty years and sixty pounds out of date. He
looked like a troll.

I turned around, walked out, grabbed a burger at
McDonald’s,
and headed back out on the highway to go home. Then, shortly after
leaving town, my “check engine” light came on. By the time I made a
mental note to take it to the mechanic on Monday, it started
clunking. I pulled over to the shoulder and the car shuddered as I
came to a stop, then shut itself off. To top it all off, I was on a
lonely road that I don’t think anyone ever used. Great, just great.
I should’ve stayed home.

I called for a tow truck—and made a silent prayer of thanks
for my daughter talking me into getting a cell phone—and sat in the
car with the windows rolled down. God, it was hot. While waiting for what
seemed like hours, I tried to get the car started again, but only
came up with a horrible grinding sound. I stopped trying, for fear
of making it worse.

To make everything worse, I was insanely horny.
I haven’t had sex
in maybe six months and I was so looking forward to getting fucked
by a powerful, athletic, older man. But with how troll-like Leonard
turned out to be, I knew I’d have a date with my vibrator
tonight—same as I did every Saturday night.

I sighed, then started pounding the hood of my car.
“Fuck!” I
screamed.
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